
October 2,0 igij
NOTICE TO READER: When you finish reading this copy of The Country 
Gentleman place a TJ. S. 1-cent stamp on this notice, hand same to any IT. S. 
postal employee, and it will be placed in the hands of our soldiers or sailors 
at the ft*ont. No wrapping—No address. A. S. Burleson, Postmaster General.

Five Cents the Copy

Begi/itiing—THE MAN OF THE FORE5T-By Zane Grey



6 THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN October 20, 1917

By Zane Grey, Author of Wildfire

Dale Was Glad, for He Had Expected to Hear 
the Clip*CIop of White Men's Horses

AT SUNSET hour the forest was still, 
/\ lonely, sweet with tang of fir and 
Tjl spruce, blazing in gold and red and 
green; and the man who glided on under 
the great trees seemed to 
blend with the colors and, 
disappearing, to have be­
come a part of the wild 
woodland.

Old Baldy, highest of 
the White Mountains, 
stood up round and bare, 
rimmed bright gold in the 
last glow of the setting 
sun. Then, as the fire 
dropped behind the 
domed peak, a change, a 
cold and darkening blight, 
passed down the black, 
spear-pointed slopes over 
all that mountain world.

It was a wild, richly 
timbered and abundantly 
watered region of dark 
forests and grassy parks, 
ten thousand feet above 
sea level, isolated on all 
sides by the southern 
Arizona desert—the vir­
gin home of elk and deer, 
of bear and lion, of wolf 
and fox, and the birth­
place as well as the hiding 
place of the fierce 
Apache.

September in that lati­
tude was marked by the 
sudden cool night breeze 
following shortly after 
sundown. Twilight ap­
peared to come on its 
wings, as did faint sounds 
not distinguishable be­
fore in the stillness.

Milt Dale, man of the 
forest, halted at the edge 
of a timbered ridge to listen and to watch. 
Beneath him lay a narrow valley, open and 
grassy, from which rose a faint low murmur 
of running water. Its music was pierced 
and marred by the wild staccato yelp of a 
hunting coyote. From overhead in the giant

cabin. i
“Wai, Beasley, are you here?” queried a : 

loud voice.
There was no reply. The man below i 

growled under his breath, and again, the ' 
spurs jingled. i

“Fellars, Beasley ain’t here yet,” he 
called. “Put the bosses under the shed. 1 
We’ll wait.” 1

“ Wait! ” came a harsh reply. “ Mebbe all 
night—an’ we got nuthin’ to eat.” i

“Shut up, Moze. Reckon you’re no good 1 
fer anythin’ but eatin’. Put them bosses 1 
away an’ some of you rustle firewood in i 
here.” i

Low-muttered curses mingled with dull ] 
thuds of hoofs and strain of leather and < 
heave of tired horses. Another shuffling, 
clinking footstep entered the cabin. 1

“Snake, it’d been sense to fetch a pack i 
along,” drawled this newcomer. |

“Reckon so, Jim. But we didn’t, an’ 
what’s the use hollerin’. Beasley won’t s 
keep us waitin’ long.” 1

Dale, lying still and prone, felt a slow 
start in all his blood—a thrilling wave. 
That deep-voiced man below was Snake 1 
Anson, the worst and most dangerous i 
character of the region; and the others i 
undoubtedly composed his gang, long no­
torious in that sparsely settled country. 
And the Beasley mentioned was one of the 
biggest two ranchers and sheep raisers of 
the White Mountain ranges. '

What was the meaning of a rendezvous 
between Snake Anson and Beasley? Milt 
Dale answered that question to Beasley’s 
discredit; and many strange matters per­
taining to sheep and herders, always a 
mystery to the little village of Pine, now 
became as clear as daylight.

Other men entered the cabin.
“It ain’f agoin’ to rain much,” said 

one.
Then came a crash of wood thrown to the 

ground.
“Jim, hyar’s a chunk of pine log, dry as 

punk,” said another.
Rustlings and slow footsteps, and then 

heavy thuds attested to the probability 
that Jim was knocking the end of a log

dark for a ladder he knew led to a loft; and 
finding it he quickly mounted, taking care 
not to make a noise with his rifle, and lay 
down upon the floor of brush and poles. 
Scarcely had he done so when heavy steps, 

_____ „ _ „ „ with the accompaniment of clinking spurs, 
fir came a twittering and rustling of grouse passed through the door below into the 
settling for the night, and from across the 
valley drifted the last low calls of wild tur­
keys going to roost.

To Dale’s keen ear these sounds were all 
they should have been, betokening an un­
changed serenity of forest land. He was 
glad, for he had expected to hear the clip­
clop of white men’s horses, which in those 
fastnesses was hateful to him. He and the 
Indian were friends. That fierce foe had no 
enmity toward the lone hunter. But there 
hid somewhere in the forest a gang of bad 
men, sheep thieves, whom Dale did not 
want to meet.

As he started out upon the slope a sud­
den flaring of the afterglow of sunset 
flooded down from Old Baldy, filling the 
valley with lights and shadows, yellow and 
blue, like the radiance of the sky. The pools 
in the curves of the brook shone darkly 
bright. Dale’s gaze swept up and down the 
valley, and then tried to pierce the black 
shadows across the brook where the wall of 
spruce stood up, its speared and spiked 
crest against the pale clouds. The wind 
began to moan in the trees and there was a 
feeling of rain in the air. Dale, striking a 
trail, turned his back to the fading after­
glow and strode down the valley.

With night at hand and a rainstorm 
brewing he did not head for his own camp, 
some miles distant, but directed his steps 
toward an old log cabin. When he reached 
it darkness had almost set in. He ap­
proached with caution. This cabin, like the 
few others scattered in the valleys, might 
harbor Indians or a bear or a panther. 
Nothing, however, appeared to be there. 
Then Dale studied the clouds driving across 
the sky and he felt the cool dampness of a 
fine misty rain on his face. It would rain 
off and on during the night. Whereupon he 
entered the cabin.

The next moment he heard quick hoof 
beats of trotting horses. Peering out he saw 
dim moving forms in the darkness, quite 
close at hand. They had approached against 
the wind so that sound had been deadened. 
Five horses with riders Dale made out- 
saw them loom close. Then he heard rough 
voices. Quickly he turned to feel in the
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Snake rose and stood at the door, listen­
ing. Outside the wind moaned fitfully and 
scattering raindrops spattered upon the 
cabin. “Ahuh!” exclaimed Snake in relief.

Silence ensued then 
for a moment, at the end 
of which interval Dale 
heard a rapid clip-clop 
on the rocky trail out­
side. The men below 
shuffled uneasily, but 
none of them spoke. The 
fire crackled cheerily. 
Snake Anson stepped 
back from before the 
door with an action that 
expressed both doubt 
and caution.

The trotting horse had 
halted outside.

“Ho there inside!” 
called a voice from the 
darkness.

“ Ho yourself! ’’replied 
.Anson.

“That you. Snake?” 
quickly followed the 
query.

“ Reckon so,”retumed 
Anson, who now showed 
himself.

The newcomer entered. 
He was a large man, wear­
ing a slicker that shone 
wet in the firelight. His 
sombrero, pulled well

d( wn, shadowed his face, so that the upper 
half of his features might as well have been 
masked. He had a black drooping mus­
tache and a chin like a rock. A potential 
force, matured and powerful, seemed to be 
wrapped in his movements.

“ Hullo, Snake. Hullo, Wilson,” he said. 
“ I’ve backed out on the other deal. Sent 
for you on another little matter—partic­
ular private.”

