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are of the latter,
going in thought If not in reality.

Bap Prancisco has
3es who really know the pleasures of

half a dozen fam-

M are the folks who scorn the jovs

of hotel life, the drives, the teas, the
eranda flirtations and the eternal
hotel hop.” They go far off to “live”
to know the call of the birds, to see
the flowers awake, to hear the trees
whisper together, to laugh with the
soclable stream and to sigh with the
day when it departs from so fair an
earth. And, because “nature never did
betray a heart that loved her,” they
come home after tlheir month's outing
healthier, happier and far wiser than
when they left the busy town.

How do-they do all this?

In camping wagons, of course!

A year or so ago there was an ex-
hibit of outdoer things in San Fran-
cisce and one of the chief attractions
was the camping wagon owned by Mr
Harry Sherwood. H certainly was a
wonder. Any housewife's heart would
have gone out to its conveniences, and
any systematic man would have felt
his soul burn with admiration at its

practicability

There was a place for every
able object Everything folded up and
packed away like parts of a fairy's
housekeeping kit. With it one lived
as in a Fifth avenue hotel, and had
more work than a “next-to-nature”
man But it was expensive. Ave,
there was the rub! Most people who
go this way look to getting the maxi-

concejv-

no

mum of pleasure for the minimum of
cost, and because most of their outfits
are the work of their own brains and

hands they achieve both desires. Of
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course, at the outset, every camper
takes half a hundred things that he
finds of no earthly use. After half a
dozen trips the traveler learns to de-
pend but little on the ready made of
civilization and will have enough
courage to trust to the greater wit of
the forests and valleys. Each year
vou camp, your list grows smalier un-
til finally vour outfit can be packed in
one big bag.

Almost all of the other successful
wagons, besides Mr. Sherwood's, are the
resuit of little expenditure in money
but much in happiness and energy.
The wagon owned and used every year
by R. A. Mcl.ean has an over-the-
state reputation for being the most
compact and handiest of affairs.

It used to he & carpenter's wagon,
extra long in the body and extra
strong in the underpinning. That was
the beginnng Now it is a moving
house in one room, made to accommo-

date five people, two grownup couples
and one boy.

Mr. MclLean shortened the bed of the
wagon by placing two scgts back of
the driver's seat so that all the family
might, “ride outside.” The rest of it
he coverad with & tarpaulin that ex-
tended well over the top, built up six
feet into the air. On each side of this

adjustable top is swung a pair of
hegvy iron brackets that extend into
the wagon. On these in the most se-
cure way possible is fitted a cot with

sockets tnat slip inte the brackets. On
this two of the party sleep swung in
the air and as cozy as in a Pullman
berth. Below, and resting on the bed
of the wagon, is another cot, similar
i0 the upper, where two mere people
sleep, and, in a-smaller -room, divided
urr by curtains, the one small boy has
his cot.

Everything—the beds, the curtains,
the spreads, the pillows, blankets and
bedding-—is brown, just the coler ef
the gentle earth.

Some nights when “outdoors” is toeo
attractive the whole party lift out their
beds and sleep on' the real brown of
earth.

Arranged on the bottom of the
wagon in spaces that just fit McLean
puts his boxes for his kit. There are
four _and they hold almost a whole
world of things-—a stove, cooking and
eating dishes, tools, necessary para-
phernalia  for “break downs” and guns
with their ammunition. Alongside of
these [it in folding chairsand a tabley—
all home made—a fireless cooker (a
real treasure whether camping or not)
and telescopes and bags containing the
wearing apparel.

“Let me give you some pointers,”
this .“father of campers” Haid to me.
“The trouble with most people is that
they find camping so hard to do and
s0 easy to overdo. They take too many
things. They want too many fancy af-
fairs. All you need is camfort. To get

>

2 enough

pins into a wooded country, for these
may be found for the hunting.

“The kitchen kit must not be either
heavy or expensive. Get nested dishes
that fit nicely and take up no room to
speak of. You need only one two
quart coffee pot, @ three pint tea pot,
three frying pans with hinged handles
and covers, a folding baking oven with
two pans (you can get these that fold
into a sheet one inch high), six knives,
six forks, six spoons, ons mixing
spoon, a long handled fork, a griddle,
eight tin plates, eight cupe, 2 broller,
a 10 quart pail, three boiling palls
and eight small flat pans for other
bakings and ceookings. You should
have a ‘Klondike stove’ with a chim-
ney, as this is a good baker and can
also be used for a heater if placed
just opposite your tent door on cold
nights.

“Get all vour utensils in heavy block
tin, as soldered things are mighty poor

when the heat strikes them. Have
plated silverware, as it does not rust
like steel.”

