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THE MAN OF THE FOREST

was white and red, fresh as a rose; her eyes 
glanced darkly blue, her hair blew out in 
bright unruly strands. Helen knew she felt 
some of the physical stimulation that had so 
roused Bo and seemed so irresistible, but 
somber thought was not deflected thereby.

It was clear daylight when Roy led off 
round a knoll from which patches of scrubby 
trees—cedars. Dale called them—straggled 
up on the side of the foothills.

“They grow on the north slopes where 
the snow stays longest,” said Dale.

They descended into a valley that looked 
shallow but proved to be deep and wide, 
and then began to climb another foothill. 
Upon surmounting it Helen saw the rising 
sun, and so glorious a view confronted her 
that she was unable to answer Bo’s wild 
exclamations.

Bare, yellow, cedar-dotted slopes, ap­
parently level, so gradual was the ascent, 
stretched away to a dense ragged line of 
forest that rose black over range after 
range, at last to fail near the bare summit 
of a magnificent mountain, sunrise-flushed 
against the blue sky.

“Oh, beautiful!” cried Bo. “But they 
ought to be called Black Mountains.”

“ Old Baldy there is white half the year,” 
replied Dale.

“Look back an’ see what you say,” sug­
gested Roy.

The girls turned to gaze silently. Helen 
imagined she looked down upon the whole 
wide world. How vastly different was the 
desert! Verily it yawned away from her, 
red and gold near at hand, growing softly 
flushed with purple far away, a barren void, 
borderless and immense, where dark-green 
patches and black lines and upheaved 
ridges only served to emphasize distance 
and space.

“See thet little green spot?” said Roy, 
pointing. “Thet’s Snowdrop. An’ the 
other one—way to the right—thet’s Show 
Down.”

“Where is Pine?” queried Helen eagerly.
“ Farther still, up over the foothills at the 

edge of the woods.”
“ Then we’re riding away from it.”
“Yes. If we’d gone straight for Pine 

thet gang could overtake us. Pine is four 
days’ ride. An’ by takin’ to the mountains 
Milt can hide his tracks. An’ when he’s 
thrown Anson off the scent then he’ll circle 
down to Pine.”

“Mr. Dale, do you think you’ll get us 
there safely—and soon?” asked Helen 
wistfully.

“I won’t promise soon, but I promise 
safe. An’ I don’t like bein’ called mister,” 
he replied.

“Are we ever going to eat? ” inquired Bo 
demurely.

At this query Roy Beeman turned with 
a laugh to look at Bo. Helen saw his face 
fully in the light and it was thin and hard, 
darkly bronzed, with eyes like those of a 

quick eye detected a cleanliness and 
thoroughness she had scarcely expected 
to find in the camp cooking of men of 
the wilds. Moreover, the fare was good. 
She ate heartily; and as for Bo’s appe­
tite, she was inclined to be as much 
ashamed of that as amused at it. 'The 
young men were all eyes, assiduous in 
their service to the girls, but speaking 
seldom.

It was not lost upon Helen how 
Dale’s gray gaze went often down across 
the open country. She divined appre­
hension from it rather than saw such 
expression in it.

“I declare,” burst out Bo, when she 
could not eat any more, “this isn’t 
believable. I’m dreaming. . . . Nell, 
the black horse you rode is the prettiest 
I ever saw.”

Ranger, with the other animals, was 
grazing along the little brook. Packs 
and saddles had been removed. The 
men ate leisurely. There was little evi­
dence of hurried flight. Yet Helen could 
not cast off uneasiness. Roy might have 
been deep, and careless with a motive 

to spare the girls anxiety, but Dale seemed 
incapable of anything he did not absolutely 
mean.

“Rest or walk,” he advised the girls. 
“We’ve got forty miles to ride before 
dark.”

Helen preferred to rest, but Bo walked 
about the little grove, petting the horses 
and prying into the packs. She was curious 
and eager.

Dale and Roy talked in low tones all the 
while they cleaned up the utensils and care­
fully packed them away in a heavy canvas 
bag.

“You really expect Anson’ll strike my 
trail this mornin’?” Dale was asking.

“I shore do,” replied Roy.
“An’ how do you flgure that so soon? ”
“ How’d you figure it—if you was Snake 

Anson?” queried Roy in reply.
“Depends on that rider from Magda­

lena,” said Dale soberly. “Although it’s 
likely I’d seen them wheel tracks an’ boss 
tracks made where we turned off. But 
supposin’ he does.”

“ Milt—listen. I told you Snake met us 
boys face to face day before yesterday in 
Show Down. An’ he was plumb curious to 
know why we were there.”

“But he missed seein’ or bearin’ about 
me,” replied Dale.

“Mebbe he did an’ mebbe he didn’t. 
Anyway, what’s the difference whether he 
finds out this mornin’ or this evenin’?”

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

VI
HE horses trotted. And the exercise 
soon warmed Helen until she was 
fairly comfortable except in her fin­

gers. In mind, however, she grew more 
miserable as she more fully realized her 
situation. The night now became so dark 
that although the head of her horse was 
alongside the flank of Bo’s she could scarcely 
see Bo. From time to time Helen’s anxious 
query brought from her sister the answer 
that she was all right.

Dimly Helen could make out the road 
underneath. It was rocky and apparently 
little used. When Dale turned off the road 
into the low brush or sage of what seemed a 
level plain the traveling was harder, rougher, 
and yet no slower. The horses kept to the 
gait of the leaders.

Suddenly her horse stopped. He had 
come up alongside Bo’s horse. Dale had 
halted ahead and apparently was listening. 
Roy and the pack train were out of sight in 
the gloom.

“What is it?” whispered Helen.
“ Reckon I heard a wolf,” replied Dale.
“Was that cry a wolf’s?” asked Bo. “I 

heard. It was wild.”
“We’re gettin’ up close to the foothills,” 

said Dale. “Feel how much colder the air 
is?”

“I’m warm now,” replied Bo. “I guess 
being near froze was what ailed me. . . . 
Nell, how’re you?”

“I’m warm too,” Helen answered.
Dale slapped his horse and started on. 

Helen now rode beside Bo, and for a long 
time they climbed steadily in silence. Helen 
knew when that dark hour before dawn had 
passed and she welcomed an almost imper­
ceptible lightening in the east. Then the 
stars paled. Gradually a grayness ab­
sorbed all but the larger stars. The great 
blue-white morning star, wonderful as 
Helen had never seen it, lost its brilliance 
and life and seemed to retreat into the 
dimming blue.

Daylight came gradually, so that the 
gray desert became distinguishable by de­
grees. Rolling, bare hills, half obscured by 
the gray lifting mantle of night, rose in the 
foreground, and behind was gray space, 
slowly taking form and substance. In the 
east there was a kindling of pale rose and 
silver that lengthened and brightened along 
a horizon growing visibly rugged.

“Reckon we’d better catch up with 
Roy,” said Dale, and he spurred his horse.

