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CLASSIFIED 
DEPARTMENT

PLUMBING FOR LESS
New and used 

PIPE - VALVES - FITTINGS 
Write for Bargain Pricei

92ü S. W. 1st Ave., Portland, Oregon

WILLIAM MACLEOD RAINE’S

Ta Ride thè Idith
COPYRIGHT WILLIAM MACLEOD RAINE—WNU SERVICE

CLASSIFIED 
DEPARTMENT

PHOTOGRAPHY
ROLLS DEVELOPED 
8 print« 3 double weight enlargement«, 
or your choice of 16 print« without 
enlargements 26c coin. Reprints 8cea.

NORTHWEST PHOTO SUE VICK 
Fargo - Dopt. K • North Dakota

FILM FINISHING
Send for our new Photographic Bargain
Bulletin. Almost 100 pages of values. 
Fotoshop. 136A West 82nd. New York City.

Kodak Finishing 20c
Beautiful pictures on famous "Velox” 
paper, postage prepaid.
Roll developed and 16 prints • • - 35c 
Roll developed and 8 prints - - - 20c 
Prints from negatives - - - - 8c each 

Send coin. Include Tax In Wash.
RICHARD R. MAYER A CO.

815 S. 9th Tacoma, Wash.

FENCING

ELECTRIC FENCES 
Wonderful new controllers designed for great­
er effectiveness and improved safety. Each 
unit electrifies ten miles of fence. Priced from 
$12 np to $24.65 postpaid. Battery or power 
operated. Salesmen Wanted.
INTERNATIONAL ELECTRIC FENCE CO. Portland.Or.

PIANOS

FREE TRIAL
Free Lessons—Free Delivery 

World’s Famous Makes. 
Prospective buyers write for particu­
lars stating type and price of instru­
ment desired.

United Pianos
526 S. E. Grand, Portland

AUTO AND TRUCK PARTS

David Hodes Auto Wrecking Co.
Large stock good used auto and truck 
parts, engines, power plants, etc. Low 
Prices. Mail orders prompt atten­
tion.
a E. Grand at Market. Portland. Ora

SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

Moler Beauty Schools 
Only Nat’l Organization in the North­
west. Earn your tuition. Write 
Seattle Tacoma Spokane

FREE BEAUTY COURSE
For a short time only. In one of 
the largest and oldest beauty 
schools in the Northwest. Must 
have high school education. Our 
graduates are always in demand.

Palace Beauty School
1404 2nd Ave.— Seattle, Wash.

ENGINES AND PARTS

New and Rebuilt Gasoline and Diesel 
for truck and industrial use. Expert en­
gine rebuilding. Buda Engine Agency, 
—566 First Avenue. So., Seattle.

AGENTS WANTED

Cow Tall Holder, Patented, send 25c 
for sample and instructions.

C. F. Hartwell
1807 S. E. 48th Avenue, Portland, Oregon

HEARING AIDS

TIRA IT? Even those who thought
* It hopeless hear easily with 

Sonotone Preceptron. Write for free 
booklet. Sonotone Portland Company, 
321 Falling Bldg., Portland.

IF YOU 
SUFFER FROM PILE5

or other Rectal trouble 
no matter how long.

WRITE TODAY FOR 
THIS BOOK 

It tells how thousands have 
been restored to HEALTH 
and HAPPINESS without 
going to the hospital by 
our guaranteed Lifetime 
Methods.

Quick, Lasting Results 
HINKLEY CLINIC 

Rroadwey Bld... Portland

Too Involved
Snook, (fiercely)—Do you mean 

to call m. a liar, air?
Brooks—That la the construction 

which suggests itself In connection 
with the observation I addressed to 
you.

Snooks (mollified)—All right. I 
accept your apology. But I allow 
no man to Insult me.

Ahem!
The vicar had just returned from a 

visit abroad, and a big crowd of 
his parishioners had collected to 
welcome him. Beaming with pleas­
ure, the vicar got up to speak.

"My dear friends," he started, 
"I will not call you ladies and gen­
tlemen, because I know you too 
welt”

THE MODERN KID

A rude woman, sitting in a tram 
with a little boy next to her, was 
asked for her fare by the conductor.