———

“What do you cook in all these lovely
things,” I asked, as Mr. McLean closed
the top of the utensil box.

“What we take along and what
game we get in season. Provisions
are much a matter of personal taste.
What Is one man's meat is another's
polison, so 1 will not try to outline that
for you. Just sae that you have
to eat at all timas of staples,
more than that, for in the

then get

{
1
\ l\\oods or on a trail vour appetite will

this look out for vrlcxlu.bxlny in the
wangan.”

“Wangan? Wangan?’ Y said, think-
ing hat perhaps he meant wagon.

“Yes, the wangan,” he repeated.
“Everything you take with you into
the camp, except your gun, is known
as the wangan. It includes your cloth-
ing, all articles of personal comfort,
vour cooking kit and the provisions. It
should be nelther expensive nor bulky.
Put your clothes in a waterpreof navy
bag. This fits in anywhere. Take only
one change of underwear, an extra pair
of trousers, a sweater and never a coat.
It ts an unnecessary burden and of no
use at all. This for a man. My wife
recommends a change of clothes for a
woman and bloomers and skirts of
brown denim. Both of us wear som-
breros ona size too small with the lin-
ing ripped out and made to fit. These
cling to thea head better than a hat of
the exuact size. We never wear leg-
gings, but have high shoes instead. If
yvou go on a hunting trip never wear
anyvthing red, as it is a color unknown
in the woods and is apt to frighten the
game awzy. Always wear handker-
chiefs about vour neck, for they come

in handy for slings, bandages or even
game decoys.

“When yon take a tent, get a good
one that will teot invite water-—say,
one made of khaki duck. They are
fine. Put pockets along each side and
slip small articles o them. You
need never take tent poles or tent

p"ou‘ to be double its home size.”
“How about cost of things to eat? I
suggested with an eye to saving.
“Provisions for. four or five should
not come to over $50 for one month.
We find that amiple with game that we
shoot along our way. This Includes can-
dles, tog, and matches. There i3 an-
other point. Always get common sul-
phur matches. They light without a
noise and dry when wet quicker than
any others; tihen, too, you can put
them in a can and that is a safefy
guard. ”
“When you buy groceries have the
flonr and meals put into waterproof
bags and labeled. Put your dry things
in a box and have that labeled. Then
have all canned goods put together and
marked. ‘This system will save time
and worry. | o
There is na pld(n in
brings out a

the world that
man’'s saw edges like a
camping trip. A hero is no hero to his
camping chums, But with all this, if
vou have a good cook your saw edges
will fade like snowflakes under the
savory steam of the charmer’'s dishes.

Mrs.. McLean, wr\em her husband
proclaims as the queen of ecamp
cooks,” has many new wrinkles and
dishes for making life most pleasant
in the woods.

Here are two that she invites all
who camp to {ry, and guarantees that
the delightful memory of them will
live through many vears:

One is no tess a friend “Man oeans
baked in the ground. This is the way
she prepares them: First, dig a vie

and line it with stortes, having the hola
twice as wide and twice as deep as the
bean pot. Soak the beans over night
and then wash them In fresh cold water
in the morning. Parboil them until the

skins crack. Put into the bean pot a
teaspoonful of salt, a large plece of
scored salt pork, a sliced onion and
half the beans; then another sliced

onion and another piece of pork: then
the rest of the beans with a piece of
pork on top. Over all this pour two
tablespoonfuls of molasses and fill the
bean pot with enough hot water (o
cover the beans. Cover this so tightly
that no steam can escape. An hour be-
fore the beans are ready fill the hole
with hard wood and light the [fre.
When it has become just hot coals taka
out half the red het embers and put in
your beans. Pile the coals back around
the sides of the pot and cover it all
with tha earth that came from the
hole. See that no crack anywhere will
let out the steam and speil your beans.
Keep the beans In the hole from mnoon
of one day until the merning of the
next, and when you take them out they
will have a flavor you thought possi-
ble only te ambrosia.

Venison stew is the other master-
plece. Of course, like the old French-
man with the flea exterminator, you
must first catch your vietim befora
vou can achleve success. But anyway
when you have your deer meat, cut it
into small pieces and put it In a ket-
tle half full of water. Let it boll until
it is almost ready to fall to pleces, and
then add potatoes, onlons, rice and
whatever vegetables you have. Let
this simmer until the potatoes are soft,
and from time to time skim off any fat
which may rise to the top, adding salt
and pepper for seasoning. The gravy
should be quite thick. You will hava
the whole camp at your feet if you just
serve this once.

