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THE
X (Continued)

WHEN they had hurried supper and 
Dale had gotten in the horses the 
sun had set and the valley was shad­
owing low down while the ramparts were 

still golden.
The long zigzag trail Dale followed up 

the slope took nearly an hour to climb, so 
that when that was surmounted and he led 
out of the woods twilight had fallen. A 
rolling park extended as far as Helen could 
see, bordered by forest that in places sent 
out straggling stretches of trees. Here and 
there, like islands, were isolated patches of 
timber.

At ten thousand feet elevation the twi­
light of this clear and cold night was a rich 
and rare atmospheric effect. It looked as 
if it was seen through perfectly clear smoked 
glass. Objects were singularly visible, even 
at long range, and seemed magnified. In 
the west, where the afterglow of sunset lin­
gered over the dark, ragged, spruce-speared 
horizon line, there was such a transparent 
golden line melting into vivid, star-fired blue 
that Helen could only gaze and gaze in won­
dering admiration.

Dale spurred his horse into a lope and the 
spirited mounts of the girls kept up with 
him. The ground was rough, with tufts of 
grass growing close together, yet the horses 
did not stumble. Their action and snorting 
betrayed excitement. Dale led round sev­
eral clumps of timber, up a long grassy 
swale, and then straight westward across 
an open flat toward where the dark-fringed 
forest line raised itself wild and clear against 
the cold sky. It seemed long across that 
flat, but really was short. Coming to a 
thin line of trees that led down over a slope 
to a deeper but still isolated patch of woods. 
Dale dismounted and tied his horse. When 
the girls got off he haltered their horses also.

“Stick close to me an’ put your feet down 
easy,” he whispered. Stepping softly, with­
out the least sound. Dale entered this strag­
gly bit of woods, which appeared to have 
narrow byways and nooks. Then pres­
ently he came to the top of a well-wooded 
slope, dark as pitch apparently. The slope 
was soft and springy, easy to step upon 
without noise. Dale went so cautiously 
that Helen could not hear him, and some­
times in the gloom she could hot see him. 
At last level ground was reached.

Dale halted, and with a touch brought 
Helen to a straining pause. He was listen­
ing. It seemed wonderful to watch him 
bend his head and stand as silent and mo­
tionless as one of the dark trees.

“He’s not there yet,” Dale whispered, 
and he stepped forward very slowly. Helen 
and Bo began to come up against thin dead 
branches that were invisible and then 
cracked. Then Dale knelt down, seeming 
to melt into the ground.

“You’ll have to crawl,” he whispered.
Gradually the wood lightened. They were 

nearing the edge of the park. Helen now 
saw a strip of open with a high black wall 
of spruce beyond. Dale crawled on farther, 
halting at length between two tree trunks 
at the edge of the wood.

“ Come up beside me,” he whispered.
Helen crawled on, and presently Bo was 

beside her, panting, with pale face and 
great staring eyes, plain to be seen in the 
wan light.

“Moon’s cornin’ up. We’re just in time. 
The old grizzly’s not there yet, but I see 
coTOtes. Look.”

Dale pointed across the open neck of 
park to a dim, blurred patch standing apart 
some little distance from the black wall.

“ That’s the dead horse,” whispered Dale. 
“An’ if you watch close you can see the 
coyotes. They’re gray, an’they move. . . . 
Can’t you hear them?”

Helen’s excited ears, so full of throbs and 
imaginings, presently registered low snaps 
and snarls. Bo gave her arm a squeeze.

“I hear them. They’re fighting,” she 
panted, and drew a long, full breath of un­
utterable excitement.

“Keep quiet now an’ watch an’ listen,” 
said the hunter.

Slowly the black ragged forest line seemed 
to grow blacker and lift; slowly the gray 
neck of park lightened under some invisi­
ble influence; slowly the stars paled and 
the sky filmed over. Somewhere the moon 
was rising. And slowly that vague blurred 
patch grew a little clearer.

Through the tips of the spruce, now seen 
to be rather close at hand, shone a slender
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silver crescent moon, darkening, hiding, 
shining again, climbing until its exquisite 
sickle point topped the trees, and then 
ma^cally it cleared them, radiant and cold. 
While the eastern black wall shaded still 
blacker the park blanched and the border 
line opposite began to stand out as trees.

“Look! Look!” cried Bo, very low, as 
she pointed.

“Not so loud,” whispered Dale.
“But I see something!”
“Keep quiet,” he admonished.
Helen, in the direction Bo pointed, could 

not see anything but moon-blanched bare 
ground, rising close at hand to a little ridge.

“Lie still,” whispered Dale. “I’m goin’ 
to crawl round to get a look from another 
angle. I’ll be right back.”

He moved noiselessly backward and dis­
appeared. With him gone Helen felt a pal­
pitating of her heart and a prickling of her 
skin.

“Oh, my! Nell! Look!” whispered Bo 
in fright. “I know I saw something.”

On top of the little ridge a round object 
moved slowly, getting farther out into the 
light. Helen watched with suspended 
breath. It moved out to be silhouetted 
against the sky—apparently a huge round 
bristling animal, frosty in color. Helen’s 
tongue clove to the roof of her mouth. That 
frosty color proved the thing to be a grizzly 
bear. One instant it seemed huge—the 
next small; then doge at J^d—and far 
away. It swerved to coHSeftrectly toward 
them. iC-’

Suddenly Helen realized that the beast 
was not a dozen yards distant. She was 
just beginning a new experience—a real and

horrifying terror in which her blood curdled, 
her heart gave a tremendous leap and then 
stood still, and she wanted to fly but was 
rooted to the spot—when Dale returned to 
her side.

“That’s a pesky porcupine,” he whis­
pered. “Almost crawled over you. He 
sure would have stuck you full of quills.”

Whereupon he threw a stick at the ani­
mal. It bounced straight up and turned 
round with startling quickness, giving Lrth 
a rattling sound, then crawling out of sight.

“ Por-cu-pine! ” whispered Bo. “It might 
as well have been an elephant! ”

Helen uttered a long eloquent sigh. She 
would not have ca’^ed to describe her emo­
tions at sight of a harmless hedgehog.

“Listen!” wgrned Dale, very low. His 
big hand closed over Helen’s gauntleted 
one. “There you have the real cry of the 
wild.”

Sharp and cold on the night air split the 
cry of a wolf, distant yet wonderfully dis­
tinct. How wild and mournful and hungry! 
How marvelously pure! Helen shuddered 
through all her frame with the thrill of its 
music, the wild and unutterable and deep 
emotions it aroused.

The cry was not repeated. The coyotes 
were still. And a silence fell, absolutely un­
broken.

Dale nudged Helen and then reached over 
to give Bo a tap. He was peering J^eenly 
ahead and his strained intensity could be 
felt. Helen looked with all her might and 
saw the shadowy gray forms of the coy­
otes skulk away out of the moonlight into 
the gloom of the woods, where they disap­
peared. Not only Dale’s intensity but the 
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very silence, the wildness of the moment 
and place, seemed fraught with wonderful 
potency. Bo must have felt it, too, for she 
was trembling all over, holding tightly to 
Helen and breathing quick and fast.

“A-huh!” muttered Dale under his 
breath.

Helen caught the relief and certainty in 
his exclamation, and she divined something 
of what the moment must have been to a 
hunter.

