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THE MAN OF THE FOREST
By Zane Grey, Author of wildfire

blowing in her 
face; and there 
she stayed, a 
forlorn little 
figure, for all 
the resolute lips 
and defiant 
eyes.

The Texan 
paced to and 
fro beside the 
camp fire with 
bent head and 

“Hurry 
now—grab 
that pack—an’ 
follow me.” 
Again Riggs 
laid hold of the 
two saddles. 
A desperate 
gleam, baleful 
and vainglo­
rious, flashed 
over his face. 
This was his 

The Last Hour of Travel Was Tedious and Toilsome—a Zigzag 
Winding, Breaking, Climbing Hunt
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XVIII
ANSON’S gang did not 

ZA bestir themselves at 
JLJL the usual early sunrise 
hour common to all woods­
men, hunters or outlaws. 
These companions, Anson 
and Riggs included, might 
have hated to see the dawn 
come.

It meant only another 
meager meal, then the weary 
packing and the long, long 
ride to nowhere in particular, 
and another meager meal— 
all toiled for without even the 
necessities of satisfactory liv­
ing; assuredly without the 
thrilling hopes that made 
their life significant, and cer­
tainly with a growing sense 
of approaching calamity.

The outlaw leader rose 
surly and cross-grained. He 
had to boot Burt to drive him 
out for the horses. Riggs 
followed him. Shady Jones 
did nothing except grumble. 
Wilson, by common consent, 
always made the sour-dough 
bread; and he was slow about 
it this morning. Anson and 
Moze did the rest of the work with alacrity. 
The girl did not come out of her shelter.

“Is she dead?” growled Anson.
“No, she ain’t,” replied Wilson, looking 

up. “She’s sleepin’. Let her sleep. She’d 
be better off if she was daid.”

“A-huh! So would all of this hyar out­
fit,” was Anson’s response.

“Wai, Sna-ake, I shore reckon we’ll all be 
thet there soon,” drawled Wilson in his 
familiar, cool and irritating tone that said so 
much more than the content of the words.

Anson did not address the Texas mem­
ber of his party again. Burt rode bareback 
into camp, driving half the number of the 
horses; Riggs followed shortly with several 
more. But three were missed, one of them 
being Anson’s favorite. He would not have 
budged without that horse. During break­
fast he growled about his lazy men and 
after the meal tried to urge them off. 
Riggs went Unwillingly. Burt refused to 
go at all.

“Nix. I footed them hills all I’m a-goin’ 
to,” he said. “ An’ from now on I rustle my 
own boss.”

The leader glared his reception of this 
opposition. Then he ordered Shady and 
Moze out to do their share.

“Jim, you’re the best tracker in this 
outfit. Suppose you go,” suggested Anson. 
“You alius used to be the first one off.”

“Times has changed, Snake,” was the 
imperturbable reply.

“Wai, won’t you go?” demanded the 
leader impatiently.

“I shore won’t.”
Wilson did not look or intimate in any 

way that he would not leave the girl in 
camp with one or any or all of Anson’s 
gang, but the truth was as significant as if 
he had shouted it. The slow-thinking Moze 
gave Wilson a sinister look.

“Boss, ain’t it funny how a pretty 
wench------” began Shady Jones sarcas­
tically.

“Shut up, you fool!” broke in Anson. 
“Come on. I’ll help rustle them bosses.”

After they had gone Burt took his rifle 
and strolled off into the forest. Then the 
girl appeared. Her hair was down, her face 
pale, with dark shadows. She asked for 
water to wash her face. Wilson pointed to 
the brook, and as she walked slowly toward 
it he took a comb and a clean scarf from his 
pack and carried them to her.

Upon her return to the camp fire she 
looked very different, with her hair ar­
ranged.

“Miss, air you hungry?” asked Wilson.
“Yes, I am,” she replied.
He helped her to portions of bread, veni­

son and gravy and a cup of coffee. Evi­
dently she relished the meat, but she had 
to force down the rest.

“Where are they all?” she asked.
“ Rustlin’ the bosses.”
Probably she divined that he did not 

want to talk, for the fleeting glance she 
gave him attested to a thought that his 
voice or demeanor had changed. Presently 
she sought a seat under the aspen tree out 
of the sun and the smoke continually

hands locked
behind him. But for the swinging gun he 
would have resembled a lanky farmer, coat­
less and hatless, with his brown vest open, 
his trousers stuck in the tops of the high 
boots.

And neither he nor the girl changed their 
positions relatively for a long time. At 
length, however, after peering into the 
woods and listening, he remarked to the 
girl that he would be back in a moment, 
and then walked off round the spruces.

No sooner had he disappeared—in fact 
so quickly afterward that it presupposed 
design instead of accident—than Riggs 
came running from the opposite side of the 
glade. He ran straight to the girl, who 
sprang to her feet.

“ I hid—two of the—horses,” he panted, 
husky with excitement. “I’ll take—two 
saddles. You grab some grub. We’ll run 
for it.”

“No,” she cried, stepping back.
“But it’s not safe—for us—here,” he 

said hurriedly, glancing all round. “I’ll 
take you—home. I swear. . . . Not 
safe, I tell you; this gang’s after me. 
Hurry!”

He laid hold of two saddles, one with 
each hand. The moment had reddened his 
face, brightened his eyes, made his action 
strong.

“I’m safer here with this outlaw gang,” 
she replied.

“You won’t come!” His face began to 
distort. He dropped his hold on the sad­
dles.

“Harve Riggs, I’d rather become a toy 
and a rag for these ruffians than spend an 
hour alone with you,” she flashed at him 
in unquenchable hate.

“I’ll drag you!”
He seized her, but could not hold her. 

Breaking away she screamed “Help!”
That whitened his face, drove him to 

frenzy. Leaping forward he struck her a 
hard blow across the mouth. It staggered 
her. And tripping on a saddle -she fell. 
His hands ffew to her throat, ready to choke 
her. But she lay still and held her tongue. 
Then he dragged her to her feet.

adventure.
The girl’s eyes dilated. They looked be­

yond him. Again her lips opened.
“Scream again an’ I’ll kill you!” he cried 

hoarsely and swiftly. The very opening of 
her lips had terrified Riggs.

“ Reckon one scream was enough,” spoke 
a voice, slow, but without the drawl, easy 
and cool, yet incalculable in some terrible 
sense.

Riggs wheeled with an inarticulate cry. 
Wilson stood a few paces off with his gun 
half leveled, low down. His face seemed as 
usual, only his eyes held a quivering light 
intensity, like boiling molten silver.

