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"Bhe Greatest Bargain in Orchard
Land ir\ the Wenatchee Valley

Six Acres at Monitor
3-4 mile from station; 2 and 3 year old ap-

ples with peach fillers for

$4500-51000 Cash
and you can name the terms. Comfortable
suite of buildings. This will hold at this
price for a short time only.

J. E. GRAVES
REAL ESTATE NOTARY PUBLIC

Rooms 17-18 Halbert Block

Pump Water
WITH AN

ECLIPSE PUMP
DRIVEN BY A

Witte Gasoline Engine
or an Electric Motor

We will give you figures on a plant exactly suited to your

needs?on request.

Wenatchee los Angeles

Seattle S*OKAN6

SPOKANE?Corner Railroad and Stevens.
WKNATCHEB?B South Mission St., with Prowell Engineering Co.

I write this from the heart of Ara-

bia?the Home of Islam ?the cradle

of primitive man. I am not sure primi-

tive men were addicted to "cradles"

but the phrase sounds good. Anyway,

the human race got started on a small
scale in this vicinity, back in the days

of the prominent men who are head-

lined in the Bible. I'm sure, too, that

if the world had been as large when

the Prophets collaborated on their

symposium, that small fry like Lot

and Meshack would have been given

less space. But they were pioneers

on this earth, in a way, and as chart-

er-members of the first human settle-

ment founded by Adam and Eve 236

miles south of Bagdad, naturally

came in for honorable mention.
But it's Arabia today that I am ex-

ploring?a vast desert wilderness al-

most unknown to western civilization.
One or two adventuresome Germans,
a few inquisitive Britons, an ethnolo-

gical Frenchman and a pair of map

making Russian army officers have
penetrated the desert wilds southwest

of Bagdad. So far as I know, no
Americans have passed this way.

Paris and Monte Carlo offer new sen-
sations to most Yankees who are tired

of lugging their money around; and

the few studious and scientific persons

who have ventured into Arabia from

America have found their reward In

a bee line for Babylon, or some simi-

lar deserted mining camp of the first

settlers in these parts.

It's the desert that has clutched me.
The winged bulls hewn from blocks

of stone, the cuneiform or "written

stones," the rough glass vases 7000

years old, which spectacled antiquari-

ans feverishly dig for in the buried

cities of the plains, are useful in a
way. They help fill shelves in vast

museums where one grows dizzy on
Sunday afternoons. But already

most people know about the Tower of

Babel, the hanging gardens which

didn't really "hang," and they know

too, that Belshazzar drank awfully

and set a frightful example for the

youth of Mesopotamia. It's to the

people who live here today that I

turn; in the camps of these Bedouins,

among these fierce children of the

silent desert, I unravel a tale which
ruins and written stones cannot tell.

As I sit in my tent of camel hair

cloth and write this, I hear the desert

folk talk, and they call each other

Ibrahim (Abraham) and Musa

(Moses) and Yusuf (Joseph). They

live now as your ancestors and mine
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A personal appeal to you?Young Man or Young Woman:?-

Are you marching to the front? Do you realize that Wenatchee

is making rapid strides towards her goal?a Modern Cityf Are
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fight, or, by wasting your spare moments now, be a tail-ender,
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On a Camel Through Arabia
By FRED SIMPICH

lived, ages ago, in this same great

plain, between the Tigris and Eu-
phrates. "Mesopotamia," it is called,
which means "Between the Rivers."
From here the tribes went out, to

the North and West, and some across
6000 miles of steppes to China, to
people the earth. And those who
moved away got ahead. These left
to hold the fort are keeping house
now just as they did so long ago.j
They are killing a sheep outside, even

new, to make a sacrifice In support
of a vow?just like the man in the
Bible did, when told a sheep would
do as well as his son.

