November I3 IQ20  Eundusionicii i s ot raoncss rinaens.~ ive Cents the Copy

Penosgylvauis, Under Lhe Act of March 3, 187%.

e COUN
GENTLE

(The OLDEST AGRICUL | ~_‘ POURNAL

Beginning ARIZONA BEAR-By Zane Grey



COUNTRY G

Titis Registered io U. 8. Pavamt Offica and in the Iy

A JOURNAL FOR THE FARM, THE

e

of e Dy

Poblished Weekly by the Curtie F G ¥

Office st Fhilsdalpble, Pennsylvania, Undar the Act of March 3, 117}, Addid

his, Pennosyl By Sub

1 Eatry aa 5

Gopyright, 199, by the Curtls Poblishing Compsoy fo the United States nnd Great Brinin

ENTLEMAN

'GARDEN AND THE FIRESIDE

SLW thy Year. Five Cants the Copy of All Newsdsalars. Enterad as Second-Clase Matter July 7,171, al the Foat
4+Class Maiter at Colwmbus, Obio. Entered sa Second.Cluss Muttar st the Post-Oftics Departent, Cansda.

Vol. LXXXV

PHILADELPHIA, PA., NOVEMBER 13, 1920

No. 46

ARIZONA BEAR—By Zane Grey

1919 hunting trip in the Beaverdam

Cafion country of Arvizona, I gave Lee
Doyle inatructions to go about in his own
way buying teams, saddle horses znd
wagons, For Christmas I sent him a
A%-caliber rifle. Mr. Haught got instruc-
tions to add some new dogs to his pack. [
sent Edd also a .36-caliber rifie of the
asame make and made Nielson presents of
two guns. In January, Nielson and I
went to Picacho, on the lower Colorado
River, and then north to Death Valley, so
that I kept in touch with these men and
did not allow their enthusiasin to wane.
For myself and R. C., my brother, I had
the fun of m'deringl tents and woolen
blankets and everything that we did not
have on our 1918 trip, ]

To make sure of getting 8 .30-caliber
Government~ rifle, I ordered from
four different . None of them had
such a rifle in stock, but all would try to
find one. The upshot of this deal wau that,
when after months [ despaired of getting
any, they sach sent me a rifle at the same
time. So I found myself with four, all the
same caliber, of course, but of different
style and finish, When 1 paw them and
thought of the Haughts I had to laugh.
One was beautifully e ved and inlaid
with pold—the most elaborate .30-caliber
Govemmenb—t;x: rifle the makers had
ever built, other was a3 walnut-
stocked, shotgun-butted, fancy-checkered
takedown. This one I presented to R. C.
The third was & glain, ordinary rifle with
solid frame. And the last was a carbine
model, which I gave to Nielson,

During the summer at Avalon I used to
take the solid-frame rifle and climb the
hills to practice on targets. At Clemente
Island 1 used to shoot at the ravens. I
had & grudge against ravens there for
picking the eyes out of newly born lambas.
At five hundred yards s raven was in dan-
ger Irom me. I could make one jumlp at
even a thousand yards, These .30-caliber
Government, 1906, rifles with 150-grain
bullet are the most wonderful shooting
arms I ever tried. I became expert at
inanimate targets. X

From time to time I heard encouraging
news from Lee about horses. Edd wrote
me about lion tracks in the snow, and
lynxes up cedar trees, and gobblers fourfeet
high, and that there was sure to be & good
crop of acorns and therefore some bears.
He teld me about a big grizzly cow-killer
being chased and shot in Shevlin Cafion.
News about hounds, however, was slow in
coming. Dois were difficult to find, At
length Haught wrote me that he had
secured two; and in this same letter he
said the boys were cutting trails down
e gr’fhﬁm'gemm' ing to my cherished

Ve ing ing to my cheris
lans appea to be tumning out well.
ut during this time I spent five months of

hard work and intense emotional strain,
writing the longest novel I ever attempted,
and I overtaxed my endurance. ny the
middle of June, when I finished, 1 was
tired out. That woeuld not have mattered
if T had not hurt my back in an eleven-
hour fight with a giant broadbill sword-
fish. This strein kept me from getting in
my usual physieal trim. I could not ¢limb
the hills or exert myself. Swimming hurt
me more than anything. So I had to be

IBEGAN in good time {o plan for my

Zano Grey Riding the Grost Horso, Dog Carlos, in Typioal Bear Cogatry

careful and wait until my back slowly got
better, By September it had improved,
but not enocugh to make me feel any
thrilla over horseback riding. It seemed
to me that I would be compelled to go
shead and actually work the pain out of
my back, an ordeal through which I had
before, and surely dreaded.

During the summer I had purchased

a famows chestnut-gorrel horse named

Don Carles. He was much in demand
emong the motmn-c]ncture companies doin,

Western plays, and was really too fine an

eplendid & horse to he put to the risks
common to the moviea. 1 saw him first at
Palm Springs, down in Southern Cali-
fornia, where my book, Desert Gold,
wad being made into a motion picture.
Don would not have failed to strike any-
one as being 8 wonderful hors¢. He waa

tremendously high and rangy and power-

. ful in build, yet graceful withal, a sleek

shiny chestnut red in color, with fine
legs, broad chest and a magnificent head,
I rode him only once hefore I bought him,
and that waa before I hurt my back. His
stride was what one would expeet from
sight of him; his trot seemed to tear me to
pieces; his spirit was such that he wanted
to prance all the time, But in spite of his
spirithawasallzet. And how he could run!

Nielson took Don to Flagstaff by ex-
press.  And when Nielson wrote me he
said all of Flagstaff came down to the
station to see the famous Don Carlos.
The car in which he had traveled was
backed slongside a platform. Don re-
fused to step on the boards they placed
from platform to car. He did not trust
them. Don's intelligence had been sharp-
ened by his experience with the movies.
Nielson tried to lead, to coax and to drive
Don to step on the board walk, Don
would not go. But suddenly he snorted,
and jumped the space clear, to plunge and
pound down upon the platform, scattering
the crowd like quail. .

My Jap cook, Takahashi, met me in
Flagetaff. He was a very short, very
broad, very muscular little fellow with a
browm face more plesssnt than usually
seen in Orientals. Secretly I had made
sure that in Takahashi I had discovered a
treasure, but 1 was careful to conceal this
conviction from R. C., the Doyles and
Nielson, They were glad to see him with
us, but they manifestly did not expect
wondera,

) fmmneﬂi the span ofi Eix'ne I fHm‘e 1 ﬁrlas
m again outfitting for another
hunt. It peemed incredible. It revived
that old haun thought about the
shortness of life. But in spite of that, or
perhaps more because of it, the pleasure
was all the keener. In truth the only
c!nr:wbacks to this stalc'lt were the absﬁnc_e o{

mer, my son, and my poor physica
f:trhdition. R, C, appeared to be in fine

@,

But I was not well. In the mornings I
could acarcely rise, and when 1 did so
I could b atraighten myself. More
than once I grew doubtful of my atrength
to undertake such a hard trip. This doubt
I fought fiercely, for I kmew that the right
thing for me to do was to go-—to stand the
pain and hardship—to toil along until my
old strength and elagticity returned, What

an Opportunitf to try out my favorite
theoryl For I believed that labor and
pain were for mankind—that stren-

uous life in the open would cure any

bodily il.

On September fourteenth Edd and
George drifted into Flagetaf to join us
and their report of game and water an
grasg and acorns was a0 favorable that T
would have gone if I had been unable to
ride on anything but a wagon. We got
away on September fifteenth at two-
thirty o"clock with such an outfit as I had
never had in all my many trips put to-

ther. We had a string of saddle horses

ides those the men rode. They were
surely a apirited bunch, and that first day
it was indeed 'a job to keep them with us,
Out of gheer defiance with myself I
started on Don Carloa, He was no
trouble, except that it took all m{lstrength
to hold him|in. He tossed his* head,
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champed hie bit, and pranced sidewa{s
along the streets of Flagetafl, manifestly
to show off his brand-new black Mexican
saddle, with silver trappings and {apa-
deroe. I was sure that he did not do that
to show me off, But Don liked to dance
and prance along before a crowd, a habit
that he had acquired with the motion
pictures,

Lee and Nielson and George had their
difficulties driving the free horses. Taka-
hashi rede a little buckskin Navajo mus-
tang. An evidence of how extremely short
the Jap’s legs were made itself plain in the
fact that stirrups could not be fixed 20 he
could reach them with his feet. When he
used any support at all he stuck his feet
through the straps above the satirrups.
How funny his aquat broad figure looked
in a saddle! Evidently he was not accus-
tomed to horses. When I aaw the mustan
roll the white of his eyes and glance b,
at Takahashi then I knew something
would happen sooner or later,

Nineteen miles on Don Carlos reduced
one to & miserable aching specimen of
manhood. But what made me endure and
go on and finish to camp was the strange
fact that the longer I rode the less my
back pained. Other parts of my anatomy,
however, grew sorer as we p .
Don Carlos pleased me immensely, only 1
feared he waa too much horse for me. A
Mormon friend of mine, an Indian trader,
looked Don over in Flagstafl, and pro-
nounced himn: “Shore one grand hoss ™
This man had broken many wild horses,
and his compliment pl me, All the
same, the nineteen miles on Don hurt my
vahity almost as much as my body.

‘We camaped in 8 cedar pasture off the
main road. This road was a new one for us
to take to our huniing grounds. I was too
bunged up to help Nielson pitch our tent.
In fact, when I pat down I waa anchored,
Still I could use my eyes, and that made
life worth living, Sunset was a gorgeous
apectacle. The San Francisco peaks were

rouded in rurple storm clouds, and the
west was sll gold and silver, with low
clouds rimmed in red. This gunset ended
in & great flare of dull magenta with a
background of purple.

That evening was the tryout of our
new chuck box and chef. I had qu:plied
the men with their own outfit and sup-
plies, to do with as they liked, an arrange-
ment I found to be most satisfactory,
Takahashi was to take care of R. C. and
me. In less thar half an hour from the
time the Jap lighted a fire he served the
best aupper I ever had in camp anywhere,

Lavking Down Through a Gap in the Hills Into the Hooting Groands

R. C. lauded him to the skies, And I be-
gan to think I could unburden myself of
my conviction.

I did not awaken to the old zest and
thrill of the open. Something was wrong
with me. The sunset, the camp fire, the
dark clear night with its traina of stars,
the distant yelp of coyotes—these seemed
lesa to me than what 1 had hoped for, My
feelings wera locked round my discomfort
and pain.

Abcut noon next day we rode out of the
cedars into the open desert—a rolling level
land covered with fine grass, and yellow
daisies, Indian paintbrush, and a golden
flowering weed. This luxuriance attested
to the copious and recent rains, They had
been a boon to dry Arizona. No sage
showed or greasewood, and very few
rocks, The sun burned hot. 1 gazed out at
the desert and the cloud pageant in the
sky, trying hard to forget mysell and to
see what I knew.waa there for me. Rolling
eolumnar white and eream clouds, majes-
tic and beautiful, formed storms off on the
horizon. Sunset on the open desert that
afternoon was singularly charaeteristic of
Arizona—purple and gold and red, with
long lenes of blue between the colored
eloud banks.

‘We made camp at Meteor Crater, one of
the many wonders of this wonderland. It
was a huge hole in the earth over 500 fect
deep, said to have been made by a meteor
b'md tl'nhﬂ' iltself there. dSeenl frgomththgdt;g-
side the slope was gradual up [ ,
which were scalloped and irregular; on
the inside the walls were precipitous, Our
camp was on the windy desert, & long
sweeping range of sloping down,
dotted with cattle, with buttes and moun-
taina in the distance. Most of my sensa-
t.ifons of the day partook of the nature
of woe, :

September seventeenth bade fair to be
my worst day—at least I dik not see how
any other could ever be so bad. Glaring
hot sun, reflected heat from the bare road,
dust and sand and wind! Particularly
hard on me were what the Arizonians
called dust devils, whirlwinds of zand. On
and off, I walited a good many miles, the
latter of which I hobbled. Don Carlos did
not know what to make of this. He
me, and nosed me, and tossed his head as
if to say 1 wana a strange rider for him.
Like my mugtang, Night, he would not
stand to be mounted. en ] touched the
stirrup that was a signal to ge. He had
been trained toit. Aahe wag nearly seven-
teen hands high, and as I could not get my
{oot in the stirrup from level ground, to

mount him in my condition seemed little
ldss than terrible, .

I always held back out of sight when I
attempted this. Many times I failed.
Ouce I fell flat and lay a moment in the
duat. Dt}n_ Carlosec{oo ed dowr;hupon IR:
in & way I imagined was aympathetic.
least he bent his noble head and smelled
at me. ] scrambled to my feet, led him
round into a Jow place, and drawing a deep
breath, and nerving myself to endure the
pain like a stab, I got into the saddle again.
i Two things sustained me in this ordeal,
which was the cruelest homseback ride
I ever had—first, the conviction that I
could cure my ills by enduring the agon
of violent action, of hot sun, of hard ;
and secondly, the knowledge that after it
was all over the remembrance of hardship
and achievement wouid be singularly
aweet. So it had been in the case of the
five days on the old Crook road in 1918,
when extreme worry and tremendous ex-
ertion had made the hours hideous. So it
had been with other arduous and poignant
experiences, A poet szid that the crown
of sorrow was In remembering happier
timesa; I believed that there was a great
deal of happiness in remembering times of
stress, of deapair, of extreme and hazard-
ous effort. ay, without these two
feelings in my mind I would have given up
riding Don Carlos that day, and have
abandoned the trip,

We covered twenfy-two miles by sun-
down, & rather poor day's showing, and
camped on the bare flat desert, using
water and wood we had packed with us.
The last thing I remembered, as my eyes
closed heavily, was what a blessing it was
to rest and to sleep.

Next day we gheered off to the south-
ward, heading toward Shevlin Butte, a
black-cedared mountain, rising lone out of
the desert, thirty miles away. We crossed
two streams, bank full of water, a circuln-
atance I mever before saw in Arizona.
Everywhere, too, the &r:am weas high. We
climbed gradually all day, everybody sun-
hurned and weary, the horses setiling
down to save themselves; and we camped
high up on the desert plateay, six thou-
sand feet above sen level, where it was
windy, cool, and fragrant with sage and
cedar. Except the firat few, the hours of
this day each marked a little less torture
for me, but at that I fell off Don Carlos
when we halted. And I was not able to do
my share of the camp work. R. C.was not
80 spry and chipper as I had seen him, a
fact from which I gathered infinite conso-
lation. Misery loves company.

A storm threatened. All the west was
purple under oncoming purple clouda. At
sight of this something strange and subtle,
vet familiar, revived 1n me. It made me
feel a little more like the self I thought I
Imew. So1 watched the lightning flare and
string along the horizon. Sometime in
the night thunder awakened me. The
imminence of a severe storm forced us to
roll out and look after the tent. What &
pitch-black night! Down through the
murky, weird blackness shot a wonderful
:i'gzag ro;:le of éightning.hl:;liuel-whibe. daz-

ing; and it disintegrated, leaving seg-
menty of fire in the air. All this showe?flgn
a gwift flash, then we were absolutely
blind, I could not see for seversl mo-
ments, It rained a little. Only the edge of
the storm touched us. Thunder rolled and
hoomed elong the battlements, deep and
rumbling and detonating.

No dust or heat next mowningl The
desert floor appeared clean and damp,
with fresh pray sage and shining bunches
of codar, We climbed into the high cedsrs,
and then to the pifions, and then to the
junipers and pines. Climbing s out of
desert to forest land was. a gradus] and
accumulafing joy to me. What contrast in
vegetation, in air, in color! Still the foreat
consisted of amall trees. Mot until next
day did we climb farther to the deepening,
darkening forest, and at last to the ailver
apruce. at camp, the fifth night out,
wan beside a lake of surface water, where
we had our first big camp fire, .

September twenty-first and ten miles
from Beaverdam Cafion, where a year be-
fore I had planned to meet Haught this
day and date at noon! I could make that
appointment, paddle-sore and weary as I
was, but I doubted we could get the
wagons there. The forest ground was soft.,
All the little swales were full of water.
How pleasant, how welcome, how heauti-
ful and lonely the wild forest land! We
made advance slowly, It was afternoon
by the time we reached the rim road, and
four o’clock when we halted at the exact
spot where we had left our wagon the
year before.

Lee determined to drive the wagons
down over the rocky benches into Beaver-
dam Cafion; and to that end he and the
men beguan to cut pines, drag logs and roll
gtones,

R. C. and I rode down through the for-
est, crossing half a dozen swift little
streams of amber water, where a be-
fore all had been dry s tinder, We found
Haught's eamp.in a grove of yellowing

(Continned on_PFage 22)
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3. Positive driven oil pump forces flow
of oil to all working parts.
4. Distributing oil pipe.
5. Neutral lock for flexible gear.
6. Bracket to support filler pump shaft.
7. Oversize gear on crank shaft.
8. Drive gear for filler pump.
9. Extra heavy drop forged steel crank shaft, bearings,
and pins, 134 inches diameter,
10. White metal bearings, die cast, easily replaced.
11. Dust proof steel hood protects all working parts.
12. Felt gasket to make perfect dust seat.
4 13. Drain for tank easily accessible.
—r 14. Engine pulley can be used to saw wood, pump water
orrun churn by simply placing flexible gear in neutral,
15. Heavy cab hinges (allowing cab to swing).
16. Disappearing stringless curtains.
17. Clamp plates with heavy cross timbers hold tank
rigid and prevent nuts from burying in wood.
18. Extra long bearings.
19. Adjustable hooks
(swing either way to
avoid limbs).

1. Large steel air chamber located above
valves assures an even pressure.

2. Patented Flexible Gear Drive makes
certain uniform mesh of gears regard-
less of torsional strain on frame.
Quickly changes to neutral or to filler
pump drive.

A

¥/
In Neutral

21. Rocking bolster (main-
tains level of tank and
engine on uneven

ground). 20. Positive three blade
22, Steel plate support (for agitator (meansperfect
rear axle). agitation of solutiom).

23. Tankstrainer (prevents
foreign substance from
entering tank).

24. Springequalizer (makes
allowance for shrinkage
or swelling of tank).

25. Rotary filler pump (as-
suresfastfillingoftank).

Filler Pump

26. Cylinders cast in block with base, reduces number
of working parts.

27. Drop forged connecting rods.
Removable brass bushings for plunger guide,

29. Deepoil panassuresoil reserve, and at the same time

To Drive

is part of main pumpecasting whichincreasesrigidity.
30. Quickly removable valves and valve seats. Sprﬂy Pump
31. Agitator driven from pinion shaft. OFF

32. Built low (55" high).
33. Bosch magneto.

34. Well and strainer (shut-off valve).
35. Hand relief valve (relieves all
pressure {rom outfit).

SHORT
WIDE vAPOSPRAY

Warlo Vapospray—
The Cloud-Like Way

This spray gun is always under complete control — one hand only being
required for its operation. Equipped with automatic shut-off valve,

allowing cleaning of the discs without shutting off line at the pump.

SPRAY INFORMATION—Write for profitable information on spraying
with the Invincible—free on request.

Ward-Love
s CORPORATION °

Pumps for All Purposes

714 RACE ST, ROCKFORD, ILL.
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Arizona Bear
( Continued from Puge £)

aspens. Haught was there to meet us. He

had not changed any more than the rugged -

pine tree under which a year past we had

made our :}gmement.

‘“Hello, Haught,' was my greeting as 1
dismounted and pulled out my watch.
“I'm four hours and a quarter late. Sorry!
I could have made it, but didn't want to
leave the wagons."”

“Wal, wal, I shore am glad to see you,”
he replied, with a keen flash in his hazel
eyes and a smile on his cra face. “I
reckoned you’'d make it. How are you?
Look sort of fagged.”

“Just about all in, Haught,” I replied.

Then Copple appeared, swaggering out
| of the aspens. He was the man I met in
| Payson and who so kindly made me take

his rifle. I had engaged him also for this
' hunt. A brawny man he was, with power-
ful shoulders, swarthy-skinned and dark-
eyed, looking indeed the Indian blood he
claimed.
|  “Wouldn't have recognized you any-
wheres else,”” he said.

These keen-eyed outdoor men at a

glance saw the havoc work and pain had
| played withme. When I explained my con-
| dition they made light of that and showed
relief that I was not ill.

“Saw wood an’ rustle round,” said

Haught., And Copple said: “He needs
‘ venison an’' bear meat.”’

They rode back with us up to the wag-
| ons. Copple had been a freighter. He
| picked out a way to drive down into the
| cafion. So rough and steep it was that I
| did not believe driving down would be pos-

sible. But with axes and pick and shovel,
|and a heaving of rocks, they worked a

road that Lee drove down. Two hours
|:1fter our arrival, such was the labor of

many strong hands, we reached our old
! camp ground. One thing was certain,
| however, and that was we would never get
| back up the way we came down.

Except for a luxuriance of grass and
ferns, and two babbling streams of water,
our old camp ground had not changed.
I sat down with mingled emotions. How
familiarly beautiful and lonely this cafion
glade! It was only men who changed in
brief time. The long year of worry and
dread and toil and pain had passed. Onthe
soft, fragrant, pine-scented breeze came a
whispering of welcome from theforest Jand :

“You are here again. Live now—in the
present.”

