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- HE Santa Fe Trail waa
IgHlP’lljppp the maker of men as

well as the maker of
U states-

Only real men
survived the dangers

fvand hardships of the

JK trail, but real men
grew in strength and

JP, j./ stature because of

fa* hardships and the dan-
'll:; % gers. The sham per-

— ished in the desert.
but the genuine march-

ed the trail unhurt. The story of the
trail is the story of great frontiers-
nu-n. There were giants in those
days. Strong men and weaklings were
attracted by the pot of gold which
the rainbow stories of the trail lo-
cated in Santa Fe, the end of the trail,
where the rainbow touched the ground.
The weaklings fell by the weary way-

side or fied back to the silken com-
forts of civilization. The strong stay-

ed. Courage was a characteristic.
Fear was foreign to the frontiersmen.
They knew bow to fight, to fight at
close range, and to fight hard. They

did not know much about books, but
they knew of men and the open sky
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was one reason for their lack of the
education which the school gives.
They had the training of the west,
which gave them rough, uncouth ex-
teriors and unselfish hearts. Jim or
Maj. Bridget, born in Washington
City, left the nation’s 'capital to trav-
el “out West” and become guide,
scout, map maker through the Rocky
mountains. Bridger’s pass in the
Rocky mountains bears his name. Jim
Bridget, it is claimed, first among the
white men of America, saw Salt Lake
in the winter of 1824-5. Bridget was
In the employ of the United States
government for some years and served
under Gen. John C. Fremont as a
scout. He also gave valuable assist-
ance to the surveyors of the Union
Pacific railroad.

The Bents, St. Vrain, Maxwell, Jim
Baker, the Coopers, the Gentrys, James
P. Beckworth, Bill Williams, Tom To-
bin, James Hobbs—these are among
the famous soldiers, traders, trappers
and frontiersmen whose names are
Intimately associated with the ro-
mance and history of the Santa Fe
Trail. Near Arrow 7 Rock, Saline
county, Missouri, yet resides John D.
Turley, 85 years old, who was a fa-
mous trader on the Trail, as was his
father before him. The lifetime of
father and son covers the entire pe-
riod of the Old Trail. Judge Turley’s
last trip was in 1851, when the Trail
was yet in large use.

"We fought Indians across the en-
tire continent and carried on a most
profitable trade in merchandise with
the Mexicans,” said Judge Turley.
“We bought whisky from the distil-
leries in Missouri at 16 to 40 cents a
gallon, and sold it in Taos at $3 a
gallon. It was terrible stuff, too. We
diluted it with water, making two gal-
lons out of every gallon, but even then
it was terrible. The ox teams had
six yoke of oxen and the ordinary
load for a wagon was 7,200 rounds. A
load of 3,000 pounds is a good wagon
load now. We took our merchandise
to Taos or Santa Fe, opened a regu-
lar store, and would sell out our en-
tire stock In two or three months. The
remnants of our last stock my father
traded for Mexican sjieep at $1 a
head, took the sheep to California, and
sold them at $lO a head. I sold sas-
safras root at $4.50 a pound in Taos.
We traveled about 25 miles a day.
The last trip took 49 days. We met
on that trip Rose, said to be the hand-
somest Indian woman in the west.
My father made his first trip in 1825,
and the Turleys stayed on the Trail
until Pearly the opening of the Civil
war. Various tricks were played on
the Mexicans. There was a tariff
on every load of goods brought into
Mexican territory. The ' tariff was
so much a wagonload. If the wagon
was empty, it was admitted duty free.
Some traders would load the goods
just outside the Mexican territory into
half the wagons and drive In with half
the caravan made up of empty wag-
ons, thus paying but half the duty. The
fandango—a kind of public dance—-
was the chief form of social entertain-
ment. The Spanish girls at the fan-
dangoes were sometimes treated to ice
cream and whisky. It is a devilish
combination.”

