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—the Apaches’ desperate gamble —but 413 victims were unable to get aboard!
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There is a whole new world out there, once you leave the
crowded city and move in this new area of adventure.
Discover forgotten times and lost places. There are vast
fortunes of personal and monetary treasure lost, hidden
and undiscovered in every corner of our land.

White's Electronics, Inc., manufacturer of the world's largest and
finest line of mineral and metal detectors, invites you to take a

———

L -

$85,000 Cache Located in ARKANSAS!

closer look at their product. The colorful world of exploration and
adventure can be yours by owning a White's Metal Detector. Detect
GOLD, SILVER or COPPER NUGGETS, coins, jewelry, guns, artifacts
of all descriptions. Discover mementoes of our American Heritage
or reclaim native ores from the earth. Whether you are chasing down
an old treasure story or on a family outing to the park or beach,
every trip can be an adventure—each time the instrument sounds off
it could be a rare coin or a hidden cache!

BECOME AN EXPLORER! SEE YOUR LOCAL DEALER—HE IS LISTED IN THE YELLOW PAGES UNDER METAL DETECTING EQUIPMENT
or write for your FREE LITERATURE to:

WHITE’S ELECTRONICS, INC.

1011 Pleasant Valley Road ® Room 401
SWEET HOME, OREGON, U.S.A. — 97386

—— A COLORFUL WORLD OF ADVENTURE
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White's Electronics Line of Qu

at the followingAuthoriQfd Dealers:

invites you o see
ality Instruments

ARIZONA

DESERT METAL DETECTORS
1834 W. 5th Street

Mesa, AZ. 85201
602-964-8177

THE DESERT EXPLORER
128 E. Roosevelt St.

Phoenix, AZ 85004
602-252-4770

CALIFORNIA

DICK’S COIN SHOP
1616 South Chester
Bakersfield, CA.
805-832-2290

AURORA PROSPECTOR SPLY
6286 Beach Boulevard

Buena Park, CA. 90602
714-521-6321

DETECTOR RENTAL & SALES
7049 Variel
Canoga Park, CA.
213-347-3839

FUMBLE FINGERS MOSAIC
& LAPIDARY SUPPLY
3384 Mt. Diablo Bivd.
LaFayette, CA. 94549
415-284-7406

FRANK DUNCAN

1662 Second Avenue
Olivehurst, CA. 95961
916-742-0289

LaFAYETTE RADIO ELEC-
TRONICS

126 W. Holt
Ontario, CA,
714-984-9119

ED’S COIN SHOP
73-861 Highway III
Palm Desert, CA.
714-346-8891

EL DORADO MINERALS ENG.
5205 Green Valley Road
Placerville, CA. 95667
916-622-1660

BUDDY SALES

18552 Sherman Way
Reseda, CA. 91335
213-342-6143

SAN DIEGO COIN EXCHANGE
1629-31 University Ave.

San Diego, CA. 92103
714-296-3131

LEE BAKER

16212 East Fourteenth

San Leandro, CA. 94578
415-278-8535

LEE BAKER

1207 El Camino Real
Santa Clara, CA.
408-241-9600

JACOBSEN SUPPLIERS
9322 California Avenue
South Gate, CA. 90280
213-569-8041

WRIGHT'S

2405 North El Dorado
Stockton, CA. 95204
209-466-4351

“THE ASSOCIATION”
CALIFORNIA OFFICE
502 Florida Street
Vallejo, CA. 94590
707-648-1353

93304

91304

91761

92260

95050

CALIFORNIA—Continued

EDWARD J. MILOTA
2611 Campus Drive
Visalia, CA. 93277
209-734-0448

CONNECTICUT

“THE ASSOCIATION"
CONNECTICUT OFFICE
69 Bayberry Drive

Wallingford, CT. 06492

203-269-8085
DELAWARE

PBM TREASURE HDQRTS.

RFD 1, Box 83

Frankford, DE. 19945

302-539-9488
FLORIDA
TREASUREGRAPHIC ENTER-
PRISES

2146 Pinapple Avenue

Eau Gallie, FL. 32935

305-254-4128

EDGEWOOD COIN SHOP

934 South Edgewood Avenue

Jacksonville, FL. 32205

904-389-0013

“THE ASSOCIATION"
FLORIDA OFFICE

P.0. Box 446

LeHigh Acres, FL.

813-EM9-1320

IDAHO
“THE ASSOCIATION”
IDAHO OFFICE
Route 2
Twin Falls, ID.
208-733-7063

ILLINOIS

JERRY’'S GUN SHOP
9220 Ogden Ave.
Brookfield, IL.
312-485-5200

HARRY’'S TREASURE SHACK
322 West State Street
Cherry Valley, IL. 61016
815-332-5157

AUTOMATIC ENGINEERING
1630 Ogden Ave,
Downers Grove, IL.
312-968-0684

WHITE’S METAL DETECTORS
302 East Poplar Street
Harrisburg, IL. 62946
618-253-5131

NELS DALBY

2110 North Richmond Road
McHenry, IL. 60050
815-385-4229

B & E SALES

1009 South Tonti Circle
Peoria, IL. 61605
309-637-1570

INDIANA

BONTA’S MINI MARKET
615 East Street
Elkhart, IN.
219-522-8800
JACK'S TREASURE HOUSE
1415 Wells Street
Fort Wayne, IN.
219-422-2611

33936

83301

60513

60515

46514

46808

INDIANA—Continued
HANSEN’S SPORTS
3750 Ridge Rd.