Takahashi beamed upon me. “More
better place to camp,” he said, grinning.
Already the Jap had won my admiration
and liking. His ability excited my inter-
est, and I wanted to know more about him.
That night we did no more than eat and
unroll our beds. But next day there set in
the pleasant tasks of unpacking, putting
up tents and flies, cutting spruce for thick,
soft beds. Takahashi would not have any-
one help him. He dug a wide space for
fires, erected a stone windbreak, and made
two ovens out of baked mud.

The matter of firewood always con-
cerned Nielson and me more than anyone.
Nielson was a Norwegian, raised as a boy
0 use a crosscut saw; and as for me I was
a connoisseur in camp fires and a lover of
them, Hence we had brought a crosscut

| saw—a long one with two handles. I re-
| membered from the former yearahugedead
pine that had towered bleached and white
at the edge of the glade. It stood there
still, five feet thick at the base and solid.
Nielson chopped a notch in it on the low
side, and then he and Edd began to saw
into it on the other. Soon it fell with a
thundering erash. Then the boys sawed
off half a dozen four-foot sections which
served as fine, solid, flat tables for comfort
round camp. '

“Come on,” said R. C. to me invitingly.
“You've been talking about this crosseut-
| saw game. I'll bet you find it harder than
| pulling on a swordfish.”

Pride goes before a fall! I knew that in
my condition I could do little with the
saw, but I had to try. R. C.was still fresh
when I had to rest. A couple of dozen pulls
on that saw almost made me collapse.
I sawed till I fell over, then I rested and
went back at it. Half an hour of this kind
of exercise gave me a stab in my left side
infinitely sharper than the pain in my back.
Also it made me wringing wet, hot as fire,
and as breathless as if I had run a mile
| up hill. That experience determined me
to stick to crosscut sawing every day,

Next morning [ approached it with en-
thusiasm, yet with misgivings, coul
not keep my breath. Pain I could and did
bear without letting on. But to have to
stotg waa humiliating. If I tried to keep u
with the sturdy Haught boys, or with the
brawny Copple or the giant Nielson, soon
I would be compelled to keel over. In the
sawing through of a four-foot section of log
I had to rest cight titnes. They all had a
great deal of fun out of it, and I pretendsad
Eo be good-natured. But all waa not gloomn

oT me.

This very afternoon Nielson, the giant,
showed that a stiff climb out of the eafion,
at that eight-thousand-foot sltitude, com-
pletely floored him. Yet I accomplished
that with com tive ease. Icould elimb,
which seemed proof that I was gaining.
A man becomes used to cartain labors and
exercises. I thought the crosscut saw o
wonderful tool to train & man, but it must

uire time.
. By October first, which was the open-
ing of the hunting seagon, I had labored
at various exercises until I felt fit to &
rifle through the woods. R. C. and [ went
out alone on foot. Not by any means was
Rroleh & shacly haze, ating el oot
ugh & aze, making only a
shift of sunshine. And the :ﬁ- was rather
chilly. We walked a mile down Beaver
dam Cafion, then climbed the western
alope. As long as the sun shone I kmew
the country fairly well, or rather my di-
" hlong an edge of oue of the grasm
ong an of one of the ¥
ks we came E:m fresh deer tracks.
Several deer had run out of the woods
just ahead of us, evidently having winded
us. One track was that of a big buck. We
trailed these tracks across the park,
made a detour in hopes of heading the
deer off, but faijled. A huge dark cloud
scudded out of the west and let down &
shower of fine rein. We kept dry undera
spreading spruce. The cloud the
sun shone, the lorest glittered in its dress
of diamonds. We hunted along the edges
of the thickets and across the apen ri
from cafion to cafion, #nd saw nothing
but old tracks. Black and white elouds
ralled up and brought & squall, We tock
to another spruce tent for shelter. After
thia squall the sky became obscured by a
field of gray cloud through which the sun
shone . Thia msatter worried me.
I was sure of my direction then, but if I
lost the sun I would soon be in difficulties.
. Gradually we worled back along the
ridge toward camp, and headed several
ravines that ran and widened down into
the big cafion. All at once R. C. held wpa

warning finger,

“Listen!” With gbatement of breath I
listened, but heard nothing except the
mournful sough of the pines. *Thought I
heard & whistle,”” he sald. We went on.

ther ‘e saade 5 rathar woes hensing
ge we e 8 rat unting
team. Wa were fairly well versed in wopd-
craft and could slip along atealthily, I
gmumed an Indisn sense of direction that

ad never yet failed me. To be sure we had
much to learn about deer stalking. But I
had never hunted with any man whoee
ears ware as guick as R, C.’s. As for my-
self, the one gift of which I waa especially
proud waa my eyesight. Almost invari-
ably I could see game in the wooada before
anyone who was with me, This had ap-
plied to all my Sn‘dea except Indians.
Suddenly R. C, stopped short, with his
head turning to one side and his
stiffening. “I heard that whistle again,”
he said. Then from far off in the foreat I
heard a high, (:le-arg melodious bugling note.

“1t’s a bull etk,” I replied. Then we sat
down upon a log and listened. R. C. had
heard that whistle in Colorade, but
not recognized it. Just as the mournful
howl of a wolf 18 the wildest, most haunt-
ing sound of the wilderness, a0 is the bugle
of the elk the noblest, most melodious and
thrilling. We heard elk bugling in differ-
ent directions, hard tolocate. Qne bull ap-
peared to be low down, another high up,
anotherworkm%a.way. R. C. and I decided
tostalkthem. Thelaw prohibited the kdill-
ing of elk, but that waa no reason why we
might not trail thern and have the sport
of seeing them in their native haunts. So
we stole softly through the woods, halting
now and then to listen, pleased to note
that every whistle we heard appeared to
be closer. (Continmiel on Fuge 24)

[-%

b -]




24

v o2, 4
TWELVE REASONS WHY

Big pockets, double cloth reinforced
Deep double yoke across shoulders
Double and tripie stitched scams
Great big roomy curved armholes
Well fitting body and sleeves

Form fitting sloped shoulders

Wide, perfect fitting collar
Cuffs wide and cxtra long
Reinforced faced slecves
Reinforced front opening
Extra wide roomy clbow
Trimmed and pressed by hand

Wide.Deep Cuffs to Back R

Up a Workman's Hands

E cuffs on the “Milton F. Goodman,” “Big Yank,”

“0Old Faithful” and “Black Beauty’ work shirts are not

mere bands. They are not made by merely turning up

and hemming the sleeve. The cuffs on every shirt of Reliance

manufacture are made with the same careful precision that

marks every one of the eleven other reasons why you should
rely on Reliance.

First of all they are wide and of good appearance. Further
than that they are very large and double stitched where the
hardest wear occurs. Also they are sewed onto the sleeve with
double stitching, which prevents the pulling away of the cuffs
as frequently happens in inferior made garments.

You rarely see a frayed cuff on a work shirt bearing any of
the labels shown below.

“Honor Bright” Boys’ Blouses,
Shirts and Play Suits

Boys are tough on clothes—it is no easy matter to keep them
looking neat at small cost. It can be done, however, because
the ‘““Honor Bright” line for boys looks as well and wears as
well as Reliance shirts for men. Blouses, sizes 6 to 15; shirts,
sizes 12)2 to 14Y%2; and play suits, sizes 2 to 8. Wide selection
of colors and materials.

If your slorekeeper does nol carry Reliance Work Shiris and
Honor Bright Blouses, Shirls and Play Suits, write us and
we will see thal you are supplied. Address Depariment N.N.

RELIANCE MANUFACTURING COMPANY
212 WEST MONROE STREET
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
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(Continued from Page 22)

At last apparently only a deep-thicketed
ravine separated us from the ri upon
which the elk were bugling. ere our
stalk became really exciting. What little
wind there was blew from the elk toward
us, 80 they could not scent us. Once upon
the edge of the ridge we halted to listen.
After a long time we heard a far-away
bugle, then another at least half a mile
distant. Had we miscalculated? The sun
peeped out of the pale clouds, I opened
my lips to speak to R. C. when I was
rendered mute by a piercing whistle, high-
pitched and sweet and melodiously pro-
longed, It made my ears tingle and my
blood dance. .

We began to steal through the forest,
keeping behind trees and thickets, paegn
out, and making no more sound than shad-
ows. The ground was damp, facilitating
our noiseless stalk. Presently we came
into an open forest full of slades. Keenly I
peered ey here, as I ipmfrom tree
to tree. Then, at a t so close
that it made me jump, I began to crawl.

My objective point was a fallen pine the
trunk of which appeared high enough to
conceal me. Qur stalk was gettinf toward
its climax, Reaching my log I peeped
over it. I saw a cow and a yearling calf
trotting across a glade about a hundred
vards distant. Wanting R. C. to see them
I looked his way and pointed. But he was
pointing also. I ran on all fours over to
where he knelt, He whispered panting]y:

““Grandest sight—ever saw!’’ I peeped

| out.

| In a glade not seventy-five yards a
' stood a magnificent huﬁ' elk, looking m

over hisshoulder. Histawny hindquarters,
then his dark-brown, almost black, shaggy
gshoulders and head, then his enormous
spread of antlers, like the top of a dead
cedar—these in turn fascinated gaze.

R. C. stepped out from behind the pine
in full view. I crawled out, took a kneel-
inﬁ position and drew a bead on the elk.
I had the fun of imagining I could have
hit him anywhere. I did not really want
to kill him, yet what was the meaning of
the sharp, hot gush of my blood, the fiery
thrill along my nerves, the feeling of un-
satisfied wildness? The bull eyed us for a
second, then laid his forest of antlers back
over his shoulders, and with singular
swift, level stride sped like a tawny flas
into the green forest.

R. C. and I began to chatter like boys
and to walk toward the glade, without any
particular objeet in mind, when my rovin,
eye caught sight of a moving brown an
checkered patch low down on the ground,
vanishing behind a thicket. I called R. C.
and ran. I got to where I could see be{ond
the thicket. An immense flock of turkeys!
I yelled. As ] tried to get a bead on a run-
ning turkeér R. C. joined me.

‘“Chase "em!” he yelled.

So we dashed through the forest with
the turkeys running ahead of us. Never
did they come out clear in the open. I
halted to shoot, but just as I was about to
press the trigger my moving target van-
ished. This happened again. No use to
shoot at random! I had a third fleeting
chance, but absolutely could not grasp it.
Then the big floek of turkeys eluded us in
an impenetrable brushy ravine.

“By George!” exclaimed R. C. “Can
vou beat that? They run like streaks. I
couldn't aim. These wild turkeys are
great.”

——

November 13, 1920

‘We prowled round for an hour trying to
locate this flock again, but all in wvain.
“Well,” said R. C. finally as he wiped his
perspiring face, “it’s good to see some
game anyhow. Where are we?"

It.developed that our whereabouts was
a mys to me. The sun had become
completely obliterated, 2 fine rain was
falling, the forest had grown wet and dis-
mal. We had got turned round. The
matter did not look serious, however,
until we had wandered round for another

of ience had happened to R. C. and
me :ften: nevertheless, we did not relish
it, especially the first day out.

_As usual on such occasions, R. C. argued
with me about direction and then left the
responsibility with me. I found an open

t, somewhat sheltered on one side from

e misty rain, and there I stationed my-
self to study trees and sky and clouds for
some clew to help me ide what was
b o B Lt

e to see a momen
ing through the clouds, I located the sun,
and was pleased to discover that the in-
stinet of direction I had been subtly
prompted to take would have helped me as
much as the sun.

We faced east and walked fast, and I
took note of trees ahead so that we
should not get off a straight line. At last
we came to a deep cafion. In the
mist 1;am I could not be sure I mﬂ

it.

“Well, R. C.,”” I said, “this may be
our cafion, and it may not. But to make
sure we'll follow it up to the rim. Then we
can locate camp.”

“All right, my redskin brother,” R. C.
replied with weary disdain. “Lead me to
e sy e e

ren is -year-o| who
bids fair to be like his brother Romer. Ha
has an enormous appetite and before
mealtimes he complains bitterly: “I’'m
starv-ved to death!” How strange to re-
member him while I was lost in the forest!

‘When we had descended into the cafion
rain was falling more heavily. We were in
for it. But I determined we would not be
kept out all night. So I struck forward
with long stride.

In half an hour we came to where the
cafion forked. I deliberated a moment.
Not one familiar landmark could I descry,
from which fact I decided we had better
icake to w]ﬁ"ﬂt ﬂ:u-%‘!t Grass and
eaves a a as as running
water. goon we were soaked to the skin.
After two miles the cafion narrowed and
thickened, so that traveling grew more
and more laborsome. It must have been
four miles from its mouth to where it
headed up near the rim. Once out of it we
found ourselves on familiar ground, about
five miles from camp.

Exhausted and wet and nearly frozen
we reached camp just before dark. If I
had taken the right-hand fork of the
cafion, which was really Beaw
Cafion, we would have gotten back to
camp in short order. R. C. said to the
boys: ‘“Well, Doc dra me nine miles
out of our way.” Everybody but the Jap
enjoved my discomfiture. Takahashi said
in his imperfect English:

“Go get on more better dry clothes.
Soon hot supper. Maybe good, yes!”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

The Camp in Beaverdam Qlﬁun
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The First
Big Wild Turkey

BYNO ing from Flagstafl, Aricons,
Zane Qroy and his perty of hunters ride to the
Bes itch camp

verdam Cafion sountry, whare
and t buniing, Mlenty of
o Ty syt Sk day oF w0 e
-1 ¥ of two arrang-
wudrhmmpmduploﬁng the near-by
cafions and ravines. I ]

RAINED the following day, making
a good excuse to stay in camp and
begide the little tent stove, And the
next morning I staried out on foot with
Copple. Wewent down Beaverdam Cafion
intepding to go up on the ri where
R. C. and I had aeen the flock of turkeys.
I considered Copple an addition to my
long list of outdoor acquaintances in the
West, and believed him a worthy partner
for Nielson. Copple was born near Quk
Creek, some twenty miles south of Flag-
staff, and wes one-fourth Indian. He had
a good education, His whole life had been
in the open, which fact I did not need to be
told. A cowhoy when only a boy, he had
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alsc been sheep herder, miner, freighter,
and everythmé Arizonism& Emhwm
game and pros or
d in Mexico. He had been a sailor and
on the Pacific, he had served in
the Army in the Philippines. Altogether
his had been an adventurous life; and as
Doyle hed heen a mine of memories for
me, 30 would Copple be a mine of informa-
tion. Such men have taught me the won-
der, the viclence, the truth of the Weat.
Copple was inclined to be loquacious—n
trait that ordinarily was rather distasteful
to me, but in his case would be an advan-
‘t::)ie. On our way down the eafion not
y did hei]five me an outline of the his-
tl:ﬁr of his life but he talked about how he
had foretold the storm just ended. The
fresh diggi of gophers—little mounds
of dirt t up—had indicated the ap-
proach of the storm; so had the hooting of
owla; likewise the twittering of snowbirds
at that season; also the feeding of black-
irds near horses. Particularly a wind
from the south meant storm, From that
he passed to a discussion of deer.
uring the light of the moon deer feed
at night; in the daytime they will iein a
thicket. If=a hunter comes near, the deer
will lower their horns flat and remain
motionless, unless almost ridden over. In
the dark of the moon deer feed at early
motning, lie down during the day, and
feed aguin toward sunset, slways salert,
trusting to nose more than toeyes and ears.
Copple was 8o interesting that 1 must
have passed the place where R. C. and I
had come down into the cafion; at any
rate, I missed it, and we went on farther.
Coﬁple showed me old bear signs, an old
woll track, and then fresh turkey tracks,
E‘he latter mded me that wmeere out
unting. Ic earry a deadly riflein my
hands, vet dream dreams of flower-decked
Elygian fields. We climbed a wooded
bench er low step of the cafion slope, and
though Coplgie and [ were gide by side I
saw two turkeys before be did. They were
running awiftly. 1 took a enapshot at the
lower one, but missed. My bullet atruck
low, upsetting him, Both disappeared.
Then we cimbed to the top of the ridge,
and in scouting round along the hea
timbered edges we came to & ravine deep
enough to be classed as a cafion, Here the
foreat waa dark and still, with sunlight
showing down in rays and gleams. While
hunting I always li ta git down here
‘and there to listen and watch. Copple
liked this too. Sowesat down, Opposite
us the r aftheotheralo%was
ghout two hun away, We lis-
tened to juys and sq . Imadenote of
the significant fact that as soon as we be-
gan to hunt Copple became silent. .

Preeentl;tr)my ing eye caught sight of
a8 moving objact, It i» movement that al-
attracts my eye in the woods. 1 zsaw
:dpump woolly beast walk out upor the
hge the opposaite slope and stand in the
s .

ade.

*Copple, is that s sheep?”’ I whispered,
pointing. .

 “Lion—no; big lynx,” he replied. I
aimed and shot just a little too awiftly.,
Judging by the %uﬂ of dust, my bullet
b missed the big cat. He leaped fully
fifteen feet. Copple fired, hitting riil;!l:
under hignose ashe alighted. That whir
him back. He bounced like a rubber hall.
My second shot went over him, and Cop-
ple's hit between his legs, Then with an-
ot?;ir rodigious bound he disappeared in
a thicket,

“Br golgl we missed him,” declared
Copple. “But you must have shaved him
that firet time. Bipgest lynx I ever saw.”

. We crossed the cafion and hunted for
him, but withoutsuccess, Then we climbed
an open y forest glope up to a level
ridge, and croesed that to see down into a
beautiful v: , withstately isolated pines,
and patches of aspens, and floor of Juxuri-
ant grass. A ravine led down into thisl
park and the mouth of it held a thicket of
small pines. Just as we got halfway out 1
2aw bobbing black objects above the high
grasa. [ peered aha.?ly. These objects
were turkey heads. 1 got a shot hefore
Co%ple_anw them. There was a bouncing,
8 whirrif, a 1:;‘!n.lml:ung—amd then turkeys
sppaa.red to be running every way.

“Turkey number one!” Copple called
out as he fired. I rnissed a big gobbler on
the run. Copple shot again.

“Turkey number twol” he called out,
I could not ace what he had done, but of
course I knew he had done execution, It
roused my ire as well as a desperate ambi-
tion, Turkeys were running uphill every-
where. I aimed at this one, then at that,
Aguin I fired. Another misa! How that

ﬁobbler ran! He might just as well have -
own, E

. turkey contrived to get a
tree or bush een him and me, just at
the eritical instant.
oin despair I tr;e;lh to ho}lld on the lutogg:
got a bead on it through my peep sig]
Taoved it with him 38 he moved, and bold.
ing tight I fired. With a ﬁeat flop and
peattering of bronze feathers he went down.
I ran up the slope and secured him, s fine
gobbler of about fifteen * weight.
Upon my return to Copple I found that
he had collected hia two turkeys, bothghot
in t}i? ned:hin Eh:e same lattieo:dyi::[a wc})ml
“If you hit them in the ou apol
them for cooking, I usedtohitaﬁmine in
the head, Let me give you & hunech.
ways pick out a turkey running straight
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ARIZONA 'BEAR—By Zane Grey

away from you or straight toward you.
Never crosswaye. You can t hit them run-
ning to the side.”

en he bluntly complimented me upon
my e}ru;izht. That at least, was consola-
tion fof my poor shooting. We rested
there, and after a while heard a turkey
cluck. Copple had no turkey ealler, but
he clucked anyhow. We heard anawera.
The flock evidently was trying to get to-
gether again, and some of them were a
preaching us, - Copple continued to
and got answers from all round, growing
closer. But presently the answers cossed.

“They're onto me,”" he whiapered and
did not call again. _

At that moment a young gobbler ran
sw:ftéy down the slope and stopped to peer
mot . hisllcmgg t', até'eltchmg.' Ittowgs
not a very Jong shot, and [, scorning o
less than Copple, tried to emulate him,
and aimed at the neck of the gobbler, ANI
got, however, were a few feathers. Likea
grouse, he flew acroes the opening and was

gone.

We lingered there a while, hoping to
pee or hear more of the floek, but did
neither, Cog?le tried to teach me how to
tall the age of turkeys from their feet, a
leason I didnot think I would asaimilate in
one hunting season. He tied their legs
together an hungothem over hia shoulder,
2 net weight of sbout fifty pounds.

All the way up that velley we saw elk
tracks, and once from over the ridge I
he&rda.btﬁlle. On our return towsard
camp we followed & rather meanderi
course, over ridge and down dale,
grassy ‘garks and stately foreats, and
along the slowly oolorgg maple-aspen
thickets., Copple claimed to hear
running, but I did not. Many tired foot-
atepe 1 diagged along before we finall
reached Beaverdam Caficn. How wel-
coma the sight of camp! R. C. and Edd
had acen cne deer that they aaid wae still
enjoying his freedom in the wooda. Taka-
hashi hailed sight of the turkeya with:

“That fine! tfine! Niecefat ones!”.