Does it seem possible that so many
things could go in se small a spd"'
If you should sea Mr. McLean's ountfit
you would open your eves still wider,
for even =a newspaper finds it-
self unable to recount all its wonders

“Old Hickory,” the camp wagon at
the late J. J. Boyne, was a wonder un-
til this one came along, and tha outl-
fits of Arthur Rebertson, John J. Ad-
ams and a few other San TFrancisco
wise men have paled beside It.

How much did it cest?
The wagon itself and the horses -
foyr in all—that Mr. McLean bought

do not aggregate $300, and when ona
considers a month's outing to Yellow-
stone, two months to the Grand canyon

of the Celorade, two trips to tha Yo
semite, one to the Geysers, ona into
Mendocino county and two to the

Santa Cruz mountains for five people, it
certainly is a very small expenditure
for months of the greatest fum In the
world.
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even claims to have hit

fme he (n""r-v‘
occasions and he has as

much lead in hi=s second story as a
mod house with sanitary plumbing.
The great trouble on these long shots
£ in guessing the distance to set yvour
sights, for this clear air deceives even

€ 0id b

So 1 rmined not to g0 “gunning
except as a dernier ressort, for right at

e« t a better and bolder pian
suggested itself to me. Iduring a week's
practic I had become fairly proficient
i throwing a riata over fenct posts,
and once had even succeeded In trip-
ping up one of the Guernsey cows in
the corral H- owned a fine young

nter, brought from his father's es-
tate in Kent the vear before, an anima®

2t wag reputed the fastest thing on
four legs on the dezert, What could
be simpiler than riding the fleet footed
ifector and roping the surprised old
antelope as I dashed past him? 1 has-
tened to try the scheme at once for
fear some one else would think of it
and get ahead of me.

I had already located the feeding
grounds of my quarry, and soon after
galloping away from the stables 1
cauvght 2 glimpse of his snowy “tail
piece™ glittering in the sun. To him
and beyond was a gently sioping
stretech of smooth, dry turf, az level,
springy and fast as a racetrack.® Never

was such a course for a chase, thought
I, and forthwith commenced debating
as to whether I should rope the old
fellow by the neck or a fore foot. Hec-
tor sped on at an easy lope,
eagerly at his rein, for his spirits were
up from standing over long in his
“box"” and high feeding.

At something under half a mile the
object of our visit stopped feeding and
1 could just make out the polse of his
head as he raised it In inquiring in-
terest. He had not been thus openly
approached in vears and seemed hardly
understand it. At a quarter of a
mile he started to break and run, but
almost immediately his curiosity over-
camne his fear and he brought up and
waited. Three times more he was al-
most off, and as often turned back in
questioning amazement, and not until
I was within a hundred yards of him
and had swung Hector into his full
stride did he give me a clear view of
his bristly. white rump as hLe sprang
away across the plain.

1 gave a great shout, forced from my
lipg by sheer excitement, and dug the
spurs into Hector's flanks. The splen-
did thoroughbred responded with a
magnificent burst of speed. For a mo-
ment I feared he would run right over

pulling

our  quarry. Fifty vards—thirty-—
twenty. A moment more and he would
be abreast of poor old Whité Spot, The

latter's wideset eves, seemingly wild
with fear and consternation, showed on
ecither side of his head, ahid his fly¥ing
hoofs sent the dirt back into eur very
faces I swung my riata for a throw,
bui just as T was about to relecase il

suddeniy noticed that the distance ap-
pearcd too great. Was it possible we
were losing ground? Was Hector eag-
ing off? "Mhe sting of the ailr on my
face should have told me of our des-
perate specd, but T saw only that hob-
bing rump patch just bevond rope cast,

and dug again with my spurs and
roarcd lustily into Hector's ears to
cheer hiin on, Still the mottied gray
and white shadow, elusive as & will o'
the wisp, flouied on ahead. Wild with

excitement, | swung my rope in the air
and brought its hairy coils down across
Hector's back and legs. The next mo-
ment I felt the swerve and stagger as
he tripped and went down, while I con-
tinued on for some distance on the reg-
ulation tangent before striking. It's
quite a common thing for a tenderfoot
to tangle his rope with his horse’'s feet,
but 1 firmly believe that never before
or since has the thing occurred when
the horse wase dusting the high places
at the rate that Hector was doing it on
this occasion.

Hector, “burned” badly about the
legs, required the persuasions of two
cowboys to induce him to go back to
the ranch, and he was always restless
in my presence afterward. I waa con-
siderably cut and bruised. but man-
aged to hobble back alone. And that
confounded antealope, stopping within
200 yards of where I fell, alternately
grazed and craned his neck at me till I
passed sut of sight behind the ranch
buildings.

