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Shooting the ‘Rogue

‘Ibe Rapids Where the Steelheads Lurk Test All a ‘Boatman's Skill

Rogue River in Oregon, from below Grants Pass to

the Pacific. None but market fishermen and lumber-
men were familiar with the hundred miles of wild river that
sects the Cascade Range. Therefore, naturally, the more
we planned and learned, the greater became the thrill and
excitement. While R. C. and I, who had such wonderful
hing on the Rogue in October, 1924, were on our voy-
age in the South Pacific during 1925, we spoke many
times of the green-and-white Rogue, with its high slopes
of pine and fir, and its iron-colored canyon walls.

ﬁ.LL winter we talked of the plan to make a trip down the

Andwhileat Avalon during July and August,
when the glare of the sea grew so unbearable,
and only swordfishing could have kept us
there, the thought of the cool green forests,
the dark shade, the thundering rapids and the
wonderful steelhead trout of the Rogue finally
decided us to make the trip. But it turned
out that R. C. stayed at Avalon in quest of
the record broadbill swordfish and my boy
Romer went in his place.

Wereached Grants Pass on September third,
where we outfitted at Wharton’s and the gen-
eral stores. Wharton had secured the services
of a guide and market fisherman, Claude Bar-
don, who was born on the Rogue and de-
pended upon it for his livelihood.

He had a helper named Van Dorn, nick-
named Debb, who, though a much younger
man, had also put in a good deal of his life
on this salmon river.

Rough goingAhead

ARDON said he had obtained four of the

Rogue River boats, and that he did not
think much of the skiffs that had been built
for me. The probability was that they would
not last out the trip. For that matter, Bar-
don averred none of the boats would be any
good when we landed at Gold
Beach. Indeed he was not op-
timistic about the trip, and his
rather blunt evasions about the
Rogue were conducive to thought.
I began to get an ink-
ling why no anglers
had evershot theriver.
Wharton ‘and Adair

HERE’'S WHERE DEBB FILLED HIS BOAT

‘By ZANE GREY

UPPER PART OF MULE CREEK CANYON
3

trip, but they had never attempted
doubt would afford marvelous sport. Wiborn, my Los An-
geles friend, and comrade on many wild trips, vowed this
one would be great.
Wharton and Adair both strongly recommended Bardon,
and said he was the only man to whom they would have
trusted their lives. So altogether I had ample encour-
agement and help.
The auto ride down to Lewis’ Ranch below Galice,
where my boats had been taken, rather gained than

confessed to have entertained longings for years to make the

Bounhaun said it no

lost from the fact that I remembered the deep
gorges, the steep verdant slopes of green, and
the beautiful river with i hite lacy rapids

was in raptures over the scenery.

We arrived at the Lewis Ranch to be wel-
comed by Wiborn and hiswife, and the Lewises,
who assured us our old ecamp ground near the
forest on the bank of the river was ready for
us. A few steelhead had been caught by na-
tive fishermen.

‘“The big run of steelhead has not reached
here,” said Wiborn. “You'll meet them down
the river.”

““We need a good rain,” added Harry Lewis.
“Usually we get a storm here early in Sep-
tember, and that starts the fish upriver.”

Sizing Up the ‘Boats

E UNLOADED ears and truck, and pro-

ceeded to pitch camp. Ken and Ed then
departed, to run the truck and the car back
to Grants Pass, then to Crescent City, and on
up the coast to Gold Beach, at the mouth of
the Rogue. Here they were to leave the cars
and return to us.

Next morning Captain Mitchell, Romer,
Ken and Ed, and even George just about de-
serted the work and hurried
down to the river. Wiborn
and I went with Bardon to
look over the boats. I found
the skiffs quite different from

what I had or-
dered, and prob-
ably the better
for that. They

CAPTAIN MITCHELL IN LOWER TYEE RAPIDS




were canoe shaped, with
narrow blunt stern and
harp bow, high out of the
water, with two seats, and
watertight compartments
at each end.

The four boats Bardon
had secured for me were
new to me, and certainly
unique. They were about
twenty-three feet long,
sharp fore and aft, rising
| out of the water, very wide
and deep, with the gun-
wales bearing a marked
flare. They looked heavy
and clumsy to me, but
upon trying onel found to
my amaze that it rowed
remarkably easy, turned
round as on a pivot, and
- altogether its handling

delighted me.

Each boat had two sets
of oars, a hundred feet of
rope and a sixteen-foot
pole with iron-spiked end.

1 In these seven boats we

S

} aimed to transport our
large outfit and-ten per-
sons.

Bardon, to my satisfac-
tion, proved to be one
guide who did not
object to what
perhaps

WE TOILED IN VAIN TO SAVE THAT BOAT

THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN

“Last week I was at
Gold Beach,” he said.

“Big run of steelhead, -

and the biggest run of
salmon into the river
for years. Some of us
market fishermen
earned as much as $900
a night.” Bardon said
he had one net haul of
forty fish weighing over
fourteen hundred
pounds. A few fisher-
men netted as much as
five tons of salmon.
“Course they killed a

lot of steelhead that got strangled in the haul. The nets
must have an eight-and-a-half-inch mesh. But sometimes
on a run a good many steelhead get caught.”

On the morning of the second day after this we were up
at five o’clock. A gray fog curtain obscured the moun-
tains.

We had something of a task to pack those boats.
Bardon gave me the longest and the best boat, he said.
The only name it had was Number 76.

By nine o’clock we were all packed and ready to start,
with the Wiborns; the Lewises and others wishing us a safe
voyage. We embarked and trusted ourselves to the
eleven-mile current of the Rogue. Our friends cheered us,
and waved good-by till we passed round a bend of the
river.

17

BARDON shot the curved rapid in the bend of the river
below camp. Debb followed with another heavy
boat, then Captain Mitchell with the third light skiff.
Romer and the others had waded down, and were waiting
below with their cameras for me to come. My big
boat sailed down and around that curve so easily
and gracefully and exhil-
aratingly that I was de-
lighted. Number 76
handled as easily as a

canoe apparently.

We drifted over the fa-
mous Chair Riffle where
the year before we  had
fished with such incredi-
bly bad luck and good
luck. Below this, the
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ABOVE AT LEFT—GRAVES RAPID WAS RISKY
GOING. AT RIGHT—DEBB AND ED SINKING
IN MULE CREEK CANYON

IN OVAL—ZANE GREY SHOOTING UPPER
ALAMEDA RAPID

AT RIGHT—CAPTAIN MITCHELL IS
HEADED FOR A DANGEROUS SPOT

valley opened wide for
a mile, and the river
swept swirling on, with
most of the water
close to the right bank.
There was a great
charm in gliding along
with the beautiful
shore passing, and the
dark timbered moun-
tains changing every
moment.

But this Rogue
River did not afford
many long safe
stretches. Soon I
heard another rapid,
louder and deeper.
(Continued on Page 79)

re: There are so many things
ide of food and blankets—
1 films, books, different kinds -

at Lewis’ the wished-for
inning with a drizzle, then
was music on the tents.
eriver, early and late,
> no avail. There ap-

down theriver, lying - : e
dowed into the Rogue. TAKAHASHI RESCUING PART OF THE GRUB AFTER A BAD SPILL
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hooting the Rogue |

THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN

(Continued from Page 4)

Bardon and Debb were waiting round
a corner. The river disappeared below.
I saw some white water flashing up. I
rowed ashore to a bar and went below to
see Bardon shoot this one. It proved tobe
straight, with all the heavy current and
back-lashing waves in the middle. The
boatman and then Captain Mitchell ran it
in succession. 5

When my turn came I could noti see
them below me. I backed the boat into
the current, picked out the right glancing

* mouth dip and sailed over to swoop down,

pounding and bumping the waves. It was
fascinating.