But tired as I was that night, I still had
enthusiasm i enough to wsilt. Haught'’s
camp and renew year-old acquaint-
ance with the hounn‘(i;. Haught had not
been wble to secure mere than two new
hounds, and these, named Rock and
Buck, were still unknown quantities.
0Old Dan remembered me, and my heart
warme@tothetﬂgngdgatora Hemg
very ES’ ound, gray an

i and and blea%—eyed. Dan
was too old to be put on trails, or at least
to be madeto chaze bear. Heloved a camp
fire, and would almost sit in the flames.
This fact, and the way he would beg for a
morsel to eat, had endeared him to me.

Bigas of Geme Abvanded; the Little Ploe to Which the Rider is Pointing Has Besn Rubbed by s Elk
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0id Tom was somewhat smaller and
Joaner than Dan, yet resembled him
enough to deceive us at times. Tom was
g'ra! too, and had crinkly, scarred ears

many other honorable battle scarts.
Tom was not quite so friendly aa Dan; in
fact, he had more dignity. Still neither
hound was ever demonstrative except
d?:n slglt of his master, Haught told me

if Dan and Tom saw him shoot at 2
deer they would chase it till they drop
accordingly he mnever shot at a g
except lgear and lion when he these
hounds with him.

Sue was the best hound in ‘the pack, as
ahe still hnd in spite of years o{semce,

deal of speed and fight left in her.
he was a alim dark-brown hound with
fine head and vela':long cars. Rock, one
of the new hounds from Kentucky, was
white and black, and had remsrksbly
large, clear and beautiful eyes, almost
human in expression. I could not account
for the faet that 1. suspected Rock was a
deer chaser.
Buck, the other hound from Kentucky,
was 1o longer young; he had m stum
his color was a little yellowwi
dark gpots; and he bad a gdog ead
and eye. I made certain that
Buck had never had s.ny friends, for he
did not understand kindness. Nor ha.d
he ever bad enough to eat, He stayed
awayfromthemtofthepackmdgm owled
fiercely when a pup came near
tried to make friends with him, but found
that I would not have an easy tas

Kaiser Bill was one of the pugtl black
in colcr, a lon , lean, hu:lg'rydoo g dog,
and e had no grown any in 2
year, in body or intelligence. I
rembered how he would ye;l{p juat t.o
hear himself and run any kind of a trail
how he would be the first to quit and come
back. And if anyone fired a gun near him
he-would run like a scared deer.

To be fair to Kaiser Bill, the cther pups
;m not much bett;]tir. g‘raﬁler a.:ﬁitfig

‘oot were young still, and about ey
could do was to run and howl.

If, however, they got off right on a bear
trafll and no other trail crossed it th
would stick, and, in fact, lead the %ac
till the bear got away. Once Big Foot
came whimpering into eal:ﬁ with porcu-
pine quills i ln 'hl.s nose. Of all the whlppecl

and funny

Bobbywasthed I liked best. He
was 8 curly black -ahepherd small in
size; he had a sharp intell; Entfwe,mth
the bnghtest hazel eyes. His manner of
wagging hia tail seemed moet comical and

yet cenvineing. Bobby wagged only the

“forepaws, an

d, Ri

nether end and that moet emphatically.
He would stand up to me, holding out hm
t an ap,
beggar he ws,sl Bobby's value to utht.
was not inconsiderable. He was the only
dog Hsught ever had that would herd the
plp On a bear hunt Bobk: d?‘ra loat his

({)herd and his kindly disposition,

yelped fiercely, and hung on a trail as
long a8 any of the pack. He had no fear
of » bear, for which reason Eaught did not
like to run him,

All told, then, we had a rather nonde-
script and poor pack of hounds; the
fact discouraged me. I wanted to hunt
the bad cinnamons and the grizzly sheep-
killers, with which thia rim-rock country
was infested. I had nothing inat the
acorn—eating brown or black . And
with thia Eack of hounda I doubted that
we could hold one of the vicious fighting

ies. But there wag now nothing to
cil but try. + No one could tell, 'We might
kill a big grizzly. And the fact that the
chances were against uas perhape made for
more determined effort. I regretted, how-
ever, that T had not secured a pack of
trained hounds somewhere,
hmtwasl:dte%lﬁ?{:lél Th;aa:lcomha.d
hardly ripen Ves scarcely
eolored; really 'zond bear hunting seemed
off. A storm and then a cold snap

~would help matters wonderfully, and for

these we hoped. Indeed, the weather had
not seitled; hardly a day had been free
of cdouda, But despite conditions we de-
cided to start in bear hunting every other
day, feeling that we could train the pack,
and get them and ourselves in better shape
for a favorable time when it armived.

Aceordm&!gi nextglay we sallied forth
for Horton ‘Thicket, and I went, down with
Edd and George. It was s fine day,
sunny and windy at intervals. The new
trail the boys had made was b . From
above, Horton Thicket looked dark, green,
verdant, witl scarcely any t«ouch of au-
tumn colors, from below, once m it, all
acemed a darker n, cool and damp
Water lny in all low places. The creek
roared bank full of clear water

The new trail led up and down over
dark, red, rich earth, through thicketa of
jack pine and maple, and then acroes lon
slo of manzanita and juni mes
an onk Jumperswerenotso ruitful this

a few having

clusten ofei.vendar-col berries. The
manzanita brush appeared exceptionally
beautiful with ita vivid contrasts of crim-

son and green lea orange-colored
berries, and smooth shi bark of a
chocolate red, The m

consigted of

"was I had less trouble to

tches of cactuses with spear-
ves, low on the ground, with a
ogg dea.d stalk standing or hroken down.
stalk grows fresh o apring, when
it is laden with besutiful yellow blossoms,
The honey from the flowers of mescal and
mesquite iz the best to be obtained in this
country of innumerable bees.
Presently the hounda opened u
pome kind of a trail, and they wor!
round under the ]edgm
cafion, called See Cafion. Aft.er a whlle

round

on lt

the country so r b that fent ridi
was im la; cketa tore an
clu at us untal
the horses. We got off. dd el
ﬁdﬁa:&f‘ he called
¢ gone WAy TOou ,” e called.
“T’'ll walk. Take horse back,”
I decided to let take my horse
glso, and I hurried to catch up with Edd.
Following that long-l Arizonian

on foot was almost as etrenuoua as keeping
him in sight on borseback. I managed it.
We climbed steep slopes and the farther
we climbed the thicker grew the brush.
Often we would halt to listen for hounds,
at which welcome intervals I endeavored
to catch my breath. We kept the
hounds in hearing, which fact incited
us t¢ renewed endeavora, At length
wegotinto abelt of live-oak and scrub-
pine brush.almoet as diffieult to pene-
trate a5 manzanita—and here we had
to bend and crawl.

Bear and deer tracks led everywhere.
Small atones and large atones hid been
lifted and displaced by bears searching
for grube. These slopes were dry; we
found no water at the heuds
of ravines, yet the red earth
was rich in bearded, tufted

grass, vellow duisies and
}:vu.rple asters and a wan blue
lower. We climbed and
climbed, until my back be-
gan to give me trouble,

u“* n we—bit off—a
big hunk,” remarked Edd
onee. and I th t he re-
ferred to the endlesy steep
and brushy slopes. By and
by the hounds came back to
usdone by Otii. all]f fotcl?gﬁe
and weary. Manifes e
bear had outrun them. Qur
best prospect then was to
climb on to the rim and
strike acroes the forest to

camp,
1 noticed that tired as 1
keepup with Edd. Hishoots

§ Basla of Timber and Red Roocks Leading Avway to thes Monatain Ranges

wore vary slip on grass and pine
needl mthatmighthnvebmtryinz
to climb cn ive. ¥ had nails in boots
and they caught hold. Hottara.n wetter
Igrawu.ntil had a sensatlonall
Mylessmdarms the rifle
uayfeetseamedtotaka

and stick. We could

hol qfthairoun
- not go straight up, owing to the nature of

that jumble of broken cliffa and matied
scmb foreau. For hours we toiled onward,
and then upward.
Only t.fnrough such experience could
have gained an adequate knowledge of the
{Continsed on Poge 44}
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SV Mill

Farm- lumbermg pays big profits.

you need is a light, portable "Amen-
can’” Saw Mill, your tractor or farm
engine for power, and your spare time.
“American” owners all over this coun-
try are making a profitable side line out
of sawing wood-lot timber into valuable
lumber. Without previous experience
i‘fou can saw 2500 to 5000 feet a day—
G o Aol o, B0 Fur e
standard-quality, portable saw mill.

Send for Free booklet
American Saw . Mill Machinery Co.
124 Main St., Hackettstown, N. J,
1384 Hudson Terminal Bldg., New York City

The Extra Eggs

will soon pay for one of these

Automatic
. %ﬂ.‘

& Heating

" Poultry

¥ Fountains

7 and Heaters

keeps water at the
right temperature
day and night in the
coldest weather and
requires less than a quart of oil & weeky Made or Gulvnnitrd
Steel Alongfelt want mwued.. Every :Hen House n«dlonc
Price of 1 Heater and 2 gallon Fountain
$2 10. Alo made in 3 mnd 4 nﬂonnlm
\’r rite for Clreular H and testimondals. Agents wanted.

A. 8. FORGE WORKS, SARANAC, MICH.

KE'-LY DUPLEX chtLs

The mills made with dnubic set
of burrs. Have a grinding sur-
face of just double that of most
mills of equal size, therefore,

Do Twice as Much

Work
R Grind ear corn, shelled

af Lurur mr
B Especially adapted for gasoline
engines. Write for new catalog.

Duplex Mill & M¥g. Co., Box 302, Springfield, Ohio

ms many mills

PRICES "WAY DOWN
We've knocked the bottom out
[hr.ll t) of high cost of fence bullding.
We Pay the Freight and saye
you money. Here's a man that

Saved 38 percent

M, R. D. Dillard, Milton, Okla.,
writes: I found all the Fence as sﬂod of
better than 1 expected. 1 saved 328,65 on
my $756.00 order.”
You will never know how much you can save thru our
DIRECT FROM FACTORY TO FARM
selling plan ontilyou get our freecatalog. Writetoday.

KITSELMAN BROS. Dept. 26, Muncie, Ind.

TELL TOMORROW’S | 738

Ll White's Weather Prophet fore-
s iy, casts the weather § to “1welt]ltl'
Nakaoy, hoursinadvance, Notatoy™ ]
£y but ascient ifically constructed in-
strument working automatically.
¥ Handsome, relinbleand everlasting.

An ldeal Xmas Cift

Madedoubly interest! ln.l.)'th(1 llr"gur .
of Hansel and G e Witch, whe
b comelnand outte ;uw:lut.tlu:wnu‘-:nilul

will be, Sise 6} x 7 1 25

fully guampteed. Iun.
DAYID WHITE. Dept. C, 419 E. Water St., lhhultu Wis.

¥ pald 1o any addres in U. S
¥ or Canada o receipt of

GET FULL VALUE
OUT OF YOUR GRAIN ,

Grind it and Feed it on your own
place where nothingislost. It pays. |
Bowsher mills crush ear corn 3/
(with or without husk) and grind all

kinds of amall grains, }..I[hl KHunnin
Cone-shape burrs. 10slzes, 21025 H. I!

D. P. Bowsher Co., South Bend, Ind,

MONE FOR YOU. Raise Rlbbm and other

fur bearinganimals. It'seasy. Ourmag-
Outdoor Enterprises, Dept. 52,

azine tells how—10c, Don't miss it.
Kansas Clty, Mo.
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Arizona Bear ¥
(Comtinnad from FPoge 13)
roughness and vastnees of this rim-rock “Four-point buck,” nid Copple. He
country. muat have been stan that

At]aut we arrived at the base of the brush, Let’sgodownthmsl whera he
, and there thé hounds ﬁnn . Now will you look at that!

E:nped abear, went straight down- ere s where he started vou shot.”
. Inafew momenta the hounds were tle slope, rather , led down to

at the foot of the alopes, tesring back over
the course we had been g0 many hours in
covering. Then we set out to get on the
nm,soastofollowalongltandkeep
track of the chase.

When I reached the rim I fell, and lay
there a few Tnoments until I could get up.
Then 1 followed along after Edd, whose
yells I heard, and overtook him upon the
Eomt of a promontory. Far below the

ounds were

I had never on the point of this
promontory, Grand, indeed, was the pan-
oram#s, Under me yawned 4 dark-green,
umoky—c&ﬁoned rippling basin of tumber
and ned eadmx away to the moun-

of the Four Peaks and Masat-

eatward, toward the yellowing
sunset., stood out long escarpments for
miles, and long slopinx linee of black
!

did not get to see the sunset from that
wonderful point, a matter I
‘We were far from camp, and Edd was not
sure of a bee line during daylight, let glone
after dark.

By the time we reached camp, just at
dark, I was exheusted. Late at alter-
noon the hounds came straggling into
cm‘:lyl lame and starved.

e had froet cn two mornings, tem
atureaslow as twen -slx and
another indicative of unsettled
weather. It rained and sleeted, then
snowed, but the ground was too wet to
hold the snow.

The wilderness began all at once, as if
by magic, to take on auturnn colors. Then
the forest became an enchanted region of
white aspens, golden-green aspons, purple
spruces, dark-green pines, maples a blaze
of vermilion, cerise, sca.rlet magenta,
roge—and slopea of cf red sumac.

Huntmg then bemme quite a d.ream for

{One afternoon Copple, R. C, and

I went us far aa the east side of Gentry

Cafion and worked down C$ple found
fresh deer and turkey

the wind

horses and ahpped back
R. C. took one side of 2 ridge, with Co
and me on the other, and we worked own

toward where we had seen th he'sj After
half an hour of alow, stealthy gli through
the foreat we sat down at the edge of &

park, expecting R. C. to come slong soon.
Allat once we heard a stick ersck, andl.lzht.
stehg; o:'e?i wa]kingdeeronleaves. Copple
w

ready to shoot.” We waited ex-
pecting to see a deer waulk out into the
open. Butnonecame. Leaving our stand
we slipped into the woods, careful not to
make theslightestaound. Somethmggra
moved emong the green and yellow leaves.
Not twenty paces
away 1 descried

the thicket where the bu had mmhed.

*We'll ride over here early to-morrow,”
asid Copple, “an’ I'll bet my gun we pack
some meat to camp.’

Btuttlathe u:lu&t.:led :uther clam:l:lhth?
next day an: next, giving us s o
rain and sleet, and periods of sunshine
deceptive in their promise. Camp, how-
ever, with ou.r b camp fire snd little
tent sto ‘akahashi, would have
been deli in almost any weather.
Takahashi was insulted, the boya told me,
because 1 said he wes born to be 1 copk.

As 1 became scquainted with
Takghashi I learned to think more of
the Japanese. Anyane could see that here
was a Japanhese who was a real man. 1
never saw him’idle. He resented being told
what to do, and after my first offense in
this I wever gave him another

He was a wonderful cook. It
pleased hia vani

to see how good an
appetite I always

Takeahashi had that best of traits—
generosity. Whenever he made pie or
eake or doughnuts he always maved his
share for me to have for lunch next
day. No use to try to break him of this
kindly habit! He was keen, too, and held
in particuler diefavor a.nyono who picked
out the best portions of turkey or meat.

The head of Gentry Cufion was about
five miles from camp, and we reached it
the first clear morning while the frost waa
atill white. and sparkling. We tied our
horses. Copple aaid:

“This ia 8 deer d:ﬁ igl| show'you a
buckaure Let's stick together an’ walk

Eo we made sure to work against the
wind, which, however, waa so light as
almost_to be imperceptibla, and stole
along the dark ravine, taking half a dozen
ate orsoatat]me How atill the forest!

length we reached a level bench,
benuhfully foremtad. , Copple exid,
was 8 Dplace !ordeert.om But the
grass plots, golden with sunlight and
white with froet and black-barred by
shadows of pines, showed no game,

Co ple sat down on a log 2nd | took a

ide him to the left. R. C. stood
im tomarleft. As I laid my rifle over my

ees I saw R. C. stiffen, then crouch a
little. Then I distinctly heard the soft
crack of hoofs on stone and the brealing of
otﬂfmg! Quick a8 I whirled my head I

en.uﬁat out of the tail of my eve the
jerk of C. as he threw up his i

Ilooked. Istrained my eyes, Iﬂsshed
them along the rim of the ravine, A
form seemed to move into the field y
vision, That instant it leaped, and R. C.'s
rifie shocked me with its bursting crack

Isaw the gray form
' piteh hea&-lm

order.

what I thought wes
a fawn. It glided
toward us without
the slightest sound.
Suddenly it saw us ..
andueemedstricken
to stone, I saw it
quwer all over. I
uivering too.
Cog@ ewhispe:red

Shootl"
His whisper, low
(ala it lwa.s, Iltll‘mde the
eer leaplike a gray
flask, Also it broke
the gpell for me.
“Year-oldbuck!”
I exclaimed, quite
loud. “Thought he
was a fawn. Butl
couldn't ha.ve shot

because

A crash of brush
interrupted me.
Thumyp of hoofs,
then abigbuck deer
bounded onward
into the thicket, I
Eot onesnapehot at

“Buck nnF he’
your ment!* called
Copple. “Look for
ano one.”

No other deer ap-

. R.C.ran
toward the gpot
where the gray form
had plun
heap, an
and I foll
found R. C. beside
8 fine three-point
buck that had been
shot square 1t the
back of the head be-
tween and below
the roots of its an-
tlers.

“Never knew
what struck hlm"'

exclaimed pple,
ashelaid hold of the
deer ?m;m hauled :;
out of £ od;; o
the thicket. *“‘Fine
an’ fat! Venison
for camp, boys,.
One of you BO ¢ ter
the horsea an’ the

in ﬂoetmg blurred

himn. Weran aheud
put to no avail.

him u,

Mot Jesse James or Bock Duane, But the
Author ot the Eud of a Hard Trip

{10 BE CONTINUED)
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CARIZONA BEAR-—By Zane Grey

BYNOP3I3—Starting from Flagsiaff, Arizona,
ZaneGraymdhlsputydhuntarsndatothe
Beuverdm(hﬁonmtmtry, the&l pitch catap

meorhurhmhng.'fhey d plenty of
elk, wild turkey—and bear signs on
Theyspmdthaﬁmtdayortwamg—
lngthdrbnen camp and exploring the near-by cafions
snd ravines, ‘They shoot several turkeys and start a
bear, which escapes. Howevar, botter luck comes to

themmdtheybﬁnghmadeer.
m

HAD been riding eastward of Beaver-
dam Cafion with Haught, and we had
parted up on the ridge, he to go down

a ravine leading to his eamp, and I to
linger & while longer u]l.l:' there in the Indian-
summer woods, so {ull of gold and silence
and fragrance on that October afternoon,
Tha trail graduslly drew me onward and
downward, and at length I eame out into
nnarrow%:n k lined bys%rgcetrees.
Suddenly Ea.arﬂm shot up his ears. I
hed not ridden him for days and he:ﬁ»-
peared more than ususlly sgmtad. He
gaw or heard somethi eld him in,
and after a moment 1 dismounted and
my Hfle, A crashing in hrush some-

where near at hand excited me, Peering
all round I tried to locate cause for the

sound. A my ear caught a violent
swmh:&e brush a.ceompanled by a enap-

time I cocked my
nﬂe. Don los anurted. After another

circling swift gaze it dawned upon me that
the aound eame from overhead.

I looked into this tree and thst, sud-
denly to have my gaze arrested by a thresh-
ing compmotion in the very top of a lotty
spruce. Iaaw a dark form moving against

ab d of blue sky. Instantly I
thought it must be a }ynx and was about
to raise my rifie when s voice as from
the clouds utterly astounded me, I
gns my satonishment. Was I dream-

But violent threshings and whacks
from the tree top absolutely wssured me
thathga:ias neither dreaming nor out of

my

“Me get you—whee!” shouted the
voice. There was a man up in the swaying
top of thet spruce and he was no other
than Takahashi. For a moment I eould
not find my voice. Then I shouted:

“*Hey, up there, George! What in the
world are you doing? I came near shoot-
fng you.” .

Zage Grer and Two of the Hoande-in Camp

- &h{‘, hullo! Me come down now,” re-

I had seen both lynx and lon climb
down out of a tTee, but nothing except a
squirrel could ever have beaten Taka-
haghi. The spruce was fully one hundred
and fifty feet high; and unless I made &
great mistake the Jap descended in two
minutes, He grinned from ear to ear as
he reached the ground.

“Me no see you—no hear ™ be said.
“"You take me for big cat?"

“Yea, George, and ] might have shot
you, What were you doing up there?"

Takahashi brushed the needles and
bark from his clothes. *Me go out with
little gum &l}m give me. Me hunt, no see
squirrel, out no gun—see aqui Me
chase him up tree—me climb high~awful
high. Nogood. Bquirre] he too quick. He

-run right over me—get away.”