Come with me, on a camel, from
Bagdad to the Holy City of Kerbela,
and learn of these desert folk?know
caravan life as I have seen it, feel
its charms, its mystery, its primitve

joy. Perceive that here, and here
only, men live, love, fight and die
now as it was in the beginning. Ride
with the Persian pilgrims, and see

how free and untrammeled life Is on

the endless deserts of the East. Here
men regret naught that happened yes-

terday, and worry not about tomor-
row. "Inshallah," they say; "God
Willing" It's transalated, but It mere-

ly means "What's the Use?" Last
night I showed them' Halley's Comet.
"Yes" said the Sheik, "I saw It a
moment ago; but it's God's business
?why should I bother?" Another
said it might mean a bad omen for
the Sultan, or for the Beni Lam's?
a tribe to the south who make war
on all Persians, and on the Jebel
Shammars of the Euphrates country.

December 23, 1909, broke hazily

over the gilded domes and porcelain
tiled minarets of ancient Bagdad. De-
vout Musselmen were praying on the
roofs of their flat-topped houses as
our caravan made ready for the desert
trail. We were early astir, for it is
a long march to the Holy City of Ker-
bela, and the first wells are far from
Bagdad. We secured two camels of
the better type, one for myself and
one for Salmon Hussein, the dignified
Moslem guide. On eight donkeys we

packed our tents, camp kit and goat-
skins of muddy Tigris river water.
This* Oriental idea of carrying water
in a sack strikes the modern Yankee
mind a stiff blow. But wooden and
tin vessels are unknown; stone jugs
would break when an animal tumbles
and falls?and then, there is no evap-

oration from the tight goat skin. Yus-
uf, the cook, Hamid the camel driver,
and a sour-faced Arab muleteer made
up my party. The authorities had
promised an escort of six "Zaptiehs,"
or mounted gendarmes; but as they
had not shown up when starting time
came, we filed away without them.
For, like Chicago policemen, Zaptiehs
are often mere matters of adornment.
Besides, the guide carried a rifle and
my own Winchester was slung over
the high, rocking wooden saddle of
my trotting camel. On the desert,
as among nations armament makes
for peace.

Filing slowly through the crowded,

picturesque bazaars of Bagdad, which
are aswarm with eager traders at
early daybreak, we passed through
the old ruined gate, builded ages ago

by the gallant Haroun Raschid, and
thus onto the broad limitless desert;
for Bagdad, be it known, lies in the
heart of the wilderness and is saved
from a dusty death only by the swift
running Tigris, which courses 600
miles across the great Arabian wast.

Over us a fierce, destroying sun
burned hard and strong, even In De-
cember; in front, and to right and
left, a heat-scorched horizon shim-
mered and danced.

Into the Land of Dead Things.
Before me lay the land of camel's

bones, of sun and sand, the home of
dead things. A tireless waste it is,
a flat, empty and desolate land?a
country that was, but is not. The
words of the Prophet who said that
Babylon should pas 3 away are come
true. For this very waste, ages ago,
was the fertile and populous kingdom
of the powerful monarch, Nebuchad-
nezzar. Now here and there a sand
blown mound marks where a temple

or a palace stood. Even Belasco, the
wizard of scenery-making, must pause

here; not even a palm or a crumbling
pyramid raises its head to make the
picture look like a conventional des-
ert.

The silence of a thousand years

hung in the air.
Not a bird, an insect, a tree or a

shrub?just a sea of sand and silence.

path, for the wind blows sand into
track as soon as made. But somehow
bones don't get covered; and all along

we saw them, scattered skeleton.? of

camels and donkeys, remains of the
hordes who had gone before.

Thus we pressed on, anxious to

make the wells in time for camp, and
end tne day's march.

Finally they appeared. Salmon saw
them first. He points, two or three
miles ahead, and protruding, it seem-
ed from the very ground, I made out

the arched bani crt, of a scrubby date
palm. Drawiag rearer, I t>av.' that
a few low trees were clustered about a
well in a shallow depression in the
desert. Unconsciously we hastened a
trifle and were soon descending into
the basin. The guide struck my ca-
mel on the neck, crying "Ek-Ek-Ek,"
and down the clumsy, tired beast
kneeled. What joy to stretch -my

blistered legs, and ease my broken
back.

