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Rocky RIFFLE
on the RQGUE R]yER

Fast water and faster fish, but luck has turned and the author
catches them one after another

SYNOPSIS

Zane Grey; his brother, R. C.; Ed and Ken, fishing chauffeurs, and George, the
Japanese cook, an enthusiastic fisherman, are camped on the Rogue River for steel-
head. Glowing reports of the wonderful fishing preceded them, but they failed miser-
ably in their first efforts to take big trout with a fly. Friends, experts at the fly rod
and steelhead game, take beautiful fish before their eyes. And then one morning a
crowd of native anglers with long bamboo poles invades Rocky Riffle and yanks fish
after fish from its waters. R. C. finally breaks the jinx. Other members of the party
catch fish. George Takahashi hooks them, but they promptly go away with his tackle.
And still Zane Grey has been unable to take a steelhead with the fly. Then his luck
changes. Big, smashing steelheads take his fly viciously. An enormous fish carries
him almost half a mile downstream to rough water, where the tackle breaks with

the strain.
PART VII

PON my return to the Rocky him, and as he was fighting it in the
Riffle, where I had hooked the pool below, or coming back to begin

big fellow, I found Wiborn had over, I would hook another. I caught
arrived in his car, and was rigging three small fish while he was landing

up. Ed appeared on the high rock above,and one. I freed fish under five pounds.
the other boys had not mate- Only once did Wiborn and
rially changed positions. .I work close together. It
Wiborn waded in happened when I
below me, and I was wading the
went back up middle of the

some distance ZaneGrey

to whip the
water over again.
From that start, time
ceased to exist for me. It
sped by like a dream or else it stood still.
I was hooked to steelhead almost con-
tinuously, it appeared, and whenever I
thought to glance at Wiborn he was simi-
larly engaged. Only he raised the big
steelhead and I the smaller ones. He
would hook a fish and go through with
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and the eight-
pound trout with
which he tied the score

rifle and he had started in above. I was
not aware he had hooked a fish, until sud-
denly feeling one bumping into my legs I
looked up with a start. Wiborn was try-
ing to make his fish run between my legs.
Almost he succeeded. Even so, he had fun
out of the attempt.

By LANE GREY

Every time I waded through the riffle
I either raised or hooked a steelhead.
And when the fish ceased rising, I had
caught eight, four of which had been re-
leased. At that, my string of trout was
about all I could carry. Wiborn had
four between six and seven pounds, one
of them probably more.

To my great delight, R. C. had quietly
stolen a march on me, and had watched
me for a long time. ~We all compared
notes. Wiborn said the fishing bore out
Burnham’s assertion—that it was the
finest ever known in the Rogue.

“Once in a lifetime!” was Lone Angler’s
concluding remark.

“Well, I had hard work getting two,”
said R. C. “But I can’t complain about
chances. I had a lot of strikes. My
bad luck has begun. . . . My score
is now twenty-one.”

“Only one behind you, old top,” T as-
serted, with fiendish glee. “Eight today!
But oh, if I could just forget those that
got away! Why, R. C, a big one, twelve
pounds if he weighed an ounce, took me
way down round that bend.”

But my brother was not sympathetic,
or inclined to be thrilled. “You lucky-
stab fisherman!” he ejaculated. “Eight
steelhead and you've got a kick! One
of your fish there will go over seven
pounds. . And I like a chump lay
off this riffle today! Well, I’'m still one
ahead of you.”

HAT evening after supper when I
happened to be sitting alone, with my
back propped against an oak tree-and my
gaze riveted on the sunset-gilded peaks,

“«

R. C. came to find a seat beside me. “Do

&l you know, I believe up until the last couple

of days I've been having a fool’s luck,”
he said, thoughtfully.

“Aha! Then things have been breaking
against you lately?” T exclaimed.

R. Cs expression grew illuminating.
A half-amused, self-pitying and wholly
realizing smile crossed his tanned face.
He made an eloquent little gesture with
both hands, and the silence that accom-
panied it added singular emphasis.

It was no time for me to howl with
glee. He was too serious, too frankly
humble for me to feel anything but un-
derstanding and sympathy. I divined at
once that some tragical, thrilling, un-
forgettable fishing mishaps had followed
hard upon his remarkable good luck. I
longed to hear them, but he did not be-
come more explicit.

