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THE MAN OF THE FOREST
XX

IISTEN! ” Anson whispered tensely, 
. His poise was motionless, his eyes 

U roved everywhere. He held up a shak­
ing, bludgy finger to command silence,

A third and stranger sound accompanied 
the low, weird moan of the wind and the 
hollow mockery of the brook—and it seemed 
a barely perceptible, exquisitely delicate 
wail or whine. It filled in the lulls between 
the other sounds. .

“If thet’s some varmint, he’s close,” 
whispered Anson.

“But shore it’s far off,” said Wilson.
Shady Jones and Moze divided their 

opinions in the same way.
All breathed freer when the wail ceased, 

relaxing to their former lounging positions 
round the fire. An impenetrable wall of
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Wilson trudged to the edge of the lighted 
circle, muttering to himself, and came back 
again; then he trudged farther, this time 
almost out of sight, but only to return; the 
third time he vanished in the impenetrable 
wall of night. The three men scarcely 
moved a muscle as they watched the place 
where he had disappeared. In a few mo­
ments he came stumbling back.

“Shore she’s almost gone,” he said dis­
mally. “ It took my nerve, but I felt of her 
face. . . . Thet orful wail is her breath 
chokin’ in her throat. . . . Like a death

“She wasn’t there!” ejaculated Anson 
in wondering awe. “She’s gone! .
My torch went out. I couldn’t see. An’ 
jest then I felt somethin’ was passin’. Fast! 
I jerked round. All was black, an’ yet if I 
didn’t see a big gray streak I’m crazier’n 
thet gurl. But I couldn’t swear to anythin’ 
but a rushin’ of wind. I felt thet.”

“Gone!” exclaimed Wilson in great 
alarm. “Fellars, if thet’s so then mebbe 
she wasn’t daid an’ she wandered off. . . . 
But she was daid! Her heart hed quit 
heatin’. I’ll swear to thet.”

blackness circled the pale space lighted by 
the camp fire; and this circle contained the 
dark group of men in the center, the dying 
camp fire, and a few spectral trunks of pines 
and the tethered horses out on the outer 
edge. The horses scarcely moved from 
their tracks, and their erect, alert heads 
attested to their sensitiveness to the pecu­
liarities of the night.

Then, in an unusually quiet lull, the 
strange sound gradually rose to a wailing 
whine.

“It’s thet crazy wench cryin’,” declared 
the outlaw leader.

rattle, only long instead of short.”
“Wai, if she’s gotta croak it’s good she 

gits it over quick,” replied Anson. “I 
ain’t hed sleep for three nights. . . . An’ 
what I need is whisky.”

“Snake, thet’s truth you’re spoutin’,” 
remarked Shady Jones morosely.

The direction of sound in the glen was 
difficult to be assured of, but any man not 
stirred to a high pitch of excitement could 
have told that the difference in volume of 
this strange wail must have been caused by 
different distances and positions’ from 
whence it came. Also when it was loudest 

Apparently his allies accepted that state­
ment with as much relief as they had ex­
pressed at the termination of the sound.

“Shore thet must be it,” agreed Jim 
Wilson gravely.

“We’ll git a lot of sleep with thet gurl 
whinin’ all night,” growled Shady Jones.

“She gives me the creeps,” said Moze.
Wilson got up to resume his pondering 

walk, head bent, hands behind his back— 
a grim, realistic figure of perturbation.

“ Jim, set down. You make me nervous,” 
said Anson, irritably.

Wilson actually laughed, but low, as if 
to keep his strange mirth well confined. 
“Snake, I’ll bet you my boss an’ my gun 
agin a biscuit thet in aboot six seconds more 
or less I’ll be stampedin’ like them bosses.”

Anson’s lean jaw dropped. The other 
two outlaws stared with round eyes. Wil­
son was not drunk, they evidently knew; 
but what he really was appeared a mystery.

“Jim Wilson, are you showin’ yellow?” 
queried Anson hoarsely.

“ Mebbe. But listen heah. . . . Snake, 
you’ve seen an’ heard people croak?”

“You mean cash in—die?”

it was most like a whine. But these out­
laws heard with their consciences.

At last it ceased abruptly.
Wilson again left the group to be swal­

lowed up by the night. His absence was 
longer than usual, but he returned hur­
riedly.

“She’s daid!” he exclaimed solemnly. 
“ Thet innocent kid—who never harmed no 
one—an’ who’d make any man better fer 
seein’ her—she’s daid! . . . Anson, 
you’ve shore a heap to answer fer when 
your time comes.”

“What’s eatin’ you?” demanded the 
leader angrily. “Her blood ain’t on my 
hands.”

“It shore is!” shouted Wilson, shaking 
his hand at Anson. “An’ you’ll hev to take 
your medicine. I felt thet cornin’ all along. 
An’ I feel some more.”

“Aw! She’s jest gone to sleep,” declared 
Anson, shaking his long frame as he rose. 
“ Gimme a light.”

“Boss, you’re plumb off to go near a 
dead gurl thet’s jest died crazy,” protested 
Shady Jones.

“ Off! Haw! Haw! Who ain’t off in this
“ Shore.”
“ Wai, yes—a couple or so,” replied An­

son grimly.
“But you never seen no one die of 

shock—of an orful scare?”
“No, I reckon I never did.”
“I have. An’ thet’s what’s ailin’ Jim 

Wilson.” And he resumed his dogged steps.
Anson and his two comrades exchanged 

bewildered glances with one another. 
“A-huh! Say, what’s thet got to do with 
us hyar?” asked Anson presently.

“ Thet gurl is dyin’! ” retorted Wilson, in 
a voice cracking like a whip.

The three outlaws stiffened in their seats, 
incredulous, yet irresistibly swayed by emo­
tions that stirred to this dark, lonely, ill- 
omened hour.

outfit, I’d like to know? ” Anson possessed 
himself of a stick, blazing at one end, and 
with this he stalked off toward the lean-to 
where the girl was supposed to be dead. 
His gaunt figure, lighted by the torch, cer­
tainly fitted the weird, black surroundings. 
And it was seen that once near the girl’s 
shelter he proceeded more slowly until he 
halted. He bent to peer inside.

“ She’s gone! ” he yelled in harsh, shaken 
accents.

Then the torch burned out, leaving only 
a red glow. He whirled it about, but the 
blaze did not rekindle. His comrades, peer­
ing intently, lost sight of his tall form and 
the end of the red-ended stick. Darkness 
like pitch swallowed him. For a moment 
no sound intervened. Again the moan of 
wind, ;he strange little, mocking, hollow 
roar dominated the place. Then there 
came a rush of something, perhaps of air, 
like the soft swishing of spruce branches 
swinging aside. Dull, thudding footsteps 
followedit. Anson came running back. His 

aspect was wild, his face pale, his eyes 
gleamed with a fierce light. He had 
drawn his gun.