Highland, IN 46322
(Hammond) 219-838-7495

POLLARD COIN & STAMP
SUPPLY CO., INC.
5220 East 23rd Street
Indianapolis, IN. 46218
317-547-1306

IOWA

BETTENDORF ROCK SHOP &
LAPIDARY EQPT. SUPPLY
1961 North Oak
Bettendorf, IA.
319-355-8233
MISSOURI VALLEY ARMS
309 North Seventeenth Street

52722

Council Bluffs, IA. 51501
712-328-1262

MARLIN BIDNE

1009 “'G” Avenue

Grundy Center, IA. 50638

319-824-3509
GEODE INDUSTRIES, INC.
106-108 West Main Street
New London, IA. 52645
319-367-2255

KENTUCKY

PIONEER COINS

185 North Lime Stone Street
Lexington, KY. 40507
606-254-7410

LOUISIANA

“THE ASSOCIATION"
LOUISIANA OFFICE
1008 N. Atlanta Street
Metrie, LA. 70003
504-729-2411
DELTA FISH HATCHERY
5300 Gentilly Road
New Orleans, LA.
504-943-0251

MARYLAND

CLAUDE A. PETERSON
6617 Loch Hill Road

70126

Baltimore, MD. 21212
301-823-1330
MASSACHUSETTS

NICHOLS PRODUCTS CORP.
P.0. Box 22
Merrimac, MA.
617-346-9182
TREASURE SHACK EAST
5 Montgomery Avenue
Pittsfield, MA. 01201
413-443-3010

CRYSTAL COIN SHOP
349 Main Street
Wakefield, MA.
617-245-0070

MICHIGAN

THE ASSOCIATION
300 South State
Oscoda, MI.
517-739-8101

MINNESOTA
PHELPS COMMUNICATION
CENTER

01860

01880

48750

Rainbow Terrace—Dé6
Albert Lea, MN. 56007
612-373-1111

MINNESOTA—Continued

BETLACH JEWELERS
8432 Highway 7
Knollwood Plaza
Minneapolis, MN.
612-935-4308

DR. ROLLAND KATOWSKI
321 West First Street
Park Rapids, MN.
218-732-5907

MONTANA

J & L COINFINDERS
2102 Miles Avenue
Billings, MT. 59102
406-656-6569

MONTANA COIN & GEM CO.
219 North 33rd Street

55426

56470

Billings, MT. 59103
406-252-4555

NEVADA
GEM DANDY

1701 East Charleston Bivd.
Las Vegas, NV. 89104
702-384-8315

NEVADA COIN MART
2409 Las Vegas Blvd. S.
Las Vegas, NV. 89105
702-735-2022

NEW YORK

THAYERS NATURAL GEMS
365 West Morris Street
Bath, NY. 14810
607-776-2731

J. PANNA’S ELCTRC SALES
P.0. Box 167
Geneva, NY
315-789-5820

OHIO

RAY McCONNAUGHEY’'S
Treasure Shack No. 1
1735 North Furlong Road
Bradford, OH. 45308
513-947-2838

THE ASSOCIATION
Northwest Ohio Branch
3295 West Blvd.
Cleveland, OH
216-631-8425

BLANCHARD’S

218 North Market Street
Minerva, OH. 44657
216-868-4544

BROOKS COLLIVER

West Main & Columbus St.
Russellville, OH. 45168
513-377-5511

OKLAHOMA

WINTER’S ELECTRONICS
1001 West Broadway
Ardmore, OK. 73401
405-223-4663

THE TREASURE SHACK
8500 East Eleventh Street
Tulsa, OK. 74112
918-838-0987

OREGON
BENNINGTON DTCTR SALES
5059 Bryant Ave
Klamath Falls, OR
503-884-5141

14456

44111

97601

OREGON—Continued
D \?K DETECTOR SALES
13809 S.E. Division Street
Portland, OR. 97236
503-761-1521

G. 1., JOE'S, INC.

9800 N. Vancouver Ave.
Building 3

Portland, OR. 97211
G. L. JOES'S, INC, II
18400 S.E. Stark Street
Portland, OR. 97233
JACK CHRISTIANSON

380 South 43rd Place

Springfield, OR. 97477

503-746-3100
PENNSYLVANIA

W. J. SLAGLE

Rt. 2, Box 184

Reynoldsville, PA. 15851

814-371-3744

TEXAS

FIREBALL ELECTRONICS
857 Shelton
Abilene, TX.
915-672-3181

ARLINGTON ELECTRONIC
CENTER
915 East Park Row

79604

Arlington, TX. 76010
214-261-9441
214-274-5808

W.T. BRADY

5304 Bennett Avenue
Austin, TX. 78751

512-465-7284
NATIONAL TREASURE
HUNTERS LEAGUE
11602 Garland Rd.
Dallas, TX 75218
214-328-1223
The NATIONAL TREASURE
HUNTERS LEAGUE
Post [0ffice Box 53
Mesquite, TX. 75149
214-328-1223

JIM ALEXANDER ENTER-
PRISES

616 Arkansas
South Houston, TX.
713-946-6399

| VIRGINIA
CLARK OWEN “PRIVATE
LINE"

910 North Jefferson Avenue
Pulaski, VA. 24301
703-980-4543
703-980-6339

WASHINGTON

PANORAMA POST
P.0. Box 352
Redmond, WA.
206-885-4729
PEARL ELECTRONICS
1300 First Ave.
Seattle, WA.
206-622-1500
DON’S STEREO CENTER
E—510 Francis
Spokane, WA.
509-487-6461
J S ELECTRONICS
10305 Waller Road
Tacoma, WA. 98446
206-531-1736
UNIVERSITY FUEL
3554 Bridgeport Way

77587

98052

98101

99207

Tacoma, WA. 98466
206-564-0200
- WISCONSIN

GREEN’S LANDING
Rt. 1, |Box 241
Augusta, WL

715-286-2531

CANADA

ELDEN EXPLORATION
ENTERPRISES, LTD.
575 Howe Street
Vancouver 1, B. C.
Canada

604-687-1891

54722

WRITE, CALL OR DROP IN FOR A FREE DEMONSTRATION §



TREASURE
FUN!

