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Deer Creek. Just
recently that pool
had. been full of
steelhead. When
the rains came and
the creek rose these
fish disappeared.
They had gone up
the creek. This was
logical, and I began
to yield to my old
weakness for pio-
neering.

Van Tassel
rounded up an old
G. A. R. man who
fished Deer Creek
and never went any
other place. He
showed us photo-
graphs of a mess of
steelhead that made

C. gasp, Lone
Angler look queer
and me dizzy. Sev-

to havea heavyrod,
line, leader and
hook to hold those
Deer Creek fish.
The water wasdeep,
swift, full of rocks.
In fact the old
gentleman empha-
sized how full of
rocks and fish this
creek'was. Inabout
ten minutes he had
us three musketeers
in a state of

mental aber-

led toward a great gap in a magnificent
mountain range. It was a relief to get by
the deforested areas and see something of
Washington’s thick and verdant forests.
Before six o’clock we reached the Stilla-
guamish, a limpid little river, rushing and
placid by turns. And the pool they selected
to try lay at the mouth of Deer Creek.

It developed that these experts had a
singular method of bait fishing. They used
rather heavy fly rods with enameled silk
lines, the same as those used for fly casting,
a short heavy gut leader, transparent in the
water, a sinker that would roll on the
bottom with the current and very small
hooks. For bait a small ball of fresh salmon
eggs that hid the hook was essential. They
strapped a wire or canvas basket, large as
a small dish to their waists.  And on
d also a bait box and a

1 aboutit. V
waded knee-deep into the water, put on a
bait, and stripping off the reel a goodly
length of line, which fell in coils into the
basket, he gave his rod a long side sweep
and flip and sent that bait clear across the
stream. It was an admirable performance,
and far from easy, as we anglers soon
learned. After considerable practice [
learned to master about sixty or seventy
feet, which was half of Van Tassel’s cast,
Mostly I threw the bait off,

We fished, and our instructors fished, but
not a steelhead did we raise. The fish must

February 3, 1923

: STEELH EAD S—-By Zane Grey

* full of big rainbows and steelhead, that the

distance was eleven miles over a bad trail
up and down through forest.

“All right." We don’t care how hard it is
to get there or what it costs,” I said con-
cisely. *“We are going to Deer Creek. Will
you take us?”’

It developed that scarcely a month had
elapsed since Arnold had been operated
upon for appendicitis, and he felt that he
was hardly strong enough to undertake the
trip. Furthermore there was absolutely no
one else whom we could discover that knew
kow to get to Deer Creeck. It appeared we
had come to an impasse. R. C. and Lone
Angler made facetious remarks, If thero
was no one to take us we could not go—
that was all there was to it. But I was
thinking. Not for an instant did I abandon
my idea of going. Deer Creek had become
a haunting, compelling obstacle to over-
come. Finally I suggested that he take
charge of our little expedition and not do
any of the work himself.

“You can ride and get some men to do
the packing,” I concluded.

“Ride! Say, friend, there are no horses
or mules in this country. If you go to
Deer Creek you'll have to walk and pack
your own outfit on your back.”

R. C. and Lone Angler hailed this in-
formation with ill-concealed delight. It
nettled me a little. Apparently it pleased
them when I encountered insurmountable
difficulties. :

“Very well, we will walk,” I replied,
without the slightest hesitation. ““Arnold,
will you take us??’ -

“Guess I'll have to, seemn’ your heart’s
so set on it,” he replied, with a smile l
liked. “How long will you want to stay?

“Only a few days—a week at
most. We'llgo light as possible.

ration. Fi-
nally the
piraicitaicail
Lone Angler
asked how to
get to Deer
Creek,

s Waal e
ain’t been
thar for two

Fishing the Pool of an Angler’s Dream

famous and elusive steelhead trout

had in nowise dampened R. C.’s
ambition nor Lone Angler’s infallible opti-_
mism nor my unquenchable ardor. Indeed
I fear I have, inoculated my comrades
with the peculiar fever in my blood that
makes me long for the unattainable. How
often'I find myself realizing more and more
that though to catch fish is the motive of.
angling it is not the all! The unattainable
is'not the fish. It is that beauty and spirit
and life which Tagore felt when he saw the
leaping fish of the Ganges River. It is
what Hudson felt when he took his long,
lonely, apparently objectless rides on the
desert of Patagonia,

In August on our way to Vancouver we
found ourselves in Seattle, with a week to
devote to steelhead trout. Upon inquiring
we learned that the run of steelhead was
over. The recent rain was just what the
fish had been waiting for. With the freshets
the steelhead had gone up to the head-
waters of the streams.

TWO unlucky and futile trips after the

Seven'teen-Pound Tackle Smashers

FROM several of the fishing-tackle dealers,
who kindly lent us all the assistance in
their power, we got vague information about
the wonderful steelhead fishing in Deer
Creek. Not one of them, however, had been
there.  They showed us Deer Creek on the
map and claimed that it was almost inacces-
sible. But if we could get there

R. C. and Lone Angler and I spent two
days running that Deer Creek legend to
earth. At length we met the two best
steelhead anglers in Seattle—Hiller and
Van Tassel, They vouched for the mar-
velous fishing we might find on Deer
Creek—if .we could get there. Neither of
‘these” fishermen had ever been near it,
But one of their favorite. steelhead pools
was in the Stillaguamish at the mouth of

years,’’ re-
plied our in-

‘ formant,
“I'm gittin’ too old to walk—an’ you
can’t go any other way. Thar ain’t
no trail. What'’s wuss, them Finns
have took to dynamitin’ the creek.”

The Distant Lure
'I‘HIS was like dashing a bucket of

cold water in our eager faces, We
thanked the old angler and repaired
to a spot of seclusion where we could
confer on the matter.

“Same old gag!” muttered R. C,
darkly and regretfully.

“Bum steer!” added Lone Angler
tersely. :

Both.my comrades were for dispel-
ling' the Deer Creek idea as a myth.
But I was loath to give it up.

“‘Nothing ventured, nothing
gained!” was my argument. “‘We
miss our goal many times, but now
and then we do hit it.”

So again, as often before, 1 pre-
vailed against the better judgment of
my. trail partners. Moreover, they
became imbued with my enthusiasm.
Over the range, far away, was some-

thing calling. We decided to motor

Il give you money to buy sup- .
plies. We'll get tent and blan-
kets at Arlington, and be here
tomorrow morning.”’

“Better: make it about one
o’clock,” hereplied. “We'll ride
on the lumber train to the. log-
gin’camp. That'll savea couple
of miles. An’ mebbe we can hire
some lumberjacks to help pack
the outfit in to Deer Creek.”