The story of the Old Santa Fe Trail
is the story of Its Bents, Carsons,
Donlphans, Bridges, Woottons, Tur-
leys and the rest. They were
men cast In heroic mold. Made by
the Trail, they were makers of the
west.

Some Mourner.
Down in Georgia a negro, who had

his life insured for several hundred
dollars, died and left the money to
his widow. She immediately bought
herself a very elaborate mourning out-
fit.

Showing her purchases to her friend,
she was very particular Jn going into
detail as to prices and all incidental
particulars. Her friend was very much
impressed, and remarked:

“Them sho is fine does, but, befo*
Heaven, what is you goin’ to do wld
all dls black underwear?”

The bereaved one sighed;
“Chile, when I mourns I mourns.”—

Harper’s Magazine.

that the Sioux had 1,000 warriors and
many rifles, and the Comanches and
Arapahoes were afraid of them on ac-
count of their great disparity of num-
bers, but that if he would go with
them on the warpath they felt as-
sured they could overcome their ene-
mies. Carson, however, instead of en-
couraging the Comanches and Arapa-
hoes to .fight, induced them to nego-
tiate with the Sioux. He was sent
as mediator and so successfully did
he accomplish his mission that the in-
truding tribe consented to leave the
hunting grounds of the Comanches as
soon as the buffalo season was over,
which they did, and there was no more
trouble.

In the adobe dwelling house at Old
Fort Lyon, where Kit Carson died—

now part of the United States Naval
hospital near Las Animas—Luke Ca-
hill, the only person now living who
saw the great frontiersman die, told
the story of his death. “It was on
May 22, 1868,” said Cahill, “that Gen.
Carson died here. His head rested
near this window and he had been
looking out through the window at the
world outside. He semed to want
to get out of doors. He had been ill
across the Arkansas river, where he
had been living for a time. As he grew
steadily worse the fort physician. Dr.
Tilton, and others of his friends had
persuaded him to permit himself to
be brought to the fort for medical
treatment and hospital attendance. He
had come very reluctantly. All was
done for him that could be done, but
it wr as no use. He grew steadily worse.
There was a smile on his face as, with
his hand in my hand, he looked out
of the window at the glowing sunshine
and died. When he died the last
page of the last chapter of the heroic
days of the Old Trail was finished.
He was the great man of the trail.”

The most memorable military expe-
dition up the Old Trail—Indeed, the
most marvelous military expedition In
-the>gjaoHjry Oi thd umted&fltates— was
that led by Col. Alexander W. Doni-
phan, In 1846. The thousand Mis-
sourians. under Col. Doniphan’s com-
mand, formed part of the Army of the
West, under Gen. Stephen W. Kear-
ney, which left Fort Leavenworth
June 26, 1846, over the Old Trail for
Santa Fe. “This body of men,” wrote
William Cullen Bryant, “conquered the
states of New Mexico and Chihuahua
and traversed Durango and New Leon.
On this march they traveled more
than 6,000 miles, consuming 12
months. During all this time not one
word of information reached them
from the government, nor any order
whatsoever; they neither received
any supplies of any kind nor one cent
of pay. They lived exclusively on
the country through which they pass-
ed add supplied themselves with pow-
der and ball by captilring them from
the enemy. From Chihuahua to Mata-
moras, a distance of 900 miles, they
marched in 45 days, bringing with
them 17 pieces of heavy artillery as
trophies.” It was this expedition,
which decided that New Mexico and
Arizona should become states of the
American union.

Richens Lacy Wooton, “Uncle Dick’
Wootton, as all trail travelers knew
him, deserves high place In any ac-
count of the historic personages of
the trail. Col. Richard Owenby has
restored near Trinidad the old Woot-
ton toll bouse where the frontiersman,
having built a road over Raton moun-
tain, levied tribute upon all who trav-
eled thereupon.