Camel thorn grew about the muddy
wells, and from this Yusuf soon kindl-
ed a fire. The tent up, and hot tea
made, already the lonesome spot
seemed less cheerless. I ate dried
dates, some rice and condensed milk,
and turned in. Outside lay the ca-
mels, chewing noisily their cuds. The
pack mules had their small measure
of grata, the Mussel men were busy
at their own meal a few feet away.

My food was safe from them, of
course, for was It not unclean, be-
longing to a Nazarena (Christian)?

The Pilgrims Join Us.
Perhaps I had slept an hour, when

the uproar began. Salmon shouted
and the muleteer swore; the cook
whined. But it was not robbers after
all?simply half a hundred Persian
pilgrims, going our way. They had
left Bagdad three hours after we had,
and had overtaken us at the wells.
The horde swarmed noisily around
the wells, shouting and beating their
animals. Some women, who travelled
with them, added their shrill cries to

the tumult of the night. These wo-
men ride all day in cage-like boxes,
open at the top, one on each side of
a big Afghan mule, or a camel. At
night they sing or dance, to amuse
the foot-sore pilgrims. This caravan
was on its way to Kerbela, and was
made up of ten or fifteen pious Per-
sians and their outfits. A part of
this outfit consisted of several coffins,
in which rattled the bones of a vener-
ated ancestor.

The Death Caravans.
Think of walking four months, ov-

er mountain and desert, leading a
mule carrying your grandfather's
bones! Think of having this mule
slip and fall, while fording a river,
leaving your ancestor's boxed-up
bones to drift away on the roaring
river. Then imagine chasing those
sacred bones, you yourself stumbling
and tripping as you raced along the
river bank, trying to keep in sight of
the rattling bones, playfully tossing
on the waves! I saw this happen-
And when the poor pious Persian fin-
ally caught the elusive remains of his
honored ancestor, he had to spend
two hours hunting his lost donkey;

and whilst absent on this errand jack-
als got at his grand-father's bones,
and mussed them up. This was at
Bakuba, forty miles north of Bagdad,
where the Pilgrims cross the Diala on
their way to Kerbela.

Mohammedans in Persia, when
they feel ready to die, move to the
Holy City of Kerbela, that they may

be buried in or near the sacred mos-
ques. Those who are too poor to

stand the trip, or die suddenly in
Persia, become a charge on their de-
scendants. When a grand son feels
financially able, he digs up his grand-
father and starts for Kerbela, there
to re-Inter the body. Turkish laws
and quarrantine officials say such
dead ancestors must have been dead
two years; there are also some other
restrictions on travelling from Persia
into Tin Key, accompanied by the skel-
eton of one's grandfather. But some-
times the Persian pilgrims overlook

these. Thousands of such corpses

have been brought through Bagdad
in a single year. Epidemics have
been traced to them, and in many

cases they are smuggled through,

sometimes shortly after death. The
German writer, May, says he
always gave these "Todes Karawan-
en" a wide berth, especially in hot

weather.
So the second time I went to sleep,

I dreamed that one oblong box open-

ed, and that an elderly Persian, de-
ceased some 150 years, glided over
and sat on my knees, and blew a
deathly plague breath at me, and
laughed so all his dusty old bones
rattled?and rattled ?and rattled,
till I woke up to find my camel's
long face thrust Into my tent; it was

his breath I felt, and his short halter

chain which had rattled.

The camel's padded feet were noise-
less; so acute was the stillness that
once, when an animal stumbled and
the water in the goat skin splashed.
I was startled by the report. A Jew-
ish synagogue on Monday morning is
a noisy place compared with the Arab- 1
ian desert.

For the first few hours I sang and

whistled?though the Arabs
whistling "Devilish Speech." The

etrenal silence got on my nerves.

Then the jerking motion of the camel,
novel at first, grew painful. My back
ached. For a change I asked the
guide to let me ride in front, and

keep the trail. This was easy?bones'

marked the way. We were on the!

Pilgrim road ?the path followed for
thousands of years by people from,

; Persia?the Mohammedan Pilgrims

I who go each year to the Holy City of j
Kerbela, carrying thither the bones

' of their dead for burial near the sac-j
J red mosques. There was no clear

I cursed the camel's religion till
the driver came and pulled him away.
Then I slept till morning.