Here he indicated with a significant ges­
ture that Snake’s men were to leave.

“Ahuh!” ejaculated Anson dubiously. 
Then he turned abruptly: “Moze, you an’ 
Shady an’ Burt go wait outside. Reckon 
this ain’t the deal I expected. An’ you can 
saddle the bosses.”

The three members of the gang filed out, 
all glancing keenly at the stranger, who had 
moved back into the shadow.

“All right now, Beasley,” said Anson, 
low-voiced. “What’s your game? Jim here 
is in on my deals.”

Beasley came forward to the fire, stretch­
ing his hands to the blaze. “Nothin’ to do 
with sheep,” he replied.

“Wai, I reckoned not,” assented the 
other. “An’ say, whatever your game is, I 
ain’t likin’ the way you kept me waitin’ an’ 
ridin’ round. We waited near all day at 
Big Spring. Then thet greaser rode up an’ 
sent us here. We’re a long way from camp, 
with no grub an’ no blankets.”

“I won’t keep you long,” said Beasley. 
“ But even if I did you’d not mind—when I 
tell you this deal concerns Al Auchincloss, 
the man who made an outlaw of you! ”

Anson’s sudden action seemed a leap of 
his whole frame. Wilson, likewise, bent for­
ward eagerly. Beasley glanced at the door— 
then began to whisper:

“ Old Auchincloss is on his last legs. He’s 
goin’ to croak. He sent back to Missouri 
for a niece—a young girl—an’ he means to 
leave his ranches an’ sheep—all his stock— 
to her. Seems he has no one else. . . . 
Them ranches—an’ all them sheep an’ 
bosses! You know me an’ Al were pardners 
in sheep raisin’ for years. He swore I 
cheated him an’ he threw me out. An’ all 
these years I’ve been swearin’ he did me 
dirt—owed me sheep an’ money. I’ve got as 
many friends in Pine, an’ all the way down 
the trail, as Auchincloss has. An’, Snake, 
see here ——”

He paused to draw a deep breath and his 
big hands trembled over the blaze. Anson 
leaned forward, like a serpent ready to 
strike, and Jim Wilson was as tense with 
his' divination of the plot at hand.

“See here,” panted Beasley. “The girl’s 
due to arrive at Magdalena on the sixteenth. 
That’s a week from to-morrow. She’ll take 
the stage to Snowdrop, where some of Au- 
chincloss’s men ■will meet her -with a team.” 

“Ahuh!” grunted Anson as Beasley 
halted again. “An’ what of all thet?”

“She mustn’t never get to Snowdrop!”

upon the ground to split off a cprner 
whereby a handful of dry splinters 
could be procured.

“Snake, lemme your pipe an’ I’ll hev a 
fire.”

“ Wai, I want my terbacco an’ I ain’t 
carin’about no fire,” replied Snake.

“ Reckon you’re the meanest cuss in these 
woods,” drawled Jim.

Sharp click of steel or flint, many times, 
and then a sound of hard blowing and 
sputtering told of Jim’s efforts to start a fire. 
Presently the pitchy blackness of the cabin 
changed; there came a little crackling of 
wood and the rustle of flame, and then a 
steadily growing roar.

As it chanced, Dale lay face down upon 
the floor of the loft, and right near his eyes 
there were cracks between the boughs. 
When the fire blazed up he was fairly well 
able to see the men below. The only one he 
had ever seen was Jim Wilson, who had 
been well known at Pine before Snake An­
son was ever heard of. Jim was the best of 
a bad lot, and he had friends among honest 
people. It was rumored that he and Snake 
did not pull well together.

“Fire feels good,” said the burly Moze, 
broad and black-visaged. “Fall’s sure 
a-comin’. . ... Now if we only had some 
grub!”

“ Moze, there’s a hunk of deer meat in my 
saddle bag, an’ if you git it you can have 
half,” spoke up another voice.

Moze shuffled’ out with alacrity.
In the firelight Snake Anson’s face looked 

lean and serpentlike; his eyes glittered, 
and his long neck and all of his long length 
carried out the analogy of his name.

“Snake, what’s this here deal with 
Beasley? ” inquired Jim.

“ Reckon you’ll larn when I do,” replied 
the leader. He appeared tired and thought­
ful.

“Ain’t we done away with enough of 
them poor greaser herders—fer nothin’?” 
queried the youngest of the gang, a boy in 
years, whose hard, bitter lips and hungry 
eyes somehow set him apart from his com­
rades.

“You’re dead right, Burt—an’ thet’s my 
stand,” replied the man who had sent Moze 
out. »

“Snake, snow’ll be flyin’ round these 
woods before long,” said Jim Wilson. “Are 
we goin’ to winter down in the Tonto Basin 
or over on the Gila?”

“ Reckon we’ll do some tall ridin’ before 
we strike south,” replied Snake gruffly.

At this juncture Moze returned. “Boss, 
I heerd a boss cornin’ up the trail,” he said. 
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In the Firelight Snake Anson's Face Looked Lean and Serpentlike—Carrying Out the Analogy oi His Name

savage wolves relayed a deer. He had shot 
wolves for that trick. With men, good or 
bad, he had not clashed. Old women and 
children appealed to him, but he had never 
had any interest in girls.

The image of this Helen Rayner came 
strangely to Dale; and he suddenly realized 
that he meant somehow to circumvent 
Beasley; not to befriend old Al Auchincloss, 
but for the sake of the girl. Probably she 
was already on her way west, alone, eager, 
hopeful of a future home. How little people 
guessed what awaited them at a journey’s 
end! Many trails ended abruptly in the 
forest—and only trained woodsmen could 
read the tragedy.

“Strange how I cut across country to­
day from Spruce Swamp,” reflected Dale. 
Circumstances, movements, usually were 
not strange to him. His methods and habits 
were seldom changed by chance. "The mat­
ter, then, of his turning off a course, out of 
his way, for no apparent reason, and of his 
having overheard a plot singularly involv­
ing a young girl, was indeed an adventure 
to provoke thought. It provoked more, for 
Dale grew conscious of an unfamiliar, smol­
dering heat along his veins. He, who had 
little to do with the strife of men, and noth­
ing to do with anger, felt his blood grow hot 
at the cowardly trap laid for an innocent 
girl.

“Old Al won’t listen to me,” pondered 
Dale. “An’ even if he did he wouldn’t be­
lieve me. Maybe nobody will. . . . All 
the same Snake Anson won’t get that girl.”

With these last words Dale satisfied 
himself of his own position and his ponder­
ing ceased. Taking his rifle he descended 
from the loft and peered out of the door. 
The night had grown darker, windier, 
cooler; broken clouds were scudding across 
the sky; only a few stars showed; fine rain 
was blowing from the northwest; and the 
forest seemed full of a low dull roar.

“Reckon I’d better hang up here,” he 
said, and turned to the fire. The coals were 
red now. From the depths of his hunting 

coat he procured a little bag of salt and 
some strips of dried meat. These strips he 
laid for a moment on the hot embers until 
they began to sizzle and curl; then with a 
sharpened stick he removed them and ate 
like a hungry hunter grateful for a little.

He sat on a block of wood with his palms 
spread to the dying warmth of the fire and 
his eyes fixed upon the changing, glowing, 
golden embers. Outside the wind continued 
to rise and the moan of the forest increased 
to a roar. Dale felt the comfortable warmth 
stealing over him, drowsily lulling; and he 
heard the storm wind in the trees, now like 
a waterfall, and anon like a retreating 
army, and again low and sad; and he saw 
pictures in the glowing embers, strange as 
dreams.