“The strange thing to me is that it took
us three years to get on to the wonder-
ful nature of this steelhead game, and to
learn it,” he went on, meditatively.

“That’s occurred to me often,” I replied.
“But it’s easier than bonefishing, which
you remember took us longer to master.”

“How do you think it compares with
the sport of bonefishing?” he queried.




Rocky Riffle on the Rogue River

“It's totally different, and I'm bound to
say infinitely higher class. I doubt if there
can be any finer sport than this fly-fishing
for steelnead. We’ll know for sure when
we tackle the Atlantic salmon game.
That has the prestige. The salmon is the
aristocrat of fishes. It will be a most
fascinating opportunity for comparisons,
and I think we should not attempt to
judge until we have caught Eastern salmon
on a fly.”

“Well, I'm afraid I must place this
steelhead sport above that of bonefishing,
which I thought would always be my fa-
vorite. And I'm wondering why.”

“T’ll tell you. Bonefishing is a game
of hard salt-water, of the glaring coral
shoals, open to sun and wind. It 7s grand
sport when once you learn to catch those
silver bullets. But we were not born and
bred on the sea. We have no salt in our
blood. As boys we hunted the swift,
shady, babbling brooks. We loved clear,
limpid, sweet water. This Rogue River
magnifies the favorite places and fish
of our boyhood. This river is indeed
magnificent. Think. It is icy water,
crystal clear. It runs between high moun-
tain slopes of Oregon forests. And it
is full of beautiful, savage, unconquer-
able fish.”

“IT’D be perfect if we could find riffles
on it that were unfrequented by
strings of city anglers and crowds of na-
tive fishermen—now wouldn’t it?” he con-
cluded, with an air of finality.

“I cannot conceive a more perfect river.
And I believe those lonely places can be
found. There’s a hundred-mile stretch of
the Rogue that runs down through the
mountains to the sea. Only by horse and
trail, or by boat, can that stretch be fished.
So far as I know it has never been fished.
And the prospect begins to loom up to me.”

“Let’s go,” said R. C.,, his eyes lighting.

So right there under the oak tree we
planned another wild trip to add to the
list. How fascinating such anticipation!
The world is wide and full of lonely,
beautiful, unexplored places. And the only
bitter drop in the cup of adventurous
- dreams is the sad reality that life is short
—that even such a lucky man as myself
can see only a few of the wild rivers of
the earth, the untrodden desert wastes,
the grand isolated mountain heights, and
the vast uncharted areas of the sea.

Next day, which was to be our last of
fishing, we were all astir early, before the
sun tipped the eastern rampart. The
morning was clear, without the hanging
veil of mist, and fleecy clouds moved out
of the west.

Rocky Riffle disappointed us that day.
Half a dozen fishermen were there ahead
of us, and the steelhead were not rising
well. A native fisherman with a long
bamboo pole had desecrated Ken’s hole to
his grief and disgust. We fished and
idled, fished and rested, hoping the crowd
would take their flivvers and sedans and
go home. But they fished relentlessly and
persistently.

So early in the afternoon we trudged
back to camp. We rested, packed a little,
and then had supper. During these
leisurely hours I took occasion to walk
down to the bank several times to see if
any fishermen were whipping the river.
As luck would have it, I did not espy
one. Wherefore I got into my waders.
When I left my tent, I was not surprised
to see R. C. in his angling regalia.

“T read your mind all right,” he said,
with a laugh.

“We’ll raise a steelhead or two,” I
replied.

R. C. and his record steelhead that weighed 9 pounds plus

When we emerged from the woods on
the bank of the river, I was singularly
struck with the beauty of the time and
place. Our side of the river lay in pur-
ple shadow pierced by golden shafts of
sunlight. The bluff facross caught the
last brightness of the setting sun, and
beyond the black slopes of timber climbed
to a deep blue sky where huge white and
gold clouds sailed. The glancing, dark
river gleamed like a moving mirror, re-
flecting the fringed slopes and the white
sails in the sky. There was promise of
unusual color in the clouds.

R. C. paused a moment to take in the
growing beauty, and then he said: “If
we happen to raise a couple of fish this
evening, it will put us on the bum for
keeps.”