The Trail attracted the young man.
Kit Carson went west upon the Trail
at the age of 17years; Doniphan and
his soldiers wer mere youths, Wootton
was but 18 years of age when he “hit
the Trail,” and James Bridger, the
foremost mountaineer, was only 16
years old when, under the leadership
of William H. Ashley, the fur mer-
chant, he went out on the Trail. The
early age at which the frontiersmen
left home for the wilds of the west

and the trail. They lived out of
doors. They were honest. “Hide my

£old?” said one old-timer talking over
his yesterdays. “I never hid my gold.
No thieves traveled in the caravans.”
They were hospitable. They would
share the last pipeful of tobacco. Dan-
gerous as was the life the early trav-
elers upo nthe trail necesarily led,
they found fascination in the very dan-
ger. “I would like to go again,” said
Judge John D. Turley, one of the In-
dian fighters of yesterday, rising from
his chair and tapping with his cane
the elm under which we had been
seated. He seemed 30 years young in-
stead of 85 years old. “I certainly

would go again if the railroad had
not taken away the danger and spoiled
the fun.”

The most conspicuous figure among

the frontiersmen on the trail was Kit
Carson—“Gen. Carson,” as he is spok-

en of, almost with reverence, by
Daniel L. Taylor, six times mayor
of Trinidad, Colo., who has given
$5,000 to erect a statue Ho Carson in
that bustling border town. Kit Car-
son lived and died upon the trail and
was there buried. The automobile
travelers, following the old trail, found
reminders of this foremost irontiers-
man from Franklin, Mo., to Taos, N.
M. Ready and willing to talk of Kit
Carson were the old-timers who had
known him. “Of all the great men on
the trail,” said Mayor Taylor, who
knew him Intimately for years, “Gen.
Carson was the chief.” Not all the
old-timers agred with Mayor Taylor.
“Kit Carson was not an extraordinary
man,” said Capt Smith H. Simpson of
Taos. “There were many others who
were better and older Indian fighters.
It was Gen. John C. Fremont’s re-
port* that made Kit Carson’s reputa-
ble#: 7 '

It is not strange that the trail
abounds with stories of Kit Carson
and his adventures. In Howard coun-
ty, Missouri, where the trail really be-
gan, he lived as a lad. At Pawnee
Rock he had his first fight with the
Indiana. At various posts on the trail
he was stationed as Indian agent. He
married on the trail. His body, buried
Lyon on the trail. His body, buried
first at Las Animas, on the trail, was
and in a cemetery in this quaint Span-
ish town in the mountains now rests.
Kit Carson was part and parcel of the
old trail and much of the romance of
the trail is interwoven with his name.
He was only 17 years old when he
left his father’s home in Howard coun-
ty. Missouri, to join a Santa Fe Cara-
van. Prom that time until his death
on the Arkansas river in IS6B the San-
ta Fe trail was his home. Many stor-
ies are told of Carson, some of which
are doubtless apocryphal, but all il-
lustrate the character. At Great Bend,
on the Arkansas river, he amputated
a man’s arm to save his life, using as
instruments all that were available, a
razor, a saw and the king bolt of a
wagon. At Rent’s Fort be was the
chief hunter for eight years, provid-
ing game for food for the 40 men in
the fort. He wr as on intimate terms
with the Indians, who admired, re-
spected and feared him. He could
make peace as well as war. “The
Sioux, one of the most numerous and
warlike tribes.” relates Mayor Tay-
lor, “had encroached upon the hunt-
ing grounds of the southern Indians,
and the latter had many a skirmish
with them on the banks of the Arkan-
sas river along the trail. Carson, who
was in the upper valley of the river,
was sent for to come down to help
them drive the obnoxious Sioux back
to their own stamping ground. He
left Fort Bend and went with the
party of Comanche messengers to the
main camp of that tribe and the
Arapahoes, with whom they had
united. Upon his arrival he was told

No Place to Stop.
“When young Warping came back

home and told bis father he was a
rolling stone, what did the old gentle-
man say?”

“He knocked the ashes out •of his
pipe and told young Warping to keep
on rolling.”

So to Speak.
“What Is a fete champetre, pa?”
“A fete champetre, son? Ahem!

I guess that’s some sort of frolic In
a field.”

