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DAYS AND NIGHTS.

Higher the dally hours of anguish rise,
And mount around me ar the awelling
deep,
Till past my mouth and eyos their moments
flow,
And I am drowned in steep.

Bt soon the tide of night beging to ohb:
Uhained on the burren shore of dawn I
lie,
Agnin to feel the day’s slow-rising flood,
Again to live and die.
~[Anne Reeve Aldrich, in Lippincott.

A NIGHT RIDE.

“Yes, boys, they've loft the Reserva-
tion, and aro killing and soulping ter
beat thunder. | met n scout terday,
over in ther Big Coolies, an' he posted
me, "’

““How many are thar of "em, Jack?”

“Wal, ns near as he could tell, thar
wns somewhars erbout thirty er thirty-
five.”

“How are thoy off fer shooting irons?
or didn’t yer find out?”

‘1 should say they was all heeled for
keeps. The scout told me that they all
had Winchesters, an' a hull lot of 'am
had six-shootersas weoll.  And now, boys,
we'va got ter ride like sin ter-morrow,
an’ gother in all the eritters, an' push ‘em
over into the Deep Creek country fer
safety. 1 hawdly think the reds will
navigate thet way. 'So hore's fer a
smoke, and then bed,””

The speaker, big Jack Burns, foreman
of the I. C. Horse Outfit, leisurely pro-
duced pipe and tobucco as coolly as if
the murderous Apaches were a thousand
miles awny instend of thirty.

We were only seven men, ¢ unting the
Mexican cook, in the dig-out attached to
the corrai, and were employes of the big
1. C. Company; and weh wo knew what
an Apiche outbreak meant, for we all
had suffered more or less from their eruel
raids. But we had been intrusted with
the horses, and we intended, if possible
for human power to keep them out of
the clutehes of the redskins, to do so;
for we had all roceived many little kind-
nesses from the company, and from the
highest to the lowest there was mutual
good-will and friendly feeling,—very
different from some outfits, who treat
their vaqueros with far less consillerntion
than they do their horses or vattle,

“Jimmie did yer go down to the Caotus
Ranch fer the six-shooter cartridges?”

*Yes, bet 1 did, an’ got purty close
ter a thousand rounds.”

““Thet's kind er comforting. Did yer
here tell of any news down thar?"”

" Nothing perticler. They was a-talk-
in’ erbout thet thar settler, over on Ante-
lope Flat; they nllowed thot if tronble
come with the reds, he would be in a
purty tough Yirwv, specially as he aro a
tenderfoot. I'd hate ter seo snything
happen ter ‘'em. I passed thar the other
day, and his lectle gal come out, and
snys, sorler anxious like;

¢t ‘Mister, hev you got a lestlo gal?’

“8o [ says, *No, little sissy, I hain't.

“iNor no leetle boys?” suys she.

“Nary one,’ says 1, and 1 told her
thet she w.r tho fust lestle un 1'd seen
fer many o duy, an’ we hed quite a leetle
confab, an' then her mother eome out,
an’ she war a very pleasant lady, she
. war, an’ gho said she allowed thet the
leetle un war lonesome for othér leetle
uns ter play with. They've got n right
young baby thar, too, but the leetle gal
says that baby onn't do nothing but
sleep, an' laugh, an’'—

“Hark! listen, men, listen!” aud in
socond big Jack had pushed open the
door, and was looking intently out over
the moonlit prairie.

“What is it, Jnck?"” asked the boys, as
they gathered outside,

“Did yer hear shooting?”’

“No, hut thar s n shod hoss a-coming
like Dlazes.™ _

Yes, the thud, thud, thud, of ironshod
hoofs were now plainly heard, and away
out a fnint glimmer of dust counld be
discerned.

“Boys, I'm afoared thet thar's tr mble
somewhar’s”" continued Juck.