This remark did not appear to be an

elegant one, yet I had to admit its utter
felicity. We went down the sandy bank
and waded diagonally across to the wide
gravel bar. When we reached a point
opposite R. C.’s favorite water, we stopped,
and I sat down on a rock and laid my
rod across my knees. He was looking
down upon me.

CPAAKE a crack at that place, won't
you?” he asked.

“No. TI'll enjoy more seeing you raise
one,” I replied.

“I haven’t fished it for two days. And
I’ve never failed to get a strike there.
Let’s see. I’'ve caught five there, hooked
three that got away, and raised some I
missed. It's the greatest place on this
river,”

(Contined on page 79)
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watch your step every minute or else some 2
part of your tackle will go, for the fish lcnlc tmc ls
that are caught around these Virginian
shores average forty pounds each and

%1;))11?;@ percent of them are choke full of i “ lea/y‘ NEvelr"timc

When you get him near the boat, have
a care. If he goes under the boat to
the other side, dip your rod under the
stern deep enough so that the line will
clear the propellor and rudder. Channel
bass are great for doing this stunt.

When his struggles get feeble, draw him
up to the boat carefully and get the boat-
man to sink the gaff underncath the fish

up near his head. The scales on his back Wear-Ever”
are tough and hard to penetrate with the Camp Cooking Outfit
heaviest halibut gaff. Supplied_in combinations
5 : . suitable for any number of
In surf fishing pick out the same kind persons, from two to Six.

Includes canvas carrying

of a spot as you would for stripers, only e

rocks and jetties are not necessary. Fish
the incoming tide. It is the opinion of
a great many anglers who have caught
many channel bass, both from the surf
and from a boat, that he gives a far
better account of himself caught from a
boat than from the surf. The reason is
that when you get him close to shore
in the surf his gills become sanded and he
soon gives up, whereas from a boat this
does not occur.

In this article I claim no infallibility.

. . ({3 9
But I do claim that because I love this s
game of fishing so much, I have done my wear-Ever |

‘best to set down here information that

will make others enjoy it.

Aluminum
ROCKY RIFFLE ON THE ROGUE Camp Cooking Outfits
RIVER
(Continued from page 3I ) OOD eats are thafl “lmakings” (i{ a giog
. : picnic. Tasty, wholesome, we -cooke
And we fell to arguing as to who foods! Foods with the full, rich, appetizing

should fish it this last evening. Finally

A2 % 2 €« 2] 13 !Th 9,
1 had to refuse positively and omind flavor cooked in the “Wear-Ever” way at’s

the kind of eats you’ll enjoy on your auto

?231 2 (i)finthe passing time. At that he picnics if the “Wear-Ever” Camp Cooking
s 2 A ! Outfit is a part of your equipment.
The river was wide here, swift and P Y 2 'p
smooth, quickening its current for the in- “Wear—Ever.” Camp Cooking Outfits may
cline below. The water was flecked by be secured in a number of different combi-
spots of sunlight. The sharp-toothed nations, suitab}e for any number Qf persons
ledge of rock gleamed like bronze under from two to six. All outfits are light, com-
the water, and the deep dark channels pact, durable. See them at sporting goods
opened alluring mouths to the current. stores. Or, write for descriptive folder.

R. C. waded out until he was up to his "THE ALUMINUM COOKING UTENSIL CO.

waist, and perhaps fifty feet above the
tempting break in the level surface. He
made several casts before he got his fly

New Kensington, Penna.

color, 17 x 27 in.
hanger which is
supplied free up-
on request to
sporting goods
dealers selling
““Wear - Ever’’.
Write.

WEAR-EVER

ALUMINUM
=]

———————————

*Wear-Ever”’
- Individual Cooking

utfit
(Boy Scout Official)
Sixpieces.Outfitnests
and packs in csrrying
case which has shoul
derstrap.

e T R P

in line with the desired channel. Then

-
Attractive, full
27

he let it float down. T could see his leader
shine,

He was elevating his rod, preparatory
to making another-cast, when it was bent
double and pulled down straight. His
reel screeched. Then a big steelhead came
out so fast and so high that we both
velled. I got up and ran_into the water.
Where was my camera? He leaped again,
prodigiously, shooting up out of the first
broken water, and this time in the sun-
light. He shone black and white. I had Showing Cap with Ear
seen bigger steelhead, but not one such a Protector Down

CATALOGUE FREE

Bean’s
Leather Hunting Cap

Made of best Mahogany Elk
Leather with red leather band and
wool ear laps. Also plain brown
Elk for duck hunting.