“Did—ye—see er hear—anythin’?” 
he panted, peering back, then all round, 
and at last at his men.

“No. An’ I shore was lookin’ an’ 
listenin’,” replied Wilson.

VBoss, there 
wasn’t nothin’,” 
declared Moze.

“I ain’t so Sar­
tin,” said Shady

Jones with 
doubtful, 
staring 
eyes. “I 

’’WT' sure do 
believe I 
heerd a

Anson, Prostrate as He Was. Drew His Gun and Shot Moze rustlin’.”

“I move to break camp,” said Shady 
Jones gruffly, and he stood up. Mose 
seconded that move by an expressive flash 
of his black visage.

“Jim, if she’s dead—an’ gone—what’s 
come off? ” huskily asked Anson. “ It only 
seems thet way. We’re all worked up. . . . 
Let’s talk sense.”

“Anson, shore there’s a heap you an’ me 
don’t know,” replied Wilson. “The world 
come to an end once. Wai, it can come to 
another end. ... I tell you I ain’t 
surprised------”

“Thar!” cried Anson, whirling, with his 
gun leaping out.

Something huge, shadowy, gray against 
the black, rushed behind the men and 
trees; and following it came a perceptible 
acceleration of the air.

“Shore, Snake, there wasn’t nothin’,” 
said Wilson presently.

“I heerd,” whispered Shady Jones.
“It was only a breeze blowin’ thet 

smoke,” rejoined Moze.
“I’d bet my soul somethin’ went back of 

me,” declared Anson, glaring into the void.
“Listen an’ let’s make shore,” suggested 

Wilson.
The guilty, agitated faces of the outlaws 

showed plain enough in the flickering light 
for each to see a convicting dread in his 
fellow. Like statues they stood, watching 
and listening.

Few sounds stirred in the strange silence. 
Now and then the horses heaved heavily 
but stood still; a dismal, dreary note of the 
wind in the pines vied with a hollow laugh 
of the brook. And these low sounds only 
fastened attention upon the quality of the 
silence. A breathing, lonely spirit of soli­
tude permeated the black dell. Like a pit 
of unplumbed depths the dark night 
yawned.

Suddenly the surcharged air split to a 
short piercing scream. Anson’s big horse 
stood straight up, pawing the air, and came 
down with a crash. The other horses shook 
with terror.

“Wasn’t—thet—a cougar?” whispered 
Anson thickly.

“Thet was a woman’s scream,” replied 
Wilson, and he appeared to be shaking like 
a leaf in the wind.

“Then—I figgered right—the kid’s still 
alive—wanderin’ round—an’ she let out 
thet orful scream,” said Anson.

“ Wanderin’ round, yes—but she’s daid! ”
“It ain’t possible!”
“Wai, if she ain’t wanderin’ round daid 

she’s almost daid,” replied Wilson. And he 
began to whisper to himself: “If I’d only 
knowed what thet deal meant I’d hev 
plugged Beasley instead of listenin’. . . . 
An’ I ought to hev knocked thet kid on the 
head an’ made sartin she’d croaked. If she 
goes screamin’ round thet way------”

His voice failed as there rose a thin, split­
ting, high-pointed shriek, somewhat re­
sembling the first scream, only less wild. It 
came apparently from the cliff.

From another point in the pitch-black 
glen rose the wailing, terrible cry of a 
woman in agony. Wild, haunting, mourn­
ful wail!

Anson’s horse, loosing the halter, plunged 
back, almost falling over a slight depression 
in the rocky ground. The outlaw caught 
him and dragged him nearer the fire. The 
other horses stood shaking and straining. 
Moze ran between them and held them. 
Shady Jones threw green brush on the fire. 
With sputter and crackle a blaze started, 
showing Wilson standing tragically, his 
arms out, facing the black shadows.

The strange five shriek was not repeated. 
But the cry like that of a woman in her

death throes pierced the silence again. It 
left a quivering ring that softly died away. 
Then the stillness clamped down once more 
and the darkness seemed to thicken. The 
men waited, but when they had begun to 
relax the cry burst out appallingly close, 
right behind the trees.

It was human—the personification of 
pain and terror—the tremendous struggle 
of precious life against horrible death. So 
pure, so exquisite, so wonderful was the cry 
that the listeners writhed as if they saw an 
innocent, tender, beautiful girl torn fright­
fully before their eyes. It was full of sus­
pense; it thrilled for death; its marvelous 
potency was the wild note—that beautiful 
and ghastly note of self-preservation.

In sheer desperation the outlaw leader 
fired his gun at the black wall whence the 
cry came. Then he had to fight his horse 
to keep him from plunging away. Follow­
ing the shot was an interval of silence; the 
horses became tractable; the men gathered 
closer to the fire, with the halters still held 
firmly.

“If it was a cougar—thet’d scare him 
off,” said Anson.

“Shore, but it ain’t a cougar,” replied 
Wilson. “ Wait an’see! ”

They all waited, listening with ears 
turned to different points, eyes roving 
everywhere, afraid of their very shadows. 
Once more the moan of wind, the mockery 
of brook, deep gurgle, laugh and babble 
dominated the silence of the glen.

“Boss, let’s shake this spooky hole,” 
whispered Moze.

The suggestion attracted Anson and he 
pondered it while slowly shaking his head. 
Then he replied: “We’ve only three bosses. 
An’ mine’ll take ridin’, after them squalls. 
We’ve got packs too.”

“No matter. Let’s go. I’ll walk an’ 
lead the way,” said Moze eagerly. “I got 
sharp eyes. You fellars can ride an’ carry 
a pack. We’ll git out of here an’ come back 
in daylight fer the rest of the outfit.”

“Anson, I’m keen fer thet myself,” de­
clared Shady Jones.

“Jim, what d’ye say to thet?” queried 
Anson. “Rustlin’ out of this black hole?”

“ Shore it’s a grand idee,” agreed Wilson.
“Thet was a cougar,” avowed Anson, 

gathering courage as the silence remained 
unbroken. “But jest the same it was as 
tough on me as if it hed been a woman 
screamin’.”

“Snake, shore you seen a woman heah 
lately?” deliberately asked Wilson.

“Reckon I did. Thet kid,” replied An­
son dubiously.

“Wai, you seen her go crazy, didn’t 
you?”

