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A NATIONAL PLAYCROUND
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and Treasure Laden Land Will Swarm With Pilgrims From

idrives
wo-like
point

in
s of Rentue
hive lumped o
punil 14 cover

iron  he-

amd uni

tha monn i counticd

iU

I Anibrici.

place an

AT Arnlilnn
(T e Abiddin
Wied i i
Ay From the 3
b othe N i's hii

into B Aildiry
1 BW WY, B
syierpund and e

pilgrims from
ul the warth,

fpdwill swharhd with

A Baptional Plavground of Tomorrow

the  rich
il iron below. Tt
shigantie Divd, hanging
and Hanid, 'over slorious
and by, thriving industr
than: five

wrd. over

il

miles b

Ly the
filla’ the dmiply - eant
tion: One k 4
thers | dn those ]
valloys whivh lead to this e af
hemve, oL ond ein hedr no tellidale

woon this top oot
nin.

wivillzg
Vi

ui
st It 18 0 mirnely
dation #et down in the ver

h  netivity, Withi

BIG STONE GAP, WI

Four Corners of the Earth.

SE COUNTY, VA., WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 13, 1922

No. 50

hroed Indinm, thade his
into Powell's Vulloy,
Ehillicothe, Ohio,
High Knob. From the
Ry b ol o
il les Thy, o

s the haunt of wilil
The o plntenn ailorded ex-
celly razimge fo i i
thir wovog nnd vallevs abolie
and fish, That wa
ventiry past, yet one can

Knob tdlay
ow which
ly moving
uE

famous raids
 from

& oy

0ol
W

NOBnLEY

Filtaer

wnne nlmnst o

it o the

devr, o o blne
Ouette the exp
reécopnizen for o elumsy
The tiout tash sbove the lak
brillinntly fon birdg tire evie
on the wing, Lifting the exe to the
west: the weird topss-turyy  raof of
Kentueky 1= visihle in o vedl of hlue
shadio
slash

fonway to the northwest th
I oanld pottod skyline of Weat
Vilrzinks rides Hho o phantom neth
warls

i south, gnd ke w

e
fram/ unt outlwndish faiey tnle, Ton-

“Powell's Valley Unrolls in Clean Greens and Soft Blues,

i fladbingg shail |

a Fairy Land Vestibule to
ch Knob.”

Around Hi,

the Courts of Silence

0F TOMORRO

e Crawling Into the
acle of Playground

the

m andulating seres of troclosa tables
lands.  On either side of this platenu
yawning gulfs fall awny and becoms
it of the awfil glory of thous
of impassable neres, studied
with peaks which slash sunset clouda
T bhr and rimb the aonses with
awesoompelling  rioe of color,

weoeenter of this tabledand
vigible, It might
for the pold w
of their handi-
Toiuy it could be turn-
ol nto A dozen 72-hole golf VO TS,

el

wonet work of benutiful gardung, a
hundrod  tonnis courts, ‘and  there
wenld still be room left for o score

of delightful summer regorts.
by the suminier of 1) t, OVEeP con-
inyoue,  firt  clusa hard’ surfaie

fody, thid point 1 be reached in
les than oo dny ride by sutomebils
from Ashevilhe wd it Bprings,
Surth Carolina: from hnoxville, Mor-
tlatown, dohtson City, Kingsport and
Lafollotte, Tonneasee: from Honnok
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“The ‘Hoot Owl Hollow Mission' Stands Under the Very Shadow of High Knob, the Last Sign of

Habita-

tion on the Upward Climb.”
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Freom th vithes good roads lend to
all purts of the United States. 1t is
less thun twol houes' ride from sbi-
thoms on four big trunk line railronds,
Norfplk & We i the Louis-
e & shville, the Southern anid
the Caroling, Clinchficld & Ohio,
Tourists following these  routes
st firit pnas through a land of ro-
fanee before they finally arrive at
the foot of High Knob. FEvery inch
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Along The Trail

The Lonesome Pine Trail follows
this sturied land from the breaks of
the Rir Sandy o the very foot of
High Knob—the heart of it all.
From this point dozens of trips can
be made to points of interest, The
coal epmps, nestling like mininture
empired of industry, ean be found
in all their new-old pletureaque odid-
ness in almost any “holler,”  These
campa are models of modern efMfcien-
ey, and above them the spell of ro-
mance hovers like a veil. No night
is 50 dark but what the tree-lined sil-
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