Had No Objections.
A Union officer appeared before the

mistress of a southern home, saluted
and said: “Madame, a federal soldier
has been killed on your place. Have
we your permission to bury him hereT"
The old woman drew herself up proud,
ly. “Sir,” she replied. "You may bury
the whole Union army here, if you
wish!”

The Right of It.
“Are you going to vote for this

vacuum company?”
“Aw, there’s nothing tn it!**

The Finish.
Patience—Have you noticed In a cir-

cus parade that they always have the
calliope wagon bring up the end of the
line?

Patrice—Yes; that is to let you
know that the worst is yet to come.

A Consideration.
“Why don’t you abdicate?”
“How can I?” replied the monarch

of a small but turbulent country. “If
I don’t stay on the job there’s nobody
to O. K. my expense account”

Not Good Testimony.
Patient (feebly)—“Doctor, my wife

says that you have charged too much
for operating on me.” The Doctor—
“But, my dear sir, you don't mean to
tell me that you would take your
wife’s opinion as to your value?”—
Life.

Life in Town.
One nice thing about loafing in a

big town is that if a man has money
enough he can get shaved twice a
day without exciting comment.—Gal-
<eeaton New*.

For Compulsory Domestic Service.
Compulsory domestic service for

girls and women as an equivalent to
the universal military service incum-
bent upon men is a novel proposal put
forward by Prauleln Pauline Woraer,
a leading German woman reformer.

The Idea.
“I am a progressive bird,” said the

electrician’s canary.
“In what respect?” asked the old

maid’s parrot.
“I have a wireless cage.”

He Also Serves Who
If you want to "serve the people” It

isn’t necessary to run for an office.
Work hard, attend to your own busi-
ness, and pay your bills on the first
of the month. Follow that plan and
you will be more popular than any
statesman, and will have less grief.—
Emporia Gazette.

Not Belles-lettres.
Bill —He’s considerable of a letter

writer. He wrote me three yesterday.
Jill—Three, did you say?
“Yea; L O. U.”

INJURY BTTWEEVILS
Insect Moves About but Little

Except in the Fall.

Peat May Be Greatly Reduced by
Picking Them Off the Little Cot-

ton Until Squares Begin
to Form in Spring.

(By G. H. ALFord. Special Agent of the
Farmers’ Co-operative Demonstration
Work, Jackson, Miss.)

Farmers who destroy the squares,
bolls and foliage—the sole food sup-
ply of the weevil—on or before Octo-
ber 20 and add strength to this almost
knockout blow by plowing under all
the weevils in the cracks and holes
in the ground and in the grass and
trash on the ground and by destroy-
ing practically all the weevils hiber
nating along the turn-rows, fences,
hedges, and in general the vicinity of
the fields and follow up the destruc-
tion by packing the weevils off the
little cotton until the squares begin
to form and by picking up the punc-
tured squares for at least one month
after the squares begin to form, will
certainly reduce the number Of boll
weevils to the minimum.

When the over-wintered weevils
emerge from winter quarters in tbe
spring and reach the little cotton
there is little further movement until
the general dispersion season in Au-
gust, September and October. Tbe
over-wintered weevils go from winter
quarters to the nearest cotton field
and remain there until the migratory
period in the fall. The fact that the
weevil moves about but little except
in the fall makes it possible for an
individual farmer to obtain the best
result from his own efforts in fighting
the pest. There is little danger of
the arrival of weevils from fields
where they have not been picked off
the little cotton until in August when
the cotton crop is formally set. The
danger of the movement of weevils
from farm to farm before August is
not important enough to warrant any
farmer In hesitating to thoroughy
pick the weevils and punctured
squares.

Where the food supply of the wee-
vils is not destroyed early in the fall
and strength added to this blow by
slowing under the cornstalks, grass.

