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He crashed

VII

SLONE hurried onward, to be blocked 
by a huge crack in the rocky plateau.

I This he had to head. And it was 
only to meet another and like obstacle 

in his hurry to reach that promontory. He 
slowed up then. Wildfire had been close 
only as to sight. And this was the great 
canon that dwarfed distance and magnified 
proximity. Climbing down and up, toiling 
on, he at last acquired patience. He had 
seen Wildfire at close range. That was 
enough. So he plodded on, once more re­
turning to a careful regard for Nagger. It 
took an hour of work to reach the point 
where Wildfire had disappeared.

A promontory, indeed, it was, overhang­
ing a valley a thousand feet below. A white 
torrent of a stream wound through it. There 
were lines of green cottonwoods following 
the winding course. Then Slone saw Wild­
fire slowly crossing the flat toward the 
stream. He had gone down that cliff, which 
to Slone looked perpendicular.

Wildfire appeared to be walking lame. 
Slone, making sure of this, suffered a pang. 
Then, when the significance of such lame­
ness dawned upon him, he whooped his wild 
joy and waved his hat. The red stallion 
must have heard for he looked up. Then he 
went on again and waded into the stream, 
where he drank long. When he started to 
cross, the swift current drove him back in 
several places. The water wreathed white 
round him. But evidently it was not deep, 
and finally he crossed. From the other side 
he looked up again at Nagger and Slone, and 
going on, he soon was out of sight in the 
cottonwoods.

“Now to get down!” muttered Slone.
There was a break in the cliff wall—a bare 

stone slant where horses had gone down 
and come up. That was enough for Slone 
to know. He would have attempted the 
descent if he were sure no other horse but 
Wildfire had ever gone down there. But 
Slone’s hair began to rise stiff on his head. 
A horse like Wildfire, like a mountain sheep, 
and Indian ponies were different from 
Nagger. The chances were against Nagger.

“ Come on, old boy. If I can do it you 
can,” he said.

Slone had never seen a trail so perilous as 
this. He was afraid for his horse. A slip 
meant death. The way Nagger trembled in 
every muscle attested to what he felt. But 
he never flinched. He would follow Slone 
anywhere, provided Slone rode him or led 
him. And here, as riding was impossible, 
Slone went before. If the horse slipped 
there would be a double tragedy, for Nagger 
would knock his master off the cliff. Slone 
set his teeth and stepped down. He did not 
let Nagger see his fear. He was taking the 
greatest risk he had ever run.

The break in the wall led to a ledge and 
the ledge dropped from step to step, with 
bare, slippery slants between. Nagger was 
splendid on a bad trail. He had methods 
peculiar to his huge build and great weight, 
down over the stone steps, both front hoofs at once. The 
slants he slid down on his haunches, with his forelegs stiff 
and the iron shoes scraping. He snorted and heaved and 
sweat. He tossed his head at some of the places. But he 
never hesil^ted and it was impossible for him to go slow.

Whenever Slone came to corrugated stretches in the 
trail he felt grateful. But these were few. The rock was 
like smooth red iron, Slone had never seen such hard rock. 
It took him long to become aware that it was marble. His 
heart seemed a tense, painful knot in his breast, as if it 
could not beat, holding back in the strained suspense.

But Nagger never jerked on the bridle. He never 
faltered. Many times he slipped, often with both front 
feet, but never with all four feet. So he did not fall. 
And the red wall began to loom above Slone.

Suddenly he seemed brought to a point where it was 
impossible to descend. It was a round bulge, slanting fear­
fully, with only a few little rough surfaces to hold a foot. 
Wildfire had left a broad, clear-swept mark at that place, 
and red hairs on some of the sharp points. He had slid 
down. Below was an offset that fortunately prevented 
further sliding. Slone started to walk down this place, 
but when Nagger started to slide Slone had to let go the 
bridle and jump. But both he and the horse landed safely.

They went on, down and down, to reach the base of the 
great wall, scraped and exhausted, wet with sweat, but 
unhurt. As Slone gazed upward he felt the impossibility 
of believing what he knew to be true. He hugged and 
petted the horse. Then he led on to the roaring stream.

It was green water, white with foam. Slone waded in 
and found the water cool and shallow and very swift. 
He had to hold to Nagger to keep from being swept down­
stream. They crossed in safety. There in the sand showed 
Wildfire’s tracks. And here were signs of another Indian 
camp, half a year old.

The shade of the cottonwoods was pleasant. Slone 
found this valley oppressively hot. There was no wind 
and the sand blistered his feet through his boots. Wildfire 
held to the Indian trail that had guided him down into 
this wilderness of worn rock. And that trail crossed the 
stream at every turn of the twisting, narrow valley,

Slone enjoyed getting into the water. He hung his gun 
over the pommel and let the water roll him. A dozen 
times he and Nagger forded the rushing torrent. Then 
they came to a boxlike closing of the valley to canon 
walls, and here the trail evidently followed the stream bed. 
There was no other way. Slone waded in, and stumbled, 
rolled, and floated ahead of the sturdy horse. Nagger 
was wet to his breast, but he did not fall. This gulch 
seemed full of hollow, rushing roar. It opened out into 
a wide valley. And Wildfire’s tracks took to the left side 
and began to climb the slope.

Here the traveling was good, considering what had been 
passed. Once up out of the valley floor Slone saw Wildfire 
far ahead, high on the slope. He did not appear to be 
limping, but he was not going fast. Slone watched as he 
climbed. What and where would be the end of this chase?

Sometimes Wildfire was plain in his sight for a moment, 
but mostly he was hidden by rocks. The slope was one 
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great talus, a jumble of weathered rock, 
fallen from what appeared a mountain of 
red and yellow wall. Here the sun fell with 
heat of fire. The rocks were so hot Slone 
could not touch them with bare hand. The 
time was approaching the close of the after­
noon and this slope was interminably long. 
Still it was not steep and the trail was good. 
It had been used more than that part farther 
back. Slone accounted for that by addi­
tional signs of Indians, probably a canon 
tribe.

At last from the height of slope Wildfire 
appeared, looking back and down. Then he 
was gone. Slone plodded upward. Long 
before he reached that summit he heard a 
dull rumble of the river. It grew to be a 
roar, yet it seemed distant. Would the great 
desert river stop Wildfire in his flight ? Slone 
doubted it. He surmounted the ridge to 
find the canon opening in a tremendous gap 
and to see down, far down, a glittering sun- 
blasted slope into a deep, black gulch where 
a red river swept and chafed and roared.

Somehow the river was what he had ex­
pected to see. A force that had cut and 
ground this canon could have been nothing 
but a river like that. The trail led down, 
and Slone had no doubt that it crossed the 
river and led up out of the canon. He 
wanted to stay there and gaze endlessly 
and listen.

At length he began the descent. As he pro­
ceeded it seemed that the roar of the river 
lessened. He could not understand why 
this was so. It took half an hour to reach 
the last level, a ghastly, black and iron- 
ribbed canon bed with the river splitting 
it. He had not had a glimpse of Wildfire 
on this side of the divide, but he found his 
tracks, and they led down off the last level 
through a notch in the black bank of marble 
to a sand bar and the river.

