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Guard >ou« health, 
valuable asset.

It Is your most

A duty neglected today wields 
scourge tomorrow. ^

When New York gets a $10,000,000 
Stadium it will be almost classical.

The old year tried to bring In Bide 
whiskers, but the task was beyond its 
strength.

One example of doing a perfectly 
useless thing is giving a smoker In 
Plttnburg.

Lawlessness Is instinctive with us. 
Shipping live animals by parcel post 
is all the rage.

Gold fish figure in a case of lease1 
breaking, but not on account of the 
noise they make.

Out of 12,000 buildings built last 
year in Greater New York 6,200 are 
classified as "frame."

The pennant winning of 1913 is be
ing conducted around every hot Btove 
In town and country.

The unscrambling of eggs that are 
brought in by parcel post is a diffi
cult jpb. Eggs is eggs.

With the patenting of "harmless” 
hatpins the opportunities for crowds 
to gutner will be increased.

In Athens a woman who wears a 
large bat in a theater is fined $40. 
Why not confiscate the hat?

An English professor stands ready 
to prove that Pharaoh was a fat old 
man, five feet seven inches high.

Only 60 per cent, of the operations 
for appendicitis are necessary, but no 
rebate goes to the other 60 per cent.

What has become of the dear old 
grandmother who used to knit mittens 
for the grandchildren? Playing bridge?

West Point officials arrested a cadet 
for getting married. Yet displays of 
courage by soldiers are not ordinarily 
condemned.

Flat dwellers will certainly have a 
concrete grievance against the neigh
bor upstairs who moves his cement 
piano often

The man in Oregon who has been 
sentenced to a cumulative term of 800 
years would seem to have a good case 
for claiming a commutation to a life 
sentence.

One year’s supply of coal for New 
York, loaded In fifty-ton cars, would 
reach from Broadway to Salt Lake 
City. But what an awful congestion 
of traffic there’d be!
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HOWLING mob of fortune- 
hunters crowded Into Silver 
City, New Mexico, In the sev
enties. The uncovering of 
mineral wealth was beset 
with great danger. The Apa
ches were on the war-path. It 
was hazardous to travel in the 
country without ap escort, but 
the magnet of wealth in the 
mines drew men to the scene 
notwithstanding. In the citi
zenship of the community 
there were rough men, for the 

early days were typical of those of other min
ing-camps isolated in the mountains and distant 
from civilization.

In that community there lived a boy of seven
teen years of age, respected and loved by all. He 
was a favorite among the young men and consid
ered a model youth by the old. He was gentle 
as a child. His face was delicately molded, his 
skin as fair as a girl's, his hands small and fin
gers tapering. Lithe, graceful, self-reliant, he 
gave every promise of an honorable career.

This boy—William H. Bonney—was employed 
in a local store and was considered a most ac
commodating clerk. The gruff community was 
convulsed with horror and dun^founded with 
astonishment one afternoon when the news 
spread like wildfire that Bonney had hacked a 
man to death with a butcher-knife and was flee
ing for his life on the back of a stolen horse.

The murder was particularly atrocious. It 
was the result of an altercation in which young 
Bonney was crossed. Prior to this the boy had 
never been questioned. In an instant he was 
transformed into a demon, within a few minutes 
he had added theft to murder, and in seeking a 
place of safety left behind him a trail as broad 
as though he were following a macadam road.

At the point of a revolver he compelled 
strangers to exchange horses with him, seized 
the best mounts at the various ranches along his 
way and spread consternation wherever he went. 
He followed the Mimbres river toward Deming, 
pursued by a posse from Silver City. Closely 
pressed, he escaped eastward over the Oregon 
mountains, when it was thought he was headed 
for Mexico.

The Start of a Bad Man’s Trail.
A western town was never more surprised

There is great complaint against 
the Bmoking automobile, but it must 
be said in its favor that it does not 
throw lighted matches and burning 
stumps about promiscuously.

The largest ocean liner in the world 
will leave Hamburg May 7 on her 
maiden voyage to New York. She 
has three electric elevators and a 
theater and swimming baths .

A western woman hearing her bus- 
band was preparing to buy her a 
$3,000 automobile, had him examined 
for his sanity. Probably she thought 
It was too cheap a machine.

Two thousand dollars was recently
paid for a blue cat. Many men have 
Been blue cats for less than that, aB

was never more 
The majority of the people still defended him; 
there was some reason, his friends declared, for 
hiB strange act. But as news came of the way 
he waB striking terror in the Valley of the Pecos 
where the roughest men in the southwest lived, 
the mind of the public was changed. From that 
time on hiB murderous exploits filled the hearts 
of men with fear. The boy’s name in western 
history became forever after Billy the Kid. His 
name of Bonney 1b all but forgotten. As the Kid, 
he stands as one of the great historical figures 
of the cow country, one of the worst youths that 
ever lived, prince of bad men, the youngest bad 
man of all.