Presently he rose and, climbing to the loft, 
stretched himself out and soon fell asleep.

When the gray dawn broke he was on 
his way, cross country, to the village of 
Pine. During the night the wind had shifted 
and the rain had ceased. A suspicion of 
frost shone on the grass in open places. All 
was gray—the parks, the glades; and 
deeper, darker gray marked the aisles of 
the forest. Shadows lurked under the trees 
and the silence seemed consistent with 
spectral forms. Then the east kindled, the 
gray lightened, the dreaming woodland 
awoke to the far-reaching rays of a bursting 
red sun.

This was always the happiest moment of 
Dale’s lonely days, as sunset was his sad­
dest. He responded, and there was some­
thing in his blood that answered the whistle 
of a stag from a near-by ridge. His strides 
were long, noiseless, and they left dark traces 
where his feet brushed the dew-laden grass.

Dale pursued a zigzag course over the 
ridges, to escape the hardest climbing, but 
the “senacas,” those parklike meadows so 
named by Mexican sheep herders, were as 
round and level as if they had been made by 
man in beautiful contrast to the dark­
green, rough and rugged ridges. Both open 

“You want me to hold up the stage—an’ 
get the girl?”

“Exactly.”
“Wai, an’ what then?”
“Make off with her! . . . She disap­

pears, That’s your affair. . . . I’ll press 
my claims on Auchincloss—hound him— 
an’ be ready when he croaks to take over 
his property. Then the girl can come back, 
for all I care. You an’ Wilson fix up the 
deal between you. If you have to let the 
gang in on it, don’t give them any hunch as 
to who an’ what. 'This’ll make you a rich 
stake. An’ when it’s paid you strike for new 
territory.”

“Thet might be wise,” muttered Snake 
Anson. “Beasley, the weak point in your 
game is the uncertainty of life. Old Al is 
tough. He may fool you.”

“Auchincloss is a dyin’ man,” declared 
Beasley with such positiveness that it 
could not be doubted.

“Wai, he sure wasn’t plumb hearty when 
I last seen him. . . . Beasley, in case I 
play your game, how’m I to know that 
girl?”

“Her name’s Helen Rayner,” replied 
Beasley eagerly. “She’s twenty years old. 
All of them Auchinclosses was handsome, 
an’ they-say she’s the handsomest.”

“Ahuh! . . . Beasley, this’s sure a 
bigger deal—an’ one I ain’t fancyin’, . . . 
But I never doubted your word. ... 
Come on an’ talk out. What’s in it for 
me?”

“Don’t let anyone in on this. You two 
can hold up the stage. Why, it was never 
held up. . . . But you want to mask. 
How about ten thousand sheep—or what 
they bring at Phoenix in gold?”

Jim Wilson whistled low.
“An’ leave for new territory?” repeated 

Snake Anson under his breath.
“You’ve said it.”
“Wai, I ain’t fancyin’ the girl end of this 

deal, but you can count on me. . . . 
September sixteenth, at Magdalena—an’ 
her name’s Helen — an’ she’s handsome.”

“Yes. My herders will begin drivin’ 
south in about two weeks. Later, if the 
weather holds good, send me word by one 
of them an’ I’ll meet you.”

Beasley spread his hands once more 
over the blaze, pulled on his gloves and 
pulled down his sombrero, and with 
abrupt word of parting strode out into 
the night.

“Jim, what do you make of him?” 
queried Snake Anson.

“Pard, he’s got us beat two ways for 
Sunday,” replied Wilson.

“Ahuh! . . . Wai, let’s get back 
to camp.” And he led the way out.

Low voices drifted into the cabin, then 
came snorts of horses and striking hoofs, 
and after that a steady trot, gradually 
ceasing. Once more the moan of wind 
and the soft patter of rain filled the 
forest stillness.

n

Milt dale quietly sat up to gaze 
with thoughtful eyes into the gloom.

He was thirty years old. When a boy of 
fourteen he had run off from his school 
and home in Iowa. Joining a wagon train 
of pioneers he had been one of the first 
to see log cabins built on the slopes of the 
White Mountains. But he had not taken 
kindly to farming or sheep raising or 
monotonous home toil; and for twelve 
years he had lived in the forest, with only 
infrequent visits to Pine and Show Down 
and Snowdrop. This wandering forest 
life of his did not indicate that he did not 
care for the villagers—for he did care, 
and he was welcome everywhere—but 
that he loved wild life and solitude and 
beauty with the primitive, instinctive 
force of a savage.

And this night he had stumbled upon 
a dark plot against the only one of all 
the honest white people in that region 
whom he could not call a friend.

“That man Beasley!” he soliloquized. 
“Beasley in cahoots with Snake Anson! 
. . . Well, he was right. Al Auchincloss 
is on his last legs. Poor old man! When 
I tell him he’ll never believe me, that’s 
sure!”

Discovery of the plot meant to Dale 
that he must hurry down to Pine.

“ A girl—Helen Rayner—twenty years 
old,” he mused, “Beasley wants her 
made off with. . . . That means worse 
than killed!”

Dale accepted facts of life with the 
equanimity and fatality acquired by one 
long versed in the cruel annals of forest 
lore. Bad men worked their evil just as 

■■
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senaca and dense-wooded ridge showed to 
his quick eye an abundance of game. The 
cracking of twigs and disappearing flash of 
gray among the spruces, a round black 
lumbering object, a twittering in the brush, 
and stealthy steps—all were easy signs for 
Dale to read. Once, as he noiselessly 
emerged into a little glade, he spied a red 
fox stalking some quarry, which, as he ad­
vanced, proved to be a flock of partridges. 
They whirred up, brushing the branches, 
and the fox trotted away. In every senaca 
Dale encountered wild turkeys feeding on 
the seeds of the high grass.

It had always been his custom, on his 
visits to Pine, to kill and pack fresh meat 
down to several old friends who were glad 
to give him lodging. And hurried though he 
was now he did not intend to make an ex­
ception of this trip.

At length he got down into the pine belt 
where the great gnarled yellow trees soared 
aloft, stately and aloof from one another, 
and the ground was a brown, odorous, 
springy mat of pine-needles, level as a floor. 
Squirrels watched him from all round, 
scurrying away at his near approach—tiny 
brown, light-striped squirrels, and larger 
ones, russet colored, and the splendid dark 
grays, with their white bushy tails and 
plumed ears.

This belt of pine ended abruptly upon 
wide, gray, rolling, open land, almost like a 
prairie, with foothills lifting near and far 
and the red-gold blaze of aspen thickets 
catching the morning sun. Here Dale 
flushed a flock of wild turkeys, upward of 
forty in number; their subdued color of 
gray flecked with white and their graceful 
sleek build showed them to be hens. There 
was not a gobbler in the flock. They began 
to run pell-mell out into the grass until only 
their heads appeared bobbing along, and 
finally disappeared.

Dale caught a glimpse of skulking coy­
otes that evidently had been stalking the 
turkeys, and as they saw him and darted 
into the timber he took a quick shot at the 

hindmost. His bullet struck low, as he 
had meant it to, but too low, and the 
coyote got only a dusting of earth and 
pine needles thrown up in his face. This 
frightened him, so that he leaped , aside 
blindly and butted into a tree, rolled over, 
gained his feet and then the cover of the 
forest. Dale was amused at this.

He crossed the wide grassy plain and 
struck another gradual descent where . 
aspens and pines crowded a shallow ra­
vine and warm, sunlighted glades bor­
dered along a sparkling brook. Here he 
heard a turkey gobble, and that was a 
signal for him to change his course and 
make a crouching, silent detour round a 
clump of aspens.