Ranger and Bo’s mount needed no other 
urging, and they swung into a canter. Far 
ahead the pack animals showed, with Roy 
driving them. The cold wind was so keen 
in Helen’s face that tears blurred her eyes 
and froze her cheeks. Riding Ranger at 
that pace was like riding in a rocking chair. 
That ride, invigorating and exciting, seemed 
all too short.

“Oh, Nell, I don’t care what becomes of 
me!” exclaimed Bo breathlessly. Her face 

hawk and with square chin and lean jaws 
showing scant light beard.

“We shore are,” he replied. “Soon as 
we reach the timber. Thet won’t be long.”

“Reckon we can rustle some an’ then 
take a good rest,” said Dale, and he urged 
his horse into a jog trot.

During a steady trot for a long hour 
Helen’s roving eyes were everywhere, tak­
ing note of the things from near to far—the 
scant sage that soon gave place to as scanty 
a grass, and the dark blots that proved to be 
dwarf cedars, and the ravines opening out 
as if by magic from what had appeared 
level ground, to wind away, widening be­
tween gray stone walls, and farther on 
patches of lonely pine trees, two and three 
together, and then a straggling clump of 
yellow aspens, and up beyond the fringed 
border of forest, growing nearer all the 
while, the black sweeping benches rising to 
the noble dome of the dominant mountain 
of the range.

No birds or animals were seen in that 
long ride up toward the timber, which 
seemed strange to Helen. The air lost 
something of its cold, cutting edge as the 
sun rose higher and it gained sweeter tang 
of forest land.

The yellow plain had only appeared to be 
level. Roy led down into a shallow ravine, 
where a tiny stream meandered, and he fol­
lowed this round to the left, coming at 
length to a point where cedars and dwarf 
pines formed a little grove. Here, as the 
others rode up, he sat cross-legged in his 
saddle and waited.

“We’ll hang up a while,” he said. 
“Reckon you’re tired?” i

“I’m hungry, but not tired yet,” replied 
Bo.

Helen dismounted, to And that walking 
was something she had apparently lost the 
power to do. Bo laughed at her, but she, 
too, was awkward when once more upon the 
ground.

Then Roy got down. Helen was surprised 
to find him lame. He caught her quick 
glance.

“A boss threw me once an’ rolled on 
me. Only broke my collar bone, five ribs, 
one arm, an’ my bowlegs in two places!”

Notwithstanding this 
evidence that he was a 
cripple, as he stood there 
tall and lithe in his ragged 
homespun garments he 
looked singularly power­
ful and capable.

“Reckon walkin’round 
would be good for you 
girls,” advised Dale. “If 
you ain’t stiff yet you’ll 
be soon. An’walkin’will 
help. Don’t go far. I’ll call 

'when breakfast’s ready.”

A little while later the 
girls were whistled in from 
their walk and found 
camp fire and meal await­
ing them. Roy was sit­
ting cross-legged, like an 
Indian, in front of a tar­
paulin upon which was 
spread a homely but sub­
stantial fare. Helen’s 

“1 Suppose Then When Your Cowboy Comes Along 
You Will Call Him What He Called You.” Bo 
Blushed, Which Was a Rather Unusual Thing for Her

It Was Clear Daylight When Roy Led Off Round a Knoll From Which 
Patches of Scrubby Trees Straggled Up on the Side of the Foothills
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“Then you ain’t expectin’ a fight if An­
son holds up the stage? ”

“Wai, he’d have to shoot first, which 
ain’t likely. John an’ Hal, since thet 
shootin’ scrape a year ago, have been sort 
of gun shy. Joe might get riled. But I 
reckon the best we can be shore of is a de­
lay. An’ it’d be sense not to count on 
thet.’’

“Then you hang up here an’ keep watch 
for Anson’s gang—say long enough so’s to 
be sure they’d be in sight if they find our 
tracks this mornin’. Makin’ sure one way 
or another you ride cross country to Big 
Spring, where I’ll camp to-night.”

Roy nodded approval of that suggestion. 
Then without more words both men picked 
up ropes and went after the horses. Helen 
was watching Dale, so that when Bo cried 
out in great excitement Helen turned to see 
a savage yellow little mustang stand­
ing straight up on his hind legs and 
pawing the air. Roy had roped him 
and was now dragging him in to camp.

“ Nell, look at that for a wild pony! ” 
exclaimed Bo.

Helen busied herself getting well out 
of the way of the infuriated mustahg, 
Roy dragged him to a cedar near by.

“Come now. Buckskin,” said Roy 
soothingly, and he slowly approached 
the quivering animal. He went closer, 
hand over hand on the lasso. Buck­
skin showed the whites of his eyes and 
also his white teeth. But he stood 
while Roy loosened the loop, and slip­
ping it down over his head fastened it 
in a complicated knot round his nose.

“Thet’s a hackamore,” he said, in­
dicating the knot. “He’s never had 
a bridle an’ never will have one, I 
reckon.”

“You don’t ride him?” queried 
Helen.

“ Sometimes I do,” replied Roy with 
a smile. “Would you girls like to try 
him?”

“Excuse me,” answered Helen.
“ Gee! ” ejaculated Bo. “ He looks 

like a devil. But I’d tackle him if you 
think I could.”

The wild leaven of the West had 
found quick root in Bo Rayner.

“Wai, I’m sorry, but I reckon I’ll 
not let you—for a spell,” replied Roy 
dryly. “He pitches somethin’ power­
ful bad.”

“Pitches. You mean bucks?”
“I reckon.”
In the next half hour Helen saw 

more and learned more about how 
horses of the open range were handled 
than she had ever heard of. Except­
ing Ranger and Roy’s bay and the 
white pony Bo rode, the'rest of the 
horses had actually to bferoped and 
hauled in to camp to be saddled and 
packed. It was a job for fearless, 
strong men, and one that called for 
patience as well as arms of iron. So 
that for Helen Rayner the thing suc­
ceeding the confidence she had placed 
in these men was respect.

When all was in readiness for a start 
Dale mounted and said significantly: 
“ Roy, I’ll look for you about sundown.
I hope no sooner.”

“Wai, it’d be bad if I had to rustle 
along soon with bad news. Let’s hope 
for the best. We’ve been shore lucky 
so far. Now you take to the pine mats 
in the woods an’ hide your trail.”

Dale turned away. Then the girls 
bade Roy good-by and followed. Soon 
Roy and his buckskin-colored mus­
tang were lost to sight round a clump 
of trees.

The unhampered horses led the way; 
the pack animals trotted after them; 
and the riders were close behind. All trav­
eled at a jog trot. And this gait made the 
packs bob up and down andfrom side to side. 
The sun felt warm at Helen’s back and the 
wind lost its frosty coldness for a dry sweet 
fragrance. Dale drove up the shallow val­
ley that showed timber on the levels above 
and a black border of timber some few 
miles ahead. It did not take long to reach 
the edge of the forest.