“Girl, what made thet blood on your 
mouth?”

“Riggs hit me!” she whispered. Then 
at something she feared or saw or divined 
she shrank back, dropped on her knees and 
crawled into the spruce shelter.

“Wai, Riggs, I’d invite you to draw if 
thet’d be any use,” said Wilson. This 
speech was reflective, yet it hurried a little.

Riggs could not draw or move or speak. 
He seemed turned to stone, except his jaw, 
which slowly fell.

“Harve Riggs, gun-man from down Mis­
souri way!” continued the voice of incal­
culable intent. “Reckon you’ve looked 
into a heap of gun barrels in your day. 
Shore! Wai, look in this heah one!”

Wilson deliberately leveled the gun on a- 
line with Riggs’ starting eyes.

“Wasn’t you heard to brag in Turner’s 
saloon—thet you could see lead cornin’—an’ 
dodge it? Shore you must be swift! . . . 
Dodge this heah bullet!”

The gun spouted flame and boomed. One 
of Riggs’ starting, popping eyes—the right 
one—went out, like a lamp. The other 
rolled horribly, then set in blank, dead fixed­
ness. Riggs swayed in slow motion until a 
lost balance felled him hea»dly, an inert 
mass.

Wilson bent over the prostrate form. 
Strange, violent contrast to the cool scorn 
of the preceding moment! Hissing, spit­
ting, as if poisoned by passion, he burst 
with the hate that his character had forbid­
den him to express on a living counterfeit.

Wilson was shaken as if by 
a palsy. He choked over 
passionate, incoherent invec­
tive. It was class hate first; 
then the hate of real manhood 
for a craven dastard; then 
the hate of disgrace for a 
murder. No man so fair as a 
gun-fighter in the Western 
creed of an “even break”!

Wilson’s terrible cata­
clysm of passion passed. 
Straightening up he sheathed 
his weapon and began a slow 
pace before the fire. Not 
many moments afterward he 
jerked his head high and 
listened. Horses were softly 
thudding through the forest. 
Soon Anson rode into sight 
with his men and one of the 
strayed horses. It chanced, 
too, that young Burt ap­
peared on the other side of 
the glade. He walked 
quickly, as one who antici­
pated news.

As he dismounted Snake 
Anson espied the dead man. 
“Jim! I thought I heard a 
shot!”

The others exclaimed and leaped off their 
horses to view the prostrate form with that 

•curiosity and strange fear common to all 
men confronted by sight of sudden death.

That emotion was only momentary. 
“Shot his lamp out!” ejaculated Moze. 
“ Wonder how Gun-man Riggs liked thet 

plumb center peg! ” exclaimed Shady Jones 
with a hard laugh.

“Back of his head all gone!” gasped 
young Burt. Not improbably he had not 
seen a great many bullet-marked men.

“Jim! The long-haired fool didn’t try 
to draw on you?” exclaimed Snake Anson, 
astounded.

. Wilson neither spoke nor ceased his pac­
ing.

“What was it over? ” added Anson 
curiously.

“He hit the gurl,” replied Wilson.
_ Then there were long-drawn exclama­

tions all round and glance met glance.
“Jim, you saved me the job,” continued 

the outlaw leader. “An’ I’m much obliged. 
Fellars, search Riggs an’ we’ll divvy. . . . 
Thet all right, Jim?”

“Shore, an’ you can have my share.”
They found bank notes in the man’s 

pocket and considerable gold, worn in a 
money belt round his waist. Shady Jones 
appropriated his boots and Moze his gun. 
Then they left him as he had fallen.

“Jim, you’ll have to track them lost 
bosses. Two still missin’, an’ one of them’s 
mine,” called Anson as Wilson paced to the 
end of his beat.

The girl heard Anson, for she put her 
head out of the spruce shelter and said: 
“Riggs said he’d hid two of the horses. 
They must be close. He came that way.” 

“Howdy, kid. Thet’s good news,” re­
plied Anson. His spirits were rising rapidly. 
“He must hev wanted you to slope with 
him. ”

“Yes. I wouldn’t go.” 
“An’ then he hit you?” 
“Yes.”
“Wai, recallin’ your talk of yestiddy, I 

can’t see as Mister Riggs lasted much 
longer hyar than he’d hev lasted in Texas. 
We’ve some of thet great country right in 
our outfit.”

The girl withdrew her white face.
“ It’s break camp, boys,” was the leader’s 

order. “A couple of you look up them 
bosses. They’ll be hid in some thick spruces. 
The rest of us’ll pack.”

Soon the gang was on the move, heading 
toward the height of land and swerving 
from it only to find soft and grassy ground 
that would not leave any tracks. They did 
not travel more than a dozen miles during 
the afternoon, but they climbed bench after 
bench until they reached the timbered 
plateau that stretched in sheer black slope 
up to the peaks. Here rose the great and 
gloomy forest of firs and pines, with the 
spruce overshadowed and thinned out. The 
last hour of travel was tedious and toll- 
some—a zigzag, winding, breaking, climb­
ing hunt for the kind of camp site suited 
to Anson’s fancy.
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At last, for no reason that could have 
been manifest to a good woodsman, he 
chose a gloomy bowl in the center of the 
densest forest that had been traversed. 
The opening, if such it could have been 
called, was not a park or even a glade. A 
dark cliff, with strange holes, rose to one 
side, but not so high as the lofty pines that 
brushed it. Along its base babbled a brook, 
running over such formation of rock that 
from different points near at hand it gave 
forth different sounds—some singing, others 
melodious, and one at least of a hollow, 
weird, deep sound, not loud, but strangely 
penetrating.

“Spooky, I say,” observed Shady.
Wilson performed for the girl very much 

the same service as he had the night before. 
Only he advised her not to starve herself; 
she must eat to keep up her strength. She 
complied at the expense of considerable 
effort.

As it had been a back-breaking day, in 
which all of them, except the girl, had 
climbed miles on foot, they did not linger 
awake long enough after supper to learn 
what a wild, weird and pitch-black spot the 
outlaw leader had chosen. The outlaws, 
fugitives now, slept the sleep of the weary, 
and heard nothing. They awoke with the 
sun, when the forest seemed smoky in a 
golden gloom, when light and bird and 
squirrel proclaimed the day.

The horses had not strayed out of this 
basin during the night, a circumstance 
that Anson was not slow to appreciate 
“It ain’t no cheerful camp, but I never 
seen a safer place to hole up in,” he re­
marked to Wilson.

