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THE MAN OF THE FOREST
Roy led round a 
corner of the 
fringed border­
ing woodland, 
and there, under 
lofty trees, shone 
a camp fire. 
Huge gray rocks 
loomed beyond 
and then cliffs 
rose step by step 

to a notch in 
the mountain 

. wall, over 

By Zane Grey, Author of wildfire
ILLUSTRATED BY FRANK TENNEY JOHNSON

Helen Followed Him Oui of the Heavy-1 iinbered
Forest, Down Upon Slopes of Low Spruce 

IX
A SILENCE ensued, fraught with poign- 
/\ ant fear for Helen as she gazed into 

jLjL Bo’s whitening face. She read her 
sister’s mind. Bo was remembering tales of 
lost people who never were found.

“Me an’ Milt get lost every day,” said 
Roy. “You don’t suppose any man can 
know all this big country. It’s nothin’ for 
us to be lost.”

“Oh! . . . I was lost when I was 
little,” said Bo.

“Wai, I reckon it’d have been better not 
to tell you so offhand like,” replied Roy con­
tritely. “Don’t feel bad now. All I need 
is a peek at Old Baldy. Then I’ll have my 
bearin’. Come on.”

Helen’s confidence returned as Roy led 
off at a fast trot; He rode toward the west­
ering sun, keeping to the ridge they had 
ascended, until once more he camo-out upon 
a promontory. Old Baldy loomed there, 
blacker and higher and closer. The dark 
forest showed round, yellow, bare spots like 
parks.

“Not so far off the track,” said Roy as 
he wheeled his horse. “We’ll make camp in 
Milt’s senaca to-night.”

He led off down the ridge into a valley 
and then up to a higher altitude, where the 
character of the forest changed. The trees 
were no longer pines, but firs and spruce, 
growing thin and exceedingly tall, with few 
branches below the topmost foliage. So 
dense was this forest that twilight seemed 
to have come.

Travel was arduous. Everywhere were 
windfalls that had to be avoided, and there 
was not a rod without a fallen tree. The 
horses, laboring slowly, sometimes sank 
knee deep into the brown ijuff. Gray moss 
festooned the tree trunks and an amber­
green moss grew thick on the rotting logs.

Helen loved this forest primeval. But 
time came when the exceeding wildness of 
the forest, in density and fallen timber, 
made it imperative for her to put all her 
attention on ground and trees in her imme­
diate vicinity. Thereafter travel became 
toil and the hours endless.

Roy led on and Ranger followed while 
the shadows darkened under the trees. She 
was reeling in her saddle, half blind and 
sick, when Roy called out cheerily that they 
were almost there.

Whatever his idea was, to Helen it seemed 
many miles farther that she followed him 
out of the heavy-timbered forest, down upon 
slopes of low spruce, like evergreen, which 
descended sharply to another level, where 
dark, shallow streams flowed gently and the 
solemn stillness held a low murmur of fall­
ing water. At last the wood ended upon a 
wonderful park full of a thick, rich, golden 
light of fast-fading sunset.

“ Smell the smoke,” said Roy. “ By Solo­
mon, if Milt ain’t here ahead of me!”

He rode on. Helen’s weary gaze took in 
the round senaca, the circling black slopes, 
leading up to craggy rims all gold and red 
in the last flare of the sun; and then all the 
spirit left in her flashed up in thrilling won­
der at this exquisite, wild and colorful spot.

Horses were grazing out in the long grass 
and there were deer grazing with them.

which poured a thin, lacy waterfall. As 
Helen gazed in rapture the sunset gold faded 
to white and all the western slope of the 
amphitheater darkened.

Dale’s tall form appeared. “Reckon 
you’re late,” he said as with a comprehen­
sive flash of eye he took in the three.

“ Milt, I got lost,” replied Roy.
“ I feared as much. . . . You girls look 

like you’d done better to ride with me,” 
went on Dale as he offered a hand to help 
Bo off. She took it, tried to get her feet out 
of the stirrups, and then slid from the sad­
dle into Dale’s arms. He placed her on her 
feet and, supporting her, said solicitously: 
“A hundred-mile ride in three days for a 
tenderfoot is somethin’ your Uncle Al won’t 
believe. . . . Come, walk if it kills you!”

Whereupon he led Bo very much as if he 
were teaching a child to walk. The fact 
that Bo had nothing to say was significant 
to Helen, who was following with the assist­
ance of Roy.

One of the huge rocks resembled a sea 
shell in that it contained a hollow over 
which the wide-spreading shelf flared out. 
It reached toward branches of great pines. 
A spring burst from a crack in the solid 
rock. The camp fire blazed under a pine 
and the blue column of smoke rose just in 
front of the shelving rock. Packs were ly­
ing on the grass and some of them were 
open. There were no signs here of a perma­
nent habitation of the hunter. But farther 
on were other huge rocks, leaning, cracked, 
and forming caverns, some of which perhaps 
he utilized.

“My camp is just back,” said Dale as if 
‘he had read Helen’s mind. “.To-morrow 
we’ll fix up comfortable like round here for 
you girls.”

Helen and Bo were made as easy as blan­
kets and saddles could make them; and the 
men went about their tasks.

“ Nell, isn’t this a dream? ” murmured Bo.
“No, child. It’s real—terribly real,” re­

plied Helen. “Now that we’re here, with 
that awful ride over, we can think.”

“It’s so pretty here,” yawned Bo. “I’d 
just as lief Uncle Al didn’t find us very soon.”

“Bo! He’s a sick man. Think what the 
worry will be to him.”