Metalert turns an
ordinary weekend into
a family adventure.

Going to the beach? Or hunting, fishing

or camping? You can add extra fun to

your next family outing by taking along

a Fisher “Metalert” Treasure Detector.

Who knows, you might bring home a

valuable lost relic; even silver and gold!

[J Unsurpassed power and sensitivity
with solid state circuits.

_] Easy to use; adjusts and operates
with one hand! Superb physical bal-
ance; arm support.

[ Waterproof sensing head completely
submersible. Telescoping shaft for
compact storage and transportation.

[ Replaceable transistor battery avail-
able everywhere; built in tester.
Built to the same exacting standards as
Fisher precision instruments for indus-
try and science. Send for complete free
literature. Also, collectors’ edition

guidebook “Discoveries From the Past”

sent if you include 50¢ postage.
“Metalert” . . . the Finest You Can Buy
DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED

(FRL.

INCORPORATED

FISHER TREASURE DETECTORS

Department TW, Palo Alto, Calif. 94303

R July-August, 1¢
Volume 19, No
Whole No. 10

“Trve West

All True—All Fact—Stories of The Real Wes

PAT WAGNER JOE AUSTELL SMALL
Editor Publisher

ROBERT SMALL
General Mgr.

Marilyn White
Circulation Mgr.

Bill Seymour
Design/Production

Mary Sanders Joe Small
Editorial Asst. Advertising M

“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of g
bistorical value and should be 5reserved in all the libraries of the country.
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.

In This Issue—

TRULYSWESFERN e & v e va e ol Sl il i e S i
THE PORUM RANGE WAR ................... By Olevia E. Myers
LAST TRAIN THROUGH HELL .............. By Frank M. Freeman
APLACECALLEDX ........................... By Den Galbraith
THE THREE MYSTERIES OF INDIAN JOE . ...... By Verne Benedict
GRASS-GROWN STREETS IN SIERRA NEVADA ... By Tom Barkdull
RODEO CHAMPION EARL THODE ................ By Dan Woods
CITY. WITHOUT NIGHT . > . .. o So s s ByiTo ) Kerttula
GALVESTON DISASTERIN 1800 . .................. By Tom Moss
ETTIE AND THE DOCTOR BOOK ........... By Grace Roffey Pratt
THAILS GROWNCDEMA v s e ol vniisie deiiieian S b bl 0y
FLIGHT FROM THE BOSQUE REDONDO ... ...........

THE S125800 SADDLE 4. Lo e i s

By Eve Ball
By Frank Dean
WIED-OLD-DAYS o oo snsh v aiid S

WESTERN BOOK ROUNDUP........ ... ... By The Old Bookaroos

TUMBEEWEEDS .o oo ) dioe s st By - Tom K. Ryan

Cover: Andrew Berrick
“The Getaway”’

TRUE WEST is published bi-monthly by WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC., P.O. E
3338, 1012 Edgecliff Terrace, Austin, Texas 78704. 50¢ per copy, $5.00 for 12 issues
the United States and Possessions, Canada and Mexico. $6.00 for 12 issues in all ott
countries. Second-class postage paid at Austin, Texas. Copyright 1971 by WESTE]
PUBLICATIONS, INC.

Three weeks' advance notice and old address as well as new are required
change of subscriber’s address.

Unsolicited manuscripts and photographs will be treated with care, but their safe
while in our hands is not guaranteed. Enclose stamped envelope with all subm
sions. Please inquire before sending in original art.

True Wes
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AVENGER OF SKELETON
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u JOHN RINGO
x QUTLAW QUEEN
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MAN-EATER OF
POWDERHORN CREEK

ARIZONA TERROR

BOB FORD—“THE MAN WHO
KILLED JESSE JAMES”

HELLACIOUS YOUNG
HELLION

“L ET'ER RIP” MONTANA
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“| SAW THEM KILL
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‘Dead or Alive!
See page 3

ON SALE AT YOUR LOCAL NEWSSTAND JUNE 22!
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Miller’s $7,500 Saddle

I read the story of the $5,000 saddle.
Z. T. Miller of the 101 Ranch rented that
saddle when he showed the Wild West
Show in Europe. Zack told me that he
showed that saddle to a saddlemaker
over there and had him make a finer one
which cost $7,500.

After he got out of show business he
brought this saddle to my Glenco Planta-
tion home near Jackson, Louisiana. He
left the saddle under my bed for more
than six months. I would like to know
where this saddle is and who owns it
now.

It had gold, silver, diamonds and rubies,
as well as other stones. Zack and I did
a lot of business together. I helped him
auction off horses and mules. I also
bought lots of mules from him.

My father was the largest breeder of
.jacks and jennets in the United States.
When the war was over, tractors came
into use and jacks and mules went out
of style. The jacks that my father had
sold for $1,000 you could not give away.
So we called Zack Miller down here from
the 101 Ranch and made a verbal deal
with him. He was to take the jacks and
jennets and colts off our ranch and sell
them. He was to have half the proceeds
and we were to have half. He must
stand all expenses. He shipped them to
the 101 Ranch, but the main point was
that he must not bring them back.

We did not hear from Zack for six
months. Finally he sent us a wire stating
that he could ship us 500 head of good
broke Mexican mules for our half of
the jack deal and we would pay the
freight. I wired him to let them come.

Zack Miller came along with them.
Shipped them to Woodville, Mississippi.
He said he would have gotten more but
they got to shooting at Pancho Villa
when he was swimming the mules across
the river to the U.S. border. That was
during the time Villa was on the run.—
R. E. Thompson, Jackson, Louisiana
70748

Recognize Him?