The other boats were lined through from
the left shore. :

Then we rowed and drifted, the seven
boats strung out in line, until we reached
the head of the Alameda Rapid. Here was
the end of the road. There used to be a
bridge at this point, but the winter before
it went out with a flood.

On both sides of the river people were
waiting to see us shoot the rapids and,
especially, what appeared to me to be a big
drop in the river.

I WATCHED the boatmen go down and
over. Captain Mitchell followed with his
light skiff, and when he reached the big
drop his boat appeared to tilt up back-
ward and shoot out of sight. I did not
like the idea of running this place below,
when I had not seen it, but I pushed off.
The Alameda Rapid was easy and safe,
and afforded good sport, but the drop be-
tween the gateway of rocky banks, where
the bridge had once spanned the river,
raised more than excitement in my breast.

Still I knew where to 2o, and as the cur-
rent between rapids and falls was not too
swift, I maneuvered our boat directly into
the center. As I saw the deep slant and
heard the roar of water, I had only a vague
perception of the crowd of people ashore
on the bank. My boat swept on, dipped
and plunged down, to bob like a cork on
the big waves below. I drifted into the
eddy and rowed ashore, where again the
Wiborns met me, with felicitations and
cheers. Wiborn, Lewis and others had
driven down in their cars. Mrs. Wiborn
said, “My heart was in my throat when
you went over the fall.”

“So was mine!” I replied grimly.

Soon we were drifting downriver again,
waving our good-bys for the last time.
The old green bend took us into the wil-
derness.

Rapid Number Eight appeared to be a
comparatively easy one for me to run.
Bardon went through without effort. It
was long, with an abrupt turn at the lower
end, where ugly rocks made sharp hard
work imperative. I attempted it without
any worry and got halfway through when
the current swept me to the left shore. I
saw my danger and plunged strenuously

with the oars, but could not avert disaster.

The boat got out of line, the bow turned in
and then the current swept me up on a
rock. Smash! I heard the crack of wood
and the shifting of cargo. For a second I
feared the boat would swamp, but it went
up high and stuck fast, shipping only a lit-
tle water. The boatmen came running and
Bardon leaped in while I leaped out. It
took four of us to push her off. Bardon
went through safely.

I WAS considerably taken aback and dis-
comfited, and viewed with dismay the
leak in my boat.

“Wal, there was two men drowned
here,” said Bardon, “an’ another feller
lost his boat. It’s worse than it looks!”

We had a smooth river and easy going
for a long distance, winding round the
bends, all the time getting into more beau-
tiful and picturesque scenery. Soon we
drifted into a high-walled canyon where the
river ran still and deep.

We passed the first intersecting canyon,
opening in on the right side. Graves
Creek came in here. We had long heard of
it, and we looked and listened apprehen-{
sively for the great rapids named for it.
Soon a sullen roar greeted my ears.

Rounding a point we found Bardon
ashore, walking down to look over Graves
Rapid. He returned to say we would have
to line the boats through. This was stren-
uous, slow work and by the time the last
boat had been lowered it was midafter-
noon. Next we came to lower Graves
Rapid. The whole volume of water rushed
through a thirty-foot gap between the
black walls and slid down a chute that was
almost a sheer drop.

ARDON shot it, then the captain and
finally Debb. While they were clam-
bering back along the rocky shore to fetch
the other boats through some of us went
below the fall to see them make it.
Bardon appeared above the fall, stand-
ing to the oars. He was in the blue boat,
which was full of heavy supplies.  Just as
he reached the brink I saw him make two
powerful strokes. The boat started over
differently it seemed to me. He struck
the jagged rock on our side a glancing
blow, swerved and dipped, but shot down
upright. When he reached shore below
the boat was full of water. He had ripped
open the bottom. We beached the boat,
packed its cargo in other boats and went on.

Darkness had fallen when we reached a
widening of the river gorge and the streams
that marked our camp ground. It was a
sandy shore but steep, and to pack our be-
longings up to a level was something stag-
gering. I could do no less, because all of

79

my comrades were more or less as fatigued.
Bardon was all in, and Debb was crippled.
Captain Mitchell and Romer were the
strongest, and I certainly had to admire |
them. Also I vowed I never again would
undertake a hard trip with a lot of useless
baggage. But how sweet it was to rest!
Reamy Falls had been the seventeenth
rapid we had passed. All in ten miles of
the Rogue! And one boat left on the way!

I

EYES that fell shut as if glued, and dead
slumber, were our reward for that
strenuous day. Morning disclosed a bunch
of cripples, several lost articles of baggage,
two leaky boats and various other things
that might have been expected.

It also disclosed our camp site, which
was an ideal one for a lover of the wilds.
A high sandy beach, overgrown with ferns
and blooming goldenrod, with several
flowering maples, some live oaks and a
single great yellow-pine tree, stood out on
a point between the Rogue and its tribu-
tary, Whisky Creek.

We were told that down the river a lit-
tle way Booze Creek came in. That ap-
pellation was too much for any sense of
felicitous words. The Rogue Valley had
been opened up first by prospectors, and
prospectors still worked claims there.
They were responsible for the queer names,

It consumed half a day to fix up camp,
but, at that, Romer and Ken and Ed left off
work and rest to go fishing. No steel-
head were caught. Captain Mitchell, dur-
ing the late afternoon, and I spent an
hour on the river, without any luck.

I am the most unlucky of anglers. Just
to prove it the thousandth time I went out
that evening and cast faithfully for two
hours with never a rise. Captain Mitchell
caught his first steelhead, a small one of
three pounds. His comments pleased me.

“This steelhead is evidently a hard

striker. He hooks himself, and is very fast
and game.”

Mitchell had fished the trout and salmon
streams of England, Scotland and Nor-
way; and he knows every river in Canada., |

YOU NEED THESE
HOUSEHOLD HELPS

NOW IS THE
TIME TO GET THEM

Cooking thermometers enable you to cook delicious food
time after time with the same excellent, uniform results.

The Home thermometers are aids in efficient home heating,
telling you when your rooms are too hot or too cold for healthful
work or play. They are guardians of your coal bins, saving
much more than their cost in unused coal.

The Window thermometers are useful for indi
outside temperature from the inside. Eas \
within the room, either day or night. By refe
colds are prevented, and clothing may be suited to
conditions.

The Incubator thermometers are well known wherever in-
cubators are used. Indispensable for the poultry man.

Below are several items which should be in every home.
Are they in yours?

cating the
ible from
to them,
the weather

For the Library

T"YCOS Indoor Ther-
mometer No. 5101-S,
red permacolor filled
(easy-reading and
non-fading), white
filled figures and grad-
uations, scale range
20° to about 110° F.,
gold plated screws,

Candy Making

Taylor Candy
Thermometer No.
5908, silver plated
convex copper
case, 8" long, with adjust-
able metal clip and back for
fastening to cooking vessels
of various depths, wood han-
dle for removing without
danger of burning fingers on
metal parts, scale range ap-

0 proximately 90° to 360° F ., tube clasp and bulb
in 2° graduations. Taylor guard, natural 93-1_{ or
{.{lil § booklet of recipes packed mahogany finish
|l § with each instrument, copy  wood-back.

t@ sent free on request. Price (8" size)

Ee ¢ Price $2.00 $1.75 each

Incubator Thermometer

When eggs are being hatched in an
incubator, it is absolutely essential
that the temperature be kept at 103°,
The TYCOS Incubator Thermometer

Price 75¢c each
will enable you to keep an accurate check on the temperature and

will save a great many eggs that ordinarily would be spoile
you are interested in chicken-raising you should have one of
TYCOS Incubator Thermometers.