When Helen stretched out she had a 
vague, delicious sensation that that was 
the end of Helen Rayner, and she was 
glad. Twilight was stealing down swiftly. 
The silence was beautiful, seemingly un­
disturbed by the soft, silky, dreamy fall of 
water. Helen closed her eyes, ready for 
sleep. Bo’s head dropped on her shoulder. 
Sense became vague to Helen. She lost the 
low murmur of the waterfall and then the 
sound or feeling of someone at the camp 
fire. And her last conscious thought was 
that she tried to open her eyes and could 
not.

When she awoke all was bright. The sun 
shone almost directly overhead. Helen was 
astounded. Bo lay wrapped in deep sleep, 
her face flushed, with beads of perspiration 
on her brow and the chestnut curls damp. 
Helen threw down the blankets; and then 
gathering courage, for she felt as if her back 

was broken, she endeavored to sit up. In 
vain! Her spirit was willing, but her mus­
cles refused to act. It must take a violent, 
spasmodic effort. She tried it with shut 
eyes and, succeeding, sat there trembling. 
The commotion she had made in the blan­
kets awoke Bo, and she blinked her sur­
prised blue eyes in the sunlight.

“Hello, Nell; do I have to get up?” she 
asked sleepily.

“Can you?” queried Helen.
“ Can I what? ” Bo was now thoroughly 

awake and lay there staring at her sister.
“Why—get up.”
“ I’d like to know why not,” retorted Bo 

as she made the effort. She got one arm 
and shoulder up, only to flop back like a 
crippled thing. And she uttered the most 
piteous little moan. “I’m dead! I know 
I am!”

“Well, if you’re going to be a Western 
girl you’d better have spunk enough to 
move.”

“A-huh! ” ejaculated Bo. Then she rolled 
over, not without groans, and, once upon 
her face, she raised herself on her hands 
and turned to a sitting posture. “Where’s 
everybody? ”

Helen looked round. A fire was smolder­
ing. No one was in sight. Wonderful dis­
tant colors seemed to strike her glance as 
she tried to fix it upon near-by objects. A 
beautiful little green tent or shack had been 
erected out of spruce boughs. It had a 
slanting roof that sloped all the way from a 
ridge pole to the ground; half of the open­
ing in front was closed, as were the sides. 
The spruce boughs appeared all to be laid 
in the same direction, giving it a smooth, 
compact appearance, actually as if it had 
grown there.

“That lean-to wasn’t there last night,” 
said Bo.

“ I didn’t see it. Lean-to? Where’d you 
get that name?”

“It’s Western, my dear. I’ll bet they 
put it up for us. . . . Sure, I see our bags 
inside. Let’s get up. It must be late.”

The girls had considerable fun as well as 
pain in getting up and keeping each other 
erect until their limbs would hold them 
firmly. They were delighted with the spruce 
lean-to. It faced the open and stood just 
under the wide-spreading shelf of rock. The 
tiny outlet from the spring flowed beside it 
and spilled its clear water over a stone, to 
fall into a little pool. The floor of this wood­
land habitation consisted of tips of spruce 
boughs, to about a foot in depth, all laid 
one way, smooth and springy, and so 
sweetly odorous that the air seemed intoxi­
cating.

Helen and Bo opened their baggage; and 
what with use of the cold water, and brush 
and comb, and clean blouses, they made 
themselves feel as comfortable as possible, 
considering the excruciating aches. Then 
they went out to the camp fire.

Helen’s eye was attracted by moving ob­
jects near at hand. Then simultaneously 
with Bo’s cry of delight Helen saw a beauti­
ful doe approaching under the trees. Dale 
walked beside it.

“You sure had a long sleep,” was the 
hunter’s greeting. “I reckon you both 
look better.”

“Good morning. Or is it afternoon? 
We’re just able to move about,” said Helen.

“I could ride,” declared Bo stoutly. 
“Oh, Nell, look at the deer! It’s coming 
to me.”

The doe had hung back a little as Dale 
reached the camp fire. It was a gray, slen­
der creature, as smooth as silk, with great 
dark eyes. It stood a moment, long ears 
erect, and then with a graceful little trot 
came up to Bo and reached a slim nose for 
her outstretched hand. All about it, except 
the beautiful soft eyes, seemed wild, and 
yet it was as tame as a kitten. Then, sud­
denly, as Bo fondled the long ears it gave 
a start, and breaking away rarf back out of 
sight under the pines.

“What frightened it?” asked Bo.
Dale pointed up at the wall under the 

shelving roof of rock. There, twenty feet 
above, curled up on a ledge, lay a huge, 
tawny animal with a face like that of a cat.

Bo Enticed the Bear Cub Round to the Gamp

“She’s afraid of Tom,” replied Dale. 
“Recognizes him as a hereditary foe, I 
guess. I can’t make friends of them.”

“ Oh! So that’s Tom—the pet lion! ” ex­
claimed Bo. “Ugh! No wonder that deer 
ran off!”

“How long has he been up there?” 
queried Helen, gazing fascinated at Dale’s 
famous pet.

“I couldn’t say. Tom comes an’ goes,’.’ 
replied Dale. “But I sent him up there 
last night.”

“And he was there—perfectly free—right 
over xIs while we slept? ” burst out Bo.

“Yes. An’ I reckon you slept the safer 
for that.”

“Of all things! Nell, isn’t he a monster? 
But he doesn’t look like a lion—an African 
lion. He’s a panther. I saw his like at the 
circus once.”

“He’s a cougar,” said Dale. “The pan­
ther is long and slim. Tom is not only long 
but thick an’ round. I’ve had him four 
years. An’ he was a kitten no bigger’n my 
fist when I got him.”

“Is he perfectly tame—safe?” asked 
Helen anxiously.

“I’ve never told anybody that Tom was 
safe, but he is,” replied Dale. “You can ab­
solutely believe it. A wild cougar wouldn’t 
attack a man unless cornered or starved. 
An’ Tom is like a big cat.”

The beast raised his great catlike face 
with its sleepy half-shut eyes and looked 
down upon them.