In a sunny patch of grass a dozen or 
more big gobblers stood, all suspiciously 
facing in his direction, heads erect with 
that wild aspect peculiar to their species. 
Old wild turkey gobblers were the most 
difficult game to stalk. Dale shot two of 
them. 'The others began to run like 
ostriches, thudding over the ground, 
spreading their wings, and with that 
running start launched their heavy bodies 
into whirring flight. They flew low, at 
about the height of a man from the grass, 
and vanished in the woods.

Dale threw the two turkeys over his 
shoulder and went on his way. Soon he 
carne to a break in the forest level, from 
which he gazed down a league-long slope 
of pine and cedar out upon the bare glis­
tening desert stretching away endlessly, 
rolling out to the dim dark horizon line.

The little hamlet of Pine lay on the last 
level of sparsely timbered forest. A road, 
running parallel with a dark-watered, 
swiftly flowing stream, divided the cluster 
of log cabins from which columns of blue 
smoke drifted lazily aloft. Fields of corn 
and fields of oats, yellow in the sunlight, 
surrounded the village, and green pastures 
dotted with horses and cattle reached 
away to the denser woodland. This site 
appeared tobe a natural clearing, for there 
was no evidence of cut timber. 'The scene 
was rather too wild to be pastoral, but it 
was serene, tranquil, giving the impres­
sion of a remote community, prosperous 
and happy, drifting along the peaceful 
tenor of sequestered lives.

Dale halted before a neat little log 
cabin and little patch of garden bordered 
with sunflowers. His call was answered 
by an old woman, gray and bent, but re­
markably spry, who appeared at the door.

“Why, land’s sakes, if it ain’t Milt 
Dale! ” she exclaimed in welcome.

(Coniim/ed 'on Page 34)



34 THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN October 20,1917

An Easy-Running Barn or Garage Door
Even in Winter

McKinney-Pittsburgh Door Hanger

Bl

SSiSllROOFINGill

Otlarshallt^CoFnCrib^

Even in winter, when ice 
and snow cover the track of 
the average door, your barn 
or garage door positively will 
not stick if equipped with 
a McKinney-Pittsburgh 
Door Hanger. The tracks 
are covered on top, sides and 
ends. Snow and ice cannot 
reach the track and rollers.

Cost no more than wood—last 
a life-time. Made of rust-proof, 
perforated, galvanized iron. Come 
in sections. Easily put up.

FIRE-PROOF, RAT-PROOF 
Lightning-proof, weather-proof- 
cure com better; keep it drier: 
free from mould. Many sizes and 
styles. Prices low. Write for Free 
catalog at once.
IropCrib&BinCo.wo°8tM,%.

Insures greatest resistance to rust and corrosion, and best protec­
tion from fire and weather. Specially adapted to farm buildings. 
Made from Apollo-Keystone Copper Steel Galvanized Sheets—highest quality 
sheets manufactured. The added Keystone indicates that Copper Stwl is used. 
These sheets are also unexcelled for Silos, Tanks, Cisterns, Culverts, Sheds, etc. 
Sold by weight by leading dealers. Send for free “Better Buildings booklet. 
AMERICAN SHEET AND TIN PLATE COMPANY, Frick BWg.. Pittsburgh,Pa.

LIGHT DRAFT PLOWS 
Harrows, Planters, and Cultivators. All 
types and sizes, to meet the conditions in 
all sections. Write for catalog. We also 
make the most complete line of tractor 
plows produced. Write for catalog 
“ P & O Tractor Plows.”

Parlin & Orendorff Co. 
Canton. Illinois

Moreover, your door can never catch on the 
floor. There is a vertical adjustment which takes 
care of that. And there is a lateral adjust­
ment by which the space between door 
and wall can be increased or decreased. 
The McKinney-Pittsburgh Hanger can 
never junip the track because the two pairs 
of roller-bearing wheels fit snugly into deep grooves on 
both sides. Not only weather-proof but bird-proof as 
well. Sold under a guarantee of satisfaction.

If your dealer does not have them, send us his name. Also 
give width of door opening, height of door, and whether 
double or single. We will tell you how much it will cost to 
equip it. Ask also for descriptive literature.

McKinney Manufacturing Company
Makers of Hardware for the Fann

1 Locust Street Pittsburgh, Pa.

approve of your wild life, but he never had 
no hard feelin’s till that tame lion of yours 
killed so many of his sheep.”

“Auntie, I don’t believe Tom ever killed 
Al’s sheep,” declared Dale positively.

“Wai, Al thinks so, an’ many other peo­
ple,” replied Mrs. Cass, shaking her gray 
head doubtfully. “You never swore he 
didn’t. An’ there was them two sheep 
herders who did swear they seen him.”

“ They only saw a cougar. An’ they were 
so scared they ran.”

“Who wouldn’t? Thet big beast is 
enough to scare anyone. For land’s sakes, 
don’t ever fetch him down here again! I’ll 
never forgit the time you did. All the folks 
an’ children an’ bosses in Pine broke an’ 
run thet day.”
' “Yes, but Tom wasn’t to blame. Auntie, 
he’s the tamest of my pets. Didn’t he try 
to put his head on your lap an’ lick your 
hand?”

“Wai, Milt, I ain’t gainsayin’ your 
cougar pet didn’t act better’n a lot of peo­
ple I know. Fer he did. But the looks of 
him an’ what’s been said was enough fer me.”

“An’ what’s all that. Auntie?”
“They say he’s wild when out of your 

sight. An’ thet he’d trail an’ kill anythin’ 
you put him after.”

“ I trained him to be just that way.”
“Wai, leave Tom to home up in the 

woods when you visit us.”
Dale finished his hearty meal and lis­

tened a while longer to the old woman’s talk, 
then taking his rifle and the other turkey he 
bade her good-by. She followed him out.

“Now, Milt, you’ll come soon again, 
won’t you—just to see Al’s niece, who’ll be 
here in a week?”

“I reckon I’ll drop in some day. . . . 
Auntie, have you seen my friends, the 
Mormon boys?”

“No, I ain’t seen them, an’ don’t want 
to,” she retorted. “ Milt Dale, if anyone 
ever corrals you it’ll be Mormons.”

“ Don’t worry, Auntie. I like those boys. 
They often see me up in the woods an’ ask 
me to help them track a boss or help kill 
some fresh meat.”

“They’re workin’ for Beasley now.”
“Is that so?” rejoined Dale with a sud­

den start. “ An’what doin’? ”
“Beasley is gettin’ so rich he’s buildin’ a 

fence, an’ didn’t have enough help. So I 
hear.”

“Beasley gettin’ rich!” repeated Dale 
thoughtfully. “ More sheep an’ horses an’ 
cattle than ever, I reckon?”

“Laws a’me! Why, Milt, Beasley ain’t 
any idee what he owns. Yes, he’s the big­
gest man in these parts, since poor old Al’s 
took to failin’. I reckon Al’s health ain’t 
none improved by Beasley’s success. 
They’ve had some bitter quarrels lately, so 
I hear. Al ain’t what he was.”

Dale bade good-by again to his old friend 
and strode away, thoughtful and serious. 
Beasley would not only be difficult to cir­
cumvent but he would be dangerous to op­
pose. There did not appear much doubt of 
his driving his way roughshod to the domi­
nance of affairs there in Pine.