Cotton Square Showing Egg Puncture
of 801 l WeevH and Flaring of the
Bracts. Dr. W. D, Hunter's Illus-
tration.

trash, weeds and other vegetable mat-
ter that serves as winter quarters for
the weevils and by destroying practi-
cally all the weevils hibernating along
the fence rows, hedges and ditch
banks, the over-wintered weevils are
often sufficiently numerous to punc-
ture the squares as fast as they form
on the cotton. Under such conditions
it is not necessary for the' over-win-
tered weevils to multiply before' the
squares are punctured as fast as they

form on the cotton. When the over-
wintered weevils are sufficiently nu-
merous to puncture the squares as
fast as they form no cotton will be
made unless the weevils are picked off
the little cotton and the punctured
squares destroyed.

Dr. W. D. Hunter of the bureau of en-
tomology estimates the possible prog-
eny of a single pair of weevils during
a season beginning on June 20 and ex-
tending to November 4 at 12,755,100.
Nature has provided a number of
agencies to prevent such excessive
multiplication, however, the picking
of a pair of weevils off the little cot-
toft means millions less later on. Ev-
ery pair of weevils picked off the little
cotton and destroyed reduces the num-
ber of puncture squares and bolls by
millions.

Before squares form on the cotton,
the over-winter weevils that have
emerged feed upon the opening leaves
or bud of the little cotton. Early in
the morning it Is an easy matter to
find the weevils In the buds of the
little cotton. It Is not at all difficult
to pick them off the buds of the little
cotton and destroy them.

The only reason why we cannot
eradicate the weevil by thoroughly
picking them off the little cotton Is
that the majority of the over-wintered
Weevils do not emerge until after the
squares begin to form on the cotton.
As soon as squares form on the cotton
the weevil gets on the Inside of the
bracts and feeds only by Inserting Its
beak deeply into the squares. After
the squares begin to form on the cot-
ton it is hardly practicable to pick the
weevils off the cotton.

The over-wintered weevils cannot
multiply until squares form on the
cotton. The weevil passes the winter
in the adult stage and breeds only in
squares and bolls. The most conspicu-
ous indication of the presence of the
boll weevil is the flaring of the
squares. When the weevil punctures
a square it turns yellow and the
bracts "flare” open. The punctured
square usually falls to the ground in
a few days

The over-wintered weevils live only
a few weeks after they emerge from
winter quarters In the spring. If the
little cotton is thoroughly picked two
or three times just a few days before
the squares begin to form on the cot-
ton and every punctured square de-
stroyed for at least one month afters
the first squares form practically all
of the over-wintered weevils will be
dead and there will be no young wee-
vils. If it were possible to destroy
every punctured square and boll
thereby prevent the appearance of
new broods, the weevils could be ex-
terminated In one year. While It la
not possible to destroy every punc
tnred square and boll, we can by car*

ful and painstaking: work get practi-
cally ail of the punctured squares
while the cotton Is small.

The beneficial results obtained tvom
picking the punctured .squares de-
pends mainly upon the seasons. When
the punctured squares fall to dry
ground in July and August, and are
subjected to the unobstructed rays of
the hot aim, practically all of the lar-
vae and pupae are killed. Where the
soil is dry and the cotton small prac-
tically all of the “grubs” in tbe punc-
tured squares are killed during the
hot, fair weather, especially if there
Is a dust mulch on the ground. If the
soil is moist, the rows narrow, the
cotton rank and shades the ground,
or if it is cloudy practically all of the
grubs in the punctured squares will
come to maturity unless the squares
are picked and destroyed. The more
moisture in tbe ground, the more rank-
ly the cotton grows and the more the
ground Is shaded, the greater the ne-
cessity for gathering and destroying
the punctured squares. Under any
and all conditions it is certainly ad-
visable to collect all the punctured
squares for at least one month after
the first squares form on the cotton.
The soil is cool at this season of ihe
year and the sun is seldom very hot.