“Yes.”
“An’ she wasn’t heah when you went 

huntin’ fer her?”
“ Correct.”
“Wai, if thet’s so what do you want to 

blab aboot cougars fer?”
Wilson’s argument seemed incontestable. 

Shady and Moze nodded gloomily and 
shifted restlessly from foot to foot. Anson 
dropped his head. “No matter—if we only 
don’t hear ------” He began suddenly to
grow mute.

Right upon them, from some place, just 
out of the circle of light, rose a scream, by 
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reason of its proximity the most piercing 
and agonizing yet heard, simply petrifying 
the group until the peal passed. Anson’s 
huge horse reared and with a snort of terror 
lunged in a tremendous leap, straight out. 
He struck Anson with thudding impact, 
knocking him over the rocks into the de­
pression back of the camp fire and plunging 
after him. Wilson had made a flying leap 
just in time to avoid being struck, and he 
turned to see Anson go down. There came 
a crash, a groan, and then the strike and 
pound of hoofs as the horse struggled up. 
Apparently he had rolled over his master.

“Help, fellars!” yelled Wilson, quick to 
leap down over the little bank and in the 
dim light to grasp the halter. The three 
men dragged the horse out and securely tied 
him close to a tree. That done they peered 
down into the depression. Anson’s form 
could just barely be distinguished in the 
gloom. He lay stretched out. Another 
groan escaped him.

“I’m scared he’s hurt,’’ said Wilson.
“Hoss rolled right on top of him. An’ 

thet boss’s heavy,” declared Moze.
They got down and knelt beside their 

leader. In the darkness his face looked dull 
and gray. His breathing was not right.

“Snake, old man — you ain’t —hurt?” 
asked Wilson with a tremor in his voice. 
Receiving no reply he said to his comrades: 
“Lay hold an’ we’ll heft him up where we 
can see.”

The three men carefully lifted Anson up 
on the bank and lald him near the fire in the 
light. He was conscious. His face was 
ghastly. Blood showed on his lips.

Wilson knelt beside him. The other out­
laws stood. And on the instant rose that 
terrible, distressing scream of acute agony. 
Shady Jones whispered something to Moze. 
Then they stood up, gazing down at their 
fallen leader.

“Tell me where you’re hurt,” asked 
Wilson.

“He smashed—my chest,” said Anson 
in a broken, strangled whisper.

Wilson’s deft hands opened the outlaw’s 
shirt and felt of his chest.

“No. Shore your breast bone ain’t 
smashed,” replied Wilson hopefully. And 
he began to run his hand round one side of 
Anson’s body and then the other. Abruptly 
he stopped, averted his gaze, then slowly 
ran the hand all along that side. Anson’s 
ribs had been broken and crushed in by the 
weight of the horse. He was bleeding at 
the mouth, and his slow, painful expulsions 
of breath brought a bloody froth, which 
showed that the broken bones had pene­
trated the lungs—an injury sooner or later 
fatal!

“Pard, you busted a rib or two,” said 
Wilson.

“Aw, Jim—it must be—wuss’n thet!” 
he whispered. “I’m—in orful—pain. An’ 
I can’t—git any—breath.”

“ Mebbe you’ll be better,” 
said Wilson with a cheerful­
ness his face belied.

Moze bent close over 
Anson, took a short scrutiny 
of that ghastly face, at the 
blood-stained lips, and the 
lean hands plucking at noth­
ing. 'Then he jerked erect:

“Shady, he’sgoin’ to cash.
Let’s clear out of this.”

“ I’m yours pertickler pre­
vious,” replied Jones.

Both turned away. They 
untied the two horses and 
led them up to where the sad­
dles lay. Swiftly the blankets 
went on, swiftly the saddles 
swung up, swiftly the cinches 
snapped. Anson lay gazing 
up at Wilson, comprehend­
ing this move. And Wilson 
stood strangely grim and 
silent, somehow detached 
coldly from that self of the 
past few hours.

“Shady, you grab some 
bread an’ I’ll pack a hunk of 
meat,” said Moze. Both men 
came near the fire, into the 
light within ten feet of where 
the leader lay.
- “ Fellars you ain’t — 
slopin’?” he whispered in 
husky amaze.

“Boss, we air thet same. 
We can’t do you no good an’ 
this hole ain’t healthy,” re­
plied Moze. -

Shady J ones swung himself 
astride his horse, all about 
him sharp, eager, strung.

“Moze, I’ll tote the grub an’ you lead 
out of hyar till we git past the wust tim­
ber,” he said.

“Aw, Moze—you wouldn’t leave—Jim 
hyar—alone,” implored Anson.

“I’ve hed enough of this hole,” Moze 
retorted.

“But, Moze—it ain’t square,” panted 
Anson. “Jim wouldn’t—leave me. I’d 
stick—by you. . . . I’ll make it—all up 
to you.”

“Snake, you’re goin’ to cash,” sardoni­
cally returned Moze.

A current leaped all through Anson’s 
stretched frame. His ghastly face blazed. 
That was the great and the terrible mo­
ment that Wilson had known would come, 
by one'means or another.

Anson, prostrate as he was, swiftly drew 
his gun and shot Moze. Without sound or 
movement of hand Moze fell. The plunge 
of Shady’s horse caused Anson’s second 
shot to miss. A quick third shot brought 
no apparent result but Shady’s cursing re­
sort to his own weapon. He tried to aim 
from his plunging horse. His bullets spat­
tered dust and gravel over Anson. Then 
Wilson’s long arm stretched and his heavy 
gun banged. Shady collapsed in the saddle, 
and the frightened horse, throwing him, 
plunged out of the circle of light. Thudding 
hoofs, crashings of brush, quickly ceased.

“Jim—did you—git him?” whispered 
Anson.

“Shore did. Snake,” was the halting re­
sponse. Jim Wilson must have sustained 
a sick shudder as he replied. He folded a 
blanket and put it under Anson’s head.

“Jim—my feet—air orful cold.”
“Wai, it’s gittin’ chilly,” replied Wilson, 

and taking a second blanket he laid that 
over Anson’s limbs. “Snake, I’m feared 
Shady hit you once.”

“A-huh! But not so I’d care—much— 
if I hed—no wuss hurt.”

“You lay still now. Reckon Shady’s 
boss stopped out heah a ways. An’ I’ll 
see.”

“Jim—I ain’t heerd—thet scream fer— 
a little.”

“Shore it’s gone. . . . Reckon now 
thet was a cougar.”

“I knowed it!”
Wilson stalked away into the darkness. 

That inky wall did not seem so impene­
trable and black after he had gotten out of 
the circle of light. He proceeded carefully 
and did not make any missteps. He groped 
from tree to tree toward the cliff and pres­
ently brought up against a huge, fiat rock, 
as high as his head. Here the darkness was 
blackest, yet he was able to see a light form 
on the rock.