“ Wai, yes—if any place is safe,” replied 
that ally dubiously.

“ We can watch our back tracks. There 
ain’t any other way to git in hyar thet I 
see.”

“Snake, we was tolerable fair sheep rus­
tlers, but we’re no good woodsmen.”

Anson grumbled his disdain of this com­
rade who had once been his mainstay. Then 
he sent Burt out to hunt fresh meat and 
engaged his other men at cards. As they 
now had the means to gamble for, they at 
once became absorbed. Wilson smoked and

fangs, and spat at Wilson. The outlaw ap­
parently had no fear of Dale or the cocked 
rifle, but that huge, snarling cat occasioned 
him uneasiness.

“Wilson, I’vq heard you spoken of as a 
white outlaw,” said Dale.

“ Mebbe. But shore I’ll be a scared one 
in a minnit. Dale, he’s goin’ to jump me!”

“The cougar won’t jump you unless I 
make him. Wilson, if I let you go will you 
get the girl for me? ”

“Wai, lemme see. Supposin’ I refuse?” 
queried Wilson shrewdly.

‘"rhen, one way or another, it’s all up 
with you.”

“Reckon I ain’t got much choice. Yes, 
I’ll do it. But, Dale, are you goin’ to take 
my word for thet an’ let me go back to 
Anson?”

“Yes, I am. You’re no fool. An’ I be­
lieve you’re square. I’ve got Anson and his 
gang corralled. You can’t slip me—not in 
these woods. I could run off your horses— 
pick you off one by one—or turn the cougar 
loose on you at night.”

“Shore. It’s your game. Anson dealt 
himself this hand. . . . Between you an’ 
me. Dale, I never liked the deal.”

“Who shot Riggs?”
“Wai, yours truly was round when thet 

come off,” replied Wilson with an invol­
untary little shudder. The thought made 
him sick.

“The girl—is she safe—unharmed?” 
queried Dale hurriedly.

“She’s shore jest as safe an’ sound as 
when she was home. Dale, she’s the gamest 
kid thet ever breathed! Why, no one could 
hev ever made me believe a girl, a kid like 
her, could hev the nerve she’s got. Noth­
in’s happened to her ’cept Riggs hit her in 
the mouth. ... I killed him fer thet. . . . 
I believe it’s been workin’ in me to save her 
somehow! Now it’ll not be so hard.”

“I5ut how?” demanded Dale.
"Lemme see. . . . Wai, I’ve got to 

sneak her out of camp an’ meet you. Thet’s 
all.”

“It must be done quick.”
“But, Dale, listen,” remonstrated Wil­

son earnestly. “Too quick’ll be as bad as

too slow. Snake is sore these days, gittin’ 
sorer all the time. He might savvy some­
thin’, if I ain’t careful, an’ kill the girl or 
do her harm. I know these fellars. They’re 
all ready to go to pieces. An’ shore I must 
play safe. Shore it’d be safer to have a 
plan.”

Wilson’s shrewd, light eyes gleamed with 
an idea. He was about to lower one of his 
upraised hands, evidently to point to the 
cougar, when he thought better of that.

“Anson’s scared of cougars. Mebbe we 
can scare him an’ the gang so it’d be easy 
to sneak the girl off. Can you make thet 
big brute do tricks? Rush the camp at 
night an’ squall an’ chase off the horses? ”

“ I’ll guarantee to scare Anson out of ten 
years’ growth,” replied Dale.

“Shore it’s a go then,” resumed Wilson 
as if glad. “I’ll post the girl—give her a 
hunch to do her part. You sneak up to­
night jest before dark. I’ll hev the gang 
worked up. An’ then you put the cougar 
to his tricks, whatever you want. When 
the gang gits wild I’ll grab the girl an’ pack 
her off down heah or somewheres about an’ 
whistle fer you. . . . But mebbe thet 
ain’t so good. If thet cougar comes pilin’ 
into camp he might jump me instead of one 
of the gang. An’ another hunch: He might 
slope up on me in the dark when I was tryin’ 
to find you. Thet ain’t appealin’ to me.”

“Wilson, this cougar is a pet,” replied 
Dale. “You think he’s dangerous, but he’s 
not. No more than a kitten. He only looks 
fierce. He has never been hurt by a person 
an’ he’s never fought anythin’ himself but 
deer an’ bear. I can make him trail any 
scent. But the truth is I couldn’t make 
him hurt you or anybody. All the same he 
can he made to scare the hair off anyone 
who doesn’t know him.”

“Shore thet settles me. I’ll be havin’ a 
grand joke while them fellars is scared to 
death. . . . Dale, you can depend on 
me. An’ I’m beholden to you fer what’ll 
square me some with myself. ... To­
night; an’ if it won’t work, then to-morrer 
night shore!”

Dale lowered the rifle. The big cougar 
spat again. Wilson dropped his hands, and 

divided his thoughtful gaze between the 
gamblers and the drooping figure of the 
girl. The morning air was keen, and she, 
evidently not caring to be near her cap- 
tors beside the camp fire, had sought the 
only sunny spot in this gloomy dell. A 
couple of hours passed; the sun climbed 
high; the air grew warmer. Once the out­
law leader raised his head to scan the heavy- 
timbered slopes that inclosed the camp.

“Jim, them bosses are strayin’ off,” he 
observed.

Wilson leisurely rose and stalked off 
across the small open patches in the direc­
tion of the horses. They had grazed round 
from the right toward the outlet of the 
brook. Here headed a ravine, dense and 
green. Two of the horses had gone down. 
Wilson evidently heard them, though they 
were not in sight, and he circled somewhat 
so as to get ahead of them and drive them 
back. The invisible brook ran down over 
the rocks with murmur and babble. He 
halted with instinctive action. He listened. 
Forest sounds, soft, lulling, came on the 
warm, pine-scented breeze. It would have 
taken no keen ear to hear soft and rapid, 
padded footfalls.

He moved on cautiously and turned into 
a little open mossy spot, brown-matted and 
odorous, full of fems and bluebells. In the 
middle of this, deep in the moss, he espied 
a huge round track of a cougar. He bent 
over it. Suddenly he stiffened, then straight­
ened guardedly. At that instant he re­
ceived a hard prod in the back. Throwing 
up his hands he stood still, then slowly 
turned.