I met this man in 1909 in southern
New Mexico. My brother was one of his
cowpunchers. In 1912 he sold his cattle
and went to work for the Brown outfit
at Ashfork, Arizona.

In 1923 he left Arizona telling his
brother he was going to Montana. That
is the last his brother or any of his old-

4

Mr. Carter’s old friend.

timey friends heard of him. If still living
he would be ninety-four years old. He
might have changed his name after
leaving Arizona. Anyone who knew him
please contact me.—Jack Carter, 8408
Painter Avenue, Whittier, California
90602

Many Recalled Lazy Susan Table

Would like to thank you for publishing
my letter about the old Lazy Susan table
in use at Alamo Hueco Ranch before
the 1920s rolled around, and its final
resting place (a junk pile). One of the
Moorehead boys (Sam) wrote me as soon
as the letter came out in TRUE WEST
that he was sure the old antique was long
gone before he was old enough to ap-
preciate its background.

In fact, I had fourteen answers either
commenting on the table or giving me

addresses that might help locate what
was trying to find out. People are real
(as a whole) very kind and helpful
take the time to explain such thin
and I'm so grateful for their efforts.
Maggie S. Roberson, Box 561, Chi
Valley, Arizona 86323

Drowned in a Buffalo Wallow

With reference to a letter “Buffa
Wallows” by Cherokee Pete Williamso
he’s 100% right. Having lived in we
Texas, eastern New Mexico and weste:
Oklahoma fifty to sixty years ago, I a
familiar with these basin-shaped depre
sions. I played and swam in them as
kid.

And, hard as it is to believe, the lar;
ones in the Texas Panhandle are up to
mile in diameter and forty or more fe
deep in the center, below original la:
surfaces. Having surveyed, farmed ai
punched cattle on the plains, I can vow
for the above statements.

Due to immense herds and light rai
fall, high winds whipped the dry du
out and away, while farther east, wi
fewer buffalo and damper soil, the wz
lows in that area “healed over” wi
vegetation recovering faster.

On Lake Washburn, just east of Am
rillo, Texas, I have seen water wav
five feet high after a heavy rain and
high westerly wind. That was forty-eig
years ago, but at that time, many of -
pondered the “why” of those great d
pressions but others have convinced r
that these are truly buffalo wallows.

I have combined fifty to seventy-fi
bushels of wheat per acre in these “lal
beds,” we called them, when flatlan
nearby produced five to ten bushels.
neighbor of mine drowned in one of the
wallows which had twelve feet of wat
in it—Lem Ball, 558317 Onaga Tra
Yucca Valley, California 92284

Bones for Sugar Refineries

I was born in 1884 at Cambridg
Nebraska and have seen 125 cars
bones going east to the sugar refineri
in the South—before charcoal was us
to filter the syrup. Now they use ce
trifuges.

We had about one acre where buffa
wallowed. Cockleburs were the on
thing that did well there. I found :
arrowhead and a lead ball (about |
gauge) among the bones. Every wago
train had guns for game and protectic
Our dad was a carpenter. He built abo
fifteen schoolhouses. It still takes a day
wages to get a pair of shoes, but wl
should T complain? I have my sight a1
hair and can cook, as I am a widowe
and batch in my own home.—M. E. Tabe
190 North 8rd, Lebanon, Oregon 9735!

The Old and the New

I have been reading TRUE WES
FRONTIER TIMES and OLD WES
for quite a few years and find them ve
nteresting. I don’t believe any of n
ancestors had much to do with the We
but T enjoy reading what others ha
done. All the stories about animals ha
been outstanding—horses, wolves, et
“The Love of Six-Toed Pete” in the D

(Conunued on page 57)
True We
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CHARLES E. COKER, HUGO, OKLAHOMA

OVER 200 SILVER DOLLARS AND 150 $20.00, $10.00 and $5.00 GOLD COINS
FOUND WITH THE REAL NO. 1 DETECTOR—D-TEX

“Designed and Built Especially for Treasure Finding”

USED BY MORE REAL PROFESSIONALS THAN ALL OTHER BRANDS COMBINED.
HAVE YOU FOUND ANY TREASURE RECENTLY—FOR RESULTS, TRY D-TEX

Available to Military Personnel at Your Special Service Dept — Worldwide
FORGET THE REST — GET THE BEST — GET D-TEX
(Is This Your Year To Strike It Rich?)
or Full Information and Free Illustrated Catalog Plus Free Treasure Finding Tips W'rite Today

. O. Box 451-04 D-TEX ELECTRON'CS Garland, Texas 75040

614 EASY ST.— PH. BR 2-2622
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When the drama switched from the fence line to th

By oLEVIA E. MYERs  couriroom it was virtually impossible to find a
et i v unbiased jury. As the presiding judge remarke:
“Men with this many friends should nc

he fighting and killing.
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QUALING the Lincoln County War

in fury, hate, bloodshed and death,
;he Porum Range War in Indian Terri-
ory smoldered, died almost away, then
flamed again and again through twenty-
five years of suspicion, bickering, fights,
sunplay and murder. One bright May day
che feud culminated in gun-flaming
leath to five men at the Pony Starr
ranch.

It all began in the 1880s when the
Davis family moved from their native
Alabama to the Indian Territory, settling
1ear the little village of Porum some
swenty miles south of Muskogee. Ranches
were few, and long-horned cattle roamed
he prairie and the bottoms of the South
Canadian River valley in untold num-
rers.

Among these vast herds was the brand
»f a prominent rancher who for many
years had lived in the Territory, and
luring roundup the men who worked for
Judge Hester, gathering his TLH-Con-
1ected brand, rode for a hundred miles

Tuly-August, 1971

in all directions. Judge Hester was a
power in the Territory. When the Davises
moved into the Judge’s territory he felt
resentful at the intrusion, just as ranch-
ers have always felt.