The Start

SO THEN and there it was
settled, and we departed. -
My genialand effusive comrades
could not fool me. Another
wild-goose chase had I planned.
Maybe! But despite their la-
ments and misgivings I knew
that deep down in their hearts,
where the boy still lived, they
were excited and thrilled. It
could not have been otherwise.
Next day at noon we arrived
at McMurray with as little
equipment as we could persuade
ourselves was absoliitely neces-
sary. We brought no tent be-
cause there was none at Arling-
ton, and only a few blankets
which a kindly merchant lent
us. Van Tassel came with us.
Arnold was on hand to meet
us, having with him four boys
. to pack the outfit. One of these
was a sturdy fellow who carried
an Alaskan pack board to sling
on his back. He had packed his
own outfit over Chilkoot Pass.
While waiting for the lumber

to. McMurray, a lumbering town
somewhere near the headwaters of
Deer Creek; and there see if we could
not find someone to guide us. :

Our  acquaintances, Van Tassel and
Hiller,~were enthusiastic over this project,
but they prevailed upon us to go fishing
with them first. Arlington, where they
wanted to take us, was on the -road to
McMurray.

So next mornings we rode fifty miles to
Arlington through country most of which
was a hideous black slash. left by lumber-
men,

Before dawn. the next morning we were
on our way to the Stillaguamish River.
Day broke, the sun came up, and our road

Zane Grey and His First Steelhead

have left the river for the creek. We
returned to Arlington and had breakfast at
noon, and afterwards we drove about ten

miles to McMurray. There was one street, _
rather forlorn and deserted; and a beauti.!

ful lake; a huge sawmill belching smoke;
and all around hills denuded of trees, stark
and bare. :

After considerable inquiry we located a
fellow named Sam Arnold. "It was he who
had taken the old G. A. R. angler to Deer
Creek. Then we were to learn that no one
else had ever fished this stream, that it was

train we talked somewhat of the
difficulties of getting to Deer
Creek, but mostly of the allur-
ing possibilities. It is that un-
known element of chance, of adventure, of
luck that makes wild expeditions so thrilling.

When I saw the lumber train I wondered
where we would ride. The cars were merely
frames on trucks with huge iron spikes to
hold the logs. It did not look at all safe.
Lone Angler reversed his familiar speech.
“We got here'first, but I wish it’d been last
and we'd missed this Pullman.”

The train was long, and the longer it
grew the more my doubts augmented.
There was a caboose, however, and we
threw our baggage into it and climbed
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‘McMurray,”’

aboard. Several other passengers were
bound for the logging camp. This camp
was about seven miles away, but we had to
travel twice that distance to get there.
The moment I climbed aboard I knew
things were going to happen. They did, and
they began at once. The engineer of the
train knew, of course, that he had some new
passengers, and he undoubtedly intended
that we should remember the ride. He
started off smoothly and evenly. R. C.and
I went out on the back platform of the
caboose. I was facing the door, looking in
while holding on to the brake wheel with
both hands. R. C., too, faced forward, but
he did not have hold of anything. He was
admiring the scenery. We were leaving
McMurray and running rather fast, for a
log train, when suddenly the engineer
threw on the brakes. The caboose gave a
terrific jerk. I thought there was a wreck.
Everyone inside went plunging head over
heels. I saw Lone Angler Wiborn fall from
the back end to the front end, and turn
upside down in a corner, and drop like a
sack of potatoes. Everybody howled.
R. C. suffered a catapultic slam against the
side of the caboose. His face appeared
pasted against the wood, and as he drew it
away, in rage and pain, I saw a big bruise
appear high on his cheek. Then he furiously
arraigned me for leading him on this log

‘train. Really, the way some people’s minds

work is beyond comprehension. As it
turned out, R. C.’s hurt could not be com-
pared with Wiborn’s and with those of
others inside the caboose.

The next happening was the advent of a
loquacious brakeman who related hair-
breadth escapes of the train crew while on
duty. Never took a round trip without
jumping the track, ditching a car or piling
up logs!

“Aw, we don’t mind shake-ups, onless
when we're crossin’ trestles,” he averred
nonchalantly. ‘“Some of them trestles is
high an’ on curves.”

A Hair-Raising Trip

THE first trestle was bad enough for me.
It was long and on a curve, and it rat-
tled and creaked and shook under the log
train. Ifit did this under an empty train
what would it do under a loaded one? I
could only conjecture. My Deer Creek en-
terprise began to lose something of its allure-
ment. We passed over the lowlands, and
climbed the foothills, and then began to
cross trestles, some of which spanned the
heads of cafions over a hundred feet deep.
I saw deep cuts on the railroad ties and
woodwork where cars had run off the track.
Moreover these high trestles wabbled so
that my hair !
started to rise
stiff on my head.

LHECCOUNERY GENTEEMAN

We rode on without further mishap, around
the slopes of denuded hills, and eventually
arrived at the logging camp.

A gréat black and brown slash in the
forest, a hideous clearing of stumps .and

burned tree trunks surrounded a number ofs

buildings, large and small, all constructed
of new yellow lumber. Railroad tracks ran

here and there. This logging camp was

owned and operated by an English com-
pany, and we were told that it was a model
up-to-date camp in every particular. Ver-
ily it did appear so. Store, restaurant,
billiard hall, reading room, messhouse,
bunkhouses, all were spick and span. These
lumberjacks had a chef, electric lights, hot
and cold water, a doctor and all possible
conveniences.

Men of a Heroic Breed

WHILE Arnold was endeavoring to hire
more men to pack us into Deer Creek
I climbed an adjacent hill where the lumber-
ing was in progress. There were several
crews of men at work in that vicinity, I
saw an engine they called the ‘“donkey,”
mounted upon a huge log sled, pull itself

, through the forest, over logs and stumps.

I saw another in actual operation. By
means of a thick wire cable this engine
pulled huge logs eight feet thick and a
hundred long fully a quarter of a mile up-
hill, to load them on the steel-spiked
trucks.. What they called the spar tree was
most interesting of all to me. It was one
that dominated a central point on a hill,

“and had been shorn of branches and top,

and braced by wire cables on all sides. The
running cable from the ‘“donkey’” was at-
tached high up this spar tree oni a pulley,
and it swung monarchs of the forest with
incredible ease. The most astounding feat
was to see a lumberjack prepare one of
these trees for a spar. He wore long-spiked
tree-climbers, and he had a rope looped
round tree and himself. He gave the loop
a hitch upward and then, holding the rope,
he jammed his spikes into the bark and
walked up several steps. Ax and saw
dangled below him on a cord. Arriving at
the first branch he leaned back in the loop
of the rope, pulled up his ax, and in few
strokes chopped off the branch. Up and up
he scaled, cutting branch after branch, and
when perhaps 200 feet from the ground he
discarded ax for saw, and sawed the tree
through at that point. A fifth of the huge
cedar fell with a crash. The trunkswayed to
and fro under the shock. Yet the lumber-
jack held his position securely and safely.
Men like this lumberjack and the flag-
pole painters on the city skyscrapers and
the construction workers of steel buildings

are all of the same breed, men, heroic and
daring, forgetful of self.

All around me sounded the crash of the
falling giants of the woods. In that sound
I heard the death knell of the magnificent
cedars of Washington, of the towering
beautiful firs of Oregon, of the grand red-
woods of California. The speed of the
Juggernaut appalled me. Upon returning
to the water tank where I 'had left my party
I found them packed
and almost ready to
start. Arnold had suc-
ceeded in hiring four
lumberjacks to help us.
This made ten men,
counting Arnold and
my chauffeur. Arnold
insisted on carrying a
pack. And as for R. C.
and Wiborn and my-
self, we had a load that
I grimly realized would
grow heavy.