“Shall I call him down?” inquired Dale.
For once Bo did not find her voice.
“Let us get a little more used to him— 

at a distance,” replied Helen with a little 
laugh.

“If he comes to you just rub his head 
an’ you’ll see how tame he is,” said Dale. 
“Reckon you’re both hungry?”

“Not so very,” returned Helen, aware of 
his penetrating gray gaze upon her.

“Well, I am,” vouchsafed Bo.
“Soon as the turkey’s done we’ll eat. 

My camp is round between the rocks. I’U 
call you.”

Not until his broad back was turned did 
Helen notice that the hunter looked differ­
ent. Then she saw he wore a lighter, cleaner 
suit of buckskin, with no coat, and instead 
of the high-heeled horseman’s boots he 
wore moccasins and leggins. The change 
made him appear more lithfe.

“Nell, I don’t know what you think, but 
I call him handsome,” declared Bo.

Helen had no idea what she thought. 
“Let’s try to walk some,” she suggested.

So they essayed that painful task and got 
as far as a pine log some few rods from their 
camp. This point was close to the edge of 
the park, from which there was an unob­
structed view.

“My! What a place!” exclaimed Bo 
with eyes wide and round.

“Oh, beautiful!” breathed Helen.
An unexpected blaze of color drew her 

gaze first. Out of the black spruce slopes 
shone patches of aspens, gloriously red and 
gold, and low down along the edge of tim­
ber troops of aspens ran out into the park, 
not yet so blazing as those above, but

1830
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purple and yellow and white in the sun­
shine. Masses of silver spruce, like trees 
in moonlight, bordered the park. Long, 
golden-green grass, resembling half-ripe 
wheat, covered the entire floor of the park, 
gently waving to the wind. Above sheered 
the black, gold-patched slopes, steep and un­
scalable, rising to buttresses of dark, iron- 
hued rock. And to the east circled the rows 
of cliff bench, gray and old and fringed, 
spliHing at the top in the notch where 
the lacy, slumberous waterfall, like white 
smoke, fell and vanished, to reappear in 
wider sheet of lace, only to fall and vanish 
again in the green depths.

“Paradise Park! ” whispered Bo to herself.
A call from Dale disturbed their raptures. 

Turning they hobbled with eager but pain­
ful steps in the direction of a larger camp 
fire, situated to the right of the great rock 
that sheltered their lean-to. No hut or 
house showed there and none was needed. 
Hiding places and homes for a hundred 
hunters were there in the sections of cav- 
erned cliffs, split off in bygone ages from the 
mountain wall above. A few stately pines 
stood out from the rocks and a clump of 
silver spruce ran down to a brown brook.

This camp was only a step from the 
lean-to, round the corner of a huge rock, yet 
it had been out of sight. Here indeed was 
evidence of a hunter’s home—pelts and 
skins and antlers; a neat pile of split fire­
wood; a long ledge of rock, well sheltered 
and loaded with bags like a huge pantry 
shelf; packs and ropes and saddles; tools 
and weapons, and a platform of dry brush 
as shelter for a fire, round which hung on 
poles an assortment of utensils for camp.

“Hyar—you git!’’ shouted Dale, and he 
threw a stick at something. A bear cub 
scampered away in haste. He was small 
and woolly and brown, and he grunted as 
he ran. Soon he halted.

“That’s Bud,” said Dale as the girls 
came up. “Guess he near starved in my 
absence. An’ now he wants everythin’, es­
pecially the sugar. We don’t have sugar 
often up here.”

“Isn’t he dear? Oh, I love him!” cried 
Bo. “ Come back. Bud. Come, Buddie.”

The cub, however, kept his distance, 
watching Dale with bright little eyes.

“Where’s Mr. Roy?” asked Helen.
“Roy’s gone. He was sorry not to say 

good-by. But it’s important he gets down 
in the pines on Anson’s trail. He’ll hang to 
Anson, an’ in case they get near Pine he’ll 
ride in to see where your uncle is.”

“What do you expect? ” questioned Helen 
gravely.

“Most anythin’,” he replied. “Al, I 
reckon, knows now. Maybe he’s rustlin’ 
into the mountains by this time. If he 
meets up with Anson, well an’ good, for 
Roy won’t be far off. An’ sure, if he runs 
across Roy, why they’ll soon be here. But 
if I were you I wouldn’t count on seein’ 
your uncle very soon. I’m sorry. I’ve 
done my best. It sure is a bad deal.”

“Don’t think me ungracious,” replied 
Helen hastily. How plainly he had inti­
mated that it must be privation and annoy­
ance for her to be compelled to accept his 
hospitality! “You are good—kind. I owe 
you much. I’ll be eternally grateful.”

Dale straightened as he looked at her. 
His glance was intent, piercing. He seemed 
to be receiving a strange or unusual por­
tent. No need for him to say he had never 
before been spoken to like that!

“You may have to stay here with me— 
for weeks—maybe months if we’ve the bad 
luck to get snowed in,” he said slowly, as 
if startled at this deduction. “You’re safe 
here. No sheep thief could ever find this 
camp. I’ll take risks to get you safe into 
Al’s hands. But I’m goin’ to be pretty sure 
about what I’m doin’. . . . So—there’s 
plenty to eat an’ it’s a pretty place.”

“Pretty! Why, its grand,” exclaimed 
Bo. “ I’ve called it Paradise Park.”

“Paradise Park,” he repeated, weighing 
the words. “You’ve named it, an’ also the 
creek. Paradise Creek! I’ve been here 
twelve years with no fit name for my home 
till you said that.”

“ Oh, that pleases me,” returned Bo with 
shining eyes.

“Eat now,” said Dale. “An’ I reckon 
you’ll like that turkey.”