Wildfire had walked straight off the sand 
into the water. Slone studied the river and 
shore. The water ran slowly, heavily, in 
sluggish eddies. From far up the canon 
came the roar of rapids, and from below 
the roar of others, heavier and closer. The 
river appeared tremendous, in ways Slone 
felt rather than realized, yet it was not 
swift.

Studjring the black, rough wall of rock 
above him he saw marks where the river had 
been sixty feet higher than where he stood 
on the sand. It was low, then. How lucky 
for him that he had got there before flood 
season! He believed Wildfire had easily 
crossed and he knew Nagger could make 
it. Then he piled and tied his supplies 
and weapons high on the saddle, to keep 
them dry, and looked for a place to take 
to the water.

Wildfire had sunk deep before reaching 
the edge. Manifestly he had lunged the 
last few feet. Slone found a better place 
and waded in, urging Nagger. The big horse 
plunged, almost going under, and began to 

swim. Slone kept upstream beside him. He found, pres­
ently, that the water was thick and made him tired, so it 
was necessary to grasp a stirrup and be towed. The river 
appeared only a few hundred feet wide, but probably it was 
wider than it looked. Nagger labored heavily near the 
opposite shore; still he landed safely upon a rocky bank. 
There were patches of sand in which Wildfire’s tracks 
showed so fresh that the water had not yet dried out of 
them.

Slone rested his horse before attempting to climb out of 
that split in the rock. However, Wildfire had found an 
easy ascent. On this side of the canon the bare rock did 
not predominate. A clear trail led up a dusty, gravelly 
slope, upon which scant greasewood and cactus appeared. 
Half an hour’s climbing brought Slone to where he could 
see that he was entering a vast valley, sloping up and 
narrowing to a notch in the dark cliffs, above which tow­
ered the great red wall and about that the slopes of cedar 
and the yellow rim rock.

And scarcely a mile distant, bright in the westering 
sunlight, shone the red stallion, moving slowly.

Slone pressed on steadily. Just before dark he came to 
an ideal spot to camp. The valley had closed up, so that 
the Idfty walls cast shadows that met. A clump of cotton­
woods surrounding a spring, abundance of rich grass, 
willows and flowers lining the banks formed an oasis in 
the bare valley. Slone was tired out from the day of 
ceaseless toil down and up, and he could scarcely keep his 
eyes open. But he tried to stay awake. The dead silence 
of the valley, the dry fragrance, the dreaming walls, the

This Was the Setting for That Grand Horse. But Also it Seemed the Last Place Where There 
Might be Any Chance to Trap the Stallion
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Day after day, camping where night found 
him, Slone followed the stallion, never losing 
sight of him till darkness had fallen. The 
valley was immense and the monuments were 
miles apart. But they always seemed close 
together and near him. The air magni­
fied things. Slone lost track of time. The 
strange, solemn, lonely days and the silent, 
lonely nights, and the endless pursuit, and 
the wild, weird valley—these completed the 
work of years on Slone and he became satis- . 
fied, unthinking, almost savage.

Toil and privation had worn him down and 
he was like iron. His garments were torn and 
ragged; his boots were ripped. Long since 
his flour had been used up, and all his sup­
plies, except the salt. He lived on meat of 
rabbits, but they were scarce, and the time On open ground like this Nagger, carrying 

two hundred and fifty pounds, showed the 

nature of his great prowess. He did not mind the heat nor 
the sand nor the glare nor the distance nor his burden. He 
did not tire. He was an engine of tremendous power.

Slone gained upon Wildfire, and toward evening of that 
day he reached within half a mile of the stallion. And he 
chose to keep that far behind. That night he camped 
where there was dry grass, but no water.

Next day he followed Wildfire down and down, over the 
endless swell of rolling red ridges, bare of all but a bleached 
white grass and a meager greasewood, always descending 
in the face of that painted desert of bold and ragged steps. 
Slone made fifty miles that day, and gained the valley bed, 
where a slender stream ran thin and spread over a wide, 
sandy bottom. It was salty water, but it was welcome to 
both man and beast.

stored, and well-defined trails leading away to the right. 
Somewhere over there in the desert lived Indians.

At this point Wildfire abandoned the trail he had fol­
lowed for many days, and cut out more to the north. It 
took all the morning hours to climb three great steps and 
benches that led up to the summit of a mesa, vast in 
extent. It turned out to be a sandy waste. The wind rose 
and everywhere were moving sheets of sand, and in the 
distance circular yellow dust-devils, rising high like water­
spouts, and back down in the sun-scorched valley a sand­
storm moved along majestically, burying the desert in its 
yellow pall.

Then two more days of sand and another day of a slowly 
rising ground growing from bare to gray and gray to green 
and then to the purple of sage and cedar—these three 
grinding days were toiled out with only one water hole.

Wildfire was lame and in distress and Nagger was 
growing gaunt and showing strain. Slone, haggard and 
black and worn, plodded miles and miles on foot to save 
his horse.

Slone felt that it would be futile to put the chase to a 
test of speed. Nagger could never head that stallion. 
Slone meant to go on and on, always pushing Wildfire, 
keeping him tired, wearing and worrying him, till some 
section of the country was reached where he could drive 
Wildfire into some kind of a natural trap. The pursuit 
seemed endless. Wildfire kept to open country where he 
could not be surprised.

Next day he crossed, and the tracks of Wildfire were 
still wet on the sand bars. The stallion was slowing down. 
Slone saw him limping along, not far in advance. There 
was a ten-mile stretch of level ground, blown hard as rock, 
from which the sustenance had been bleached, for not 
a spear of grass grew there. And following that was a 
passage through a weird region of clay dunes, blue and 
violet and heliotrope and lavender, all worn smooth by 
rain and wind.

Wildfire favored the soft ground now. He had deviated 
from his straight course. He was partial to washes and 
dips in the earth where water might have lodged. He 
was not now scornful of a green-scummed water hole, with 
its white margin of alkali.

That night Slone made camp with Wildfire in plain 
sight. The stallion stopped when his pursuers stopped. 
And he began to graze on the same stretch with Nagger. 
How strange this seemed to Slone!
■ Here at this camp was evidence of Indians. Wildfire 
had swung round to the north in his course. Like any 
pursued wild animal he had begun to circle. He had 
pointed his nose toward the Utah he had left.

Next morning Wildfire was not in sight, but he had left 
his tracks in the sand. Slone tracked him with Nagger at 
a trot. Toward the head of this sandy flat Slone came upon 
old cornfields, and a broken dam where the water had been 

There came a morning when Slone climbed to a cedared 
plateau that rose for a whole day’s travel and then split 
into a labyrinthine maze of canons. There were trees, 
grass, water. It was a high country, cool and wild, like 
the uplands he had left. For days he camped on Wildfire’s 
trail, always relentlessly driving him, always watching 
for that trap he hoped to find.