It is not advisable to burn the punc-
tured squares. The punctured squares
should be placed in wire cages for the
reason that many weevil larvae in the
infested squares harbor parasites.
These parasites prey upon the boll
weevil. There are about 25 species of
parasites which by means of their ovi-
positors place eggs on the larvae and
pupae of the weevil within the square.
The young of the parasites feeds upon
the immature boll weevil which it
kills. The bureau of entomology re-
cords one instance in a field near Rob-
son, La., where the parasites killed 77
per cent of the weevils. About the
same time 61 per cent, of the weevils
in a field near Victoria, Texas, were
killed by parasites.

The meshes of the wire cage to put
the punctured squares In should be at
least 16 to the inch. The parasites
are very small and can easily escape
while the weevils will soon die for
lack of food. A tinner will make the
cages at a small cost.

The destruction of myriads of wee-
vils can be accomplished during the
grow ing season by working in co-oper-
ation with the natural agencies that
destroy the weevil. The temperature
at the surface of the ground is gen-
erally about 40 per cent, higher than
at two or three feet above the surface.
It is not surprising that the cotton
squares that fall on the hot ground in
July and August and are not shaded
are parched at once and the immature
weevils destroyed. If the immature
weevils are not killed at once by the
heat, they will starve for lack of food
because of the hardening of the
square—the weevils’ food.

The use of brush on cultivators to
brush or agitate the plants when cul-
tivating the crop will assist to some
extent in destroying the weevil. The
punctured squares will be knocked
to the hot ground sooner than they
would fall and at the same time a few
adult weevils will be knocked to the
hot ground When an adult weevil is
thrown on the surface of finely pul-
verized hot soil. It is killed almost in-
stantly.

Attempts continue tc be made to
poison w-eevlls. If the advocates of
poison would only remember that dur-
ing the growing season the boll weevil
feeds only by inserting its beak deep-
ly into the squares or bolls, they would
realize that it is impossible to place
poison where the weevils will feed up-
on it. In all the experiments per-
formed in the field by the bureau of
entomology very heavy applications
throughout the season from chopping
to picking have failed to show any ad-
vantage in the use of poison.

ALFALFA HAY EQUAL TO BRAN
Excellent Ration for Dairy Cow Can

Be Made of Corn %ilage, Cow-
peas and Oat Hay.

In response to a query as to a good
ration for a dairy cow the Hoard’s
Dairyman makes the following reply:

Avery good ration can be made by
letting each animal have daily thirty
pounds corn silage and a liberal a!
lowance of cowpea and oat hay. A
mixture consisting of 400 pounds corn
chop, 300 pounds bran and 100 pounds
cotton-seed meal will supplement this
roughage very well. It will require
about one pound of this mixture tc
produce three and a half pounds of
average testing milk. If it is desir-
abel to force the animals a little, then
more grain should be fed than we
have stated. On the other hand, if the
hay is of very good quality, perhaps a
little less grain would he required.

A fine grade of alfalfa hay is .almost
equal to bran, hut alfalfa hay, like the
sample enclosed, is by no means equal
to bran. The stems of this sample are
coarse and bleached, showing that It
has been exposed to the elements, and
has comparatively few leaves. This
kind of alfalfa hay Is by no means
equal to fine-stemmed, well-leaved and
cured-in-the-shade alfalfa. There Is
probably no feedstuff that varies quite
so much in quality as hay. The anal-
yses of hays are based upon a reason-
ably goo quality. The time of cutting,
the curing and the general care given
the bay have very much to do with Its
value.

Feeding Cotton Seed.
Cotton seed may be fed to steers

with good results, although tbe usua4
practice now is to feed the cotton
seed meal remaining after tbe oil ha!?
been extracted in the mills. The cot-

tonseed has a pronounced laxative ef-
fect if fed heavily

Capital for Hog Raising.
The amount of capital required to

launch an energetic farmer in the hog-
raising business is not great, and il
care is exercised. fair profits will be
obtained the first year.

Temperature of Cream.
No matter what the changes in tecr

perature in the atmosphere ma ~ he
the temperature of cream for chura-
lug must be kept about the same win-
ter and summer.