Helen wondered why the big pires grew 
so far on that plain and no farther Prob­
ably the growth had to do with sntw, but 
as the ground was level she could rot see 
why the edge of the woods should come 
just there.

They rode into the forest. To Hden it 
seemed a strange critical entrance in o an­
other world which she was destimd to 
know and to love. The pines wen big, 
brown-barked, seamed and knotted, with 

no typical conformation except a majesty 
and beauty. They grew far apart. Few 
small pines and little underbrush flourished 
beneath lihem. The floor of this forest ap­
peared remarkable in that it consisted of 
patches of high silvery grass and wide 
brown areas of pine needles. These mani­
festly were what Roy had meant by pine 
mats.

Helen was presently struck with the si­
lence of the forest and the strange fact that 
the horses seldom made any sound at all, 
and when they did it was a cracking of dead 
twig or thud of hoof on log. Likewise she 
became aware of a springy nature of the 
ground. And then she saw that the pine 
mats gave like rubber cushions under the 
hoofs of the horses-Ahd after they had 
passed sprang back to place again, leaving 
no track. Helen could not see a sign of a 

trail they left behind. Indeed it would 
take a sharp eye to follow Dale through 
that forest.

Bo, however, seemed too young, too 
wild, too intense to mind what the circum­
stances were. She responded to reality. 
Helen began to suspect that the girl would 
welcome any adventure. She was now 
helping Dale drive the horses and hold 
them in rather close formation. She rode 
well and as yet showed no symptoms of 
fatigue or pain. Helen began to be aware 
of both, but not enough yet to limit her 
interest.

A wonderful forest without birds did not 
seem real to her. And here under the 
stately pines there were no birds. Squir­
rels, however, began to be seen here and 
there, and in the course of an hour’s travel 
became abundant. Once Dale, halting his 
horse, pointed with long arm; and Helen, 

following the direction, descried several 
gray deer standing in a glade, motionless, 
with long ears up.

The forest on the whole held to the level 
open character, but there were swales and 
stream beds breaking up its regular con­
formation. Toward noon, however, it grad­
ually changed, a fact that Helen believed 
she might have observed sooner had she 
been more keen. The way began to ascend 
and the trees to grow denser.

She made another discovery. Ever since 
she had entered the forest she had been 
aware of a fullness in her head and a some­
thing affecting her nostrils. She imagined, 
with regret, that she had taken cold. But 
presently her head cleared somewhat and 
she realized that the thick pine odor of the 
forest had clogged her nostrils as if with a 
sweet pitch. The smell was overpowering.

and disagreeable because of its strength. 
Also her throat and lungs seemed to burn.

When she began to lose interest in the 
forest and her surroundings it was because 
of aches and pains that would no longer 
be denied recognition. Thereafter she was 
not permitted to forget them and they 
grew worse. One especially was a pain 
beyond all her experience. It lay in the 
muscles of her side, above her hip, and it 
grew to be a treacherous thing. For it was 
not persistent. It came and went. After 
it did come, with a terrible flash, it could 
be borne by shifting or easing the body. 
But it gave no warning. This ihen was one 
of the riding pains that made a victim of a 
tenderfoot on a long ride. She found it was 
the trot that caused this torture. When 
Ranger walked she did not have to suffer it. 
Therefore she held him to a walk as long 
as she dared or until Dale and Bo were 

almost out of sight, then loped him ahead 
until he had caught up.

So the hours passed, the sun got round 
low, sending golden shafts under the trees, 
and the forest gradually changed to a 
brighter but a thicker color. This slowly 

^darkened. Sunset was not far away.
She heard the horses splashing in water, 

and soon she rode up to see tiny streams of 
crystal water running swiftly over beds of 
green moss. She crossed a number of these 
and followed along the last one into a more 
open place in the forest where the pines 
were huge, towering and far apart. A low 
gray bluff of stone rose to the right, per­
haps one-third as high as the trees. From 
somewhere came the rushing sound of run­
ning water.

“Big Spring,” announced Dale. “We 
camp here. You girls have done well.”

Another glance proved to Helen that 
all those little streams poured from 
under this gray bluff.

“I’m dying for a drink,” cried Bo 
with her customary hyperbole.

“I reckon you’ll never forget your 
first drink here,” remarked Dale.

Bo essayed to dismount and finally 
almost fell off, and when she did get 
to the ground her legs appeared to re­
fuse their natural function and she fell 
flat. Dale helped her up.

“What’s wrong with me anyhow?” 
she demanded in great amaze.

“Just stiff, I reckon,” replied Dale 
as he led her a few awkward steps.

“Bo, have you any hurts? ” queried 
Helen, who still sat her horse, loath to 
try dismounting.

Bo gave her an eloquent glance. 
“Nell, did you have one in your side, 
like a wicked long darning needle, 
punching deep when you weren’t 
ready?”

‘"That one I’ll never get over!” ex­
claimed Helen softly. 'Then profiting 
by Bo’s experience she dismounted 
cautiously and managed to keep up­
right. Her legs felt like wooden things.

Presently the girls went toward the 
spring. “ Drink slow,” called out Dale.

Big Spring had its source somewhere 
deep under the gray weathered bluff, 
from which came a hollow subter­
ranean gurgle and roar of water. Its 
fountain head must have been a great 
well rushing up through the cold stone.

Helen and Bo lay flat on a mossy 
bank, seeing their faces as they bent 
over, and they sipped a mouthful, by 
Dale’s advice. The water was so cold 
that it sent a shock over Helen, made 
her teeth ache and a singular revivi­
fying current steal all through her, 
wonderful in its cool absorption of that 
dry heat of flesh, irresistible in its ap­
peal to thirst. Helen raised her head 
to look at this water. * It was as color­
less as she had found it tasteless.

“Nell, drink!’’pantedBo. “Think 
of our old spring in the orchard—full 
of pollywogs!”

And then Helen drank thirstily with 
closed eyes, while a memory of home 
stirred from Bo’s gift of poignant 
speech.

The first camp duty Dale performed 
was to throw a pack off one of the 
horses; opening it he took out tarpau­

lin and blankets, which he arranged on 
the ground under a pine tree.

“You girls rest,” he said briefly.
“Can’t we help?” asked Helen, 

though she could scarcely stand.
“You’ll be welcome to do all yop 

like after you’re broke in.”
“Broke in!” ejaculated Bo with a 

little laugh. “I’m all broke up now.” 
“Bo, it looks as if Mr. Dale expects 

us to have quite a stay with him in the 
woods.”

“It does,” replied Bo, as slowly she sat 
down upon the blankets, stretched out 
with a long sigh, and laid her head on a 
saddle. “Nell, didn’t he say not to call 
him Mister.”

Dale was throwing the packs off the other 
horses. Helen lay down beside Bo and 
then for once in her life she experienced 
the sweetness of rest.

“Well, sister, what do you intend to call 
him?” queried Helen curiously.