“Wal, jedging froin the way thet hoss
is a-hitting the trail, we can mighty
goon fell now,” snid Hank Shover

And soon thesight that greeted our
eyes showed us that there was trouble
somewhere,—for ouat of the dust and
glimmer sprang a powerful white mare,
while on her back, securely tied to the
heavy frontier saddle, was the new set-
tler's "leetle gal”

With nstonished and anxious faces, we
sprang to the mare's side, and [ifted the
little moid oot of the saddle; and big
Jack carried her tenderly into the dug-
out, while with wondering faces the rest
of us quiatly followed.

“Pleaso, Alr. Big Jack.
o letter from pap.”

“A Jetter, child. You've brought o
letter twenty miles fer me.  What in the
name o' tre Groat Medicine war yver dad
a thinkin® arbout ter send o baby like
you with it?"”

“1 don't know, please, Mr. Big Juck,
perhaps he's hurt, ‘canse his eyes were
wet and momma was erying. Then
Qupn wrolo a letter and put me on old
Nin and told me to keep on the wagon
trail till I got to the lony tree, and then
head for the Black Canon, and he gnve
mo o switch to beat ald Nan, ‘envse he
enid if Nan didn’t run good, baby Frank
would nover laugh uny moro, —and that
=0 | beat her nll the
way, and came drefful quick,"—and
judging from the mara's heaving sides,
thio little ohe had ridden her for all she
wis worth.

“Wal, give mo ther latter, leotle un,
@n' we'll mighty soon see what's wanted."

The lotter had been securely fastened
to the little one's dress, but it was soon

I've brought

in Jack's hands.
*Sissy, don't yor feel like antin’ n bite
of grub; and drinkin} a cup of coffea?”

“No, thank you, sir, but I am sleepy,
and very tired, and—"

“Juan, keep the child sort of nmused
fer a minit. an’ boys come”; and big
Jack led the way to the far end of the
room.

“‘Boys, hera’s the deuce ter pay."”
In a low voice, he read the letter:

To the Boys at the Btone Corral:

I was out on the ridge at the back of my
shanty, and nob aver twenty miles nway |
saw a big bund of Apaches coming They
will be here ivside of three hours, My little
girlis & good rider, and the mare is sure-
footed and 1ast, ko [ send this by her, neking
you for aid. Mupy God guide ber to you,

I wun ennuot help us, our doom is senled
My relatives live in L——, Michignn: write to
them in regard to my little dnughter.

Hoping and proying you are in sufficient
foree tonid ns, FRANK STAN1ON.

God knows | would not want help for my-
self, but think of my wife and baby.

Tenrs were in our eyes, ans Jnck
finished “the short and rather inooherent
lettor; and then,—good heavens, to think
that we were only seven in all.

"0 boys, if we were only a few more.”

“What can we do. Jack?”

“Wal, I'm afeared if we tried ter git
help from the Cactus Ranch it would be
too late.”

“Do the leetle gal know the trouble?”

“No."”

“Wal, lot's ask her of har dad hav got
shooting irons,"

“Sissy, did yer pap hov guns, and
thinga ter home ter shoot jack-rabbits
with?"

“Yeos, sir, he's got u shotgun, and he
bhought a nice ritle that shoeots without
Inmﬁng. and please, Mr. Big Jack, can
go to bed now? I'mso tired."”

“Jimmie, put the leetle un in your
bunk, sn” you kin' turn in with me if we
gels time ter sloep.”

“But Jack, hain't we ergoin’ ter try
an’' help 'em somehow?"’

“God knows I wish wo could. But
we have ter leave one man with the
horses, nn’ what are gix agin a erowd?”

And truly it looked hopeless,—but O,
to think of the fate of that gentle mother
and tender babe. ‘

“Boys, this is maddening. We must
do somethin’.”

Jimmie had by this time fixed the
bunk and taken off the child's shoes.
“And now, dearie, pile in, an’ take a
real good snooze.”

“But, Mr. Jimmie, you must hear ma
sny my prayers first.”

If ashell had come crashing into tho
dug-out it could not have oreated more
astonishment than the simple request of
the child.