Our guide led off on
an old, abandoned rail-
road track that soon
left theicamp and
wound into the forest.
All of a sudden I strode
out of a ghastly naked
blot on the earth, out of
the hot glaring sunlight
into what seemed long
arched temples of green
and amber, dark, shady,
cool and fragrant. The
forest primeval! How
high the towers of lacy
fringed foliage! These
cedars were huge,
round, straight,
smooth-barked,
brownish-gray in hue,
with branches far aloft.

On the Trail

‘ N JTE LEFT.the camp
at four o’clock.
With all our load we
could not tarry and
rest, and our guide kept
up a good pace. Once
Lone Angler remarked:
“If that guide hadn’t
been operated on lately
he’d be running through
the woods. We're sure
lucky.”’ ;
Half a mile out the

11

railroad ended and we
took to a trail. It was
(Continued on Page 27)

We Saw a Dozen Long Gray Wavering Fish Shapes Deep
in the Lower End of That Pool—Big Steelhead—But We

Could Not Induce Them to Bite

About half a
dozen miles up in
these foothills the
sixth car in front
of the caboose
jumped the track.
What a fearful
lurch it gave us!
The engineer
stopped the train
in less than a car-
length. Dust rose
in a cloud. We all
climbed down, to
find the rear
wheels of the de-
railed car two feet
off the track.

‘“Huh! We
started out on a
walking tour and
I reckon we’ll
walk back to

grunted R. C.
But it turned
out presently
that such acci-
dents were triyial
to the resourceful
train crew. They
placed a heavy
triangular piece
of iron against the
wheels, and then
the engineer,
starting slowly
ahead, pulled the
dislodged car
back on the track.
The operation

did not consume
five minutes.

Deer Creek Was the Most Beautiful Trout Water I Had Ever Seen—Clear as Crystal and Cold as Ice
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Potato Planter

OPENS FURROW, DROPS F:RT!LIZ&& DROBS
ost{EEE AND COVERS — ALL IN ONE OPERATION

1\ /]ORE bushels per acre
and less cost per acre
result with use of Eureka
One-Man Planters. This
double profit increase pays
for the machine many times.
Over 22 years of success.

One man and team opens fur-
row, drops seed any distance or
depuh drops fertilizer if desired,
covers, and marks next row.
Furrow opens and seed drops in
plain sight. Better start, bigger
vields. Operates in any soil.

Write today for calalogue de-
scribing largest line of planters
made. Sizes for 1 and 2 rows,
with or without fertilizer attach-
ment. Special attachments for
unusual soil or field conditions.
In stock near you.

EUREKA MOWER CO.
Box 525, Utica, N. Y.

SMALL FARM

TRACTOR

Displaces the Horse on the small farm. Pays for
stself, in the saving of time, labor and Horsc I< eed.
Makes the hard jobs easy. ‘“‘New-Way'' Air
Cooled Motor. Hyatt Roller Bearing Transmis-
sion. 13 inches Axle clearance.

Riding Attachment for Harrowing, Dragging,
Planting, Cultivating, Mowing, etc. A portable
Power Plant for Sawing Wood, Grinding Feed
and doing the many power jobs on the small farm.
Costs only 8 to 10c per hour to run.

Has a Reverse
3 years’ successful performance has proven the
CLN'IAU the most economical, reliable and
efficient small Tractor made. LIB);RAL TERMS.
Write today for our special proposition.

THE CENTRAL TRACTOR CO.
12 Central Ave. Greenwich, Ohio

Horse or Cow hide, Calf or ot
with hair or furon, and make
coats (for men and women), rob
gloves when so ordered; or we can ke
your hides into Oak Tanned Harness o.
Slaughter Sole or Belt Leather; your
calfskins into Shoe Leather, colors
Gun Metal, Mahogany, Russet or lighter
shade. Calfskins tanned in the lighter
shades of shoe leather, also make ele-
gant stand and table covers; great for
birthday, wedding and hohday gifts.

LET US FIX YOUR
WORN FURS

fashion, repair and reshape them if
needed. Fursare very light weight, there-
fore it would cost but little to send them
in to us by Parcel Post for our estimate
of cost, then we will hold them aside awaiting your de-
cision. Any estimate we make calls for our best work.

Our illustrated catalog and style book combined
gives a lot of useful information. It tells how to take off
and care for hides. About our safe dyeing process on
cow and horse hides, calf and fur skins. About dressing
fine fur skins and making them into neckpieces, muffs
and garments. About our sharp reduction in manu-
facturing prices. About Taxidermy and Head Mounting.

The Crosby Frisian Fur Company,
571 Lyell Ave., Rochester, N. Y.

Brand-new Army Officer's
Raincoat. Rubber lined. Ab-
solutely waterproof. Goodyear
made. Stylish and durable,
Fit and quality guaranteed. Order your coat now.

ay postman only
Send No Money &3 5iiosacsy'on
delivery. State size, 32 to 50. Money back if not

§) satisfied. C'\talog sent FREE.

Tag your stock best and cheapest means of
ldentlﬁcatlon for Hogs, Sheep and Cattle.
Name, address and number stamped on tags.
Catalog mailed free on request.

# F.S.Burch& Co.,284 W. HuonSt..Cicago 4

Plows 7InchesDeepinClaySod

Steelheads

(Continued from Page 11)

one seldom used. For the most part it ap-
peared so covered by the underbrush meet-
ing overhead that we could scarcely see the
forest trees, and nothing of the sky. About
six o'clock we descended another heavily
wooded slope, and at the foot of it came upon
a dark body of water—Cavanaugh Lake.

There was scarcely open space enough
for a camp. But as darkness was not far
away I thought we had better make a halt.
Across the lake -a big black ‘mountain
loomed up, forbidding in the dusk.

We pitched camp as best we could.
There was no dry firewood and the ex-
pected cheerful hour was here comfortless
and gloomy.

We were up at dawn, in the cool dark
dampness of the forest, packing before we
had breakfast. And when we left that
camp the sun was just silvering the fog
over the lake. Fresh and rested, we did
not feel daunted at the prospect of a six-
mile tramp to Deer Creek. But right off
we struck an uphill trail and soon realized
what it meant to pack heavy burdens. Our
packers rested every quarter of a mile, but
we seldom passed them. It took an hour to
climb that wooded ridge.

Here we entered a denser forest and one
strikingly beautiful and strange. I looked
as I trudged along, although there were
many places where the trail led over wind-
falls, and deep narrow gorges spanned by
fallen trees, and here I needed my eyes for
careful stepping. The great cedars pre-
dominated, some of which were apparently
ten feet or more thick at the base and
towered straight and true so high that I
had to crane.my neck to see their tips. And
then these tips seemed lost in a green
spreading canopy pierced by shafts of
golden sunlight and flecked with spots of
blue sky.

At the end of two hours of climbing and |

plodding, packing more than I should have
carried, I just about hated that forest. It
developed, however, that I had no time for
self-indulgence. At a fork in the trail the
lumberjacks mutinied. Arnold could not
change them. They wanted to quit then
and there. By dint of persuasion and offer
of extra money I got them to go on.