Takahashi laughed with me, I balieved
ha wua laughing at what he considered the
surprising a; ty of the squirrel, while I
was laughing at him. Here was another
manifestation of the Jap's mmplm%‘and
capacity. If all Japanese were li ka~
hashi they were 2 wonderful people. Men
are meh because they do thi ngee
Persi.ans were trained to sweat freely at

least once every day of their lives. It
seemeddat;mt;hgtﬂaamdn}agsmt
every which was to say, hard
he very s‘.lrely was degener;ating physi-
cn.lly Ieould%leinmamtdealﬁ-om

t there I told him that my father
n a famous squirre]l hunter in his
He had such remarkable eyesight
that he could espy the ear of 8 sguirrel
projecting above the highest limb of a tall
white And he was such a aplendid
shot that he had often barked s
88 was 4 noted ice of the old pioneer.
I had to explain to Takahashi that this
E-nctiee consisted of shooting a bullet to
it the bark right under the squirrel, and
the concussion would so atun it that it

day

would fall e if dead,
“Aw, my m more
better shot you!" e]acu.la Taka-

"Y indeed, he was,” I replied reﬂeo-
tively aa in a flash the Ionﬁpast
daysrecurred in mamory.
of boyhood were tbe best of

ife. I%seemedtomethatoneofthefew
reagons [ still had for cli g to hunting
was this keen-thrilling hark back to early

days, Books firat, then guns, then fishing

m 80 ran the liat of mtenal possessions
heartas a

That nlght was mo-onhght eold, starry,
with a silver sheen on spectral spruces.

During the night there came = ; it
rained—first 2 drizzle, then & heavy down-
pour, and at five-thirty a roar of hail on
the tent. This music did not last long. At
seven o'clock the thermometer registered
thirty-four degrees, but there was no
fro:t The ngﬁmmg waB s;u:lnewhat cloudy
or foggy, with promise of clearing.

We took the hounds over to See Cafion,
snd while Edd and Nielson went down
with them, the reat of us waited ahove lor
developmenta. Scarcely had they more

than tune en h to reach the gorge below
when the burst into full chorus.
Haught led the way then round the rough

rim for better van po: 1 was
mounted on one of the orsesl;eehadg‘ot—
ten for me—a fine, spirited animal named
Stockings. hai:ly he had been g cav-

horse. He was a bay with white
feet, well built and powerful, though not
over medium size, One aplendid feature
about him was that & saddle appeared to
it him 80 snugly it never slipped. And
another feature, infinitely the most at-

tractive to me, was his easy gait, His trot
and lope were s0 comfortable and awing-
ing, like the motion of 2 ~chair,

thatIeouldridehimaJldaymthpeaame

But when it came to chasing after
hounds and bears along the nm, Stoclnngs

ve me trouble. Too eager, too apirited,

e would not give me time {o choose the
dlroctlon He jumped ditches and gullies,
E{:}ﬂfed into bad jumbles of rock, tried to

logs too high for him, ecarried me
under low branches and through dense
thicketa, and in genaral sho he was
axcaodmgly willing to chase after the pack,
but orant of rough forest travel. Owing

I{ell behind, and got out of bearing
o! both hounds and men, and eventually
found myself loat somewhere on the weat
side of See Cafion. To get out I had to
turn my back to the sun, trevel west till I
came o the rim above Horton Thicket,
and from there return to camp, arriving
rather late in the afterncon,

All the men had returned, and all the
hounds ‘except Buck. I was rather sur-
prised and disturbed to find the Haughts
in & high state of dudgeon. Edd loo

(Continnad on Page 21)

Ouae of the Seddles Whers Boars Run From Caiioa to Caioa
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le and a . U questioning Niel-
E:n i leam:altf?hat tfgxllwunds had at onee
struck a fresh bear track in See Cafion.
Nielson and Edd had not followed far
before they heard a hound yelping in pain.
They found Buck caught in a bear tra?
The rest of the hounds came upon a little
bear cub, cawght in_ancther- trap, and
killed it. Nielson said it had ewvidently

& prisoner for some days, being very
poor and emaciated, Fresh tracks of the
mother bear were proof that she had been
round trying to save it or minister to it,
There were trappers in See Cafion; and
between bear hunters and trappers mani-
festly there was no love lost. Edd said
they had as mych right to trap as we had
to?unb, but that was not the question.

There had been opportunity to tell the
Haughts about the big number-four bear
tradps pet in See Cafion. But the trappers
did not tell, and besides they were ki inﬁ
deer out of season and baiting the traps wit
venison—two acts against the law. Edd
had brought the dead cub back to our
eamp. It was a preity little bear cub,
about mix monthe old, with a soft, silky
brown coat. No one had to look at it
twice to see how it had auffered.

This matter of trapping wild animals
is asingularly hateful to me. Bad enough
is it to etalk deer to shoot them for their
meat, but at least this is 8 game where the
deer have all the advantage., Bad, indeed,
it may be to chase bears with hounds, but
that is a hard, dangerous method of hunt-
ing, which givea it some semblance of fair-
ness, Most of my hear hunts proved to
me that I ran more risks than the bears. To
sot traps, however, to hide big iron-
3ﬂ'ing , Bpike-toothed traps to citch and

Jutch wild animals alive ;and hold them
till they died or & or gnawed off
their feet, or until the trapper chose to
come with hiz gun or club to end the mis-
erable business-—what, indeed, shall I call
that? Cruel--base—cowardly! .

It cannot be defended on moral grounds.
But vast moneyed interests are at stake,
One of the greatest of American fortunes
was built upon the brutal, merciless
trapping of wild animals for their furs.
And in the fall of 1919 the prices of fox,
marten, beaver, raccoon, skunk, lynx,
muskrat, mink and otter were higher by
double than they had ever been. Trappers
were going to reap & rich harvest. Well,
everybody must make & living; but is this
trapping business honest, is it manly?
To my knowledge trappers are hardened.
Market fishermen are hardened, too, but
the public eat fish. They do not eat furs.

ow in cold climates and seasons furs
are valuable to protect le who must
battle with winter winds and slest and
iee; ang against their use by such I dare
say iz no justification for censure.
But the vast number of furs go to deck

the ns of vain women, I appreciate
the beantiful contrast of fair skin against
a bac und of sable fur, or silver fox, or

rich black, velvety seal. But beautiful
women would be just as beautiful, just as
warmly clothed in wool instead of fur.
And infinitely better women! )
Not long ggo I met & young womnan in
one of New York’s fashionable hotels, end
I remarked sbout the exquisite evening
coat of fur she wore. She said she loved
furs. She ceriainly was handsome, and
she ap to be refined, cultured, a girl
of high class. And I said it was a pity
women did not know or care where furs
came from. She seemed surprised. Then
I told her about the iron-jawed, spike-
teothed traps hidden by the springs or on
the runways of game—about the fox or
bezver or marten secking its food, training
lmtfdyoung to fere for themselves, about the
den terrible clutch of the trap, and
then the frantic fear, the instinctive fury,
the violent struggle, about the foot gnawed

off by the beast that was too fierce to die -

a captive, about the hours of agony, the
horrible thirst, the horrible days till death.
And I concluded: * All hecanse women are
Juxurious and wvain!” She shuddered
underneath the beautiful cont of furs, and
seemed insulted.

Upon inquiry I learned from Nielson
that Buck was coming somewhere back
along the trail hopping along on three
lege. I rode on down to my camp, and

rocuring 8 bottle of iodine I waiked back
n the hope of doing Buck a good turn.

THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN

' ARIZONA BEAR

{Continued from Poge 13)

During my absence he had reached eamp,
and was lying under ad aspen, apart from
the other hounds, Buck looked meaner
and uglier and more distrustiul than ever.
Evidently this injury to his leg was a trick
Ylayed upon himm by his archenemy man.

stood beside him ashe Licked the swollen
bloody leg, and talked to him a5 kindly as

.1 knew how. And finally I sat down be-

gide him.

The trap teeth had caught his right
front leg just above the first joint, and
from the pogition of the teeth marks and
the way he moved his leg I had hopes that
the bone was not broken. Apparently the
big teeth had gone through on each side
of the bone. en I tried gently to touch
the swollen leg Buck growled ominously.

*He would have bitten me. I patted his

head with one hand and, watching my
chance, at Jength with the other I poured
iodine over the open cutz. Then I kept
patting him and holding his head until the
lodine had become sbsorbed. Perhaps it
wan only my faney, but it seemed that
the ugly gleam in his distrustiul eyes had
becomne sheepish, as if he was ashamed of
something he did not understand. That
look more than ever determined me to try
to find some way to his affections. -

A camp-fire couneil that night resulted
in plans to take a pack outfit and ride
west along the rim to a place Haught called
Dude Creek.

“Recken we'll shore smoke up_some
b'ars along Dude,” said Haught. *Never
was in there but I jumped b’ars. Good deer
an’ turkey country too."

Next day we rested the hounds, and got
things into packing shape with the inten-
tion of starting early the following momn-
ing. Butitrained on and off; and the da‘y
after that we could not find Haught's
burros, and not until the fourth moming
could we start. It turned out that Buck
did not have a broken leg and had recov-
ered purprisingly from his injury. Aloof
as he held himself, it appeared certain he
did not want to be left behind. '

We rode a]l day along the old Crook
road where the year before we had en-
countered so many obatacles. ] remem-
bered most of the road, but how strange it
seemed to me, and what a proof of my
rmental condition on that memorable trip,
that I did not remember ali! UsualE;
forest or desert ground [ have traveled
over I never forget. This ride, in the
middle of Qetober, when all the colom of
autumn vied with the sunlight to make the
forest a region of golden enchantment,
was one of particular delight to me, 1 had

_begun to work and wear out the pain in
Bu.iier'ed a

my back. Ewery night I had

little less and slept a little better, and
every morning 1 had less and less of a
struggle to get up and straighten out.
Many a groan had I amothered. But now,
when [ got wermed up from riding or
walking or sawing wood. the Pam left me
altogether and I forgot it. [ had given
myself heroic treatment, but my reward
was in gight, My theory that the outdoor
life would cure almoat any ill of body or
mind seemed to have earned another
proof added to the long list.

At sunset we had covered about sixteen
miles of rough road, and had arrived at a
point where we were to turn away from
the rim down into a cafion named Bar-
ber Shop Cafion, where we were to camp.

Before turning aside 1 rode out to the
rim for a look-down at the section of
country we were to hunt. It was awonder-
ful section of rim-rock country. I ap-
peared to be at the extreme point of a vast
ten-league promontory, rising high over
the basin, where the rim was cut into
cafions as thick as teeth of a paw. They
were notched and V-shaped. TAREY,)
russet-lichened cliffis, yellow-and-gold-
atained rocks, old crumbling ruins of
pinnacles crowned by pine thickets
ravines end gullies snd cafions choke(i
with trees end brush all green gold,
purple red, scarlet fire—these indeed were
the heights and depths, the wild lonely
ruggedness, the color and beauty of Arizona
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land. There were long steep slopes of
cak thickets, where the bears lived, long
gray slides of weathered rocks, long
slanting ridges of pine, descending for
miles cut and down into the green basin,
yet always seeming to stand high above
that rolling wildemesa. The sun stood—
croased by thin elouds—a golden blaze in
a golden sky, sinking to meet a ragged
horizon line of purple.

Here sgain was 1 confromted by the
majesty and beauty of the earth and by
another and more striking effect of this
vast tilted rim of mesa. I could see many
miles to west and east. This rim was a
hl:ge wall of splintered rock, a eolossal
cliff, towering so high above the black
basin below that ravines snd cafions re-
sembled ripples or dimples, darker lines
of sh:gg.e Azﬁd on l::he othfr side Jer;;n ita
very , where the pine fringe n, it
sloped gradually to the north, with heads
of cafions opening almost a$ the erest. I
saw ohe ravine begin its atart not fifty feet
from the rim.

Barber Shop Calion had five heads, all
running down, like the fingers of a hand, to
form the main cafion, which was deep,
nerrow, forested hy giant pines, A round
level dell, watered by & murmuring brook,
deep down among the many slopes, was
our camp ground, and never had I seen
one more desirable. The wind zoughed
in the lofty pine tops, but not a breeze
reached down to this sheltered nook.
With sunset gold on the high slopes our
eamp was ghrouded in twilight shadows.
R. (?. and [ stretched a canvas fly over a
rope from tree to tree, staked dowm the
ends, and left the sides open. Under this
we ynrolled our beds.

Night fell quickly down in that se-
questered pit, and indeed it was black
night, A blazing camp fire enhanced the
circling gloom and invested the great
brown pines with some weird aspect. The
boys put up an old tent for the hounds,
Poor Buck waa driven out of this sheiter
by his canine rivals. 1 took ?ity upon
him and tied him st the foot of my bed.
When R. C. and I crawled into our blan-
keta we discovered Buck snugly settled be-
tween our beds, and, wonderful to hear, he
whined.

“Well, Buck, old dog, Cyou keep the
skunks away,” ssid R. C. And Buck
emitted some kind of a queer aound, &

rently meant to assure ua that he would

eep even a lion away. From my bed [
could see the tips of the black pines close to
the white atars. Before I dropped to sleep
the night grew silent, except for the faint
moan of wind and low mearmur of brook.

We erawled out early, keen to run from
the eold wash in the brook to the hot
camp fire. George and Edd had gone
down the cafion after the horses, which
had been hobbled and turned loose. Lee
had remained with his father at HBeaver-
dam eamp. For breakfast Takahashi had
venison, biscuits, griddle cakes with
maple sirup, and hot coeoa. I certainly
did not begin on an empty stomach what
augured to be a hard day. Buck hun
round me that moming, and I subdu
my generous impulses long enough to be
convinced that he had und ne a subtle
change. Then I fed him. Old Dan and
Old Tom were witnesses of this procedure,

“which they regarded with extreme die-

favor. And the pups tried to pick a fight
with Buck. .

By eight o’clock we were riding up the
colored slopes, through the still forest,
with the sweet, fragrant, frosty air nipping
at our noses. A mile from camp we
reached a notch in the rim that led down
to Dude Creek, and here Edd and Nielson
descended with the hounds. The rest of
us rode out to a point to wait develo
ments. The sun had already flooded the
basin with golden light; the eest slopes
of cafion and rim were dark in shade.
I sat on a mat of pine needles near the
rim, and looked, and cared not for pas-
mage of time,

But I was not permitied to be left to
sensorial dreams. Right under us the
hounds opened up, filling the cafion full of

bellowing echoes. They worked down.
Stopes below us narrowed to promontories
and along these we kept our gaze. Sud-

ve a jump, and rose,
thumping to his horse.
{Continued on Poge 23)
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“Saw a b'ar|” he yelled. “Just got
m 1;;, him crossin’ an open ndge.
on

We mounted and chased Haught over
the roughest kind of rocky ground, to
overtake him at the next point on the rim.

* Ride along, you fellars,” he said, “an’
esch pick out a stand. Keep ahead of the
doﬁlm' look sharp.”

en it was in short order that I found
myself slone, Copple, R. C. and George
Haught having got ahead of me. I kept
to the rim. The hounds ecouid be plain
heard and alao the encoura%ing yells of
Nielson and Edd. Apparently the chase
was working along under me, in the direc-
tion I was going.

Suddenly I espied a shiny black cbject
moving along a bare slope, far below.

A-bear! thrilled and excited waa I
that1did not wonder why this bear walked
along po leisurely and calmly. Assuredly
he had not evéen heard the hounds. I be
gan to shoot, and in five rapid shots I
spattered dust all over him. Not until [
had twe more shots, one of which struck
close, did he begin to run, Then he got
out of my sight. [ yelled and yelled to
those ahead of me along the rim. Some-

answered, and next some began
to shoot. How [ climbed and crawled and
gcuffled to get back to my horsel Stock-
ings answered to the spirit of the occasion,
Like & deer he ran round tbe rough rim,
and I had to perform with the agility of a
eontortionist to avold dead snagn of treen
and green branches. When [ got to the
B:i;ttmm which ] had caleulated Gm{fe
done his shooting I found no one. My
t no answersy But [ heard a
e (o iy voce th ahfr;?e > “?}
up from far below rang the span
n%eu in quick action. Nielson and Edd
were shooting. 1 eounted seven shota,

I ahead to the next gg:::,
finding only the tracks of R. C.s .
Everywhere [ for the bear I had
gighted, and at intervale I yelled. Forall
the snewer I got I might as well have been
alone on the windy rim of the world. My

voiee loat in immengity, Then I
rode westward, then hack eastward, and
to and fro until both Stockings and I were

weary., AtlastI gaveup, and tooka

Jang test under a pine o the rim. Mot 8
shot, not a yell, not s sound but wind and
the squall of a jay dismpted the peace of

that hour.
The w ing of the sun advised me
that the hours fled, and it was high

time for me to beatir myself toward camp.
OnGwlﬁemy Coppl Idfflmg Haygnh;, fhiBE'gn
, Copple and R. C., wai or
and Nielson to come up over the rim an
for me fo retum. ¢y asked for my
story. Then 1 learned theirs. Haught
had kept even with the hounds, but had
f iy e e g ot
early in ¥.
far westward, to no a op, R. C.
close to George and me, had
bulletgeglt, ad been u_nsb@t:
any r. To my surprise i
out that Geo:se had shot at a
brown bear when I h aupﬁgsad it was
. Whereupon Haught said:
Edd’}ln' N smoked up
One by one the hounds climbed over
the rim and wesarily lay down beside ua.
Down the long, gramy, cedared aisle I saw
they:;ihlgam Lo d a“u:};‘:?' fitthjmy
wet an an .
‘When Eddoﬁot in breath he gaid:

_“R:Etm_ we struck a hot trail. Bear
with inch track. He'd come down
to drink last night.

H

nome of the hounds caught u with him,
We beard & pup yelp, an’
Kaiser Bill eakin’ back

the eagt side high enough to see. An'
were workin' down when the pack bayed
the bear round thet hare point.

*It was up an’ acroes ﬁmﬂt:‘ Nielson

We t to have gone scroms an’ got &
stand ell, pretty soon we ssw
hira eotnie ’ out of the hrush—a big
with & back.
right. Nielg an’ [

.Ewl;nm'lverﬁp

L

sagacd
"For years he tried to stalk it and kill it,
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hegan to ahoot. An' thet bear an to
hump bi » Hewas mad too. His fur

up like a ruffle on his neck. Niels
got four shots an’ I got three. Reckon one
of us stung him a htile. Lordy, how he
run! Ap’hjslastiump off the slide was a
header into the brush.”

‘When all was told and talked over
Haught said: *‘Wal, you can just bet we
g:at.rup two brown besre an’ one black

an’ thet old Jasper of a silvertip.”

After supper we lounged round 4 cheer-
ful, crackling camp fire. Natural, indeed,
was it then, after talking over the auspi-;
cious start of our hunt at Dude Creek, :
that we should drift to the telling of stories. |

Sensing this drift, [ opened the hour of
reminiscence and told some of my experi-
i(a:ncaa h;n the J&‘"‘lﬁy of \Solt)xeté:em Mexico.

opple immediately top my gtories
by more wonderful and hair-raising ones
agbout his own adventures in Northern
Mexico. These stirred Niclsen to talk
about the Seri Indians, end their canni-
balistie traits, )

I never tired of listening to Haught,
He had killed over & hundred bears, many
of them vicious grizzlies, and he had often
escaped by a breadth of a heir, but the
killing stories were not the most interest-
ing to me, HsUﬁht had lived a singular]
elementallife, He never knew what to te
me, because [ did not know what to ask
for, 8o I just waited for atories, experiences,
istory and the like,

antelope that was the lader of a herd of
ordinary color, which was a grayish white.
l?lhil-c dayteisame I:rhen Heught saw b;hm
ack antelope. It was a very large u-
tiful stag, tﬁ: most noble and wild and
ious animal Haught had ever peen.

and so did other hunters. But no hunter

ever got evén a shot at it. Finally this

hmdbhck ﬁ.te!ope disappeared and was never
again.

By this time Cotiple begnn a tzle cal-
culated to outdo the Arsbian Nights. I
envied his tnost remarkable imagination.
is story had to do with hunting meat
a mining eamp in Mexico, He got 8o
with a rifle that he never aimed at
mh::;tnthm' Onhm .aswasahabittog

! ce the camp was out o

meat, and nlzo he was out of I;mm1.mit;i-::u'1.

one shell left! He came upon a herd
eer licking salt at a deer lick, They
were small deer and he wanted several or
all of them. Sohe maneuvered round and
waited until five of the deer had lined up
close together. Then he aimed so as to
send his one bullet through their necks,
Killed the whole five in one shot |

Wa reated the hounds next day, and I
was glad to rest myself. About sunset
Copple rode ugtotherimtolookforhis
mules. We all heard him shoot eight times
with his rifle and two with hia revolver.

Everybody said: .

" kecvul Ten turkeys—inaybe a4
dozen, if Copple got two in linel!”

We werea].lflad to think so. We
watched ly for him, but he did not
return till dark. He seemed vastly sore
at himsel!. What a remarkable hard luck
atory he told! He had come upon a flock
of turkeys, and they were rather difficult
to see. All of them were close, and run-
n.inf fast. He ghot eight times at eight
turkeys and missed them all. Too dark—
brush— trees—running like deer—Copple
had g dozen excusea. Then he saw a tur-
key on a log ten feet away., Heshot twice.
The turkey waa a knot, and he had missed
av;eﬁ that. | o

eTreupon seized my opportunity

and reminded all t how Copple had
ealled out: “Turkey number one! Tur-
key number two!"' the day [ had missed
* Ben, T‘“".L!f" oy Lled out to-nigh
. m ave yelled cn ight

like this"—and I raised my voice high:

*“‘Turkey number one—nix! , . .
Turkey number twe—missed, by gosh!
[I‘ufkey number three—never

X5

il

2

. . L)

touched him Turkey number
four—nol . . . Turkey number five—
aw, I'm shooting blank shells!