“Miss, are you there—all right?” he 
called softly.

“Yes, but I’m scared to death,”- she 
whispered in reply.

“ Shore it wound up sudden. Come now. 
I reckon your trouble’s over.”

He helped her off the rock and, finding 
her unsteady on her feet, he supported her 
with one arm and held the other out in 
front of him to feel for objects. Foot by 
foot they worked but from under the dense 
shadow of the cliff, following the course of 
the little brook. It babbled and gurgled, 
and almost drowned the low whistle Wilson 
sent out. The girl dragged heavily upon 
him now, evidently weakening. At length 
he reached the little open patch at the head 
of the ravine. Halting here he whistled. 
An answer came from somewhere behind 
him and to the right. Wilson waited with 
the girl hanging on his arm.

“ Dale’s heah,” he said. “ An’ don’t you 
keel over now—after the nerve you hed.”

A swishing of brush; a step; a soft padded 
footfall; a looming, dark figure and a long, 
low, gray shape stealthily moving—it was 
the last of these that made Wilson jump.

“ Wilson! ” came Dale’s subdued voice.
“Heah. I’ve got her. Dale. Safe an’ 

sound,” replied Wilson, stepping toward 
the tall form. And he put the drooping 
girl into Dale’s arms.

“Bo! Bo! You’re all right?” Dale’s 
deep voice was tremulous.

She roused up to seize him and to utter 
little cries of joy. “Oh, Dale! . . I’m 
ready to drop now. . . . Hasn’t it been 
a night—-an adventure? . . . I’m 
well—safe—sound. . . . Dale, we owe 
it to Jim Wilson.”

“Bo, I—we’ll all thank him—all our 
lives,” replied Dale. “Wilson, you’re a 
man! ... If you’ll shake that 
gang----- ”

“Dale, shore there ain’t much of a gang 
left, onless you let Burt git away,” replied 
Wilson.

“ I didn’t kill him—or hurt him. But I 
scared him so I’ll bet he’s runnin’yet. . . . 
Wilson, did all the shootin’ mean a fight?”

“Tolerable.”
“Oh, Dale, it was terrible. I saw it all.

I----- ”
“Wai, miss, you can tell him after I 

go. . ... I’m wishin’ you good luck.” 
His voice was a cool, easy drawl, slightly 
tremulous.

The girl’s face flashed white in the 
gloom. She pressed against the outlaw- 
wrung his hands.

“Heaven help you, Jim Wilson! You 
are from Texas! . . . I’ll remember 
you—pray for you—all my life!”

Wilson moved away, out toward the pale 
glow of light under the black pines.

XXI

AS HELEN RAYNER watched Dale ride 
xA. away on a quest that was perilous to 
him and that meant almost Jife or death for 
her, it was surpassing strange that she 

could think of nothing except the thrilling, 
tumultuous moment when she had put her 
arms round his neck.

It did not matter that Dale—splendid 
fellow that he was—had made the ensuing 
moment free of shame by taking her action 
as sisterly; the fact that she had actually 
done it was enough. How utterly impos­
sible for her to anticipate her impulses or to 
understand them once they were acted 
upon! Confounding and terrible realiza­
tion then was that, if Dale returned with 
her sister, Helen knew she would do the 
same thing over again!

“If I do I won’t be two-faced about it,” 
she soliloquized, and a hot blush flamed 
her cheeks.

She watched Dale until he rode out of 
sight. Then worry and dread replaced this 
other confusing emotion and she turned to 
the business of meeting events. Before 
supper she packed her valuably and books, 
papers and clothes tbgether with Bo’s and 
had them in readiness so if she was forced 
to vacate the premises she would have her 
personal possessions.

The Mormon boys and several others of 
her trusted men slept in their tarpaulin 
beds on the porch of the ranch house that 
night, so that Helen at least would not be 
surprised. But the day came with its mani­
fold duties undisturbed by any event. And 
it passed slowly with the leaden feet of 
listening, watching vigilance.

Carmichael did not come back, nor was 
there news of him to be had. The last 
known of him had been late the afternoon 
of the preceding day, when a sheep herder 
had seen him far out on the north range 
headed for the hills. The Beemans reported 
that Roy’s condition had improved, and 
also that there was a subdued excitement 
of suspense down in the village.

This second lonely night was almost un­
endurable for Helen. When she slept it was 
to dream horrible dreams; when she lay 
awake it was to have her heart leap to her 
throat at a rustle of leaves near the window 
and to lie in torture of imagination as to 
poor Bo’s plight. A thousand times Helen 
said to herself that Beasley could have had 
the ranch and welcome, if only Bo had 
been spared.

Daylight was not attended by so many 
fears; there were things to do that de­
manded attention. And thus it was that 
the next morning, shortly before noon, she 
was recalled to her perplexities by a shout­
ing out at the corrals and a galloping of 
horses somewhere near. From the window 
she saw a big smoke.

“Fire! That must be one of the barns— 
the old one, farthest out,” she said, gazing 
out of the window. “Some careless Mexi­
can with his everlasting cigarette!”

Helen resisted an impulse to go out and 
see what had happened. She had decided 

to stay in the house. But 
when footsteps sounded on 
the porch and a rap on the 
door she unhesitatingly 
opened it. Four Mexicans 
stood close. One of them, 
quick as thought, flashed a 
hand in to grasp her, and in 
a single motion pulled her 
across the threshold.

“No hurt Senora,” he said,' 
and pointed—making mo­
tions she must go.
' Helen did not need to be 
told what this visit meant. 
Many as her conjectures had 
been, however, she had not 
thought of Beasley’s subject­
ing her to this outrage. And 
her blood boiled.

“How dare you!” she 
said, trembling in her effort 
to control her temper. But 
class, authority, voice 
availed nothing with these 
swarthy Mexicans. They 
grinned.

Another one laid hold of 
Helen with a dirty brown 
hand. She shrank from the 
contact.

“Let go!” she burst out 
furiously. And instinctively 
she began to struggle to free 
herself. Then they all laid 
hold of her. Helen’s dignity 
might never have been! A 
burning, choking rush of 
blood was her first acquaint­
ance with the terrible passion 
of anger that was her inherit­
ance from the Auchinclosses. 
She who had resolved neverAnson's Aspect Was Wild, His Face Pale. ** Did—Ye—See er Hear—Anythin’?’* He Panted, Peering Back
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Keep^ur Home V^irm AU Over
Upstairs

Take Tour Choice!