“ Milt, of course,” replied Bo.
Helen had to laugh, despite her weariness 

and aches. “I suppose then when your 
Las Vegas cowboy comes along you will 
call him what he called you.”

Bo blushed, which was a rather un­
usual thing for her. “I will if I like,”

Excepting Ranger and Roy*s Bay and the White Pony, the Rest of the Horses Had Actually to be 
Roped and Hauled In to Camp
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she retorted. “Nell, ever since I could 
remember you’ve raved about the West. 
Now you’re out West, right in it, good and 
deep. So wake up!”

That was Bo’s blunt and characteristic 
way of advising the elimination of Helen’s 
superficialities. It sank deep. Helen had 
no retort. Her ambition, as far as the 
West was concerned, had most assuredly 
not been for such a wild, unheard-of jaunt 
as this. But possibly the West was one 
succession of adventures, trials, tests, 
troubles and achievements. To make a 
place for others to live comfortably some 
day! Helen was too tired to think it out 
then. She found it interesting and vaguely 
pleasant to watch Dale.

He hobbled the horses and turned them 
loose. Then with ax inlTand he approached 
a short dead tree standing among a few white- 
barked aspens. He appeared to advantage 
swinging the ax. With his coat off, dis­
playing his wide shoulders, straight back 
and long powerful arms, he looked a young 
giant. He was lithe and supple, brawny 
but not bulky. The ax rang on the hard 
wood, reverberating through the forest. A 
few strokes sufficed to bring down the stub. 
Then he split it up.

Helen was curious to see how he kindled 
a fire. First he ripped splinters out of the 
heart of the log and laid them, with coarser 
pieces, on the ground. Then from a saddle­
bag he took flint and steel and a piece of 
what Helen supposed was rag or buckskin 
upon which powder had been rubbed. At 
any rate the first strike of the steel brought 
sparks, a blaze, and burning splinters. In­
stantly the flame leaped a foot high. He 
put on larger pieces of wood crosswise, and 
the fire roared.

That done he stood erect and, facing the 
north, listened. Helen remembered now 
that she had seen him do the same thing 
twice before since the arrival at Big Spring. 
It was Roy for whom he was listening and 
watching. The sun had set, and across the 
open space the tips of the pines were losing 
their brightness.

The camp utensils, which the hunter 
emptied out of a sack, gave forth a jangle 
of iron and tin. Next he unrolled a large 
pack, the contents of which appeared to be 
numerous sacks of all sizes. These evi­
dently contained food supplies. The bucket 
looked as if a horse had rolled over it, pack 
and all. Dale filled it at the spring. Upon 
returning to the camp fire he poured water 
into a washbasin and getting down on his 
knees proceeded to wash his hands thor­
oughlyThe act seemed a habit, for Helen 
saw that while he was doing it he gazed off 
into the woods and listened. Then he dried 
his hands over the fire, and turning to the 
spread-out pack began preparations for the 
meal.

Suddenly Helen thought of the man and 
all that his actions implied. At Magda­
lena, on the stage ride, and last night, she 
had trusted this stranger, a hunter of the 
White Mountains, who appeared ready to 
befriend her. And she had felt an exceed­
ing gratitude. Still she had looked at him 
Impersonally. But it began to dawn upon 
her that chance had thrown her in the com­
pany of a remarkable man.

“Nell, I’ve spoken to you three times,” 
protested Bo petulantly. “What’re you 
mooning over?”

“I’m pretty tired—and far away, Bo,” 
replied Helen. “What did you say?”

“I said I had an enormous appetite.”
“ Really. 'That’s not remarkable for you. 

I’m too tired to eat. And afraid to shut my 
eyes. They’d never come open. When did 
we sleep last, Bo?”

“Second night before we left home,” de­
clared Bo.

“ Four nights! Oh, we’ve slept some.”
“I’ll bet I make mine up in this woods. 

Do you suppose we’ll sleep right here— 
under this tree—with no covering?”

“It looks so,” replied Helen dubiously.
“How perfectly lovely!” exclaimed Bo 

in delight. “We’ll see the stars through the 
pines.”

“Seems to be clouding over. Wouldn’t 
it be avfful if we had a storm?”

“Why, I don’t know,” answered Bo 
thoughtfully. “ It must storm out West.”

Helen saw Dale stand erect once more 
and gaze into the forest. “Reckon Roy 
ain’t cornin’,” he soliloquized. “An’ that’s 
good.” Then he turned to the girls: “Sup­
per’s ready.”

The girls responded with a spirit greater 
than their activity. And they ate like 
famished children that had been lost in the 
woods. Dale attended them with a pleasant 
light upon his stiU face.

“ To-morrow night we’ll have meat,” he 
said.

“What kind?” asked Bo.
“Wild turkey or deer. Maybe both, if 

you like. But it’s well to take wild meat 
slow. An’ turkey that’ll melt in your 
mouth.”

“Um-m-m!” murmured Bo greedily. 
“I’ve heard of wild turkey.”

When they had finished Dale ate his 
meal, listening to the talk of the girls, and 
occasionally replying briefly to some query 
of Bo’s.

It was twilight when he began to wash 
the pots and pans, and almost dark by 
the time his duties appeared ended. Then 
he replenished the camp fire and sat down 
on a log to gaze into the flames. 'The girls 
leaned comfortably, propped against the 
saddles.

“Nell, I’ll keel over in a minute,” said 
Bo. “And I oughtn’t, right on such a big 
supper.”

“ I don’t see how I can sleep, and I know 
I can’t stay awake,” rejoined Helen.

Dale lifted his head alertly. “Listen!”
The girls grew tense and still. Helen 

could not hear a sound, unless it was a low 
thud of hoof out in the gloom. The forest 
seemed sleeping. She knew from Bo’s eyes, 
wide and shining in the camp-fire light, that 
she, too, had failed to catch whatever it was 
Dale meant.

“Bunch of coyotes cornin’,” he ex­
plained.

Suddenly the quietness split to a chorus 
of snappy, high-strung, strange barks. 
They sounded wild, yet they held something 
of a friendly or inquisitive note.. Presently 
gray forms could be descried just at the 
edge of the circle of light. Soft rustlings of 
stealthy feet surrounded the camp, and 
then barks and yelps broke out all round, 
it was a restless and sneaking pack of 
animals, thought Helen; and she was glad 
when the chorus ended, and with a few 
desultory, spiteful yelps the coyotes went 
away.

Silence again settled down. If it had not 
been for the anxiety always present in 
Helen’s mind she would have thought this 
silence sweet and unfamiliarly beautiful.

“Ah! Listen to that fellow,” spoke up 
Dale. His voice was thrilling.

Again the girls strained their ears. That 
was not necessary, for presently, clear and 
cold out of the silence, pealed a mournful 
howl, long drawn, strange and full and 
wild.

“Oh! What’s that?” whispered Bo.
“ That’s a big gray wolf—a timber wolf,” 

replied Dale. “He’s high on some rocky 
ridge back there. He scents us an’ he doesn’t 
like iti . . . There he goes again. 
Listen! . . . Ah, he’s hungry.”