The red stallion spent much of this time of flight in 
looking backward. Whenever Slone came in sight of him 
he had his head over his shoulder, watching. And on the 
soft ground of these canons he had begun to recover from 
his lameness. But this did not worry Slone. Sooner or 
later Wildfire would go down into a high-walled wash from 
which there would be no outlet; or he would wander into 

a box canon; or he would climb out on a 
mesa with no place to descend without pass­
ing Slone; or he would get cornered on a soft, 
steep slope where his hoofs would sink deep 
and make him slow.

The nature of the desert had changed. 
Slone had entered a wonderful region, the like 
of which he had not seen—a high plateau 
crisscrossed in every direction by narrow 
canons with red walls a thousand feet high.

And one of the strange turning canons 
opened into a vast valley of monuments.

The plateau had weathered and washed 
away, leaving huge sections of stone walls all 
standing isolated, aloof, different in size and 
shape, but all clean-cut, bold, with straight 
lines. They stood up everywhere, monu­
mental, towering, many-colored, lending a 
singular and beautiful aspect to the great green 
and gray valley, billowing away to the north 
where dim, broken, purple battlements 
mounted to the clouds.

The only living thing in Slone’s sight was 
Wildfire. He shone red down on the green 
slope.

Slone’s heart swelled. This was the setting 
for that grand horse—a perfect wild range. 
But also it seemed the last place where there • 
might be any chance to trap the stallion. Still 
that did not alter Slone’s purpose, though it 
lost to him the joy of former hopes. He rode 
down the slope, out upon the billowing floor 
of the valley. Wildfire looked back to see his 
pursuers, and then the solemn stillness broke 
to a wild, piercing whistle.

advent of night low down when up on the ramparts the 
last red rays of the sun lingered, the strange loneliness— 
these were sweet and comforting to him.

And that night’s sleep was as a moment. He opened his 
eyes to see the crags and towers and peaks and domes, and 
the lofty walls of that vast broken chaos of canons across 
the river. They were now emerging from the misty gray 
of dawn, growing pink and lilac and purple.

He arose and set about his few tasks, which, being soon 
finished, allowed him early start.

Wildfire had grazed along, no more than a mile in the 
lead. Slone looked eagerly up the narrowing canon, but 
he was not rewarded by a sight of the stallion. As he 
progressed up a gradually ascending trail he became aware 
of the fact that the notch he had long looked up to was 
where the great red walls closed in and almost met. And 
the trail zigzagged up this narrow vent, so steep that only 
a few steps could be taken without rest.

Slone toiled up for an hour—an age—till he was wet, 
burning, choked, with a great weight on his chest. Yet 
still he was only half way up that awful break between the 
walls. Sometimes he could have tossed a stone down upon 
a part of the trail, only a few rods below, yet many, many 
weary steps of actual toil. This feature appeared to grow 
as he got farther up, the same as the proportions of the 
notch widened. What had been scarcely visible from 
the valley below was now colossal in actual dimensions. 
The trail was like a twisted mile of thread between two 
bulging mountain walls, leaning their ledges and fronts 
over this tilted pass.

Slone rested often. Nagger appreciated this and heaved 
gratefully at every halt. In this monotonous toil Slone 
forgot the zest of his pursuit. And when Nagger suddenly 
snorted in fright Slone was not prepared for what he saw.

Above him ran a low red wall, round which the trail 
evidently led. At the curve, which was a promontory, 
scarcely a hundred feet in an airline above him, he saw 
something red moving, bobbing, coming out into view. 
It was a horse.

Wildfire—no farther away than the length of three 
lassos!

There he stood, looking down. He fulfilled all Slone’s 
dreams. Only he was bigger. But he was so magnificently 
proportioned that he did not seem heavy. His coat was 
shaggy and red. It was not glossy. The color 
was what made him shine. His mane was 
like a crest, mounting, then falling low, and it 
was black streaked. Slone had never seen so 
much muscle on a horse. Yet his outline was 
graceful, beautiful.

The head was, indeed, that of the wildest of 
all wild creatures—a stallion born wild, and 
it was beautiful, savage, splendid, everything 
but noble. Whatever Wildfire was he was a 
devil, a murderer—he had no noble attributes. 
Slone thought that if a horse could express 
hate surely Wildfire did then. But it was cer­
tain that he did express curiosity and fury.

Slone shook a gauntleted fist at the stal­
lion, as if the horse were human. That was a 
natural action for a rider of his kind. Wildfire 
turned away, showed bright against the dark 
background, and then disappeared.

vni

That was the last Slone saw of Wildfire for 
three days. It took all of that day to climb 
out of the canon. The second was a slow 

march of thirty miles into a scrub cedar and 
pinon forest, through which the great red and 
yellow walls of the canon could be seen. That 
night Slone found a water hole in a rocky 
pocket, and a little grass for Nagger.

The third day’s travel consisted of forty 
miles or more through level pine forest, dry 
and odorous but lacking the freshness and 
beauty of the forest on the north side of the 
canon. On this south side a strange fea­
ture was that all the water, when there was 
any, ran away from the rim. Slone camped this 
night at a muddy pond in the woods where 
Wildfire’s tracks showed plain.

The following day Slone rode out of the 
forest into scant cedar country, bleached and 
stunted, and out of this to the edge of a pla­
teau, from where the shimmering desert flung 
up its vast and desolate distances as if men­
acing, forbidding. This was not the desert 
upland country of Utah, but a naked and bony 
world of colored rock and sand—a painted 
desert of heat and wind and flying sand and 
waterless wastes and barren ranges. But it 
did not daunt Slone. For far down on the 
bare, billowing ridges moved, at snail-pace, a 
red speck that was Wildfire.

How Had He Ever Dared to Believe He Could Capture That Wild Sulliou?

9
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came when there were none. Some 
days he did not eat.

Hunger did not make him suffer. 
He killed a desert bird now and then, 
and once a wildcat crossing the valley. 
Eventually he felt his strength dimin­
ishing, and then he took to digging 
out the pack rats and cooking them. 
But these, too, were scarce. At length 
starvation faced Slone. But he knew 
he would not starve.

Many times he had been within rifle 
shot of Wildfire. And the grim, for­
bidding thought grew upon him that 
he must kill the stallion. The thought 
seemed involuntary but his mind 
rejected it. Nevertheless, he knew 
that if he could not catch the stallion 
he would kill him. That had been the 
end of many a desperate rider’s pur­
suit of a coveted horse.

While Slone kept on his merciless 
pursuit, never letting Wildfire rest by 
day, time went on just as relentlessly. 
Spring gave way to early summer. 
The hot sun bleached the grass; water 
holes failed out in the valley, and water 
could be found only in the canons; 
and the dry winds began to blow the 
sand. It was a sandy valley, green 
and gray only at a distance, and out 
toward the north the monuments 
failed and the slow heave of sand lifted toward the dim walls.

Wildfire worked away from his open valley, back to the 
south end, where the great monuments loomed, and still 
farther back, where they grew closer, till at length some of 
them were joined by weathered ridges to the walls of the 
surrounding plateau. For all Slone could see Wildfire was 
in perfect condition. But Nagger was not the horse he had 
been. Slone realized that in one way or another the pur­
suit was narrowing down to the end.