From the very start there was bad
blood between the two families. Davis’
brand was Window Sash, and it was not
long before the TLH-Connected was say-
ing how easy it would be to change the
TLH to the Window Sash. A simple
running iron could do the trick.

Davis prospered and soon the Window
Sash brand became almost as numerous
on the far-flung range as the TLH-
Connected. There were words between
Judge Hester and Davis—cool, sharp
words showing the distrust and dislike
of both parties, and also showing clearly
that neither side would give ground. A
range war was in the making.

According to newspaper reports taken
from an interview with old-timers in
1906, it was not long until a federal
marshal, riding under Isaac Parker out

of old Fort Smith, appeared at the Davis
ranch with a warrant charging cattle
stealing. Davis must go before the old
“Court of No Appeal” at Fort Smith.

Through the next few years, he was
to be charged again and again and taken
to Fort Smith, but each time the grand
jury found no true bill. In the mean-
time, his ranch was beginning to show
signs of neglect. Davis complained that
the charges were deliberately planned to
keep him from his work and to allow
destruction of his fences, stealing of his
herds, and all kinds of harassment. Hes-
ter countercharged that Davis was too
slick to be convicted, and openly stated
that his (Hester’s) brand was being
altered.

Old Man Davis, as he had become
known, had five boys: Cicero, Jack, Bob,
Amon and Sam. All were approaching
manhood and through their early years
had listened to much talk of the cattle
king Judge Hester. The “Judge” was
always given an inflection of contempt

Below, an 1889 photo of U.S. Marshal Bud Ledbetter who arrested and brought in for

trial Mark Alfred, a rancher who was accused of murdering Cicero Davis, oldest of the

Davis boys. Below, at left, an eye-witness to the bloody events at Porum was Charlie

Shoemake, eighty-eight, brother of Deputy J. A. Shoemake. He sat in his dray and

watched the attack on the Starr ranch. He died in 1963. At far left is the Muskogee court-

house and jail, 20 miles north of Porum, Oklahoma. It was in this building that years of
legal hassling between the Davis clan and the Hesters took place.

Courtesy Oklahoma Historical Society

s




‘as it was an honorary title bestowed by
the small ranchers who looked up to the
eminently successful Hester. But the
Davis boys stood in awe of no one.

THE YEARS PASSED and the little

squabbles continued with cut fences,
burned barns, stolen cattle, and accusa-
tions of stealing which were hotly denied
by both factions. Then on September 11,
1906, the oldest Davis boy, Cicero, was
killed when he stopped to open a gate
leading to his ranch. Cicero was a very
wealthy man by this time, his holdings
estimated at well over $100,000. The
Davis spread owned by the boys now
covered some two thousand acres, and
there was unlimited free range. In a
corner of the rail fence near the gate
was a grove of small saplings and dense
undergrowth. From this cover Cicero
was shot with a double-barrel shotgun
as he climbed down from the wagon seat
to open the gate. He was found there,
his head practically blown off.

A rancher named Mack Alfred was
accused of the killing and bound over
for trial. He was arrested and brought
in by the famous U.S. Marshal Bud Led-
better. There was talk, threats, and
speculation in the streets of Porum, on
the range, wherever the cowboys met,
and feelings were high and about equally
divided as to whether Cicero’s death was
deserved or undeserved.

The newspaper account in the Musko-
gee Times Democrat of trial testimony
stated, “Mack Alfred had tried to borrow
money from the bank at Checotah and
had been refused. Somewhere he had
been told that Cicero Davis had talked
against him to the banker and thus kept
him from obtaining the loan. Several
people said Mack Alfred had bragged
that he would kill Cicero and that he
‘needed killing’ anyway. One account
says he met Cicero and his wife in the
road one day and pulled his gun, placing
it near Cicero’s head and telling him he
was going to blow out his ‘dirty brains’.”
It was now said that Cicero’s wife
begged so pitifully for her husband’s life
that Alfred relented and permitted them
to ride on. Alfred was tried for the
murder of Cicero and acquitted.

About the same time that Cicero was
killed, an old man who lived alone and
was rumored to keep a large amount of
cash in his home, was murdered. He was
known as Old Man Spivey. The house
burned to the ground with the old man
inside, but when the body was recovered
it clearly showed bullet holes in the
skull, indicating that Spivey had been
murdered.

For some reason Mack Alfred was
accused of this crime also and was ar-
rested, and this time no bond was made
for him. At the trial he testified that
he did not kill Old Man Spivey but that
he had been in a party of four who did.
He swore, “I was not in the house, but
I went there with Bob Davis, Huck
Thornberry and Ben Graham [all mem-
bers of the Davis faction] and I held the
horses while they all went in to rob the
old man. I was supposed to warn them if
anyone was coming. I waited and waited,
and pretty soon I heard a couple of shots
and then they:all came running out and
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we got out of there fast. Bob Davis had
got the old man’s money, but he didn’t
divide it that night. We got pretty
anxious to get that money divided, and
it was three whole weeks before Bob got
around to dividing it. There was only
$1,500, or so Bob claimed.”

On July 28, 1907, just before the trial

of the four was to come up, Mack Alfr
too met death—met it at the same ga
and in the same way as had Cice
Davis. Alfred and his wife had been °
Porum to buy groceries and, returnir
home by the same road Cicero Davis he
traveled, they pulled up to the gate ar
Mack jumped down to open it while h

A guard watches over the charred rubble of a Porum business establishment after on
of the many unexplained fires in the town.

Courtesy Ralph Bridews



ife held the reins. Once again a double-

arrel shotgun bellowed, and once again
man fell dead, his head almost blown
rom his body.