His appearance among the prospectors and 
amid the mining camps of the Oregon mountains 
was electrical Here he conceived the idea that 
to evade arrest he must fight his way to the front 
single-handed He boldly traded horses, obtained 
credit, bought supplies, because he could shoot 
straight with a revolver and had threatened the 
liveB of a number of men. Then with all dis
patch ho pushed on to the Valley of the Pecos. 
This was the scene of the boy’s exploits in the 
taking of human life.

The Pecos Valley was filled with men who had 
been driven out of Texas by the Rangers, and 
Billy the Kid’s association with these men de
veloped his mania for shedding blood. In his 

\ first altercation he realized that it was his life 
or the other man’s. The fact that he was quick 
with a gun made him feared. He became embit
tered against one of the stockmen immediately 
upon his arrival in the valley.

‘Til make this valley too hot for him and dan
gerous to his punchers,’ ’ said the boy.

At once he commenced to use this man's cow
boys as targets to practice on He began a cam
paign that drew upon him the enmity of every-

well as pink elephants, and green i body. The murder of these innocent men, purely
dragons, and red chimpanzees.

One bears but little of late of old 
Doc Fletcher, chiefly because few have 
anything to practice fletcherizlng on.

A Boston woman bad an Iceman 
fined for giving her short weight. The 
long-suffering public worm is turning 
at last

A learned man of Boston says 
health Is denied to those who weaf 
shoes—and Boston is so near Lynn 
and Brockton.

With additional privileges, of course, 
come additional responsibilities, If 
mother insists on wearing trousers 
she will have to put out' the cat and 
wind the clock before going to bed.

A woman doctor says that women 
wore corsets and hobble skirts 6,000 
years ago. Now we can account for 
those pictures of women engraved in 
the walls of ancient Egyptian templeB.

Johns Hopkins surgeons have dis
covered that orange blossoms may 
he used as an anaesthetic. Perhaps 
the bride wears them to make the 
ceremony less painful for the groom.

The odorlesB skunk has arrived to 
line up with the stlngless bee, the 
spineless cactus and the seedless 
orange.

Some get vacuum cleaners as pres
ents but many more get pocketbooks 
that >vacuura cleaners may have been 

.nt-iwork upon.

Simplified .spelling has again Come
*  to the fron t >But this is a free coun- 

1 try and any amusement not against 
the, laws o f-  thd* land Ib allowed at 

’ ^pleaaura, : • • /i/'
i j / ’f

i

FrankJ.

He raided north

lo gratify a spite against their employer, made 
him a leader among the bands of armed tbugs 
of the region. He bad at a bound become a 
celebrity, and every group of bad men wanted 
to claim him. But the Kid would have none of 
that. By degrees he gathered a band of his own 

How Many Men Did He Kill?
The Kid killed more men, wantonly and for 

sheer love of murder, than any other man of 
whom there is a record in the west. It will never 
be known just how many he assaslnatetd. He 
was a butcher who took delight in slaying the 
defenseless. He knew no pangs of conscience. 
He had not one single redeeming trait. He 
would murder a friend as quickly a£ an enemy.

He thought nothing of appearing before a cook 
in charge of a "chuck" wagon, on a lonely desert 
range, ask for something to eat, compliment the 
man upon the quality of the food he had pre
pared, with apparent gratitude. He would ask 
him. as if the idea had suddenly popped into his 
head, whether he was an officer—or had been. 
Then, as though in doubt, he would shoot him in 
his tracks. This is no exaggeration. A man 
whom he left for dead, and who survived long 
enough to tel the story, was authority for the 
statement, shortly after his^irrlval on the Pecos 
river.

The boy was a terror before whom everybody 
fled. He rode the fastest horses, he'helped him
self to the best there was in every community he 
visited, wiggled out of any number of tight 
places, and shot his way to freedom a dozen 
times.

Shortly after his arrival in the valley, he was 
persuaded, because of his reputation as a bad 
man, to asslBt in the arrest of three men charged 
with murder. They were captured without the 
firing of a shot, placed on horses, ironed aDd 
started jailward. To the deputy sheriff, who 
with him followed the prisoners across a long, 
dusty sand'plain, he turned suddenly and said, 

“Let’s kill those fellows.”
"Why? They haven’t done anything to us.” 
“They’re guilty anyway, and well just save 

the county expense.*"'
"No, Billy, they have not given us a chance to 

shoot at them—they have not tried to escape.” 
The deputy tried to argue with him. for he

could see the light of 
murder dancing in the 
fellow’s eyes.