A tall hunter in gray buckskin; gray­
eyed and square-jawed, had him covered 
with a cocked rifie. And beside this hunter 
stood a monster cougar, snarling and blink-

XIX

“TTOWDY. Dale,” drawled Wilson.
n “ Reckon you’re a little previous on 

me.”
“Sh-h! Not so loud,” said the hunter 

in a low voice. “You’re Jim Wilson?”
“ Shore am. Say, Dale, you showed up 

soon. Or did you jest happen to run acrost 
us?”

“I’ve trailed you. Wilson, I’m after the 
girl.”

“I knowed thet when I seen you!”
The cougar seemed actuated by the 

threatening position of his master, and he 
opened his mouth, showing great yellow “Girl, What Made Thet Blood on Your Mouth?”

stepping forward split the green wall of 
intersecting spruce branches. Then he hur­
ried up the ravine toward the glen. Once 
there, in sight of his comrades, his action 
and expression-changed.

“Hosses all thar, Jim?” asked Anson as 
he picked up his cards.

“Shore. They act awful queer, them 
bosses,” replied Wilson. “They’re afraid 
of somethin’.”

“A-huh! Silvertip, mebbe,” muttered 
Anson. “ Jim, you jest keep watch of them 
bosses. We’d be done if some tarnal var­
mint stampeded them.”

“ Reckon I’m elected to do all the work 
now,” complained Wilson, “while you card 
sharps cheat each other. Rustle the 
bosses—an’ water an’ firewood. Cook an’ 
wash. Hey?”

“No one I ever seen can do them camp 
tricks any better’n Jim Wilson,” replied 
Anson.

“Jim, you’re a lady’s man, an’ thar’s our 
pretty hoodoo over thar to feed an’ amoose,” 
remarked Shady Jones with a smile that 
disarmed his speech.

The outlaws guffawed.
“Git out, Jim, you’re breakin’ up the 

game,” said Moze, who appeared loser.
“Wai, thet gurl would starve if it wasn’t 

fer me,” replied Wilson genially, and he 
walked over toward her, beginning to ad­
dress her, quite loudly, as he approached: 
“Wai, miss, I’m elected cook, an’ I’d shore 
like to heah what you fancy fer dinner.”

The outlaws heard, for they guffawed 
again. “Jim shore is funny!” exclaimed 
Anson.

The girl looked up, amazed. Wilson was 
winking at her, and when he got near he 
began to speak rapidly and low: “I jest 
met Dale down in the woods with his pet 
cougar. He’s after you. I’m goin’ to help 
him git you safe away. Now you do your 
part. I want you to pretend you’ve gone 
crazy. Savvy? Act out of your head! 
Shore I don’t care what you do or say, only 
act crazy. An’ don’t be scared. We’re 
goin’ to scare the gang so I’ll hev a chance 
to sneak you away. To-nightorto-morrow— 
shore.”

Before he began to speak she was pale, 
sad, dull of eye. Swiftly with his words she 
was transformed, and when he had ended 
she did not appear the same girl. She gave 
him one blazing flash of comprehension and 
nodded her head rapidly.

“Yes, I understand. I’ll do it!” she whis­
pered.

The outlaw turned slowly away with the 
most abstract air, confounded amidst his 
shrewd acting, and he did not collect him­
self until halfway back to his comrades. 
Then, beginning to hum an old darky tune, 
he stirred up and replenished the fire and 
set about preparation for the midday meal. 
But he did not miss anything going on 
round him. He saw the girl go into her 
shelter and come out with her hair all down 
over her face. Wilson, back to his com­
rades, grinned his glee, and he wagged his 
head as if he thought the situation was 
developing favorably.

The gambling outlaws, however, did not 
at once see the girl preening herself and 
smoothing her long hair in a way calculated 
to startle.

“Busted!” ejaculated Anson with a 
curse as he slammed down his cards. “ If 1 
ain’t hoodooed I’m a two-bit of a gambler! ”

“Sartin you’re hoodooed,” said Shady 
Jones. “ Is thet jest dawnin’ on you? ”

“Boss, you play like a cow stuck in the 
mud,” remarked Moze laconically.

“Fellars, it ain’t funny,” declared An­
son with pathetic gravity. “I’m jest gittin’ 
on to myself. Somethin’s wrong. Since 
way last fall, no luck—nothin’ but the wust 
end of everythin’. I ain’t blamin’ any­
body. I’m the boss. It’s me thet’s off.”

“Snake, shore it was the gurl deal you 
made,” rejoined Wilson, who had listened. 
“ I told you. Our troubles hev only begun. 
An’ I can see the wind-up. Look!”

Wilson pointed to where the girl stood, 
her hair flying wildly all over her face and 
shoulders. She was making most elaborate 
bows to an old stump, sweeping the ground 
with her tresses.

Anson stared. He grew utterly astounded. 
His amaze was ludicrous. And the other 

•two men looked to stare, to equal their 
leader’s bewilderment.

“What’s come over her?” asked Anson 
dubiously. “ Must hev perked up. . . . 
But she ain’t feelin’ thet gay!”

Wilson tapped his forehead with a sig­
nificant finger. “Shore I was scared of her 
this mawnin’,” he whispered.

f Continued on Page 44)
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Apollo
GaZj’a«/se(Z— Jb. Roofing and Siding 

Both farm and city property owners need to know 
the absolute safety and service of metal roofing.

Apollo-Keystone Galvanized insures durability and satisfaction for 
all forms of sheet metal work, including Culverts, Tanks, Flumes, Spout­
ing, Garages, etc. Sold by leading metal merchants. Keystone Copper 
Steel is also unequaled for Roofing Tin Plates. Look for the Keystone 
added below regular brands. Send for free “Better Buildings” booklet. ■■ ■
AMERICAN SHEET AND TIN PLATE COMPANY, Frick Bldg., Pittsburgh,
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Get This 
SMOKE

The ‘Acme’ Way 
to Crops That Pay” 

is the title of our free book that points 
the way to increased yields. Shows 
how to secure deep, firm, moist seed 
beds without waste of time or labor. 
Fully describes the “Acme” Tillage 
Line and explains “Why the Coul­
ters Do the Work” in field, orchard 
and garden better than it can be done in 
any other way. Gives the findings of State 
Experiment Stations and successful farmers 
in every part of the country.

This book will help you to grow bigger 
crops. Send a postal today.

DUANE H, NASH Inc. 
ISO Elm St. Millington, N. J.

9 Elm St., Quincy, Hl.

"'ISS’^a-STUMPTOtltB
W. Smith Grubber Co. 