Baking

Taylor Oven Thermometer
No. 5928, round disc metal
base, with asbestos mat at-
tached, magnifying mercury
filled tube, white filled figures
and graduations, range 100° to
600° F. Holes in top of scale
for inserting fork or
poker to remove

from oven when Eif;k}f?"
hots 5" high, dFay-% 5
lor booklet of rec- angle
ipes packed with side

¢ scale range
each instrument. to 120° F. above.

For Outside Temperatures
from the Inside

Temprite Window ——Qr./’\
Thermometer No. }

5316-S, metal white
enameled bac
weatherproof, can
at a distance of
large clear n
markings, fac
uid in the o
tube, come

ing o

Price Price
$2.00 each $1.00 each

snada and the far

(Prices are proportionate:
wer postage.)

west. Include 10c¢ wit

If yours cannot supply

These Taylor Instruments are for sz e
for thermometer desired,

you, write direct to us, enclos
giving dealer’s name, and we wi
If you want to learn more about any
temperature device, we will mail you t

Zaylor [nstrument Companies
95-115 AMES STREET >
ROCHESTER, N. Y., U. S. A.

Manufacturing Distributors
in Great Britain
Short & Mason, Ltd., London

THERE IS A TYCOS OR TAYLOR TEMPERATURE INSTRUMENT FOR EVERY PURPOSE
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ets or catalogs free.
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Tycos Building
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FACTS ABOUT A FAMOUS FAMILY

PONTIAC
a new Six
at a
new low price

To its famous line of cars—Chevrolet,
Oldsmobile, Oakland, Buick and
Cadillac—General Motors has added

a new car at a new price.
It is the Pontiac Six.

The Pontiac is a quality car at a
popular price. It is for the market be-
tween Chevrolet and Oldsmobile and
further rounds out General Motors’
program of “A Car for Every Purse
and Purpose.”

Every resource of General Motors’
purchasing power, manufacturing
economies, engineering and research
has been put into the Pontiac. It
comes as a tried and proved car; for
many months it has stood the most
exhaustive tests at General Motors’
great Proving Ground in Michigan.

The Pontiac Six is produced and
marketed by the Oakland division
of General Motors as a companion
to the Oakland Six. It is another
example of the quality and value
made possible by a group of strong
companies working together.

'GENERAL MOTORS

CHEVROLET * PONTIAC * OLDSMOBILE * OAKLAND
Buick - CabiLrac + GMC TRrucks

General Motors cars and trucks, Delco-Light electric plants and
L Frigidaire electric refrigerators may be purchased on the GMAC Plan

GENTLEMAN

| Moreover he was a great flycaster, having
made a record of something beyond a hun-
dred feet at one of the Madison Square
| Garden tournaments. I was particularly
| keen to have him get into the steelhead
| fishing as R. C. and I got last fall. It
| would be fun to see him]lose some tackle
| and fine to watch him exercise his skill.
‘ One of the forest rangers informed us
| that the river was in poor condition owing
| to the outflow of the dam above Grants
| Pass. No steelhead were rising up the
| river. Nevertheless we whipped the riffles
industriously. Our last day at Whisky
‘Creek was cool and partly cloudy, ideal
| for fishing. Captain Mitchell and I were
| the only anglers to go out in the face of
conditions. I worked down clear to Tyee
Bar, catching my first steelhead for 1925,
one about two pounds and the other
around four. Captain Mitchell caught one
small steelhead on a fly and lost another.

1w

HE day we left Whisky Creek camp,

we were up at dawn—a cloudy cool
morning promising rain—and by seven-
thirty had all the boats packed. We ran
two rapids, one a short dip and the second
a long shallow curve full of rocks, before
we came to Tyee Bar Rapid. We shoved,
waded, pulled and lined the boats over
Tyee, labor that gave us a foretaste of the
day ahead.

Tyee Bar was once a famous gold dig-
gings. In the early days three hundred
Chinamen took a million dollars in gold
dust off this bar. I walked over part of
it and presently I saw a high straight-
sided eminence of sand and gravel stand-
ing at the edge of the river. Trees and
| brush and grass covered the top. Then
| I made out a rude cross, marking a grave,
and remembered Bardon’s referring to the
grave at Tyee Bar. This grave was fully
twenty feet above the rocky floor of the
bar.

During the gold strike a miner had been
buried there, and the gold-bearing sand
and gravel had been washed away, leaving
his resting place undisturbed. It was a
monument to the spirit of the Chinamen
and the succeeding generation of prospec-
tors. They had respected his grave and
had left his bones to molder among the
grains of gold and sand.

Lower Tyee Falls was a sticker. Bardon
shot it successfully, and to see him go
through made the performance look easy.

HEN Captain Mitchell, against my ad-

vice, undertook to run this rapid in one
of the small boats. He started all right,
butjust above the dangerous rock he got in
line with it and could not get out. When
he struck hard his boat jumped up and
turned bow downstream. One oar flew
outintothe current; the other wasknocked
out of his hand. My heart stood still. I
could not even yell. Mitchell stood up,
hurriedly got the oar, and as he raced down
the chute, he was just in time to ward the
boat off the cliff.

Then he went down bow first, and into
the white waves. He was thrown into the
bottom of the boat, but got up again in
time to save the boat from the threaten-
ing rocks below. Mitchell showed quick
wit and cool nerve in what was a danger-
ous predicament.

‘We lined the rest of the boats through,
a two hours’ job that wet us thoroughly.

We came at length to a constriction in
the river, with high cliffs on each side, and
a fall called Plousbares.

“Shore you all got to shoot this one,”
urged Bardon. ‘‘Nothin’ to hit if you
keep in the middle! Easy if you stay with
the current!”

From where we had left the boats the
Plousbares could not be seen. You had to
push off and go round a corner. I was the
last to start. When I rounded the bluff I
espied the narrow gateway where the river
dropped. I kept in the current all right,
and went over in fine style, but the tre-
mendous force carried my boat straight
for the cliff a hundred feet below. I strove
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with might and main to pull out of the cur-
rent. It wasnot a happy moment. Luck-
ily I averted collision, but my left oar hit
the cliff, and flying out of my hand struck
my companion a solid thump that elicited
a cry I heard above the roar of waters.

““ Accident Number Two!” ejaculated
Ken pessimistically. “Wonder who’s go-
ing to be next.”

Following that we had a succession of
rapids which brought us to Kelsey Canyon.

Here in Kelsey Canyon we saw some
large steelhead, the first since we had
reached the Rogue. Naturally * that
gave us fishermen a keen satisfaction, and
we wanted Horseshoe Bend, our next
camp, to come quickly. But though the
river hurried onward, we were not able to
keep pace. We met with obstacles in Kel-
sey Canyon. Andtoil! My hands felt as
if I had been fighting a broadbill swordfish.

But at six o’clock we arrived at the head
of Horseshoe Bend Rapids.

We landed on a high sandbar, over-
grown with willow and brush, and set up
camp under the towering dark mountain.

After breakfast next morning Captain
Mitchell and I crossed the river and be-
gan fishing at the head of the swift incline.
He hooked a steelhead on his second
cast, a good-sized fish that leaped to free-
dom. A moment later, I raised a big steel-
head. He made so huge a boil on the
water that I jerked the spinner away from
him. On my next cast he hit it hard and
thinking I had him I yelled lustily for
everybody to look. Camp became an
active place, but unfortunately I had no
further opportunity to thrill my com-
rades, for the steelhead pulled free.

HE true magnificence of the scenery at

Horseshoe Bend did not fully dawn
upon me until we had turned half of the
curve and I could really see the bend.

All around the mountain slopes rose
precipitously, so that I received an im-
pression of being surrounded by great
green and gray slopes, and the splendor of
the Oregon firs, magnificent trees that
rival the redwoods of California, and the
cedars of Washington. It was good to see
such standing virgin timber where the
archfiend fire had never been, nor the
destructive greedy hand of man.