The Kid rode for
ward, compelling the 
officer to do likewise, 
and, according to the 
story told, shot all 
three men. The deputy 
spurred his pony, the 
Kid after him. They 
exchanged shotB, and 
the officer escaped 
with a few wounds.

From that time on it 
was dangerous for the 
Kid to enter a community, 
through Lincoln county, which was larger than 
many eastern states. There was not a line of 
railway or telegraph in it, and no telephones. It 
was easy to get away.

At that time there was rivalry between the 
different outfltB. The country was filled with 
bad men, and they were about evenly divided 
among the cowmen. Cattle stealing was a com
mon thing. The Kid became involved in a num
ber of rows, and he took sides. His reputation 
as a “killer’’ grew. *

Undoubtedly a number of these men were 
killed as a result of trouble among themselves, 
and the killing laid to the door of the Kid. It 
was easy. He. could not deny it. No one would 
have believed nim if he had. Besides, the more 
murders credited to him, the greater the fear in 
which he would be held.

ThUB it was that it finally became impossible 
to get any one to accept the position of sheriff of 
Lincoln county, for It was only a question of time 
when he would run across the youthful demon.

Tbe Kid knew that he had terrorized the coun
try. He knew that the instant he let down his 
guard he would be killed. His safety lay in con
tinuing.

The Turn of the Tide.
Then, one day, even those hard '"characters 

who professed to be his friends were amazed by 
the report that for some trivial incident he had 
killed a member of his own band. The outlaws 
were now as anxious to end his career as were 
the law-abiding people of the village. His friends 
commenced to murmur. The Kid was now re
ported in a dozen places at the same time, and 
these stories he turned to his advantage by ap
pearing at irregular, though frequent, intervals in 
widely separated cow camps for more than a 
hundred and fifty miles north and south of the 
Pecos river.

Pat Garrett, a lanky Alabaman, who had help
ed organize the Texas Rangers and had assisted 
in driving the bad men out of TexaB to the first 
water west of the Staked Plains, was invited by 
the cattlemen to locate in New Mexico. They 
wanted him to restore order. The only way 
that could be done was either to arrest or to 
kill the Kid.

Garrett’s record in Texas as a man-hunter and 
bad man tamer was known all over the south
west. In addition to being quick with a gun, he 
was absolutely without fear.

He was elected without opposition and took 
hold with an iron hand. He was an organizer, 
and men flocked to hiB standard. They felt, in
stinctively. that at last a man had arrived who 
could cope with the situation.

The Capture of the Kid.
In November, 1880, Garrett came upon the Kid 

suddenly and captured him, with several others, 
after killing one man.

Word had reached Garrett that the Kid and his 
gang of three were located in an old house a 
short distance from Sumner. (

“We had better make plans to get him,” said 
one of the deputies.

“The plan is to get there before he getB away. 
I’ll tell you what to do on the way.”

The way led down a Bage-covered “ draw,” with 
several bends made by sand dunes around which 
the road curved for a distance of about five miles. 
Before he reached the last bend he pulled up his 
horse, and waiting for his deputies to come up 
to him. and then, in the even voice for which he 
was noted, said:

“I am going to ride ahead. All attention will 
be centered on me. That will give you a chance 
to surround the house. I am going to take my 
time and walk my horse. They may get me, 
but if they do I want you to make certain that 
you gef him.”

The deputies withdrew to right and left, ad
vancing under cover of the sand hills in an ever- 
widening circle until they had surrounded the 
house. Then Garrett rode forward. From his 
position he could see his deputies, who had dis
mounted, advancing cautiously through the sage
brush. He permitted his horse to walk slowly, 
as though utterly unconscious of the presence 
of the gang. At the door he called loudly.

Some one appeared at the window and, firing a 
shot. at the sheriff, dodged back. It was done 
in an Instant, but in that fraction of a second the 
man who had fired dropped dead in his tracks! 
Garrett had dismounted, and with hiB deputies 
poured a fusillade of bullets through the sides of 
the thinly boarded shack. A white handker
chief at the window Indicated the surrender of 
Billy the Kid and his gang.

"You Give Me a ‘Six-Gun,’ Patl’’
When Garrett reached the railroad with hiB 

prisoner he was menaced by a crowd that sought 
to lynch the Kid.

“It looks as though they are going to get me, 
’Pat,” the Kid remarked.

It was an ugly crowd, bent on dealing to the 
boy the fate he was certain to meet sooner or 
later.