Turkey number gix on the log—by thunder,
I can't see ight!’ "

- 'We all had our fun at Copple’s \
The oM bear hunter, Haught, rolied on the
ground, over and over, and roared in his
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had tipped the pines with gold I

went down Barber Shop Cafion
with Copple to look for our horses. Dur-
ing the night ourstock had been chased by
alion. We had all been awakened by their
snorting and stampeding. We found our
horses scattered, the burrog gone, and
Copple’s mules still squared on guard,
reedy to fight, Copple assured me that
thia formation of his mules on guard was
an infallible sign of lions prowling round.
One of these mules he had owned for ten
years, and it waa indeed the most intelli-
gent heast I ever saw in the woods.

We found three beaver damas across the
brook, one about fifty feet long, and an-
other fully two hundred. Fresh turkey
tracks showed in places, and on the top of
the longer dam, fresh made in the mud,
were lion tracks as large as the crown of
my hat. How sight of them made me
tingle all over! Here was absolute proof
of the prowling of one of the great cats.

Beaver tracks were everywhere. They
were rather singular-looking tracks, the
front feet being five-toed, and the back
three-toed, and webbed. Near the slides
on the bank the water was muddy, show-
ing that the beaver had been at work
early. These animals worked mostly at
night, but sometimes at' sunset and sun-
rise. They were indeed very

EARLY next morning before the sun
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- ARIZONA BEAR

By Zane Grey

On the Rim, Waiting for the Hounds 0 Start a Bear

The other boys remained on the rim to take
up various stands as occasion called for.
I had never been on as steep slopes as
these under the rim. They were grassy,
brushy, rocky, but it was their steepness
that made them so hard to travel. Right
off, haliway down, we started a herd of
bucks. The noise they made sounded like
cattle. We found tracks of half a dozen.
“Lots of deer under the rim,"” declared
Copple, his eyes gleaming. “They're
feedin' on acorns. Here's where you'll get
our big buck.” After that I kept a sharp
ookout, arguing with myself that a buck
close at hand was worth a lot of bears
down in the brush.

Presently we changed a direct descent
to work gradually along the slopes toward
a great level bench covered with pines.
We had to eross gravelly patches and pits
where avalanches had sFid. and at last
gaining the bench we went through the
pine grove, out to a manzanita thicket, to
a rocky point where the ledges were top-
pling and dangerous. The stand here
afforded a magnificent view. We were
now down in the thick of this sloped and
cafioned and timbered wildness, no longer
above it, and aloof from it. The dry smell
of pine filled the air, When we finally
halted to listen we at once heard the
baying of the hounds in the black notch

cuts and patches of manzanita.

below us. We watched and listened. And
presently across open patches we saw the
flash of deer, and then Roek and Buck fol-
lowing them. Thus were my sus?iciuns of
Rock fully confirmed. Copple yelled
down to Edd that some of the hounds
were running deer, but apparently Edd
was too far away to hear, E
Still, after a while we heard the mellow
tones of Edd’s horn, calling in the hounds.
And then he blew the signal to acquaint
all of us above that he was going down
round the point to drive the next cafion.
Copple and I had to choose between
climbing back to the rim or trying to cross
the slopes and head the gorges, and ascend
the huge ridge that separated Piles Cafion
from the next cafion. I left the question to
g;:lpp]e, with the result that we stayed

ow.

We were still high up, though when we
gazed aloft at the rim we felt so far down,
and the slopes were steep, stony, soft in
places and slippery in others, with

stranger was I to this beautiful, treacher-
ous Spanish brush! I shared with Copple
a dislike of it almost equal to that inspired
by cactus. We soon were hot, dusty, dry,
and had begun to sweat. The immense
distances of the place were what con-
tinually struck me. Distances that were

d
eﬁg .
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deceptive—that looked short and were
interminable! That was Arizona. We coy-
ered miles in our detours and we had to
travel fast, because we knew Edd eould
round the base of the lower points in quick
time. It was muscle and wind

work, but we made the best speed the
rough going would permit.

Above the head of the third gorge Cop-
ple and I ran across jan enormous bear
track, fresh in the dust, leading along an
oldhbear trail. This track measured twelve
Incnes.

“He’s an old Jasper, as Haught says,”
declared Copple. “Grizzly! An” you ean
bet he hmrdp the dogs an’ got movin’ away
from here. But he ain't seared. He was
walkin”."”

I forgot the arduous toil. How t
and cool and priekling the feel of my
The fresh track of a big gri
rouse the hunter in any man. We made
sure how fresh this track was by observ-
ing twigs and sprigs of manzanita just
broken. The wood was green, and wet
with sap. Old Bruin had not escaped our
eyes any too soon. We followed this bear
trail, evidently one used for years. It
made climbing easy for us. Trust a big
heavy old grizzly to pick out the best
traveling over muih country! This fel-
low, I concluded, had the eye of a sur-

veyor. His trail led

=

cautious and wary. These dams
had just been completed and no
aspeng had yet cut for
food. Besvers usually havetwo
holes to their home, one under
the water, and the other out on
the bank. We found ome of
these outside burrows and the
opening into it was nearly a
foot wide.

Upon ourreturn to camp with
the horses Haught said he could
put up that lion for us, and from
the size of ita track he judged it
to be a big one, well worth go-
ing after. I did not want to
hunt lions and R. C. preferred
to keep after bears,

“Wal," said Haught, “I'll
take an off day an' chase thet
lion. Had a burro killed here
a couple of yeara ago."

So we rode out with the
hounds on another bear hunt.
Piles Cafion lay to the east of
Dude Creek, and we decided to
run it that day. Edd and Niel-
son started down with the

hounda. Copple and I followed
shortly afterward with the in-
tention of descending midway,
and then working slong the
ridge crests and promontories.

Takahashi, the Jap Cook, st Beaver Dam Camp

toward a wonderful erag-
crowned ridge that .
heaved down from the rlnhg t
had a dip or saddle in the mid
dle, and rose from that to the

lofty mesa, and then on th
lower sifde rose to a bare rount
point of gray rock, a landm:
a dome-shaped tower where th
gods of that wild n migh
have kept their PRk

Long, indeed, did it t2
i th- w




and often it fooled us, It sounded like the
baying of hounds, and now like the halloo-
ing of men, and then like the distant peal
ofahorn. Byand by Co
the hounds, I could not besure. Soon we
indeed heard the deep-sounding wild bay
of Old Dan, the coarse, sharp, rin bay
of Old Tom, and then, leas elear, the chorus
from the other hounds, Edd had started

on & trail up this magnificent cafion

" at ourfeet, After a while we heard Edd’a

w]l, fnr away but clear:

Soon the basnng of the hounds appeared
to pass below and beyond us, vp the cafion

‘to our right, which worried Copple.

“Lat's go farther up,” he kept saying.
tfo I espied moving doiz, one
blue. one brown, on the opposite slope.
were Haught and his son Edd slowly
and lahorio elimbing up the steep
bluff. How like snails they climbed!
Theirs was indeed a task. A yell pealed
out now and then, and though it seemed
to come from an entirely different direc-
tion it surely must have come from the
Huughts. Presently some one high on the
rim answered with like yells. e chase
was growing hotter.
Then we were startled by the sharp
mckofanﬁefrom the rim.

s open! Get your pardners,
bo?s clmmeg Copple with enimation.
. ‘Bem waan't that a .30 Government?*

asked
“Sure wan,” he replied. “Must have
been R. C. openin’ up Now look sharp!"

u tecfue?! £rowing more ex-

ed Another shot from

, above fm-t.hor off and from a diferent

nted our stm-ing expectatlon.
Copp e left our stend an

the ridge, and then down, u.nder an nlo
dheto keegf - thglﬂ Whadta“ Ihm:|

o up wi @ go aps 8
hun: yards when I heard ger ﬁ
of Haught's .80-caliber government-mod
nﬂeledFollowmz this his big hoarse voice

out:

‘"He's goin’ to the left—to the left!”

That sent us nght sbout hoe. to ohmh-
ing, scrambling
backtoourﬁrststandat eaad e,w re
we arrived breathless and eager:

Edd was climbing higher up, evidently
to reach the level top of the luﬂsbove
and Haught was working farther up the
cafion, climbing & little. Copple yelled
with all his might:

L L

" !“mryw art” ug s
stentorian voice. How the echoes clapped.

Juat then Copple electrified me with »
wild shout:

“Weow! I see him! What & whopper!”

He threw up his riﬂle-—apang—spa.ng—
Spang—shang—Bepang

His aim waa seross the cafion. I bheard
his bullets strike. I strained my eyes in

ﬂa.shi gaze everywhere,
re? Where?” I cried wildly.
*There!l™ .shouted Copple keenly, and
he pointed acroes the cafion. '"He's
overthebench—aboveEdd. . . . Now
he's out of sight. Watch just over Edd.
Watch sharp—right by that big spruce

ple said he heard |
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1 Climbed Until My Tongue Hoog Oot and My Heart Wi Likely 1o Barst

with the dead fop. He's 2 grizzly an' as
bl% as a horse.”
Imhduntllmyeymhurt A.lllsald
was: “Ben, you saw game first to-day.”
Sudde.n] a8 large, dark-brown object,
urry and grizzled, moved out of theshadow
der the spruce a.nd turned to go along
the edge in the ops
"Ohl look at !” ed A gtro
hot of blood TAn over me and
ed till I shook. When I aimed at the
bear]],' could see him through the circle of
p sight, but when I moved the

'bead of the front s*ht upon him it almoat

covered him g he distance waa far—
more than & thousand yards—over half a
mile—we caleulated aftorward. But I
tried to draw g bead on the blgbmnm

shape and fired till rifle was e empl
eanwhile Copple had reloaded,

watch while I shoot,” be said, *Tell me

where I'm hittin'.”

Wonderful was it to see how awiftly
he could aim and shoot. Isaw a puff of -

dust. “Low,Ben!” Spangl hia rifle,
“"High1!" n he shot wide tHme.
Ha emptled

““Smoke him n.ow!” he shouted glee-

fully. “I'll watch while you shoot.”

My excitemernt was intense, It seermned,
however, I was most consumed with admi-
ration for that Ifm.zl Not in. the least
was he afraid. ked along the rough
places, trotted along the | , and here
and there he halted to gaze ow him. I
waited for one of these halts, aimed 2 trifle

h, and fired. g mapc’::i a quick
anrgry movement and then jum upona
ledge. He jumped like a rabhit.

My next bullet struck a puff from rock
above the bear, and my third, hltth just
in front of him aa he waa on a yellow ledge
covered him with dust. He reared an
wheeling, sheered back and down the step
he had mounted, and disappeared in-a

of brush. I shot into that. We
my bullet crack the twigs. But it
routed him out, and then my last ghot hit
far under him.
pple ¢ircled his mouth with his hands
and Iowed to the Haughta:

“Climb! Climb! Hurry! Hurryl He's
just above you—under that bluff.”

‘The Haughts heard and evidently tried
to do ail in their power, but they moved
like snails. Then Co‘ﬂée fired five more
shots, quick yet deliberate, and he got
through before I had reloaded. As I hegan
2?’ thn'cl magazine Copple was 80 swift in

oading that his first shot mingled with

my second. How we made the welkin
ring' Wild yella Pea.led down from the rim.
* I aaid as ] finisled my
tlnrd set of five shots, the last ahot of
which was my best and koocked dirt in
the face of the grizzly.

n he reared. This time he appeared
to Iocate our direction. Above the bedlam
of yella and bays and yelps and echoes I
lmnmned I heard the vroar. He was
now gettin f farther along the base of the
bluff, and 1 saw that he would escape us.
Mynﬂe barrel was hot as fire. My fingers
were all thumbe. I jammed a ghell in the
recetver, My last chance had fled! But
Copple’s big brown swift hands fed shells
to his magazine as earas of corn to a
grinder. Then he fired five more shots as

ST Zane Grey and His Compunipns in Camp st Barber Shop Crtion

swiftly as he had reloeded. Some of these
hit close to our quarry. The old grizsly
slowed up, and looked acroes, and wagged

gm:uF\moonﬂl'ooll ht,” said Cop-
more rapidly.

uls b sinse snd pulied ed trigger, The
Fw a spasmodie jerk as if stung,
aotd 80 eaprgcdﬁmo?ug Ieal?
o aledge mboapa Jyl:]
where ha tfmea a lassoed elephant

“Ben you th hun"’ I yelled excfbedly.
0111)' made him mad. He's not hurt,
See, he's up ag':un Will youlook at that!’

The grizzl to roll out of the
brush, andhe uge furry ball of brown
he bouneced down tho thicketed slope to an
openalide where he unrolled and stretched
intoa run. Cop egottwomoreshofxbe-
fore he was out of sight

“(Gone!™ ejaculated Copple. “An’ we
never feteched him! He am't hurt, Dld
you see him pile down an roll off that
s at e By mary Loy o
shots a oW Tany you

*1 had fifteen.”

We looked about us. Not mprobably
the exeiting moments had been I
number, yet they seemed long mdeed 'I‘he
Haughta~ had got to the top of the
bluff and were tearing through the brush
toward the point Co, ple had designated.
They reached it too la

‘Where is he?” ye]led Edd.

“Gone!” boomed Copple. “Runnin’
down the caﬂon Call dogs an’ go
down after him."”

When the Haughts came out into the
]Eeu upon that bench one of the pups and

e spotted hound, Rock, were with them.
0ld Dan and 01d Tom were baying up at
the head of the caﬁon, and Sue could be
heard yelping somewhere else. Benr trails
seemingly were abundant nesr our where-
abouts, Presently the Haughts dinal:‘)-
peared at the back of the bench where t
old grizzly had gone down, and evidently
the;r ut the two hounds on his trail.

t grizzly will chmb over round the
lower end of this ndge‘ declared Copple.
)

we eft our stand and

ng't. fo L Keepmgup with

op on foot was harder than riding

after Edd and George, 500N We

reached a manzanita thicket I could no
longer keep Cogple in sight.

In half our I ]omed him at the
point under the dome-topped end of the
ridge, only to hear the hounds apparently
wotling back up the cafion. ere Wag
nothing for us to do but return to our
stand at the saddle. Copple hurried faster
than ?:&r nl%ulf Idhad eﬂ to t;;okand
mans o v desperate elforts (s}
the Indian in sight, When I reached oyr
stand T was wet and exhausted.

"I'll go down mto the thicket,” asaid

Copple. “Maybe I can get a shot.”
With that he started down, and once on
the steep bear trail he alid rather than
walked, and soon was out of my =sight.

(Continsad on Pups 42}
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Worst of All

Disease Carriers
That's what the head of the
U. 5. Public Health Service calls
the rat,

In India, 6,000,000 persons died
in ten years of bubonic plague
spread by rats,

They carry germs of cancer, lep-
rosy and other diseases, too.

Ratsdestroy $365,000,000 worth

of food and property yearly in this
country. Get rl:‘; of them!

RAT CORN

28c 50c $1.00

Does away with Rats, Mice,
Gophers, Squirrels, Prairie Dogs.
Causes noodor. Money-back guar-

.antee stamped on every package.

YO THE PURLIC: Wasuggest you maks yurs anr
Fuaranics stliker tiown pariage,

?I
Red Wing

Powder

in the “Round Bellows Box
with Red and Yellow Label”’

10c 25c

Kill"'\ﬂ:li."“:T“f?:;iilii:‘}’_".l[‘-11it‘!l"‘.
roaches, waterbugs, fleas, bed.
bugs, ants,red ants, lice,chicken
lice, certain [1|;1I1i lice.

Keeps its strength. Harm-
less to humans and animals.

Be sure you get the Round
Bellows Box with Red and
Yellow Label.

For Sale at Drag, Seed,
Hardware, Grocery and
General Storex Everywhere.

AGENT3 AND SALESMEN WANTED

Botanicar Mrc. Co., Inc
Philadelphia U. 5. A.

_ steeper, and harder to cling on.
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Arizona Bear
{Conlintied from Page 11)

After that I beard him crashing through
thicket and brush. Socon thissound ceased,

At length I espied Copple down on the
edge of the opposite slope. Heascended to
theplace where our grizzly had rolled down,
and from there he yelled up to the Haughts,
high above him, e{ answered, and soon
dcisap ared g_n tl;n:dmdq of the lli}luﬂ.

opple isap . going round un-
der the wall of ow rock. Perhaps in
fifteen minutes I heard them yell, and then
a wild clamor of the hounds. Gradually
the sound grew farther away,

This wes too much for me. I decided to
go down into the cafion. Forthwith I
started. It was easy to go down! That
long, dark, narrow aisle between the
spruces had no charm for me anyway.
1 sheered off and left the trail, and also
Copple's tracks. This was s blunder. I
eame out into more-Open slopei‘edbut

ges
cropped out, cliffs and ravines obstructed
my passage and trees were not close
enough to belp me much,

Presently I croased a fresh bear irack.
In some places big sections of earth a yard
wide has slippeg under the feet of this
particular bear. ) L.

1 worked out of a thicket of pines into
one of scrub oakes, maples and aspensa,
Then I came into a glade where the leaves
and ferns were rolled and matted flat, A
little below this glade was a place, shady
and cool, where a seep of water came
from under a bank.

I rested and listened for the doga. It
seemed unwise for me to go on down the
cafion, for if I did not meet the men I
would find myeelf lost. As it was, I would
have my troubles climbing out.

I chose 8 part of the thicket some dis-
tance above where I had come down, hop-
ing to find it more open if not less steep,
Lo and behold, it was worsel I had to
Eull myself uEaI:{v holding to the trees and

ranches. 1 to rest every few steps.

I grew hotter and wetter than I had
been in the manzanita. Moreover, my
apprehensions had increased until 1 had
to confess that I was scared.

I climbed until my tongue hung out and
my heart was likely to burst. Then when
I had to straddle a tree to keep from
aliding down I got desperate and mad and
hoj an old grizzly would happen along
to malte an end to my misery. It was
half past three when finally I reached the
saddle where we had shot at the grizzly.
I kad still & long way to go up that ridge
to ﬁhe rim. helped

owever, a good rest to revive
strength and spirit. Then I started. I did
not hear a sound that I did not make
myself. After an hour I was sure that [
could resch the rim by this route, and of
course that stimulated me., Onee assured
of this I grew acute to the sensations of
the hour. So I climbed on.

The last benehes of that ridge taxed my
waning strength. By hauling myself uﬁ).
and crawling here, and holding to the
lshrush, atlast, panting and spent, I reached

e top.

I was ready to drop on the mats of
pine needles and lie there, unutterably

ateful for rest, when I heard Old Tom

yi:g, deep and ringing and close, I
looked round, There was George’s horse
tied to a pine, and farther on my own
horse, Stockings.

Then I wealked to the rim and looked
down into the gold-asnd-scarlet thicket.
Actually it scemed to me then, and always
will seemn, that the first object 1 clearly
distinguished was a big black bear stand-
ing in an open aisle at the upper reach of
the thicket close to thecliff. He was look-
ing down into the thicket as if listening
to the baying hound.

I could not represa an exclamation of
surprise and thn ];:g excitement, and I
uttered it as I reised my rifle. Just the
instant I saw his shininiefu.r through the
cirele of my rear sight heard me and
jumped, and my bullet missed him, Like
a black flash he wan gone,

“Well!” I ejaculated, suddenly weal,
“After all thiz long day to get s chance
like that—and miss!'"

All that seerned left of that long day
was the sunset, out of which I could not be
cheated by blunders or bad luck. Lost,
indeed, was I to weariness and time until
the gorgeous transformation at last ended
in dull gray. Ihada mile walk along the

bear tearing
told of the fearful

rim back to where I had tied my horse.
I just about had strength enough left to
straddle him. And presently, through the
twilight shadows, I eaught = bright glim-
mer of our camp fire. Supper was ready;
Takahashi grinned hia coneern awa¥; al]
the men were waiting for me; and I told

my tale.

As 1 sat to a bountiful repast, regalin
myself, the talk of my companions seem:
absolutely satisfying.

George Haught, on a atand at the a)
of the cafion, had heard and seen a big
brown climbing r‘;g through the
thicket, and he had overshot and missed.
E. C. bad eafied a big black bear walking
a slide some four hundred yards down the
eafion slope, und forgetting that he had &
hm close-range shell in his rifle in-
g of one of high trajectory he had
aimed accordingly, to undershoot half
a foot and thus lose his oilgortunit{.
Nielson had been lost most of the day. It
seemed everywhere he heard yells and
bays down in the cafion, and once he had

heard a loud, rattling crash of 8 heavy

thro the thicket. Edd
imb he and his father
had made, how they had shoi at the
%ﬂy a long way off, how funny another

had rolled round in his bed across the
cafion. But the hounds got too tired to
hold the trails late in the day. And lastly
Edd said:

“When you an’ Ben were emokin’ the
grizzly I could hear the bulleta hit close
above us, an' I waa sure scared atiff for
fear you'(i roll him down on us. But father
wazn't acared. Heaaid, ‘Let the old Jasper
roll down! We'll assagainate him1'"

When the old bear hunter began to tell
his part in the day's adventures my pleas-
ure was tinglingly keen.