Dale, passing down the road, began to 
meet acquaintances, who had hearty wel­
come for his presence and interest in his 
doings, so that his pondering was inter­
rupted for the time being. He carried the 
turkey to another old friend, and when he 
left her house he went on to the village store. 
This was a large log cabin, roughly covered 
with clapboard, with a wide plank plat­
form in front and a hitching rail in the road. 
Several horses were standing there and a 
group of lazy shirt-sleeved loungers.

“I’ll be dog-goned if it ain’t Milt Dale!” 
exclaimed one.

“Howdy, Milt, old buckskin! Rightdown 
glad to see you,” greeted another.

“Hello, Dale! You air shore good for 
sore eyes,” drawled still another.

After a long period of absence Dale al­
ways experienced a singular warmth of 
feeling when he met these acquaintances. 
It faded quickly when he got back to the 
intimacy of his woodland, and that was be­
cause the people of Pine, with few excep­
tions, though they liked him and greatly 
admired his outdoor wisdom, regarded him 
as a sort of nonentity.

Presently Beasley strode down the 
street; when about to enter the store he 
espied Dale.

“ Hullo there. Milt,” he called cordially 
as he came forward with extended hand.

(Continued on Page 36)

The Man of the Forest
(Continued from Page 7)

“ Reckon it’s me, Mrs. Cass,” he replied. 
“An’ I’ve brought you a turkey.”

“Milt, you’re thet good boy who never 
forgits old Widow Cass. . . . What a 
gobbler! First one I’ve seen this fall. My 
man Tom used to fetch home gobblers like 
thet. Come right in. You air hungry, I 
know. Now, son, when last did you eat a 
fresh egg or a flap jack?”

“You should remember,” he answered, 
laughing, as he followed her into a small 
clean kitchen.

“Laws a’me! An’ thet’s months ago,” 
she replied, shaking her gray head. “ Milt, 
you should give up thet wild life—an’ marry 
an’ have a home.”

“You always tell me that.”
“Yes, an’ I’ll see you do it yet. . .

Now you set there, an’ pretty soon I’ll give ' 
you thet to eat which’ll make your mouth I 
water.” I

“What’s the news, Auntie?” he asked. 1
“Nary news in this dead place. Why, no­

body’s been to Snowdrop in two weeks! ... < 
Sary Jones died, poor old soul—she’s better ] 
off—an’ one of my cows run away. Milt, 1 
she’s wild when she gits loose in the woods. 
An’ you’ll have to track her, ’cause nobody 
else can. An’ John Dakker’s heifer was i 
killed by a lion, an’ Lem Harden’s fast ; 
boss—you know his favorite—was stole by 
hoss thieves. Lem is jest crazy. An’that re­
minds me, Milt, where’s your big Ranger— ' 
thet you’d never sell or lend? ”

“ My horses are up in the woods. Auntie; 
safe, I reckon, from hoss thieves.”

“Well, thet’s a blessin’. We’ve had some 
stock stole this summer. Milt, an’ no mis­
take.”

Thus, while preparing a meal for Dale, 
the old woman went on recounting all that 
had happened in the little village since his 
last visit. Dale enjoyed her gossip, and 
quaint philosophy, and it was exceedingly 
good to sit at her table. In his opinion no­
where else could there have been such but­
ter and cream, such ham and eggs. Besides, 
she always had apple pie, it seemed, at any 
time he happened in; and apple pie was 
one of Dale’s few regrets while up in the 
lonely forest.

“How’s old Al Auchincloss?” presently 
inquired Dale.

“Poorly—poorly,” sighed Mrs. Cass. 
“But he tramps an’ rides round same as 
ever. Al’s not long for this world. . . . 
An’, Milt, thet reminds me—there’s the 
biggest news you ever heard.’’

“You don’t say so!” exclaimed Dale, to 
encourage the excited old woman.

“Al has sent back to St. Joe for his niece, 
Helen Rayner. She’s to inherit all his prop­
erty. We’ve heard much of her—a purty lass, 
they say. . . . Now, Milt Dale, here’s 
your chance. Stay out of the woods an’ go 
to work. . . . You can marry that girl!”

“No chance for me, Auntie,” replied 
Dale, smiling.

The old woman snorted. “Much you 
know! Any girl would have you. Milt Dale, 
if you’d only throw a ’kerchief.”

“Me! An’ why. Auntie?” he queried, 
half amused, half thoughtful. When he got 
back to civilization he always had to adjust 
his thoughts to the ideas of people.

“Why? I declare, Milt, you live so in 
the woods you’re like a boy of ten—an’ 
then sometimes as old as the hills. ... 
There’s no young man to compare with you 
hereabouts. An’ this girl, she’ll have all the 
spunk of the Auchinclosses.”

“Then maybe she’d not be such a catch 
after all,” replied Dale.

“Wai, you’ve no cause to love them, 
thet’s sure. But, Milt, the Auchincloss 
women are always good wives.”

“Dear Auntie, you’re dreamin’,” said 
Dale soberly. “I want no wife. I’m 
happy in the woods.”

“Air you goin’ to live like an Injun all 
your days. Milt Dale?” she queried 
sharply.

“ I hope an’ pray so.”
“You ought to be ashamed! But some 

kss will change you, boy, an’ mebbe it’ll be 
this Helen Rayner. I hope an’ pray so, to 
thet.”

“Auntie, supposin’ she did cl^nge me. 
She’d never change old Al. He nates me, 
you know.”

“ Wai, I ain’t so sure, Milt. I met Al the' 
other day. He inquired for you, an’ said 
you was wild. But he reckoned men like 
you was good for pioneer settlements. 
Goodness knows the good turns you’ve

I done this village! Milt, old Al doesn’t
1618

... Wonderful Money Saving
Fence Book. Over ISOStylea.

I Gates-Steel Posts-BarbWire
r DIRECT FROM FACTORY — FREIGHT PAID
IP heavy DOUBLE GALVANIZED WIRES.

.wb 13c per rod up. Get free Book and Sample to test, 
k the brown fence « WIRE CO.
L Dept 94 Clevelandi Ohio
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A Mile a Day 
k Easy With 

this Simplex 
Ditcher - Terracer.
Equals 100 men. » w
Low cost. Builds f i
terraces and levees. money-back guarantee. ■

te°e? R^eS: Simplex F«m DiteherCo.,Inc.
jbll!Te?kys-Sal. Bex 59, Ov.n.b.ro. Ky. J
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Just 
your name on a 

postal will bring this 
new Catalog Folder on Rat­

proof, Fireproof, Weatherproof Com 
Cribs by return mail. Gives facts and 

figures on the big corn losses each year.

FARM WAGONS
High or low wheels—steel or wood—wide or narrow 

tires. Steel or wood wheels to fit any running gear. 
Wagon parts of all kinds. Write today for free catalog 
illustrated in colors.

ELECTRIC WHEEL CO. 9 Elm Street, Quincy, Ill.

Write for Book 
Today

Ov.n.b.ro
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Dutch Boy White-Lead

DUTCH BOY

I WHITE LEA’

Dutch Boy 
Red-Lead
mixed with linseed oil 
prevents rust on iron 
or steel fixtures, im­
plements and machin­
ery. Keep it on hand 
for retouching all ex­
posed metal. It will 
save money.

The man who bought a strong safe, put his valuables 
within and left it open, was a trifle wiser than the 

other who built barns and a home but gave them insuffi­
cient paint. For while robbers may come, decay from 
weather attacks is absolutely sure to come.
The great paint, both for protection and beauty, is made of

Exterior paint is made by thinning Dutch Boy white-lead 
with pure linseed oil, and either used white or tinted to any 
desired color. It is thoroughly waterproof. It clings firmly 
to the wood and neither cracks nor scales, no matter how 
hot the sun, nor how cold or wet the weather.
Interior paint which gives a clean, soft, velvety appearance 
to walls is made of Dutch Boy white-lead mixed with a flat­
ting-oil. Walls thus covered are washable as tiled floors. 
Spots and stains are easily wiped off.