Then her roving, alert glance was arrested 
by a looming gray shadow coming out of 
the forest. It moved, but surely that huge 
thing could not be a bear. It passed out of 
gloom into silver moonlight. Helen’s heart 
bounded. For it was a great, frosty-coated 
bear lumbering along toward the dead horse. 
Instinctively Helen’s hand sought the arm 
of the hunter. It felt like iron under a rip­
pling surface. The touch eased away the 
oppression over her lungs, the tightness of 
her throat. What must have been fear left 
her, and only a powerful excitement re­
mained.

In the moonlight the grizzly looked of im­
mense size and that wild park with the 
gloomy blackness of forest furnished a fit 
setting for him. Helen’s quick mind, so 
taken up with emotions, still had a thought 
for the wonder and the meaning of that 
scene. She wanted the bear killed, yet that 
seemed a pity.

He had a wagging, rolling, slow walk and 
took several moments to reach his quarry. 
When at length he reached it he walked 
round with sniffs plainly heard and then a 
cross ^owl. Evidently he had discovered 
that his meal had been messed over. As a 
whole the big bear could be seen distinctly, 
but only in outline and color. The distance 
was perhaps two hundred yards. 'Then it 
looked as if he had begun to tug at the car­
cass. Indeed he was dragging it, very 
slowly but surely.

“Look at that!” whispered Dale. “If 
he ain’t strong! . . . Reckon I’ll have to 
stop him.”

'The grizzly, however, stopped of his own 
accord, just outside of the shadow line of 
the forest. Then, hunched in a big frosty 
heap over his prey, he began to tear and 
rend.

“Jess was a mighty good horse,” mut­
tered Dale grimly; “too good to make a 
meal for a hog silvertip.”

Then the hunter silently rose to a kneel­
ing position, swinging the rifle in front of 
him. He glanced up into the low branches 
of the tree overhead.

“Girls, there’s no tellin’ what a grizzly 
will do. If I yell you climb up this tree, 
an’ do it quick.”

With that he leveled the rifle, resting his 
left elbow on his knee. The front end of the 
rifle, reaching out of the shade, shone silver 
in the moonlight. Man and weapon be­
came as still as stone. Helen held her 
breath. But Dale relaxed, lowering the 
barrel.

“ Can’t see the sights very well,” he whis­
pered, shaking his head. “ Remember 
now—if I yell you climb! ”

Again he aimed and slowly grew rigid. 
Helen could not take her fascinated eyes 
off him. He knelt bareheaded and in the 
shadow she could make out the gleam of his 
clear-cut profile, stern and cold.

A streak of fire and a heavy report startled 
her. Shifting her glance she saw the bear 
lurch with convulsive action, rearing on his 
hind legs. Loud clicking snaps must have 
been a clashing of his jaws in rage. But 
there was no other sound. Then again 
Dale’s heavy gun boomed. Helen heard 
the singular spatting thud of striking lead. 
The bear went down with a flop, as if he 
had been dealt a terrific blow. But just as 
quickly he was up on all fours and began to 
whirl with hoarse, savage bawls of agony 
and fury.

His action quickly carried him out of the 
moonlight into the shadow, where he dis­
appeared. There the bawls gave place to 
gnashing snarls, and crashings in the brush, 
and snapping of branches as he made his 
way into the forest.

“Sure he’s mad,” said Dale, rising to his 
feet. “An’I reckon hard hit. But I won’t 
follow him to-night.”

Both the girls got up, and Helen found 
she was shaky on her feet and very cold.

“Oh-h, wasn’t—it won-wonder-ful! ” 
cried Bo.



THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN 19

hands from his as Roy stepped forward 
to pay his respects. He stood bareheaded, 
lean and tall, with neillier lii-! rh-ar eyes 
nor hi- -till face nor the prolTered hand 
e.xpri—itiij anythin'.; of the proved (pl,.lily 
of lideliiy, of achievement iliat ll'-len 
sensed in him.

"Howdy. .Mi-.s Helen howdy, Bo,” 
he said, ■■’You both looL line an’ brown. 
. . . I reckon 1 was shore
slow rustlin’ your IMcle ,\1 up 
here. But I wtis lingerin’ you'd 
like Mil''- camp for a while.”

"We shore did like 11 vei-y 
much," repli'-d let archlv.

“Aw!” breathed 
Au chincloss 
heavily. “Lemme 
set down.”

He drew the girls to the rustic seat Dale 
had built for them under the big pine.

“Oh! You must be tired! How—how 
are you? ” asked Helen anxiously.

“Tired! Wai, if I am it’s jest this here 
minit. When Joe Beeman rode in on me 
with thet news of you—wal, I jest fergot I 
was a worn-out old boss. Haven’t felt so 
good in years. Mebbe two such young an’ 
pretty nieces will make a new man of me.”

“Uncle Al, you look strong and well to 
me,” said Bo. “And young, too, and------”

“Haw! Haw! Thet’ll do,” interrupted 
Al. “ I see through you. What you’ll do to 
Uncle Al will be aplenty. . . . Yes, girls, 
I’m feelin’ very fine. But strange—strange! 
Mebbe thet’s my joy at seein’ you safe­
safe when I feared so much thet greaser 
Beasley----- ”

In Helen’s grave gaze his face changed 
swiftly, and all the serried years of toil and 
battle and privation showed, with some­
thing that was not age, or resignation, yet 
as tragic as both.

“Wal, never mind him now,” he added 
slowly, and the warmer light returned to 
his face. “Dale, come here.”

The hunter stepped closer.
“I reckon I owe you more’n I can ever 

pay,” said Auchincloss with an arm round 
each niece.

“No, Al, you don’t owe me anythin’,” 
returned Dale thoughtfully as he looked 
away.

“A-huh!” grunted Al. “You hear him, 
girls? . . . Nowlisten, you wild hunter. 
An’ you girls listen. . . . Milt, I never 
thought you much good, ’cept for the wilds. 
But I reckon I’ll have to swallow thet. I 
do. Cornin’ to me as you did—an’ after 
bein’ druv off keepin’ your counsel an’ 
savin’ my girls from thet hold-up—wal, it’s 
the biggest deal any man ever did for
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me. . . . An’ I’m ashamed of my 
hard fcvliii's, an’ here’s my hand.”

"Thanks, Al,” replied Dale with his 
fleeting smile, and he met the proffered 
hand. “Now, will you be makin’ camp 
here? ”

“Wal, no. I’ll rest a bit, an’you can 
pack the girls’ outfit. Then we’ll go. 
Sure you’re goin’ with us?”

“I’ll call the girls to breakfast,” re­
plied Dale, and he moved away without 
answering Auchincloss’s query.

Helen divined that Dale did not mean 
to go down to Pine with them, and the 
knowledge gave her a blank feeling of 

surprise. Had she expected him to go?
“Come here, Jeff,” called Al to one of 

his men.
A short, bowlegged horseman with dusty 

garb and sun-bleached face hobbled forth 
from the group. He was not young, but he 
had a boyish grin and bright little eyes. 
Awkwardly he doffed his slouch sombrero.

“Jeff, shake hands with my nieces,” said 
Al. “ This’s Helen, an’ your boss from now 
on. An’ this’s Bo, fer short. Her name was 
Nancy, but when she lay a baby in her 
cradle I called her Bo-Peep, an’ the name’s 
stuck. . . . Girls, this here’s my fore­
man, Jeff Mulvey, who’s been with me 
twenty years.”