Slone found a water hole at the head of a wash in a split 
in the walls, and here he let Nagger rest and graze one 
whole day—the first day for long that he had not kept the 
red stallion in sight. That day was marked by the good

fortune of killing a rabbit, in the eating of which his 
gloomy fixed mind admitted the fact that he was starving.

He dreaded the next sunrise. But he could not hold 
it back. There behind the dark monuments, standing 
sentinel-like, the sky lightened and reddened and burst 
into gold and pink, till out of the golden glare the sun rose 
glorious. And Slone, facing the league-long shadows of the 
monuments, rode out again into the silent, solemn day on 
his hopeless quest.

For a change Wildfire had climbed high up a slope of 
talus, through a narrow pass, rounded over with drifting 
sand. And Slone gazed down into a huge amphitheater full 
of monuments, strange like all that strange country. A 
basin three miles across lay beneath him. Walls and 

weathered slants of rock and steep 
slopes of reddish-yellow sand inclosed 
this oval depression. The floor was 
white and it seemed to move gently 
or radiate with heat waves. Study­
ing it Slone made out that the motion 
was caused by wind in long bleached 
grass. He had crossed small areas of 
this grass in different parts of the 
region.

Wildfire’s tracks led down into this 
basin, and presently Slone, by strain­
ing his eyes, made out the red spot 
that was the stallion.

“He’s lookin’ to quit the country,’’ 
soliloquized Slone as he surveyed the 
scene.

With keen, slow gaze Slone studied 
the lay of wall and slope, and when 
he had circled the huge depression he 
made sure that Wildfire could not get 
out except by the narrow pass through 
which he had gone in. Slone sat 
astride Nagger in the mouth of this 
pass—a wash a few yards wide, walled 
by broken rock on one side and by an 
insurmountable slope on the other.

“If this hole was only little now,’’ 
sighed Slone as he gazed at the sweep­
ing, shimmering, oval floor, “ I might 
have a chance. But down there— 
we couldn’t get near him.’’

There was no water in that dry bowl. Slone reflected on 
the uselessness of keeping Wildfire down there, because 
Nagger could not go without water so long as Wildfire. 
For the first time Slone hesitated. It seemed merciless to 
Nagger to drive him down into this hot, windy hole. The 
wind blew from the west and it swooped up the slope, hot, 
with the odor of dry, dead grass.

But that hot wind stirred Slone with an idea, and sud­
denly he was tense, excited, glowing, yet grim and hard.

“Wildfire, I’ll make you run with your namesake in that 
high grass,” called Slone. The speech was full of bitter 
failure, of regret, of the hardness of a rider who could not 
give up the horse to freedom.

(Continued on Page 948)

THE TRACTOR-By Barton W. Currie
Summing Up the Case for the Farm Machine

You might as well try to sum up the vagaries of 
womankind as attempt to cap a climax to a discussion 
of farm tractors during the industry’s present spasms 
of regeneration, or rejuvenation, or recrudescence, or what­

ever you desire to call its 1916 labor pains.
I have been poring over scores of essays written by 

engineers and experts in hurry-up response to emergency 
appeals for copy, but they agree only on the score of their 
uncertainties. No, that is not exactly accurate. There is a 
harmonious tone to their optimism. The majority of them 
express themselves as scientific optimists. It has been 
denied that there is such a critter. Let me explain. When 
these technical specialists get away from the backing and 
filling of their technical discussion they step right up to 
the front of the rostrum and let go to this effect:

“Whatever happens, the tractor is here with bells on and 
going so fast you can’t see it for sparks and smoke.”

This is just a common kitchen-garden variety of hysteria, 
but when you see it develop in scientists you may gamble 
there is some good sound reason for it.

During the extensive tour I made through the tractor 
centers of manufacture and distribution I met a variety of 
types of enthusiasts—probably not all the types, but I be­
lieve a majority of them. One of the most interesting was 
the horse eliminator.

He was one of a force of 750 earnest workers employed 
in the experimental department of the biggest concern that 
makes tractors and farm implements. He was assigned to 
just one specialty, and he certainly took that specialty to 
heart. It was a sort of one-cylinder, three-speed, no-reverse, 
direct-drive hobby. That preeminent hobby-horseman of 
English literature. Uncle Toby, was a chronic diversifier 
in comparison with this earnest, chubby little gentleman, 
who has given up the greater part of his life to contriving 
patents that should eliminate horse power from farming.

He was almost up to his neck in blue-print designs when 
I visited him in a Chicago skyscraper. Almost the first 
phrase he uttered was “horseless farm.” In the next 
breath he told me he was no mere skyscraper theorist, but 
a real farmer. He lived on a farm—a horseless farm. It 
was part of his job to promote the horselessness of this farm.

He still kept a few horses on this farm—kept them round 
just for the sake of having them there to prove how easily 
he could do without them. Furthermore, he was figuring 
out to a nicety what these horses cost to maintain and just 
how much power they delivered in return for their upkeep. 
He had entered the purchase price of this work stock, 
estimated their depreciation to a hair day by day, worked 
out the average of horse ailments, horse accidents, on a large 
number of farms. He had balanced his horse quota as to sex 
so as to get the average returns from reproduction and its 
value, also he measured and estimated the value of manure 
return.

“I intend to play fair with the horse,” he said, “and to 
get its value as high as the averages carry. Only by doing 
that will I succeed in driving myself at the top speed to 
replace the horse by diversified tractor service. I am work­
ing now on a great many patents for redesigning farm ma­
chinery and farm equipment so as to increase the utility of 
the tractor and make it earn dividends on an average small 
farm of 150 acres. The smaller the farm the greater must 
be the range of activity of the tractor. We must drive 
toward the complete elimination of the horse to make the 
tractor a paying investment on the really small farm.

“We are redesigning our harvester as a small tractor 
harvester, so that we can take it off and utilize the trans­
mission drive of the tractor as the drive of the harvester. 
I am working on no end of patents for a tractor cultivator. 
There are a good many snags in the way, but we are going 
to cut through them. We are redesigning our mowers, so as 
to put on as many sets of knives as the tractor will pull. 
We have worked out a header-separator for the grain dis­
tricts that is already a tractor success.

“When we get our tractor cultivator worked out it will 
cultivate four rows with three men and then it will be possi­
ble to cultivate two or three times where we cultivate only 
once now. There will be no need then to cultivate any 
further when the corn is so high as to interfere with tractor 
traction. The increased yields should be incalculable.

“In the course of my experimental work I have become 
a small-tractor fanatic. I do not see the need of large trac­
tors at all. If more power is needed add more small-tractor 
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units. I believe a six or eight drawbar pull will be all the 
power necessary in these small power units.

“Each small tractor will take care of one manure spreader, 
one harvester, one mower, one hay loader, one hayrack, 
and so on. The hayrack may be mounted on a two-wheel 
trailer. The trailer can be used to carry the grain to the 
carrier and the tractor will operate the carrier to unload. 
I have worked this out with potatoes, sugarbeets, and many 
other crops besides hay and grain, by running the end of the 
carrier box into the car that is to be loaded. Can’t you see 
that when we get this down pat the horse will be completely 
out of it? There’ll be no use at all for animal power. We 
can begin in the spring with the manure spreader and work 
right through to the delivery of crops at the elevator or the 
freight car. All we have to do is to be sure that our small­
unit tractor has power enough to operate all these various 
machines.”