Gives much better protection than cloth
cap; will not catch or brush off in thiclk
bushes; is waterproof and will last a life-
time.

Weight five ounces. Price $2.50. Brown
Wk $2.75, postpaid. Send for free samples
of leather.

L.L.BEAN, 614 Main St., Freeport; Maine

jumper.
“Pile out and chase him,” I yelled to
R. C. “He's going through.”

surging toward shore. “Oh! look at him
jump !”’

Indeed T was looking. In fact T was
spellbound. My delight at his marvelous
exhibition was embittered by the thought
.of my neglect in not bringing my camera.
TFour times more the steelhead sprang con-
vulsively into the air, the last two leaps
being out of the white water of the rapids.
He had taken a hundred yards of line
while executing those pyrotechnics. But
R. C. had a large reel and a long line.

(Continued on page 96)

can’t sink in_ this vest! Many
a hunter and flsherman owes

ing_Vest. ing
Don’t take chances—send Drec

b K A O Life Saving |
“Pll say he is,” shouted my brother, 5

Garments
Are 4 Times More Buoyant
Than Cork!

Don’t put off buying your Kapo Life Saving Outing
Rapo Life Saving Vest. Waistcoat has saved many
Strong 0. D. cloth, armholes jijyes, Extra strong 0. 4
cut large—Won’t bind. You ajoth two big, deep pockets.
strong snap fasteners. Get one
his life to a Kapo Life Sav- today before starting your fish- |

for circular today. send for that circular today.

APO PRODUCTS COMPANY Dealers writ:

76 Traverse St. Dept. F Boston, Mass. for prices

trip. Your life is the most |
ious thing you have. Better
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Men send to Bergmann in
Portland, Oregon, from all
overthe world for this great
shoe. Dealers, write!

i —A bear

for wear

N\ a shoe for
C-ITICIN

A powerful boot built for strenuous

men, yet it is the lightest shoe made
in proportion to its strength. Men

walk farther in Bergmann’s because
its stiff, springy sole, hand-pegged
and reinforced, absorbs under-foot
unevenness and gives buoyancy to
the step.

The Bergmann heel cannot catch orbreak off
and holds calks even in the instep if desired.
Vamps are double. Uppers are full grain
selected leather of glove-like softness.

Werite for catalog, prices and foot measur-
ing chart. Shipped direct, fit guaranteed. if
no dealer near you. Theo. Bergmann, 893

Upshur Street, Portland, Oregon.

GMANN
Zmade BOOT

The most powerful shoe in America

‘BABY  HAMMERLESS

EJECTOR REVOLVER (0]0)
S G Long, 22 Cal =

VERY COMPACT

4 OQVERALL
WT 01
NICKEL OR BLUED FINISH,

postpaid to any address, $6.00. Good lesther
holster 75¢ extra. Good protection and guarantee.

R. F. SEDGLEY, Inc., Mfgrs.
2306 N. 16th Street Philadelphia, Penna.

TELESCOPE SIGHTS
for TARGET and HUNTING

Straightline Reloading Tools for any caliber
or cartridge. Cleaning Rods embodying latest
ideas. Write for Free Booklets. Complete
Handbook, 50c.

BELDING & MULL, 822 Osceola Road, Philipsburg, Pa.
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ROCKY RIFFLE ON THE ROGUE
RIVER
(Continued from page 79)
He ran along the shore and I kept pace
with him.

The steelhead went over both the falls
before R. C. could wind back a yard of
line. Below the rapids the river swept
to the right, and presently opened out
wide, with a deep cove running into the
gravel bar. Here R. C. had it out with
the fish. He made five more leaps before
he yielded to the rod. Then R. C. drew
him into shallow water where the bottom
was clean sand.

The steelhead began that peculiar twist-
ing, gyrating work which nine times out
of ten tears out the hook. R. C. seemed
divided by anxiety and caution. I was
afraid to make a suggestion, for I saw
the fish was far larger than any R. C.
had landed.