The possibilities of paint for you are set forth in 
Paint Points No. 27.

National Lead Company
New York Boston Cincinnati
Cleveland Buffalo Chicago

San Francisco St. Louis
Gohn T. Lewis & Bros. Co.,

Philadelphia)
(National Lead & Oil Co., 

Pittsburgh)

—
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Quaker City Feed Mills 
Grind corn and cobs, feed, 
table meal and alfalfa. On 
the market 50 years. Hand 
and power. 23 styles. $3.80 
to $10. FREE TRIAL. 
Write for catalog.

THE A. W. STRAUB CO. 
Dept y-3729 Filbert St. Philadelphia, Pa. 

Dealers —Write for contract.

** Feeding Secrets of 
Famous Poultrymen** 
positively tells in the words 
of the most euccessful men 
in the country "How to Start

POULTRY 
IbDDK FREE!

Pullets Laying in Early Fall", "How to 
Fatten Poultry for Market”, " Howto Breed 
Birds 'or Exhibition Purposes", and other 
information about feeding and making more 
money from poultry. Write for your free 
copy today, giving your dealer’s name.

Darling & Co., Dept. P, Chicago, III.

J

Keeps Your 
Car Always 
In Service

' Our Carbon 
Remover 

cuts down mo­
tor troubles and 
repair bills, and 
saves from 12y2 
to 25% in gas 
and oil.
Gives your en­
gine new life and

' MOTOR

CARBON
L REMOVER

SPECIAL
Sufficient AD-EL­
ITE Motor Carbon 
Remover to thor­
oughly clean two or 
more cars sent any­
where in tha U. S. for 
$1.00 prepaid.

actually makes an old car ran like 
new. Harmless to metals.

Dept. D-IO
ADAMS & ELTING CO.

716-726 Washington Blvd., Chicago
69-73 Washington Ave^ Kings County, Nev fork City

L________ :____ __ _ _____________

SEND FOR THIS FREE BOOK
It tells you how to mix your own poultry feeds, 

make simple poultry remedies, etc. A postcard 
request will bring it to you. It is distributed free 

by the publishers of the One Great 
Poultry Paper of America, the 

AMERICAN POULTRY JOURNAL 
which tells everything about the fascinat­

ing and profitable poultry industry. This big 
poultrymagazine isissuedmonthly. lOcacopy, 
at all newsdealers’. 25ct9.ca9h or stamps pays 
for a 6 months’ trial subscription. Send it.
A. P. J.—1310-542 S. Dearborn St.—Chicago, Hl.

ONLY $2 DOWN
One Year to Pay!

Buys the Nev Butterfly Jr. No. 2 
Light running, easy cleaning, close 
skimming, durable. Guaranteed a 
lifetime. Skims 95 quarts per hour. 
Made also in five larger sizes up to 
No. 8 shown here.

Dave* Fr»A Trial Hams its own costOil Mays Tree inai
saves in cream. Postal brings Free catalog, 
fold^ and "direct-from-factory" offer. Buy 
from the manufacturer and save money.

ALBAUGH-DOVER co. (12)
2168 Marshall Blvd. CHICAGO 100.000in use.

LET US TAN 
YOUR HIDE

Horse or Cow hide. Calf or other skins 
with hair or fur on, and make them 
into coats (for men and women), robes, 
rugs or gloves when so ordered. Your 
fur goods will cost you less than to buy 
them and be worth more.

Our illustrated catalog gives a lot of 
information. It tells how to take off 
and care for hides; how and when we 
pay the freight both ways; about our 
safe dyeing process on cow and horse 
hide, calf and other skins; about the 
fur goods and game trophies we sell, 
taxidermy, etc.

Then we have recently got out an­
other we call our Fashion book, wholly 
devoted to fashion plates of muffs, 
neckwear and other fine fur garments, 
with prices; also fur garments remod­
eled and repaired.

You can have either book by sending 
your correct address naming which, or 
both books if you need both. Address

The Crosby Frisian Fur Company, 
571 Lyell Ave., Rochester, N. Y.

(Continued from Page 34)
His greeting was sincere, but the lightning 
glance he shot at Dale was not born of his 
pleasure. Seen in daylight Beasley was 
a big, bold, bluff man, with strong, dark 
features. His aggressive presence suggested 
that he was a good friend and a bad enemy.

Dale shook hands with him. “ How are 
you, Beasley?”

“Ain’t complainin’, Milt, though I got 
more work than I can rustle. Reckon you 
wouldn’t take a job ■ bossin’ my sheep 
herders?”

“Reckon I wouldn’t,” replied Dale.
“Thanks all the same.”

“Where’re you headin’from?”
“ Cross country from my camp,” replied 

Dale, rather evasively.
“Your camp. Nobody ever found that 

yet,” declared Beasley gruffly.
“It’s up there,” said Dale.
“Reckon you’ve got thet cougar chained 

in your cabin door? ” queried Beasley, and 
there was a barely distinguishable shudder 
of his muscular frame.

“Tom ain’t chained. An’I haven’t no 
cabin, Beasley.”

“You mean to tell me that big brute 
stays in your camp without bein’ hog-tied 
or corralled? ” demanded Beasley.

“Sure he does.”
“Beats me! But then I’m queer on 

cougars. I’ve had many a cougar trail me 
at night. Ain’t sayin’ I was scared. But I 
don’t care for thet brand of varmint. . . . 
Milt, you goin’ to stay down a while?”

“Yes, I’ll hang round some.”
“ (Jome over to the ranch. Glad to see 

you any time. Some old huntin’ pards of 
yours are workin’ for me.”

“Thanks, Beasley. I reckon I’ll come.”
Beasley turned away and took a step, 

and then, as if with an afterthought, he 
wheeled again.

“Suppose you’ve heard about old Al 
Auchincloss bein’ near petered out?” 
queried Beasley. A strong, ponderous cast 
of thought seemed to emanate from his fea­
tures.

“ Widow Cass was tellin’ me all the news. 
Too bad about old Al! ” replied Dale.

“Sure is! He’s done for. An’I’m sorry— 
though Al’s never been square------”

“Beasley,” interrupted Dale quickly, 
“you can’t say that to me. Al Auchincloss 
always was the whitest an’ squares! man in 
this sheep country.”

Beasley gave Dale a fleeting, dark glance. 
“ Dale, what you think ain’t goin’ to influ­
ence feelin’ on this range,” returned Beas- 
by deliberately. “You live in the woods 
an’------”

“Reckon livin’ in the woods I might 
think—an’ know a whole lot,” interposed 
Dale, just as deliberately. The group of 
men exchanged surprised glances. And 
Beasley did not conceal a puzzled surprise.

“About what now?” he asked bluntly.
“Why, about what’s goin’ on in Pine,” 

replied Dale.
Some of the men laughed. “Shore lots 

goin’ on—an’ no mistake,” put in Lem 
Harden.

Probably the keen Beasley had never be­
fore considered Milt Dale as a responsible 
person; certainly never one in any way to 
cross his trail. But on the instant perhaps 
some instinct was born, or he divined an 
antagonism in Dale that was both surpris­
ing and perplexing.