“What about the additional cost of labor for the ad­
ditional small-tractor units?” I asked; then added: “It is 
quite generally urged that there is an important economic 
gain to be made in eliminating man labor. A plurality of 
small tractors on the farm will certainly call for a plurality 
of operators.”

“That will be a mere trifle,” he retorted, “when we have 
our readjustment down to a fine point and have eliminated 
the horse. The economies accomplished by each small­
tractor unit will pay for the extra man labor and leave a 
wide margin of surplus to spare. There is an immense 
amount of waste man labor on the farm today, due to horse 
labor. The small tractor will take care of that waste.”

“ The more small-tractor units the more farm machinery,” 
I remarked. “What about the cost of doubling and tripling 
the number of machines? Isn’t it true that the bigger the 
machine the less per horse power the cost of the power it 
delivei;g? Of course it would be better for the implement 
manufacturers to double up the number of machines, from 
manure spreaders to side-delivery rakes, hay loaders, and 
so on, but where will the farmer get off? He is already 
pretty heavily overpowered on the small farm.”

“ That is merely an assumption of the long-haired econo­
mists. When a farmer has a number of teams of horses he
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Testing your cows tells whether 
they are earning money for you. 
By the Register of Merit work you 
can now build up your herd from 
animals of known production. 
Science is driving guesswork out 
of the dairy business. Government 
records show that the average net 
profit per cow was increased 129% 
in eight years by testing. Selection 
based upon actual dairy merit 
will produce like results in 
your herd. Our booklet, 
“ What is Accomplished by 
Testing,” will help you. 
Send for it now. It’s free.

%
Oh'sThe American Jersey 

Cattle Club
328 West 23rd Street, 

New York City

Purebred Registered

HOLSTEIN 
CATTLE

If you are not ready to buy purebred registered 
Holstein cows for foundation stock, why not grade 
up your common cows by using a purebred Reg­
istered Holstein bull? The Dairy Department of 
the Illinois Agricultural College has figured that 
$150 invested in a good purebred bull earns in six 
years nearly 1000 per cent, profit in the increased 
production alone, not taking into account the in­
creased value of the herd. Can you invest $100 or 
$200 so that it will pay you more profit? Investi­
gate the big “Black-and-Whites.”

Send for FREE Illustrated Descriptioe Rookleis 
The Holstein-Friesian Association of America
F. L. Houghton, Sec’y Box 102, Brattleboro, Vt.

This Book FREE
Tells all about the 
Davis Filling, Capping 
and Washing Machin­
ery for milk bottles. 
Send for book 17 2 today.
DAVIS MILK MACHINERY CO. 
219-P Davis St, North Chicago, DI.

Modern 
Milk 

Machinery

FRONT thatq^vE

■"^GRIFFIN SILO FAME

CSTAWC

Continuous Open Door Front. Permanent 
Steel Ladder Attached.
Size 8 X 20.............................................$80.00

“ 10 X 24.............................................116.00
" 12 X 26 ......................................... 149.00

Other sizes in proportion. Disc't to Agents

GRIFFIN LUMBER CO
Box 7 HUDSON rALLS,N.Y

OUR

Registered Jersey Heifers 
for sale: the get of Flying Fox of Ely 69316. Their dams 
are by St. Lambert of Ely and Khedive and Golden Lad. 
Prices from $75.00 to $125.00 each, depending on age 
and quality. Inquire of
LEWIS LAMPMAN, COXSACKIE, NEW YORK

FOR SALE
A limited number of MAY ROSE BULL CALVES of 
excellent breeding from A. R. dams. Sired by Langwater 
Harvester No. 20516, a son of Imp. King of the May No. 
9001; at attractive prices. Write for pedigrees and descrip­
tion. Oak Hill Farm, Red Bank, New Jersey. G. A. 
Curtis, Superintendent.

POLLED JERSEYS
For BREEDERS’ NAMES and other information write 
Chas. S. Hatfield, Secretary, Box 17, R. D. 4, Springfield, Ohio

RPFF PATTI P HEREFORD BULLS OIL-IL-r 1 For Sale. Highest pedi­
grees. Both Virginia and Connecticut Agricultural Col­
leges have purchased from me. G. F. Blandy, Tuleyries 
Farm, White Post, Clarke County, Virginia.

SHORTHORN BULLS, ready for service;
also cows and heifers. Beef type, well bred.

Thrifty but not pampered.
Aspen Dale Farm, Delaplane, Va.

For sale—a few choice Dairy Shorthorn
Bulls from imported stock. Ready for service. 

Apply to Clarence Cameron, Greenwich, Conn., 
Superintendent for W. G. & P. A. Rockefeller.

PPlR QAI P__10 Registered Jersey Cows and 1
* il_. Registered Jersey Bull. Will be sold
as a herd or singly. Prices reasonable. Can be seen at 
Bowman Farm, Stanwich Road, Greenwich, Conn. 
Address C. P. Perin, 2 Rector Street, New York, N. Y.

GUERNSEYS
Registered young Bulls, Bull Calves and 2 Cows from 
Advanced Register Stock and famous blood lines. Write 
for prices. Harwood Farm, Littleton, Massachusetts.

W I L D F I K
Slone meant to ride down there and fire 

the long grass. In that wind there would 
indeed be wildfire to race with the red 
stallion. It would perhaps mean his death; 
at least it would chase him out of that hole 
where to follow him would be useless.

“ I’d make you hump now to get away 
if I could get behind you,” muttered Slone. 
He saw that if he could fire the grass on the 
other side the wind of flame would drive 
Wildfire straight toward him. The slopes 
and walls narrowed up to the pass, but high 
grass grew to within a few rods of where 
Slone stood. But it seemed impossible to 
get behind Wildfire.

“At night, then, I could get round 
him,” said Slone, thinking hard and narrow­
ing his gaze to scan the circle of wall and 
slope. “Why not? . . . No wind at 
night. That grass would burn slow till 
mornin’—till the wind came up. An’ it’s 
been west wind for days.”

Suddenly Slone began to pound the pa­
tient Nagger and to cry out to him in wild 
exultance:

“Old horse, we’ve got him! . . . We’ve 
got him! . . . We’ll put a rope on him 
before this time tomorrow!”

Slone gave up to his strange, wild joy, but 
it did not last long. He rode down into the 
bowl a mile, making absolutely certain that 
Wildfire could not climb out on that side. 
The far end, beyond the monuments, was 
a sheer wall of rock. Then he crossed to 
the left side. Here the sandy slope was al­
most too steep for even him to go up. And 
there was grass that would burn. He re­
turned to the pass assured that Wildfire 
had at last fallen into a trap the like Slone 
had never dreamed of. The great horse was 
doomed to run into living flame or the 
whirling noose of a lasso.

Then Slone reflected. Nagger had that 
very morning had his fill of good water— 
the first really satisfying drink for days. 
If he was rested that day he would be fit 
on the morrow for the grueling work possi­
bly in store for him. Slone unsaddled the 
horse and turned him loose; with a snort 
he made down the gentle slope for the grass. 
Then Slone carried his saddle to a shady 
spot afforded by a slab of rock and a dwarf 
cedar, and composed himself to rest and 
watch and think and wait.