Quick-witted Jimmie had, however,
Rulled himself together quicker than a

nsh, and before the child noticed the
astonished and confused looks, he had
carefully spread a hearskin on the dirt
floor, and gentiy as her own mother bade
her “‘say her prayers.”

The beautiful Lord's Prayer was re-
peated in the clear voice, and them came,
“And please, my Heavenly Father, bless
my own dear papa and mnmma, and little
baby brother, and Mr. Big Jack, and all
the boys at the Stone Corral.”

Starting up and drawing the back of
his hand hastily ncross his eyes, and en-
deavoring to steady his voice, big Jack
sail: ‘“Jimmie, you an' Juan stay an’
tend ter the lectle un. We uns are
ergoin’ to help the folks."”

Crash, and the dug-out door flew open,
and five deternined men—yes, men in
avery sense of the word that night—
ruehed to the corral, buckling on the
heavy six-shooters as they ran.

The heavy stock saddles are slapped
on, and mascular arms tug and tug at
the long latigo straps, until the chinchas
seem as if they would cut through hair
and hide, so tight are they.

“‘Be sure and einch ‘em well, hoys, we
can't stop to tighten 'em after we get
started.”

“Ay, ay, yer kin bet on us, Jack.”

“Aro yer all O K?”

“You bet."”

“Then hend fer the Baldy Mountain
an' if ever you spurred, spur this night.”

Out and away, leaning low, until our
breasts almost rested on the saddle horn,
and with spurs tightly pressed against
our bronchos’ rides, we swepl swiftly
away from the stone corral.  Big Jack
was on the left and alittle in the lead;
and ns we rushed ovor a low sand ridge,
I saw him and his horse showing dark
and clearly out against the sky. Ho was
viding his best this night, and his blue
roan was stretching himself like a
thoroughbred.

And now we came to a long stretch
covered with loose nnd jagged granite;
at mny other time we would have pulled
up and carefully picked our way over,
But to-night the stake we were riding for
was far too precivus to care for horse-
flegh, or even our own necks; so with
slightly tightened reins and only our toes
resting in the broad stirrups, we pushed
madly aeross, the sparks flashing as the
iron shoes n'slnmi against the rough
rock. Acr at last, thank God, and
once more ou the smoeoth plain, our gal-
lant cayuses, with ears well forward, and
distended nostrils. wero stretching them-
selves and throwing dust like heroes.

(lut of the xand ond up on the rim
rock wa tried o spurl, but the jnded ani-
mals were doing their hest, and the steel
failed to get an extra jump out of them.
Another mile would bring us to a point
whaore we would be able if it were day-
light to see the settler's cabin.

Through o long sag, then o dry ereek
bed; orashing through the stunted wil-
lows that lined its %mnkn.wu breastod
the slight ascent, and in_another minute
were on the summit. We involantarily
éhecked our panting horses, nnd a thrill
“E ll"nl‘ll' ran !hl‘nllgh us A8 wWo Aaw A
bright glare of light nhead.

“T'oo Inte, too late, boys. The reds
have pot 'em.” Jack's voice sounded
almost like n groan.

“How fur are wo from the place?”

“Etbout five miles  'round by the
wagoh rond, dut we kin lond our horses
down the deer trail, 2ad git thar in two."

“Then let's follow the deer trail; ©e

may yit be in time ter help "em some

way."

ﬁﬁnding our staggering, frembling
horses. we cautionsly crept down the
pracipitous trail, and mo.ntain, headed
etraight for the glare, which even in the
valley could be distinotly seen.

Nobody now remcembered that we were
only five to thirty, and, goaded and eut
bi’ the spurs, the cayuses carried us rap-
idly over the ground.

When within half a mile wo halted in
the shadow of some overhanging rocks,
while Huonk cautionsly crawled up, and
out on a projecting sholf to reconnoitre,
for if the Apaches had any seouts
thrown out we should have to be careful,
as our only chance of success was to
surprise them.

While we were waiting we carefully
exnmined our gix-shooters, and in
nnother minute, to our great joy, Hank
was telling ns that the barn was on fire,
but the dwelling-house was still intact,
and that he could distinetly hear the
erack of rifles, showing us plainly that
the brave settler was still defending his
loved ones.