A Goal Worth Working For

OON after that we reached the brow of

the mountain and started down. R. C.’s
quick ear, keen as an Indian’s, first caught
the low mellow roar of running water. It
came from deep down in that green-choked
abyss, and gradually grew stronger.

At last we descended to a point where,
from under the giant cedars, we could look
down upon Deer Creek. A beautiful green
and white stream, shining here, dark and
gleaming there, wound through a steep-
walled cafion. It was worth working for.

The last descent into the bed of that
cafion was performed with considerable
rapidity and ease—we ran down a mossy
incline, slid down a steep gravel bank and
fell the rest of the way in soft clay. Then
we walked down to the rocks and unpack-
ing our rubber boots we waded after the
men across to a sandy level on the opposite
side. I paid the lumberjacks and dismissed
them. Arnold and his boys I kept to do
our camp work and help us get back. I cal-
culated we would have considerably less to
pack back and in case we could not take all
the outfit these boys could make another
trip in. Indeed I gave scant thought to our
return trip. We were here on Deer Creek.
Van Tassel, however, seemed immensely
disappointed in Deer Creek. It was too
low and the steelhead were not there.

We made camp with our limited outfit
as best we could and then while the men
busied themselves cooking a meal we an-
glers rigged up our tackles.

Right above camp there was a riffle and
below that a deep-pool. Arnold informed
us he had seen fish in it, but could not be
certain they were steelhead. R. C. fished
it carefully, after our method of trout fish-
ing, without getting a strike. Van Tassel
had no better luck. ILone Angler slipped
off up the creek by himself, and I went
downstream. Pools appeared to be scarce.
Half a mile below camp I came upon a
jumble of immense bowlders, some as large
as houses, that blocked the whole cafion
bed, and through the labyrinthine passages
the creek foamed and eddied and babbled
in a most bewildering network of water-
ways. Deer Creek was the most beautiful
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Be progressive-

enjoy wireless
programs daily
with the
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HEN equipped with the

Magnavox Radio and
Model C Power Amplifier, a
wireless receiving set becomes
the center of entertainment in
the home.

Magncwox products can be had
of good dealers everywhere.

New York: 370 Seventh Ave.

s 3 stage 110.00

The Magnavox Co., Oakland, Calif.

3-stage

Model C Magnavox Power
Amplifier should beused with
Magnavox Reproducer to get
largest possible power input.

2 stage $80.00

R-2 Magnavox Reproducer
with 18-inch horn; the utmost
in amplifying power. . $85.00

R-3 Magnavox Reproducer
with 14-inch horn for office
or home. S . . $45.00

at .home.

Used
on America’s
Finest Farms

Sinissippi Farms, Oregon, Ill.,
owned by Ex-Gov. F. O.Lowden

Pabst Stock Farm, Oconomo-
woc, Wis.

Leland Stanford University
Ranch, California.

Blue Valley Cream’y Co., Chicago.

Farms of Joseph Leiter, ‘“The
Wheat King.”

Post Estate, Postum Cereal Co.,
Battle Creek, Mich.

Funk Farms, Bloomington, Ill.

R. E. Olds, Automobile Manu-
facturer, Lansing, Mich.

H. F. Firestone, Pres. Firestone
Tire & Rubber Co., Akron, O.

Reservations and Farms of the
United States Government.

America.”

. 219 Adams St.,

Good Enough
to- Use
Anywhere

Cheap Enough
to Use
Everywhere

Cost Less

Than All Wood—
Last 5 Times as Long

Every landowner will save money by having a free
copy of my big new book of Can’t-Sag Gates.
a full line of these strong, sag-proof gates of wood
and steel built in the world’s largest gate factory
for less than you can build clumsy, all wood gates
Can’t-Sag Gates have no wood joints
to' rot, no nails to rust or pull out.
is double bolted between four pairs of angle steel
uprights. They always hang plumb and trim.
can’t sag, warp, or twist out of shape. The steel and wood con-
struction makes them flexible. They give under pressure but
don’t break. Top hinge is self-locking when gate is closed. Hogs
can’t root them off hinges. Elevating attachment can be fur-
nished to let small stock pass under.

Shows

Every board
They

Just

I'll Furnish Complete Gates g=, giu5¢

My free Gate Book shows complete Can’t-Sag Gates painted,
ready to hang with your name or name of your farm, or “No
Hunting”’ sign lettered on boards. Or, if you prefer I'll fur-
nish everything but the boards and you
can build your own Can’t-Sag Gates at
home and save still more money.

Write for My Free Book

Get my new low prices. See for yourself

why Can’t-Sag Gates are ‘‘everywhere in

Morethanamillioninuse, Itdoes

not pay to build or buy any other Gate. Free

book proves my claim. Write for it today.
Alvin V. Rowe, Pres.

ROWE MANUFACTURING CO.

Galesburg, I11./
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““This end of the barn shown above contains two silos, a two-story feed room big enough
for all the storage space the barn needs, a feed elevator, power plant for the milking machine
and a number of other units. Compared with my original plans I can figure that I got this
end of the barn free after submitting my ideas to the Jamesway engineers,’”’ writes the owner
of this Jamesway-planned, Jamesway-equipped and J. amesway ventilated modern dairy barn.

Send Us Your Barn Problem

Do you need a new barn?. Or are you planning
to remodel your old one? Write and tell us about
it. Let the Jamesway engineers give you the
benefits of their experience in planning and de-
signing thousands of barns and farm buildings.
Let them build your barn on paper—plan for you
the most practical, work-saving features—pro-
vide plenty of storage space, sanitary feeding and®
cleaning arrangements and, most of all, give you
plans and specifications which you can hand to
any good contractor and be sure of getting a
building that will give you the most for your
money in good materials and labor. Also get
Jamesway ideas on hog houses and equipment.

Make Money on Poultry Too

Raise more poultry and make hens lay when
eggs pay with Jamesway poultry equipment.

Ask for Book No. 80

The Jamesway Farm Engineers

JAMES MANUFACTURING COMPANY
Elmira, N. Y.

Ft. Atkinson, Wis.
Address Nearest Office

Find out how Jamesway Feeders save work and
feed. Also Jamesway Waterers, Brooder Stoves,
All-Metal Nests and other Jamesway equipment.

There’s a Jamesway Service
Man Near You

Ask to have him call. Let him tell you how
little it costs to own Jamesway-planned buildings,
fully equipped with Jamesway equipment and
properly ventilated by the Jamesway engineers.
The building shown above costs its owner only
about $70 per month. What would yours cost?

Write For This Jamesway Book

“What We Should Know About Each Other,”
an interesting book which tells what Jamesway
Service can do for you and how you can tell us
something about your needs.

Minneapolis, Minn.

[

ScienTiFic IeNITION

FOR THE

FORD

Start your car
easily in the coldest

 Price weather. You cando

it with an ATWATER

$1O 80 KeNT ignition sys-

== ‘tem. Acceleration

. . will be smoother,

including vibration at high

_cables speedwill disaplpear,

and you will get

a‘(ld maximum power at
fittings  dll speeds.

Ask your dealer. If he can-
not supply you — write us.

ATtwATER KENT MFG. CoMPANY
Radio Department
4940 StENTON AVE., PHILA., PA.

The Belgian
Melotte Sepa- i
rator —with I
the wonderful H
Self-Balancing l
Bowl. Noother }
like it.