We made three miles or more without
mishap, encountering only one rapid of
any dimensions, and that we ran safely as
it was straight and clear. Then we came
to one of those threatening constrictions
and bends of the Rogue River Valley.

Bardon waved his red flag for us to haul
ashore at the head of this bend. Only a
little white water could be seen. I got out
and climbed over the huge mossy bowl-
ders and under the alders. The rapid was
short, with an abrupt turn to the left, and
at the foot toothed by some dangerous
rocks. The current had immense volume
and speed here.

The captain appeared next coming
round the corner, rowing hard quarter-
ingly into the protection of the eddy be-
hind the point. He gained it, then
straightened out and shot the narrow
chute below. Debb followed, and next
Bardon ran my boat through with appar-
ent ease. Soon we had six of the boats
grounded on the bar below, while Debb
went back to fetch the last and heaviest.
I did not wait, but followed Bardon down
to the head of the next rapid.

HEN I got up on the rocks he was

safely through a hundred yards of nar-
row white channel. Above me somebody
yelled. I wheeled in time to see Debb
thrown high upon arock. He disappeared,
and then I saw the bow of his boat stand-
ing up. Wild yells from ashore urged me at
breakneck pace over the rough rocks.
When I got to the end of the long bar, I
saw Ken running along, splashing in here
and there to pick up floating articles. He
yelled to me, “Rescue the lemons!”” Soon
I saw the surface of the current dotted
with yellow lemons, but they were out of
my reach. (Continued on Page 83)
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(Continued from Page 80)

When I got to the scene of the upset, I
saw the boat had lodged against two rocks
and was submerged all except the end of
the bow and the gunwale. Not ten feet
from shore!

Under Bardon’s instructions we set to
work and, indeed, we performed the labors
of Hercules. We carried logs, cut huge
poles, commandeered all the ropes in the
other boats and worked like Trojans.
The water was cold as ice, neck deep at the
.stern of the boat and very deep and swift
under the bow.

Three long precious hours we toiled over
that boat. It was our largest and best one
and we needed to save it. But we toiled in
vain. We pulled the stern seat out; then
the middle seat; then the ring-bolt in the
bow. Her seams opened up. The elbows
came loose from the sides. She cracked
and groaned, and at last she crashed to
pieces. We left her remains there, ribs
sticking out of the water, tall poles
propped under her.

vV

ROM Rocky Rift Rapid, where this

accident occurred, I could see several
miles down the river to where the moun-
tain slope showed patches, bare of timber,
shining gold in the sunlight. These were
called “The Meadows” and our next
camp was to be at that point.

We made camp along the brook up on
some high benches, back of which ran the
Rogue River Trail. Across the river lay a
high bar, called Battle Bar, where the last
battle between the whites and Indians of
Oregon took place. To this day, skulls and
arrowheads are unearthed at every freshet
of the river.

A forest ranger visited us and remem-
bered Bardon from former trips. He said
the big run of steelhead was not on yet.
The best fishing grounds were below camp,
especially Winkle Bar, which was a mile
down the trail. Next morning I took the
trail for Winkle Bar.

It appeared to be a level flat of sand
and gravel, dotted with clumps of small
trees and sloping to a lengthy curve, along
which the current glided.

I descended from my lofty perch, and
clambered over the bowlder, down to the
sand. And then, up and down Winkle
Bar, I fished all of one of the briefest and
happiest days I ever had. I cast and
rested and watched the river and the
mountains, and listened to the murmur of
running water. Then I cast again. Where
the hours sped I never knew. Not a sign
of a strike or sign of a fish did I have!
But that did not matter. There was some-
thing in the lonely solitude of the great
hills, something in the comradeship of the
river that sufficed for me.

EXT day the river was five inches

higher and rising, and a little dis-
colored. Captain Mitchell and I let the
boys go down to Winkle Bar. They re-
turned soon. Ed had asmall fish, and Ken
a beautiful steelhead of eight and one-half
pounds.

As we expected, the authorities above
Grants Pass opened the gates of the irriga-
tion dam and let a flood of muddy water
down to defile the clear waters of the
Rogue. The river rose about a foot,
dropped a little, then came up again, spoil-
ing two days or more of fishing.

Irrigation dams are a necessity to our
growing country and to the thirsty land
where the famous Oregon peaches, apples
and pears are grown. Any good fisher-
man can spare a few days from his vaca-
tion or fishing trip for the need of the state
and the farmers. In passing this point,
however, I would like to add that irrigation
above Grants Pass, the same as I can men-
tion for other places, is frightfully destruc-
tive to the young salmon and steelhead.

Sometimes the farmer’s land is covered
with small fish to the extent of many thou-
sands. Naturally thefarmer is not going to
put forward any objection to the waste of
young fish, for they make the very best
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of fertilizer. Somebody, though, ought to
make a tremendous kick about this care-
less, heedless,unsportsmanlike destruction
of game and food fish. Such examples are
common all over the United States.

The evening of the third day of muddy
water we decided we would pack and take
to the boats next morning. This break I
dreaded, for we had to pass through Mule
Creek Canyon, which was almost impass-
able, owing to bad rapids, and especially
at a narrow cut not more than ten feet
wide through which the water rushed and
the boats had to go. Bardon did not
relish shooting this place, and objected to
any of us attempting it. Debb said he was
actually afraid. Romer asked a thousand
questions about this canyon, the rapids,
the narrow places, had many people been
drowned there, what was it like, how swift
was the water, could you swim out if your
boat struck, and so on.

Bardon lost patience with the boy and
yelled at him, “I've told you a dozen
times.
how to shoot that canyon.”

After all this preamble Romer had the
nerve to ask me, “Say, dad, if I wear a
life preserver round my neck will you let
me take my boat through Mule Creek
Canyon?”

VI
E WERE up at five o’clock next
morning getting ready for the long-

Pretty soon you’ll be tellin’ me | &

dreaded encounter with Mule Creek|:

Canyon.

We left the boats at the sandbar above
the canyon, and while Bardon took Debb,
the captain and Ed across the river to
look over the bad places below, the rest of
us climbed prodigiously in and out of old
placer-mining holes up to the trail. We
went on half a mile to come out into the
open sunlight, along a bluff slope where we
could look down into Mule Creek Canyon.
Romer and I and Takahashi clambered
down to points of vantage along the rim.

From there I saw the white seething
river, perhaps forty feet wide, swirling and
boiling along at swift pace. Up thecanyon
I saw several sharp rapids from which
came the earfilling roar. The Narrows,
the most dangerous point, was some dis-
tance below my place.

Bardon soon appeared in his long green
boat, heavily laden. He did not seem to
be having any particular hard time of it.
He disappeared, came into sight again,
passed on under me round the bend. Next
came the captain in his small boat. He
was not making the speed I had noted in
Bardon’s boat. I saw him working hard
at the oars. But he passed on in good
shape and vanished round the corner of
the canyon.

Soon Debb’s blue boat showed sharp
against the white water of the canyon.
Ed was with him in the stern with a pike
pole ready. The heavily laden boat, full of
our food supplies and utensils, came along
at express speed. When they hit the lower
end of the first fall, the stern went out of
sight in the white water. So did Ed. The
boat bobbed up, and came on rather low
down, I thought. Debb was working
strenuously at the oars. Ed was poking at
the cliffs with his pole. The canyon up
there appeared to be about forty feet
wide. Then the boat disappeared under
the bulge of rim, and soon came out to run
down the white-green slant of river near-
est my position. This time the whole stern
end of the boat went under. When she
came out of that she was almost full of
water. Debb endeavored to pull toward
the cliff.