CATALOG FREE—DEPT. 36 La Crescent, Minn

Don’t sell all your hogs and pay big 
butcher bills. Save enough for your 
own useandsmoke hams, bacon, sau­
sages, in the National Giant Smoke 
House. This wonderful smoke house 
is portable. Can be operated in and 
out-doors. Runs on sawdust, cobs 
and little bark for seasoning. The

smoke house
is a great success. After smoking meats use 
for store house. Made in three sizes of heavy 
galvanized sheet steel. Fireproof. Guaran­
teed. Send for FREE BOOK which gives 
prize-winning recipes for Curing Hams, Bacon, 
Sausages, at home. Also get our low prices. 
Write today sure.
PORTABLE ELEVATOR MFG. COMPANY 
232 McCIuq St. Bloomington, Hl.

Free Catalog L” explains >^**«-**«v*B how you can save 
money on Farm Truck or Road Wagons, 
also steel or wood 
wheels to fit any 
running gear. 
Send forit today.
Electric Wheel Co.

’book" patent “ SENSE 
contains more information of real value to Inventors and 
Manufacturers than all other patent books combined. 
FREE. Tells how to get High Value patents. Write 
R. S. & A. B. Lacey, 153 Barrister Bldg., Washington, D. C.

Absolutely FREE!
to learn to mount birds, animals, fishes and tan skins. 
Intensely interesting, quickly learned by men, women 
and boys. We teach by mail. Latest methods, suc­
cess guaranteed. Decorate your home and den with
choicest art. Make big profits from your spare time. \ 
Send for the elegant free book. It will delight you. 
Investigate this amazing art. Send today.
N. W. School of Taxidermy. 4791 Elwood Bldg., Omaha

Cheap Land!
Put your waste land under cultivation 

cheaply and quickly. Clean up the bad 
spots with a

Bog Plow
Does away with hand labor, cuts bogs and stump 

land that a moldboard cannot touch. Also for heavy 
stubble and any disking. Two and four-horse. Heavy 
disks forged sharp. Thousands in use.

Write for new catalog and free book *\The Soil 
and Its Tillage”; also for name of nearest dealer.

The Cutaway Harrow Company
135 Main Street 

Higrgranum, Conn.
Maker of the origi­

nal CLARK 
Disk Har­

rows and 
Plows

mini I III iiTflffii I

What 15c bZYou Nation's Capital
The little matter of 16c in stamps or coin will bring you the Pathfinder 13 
weeks on trial. The Pathfinder is an illustrated weekly, published at 
the Nation’s center, for the Nation; a paper that prints all the news of the 
world and tells the truth and only the truth; now in its 25th year. This 
paper fills the bill without emptying the purse; it costs but $1 a year. If you 
want to keep posted on what is going on in the world, at the least expense 
of time or money, this is your means. If you want a paper in your home

Washington, the home of the Pathfinder, is the 
nerve-center of civilization; history is being 
made at this world capital. The Pathfinder’s 
illustrated weekly review gives you a clear, im­
partial and direct diagnosis of public affairs 
'during these strenuous, epoch-making days. 
, . . . :------------ -------------------- , , ■ nine Ml luuiit,, niio la incauo. a, juu wttiiu a paper in your nome

Which IS sincere, reliable, entertaining, wholesome, the Pathfinder is yours. If you would appreciate a paper which puts everything clearly, 
fairly, briefly here it is. Send 15c to show that you might like such a paper, and we will send the n iLC j n rn nr i • . n /» 
Pathfinder on probation 13 weeks. The 15c does not repay us, but we are glad to invest in new friends. * ainnilQCr, DOX OU, W3SQlDgton,U.L.

•Ct rock bottom direct from factory prices— 
3c per rod up—on Brown’s DOUBLE GALVA­
NIZED stiff stay fence. Outlasts all others.
FACTORY PRICES, FREIGHT PREPAID 
Brown fence is made of Basic Open Hearth 
Wire—DOUBLE GALVANIZED. Free 
Book shows 150 styles. Also Gates, Barb 
Wire and Steel Posts. Our prices save 
you 25% to 40%. Write today for money 
saving Free Book and sample to test.
THE BROWN FENCE & WIRE CO.,

Dept. 394 Cleveland. Ohio
13c

Per Rod Up

SOI&ttOT^ceBardamBook
Get rock bottom direct from factory orices— a . ...—------------- --  .

The Man of the Forest
f Continued from Page 21)

Naw! ” exclaimed Anson incredulously.
“If she hain’t queer I never seen no 

queer wimmin,” vouchsafed Shady Jones.
Anson nodded solemnly. He did not 

believe the evidence of his sight, but the 
facts seemed stunning. As if the girl 
were a dangerous, incomprehensible thing, 
he approached her step by step. Wilson 
followed, and the others appeared drawn 
irresistibly.

“Hey thar, kid!” called Anson hoarsely.
_ The girl drew her slight form up haugh­

tily. Through her spreading tresses her 
eyes gleamed unnaturally upon the out­
law leader. But she deigned not to reply.

“Hey thar, you Rayner girl,” added 
Anson lamely. “What’s ailin’you?”

“My lord, did you address me?” she 
asked loftily.

“Aw!” breathed Anson heavily.
“Ophelia awaits your command, my 

lord. I have been gathering flowers,” she 
said sweetly, holding up her empty hands 
as if they contained a bouquet.

Shady Jones exploded in convulsed 
laughter. But his merriment was not 
shared.. And suddenly it brought disaster 
upon him. The girl flew at him.

“Why do you croak, you toad? I will 
have you whipped and put in irons, you 
scullion,” she cried passionately.

Anson plucked up courage enough to 
touch her. “Aw! Now, Opheyar------”

Probably he meant to try to humor her, 
but she screamed, and he jumped back as if 
she might burn him. She screamed shrilly 
in wild, staccato notes:

“You! You!” She pointed her finger at 
the outlaw leader. “You brute to women! 
You ran off from your wife!”

Anson turned plum color and then slowly 
white. The girl must have sent a random 
shot home.

“And now the devil’s turned you into 
a snake—a long scaly snake with green 
eyes! Ugh! You’ll crawl on your belly 
soon—when my cowboy finds you. And 
he’ll tramp you in the dust.”

She floated away from them and began 
to whirl gracefully, arms spread and hair 

. flying; and then, apparently oblivious of 
the staring men, she broke into a low sweet 
song. Next she danced round a pine, then 
danced into her little green inclosure, 
from which presently she sent out the most 
doleful moans.