30 days’ free trial —then, if
satisfied, only $7.50 and a few
easy payments—AND—the
wonderful Belgian Melotte | 9
Separator is VOURS.

NoMoney Down!

Catalog tells all—write.
¥ ! U. S. Bul-

Caution! 2.5 5
shows that vibration
of the bowl causes
cream waste! The
Melotte bowl is self-
balancing. Positively
cannot get out of balance, l
therefore cannot vibrate.
Can’t remixcream with milk.
The Melotte has won 264 Grand
and International Prizes.

Catalog FREE

Write for new Melotte cat-
alog containing full description of
this wonderful cream separator and
the story of M. Jules Melotte, its
inventor. Don’t buy any separator
until you have found out all you
can about the Melotte and details
of our 15-year guarantee which is
infinitely stronger than any sepa-
rator guarantee. Write TODAY.

The Melotte Separator, H. B. Babson, U. S. Mar.

Runs. so easily,
bowl spins 25 min-
ules after you stop

cranking unless you
apply brake. No
other separator
needsabrake. Bowl
chamber is porce-
lain lined.

Dept. 3082, 2843 W. 19th Street, Chicago, Ill,

trout water I had ever seen. Clear as crys-
tal, cold as ice, it spoke eloquently of the
pure springs of the mountain fastnesses.
Under the water the rocks were amber
colored, and along the banks they were
green with moss and gray with lichen.

Van Tassel passed along the bank and |

worked on down the creek out of sight. In
an hour or so he came back carrying a six-
pound salmon. He had not seen a steel-
head nor had a strike from one, and con-
sidered the fact most damaging to our
hopes. He had found one large pool where
steelhead ‘should have been if they were
anywhere in Deer Creek. We returned to

camp. R. C. reported only numerous
small trout. We hoped for better from
Lone Angler. But about sunset, when we

were ready for supper, he returned without
a fish.

After supper I was tired and enjoyed a
rest. Likewise did Wiborn. But R
took his rod and slipped off downstream to
the pool just above the jumble of huge
bowlders. A big cedar tree had fallen across
the creek. $

Presently we were all roused by a ringing
yell from R. C. Jumping up I looked to
see him hanging on'to a bent wagging rod.
We all started to run to see the fun.

“What—you—got?”’ I queried, out of
breath, as I looked at R. C.

He stood over to my left, nearly fifty
yards, and judging from his face and the
way ‘he was working that tackle I antici-
pated much.

“Don't know what he is,” he replied,
“but I never had a fish nail a bait so hard.
He went like a flash, down there. Thought
it sure was good night. He’s got most of
my line, but think he’s coming back.”

R./C.’s Winning Fight

I HAD seen R. C. reeling frantically, and
next [ made theastonishing discovery that
his line ran right under the log upon which
I was standing. Suddenly a fish swam into
my sight—a trout—gray-green, and of
gamy shape, two feet long. For an instant
I did not connect him with R. C. Then I
saw the leader curved in front. of him. I
yelled and waved. The trout shot into deep
water out of sight. By this time the rest of
our contingent had arrived, to become in-
terested spectators of the fight. Even-
tually R. C. led the tired fish out of the
deep water, through the little channels
among the rocks, and slipped him into a
safe place where he lay gasping.

Not only was this the first steelhead we
everhad captured, but the first we ever had
seen. It was a strikingly beautiful fish,
graceful, symmetrical, powerfully built,
with great broad tail and blunt, pugnacious
nose. The faint pinkish color, almost a
glow, shone from a background of silver
and green.

R. C. was very proud of his first steel-
head. “You could never have made me
believe he didn't weigh twice four pounds.
Some fish!"

Then, wetting his hands, R. C. carefully
unhooked the steelhead and gently slipped
him back into the stream, which action
greatly pleased Lone Angler and myself.

We went to bed, to discover that away
from the camp fire the air was full of tiny
invisible gnats. They annoyed us, bit
severely, but in spite of them we fell asleep
and had a restful night. R. C. was the first
of us up. He fished the pool in front of
camp before he washed his face. While the
others were dallying over a bountiful break-
fast I made off upstream-as fast as I could
travel over the slippery rocks.

I passed a number of likely looking pools
that I left for my comrades. But presently
I came to one that resembled the pool of an
angler’s dream. Above rushed a narrow
fast rapid, white and foamy, and it ended
in a deep dark lane between two rocks, and
below widened out, and at last shoaled to a
sand bar on the left and a shallow channel of
rocks on the right.

I kept out of sight, and going round this
pool I came down behind the big rock on
my side and dropped my bait into the swift
water. As it sank and floated down I cer-
tainly trembled. And scarcely had it gotten
beyond the rock when a fish took it with a
violent jerk and' run.

Then came a solid pull, a screech of the
reel and a heavy splash. The fish had
leaped behind the rock. As I ran up on
this bowlder my line was going out so fast
that I wished for anything but a fly reel. Be-
sides there were only forty yards of line.

A dark gleam shot into the shallow water.
How swift! Then it changed to a silver
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Mrs.Hall sellsus only
her spare time — yet
by our plan she earns

$100.00 extra in one

month!

1

T helpsinahundred
ways just as one hun-
dred extra dollars would
help you! Why not earn

them, as she does—by
actingasour represent-
ative? Scores of Curtis
workers average up to
$1.50 an hour profit.
Thousands of Curtis
subscriptions expire
this spring! We will
pay you liberally to
collect the local re-
newal and new orders.

Toobtain ourcashoffer,
mail this coupon today.

The Curtis Publishing Company

991 Independence Square,
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

Gentlémen: Please tell me, without obli-
gation, how I can easily earn $100 by
your plan.

Name

Address

City

WRITE FOR

FREE g;&TALOG
AUTO SUPPLIES

MANY BARGAINS. POSTAGE PAID. Join Profit
Sharing Club, no dues. Send for Membership Card.

HERMAN BUMILLER COMPANY
432 D MAIN STREET CINCINNATI

DIRECT FROM FACTORY
6 Cents per Foot and up. Costs
less than wood. Kokomo Fence
beautifies and protects lawns,
churches, cemeteries, etc. 40 [l

designs. All steel. Write for

D

THE GENUIRE
SHITH

- STUNP PULLERS]

V/SHITHGRUBEER Co.

4

~—=— SAVE MONEY

CATALOG FREE-DEFT:3 LA DRESDENT. MINN.®
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Farm Account

Book FREE

Write us, telling the size of the silo you own
or intend to buy this year and mention the
name and address of your implement dealer.
We’'ll mail you free a 50-page Farmers’ Record
and Account Book.

This is arranged for the easy taking of farm
and household inventaries, and for the keep-
ing of simple accounts which will shotw a com-
plete and accurate financial condition of your
year’s business. It will help you find and stop
the money leaks.

Ask also for Papec Catalog covering the
1923 improvements—at a lower price! It
shows why your dollars buy more in a Papec.

PAPEC MACHINE COMPANY
Shortsville, N. Y.

138 Main Street,
36 Distributing Houses enable Papec Dealers
to give prompt service.

~KeepYour Garden-
Free From Weeds

There’s an easy way to get rid of them. Itsaves
the moisture—Makes your vegetables GROW.