^YOUR 
HOUSE 
COLD

RADIATED 
HEAT

50’ 
Kitchen

Living 
Room

CALORIC 
CIRCULATED 

HEAT
as given off by the Caloric 
furnace, works with the 
natural law. It is distrib­
uted evenly throughout 
the entire house by 
means of natural air 
currents, created by 
the furnace itself. As 
a result every room, 
upstairs and down, is 
uniformly heated.

as given off by stoves 
and other heating sys­
tems, must contend 

with the resist­
ance of air pres­
sure. It works 
against the nat­
ural laws of air 
currents and is 
thereby hindered 
penetrating very

Room

—V 
from , 
far from its source.

Heat your entire home at less cost than heating only a part of it with stoves. 
You can do it with the Caloric Pipeless Furnace, which has revolutionized furnace 
heating by doing away with pipes. It requires only one register, on the ground 
floor of your home, and thru this every room is made warm.

The principle is simple and practical. As the heated air rises from the furnace 
thru the center of the register it spreads throughout the whole house, forcing the 
cold air downward into the furnace. There it is purified by the intense heat, 
properly moistened by a special water pan and again rises and circulates into every 
nook and corner. This produces a delightful, warm and healthful atmosphere, of 
even temperature, in every room of the house. The

Easily installed in one day in any house, new or old. 
Burns any fuel. Takes little room. There is no smoke, 
coal gas or dirt in the house—no heat-wasting, expen­
sive pipes in walls or cellar. The cellar is always cool 
enough for storing fruits and vegetables. There is no 
fire danger—no bother to keep the furnace in first- 
class condition. We guarantee its satisfactory opera­
tion or we will take it out. We also guarantee a saving 
of at least one-third of your fuel bill.

Do not confuse the Caloric with other pipeless fur­
naces. It is not merely a furnace without pipes, but 
is built on an entirely new principle in furnace heat­
ing. We have put into it the experiences of our 99 years in 
business and we stake our reputation on its ability to meet 
our every claim.

Thousands of leading dealers all over the country sell the 
Caloric. If you do not know our dealer in your locality we will 
send you his name.

has numerous exclusive paten^d features that make it unequalled for heat capacity, 
economy and convenience. ................  ’ ’ ’ ~

We have a seven-room house with bath 
room and the CALORIC heats every room 
perfectly with but very little fuel. We have 
used approximately three tons of hard coal 
per season. The CALORIC does not heat 
the basement and takes up very little room 
in same. Two firings per day is sufficient. 
Consider the CALORIC the best invest­
ment for comfort any person can buy.

John Neumann.

The CALORIC produces more heat from 
less coal and costs two-thirds less than any 
other kind. I have a large three-story 
eleven-roomed house and on different morn­
ings before 7:00 showed 72 degrees in our 
third-story rooms. It was six below on 
March 17th. I asked two reliable men to 
come over, before seven, and I would sliow 
them heat of 72 in my third story. They 
came and found as claimed. I know there 
were very few that can .show 72 at any time, 
scarcely ever, at 6 below zero, before 7 
o’clock A. M. Mahlon Fretz.

I am very well satisfied with theC ALORIC 
heating system. I used leas coal in my fur­
nace to keep my house warm—about 70 
degrees at below zero. I used about $ 12.00 
worth of coal. Kept my seven-room house 
warm and comfortable. 1 have seen lots of 
other furnaces, of all kinds, but none to 
equal the CALORIC. William Hauft.

CFull ‘Jddress an applicalionj

Write for Valuable Free Book
It gives a fully illustrated explanati^in of pipeless heating and 

how this method is perfected in 
the Caloric Furnaces.

It gives you every important 
fact about home heating and fuel 
saving, ^nd for it today. We 
will also send you names of Caloric 
owners in your locality. Write to­
day. A postal will do.

The Monitor Stove
& Range Co.

Established 1819 
99 Years of Service

401 Gest Si., Cincinnati, 0.
CALORIC furnaces are car­
ried in stock at, and shipped 
from, the following ware­
houses: Harrisburg, Pa., 
Rochester, N. Y., Cedar 
Rapids, Iowa, Green Bay, 
Wis., St. Paul, Minn., 
Omaha, Neb., Kansas City, 
Mo.
WARNING:—The great 
success^of the CALORIC has 
led to many imitations. 
Remember, this is the origi­
nal patented pipeless fur­
nace, and for your own 
protection look for the 
CALORIC name. 

DRAFT DOOR

to lay herself open to indignity now fought 
like a tigress.

The Mexicans, jabbering in their excite­
ment, had all they could do, until they 
lifted her bodily from the porch. They 
handled her as if she had been a half-empty 
sack of corn. One holding each hand and 
foot they packed her, with dress disar­
ranged and half torn off, down the path to 
the lane and down the lane to the road. 
There they stood her upright and pushed 
her off her property.

Through half-blind eyes Helen saw them, 
guarding the gateway, ready to prevent her 
entrance. She staggered down the road to 
the village. It seemed she made her way 
through a red dimness; that the distance 
to Mrs. Cass’s cottage was insurmountable. 
But she got there, to stagger up the path, 
to hear the old woman’s cry. Dizzy, faint, 
sick, with a blackness enveloping all she 
looked at, Helen felt herself led into, the 
sitting room and placed in the big chair.

Presently sight and clearness of mind 
returned to her. She saw Roy, white as a 
sheet, questioning her with terrible eyes. 
The old woman hung murmuring over her, 
trying to comfort her as well as to fasten 
the disordered dress.

“Four greasers—packed me down—the 
hill—threw me off my ranch—into the 
road!” panted Helen.

She seemed to tell this also to her own 
consciousness and to realize the mighty 
wave of anger that shook her whole body.

“If I’d known—I would have killed 
them!”

She exclaimed that, full-voiced and hard, 
with dry hot eyes on her friends. Roy 
reached out to take her hand, speaking 
huskily. Helen did not distinguish what 
he said. The frightened old woman knelt, 
with unsteady fingers, fumbling over the 
rents in Helen’s dress. The moment came 
when Helen’s quivering began to sub­
side, when her blood quieted to let reason 
sway, when she began to do battle with her 
rage and slowly to take fearful stock of this 
consuming passion that had been a sleeping 
tigress in her veins.

“ Oh, Miss Helen, you looked so turrible, 
I made sure you was hurted,” the old 
woman was saying.

Helen gazed strangely at her bruised 
wrists, at the one stocking that hung down 
over her shoe top, at the rent that had bared 
her shoulder to the profane gaze of those 
grinning, beady-eyed Mexicans. ,

“ My body’s not hurt,” she whispered.
Roy had lost sonie of his whiteness and 

where his eyes had been fierce they were 
now kind.