'There was a clean tarpaulin, upon which 
were spread steaming, fragrant pans—roast 
turkey, hot biscuits and gravy, mashed 
potatoes as white as if prepared at home, 
stewed dried apples, and butter and coffee. 
This bounteous repast surprised and de­
lighted the girls; and when they had once 
tasted the roast wild turkey Milt Dale had 
occasion to blush at their encomiurhs.

“I hope Uncle Al doesn’t come for a 
month,” declared Bo as she tried to get her 
breath. There was a brown spot on her 
nose and one on each cheek.

Dale l^ghed. It was pleasant to hear 
him, for his laugh seemed unused and deep, 
as if it came from tranquil depths.

“Won’t you eat with us?” asked Helen.
“Reckon I will,” he said. “It’ll save 

time, an’ hot grub tastes better.”
Quite an interval of silence ensued, which 

presently was broken by Dale.
“Here comes Tom.”
Helen observed with a thrill that the 

cougar was magnificent, seen erect on all 
fours, approaching with slow, sinuous grace. 
His color was tawny, with spots of whitish 
gray. He had bowlegs, big and round and 
furry, and a huge head with great tawny 
eyes. No matter how tame he was said to 
be, he looked wild. Like a dog he walked 
right up, and it so happened that he was 
directly behind Bo, within reach of her 
when she turned.

“Oh, my!” cried Bo, and up went both 
of her hands, in one of which was a huge 
piece of turkey. Tom took it, not viciously, 
but nevertheless with a snap that made 
Helen jump. As if by magic the turkey 
vanished. And Tom took a step closer to 
Bo. Her expression of fright changed to 
consternation.

“He stole my turkey.”
“ Tom, come here,” ordered Dale sharply. 

The cougar glided round rather sheepishly. 
“Now lie down an’ behave.”

Tom crouched on all fours, his head rest­
ing on his paws, with his beautiful tawny 
eyes, light and piercing, fixed upon the 
hunter.

“ Don’t grab,” said Dale, holding out a 
piece of turkey. Whereupon Tom took it 
less voraciously.

As it happened, the little bear cub saw 
this transaction, and he plainly indicated 
his opinion of the preference showed to Tom.

“Oh, the dear!” exclaimed Bo. “He 
means it’s not fair. . . . Come, Bud— 
come on.”

But Bud would not approach the group 
until called by Dale. Then he scrambled to 
them with every manifestation of delight. 
Bo almost forgot her own needs in feeding 
him and getting acquainted with him. Tom 
plainly showed his jealousy of Bud, and 
Bud likewise showed his fear of the great 
cat,

Helen could not believe the evidence of 
her eyes—that she was in the woods calmly 
and hungrily partaking of sweet, wild- 
flavored meat; that a full-grown mountain 
lion lay on one side of her and a baby brown 
bear sat on the other; that a strange hunter, 
a man of the forest, there in his lonely and 
isolated fastness, appealed to the romance 
in her and Interested her as no one else she 
had ever met.

When the wonderful meal was at last fin­
ished Bo enticed the bear cub round to the 
camp of the girls and there soon became 
great comrades with him. Helen, watching 
Bo play, was inclined to envy her. No mat­
ter where Bo was placed she always got 
something out of it. Helen was a thinker. 
One reason she had desired to make her 
home in the West was that by taking up a 
life of action, in the open, she might think 
and dream and brood less. But here she 
was in the wild West, after three of the most 
strenuously active days of her career, and 
still the same old giant revolved her mind 
and turned it upon herself and upon all she 
saw there.

“What can I do?” she asked Bo almost 
helplessly.

‘ ‘ Why rest, you silly! ’ ’ retorted Bo. “You 
walk like an old crippled woman with only 
one leg.”

The advice was sound. The blankets 
spread out on the grass looked inviting and 
they felt comfortably warm in the sunshine. 
The breeze was slow, languorous, fragrant, 

’’Paradise Park!” Whispered Bo to Herself
1831

and it brought the low hum of the murmur­
ing waterfall, like a melody of bees. Helen 
made a pillow and lay down to rest. Her 
gaze went wonderingly to the lofty fringed 
rim of the great amphitheater, and as she 
studied it she began to grasp its remoteness, 
how far away it was in the rarefied atmos­
phere. A black eagle, sweeping along, looked 
of tiny size, and yet he was far under the 
heights above. Drowsy fancy lulled her to 
sleep.

Helen slept all afternoon, and upon awak­
ening toward sunset found Bo curled be­
side her. Dale had thoughtfully covered 
them with a blanket; also he had built a 
camp fire. The air was growing keen and 
cold.

Later, when they had put their coats on 
and made comfortable seats beside the fire. 
Dale came over, apparently to visit them.

“I reckon you can’t sleep all the time,” 
he said. “An’ bein’ city girls you’ll get 
lonesome. It’s natural you’d find time drag 
up here, bein’ used to lots of people, an’ 
goin’s on, an’ work, an’ all girls like.”

^‘I’d never be lonesome here,” replied 
Helen with her direct force.

Dale did not betray surprise, but he 
showed that his mistake was something to 
ponder over. “Excuse me,” he said pres­
ently as his gray eyes held hers. “That’s 
how I had it. As I remember girls, most of 
them would die of lonesomeness up here.” 
Then he addressed himself to Bo: “How 
about you? You see I figured you’d be the 
one that liked it an’ your sister the one 
who wouldn’t.”

“ I won’t get lonesome very soon,” re­
plied Bo.

“I’m glad. It worried me some—not 
ever havin’ girls as company before. An’ 
in a day or so, when you’re rested. I’ll help 
you pass the time;”

Bo’s eyes were full of flashing interest, 
and Helen asked him “How?”

It was a sincere expression of her curios­
ity and not the doubtful or ironic challenge 
of an educated woman to a man of the 
forest. But as a challenge he took it.