"Tuppenny," she said brusquely.
"And 'ow about little Lord Faun­

tleroy?" asked the conductor, point­
ing to the child. "You'll need e 
ticket fer 'im as welt"

"No, I won't”
"Yus you will. ’Ow old is ’•?”
"Dunno.”
"Well, I do. 'E'a six if 'e'a a day. 

That'll be another penny.”
The woman flatly refused to pay 

and a heated argument began. Sud­
denly the child spoke up.

"Aw, shut up. will yer?” he ex­
claimed. “Here's yer penny. And 
anyway, she ain’t my ma. Nevet 
seen the old girl in me life!"—Pear­
son's London Weekly.

•JETS HIS Tl’RN

Missionary (establishing pleasant 
relations)—And may I expect to be 
present at dinner?

CHAPTER IX—Continued 
—15—

“What has Lou got to do with it?” 
Howard asked.

“He’s one of the gang that did 
this. We caught him. He’s our 
prisoner now. A hostage, you might 
say. If anything happens to Miss 
Ruth, it’s all off with him.”

“What d’you mean, he’s one of 
the gang that did this? Lou doesn’t 
go around carrying girls up into the 
hills, if that’s what happened, 
though so far I can’t make head or 
tail of it.” Howard looked reproach­
fully at the L C man. “You hadn’t 
ought to talk that wild, lawless way, 
Dan. About stringing up Lou, and 
crazy talk like that. Be reasonable. 
First off, tell us the story. Begin 
at the beginning. Let’s hear what 
happened . . . Will you have a 
drink?” He pushed the bottle to­
ward Brand.

“I will not,” Brand said curtly. 
“No need to begin at the first of it, 
Sherm. You know that better than 
I do. Through yore spies you found 
out some Mexican smugglers were 
going to run silver through Live 
Oak canyon to Tough Nut. You sent 
five of yore gang out to waylay 
them.”

“Wa-ait a minute, Dan.” Howard 
raised a fat hand to stop him. “No 
such a thing. Some of the boys 
headed for Tough Nut to see the 
elephant. They may have gone by 
way of Live Oak canyon. I wouldn’t 
know about that.”

"It isn’t more than 40 miles off 
the direct route to Tough Nut,” 
Brand said contemptuously. “Don’t 
try to load me, Sherm. I know 
what that outlaw bunch went to Live 
Oak for. We found two Mexicans 
they had rubbed out and the pack­
mule with the silver. Yore crowd 
was still shootin’ when we took a 
hand.”

“The Mexicans must have at­
tacked them,” Howard protested. 
“That would be the way of it."

“Sure. When a brush rabbit gets 
nerve enough to spit in the eye of a 
rattlesnake. Like I said, Lou is our 
prisoner. That boy hasn’t any sand 
in his craw. He wilted right off 
and blabbed all he knew. Don’t 
waste my time trying to lie. Here's 
the nub of it. Two of yore men 
slipped away from us up a side 
canyon. They cut across to the L C 
ranch-house and picked up Miss 
Ruth. After she had rustled grub 
for them, they took her with them 
into the hills.”

“What two men?”
“Morg Norris and Kansas.”
“I’m not responsible for what that 

killer Morg Norris does,” the fat 
man burst out. “You know that, 
Dan. He’s a bad hombre. Long ago, 
soon as I saw what he was, I washed 
my hands of him.”

“Lee holds you responsible. So 
do the rest of us. You can’t get 
away with that, Sherm. Every de­
cent man in this country will be 
against you in this thing. If that 
devil Norris hurts Miss Ruth, you’ll 
be in a jam. Don’t think anything 
else for a minute.”

The big moon face of Howard 
was pallid. The reverse at Live 
Oak was bad enough. Not much 
chance to play innocent with Lou a 
prisoner. But this crazy adventure 
of Morgan Norris was ruinous. 
Sherm did not know which way to 
turn. Lee Chiswick hated him, any­
how. The oldest son of the L C 
ranchman had been a private in the 
Texas Rangers and had been killed 
while on duty. The father of the 
dead boy had always suspected 
Howard of betraying the youngster 
to his death, though he had never 
been able to prove it. If this girl 
was injured, Lee would go hog 
wild. His revenge would never stop 
at Norris—not even at Lou Howard.