The introduction caused embarrassment 
to all three principals, particularly to Jeff.

“Jeff, throw the packs an’ saddles fer a 
.rest,” was Al’s order to his foreman,

“Nell, reckon you’ll have fun bossin’ 
thet outfit,” chuckled Al. “None of ’em’s 
got a wife. Lot of scalawags they are—no 
women would have them! ”

“Uncle, I hope I’ll never have to be their 
boss,” replied Helen.

“Wal, you’re goin’ to be, right off,” de­
clared Al. “ They ain’t a bad lot after all. 
An’ I got a likely new man.”

With that he turned to Bo, and after 
studying her pretty face he asked in an ap­
parently severe tone: “ Did you send a cow­
boy named Carmichael to ask me f or a j ob? ”

Bo looked quite startled. “Carmichael! 
Why, Uncle, I never heard that name be­
fore,” she replied bewilderedly.

“A-huh! Reckoned the young rascal was 
lyin’,” said Auchincloss. “But I liked the 
fellar’s looks an’ so let him stay.”

Then the rancher turned to the group of 
lounging riders.

“Las Vegas, come here,” he ordered in a 
loud voice,

Helen thrilled at sight of a tall, superbly 
built cowboy reluctantly detaching him­
self from the group. He had a red-bronzed

(Continued on Page 34)

It was Bo who answered: “ Oh, glorious!
. . . But I was scared.”

Dale still held Helen’s hands. She re­
leased riiem, while looking up at him. The 
moment was realization for her of what for 
days had been a vague, sweet uncertainty 
becoming near and strange, disturbing and 
present. This accident had been a sudden 
violent end to the wonderful ride. But its 
effect, the knowledge of what had got into 
her blood, would never change. And insep­
arable from it was this man of the forest.

XI

The next morning Helen was awakened 
by what she imagined had been a dream 
of someone shouting. With a start she sat 

up. 'The sunshine showed pink and gold 
on the ragged spruce line of the mountain 
rims. Bo was on her knees, braiding her 
hair with shaking hands and at the same 
time trying to peep out.

And the echoes of a ringing cry were 
cracking back from the cliffs. That had 
been Dale’s voice.

“Nell! Nell! Wake up!” called Bo 
wildly. “Oh, someone’s come! Horses 
and men!”

Helen got to her knees and peered out 
over Bo’s shoulder. Dale, standing tall and 
striking beside the camp fire, was waving 
his sombrero. Away down the open edge 
of the park came a string of pack burros 
with mounted men behind. In the fore­
most rider Helen recognized Roy Beeman.

“That first one’s Roy!” she exclaimed. 
“ I’d never forget him on a horse. . . .
Bo, it must mean Uncle Al’s come! ”

“Sure! We’re born lucky. Here we 
are safe and sound—and all this grand 
camp trip. . . . Look at the cow­
boys. . . . Look! Oh, maybe this 
isn’t great!” babbled Bo.

Dale wheeled to see the girls peep­
ing out. “It’s time you’re up!” he 
called. “Your Uncle Al is here.”

For an instant after Helen sank back 
out of Dale’s sight she sat there per­
fectly motionless, so struck 
was she by the singular tone 
of Dale’s voice. She im­
agined that he regretted 
what this visiting cavalcade 
of horsemen meant—they 
had come to take her to her 
ranch in Pine. Helen’s heart 
suddenly began to beat fast, 
but thickly, as if muffled 
within her breast.

“ Hurry now, girls,” called 
Dale.

B o was already out, kneel­
ing on the fiat stone at the 
little brook, splashing water 
in'a great hurry. Helen’s 
hands trembled so that she 
could scarcely lace her boots
or brush her hair, and she was long behind 
Bo in making herself presentable. When 
Helen stepped out a short, powerfully built 
man in coarse garb and heavy boots stood 
holding Bo’s hands.

“Wal—wal! You favor the Rayners,” 
he was saying. “ I remember your dad, an’ 
a fine fellar he was.”

Beside them stood Dale and Roy, and 
beyond was a group of horses and riders.

“Uncle, here comes Nell,” said Bo softly.
“Aw!” The old cattleman breathed 

hard, as he turned.
Helen hurried. She had not expected to 

remember this uncle, but one look into the 
brown, beaming face, with the blue eyes 

flashing, yet sad, and she recog-
■ nized him, at the same instant 

recalling her mother.
He held out his arms to receive 

her. “Nell Auchincloss all over 
again! ” he ex­
claimed in deep 
voiceashekissedher. 
“I’d have knowed 

you anywhere Uncle Al! 
I remember you—though 
I was only four.”

“Wal, wal, thet’s fine,” 
he replied. “I remember 

you straddled my knee 
once, an’ your hair 
was bright an’ curly. 
It ain’t neither now.

Sixteen 
years! An’ you’re 

twenty now? What a fine 
broad-shouldered girl you 
are! An’, Nell, you’re the 
handsomest Auchincloss I 
ever seen!”

Helen found herself 
blushing, and withdrew her

“Are you scared?—your teeth are chat­
terin’,” queried Dale.

“I’m cold.”
“Well, it sure is cold all right,” he re­

sponded. “Now the fun’s over you’ll feel 
it. . . . Nell, you’re froze too?”

Helen nodded. She was indeed as cold as 
she had ever been before. But that did not 
prevent a strange warmness along her veins 
and a quickened pulse, the cause of which 
she did not conjecture.

“ Let’s rustle,” said Dale, and led the way 
out of the wood and skirted its edge round 
to the slope. There they climbed to the 
flat and went through the straggling line 
of trees to where the horses were tethered.

Up here the wind began to blow, not hard 
through the forest, but still strong and 
steady out in the open, and bitterly cold. 
Dale helped Bo to mount and then Helen.

“I’m—numb,” she said. “I’ll fall off—■ 
sure.”

“No. You’ll be warm in a jiffy,” he re­
plied, “because we’ll ride some goin’ back. 
Let your horse pick the way an’ you hang 
on.”

With Ranger’s first jump Helen’s blood 
began to run. Out he shot, his lean dark 
head beside Dale’s horse. "The wild park 
lay clear and bright in the moonlight, with 
strange silvery radiance on the grass. The 
patches of timber, like spired black islands 
in a moon-blanched lake, seemed to harbor 
shadows and places for bears to hide, ready 
to spring out. ■ As Helen neared each little 
grove her pulses shook and her heart beat. 
Half a mile of rapid riding burned out the 
cold. Coming up that park the ride had 
been long; going back was as short as it was 
thrilling. In Helen experiences gathered 
realization slowly; and it was this swift 
ride, the horses neck and neck, and all the 
wildness and beauty, that completed the 
slow, insidious work of years. The tears of 
excitement froze on her cheeks and her 
heart heaved full. All that pertained to 
this night got into her blood. It was only 
to feel, to live now, but it could be under­
stood and remembered forever afterward.