The boat rolled in the current, and as it
got directly under me, I saw the water run
over one gunwale and fill her. I was struck
cold and numb. She was plainly sinking.
Ed threw things overboard and grasping
one of Takahashi’s buckets he bailed wa-
ter frantically. Half a dozen bucketfuls
slowed the sinking. Debb pulled with all
his might. The boat went out of my sight
under the wall.

I ran down the river to find a place
where I could see. As good fortune had
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it, they had pulled round a little corner
into a little cove where Ed held onto the
wall while Debb bailed in a haste that told
much.

I saw, however, to my intense relief,
that they had the situation in hand, and

.| were practically out of danger. Where-

upon I hurried down along the rough rim
to find the Narrows.
My first sight of the most dangerous

‘ place on the Rogue River was not what I

had pictured in mind. It did not look so
bad.

It was frightfully narrow, being only
about ten feet at that stage of water, but
it did not look its real peril.

Takahashi had a position below me, al-
most level with the river, and when he
became aware of my presence he pointed
to an oar he had manifestly salvaged out
of the notch in the cliff where the water
eddied in and out of the swirling current.
This place was thirty or forty feet below
the Narrows.

I recognized the oar as belonging to
Captain Mitchell’s boat and momentarily
my blood ran cold. But he had four oars
in his boat and loss of one did not neces-
sarily mean disaster.

Suddenly I saw Debb’s blue boat sweep
into sight, coming as if down a millrace.
It had the middle of the narrow channel.
Ed knelt in front, pole in hand, to ward her
off the cliff.

Down they shot, at,a moment when the
whirlpools were full. But for Ed’s violent
thrust and shove with his pole, the boat
would have struck the lower jaw of the
narrow gate. At that, it just missed the
projecting black rock. They passed safely
and went on swiftly out of range of my
vision. 5
Half an hour passed. Then all at once
my red boat, largest of all and with per-
haps the heaviest load, swept round the
corner of wall. I saw it with tingling
trepidation. Bardon had the oars poised,
dropped one, then the other. Ken
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crouched in the front. As I had antici-
pated, my heavy boat came with greater
speed than any of the others.

My skin began to stretch and prickle;
my heart throbbed; I felt curiously cold
all over.

Bardon shot the narrow gap perfectly,
but as he went through, the great whirl-
pools opened and they threw the front end
of the boat into the lower bulging jaw of
rock. It struck hard, and a second later
the other end of the boat struck the cliff
opposite. The boat jammed, and careened
upstream so that the furious water began
to pour in.

Above the roar of waters I heard Ken’s
shrill yell. His face was white as a sheet.
Bardon showed his self-possession and
knowledge. Before it was too late, he
threw his weight over on the downstream
gunwale of the boat and careened her over
on that side. Then leaping like a tiger to
the bow, he shoved away from the wall.
That let the stern end free and away she
swept like a live thing. And as quickly he
leaped back to the oars.

As the boat passed out of my sight, I
crouched there, realizing how narrowly
the loss of boat and outfit, perhaps life,
had been averted.

I climbed out, having by that time seen
all of the Rogue River Narrows that I
wanted.

Debb and Ed ran the gorge in the small
boat without mishap, but Bardon in
Romer’s boat, which was sharp fore and
aft like a canoe, had a hair-raising experi-
ence.

“Shore Romer’s boat ought to be called
Suicide Jane!” he ranted. ‘I got drawn
in that whirlpool below the Narrows, an’
I’ll be damned if I could pull out. Went
round an’ round a dozen times. I thought
once we’d be sucked under, but the hole
filled up an’ then I pulled out.

Thank heaven we’re by that place.”

(TO BE CONCLUDED)

they both went up a tree. Some of the
dogs went on after the old bear an’ the rest
of them stayed with me. I was packin’
that little 30-30 saddle gun of mine an’
when I finished with the cubs there was
only one shell in it.

T hadn’t had a chance to load when I
heard the dogs, an’ here come the old bear
back at me. An’ what’s more, she was
comin’ too. For she wasn't payin’ no
more heed to the dogs that was snappin’
at her heels than if they wasn’t there at
all.

“There was only one shell in the gun
an’ I let the bear have it.

“But it only stopped her for a second.
For she wasn’t any more than down before
she was on her feet again a-comin’ on at
me.

“T had some more shells in the pocket
of my chaps. An’ I managed to slip one in
my gun. An’ this shot I put her down for
good.

“But when she fell I could reach out
and touch her with my gun.”

The bear that Swede and Cleve killed
were black bear. But M. E. Musgrave,
who has charge of all the government
hunters in Arizona, told me of a grizzly he
and his partner once killed up in Washing-
ton.

Like most old hunters Musgrave says
that the grizzly is one of the most danger-
ous animals known. For a charging grizzly
is much harder to stop than a black bear.

Musgrave and his partner were both
shooting 30-40’s and they opened up on
the bear when he was at least seventy-five
yards away. But when the bear fell he
was lying just between them with his
heart shot clear away. For they put

sixteen soft-nosed bullets through his

(lose (glls

(Continued from Page 8)

lungs and heart before they finally
brought him down. ;

Musgrave told of another incident of
two cowpunchers he knew in New Mexico
who had a tilt with a grizzly.

The punchers were range branding
when they ran across the bear.

Evidently they felt lucky. For neither
was carrying a rifle. But they opened up
on the bear with their six-shooters. Things
began to happen then. For in the charge
that followed the bear killed one of the
horses, slapping him to the ground.
Luckily the puncher wasn’t hurt. And
while the bear was mauling the pony, the
puncher swung up behind his partner and
the two of them rode for it.

One of the most amusing bear stories I
ever heard was told me by an Old Wine
Glass round-up cook.

“There wasn’t nothing close about it
either,” said the cook. “For I happened
to see the bear before the bear saw me.

“The outfit was camped at Pidgeon
Springs at the time. Them was the days
when there was plenty of silvertips in
Arizona an’ they never did make no hit
with me.

“T was mixin’ bread when I happened
to look up, an’ there was a big old silver-
tip not fifty yards from camp a-walkin’
straight toward me.

“There happened to be a horse in camp
staked with a picket pin. An’ when I seen
the bear it scared me so I jumped on him
barebacked without pullin’ up the pin. I
hit him a couple of times with my hat an’
we made a good race of it too. Until he
hit the end of the rope. But we parted
company then. For the pony turned
clear over an’ I landed on all fours—but I

finished the race afoot.”
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Hhooting the
ogue
A Glorious ‘But Tricky River
‘By ZANE GREY

vir

HE sunlight and the silver fog were contending for
Tright over the valley next morning when I crawled

out lame, humpbacked and sore. The strain in my
side appeared to be wearing away, though it hurt me to
bend. I was afforded considerable satisfaction to see all
the outfit more the worse for wear. Captain Mitchell
had a sprained ankle; Romer’s hands were blistered and
cut and his legs were bruised; Bardon and Debb had
been badly battered by boats and oars; and the others
were correspondingly crippled. In such condition the
hardest day dawned!