“Drive right on through that gate and
m’t look back, Ma’am,” came a com-
@and from the same clump of bushes
1at had shielded the killer of Cicero
lavis, “and you won’t be hurt at all.”
Thus the star witness died and Bob
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each reluctant to give an inch yet each
knowing the slightest incident could flare
forth in a war that would see men,
many of them innocent, dying. So an
uneasy peace was kept. '
Charges of cattle stealing and fence
cutting were frequent and the Muskogee
Daily Phoenix and the Muskogee Demo-
crat printed scarcely an issue which did
not attest to the fact that a first-class

'he Davis ranch house. Joe Davis shot Deputy Work from one of the upstairs windows.

Javis, Huck Thornberry and Ben

jraham were acquitted.

VOW the two factions had on open,
- ' unmendable break. Cowboys riding
;he range swerved off at the approach
f riders from the opposite faction and
wvere under orders to guard the fences
ind the cattle with extra care. All riders
tnew that trouble was brewing; all car-
ried Winchesters in their saddle boots,
ind .45 or .38 pistols strapped to their
1ips or stuck in their waistbands.

In Porum, tense now and watchful,
shey met and passed on the board side-
walks, their jingling spurs tinkling in
jefiance, without a nod or a greeting,

July-August, 1971

war was brewing at Porum.

On May 4, 1911, when the Davis boys
and Pony Starr (cousin of the infamous
Henry Starr) were already under thou-
sands of dollars in bond for appearance
in court on cattle rustling charges Dep-
uty Sheriff Jim Work and Bud Robert-
son went once again to the ranch of Bob
Davis to serve a warrant for cattle steal-
ing. The following day headlines the full
width of the Muskogee Daily Phoenix
and in letters two inches high, pro-
claimed: “Posse threatening to lynch
Bob Davis. Special Train rushed to Po-
rum by Sheriff Wisener. Another chap-
ter of the bloody Davis Cattle Feud
written yesterday.”

Y 1 ‘ 4
In a box with dark letters, and in
capital letters, appeared the following:

WANTED FOR MURDER.

BOB DAVIS, age 40, height 5 117,
weight 175, Eyes Blue, hair brown.

LEONARD MCCULLOUGH, age 20,
height 6 ft. 170 lbs.

AMON DAVIS, the description of
McCullough fits Amon Davis very
closely.

The inflaming story continued:
“Another chapter in the blood-stained
history of the Davis Feud was written
in blood yesterday in the little town of
Porum when Jim Work, deputy marshal
out of Muskogee, was murdered by Bob
Davis, Amon Davis, and Leonard Me-
Cullough. Deputy Work was shot
through the stomach while the three
killers hid behind the hay in the Davis
barn. Feelings are running high in the
sleepy little town of Porum and there is
much talk of lynching by grim, tight-
lipped ranchers.

“A special train loaded with twenty
deputies has been rushed to the little
town along with riot guns and plenty of
high-powered Winchesters. Armed posses
are roaming the streets and scouring the
woods in a search for the killers. It is the
consensus of opinion that the men will
never be taken alive, and is a well-known
fact that all are excellent shots. Davis
can put one bullet on top of another
time after time at a distance of fifteen
paces.”

The news went on that the wanted
men were hiding in the home of one of
the Davis boys, and there was talk of
burning the house down. Crowds gath-
ered and talk ran high. Once again
Sheriff Wisener of Muskogee sent out
a special car over the Midland Valley to
Porum, carrying riot guns and rifles and
twelve deputy sheriffs. This train left
Muskogee at 12:830, midnight, arriving at
Porum at 1:20 a.m., and at 3 o’clock the
lone telephone wire connecting Porum
with the outside world was cut. Porum,
seething with hate, fear and fury, was
isolated from the world.

“Bob and Amon Davis arrested in
Denver, Colorado,” screamed the head-
lines on May 14. According to yellowed
newspaper accounts the cause of arrest
was an argument with the conductor over
their fare. The brothers had tendered
money instead of tickets upon boarding a
train at Denver, and the conductor de-
manded they buy a ticket. A detective
was on the train and, watching the two
men, he thought it strange that one of
them was so very awkward. Seemed that
he could hardly walk, yet he was not
drinking. Then the detective realized
that it was some shiny new shoes which
caused the awkwardness. Bulletins were
out and Colorado had one on the wanted
men. The pair was seized and searched.
A large sum of money was found, but
that was all. Then the detective searched
their suitcase and it was here he struck
paydirt—their range clothes were in the
suitcase, including a well-worn pair of
high-heeled cowboy boots.

Amon told it like this: “We rode
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around the posse out of Porum and made
for Claremore. Here we bought those
damned ‘city clothes and civilized shoes.’
We changed into them and as soon as
we found a hiding place, we were
ready to board a train that was west-
bound. The darned shoes pinched my
feet and the ‘city clothes’ were so tight
I could hardly move. I kept pinching at
those tight shoes and I even pulled them
off so my toes could rest. I’d rather have
a hold of a longhorn steer than wear
those things. The Indians never thought
up any worse torture than ‘city clothes.’
I knew I'd never be able to wear those
shoes all the time and besides I just
didn’t want to give up my old boots.”

DURING THE long years of trouble

Sam Davis had grown old and very
wealthy. He had moved into Muskogee
and bought a fine home there where he
lived in semi-retirement. But everyone
knew he was head of the Davis clan,
after the death of the father some time
before, and it was certain that whenever
one of the Davis boys got into trouble
Old Man Sam was present with bond
money. As a consequence, much of his
huge fortune was tied up in bonds for
appearances of his brothers in first one
cattle rustling charge and then another.
Bob and Amon were returned and kept
in the Muskogee jail, charged with mur-
der, but this time no bond could be
made.

