IN 1878 Karl Meyer, a German immi-
grant to this country who had taken

up prospecting in southern Oregon,
camped on Miller Creek in the south-
western corner of the state in Josephine
County, at a place later called Missouri
Flat. My father, seventeen years later,
built a house on the same spot and I
grew up there. When I was about nine
years old, I teamed up with my father
.in a search for the Lost Badger. These
expeditions continued off and on until
-~ 1 was elghteen But to get back to Mey-
er.

aOne'mght Meyer’s pack mule, Maud,
wvandered off and struck out—so Karl
aid—for a huckleberry patech five miles

it

the time of yeark

‘try is vast and wild and monotonously
similar in appearance. I hunted and trap-

ped this area as a kid and know how

As Meyer tmdged i ro' gh
, irection of th

sure that he was headed tme for the
huckleberry patch, for the rain had
washed out the mule’s tracks and he was
entirely on his own. Meyer was notor-
iously inaccurate when it came to di-

- rections, The Western mountains, so dif-

ferent from his native Germany, We're
confusmg
In a narrow ravine Meyer came upon
a small cave under a rock overhang. It
offered temporary shelter, and he sat
down at the mouth of the cave to walt
out the storm. ’
As he sat there, a badger lum
in, apparently to escape the wetness out
suie The animal passed so near him h

and snarled t him, but quiek M, p-
peared \mthm the caves
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I I ever want to hunt
a lost mine again, this
will be it. Although
I helped my father
search for nine years
and didn’'t find it, I p e,
know it's there'’ : i

Meyer siruck a match
; and examined the cave.
* Something very bright
= reflected the match light.
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