1 told H—— the story by doln”...x
had to account for Hector's scarred
legs In some way-—and he was very
good matured about the whole affair,
Still, I belleve, he did.call me a fool, course
qualified by voung and rattlie headed
and several other adjectives, and tell
me that old White Spot could see Hec-
tor started to the quarter post any
day and then leave him behind the dis-
tance flag without turning a hair. I
never chased any other antelopes, but
I fancy H-—— was right,

1 was very stiff and sore for several
days, but as soon as I could walk
began a determined and persistent
campalgn against White Spot. Re-
venge actuated me more than a desire
for sport, and no party to an Italian

‘aiming.

vendetta ever thirsted more for an
enemy's blood than did 1 for his. But
what a campaign it was! Nothing but
reverses, Napoleon to Moscow wasn't
a circumstance, T tried for him at
sunrige and sunset and once by moon-

light. At first he was wild, as with
the others who had hunted him, but
after 1 had missed him 20 or 30 thwes

he became tamer. One day he gave
me a side on shot at what 1 figured
was 200 .ards, sighting accordingly.
The next dq,v [ took H—— out to ex-
plain how [‘missed, io be told that the
distance was not much under half a
mile, So it appeared that my fault in
sighting was as miuch at fault as my
H and some cowboys
went out after him about this time,
prompted by report of his growiug
tameness, but could geét no nearer (o
him than in the past. They teased me
not a little on their return by propos-
ing to stalk him next time dressed up
in selections from my various hunting
rigs.

"l‘he next time I wént I took Pedro
and Manuel, two of the Mexican sheep-
herders, to act as flagmen. T had
read of this methed of procedure and
was very sanguine of success. The
pian started to work beautifully, for
I sneaked in closer than ever to old
White Spot while he stood thoughtful-
ly regarding Manuel's flag wigwagsing
off to one side. But alas, I had for-
gotten Pedro and also the faect that
my sights were up to 800 vards, and
when I fired the bullet clipped off a
branch above the latter's head where
he was .gunrinl to show his flag from
the shelter of a bush on the river bot-

zgm. No one would flag for me after
that.
Next T to shoot Whlt., Spot

vlth a uvdvg.' ﬂ from the Mﬂlﬂ-

n o»m 1
him to dash ‘
Nl undevi
ided my
lttle W’“’ ’t rl en Hector
since our tro the hill and out
upon the narro stretch of plain.

White Spot started as soon as tn com=-
prehended the but net until he

plan,
had a full half mils to my qumv
comtuotothomzunelu t

m end #
R R
I nm.r::.“. w‘" 5 l‘. Hrigeay
by creature of ':"nd'b?oo?.mg

seemed to be ‘beating me the

H

necessary two to one and I soon saw
that I could not hope to head him in

spite of the brave efforts of iy little
bronco. As our course neared gon-
vergence. 1 let fiy at about {0 yards
shooting away behind; again, and T
made the safme mistake. Both shots
were, I think, teo high, anyway. Now

he was just in front of me, presenting
a heautiful broadside. He was only
beating me by 10 or 15 yvards after all.
‘Wpe shot was not a hard one. even
from a swaying horse, and 1 still think
I would have made it If nothing had
happened. But just as [ drew a rough
bead on the gray shoulder my pony
stopped stiff legged at the edge of a
strip of cactus apd I went on as usual.

There was no joke about it this thne,
H—— had fortunately been waitching
through a glass and was able to gect
to me with the mules and a light
wagon in less than half an hour. 1
had rolled along and over, endwise
and sidewlise, across the whoele strip
of cactus and out the other side ~and
my spurs were the only thing about
me that didn't show it. 1 laid for
two weeks in bed, a mass of fester-
ing wounds, part of the time delirious
with fever. In my calmer moments
they told me I inquired after the move-
ments of White Spot with meticulous
particularity; in my delirium I hunted
him and raved at him, When the fe-
ver flend wanted to frighten me he
sent herds of giant antelope te gore
me; when it was his whim to teasc
me he would send them walking in
long files, calmly unafraid, straight past
the muzzle of my gun, which would al-
ways miss fire. But when the delirium
passed and nature tried to soothe me
she sént dreams of row after row of
dead antelopes, lald out in mottled
lines. Then, toward the end of my con-
valescence, in dredm after dream, night
, after night, T used to kill them myself.
.w‘ with loung, careful, well-directed

hots.