“Dale, I’ve differences with Al Auchin­
closs—have had them for years,” said 
Beasley. “ Much of what he owns is mine. 
An’ it’s goin’ to come to me. Now I reckon 
people will be takin’ sides—some fer me an’ 
someferAl. Most are fer me. . . .Where 
do you stand? Al Auchincloss never had no 
use fer you, an’ besides he’s a dyin’ man. 
Are you goin’ on his side?”

“Yes, I reckon I am.”
“Wai, I’m glad you’ve declared your­

self,” rejoined Beasley shortly, and he 
strode away with the gait of a man who 
would brush any obstacle from his path.

“ Milt, that’s bad—m’akin’ Beasley sore 
at you,” said Lem Harden. “He’s on the 
way to boss this outfit.”

“Thet was white of Milt to stick up fer 
poor old Al,” declared Lem’s brother.

Dale broke away from them and wended 
a thoughtful way down the road. The bur­
den of what he knew about Beasley weighed 
less heavily upon him, and the ctose-lipped 
course he had decided upon appeared wis­
est. He needed to think before undertaking 
to call upon old Al Auchincloss; and to 
that end he sought an hour’s seclusion un­
der the pines.

<TO BE CONTINUED)

affd SAVE 
MONEY

VERY day in the year the telephone 
will save you money, by keeping you 
informed on the markets, weather, 

crop reports, etc., etc. But the actual cash sav­
ing in gas or horse flesh now used up on muddy 
roads will soon pay for the installation of

Stromberg Carlson 
Independent Telephones 
the powerful, easy talking instruments that always 
give satisfactory service rain or shine, no matter how 
far you want to talk. We have built over 2,500,000 
of these telephones during the past 25 years. We know 
how! That’s why the transmitters and receivers are 
trouble proof and the mechanism doesn’t get out of 
order and why we have a big five-bar generator that 
rings every bell on the line every time.

SEND FOR THIS FREE BOOK:
“ATELEPHONE ON THE FARM,” Edition 9A

It shows how easy it is for you and your neighbors 
to build and operate your own telephone line and 
have all the advantages of quick, accurate telephone 
service. Don’t go on wasting money and time—a 

Stromberg line will pay for itself in 
no time and still be the greatest 

luxury you have on the place.
Send for Free Book today

Stromberg Carlson 
Telephone Mfg. Co. • 

Rochester, N. Y.
Chicago, HL Kansas City, Mo.

High School Course
VC beam at Homa Here is a thorough, 

if* a U/lf 1 CUf O I_ CnarA Tim# complete, simplified
- “ opare lime school Course

that you can complete in two years. Meets college entrance require­
ments. Prepared by leading professors in universities and academies.

Don’t Stop Growing! Keep on goingl Train your 
brain! Broaden your mental vi­

sion! A high-school education multiplies 
your chances for success in business or 
social life.
Study this intensely interesting course in 
idle hours at home without interfering with 
your regular work. "Cash in” on your 
natural ability.

High School Book Free
Send your name and address on a letter or 
post-card and get our new 24-page Illus­
trated Book. No obligation. It is abso­
lutely free. Write today.

Make up for 
Lost Time!

Men and women who 
were denied a high­
school training can 
"catch up" by tak­
ing this simplified 
course at home. 
Hundreds have prof­
ited by this remark­
able opportunity.

Easy toPvIlidof^ats

U. S. A.

Simply 
crumble a

• Rat-Bis-Kit 
about the house 
and the thing is 
done.

Rat-Bis-Kit
' Attracts rats as sugar does flies. 
They seek it-—eat it—-and dio out­

doors. Cleanest and sur- 
est way known. Doesn’t

( harm house pets. At
I druggists and general
L-r-Tri.. Stores—lScand25c.

The 
Bat Biscuit Co.

Kill 
■ roaches, 
water bugs, 
etc., with 

Rat-Bis-Kit 
paste. 

In tubes 
25c.

American School of Correspondence
Dept. P-4797 Chicago, Illinois

40 styles and sizes 
for every purpose. 

Catalog free.
COLLINS PLOW COMPANY 

2061 HampshireSt.,Quincy,HL^

HAY 
PRESS

Any SpareTime?
If you will have any spare time this 
fall, we will buy it and pay you liber­
ally in salary and commission. Many 
Curtis representatives average a dol­
lar an hour. Let us explain our offer. 
TheCurtis Publishing Company, 
925 Independence Square, Philadel­
phia, Pennsylvania.
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Look for the “Ru-ber-oid Man” on every roll of genuine Ru-ber-oid

Pronounced “RU” as in RUBVL^

Roof right at the start—
And guard against future trouble. 
Thousands of owners who laid 
RU-BER-OID Roofing 20 years 
ago know that RU-BER-OID 
never needs REPLACING.
For—RU-BER-OID can’t warp, 
curl, crack, split or melt.
It defies sun, wind, snow and rain.
It is sparkproof, rotproof, rustproof.
You can get RU-BER-OID either in rolls 
or shingles. Our booklet ‘ ‘ Artistic Roofs ’ ’ 
suggests the many handsome architec­
tural effects you can secure with each.
Your dealer will show you RU-BER-OID 
in Slate Gray, Tile Red and Copper Green,

THE STANDARD PAINT CO. 
570 Woolworth Building, New York 
BOSTON CHICAGO

Also makers of Ru-ber-bid Shingles and 
Impervite Waterproofing for Concrete

The Paraffine Paint Co., San Francisco (Under License) 
The Standard Paint Co. of Canada, Limited, Montreal

COSTS MORE - WEARS LONGER
MADE BY THE STANDARD PAINT COMPANY, new vork. boston, chicaso '

_  Roofing a Home
_  Building a Poultry House
_  Building a Bungalow
_  Building a Barn
_  Building Your Own Garage
_  Covering Your Factory
_  Artistic Roofs

Waterproof Cellars and Stucco

“111 never need 
to PE-POOF 
thact roo-f”

4 •, x'.’

BUILDING SUGGESTIONS
Any books you check on this list will 
be sent you free. Writeyournameand 
address in the margin and state what 
kind of building you are planning.

MONEY MAKING LANDS

SOUTHERN 
RAILWAY ;■ 

■SYSTEMd

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

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

Washington, D. C.

New Farm
Catalogue, Just Out!
321 Money-making farms, throughout a dozen states, 
described in detail with directions to go and see them. 
Tools, machinery, live-stock, hay, grain, corn, beans 
potatoes, apples and vegetables included with many W 
settle estates quickly. On page 8 read about 300 acres. 
10-room house. 100-ft. bam and silo with pr. horses 6 
cows, equipment and crops for $2500 for all. I^ss th^ 
half down On page 26 is 136 acres, cream sold at door 
and skim milk fed hogs, valuable lot wood and Umber. 
2-story 9-room house, good cellar bam, large poultry 
house If taken soon 14 cows, pr. horses, poultry, wag­
ons. tools, cream separator, potatoes, apples. 50 tons 
hay. stove wood, grain and vegetables, all included for 
$4400. A dandy home farm on page 19 of 40 acres for 
$1500 is on main road, near creamery, 11-room house, 
telephone, basement bam, pr. horses. 5 cows, poultry, 
tools and crops all included. $1^0 takes e^rything. 
Write today for your free copy of thi^ bigm
of livefarm bargains. E. A. STROUT FARM AGENCY, 
Dept. 2791, 150 Nassau Street. New York, N. Y.

You Can Succeed in Florida
You can. own a ready-made or made- 
to-order farm home or orange and 
grapefruit grove in hills of Pasco 
County, nearDa.de City. Unimproved 
lands also at low prices. Terms. A 
clean-cut, real Florida opportunity.