Dale’s horse, a little in advance, sailed 
over a ditch. Ranger made a splendid leap, 
but he alighted among some grassy tufts 
and fell; Helen shot over his head. She 
struck lengthwise, her arms stretched, and 
slid hard to a shocking impact that stunned 
her. •

Bo’s scream rang in her ears; she felt the 
wet grass under her face and then the strong 
hands that lifted her. Dale loomed over 
her, bending down to look into her face; 
Bo was clutching her with frantic hands.
And Helen could only gasp. Her breast • 
seemed caved in. The need to breathe was 
torture.

“Nell, you’re not hurt. You fell light, 
like a feather. All grass here. . . .You 
can’t he hurt!” said Dale sharply.

His anxious voice penetrated beyond her 
hearing and his strong hands went swiftly 
over her arms and shoulders, feeling for 
broken bones.

“Just had the wind knocked out of you,” 
went on Dale. “It feels awful, but it’s 
nothin’.”

Helen got a little air that was like hot 
pin points in her lungs, and then a deeper 
breath, and then full gasping respiration.

“I guess—I’m not hurt—not a bit,” she 
choked out.

“You sure had a header. Never saw a 
prettier spill. Ranger doesn’t do that often. 
I reckon we were travelin’ too fast. But it 
was fun, don’t you think?”

Helen Checked Ranger 
So as to Have a Moment's 
Gaze Down Into the Park

Again He Aimed and Slowly
Grew Rigid. Helen Could Not Take Her Faacinated Eyes Off Him
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*****$6. PRESS. Larger $20.

Rotary$70.Savemoney. Printforothers,big 
profit. All easy, rules sent. Write factory 
for catalog presses, TYPE, paper, cards.
THE PRESS CO., D-18, Meriden, Coon.

Put “The American 
behind your boy this Christmas!

See_ what delight a year's subscription will give him. Follow his close 
attention to each number during the year and see how its fine manly stories 
fascinate and inspire him.

The American Boy enters your home as a powerful influence for positive good. Its stories are 
clean and wholesome and stir a boy to think. They show resourcefulness, skill, moral courage, 
heroism. They encourage'the boy to “do.” Your boy is at the age he needs aid most, diverting 
him from temptations and harm, and heading his thoughts into channels that will fit him for the 
years ahead". You can make no finer investment for him.

A TME During 1918 it will be better—more in-
% V V teresting, more helpful than ever. It will/R ^1 MTg publish as serials seven of the best newI II BK 11 Uh VM I bI IV stories before they are printed in b A book form. Besides, other serials will

ft , t. • t t . many short stories; also up-tne biggest, brightest, best magazine to-the-minute articles presenting facts in
for boys in all the world” ?'™ fascinating as fiction, covering

thrilling historical sketches, stories of boys 
who used their brains,” gardening, poultry 

raising, birds, mechanics, electricity, aviation, automobiling, use of bicycle and motorcycle; 
camping, sports—each in its season. And the regular departments—Dan Beard’s page for outdoor 
boys; “For Boys to Make”; photographic contest; American Boy,contest, and a wealth of other 
features that make The American Boy the chum of 500,000 boys each month.

Fill in the coupon and send it 
along at once so we can put a copy 
of The American Boy among that 
youngster’s Christmas morning gifts. 
If you haven’t a boy of your own 
send it to that other boy that you 
want to help.

40 styles and sizes 
for every purpose. 

Catalog free.
COLUNS PLOWOOMFANT 

2061 Hampshire St., Quincy, lU-
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The Man of the Forest
(Continued from Page 19)

face, young like a boy’s. Helen recognized 
it, and the flowing red scarf, and the swing­
ing gun, and the slow, spur-clinking gait. 
No other than Bo’s Las Vegas cowboy 
admirer!

Then Helen flashed a look at Bo, which 
look gave her a delicious and almost irresist­
ible desire to laugh. That young lady also 
recognized the reluctant individual ap­
proaching with flushed and downcast face. 
Helen recorded her first experience of Bo’s 
utter discomfiture, Bo turned white—then 
as red as a rose.

“Say, my niece said she never heard 
of the name Carmichael,” declared Al 
severely as the cowboy halted before him. 
Helen knew her uncle had the repute of 
dealing hard with his men, but here she 
was reassured and pleased at the twinkle 
in his eye.

“Shore, boss, I can’t help thet,” drawled 
the cowboy. “It’s good old Texas stock.”

He did not appear shamefaced now, but 
just as cool, easy, clear-eyed and lazy as the 
day Helen had liked his warm young face 
and intent gaze.

“ Texas! You fellars from the Panhandle 
are always hollerin’ Texas. I never seen 
thet Texans had anyone else beat—say, 
from Missouri,” returned Al testily.

Carmichael maintained a discreet silence, 
and carefully avoided looking at the girls.

“ Wai, reckon we’ll all call you Las Vegas 
anyway,” continued the rancher. “ Didn’t 
you say my niece sent you to me for a 
job?”

Whereupon Carmichael’s easy manner 
vanished. “Now, boss, shore my memory’s 
pore,” he said. “I only says------”

“Don’t tell me thet. My memory’s not 
p-o-r-e,” replied Al, mimicking the drawl. 
“What you said was thet my niece would 
speak a good word for you.”

Here Carmichael stole a timid glance at 
Bo, the result of which was to render him 
utterly crestfallen. Not improbably he had 
taken Bo’s expression to mean something it 
did not, for Helen read it as a mingling of 
consternation and fright. Her eyes were 
big and plazing; a red spot was growing in 
each cheek as she gathered strength from 
his confusion.

“Wai, didn’t you?” demanded Al.
From the glance the old rancher shot 

from the cowboy to the others of his employ 
it seemed to Helen that they were having 
fun at Carmichael’s expense.

“Yes, sir, I did,” suddenly replied the 
cowboy,

“A-huh! All right, here’s my niece. Now 
see thet she speaks the good word.”

Carmichael looked at Bo and Bo looked 
at him. Their glances were strange, wonder­
ing, and they grew shy. Bo dropped hers. 
The cowboy apparently forgot what had 
been demanded of him.

Helen put a hand on the old rancher’s 
arm. “Uncle, what happened was my 
fault,” she said. “ The train stopped at Las 
Vegas. This young man saw us at the open 
window. He must have guessed we were 
lonely, homesick girls, getting lost in the 
West. For he spoke to us—nice and 
friendly. He knew of you. And he asked, 
in what I took for fun, if we thought you 
would give him a job. And I replied, just 
to tease Bo, that she would surely speak a 
good word for him.”

“Haw! Haw! So thet’s it,” replied Al, 
and he turned to Bo with merry eyes. “Wai, 
I kept this here Las Vegas Carmichael on 
his say-so. Come on with your good word, 
unless you want to see him lose his job.”

Bo did not grasp her uncle’s bantering 
because she was seriously gazing at the 
cowboy. But she had grasped something.

“He—he was the very first person—out 
West—to speak kindly to us,” she said, 
facing her uncle.

“Wai, thet’s a pretty good word, but it 
ain’t enough,” responded Al.

Subdued laughter came from the listen­
ing group. Carmichael shifted from side to 
side.

“ He—he looks as if he might ride a horse 
wall,” ventured Bo.

“Best hossman I ever seen,” agreed Al 
heartily.

“And—and shoot,” added Bo hopeiully.
“Bo, he packs thet gun low, like Jim 

Wilson an’ all them Texas gun fighters. 
Reckon thet ain’t no good word.”

“Then—I’ll vouch for him,” said Bo 
with finality.