“Wade in behind him,” called R. C.
sharply to me. “I'll try to beach him.
If he breaks off, pitch him out.”

That looked to me a very wise move,
and I quickly waded to a point outside the
fish. Not until R. C. had dragged him on
his side in a few inches of water did I
appreciate the size of that steelhead. He
was so big that R. C. could scarcely budge
him. Suddenly the hook tore out. I
sprang to scoop the fish up on the bar.
But it was not necessary. He only gaped
wiih wide jaws and curled up his broad
tail.

“Ten pounds!” I yelled, with wild en-
thusiasm, and picking up the steelhead I
carried him to a safe distance up the
bank. There R. C. weighed him on the
little scales. An ounce or so over nine
pounds! R. C. was too elated to talk.
Not for long years had I seen his face
alight like it was then. Not even when
he landed his 400-pound broadbill sword-
fish or his 638-pound tuna had he looked
so happy.

The steelhead lay flat on the gravel
I stared, longing for the art of the painter
so as to perpetuate the exquisite hues and
contours of that fish. All trout are beau-
tiful. But this one of this sea species
seemed more than beautiful. He gaped,
he quivered. What a long, broad shape
of muscle! He was all muscle. He looked
exactly what he was, a fish-spirit incar-
nate, fresh run from the sea, with opal
and pearl hues of such delicate loveliness
that no pen or brush could portray them.
He brought the sea with him and had
taken on the beauty of the river. He had
a wild, savage head, game as that of an
eagle, jaws of a wolf, eyes of black jewel,
full of mystic fire.

¢ ELL!” breathed R. C. at last.
“That’ll be about all for me. ...
I’ve a notion to let this fish go. I hate to
| kill him.”
\ R. C. dispatched him finally, and then
| accompanied me back up to the ‘head of
the rapids. There, while he watched, I
had my first try at his favorite water.
On my second cast I turned a fish over,
saw him flash gold and leave a swirl. That
was the best I could do there; so we re-
luctantly moved down.

I fished through the upper rapids with
no better luck. Next came the heavy
white water, roaring and tumbling, and
that led into wide reach where the cur-
rent slowed to slide over a beveled ledge
into the last pool. Here, between two
currents, was a dark, swirling spot with
a sunken rock in the center. It was a
beautiful nook for a steelhead to lurk,
and many a time I had tried to raise one
| there.
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BINOCULARS

Cheap at $50
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Great Half Price Offer
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price. First class in every respect, no war or
damaged material. Extra large objectives give
wide field, wonderful illumination and fine
definition. Order one today while they last.
Money refunded if you are not perfectly
satisfied. Case and straps free.

CATALO Over 200 Glasses

All Makes=—$1—$110

Everything in binoculars, field glasses, tele-
scopes and optical instruments. The finest
and largest assortment in America. Catalog
gives all informaticn how to choose the best
for your individual needs at the LOWEST
PRICE.

Try America’s Leading Binocular House First

4 . D .28
Du Maurier Co. g2t 38y.

“Then a bunch of half-witted
sprig came. They made the
turn, scattered and came in,
wings set. Then they flared
and went away. Harry stood
up in his blind and asked the
world: ‘Who peeked?’”

—From “Duxology,” in
the September issue,
by W. C. Tuttle.

This is an eight pow-
er Zeiss binocular of
very large objective,
Jine definition, great
Ught gathering pow-
er,and awide field—
atthreethousand ft.
the field is 150 yards.

The Better Binoculars
and Field Glasses are the
Only Kind Worth Having

Hunters, navigators, nature-lovers, sports-
men—Binoculars and Field Glasses by such
manufacturers as Zeiss and Busch (Germany)
_and Lemaire (France) have been developed
in light compact form to
the high state of technical
perfection. One of these
better glasses, carried by $1'?:‘00
Almer Coe and Company, 2

is the most economical buy. $72.00

Almer Coe and Company

Scientific Opticians

The prices
range from

)
§ Almer Coe and Company, :
i Dept. A.B.,105 N. Wabash Ave.,
Chicago, Illinois I
Gentlemen: Please send me full information, de- I
scriptions and prices without obligation to me. l

: Name. :
Address. [ |
=
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I had to wade far out and cast my
hardest to reach the desired water. I
covered it from every angle, and finally
abandoned hope. But R. C. was watching,
and I was casting wonderfully for me; so
I thought vainly to try one more cast,
right in the center of that dark water,
close to the rock. And I did.