With Bob, Amon, and McCullough
safely in jail at Muskogee, and with Jack
Davis keeping close to his ranch near
Eufaula, the Davises were divided. Old
Sam was in Muskogee, too old to get
around much and this left Joe, the nine-
teen-year-old son of Jack, who with his
father had been accused and arrested

The Davis boys were frequent “guests” in the tiny 12-room Porum jail. It was here tha
Pony Starr and Joe Davis awaited the train to take them to Muskogee to face charges

and under bond for cattle stealing sev-
eral times, to keep check on the wide
flung empire of the Davises. Joe went
often to confer with Pony Starr, as Pony
and Joe’s father Jack and Uncle Bob
had many cattle interests together.

It was while Bob and Amon were in
jail that Judge Hester swore out a writ
of replevin for twenty-two head of cattle
which had been found in the Davis and
Starr pasture and which Hester claimed

Bullet-scarred trees remain on the old Pony Starr property.

had been stolen from him. Davis anc
Starr countered that the cattle wer¢
theirs, and Hester was trying to stea
them. The cattle were removed to the
Hester ranch, nevertheless.

Judge Hester had one son, Clifford
eighteen, who according to old-timers
around Porum, was arrogant and some:
what spoiled by his father. A day or sc
after the removal of the cattle, Deputy
Sheriff Dobson of Muskogee was sent tc

Nina Starr (left), the daughter of Pony

Starr, who at age eight saw the killings af

the Starr ranch. Olevia Myers stands at
right.




yrum to serve Starr and Davis’ writ of
plevin on Judge Hester. Dobson told
eputy Bud Robertson he wanted him
ong when he served the writ, and
obertson replied, “You’d better take
at writ right back to Muskogee and
rget you ever had it. There’s liable to
y trouble out there like there was at the
avis ranch.”

Deputy Dobson then chose Deputy J.
. Shoemake, who ran a butcher shop in
orum, and Charlie McClure, a rancher
ho had been deputized, to go along with
m to serve the writ of replevin on
ester and return the cattle to the Starr
inch.

Joe Davis and Pony Starr met the
;puty sheriff at the Porum depot and
tpressed willingness to accompany him
ad the deputies to the Hester ranch and
sturn the stock. Dobson said, “That’s
ne.” However, Deputy Shoemake was
mazed. “I think that is the worst thing
e could do,” he said to Starr and Davis.
0ld Man Hester is gonna be frothing
t the mouth he’ll be so mad, and there
ill be shooting if you boys go as sure
5 God made little apples.”

McClure agreed with Shoemake. Davis
nd Starr agreed also and rode only as
ar as the Starr ranch, which was just
n the edge of Porum and on the way
» the Hester ranch. From Starr’s place
1e three lawmen rode alone. The dark
assions of murder and mob violence
rere gathering fast.

At the Hester ranch they dismounted
nd walked slowly, keeping hands away
rom guns, to where Judge Hester sat
n his porch. As they approached he
ose to his feet and waited quietly as
hey climbed the steps and Dobson began
o read the writ of replevin on the cattle.

Suddenly from all sides of the ranch
ouse, from the barn, the cow shed, and
rom every 'available place that could
ide a man, a bunch of masked men
oured forth to surround the three dep-
ties. Guns drawn and cocked, they
ircled the three, and Judge Hester went
nto action also. Newspaper accounts say
Iester put his gun in Dobson’s stomach
nd said through gritted teeth, “Arrest
ae, huh? I'll blow you in two!”

A couple of the masked men, along
7ith Judge Hester, then took the cap-
ured deputies inside the Hester ranch
ouse, telling them they were to remain
here quietly or be killed. Then the mob
ode for the Starr ranch. Thirsting for
lood, they pushed their horses rapidly
lown a sort of low swale that ended near
he Starr ranch house. They halted just
n front of the neat white ranch house,
nside which Pony Starr, Joe Davis and
Vrs. Starr were having coffee at the
citchen table while a pot of turnip greens
simmered in an old iron pot on the
little wood cookstove.

Mrs. Starr glanced out the kitchen
window and remarked, “Pony, look at all
those Negroes.” Suddenly the thud of
bullets was heard slamming into the
cabin walls, and the whine of erupting
Winchester rifles rang out in all direc-
tions. The walls, doors and windows of
the little ranch house were riddled with
bullets.

The men jumped from the table, Pony
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Mr. R. R. Myers points to the bullet-riddled

door casing to the old Pony Starr house.

The owners of the Starr property today.
Mr. and Mrs. Roy Parsons, look on.

calling to his wife, “Run for the barn,
they’re trying to kill us all!” The iron
pot exploded, shattered by a bullet, fill-
ing the little kitchen with steam. Mrs.
Starr ran for the barn nearby, carrying
a double-barrel shotgun in her hands.
Being a woman meant nothing to the
kill-crazy mob. Later Mrs. Starr was to
count eight bullet holes in her dress
and apron. One masked rider shot five
times directly at her, while trying to
control his rearing horse, but failed to
bring down the fleeing woman. The
Muskogee Times Democrat reported that
Mrs. Starr did a brave thing—when the
man threw the heavy empty .45 at her,
she caught it in midair and, knowing it
was empty, flung it back at her assail-

% REY

ant with all her strength. Then she ran
on for the barn. ;

By now two men were already down
and others were screaming in pain.
Horses, too, were dying and the mob
seemed confused. Instead of spreading
out they seemed to gather into a tight
knot, according to eye-witnesses. Soon
a shotgun bellowed from the barn and
a man fell with a shattered right arm—
almost blown off by the heavy charge of
buckshot. The mob broke and ran, gath-
ering up two of their members who lay
wounded on the ground, and rode swift-
ly back toward the Hester ranch.

When it was over, eleven horses were
dead or dying, five men were dead or
dying, and only three shells remained in
the Starr home. Three more shots and
the two men and the woman would have
been at the mercy of the mob. Mrs. Starr
came from the barn with saddled ponies
for Pony and Joe Davis. They mounted
and rode swiftly toward Porum, passing
through almost the entire population of
the town which was gathered at a safe
distance from the Starr ranch. The peo-
ple parted to give the swiftly running
horses the road and straight through the
one street of Porum rode Pony Starr and
nineteen-year-old Joe Davis, who this
day had reached man’s estate.

