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We were not permitted to stop at

the Indian reservation, but I didn't
have any desire to stop anyway, but I
guess there was no danger so long as
you let them alone.

About half a mile out we saw the
last trees we saw for several days.
Just before we got to the sulphur
spring we met an Indian man and his
squaw, driving a little skinny pony
and a burro to a light wagon. The
man was standing up, bareheaded
with a blanket wrapped around him.
and the woman was sitting flat down
in the wagon, and bareheaded, with a
blanket wrapped about herself. She
had the reddest face you ever saw.
She looked as if she had used red
barn paint. Now, we Americans try
to make ourselves look white and she
tried to see how red she could make
her face look. She sure was a “bird."

After lunch, which we had at the
sulphur spring, we started for Callup

It was a lonely road, nothing growing l
—nothing in sight but hot sand and
rock. It was a fierce road on tires.
The sun kept getting hotter and hotter
and we just longed for a little cloud
to just kind of cover up a part of
that red sun. If it wouldn’t rain we
would have been glad to see a cloud
anyway. Our engine boiled hot and

it took all the water we were carrying

for the car. About 4 o’clock we came
to an Indian trading post and they
told us there was a well down in a
gulch. I was so thirsty I thought I
would die if I didn’t get a drink. The
water wasn’t very good, but it was
quite cool.

Every once in a while we saw a

bunch of sheep and goats tended by

Indian women and children. About
4:30 We came to a store which was

run by a white man, and we were

still 44 miles from Gallup. The others
of the party wanted to go on, but the
storekeeper told us there was lots of
sand, so we camped right there along-

side the road, with not a tree to be
seen anywhere.

After a while an Indian man and
woman came up driving a bunch of

sheep and goats, and the woman was
carrying a baby on her back. They
were all bareheaded. The Indian
women all wear the fullest skirts.
Some people told us that the first
of each year the women start out

with seven skirts and as one wears

off they just drop it off and go on. A

number of Indians came there for
water that evening, driving the skin-

niest ponies. They looked scarcely
able to pull a barrel of water.

You never see them buy any canned
goods nor flour out of the store, and
they can’t raise anything without wa-

ter. It is a mystery to me how they

exist.
Well, Saturday morning we started

for Gallup and reached there about 11
o’clock. There was not as much, sand
as we had figured on. but the -old
desert still hung on. There wasn’t
a tree to be seen anywhere and the
camping ground was behind a garage
and surrounded by a high board fence.
The sun just boiled down on us, and
we were certainly disappointed, for
we had figured all along that when we
struck the main highway we would be
on a real boulevard.

We hadn’t been there more than
five minutes till a car came in going

from California to N'ew York, and they
told us the road was simply fierce;

the sand was so deep at places that
if you didn’t have a shovel you had
to take your hands and dig sand away
from the wheels before you could got

along. The man said we wouldn’t
have any good roads till we got to
Bakersfield. California, and that there
would be no shade to camp under ex-
cept at Flagstaff, Arizona, and you

had to pay to stay there. Well, we
were a sick bunch.

We put up our tents and made a

little shade, and as luck had ft, a

cloud came up and it rained several
times during the day. Gallup is a
dirty looking town, but they had a

nice “Harvey House” there and lots
of paving laid. Maybe you think that
old Santa Fe railroad didn’t look good
to us. We hadn’t seen a train since
we left Thompson, Utah, over 300
miles away. We bought a number of
cans of canned goods and a copy of
the Sunday Los Angeles Examiner, so

it looked like we were getting some-
where.

About 20 miles out of Gallup we

came to the “Painted Desert." It was

a pretty view and looked as if the
rocks had really been painted. Then
at Adamantine we went, to see the
Petrified Forest. Those petrified trees

are a mystery. They have all fallen
over and lie in ruins, and ore nothing

but solid rock. They are all colors of
the rainbow. That flight and all next
day it poured rain, and the camp
ground was just covered with water.

This wasn’t a very large place, hut I

think there were fifteen cars there
all the time, people coming and go-
ing. This was at Holbrook. Next
morning we started far Flagstaff; I
think they said it was 105 miles.
About 25 miles from Flagstaff we saw
trees, small cedars, and after awhile
they disappeared and pine trees ap-
peared, and there were so many saw-
mills all through there. We stayed all
night there and had a nice place to
camp. The camp ground was about
two miles out and It cost 25 cents a
cal' to stay, but the grocery and milk
wagons came out each day. The
weather turned Very* cold and we had
to use all the covers we hud to keep
warm and then didn’t have enough.
It froze Ifce an Inch and a half thick
that night. The elevation was 7,000
feet, hut thlr.k of an inch and a half
of ice In June.