“*Wal, shore it was an old b'ar day,”
gaid Haught with quaint aatiafaction. ' All
told, we seen five b'ars. Sotne of them big
{ellara too. But we missed seein’ the boss
bar of this cafion, When Old Dan opened
up first off 1 wanted Edd to climb thet
biuff. But Edd kept goin® an” we lost our
chanee. Fer pretty soon we heard a bustin’
of the brush. I never heard a heavier b'ar.
Butwecouldn’t see him. Then Edd started
up, an' thet bluff was a wolf of a place.

“We waa hal up when I seen the
grizzly thet you an’ Ben smoked after-
wards, He was far off, but Edd an' 1
lemmed & couple after him jest for luck.
One of the pups was nippin' his heels.
Think it was Big Foot. Wal, thet was all
of thet. We ‘plu.mb busted ourselves gat-
tin’ on top of the bench to head off your
b’ay. Only we hadn't time. I apied a big
brown b’ar actin’ tElaer in an open spot
across the cafion. d seen him, too, an’
we argued about what thet b’ar was doin".

“Helay in a small open place at the foot
of a epruce. He wagged his head alow an’
he made aa if to roll over, an'’ he stretched
his paws, an’ acted shore queer. Edd said:
‘Thet b'ar's crippled, He's been shot by
one of the boys an’ he's tryin’ to get t;r.’
But I shore didn't exactly agree with Edd.
So 1 was for watchin' him some more. He
looked like a sick b’ar—raisin’ his head so
slow an' droppin’ it 80 slow an’ sort of
twistin’ his body. He looked like hia back
had been broke an” he was tryin’ to get up,
but somehow ] couldn’t belisve thet.
Then he lay still an’ Edd swore he was
dead. Shore I got almost to believin’ thet
myself, when he waked up. An’ then the
old acoundrel alid round lazy like a tomeat
by the fire, and sort of rolled on his back
an' stretehed. Next he slapped_ at himself
with his paws, If he wasn’t sick he wan
shore actin’ queer with thet cafion full of
crackin’ guns an’ bayin’ hounds an’ yeilin'

men.

“I begun to get suspicious. Shore he
must be a dyin’ bear. So I said to Edd:
‘Let's bast him a couple just fer luck.
‘Wal, when we shot, up jum, thet sick
b'ar, quicker'n you could wink. An' he
1d:iled into the thicket while I was goin’

own after another ghell. It shore was
funny. Thet old Jasper never heard fhe
racket, an’ if he heard it he didn’t care,
He had a bed in thet sunny spot an' he
was foolin’ round, playin’ with himself
like a kitten. Playin’l An" Edd reckoned
he was dyin’ an’ I come shore near bein’
fooled. The Old Jasper! We'll aasagsi-
nate him fer thet!”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Norway Maple
—The Shade Tree
For the Millions

Comparatively unlmown & quarter
century ago, the Norway Maple has
made its way into favor through sheer
merit. Ita repid growth, extreme
hardiness and long life make it the
shade trec for the millions.

We have splendid specimens, up to
4 inchea caliper, that wifl provide
shade the very next summer afber
planting. These have magnificent
toot oystema and well-shaped tope.
They are unexcelled for street and
lawm planting.

Angther shade troe lmid.ly increasing o
pomety 2 e i T
i vy smoke. It m%

Harrisons' Evergreens are ernaments) and
useful. Owver 50 varirties.

Write for free Planting Guide and direct-
from-nureeries prices. Order carly.

» ') -
:E‘ (‘ELG.S!&HRISON‘SQ).‘; FROFRIETORS

“*Largest growers of frait tress in the world"”
Box 10 Berlin Maryland

Use Dandelion
Butter Color

Add a half-teaspoon-
" ful to each gallon of
. : winter cream and out
of your churm comes
i butter of golden June
shade to bring you top

prices,

DANDELION
Butter Color

All stores sell 35-cent
bottles, each sufficient |
to keep that rich,
“Golden Shade™ in
your butter all the year
round. Standard Butter Color for ifty years.
Purely vegetable, Meets all food laws, State
and National, Used by all large creameries.
Will not color the buttermilk. Tasteless.

Wells & Richardson Co., Burlington, Vermont

Cuts from
both sides of
limb and does
not bruise the
= bark.
Made in all Styles and Sizes
All shears
=~ delivered  [ree
to your doof.
g Send [or cdrco-
= lar and prices

RHODES MFG. CO.
604 8.Division Ave, GRAND RAPIDS MICH

PEACH & APPLE

TREES AT st iacs
Sooat B ;

wwices,

i
40 years' ex- an

Free cata-
csmen vmployed. Oread’s

log. 1
Rursery Co., Box 96, Wall 51, Bochester, N.T,
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Bookskins ia Camp
v

IVE more long, arduous days we put

in chasing bears under the rim from

Pilea Cafion to Verde Cafion. In all
we started more than & dozen bears. But
1 was inclined to think that we chased the
same bears over and over from one eafion
to another, The boys got a good many
loi nge shots, which, however, appar-
ennf&tdl no demage. But as for me, the
har and farther I mbeqfed and the
longer I watched and waited the less op-
portunity kad I to shoot a bear,

This circurnstance weighed heavily upon
the spirits of my comrades, They wore
their boots out, s well a3 the feet of the
hounds, tryi 5 to chase & bear somewhere
nesr me. And wherever I stayed or went
there was the place the heara avoided.
Edd and Nielson lost flesh in this daily
toil, Haeught had gloomy moments. But
as for me, the daly ten or fifteen mile
Sind up and down the steep ecraggy

opes had at last trained me back to my
{:;rmer vigorous condition, and I was

Y.

o one knew it, not even R. C., but the
fact was, I really did not care in the least
whether I shot 8 bear or not. Bears were
incidental to my hunting trip. I had not
& little secret glee over the praise accorded
me by Copple and Haught and Nielson
who all thought that the way I pemevea'o(i
was remarkable, They would have broken
their necks to get me a bear. At times

THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN

R. C. when be was tired fell
victim to discouragement
and he would make some
caustic remark: )

“1 don't know about you,
I've a hunch youlike to pack
& tifle because it’s heavy.
And you go dreaming along!
Sometime & bear wian'se up
an% m on onel” 0

ashi Paased rom
concern to grief over what he
congidered my bad luek:

w denish! No see
bear ¥? Maybe more
better luck to-morrow.”

I I could have had some
of Takahashi’s luek I would
acarcely have needed toleave
camp, He borrowed Niel-
son's .30-.40 rifle and went
hunting without ever having
shot it. He rode the little
buckskin mustaniﬂrzhat. re-
markable to etate, had not yet thrown him
or kicked him. And on that occasion he
led the mustang back to eamp with a fine
two—goint buck on the saddle.

Camp need fresh meat,” paid the Jap
with hiz broad smile. "“"Ms go hunt.
Ride along old road. Soon nice fat deer
walk out from bush. Twenty steps
away—maybe. Me pet off. No want lall
deer so close, 50 me walk on him. Deer
he no scared. He jump off few stepa—
stick up his eara—look at horse all same
like he thought him deer too. Me no aim
gun from shoulder. Me just shoot. No
food. Deer he run. Me aim then—way

tont of him—shoot—deer he d:oP right
down dead. Aw, easy to get deer!™

I would bave given a great deal to have

been able to describe Haught's face when
the Ja%ﬁnished his story of ki]linE that
deer. But such feat was beyond human
ingenuity,
*Wal,” ejaculated the hunter, "in all
my days reslin’ round with fools packin’
guns I never seen the likes of thet. No
wonder the Japs licked the Russians!”

Thia achievement of Takahashi's led
me to suggest hin hunting bear with us.

Takahashi outwalked and outclimbed us
all. He never made detours. He climbed
atraight up or deacended straight down,
Copple and Edd were compelled to see him
take the lead and keep it, t a worider-
ful elimber! What a picture the sturdy

‘mountain more hi

almoat longer than himself, agile and sure-
footed es & goat, |Emrfe«:tly at home in the
depths or on the hejghta! I took oceasion
to ask Takuahashi if he had been used to
mountain elimbing in Japan.

“Aw, sure. Me have father own whole
1 here, Me climb
high—sew wood. tle boy, so big."”

e beld his hand about & foot from the
ground. Thus for me every day brought
oF . Tomarkarie fontare  Seisiniag i
or remarkable fen ing
Takahashi. . - :
. The next day added to the discoursge-
ment of my party, We drove Verde
Cafion and ran the dogm inte a nest of
stee] traps, Big Foot was caught in one,
and only the remarksble size and strength
of his leg eaved it from being broken.
Nielson found a poor miserable little fox
in a trap, where it had been for days, and
was neariy dead, Edd founda skunk
in another. He bad to eall the hounds in.
We returned to camp. That night was
really the only cheerlesa one the men spent
round the fire. They did vot know what
to do. Manifestly with trappers in the
locality there could be no more bear
chasing. Disappointment hed upon
the countenances of the ughts and
Copple and Nielaon, I let them al) have

their say. Finally Heught spoke up:
“Waf: fellazs, I'm in’ hmf an' I
reckon here's my stand. We jest naturally

have to get Doc an' his brother a bear
apiece. Shore, I expected we'd get 'em a
counlﬂe. Now them trape we seen are
small. We didn’t run across no bear
trapa. An' I reckon we can risk the dogs.
We'll ghore go back an’ drive Verde
Caiion. We ean’t do no worse than bresk
a leg for & dog. I'd hate to see thet
happen to Old Dan or Tom. But we'll
take a chance,”

After that there fell 2 moment's silence.
I could see from Edd's face what a serious
predicament this waa. Nothing was

lainer than hig fondness for the hounds.

inally he- gaid: “Sure. We'll take a
chance.” Their devotion {0 my interest,

their simple earnestness, warmed me to

them. But not for all the bears under the
rim would I have been wittingly to blame

for Old Dan or Old Tom breaking a leg,
I said.

“Men, I've got a better plan,”
“We'll let the &m here rest for a apell.
Supplies are about gone. Let's go back
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to Beaverdam camp for & week or so.
Rest up the hounds. Maybe we'll have s
gtorm and a cold snap that will improve
conditions, Then we'll come back here.
I'll send Heught down to buy off the
trappera.  I'll pa{ them to wpring their
traps and let us have our hunt without
risk of the hounds.”

Instantly the men brightened. The in-
surmountable obstacles seemed to melt
away. Only Haught demurred a little at
additional and unreasonable expense for
me.
drance, and the last part of that evening
round the eamp fire was very pleasant.

The fo[lowins morning we broke eamp,

rode of

and all , except Haught and his
BOD , wWho remajned to hunt a
stra hurro.

“Reckon thet lion eat him, My best
burro. I'll assassinate thet lion.™
On the way back to Beaverdam eamp I
happened to be near Takehashi when he
dismounted to shoot at & &u.imﬂ Re-
turning to get back in the saddle the Jap
forgot to approach the mmfrom the
W gide. There was a between
hashi and the mustang as to which of
them phould possess the bridle. The Jap
loat this t. Edd had to repair the
broken bridle. I watched Takahashi and
could see that he did not like the mustang
St the ‘straggle for sanremacy would
& SUpremacy w
take place between this iﬁ-«asorted rider
and horse. I rether felt inelined to favor
the latter; nevertheless, it was only fair to
Takahashi to admit that his buckskin-
¢olored mustang bad some meéan triits.
‘In due time I arrived at our permahent

allI’ cnnip.tobethelnsttogetin. Lee and
his fat

her welcorned ue as familiar faces in
a strang: land. As I dismounted I heard
heavy thuds and eracks accompanied by
fierce utteranees in a foreign tongue.
The?e“a?:?ﬁ issued Iré)m hta]}.e corral.

“1* e Jap got what was coming
to him,” declared Lee.

‘We all ran toward the corral. A bunch
of horses obstructed ocur view, and we
could not see Taksheshi u.nt:li we ran
round to the other side. The Jap had the
buckskin mustang up in & ¢orner and was
vigorously whacking him with a huge pole.
Not by means was the mustang docile.
Like & mule he kicked.

“Hey, George,” yelled Lee, “don’t kill

him!? t's matter?"”
Takahashi slammed the mustang one
parting blow, which broke the club, and
(Continuad on Page 21)

R. C's Bear Rolled Dowa the Rocky 3lope aod Lodged Againat a Manzanlte Bush

But I cheered him over this hin- .



thenhetumedtous. We could see from
dust and dirt on his n that he had
Intely been in close tion to the earth.
Takehashi's face was pale except for a
great red lump on hm jaw. The Jap was
terribly angy He aeemed hurt too,
With a shaking hand he pointed to the
bruise on his jaw.

“Look what he do!"” exclaimed Taka-
hashi. “He throw me off! He kick me
awful hard! Me kill him sure next time.”

Lee and [ managed to conceal our mirth
antil our irate cook had gotten out of
hearing. ‘' Look—what—he—do!1"” choked

imitating Takahashi. Then Lee

broke out and roared. I had to join him.
1 laughed till I eried. M famlly and
friends severely criticize t primitive
trait of mine, but I cannot hel t. Later
I went to Takahashi and as fo ex-
amine ’ﬂaw, fearing it might have been
broken. This fear of mine, however, was

- unfounded. Moreover, the Jap had re-
covered from his pain and anger.

‘ More better now,"” he said with a grin.
“Maybe my {ault anyhow.”

Next day we rested, and the following
morning was 8o fine and clear and froet:
that we decided to go huntin,i. We rode
east on the way to See Lake through
beautiful deep forest.

I gaw & r trotting away into the
woods. T jumped off, jerked out gun
and ran hard hopmg to see him in an
opening. Lo! 1 jumped a herd of six more
deer, some of them bucks. They plunged
everywhere. I tried frentically to get my
gights on one. All I could aim at was
bobbing ears, I shot twice, and of course
missed. R. C. shot four times, once at &
running buck and three times at a small
deer that he said was flying!

Here Copple and ught caught up
with us, went on and turned off the
road on the blazed trail to See Lake. It
was pretty open forest, oaks and seattered
pines and & {ew spruce. The first ga rk we
came to was a flat grassy open, with places
where deer licked the bare earth, Copple
left several pounda of salt in these Epots,
R. C. and I went up to the upﬁel‘ end
where he had seen deer before
this day! But I saw three turkeys, one an
old gobbler. We lost sight of them.

en Copple and R. C. went one way
and Hau\i‘ t and I another, We went
¢lear to the rim and then circled mund
and eventually met R. C. and Copp
Together we atarted to return. &mﬁ
down a little draw we found water,
R, C. saw where 2 rock had been splashed

. with water and wasa still wet. Then [ paw

a turkey track upon this rock. We alip
up the slope, m}::.i: me in the lead. A&ed
came out on top I saw five big gobblers
feedin, e5 Strange how these e birds

me! One saw me and started to
run like = streak, Another edged away

‘which. R, C. and Cop le

THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN
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{Continnad from Page 13)

1o the Ogk Thicket Where the Beara Fepd

into the énna. Then I espied ong with his
head and neck behind a tree and he was
scratehing away in the pine needles. I

could not see much of him, but that little

was not running, sc I drew down upon
him, tried te aim fine, and fired. He
leaped up with a roar of wings, sending
the dust and needles flying. Then he
dropped back and like a flash darted into
a thicket,

Another flew straight out of the glade.
Another ran like an cetrich in the same
direction. I tried to gei the sights on him,
In vzin!

R. C. and Copple chased these two
speeding turkeys and Haught and I went
the other way. We could find no trace of
ours. And we returned to our horses.

Presently we heard shots, One, two,
three—pause—then several more. And
finally more, to a total number of fifteen.
I could not stand that and I had to hurry
back into the woods. I saw one old
g abbler running wildly round =s if lost,

ut I did not shoot at him, because he
seemed to be in line with the direction
taken. I
should have run after until he went
some other wa;

I could not ﬁnd the hunters and re-
turned to our resting place, which they
had reached shead of me. They had a

ef'each . gobbiers about two years old,
Copple aaid.

R. C. told an interesting story of how
he had run in the direction the two tur-
keys had taken and suddenly flushed
thirty or forty more, some big old gob-
blers, but mosily young, They seattered
and ran. He followed as fast as he cduld,
shooting a few times. Copple could not
keep u mth him, but evidently had a few
shots R. C. chased most of the
flock am-oss several small cafions, till he
came to a deep cafion, Here he hoped to
make a killing when the turkeys ran up
the far slope. But they flew across] And
he heard them clucking over there. He
erossed and went on caytiously, Once he
saw three turkey heads sticking above a
log. Wise old gobblers! They edprot,ecizecl
their bodies while they watched for him
He tried to get sidewise to them, but they
ran off. Then he followed until once more
be heard ducking.

Here he sat down. just beyond the edge
of 8 cafion, and began to call with his
turkey wing. It thrilled him to hear his
calls answered on all sides. Here was a
wonderful opportunity. He realized that
the turkeys were mostly young and
scattered, and fnf[htened, and wanted to
come togvether e kept callm and as
they neared l:urn on all sides he felt some-

ng more than the zest of huntlng
Suddenly Copple began to shoot. Spang!
Spang! Spang! R. C. saw the dust fly
under one turkey He heard the bullet
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ce. The next shot killed a turkey.

en R. C. yelled that ke waa no turkey!

Then of that seatterin, ﬂock he managed
to knock ovg one for

Copple had been deeewed by the call of
an amateur. That flattered R, C,, but he
wag keenly disappointed that Copp]e had
gpoiled the gituation.

During the day the blue sky was cov-
ered by thin fiving clouds that gradually
thickened and darkened. The wind grew
keener and colder and veered to the
southwest. We all said atorin, Thers was
no sunset. Darker elouds rolled up,
obliterating the few atars.

We went to bed. Long after that T
heard the swell and roar and crash and
1ull of the wind in the pines, a sound I had
learned to love in Buekslin Forest with
Buffalo Jonea. At Iast I fell asleep.

- Sometime in the night T awoke. A fine
rein was pattering on the tenf.. It grew
stronger. After & while I went to sleep
again. gon awakening I found that the
storm had struck with a vengeance, It
was dull-gray daylight, foggy, cold, windy,
with rain and snow.

I got up, built a fire, pottered round the
tents to loosen the g'round ropes, and
found that it was nipping cold. fin-
gers ached. The storm increased, and then
we fully appreciated the tent and stove,
The rain roared on the tent roof, the wind
inereased and the gir grew colder. T hoped
the rain would turn to snow.

Soon, indeed, we were storm bound.
On the third day the wind reached a very
high velocity. The roar in the pines was
stupendous. Many times I heard the
dull crash of a falling tree. With the
ground saturated by the copious rain and
the fury of the storm blaat, a great man
trees were felled. That night it rained ail
night, not a0 hard but ateadily, now low,
nnw w rously. Next morning snow be-

all, but it did not lie long. After
a whﬂe it changed to sleet. At times the
dark, lowering, scurri'mg clouds broke to
emit & flare of sunshine and to show a
patch of blue, These last, however, were
soon obacured by the scudding gray pall,

Every now and then a little shower of rain

or sleet pattered on the tenta. We looked

for a clearing up

That night aboutemht o’dock the clonds
vanished and atars shone. In the nightthe
wind roee and roared. In the morning all
was dark, cloudy, raw, cold. But the wind
had died out and there were apots of blug
showing.

These spots enlarged aa the morning
advanced, and about nine the sun, golden
and dazzlmg, berutified theforest. * Bright
sunny days goon come again!”
thﬁﬁ was good to have hope and belief in

All the horses but Don Carlos weathe
ered the storm in good shape. Don loet

Zane Grey and the Others of the Hunting Party in Beaverdam Calion
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considerable weight. He had never before
been left with hobbled feet to =shift for
himself in & prolonged storm of rain, sleet
and snow, He had cut If upon
brush, and altogether had fared poorly.
Don was the only horse I had ever known
of that did not welcome the wilderness and
companionship with his kind.

We rested the following day, and on the
next we pacied and started back to Dude
Creek., Itwasa cold, raw, bitter day, with
a gale from the north, a day I could never
hzve endured had [ not becore hardened.
As it was, T almoet enjoyed the wind and
cold, What atransformation in the woods!
The little lakea were all frozen over; pines,
moes, grass were white with froet,

en we reached our old eamp in
Barber Shop Cafion[we were all glad to
pee Hauﬁht’s lost burro waiting for us
there. , ot a sﬁ-:utch nhgweél n:»ri1l ttfhe
shaggy, lop-eared e beast. Hau or
once unhobbled a burro and set ?t free
without n ;{:;ting kick. Nielson, too, had
observed this omission on Hau(fht’s
Nielson was a desert man and he knew
burros. He seid proapectors were inclined
to show affection for burroa by sundry
cuffs and kicks.