“ How? ” he repeated, and a strange smile 
flitted across his face. “ Why, by givin’ you 
rides an’ climbs to beautiful places. An’ 
then, if you’re interested, to show you how 
little so-called civilized people know of Na­
ture.”

Helen realized then that whatever his 
calling, hunter or wanderer or hermit, he 
was not uneducated, even if he appeared 
illiterate. ■

“I’ll be happy to learn from you,” she 
said.

“Me too!” chimed in Bo. “You can’t 
tell too much to anyone from Missouri.”

He smiled, and that warmed Helen to 
him, for then he seemed less removed from 
other people. About this hunter there began 
to be something of the very nature of which 
he spoke—a stillness, aloofness, an unbreak­
able tranquillity, a cold clear spirit like that 
in the mountain air, a physical something 
not unlike the tamed wildness of his pets 
or the strength of the pines.

“ I’ll bet I can tell you more’n you’ll ever 
remember,” he said.

“What’ll you bet,” retorted Bo.
“Well, more roast turkey against—say 

somethin’ nice when you’re safe an’ home 
to your Uncle ATs, runnin’ his ranch.”

“Agreed. Nell, you hear? ”
Helen nodded her head.
“AU right. We’ll leave it to Nell,” began 

Dale, half seriously. “ First, for the fun of 
passin’ time we’ll ride an’ race my horses 
out in the park. An’ we’ll fish in the brooks 
an’ hunt in the woods. There’s an old silver- 
tip round that you can see me kill. An 
we’ll climb to the peaks an’ see wonderful 
sights. ... So much for that.

“You’ll see how this park lies in the 
crater of a volcano an’ was once full of 
water—ah’ how the snow blows in on one 
side in winter, a hundred feet deep, when 
there’s none on the other. An’ the trees— 
how they grow an’ live an’ fight one another 
an’ depend on one another, an’ protect the 
forest from storm winds. An’ how they hold 
the water that is the fountains of the 
great rivers. An’ how the creatures an’ 
things that live in them or on them are good 
for them, an’ neither could live without the 
other.

“An’ then I’ll show you my pets, tame 
an’ untamed, an’ tell you how it’s man that 
makes any creature wild—how easy they 
are to tame an’ how they learn to love you. 
An’ there’s the life of the forest, the strife 
of it—how the bear lives, an’ the cats, an’ 
the wolves, an’ the deer. You’ll see how 
cruel Nature is—how savage an’ wild the

(Continued on Page 47)
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the wiiid stung sweetly, Helen Rayner lost 
track of time and forgot her peril. •

Roy Beeman did not return. If occa­
sionally Dale mentioned Roy and his quest, 
the girls had little to say beyond a recurrent 
anxiety for the old uncle, and then they for­
got again.

Bo took at once to the wild life—to the 
horses and rides; to the camp work, for the 
girls had insisted on doing their share; to 
the many pets, and especially to the cougar 
Tom. The big cat followed her everywhere, 
played with her, rolling and pawing, kitten­
like, and he would lay his massive head in 
her lap to purr his content. Bo had little 
fear of anything, and here in the wilds she 
soon lost that.

One of Dale’s pets was a half-grown black 
bear named Muss. He was abnormally 
jealous of little Bud and he had a well- 
developed hatred of Tom; otherwise he was 
a very good-tempered bear and enjoyed 
Dale’s impartial regard. Tom, however, 
chased Muss out of camp whenever Dale’s 
back was turned, and sometimes Muss 
stayed away, shifting for himself. With the 
advent of Bo, who spent a good deal of time 
on the animals. Muss manifestly found the 
camp more attractive. Whereupon Dale 
predicted trouble between Tom and Muss.

Bo liked nothing better than a rough- 
and-tumble frolic with the black bear. Muss 
was not very big nor very heavy; and in a 
wrestling bout with the strong and wiry 
girl he sometimes came out second best. 
It spoke well of him that he seemed to be 
careful not to hurt Bo. He never bit or 
scratched, though he sometimes gave her 
sounding slaps with his paws. Whereupon 
Bo would clench her gauntleted fists and 
sail into him in earnest.

One afternoon, before the early supper 
they always had. Dale and Helen were 
watching Bo teasing the bear. She was in 
her most vixenish mood, full of life and 
fight. Tom lay all his long length on the 
grass, watching with narrow, gleaming eyes.

When Bo and Muss locked in an embrace 
and went down to roll over and over Dale 
called Helen’s attention to the cougar.

“Tom’s jealous. It’s strange how ani­
mals are like people. Pretty soon I’ll have 
to corral Muss or there’ll be a fight.”

Helen could not see anything wrong with 
Tom except that he did not look playful.

During supper time both bear and cougar 
disappeared, though this was not remarked 
until afterward. Dale whistled and called, 
but the rival pets did not return. Next 
morning Tom was there, curled up snugly 
at the foot of Bo’s bed, and when she arose 
he followed her round as usual. But Muss 
did not return.

The circumstance made Dale anxious. 
He left camp, taking Tom with him, and 
upon returning stated that he had followed 
Muss’s track as far as possible and then 
had tried to put Tom on the trail, but the 
cougar would not or could not follow it. 
Dale said Tom never liked a bear trail any­
way, cougars and bears being common ene­
mies. So, whether by accident or design, 
Bo lost one of her playmates.

The hunter searched some of the slopes 
next day and even went up on one of the 
mountains. He did not discover any sign 
of Muss, but he said he had found some­
thing else.

“Do you girls want some real excite­
ment?” he asked.

Helen smiled her acquiescence and Bo re­
plied with one of her forceful speeches.

“Don’t mind bein’ good an’ scared?” he 
went on.

“You can’t scare me,” bantered Bo. 
But Helen looked doubtful.