“ Wai, Miss Nell, it’s lucky no harm’s 
done. . . . Now if you’ll only see this 
whole deal clear! . . . Not let it spoil 
your sweet way of lookin’ an’ hopin’! If 
you can only see what’s raw in this West— 
an’ love it jest the same!”

Helen only half divined his meaning, but 
that was enough for a future reflection. 
The West was beautiful, but hard. In the 
faces of these friends she began to see the 
meaning of the keen, sloping lines and 
shadows of pain, of a lean, naked truth, 
cut as from marble.

“For the land’s sakes, tell us all about 
it,” importuned Mrs. Cass.

Whereupon Helen shut her eyes and told 
the brief narrative of her expulsion from her 
home.

“ Shore we all expected thet,” said Roy. 
“An’ it’s jest as well you’re here with a 
whole skin. Beasley’s in possession now, 
an’ I reckon we’d all sooner hev you away 
from thet ranch.”

“But, Roy, I won’t let Beasley stay 
there!” cried Helen.

“Miss Nell, shore by the time this here 
Pine has growed big enough fer law you’ll 
hev gray in thet pretty hair. You can’t put 
Beasley off with your honest an’ rightful 
claim. Al Auchincloss was a hard driver. 
He made enemies an’ he made some he 
didn’t kill. The evil men do lives after 
them. An’ you’ve got to suffer fer Al’s 
sins, though Al was as good as any man 
who ever prospered in these parts.”

“Oh, what can I do? I won’t give up! 
I’ve been robbed. Can’t the people help 
me? Must I meekly sit with my hands 
crossed while that half-breed thief-----
oh, it’s unbelievable! ”

“I reckon you’ll jest hev to be patient 
fer a few days,” said Roy calmly.* “It’ll 
all come right in the end.”

“ Roy! You’ve had this deal, as you call 
it, all worked out in mind for a long time!” 
exclaimed Helen.

“Shore, an’ I ain’t missed a reckonin’ 
yet.”

“Then what will happen—in a few days?”
“Nell Rayner, are you goin’ to hev some 

spunk an’ not lose your nerve again, or are 
you goin’ to go wild out of your head?” he 
demanded.

“ I’ll try to be brave, but—but I must be 
prepared,” she replied tremulously.

“Wai, there’s Dale an’ Las Vegas an’ 
me fer Beasley to reckon with. An’, Miss 
Nell, his chances fer long life are as pore as 
his chances fer heaven!”

“But, Roy, I don’t believe in deliberate 
taking of life,” replied Helen, shuddering. 
“I won’t allow it. . . . And then 
think—Dale, all of you in danger!”

“ Girl, how’re you ever goin’ to help your­
self? shore, you might hold Dale hack_, if 
you love him, an’ swear you won’t give 
yourself to him. . . . But not Dale nor 
you—nor Bo—nor love can ever stop thet 
cowboy Las Vegas!”

“Oh, if Dale brings Bo back to me what 
will I care for my ranch?” murmured 
Helen.

“ Reckon you’ll only begin to care when 
thet happens. Your hig hunter has got to 
be put to work,” replied Roy with his keen 
smile.

Before noon that day the baggage Helen 
had packed at home was left on the porch 
of Widow Cass’s cottage, and Helen’s 
anxious need of the hour was satisfied. She 
was made as comfortable as possible in 
the old woman’s one spare room and there 
she set herself the task of fortitude and en­
durance.

To her surprise many of Mrs. Cass’s 
neighbors came unobtrusively to the back 
door of the little cottage and made sympa­
thetic inquiries. They appeared a subdued 
and apprehensive group, and whispered to 
one another as they left. Helen gathered 
from their visits a conviction that the 
wives of the men dominated by Beasley 
believed no good could come of this high­
handed taking over of the ranch. Indeed 
Helen found at the end of the day that a 
real new strength had been born of her 
misfortune.

The next day Roy informed her that his 
brother John had come down the preceding 
night with the news of Beasley’s descent 
upon the ranch.

Not a shot had been fired, he reported, 
and the only damage done was that of the 
burning of a hay-filled barn. This had been 
set on fire to attract Helen’s men to one 
spot, where Beasley had ridden down upon 
them with three times their number. He 
had boldly ordered them off the land, unless 
they wanted to acknowledge him boss and 
remain there in his service.

The three Beemans had stayed, having 
planned that just in this event they might 
be valuable to Helen’s interests. Beasley 
had ridden down into Pine the same as 
upon any other day, Roy also reported 
news which had come in that morning, how 
Beasley’s crowd had celebrated the night 
before.

The second and third and fourth days end­
lessly wore away; and Helen believed they 
had made her old. At night she lay awake 
most of the time, thinking and praying; but 
during the afternoon she got some sleep. 
She could think of nothing and talk of 
nothing except her sister and Dale’s 
chances of saving her.

“Well, shore you pay Dale a pore com­
pliment,” finally protested the patient Roy. 
“I tell you Milt Dale can do anythin’ he 
wants to do in the woods. You can believe 
thet. . . . But I reckon he’ll run chances 
after he comes back.”

This significant speech thrilled Helen 
with its assurance of hope and made her 
blood curdle at the implied peril awaiting 
the hunter.

On the afternoon of the fifth day Helen 
was abruptly awakened from her nap. The 
sun had almost set. She heard voices— 
the shrill cackling notes of old Mrs. Cass, 
high in excitement; a deep voice that made 
Helen tingle all over; a girl’s laugh, broken 
but happy. There were footsteps and 
stamping of hoofs.

Dale had brought Bo back! Helen knew 
it. She grew very weak and had to fight 
herself to stand erect. Her heart began to 
pound in her very ears. A sweet and per­
fect joy suddenly flooded her soul. Then, 
suddenly alive with sheer, mad, physical 
gladness, she rushed out.

She was just in time to see Roy Beeman 
stalk out as if he had never been shot and 
with a yell greet a big, gray-clad, gray­
faced man—Dale.