Wildfire was plainly in sight, no more 
than two miles away. Gradually he was 
grazing along toward the monuments and 
the far end of the great basin. Slone be­
lieved, because the place was so large, that 
Wildfire thought there was a way out on 
the other side or over the slopes or through 
the walls. Never before had the far-sighted 
stallion made a mistake. Slone suddenly 
felt the keen, stabbing fear of an outlet 
somewhere. But it left him quickly. He 
had studied those slopes and walls. Wild­
fire could not get out, except by the pass he 
had entered, unless he could fly.

Slone lay in the shade, his head propped 
on his saddle, and while gazing down into 
the shimmering hollow he began to plan. 
He calculated that he must be able to carry 
fire swiftly across the far end of the basin, 
so that he would not be absent long from 
the mouth of the pass.

Fire was always a difficult matter, since 
he had resource only to flint and steel. 
He decided to wait till dark, build a fire 
with dead cedar sticks, and carry a bundle 
of them with burning ends, He felt assured 
that the wind caused by riding would keep 
them burning. After he had lighted the 
grass all he had to do was to hurry back to 
his station and there await developments.

The day passed slowly. It was hot. The 
heat waves rose from the valley in dark 
wavering lines and veils. The wind blew 
almost a gale. Thin, curling sheets of sand 
blew up over the crests of the slopes, and the 
sound it made was a soft, silken, rustling, 
sweeping roar, very low. The sky was a 
steely blue above and copper close over the 
distant walls.

That afternoon, toward the close, Slone 
ate the last of his meat. At sunset the wind 
died away and the air cooled. There was 
a strip of red along the wall of rock and 
on the tips of the monuments, and it lin­
gered there for long, a strange bright crown. 
Nagger was not far away, but Wildfire had 
disappeared, probably behind one of the 
monuments.

When twilight fell Slone went down after 
Nagger, and returning with him put on 
bri£e and saddle. Then he began to

(Continued ^om Page 926)

search for suitable sticks of wood. Farther 
back in the pass he found stunted dead 
cedars, and from these secured enough for 
his purpose. He kindled a fire and burned 
the ends of the sticks into red embers. 
Making a bundle of these he put them 
under his arm, the dull, glowing ends back­
ward, and then mounted his horse.

It was just about dark when he faced 
down into the valley. When he reached 
level ground he kept to the edge of the left 
slope and put Nagger to a good trot. ’The 
grass and brush were scant here and the 
color of the sand was light so he had no 
difficulty in traveling.

From time to time his horse went through 
grass, and its dry, crackling rustle, showing 
how it would burn, was music to Slone. 
Gradually the monuments began to loom 
up, bold and black against the blue sky, 
with stars seemingly hanging close over 
them. Slone had calculated that the ba­
sin was smaller than it really was, both 
in length and breadth. This worried him. 
Wildfire might see or hear or scent him, and 
make a break back to the pass, and thus 
escape.

Slone was glad when the huge, dark mon­
uments were IndistinguishaMe from the 
black, frowning wall. He had to go slower 
here, because of the darkness. But at last 
he reached the slow rise of jumbled rock 
that evidently marked the extent of weath­
ering on that side. Here he turned to the 
right and rode out into the valley.

The floor was level and thickly over­
grown with long dead grass and dead 
grease-wood, as dry as tinder. It was easy 
to account for the dryness: Neither snow 
nor rain had visited that valley for many 
months. Slone whipped one of the sticks 
in the wind and soon had the smoldering 
end red and showering sparks. Then he 
dropped the stick in the grass, with curious 
intent and a strange feeling of regret.

Instantly the grass blazed with a little 
sputtering roar. Nagger snorted.

“ Wildfire! ” exclaimed Slone.
That word was a favorite one with riders, 

and now Slone used it, both to call out his 
menace to the stallion and to express his 
feeling for that blaze, already running wild.

Without looking back Slone rode across 
the valley, dropping a glowing stick every 
quarter of a mile. When he reached the 
other side there were a dozen fires behind 
him, burning slowly, with white smoke 
rising lazily. Then he loped Nagger along 
the side back to the sandy ascent, and on 
up to the mouth of the pass. There he 
searched tor tracks.

Wildfire had not gone out, and Slone 
experienced relief and exultation. He took 
up a position in the middle of the narrowest 
part of the pass, and there with Nagger, 
ready for anything, he once more composed 
himself to watch and wait.

Far across the darkness of the valley, 
low down, twelve lines of Are, widely sep­
arated, crept toward one another. They 
appeared thin and slow, with only an oc­
casional leaping flame. Some of the black 
spaces must have been monuments, blot­
ting out the creeping snail lines of red. Slone 
watched, strangely fascinated.

“What do you think of that?” he said 
aloud, and he meant his query for Wildfire.

As he watched, the lines perceptibly 
lengthened and brightened and pale shad­
ows of smoke began to appear. Over at the 
left of the valley the two brightest fires, the 
first he had started, crept closer and closer 
together. They seemed long in covering 
distance. But not a breath of wind stirred, 
and besides they really might move swiftly 
without looking so to Slone. When the two 
lines met a sudden and larger blaze rose.

“ Ah! ” said the rider, and then he watched 
the other lines creeping together.

How slowly fire moved, he thought. The 
red stallion would have every chance to run 
between those lines, if he dared. But a wild 
horse feared nothing so much as Are. This 
one would not run the gantlet of flames. 
Nevertheless, Slone felt more and more 
relieved as the lines closed. The hours of 
the night dragged past until at length one 
long, continuous line of Are spread^ level 
across the valley, its bright red line broken 
only where the monuments of stone were 
silhouetted against it.

The darkness of the valley changed. The 
light of the moon changed. The radiance 
of the stars changed. Either the line of fire 
was finding denser fuel to consume or it was 
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growing appreciably closer, for the flames 
began to grow, to leap, and to flare.

The time seemed endless in its futility 
of results, but fleeting after it had passed; 
and he could tell how the hours fled by the 
ever-recurring need to replenish the little 
fire he kept burning in the pass.

A broad belt of valley grew bright in the 
light and behind it loomed the monuments, 
weird and dark, with columns of yellow and 
white smoke wreathing them.

Suddenly Slone’s sensitive ear vibrated 
to a thrilling sound. He leaned down to 
place his ear to the sand. Rapid, rhythmic 
beat of hoofs made him leap to his feet, 
reaching for his lasso with right hand and 
a gun with his left.

Nagger lifted his head, sniffed the air 
and snorted. Slone peered into the black 
belt of gloom that lay below him. It would 
be hard to see a horse there, unless he got 
high enough to be silhouetted against that 
line of fire, now flaring to the sky.

But he heard the beat of hoofs, swift, 
sharp, louder—louder. The night shadows 
were deceptive. That wonderful light con­
fused him, made the place unreal. Was he 
dreaming? Or had the long chase and his 
privations unhinged his mind ? He reached 
for Nagger. No! The big black was real, 
alive, quivering, pounding the sand. He 
scented an enemy.