Nielson told me & story about Haught.
It seemed the bear hunter wus noted for
that habit of kicking burros, Sometimes
he was in fun and sometimes, when burroe
were ohbstinate, he was in earnest. Upon
one occasion a big burro stayed away from
camp quite a long time—Iong enough to
incur Haught's displeasure. He needed
the burro and could not find it, and all he
could do waa to hunt for it. Upen returp-
ing to_camp, there stood the big gray
hurro, lazy and fat, just as if he had been
Eerfectly well behaved. Haught put =

alter on the burro, using strong language
the while, and then he proceeded to exer-
cise his habit of kicking burros, He kicked
this one until its fat belly gave forth
sounds exceedingly like a hass drum,
When Haught had ended his exercise he
tied up the burro. Presently a man came
running into Haught’s camp. He ap-
armed. He was wet and panting.

Haught recognized him as s miner from a

mine near ﬁy

“Hey, Haught,” panted the miner,
“hev you seen—your gray burro—thet
big one-—with white face?”

*Shore, there he is,” replied Haught.

The miner appeated imimensely relieved.
He looked at the gray burre as if to make
sure it was there, en he said:

“We was all afeared you'd kick the
stuffings out of him! Not an hour ago he
was over at the mine, an’ he ate five
sticks of dynamite! Five sticks! For
hesven’s sake handle him gentl [ ad

Haught turned pale and suddenly sat
down, “Ahuh!" was all he said. But he
had a strange, hunted look. And not fora
tong time did he ever sgain kick a bhurro.

unting conditions at Dude Creek had
chan: greatly to our benefit. The trap-
pers had pulled up stakes and gone to
aome othet section of the country. There
was not & hunting party within fifteen
miles of our camp. Leaves and acorns
were all down; trails were soft and easy to
travel; no dust rose on the southern
slopea; the days were cold and bright; in
every pocket there was water for the dogs.

In three days we drove Pilea Cafion,
Dude Creek, and the small adjoinin
eafions, chasing in all nine bears, none o
which ran anywhere near R. C. or me.
0Old Dan gave out and had to rest every
other dey. So the gloom agein begen fo
settle thick over the hopes of my faithful
friends. Long eince, as in 1918, I had
given up expectations of bagging s bear
or a buck. ¥For R. C., however, my hopea
still held good. At least, I did not give up
for him. But he shared somewhst the
feelings of the men. Stil], he worked harder
than ever, abandoning the idea of waiting
on one of the high stands, and tock to the
slopes under the rim, where he toiled down
and up all day long. I learned presently
that this activity, strenuous as it was, be-
came a soyrce of delight to him.

On November first, a bitter-cold morn-
ing, with ice in the bright sir, we went
back to Pilea Cafion, and four of us went
down with Edd and the hounds. We had
several chaseg, and about the middle of
the forenoon I found alone, making
tracks for the saddle overlooking Bear
Cafion. Aleng the south side of the slope,
in the atill air the sun was warm, but when
I got up on the saddle, in an exposed place,
the wind soom chilled me through. 1
would keep my stand until I nearly froze,

THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN

theit I had to held to the rim
goround ta the to ride east
sunny shel- in case the
tered side and hounds chased
warm up. The 2 bear that
hounds finally way, R,
ot within and I were to
earing again, try to climb
end eventu- out and down
ally appeared a thin rock-
to be in Bear crested ridge,
Cafion, toward which, sofaras
the mouth. Haught Lknew,
I decided I no one had
ought to go ever been on.
round the rid Looked at
on the east side from above,
and see If I this ridge was,
could hear bet- indeed, a
]:erl}%[(;:gr%- beauti(fiulb a?(d
ingly, o rugged back-
and the hard bone of rock,

going over the
sunny glope

sloping from
the rim, ex-

was just what tending far out
1 needed. and down,
‘When Ireached Eventually we
the end of the descended far
ridge, under under the crest
the great and elimbed
dome, 1 heard back, It was
the hounds be- desperately
low me, somne- work, for
what to my we had so little
left. Running time. R. C.
and plowing - wastobeatthe
down throug middle of that
the brush, I ridge and I at
gained the the end in an
edge of the hour. Like
bluff just in Stezp. Rongh Conotey the Hanter Must Traverse Trojans we
time to see worked.

gome of the hounds passing on. They had
run a bear through that thicket, and if I
had been there sooner 1 would have been
fortunafe. But too late! I worked round
the head of thias cafion and across a wide
promontory. Again I heard the hounds
right under me. They came nearer, and
soot I heard rolling rocks and cracking
brush, which sounda I believed were made
by 2 bear. After a while I eapied Old Tom
and Rock working up the cafion on a trail.
Then 1 wase sure | would get 8 shot. Pres-
ently, however, Old Tom left the trail and
started back. Rock carme on, climbed the
ridge, and hearing me call he came to me,
I went over to where he had climbed out
and found an enormous bear track peint-

ing in the direction the hounds had come,

Roek went back to join Old Tom,

Some of the pack were baying at a great
rate in the mouth of the next cafion, But
an impassable eliffl prevented me from
working round to that peint. So I had %o
address m{a-elf to the long, steep climb
upward. had not gone far when 1
crossed the huge bear track that Rock and
Old Tom had given up., This track was
gix inchesa wide and ten inches long. The
bear thet had made it had come down
this very morming {rom over the ridge east
of Bear Cafion. Itrailed him uE this ridge.
His track led up nearly to the rim and
proved how he had climbed over the most
ru%d break in the 2

en I reached camp I learned that Sue
and several more of the hounds had heid a
bear for some time in the box of the cafion
just beyond where I had to give up. Edd
and Nielson were acrose this cafion, unable
to go farther, and then yelled themselves
hoarse trying to call some of us, I asked

«Edd if he saw the hear.

“Sure did,” replied Edd. “One of them
long, lean, hu cinnamons.” I had to
laugh, and told how near 1 had come to
meeting & bear that waa short, fat and
}éeai\;}l': “One of the old Jasper scoun-

re L1

That night at dark the wind still blew a

e, and seemed tmore bitterly cold, We

ugged the camp fire, My eyes smarted
from the smoke and my face grew black.
Before I went to bed ] toasted myself so
thoroughly that my clothes actually
burned me a8 I lay down. D the
night I awoke. Thewind had lulled. When
we rolled out the mereuryshowed ten above
zero, I built a fire and m{; hands were
blocks of ice when 1 got the blaze atirring.

When we reached the rim the sunrise
was just flushing the purple basin, floeding
with exquisite gold-and-rose light the
slumberous shadows.

We had made our plan. The hounda
had left a bear in the second cafion east
of Dude. Edd started down. Copple
and Takahashi fcllowed to hug the lower
slopes. Nielson and Haught and George

When we surmounted to the erest we

- found a jumble of weathered rocks ready

to slide down on either side.» Slabs, pyra-
mids, columns, shale, rocka of all shapes
except round, lay toppling along the
heaved ridge. It saemecf the whole ridge
was ready to thunder down into the abyss.
Healf a mile down and out from the rim we
felt lost, marooned. Twice R. C, thought
we would have to abandon further prog-
ress, but I found ways to go on,

Before we reached the dip or saddie
where R. C. waa to make his stand, the
hounds opened up far below. The morn-
ing was perfectly still, an nnusual oceur-
rence there along the rim, What wild
music! Then Edd's horn pealed out,
ringing melody, a long blast, keen and
clear, telling us above that he had started
a bear. That made us hurry. We arrived
at the head of an incline leading down to
R. C.’s'stand. As luck would have it, the
Elaee was idesl for 8 bear but risky for a

unter. A bear could come four ways
without being seen until he was elose
enough to kill 8 man. We hurried on. At
the saddle there was & broad bear trail
with several other traila leading into it.
Suddenly R. C. halted me with a warning
ﬁ.nﬁer. i

Listen!" N

I heard a faint, clear rifle shot. Then
ancther, and a fainter yell. We stood
there and counted eleven more: shots.
Then the bay of the hounds seemed to
grow closer. We had little time to pick
and choose atanda, [ had vet to reach the
end of the ridge, a task requiring seven-
league boota, But I took time to choose
the best possible stand for R. C., gnd that
wan one where a bear approaching from
only the east, alon% under the ridge, could
surprise him. In bad places like this we
alwaya tried to have our minda made up
what to do and where to get in case of
being charged by a wounded grizzly. In
this instance there was not a rock or a
tree near at hand,

“R. C., you'll have tostand your ground
and kill him, that's all,” I declared
geri;nly. “But it's quiet. You can hear a

r coming. If you do hear one, wait—
and make sure your fimt shot lets him
down."

“Don't worry. I could hear a aqﬁmel
coming over this ground,” replied R, C.

-Then I went on, not exactly at ease in
mind, but stirred and thrilled to the keen
charged atmosphere. ] had to go round
under the E:isae of a trlg'ckfydl pehgvgr
rough ground. Presen rop into
a bear trail, well trodden. I followed it to
a corner of cliff where it went down. Then
I kept on over leose rock and bare earth
waghed deep in ruts. These I had to leap,
Perhaps in ten minutes I had traveled a
quarter of 8 mile or less. Then apang!
R. C.'g rifle shot halted me. So clear and

f

.over me, swelli
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sharp, sc close, so startling! I wae
thrilled, delighted —he had gotten a ahot,
I wanted to yell my pleasure. My blood
warmed and my nerves tingled,
Suddenly the atill air aplit—spang! R.
C.'s second shot gave me 2 shock., My
breast contracted. Iatarted back. Su
itwasa —aon that bad side!”
muttered, Spangl I began to run. A
great sweeping wave of emotion charged
| v ali my weine to the
bursting point, Spang! My heart came .
tomy throat. Lesaping the ruts, bounding
like a sheep from rock to rock, I covered
my back tracks. All inside me seemed to
flutter, yat I felt cold and hard —a sicken-

-ing sense of reproach that I had left my

brother in 2 poaition. Spang! His
fifth and last shot followed swiftly after
the fourth—much too swift to be accurate,
R. C. now had an empty rifle]

Like a flash [ crossed that Bloﬁ: lgﬁmg
to the rocks and tore round t iff at
such speed that it was a wonder I did not

itch down and break my neck. How

ong—how terribly long Y seemed in

reaching the corner of the cliff! Then I
plunged to a helt with eyeg "darting
everywhere,

R.C.wasnotin::}ht. Thesteep, curved
neck of slope seemed all rocks, all trees, all
brush. Then I heard a wild, hoarse baw]
and a loud crashing of brush. My
swerved to an open spot. A patch of
manzanite seemed to blur round a big bear,
standing up, fighting the branches, thresh-
?g :fl:flilymwhng' But :rg:dere was R&C.I’.;

ea my gaze pee near and a
round this wounded %ear.

"Heg, there!” I yelled.

R. C.’s answer was ancther spang. I
heard the bullet hit the bear. ]i: must
have gone eclear through him, for 1 saw
bits of fur and manzanita fly, The bear
plunged out of the bushes—out of my
sight. How he craghed the brush—rolled
the rocks! I listened. Down znd down
he crashed. Then the sound changed
somewhat. He waa rolling. At last that
thumPing sound ceased, and after it the
roll of rocks.

“Are you—all right?"” I shouted.

Then, after a moment that made me
breathlesa, I heard R. C. laugh a little
shakily., “Sure am! Did you see him?"

“Yes. I think he's your bear.”

“I'm afraid he’s got away. The hounds
took another hear down the cafon.
What'll we do?” .

*“Come on down,” I said.

Fifty yards or more down the slope we
met. 1 showed him a great aplotch of
blood on a flat stone.

“We'll find him not far down,” 1 said.

S0 we glid and crawled, and held to
brush and rocks, following that bloody
trail until we came to g ledge. From there
I eapied the bear lodged against & man-
zanita bush, He lay on his back, all four
paws extended, and he was motionless.

““Looks pretty big—black and brown -
mostly brown,” I said. “I’'m glad, old
man, you stuek it out.”

“Big!"” exclaimed R, C, with that same
Eeculiar little laugh. ‘“‘He doesn’t look

ig now. But up there he looked like a
hill. What do you think? He came up
that very way you told me to look out for.
And if I hadn’t had ears he’d got right on
me. As it was, when [ heard little rolling
stopes and then saw him, he was almost
on & level with me. My nerve waas all
right. 1 knew I had him. And I made sure
of my first shot. I koocked him flat. But
he got up, let out an awful snarl and
plunged my way. I can't eay I kmow he
charged me, Only it was just the same as
if he had!

‘I knocked him down again and this
time he began to kick and jump down the
elope. That was my best shot. Think I
maissed him the next three. You see I had
time to get shaky, If he had kept coming
at me—good-night! Ihad troubﬁé loading,
but when I got ready again I ran down
and saw him in that bush. Waan't far
from him then. When he let out that bawl
he saw me. I don’t know much about
bears, but I know he wanted to get at me.
And I’'m sure of what he'd have done. I
didn't miss my Iast shot.”

We sat there a while longer, slowly
calming down. Wonderful, indeed, had
been some of the moments of thrill, but
there had been others not conducive to
happiness. Why do men yearn for adven-
ture in wild moments and regret the riska
and spilled blood afterward?

{T0 BE CONCLUDED)
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HF, hounds enjoyed a well-earned
rest the next dm. C.and I, be-
hind Haught’s , fed them sll
they ecould eat. 'The old hunter had s fixed

idea that dogs should be kept lean snd
htm%? they would run bears the bet-
ter. aps he was right. Only I could
not withstand Old Dan and Old Tom as
they imped to me, begging and whining.
Copple took me on &
last deer hunt for that trip. We rode down
the cafion & mile and climbed out on the
west alope. Haught had described this
country as a “wolf" 1o travel. He used
that word to daifnste anything particu-
l"tl{ tmagh, We found the ridge co
with a dense forest, in places & matted
jungle of pine saplings. These thickets
were impenetrable,
least the. ungle pare of It. 804 6o¢ lawer
e jung of it, and got lower
down i.néo hlt;]lowa a;teid awal?i-y fl;.ll.lh :({
aspens, Copple recogn coun e
hunted before, We made our way up a
Jong shallow hollow that ended in an ogen
where lay the remains of an old Ioica in
and corrals. From under a bluff bubbled a
clear, beautiful spring. Copple looked all
round, slowly, and at lnst, ounting, he
knelt to drink of the spring.

‘We rode on westward, to come oul at
length on the rim of a magnificent cafion.
It was the widest and deepest and wild-
eat I had come acroas in this country,
80 deep that only s faint roar of running
water reached our eara! The slopes were

};oo form::in. lgtatlonenhom; and I:tluaa
uge cliffs an spruces gave it a
singularly sppesrance, We saw

deer on the oppoeite slope. Copple led
along the e%ga searching for traces of an
old trail. We did not find & trail, but we
found a f"“" where Copple said one used
to be. I could see no # of it. Here,
leading his horse with one hand and wield-
ing bhiz little ax with the other, Copple
started d

own.

Stockings, my horse, had in a few weeks
become a splendid traveler in the forest.
He had learned to restrain his spirit and
use his nielligence. Wherever I led he
would go, and that without any fear.
We found the cafion bed & narrow pateh,
darkly rich and , with huge rocks all
stained gold and russet, and grass as hi
a8 our kneea, Frost still lingered in the
dark, cool, ehady retreat; and where the
sun atruck & narrow atrip of the gorge there
was warm, sweet, dry breath of the forest,
But for the moet part, down here all was
damp, dank, ccol shadow where zunshine
never reached.

Impossible we found it to asrend the
other slope where we had seen the deer, 20
we had to ride up the
cafion, B matter tly
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ing at us with heads up and ears high,
at a wild, beautiful picture! AsIraised
my rifla they seemed to move and vanish
in the green. The hunter in me, roused at
last, anathematized my miserable luck. 1
ran ahead, to be halted by Copxia.
“Buck!” he called sharply, “Hurry!"
Then, farther on in the open, out in the
sunlight, I saw a noble sta.itrotting to-
ward us, I aligned the sights upon his
breast and . Straight forward and
high he bounded, to {all with a heavy thud.
"(Eoodahot!”yelled Copple. “He's our
meat.”
What possessed me I kmew not, but I
ran shead of 0013319- My eyes
avidly the bush-dotted ground for my
varry. The rifle felt hot in my tight grip.
inside me waa A tumult. Thensuddg:l.{;r
I ran right upon oy deer, lying motion-
leas—dead, I thought, He appeared fair
large, with three-point antlers, I hea
Copple's horse thudding the soft earth be-
hind me, and I yelled:
“I got him, |
That was a moment of exultation. It
ended suddenly. Something halted me,
My buck, now scareely fifteen feet from
me, began to shake and atru He
raised his head, uttering a choking gaap.
I heard the flutter of blood in his throat.
He raised himaelf on his front feet and
litted his head high, higher, until his nose
pointed skyward and hie antlers lay back
upon his shoulders. Then a strong convul-
sion shook him. I saw a small red spot
:ﬂ h;:l?: gr%y breast whe;e lﬁiy bullet ]{Jnd
ruck. saw a great bloody, g
hole on hisn rump where the l?g
government expanding bullet had come
out. From end to end that bullet had

-torn! Yet he was not dead. Straining to

rise again! :

I saw, felt all this in one flashing instant.
And as swiftly my spirit changed. What I
might have done I never lmew, but moet
likely I would have shot him through the
brein. Only & sudden action of the stag
Earalywd all my forces. He lowered hin

end. He saw me. And dying, with Jun
and heart and bowels shot to shreds, he
edged his stiff front feet toward me,
he dragged his afterquarters, he slid, he
ﬁop})ed, be skittered eonvuleively &t me.
No iear in the black, distended, wild eyes!

Only hate, only terrible, wild, unquench-
able spirit to live long encugh to kill me}
I saw it. He meant to Idll me. How mag-
nificent, how horrible this wild coura%a!
My eyes seemed riveted upon him an he
came closer, eloser. He gasped. Blood

sputtered from his throat. But more terri-
ble than agony, than imminent death, was
the spirit of this wild beast to slay its en-
emy. Inch by inch he skidded closer to
me, with a convuleive quivering awful to
see. For me the moment was monstrous.
No hunter waa I then, but 2 man stricken
by the spirit and m)mter{l of life, by the
agony and terror of death, by
the awlul strange sense that
thiﬁ s% wo;:ld li:illpr:;,

ut Copple gallo, up and,
drawing ﬁ'g revolver, ahgt the
deer through the head. It fell
na heap.

" t ever go close fo a
crippled deer,”” admonished my
comrade a8 he iea; off his
horse. “Isaw a fellow
once that was near
Lilled by a buell he'd
taken for dead. Stran
the way gl’nn buck

u

stood up.

*Yes, Ben, it was—
strange,”” I replied
soberly. 1 ecaught
Copple’a keen dark &
glanee studying me.

"When you open him
up, see what
, will you?”

“All right, Helpme
hang him to & mnag
here,” returned Copple:

W}f:mwe got the
deer strung up 1 went
off into the woods, and
sat on a log and con-
tended with a queer
sort of sickness until it

away. But it
eft 2 state of mind that
1 imew would require
me to probe into myself and try to under-
stand once and for al] time this blsod-
thirsty tendency of man to kill. Itwould
force me to to analyze the peychol
of hunting. &on m&ntum to Co pm
found he had the buck ready to load upon
his horse. Hin hands were bright red. He
wag wiping his hunting knife.

“That 15)-grain soft-nose hullet ix
some amecutioner,” he declared foreefully.
“Your bullet m just after it
went into his breaat. It tore his lung to

ieces, cut open his heart, made a mesa of

dneya an’ paunch an’ broke his spine.
An’ look at this hole where it came outl”

I helped Copple heave the load on his

eaddle snd tie it securely, and I got my
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The Hounds
Resting After »
Hard Day's Hunt

hands red ai the job, but I did not really
look at the buck n. Upon our way
back to camp I rode in the lead all the
way. We reached camp before sunset,
where I had to endure the felicitations of
R. C. and my comrades, all of whom were
delighted that at last I hrd gotten a buck,
tnight I lay awake a on&t:me, and
though aware of the moan of the wind in
the pinee and the tinkle of the brook, and
the melancholy hoot of an owl, I had ne
pleasure in them. My mind was active.
Boys are inherently cruel. The games
they play, at least thoge they invent, in-
stinctively partake of some element of
brute nature, They chase, thﬁy capture,
they lall.