LOST MlNES OFDESEPT

LOOKING TOWARDDEATH VALLET^

ALMOST every mineral region
has its stories of lost mines,
but there is no place where
there exists a better excuse
for them than the great Ameri-

can desert. It Is the lure of lost
mines that has caused a great deal of
the prospecting and exploration of the
deserts in recent years, and In one
manner or other you will find that a
tradition of a lost mine Is at the bot-
tom of almost every Important dis-
covery.

The fame of Death Valley has been
largely due to the fact that a num-
ber of glowing stories of lost treasure
have centered about it since the ear-
lier days of the first explorers who
crossed its vast and mysterious
wastes.

There is the well authenticated
story of the “Lost Breyfogle Mine,”
which is known to many old-timers,
and the golden lure of which has been
a constant incentive to prospectors
for half a century. Then there is
“The Lost Gun-sight,” the story of
which has spread far and wide and
has become one of the permanent
legends of the western mining world.

The “Lost Alvord,” somewhere in
the -western verges of Death Valley,
has about It a tang of romance like
that of the Spanish treasures. And
there is still another treasure story
pertaining to the discovery of a moun-
tain of solid black sulphurets of sil-
ver, somewhere In the southern
Panamlnts, by a straggling party of
immigrants, who made their way
through that region in 1850.

The Breyfogle.
It was somewhere back in the early

sixties when all the southwest was
still an arid and sparsely settled
country, that an early pioneer of the
desert mountains, namely James
Breyfogle, a prospector, made his way
into the Death Valley region, and with
the aid of a burro, was exploring and
prospecting the Funeral mountains,
on the eastern verge of the great,
forlorn, desolate and mysterious val-
ley of death. But the burros then
were as burros now and inclined to
stray away, as only burros can, and
so one day when Mr. Breyfogle, like
many prospectors before and since,
had gone in search of his burro, he
found hiiqself lured on and on in the
vain effort to locate the beast or dis-
tinguish it from other objects, he
penetrated a vast, far canyon in the
Funeral range, partly for purposes of
prospecting and exploration and part-
ly to determine if the burro might
be found L .using in there somewhere
or see!,- the company of other
burros

Ho .' he found no friendly or
!fami; ’

j.- ct of the animate world,
only \ ast and sun-blackened,
wea .h. aicn cliffs and crags and
the ay and solemn sage and sand
an .ip. strewn debris of the hollows

> .nally he espied a lone willow tree
in a ravine, and with the Instinct of
cue accustomed to the deserts he
knew that the willow was a good in-
dication of water. Upon investigation
he found that there was really a
spring beside the willow, and what
was more, that a big ledge of heavy,
dark, rusty ore traversed the ravine
just above. Breaking off some of the
rock he saw that it was permeated
with gold. The yellow, lustrous
gleam of the metal everywhere in the
half-corroded ledge quickly gave the
lone prospector the conviction that he
had discovered one of the greatest
gold deposits ever known. He broke
from the ledge a number of speci-
mens and finally in the gathering
dusk he resumed his way over the
crags and ridges and after some hours
of devious travel was again at his
camp.

With a great resolve to get out to
the settlements and thence return
with companions and equipment, the
lone prospector with such thoughts
as would come to most men under
|9uch circumstances made his way
across the rugged solitudes. In the
direction of civilization.

Just what befell at certain points
In this journey seems never to have
been remembered by Breyfogle—-
whether he was deranged by thirst
and hardships and fell and Injured
himself, or as he believed, he was set
upon by Indians. When ultimately
reaching the settlements he was
bruised and bewildered but still car-
ried the wondrous specimens, rich
with gold.

Breyfogle made numerous returns
to the locality of his find, but could
never again locate the coveted spot.
In efforts to find these
treasure!, he enlisted the aid of
seven* -if his friends who were prom-
inent frontiersmen of those days,
but all to no avail.