“Aw! What a shame!” burst out An­
son. “ Thet fine, healthy, nervy kid! Clean 
gone! Daffy! Crazier’n a bedbug!”

“No luck’ll ever come our way agin,” 
predicted Shady mournfully.

“It beats me, boss—it beats me,” mut­
tered Moze.

“A crazy woman on my hands! If thet 
ain’t the last straw!” broke out Anson 
tragically as he turned away, "rhen he 
swore a thundering oath. “Crazy or not. 
I’ll git gold out of thet kid!” he roared.

“But, man, talk sense. Are you gittin’ 
daffy too? I declare, this outfit’s been 
eatin’ loco. You can’t git gold fer her!” 
said Wilson deliberately.

“Why can’t I?”
“’Cause we’re tracked. I feel it in my 

senses.”
“Wai, if I see or hear anythin’ I’ll knock 

the girl on the head an’ we’ll dig out of 
hyar,” replied Anson sullenly.

“Then you’ll shore hev to knock Jim 
Wilson on the haid first,” said Wilson.

“Jim! You wouldn’t go back on me!” 
implored Anson with uplifted hands.

Wilson walked away.
“Boss, let Jim alone,” whispered Shady. 

“It’s orful the way you buck agin him— 
when you seen he’s stirred up. Jim’s true 
blue. But you gotta be careful.”

When the card playing was resumed An­
son did not join the game; he lay at length, 
his head on a saddle, scowling at the little 
shelter where the captive girl kept herself 
out of sight. At times a faint song or 
laugh, very unnatural, was wafted across 
the space. Wilson plodded at the cooking 
and apparently heard no sounds. Pres­
ently he called the men to eat.

Then with plate and cup he approached 
the little lean-to, and kneeling he put his 
head inside. The girl, quick-eyed an& alert, 
had evidently seen him coming. At any 
rate she greeted him with a cautious smile.

“Jim, was I pretty good? ” she whispered.
“ Miss, you was shore the finest actress I 

ever seen,” he responded in a low voice. 
“But you darn near overdid it. I’m goin’ 
to tell Anson you’re sick now—poisoned or 

somethin’ awful. Then we’ll wait till night. 
Dale shore will help us out.”

Withdrawing his head he got up and re­
turned to the camp fire, where Anson was 
waiting curiously.

“I left the grub._ But she didn’t touch 
it. Seems sort of sick to me, like she was 
poisoned.”

“Wuss an’ wuss all the time,” said An­
son between his teeth. “An’ where’s 
Burt? Hyar it’s noon, an’ he left early. 
He never was no woodsman. He’s got 
lost.”

“ Either thet or he’s run into somethin’,” 
replied Wilson thoughtfully.

Anson doubled a huge fist and cursed 
deep under his breath. He flung himself 
down under a tree, and after a while prob­
ably fell asleep. Moze and Shady kept at 
their game. Wilson paced to and fro. The 
afternoon hours were long. At sunset the 
golden gloom of the glen changed to a 
vague thick twilight.

Wilson put a little wood on the fire and 
munched a biscuit. No one asked him to 
cook. No one made any effort to do so. 
One by one each man went to the pack to 
get some bread and meat. Then they waited 
as men who knew not what they waited for, 
yet hated and dreaded it.

Suddenly a snorting and stamping of the 
horses startled the men.

“Somethin’ scared the bosses,” said An­
son, rising. “Come on!”

Moze accompanied him and they disap­
peared in the gloom. More trampling of 
hoofs was heard, then a cracking of brush­
ing and the deep voices of men. At length 
the two outlaws returned, leading three of 
the horses, which they haltered in the open 
glen.

The camp-fire light showed Anson’s face 
dark and serious.
'‘Jim, them bosses are wilder’n deer,” he 

said. “I ketched mine, an’ Moze got two. 
But the rest worked away whenever we 
come close. Some varmint has scared them 
bad. We all gotta rustle out thar quick.”

Wilson rose, shaking his head doubtfully; 
and at that moment the quiet air split to a 
piercing horrid neigh of a terrified horse. 
Prolonged to a screech, it broke and ended. 
Then followed snorts of fright, pound and 
crack and thud of hoofs, and crash of 
brush; then a gathering thumping, crashing 
roar, split by piercing sounds.

“Stampede!” yelled Anson, and he ran 
to hold his own horse, which he had haltered 
right in camp. It was big and wild looking, 
and now reared and plunged to break away. 
Anson got there just in time, and it took all 
his weight to pull the horse down. Not 
until the crashing, snorting, pounding mel6e 
had subsided and died away over the rim 
of the glen did Anson dare leave his 
frightened favorite.

“ Gone! Our horses are gone! Did you 
hear ’em?” he exclaimed blankly.

“Boss, we’ll never git ’em back—not’n a 
hundred years,” declared Moze.
“Thet settles us. Snake Anson,” stri­

dently added Shady Jones. “See what 
you’ve fetched us to! ”

Night set in jet-black, dismal, lonely, 
without a star. Faintly the wind moaned. 
Weirdly the brook babbled through its 
strange chords. The black cliff was invisible, 
yet seemed to have many weird faces; the 
giant pines loomed spectral; the shadows 
were thick, moving, changing. Flickering 
lights from the camp fire circled the huge ' 
trunks and played fantastically over the 
brooding men.

This camp fire did not burn or blaze 
cheerily; it had no glow, no sputter, no 
white heart, no red living embers. One by 
one the outlaws, as if by common consent, 
tried their hands at making the fire burn 
right. What little wood had been collected 
was old; it would burn up with false flare, 
only to die quickly.

After a while not one of the outlaws 
spoke or stirred. Not one smoked. Their 
gloomy eyes were fixed on the fire. Each 
one was concerned with his own thoughts, 
his own lonely soul, unconsciously full of a 
doubt of the future.

'The evil they had done spoke in the 
voice of Nature, out of the darkness, and 
was interpreted by each according to his 
hopes and fears. Fear was their predomi­
nating sense.

It was Anson who caught the first inti­
mation of an impending doom.