“Thet settles it.” Auchincloss turned to 
the cowboy: “Las Vegas, you’re a stranger 

to us. But you’re welcome to a place in the 
outfit, an’ I hope you won’t never disap­
point us.”

Auchincloss’s tone, passing from jest to 
earnest, betrayed to Helen the old rancher’s 
need of new and true men and hinted of 
trying days to come.

Carmichael stood before Bo, sombrero 
in hand, rolling it round and round, mani­
festly bursting with words he could not 
speak. And the girl looked very young 
and sweet with her flushed face and shin­
ing eyes. Helen saw in the moment more 
than that little by-play of confusion.

“Miss — Miss Rayner — I shore — am 
obliged,” he stammered presently,

“You’re very welcome,” she replied 
softly.

“I—I got on the next train,” he added.
When he said that Bo was looking straight 

at him, but she seemed not to have heard.
“What’s your name?” suddenly she 

asked.
“ Carmichael.”
“I heard that. But didn’t Uncle call 

you Las Vegas?”
“Shore. But it wasn’t my fault. Thet 

cow-punchin’ outfit saddled it on me, right 
off. They don’t know no better. Shore I 
jest won’t answer to thet handle. . . . 
Now—^^Miss Bo—my real name is 'Tom.”

“I simply could not call you any name 
but Las Vegas,” replied Bo very sweetly.

“But, beggin’ your pardon, I—I don’t 
like thet,” blustered Carmichael.

“People often get called names they don’t 
like,” she said with deep intent.

The cowboy blushed scarlet. Helen, as 
well as he, got Bo’s inference to that last 
audacious epithet he had boldly called out 
as the train was leaving Las Vegas. She 
also sensed something of the disaster in 
store for Mr. Carmichael. Just then the 
embarrassed young man was saved by 
Dale’s call to the girls to come to breakfast.

That meal, the last for Helen in Paradise 
Park, gave rise to a strange and inexplicable 
restraint. She had little to say. Bo was 
in the highest spirits, teasing the pets, 
joking with her uncle and Roy, and even 
poking fun at Dale. The hunter seemed 
somewhat somber. Roy was his usual dry, 
genial self. And Auchincloss, who sat near 
by, was an interested spectator. When Tom 
put in an appearance, lounging with his 
feline grace into the camp, as if he knew he 
was a privileged pet, the rancher could 
scarcely contain himself.

“Dale, it’s thet cougar!” he ejaculated.
“Sure, that’s Tom.”
“He ought to be corralled or chained. 

I’ve no use for cougars,” protested Al.
“Tom is as tame an’ safe as a kitten.” 
“A-huh! Wai, you tell thet to the girls 

if you like. But not me! I’m an old hoss, 
I am.”

“Uncle Al, Tom sleeps curled up at the 
foot of my bed,” said Bo.

“Aw, what?”
“Honest Injun,” she responded. "Nell, 

isn’t it so?”
Helen smilingly nodded her corrobora­

tion. Then Bo called Tom to her and made 
him lie with his head on his stretched paws, 
right beside her, and beg for bits to eat.

“Wai. I’d never have believed thet!” 
exclaimed Al. “Hope you don’t fetch the 
yaller rascal down to Pine.”

“I won’t.”
“What’ll you do with this menagerie?” 
Dale regarded the rancher attentively. 
“Reckon, Al, I’ll take care of them.” 
“But you’re goin’ down to my ranch.” 
“What for?”
Al scratched his head and gazed per­

plexedly at the hunter. “Wai, ain’t it 
customary to visit friends?”

“Thanks, AL Next time I ride down 
Pine way—in the spring perhaps—I’ll run 
over an’ see how you are.”

“ Spring! ” ejaculated Auchincloss. Then 
he shook his head sadly and a far-away look 
filmed his eyes. “Reckon you’d call some 
late?”

“Al, you’ll get well now. These girls 
now, they’ll cure you. Reckon I never saw 
you look so good.”

Auchincloss did not press his point fur­
ther at that time, but after the meal, 
when the other men came to see Dale’s 
camp and pets, Helen’s quick ears caught 
the renewal of the subject.

“I’m askin’ you, will you come?” Auch­
incloss said, low and eagerly.

“No. I wouldn’t fit in down there,” 
replied Dale.
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“Milt, talk sense. You can’t go on for­
ever huntin’ bear an’ tamin’ cats,” pro­
tested the old rancher.

“Why not?” asked the hunter thought­
fully.

Auchincloss stood up and shaking him­
self as if to ward off his testy temper, he 
put a hand on Dale’s arm.

“One reason is you’re needed in Pine.”
“How? Who needs me?”
“I do. I’m playin’ out fast. An’ Beas­

ley’s my enemy. The ranch an’ all I got 
will go to Nell. Thet ranch will have to 
be run by a man an’ held by a man. Do 
you savvy? It’s a big job. An’ I’m of­
ferin’ to make you my foreman right now.”

“Al, you sort of take my breath,” re­
plied Dale. “An’ I’m sure grateful. But 
the fact is even if I could handle the job 
I—I don’t believe I’d want to.”

“Make yourself want to, then. Thet’d 
soon come. You’d get interested. This 
country will develop. I sren thet years 
ago. The Government is goin’ to chase the 
Apaches out of here. Soon homesteaders 
will be flockin’ in. Big future, Dale. You 
want to get in now. An’----- ”

Here Auchincloss hesitated, then spoke 
lower. “An’ take your chance with the 
girl! . . . I’ll be on your side.”

A slight vibrating start ran over Dale’s 
stalwart form. “Al, you’re plumb dotty!” 
116 6XClRUT16(i

“Dotty! Me? Dotty!’’ejaculatedAuch­
incloss. Then he swore. “In a minit I’ll 
tell you what you are.”

“ But, Al, that talk’s so—so—like an old 
fool’s.”

“A-huh! An’why so?”
“ Because that wonderful girl would never 

look at me,” Dale replied simply.
“I seen her lookin’ already,” declared 

Al bluntly.
Dale shook his head, as if arguing with 

the old rancher was hopeless.
“Never mind thet,” went on Al. “Mebbe 

I am a dotty old fool—’specially for takin’ 
a shine to you. But I say again, will you 
come down to Pine an’ be my foreman?”

“No,” replied Dale.
“Milt, I’ve no son—an’ I’m—afraid of 

Beasley.” This was uttered in an agitated 
whisper.

“Al, you make me ashamed,” said Dale 
hoarsely. “I can’t come. I’ve no nerve.”

“You’ve no what?”
“Al, I don’t know what’s wrong with 

me. But I’m afraid I’d find out if I came 
down there.”

“ A-huh! It’s the girl! ”
“I don’t know, but I’m afraid so. An’ 

I won’t come.”
“Aw, yes, you will —;—”
Helen rose with beating heart and tin­

gling ears and moved away out of hearing. 
She had listened too long to what had not 
been intended for her ears, yet she could 
not be sorry. She walked a few rods along 
the brook, out from under the pines, and 
stood in the open edge of the park. The 
following moments were the happiest she 
had spent in Paradise Park and the pro- 
foundest of her whole life.

Presently her uncle called her. “Nell, 
this here hunter wants to’ give you thet 
black boss. An’ I say you take him.”