“Mot if I can help It, Billy. You are under my 
care, and I intend to protect you."

“You give me a ’six-gun,’ Pat, and stand aside 
a few moments, and I will clean out the whole 
crowd. You’ll see them stampede the minute you 
give me a gun.” '

“You could help—if you played square.”
‘Td have to, old man. I’m in the tightest 

place I ever was in my life; They’ll ‘get’ us both, 
if you try it alone. They may get me, anyway. 
But you are up against it, if you try to defend 
me along.” .

-Hi trust you once. Billy; but understand, no 
foolishness. I’ll 'drop* you if .you try it.”

The crowd grew more menacing. The, demand 
for the life of the kid became more Insistent.

7
“Listen!”  shouted the tall sheriff during a 

slight lull. “The man is my prisoner. You told 
me to arreBt him. I have. He must have a fair 
trial. I know he is guilty. But it is for a jury 
to pronounce h im  so. You can not take him 
while I have a breath of life left, or while Billy 
the Kid has, either!"

Sayihg which he passed a revolver to the boy 
who had struck terror into the Pecos Valley, 

“You must get two of us now."
Back to back the sheriff of Lincoln county and 

the most noted murderer in the southwest stood.
“Now, Billy,”  cautioned Garret, “ don’t shoot 

unless I tell you to. Remember that without ms 
your life is not worth two bits today.”

It was impossible to tell what was working in 
the mind concealed behind the childish face o f 
the Kid. It was equally as impossible to read 
the thoughts of the determiived sheriff who wait
ed with apparent unconcern. The crowd knew 
and feared the Kid. With only Garrett to fight, 
the members might have risked it  With a re
volver in the Kid’s hand, they hesitated.

Garrett was quick to see the advantage he had 
gained.

“Now you will all move quietly away,” he an
nounced decisively.

Sullenly the crowd obeyed.
Held at bay, G'” rett placed the Kid aboard 

the train which an.ved a few moments later.
The Keeper and the “Makings.”

The Kid was tried’ in another county. He had 
no friends and no defense. There were plenty 
of witnesses against h im  now that he was a. 
prisoner. He was defended by an attorney who 
made a brave fight. But he was sentenced to be 
hanged at Lincoln in July, 1881. He was brought 
back and confined in a jail built after the man
ner of Mexican houses, of adobe brick, with thick 
walls around a court or patio.

The day before he was to be hanged, half a 
dozen horses stood in the street, lines thrown 
over their heads—all that Is necessary to make 
a cow pony remain in one place.

The Kid called from the gallery to the warden: 
“HI, there, Bell! I’m going to swing tomorrow. 

Give me the ‘makings,’ will you?”
“Seguro, Miguel,” shouted the warden, laugh

ing. (Translated into English, the answer meant 
“ Sure. Mike.” )

The Kid stepped to the stairs. His hands 
were manacled in such manner that he had llt- 

• tie use of them. The warden reached in his vest 
pocket for the cigarette paper, which he placed 
in his left hand, and with his right felt in his hip 
pocket for a sack of tobacco.

Like a flash the Kid raised his manacled 
hands and struck Bell square in the temple. The 
warden staggered. As he did so the Kid jerked 
Bell’s revolver from its holster, and dealt the 
jailer a blow on the head that crushed his skulL 

“ Unfasten the jewelry, and we'll both get 
away!”

He shouted these wordB to another prisoner 
standing inside a cell. The Kid had been allow
ed the freedom of the galleries. He passed the 
keys taken from the prostrate warden to the man 
in the cell, who unlocked his handcuffs. Then, 
leveling the warden’s revolver at the prisoner, he 
hissed:

“Give me back the keys!”
It was the work of but a moment to reach the 

barred gate that led into the street where the 
horses stood. A glance, and he took it all in. 
From where he stood he could see the form of 
the warden. Leveling his revolver, he fired a 
shot'that ended his life, and then shot the m a n  
who blocked the door.

Once outside, he started a fusillade of bullets 
up and down the street to keep everybody In the 
houses. In another instant he was .on the best 
horse and had stampeded the others so that pur
suit would be delayed. In a few moments he was 
out of sight.

Garrett was about twenty miles away at the 
time after some ruBtlers. Word was sent to him 
and he returned post hasted heard the story from 
excited lips, and stopped only long enough to 
saddle a fresh horse. Accompanied by a few 
friends he took 'the Kid’s trail.

At the end of forty^eight hours o f  flight, when 
tired out, Billy the Kid stopped at the house of 
a man named Maxwell, near Sumner. Retiring, 
he figured, doubtless, that Garrett would have to 
pause for rest also.