After breakfast, Captain Mitchell and I climbed to the
top of the rocky rim above the river and looked down into
what they called Blossom Bar. It should have been called
Bowlder Bar, for the river was choked with bowlders, some
as large as houses, all worn round and scalloped by the
action of water, and between which rushed and raced
white seething torrents and cascades. A tremendous tu
mult roared up at us, making conversation from that
pointuseless. Wehad to makesigns toone another.
The worst of the raging waters passed close to
the cliff under us and between that and the
largest rock, fully sixty feet high. A boat
trusted to that current would instantly
be destroyed. There did not appear to
be any other channel wide enough to /
pass a boat. 1/

I thought I saw a place somewhat /
closer to the other shore, where a
slant of green water poured be- i
tween a round bowlder and a flat \
one, almost submerged. It hardly
was wide enough, and besides that
the drop was considerable. Below this
first series of irregular falls the river
widened into a white bubbling level,
broken by several huge
bowlders, and rushed ;N I
on to its numerous ~oLEOWS KEEE BE S

: SHOOTING SOLI-
channels in the second 1ypg raPIDS
series of falls. Then be-
low this was swift cur-
rent with high waves
and hidden rocks for

several hundredA/
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A TICKLISH MOMENT WHEN DEBB’S BOAT STRIKES THE ROCKS

yards. Blossom Bar certainly was what the captain
called it—one hell of a rapid.
X We broke camp, packed our stuff down to the
X boats and, loading them, rowed across to the
other side where a shallow cove afforded us
a place to unload.
Bardon, after removing most of his load,
took Ed and Debb out in his boat and
left them each on a rock above where
the water took its green slant. They
lowered him by his boat line. Bardon
stood in the stern with his pike pole
which he used to shove the boat out
of the way of rocks and of passages
he did not want to descend. They
lowered him right through the worst
part of that side of the falls, down
to the narrow chute that Captain
Mitchell and I had already marked.
Here the intrepid boat-
man dropped the pike
'NGOJQ;“:;)T“: “: pole and stepped out on
the flat rock. Then he
AR ST edged his boat into that
chute and waved to Ed

and Debb to let go of the
(Continued on
Page 137)
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QS’hootz’ng the ‘Rogue

(Continued from Page 36)

line. Asthey did so he powerfully heaved
on the boat, tilting it somewhat, and then
he let go. Flash! The big boat slipped
over and down out of sight to reappear
riding the white waters below. Bardon
reached for the line. It was flying down.
Once he nearly toppled over in that
caldron. What nerve he had! But he
could not catch the line.

Suddenly he straddled the chute, in an
action as astounding as swift, and reached
down to catch the line, just in the nick of
time. But he faced upstream and the line
was between his legs, whereas the boat was
swerving down behind him. I held my
breath. But difficult as the position was,
Bardon met it. He whirled his left leg
over the line back to the flat rock, and
turned to face downstream just as the line
straightened. Then he held hard.

The big boat swerved round behind a
rock out of the press of current. Next
Bardon leaped prodigiously to a lower
rock, then to another and another, like a
mountain goat. And lastly he reached a
string of bowlders over which he stepped
to haul the boat into a comparatively quiet
place where he moored it fast.

‘“Pack down the stuff,” he yelled to us.
“We’ll reload here, an’ I’ll run the rest of
the rapids.”

HILE hescrambled over the bowlders
and the slippery ledges and throug'
the water back to the boats, evidently t«

followed to portage our belo::mm
supplies down below.
At the foot of Bl

was a quarter of a
curved, and sloped up
and sand, to fine wooded 1
the lofty mountain.

Above Solitude a nafive n
had settled in the woo
place there. He knew the ri
it was full of steelhead. The
he had caught five, one of sew
off the bar where we were camped.

The third day of our
was an ideal one for fiy-fishing.

Romer took a two and a half ounee rod
with reel and line to suit, and waded the
riffle above the rapid. I could justsee him.

By and by a faint yell pealed above the
low roar of the water. I wheeled to see
Romer running for dear life along the head
of the rapid with a bending buggy whip of
arod telling what had happened to him. I
feared he would break his neck.

litude

stay at >o

EBECKONED frantically forme,so I

laid down my rod and ran up the bar.
I nearly fell myself. Those smooth marble
bowlders were like ice. When I got to
the head of the bar, Romer was halfway
down the long rapid, and he was coming
like a whirlwind. Of course the steelhead
had taken out all his line, which ac-
counted for his haste.

Suddenly Romer slipped and plunged
headlong, face down, into the water. He
went almost out of sight, but he kept his
rod up. Then he leaped erect as swiftly as
he had fallen, and came tearing down
through the shallow water to the bar.

“Look!—dad!” he panted, exhibiting
his reel, which had about a quarter inch of
line left on the spool.

“‘Better reel some in quick!”’ I replied.

In the still water below the rapid he had
a chance with the steelhead, and after a

quarter of an hour he beached a beauty
of about four pounds. I complimented
Romer on so creditable a performance with
a flimsy light tackle, and I advised against
further use of it where he might hook a big
steelhead.

I fished long that day, without any kind
of rise, and could not account for my per-
sistent bad luck.

Bardon and Debb came back to camp
with a fine four-point buck, which they
had killed and packed down the mountain.
They reported all kinds of deer signs on
the high ridges above, where the acorns
were abundant.

viI
EVERY lane has an end, and every trail,
and every period of bad luck. On the
thirteenth day of my protracted space of
unrewarded fishing, late in the afternoon,

I caught my first steelhead on a fly, for |

the 1925 trip.

The day had been cloudy and fish were
rising. I was fishing in front of the ecamp,
more as a matter of perseverance than any-
thing else. Ifelt a vicious tug on my line and
thought of course I was snagged on arock.
But my rod dipped and my reel shrieked—
then a fine plump steelhead leaped in mid
stream. In the NLIL‘:* excitement, the
a steelhead, I
, but he was
I got him.
ive fish on a spin-
unt any except those
Captain Mitchell had

credit, George twelve,

vs several each, including
f eight and a half pounds.
g I was up at daylight. A
er I started to fish the steel-
'o rise here and there across
ver, under the gray cliff, and down
thesmooth end of the bar above the rapids.
On my second cast I saw a curling hole
break on the surface, then the gleam of
pink and white. Thump! He hit my fly,

and with a surge under he rushed across
the river then out into the air. I gasped.
He was as long as my arm—a glistening
broad steelhead.

reahzanon that I really v'a”7

REELED in, somewhat dazed, and

forgot for the time being to bemoan my
miserable fate as a fisherman. I cast over
the same place. Then again, and swash!
Isaw and felt another steelhead hook him-
self. When he leaped he looked small com-
pared to the first one, but he was vicious
and strong.

He plunged low for ten minutes or more,
after which he made an amazing leap,
fully six feet out of the water. How
thrilling tosee him! Then he worked down-
stream finally into a cove behind a
gravelly bar, where I beached him.

I was amazed to find that steelhead
weighed only three and a half pounds. I
think I had estimated his weight by his
quality of gameness.

Days passed swiftly, glidingly on, like
theriver. On October fifth, steelhead began
to arrive in considerable numbers, and
every day after that the run increased.
Another fine cloudy day we caught twenty-
two steelhead, seventeen of which were
taken by Captain Mitchell, Romer and
me. Captain got one of six pounds and
Romer one over five. These fish were ex-
traordinary fighters. Probably the farther
up the Rogue steelhead get the more they
lose the influence and strength of the sea.

For several days I observed the many
small trout leaping in the middle of the
river during the noon hours and later. I
remarked about the regularity of this and
Bardon said: “Huh! sure it’s regular.
That’s a school of young salmon goin’ back
to the sea. Goin’ home!”

It was indeed a profound circumstance
once it became clear to me. I was amazed
that I had not figured this out for myself.
Thereafter I watched and the conclusion

Cut Easily b,

and Last
for Years

Fine materials,
expert work-
manship, and
convenience
distinguish
Wiss Pruning
Shears. They
cut easier and
last longer
than ordinary
shears selling
at the same
price. Be sure
to ask for
WISS.

No. 209V. A one-
piece tool, with die-
pressed handles and
hammer-forged
blade. Extra wide
bevel, insuring easy
cutting. Volute steel
spring. Non-pinch-
ing handles. $1.50.

No. 309. A new
pattern, hammer
forged,andtempered
to hold its edge a
long time. Unbreak-
able frame, non-
pinching handles.
Blade removable for
sharpening or re-
placement. $2.50.