"We want to be reasonable, Dar.,” 
he said. “I wouldn’t have had this 
happen for all the money in the 
world—if it has happened. I can’t 
believe it. Morg is a good-looking 
fellow. Maybe he just persuaded 
her to ride along a ways. If it was 
Morg. We want to be sure of that.”

“Morg left a note," Brand said 
quietly. "Besides, the girl who 
works at the ranch got away and 
told us. What’s the sense in trying 
to fool yoreself? If it is yoreself 
and not me you’re trying to load. 
I'm here to tell you to get busy. 
Send some of yore scalawags out to 
shoot down Norris. Get Miss Ruth 
back somehow safely. If you don’t, 
you’re out of luck, Sherm.” The 
face of the foreman was harsh and 
grim.

Howard mopped his perspiring 
face with a bandanna. He made up 
his mind to sacrifice Norris. It was 
too bad Mile High was present, 
since it would be fatal for the idea 
to get out that he would not stand 
by any of his gang in trouble. But 
even Mile High must see they had 
to throw Morg to the lions after do­
ing such a thing.

“We’d better talk turkey,” he ad­
mitted. “First thing is to get Miss 
Chiswick back. I can promise to 
put 30 men to combing the hills in­
side of two hours, Dan. I'll go the 
limit on this thing.”

"Good, if you send them to the 
right place,” Brand made blunt an­
swer.

"I don’t know where he is any 

more than you do,” Howard cut 
back sharply. “And I won’t have 
you saying I do, Dan. There’s one 
thing more I’ll say. My boy Lou 
isn’t in this. If you—or Lee—or 
any of his riders—do that boy any 
harm, I’ll never quit till I’ve cleaned 
up the whole Chiswick nest. You 
can put that in your pipe and smoke 
it.”

“All I’m saying is that you’d bet­
ter find Miss Ruth and get her 
home,” Brand replied, frowning at 
him.

The foreman turned and strode 
out of the room.

Mile High said to Howard angrily, 
“Is it yore idea to throw down on 
Morg?”

The lifeless eyes of Howard slid 
round to meet those of the other. 
“Don’t always be a lunkhead, Mile 
High. What has this fellow done 
but throw down on you and me and 
all of us? You know this country 
won’t stand for such stuff as he has 
just pulled off. He’d know it, too, 
if he wasn’t crazy. We’ve got to 
play our hands to save ourselves. 
When Morg Norris took this girl 
with him against her will, he signed 
his death-warrant. Don’t you go 
signing yours. We’re going after

He pushed through the brush tor 
half a mile.

Morg to get him. You had better 
get you a horse and trail along 
with one of the posses. You’ll find 
it’s doggoned good insurance 
against a few years in the pen at 
Yuma.”

CHAPTER X

Jeff Gray had to fight down an 
impulse to hurry. It would be folly 
to wear out the horses getting to 
the Walsh cabin, only to find out 
that Kansas had sent them on a 
wild-goose chase. After all, the man 
was one of the gang. What more 
likely than that, under instruction 
of Norris, he had been trying to 
direct the pursuit in the wrong di­
rection when he freed Nelly?

With a heavy heart Jeff admitted 
to himself that this was very likely 
a job that could not be done in a 
hurry. He might have to sleep on 
Norris’ trail for a week. The fel­
low knew every pocket in these 
hills. If Kansas were false-card­
ing, they might not find the outlaws 
at all.

The two men traveled steadily, 
Sorley in the lead. The little Irish­
man was a good guide. He had an 
instinct for short cuts, and he held 
his horse to the fastest gait that 
would not sap its strength. They 
flung the miles behind them, mov­
ing always deeper and deeper into 
the hills.

“Much farther?” Gray asked 
once, his mouth set to a grim 
straight slit.

“Not so far,” Sorley answered. 
“That’s Crowfoot over to the left. 
We’re swingin’ round it now.”

They circled back of the moun­
tain, dropped into a gulch, and 
clambered up its stony bed. Near 
the top of the canyon Sorley stopped 
his horse.

“The cabin is in a little park just 
over the ridge,” he said. “What do 
we do? Bust right down on them? 
Or wait till it’s dark?”

“Better have a look first from 
the ridge,” Gray suggested.