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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OPPORTUNITY FOR SALE
The Best Located and Equipped Dairy Farm and Plant in the State of Iowa

On account of the enormous increase in the Canadian business of The William Galloway 
Company, which from now on will require more or less of William Galloway’s personal time 
at Winnipeg, we will offer at private sale our 240 acre dairy farm located between Waterloo 
and Cedar Falls. Farm is equipped down to the very last detail with very best dairy and 
pure bred stock breeding equipment including fire-proof tile and cement barn, creamery^ 
and two 200-ton silos filled with silage; manure pit, litter carriers, and everything necessary 
to produce certified milk. New modern horse barn and two fine modern farm dwellings. 
Barns and houses equipped with every city convenience, including electricity, Tunning water, 
sewerage, etc. Many out-buildings, including modern granary, hog, chicken, tool and implement 
houses. Farm fenced hog tight except sixty acres. Total improvements new and cost over 
$40,000 five years ago, which would cost 30 to 50% more now. Every foot of the farm tiled 
and in high state of cultivation and fertility. Positive money-maker for right man. An 
opportunity for the city man who wants one of the best dairy farms in Iowa, or for business 
farmer with large family. Milk route brings in gross cash revenue of $10,000 to $12,000 a 
year, and cannot supply the demand at 15 cents a quart, which business goes to the farm 
buyer uninterrupted, including good will.

Farm located only X of a mile from pavement of city of Waterloo, population 36,000, 
one of Iowa’s best and most progressive industrial cities, and only three miles from city 
limits of Cedar Falls, a town of 8,000 people, with rare college advantages, on main road 
between these two towns, which location guarantees a constant increase in investment 
value. Not a cheap farm but worth every dollar and more than we ask. Will bear the very 
closest investigation as an investment and money-making dairy proposition. Farm famous 
for the many blue and purple ribbons won by its Holstein and Ayrshire herds.

Will make good terms to right party, but do not answer this ad. unless you mean business 
and have money enough to swing a deal of this kind.

Very picturesque and beautiful location; fine oak trees, and beautiful shaded back­
ground, ideally landscaped. Also good orchard.

A nationally advertised breeding business and dairy farm like this is a rare opportunity 
for the right man, so don’t delay answering this ad. if you are in the market for a proposition 
of this kind.

Galloway-Messer Farms, Box 598, Waterloo, Iowa

Money In Live Stock
The big opportunity for making 

money from live stock is in the South.
Every dollar cut from your feed­

ing costs adds a dollar to your profit.
Long grazing seasons and large 

yields of a great variety of grains 
and forage crops cut feeding costs to 
the lowest.

Efficient service to Northern and 
Eastern markets and to packing 
plants in the South is given by the 
Southern Railway System.

Unexcelled opportunities for gen­
eral farming and fruit growing.

We shall be glad to help you find 
a location where you will succeed, for 
it is only by an increase in the num­
ber of successful people along its lines 

that a railroad prospers.
M. V. Richards, Commissioner 
The Southern Railway System

Room 21, Washington, D. C,

FLORIDA EAST COAST
300 to 365 crop-growing days a year.
Three crops and more on same land.

Illustrated L. LARSON, Western Industrial Agt.,
Booklets Florida East Coast Railway,
Pree. Room 1, 155 W. Madison St., Chicago, Ill.

The Jordan Valley
In Southeastern Oregon is a beautiful, 
fertile district that you ought to in­
vestigate. Many shrewd farmers are 
buying there, because their keen business 
foresight tells them that investment will 
pay big returns from the natural in­
crease in the value of the land alone, to 
say nothing of the big crops that they 
can produce. Prices low; terms easy.

Ask me for authentic information, 
absolutely free.

You are cordially invited to call at 
Room 112, Union Pacific Building, to 
see our excellent and extensive exhibit of 
products grown in the Union Pacific 
Country.

R. A. SMITH, Colonization & Industrial Agt.
Union Pacific System

Room 1321, U. P. Bldg., Omaha, Neb.

300 Acre Farm $5500. 
5000 Cords Wood and
500,000 ft. timber owner’s estimate; on improved road, 
only 4 miles to village, R.R. and high school; 25-cow, 
wire-fenced pasture, dark loam tillage for com, pota­
toes, oats and hay; cream taken at door, skim fed ho£;s; 
500 bbl. apples last year. 10-room house in good repair, 
dandy 29-cow bam, clapboarded and painted, stable and 
poultry house; if taken now feeble aged owner includes 
4 horses, cows, hogs, hens, ducks, harnesses, wagons, 
sulky plow, 3 harrows, riding cultivator, manure 
spreader, seeder, com harvester, potato planter and a 
digger, mower, tedder, blacksmith forge and tools with 
some hay and other crops; $5500 takes everything, part 
down; chance for young hustler to make quick money 
marketing the wood; details to see it page 4 Strout’s 
Catalogue, 321 bargains in a dozen states. E. A. Strout 
Farm Agency, Dept. 2791, 150 Nassau Street, New 
York City, N. Y.

■ m A T^H INSUNNYSOUTHERNJER- 
I ’A Lr^/lw SEY. SEND for Beautifully II-
■ « AA I \ IVI lustrated Catalogue. Ask forde-
Mlll tails SO-acre farm, 1000 fruit
I trees, 5 acres grapes, strawberries, running stream, 
I . good buildings, $4O0O income last year. PRICE

$7500, $2000 cash. BRAY & MACGEORGE, 1077
DREXEL BLDG., PHILA., PA., or VINELAND, N. J.

QAT P 20 ACRES OF LAND COV- 
r ered with 5000 Hardwood Euca­
lyptus Trees, running to 45 feet high, in NIPOMO, 
San Luis Obispo County, California. On railroad; 
good farming land, no irrigation needed; no incum­
brance. Taxes $13.00. Price for all $1500.00. Address 
Owner, 804SouthElMolino Ave.,Pasadena,California.

VIRGINIA, N. C.. W. Va., & Ohio Farms at 
V $15.00 per acre and up, offer big values for the price. 

Best climate, markets, schools and transportation. Good 
land and neighbors. Write F. H. LaBaume, Agri. Agt., 
N. & W. Rwy., 204 Arcade, Roanoke, Va.

FOR SALE
100 acres desirable farm land. One mile from Town and 
R. R. station. Excellent location. $65.00 per acre. J. L. 
Bullard, Wake Forest, N. C..   

I

i

coming to farmers from the rich

/

w
of Gold

____„___________________ wheat fields of Western Canada. Where 
you can buy good farm land at $15. to $30. per acre and raise from 20 u 
to 45 bushels of $2. wheat to the acre it’s easy to make money. Canada v4 ' 
offers in her provinces of Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Alberta v \ I

160-Acre Homesteads Free to Settlers
and other land at very low prices. Thousands of farmers from the U. S. or their £ 1 
sons are yearly taking advant^e of this great opportunity., Wonderful [ j
yields also of Oats, Barley and Flax. 1

Mixed Farming is fully as profitable an industry as grain raising.
Good schools, markets convenient, climate excellent. Write for liter- 
ature and particulars as to reduced railway rates to Supt. Immigration, 
Ottawa, Canada, or to
F. A. HARRISON, 210 North Third St., Harrisburg, Pa.