Things that Happened on the March.

Roast gazelle makes a good break-
fast. One of the Persians gave me

a few ribs. True it had been cooked
in Bagdad the morning before, but

the desert folks are not fastidious as
to food. I have seen them make cof-

fee from water dipped from brackish
pools, near which camels had stood
all night. I had some of the coffee
myself; it tasted like any other

Arab's coffee?a little muddy, but
good.

By sunrise we were off, due south-
west.

I was stiff and sore; the camel's
slouching, back-wrenching walk
seemed more painful than ever. How
I envied the women, with rings in
their noses and ears, riding in the
cages on the mules. They had soft,
easy straw mtas to sit on. I had
to perch, high up In the air, on the
back of a camel that rocked all day
with a deep sea-going motion.

Beside me walked the camel driver.
The speed and endurance of Arabs,
on foot, is amazing. They can go fur-
ther in three days than an average

American riding horse.
Towards noon a baby died?a two

yearold child that belonged to one
of the Persian women. They dug a
shallow hole in the sand and buried
it there. I wondered why they ever

brought it along. Older persons who
die on these marches are carried on,
if possible, to Kerbela.

At the wells, where we camped,
one of the muleteers was stung by
a scorpion. His leg swelled badly,
and he limped. Among Arabs, the
women are doctors, and one of the
women with the caravan sought to

treat the man who had been stung.
He was superstitious, however, and
said the women would bewitch him.
She made a stew out of a small
white hawk killed in the trees about
the wells?boiled it whole, feathers
and all?and the man reluctantly ate

some. Pills or tabloids the desert
folks sneer at ?they say any medi-
cine to have merit should come in
bulk.

Some desert folks say when a man
dies of thirst, his soul goes forth in
the form of a green owl, which flies
around in the air a thousand years,

screaming for water.

Towards night we came upon the
ruins of some old canals ?remnants

of the great irrigation system which
once flourished here and made Meso-
potamia the greatest grain producing
country of the then known world.
Two hours later we camped again,
near a group of wells of fairly good
water. Desert folks are suspicious

of well water in which they find no

insect life?they fear enemies may

have poisoned the water. The day's
march had been long, and there was
little singing. The pilgrims slept
early.

The Holy City at Last.
A Mohammedan who has been to

Mecca or Kerbela is called a "Haji,"

and is allowed to paint his beard a

firey red. One such was in our band
and he came early to call me. They

were all very serious, and seemed
anxious to start. At dawn I found
myself back on the hurricane deck
of my rolling camel, riding with the

pilgrims. He of the red beard rode
beside me.

"Why do you, a Nazarene, go to
the Holy City?" he asked.

"To behold and admire," I an-
swered with due gravity.

He was appeased. He did not
know that I wanted to see all those
flowing whiskers painted red; to

seek "antiques" among the pilgrims;

to barter for a choice rug; to get a

photo of his sacred mosque, and in-
spect the burying ground of all those
imported ancestors. Twenty dollars
is paid as a fee for interring an an-

cestor in a certain choice spot. It is
said that when the interested rela-
tives have returned to their homes,

the venerated ancestor is thrown out

and the coveted spot resold to the

next pious pilgrim.
We were now well Into the heart

of ancient Babylonia,

The desert was more and more
marked by the lines of what were
once great canals. Camel thorn ap-
peared In greater quantities. This
Is a hard, prickly shrub, good food
for camels and also used as fuel by

the Bedouins.

Once, passing through a low, flat
on which the camel thorn grew

thickly, we started three desert ga-
zelles. These graceful creatures,

with long, straight horns, were off
like the wind. Salmon's Martini
cracked once, twice, three times, but

the gazelle kept on their way. The
Persians chaffed my guide, and
pointed out their own superior meth-
od of catching the gazelle. They use
a falcon. First they train the fal-
con, by using a sheep to whose head

a piece of raw meat has been tied.