They left their horses just below 
the lip of the park, climbed up to 
the ledge, and looked down. No 
smoke rose from the house. There 
were no horses in the corral, but one 
saddled bronco was grazing near 
the spring.

“They sure have been here," Sor­
ley said. "But they have done gone, 
and in some hurry, looks like. Didn’t 
even take time to unsaddle. Why- 
fur did they leave one of the horses 
here?”

Gray was looking down at some­
thing sprawled out in front of the 
cabin. “They didn’t need but two 
horses,” he said, his voice harsh 

and cold. “One of them stayed 
here.” He pointed at the still body.

A pulse of excitement hammered 
in the scrawny throat of the line­
rider. “Begorry, you’re right. There 
has been a fight, and one of them 
got killed."

The younger man differed. “Not 
a fight, but a murder. For some 
reason Norris made up his mind to 
get rid of Kansas. He did so, and 
then lit out. I’m going down.”

“Look out for a trap,” the old- 
timer advised.

“Don’t think it’s that. Two of 
the horses have gone.”

But Gray did not take any un­
necessary chances. His rifle was 
across the saddle as he rode down 
into the park. He made sure no­
body was in the house before he 
took a close look at the dead man.

“Kansas, like you said.” Sorley 
looked at his companion and then 
looked away. Both of them were 
thinking of what this meant to Ruth. 
“They can’t be far ahead of us, if 
we knew which way they had gone.”

It would be possible to find in 
what direction they had started, but 
both the men knew there was little 
chance of running down Norris in 
hundreds of miles of rough moun­
tain terrain.

Sorley began to quarter over the 
park looking for sign.

“He shot Kansas in the back of 
the head, from off to one side,” 
Gray mentioned.

“The horses headed up toward 
that patch of little pines near the 
ridge,” Sorley called to him. “Two 
of them. Morg was in a sweat to 
get away.”

“Yes.” Gray’s voice raised in sud­
den excitement. “Come here, Pat. 
Someone left a message for us.”

Sorley ran to him. He pointed to 
some writing scratched in the sand. 
The old man read it aloud slowly.

“Wild Horse basin.”
“It’s meant for us,” Gray said. 

“Either the girl wrote it—or Norris 
did. It’s signed with her initial, but 
that doesn’t mean a thing. The 
scoundrel may have left it to fool 
us. The letters are done kinda 
shaky, as if she had made them in 
a hurry, on the sly.” His eyes were 
back again on the writing.

“That’s right,” agreed the line­
rider. “If Norris had done it, he 
would have fixed the letters deeper, 
so we wouldn’t miss seeing them. 
I’d say Miss Ruth wrote it.”

“Where is Wild Horse basin?”
Sorley pointed to the north. "Up 

in the high hills, back thataway. 
Say, how would the girl know where 
he was heading for?”

“She might have heard him say— 
or Kansas may have told her be­
fore he was killed. Likely Kansas 
made some move to help her. Morg 
wouldn’t have shot him if he hadn’t 
figured the other fellow was turning 
against him. Let’s get going.”

“For Wild Horse basin?”
“Yes. I have a hunch the girl 

did that writing. Morg never would 
have thought of it.”

Sorley looked down at the dead 
man. “I hate not to bury him be­
fore we go, even if he was a scala­
wag. But we’ve got to jump. It 
will be night soon.”

They carried the body into the 
cabin and covered it with two gun­
nysacks.

The riders followed the trail left 
by Norris and his prisoner. Once 
out of the park, Sorley waited only 
to make sure of the direction taken 
by those in front of them. He struck 
into the hills, dipping across gulches 
and winding round the shoulders 
of elephant humps. The country 
grew wilder and more rugged. 
Sometimes they were in a region of 
stunted pines. More often the hills 
were dry and scarred with rock 
outcroppings. From the summits 
they could see a saw-toothed range

Geologist Sees Third Ice Age in
Next Two Thousand Years’ Period

A new ice age, the third, in geo­
logic history, is being indicated by 
measured risings of parts of the 
eastern hemisphere, according to 
Prof. F. X. Schaffer of the Univer­
sity of Vienna, writes a Berkeley, 
Calif., United Press correspondent.