B. L. Hamner, Gen. Dev. Agt.
Seaboard Air Line Railway Company 

1107 Royster Building, Norfolk,Va.

I—1 A mfO IN SUNNY SOUTHERN JERSEY. SEND L A K M.S for BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED FARM 
CATALOGUE. FRUIT, POULTRY. GEN- X ERAL FARMS around BEAUTIFUL VINELAND, The 

HEART of the FRUIT and POULTRY CENTER. Mild Winters. 
Healthful Climate, Pure Water, Fine Farms. Handsome Profits. 
Write to-day. BRAY & MACGEORGE. 1077 DREXEL BLDG., 
PHILADELPHIA, PA., or VINELAND. N. J.

Bargains
In Ranches

You can secure some first-class 
Ranch property (some of it ex­
cellent for colonization pur­
poses), if you take advantage of 
the opportunity now. Ask me 
for details.

4600 Acre
Delta Plantation—
Within one-fourth mile of town on the Y. & M. V. Ry-. 
in Yazoo Delta. 2525 acres in a high state of cultivation, 
balance in virgin timber which will cut from 12 to lb 
million feet, black, rich sandy loam soil, well diwnM. 
open land all free from stumps, and can be cultivated 
with modem farm machinery ; public road thru proi^rty 
and gravel road within one-eighth of a mile of the place; 
improvements consist of a manager s house, bam, store 
house, good cotton gin. blacksmith s shop, about 90 
tenant houses, and fine flowing well. For a quick sale of 
this property we will include 100 mules, 40 head of good 
cattle. 30 hogs. 10 wagons, harness, and all farming im- 
plements, for $67.50 per acre. Arid make reasonable 
terms, with possession given January 1st. Ivlo. or 
we will include 1800 acres of fine cotton, 1250 acres of 
com and peas at a price to be agreed u^n. and give 
purchasers immediate possession. For further inior- 
mation and inspection call on or write
M. E. Wainwright, Manager Land Department, Bransford 

Realty Co., Nashville, Tenn., & Greenwood, Miss.

THIS LITTLE FARM IN VIRGINIA

R. A. SMITH, Colonization aid Indistrial Agent 

Union Pacific System
Room 1221, Union Pacific Builifing, Omaha, Nebraska

is an ideal poultry and fruit proposition; located in 
fine community at railroad station and general store 
in beautiful Shenandoah Valley; 2 miles from^ j 
town; modern five room bungalow, nicely furnished; 
price $1,250, easy terms.

Send for Magazine and list of farms 
from $500 up.

F. H. LA BAUME, Agri. Agt. N. & W. Ry. 
204 N. & W. Bldg., Roanoke, Va.

Second-Wind Success
C Concluded from Page 13)

Kansas City, and a third in St. Louis, and 
agreed to give them the exclusive sale of 
Utah peaches in their cities. There were 
two considerations—first, a definite price, 
fixed at the beginning of the season, for 
definitely graded and packed fruit; second, 
the price to be f. o. b. Brigham City and 
subject immediately to sight draft in pay­
ment.

Stock had been sold to the amount of 
$15,000. The association had acquired an 
excellent building for receiving, inspecting, 
regrading, if necessary, and shipping out. 
It adopted the plan of paying each grower 
for each load of fruit as delivered. Mr. 
Watson was rigid on the inspection; he in­
sisted that grading and packing should be 
exactly up to the specifications he had 
agreed upon with the wholesalers. Growers 
who neglected the rules were charged the 
cost of regrading and repacking.

The annihilation of orchards ceased; or­
der came out of chaos; smiles succeeded 
scowls; baskets replaced boxes, and the in­
fant industry of peach production came

In 1915 nearly 200 carloads of peaches 
were shipped East, and nearly as many 
more in mixed fruits were shipped to dealers 
in the Intermountain Region. The results 
were satisfactory to the growers, though 
not so satisfactory as they would have been 
had all the growers of the two great valleys 
been in the organization. Some of the Box 
Elder men and all the Salt Lake Valley men 
were in no organization, and many sold to 
visiting buyers as low as fifty-five cents a 
bushel when the association was selling at
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■ To save trouble 
later, take a little 
trouble at first— 
don’t ask for 
battery,” ask 
“Columbias.”
National Carbon _

Cleveland, Ohio
Fahnestock spring-clip bind­
ing posts, no extra charge.

Columbia
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Tk TCDD A CV A Great opportunities for Homeseek- 
1^ EdDlvAO^rV^ers and Investors. Irrigated and 
X dry land farming. No cheap land; plenty of land 
cheap. Men of limited means can secure profitable farms 
on easy terms. Industrial opportunities numerous. For 
reliable information address Will M. Maupin, Director 
State Publicity Bureau, State House, Lincoln, Nebraska.

eighty-five.
Mr. Watson says: “With almost every­

thing the farmer sells—grain, hay, roots or 
fruits—he invariably asks ‘What’re you 
paying to-day? ’ He lets the other man fix 
his price. Cutting away below our prices 
this year will surely make it mighty diffi­
cult if not impossible to get our figure 
another year, unless we can get them all 
into the association.”

Nineteen sixteen saw few peaches in 
Utah.. A freeze-up, later than ever before 
recorded, took all fruit except in a very few 
small orchards. This year, with a surety of 
an enormous crop, the association has fixed 
its price at eighty-five cents a bushel, as 
before, and is getting it, although its mem­
bership has not largely increased. Of a 
total crop of probably more than a quarter 
of a million bushels in the two valleys, the 
association is handling less than one-half. 
The remainder is sold by the individual 
growers, every man competing with his 
neighbor, shipping on chance to unknown 
commission men and dealers, to unknown 
markets, and without one glimmer of knowl­
edge of the conditions that obtain in those 
markets.

Ignoring proper grading and proper 
packages, without knowledge of the proper 
routing of shipments, these men are gam­
bling against stacked cards, and cursing the 
results. Perhaps they will soon realize that 
letting the other fellow spend their prof­
its—or feeding good peaches to hogs—is 
not good horse trading. Then they’ll come 
into the cooperative fold.
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A GOOD VIRGINIA FARM ; 215 acres, splendid 
land, large house, lots of fruit, close to church, store, 

high school, cannery and in thriving community. 100 
acres cleared, balance 200,000 ft. oak and pine timber. Only 
$4,000, good terms. F. W. DeUong, Louisa, Virginia.

MAMArFRQMIP Desired of Farm or Estate; or- 
chards, glass and dairy. Efficient 

executive, well educated, excellent references. American, 
30, single. Kindly state particulars. Present lo^tion 
Greenwich, Conn. BOX 35, The Country Gentleman, Phila.

Students
who want to earn 
money for expenses 
will lie interested 
in the story of John 
W. Hood, a Tenn­
essee boy. He was 
anxious to earn at 
least

$5.00 a Week Extra 
and he found an easy 
way to do it. He be­
came an authorized rep- 
resentativeof TheCoun- 
try Gentleman, The 
Ladies' Home Journal 
and The Saturday Eve­
ning Post. In the spare 
time that he had

After School Hours 
he soon established a 
pleasant, healthful and 
very profitable Curtis 
business that did not 
interfere with his studies 
in the least.

Wouldn’t you like 
$5.00 a week extra? 
And haven’t you a spare 
hour each day ? Let us 
explain to you our lib­
eral offer to students.

Educational Division

The Curtis Publishing Company
924 Independence Square, Philadelphia

1624

nearDa.de