7 styles from
$1.50 to $4.25

Add 10% West of Denver

Wiss
Wonderful Cullers

Ji \X/1ss & Sons Co., Newark, N. J.

A good steel tape and a Starrett Transit
will pay for themselves on any well-
managed farm or estate.

4 And it doesn’t take an engineer to run *
§ this transit. It’s a practical instrument
for practical men. Anyone—with an or-
dinary high school education—can do
good, accurate work with it.

Send for a free copy of the 32 page, il-
lustrated Starrett Transit Book—it
shows the uses for the tool—laying out
drainage systems, orchards, irrigation
ditches, roadways, landscaping, founda-
tion work, etc.—shows how to use it
and contains a lot of practical infor-
mation. At the same time ask for a
copy of Catalog No. 23 DG. You may
be able to use some of the other 2200
Starrett Tools and Instruments.

If your dealer does not stock Starrett
Levelling Instruments and Transits,
write us direct.

Transit No. 99B—Plain sight tube, ex-
tension legs, plain level vial —$20.

Transit No. 99F —With telescope tube,
extension legs, ground level vial —$40.

Levelling Instrument No. 101A —Plain
sight tube, extension legs, plain level
vial —$15.

Levelling Instrument No. 101C—With
telescope tube, extension legs, ground
level vial —$25.

Wood Levelling Rod and Target—$5.
Iron Target, without rod —$1.50.
Starrett Steel Tapes—25 to 100 feet,
qulick reading figures—$4.20 to

" THE L. S. STARRETT

COMPANY
ATHOL, MASS.
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E have just received a
supply of Eagle savings
banks, each one a reproduction
in miniature of the regular Eagle
White Lead keg. They are use-
ful as children’s banks, or for

of using pure white lead paint
—for its long wearing protec-
tion, its easy mixing and brush-
ing, and the smooth easy surface
it leaves for repainting. It is
cheaper per year of wear than

substitute materials.

In addition, Eagle
White Lead makes
good-looking farms,
adds to the value of
farm property.

Eagle has been serv-
ing good farmers and
painters everywhere
since 1843.

The EAGLE-PICHER LEAD COMPANY, 890-E, 134 North La Salle Street, CHICAGO

EAGLE

Pure WHITE LEAD

OLD DUTCH PROCESS

family use. We will
gladly send you one
free of charge, if you
will send your name
and address.

The farmer who
paints his property
with Eagle White Lead
is a good business man.
He knows the economy
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LACKHAWK Quick Detachable
wrenches make every bolt and nut

on your car easily accessible. There
is a socket to fit every job without
ever slipping, and a husky handle
that gives just the right reach and
proper leverage for quick, sure work.
Dealers can supply you with a
selected “Q. D.” set especially de-
signed for your particular car. You
will find a Blackhawk set the best

“ \ \ tool investment you ever made.

N 775

Blackhawk
Water Pumps
for Fords

The ““Chief”’

Theover-size pump. Prevents
boiling in summer. Ends win-
ter freezing by circulating the
water at top speed and stop-
ping alcohol evaporation.

The “Chief’s’’ turbine type
impeller delivers more water
than ordinary types. Double
bronze bearings, double lu-
brication, and extra heavy
construction make it outlast
the car. Fits all models. Price
$7.50 at dealers’.

The ““Scout”

Second only to the ‘ Chief”’
in pumping power. Price $5.

Both pumps come complete
with belt and horn bracket.

5666060

BLACKHAWK MFG. CO.
Dept. W Milwaukee, Wis.
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was that a very large school of young
chinook was swimming down the turbu-
lent Rogue to the calm Pacific. Then
where they would go no man could tell,
nor when they would return, grown to ma-
turity, to spawn once in their lives and die.
It hurt me to leave beautiful Solitude
and the fir-covered shade shack that I
had just erected to write and loaf under.
Captain Mitchell felt keenly the departure
without one of the few big steelhead we
| had raised. We were packed by eleven
o’clock and on the water.
My plan was to let Debb run my boat
‘ through the long Solitude rapid below
camp, and he and the others were to hold |
the boats ashore while George and I went |
below to photograph them, and if possible
| get all the boats in the rapid in one picture. |

and climbed one of the huge bowlders |
at the foot of the rapid, where the water |
rushed white and swift round the bend.
| When I raised my handkerchief, Bardon
| answered and, signaling to the others, he
!‘ backed his long boat into the head of the |
|rapid. How swiftly he came down! The
others were to follow as closely as appeared |
safe. But Bardon was far ahead and al-
most down to me when the other five boats |
got into the rapid. I could not get the six |
| boats all in the camera finder at one time. }
Five was the best I could get. Romer was |
the last to come down and pass me, and &
he looked up with unutterable delight at ~
being on the rushing river again.
Before we really expected it, we turned |
a bend to see the cabins of Illahe high on ‘\
the green slope. |
Here we met two native fishermen who ‘
informed us that fishing had been very |
good of late. ‘
“T00k out fer Two Mile,” said one of
the fishermen. ‘She’s roarin’ these days.”
“Thank you, we will,” Ireplied. “How
far below Illahe?”

“Reckon about two mile an’ a half.”
Bardon drifted, waiting for us to catch
up. And when we all got near he waved us |
ashore and yelled: “I'm goin’ through.”
| This was a surprise to me, because it
certainly held in my mind that he had not
intended to run Two Mile Rapid. |
“ Romer edged his boat toward the left |
| shore, while Ed and Ken and Debb worked
| toward the right, all of course at the same

| time rowing somewhat downstream.

| Captain Mitchell and I, being behind

| the others to the center of the river, grad-

|ually drifted toward the bend. We both

| had the same wish—to see Bardon shoot

that rapid. ‘

‘ PRESENTLY we reached a point about
2 hundred yards above Bardon at the |
| turn of the river where we could look
| down over the rapid. It wasaterrificlook- |
ing channel. 1
‘ My interest grew thrilling when I saw 3
l the current catch Bardon’s boat. It was
swept onward in a flash, down the green
‘ slant, into the white ridge of back-curling
| waves. It disappeared, then reappeared.
The wild waters appeared to cover him.
1 saw his boat strike a rock and bounce
high, almost tipping him out. Then it
turned clear around, bow downstream. |
Bardon'leaped out of the boat upon the
submerged rock where he had struck. He
gave a mighty shove. The boat appeared
to leap forward, and it jerked Bardon off
| the rock at arm’s length. His bare head
| went out of sight. I thought he was lost.
| The boat sped on, tossing and pitching.
But Bardon reappeared, climbed back
| into the boat and leaped to his seat.
Suddenly I became aware that some-
thing was wrong with me, with my boat,
with us. George Takahashi was watching
Bardon. So was Captain Mitchell, and
both of our boats had drifted perilously
close to the head of the rapid. We were
not fifty feet from the gliding green slant
that sped so swiftly down into leaping-
tongued waves.
With a fierce yell to warn my compan-
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Roof stained with Cabot's Creosote Stains. Walls finished with
Cabot's Old Virginia White. J. W.O'Connor, Architect, N.Y.C.

Permanent Penetrating Pigments

Colors as Deepand Rich as Vegetable Dyes
and more Durable than Paints

Cabot’s :
Creosote Shingle Stains

are now made with pure colors in Colloidal Solu-
tion—the latest triumph of colloidal chemistry.
Colors so fine that they penetrate into the wood
and cannot wear off until the wood wears. Wwill
not settle in the cans. Flow on easily and
smoothly and quickly, saving labor cost. Anyone
can apply them. For shingles, siding and all
similar woodwork.

Cabot's Stained Shingles

Standard Red Cedar Shingles Stained
with the Standard Stains
It's a waste to stain good shingles with poor
stains—they neither preserve the wood nor hold
their color. Cabot's Stains are guaranteed, and
Cabot-Stained Shingles are sold from staining
stations all over the country.