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

J. E. Merritt, Manistee, Michigan

3800 Acres
Stock Ranch For Sale
800 to 1000 acres in the hills, balance in the delta. 
1000 acres in pasture, well sodded to Bermuda and 
Lespedeza. 1000 acres in cultivation, balance in 
Virgin Timber, consisting of cottonwood, poplar, 
gum oak, hickory, etc.; 40 head of mules, 150 head 
of cattle, Heretords and Grades ; 50 sheep, 100 hogs, 
one saw mill and gin, one gasoline engine; with all 
necessary binders and mowers, up-to-date farming 
implements; with a modern home with Delco Lights, 
and water works with live springs that supply the 
place with an abundance of water both winter and 
summer. ...
Located six miles from a good town. Price, includ­
ing personal property, $55.00 per acre.
For further information, address

M. E. WAINWRIGHT. Manager Land Department 
BRANSFORD REALTY CO., Greenwood, Min.
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for 1917 the publication of the confidential 
report. And last season it proved out 
remarkably well. With only one or two 
exceptions and with the further exception 
of perhaps fifteen or twenty of the smaller 
selling organizations whose cooperation the 
local government men did not have time 
personally to solicit, every apple-shipping 
organization of the Pacific Northwest has 
cooperated in furnishing detailed informa­
tion for the 1917 “confidential price bulle­
tin.” About 100 copies of this report were 
being mailed out at the time of my last 
visit to the Spokane office of the Bureau of 
Markets.

Everywhere one may see evidence of this 
confidential market report. “See, I am 
reading my Bible,” said a Seattle apple 
salesman. Another apple man, on starting 
for a side trip down to the Rogue River 
Valley, in Southern Oregon, telegraphed for 
the prompt forwarding of his confidential 
apple price list. In Portland an apple sales­
man, whose organization is not a member 
of the Fruit Growers’ Agency, exhibited 
his confidential price list and asked:

“ Why isn’t this real apple cooperation? ” 
So it is. And, from the layman’s view­

point, one wonders why the apple men 
can’t, in the same spirit, smooth out a lot 
of their troubles.

“The Fruit Growers’ Agency did start 
out brisk enough,” said one apple man. 
“Last year we spent considerable money in 
maintaining working headquarters—until 
our president. Major Paul H. Weyrauch, 
was called to the colors. This year our 
nominal membership and our apple ton­
nage have greatly increased, but-----

“But that’s the way we apple men al­
ways do,” he laughed, in continuing. 
“There comes a bad apple year, and we 
resolve and appeal and organize. Then 
comes a good apple year—and we forget it 
all. This, you understand, has been a good 
apple year.”

Another apple man told me a story With 
a moral. He related his experiences in a 
national organization of specialized busi­
ness men:

“At first we always elected as our execu­
tive officers the men who were most busy 
with their own business. But we never got 
results. We never got real results from our 
organization until we hired a big man to 
devote all his time—big enough to pull down 
$15,000 a year. Then, when there was any­
thing to be done, when we wanted to be 
heard at Washin^on, D. C., we had some­
body to send.”

The apple men realize that they still have 
a good many big common problems ahead 
of them. One of the tests of the size of an 
apple-selling organization is whether it can 
maintain a special man “to fight the rail­
roads.” All the larger agencies have such 
a man. Yet a single, strong, central traffic 
bureau could handle many of the common 
transportation problems, and much more 
efficiently. Car shortage is a common 
problem. Often, during the past season, 
apples in a car have been worth from twenty- 
five to thirty-five cents a box more than 
apples not in a car. This season it has been 
necessary for the apple nien to ship a large 
percentage of their fruit in box cars— 
adapted with false floors and other changes 
at a cost of twenty-five to thirty dollars a 
car, not to mention the expense of sending 
along attendants to watch the oil heaters 
that must be kept burning.

Likewise, apple boxes are a common 
problem. War-labor conditions and the

Profitable Farm Lands
For yields of corn, cotton, alfalfa and other hays, 

for profits from truck fields, and for growing satsuma 
oranges, pecans and other special Southern crops, the 
territory served by the Mobile and Ohio Railroad and 
the Southern Railway in Mississippi gives the widest 
and best profit-making opportunities.

The black soil and other l^nds are especially fine 
for live stock. They grow the widest range of grasses 
and forage crops, give pasturage nine to twelve 
months in the year, produce the cheapest silage, and 
have plenty of pure water. Beef, pork and dairy 
products are made at lowest possible cost.

Lands may be bought at $15 an acre up in the 
territory reached by the Mobile & Ohio Railroad and 
Southern Railway in Mississippi. ,

We will help you find a location where conditions 
are right for success. We have information about 
farm lands and crops and farm profits which should 
interest you.

M. V. RICHARDS, Commissioner, 
Room 21,1300 Penniylvania Ave., Washington. D. C.

A ten-acre orange grove in Florida sold 
recently for $ 10,000—five years ago the land 
brought $100 an acre. The present value 
of the property is based on earning capacity 
of grove. If you own or contemplate buy­
ing land in Florida adapted to citrus, why 
not have it planted to oranges or grape­
fruit? Ours are the largest exclusively 
citrus nurseries in the world. Write us for 
full information and Florida facts—free.

BUCKEYE NURSERIES
1208 Citizens Bank Bldg., Tampa, Florids

___  111 Vllgllllit, lYWim •• • --O—^Ild
Ohio at $15 per acre and up. Rich, fertile soil 

that responds to intelligent cultivation. I^ng growing 
season makes crop rotation profitable. Close to mar­
kets, schools, churches and congenial neighbors. Farm croi>8 
are selling double normal prices, but no advance yet 
in our lands. “Come South—and Prosper.” Write 
for'information and illustrated literature now.

F. H. LaBAUME, Agr. & Ind. Agt.
N. b W. Ry., 204 N. * W. Bldg., Roanoke, Ya.-

For Sale: Money Making Lands'of 
cut-over timber lands. Now ripe for colonization. ,Suit- 
able for general farming, sheep, goat, cattle and hog raising. 
The great variety of crops and wonderful climate make it 
the place for lowest cost meat production. This land is well 
watered for stock as well as human beings, and a most 
healthful and delightful climate. Will sell entire acreage at 
$5.00 per acre. Terms if desired. Address

T. W. Rosborough, Rosboro, Arkansas

10-room

VYHll 1 Ey WASHINGTON

Dairymen — Poultrymen — Stockmen
The Bureau of Statistics and Im­

migration of the Evergreen State of 
Washington in its official free Bul­
letin details the splendid oppor­
tunities offered dairymen, poultry­
men and stockmen. Abundance of 
pure water, mild climate, profitable 
markets and production less than 
consumption.

BUREAU HAS NO LAND FOR SALE
Address: I. M. HOWELL, 

Secretary of State, Dept. S, State of Washiagton

1 Am 
Mrs. Marquess

WITH this simple 
statement Mrs.

Marquess of West Vir­
ginia paves the way to 
earning many an extra 
dollar for herself.
Even though she manages a 
big farm and cares for two 
babies, she finds enough spare 
time to secure scores of sub­
scriptions for The Country 
Gentleman, The Ladies’ 
Home Journal and The 
Saturday Evening Post.