While Helen listened to this exceedingly 
wild cry—so wild that it made her flesh 
creep and the most indescribable sensa­
tions of loneliness come over her—she kept 
her glance upon Dale.

“You love him?” she murmured invol­
untarily, quite without understanding the 
motive of her query.

Assuredly Dale had never had that ques­
tion asked of him before, and it seemed to 
Helen, as he pondered, that he had never 
even asked it of himself.

“I reckon so,” he replied presently.
“But wolves kill deer, and little fawns, 

and everything helpless in the forest,” ex­
postulated Bo.

The hunter nodded his head.
“ Why then can you love him? ” repeated 

Helen.
“ Come to think of it, I reckon it’sbecause 

of lots of reasons,” returned Dale. “He 
kills clean. He eats no carrion. He’s no 
coward. He fights. He dies game. . . . 
An’ he likes to be alone.”

“Kills clean. What do you mean by 
that?”

“ A cougar, now, he mangles a deer. An’ 
a silvertip, when killin’ a cow or colt, he 
makes a mess of it. But a wolf kills clean, 
with sharp snaps.”

“What are a cougar and a silvertip?”
“Cougar means mountain lion or pan­

ther, an’ a silvertip is a grizzly bear.”
“ Oh, they’re all cruel! ” exclaimed Helen, 

shrinking.
“I reckon. Often I’ve shot wolves for 

relayin’ a deer.”
“What’s that?”
“ Sometimes two or more wolves will run 

a deer, an’ while one of them rests the other 
will Irive the deer round to his pardner, 
wholl take up the chase. That way they 
run <he deer down. Cruel it is. But Nature. 
An’ no worse than snow an’ ice that starve 
deer, or a fox that kills turkey chicks
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A Book Full of Help 
to Home 
Owners
FREE!
Tills book will 
give valuable 
information k 
to you who 
are either re­
modeling or build­
ing a new home—to you 
who are thinking of putting plumbing 
fixtures into the Bathroom, Kitchen or 
Laundry of your old home. It will 
help you to select styles and sizes of 
your plumbing fixtures and aid you 
in securing the best value for your 
money. Send for it and post yourself on

Plumbing Fixtures
—the line of experience, reputation and 
variety of fixture styles. Your plumber 
can tell you about Standard"—and can 
supply you with *$tandard" fixtures. 
See that the *J$tandard** Green and 
Gold label is on the fixtures you install.

Standard SamtarsiPfe.Ce., 
Department 233 Pittsburgh

Cash In Big On Your 
Limestone Deposit

Highest U. S. Government Officials urge 
the use of Pulver’d Lime.

Cash in big on the limestone ledge on or 
near your farm. Don’t let it go to waste. 
A Jeffrey Lime Pulver will grind the rock 
into the finest limestone. Double your 
crops this way easiest.

^he TeffieulTR^PviyER
Also sell the Pulver’d limestone to your 

neighbors at attractive profit. Also use your 
machine for crushing rock for concrete and 
road work. Your Lime Pulver will pay you 
big cash profits. Requires no experience. 
Simply belt it to your engine and feed it rock.

WRITE TODAY for big 36-Page Color- 
Illustrated Catalog. Be sure to tell the 
horsepower of your engine. Book FREE.

THE JEFFREY MFC. COMPANY
867 N. FonrtK St.

Colombas, Ohio 
Live Agents 
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I ll Send You This 
HOG OILER Free Tri^l

Uses 
Medi­
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or 
Crude 
Oil
One 
GaUon 
OU 
FREE 
(2)

Sendl 
No 

MonevJ

PRICE
1 Oiler, $8 /a
2 Oilers, $17.03 

Freight paid

PH Ship the Oiler J 
I’ll Furnish the Oil e 
I’ll Pay the Freight K 
If satisfied, pay my w 

low price. 1 
Ifnot pleased, 

send them back
at my expense.
ROWE’S New Idea OILER 
can’t get out of order, g«ar- 
anUed five years, no springs, 
valves,wheels orrollers. Pat­
ent “Spoon Dip’’measures 
out just enough oil — none 
wasted.Won’tclogor freeze.
Puts oil right onitch—kills 
lice, cures mange. Disin­
fects pens, keeps hogs 
healthier. Order from this 
ad or send for catalog 

Mountain”and’Coast States folder. Alvin V. Rowe, Pres.
ROWE MFG. CO., 1301 Liberty St, Galesburg, Illinois

Cares 
for 30 
to 50 
bogs.

FARM FENCE
Z-^rAl/ CENTS A ROD for a 
•y < /2 26-inch Hog Fence; 

* 34c a rod for 47-in.
88 styles Farm, Poultry and Lawn 
Fences. Low prices Barbed Wire.

INTERLOCKING FENCE CO.
Box 155 MORTON, ILLS.

FACTORY TO USER DIRECT 
Sold on 30 days’ FREE TRIAL 

Write for free catalog now.

J “The book the Inventor
KEEPS.’’ Worth more

V J. ft. w than all other patent books 
combined. FREE on re-□ ©nS© Qttwt. Write

B. 8. ft A. B> Lacey, 161 Barrister Bldg., Washington, D. 0. 

breakin’ out of the egg, or ravens that pick 
the eyes out of new-born lambs an’ wait 
till they die. An’ for that matter men are 
cruder than beasts of prey, for men add to 
Natune kn’ have more than instincts.”

Dale rose to his feet and, turning his ear 
to the north, listened once more.

“Are you expecting Roy still?” inquired 
Helen.

“No; it ain’t likely he’ll turn up to­
night,” replied Dale, and then he strode 
over to put a hand on the pine tree that 
soared above where the girls lay. His 
action and the way he looked up at the tree 
top and then at adjacent trees held more of 
that significance which so interested Helen.

“I reckon he’s stood there some five 
hundred years an’ will stand through to­
night,” muttered Dale.

This pine was the monarch of that wide­
spread group.

“Listen again,” said Dale.
Bo was asleep. And Helen, listening, at 

once caught a low distant roar. “Wind. 
It’s goin’ to storm,” explained Dale. “ You’ll 
hear somethin’ worth while. But don’t be 
scared. Reckon we’ll be safe. Pines blow 
down often. But this fellow will stand any 
fall wind that ever was. . . . Better slip 
under the blankets so I can pull the tarp up.”

Helen slid down, just as she was, fully 
dressed except for boots, which she and Bo 
had removed; and she laid her head close 
to Bo’s. Dale pulled the tarpaulin up and 
folded it back just below their heads.

“When it rains you’ll wake, an’ then just 
pull the tarp up over you,” he said.

“Will it rain?” Helen asked. By the 
light of the camp fire she saw Dale’s face, 
just as usual, still, darkly serene, express­
ing no thought. He was kind, but he was 
not thinking of these sisters as girls, alone 
with him in a pitch-black forest, helpless 
and defenseless. He did not seem to be 
thinking at all.