“Now boys, here's ther best plan 1
kin think on-—I hain't extra much of a
gineral, but I hev an idea thet it's the
best way for us ter do.  We'll lead our
critters down this gully till we git ter
thet serub brush—wao kin do thet without
the reds ketching on ter us— then we'll
mount. Yer see by that time the cayu.
ses will be gitting their wind purty well.
Then we'll ride right square down on
'am, yelling like tury an’ wharever a
red gits up we'll down him, Then if
they make it too hot for us, we'll dodge
inter the eabin.”

“An’ what then, Jack?”

“Wal, we'll sorter help the settlor to
hold the fort. Anyway we kin keep
‘em from setting the shanty afive, “till
the cavalry comes. By this time the
troops most be on the trail an’ after ‘em
red hot. They can't he a great ways
oft, nohow.”

Silently as spectres then we led our
horses down the gully, earefully avoid-
ing the rocks that here and there cropped
out through the sand. Reaching the
scrub willows, we found ourselves within
300 yards of the house, and perhaps
about 400 from the burning barn,

Climbing quietly into our saddles, wo
bent low to keep out of the glare, and
Jack whispered. *“Are yer all ready?”

“Yes," whispered back, and we
pressed our sombreros tightly down on
our hends.

With a rurh and a crugh we tore
through the brush and rode at full speed
out into the clearing, now almost as light
as day, for the big, heavy barn timhers
wora burning  clearly and steadily.
Across we went, our excited animals

.plinging and leaping like panthers, but

still no Indians,

Past the house and within a faw yards
of the burning barn we pulled up, The
silence confused us. Were we fo late
after all?  Mechanically we closed up
o fatal move, for with unearthly yells
and blood-curdling whoops, the Indians,
From a low sag in the ground on the left,

sent a murderous volley erashing info |

our midsi.

Down went onr brave horses, and
down went their riders,  Four of us
serambled to our feet ns we oleared ours
gelves from the sticrup  leathers, only to
throw ourselves hohind our lead-riddled,
dying animals just in time o save our-
golves: for again the villains poured
their lead into us -this time, thank
heaven, doing us no harm.

Using our horses for breastworks, wo
tried to return their fire, but they were
effeetually concenled.

“Anybody hit?”

“Yes, | saw Hank throw up his hands
and fall face down.”

"Hn_\‘s‘ wa've got fer got out of this or
they'll surround us sure.”

“Kin we makon break for the eahin?

“1 think we might manage ter crawl
thar, by kinder keeping the horses be-
tween us ond the red cusges.”

“Hark, somebody 48 hollering!™

Looking over our shoulders, we suw
thut the door of the shanty was partly
open, and the settler vigorously beckon-
ing to us.

“We musiiry an’ gee if poor lunk is
clenn done for, fust.”

One of the boys erawled cautiously
around to the dead horse nnd fallen rider,
and returning in the same manner, whis-
pered sorrowtully that *‘poor lHank hed
passed in his checks.”

“Now, boys, wo'll muke o run ferit,—
stoop low,” and with a spring, away we
rushed for the door.

Another stream of lead whistled by us,
but nobody fell, and in another second,
we wero inside the heavy door, and help-
ing the settler barricade it.

*I heard yon when you charged by,
men, but it took me some time to open
the door, as [ had a hull lot of things
piled agin it?”

‘*Are yo ull safo so far, Stanton?”

“Yes,thank God, My wifeis guard-
ing tho back of the house, and I'm
watching this part. What we foardd
most is that they will fire the place, like
they did the bern. My little daoghter
reached you safely, did she?”

“Yes, and is staying in the dug-out at
the eorrnl, Wa left two of the buys
with her.”

“Now, men, 'll show you the loop-
holes in the logs, and I'll go and tell the
wife the little one is aafe.”