The falcon, blindfolded and without
food for two days, is taken onto the
field and placed on the sheep's head

and allowed to have a bite of the
raw meat; then he is carried away

a few yards, and allowed to fly back

for another bite. This is kept up

till the falcon Is taught to fly a hun-

dred yards or more, and light on
the sheep. Then the bird is ready

for the real chase, after gazelle. It
Is taken out by the hunter, who car-
ries It, blindfolded, riding on his
wrist. When a gazelle Is started the

bird's eyes are uncovered and it Is

released. It's keen eyes Immediate-
ly discern the fleeing gazelle, and off
goes the falcon like an arrow. Light-

ing on the gazelle's head, where it

holds on with Its sharp talons, the

wretched antelope Is thoroughly de-
moralized by the unusual event, and
the flapping of the hawk's wings

about its eyes, and falls a ready vic-

tim to the hunter's lance.
Towards noon the Persians became

very silent.

yell, the whole caravan broke into

their chant, keeping step with it as
they marched. And there, before us,
lifting itself from under the horizon
in that strange refractory way pe-

culiar In the heated desert air, we
saw the Holy City, its golden domesr
buring in the quivering light.

The Holy City was not far away.

Even the women spoke in subdued
voices, and left off abusing the camel

drivers.

Nearer we came, and and
more saw that we were indeei ap-

proaching a great gathering place of
men. In an hour we were fairly
among the horde?thousands on
thousands of pilgrims, camped in
their brown desert tents about the
walls of Kerbela.

Suddenly, like a crashing college

We sought a clear space and
camped?lost among them. As night
advanced the din became unspeak-
able. Trumpets blared, the beating
of countless torn toms rattled
through the camp, and shapely Arab
women glided through the twists
and poses of that much abused dance
which only true daughters of the
Orient ever master. Here and there
they danced about the fires, bare-
foot and brown of skin. Up through
the hazy smoke floated the wlerd
notes of the Bedouin flutes.

In the background stood the tall,
crab-like camels, chewing, chewing,
chewing, what? I don't know. Fur-
ther still behind them towered the
domed mosques of the Holy City,
which I shall explore tomorrow.

Above burned the same arc-lamp
stars that guided the wise men of
the east on their walk to Palestine,
centuries ago.

And I sat at my tent flap and
looked out at an Arab woman danc-
ing.

What wouldn't Gertrude Hoffmoj^
Allen or Tanguay give, I thought. To

learn a step like that.

TROUBLE REPORTED
ON RESERVATION

Prospectors Warned Off While Try-
ing to Locate Mineral Ground.
Washington, March 7.?Unofficial

reports here Indicate trouble on the
Spokane Indian reservation over pros-

pectors being warned off. Apparent-
ly they have sought to locate mineral
there, relying on the approaching
opening of the reservation.

The date for opening, together with
the date for opening the Coeur
d'Alene and the Flathead reserva-
tions, today was set over from April
to May 2. In the meantime the In-
dian agent is in control with full au-
thority to keep off prospectors.

Delay in classification and ap-

praisement of the lands caused the
postponement of the opening. These
are the reservations for which the
drawings were conducted last au-
tumn.

GLASSES
MAKE ALL THE

WORLD SEEM
BRIGHTER

Are you troubled
with eyestrain? Does
the print blur when you

read at night?

I test your eyes scien-
tifically and guarantee
a correct fit.

Prices reasonable.

Frtak L Jtntt
OPTOMETRIST

The lighting of stores, halls*
gardens, streets, places bow
outdoors and indoors that re-
quire extra brilliant light, is
easily solved by using The
Little Giant Light?the mod-
ern inverted light that burns

PYRO
ALCOHOL (Denatured)

A light so bright, so clear and
white as to change into day
the blackest night. There
are other lights that burn
Pyro too, lights for the home
of every description ?burn-
ers that can be fitted to any
metal fount and that increase
the candle power from three
to four fold. All lamps that
burn Pyro Alcohol Dena-
tured require less care and
give more light for less
money than other lights.
They are safe, odorleM snd clean.
A* the Government tax of $2.08 per
gallon has been removed from Pyro
Alcohol Denatured, it can now be
?old at a popular price. Stoves for
cooking that burn Pyro arc remark-
able for the low ooat of maintop
nance and for their cleanlineta.t

F. T. Blunck, Jr.