“I’ll be close by an’ keep the fire goin’ all 
night,” he said.

She heard him stride off into the dark­
ness. Presently there came a dragging, 
bumping sound, then a crash of a log 
dropped upon the fire. A cloud of sparks 
shot up and many pattered down to hiss 
upon the damp ground. Smoke again 
curled upward along the great seamed tree 
trunk and flames sputtered and crackled.

Helen listened again for the roar of wind. 
She wanted to hear the storm wind in the 
pines. A few drops of cold rain fell upon 
her face, thrilling her with the proof that 
no roof stood between her and the elements. 
Then a breeze bore the smell of burnt wood 
into her face.

The roar that had seemed distant was 
now back in the forest, coming swiftly, in­
creasing in volume. Like a stream in flood 
it bore down. Helen grew amazed, startled. 
How rushing, oncoming and heavy this 
storm wind! She likened its approach to 
the tread of an army. Then the roar filled 
the forest, yet it was back there behind her. 
Not a pine needle quivered in the light of 
the camp fire. But the air seemed to be 
oppressed with a terrible charge. The roar 
augmented till it was no longer a roar but 
an on-sweeping crash, like an ocean torrent 
engulfing the earth.

Bo awoke to cling to Helen with fright. 
The deafening storm blast was upon them. 
Helen felt the saddlepillow move under her 
head. The giant pine had trembled to its 
very roots. That mighty fury of wind was 
all aloft, in the tree tops; and for a long 
moment it bowed the forest under its tre­
mendous power. Then the deafening crash 
passed to roar, and that swept on and on, 
lessening in volume, deepening in low de­
tonation, at last to die in the distance.

A soft patter of rain on the tarpaulin 
warned Helen to remember Dale’s direc­
tions, and pulling up the heavy covering 
she arranged it hoodlike over the saddle. 
Then with Bo close and warm beside her 
she closed her eyes and the sense of the 
black forest and the wind and rain faded. 
Last of all sensations was the smell of 
smoke that, blew under the tarpaulin.

When she opened her eyes she remembered 
everything as if only a moment had elapsed. 
But it was daylight, though gray and 
cloudy. The pines were dripping mist. A 
fire crackled cheerily and blue smoke curled 
upward and a savory odor of hot coffee 
hung in the air. Horses were standing near 
by, biting and kicking at one another. Bo 
was sound asleep. Dale appeared busy 
round the camp fire. As Helen watched the 
hunter she saw him pause in his task, turn 
his ear to listen, and then look expect­
antly. At that juncture a shout pealed 
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from the forest. Helen recognized Roy’s 
voice. Then she heard a splashing of water, 
and hoof beats coming closer. With that 
the buckskin mustang trotted into camp, 
carrying Roy.

“Bad mornin’ for ducks, but good for 
us,” he called.

“Howdy, Roy,” greeted Dale, and his 
gladness was unmistakable. “ I was lookin’ 
for you.”

Roy appeared to slide off the mustang 
without effort, and his swift hands slapped 
the straps as he unsaddled. Buckskin was 
wet with sweat and foam mixed with rain. 
He heaved, and steam rose from him.

“Must have rode hard,” observed Dale.
“I shore did,” replied Roy. Then he 

spied Helen, who had sat up with hands to 
her hair and eyes staring at him. “ Mornin’, 
miss. It’s good news.”

“Thank goodness!” murmured Helen, 
and then she shook Bo. That young lady 
awoke, but was loath to give up slumber. 
“Bo! Bo! Wakeup. Mr. Roy is back.”

Whereupon Bo sat up, disheveled and 
sleepy-eyed.

“Oh-h, but I ache!” she moaned. But 
her eyes took in the camp scene to the effect 
that she added: “Is breakfast ready?”

“Almost. Flapjacks this mornin’,” re­
plied Dale.

Bo manifested active symptoms of health 
in the manner with which she laced her 
boots. Helen got their traveling bag and 
with this they repaired to a flat stone beside 
the spring—not, however, out of earshot of 
the men.

“ How long are you goin’ to hang round 
camp before tellin’ me?” inquired Dale.

“Jest as I figgered, Milt,” replied Roy. 
“Thet rider who passed you was a mes­
senger to Anson. He an’ his garfg got on 
our trail quick. About ten o’clock I seen 
them cornin’. Then I lit out for the woods. 
I stayed off in the woods close enough to 
see where they come in. An’ shore they 
lost your trail. Then they spread through 
the woods, workin’ off to the south, thinkin’ 
of course thet you would circle round to 
Pine on the south side of Old Baldy. There 
ain’t a hoss tracker in Snake Anson’s gang, 
thet’s shore. Wai, I foUered them for an 
hour till they’d rustled some miles off our 
trail. Then I went back to where you 
struck into the woods; an’ I waited there 
all afternoon till dark, expectin’ mebbe 
they’d back trail. But they didn’t. I rode 
on a ways an’ camped in the woods till jest 
before daylight.”

“So far so good,” declared Dale.
“ Shore. There’s rough country south of 

Baldy an’ along the two or three trails 
Anson an’ his outfit will camp, you bet.”

“It ain’t to be thought of,” muttered 
Dale at some idea that had struck him.

“What ain’t?”
“Goin’ round the north side of Baldy.” 
“It shore ain’t,” rejoined Roy bluntly. 
“Then I’ve got to hide tracks certain— 

-rustle to my camp an’ stay there till you 
say it’s safe to risk takin’ the girls to Pine.”

“ Milt, you’re talkin’ the wisdom of the 
prophets.”

“I ain’t so sure we can hide tracks al­
together. If Anson had any eyes for the 
woods he’d not have lost me so soon.”

“No. But you see he’s figgerin’ to cross 
your trail.”

“If I could get fifteen or twenty mile 
farther on an’ hide tracks certain I’d feel 
safe from pursuit anyway,” said the hunter 
reflectively.

“Shore an’easy,”responded Roy quickly. 
“I jest met up with some greaser sheep 
herders drivin’ a big flock. They’ve come 
up from the south an’ are goin’ to fatten up 
at those turkey senacas. Then they’ll 
drive back south an’ go on to Phoenix. 
Wai, it’s muddy weather. Now you break 
camp quick an’ make a plain trail out to 
that sheep trail as if you was travelin’ 
south. But instead you ride round ahead 
of thet flock of sheep. They’ll keep to the 
open parks an’ the trails through them 
necks of woods out here. An’ passin’ over 
your tracks they’ll hide ’em.”

“But supposin’ Anson circles an’ hits 
this camp. He’ll track me easy out to that 
sheep trail. What then?”

“Jest what you want. Goin’ south thet 
sheep trail is downhill an’ muddy. It’s 
goin’ to rain hard. Your tracks would get 
washed out even if you did go south. An’ 
Anson would keep on thet way till he was 
clear off the scent. Leave it to me. Milt. 
You’re a hunter. But I’m a hoss tracker.”