B ARKE Weeder, Mulcher and Cultivator

3 Garden Tools in 1

Kills the weeds and breaks the hardest crust into
a level, porous, moisture-retaining mulch—all in
one operation. Eight reel blades revolve against
a stationary underground knife—like a lawn
mower. ‘“‘Best Weed Killer Ever Used.”
Cuts runners. Aérates the soil. Works
right up to plants. Has leaf guards,
also shovels for deeper cultivation.
A boy can run it—do more and
better work than ten men with
hoes. Five sizes. Inex-
pensive. Write TODAY
A\ for free illustrated book
and special Factory-to-
User offer.

BARKER MFG. CO.

Box 14 David City, Neb.

Every farmer
raise bigger crop:
of this. It ha
as deep as plowed, leaves a 1
seed bed in one operation. Get
rolling winter wheat and other gr
whether soil is loose or hard crusted and
has no equal for this work or for covering clover and grass seed.

MADE IN 13 SIZES, 1 & 3 SECTIONS

4

Catalog. It
provesourstate- R
ments, explains con-

struction and work, why
itproducesbetterresultsthan
any other roller. Contains létters
from farmers using it and other val-
uableinformation. “ Worthits weight in
gold.” Ourlow pricedirect will surprise you
Write today for book and price, freight paid.

WESTERN LAND ROLLER CO., Box 122, HASTINGS, NEBR.

D

' Save 2 Shoe Cost

R, ‘ Can’t Slip
FLEXIBLE STEEL SOLE AND HEEL PLATES

Make sole and heel outlast uppers. Bend to/fit shoe, Non-skid;

corrugations prevent slipping. Weight 2 oz. . Tacks

with plates; put on yourself. By mail postpaid. Set 50

(pair sole and heel plates) Men's, Women's or Boys' size, c
AGENTS, DEALERS, COBBLERS WANTED.

SHOE SHIELD CO., Dept.119, AUGUSTA,KY.

You can complete
this simplified High
School Course at home
inside of two years. Meets all requirements for entrance to college
and the leading professions, This and thirty-six other practical
courses are described in our Free Bulletin. Send for it TODAY.
MERICAN SCHOOL.

A
Dept. H-2118 Drexel Ave, & 58th St. CHICAGO

irite for Special Low,
Prices and FREE Engine Book! ¢
OTTAWA MFG. 5
2094-H King Street Ottawa, Kans,
(Desk 2094-H Magee Bidg., Pittsburgh, Pa,_“

THBECOUNIRY GENTIEMAN

flash with glints of red. I saw a big fish
swoop up, and then come clear out into
the air—a steelhead, savage and beautiful,
fight in every line of his curved body. Then
he plunged back, to dart toward me. Slack
line! There were yards of it. I could not
reel it in, and he ran past me, pulling a
bagged line after him, and ran up into
the white swift water. Instantly he turned
back and ran the length of the pool. But
I did not see him then. On his second run
upstream, which was slower, I got the line
tight and kept it so. He repeated his dash
into the swift water and then darted again
for the end of the pool. Evidently this
time he meant to go down into the rapids
below, but he miscalculated and got into the
shallow water and over the sand bar.

At this juncture I leaped off the rock and
ran along the pool, beyond the shoal place,
and then I had him at a disadvantage. He
made surges here and there, stirring up the
mud, and splashing like a crippled duck,
but when he essayed to cross the bar back
into the pool I held him. And so we fought
it out there until he was vanquished. I put
him on a string before I weighed him. Six
and a half pounds! Van Tassel came along
and warmly congratulated me. R. C. and
Wiborn next hove 'in sight. We saw a
dozen long gray wavering fish shapes deep in
the lower end of that pool—big steelhead—
but we could not induce them to bite.

I wandered off up the creek, passing on
my way the most wonderful pool I ever saw
in my life. Heroically I left that for my
comrades and departed upstream. In the
next mile and a half I found some likely
places and saw some fish, but did not have
another strike. The water was too low and
clear. Perhaps I was gone several hours,
and when, on my return, I reached the
wonderful pool, my three companions were
there, talking across the creek, rods idle,
lazily sunning themselves.

A Boyhood Trick

“QOME whales in here,” said R. C. “No
good. Won't bite. Make you sick!”

“If we had fresh bait we’d catch one,”
added Van Tassel, who was on my side of
the creek. R. C. and Lone Angler sat
perched upon an enormous bowlder, fully

twenty feet above the pool. Joining my |

comrades I looked down where they pointed.

Deep in the limpid eddying water I saw
many fish shapes, some of them so large as
in that comparatively small stream
ggeration of the sight. But this par-

an ex

;ticufar pool could have harbored a sword-

fish. It held a great deal of water. And
these fish were steelhead.

The enormous bowlder projected far out
into the pool. Just at the point where I
stood it was narrowest, and the water ap-
peared fifteen feet deep, gradually shoaling
below, and widening into a broad space full
of rocks and channels. But for thirty yards
it was the tail end of a quiet pool, and I
could see the amber bottom and little trout
with startling clearness. In front where the
steelhead lay the deep part began and ran
up into the other half of the pool, black and
swirling, with rock-lined banks, constrict-
ing to the swift water where I had crossed.

My brain conjured up days and tricks of
my boyhood. Surely one of these steelhead
could be caught, by hook or crook.

At the last pool above I had put on a
little spinner to try, and it occurred to me
now to twist off the small shiny spoon,
leaving the tiny triangular gang of three
hooks. Above this I slipped on a heavier
lead, and then, half in earnest and half to
deceive my comrades, I put on a small
lump of salmon eggs. Thus equipped I
stepped to the brink of the rock and cast
out over the shadowy steelhead, and let my
lead go to the bottom. My comrades took
my move as an insult to their skill.

But I paid little heed. When I saw the
big steelhead paid no attention to my line
I knew positively there would be a startling
surprise for my lofty companions.

Very cautiously I drew my line, toward
me. I could feel the lead dragging on the
bottom. I could see my line stretching
down and beyond the big steelhead on the
outside. I expected to have a little fun,
yet instinctively there was more than that
in my thrill. Then I jerked hard.

My hooks caught. My rod bent. It
quivered. Then suddenly my line sped up-
stream and off my reel. The screech of
that reel galvanized my comrades. It did
more to me. -Actually I had hooked that
big steelhead. I yelled with the sheer fun
of'it. The boys sprang up, amazed. Such
a run! That fish took all the line off and

ro
\O

TAPAICO

The Horse's Friend

Forty-One Years

Engaged in Making Better Horse Collar Pads

BOVE is reproduced a copy of lithograph used
£7X almost forty years ago to advertise Collar Pads
made by this company.

Then, as now, our pads were BETTER pads.
Now, as then, Collar Pads are a NECESSITY.

Patented Hook Attachment

Wire Staple and Felt Washer securely attach Hook to
Pad. USED ONLY ON TAPATCO. Demand

this fastener.

Pat. in U. S.
Dec. 1, 1914

Pat. in Can.
April 6, 1915

We also manufacture a complete line of
Riding Saddle Pads and both Padded
and Burlap Lined Back Bands.