Well, we had Just been out two
weeks to the day and still a long ways

from Phoenix. Mr. Brinley said it
was too hot to go to Phoenix yet and
we better go right straight to Cali-
fornia. We dreaded that trip across
the desert. It was deserf, too, and
the sun was so hot that every once
in a while we stopped and let some
air out of the tires. At GofT we got
gas at 40 cents a gallon, and most
places across that desert it was 50
cents.

We stopped at Kingman and this
was the first place we noticed a
change in prices. Gas was 30 cents
and the 20 cent loaves we had been
getting at Delta were 13 cents or two
for 25 cents. We had shower baths
at the garage and a large rest room
with rockers and lounges. We crossed
the line and came into California, but
it didn’t look like Sunny California
there. It was about ten miles from
the bridge, the dividing line, to
Needles, and we saw such a lot of
discarded tires there along* the road.
We got to Needles for our Sunday
lunch and had a very pleasant place

I to eat.
! At Amboy we thought we would eat
at the restaurant, but things didn’t
look very inviting and the fellow
wanted 75 cents each for what he did
serve, so we bought some lunch goods

and ate outside. Even then we were
held up, for the Jap charged us 60
cents for a baker’s pie and 40 cents
for four glasses of ice tea. He called
it ice tea, but it wasn’t even very
cold.

They told us that Barstow was 82

miles from there and that the paving
started there, so we were longing to
get to Barstow. At Ludlow we got

water and gas and a boot for a tire
which had been nearly cut through
by sharp rocks, and things for lunch.
This was a nicer place than Amboy.
They had built a shed for cars to
camp under. I Judge there was room
for ten cars. They had their water
shipped in, but it was hung out in
earthen jars and was quite cool. We
came up to a building, and bless Good-
ness, if they weren't making ice
there. It meant more to us, who had
suffered so much for cool drinks, than
you can imagine at home. We set

out our lunch and had real iced drinks.
When we got to looking around for

the paved road we didn’t see any. and
then a big car from Los Angeles came
up and the man said he had actually

driven from Los Angeles 160 miles,

that morning, and he said we wouldn’t
strike the pavement until we got to

the Summit. 20 miles away. We had
gotten so disgusted hearing so many

tales about the roads that I felt like
asking the next person we met if the
streets were really paved in Los An-
geles.

But the roads were lots better after
we left Barstow; some gravel and not

so many sharp rocks. We camped
near a small town called Victorville,

and next morning we found the real
paved roads —at last we had found
the real road we had traveled 1,200

miles to see. But the roads here are

good. There are so many it is diffi-
cult to tell which is the best one.

So please tell your friends not to
believe all they hear about this Santa
Fe Trail or the Great National High-
way. It is Just merely a road—a way

for people to get over. You can Just
figure it will cost you a set of brand
new tires, and we burned 88 gallons of
gasoline on the 1.200 miles, costing

us |37.45 for gasoline alone, without
the oil and other expenses.

We stopped several days at River-
side, and Anally went on to Lob An-
geles. Mr. Brinley tried this town

over and over to get some ground

with shade trees to start a camping
ground, but these traveling people are
so hard on trees he simply could not

get any. He has rented two vacant
lots on Alameda and Slausson and is
building sheds for shade and has
shade for eight cars now. He will
put in shower baths.

I must close, with kind regards to
all. , Sincerely,

MRS. SAM BRINLEY.

To Iowa to Live.
Departing Saturday morning for

Ames, lowa, were Mr. and Mrs. D. 8.
JefTers and children, where Mr. Jef-
fers has been appointed to teach In a

school of forestry. Mr. Jeffers has
been forest supervisor In the Uncom-
pahgre Valley Forest for the past two

years, and during his residence here
has been a tireless worker In every-

thing religious and social. He and
his wife will be sadly missed from the
community.

Y. W. C. A. Conference.
Beginning today, November 18th.

and continuing through the 20th, a

convention of Y. W. C. A. workers
will be held at Montrose nnd nil young
ladies Interested in this work are In-
vited to attend any or all sessions. A
number of Delta young ladies sold
home-made candy, peanuts and pop-

corn at, the celebration on Armistice
Day, to secure funds with which to

defray the expenses of the trip.