■ “Up in one of the parks I ran across one 
of my horses—a lame bay you haven’t seen. 
Well, he had been killed by that old silver- 
tip I told you was hangln’ round. Hadn’t 
been dead over an hour. Blood was still 
runnin’ an’ only a little meat eaten. 'That 
bear heard me or saw me an’ made off into 
the woods. But he’ll come back to-night. 
I’m goin’ up there, lay for him an’ kill him. 
Reckon you’d better go, because I don’t 
want to leave you here alone 
at night.”

(TO BE continued)

WA NTF D__ IDEA 1 Who can think of some
V I simple thing to patent? Protect your

ideas; they may bring you wealth. Write for “Needed 
Inventions” and other valuable literature. Randolph & 
Co., Patent Attys., Dept. 136, Washington, D. C.

Albaugh-Dover Company, 2168 Marshall Blvd., Chicago, 111.
Also Manufacturers of Albaugh-Dover "Square Turn” Farm Tractors

Get Poultry $ $
I’ll Show You How

I will guarantee to give you a thorough, practical 
training in poultry keeping in your spare time at 
your own home.

I will teach you to make poultry pay big. No 
freak ideas or “systems”—just solid sense. If you 
are not satisfied, it costs you nothing.

No matter how few hens you own, handle them 
right and get big returns. A year’s extra profits 
from 30 hens will pay the entire cost. 
Write today for free book—“Dollars 
and Sense in the Poultry Business.”

shown here—all sold at similar low prices, and on our 
liberal terms of only $2 down and a year to pay.

30 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL
You can have 30 days’ FREE trial and see for yourself 
how easily one of these splendid machines will earn its 
own cost and more before you pay. Try it alongside of 
any separator you wish. Keep it if pissed. If not you 
can return it at our expense and we will refund your $2 
deposit and pay the freight charges both ways. You won’t 
be out one penny. You take no risk. Postal brings Free 
Catalog Folder and direct-from-factory offer. Buy from 
the manufacturers and save money. Write TODAY.

The Extra Eggs 
will soon pay for one of these 

Automatic
Self-

. Heating
Poultry

Fountains 
and Heaters

Keeps water at the
right temperature 'day 

ifc. and night in the cold­
est weather and re- 

Huireslessthanaquartofoilaweek. Madeof Galvanized Steel. 
A long-felt want supplied. Every Hen-House needs one. Price 
of 1 Heater and 2 gallon Automatic Fountain complete $1.60. 
Order NOW or write for Circular No. H and testimonials.

Agents Can Make Big Money. Write for Offer.
C. A. S. FORGE WORKS, SARANAC, MICHIGAN

Get “Better Farming” Free 
—Worth Dollars to You

Every farmer interested in increasing the productiveness 
of his soil should have this big illustrated book. In its 74 
pages it tells how to reduce labor costs, how to get cheaper 
plant food and how to protect crops from drought and 
washing by using

The Man of the Forest
(Continued from Page 23}

wolf or cougar tears down the deer; how a 
wolf loves fresh hot blood an’ how a cougar 
unrolls the skin of a deer back from his neck. 
An’ you’ll see that this cruelty of Nature— 
this work of the wolf an’ cougar—is what 
makes the deer so beautiful an’ healthy an’ 
swift an’ sensitive. Without his deadly foes 
the deer would deteriorate an’ die out.

“An’ you’ll see how this principle works 
out among all creatures of the forest. Strife! 
It’s the meanin’ of all creation an’ the salva­
tion. If you’re quick to see you’ll learn 
that the nature here in the wilds is the 
same as that of men—^only men are no 
longer cannibals. Trees fight to live; birds 
fight; animals fight; men fight. They all 
live off one another. An’ it’s this fightin’ 
that brings them all closer an’ closer to 
bein’ perfect. But nothin’ will ever be per­
fect.”

“But how about religion?” interrupted 
Helen earnestly.

“ My religion, maybe, is love of life—wild 
life as it was in the beginnin’, an’ the wind 
that blows secrets from everywhere, an’ the 
water that sings all day an’ night, an’ the 
stars that shine constant, an’ the trees that 
speak somehow, an’ the rocks that aren’t 
dead. I’m never alone here or on the trails. 
There’s somethin’ unseen, but always with 
me. Call it God if you like.”

“Oh, what you say is wonderful!” ex­
claimed Helen. He had struck deep into 
her soul.

Then ensued a little interval of silence.
“ Milt Dale, I lose the bet,” declared Bo, 

with earnestness behind her frivolity.
“ I’d forgotten that. Reckon I talked a 

lot,” he said apologetically. “You see I 
don’t get much chance to talk, except to 
myself or Tom. Years ago when I found 
the habit of silence settlin’ down on me I 
took to thinkin’ out loud an’ talkin’ to any­
thin’.”

“ I could listen to you all night,” returned 
Bo dreamily.

“ Do you read—do you have books? ” in­
quired Helen suddenly.

“Yes, I read tolerable well—a good deal 
better than I talk or write,” he replied. “ I 
went to school till I was fifteen. Always 
hated study, but liked to read. Years ago 
an old friend of mine down here at Pine— 
Widow Cass—she gave me a lot of old 
books. An’ I packed them up here. Win­
ter’s the time I read.”

Conversation lagged after that, except 
for desultory remarks; and presently Dale 
bade the girls good-night and left them.

Helen watched his tall form vanish in the 
gloom under the pines, and after he had dis­
appeared she still stared.

“Nell!” called Bo shrilly. “I’ve called 
you three times. I want to go to bed.”

“ Oh! I—I was thinking,” rejoined Helen, 
half embarrassed, half wondering at her­
self. “I didn’t hear you.”

“I should smile you didn’t,” retorted Bo. 
“Wish you could just have seen your eyes. 
Nell, do you want me to tell you something? ’ ’

“Why—yes,” said Helen rather feebly. 
She did not at all, when Bo talked like that.