The feathered fly fell and floated. A
lazy, golden shadow soared out of the
depths, turned pink and white, and ap-
propriated my fly. I hooked a fine steel-
head. He ran up-current into the deep
water of the rapid, and sulked there. I
pulled on him. When he turned, he came
down with a rush, made a tumbling leap
and dashed on over the last fall. In the
pool below, where R. C. had landed his,
I finally beached a plump, rosy five-
pounder.

“Still one behind me,” jibed R. C. smil-
ing.

ST SO, Tt e

E started to walk below to the next

riffle, and it seemed then we were
stopped and waylaid by the gorgeous color
effects of river, cloud and sky. The sun
had set behind the mountain, yet it still
shone on the clouds. They had turned deep
rose and intense gold. The valley seemed
full of a supernatural light, a glory too
great for land or sea. Purple shadow in-
vested the steep forest slope to the west,
and opposite the mountain climbed out of
shade into the warm, rich hues of the
afterglow.

The river, however, took on the most
transcendent. beauty. It was a living
medium of color, a moving ribbon of rose
with rocks of gold, reflecting the slopes
and clouds and sky. Every second the
transfiguration went on, and not until we
reached the head of the riffle did the vivid-
ness begin to pale.

Wading in at the head of this rose-
flushed riffle, I began to cast, and worked
down rather fast, till I came to the
swift, ruffled water at the foot. Here was
another fine place, where R. C. had taken
several good fish and I had lost some.
The water rippled out of the shallow
rapids, gradually deepening.

had not waded a dozen steps, nor
made half so many casts, when something
heavy and slow took my fly. I struck,
and came up hard against a strong fish.
He did not make even a swirl and ran
off deep. I hurriedly waded to shore,
where with R. C. beside me I watched a
run that gathered proportions and at last
beat any other I had experienced. R. C.
and I looked for a leap, but none came.

“Reckon you’ll have to run after that
bird,” advised R. C.

So I.ran a hundred paces down the
rocky shore, getting back a proportionate
amount of line. Here I tried to hold the
steelhead. The strain angered him and
he took another long, hard, deep run. I
had to follow. Again I wound back half
my line. Only to lose it again! Plung-
ing, jumping, slipping, running where I
could, I caught up with this stubborn fish
the third time.

R. C. advised great caution. He thought
I had hooked a salmon or a very heavy
steelhead. The uncertainty was most ex-
citing. And the work of running, hold-
ing up my rod, and winding the reel be-
gan to tire me. Two more hundred-yard
dashes this fish gave me, which brought
me to deep water along the shore and im-
passable brush out on the bank.

“You can’t go any farther,” said R. C.
“Get out on the point of ledge and hand
it to him.”

My fish, feeling the hard strain again,
started off on his determined downstream

| course.

I let him go, bhut gradually tight-
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Lend
Wings
curLyes

CONQL’ER DISTANCE! Ob-
serve people, ships, birds,

ve :
deer, bear, sports, OFF in the N

Distance! Bring them right to your & :
feet with these POWERFUL Binocu-§ *‘

lars! Keep a pair in your auto—and¥§ & ™

enjoy grandeur of glorious vistas. 1
These Binoculars will prove a never-end-
ing lifetime JOY! Indispensable for camping, hunting,
hiking, yachting, races, motoring, shut-ins, observation,
bird and nature studies, ete.

SUPPLY NEARLY EXHAUSTED !
DON’T MISS THIS BARGAIN !

THESE are the GENUINE French and German Army
Officers’ 8-POWER PRISM Binoculars; famous
PREMIERE QUALITE; brand new, PERFECT. Brilliant
illumination, exquisite definition. Wide field of vision
—many times area of fleld glasses. Central focusing with
individual eye-strength and with adjustments. Leather
case, neck and 1slmulder sn'ai_ps. Usuull,\i sell for $40.00
to $50.00. Advantageous foreign exchange

rmes$ make possible Bargain price........... 323'50

Send NO Money now! Pay

&m NOTHING on_delivery.
. ' ;NJOY Binoculars fjor 10

“ ¥+ Days’ Trial Absolutely

FREE!
If p]v:lsv«l; you may

pay on Budget Plan: $5-00 MONTHLY

or, if you wish to pay cash at end of 10

DAYS, deduct $1.75 and send Check or
Money Order for $21.75 in FULL SET-
TLEMENT. Otherwise return them. o

Order NOW ! Limited Quantity! Send NO
MONEY! Pay NOTHING on Delivery!