Hour after hour wa strained our eyes,
peering through the lonp-holes trying to
eatch sight of the redskins.  But they
wore very wary and seemed to have a
wholesome dread of venturing into the
firelit space in the front of the house,

Presnntly Stanton enme quietly "n and
said: *‘Boys, there's something going on
ut the back that | don't understand.”

Loaving one man in the front room,
wo ropaired with him to the room in the
renrof the tuilding.

Juok pressedl his fnoe close to a loop-
hole aud stared sleadily out
dorkness. Suddenly he stepped back,

and, pulling his six-shooter, pointed it
through the loophole and fired.

A wild »ell of rage answered the hot.

“Abha, thnup,‘ht% could feteh him. 1
saw him crawling up, an’ had a burning
stick under his blanket. 1 guess ho
won't burn no more shanties. Give me
u chaw of terbacker, somebody.”

And now we eaw a fnint streak of
dawn in the east, and soon the sun was
gilding the distant Baldy Mountain, and
—what to us was a far more welcome
sight still—was glistening on the secab-
bards and accoutrements of a company
of Unclo Sam's boys ss they came
through the pass at a sharp trot.

The barrieaded doer wus quickly
thrown open, and rushing out we saw
the Indians in full retreat a mile out on
the mesn. . Judging from their haste
they must have seen the cavalry, for
they were pushing their ponies.

The cavalry had also caught sight of
them, for they were coming like the
wind, and as they swept by, in spite of
our weariness and grief at the loss of onr
purd, we cheered them until we were
hoarse,

The next day we obtained horses and
safely escorted the settler, his wife and
baby to the Cactus Ranch. —[Overland
Monthly.

Wild Mustangs in Pennsylvania,

On Black's Island, fivagmiles from the
City of Philadelphin, on the Delaware
River, are a drove of eighty or more un-
tumed muostangs, not one of which hos
ever been shod or touched with a strap
of hamess., The island is a bleak wasie
of mendow Inund, coverad by a heavy
growth of thick grass. Here tho mus-
tungs live, as wild and uncared for as
though on the Waestern plains. The
horses are owned by Messra. Richard and
Lewis Wistar, two wealthy and eccentria
Philadelphinns. In 1873 they took a
couple of Chincotengue mares up from
the South and placed them on Black's
furm, just below Fort Mifflin,  Both the
mares were in foal, and they were turned
out on the island and allowed to run
wild. Fromthat beginning the herd has
inogeased as stated. The ponies are at
perfect liberty all the year round,and are
without sheltar in winter ns well ns sum-
mer. In fnet, they ara to all intents
and purposes, as wild as the wildest
mustangs in the West. The colis aro
foaled without shelter of any kind, and
grow np strong, rugged and as wild as
though hundreds of miles from civiliza-
tion. During the winter, when the
ground is covered with snow, the horses
are obliged to paw holes in the snow in
order to get at the dead gr undor-
neath. After the manner of WHd horses
they divide themselves into smaller
herds, each havingastallion for a leader.
There appears to be a rivalry betweon
these herds, and royal battles are waged
| between the stallions. In color the horses
are mostly bays, ereams and piebalds,
and range from thirtecn to fiftgen hands.
Although the Wistar brothers have not
visited the islund for thirteen years, they
| stendily refuse to part with any of the

[ ponies under any consideration.—[Phila-
delphia Record.

The Use of the Tonsils.

When one gets a sore throat heis apt
towish that he had no tonsils, but medical
sciencs, it is said, has lately demonstrat-
ed that in such o case he would be inn
very sad state. The tonsils are the
factory where the white blood cells are
made, and whence they start on their
heneficent mission through the system
to destroy the enemies of health  More-
over, it has been discovered that they
stand at the very entranes of the throat,

enters through the breath or food.  This
explains why so many of the germs
which enter our mmouth do not perform
destructive work. They are met, chal-
lenged and killed by the white cell sen-
tries in the tonsils. It appears from this
that people who are subject to quinsy
und inflammation of the tonsils ara not

strong, healthy tonsils.
some cnuse, the work shops of the sani-
tary agents are attucked by the enemies
and yiold to the inroads of the very
germs which they are intended to kill.
Extrome cautiogg in the winter time to
preserve these ghnls from colds and ir-
vitation migcht be the means of warding
off many discases of a violent nature.
These discoveries are not only interest-
ing, but of great hygienio vulue, Hore-
ln;ﬁmr medical science hus marked the
use of these glands as “‘anknown."--
[New Orleans Picayune,

Animals and Locomofives.