Once more Slone peered down into the 
void, or what seemed a void. But it, too, 
had changed, lightened. The whole valley 
was brightening. Great palls of curling 
smoke rose white and yellow, to turn black 
as the monuments at their crests, and then 
to roll upward, blotting out the stars. It 
was such a light as he had never seen, 
except in dreams.

In the pale path before Slone, that fan­
like slope of sand which opened down into 
the valley, appeared a swiftly moving 
black object, like a fleeting phantom. It 
was a phantom horse.

Slone felt that his eyes, deceived by his 
mind, saw racing images. Many a wild 
chase he had lived in wild dreams on some 
wild shingle of desert.

But what was that beating in his ears— 
sharp, swift, even, rhythmic? Never had 
his ears played him false. Never had he 
heard things in his dreams. That running 
object was a horse and he was coming 
like the wind. Slone felt something grip 
his heart. All the time and endurance and 
pain and thirst and suspense and longing 
and hopelessness—the agony of the whole 
endless chase closed tight on his heart.

The running horse halted just in the belt 
of light cast by the burning grass. 'There 
he stood sharply defined, clear as a cameo, 
not a hundred paces from Slone. It was 
Wildfire.

Slone uttered an involuntary cry. Thrill 
on thrill shot through him. Delight and 
hope and fear and despair claimed him in 
swift, successive flashes.

Slone gave up Wildfire in that splendid 
moment. How had he ever dared to be­
lieve he could capture that wild stallion? 
He looked and looked, filling his mind, 
regretting nothing, sure that the moment 
was reward for all he had endured.

The weird lights magnified Wildfire and 
showed him clearly. He seemed gigantic. 
He shone black against the fire. His head 
was high, his mane flying. Behind him 
the fire flared and the valley-wide column 
of smoke rolled majestically upward; the 
great monuments seemed to retreat darkly 
and mysteriously as the flames advanced 
beyond them. It was a beautiful, unearthly 
spectacle, with its silence the strangest fea­
ture.

But suddenly Wildfire broke that silence 
with a whistle, which to Slone’s over­
strained faculties seemed a blast as piercing 
as the splitting sound of lightning. And 
with the whistle Wildfire plunged up toward 
the pass.

Slone yelled at the top of his lungs and 
fired his gun before he could terrorize the 
stallion and drive him back down the slope. 
Soon Wildfire became again a running black 
object and then he disappeared.

The great line of fire was beyond the 
monuments and now stretched unbroken 
across the valley from wall to slope. Wild­
fire could never pierce that line of flames. 
And now Slone saw, in the paling sky to the 
east, that dawn was at hand.

(TO BE CONTINXJED)
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Study the Life 
of Bees

Earn As You Learn
Do you know that

Cor. Course of 17 
Lessons

730-pageText Book
1 yr. sub. to Gins, 

in Bee Culture
Personal answers to 

all questions

a queen-bee can lay more than twice her own weight in eggs everyday?
Make a study of this most fascinating branch of nature, and see the wonders there 

revealed. The work is not difficult with the help of our Correspondence Course in Bee­
keeping. Later you can keep a few colonies of bees if you wish—in your attic, on the roof, 
or in the back yard—and produce more than enough honey for your table.

The Course includes seventeen lessons on every phase of beekeeping and honey pro­
duction, the ABC and X Y Z of Bee Culture (our 730-page encyclopedia), the semi­
monthly Gleanings in Bee Culture for one year, and personal answers to all questions. 
AU for $5.00.

Write for prospectus

GLEANINGS IN BEE CULTURE, MEDINA, OHIO

Four Hundred Million 
Bushels of Wheat 
in Western Canada in 1915

An average of over 30 Bushels per acre over the 
entire country.

Many individual yields of upward of 60 
Bushels per acre.

Wealth per individual of the farming popula­
tion in the Provinces of Manitoba, Saskatchewan 
and Alberta, upward of $350 per head or over 
$1750 per family, as a result of farming operations.

This is the country of free homesteads; land 
may also be purchased at reasonable prices from 
railway or land companies.

There isnoCo«5cri^ifo«,noranywartaxonlands.
For literature and other information apply to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, 
Ottawa, Canada

Prosperity in Manatee County
The following from Palmetto News, December 17, 

1915, shows the tide of prosperity which exists through­
out the famous Manatee District of South Florida:

"Our growers are realizing splendid prices now 
on all their products, both fruits and vege­
tables. Beans, squash, peppers, egg plants, 
cucumbers, tomatoes, oranges, tangerines, 
fjapefruit, etc., have commanded anywhere 
rom $2.00 to $4.00 in the markets ever since 

the season opened, most of the time the price 
hovering around the larger figure.”

Our 64-page book. "Fruit and Vegetable Growing 
in Manatee County,” sent for the asking.

J. A. PRIDE, General Industrial Agent, 
Seaboard Air Line Railway Company, Suite No. 378,Norfolk,Va.

FLORIDA FARM FOR SALE
Highly developed Dinsmore farm, 160 acres square, 

good pine and hammock land. Eight miles northwest 
of Jacksonville, on main brick highway. Railroad 
stations convenient. Eighty acres fenced. Cultivated 
fields and orchards, including 1000 Japanese persim­
mon, pear and pecan trees. Eight room bungalow, all 
conveniences. Residences for foreman and yardman. 
Four acres beautiful home grounds. Bam, packing 
house, engine house, artesian wells and irrigation plant. 
Price $15,000. $5,000 cash, balance extending over 
five years.

C. E. McLEOD, Jacksonville, Florida

M w JT SEND for complete descrip-
I ^/\ U \/l tion SUBURBAN HOME & 
■ ^MF\IV|^ FARM, NEW BUNGALOW, 

gas, electricity, trolley, 2 
I acres, fruit, poultry bldgs., only $2600. HAND- 

SOM ELY ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE of
FARM BARGAINS mailed FREE. WRITE 

to-day. BRAY & MACGEORGE, 1077 DREXEL 
BLDG., PHILA., PA., or VINELAND, N. J.

FLORIDActV.®
Eight weeks’trial subscription to Florida’sonly Agricultural 
weekly. Tells facts. Answers questions about soils and 
crops. Address FLORIDA GROWER, Box A, Tampa» Florida

I Southern Farm Lands
Low in Price, High in Productive Value. Mild 
Winters, Moderate Summer Temperature. Long 
growing and grazing Seasons. Two to four Crops a 
year. Unsurpassed for Diversified Farming and 
Live Stock. For full information address
M. V. Richards, Ind. and Agr. Conuniuioner, Room 21

SOUTHERN RAILWAY
Washington, D. C.SOUTHERN 

RAJ LyVAY;
^Mobile tbhio, 
G a.Sp.tf la.-Ry;

STOCK and DAIRY FARM 
showing both profit and pleasure. 180 acres of fine farm­
ing land within two miles of a growing manufacturing city 
of 28,000 people in the banner dairy district of the West- 
Farm fully stocked with a pure-bred Holstein herd having 
an established prestige and market for surplus stock. 
Milk route in city with reputation for clean, certified milk 
at 8c. per quart. Farm equipment complete. Fruit in 
abundance. Aged owner will remove his library, personal 
effects and some needed household furniture and pur­
chaser takes over a going business yielding immediate 
returns. F. H. Denison, Sheboygan, Wis.