1
SEAVER-WILLIAMS CO. I

i
l Importers, Exporters, National Mail-Order House
I ““2 Generations of Honorable Dealings”
365 WASHINGTON ST., BOSTON, MASS.
I Largest Retailers of Binoculars in America.

Gentlemen:—Send me the 8-POWER BINOCULARS
for 10 days’ FREE Trial on the above plan.
NAMB Lo oo snseesiemaesisessossssesssos e e cle etelelaislaistee '
Address. ...
Clip and 4

| thing about yourself. We will appreciate and respncg l
the information. THANK YOU. I. S. 8-26
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THAT’S THE :
PIPE TOBACCO
THE BEST
SPORTSMEN USE

They get the most out of
their fishing trips and
vacation days with WAL-
NUT BLEND. Unusually
mild and cool, yet g
rich and mellow in
natural flavor. Sold
in the best tobacco shops, if your dealer-does
not handle Walnut Blend send us your order
giving dealer’s name.
$2.25=16 oz. Air-tight tin
1.15= 8 oz. Air-tight tin
.60= 4 oz. Vacuum tin

Get a trial package if you do not care to order one
of our standard tins.
Trial Package 10c

Delivery charges prepaid to any address

JOHN MIDDLETON, Dept.C
1211 Walnut Street Philadelphia, Pa.

The New

JOSTAM
HYGUN
RECOIL

PAD

Attached to gun by two wood screws becomes permanent
part of gun or rifle, alternative patented air holes in-
crease resiliency of high grade red rubber. At your
dealer’s or direct ONLY $3 prepaid. Send for circular.
JOSTAM MFG. CO., 5252 Broadway, Chicago.

Largest Mfgrs. of recoil pads in the world.
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SPECIAL

GO-LITE
MATTRESS

s Our “Go-Lite’ special mat-
tress, shown inillustration,
is three-quarter length—for

A those who consider weight.
Itis2634incheswide, four feet long, weighs

size of a newspaper, and will last a life-
time, with ordinary care.

Step into a store where camping equip-
ment is sold. Ask to see an Airubber mat-
tress. See how well it is made—how" rea-
sonableisthe price and how much comfort
it will give. If your store does not sell
Airubber don’t accept a substitute with
the idea that it will give you equal satis-
faction. Ask yourdealer to order an Airub-
ber for you—he can do it without any
trouble and we will rush your mattress
the day order is received.

Or if your dealer does not seem willing to
serve you, send us your order, enclosing
check or money order for $15.00, and we
will supply you direct—at once.
Remember, a money-back guarantee is
behind all Airubber products.

Write for free catalog of many Airubber
conveniences, also our booklet, ““‘Sleep in
Camp,”’ containing many camping hints.

irubber

CORPORATION

470 West_Superior Street, Chlcago, 1.
68 N. Moore St., New Yor!

74 K‘ing St., West, Toronto, Canada
We manufacture Torpedo Floats and Nep-
tune Floats—two swimming aids known the
world over. Take asafety device with you this
summer. Catalog free on request.

Dealers Please Write for Propositio;

less than an inner tube, folds up to the:

Saftiboat gives to the camper
and sportsman the only trouble-
free power water transportation
obtainable.

Over shallows, through mud
and sand, against swift currents
and rapids, over the lily pads,
the air driven, air cooled Safti-
boat glides swiftly and surely,
needing but two inches of water
for the smaller models. Think
what this means to you!

Brownback Motor Laboratories, Inc.
NORRISTOWN, PA.
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ened my hold of the line as it slipped
through my left hand. I had to hold him
or lose him. How he fought! He never
ceased tugging until he had most of my
line out.