“All right. We’ll rustle.”
Then he called the girls to hurry.
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More Money” Books
Just off the press. Approved by the United States 

Department of Agriculture. Marvelous books for 
anybody who raises anything from the soil. Pre­
pared by experts. Written by men who have spent 
their lives in making money from the land.

If fruits, flowers, vegetables or trees grow on your 
land, you need these books. The only comprehen­
sive set on horticulture ever written.

Ask to see them. Have them shipped to you, ^y- 
way See the marvelous illustrations. You will be 
amazed at what you learn of apple growing, l^riy 
culture, the raising of vegetables, all about fruit 
grating and combining of fruits. How the greatest 
experts do it. No farmer—no fruitman—no man 
who grows flowers—no truck gardener should be 
without these books. Even the man who has only a 
PATCH of ground should get them.

Encyclopedia 
of Practical 
Horticulture
Absolutely no books like these ever written be­

fore. The Department of Agriculture of the United 
States said at once, “We want those books in the 
Government library.’’ Positively every word writ­
ten by men who know the very latest methods for 
making big money out of horticulture or of adding 
to your income.

Find out what you are wasting now. Find out how the 
waste can be turned into a very considerable profit. Farmers, 
you know that many people make independent livings out 
of fruit cultivation, flower cultivation and vegetable growing. 
YOU have land also. Learn how YOU can make money out 
of these things by doing hardly any extra work. Use them as 
the by-products of your farm. See how your profits will go up.

And you, Mr. City Man, who have a yard or a garden, these 
books tell ydu how to get the most out of every foot. They 
actually tell you how. Positive formulas given—no theories 
or guess work. Four great volumes 7 K inches by inches. 
More than 2,000 pages. Hundreds of pictures, diagrams and 
illustrations.

ACT NOW
The present offer and price are on the 

present edition only. The cost of print­
ing and paper has gone so high that we 
cannot duplicate this set again at the 
present price. So ask to see the books 
now WHILE THIS OFFER LASTS.

See Them—Send Coupon
You want to know of the very latest developments in your 

line of business, don’t you? No use in not having all this 
inforntation. Just say so and we’ll ship the books prepaid. 
Don't send us any money. Merely tell us you will look at the 
books. That’s enough for us. When they reach you read 
them for 5 days. Send them back if you desire. If you 
keep them, send only 50 cents down and then $2.00 a month 
until $24.50 is paid. A year to pay for them. — — — — — —f 
You won’t have to wait to find out whether /

Page & Co.
Dept. 9798

thesebookswillrctumyouaprofit. You'll / Doubleday* 
see right off that they will. You'll see / — - -
where you can make $10.00 here and f 
$20.00 there with still more to come 
whenyouhaveallofthiswonderful r*M V 
information. Absolutely no risk K*araen VlCy* IN. !• 
to you. Cut out and mail this 
coupon. Do it today. Remem- Send me. express prepaid, 
ber this edition is limited, / the Encyclopedia of Practical 
andbeyondtbiseditionthe / Horticulture in 4 big volumes, 
price is not guarantee. .* If I keep the books I will send 
Sendthecouponatonce. / 50 cents within 5 days. Then $2

* monthly until $24.50 is paid. Other- 
Doubleday* * wisel will returnthematyourexpense. 
Page & Co.
Dept. 9798
Garden City / ------------------ ---------------------------
New York / -
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The Great Essential
In The Rural Home and School

is the comfort, convenience and sanitation of indoor toilets. 
Your health and the health of your children demand that 
modern toilet facilities be installed and now—before winter 
weather sets in—is the best time to make the installation.

Rcieislloe
Waterless Toilet Systems

are complete in themselves—require neither water nor sewer connection- 
are simple and inexpensive. Single unit installations are available for 
homes or multiple-units for schools, and our experts are ready to advise 
as to the best treatment of your particular problems.
The Kaustine System always gives satisfaction. It has stood the test and bears 
the endorsement of health and educational authorities everywhere. Thou­
sands of homes, schools, churches, factories, etc., are now Kaustine Equipped.

Sanitary Toilet Equipment in your home 
or school is a vital matter. Write for 
our interesting and instructive literature.

KAUSTINE CO., Inc. De^’t 112S Buffalo, N. Y.
Also 858 Dupont St. West, Toronto, Ont., 467 Sixth St., Oakland, Cal, 

Greenville, S. C.

Florida Orange Grove for New England Farm 
Because I cannot spend my winters in Florida as 
planned when I undertook the development of my grape 
fruit and orange grove in Inverness I will trade it for a 
New England farm of equal value, if any one having such 
a farm to exchange desires to make a home in Florida. I 
have expended, so far, $3500 and will either accept cash or 
give cash to equalize values in exchange.

 F. H. Wentworth, Wellesley, Mass.

STOCK RANCH
4500 acres in. Mississippi Prairie Belt—good improve­
ments, hundred head of thoroughbred and high grade short 
horn cattle; seventy-five high grade sheep, “Southdown.” 
About thirty hogs and ten head of horses and mules; also 
plenty of farm machinery, silo and bams. Good Superin­
tendent’s house; fenced and cross fenced. Finest climate, 
clover and grasses furnish nine months’ green pasture; al­
falfa,corn, cotton and small grain soils. Only $22.00 per acre 
cash or terms and will sell half of this tract or all of it. Write 
H. H. Hansen, The Cawthon Hotel, Mobile, Alabama.

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., Omalta, Neb.

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

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

2,000 ACRE BARGAIN
In the Famous Black Belt! eled highway.

Fertile black 
lime prairie soil, ideal for alfalfa. Nearly level—no waste 
land. Fine for subdivision. Fenced and well watered, an 
ideal stock farm with good dwelling and three barns. 
ONLY $57.50 per acre ori terms. Non-resident ownership 
and the boll weevil are the only explanations for such an 
opportunity. For further particulars write

Vernon Merritt, 321 Bell Bldg., Montgomery, Ala.

WOULD YOU WANT THIS FARM 
OF 800 ACRES

with 175 acres in alfalfa, 250 acres in wheat, 100 acres 
in com, 25 acres in potatoes, 15 acres in tomatoes? 
Over 100 acres in pasture, 150 acres in woods, one 
quarter mile from Railroad station, one quarter mile 
from big cannery. Country store. School on farm. 
This,is fine sassafras loam land, 300 acres of which 
hasn’t a ditch or hog hole or even a water lead on it. 
It is surrounded on three sides by the County roads, 
and can be divided into four farms to big advantage. 
It lies on the peninsula of Maryland, within two or 
three hours’ ride of Philadelphia, Baltimore, Washing­
ton and New York. 30 feet above tidewater level. 
This is the .finest natural alfalfa land in America. 
Big 16-room house, barns, sheds, outhouses, tenant 
houses. Thia is a chance for a man of means to own 
and develop one of the most naturally handsome 
farms in Maryland into fine country estate for his 
family, and one that will pay its way as it goes. Al­
falfa $30 per ton, wheat $2.00 bushel, tomatoes $20 to 
$50 ton. All at station, only quarter mile away. 
Price, $100.00 per acre; good terms to good people. 
None other need apply. Address
JOHN A. ARRINGDALE, P.O. Box 1020, Norfolk,Va.