In a German engineering journal a
writer econtrasis the behavior of different

The ox, that proverbially stupid animal,
stands composedly on the track of a rail-
way without having any idea of the dan-
gor that threatens bim; dogs ron among
the wheels of a department railway train
without saffering sny mjury, and birds

steam engine. Larks often build their
nests and rear their young under the
switches of a railway over which heavy
trains are constantly rolling, and swal-

| lows mukeo their home in engine houses. |
[ A poir of swallows Lave rearcd their |

| voung for a yvear in a mill where a noisy
300 horse power engine is working night
{ and day, and another puir have built a

nest in the paddle box of a stonmer.— |
]

|Boston Budget,

HE KNEW HIM.
“ Alzernon,'’ she said dromatically, “in
| & man a¥ter my own heart.

“Nup, he isn't, my dear,"” r'-yl':n-ll hoe

into thae | proctical father, “*he’s aftoryour E:ug‘_kg‘ that was not in the hottest seuson.

| book."

ready to challenge every enemy that |

g0 well protected ns those who have |
Wenkened fiom |

animals toward stenm machinery thus: |

seem to tnke a particular delight in the |

DEATH VALLEY.
A USIQUE DESERT IN THE FAR
SOUTHWEST,

It is Walled in on Three Sides and
200 Feet Below Sea Level.—
Effects of Its Terrible Heat.

Death Valley proper is unique, writes
Johm K. Spears in the New York Sun.
It is about 74 milos lopg, running  from
north to south, and from five to fifteen
miles wide, At its lowest peint, where
its cliinate is worst, the width is not
above cight miles from fonthills to foot-
hills. It is opposite this depression to
the west that the Paonamints reach their
highest altitude, while asst of the Fuaner-
nl Runge is ahuge ridge with almost a
vertical ltr(-eil'lii'o on the side next to the
valley, A few miles to the south a
mountnin range ruanning enst and west
shuts in the foot of the valley so that at
its lower end Death Valley is walled in
on all sides but one,

Just what the depth is 1 do not know.
A Californin mining  burean report writ-
ten by Prof. Hanks puts the lowest de-
pression at 110 feet below the sen.  One
of Dr. C, Hurt Merriam's party of Gov-
ernment  experts who went iuto the
valley in the sammer of 1801 said the
depression was 200 feet holow the sen,
1 have see one statement in print which
placed the depression 400 feet below the
#en, Na doubt that was an exaggeration,
Whatever the real dopression is, it is
intoresting to note that tifteen miles west
ot this depression is Telescopo peak,
rising more thon two miles u\u-w- the
sea, while within an equal distance
easterly is Funeral peak, rising 8,000
feet above the sen. Where can two
mountains like these be lound with such
a rent between them ?

In its general aspect Death Valley is
gray and sombre; it is even degolate and
torbidding. To admire the scenery from
any point in the valley one must have a
love of nature in her sternest moods.
The nutural vegefation is soant and
stunted, and there is not a green thing
that grows there naturally The thorny
mesquite trees are of a yellowish green
tingo; so, too, are the grease bushes,
while the sags brash and weeds, of which
there are several varieties, are either
yellowish gray or the color of ashes, A
little round gouard grows in some of the
canons. It turus yellow when ripe, and
has u thin meat that is exceedingly bit-
ter. It is called the desert apple. The
eaotus, that grows bevond the valley in
abundance, is rare here. In ghort, the
vegetation of Death Valley is turribly
scant in comparison with that of even
the Mojave desert.