\ -
\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\ HOR
COLLAR PA

FOR SALE EVERYWHERE

‘'The American Pad & Textile Company

. . - Y
Greenfield, Ohio, U. S. A. i Fﬁ?kggepaf,i“

Canadian Branch
Chatham, Ontario

“Stop Oil Pumping
acl Piston Slap _

——

worth of common kerosene
or coal oil will keep this
Sunray lamp in operation
for 30 hours. Produces
300 candle power of the
purest, whitest and best light
known to science. Nothing to wear;
simple; safe; 15 Days’ Trial.

FREE Lantern

As a special introductory offer, we will
give you a 300 Candle Power Sunray
Lantern FREE with the first purchase
of a Sunray Lamp. Lights up the yard
S or barn like a search light. Write
today for full information and
- agency proposition.
g w1111 KNIGHT LIGHT CO.
X M Dept. 3082 Chicago, Ill.

f Genuine Apex Innerings make pis-
s ton rings wear straight and true
5 against the cylinder wall, forminga

power-and-oil-tight contact. Avoid

expensive reboring. [Easily in- 3
stalled. Retail price only 30c ea. up “Lrieg), Lo ol &
to 34’ wide by 5"/ dia. (larger 50c ea.). Sar ; :M';kz:n
If dealer or garage can't supply, order : feri A
COMPLETE SET DIRECT, giving name, G g
year, model, size of piston rings, if possible. All sizes for
auto, truck, tractor motors and gas engines. Accept no
substitute—see our Tag.

S Thomson-FriedlchMfg‘Co.,Peoria,Dept.N,lllinois o

A 4 Chicago Branch: 2332 §. Michigan Ave. N Smell
\Dealers, Jobbers—Wonderful opportunity. Write.
e

No
Smoke
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Not Just a Better Wagon

But a New Type With Rotary Skeins

This wagon is built with
solid steel axles of special
analysis. Their strength is
much greater than that of
axles made of wood.

On a level floor you can pull
it around with one finger.
Many are buying larger size
wagons—for their teams can
haul bigger loads with ease.

No need to grease them
every third day as with old-
style wagons. Each skein has

NEEDS GREASE
BUT ONCE A
=5 MONTH

T,

"HAULS BIGGER LOADS EASIER AND
WITH LESS STRAIN ON THE TEAM
YOU CAR USE A LARGER SIZE WAGOH

a grease chamber that loads
up with a month’s supply of
grease for spindle and skein.

Examine it, buy it, try it,
and your judgment will be
that 1t is not worth while to
keep an old-style wagon.

If your dealer doesn’t sell
this wagon, urge him to write
us for catalog and prices.

TaorNHILL Wacon ComPANY
Lynchburg, Virginia

THORNHILL HAVE FAR
GREATER STRENGTH THAN|
WOODEN AXLE WAGONS,

“Not the Lowest Priced—But the Best—and in the End the Cheapest”

FORD’S35iR et

It is so different from all others. It tells of Ford’s
Sound Seeds, Plants, Trees, Bulbs, which customers
say make BEST AND BIGGEST CROPS. Reason-
able prices, high vitality and purity. Satisfaction
guaranteed or money back. Write today for your
copy. If friends are interested, send their names
and addresses.

FORD SEED COMPANY, Box 95, Ravenna, Ohio

Grown From Select Stock
—None Better—>53 years
selling good seeds to satisfied
customers. Prices below all
others. Extra lot free in all
orders I fill. Big free cata-
logue has over 700 pictures of
vegetables and flowers. Send
your and neighbors’ addresses.
R. H.'SHUMWAY, Rockford, Ill.

% "

Fruit Trees
Shipped C. O. D.

ByMail, Express and FreightPrepaid
Buy direct from the producer and

make a substantial cash saving. All
trees and plants selected, first-class,
well-rooted, guaranteed.

HOME GARDEN
> COLLECTION NO. 8

Trees and e] C. O. D.
10 Foxi2? Postpaid For- > $3.25
1 Abundance Plum, 1 Delicious Apple, 1 Bartlett Pear,
1 Elberta Peach, 1 Montmorency Cherry, 1 Niagara Grape,

1 Concord Grape, 3 'St. Regis Raspberry.
All first class, well rooted, mailing size trees,
2 to 3 ft. high for $3.25

Everything needed to beautify your grounds and garden
listed in our Free Illustrated Catalog. Send for it today.

POMONA UNITED NURSERIES

50 GRANGER AVE, DANSVILLE, N. Y,

Field-grown

Vour choice of the world’s roses—60 glorious acres
of them. Robust, free-blooming, richly shaded. All
dormant rose plants, except climbers and baby
ramblers, are shipped trimmed, ready for planting.
Let our sixty-ninth annual catalog help ‘to make
your rose growing unusually successful. A post card
will bring catalog by return mail.

THE STORRS & HARRISON CO.
Nurserymen and Seedsmen
Box 287 Painesville, Ohio

HAVE YOU GOT TO BE SHOWED?
All right, I live close to the Missouri
line and I can show you on
anything in the seed line.
Seed book and “Seed Sense”
free. Alsosamplesandadvice
(suchasitis). Icansendyouseeds
that will really grow. Write today
for free books and samples.

HENRY FIELD SEED CO.
Dept. 11, Shenandoah, Iowa

Known for Reliability 35 years. We
specializein Field Seeds. Our Clover, Timo-
thy and Alfalfa are standards for purity,
hardiness and high germination.

Wisconsin stands first in Pedigreed Grains.
We offer Pedigree Nos.1,5and 7 Oats, Pedigree

Barley, Wheat and Rye, Wisconsin grown
Seed Corn, Nos. |12, 7, 8 and 25, Cold Re-
sistant and Murdock.

Full line of Dependable Garden
and Flower Seeds, Bulbs, Plants,
Poultry Supplies. o

““Olds’iCatalog "

Tells the Truth’’
Wiriteforacopyatonce. Askforfre
samples Field Seeds interested in

L.L.Olds’Seed Company
Drawer 12 = Madison, Wis.

up there in the fast white water he leaped
into the air. ;

The steelhead hung up in the white
water. He had every inch of the lineout, and
it stretched as tight as a wire. I went to the
extreme edge of the rock and extended the
rod as far as possible. Suddenly the fish
turned and came back, not swiftly, so that
I was able to reel in the slack line. Slowly
he swam toward me, deep, about in the
middle of the channel. He passed out of
the dark water into plain sight.

“Oh! Oh!"” exclaimed R. C.

“Look at that trout!'’ added Lone
Angler.

1 saw, but I could not express my feel-
ings. I felt like a lost man. Retribution
had overtaken me! Yet—it was possible to
land this fish. He swam easily, then made
a run that for sheer speed and vigor com-
pletely dazzled me. I thumbed the reel—
checked him. Manifestly he did not like
the hooks. He refused the strain. But he
came to the surface and smashed the water
white.

Then for a long time he sulked on the
bottom, while I worked all I dared. Next
he swam to and fro, and around, up and
down, and then ran up into the swift water
to hang there as if anchored. But the
steady strain I put on him gradually drew
him out of the current. Down he came.

When I pulled hard enough he turned on
his side, and that moment was indescrib-
able. Half a foot broad! A wide flare of
deep rose color and silver!