“You’re going to fall in love with that 
wild hunter,” declared Bo in a voice that 
rang like a bell.

Helen was not only amazed but enraged. 
She caught her breath, preparatory to giv­
ing this incorrigible sister a piece of her 
mind. Bo went calmly on: “I can feel it 
in my bones.”

“Bo, you’re a little fool—a sentimental, 
romancing, gushy little fool!” retorted 
Helen. “All you seem to hold in your head 
is some rot about love. To hear you talk 
one would think there’s nothing else in the 
world but love.”

Bo’s eyes were bright, shrewd, affection­
ate and laughing as she bent their steady 
gaze upon Helen. “Nell, that’s just it. 
There is nothing else!”

X
AFTER a few days of riding the grassy 

level of that wonderfully gold and pur­
ple park, and dreamily listening by day to 
the ever low and ever changing murmur of 

the waterfall, and by night 
to the wild, lonely mourn of 
a hunting wolf,and climbing 
to the dizzy heights where

‘"'r
"I III,,

The Original Farm Powder
Clearing land is quick, easy 
and cheap with Atlas Farm 
Powder—made especially for 
farm work. No expensive

You can 
cost of hand digging. You can break up 
the subsoil and liberate rich plant food, 
you can make beds for planting fruit 
trees with Atlas Farm Powder. Deal­
ers near you will supply your needs.

Mail the Coupon Now
and leam how to do many kinds of farm improvement 
work with the cheapest and best farm hand—Atlas Farm 
Powder, the improved farm explosive.

ATLAS POWDER COMPANY 
General Offices: Wilmington, DeL

Sales Offices: Birmingham, Boston, Chicago, Houghton, 
Joplin. Knoxville, Kansas City, New Orleans, 

NewYork, Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, St. Louis

For any Size—Direct from Factory
You can now get one of these splendid money-making, labor-saving 

machines on a plan whereby it will earn its own cost and more before 
rou pay. You won’t feel the cost at all.

BUTTERFLY
No. 2 Junior—a light running, easy cleaning, close skimming, duraWe

separator, guaranteed a lifetime against defects in material and workmanship. . Skims 95 
Quarts per hour. We also make five other sizes up to our big 800-Ib. capacity machine

Over
100.000

new Butter­
fly Separators
Now in Use.

"Uin*

blast deep ditches at half the

Prof. T. E. Qniienberry
American School of Poultry Husbandry

Box 100 Leavenworth, Kansas

X855

PATPMTQ Write for How To Obtain a Patent, 
ZAl LZjI V 1 O List of Inventions Wanted. $1,000,000 

In prizes offered for inventions. Our four books sent Free. 
Send sketch for free opinion as to patentability.

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 702 Ninth St. Washington, P. C.
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A Good Tractor to Own
A MOGUL 10-20 kerosene tractor will go a 

long way toward solving your labor and 
expense problems. Men who use this tractor properly 

say it does as much plowing, disking and harrowing in 
rush seasons as three men and nine horses. In the heat of 
the harvest fields, and for summer plowing, three four- 
horse teams can hardly keep up with it, because it works 
steadily all day long.

Besides, it is so simple that almost anyone can learn to handle it 
efficiently. A few days’ training in the handling of a kerosene engine 
is usually all that is needed.

These two features make the Mogul 10-20 highly desirable. Add 
to them the fact that it operates on a fuel that you can always buy, 
and at a reasonable price, and you have a power plant that is hard 
to beat for all-the-year-round work in the field or at the belt.

You know the standing and reputation of Mogul tractors. When 
you buy a tractor, don’t overlook this good, simple, reliable, eco­
nomical three-plow Mogul 10-20. Booklets and folders give com­
plete information. When you write for them, address

International Harvester Company of America
(Incorporated)

CHICAGO
Champion Deering

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

Ask me for authentic information, 
absolutely free.

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

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

20-Acre Farm $1750 
Cow, Poultry and Crops
Are all included by aged owner to secure immediate sale. 
Near neighbors and school. Good land for corn, beans, 
white and sweet potatoes, fruit and poultry. 40 apple 
trees. Neat 5-room cottage with cellar in good repair. 
Painted barn. Everything goes for the low price of 
$1750. See page 21, New Jersey farm section of Strout’s 
Catalogue of 321 bargains. E. A. Strout Farm Agency, 
Dept. 2791, ISO Nassau Street, New York.

A OAIC IN SUNNY SOUTHERN JERSEY. SEND La A K IVLl for BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED FARM 
r’’* 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.

Healthful climate; fertile lands; 
oranges, grapefruit, potatoes, general 
farm crops; trucking, 

livestock, poultry, net large returns. 
Booklet free. Board of Trade.

ORLANDO
FLORIDA

You Can Do Better on a Southern Farm
Send for a year's subscription Free to our beautifully illustrated 
magazine. The Southern Homeseeker, which tells all about good, low- 
priced land and Southern opportunities. Write F. H. LaBaume, 
Agri. Ac:t., N. & W. Ry., 204 Arcade Bldg., Roanoke, Va.

MONEY MAKING LANDS
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 localities, $15 to $25 an acre 
up to $75, giving profits equaling or surpassing re­
turns from $200 lands in the North. Let us show 
you lands that will give the highest profits.

SOUTHERN 
'/RAILWAY : 
SYSTEM

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

Washington, D. C.

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, near Dade 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.

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

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

y Practical Farmers
Investigate lands near Lakeland, 

whereNorthcrnmenlastyeametted$624 
acre from oran*ies, $560 strawberries, $800 

truck. Bookletfree. Chambercommerce. Box 160.

Farm frir 204 acres, good condition, welllUl adapted for dairy, potatoes and-gen­
eral crops. Colonial mansion, large barns, tenant house, meadow, 
running stream, timber, orchard,stone road (Lincoln Highway). New 
York, Philadelphia and other markets. Photos. Owner, H. F. 
Bricker, Oxford Valley, Bucks Co., ?a.