“ Ranger deserves better care than I can 
give him,” said Dale. “He runs free in

the woods most of the time. I’d be obliged I 
if she’d have him.”

Bo swept a saucy glance from Dale to 
her sister. “ Sure she’ll have Ranger. Just 
offer him to me! ”

Dale stood there expectantly, holding a 
blanket in his hand, ready to saddle the 
horse. Carmichael walked round Ranger 
with that appraising eye so keen in cowboys.

“Las Vegas, do you know anything 
about horses?” asked Bo.

“Me! Wai, if you ever buy or trade a 
boss you shore have me there,” replied 
Carmichael.

“What do you think of Ranger?” went 
on Bo.

“Shore I’d buy him sudden if I could.” 
“Mr. Las Vegas, you’re too late,” as­

serted Helen as she advanced to lay a hand 
on the horse. “ Ranger is mine.”

Dale smoothed out the blanket, and 
folding it he threw it over the horse; then 
with one powerful swing he set the saddle 
in place.

“Thank you very much for him,” said 
Helen softly.

“You’re welcome, an’ I’m sure glad,” 
responded Dale; then after a few deft 
strong pulls at the straps he continued: 
“There, he’s ready for you.”

“Are you going down to Pine with us?” 
“No.”
“But you will come soon?”
“Hardly before spring.”
“Spring! ... That is a long time. 

Won’t you come ip see me sooner than 
that?”

“If I can get down to Pine.”
“Thank you. All’s well then. . . . 

My friend, good-by.”
“Good-by,” he said, clasping her hand. 

His glance was clear, warm, beautiful, yet 
it was sad.

• Auchincloss’s hearty voice broke the 
spell. Then Helen saw that the others 
were mounted. Bo had ridden up close; 
and her face was earnest and happy and 
grieved all at once as she bade good-by 
to Dale. The pack burros were hobbling 
along toward the green slope. Helen was 
the last to mount, but Roy was’ the last 
to leave the hunter.

It was a merry, singing train that climbed 
that brown, odorous trail under the dark 
spruces. Helen assuredly was happy, yet 
a pang ablded in her breast.

She remembered that halfway up the 
slope there was a turn in the trail where it 
came out upon an open bluff. The time 
seemed long, but at last she got there. And 
she checked Ranger so as to have a mo­
ment’s gaze down into the park.

It yawned there, a dark-green and bright- 
gold gulf, asleep under a westering sun, ex­
quisite, wild, lonesome. Then she saw Dale 
standing in the open space between the 
pines and the spruces. He waved to her. 
And she returned the salute.

Roy caught up with her then and halted 
his horse. He waved his sombrero to Dale 
and let out a piercing yell that awoke the 
sleeping echoes, splitting strangely from 
cliff to cliff.

“Shore Milt never knowed what it was 
to be lonesome,” said Roy, as if thinking 
aloud. “ But he’ll know now.”

(TO BE continued)

CHAFF
She Had Heard it Before

“ T’LL attend to you in a minute,” was the
I way her mother addressed Beth when 

she was to be punished. One day she sent 
the little girl to the store on an errand. She 
returned crying: “He was goin’ to ’pank 
me, an I wunned home.”

“He wouldn’t do that,” said mother.
“’Es um would,” sobbed the child. “He 

kep’ sellin’ to odder folks, an’ sayin’ to me: 
‘I’ll attend to you in 
a minute.’ ”

Very Wise Idea
“■^OU seem to be

X very busy! ”
“Yes; I am writ­

ing a love letter. I 
have been working on 
it for more than an 
hour.”

“Why take such 
pains?” 

“I want to be sure that if this letter is 
ever read in court it won’t make me appear 
like a fool.”

Willie’s Composition on Soap
“ QOAP’S a kind of stuff made into nice- 
O looking cakes that smells good and 

tastes awful. Soap pieces always taste the 
worst when you git it into your eye. My 
father says the Eskimos don’t never use 

soap. I wish I was 
an Eskimo.”

The Poor Piggies!

CITY-BRED 
Doris, visiting 
grandfather’s farm 

ran into the house, 
calling: “Mamma, 
come and see the 
dear little pigs. But 
just think, they have 
a hog for a mother!”

"How Can We be Patriotic and Eat More Corn 
When These Scarecrows are All Round?”

$4,000,00022
Advice Yours

With the Present High Price of Farm Products 
You Need This Advice Now as Never Before

Information about practical farming that cost the U. S. Government $4,000,000'and 
more than ten years to collect—the work of hundreds of experts—the best methods of 
farming for profit—the experiences of America's most successful agriculturists—every 
fact worth knowing about agriculture—positive U. S. Dept, of Agriculture facts. Now

Name.

Abridged
Records
U. S. DepU 
Agriculture

tion will sell for 
$36.00 or more.

Save $5.50
These books have 

sold for $36.00 in 
the past, so you save

Hon. E D. Coburn 
^Egitor-in-ChicF

Itomestic Science
Comfortable.economicalfarm 
housekeeping.

' (Lightens the 'work of the 
housekeepers.)

And thousands of other subjects 
of vital interest and value.

Hon. F. D. Coburn, America’s most 
famous agricultural authority, has written a valu­
able Manual to use in connection with the Cyclo­
pedia. It gives an exhaustive analysis of the 
contents and offers hundreds of suggestions on how 
to use the 7 big books to the best advantage.

Mr. Coburn says: "The Farmer’s Cyclopedia 
is the most valuable collection of agricultural 
information ever gathered together.” And this 
master farmer gives you the benefit of his lifelong 
experience. He tells you how to utilize this 
vast and comprehensive information to make 
more profits out of the soil. You pay not a 
penny for his assistance. The Manual is FREE 
with the Cyclopedia.

Partial List of 
Contents

Feed and Care of Dairy Cows
(This alone worth the price.)

Feeds and Feeding for Beef
(A wonderful work.)

Diseases and Insect Pests
(How to protect cattle and crops 
against them.)

Profitable Bog Raising
(A complete library on the hog.)

Success with Sheep
(Every question answered.)

Poultry Problems Solved
(No other books on poultry ever need be read.)

Latest Facts and Investigation on
Every Farm Product
(Insures bigger, better crops with 
less labor.)

Every Phase of Farm Management
(From Government Experiments 
and Researches.)

Soils and Fertilisation
(Make your land yield more.)

Valuable Book, FREE

yours on a wonderful offer. , . .
Read the free shipment offer we are making here. How-we put these facts right into 

your hands. Yes, and more besides. A book written by America’s greatest Agriculturist, 
Hon.'F. D. Coburn. This mailed to you, also.

Farmer’s Cyclopedia
These 7 big volumes, containing over 5,000 pages, 3,000,000 

Minh aii‘l huibh’iN of pictures, give you in condensed but 
complete form all the most valuable data which the govern- 
lilt 111 h : iihi nil al '»uch an enormous expense. The records 
1)1 ihi ill paiiiiii lit 11 ive been studied by a board of practical 

agi iculturists who have selected the very best of 
all this information and put it into these books. 

\ I nil* d facts about every branch of farming 
are given, with all theories cut out. Just the 
methods which have proved best in actual prac- 

are given in clear, simple language—and the 
books are minutely indexed so that even' 
fact and every method is accessible in 
an instant.