Farms inyiRGINIA°»^ WORTH CAROLINA
Will provide you with a good livelihood the year ’round. Long growing season makes inten­
sive farming profitable. Fruit, vegetables, poultry and garden truck thrive lustily. Close to the 
great markets of North and West. Good shipping facilities and low freight rates. Mild, congenial V

® roads, schools, churches and neighbors. Rich, fertile, well-watered farm lands in k 
this Land of Plenty” at $15 per acre and up. Write for information, booklets, maps and 
other interesting literature today. Mailed free upon request.
F. H. LaBAUME, Agricnltaral Agent, N. & W. Ry., 204N. & W. BWg., Roanoke,Va.

What 15c b” You t"Nation's Capital
Washington, the home of the Pathfinder, is the 
nerve-center of civilization; history is being 
made at this world capital. The Pathfinder’s 
illustrated weekly review gives you a clear, im­
partial and direct diagnosis of public affairs 
during these strenuous, epoch-making days.

“I^e little matter of 15c in stamps or coin will bring you the Pathfinder 
13 weeks on trial. The Pathhnder is an illustrated weekly, published at 
the Nation’s center, for the Nation; a paper that prints all the news of the 
world and tells the truth and only the truth; now in its 24th year. This 
paper fills the bill without emptying the purse; it costs but $1 a year. If you 
want to keep posted on what is going on in the world, at the least expense 

—r. . . .---------- r:---------------- -- . Qf time or money, this is your means. If you want a paper in your home
which is sincere, reliable, entertaining, wholesome, the Pathfinder is yours. If you would appreciate a paper which puts everything clearly, 
l^ly, bneny-—here it is. A dollar bill mailed at our risk will bring you the Pathfinder for a full year, or simply send 15c to show that you 
might like such a paper, and we will send the Pathfinder on probation 13 rj c j r» r-/\ tir i. i-x xi
weeks. The 15c does not repay us, but we are' glad to invest in new friends. rat.innder, Box 50, Washington, D. C.

Putting System Into 
Marketing

(Concluded from Page 15) 

only must he offer to consumers a miscel­
laneous assortment of grades and packages, 
but he never knows when his orders will go 
unfilled and leave him with a shortage. 
Then he, too, loses customers who prefer to 
deal where the supply is dependable.

There are a great many agricultural prod­
ucts which increase in production much 
more rapidly than the population increases. 
This increase can be absorbed only by a 
greater per capita consumption on the part 
of those who use the product, and by de­
veloping new consumers.

Take our own problem on the Pacific 
Coast. In California, for example, the citrus 
crop may increase from ten per cent to fifty 
per cent per year, while the population 
of the United States increases only twenty 
per cent in the same length of time. How 
do we work out this problem of taking care 
of the increased production? We advertise; 
that’s how.

To reach the consumer in taking care of 
a product which is increasing rapidly in 
quantity, producers have got to take advan­
tage of the accumulative effect of national 
advertising.

Some of us are at the point where we feel 
that we can’t start the day right without a 
cup of some particular blend of coffee, or 
make a perfect day of it without a few of a 
certain brand of cigars. Advertising started 
these convictions, and quality products 
behind the advertising established the con­
victions.

Why not apply the same principles to the 
merchandising of fruits and vegetables? It 
can be done. It is being done successfully.

National advertising of a farm product 
to be successful must be founded on quality 
in the product. In this respect the peach or 
onion or apple or orange is not different from 
the cigar or hat or shoe or automobile.

War-made economic conditions are call­
ing for greater efficiency in every industry; 
they are straining the machinery of the 
perishables industry because this industry 
has not been prepared by organization to 
meet the issue. We’ll never get very far in 
solving our war problems, we’ll never put 
the perishables industry where it belongs, 
unless we get busy and recognize and apply 
the fundamental of successful merchan­
dising.

These are organization, standard grades 
and packages, carlot shipments, adequate 
market news service, judicious advertising.

We can’t put these essentials into na­
tional adoption merely by orating and pass­
ing resolutions. We’ve got to hit some hard 
licks. The war offers unprecedented oppor­
tunities to make these blows effective for 
all time to come. We can gain twenty years 
in progress for an industry which now offers 
unlimited opportunities for improvement 
and expansion.
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CLOSE to the Blue Ridge Mountains, in the noted Pied­
mont Region of Virginia, is this charming country home­

brick dwelling, IS rooms, 3 baths, all modern conveniences. 
Two acre lawn, fine shade. Farm, 317 acres, fertile land, highly 
productive. First class outbuildings. Washington, 52 miles. 
Electric Line, good automobilejroad. Wonderful scenery. Price 
$65,000. Liberal terms.

REAL ESTATE INVESTMENT COMPANY 
816 Connecticut Avenue Washington, D. C.

H. W. Hilleary, President
Chas. S. Robb, Vice-Pres. Walter R. Tuckerman, Treas.

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, Comin'r 
Room 21, Soathern Ry. System 

Washington, D. C.

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 been given constant and 
unusual care and will soon all 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

429-Acre Farm, $14,000
On Maryland’s Eastern Shore
On fine road, prosperous farming neighborhood, only 2 
miles to town. 268 acres level, fertile, stone-free land in 
cultivation, good for 2 tons hay. 200 bushels potatoes, 
60 bushels corn or 40 bushels wheat per acre. Timber 
estimated worth $2,000. Two dwellings, 2 barns, 4 
stables, granaries, poultry hcures, etc., etc. We enjoy 
short mild winters, long delightful summers with plenty 
of rain, and, hard cement roads. Sow peas in February; 
dig second crop potatoes in November. Western farm­
ers settling all around. Come and see. Details page 31, 
Strout’s Catalogue of 321 Bargains in a dozen states. 
Copy mailed free. E. A. Strout Farm Agency, Dept. 
2791, 150 Nassau Street, New York, N. Y.

You Can Succeed in Florida
You can own a ready-made or made- 
to-order farm home or orange and 
grapefruit grove in hills of Pasco 
County, 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 Bailway Company

1107 Royster Building, Norfolk, Va.

Practical Farmers
Investigate lands near Lakeland, 

whereNorthemmenlastyeametted$624 
acre from oranges, $560 strawberries, $800 

truck. Bookletfree. ChamberCommerce, Boxl60.

ORLANDO

IfLORlDA

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

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

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 County Board 
OF Trade, Modesto, California.

MIDDLE-AGED MARRIED MAN, practical 
farmer and experienced stockman, thoroughly competent to 
handle any big proposition, wants position where ability and get­

ting results will count. Salary or interest in profits. Ready to 
make change now. Address P. O. BOX 94, Pinetown, N. C.
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