It was early the second morning, probably 
about 3 a. m., when the silent sheriff saw in 
front o f him the cabin in which the Kid slept 
He and hiB men dismounted and approached the 
house. _ Garrett reached the porch with his depu
ties and quietly stepped Into Maxwell’s room.

There tire several accounts of what took place. 
One is to the> effect that Garrett le ft ‘ his depu
ties stationed outside beyond the house. He was 
whisprlng to Maxwell, when the Kid, who was a 
light sleeper, awoke, and tiptoeing across the 
porch, entered, revolver In hand, and asked: - 

“Who^was that who just’ came? Where’ is he?” . 
From his position Garrett could se.e him dis

tinctly. and had the Kid been looking, he might 
have distinguished the, form of the sheriff,^ stand
ing by the. bedside of Maxwell.^ The Kid had his 

, revolver'in  hand, prepared’ to use i t  Qarrfctt.
knew that, and fired-the single Bhot that killed 

- the Kid. .
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For E ve ry  B a k in g
CALUMET

BAKING POWDER
Best—because it’ s the 
purest. Best—because 
it never fails. Best—  
because it makes every 
baking light, fluffy and 
evenly raised. Best 
—because it is moder
ate in cost—highest in 
quality.
At your grocers.

RECEIVED
HIGHEST
AWARDS

World’* Par* Food E*ps- 
sltlon, Chicago, Qt 

P trii Exposition, Franca, 
March, 1912.

You don't $o m  money often you lay  
cheap or blg-can baftfng potoder. Don’t 
he added. Buy Calumet. It’s mote 
economical— more wholesome— gtoe$ 
best results. Calumet Is far superior to 
sour milk and soda.

CANADA’S OFFERING 
TO THE SETTLER

THE AMERICAN RUSH TO 
WESTERN CANADA 

IS INCREASING
F r e e  H o m e s t e a d s
In tho now District* o t  
Manitoba, _ Saskatche
wan and Alberta there 
are thousands o f Free 
Homesteads left, wblch 
to the man making entry 
In 8 years time will be 
worth from  820 to 826 per 
acre. Tbeso lands are 
well adapted to grain

growing and cattle raising. 
EXCELLKHT RAILWAY FAOirnM

In many cases tbe railways in 
Ohnada hare been built In ad
vance o f  settlement, and In a 
short time tbero will not be a 
settler who need be more than 
ten or twelve miles from a lino 
o f  railway. Ballway Bates aro 
regulated by Government Com
mission.

S o c ia l C on d it ion s  
The American Settler I sat home 
In Western Canada. U e Is not a 
stranger In a strange land, hav
ing nearly a  million o f  bis own 
people already settled there If
Jou desire to know why tbo con- 

Itlon o f  tbo Canadlan8ettlerls 
prosperous write and seDd for 
literature, rates, etc., apply to

W. E. BLACK
CANADIAN 00TXR1WK3T AGENT, CUT- 
FOBD BLOCK, GBA5D FOURS, NO. PAX.
o r  address S u p e r in te n d e n t  o f

^ “ {I m m ig r a t io n , O tta w a , feuds

Credit and “Confidence.”
First Bank Official—I just loaned 

Bulger $50,000 on his business.
Second Ditto—Is his business good 

enough to  warrant it?
“ Sui^! He showed that he was 

employing over fourteen hundred 
children.”—Life. *

Just to Prove It.
“ Pa, what is undying love?”
“That’s the kind the gink has who 

Bhoots himself dead when he is re
jected.”

Feathered Girl.
“Looks rather plain, does she not?”  
“ Well, those are her own feahers. 

She can’Vafford anything artificial.”—  
Harper’s Bazar.

U SB A IX E M ’S F O O T -B A S E , 
th e  A n tiseptic p ow d er tq be shaken  Into the 
shoes fo r  tired , ach ing-feet. I t  takes the stin g  
ou t o f  corn s an d  bunions and m akes w alk ing 
a delight. 8 o ld  everyw here, 25a  Refuse sub
stitutes. F o r  F R E E  trial package, address A . 
S. O lm sted, L e  R oy , N. T . A i r .

Evidently Was. 
“Are you fond of a joke?” 
“ Is this a proposal?”

B a c k a c h e R h e m n a t is m
K i d n e y s a n d B l a d d e r

i*;r-y“vV ■
P JS O ’S  REM ED Y*

Beit Cough Syrup. -Tut** Good^TT*# 
1“  thni-^Bold by Drugjtfrta.Vr'’ -̂-

H 3 S 0 3 B H E IH

V '

:  " .*  ■ ‘‘ i -