Dr. Schaffer, who is an interna­
tionally known geologist, said that 
exhaustive measurements taken at 
Stockholm show that in the last 50 
years Sweden has risen about eight 
inches, while similar measurements 
in Finland show that that country 
has risen 10 inches in 34 years.

“An increase in the altitude of a 
continent,” declared Schaffer, “or 
even a portion of a continent by 
approximately 600 feet lowers the 
annual average temperature by one 
degree, centigrade. We know that 
a decrease in the present tempera­
ture of Scandinavia by about three 
degrees centigrade would start a 
glaciation in Europe as big as that 
of the Quarternary, in which period 
the last ice age took place.

“During the last period of gla­
ciation ice covered one-fourth to 
one-fifth of the present area of conti­
nents. Before that time man had 
appeared on the eastern hemisphere 
and he moved south ahead of the 

lifting its crest into a sky of violet 
haze. Behind a crotch of the hills 
the sun was setting. Already dusk 
had softened the vivid tints of or­
ange and scarlet to a faint pink 
glow. Night soon would sift down 
upon the highlands.

The pursuers dropped down into 
the basin, came to a little stream 
tumbling down through the rocks. 
Sorley pulled up his horse.

"No use going any farther,” he 
said. “Got to wait till we can see. 
All we’d do is get lost if we kept 
traveling.”

Gray read the despondency in the 
old line-rider’s voice. He understood 
it because his own heart was sick. 
What Pat said was true. They might 
as well throw off and make camp.

“There’s one thing,” he said. “If 
they came here, Norris would camp 
on a creek. Maybe on this one, 
since it’s the first he would come to 
in the basin. You fix up something 
to eat while I drift up along the 
bank for a ways.”

“Sure,” Pat answered hopelessly. 
“Won’t do any harm.”

The younger man swung from the 
saddle and turned his horse over to 
Sorley. “Reckon I'll make better 
time on foot,” he decided.

The stars were pricking out of the 
sky. Black, shadowy outlines 
marked where the hill boundaries 
had been. In the vast emptiness 
Jeff had an acute sense of insignifi­
cance. He was an atom in an im­
mense universe. His will to do held 
no more potency than that of one 
of the trout in this rippling stream.

He pushed through the brush for 
a half a mile or more. Abruptly he 
stopped. In front of him, two or 
three hundred yards distant, was a 
light which he knew must come 
from a campfire. A hot gladness 
poured through his blood.

Swiftly, with as little rustling as 
possible, he moved toward the 
camp. It was in an open place, 
close to the bank of the stream. On 
the edge of the clearing, as Jeff 
drew near, he made out the vague 
shadow of horses. Two figures were I 
seated by the fire. He heard the 
murmur of a voice.

Gray crept forward with more 
care. There was no immediate hur­
ry. Norris sat cross-legged at his 
ease. He had no faintest suspicion 
that there was any friend of Ruth 
Chiswick within a score of miles.

He was talking. The slur of his 
mocking speech came to Jeff be­
fore the words.

“I sure picked a fine spot for our 
honeymoon, sweetheart,” he jeered. 
“A million candles in yore bedroom, 
honey. I’d say you were in luck I 
picked you up. Some break for you 
to get me instead of that pink-ear 
Lou Howard.”

The girl’s head was low. Jeff 
could see she was sobbing. Her 
courage had washed out. There 
could be no help in heaven or on 
earth for her now, she must be 
thinking.

Norris rose, stretched himself, 
and yawned, his arms above his 
head. The man’s evil smile looked 
down on her. He opened his mouth 
to speak, but words were frozen on 
his lips. From out of the brush 
came a chill crisp order.

“Keep yore arms right up where I 
they are, Norris.”

The figure of the outlaw grew rig­
id. A man was coming out of the 
scrub, revolver in hand.

“Don’t make any mistake,” Gray 
ordered, “or it will be yore last." 
He moved toward the outlaw slowly.

Fragments of thoughts raced cha­
otically through the brain of the bad 
man. He yielded to a desperate 
impulse and dived back of the fire, | 
dragging at his gun.

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

oncoming ice until he reached Af­
rica, where he was secure.

“A study of the deposits left by 
glaciers in Sweden shows that the i 
flow started northward some 12,000 
years ago. In other words, it took 
the ice 5,000 years to recede to its 
present limits in the polar areas, 
where it has remained for 7,000 
years.