O. G. RUTLEDGE, 301 E. Genesee St., Syracuse, N. Y.
W. S. NETHERY, Interurban Bldg., Columbus, O.

C. J. BROUGHTON, 112 W. Adams St., Chicago, Ill. WHi X 
GEORGE A. HALL, 123 Second St., Milwaukee, Wis. « I

R. A. GARRETT, 311 Jackson St.,St. Paul, Minn. '
Canadian Government Agents,

Sugar Beet Supremacy
(Concluded from Page 13)

most advanced of truck farmers are ac­
customed to. Three years ago Mr. Cutler, 
of the Utah-Idaho Sugar Company, deter­
mined to obtain the finest pedigreed seed 
obtainable to start a new farm tract, and 
got some from Austria—no one knows 
how—at a cost of fifty dollars a pound.

That seed was planted by hand with 
the utmost care and economy. When the 
thinning-out time came the young plants 
pulled out were replanted in prepared 
ground. In the fall the selected mother 
beets were stored in pits—not being al­
lowed to touch one another—and covered 
with damp soil. Day and night through the 
winter special employees watched the tem­
perature, adding or taking off covering to 
hold the temperature positively at between 
thirty-five and forty degrees.

The mother beets are carefully planted 
in the spring and conscientiously cultivated 
and irrigated through the summer. In the 
fall the seed is hand-picked and threshed 
out.

The cost of all is considerably higher than 
the normal prices of imported seed, because 
of the comparatively high cost of hand labor 
here, but the sugar men are a unit in de­
claring that even though the war closed at 
once they would not cease in the slightest 
degree the work already started; they will 
never again place dependence upon a foreign 
country for supplies.

Pour More Factories Planned
It has been splendid work right through, 

not only by the farmers but by the manu­
facturers; and that the determination to 
increase the crop enormously is backed by 
exhaustive preparation is shown by the 
fact that at least four more factories are 
now planned and will be built in time for 
the 1918 crop. And farmers all over the 
beet districts are preparing for more acre­
age.

They are encouraged in that by a fair 
share in the advance in the price of sugar. 
In 1914-15 the contracted price a ton for 
beets was five dollars. This year the price 
is fixed at eight dollars and fifty cents. Or, 
if the farmers prefer another rate—which 
very few do—it will be made seven dollars a 
ton for the beets delivered, and a fifty-fifty 
division of the manufacturers’ profits, as 
determined by United States accountants.

The districts in which sugar beets thrive 
are also districts in which the potato is— 
or should be—a winner; but the results of 
the potato exploits of 1917 were disappoint­
ing to many growers. The crop was all 
right, but the prices—so far—have not 
boosted very high, and the utter confusion 
of transportation is causing terrific losses. 
This undoubtedly will cause a great acre­
age, usually in potatoes, to be put into 
beets, and consequently the sugar produc­
tion will be largely increased. Almost every 
factory now in operation has capacity or 
can be equipped quickly to produce thirty 
to forty per cent more sugar than it is now 
making. The new factories being built are 
not for the purpose of using up any surplus 
of beets in the already equipped districts: 
they are in sections where beet sugar has 
never before been produced.

That the American-grown beet sugar has 
suddenly assumed an importance never 
before credited to it may be seen by a 

consideration of the cane-sugar production. 
There has been no appreciable increase 
in that since the war commenced. The 
Southern States’ crop is about 250,000 tons; 
the Hawaiian crop, 500,000 tons. Together 
these do not equal the present tonnage of 
beet sugar. Cuba’s crop—raw sugar—runs 
about 3,000,000 tons, of which two-thirds 
usually has been received, refined and con­
sumed in this country. Now, however, 
the Allies, finding their great source of 
sugar from Austria, Germany and Russia 
cut off, are looking to Cuba, and there is 
no reason why Cuba should not sell to 
those distressed nations rather than to us.

That apparently cuts down our supply 
of cane sugar from a normal 2,750,000 tons 
to the 750,000 tons from Louisiana and 
Hawaii, and makes beet sugar loom big.

The beet farmers saw that from the first 
and—coupled with the stability of culture 
of the crop and its freedom from the idio­
syncrasies of handlers and rehandlers, spec- ' 
ulators and manipulators—^they have felt a 
greater interest and a greater temptation 
in it than any other food product they 
could raise. Hence the splendid increase.

The prejudice that may have existed in 
the past in the districts where beet sugar 
was manufactured, because of some defects 
in the machinery, the men or the process 
of the early days, has almost disappeared. 
That prejudice never has extended to the 
East, where the sugar has been bought as 
just sugar, without any question as to its 
origin. No difference was observed be­
cause no difference existed. Analytical 
tests by the most expert chemists have de­
termined that in saccharine content and 
purity the beet sugar is fully equal to the 
cane sugar.

There is a point in connection with beet 
production which must not be overlooked. 
The by-product of the sugar factories is 
pulp, which in 1917 amounted, roughly, to 
6,000,000 tons. The by-product of the 
farms is the tops and crowns, amounting to 
over half as much more—a total of 10,000,- 
000 tons of excellent feed, sufficient, mixed 
with one-sixth its weight of alfalfa, to put 
250,000,000 pounds of beef onto a million 
lean range feeders in about four months, 
without grain.

This has been shown by repeated trials, 
and consequently it shaws that the acreage 
devoted to beets also is doing its part very 
effectively in making beef.

Retired Minister FoundaWay

From early manhood until he was fifty- 
one years old, the Rev. E. McCoUom, 
of Henderson County, Kentucky, was a 

Cumberland Falls Presbyterian minister. 
At fifty-one a chronic throat trouble caused 
him to leave the active ministry. So he 
bought a run-down farm of a hundred acres 
on which there were about thirty acres of 
apple trees, all in bad condition.

That was about twenty years ago. Now 
Mr. McCollom’s Winesap apples are sold 
only to the fancy trade and always com­
mand top prices. The McCollom home has 
been improved and beautified and is one of 
the handsomest in that county. Everything 
about the place testifies to the success of 
the owner. M. E. Bacon.
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