No matter who you are or 
how busy you may be, you 
can use your spare min­
utes to similar advantage.

Many of our part-time work­
ers find it easy to earn as 
much as $100.00 a month. 
You assume no obligation by 
writing for details of our 
salary and commission offer.

Address Agency Division

The Curtis Publishing Company 
231 independence Square 

Philadelphia. Pa.
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BUY THAT FARM
IN THE

NATION’S GARDEN SPOT
Virginia, the Carolinas, Georgia, Ala­
bama and Florida, and test the most 
favorable climate in the United States 
for successful gardening, fruit growing, 
general farming, livestock and dairying.

Information free.
Wilbur McCoy, Dept. A I G. A. Cardwell, Dept. A 

A. & I. Agent A. & I. Agent
Jacksonville, Fla, I Wilminston, N. C.

ATLANTIC COAST 
LINE RAILROAD

Tho SfanJard Railroad of the South
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WANTED
Experienced man, one who understands 
breeding, keeping records, and successful 
rearing of hogs. Address BOX 41, The 
Country Gentleman, Philadelphia, Pa,

Playing the Red Apple Game
(.Concluded from Page 11)

exceptional demands for the cheaper grades 
of lumber this year jumped apple-box 
prices from ten and a half cents to eighteen 
and twenty cents, and up to twenty-two 
cents in some sections. Even at this inflated 
price there was a threatened apple-box 
famine. It was necessary for state food 
commissioners to act, to call hasty state 
and interstate meetings, for they feared a 
wholesale loss of fruit. There was consider­
able loss, regardless. Because of this lack 
of boxes, coupled with the fact of insufficient 
home-storage capacity in many sections, 
tons of commercial apples were frozen on 
the trees. This apple-box mix-up was due 
quite largely to the lack of complete and 
reliable crop estimates, and to the fact that 
the apple men did not send in their orders 
ahead. The mills could have supplied 
plenty of boxes in plenty of time had they 
had a working schedule of orders ahead.

“ One of the important things that a good, 
vigorous organization like the Fruit Grow­
ers’ Agency could do,” said an apple manager 
to me, “would be to station special men at 
each of the principal apple valleys of the 
Northwest to keep up-to-date fruit-crop 
estimates. Such estimates would be of 
immense value. They would give us some­
thing accurate to work on in getting and 
in properly distributing our boxes and our 
cars. And in working our marketing cam­
paigns.”

Marketing campaigns! This is the big 
hope, the ideal ahead of the defenders of 
the Fruit Growers’ Agency. There has 
been little system in the past in box-apple 
marketing. The usual method h^ been to 
shoot everything to the big cities. But, 
even here, some of these city markets have 
not been systematically cultivated and 
held. 'The small towns over the LJnited 
States have been scarcely touched. Figures 
have been compiled to show that, of the 
35,085 towns in the United States of over 
3000 population, last year’s crop of North­
west box apples was sold in car lots in only 
611 of them. In Ohio only ten different 
towns received direct shipments of North­
west box apples—and Ohio has 1L7 towns 
of more than 3000 population.

A few boxes of apples did reach some of 
these other towns—yes. But not in car lots; 
which means that the consumer of these 
apples was forced to pay the added cost of 
two extra cartages, extra freight and an 
extra dealer’s profit. These items, summed 
together, totaled probably seventy-five 
cents a box.

“ My hope of the Fruit Growers’ Agency, ” 
said the manager of one of the largest 
apple-selling companies, “is that it may 
grow strong enough to make markets. We 
need an organization big enough to drop 
fifty to a hundred cars of our fancy apples 
in the South—give them away, if necessary, 
in carrying out a thorough educational 
campaign. We apple people of the North­
west need an organization strong enough to 
keep a man in China for a year, if neces­
sary; strong enough to have our man in 
South America; to establish permanent 
agents at practically all the gateway ports, 
in all the big cities of the world in our 
market-making campaign.

“We need an organization 'with capital 
enough to put over something big in the 
way of a national advertising campaign for 
our extra-fancy box apples. Educate the 
public to buy their apples by the box. 
Educate them as to the difference in va­
rieties—the particular month of the year 
when each variety is at its best.”

160 Acre Equipped Farm $2300
4 Cows, Horses, Hay and
Potatoes, corn, beans, apples, vegetables, hens, 2 heifers, 
dry wood in shed, mower, rake, plow, harrow, cultivator, 
cart, tools, 4 harnesses and some household furniture 
included, if taken now, by aged owner left alone; 
50 acres tillage, 20-cow pasture; 100 apple trees; owner 
estimates 1000 cords hardwood and 100,000 ft. timber; 
near agreeable neighbors, good school, only 2 miles 
to village. 2-8tory, 8-room house, water at sink, in good 
repair, overlooking village; 60-ft. cellar bam; $2300 
takes everything, half down and easy terms; for details 
see page 3, Strout’s Catalogue 321 bargains dozen states. 
K. A. Strout Farm Agency, Dept. 2791, ISO Nassau 
Street, New York, N. Y.

SUNNY STANISLAUS, "where the land owns the 
water," the leading dairy county. Write for free book­
let telling about opportunities for land, products and 

home. Department “G,” Stanislaus Count'V Board 
OF Trade, Modesto, California.

rnD QAT F FOUR SPLENDID FARMS in 
rV-/rx O/AL-iI-* Albemarle County, Virginia, and one 
in Louisa County, Virginia, on account of owner’s death. 
For booklet, address

R. B. Chaffin & Co., Inc., Richmond, Va.
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FARM FOR SALE
Very cheap and well located; near Salisbury. Maryland. The land 
is fertile and this is a section where farming pays. For particulars 
address Samuel P. Woodcock, Salisbury. Maryland.

A « If 250-ACRE FARM, ------------
I I J 11 /I house:8tables,20horses,30cows;
I /1 rx IVI 1 silo. 3 acres timber; running 

stream. PRICE $8000, $3000 
I cash. Write for details, also handsomely illustrated 
I FarmCatalogue of BARGAINS in SUNNYSOUTH- 
“ ERN JERSEY mailed FREE. BRAY & MAC- 
GEORGE, 1077 DREXEL BLDG., PHILA., PA., or 
VINELAND. N. J.______________________________

For SALE: 40,000 acres of Michigan cut over 
timber land, within one night’s ride of Chicago, in 
prosperous community, and suitable for general farming, 

sheep and cattle raising. Clover, alfalfa, corn, gram and 
all Michigan farm products. Will sell entire acreage at a 
very attractive price. W. II. Johnson, 429 Stock Exchange 
Bldg., Chicago, Illinois. •■

Will