Whether you have one acre or a thou­
sand acres, these books win show you 
how to make your land pay more money. 
They tell how to put farming on a busi­
ness basis. They place in your hands the 

accumulatedexperience of 
thousands of practical 
farmers, investigators and 
scientists. Thisgreatlibrary 
which will solve the most 

erplexing problems of 
5 is yours for a 
less than 10 cents a 

day for a year. 
And if you 
send the cou­
pon, you can 
have it for five 
days' FREE 
examination.

President Wilson says: plough or spade idle in 
this country—and the methods of 'our farmers must feed upon the 
scientific information in the State Departments of Agriculture and, 
tap-room of all, the U. S. Department of Agriculture." The scientific / DoubIeday,Page&Co. 
farming methods to which the President refers are open to you m the / 4799
pages of the Farmer’s Cyclopedia. They will help you to make / Garden Qty, New York, N.Y. 
every foot of land pay dividends. They help you with your cattle, Send me, aii charges prepaid,
hogs, poultry and sheep. / “

Send Coupon Without Money / big thick volumes—bound in strong 
. * buckram. If not satisfactory, I will

You pay nothing for privilege of examination. Just send the coupon / tell you so in 5 days and you will tell 
and we will ship the books prepaid. Keep them 5 days^^xamine t^m * me where to return the books at your ex- 
closely. If you decide that you want them send us $1.00—then $3.00 pense. Otherwise I will send $1.00 down 
monthly until books are paid for—$29.50 in all. Otherwise tell us and then $3.00 monthly until I have paid 
you will not keep them and we will arrange for their return. Not total price, $29.50.
a penny to send. Only the coupon. Sign and mail it today.

Doubleday, Page & Co.
_ . __ __ -- . > Address.Dept. 4799 Garden City, New York

COBURNS MANDAl

Farm BuildiuKS
(How to plan and build on 
the farm.)
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FARM WHERE WINTER IS 
ALMOST WINTERLESS

In the “ Land of Perpetual Harvests ”, where 
sunshine, good soil and satisfying crop returns 
make lite worth living. Land is cheap, PLUS 
a climate that doubles its productiveness in the 

Nation’s Garden Spot
Virginia, theCaroIinas, Georgia, Alabama Florida 

Write for information now to
Wilbnr McCoy, Dept. B I G. A. Cardwell, Dept, B 

A. & I. Agent A. & I. Agent
JackaonTille, Fla. | Wilmington, N. C.

ATLANTIC COAST 
LINE RAILROAD

The Standard Railroad of the South

For Sale: Commercial Orchard
One of the largest and most highly developed commercial 
fruit orchards in the famous fruit and summer-resort 
region of Michigan. 376 acres all in fruit—22,000 trees, 
apples, peaches, sweet and sour cherries and pears all 
standard varieties. Orchard located on the West Michi­
gan Pike and Dixie Highway, with three-quarter-mile 
frontage on trunk-line railroad, with side track for receiv­
ing fertilizer and shipping fruit—location on high plateau 
with perfect air drainage, three miles from Lake Michigan. 
Fruit can be delivered by boat to Chicago and Milwaukee 
markets in one night—trees have been given constant and 
unusual care and will soon all be in full bearing. First 
planting made year 1910—additional undevelop^ pic­
turesque land adjoining may be included if desired, mak­
ing grand opportunity for profitable country estate. At­
tractive price and further details may be secured from

J. E. Merritt, Manistee, Michigan

1 CONTROL 40,000 acres of Michigan cut' over timber 
land, within' one night’s ride of Chicago, and ripe 

for colonization. In prosperous community and suit­
able for general farming, sheep and cattle raising. 
Clover, alfalfa, corn, grain and all Michigan farm prod­
ucts. 'Will sell entire tract at a very attractive price. 
Wm.H. Johnson,429StockExchangeBldg.,Chicago, Ill.

Delicious Fresh Pecan MI TTC 
This season's crop, directfromtrees to you. Louis!- A i K.Z A tij 
ana pecans packed tight with toothsome meats. Rich and delicately 
flavored. Healthful and nutritious. Right size for eating. Send a 
soldier boy some of these sweet, fresh, enjoyable nuts. 3 lbs. $1; 
larger quantities 30c lb. Del’d anywhere in U. S.
LACOUK PLANTATION CO., LaCour, La.

MONEY MAKING LANDS

SOUTHERN 
RAILWAY 
SYSTEM

In the South you can get double income from 
your corn lands by planting velvet beans with the 
corn. They give returns as great as the corn, en­
rich the land and are as valuable as alfalfa for live 
stock. The South’s great variety of crops and won­
derfully productive climate make it the most profit­
able farm section in America. It’s the place for 
lowest cost meat production and dairy farming. 
Good lands, in good localities, $15 to $25 an acre 
up to $75, giving profits equaling or surpassing re­
turns from $200 lands in the North, Let us show 
you lands that will give the highest profits.

M. V. Richards, Comm’r 
Room 21, Soatbern Ry. System 

Washington, D. C.

1000 Acres
Delta Plantation

Located four miles from town, on Y. & M. V. R. R. in 
Yazoo Delta. 600 acres in a high state of cultivation, 
balance timbered land and pasture, plenty of tenant 
houses, very good barn, black rich sandy soil, well 
drained, 22 mules, fine growing crop of cotton, corn, 
peas, etc., all farming implements. We are offering this 
plantation with all the above personal property for 
$65.00 per acre. This property is a good investment for 
anyone who is looking for a first-class Delta plantation. 
For detailed information about this and other Delta 
properties write M. E. Wainwright, Manager Land 
Department, Bransford Realty Co., Nashville, 
Tenn., and Greenwood, Miss.

Fruit Farm Bordering Water 
1500 Feet. Year’s Income $3000 
Here is an attractive homestead of 129 acres with a 
beautiful river and valley view, less than eleven miles 
to Washington, D. C. Near village. 100 acres fertile 
tillage, wire-fenced pasture. Orchard of 1000 apples, 
pears, peaches, pluins and cherries. Splendid 2-story, 
10-room house, tenant house, barn and outbuildings. 
Last season’s income $3000. Owner unable to operate, 
reduces price to $7350. Part down. Details page 30, 
Strout’s Catalogue of 321 Bargains in a dozen states. 
Copy mailed free. E. A. Strout Farm Agency, Dept. 
2791, 150 Nassau St., New York.

T’ADIVIC IN SUNNY SOUTHERN JERSEY. 
H/lfXlYlO Send for HANDSOMELY ILLUS- 
I .TRATEDCATALOGUE.mailedFREE.

Ask for details and photo Ten-acre fruit, poultry and 
Truck Farm, 8-room brick house, splendid soil, five minutes 
to depot, stock and implements included. PRICE $3200, 
$1200 cash. BRAY & MACGEORGE, 1077 DREXEL 
BLDG., PHILA., PA., or VINELAND, N. J.

LAKELAND FLORIDA
Oranges, truck, livestock, general farming net North­
ern men $500 acre up. Fertile lands cheap. Climate 
healthful. Booklet free. Chamber Commerce,Boxl60.

A. B. ARMENT

over 31:
Your Government has left you 
at home. Others are fi^htin^ for 
you. So this question is now 
more than ever to the point:

y/re KO (7 Qood)
Do you and your job fit each other ? Is your energy bringing you 

a 100% cash return ? It must, if you are to do your bit. The situation 
demands that you work and earn and save.