Lure of “The Lost Gun-Sight.”
At a time Death Valley was

as little known to the prospector as It
sdft is to the public there was a man
named Bennett who was of a party of

immigrants, making their way west
ward through that region. He had
straggled in advance of his com-
panions, and being almost famished
for water he found what is known a*

"Bennett’s Hole," this being on the
western bars of Death Valley. Ben-
nett afterward made his way into
the foothills of the Panamint moun-
tains, some 20 miles to the westward.
Here he found a spring of good water
and camped, as best he could, to re-
cuperate. He was not a prospector
but was attracted by the metallic
quality of croppings that were in
great quantity about the spring and
protruded in a mammoth ledge near
by.

When Bennett, after great hard-
ships and wandering, finally made
his w’ay out to settlements in the far-
ther valleys of California he still car-
ried a specimen of this heavy, silvery

ore; and later obtaining a gun that
lacked a sight, Bennett took the gun
and the ore to a blacksmith shop and
had a sight fashioned out of this met-
al, which the blacksmith told him was
silver, and hence the story of the "Lost
Gun-sight mine,” which Bennett and
his friends afterward searched for
in vain, and scores have lost their
lives trying to find.

“The Peg-leg mine,” somewhere in
southeastern California, is one of the
best authenticated and most famous
of all lost treasures of the desert.
Like an Ignis Fatuus it lures men
ever to the domains of the purple
mist, for there somewhere upon a
lone hillock lie Its heavy heaps of
gold.

It was “Peg-leg Smith,” an old
prospector of the earlier days, who
first found this treasure, and though
craned with thirst he reached civilisa-
tion with some of the nuggets But
try as he would “Peg-leg Smith
could never retrace his steps to that
alleged wealth and he finally died
cursing the bitterness of fate.

Editor Remembers “Uncle Remus.”
On the grave of Joel Chandler Har-

ris. author of Uncle Remus, Is a clus-
ter of fresh flowers which bespeak the
deep sentiment felt for him by one of
his friends. H. H. Kohlsaat, editor of
the Chicago Record Herald. Mr Kohl-
saat was here recently that he might

visit the grave of his friend, and
himself place the tribute of flowers.

In speaking of Mr. Harris. Mr. Kohl-
saat said:

“When I was granted the privilege,
of an interview with Mr. Harris, f
r’ceply appreciated It. He met me in
t; e city, and I went out to his home

ith him. Approaching the front of
the house, an incident occurred which
was so illustrative of the great man’s
simplicity.

“He lowered his voice slightly, and
asked; ‘Mr. Kohlsaat. would you mind
going in the side way? A wren has
built her nest to one side there of the
front steps, and I am afraid if we go
too near we will frighten her away.
We went in the side way and hie hos.
pltality was as true and beautiful a#
his quaint philosophy and stories.”—
Atlanta Constitution.

Lord Rosebery, Phrasemaker,
Lord Rosebery, a master phrasemak-

er, has credit for a phrase which ha
never originated. When he addressed
the editors of the empire at the Whit*
City In June 5. 1900, he was reported
In many newspapers to have said ibat
Europe was “rattling into barbarism.”
A capital phrase. The ward “rattling”
suggests bayonets, guns, and military
accoutrements; '‘barbarism” stands
for the mad competition In armament*
What Lord Rosebery said was that
Europe was “relapsing Into barbar
Ism,” which is equally true but less
picturesque. In the official report ot
the Imperial Press Conference, how
ever, the phrase used is “relapsing In
to militarism." which Is obviously In
correct, as there was never eo much
militarism In the history of Europe, a?

there Is at the present tirik. Whils
Lord Rosebery said “relapsing Intc
barbarism,” “rattling” has got such
a start in the popular press that ws
fear he will never be able to get rid
of it —London Chronicle.

Gilt-Edged.
“Is his credit good?”
“Good? I should say it is. Why.

his grocer trusted him for a pound of
butter yesterday.”

An Exception
“All the world loves a lover.”
“But not when he’s holding a busy

telephone for a twenty-minute talk
with hla turtle dove.”

Exceptions.
“Don't you think the promiscuous

kissing of babies Is detrimental?"
“Not If you are running for office.*