l think T got my idea from these un-
erring dream shots of mine, for as
soon as I was able to be around 1 found
myself wortins o: i:l 1 began by

new bundle of I red-
wood ih::C!. sharpened thﬂnvl.; one
end and across the other painted num-
bers in large figures, the latter rang-
ing from 300 to 1,000, The cowboys
watched me with pitying glances and
the Mexicans with rollings of the eves
nnd tappings of the forehaad, and even
was worrying about my rea-
son, for he tried in various ways to
divert my mind from the matter of the
antelope. :

When I had finished ecight or ten
painted shakes for each number, mak-
ing 60 or 70 in all, T selected a se-
questered nook among the boulders on
the hiliside from which T could com-
mand the whole stretch of the valley,

and measuring carefully with a tape
from that point, set out the markers
at distance corresponding to the num-

ber of yards painted upon them, Tpus
1 covered the bhest pari of old White
Spot’s feeding ground. Up on the hill

between two of the rocks | set up a
board mnotched to help hold a gun at
rest., Then I borrowed H-——'s new

built to order Manlicher,
target and tested the gun at the dif-
ferent distances. The shots invariably
went high at first, due to the down
hill course of the markers out from 10
to 20 yards. I could have allowed
for this in sighting, but not so ac-
curately, and I was taking no chances
this time. Each marker was ted
separately, and I found that When I
had them adjusted accurately I could
usually get inside of six inches from
the spot I aimed at, be the distance
long or short. I spent over a2 week's
hard work on the thing and then White
Spot wouldn’t come near it. In vain
1 waited three days with glass and
gun; the aspeet of my “staked plain™
evidently displeased the old veteran,
and he refused to show himself inside
the valley. Afterward 1 learned that
his temporary wildness was due to the
fact that H and some of his men
had been secretly hunting him in an
endeavor to remove the cause of my
trouble without my knowing it.

made a rough

Some more of the cactus spines be-
gan working out about this time, and
that, on top of the disappeintment, sent
me to bed for a week with a relapse.
in the meantime a cloudburst occurred
in the mountains and from my win-
dow I saw the markers rear their heads
for a while like guide buoys in a rocky
channel and then go down with the
flood.

That about setiled it. T would gladly
have poisoned the old rascal, but had
not the wits Jeft to.devise a means.
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and clear, with a transparency known
only to great altitudes and very dry
regions. It seemed as though [ could
almost reach out and touch the mile off

cottonwooda by the river with my
hand. Suddenly I espied old White
Spot. He was so near that I had liter-

ally overlooked him. I lost no tim= in
throwing my gun te my shoulder and

blazing away. but only with the same
old result. I had under sighted in
spite of the downhill. He ran off a

few jumps, wheeled around, saw who it
was and went contentedly to grazing.
Oh, how I longed for my glass and my
markers. But stay! Was not that a
mescal plant he was grazing by? And
was not that the only blossoming mes-
cal in that end of the valley? And
had I not located one of the marked
stakes right beside that particular
blossoming mesecal? Ofr course I had,
and it had borne the number 600;: T bad
made a special note of the fact when I
had planted the stake. Heavens!
Would he stay until T reached my
notched rest in the “blind?”" Running,
scrambling, rolling—bruising, scratch-
ing myself on the rocks and brush—I

at last reached my goal. Trembling
with excitement © and exertion, :
crawled forward and saw old White
Spot gingerly pulling out the tender
grass from under the spiny mescal
blades. Carefully I sild up th- sight
and prayerfully I pushed the muzzle
into the little notch made to receive it
For a while he grazed with his head

almost toward me and 1T was afraid to
shoot, but at last he swung around and
presented all of his beaugiful side. It
scemed hours before I could make the
tip of my front sight find the particular
spot on the shoulder that I wanted, for
one is trusting a lot to the imagina-
tion in shooting at 600 yards, but at
last It rested there, and then—well,
any one who is strong enough to pull
& trigger can kill an antelope from a
dead rest if the sights are right, and I
killed White Spot.

I went back to the ranch and got
Manuel to go down with me and bring
up all that was garthly of the old vet-
eran on his horse. For this service I

Weak and discouraged, I decided to
return to the coast, and H——, who
seemed to think that a change was
the best thing for me, did not urge me
to stay longer. Tlhe day before my
intended departyre I strolled listlessly
out to bring in the half dozen Navajo
blankets with which I had made the
inside of my hillside “blind” comfort-
able. The air, winnowed and clegnsed
by the recent rains, was crisp apd cool

pr ted him with the carcass after [
had saved the head. This he and the
rest of the Mexicans barbecued the
next day, on which occasion they all
got gloriously drunk on mescal at my
expense and assured me jointly and
severally many times over that net
only was I not muy loco, as they had
thought, but that I was also the great-
est shot the Celorm desert had ever
hm ? .