Do You 
Like 
Ybur Job?

If not, it’s probably because you’re 
not earning all the money you need. 
We can show you how to make your 
spare hours mean extra cash. Address 
THE CURTIS PUBLISHING- COMPANY 
974 INDEPENDENCE SQUARE. PHILADELPHIA. PA.

Uncle Sam:
Market Meias Reporter
Every little -while someone gets off 

something new which causes the in­
nocent bystander to ask, “Why 

wasn’t this done before? ’’ For example, the 
discovery has been made that the farmer 

■who takes his fruit and vegetables to a city 
market, the grocer who buys in large lots, 
and the consumer who purchases by the 
quart, can all be helped by a quick system 
of market reports. It seems like an axiom, 
and perhaps it was not discovered before 
because there were too many axes to grind.

The scheme originated only a few months 
ago in Providence, Rhode Island, and has 
already been adopted in eight cities from 
the Eastern seaboard to the Rockies. It is 
said by conservatives to be yet in the experi- • 
mental stage, but it is no more experimen­
tal than a headlight on an automobile. All 
concerned except the crooked are inter­
ested in the service. To the statement that 
the field has been covered by other agencies 
the reply is made that the covering has 
been altogether too much in spots and too 
unsatisfactory.

The Federal Department of Agriculture 
is cooperating with local forces in the mar­
ket news service, and it is a real cooperation 
whereby the Department’s Office of Mar­
kets details a man in each city to handle the 
work. No doubt it is a big feature to have 
such an official on the ground, for he tends to 
possess the confidence of sellers and buyers. 
He is an authoritative umpire and not an 
agent of private interest. Moreover he is 
pledged to get up considerably before day­
break in order to collate the early morning 
news so that farmer and grocer have a just 
basis to start trading, and at all times he is 
supposed to turn on the tap of information 
for any who apply. He works fifteen hours 
a day and earns his salary, which is jointly 
paid by the Department of Agriculture and 
the municipal authorities where there is a 
city market or, otherwise, by the local as­
sociation of truck growers.

Something for Mr. U. Consumer
While the system caters primarily to 

farmers and large buyers, Mr. Ultimate 
Consumer gets a nice rake-off of informa­
tion in his local newspaper. He learns on 
authority that turnips are the best buy, and 
that now is the psychological moment for 
pickling pears, and that next week will be a 
favorable time for making sauerkraut. 
Leaving nothing to chance, the daily bulle­
tin informs Mrs. Consumer how to cook and 
serve the dominant vegetable, whether to 
fry it in batter or to souse it with a substi­
tute for olive oil, to force it through a colan­
der or stamp it into arabesque effects.

Speaking from the standpoint of the 
national digestion it almost seems as if the 
ad-vice on cookery is more important than 
the news on prices, especially in these days 
of food conservation. At least some of the 
cooking directions are admirably up-to-date 
in their emphasis laid on the saving of vege­
table juices and other parts'that were once 
thrown away. The question arises how any 
super reporter of market news, though he 
work fifteen hours a day, can also write 
these inspiring recipes. It must be a gift.

Horace W, Tinkham, of the Providence 
Market Gardeners’ Association, is credited 
as the originator of the market news sys­
tem, Within a very few months, not to say 
weeks, the system has been extended by the 
Department of Agriculture’s Bureau of 
Markets to these cities: Boston and Spring­
field, Massachusetts; Albany, New York; 
Cleveland, Ohio; Grand Rapids, Michigan; 
St, Paul, Minnesota, and Denver, Colorado, 
I was told in Washington that the system 
would not be extended farther this year. 
It takes time, effort and men to get the 
thing going, and the Bureau feels that it has 
made something of a record in such a wide 
extension of work -within a short time.

Information by Wire
An important little detail of the local 

news ser-vice is the fact that any truck 
grower can get up-to-the-minute market 
news by telephoning to the market agent 
or by telegraphing if he will pay the cost of 
reply. Ordinarily it is supposed that the 
farmer will obtain his information from the 
daily reports published in the local news­
papers, but when he wants the very latest 
news he can get it hot off the wire. A truck­
load of vegetables these days may be worth 
three hundred dollars or more, and a little 
information over the wire may add many 
simoleons to the grower’s receipts. When 
the system becomes more generally estab­
lished the feature of quick information will 
be still more valuable, especially in sections 
where two or more markets are accessible 
to the growers. In such cases there will be 
profit for the growers and a better distribu­
tion of produce between markets.

An increased average return on crops is 
attributed to the market news system, 
according to this statement made by the 
Bureau of Markets:

“This does not mean that prices are gen­
erally increased to the dealer, but rather 
that a fair and steady price is maintained. 
The grower finds an outlet for his entire 
crop, so that he is able to sell it for at least 
the cost of harvesting and marketing in­
stead of being forced to let it go to waste.

“Retail dealers benefit by the system, 
since a demand is created for a greater 
volume of products. Women’s clubs, can­
ning clubs and individuals desirous of fresh 
fruits and vegetables know when and where 
to secure their supplies most advanta­
geously.

“A Providence grocer doing a large busi­
ness has practically doubled his sales of 
spinach this season. Formerly he had to 
figure on throwing away between twenty- 
five and fifty per cent of the spinach which 
he had bought and paid for, simply because 
sales were slow and the produce deterio­
rated, Members of the Providence Market 
Gardeners’ Association declare that the 
staving off of a glut of spinach on two suc­
ceeding days saved them more than their 
share of the salary of the agent for the en­
tire season. It is a conservative estimate 
that between $500 and $1000 a day is being 
saved the consumers of Providence on 
home-grown fruits and vegetables.”

John R. McMahon.
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