HOLSTEIN DAIRY COW SALE
Saturday, November 26. On this

date I will hold my Arst annuul Hol-
stein dairy cow sale. This sale will
be held at my feed yard In the north-
east part of town near the city pound.
My offering will be about 35 head of
registered and high-grade Holstein
cows and heifers, as well as my Ann
herd bull Pahgro FenCor, Sir Bess, a

past two-year-old bull weighing 1,700

pounds. This is a very Ane Individual,

showing strong blood lines and whose
sire; formerly owned by Loesc.h Bros,

of Montrose, sold the past season for
$40,000. The grade cows are good

ones and heavy milkers. These heif-
ers are nice ones and both cows and
heifers have had service from my

herd bull. W. A. Davis, owner, Delta,

Colorado.

Look inside the lid!
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If it hasn't this trademark
it isn't a Victrola

You can readily identify the Victrola by the famous
Victor trademark, “His Master's Voice.” It is not a

Victrola without the Victor dog. This trademark is on

every Victrola. It guarantees the quality and protects

you from inferior substitutes.
The word “Victrola” is also a registered trademark

of the Victor Talking Machine Company. It is derived

from the word “Victor”and designates the products of

the Victor Company only.
As applied to sound-reproducing instruments,

“Victrola”refers only to the instruments made by the
Victor Company—the choice of the world’s greatest

artists
# V

Look inside the lid—insist upon seeing the famous Victor
trademarks. On the portable styles, which have no lid, the Victor

tradeir' ,rk appears on the side of the cabinet. (I

Harding-Raber Drug Co. !
“The Rexall Store”

Sharpies Suction Feed
Cream Separators

Are now quoted lower than ever
before. When prices dropped
we immediately took our loss
and adjusted our prices accord-
ingly.
Cream is bringing a good price
and now that you can buy the

. best separator made at a lower
price than ever before quoted,
you cannot afford to do without
it, or use an inferior machine.

We have all sizes in stock

DELTA HARDWARE CO.

IAFord. I
I Deserves I

|B • fjggi

Sjt You may think that a genuine Willard ||fl|
gjl Battery for your Ford car would cost SI
S too much. We’d like to see the look of IjS

surprise that comes on your face when jg||
M we quote you our price! §f||

I Seicrest Bros. I
fl Battery Service Electrical Repairing H
g DELTA, COLORADO jg

Wo render a kindly, considerate service that makes

final tribute appropriate, and beautiful.

Delta Mortuary
MB. AND MBS. T. E. BEMLEY.

We handle monuments of quality.

AN OPPOETUNITY TO OWN AN

EDEN ELECTRIC WASHER
IS KNOCKING

within everyone’s reach. $10.0() puts an EDEN in
your home. Balance on easy payments.

$l7O Eden at $119.75 While They Last
BEMEMBEK this is no reduction in factory price—-
purely and simply a big sales plan organized by Eden
Distributers in an effort to sell everyone interested in
a washing machine an Eden. We do not know how long
this sale will last. We can obtain only a limited number
of machines nnd believe that if you do not buy now that
you will never have another chance to buy at such a low
price. So if you arc going to get in on this wonderful
bargain, you had better phone us your order today. A
$lO.OO payment will insure your getting an EDEN.

Western Colorado Power Co.
/

IF YOU WANT YOUR
THANKSGIVING TURKEY

To please your friends, roast it with

STATES COAL

In States Coal you get MOST HEAT
PER DOLLAR.

When Governor Bradford
yjafftllM sent the four hunters into the

üßfeqlK wild Massachusetts forests to
S£SsS3B hag a supply of meat for our

Pilgrim fathers’ first Thanks-
giving fenst, they returned
with nearly a week’s supply.

And it was MOSTLY wild turkey.
Bight then was established a precedent. Not because

turkey was so plentiful—hut because the huntsmen out-
did themselves in the desire to secure the choicest mor-
sels for the “day of days.”

So we should all have turkey on Thanksgiving. Wc
can supply you. The nicest, plumpest and tendcrest
birds in town.

No. 1 BEEF VEAL

POBK LAMB
HAMS BACON

“Quality” our only Arr/umait

G. W. HULL6c SON
“QUALITYMARKET”

Rawlins Coal Mine
Under New Management. No delay
in loading Plenty of Coal always hand

DELTA COAL CO.
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