“What'll—he—weigh?"’ I panted.

“Twelve pounds Oh, maybe more,”’
replied my brother. ‘You'll get him.”

“T ook at him, R. C.,” I burst out. “Just
look—so you'll never—forget. He'll go all
of fifteen pounds And I'll never hold
him.”

My fish worked around the rock, and up
the pool again.

“Can’t you get across—on the other
side?” queried R. C. “Then you could
keep him away from these snags under the
rock.”

It was fully a ten-foot jump down to a log
behind the rock, and more than that to the
ground.- When the steelhead got well up-
stream I essayed to go round with him.
When Wiborn saw nty intention he yelled:
“Don’t tryit. That’s how I broke my leg!”

The Victorious Moment

EVERTHELESS I made the bank in

two jumps, holding my rod up in both
hands. Then asluck would have it the steel-
head took a notion to go back, and this time
he went fast. My line went round and over
therock. I'hadtogetback. How Iaccom-
plished it I never knew, but I climbed
straight up to R. C.’s outstretched hands.
The contrary steelhead fooled round,
swam back and suddenly, without giving
Wiborn any chance to get ready to photo-
graph a leap, he came up and out, fully ten
feet into the air, a most prodigious perform-
ance, something unequaled in my experi-
ence of a beautiful and wonderful sight.
The steelhead plunged back. I believed
that last effort had used him up.

Whereupon I led my fish down stream,
through the deep water of the pool below
to the place where the shoal began. Here
I half led, half dragged him into six inches
of water. He was almost spent.

“Scoop him out!” yelled R. C.

“Aw, no, you'll lose him,” replied Van
Tassel in consternation. That was a trying
situation for him. He was afraid to take
the risk. But I knew, as my fish began to
slip and work out of that favorable position,
that we had lost our opportunity.

“Try it again,” shouted R. C. “Then
hand your rod to Van, and take the chance
yourself.”

This appeared the best of advice. T at-
tempted it. The steelhead got his head and
swam away, very wearily and ponderously.
He could just wag his tail. But he was so
heavy that I dared not check him entirely.
I eased up, let him go a little, then pulled
carefully to turn him. More than once
I had his head coming round. I reeled in
the line he had taken. Slowly he floated,
tail towards us, gradually yielding. His
broad tail waved. His great mouth gaped.
He turned on his side, flashing pink and
silver in the sunlight, and just when I
realized he was a vanquished . fish, most
beautiful in the moment of surrender, the
hooks tore out. For another moment he did
not realize he was free. Then he righted
himself and swam off very slowly, his great
shape gradually growing dim, until he van-

ished in the depths of the pool.

February 3, 1923

CAN YOU EQUAL THIS
FINE GARDEN RECORD?

Mr. A. Johnson, with very little garden experi-
ence, supplied his family of five with fine vege-
tables all last season and his children sold the
surplus products for nearly $60. Some of his
tomatoes were ripe by June 19, and several of the
larger ones weighed nearly 3 pounds each. He had
sweet corn two weeks earlier than others. His
peas and beans were the wonders of the neighbor-
hood. And all from a garden in his back yard!

Can you equal such a record? Of course you
can. Simply do as he did—plant tested seeds and
follow the secrets of success found in Barteldes’
Garden Guide.

For 56 years Barteldes’ Seeds—because they are
the finest grown and thoroughly tested—have
been bringing forth record crops. You should
know all about them; -all about new varieties of
plants, vegetables, fruits, etc.

Write to Barteldes Seed Company, 512 Bar-
teldes Bldg., Lawrence, Kans., or Denver, Colo.,
and ask them to send you, absolutely free, their
56th Annual 1923 Seed Catalog and Garden
Guide—two books every gardener should have.
No matter how splendid gardens you have had in
the past, these books will help you to have a
better one. Both books free to you. A postcard
with your name and address will do. Write for |
them today!

$400 PER ACRE

is a not unusual return from a well-selected peach
orchard. Our own commercial orchards have often
done even better. The best-paying varieties and
most successful methods of growing, grading and
packing are explained in our 1923 Planters’ Guide.
This interesting booklet also describes Apples, Pears,
Plums, Cherries, Small Fruits and Ornamentals.
Write for your copy today. Ask also for ‘“‘Home
Beautifying Suggestions.” Both are free.

HARRISONS’ NURSERIES
* Largest Growers of Fruit Trees in the World”

LBox 10 Berlin Marylanu

and Choice Small Fruits

From your own garden. Delicious grapes for
table, juice or jelly. Plant in yard on arbor,
trellis,along fence. Easy to grow, little care.
We send strong canes, well rooted. 56 years’
experiencegrowing GRAPE-VINES. Small
Fruits, best varieties, bear second year—Cur-
rants, Gooseberries, Blackberries, Raspberries,
Strawberries. Also Asparagus plants and Flow-
ering shrubs. Write for free catalog to-day.

T. S. HUBBARD COMPANY
Box 22, Fredonia, New York J

growers. Freshand reliable. Nobet-
ter seeds can be obtained. Try our

5 Choice Vegetables 10c
1 packet each postpaid of the following
popular varieties: Tomato, Early Jewel;
Lettuce, Big Boston; Beet, Detroit Dark
Red; Radish, Scarlet Globe; Carrot, Dan-
vers Half Long. Guaranteed to please.

CATALOG FREE
Contains valuable information on suc-
cessful gardening. Lists all standard
sorts of vegetable,flower and field seeds.

HOLMES-LETHERMAN SEED CO.
Box 104 CANTON, OHIO

TRAWBERR
PLANTS fis ey come

largest, sweetest and most produc-
tive berry known. One berry makes a
big mouthful, 9 berries make a layer in a quart
box. 400 crates per acre. Sells for a third more
than other varieties. A full assortment of other
kinds of small fruit plants. Prices greatly re-
duced. Wholesale prices on large amounts. Our
free catalog shows the Cooper and ten other
kinds in their natural colors. Write for it today.

A. R. WESTON & CO., R.D. No. 9, Bridgman, Mich.

AT WHOLESALE

‘Markets advancing. We expect
much higher prices later. We
can save you money if you Buy Now.
‘We bought early, big stocks on lower markets
and are now selling at a big discount under present
prices.. Don't buy Field seeds of any kind until you see our
samples and prices. We specialize on Guaranteed Quality,

purtles

A Tested Clover, Timothy, Alfalfa, Sweet Clover, and Al-
sike, sold subject to your approval and government test.
WritetodayforourSamplesand Big Seed Guideall FREE,

American Field Seed Co., Dept. 161, Chicago, Il1.

10 O DUNLAP STRAWBERRY PLANTS 75c

postpaid. 100 Progressive everbearing $1.25 post-
paid. 1000 Dunlap $3.50. 1000 Gibson $4.50. 1000 Ever-
bearing $9.50. 100 Raspb’s$2.00. 10 Grapes $1.00. 50 varie-
ties. Listfree. KIGER'SNURSERY, SAWYER, MICHIGAN.

BULB FREE. Wonderful kind,
will bloom in pot in house
or garden, also Color Book

75 Named Gladioli for 4¢ postage. Marvelous Colors., Full
growing instructions. Colonial Gardens, Orlando, Florida.