Then began the slow work of drawing
him back foot by foot. It took so long
that dusk had fallen by the time we got
our first glimpse of his color. He bored
deep under the ledge and gave ground
but slowly. The time came when he rose
to the surface, and I saw clearly a bigger
steelhead than I had landed. The luck of
it! I felt sure of him. I had no tortur-
ing doubts or fears. And I gave him the
strain of the rod until he was beaten.
When I slid him into a little cove, R. C.
took him by the gills and lifted him up.

E’S a peach,” averred my brother,

putting the fish on the little scales
while I stood by, panting and glowing and
wet with sweat. “Eight pounds! I thought
he’d go more. ... Well, darn if you
didn’t tie me! What do you know about
that? I'm glad. It's something never to
forget. After all my good luck and all
your bad, we split even—twenty-two steel-
head each!”

We walked back in the dusk, with the
last pale rose fading out of the sky. The
river glanced darkly, swiftly flowing by.
From above came the murmuring melody
of the falls, and through the black wall
of trees glinted a bright speck of camp
fire. Lastly we had the thrill and -excite-
ment of fording the Rogue at night, mark-
ing our course by the sound of the rapids
and current and depth and the black moun-
tain peak with its crown of white stars.

In due time our hunting trip ended and
we reached Altadena. What was my
amaze to find a letter from Burnham
awaiting me. Among other things he
said: “A week after you left I raised
thirty-two steelhead. Another fresh run!
They were bigger and faster. Nine of
those I hooked cleaned me out.”

Nine! . .. Burnham meant nine steelhead
had run off, breaking line or leader.
Bigger and faster fish!

Exclamations or thoughts were futile to
relieve me. I had to rush to tell the
news to those who had shared my wonder-
ful days on the Rogue. Somehow I in-
stinctively felt that thew would answer to
this stunning information with sanity and
reason. So I collected them and read
Burnham’s letter. Then I stared, awaiting
their verdicts.

The cool, practical, ironical Ken did
not seem in the least staggered. “Why,
there’s nothing extraordinary about that,”
he said. “Not in the Rogue River!”

“Bingo!” burst out Ed.

Takahashi’'s brown visage wreathed in
the pleasant grin. “My graceness! We
awful lucky to come way.”

My brother sagged in his chair. Like
me he had been struck deep. He saw
pictures of the past, and visions of the
future. “Fresh run of steelhead! ...
Bigger and faster!” he whispered; weakly.
“Goodnight!”

TaE EnD

WHEN A PIKE IS A MUSKA-
LONGE
(Continued from page:23)
miuskies come few and far between, though
I have caught many of a foot length on
the fly-rod, spinner-and-fly combination
having been used. However, the small
musky is far less apt to strike a lure than
the small pickerel or pike.

Mr. Calvert, who won a. FIELD AND
StreAM prize for a large musky caught in
the Lake of the Woods region, tells me
that he can obtain hundreds of muskies

cAlfred ‘Nelson Co.

261 Fifth Avenue, New York

O
SPECIALIZING IN
RIDING - HUNTING
GOLF and COUNTRY
CLOTHES for BOTH
MEN AND WOMEN

o
Highest quality—made to order only
(m]

Prices range from $40 up for Breeches
to $140 up for Riding Suits.

Norcross
INDIAN

Finest all-around moccasin, Hand-made
of best waterproof leather. Famous among
sportsmen for 60 years. In $3
and GENUINE OIL TAN $3.25. Ladies
and Boys 25¢ pair less.

SAWYER MOCCASIN COMPANY

4'7 Pleasant St.

@ »Be Sunburn-Pr oof .

NOBURN absolutely prevents Sun-
burn. Harmless. $1 per bottle.
Money refunded if not fully
» satisfied. Strong, Cobb & Co.,
302 Central Av.,Cleveland, O

Brunswick, Me.

GAME BIRDS

This coupon has to do
with the game bird picture
subscription offer on the
inside cover,

Understand please that
if you are a subscriber now
we will extend the subscrip-
tion one year.

O — — — — — — — (— — G— —

FI1ELD AND STREAM

45 W. 45th St., New York
Here’s $2.75. Enter (extend) my subscrip-
tion and send me the 4 game bird pictures.

Name, oo s isavonsvesssseassssss eoveense
Address..ceesesssvosesce sovsseiessinsls s
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