Arid as the valley is throughout its
whole extent, there are two running
strenms within its coufinex. One comes
in at the north end, where it forms a
marsh that gives aat volumes of sulphu-
retted hydrogen. Some who have seen
it believe that the water comes throagh
n subterrinean pnssage from Owens
Lake, beyond the Puramint Mountains.
Tho water of this stream is like that of
the lake, and the tflow never varies from
one season to the other. Ineredible as
the propesition seems, this brook may be
an oitlet of the Inke.

The other stream, Fumnece Creek,
which rises in springs in the Funeral
Mountains, has pretty good, if wuarm,
water, and is the only support of the
ranch that was made by the borax people.

But more jnteresting to the tourist
than all that ean he seen or said about
the Iny of the land are the stories told
about its climate. 'The story of Death
Valley is full of apparent contradictions.
Here was o ranch, for instanee, on which
three moen found work in caring for the
meadows and stoek; a little over u mile
away were the buildings whore forty men
were employed in making borax, most of
them in the openair, wholly unprotected
from the sun’s rays, nnd some engaged
about n lurnace where a great heat was
maintained.  How could these things be
Ll it were true that men died from  heat
and lnck of moisture when they had
water in their hands? It was a curious
case, but both statements of fact were
true.

With the prevailing wind from the
west, Death Valley, deep and narrow,
is gunrded on the west by the lofty and
I‘rt"‘il'il”“-“ PPannmints, while four other
ranges and four valleys, for the most
part absolutely arid, lie between it and
the sea, the only source of moisture,
Eveu west of the Sjerras the plains of
Tulare eounty must be irrigated to make
them preductive.  Imngine now what the
condition of the air must he when, hav-
ing been drained of its moisture by the
| ranges near the sea, it sweeps inloend
| over the wide and undulating desert cast

of the Sierras, where the sun’s rays beat
down relentlessly from above and are
reflocted back op from yellow mesas and
white hot saltbeds. It becomes notonly
s0 hot that it strikes the {ace like a blast
from n furnace, but it is well nigh de-
void of moisture. [People who talk to
the weather sharps ot the Signal Service
Burean are told that with 70 per cent, of
bumidity the air is about right. With
but 60 or H) per cent, as when the air in
a room is heated by s stove or furnace,
the moisturo is taken from the body in
a way to produce headaches, but should
| the percentage be reduced to 40 or to 30
the nir becomes positively dungerous to
health. In Desth Valley, the air, raised
to furnace heat by its pnssage over the
deserts to the west, is kiln dried in the
pit below sen lovel till the percentsge of
moisture is said te be at times less than
oue,

(M the effect of the heat there abunid-
| ant and trustworthy testimony may be

had. While making the diteh which

supplied the ranch with water, J. 5.

Crouch and (). Watkina slept in the run-

ning water with their heads on stones to

keep their faces above the fluid, although
Phil.
| inured

ander Lee, nn old desert man wel
i
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to the heat, while at work on the
regularly slept in the alfalfa

grew under tEﬂ shade of some wille
and was nhandantly irrigated.

Other effects of the arid air are
in the utter ruin within a few days ¢
every articlo of furniture built elsewhere -
and carried there. A writing desk ourle
and split and fell to pieces.
warped into curious shapes. Chairs fell
apart.  Water barrels incautiously left
empty lost their hoops in an hour.  Oné
ami of a blanket that had been washed
was foand to have driod while the other
end was manipulated in the tab. A
bandkerchief taken from the tub and
hold up to the san dried in o flash—
quicker than it would have done before
a red-hot stove.

Ment killed at nine snd cooked at 6 in
the morning had spoiled at 9, Cut thin,
dipped in hot brine, and bung in the sun,
it is cured in an hour, Flour breeds
worms in less than a week. Eggsare
roasted in the sand. Fig trees bloom
and prodace fruit near the house every

spring, but the figs nwver mature.
| Though water flows about the roots of
'the trees, the figs dry up and fall off in
July.