Send for Samples on Wood—of Silver-gray,
Moss-green, Wood-brown, etc. Free
Send for samples of Cabot’s Stains on
shingle cedar, and catalog. Free

Aol S

Incorporated,
Manufacturing Chemists
2 Oliver St., Boston, Mass. 342 Madison Av., N.Y.
5000 Bloomingdale Av., Chicago
Philadelphia, Minneapolis, Kansas City, Los
Angeles, San Francisco, Portland, Oreg.

Other Colloidal Compounds
Cabot's Waterproof Collopakes: Soft tex-
ture, and pastel-like tints for stucco, brick or
wood. = More fluid than paints, easier to
apgly. lower cost.

Cabot’s Old Virginia White: The original
brilliant white stain. As bright as new white-
wash and as durable as paint.

Cabot's Double-White: Whiter than lead
paint, and two coats cover equal to three.

ions, I sprang back to my oars. George

Sate
Sewage Disposal

for your suburban or country
home or camp is a vital prob-
lem.

It's easy to protect health and
increase property values with

SarvEquip
Septic Tanks

for water toilets without sew-
ers. No cost to operate. Fol-
lows U. S. Public Health Serv-
ice design. Thousands in use.
No failures. Fully guaranteed.
Easily installed.

Before You Order
Any System—

write for San-Equip folders and prices.
Your plumber will provide San-
Equip Septic Tanks.
Write for Free Plan Shees.

Chemical Toilet Corporation
844 Free St.,
Syracuse, N. Y.
Makers also of San-Equip

Improved Self-Drain
Walterless Toilets.

San-Equip
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The Milwaukee Air Power is the only
water system with the famous double
cylinder air power pump. Gives com-
plete high pressure water service from
well, spring, lake, cistern—with one
outfit. Pumps any distance direct. No
water storage tank. No interruptions
to service. Clean, fresh, pure water
always!

Any size—for the cottage, stock farm,
school or golf course. Backed by 15
years’ experience. Over 25,000 in use.

‘Write for catalog and dealer’s name.
MILWAUKEE AIR POWER PUMP CO.

23 Keefe Ave.
Milwaukee, Wis.
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did the same. And Captain Mitchell be-
gan to row frantically.

But pull as I mightily did, I could not
move my boat. I strained every muscle.
We kept drifting down, faster and faster.

In another instant then, I discovered

that the ring-loft on the captain’s boat had |

hooked fast over the stern of my boat.
Our boats were locked together. Mitchell
could not see it, for he was rowing desper-
ately with his back upstream. My boat,
broadside in the river, was merely gliding
with Mitchell’s toward the head of the
rapid, now not many yards below. In one
swift glance now I could see the whole of
Two Mile Rapid. A long narrow channel
where the riffling white water, violent,
contrary, proved the presence of hidden
rocks! One boat with luck such as Bardon
had might go through there. But two
boats fast together! It meant sure death.

ROPPING my oars I leaned far to one

side and gave the boat a tremendous
lurch. It broke loose from the captain’s.
George rowing powerfully stayed the mo-
tion downstream. Then when I got back
to my oars we bested the current, and
soon reached the sunken ledge where the
instant we struck I leaped out to hold the
boat. Captain Mitchell, whose boat was
small and light, got safely to another rock
just below me.

And there we were, marooned on
narrow rocks, with deep swift water on
each side, at the head of Two Mile Rapid,
not the length of our boats from the brink
of the thunderous maelstrom.

Bardon soon appeared on our side of the

Its High Easy Lift
Lightens Your Work

Raising the cutter bar with the foot lift on the John Deere
Mower requires but little more effort than throwing out the clutch

on your car—a.boy can operate it.

proportionately easy.

The High Lift of the bar for turning at
the ends and for passing over ordinary
field obstructions and the extremely
high lift with the hand lever are un-
usual mower features—you can quickly
and easily meet all field conditions.

And the hand lift operates

There are many other advantages in
this improved mower that you will like.

Be sure to see it at your John Deere
dealer’s.

You can get a tongue truck for the
John Deere mower—every user likes it.

Tell us the implements in which you are interested and we will

river; and to effect our rescue he had the
boys let him down in a boat, using a rope.
We pulled our boats around on the side

FREE BOOKS send you valuable account boqk, ‘““Bookkeeping on the Farm”, also
folder that tells all about the John Deere High-Lift Mower. Just write to John Deere,
" Moline, Ill., and ask for booklets OX-55. -

Also builders of Com-
bustion Fuel Oil Burner
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Water Insuranc

An ample water supply is assured and
insured by the Hoosier Water Service.
When you want it, where you want it,
regardless of source of supply or power,
the Hoosier gives you fresh, running
water for every purpose.

And the Hoosier insures that same fault-
less service—city water convenience—for
years to come. Protected inside and out

l by the famous GALVAZINK Coating,
l it guards your water supply and is prac-
| tically everlasting.

FLINT & WALLING MFG. CO.
21 Oak St. Kendallville, Ind.

Free Book/

In “How To Have Running
Water” you will find the solu-
tion of your water problems.
Shows all types of Hoosier in-
stallations—and there is one
for every purpose and condi-
tion. Write for your FREE
copy today.
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of the ledge, and from there safely made
the shore.

Our guide had some very forceful and
unprintable things to say to Captain
Mitchell and me, which we took meekly.

Romer, who had rowed back from the
other side, confronted me with white face
and glaring eyes.
~ “What’re you trying to do?” he bel-
lowed fiercely. ‘‘Scare me to death?”’

There were times when my son was
unanswerable. This was one.

Two Mile Rapid was the climax of our
struggle with the devilish Rogue, and the
end of our perils. Below there, the river
widened and lost its fierce impetuosity.

OMER invited himself
generously procla

d that he would
guide it down the remaining rapids and
row the rest of the way to Gold Beach.

“Thirty-three miles!” I exclaimed.
“Say, boy, you must feel strong this
morning.”

“I sure do,” he replied gayly.

It was indeed true. He shot the last
shallow riffle, and rowed down to the
ferry, where we beached our skiffs and
got out to stretch weary, aching limbs.
Over thirty miles in nine hours! We had
finished early and strong.

After unloading our baggage we sat
down to rest while Ken and Ed went into
town after the truck and car. It wasabout
all I could do to straighten my back, and
I found a seat on the bags to be some-
thing wonderfully restful. From the
position of my companions I judged I was
not alone in my appreciation of comfort.
Romer was the only one who talked much
and I heard him say to Debb: ‘“Wouldn’t
be afraid to shoot Two Mile if I had a
good empty boat!”

Presently my half-drowsy memories of
the Argo Mine Rapid and Whisky Creek
and Horseshoe Bend and Winkle Bar and
Solitude were dispelled by a familiar yet
strange sound. It was a low distant
pounding of the surf. Over the bare
wind-swept hills lay the sea. We had
indeed trailed the wild Rogue, shot and
lined its rapids, rowed its canyon-walled
lanes, and glided down its innumerable
riffles to its home in the Pacific.

(THE END)

to my boat and
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It’s time to stop feeding ground squir-
rels. Cyanogas A-Dust will finish them.
This effective material dropped in each
burrow with a kitchen spoon gives off
a poison gas that kills the ground squir-
rels in every part of the burrow. They
‘cannot escape its fumes.

Kill them with

CYANOGAS

“It’s the gas that kills them”

Just as simple, cheap and sure for groundhogs, wood-
chucks, prairie dogs, rats, moles and ants. Ask your dealer
for Cyanogas A-Dust, or send us $2.50 for a 5-lb. tin,

Write for Leaflet 109

AMERICAN CYANAMID SALES COMPANY
INCORPORATED

New York, N.Y.