. to my liking. Copple
thought I was hunting
with him, but s BX=
cept to follow hkim, I did
not think of the meaning
of his slow, wary advance.
Only a few more days had
I to roam the pine-scented
forest. Thet ride up this
deep gorge was rich in sen-
eation, Sun and sky and

and forest encom-
passed me,

An we climbed out once
more, this time into an
open beautiful pine forest,
with little patches of
thicket, T seembed ttl‘l) Efave
heen ¥ the fra-
grmceme eolor and
the beauty of the wild.
For when Copple called
low and sharp: “Higt!"”
1 stared uncomprehend-

‘ 1" he wh]:gered;
pointing. *“Get an
p

Something shot through
me—a different ldndusiar
thrill. Ahead, in the open,

.1 saw gray, graceful, wild
forms trotting away, Like
& flash I alid off my horse
and jerked out my rifle,
ran forward s few steps.
Thedeerhad halted—were

The Indian, Coppls. Behind Him see Two Bears, s Big Wild Torker sad & Three-Prong Buock

they imprison, they torture an
! No secret rendervous of a
boys' pirate ever
failed to be with

imaginary blood! And
what Eou of boys have
not g qg st being pi-
rates ¢ Indian games
are worse—acalping, with
redho:hci%ders_ th?;;
" ypon the bleeding ,
and the terrible running
. of the gantlet and burn-
ing at the h:?ke.t What
youngeter not made
wooden knives to spill the
biood of his pretended
e gils play with
@
dolls, and with toy houses,
and all the implementa of

mskin'fshome; hut sweet
and dear as the little
angels are, they love =z

boys’ game, and if they
can_.dthrough some lucky
acciden cpate in
one, it ?a mum and
shudder and fight like the
females of the Eedm
Boys love the chase
And that chase dependa
upon environment. For
want of wild game they
will harry a poor tomcat
with stlcks and stones.
Boys love nothing so
much as to chaso a aguir-
rel or a frightened httle
chipmunk back and forth
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along @ rafl fence. They brandish their
sticks, run and yell, dart to and fro, like
young Indians. They rob birds’ nests,
steal the eggs, pierce them and blow
them, They capture the young birds and
are not above killing the parents that fy
frantically to the reacue, )

As hoys grow older to the age of reading,
they select, or at least love best, those
stories of bloodshed and violence. Steven-
son wrote that boys read for some element
of the brute instinct in them. His two
wonderful hooks Treasure Ialand and Kid-
napped are full of fight and the killing of
men, Robinson Crusoe is the only great
boys" book I ever read that did not owe
its charm to fighting, But still did not old
Crisoe fight to live on his lonely island?
And this wonderful tale is full of hunting
milfa]]:“ at the end the baitle with can-
n .

When lads grow up they become hunt-
ers, almost without exception, at least in
spirit if not in deed. In all my life I have
met only two grown men who did not care
to go prowling and hunting in the woods
wit:flo & gun. exception proves a great
destl, but, all the same, moat men, whether
they have a chance or not, love to hunt.

In reading the books of hunters and in
listening_to their talks at camp-fire club
dinners I have slways been struck with
the expression of what these hunters felt,

what they thought they got out of hunt-
ing: The change from city to the o
wilderness; the difference eer] noige,

tumult, dirt, foul sir, and the silence, the
quiet, the cleanness and purity—the sweet
breath of God's country 2a ao many called
it; the heal of forest and mountain;
the wildness of ridge and valley; the won-
der of wild animals in their native haunts;
and the zest, the joy, the excilement, the
magnificent thrill of the atalk and the
chase. No one of them ever dwelt upon
the k6ll! It was mentioned as a result, an
end, a consummation, How strange that
hunters believed these were the attrac-
tions of the chasel

Men take long rides to bhunt, endure
- hardships, live in campe with absolute
joy. They stalk through the forest, dimb
the craggy pesks, labor as giants in the
building of the p ids—all with tgfht
elutch on a d o rifle. Tltglfﬁ md £s,
alert , steal steps, & and run
and u?::? and climb, breathleasness, a hot
close-pressed chest, thrill on thrill, and
sheer bursting riot of nerve and vein—
these are the ordinery sensations and ac-
tiong of a hunter. No ascent too lofty,
1o descent too periloua for him then, if he
is a man as a5 8 hunter!

Up to thia 1919 hunting trip in the -

wilds I had always marveled at the fact
thet naturalists and biclogists hate sports-
men, the so-called sportamen. Naturalists
and biologista have simply learned the
truth why men hunt, an.
done in the name of sport, or for sensation,
it is 8 degenerate business, :

Stevenson wrote heautiful words ahout
“the hunter home from the hill,” but so

far a8 I can find out he never killed sny-

thing himsalf, He waa concerned with t

I

at when it is

Wild and Beautifol Almost Beyood Description is This Arizoos Laad

romanece of the thought, with alliteration,
and the singular charm of the truth—sun-
set and the end of the day, the hunter’s
Ehd down the hill to the cottage, to the
ome where wife and children awaited him,
) Hunt.in? ia a asvage primordial instinet
inherited from our ancestors. It goes back
through all the ages of man, end farther
still—to the age when man was not man,
but hairy ape, or some other beast from
which we are deacended, To kill in in the
very marrow of our bones, If man after he
developed into human state had taken to
vegetable diet—which he never did take—
he yet would have inherited the flesh-
eating instincts of his animal forhears,
And no inatinct is ever wholly eradicated.
But mlal’n;na a m%;t gater.dBy bruﬁ
B Bagsaci y endurance
iillod in order to got the means of subsist-
ence. If he did not kill he atarved. And it
is & matter of record, even down to mod-
arn times, that man has existed by canni-

The cave msn stalked boldly forth
from his hole under a_cliff, with his huge
club or stone mace, Perhapa he stole hin
neighbor’s woman, but, if a0 he had more
reason to hunt than before—he had to
ﬁevda::lrya; well ad';sd,hmi;e'}lhh cave rﬁa.eg:
88’ egcen: aavagely surroun
must have had to hunt all the d;]vllhf::
hours and had to fight to i
food, or to keep it after be killed it. Long,
long agee was the being called cave man in
developing; more long ages he lived on
the earth, in that dim, dark, mystie :
and just as long were his descendants
gwing into ancther and higher of

barian. But they and their children

A
{ing

and grandchildren, and all their successive,
innumerable and descendants
had to hunt meat and sat meat to live.
‘We cannot escape our inheritance. Civ-
ilization is merely a veneer, 8 thin-skinned
lish over the aavage and crude nature,
Fear, anger, lust, the three great primal
instinects, are}restrained, but they live
powerful’!y tn the breast of man. Self-
ervation is the first law of human
life and in included in fear, Fear of death
ia the firat instinet, Then if for thouaands,
Ee.rha millions, of years man had to
unt because of his fear of death, had to
kill meat to survive—consider the inerad-

-icable end permanent nature of the in-
stinct. .

The secret now of the inatinctive Loy
zlndthrﬂlandwﬂdnemofthechm ica

ear,

Stealing through the forest or along the
mountain slope, eyea roving, ears sensi-
tive to all vibrations of the air, nose as
keen na that of a hound, hands tight on a
deadly rifle, we unconsciously go back.
We go back to the primitive, to the aavage
atate of man

- “The child is father to the man. In the

lighthof this instinet, how easy to under-
stand his boyish cruelty! He is true to
nature. Unlimited and infinite is hia imag-
ination when he hunis—whether with his
toys or with real weapons, If{ he flings a
stone and killa & toad he is instinctively
killing meat for his horne in the cave. How
little difference between the land and the
rman! For a man the most poignantly ex-
citing, the moet thrillingly wild is the
chase when he is weaponless, when he runs
and kills his quarry with a club. Here we

have the essence of the matter,
The hunter is proudest of his
achievement in which he has not
had the help of deadly weapons.
Unconsciously he will gloat over
that conquest wherein lay great-
est peril to him—when he had
nothing but his naked handa,
A hot gush of blood bursts over
him! He goes
back to his bar-
barian state when
a man only felt,

He Has Taken & High Stand

- healthy, soon wé succumb to

When the man goes into the wildernesa
to change intoc a hunter thet surviving
kinship with the savage revives in his
bejng and all unconsciously dominates
him with driving pasgion. Hy real nature
has been hidden., The hunting of game
inhibits his thoughts. He feels only. He
forgets himself. He sees the track, he
hears the stealthy atep, he smellz the wild
scent; and his blood dances with the
dance of the ages. Then he is a killer.

What, then, should be the attitude of 2
thoughtiul man toward this liberation of
an instinct—that is to aay, toward the
game or sport or habit of hunting to kill?

Not could I decide this for myself,
Alftor all, life ia a battle, Eternally we are
comd:.d]ed to fight, If we do not fight, if
we do not keep our bodies strong, supple,
some
or other thet gets a hold in our blood or
lungs and fighta for ita life, its species,
until it killz ua. Fight therefore is abao-
lutely necesaary to long life. Alas, eventu-
ally that fight must be lest!

_ The aavn&ee, the Babyloni the Pep-
plans, the Greeks, all worshi;:ﬁ vhysical
prowess in man. Manhood, —the
symbols of fight! To be physicelly atrong
and well 2 man must work hard, with fre-
quent.intervals of change of exercise, and
he must eat meat. Iamnota t meat
eater, but I doubt if I could do much
physieal labor or brain work on a veg-
etable diet. Theretore I hold it fair and
manly to Egtonce & year to the wilderness
to hunt. that hunt be clean, hard tail,
as hard as I ean stand!

The last day of everything slways
comea. Time, h;lrm the tide, walgta for no
man, Anticipation is beautiful, but it is
best and happiest to enjoy the present.
Live while we may!

On thins last day of my hunt we were up
almoat before it was light enough to see.
The morning star shone radiant in the
dark-gra; 51% All the other stams seemed
dimmed by i glol',Y. By the time break-
fast was over the gold of the rising sun was
tip&ing the highest pines on the ridges.

() on foot, leaving the horaes
hobbled near camp. Al the hounds ap-
gearod fit. ?ﬂea, a'neighbor of Haught's,

ad come to'take a hunt with us, bringi

two dogs with him. For thisla.stdaylghlﬁ
formulated a plan: Edd and a boy were
to take the hounds down on the east side
of the great ridge. R. C, was to climb out
on this ridge and take his position at the
moat advantageous dpoint. We had al-

chased half a dozen beara over this
saddle, one of which was the big frosty-
coated grizely that Edd end Nie had
ahot at. The rest of us hurried to the head
of Dude Caiton. Copple and I were to go
down to the fimt promontoriee under the
rim, The others were to await develop-
ments and go where Haught thought best
to gend them.

ple and 1 started down over and
round the cragn, going carefully until we
reached the o zﬁopa under the rim rock.
The cafion sloped at an angle of about

(Continned on Pagn 20)
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forty-five degrees, and we slid, stepped,
juma]md and ran down without starting an
svalanche, . .

Sudgenly I espied the flash of something
black down the thicket, and tried to show
it to my comrade.

‘"Let's go round an' down to that lower
point of rock. It's a better stand than
this, By golly, I see what you szeel
That's a bear, ailppm' down. Stay with
me nowl"”

Staying with Cg{)p!e was a matter of
utter disregard of clothes, limbs, life. He
g‘l'unged off thut bare ledge, slid Bat on his

ck, and wormed feet first under man-
zanita, and gaining open slope got up to
run and jump into another thicket.

1 wore only boots, trousers and shirt
and cap, with cartridge belt strapped
tight round me, It wasa wonder { was not
stripped. At last we reached the bare,
flat, projecting cape of rock, Ihad topink
down on the rock; I eould not talk until
I got my breath; but I used my eyes to
every advantage. Neither Copple nor [
could locate the bleck moving object we
had seen from above.

My eyes searched the leaf-covered alope,
so brown and sear, and the shaggy thick-
eta, and tried to pierce the black tengle of
spruce patches. All at once, magically it
seerned, my gaze held to a dark shadow, a
bit of dense shade under a large spruce
tree. Semething moved. Then a big hear
roee right out of his bed of leaves, ma-
jestically, as if disturbed, and turned his

ead back toward the direction of the hay-
ing hounda, I was quivering m&l‘n eager-
neas to tell Copple, but I'waited. Then the
bear walked behind 8 tree and peeped
out, only his hend showing. After a mo-
ment again he walked out.

“Ben, aren’t you ever going to see
that bear?' I cried at last.

“Nol Reckon you see a stump. B
golly, Isee him, He's a dandy. Reddia
color,”

"Ben, how far away is hel" I asked.

“(0h, that's eight hundred yvards,' de-
clared Copple. **A long shot. Let's wait.
He may work down closer.” .

Then I decided that I would not shoot
at him unless he s down. My ex-
citernent was difficult to-eontrol. The bear
went into a amall clump of spruces and
stayed there a little while. Tantalizing
moments! The hounds were hot upon his
trail. 1 judged secarcely a mile separated
them from the bear, n he disappeared
behind a little brush. embering that
five pairs of sharp eyes could see me from
the pointa above, I stood up and waved
my red cap. I waved it wildly as a man
waves & red flag in moments of danger.
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{Continwed from Page 11)

Afterward R. C. aaid he
saw me gls.inl_v and un-
derstood my action.
Again the bear came in
view, this time on an
open slide, where he had
hilted. He was lookin
acroes the cafion as

waved my cap.
I dro'ﬂ)ed upoh one
knee. & bear started

down, coming toward us

over an open slide.
“Aim a little coarse

an’ follow him,” eaid

C?nge.

id so, and tighten-
ing all my musclea into 8
ball, holding my breath,
Ifired. The bear gave a
savage kick backward.
A growl], low, angry, vi-
cious, followed the echoea
of my riflle. Then it
seemed he pointed his
head toward us and be-
gan to run down the
slope.

“B iy’ yelled
Copple. * Youstung him
one an" he's comin’l
Now you've got to shoot .
some. Take your time—
wait for oPen shots an’
make sure!”’

opple’s advice

. "'But 1 see him com-
]n ‘F’

“Where?! By golly
that's another bear|
He'sblack. Yoursisred.
Look sharp! Next time
he ahows amocke him!*”

I zaw a flagh of black
across an open space. I
heard & scattering of
gravel. But I had no
chance to shoot. Then
both of us heard a bear
running in thick leaves.

*“He's gone down the

eaflon,” maid Copple,
“Now look for your
bear.”
“Listen, Ben. The
hounds are coming fast.
There's Rock! There's
‘sue'i'

Though Copple tried
hard to show me where,
I could not see the bear.
But when Roek and Sue
headed the bear I saw
him. He sat up on his
haunches ready to fight,
but they did not attack
him. Inetead they be-

n to yelp wildly., I

not shoot again
for fear of hitting one of
them. Old Dan just
beat the rest of the pack
to the bear. Up pealed

C
brou(f t hometomewhat
could happen even with
the advantage on my
gide. I did not feel my- .
gelf shake, but the rifle was unsteady. I
rested an elbow on my knee, yet atill I had
difficulty in keeping the gight on him. I
must not burry, yet T had to hurry. After
all he had not so far to come and most of
the distance was under cover.

“Dor, he's ﬂndd.lin’ along!” warned
Copple. “Smoke some of them shells]”

Straining every nerve I simed as before,
only a litile in advance, held tight and
pulled at the same instant. The bear
doubled up in & ball and began to roll
down the alide. He seattered the Jeaves,
Then into the thicket he erashed.

“Some shot!” yelled Copple.
- But my bear continued to crash through
the brush. I shot agrin and again, miss-
ing both times. Apparently he was com-
ing faster pow—then he showed dark
almoet at the foot of our slope. I could
not see there, and I could not look for
bear and reload at the same moment.

“Don’t shoot,” shouted Copple. “He's
your bear.”

Zane Grey"s Ciapamon Hear

a yelping chorus. I had
never heard Old Dan bay
. s bhear at close range.
With deep, hoarse, wild roars he domi-
nated that medley,

From the sa?ifile of the great ridge
above pealed down R. C.'s “Warhoo!”
Nielson bellowed from the cra, ca
abgve E'(llg behind ﬁ Frorh dlown e
eafion sent up his piercing * Ki yi!*

“We'd better hwrry down an’ aer&,”
said Copple. '‘Reckon the hounds will
jump that bear or someone else will get
there first. Wa got to skedaddle!”

As before, we fell inte a manzanita
thicket and had to crawl. Then we came
upon the rim of a box ezfion, It was too
steep to deacend. We had to head it, and
Copple took chances,

en, 1m1tatin§ Copple, I sat down and
glid as on a tobopgan for some thirty
th.rﬂlinf yards. Some of my anatery and
more of my rags I left behind me. Butl
managed to protect at least my rifle.
I followed Copple into the dark gorge.

We yelled, Somebody sbove us an-
awered. Then we climbed up the oppoeite

(™
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:JJ?J):wand soon came into an Om rocky

here my bear lay surrounded by

hounds, with Old Dan on . The bear

red in color, with silky fur, = long,
keen head, fine limbs and of gire,

*“Cinnamon,” de pple, and

turning him over he pointed to a white
apot on his breast. *
four hundred pounds.”
Then I became aware of the other men,
g‘:(li:iahashi had arrived on the scene first,
d after him was Piles,
Yella from both nides of the cafion were
answered by Edd.
rocke on his side st a great rete. But
Nielson on the other side beat him to us.
Presently George Haught joined us,

the bear dead. Edd came next,

R. C. was rofling the

having come down the of the cafion.
“We knew you'd got a bear,” said
George. ‘“Father the first two bul-

lets hit meat.”

“Well 1" exclaimed R. C. “That’s what
made those first two shots sound so strange
tome. Sounded like soft dead pata! And
it was lead hitting flesh. I heard it haif
a mile away!”

Later I asked Haught. Hesaid he heard
my first two bullets strike and believed
from the
Dear. AP? t th i usyall
away. But the morning was un ¥
still and sound carried far.

The men hung my bear from the forkn
of a maple. They then decided to give us
time to climb u
putting the houn

Neilson, R.
back up to the points. Neilson distanced
ws, and eventua]l
rimmed the hes
and loet the hounds somewhere.

R. C. did not seem to mind thie misfor-
tune any more than ], Next time we rested
g;tn%nin heard the hounds, far away at

ciliar sound that I had my
his stand was fully a mile

to our stands before
on the other fresh trail.
C. and I started to elimb

we lost him. We
of several gorges

ut graduslly drawing closer. In half

an hour they appeared right under us agai
Then ed up the clear tuneful ody
of Edd’s horn, calling off the chase for that
day and season, -

We proceeded on our ascent over end
up the broken masses of rock, climl
slowly and easily, making f
long rests. Everywhere benea
leagues and leagues extended the tim-
bered hills of
pings of rocks, the red bl
patches of grassy valleys, Joat in the cafions,
And the sun was setting in a blage of gold.
From the rim I took a laat li
and did not marvel that I )
derland of Arizona,

eht an
me for

n, the outerop~

, the golden

i ook
thia won-

(THE END}

MAKING OVER THE MUSCADINE

{ Continwad from Puge 8) :

establishing many new hybrids as improve-
ments over the native Muscadines, the
station now han an assemblage of pedi-
greed breeding stock of tegted performance,

The station is also experimenting as to
what cultivation, [ertilizing, in nting
and pruning will do for commercial vine-
yards of Musecadines. _

Bur clover is found to be an excellent
cover crop for the vineyard. Soy, beans,
too, work out profitably when planted be-
tween the rows of vines. In this vineyard,
when the grapes are harvested, hogs zare
turned in to eat the soys and fallen grapes.

Pruning experimenta have gshattered the
popular belief that this practice would

cause the Muscadine to bleed to death. |

When the vines are not pruned they de-
velop the following season what amounts
to an overload of well-nigh worthless fruit.

S0 much for the breeging work, What
i its value in terms of dollars and centa?
Prohibition has given the Muscadine 2
brand-new lease on life. ‘'This is alao true
of grapes in otber sections, but the lighter
juice of the Muscadine, in particular the

cuppernong, is known to but a relative
few who have been fortunate enough to
partake of this delicious uct.

Soon after the Wil station pot its
work under way it became apparent that
they must develor sorae sort of outlet for
their products. All the Scuppernongs they

could harvest found an instant local de-
mand at twe dollars and fifty cents a
bushel. But there were many varieties
other than the Scuppernong. So the sta-
tion put up a small plant and equipped

this with juice presses, jelly cookers and
the like.
But the station cannot begin to fill ita

orders for Muscadine juicea or jellies. On
the dining cars of three railroad syateras

BEGINNING NEXT WEEK

IN DARKEST NEW
GUINEA

By Warren H. Miller

VERY boy reader of THE COUN-
TRY GENTLEMAN who remem-
bers that absorbing story, The Ring-
Necked Grizzly, will be delighted to
hear that in the very next issue will
begin a new serial by the same author.
It has to do with the adventures of
two American lads who accompany a
scientific expedition into the wildest
country left on earth—New Guinea.
How they fight their way through the
jungle, outwitting wild beasts, head-
hunters and cannibals, and finally
reach their goal, forms the basis of one
of the best boy stories of our time,

traveming the South and the Southemst
the station has placed i
juice, jelly, marmalade and paste on the
regular menus. Mr, Dearing ordera for a
wyear ahead.

It is plain enough that this station
cannot |io very far into the commercial
phase. Its prime function is to improve
grapesa, demonstrate their comma‘uai' pos-
pibilitieg, and then turn over thia evidence

Muscadine gra

all who can use it to advantage, Both
the United States Department of Agricul-
ture and the State of North Carolipa want

to see private concerns and individuals
reap the benefit of sll this experimental
and demonstration work,

Muscadinegrape produets have & flavor
which carinot Be described; neither can
they be imitated. Onoce the public be-
come acquainted with this flavor they
willhw?nt to treat their palates regularly
with it.

There is a veriteble empire in the South-
r;gat where Muscadines thrive to perfec-

on.
Muscadine through this
work, the possibilitiea

With the making over of the
tient research
establishing &
juice and grape-products industry

in this section never were brighter. Some
day in
to capitalize the Willard station’s achieve-
ments. And that's just what the Govern-
ment and the state want to see happen.

the near future somebody is going