I Surveyor McGillivary said after ron-
|ning out the land for the bdrax compa-
| nies:

“The heat there is iutense. A mon
cannot go an hour without water withont
| bacoming insane. While we were sur-
| veying there we had the syme wooden
case thermometer that is nsed bi the sig-
nal servioe, It was hung in the sh
on the side of our shed, with the only
strenm in the country flowing directly
| under it, and it repentedly registered 130
| degrees, and for forty-vight hours im
1883, when | was surveying there, the
thermometer never once went below 104
degroes,

“=everal of our men went insane.
(no of them was a Chinaman, who had
[ wandered away as soon as he had lost
[his senses. We hunted for him fora
{ while, and were then forced to give him
|up us lost. A few days afterward we
[went to a town sixty or seventy miles

from theve to get some provisions, when
an lndisn came into the town, leading
our lost Chinaman. still insane, und per-
| forming all sorts of strange tricks, tothe
linfinite delight of the Indian, who
[ thought he had found a prize clown, and
regarded it os the bestgoke of the sea-
son.” )

The human body, when suffering from
a fever, is dangerously hot at 100 de-
grees Fahrenheit. 1t has been known to
reach 112 degrees, but death quickly
followed.

A thermometer hanging under the
wide veranda on the north side of the
| adohe house in  Denth Valley bhas regis-
tered 137. It iz in such weather as this
that the snnd storms in their deadly fury
!m\-wp through the valley, and even
| desert birds onught away from the sav-

ing spring or stream fall down and die.
| It is a fact that since the runch was os-
tablished one man had died from the
[ heat while lying still in the house, while
another, riding with a canteen in his
hand on top of o load of borax bound
down tho valley, fell over and expired.

““He was that parched his head orack
open over the top,” said a man who saw
the body.

Such is Denth Valley in the heat of
summer. In October Death Valley be.
comes a dreamy, sunny climate, the
home of the Indian summer. The
chunge of elimate which the whole desert
eountry undergoes in the course of a
| vear is remorkable. One reads in the
authentic reports of the California Min-
ing Burenu about snow falling in the
mountaing west of Death Valley toa
depth of three feet, while Superinten-
dent Strachan of the Teels Marsh borax
works in Esmeraulda county, Nevada,
noted a temperature of 120 degrees in
the shade of his house in Auagust, and
yot before the winter was over he saw
mercury freeze and the temperature sink
to i) degrees below zero,  There is prob-
ably no place on earth where a wider
variation of the thermometer than this
has ever beén observed, just as no plage
g0 hot ns Denth Valley has been found,
the greatest heat of the arid region abont
the Red Sea being less than 127 degrees.

But one feature of Death Valle
wenther remains to be noted here. 1t
will not do to say that rain never falls in
Death Valley; it rarely falls there, but
cloud bursts, concentrated storms of the
utmost fury, are often seen about the
mountain teps ss well as around the
mountaing thronghout the whole desert
region. As deseribed by the desert men,
they come in the hottest weather and
usually when least expected. Rightin
n olear sky appears a cloud, black and
ominous, streaked with fire, growing
with wonderful rapidity, and eventually
[sagging down like a great sack. The
eloud is always formed above the moun-
tains, and after o time its bulbons body
strikes a peak. Floods of water are re-
leased on the instant, and in waves of in-
credible size they roll down the oliffs and
canons. Precipices and peaks arecarved
awny, gulches are filled with the debris,
mesas and foothills covered. The face
of o mountain may be so changed in an
hour as to he searce recognizable, and
aeven the lighter storms rip the heart out
of u canon, so that ouly gulohes snd
heaps of broken rock are found where
onee perhaps a good trail existed.

Mp. Lirtugoare, who has just been
traveling through the Pamir country of

{ Central Asin which figures largely in

Russo-British politics just now, says that
it i= one of the most desolate rafiont im-
aginable. The mountains are high and
wild, robed in eternall snows, while below
| the mountains, instead of verdant fields
and forjsts, isa pioture of utter desvla-
tion that would be hard to _mateh in sny
other part of the wor Tha country at
|'the buse of the mo ina is so high
| shove the sea that vegetatjon is ver
| seanty, and the plains are miost forbidd-
I ing in aspect,

Tables.