"At last, however, signs indicate 
that it is again getting ready to j 
move southward, and unless those 
signs should fail it should start with, 
in the next 2,000 years.”

Oysters Are Prolific
Oysters are very prolific. The 

Atlantic coast species spawn five or 
six times during the season—from 
May to August. An oyster may 
discharge as many as one-half bil­
lion eggs in a season. Only a few 
survive. Less than one per cent 
hatch and reach maturity. The eggs 
hatch and the young begin to swim i 
in a few hours. At the end of the | 
day they form a bivalve shell, 
then attach themselves permanent­
ly to rocks or other submerged ob­
jects. They feed on microscopic 
water life and grow rapidly.

FARMS FOR SALE
660 Acre«. 330 Aereo Cultivated. Balance 
pasture. Combination dairy & stock. Mod­
ern home and outbldgs. $30,000. 10% down.

; Hawkins A Roberts, Inc., Salem, Oregon.

854 Acres. 320 Acres Cultivated. Balance 
I pasture. 7 room home all outbldgs., mod- 
I ern. Best soil. $17,750. 10% down. Details. 
| Hawkins A Roberts, Inc., Salem, Oregon.

I 235 Aeres. Level cultivated valley soil. 6 
I room home and all outbldgs., modern farm.

Tenant house. Full details. $15,000. 10%
• down. Hawkins A Roberts, Inc., Salem, Ors.

284 Acres. 160 Acres Cultivated. Balance 
i pasture. Timber. 5 room home. All out-

Dldgs. Modern. A-l soil. $14,500. 10% down.
Hawkins A Roberts. Inc., Salem, Oregon.

320 Acres. 278 cultivated. Balance pasture.
7 rm. home, 2 barns. Many outbldgs., all 
modern farm. Details. $19,000. 10% down. 
Hawkins A Roberts, Inc., Salem, Oregon.

Filet Squares Form
Lovely Table Cloth
Crochet these ‘ lacy companion 

squares in odd moments—then 
combine them into an exquisite 
cloth or spread! The rhythmic 
design is set off by easy K-stitch.

Pattern 1726.
Pattern 1726 contains charts and 
directions for making squares; 
materials required; illustrations 
of squares and of stitches.

Send 15 cents in stamps or coins 
(coins preferred) for this pattern 
to The Sewing Circle, Needlecraft 
Dept., 82 Eighth Ave., New York.

Please write your name, ad­
dress and pattern number plainly.

$250
to Consumers gTtW
$250
to Grocers >

given-w
YOU CAN WIN $50 THIS WEEK 
—if you act QUICK .. . Everybody can 
enter this simple, easy—

FLA-VOR-AID
NEWS ITEM CONTEST 
lit Prize $50.00 3rd Prize $10.00 
2nd 25 00 4th “ 5.00
5 Prizes, Ea. 2.00 150 Prizes. Ea. 1.00

159 Cash Prizes Given Each Week 
Here Are the Simple Rules

1— Clip Ibe most onuaual or oomlcal News 
Item from sour paper or magaslne.

2— Complete this sentence in 10 words or
less “THE ONE THING | LIKE BEST 
ABOUT FLA-VOR-AID is.........”

>—Attach entry to wrapper from 5c pack­
age of FLA VOR-AID or facsimile.

4— Add the Name and Address of Grocer 
where you bought FLA-VOR-AID.

•—Sign your Name and Address plainly. 
9—Mail Entry to JKL SERT CO., 1020 S.

Judges’ decision 1« final

ENTER
TODAY

You May 
Win$SOX>O

Prise win- 
nets will be 
notified by 
mail. For 
list of win­
ners write to the

JelSertCo. 
Chicago. Hl

From Great Heights
Lofty towers fall down with the 

greatest crash.—Horace.

EYES irritated by dust, wind, 
rail or auto travel, will be re­
lieved quickly by using RO­
MAN EYE BALSAM. 50c a jar 
at druggists or Wright’s Pill 
Co., 100 Gold St., N. Y. City.

Aimless
Speaking without thinking is 

•hooting without aim.—Cato.

Black 
Leaf 40i

kK ILL!5 jk LICEÀ