A Postal Brings You This 
Free Book of 

“Vermont Farms”
There are cheap farm lands and wonderful op­

portunities in Vermont for general farming, dairy­
ing, apple culture, maple products, etc. This free 
book tells facts that will surprise and delight you. 
Send for it today.

If you want to try a real delicacy, 
ask us also for list of maple syrup 
and sugar producers. Quality stand­
ardized by act of legislature.

GUY W. BAILEY. Sec. of State
Box F, Publicity Bureau, Essex Junction, Vt.

120 Acres, $2600
Central New York

8 cows, 50 hens, wagons and tools thrown in by owner 
anxious to make quick move to smaller place. Nice lot 
fruit; 1500 cords wood, 600 sugar maples; 2-story, 8- 
room house, 40-ft. bam, 2 poultry houses. Very easy 
terms to the right man. You can see on same trip a 
good 125-acre farm for $1200, and one of 182 acres at 
$5000 that had an income of $4000 in year. For details 
see page 35 our big new Spring Catalogue, just out, 
copy free; it is filled from cover to cover with live farm 
bargains everywhere. E. A. Strout Farm Agency, 
Dept. 2791, ISO Nassau St., New York City.

Garden State Quality Farm For Sale
FARM OF 100 ACRES. All improvements and fully 
equipped. Price $13,000.00.

Albert R. McAllister, Bridgeton, New Jersey

For sale—Conn. Valley Farm, 40 acres, ten-room 
house, cement stable for twelve cows, new silo; house 
for 600 chickens; apples, sheds and corn houses; good 

water, near Moody Schools, $8000. Address
Arthur H. Bolton. East Northfield, Mass.

FARMS FOR SALE
Fertile and beautiful farm lands, water fronts and timber 
land on the Eastern Shore of Maryland.
SAMUEL P. WOODCOCK, Salisbury, Maryland

SiirreQqfnl Sborkman and FARMER of larg- □uccessrui □lOCKman efficiency and broad ex­
perience, for years at the head of one of the largest dairy farms of 
the East, wishes change of scene. Preferred position where better 
results are desired. South or West not excluded. Address

BOX 47, The Country Gentleman, Philadelphia, Pa.

PA R MF R couple to take well-equipped North- 
New Jersey farm, over 100 acres, on 

shares. Good opportunity for energetic farmer. Write 
full experience and references. Address

BOX 48, The Country Gentleman, Philadelphia, Pa.

Gorgeous Garden Gladioli 
12 Large Gladioli Bulbs, total value $1, postpaid 30c. 
2 each Yellow, Blue, Pink, Cream, Rose, Red, all 
named, properly labeled. 4 lots, 48 big bulbs, 8 of each 
color, total value $4, postpaid $1. Beautiful book on 
Gladioli, Dahlias, Hardy Chrysanthemums, FREE. 
JOE COLEMANt Grower Lexington, Ohio 

FARMS, ESTATES and VILLAGE HOMES
AU near Boston and Worcester. AU kinds. AU prices. 
Send for "Farm Sheets” Free.

Frbdbricx a. King. Framingham, Mass.

A FARM MANAGER and thorough horseman is 
21 seeking a position. Thoroughly understands care of 
stallions, brood-mares, foals, hunters, saddle horses, car­
riage horses. Capable and reliable. Married. Highest credentials. 
Address BOX 46, The Country Gentleman, Philadelphia. Pa.

PATFMT^ Write for How To Obtain a Patent, 1 /Al 1 u? List of Inventions Wanted. $1,000,000 
in prizes offered for inventions. Our four books sent Free. 
Send sketch for free opinion as to patentability.

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 702 Ninth St., Washington, D. C.

\TZA M'TFD AN IDEAl Who can think of some 
simple thing to patent? Protect your 

ideas; they may bring you wealth. Write for "Needed 
Inventions” and other valuable literature. Randolph & 
Co., Patent Attys., Dept. 136, Washington, D. C.

Locate in VIRGINIA OR NORTH CAROLINA
lyocate in one of the wealthiest states in the South. Excellent climate, no ex­
tremes of heat or cold. Average rainfall 45 inches. Counties have State Agri­
cultural Agents. Land values increasing constantly. Boys’ Corn Clubs. Girls’ 
Canning Clubs. Good schools, churches, roads, railroad facilities. Nearby markets.

General farming, dairying, poultry, fruit and stock. Farms from $15 per acre up. 
Write for beautiful magazine, official lists, maps and other information. Free.

F. H. LaBAUME, Agr. and Ind. Agent, Norfolk & Western Railway 
Room 204, N. & W. Bldg. ROANOKE, VA.

Swing and a Seesaw
Ways to Give the Youngsters Some Extra Fun This Summer

CONSIDER the 
children of the 
farm, they toil 

not neither do they 
show a profit; yet 
there is nothing on 
the farm that is as 
dear to you as one 
of these. There­
fore do unto them 
as you could have 
wished to be done 
by when you were 
a child.

Make for the lit- 
tle tots a baby 
teeter; simply a 
section of some 
large log flattened 
enough at the top 
to hold the plank 
that is to be nailed 
across it. This 
plank can be cut in 
at each end to fit 
little legs. When 
the teeter is dressed 
down and a coat or 
two of paint ap­
plied you will have 
a very neat-looking 
piece of apparatus 
of which the little 
ones will be proud 
and upon which 
they could not pos­
sibly hurt them­
selves.

A baby swing is 
another piece of
apparatus that you can readily fashion from 
the stout limbs of the trees that you cut 
down for firewood. This swing consists of 
five pieces held together by the rope by 
which it swings. These five pieces are: a 
board fourteen inches by sixteen inches for 
a seat, three sides ten inches high, and a 
strip across the front to prevent the child 
from falling out.

A seesaw for the 
older children is 
easily made from 
the trunk and limbs 
of a tree. Fashion 
the support in the 
manner of a car­
penter’s horse, using 
about three to four 
feet of the trunk for 
the body and four 
stout limbs for the 
legs. A two-inch 
plank fourteen to 
sixteen feet long 
and a foot wide can 
be used for a teeter 
board. This can be 
kept in place by 
means of a bolt 
screwed into the 
horse and through 
a slit cut into 
the plank. The 
legs fit into holes 
drilled into the 
body of the horse. 
To keep the wood 
near the holes from 
splitting provide a 
narrow shoulder on 
each leg.

Modern
NEW YORK 
man stopped 

one night at a hotel
in a Southern town. 

When he went to his room for the night he 
told the colored porter that he wanted to be 
called early in the morning. The porter 
replied:

“Say, boss. Ah reckon yo’ ain’t familiar 
wid dese heah mode’n inventions. When 
yo’ wants to be called in de mawnin’, all yo’ 
has to do is jest to press de button side of 
yo’ bed. Den we comes up and call yo’.’’

By C. B. Mell er

The Rope Holds This Swing Together

Make a Substantial Seesaw for the Big Boys and Girls
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