■Whatever your job, we offer you — as we offered A. B. Arment— 
a chance to do more, to earn more and to save more.

Mr. Arment is no longer as young as he was. But today his earn­
ing power is greater than ever. Yours can be, too.

We offer you an opportunity to utilize your spare time. An hour 
in the evening, ten minutes at noon, can mean to you money earned.

All about you are readers of our publications. We need men to 
send us their orders for new or renewal yearly subscriptions; and we 
offer you liberal cash payments for each order.

This is your chance to make every hour profitable. During the 
coming months you can easily average $10.00, $20.00, even $50.00 a 
month extra for your spare time. Let us tell you how.

Ijhe Curtis ‘Publishing Company 
979 Independence Square, ^Philadelphia

“The book the Inventor Jr*aT©TlT keeps." Worth more 
—than all other patent books IR combined. FREE on re-

W? quest. Write
R. S. & A. B. Lacey, 151 Barrister Bldg., Washington, D. C.

ALBERTA WHEAT LANDS
We have a large listing of improved and unimproved farm 
lands in what is conceded to be the BEST DISTRICT in 
ALBERTA. If interested address 

Henderson & Mallory, Gleichen, Alberta

Cotton—Capitalist or Thief f
(Concluded from Page 13)

goods, and to do much of the selling them­
selves.

Similarly, the by-products have received 
due attention. A use has been found for 
every part of a product that once was 
thrown away. Like the meat packers, the 
oil mills permit nothing to be wasted. A 
few years ago cottonseed hulls were sold 
with much of the lint adhering. But the 
nation needed the linters for guncotton, 
and the past year saw most of the cotton­
seed thoroughly de-linted, almost as bald 
as an apple seed or a chufa.

But King Cotton’s business still lacks 
that final refinement characteristic of all 
highly efficient industries. I refer to look­
ing ahead to insure a continuous supply of 
raw, materials, to teaching the public to 
use its products intelligently, and to casting 
a weather eye to the welfare of its workers.

The supply of nitrogen, so all-important 
to cotton, is at the present time very 
limited. All of the nitrate of soda, which 
comes from Chile, is needed for ammuni­
tion. Next to cottonseed meal, it has been 
our main reliance. It is estimated that the 
supply of nitrates from Chile will be ex­
hausted by 1925. We have not at the 
present time any plants in the United 
States for extracting it from the atmos­
phere.

Yet, until the embargo went into effect, 
we were continuing to send away meal to 
the four corners of the globe. 'We have no 
right to squander King Cotton’s resources, 
and waste the funds he has left in trust. 
To bury it in the soil as fertilizer may be 
necessary now, because of the lack of 
nitrogen, but a supply from other sources 
must be provided, so that we can get both 
the feed and fertilizer values of cottonseed 
meal, as do the farmers of Europe.

, Can we grow cotton in the South without 
dissipating our agricultural resources? We 
can. The solution of the whole problem is 
more and better livestock in the South, 
and more silos. Silage and cottonseed meal 
can hardly be equaled for economical pro­
duction of beef and butterfat. And the 
South, realizes it. The cotton states are 
traveling livestockward with seven-league 
boots, evincing none of that apathy, in­
ertia and indolence with which they are 
painted by popular fancy.

Two Pounds a Day Per Animal
Even at the present time, the South can 

feed every ton of cottonseed meal produced 
from an average cotton crop, and keep the 
fertility on the farms that produced it. In 
the eleven cotton states there are 4,660,000 
dairy cows, 6,500,000 horses and mules, 
11,426,000 cattle—a total of 22,586,000 
head of livestock. If each animal were 
fed two pounds of cottonseed meal a day, 
all the meal would be consumed, protein 
would be furnished at a lower cost a pound 
than any other feed, and the fertility re­
turned via the manure.

I do not deplore the amount of the South’s 
annual fertilizer bill. It is simply good 
business to convert plant food, which is 
comparatively cheap, into human food, 
v/hich is high in price. Let the South use 
fertilizer—more than ever to keep pace 
with our increasing food demands, but let 
it use cottonseed meal as feed. Then, the 
fertilizer applied will not simply pay back 
to the soil what the cotton crop extracted; 
it will do more than maintain a respectable 
fertility. It will mean bigger yields to the 
acre. It will be possible to grow more cot­
ton on less acreage, to keep more livestock, 
to build up fertility, to make more money.

All farmers cannot raise livestock profit­
ably. The tenant problem makes the live­
stock regime impossible for many. But 
the fact remains that there are enough 
stock in the South to consume the meal. 
Many can increase their herds of dairy and 
beef cattle and realize both the feed and 
fertilizer value of the meal.

Every bale of cotton takes away 450 
pounds of meal. The farmer who keeps 
enough stock to feed three pounds a day, 
or half a ton a year, for every bale of 
cotton his land produced, who cares for 
the manure properly, has a rational system 
for maintaining fertility.

In the beginning of this article I said 
that there was another reason, besides the 
virginity of their soils, for the small fer­
tilizer bill of Texas and Oklahoma. The 
answer is livestock. The Oklahomans and 
Texans are breeding beef cattle and feed­
ing the meal instead of interring it in the 
ground. Their expenditure on each acre 
for plant food is far less than that of many 
states that never grew a stalk of cotton.

Our Dependence Upon Other Nations
There is a broader view to the question 

than mere profit. The war found us in­
dependent of foreign nations for food, but 
very dependent upon them for the plant­
food with which that food is produced. 
Chile was supplying us almost half our 
nitrogen, and we were utterly dependent 
upon Germany for potash when the war 
taught us the folly of relying upon foreign, 
and possibly at times unfriendly, sources 
of supply.

Germany’s war-making ability has largely 
been due to her being almost self-supporting. 
She produces her own nitrogen from the 
air, her own phosphoric acid and her own 
potash. Nor does she squander the fer­
tility of her crops. Her potatoes are largely 
exported as alcohol and starch, her beets 
as sugar, so that fertility is conserved. 
Much fertility went into Germany, but 
none left her except mineral fertilizers, of 
which she had more than an adequate 
supply.

If Germany grew cotton, my opinion is 
that it would be somewhat of a curiosity 
outside the confines of her borders.

Cotton—the slacker, the soil robber! 
How many anathemas, how many er­
roneous epithets, how many misnomers 
have been hurled at its hoary head! Like 
many big men who do things that stagger 
the imagination, it has been the target 
for assiduous assaults. Quietly, year after 
year, it has been giving, in addition to 
clothing and the sinews of war, the equiva­
lent of three billion pounds of hog lard, and 
10,694,500 pounds of wheat flour. It has 
provided food not only for itself but for 
other American crops as well. It gives 
profits that run into ten figures, out of air 
and water. It places foreign nations in our 
debt.

For my part, I deny the accusation that 
cotton is a soil robber and a food thief. 
It does not sell the South’s birthright, its 
fertility, for a pottage of dollars and cents. 
It is being used this year to make more 
than $2,500,000,000, and every year it pays 
the loan in full. But we of the South, and 
I speak as a member of the family, as it 
were, by not using the meal as feed and 
keeping it in the South, are not making 
proper use of the benefits that cotton be­
stows.

"We have been squandering, without ad­
equate additional sources of supply in view, 
the food that sustains its life.
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