AT THE beginning of the attack a

call had been put through to Sheriff
Wisener at Muskogee and within min-
utes a special train was running to Porum
loaded with Wisener, twelve deputies,
two doctors (Dr. Claud Thompson and
Dr. H. T. Tilly), and a nurse, Miss Mar-
garet Welsh.

The townspeople hurried out to the
scene of battle. Amid moaning and dying
men they started removing the black
stockings from the faces. The first to be

Down the now grassy street in front of this building rode Pony Starr and Joe Davis after
the riot at Porum.
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unmasked was Cliff Hester, shot twice
through the stomach. He was still alive.
Next was George Maxwell, prominent,
wealthy rancher—dead—shot through
the right eye. Another black stocking
came off—E. A. Maxwell, rancher, clear-
ly dying, shot through the groin. Jesse
Maxwell, at one time a deputy sheriff,
lay with a badly mangled right arm.
Pete Graham, well known farmer whose
pale face showed great agony when the
black stocking was removed, had a right
hip shattered.

Deputy Shoemake told his brother
Charlie to get a dray to load the dead
and dying in, and to take them to the
Porum depot to be loaded on the special
which was roaring down the line from
Muskogee. Charlie’s answer to his brother
was, “Get your own transportation. I
have stayed out of this, and I aim to
keep staying out.” A wagon was brought
and the dead and wounded were loaded.

Two hundred bullet holes were in the
little ranch house, twenty-five of them
through the screen kitchen door, the
front door had its frame shot completely
in two at the lock.

When the special arrived in Porum,
armed guards alighted carrying high-
powered Winchesters. The doctors and
the nurse went quickly to the bleeding
and moaning men. Cliff Hester was
dying, and that night in the Muskogee
hospital he suddenly opened wide his eyes
and cried, “They’re coming! I won’t die
—I won'’t die”—then he was dead. E. A.
Maxwell soon followed Cliff Hester in
death.

While Cliff Hester and E. A. Maxwell
were dying in the Muskogee Hospital,
posses were organized in Porum and
armed bands of men rode the streets
and searched the hills and prairies once
again, this time for Joe Davis and Pony
Starr who had ridden for the hills in
which Bob and Amon Davis and Leonard
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shop. John Bridewell ran the shop for Melton.

McCullough had sought refuge only fif-
teen days before, after the killing of
Deputy Jim Work. There was utter
chaos. For no better reason than some-
one had at one time been friendly to the
Davis side in the range war, men were
whipped, threatened; barns were burned,
fences cut, haystacks burned; notes were
sent to entire families to get out before
sundown, No lights burned in Porum or
for miles around on the prairie. No
cowboys rode the range. No fences were
checked. The range was a battlefield
where no man dared venture.

Mrs. Pony Starr went to Muskogee
and notified Sheriff Wisener that Pony
and Joe would surrender to him if he
would give them safe passage to Mus-
kogee. “They ran because of the mob—
not for fear of what they had done,”
Mrs. Starr said. Sheriff Wisener agreed
to this demand and arranged to have two
deputies, Sam Tuck and Joe Depew, both
well known to Joe and Pony, go to the
ranch of Joe’s father, Jack Davis, near
Eufaula where Mrs. Starr told Sheriff
Wisener the two men would be. This was
on May 31, just about forty-eight hours
after the two had ridden away from
the scene of carnage at the Starr ranch.

On May 30, the morning after the
fight, an old crippled man by the name
of Steve Little who had been a cook in
the Davis home for many years, went
into Porum after mail, and while there
was suddenly attacked by six masked
men. They took the elderly cripple into
a little blacksmith shop near the jail and
after beating him until blood ran down
his legs, placed a rope around his neck
and forced him to go before them to the
old Davis ranch, now owned by Bob.
There, they made the old man go inside
and gather up all the guns in the house,
while Bob’s wife and two small children
looked on. Then driving him, the rope
still around his neck, they returned to

Porum and once again took the old mai
inside the blacksmith shop and beat hin
unmercifully. Soon after they put hin
on a southbound train, telling him tha
if he ever came back or tried to go t
Muskogee where his friends were, the;
would kill him.

The old man was crippled, but he hac
courage. Telling the conductor what hac
happened, he rode the train till he me
a northbound for Muskogee and Old San
Davis. Steve Little once again rodi
through Porum! The conductor, knowing
the situation, had taken the old man t
the rest room and then locked the door
allowing no one in until the train was
safely past Porum. In Muskogee, at San
Davis’ home, a doctor was quickly called
as the old man was near collapse. Dr

True West



fhompson who attended Little said that
t was the most savage beating he had
ver seen.

Back at Porum, the long-suffering
ownspeople who had gone quietly about
heir own business and taken no part
n the range war, suddenly arose en
nasse in protest. They armed themselves,
wnd a number of them went to the lovely
)ld ranch headquarters of the Davis
slan. Bob’s wife was there with their
;wo children. These men from Porum
patrolled the home in groups, day and
night, until Sheriff Wisener appointed
six special deputies to go to Porum “to
remain until the feud is over.”

When questioned later the citizens re-
plied, “We were tired of masked mobs
and sneak killings. We decided that we’d
not have the burning of the Davis ranch
and perhaps the murder of a woman
and little kids happening right under
our noses without putting up a fight.”

That night Winchesters barked and
holes appeared in the darkened home of
Charlie McClure, who had been one of
the deputies who had gone to the Hester
ranch and been held captive. McClure
said that he and the other deputies had
just taken off when the badly beaten
mob returned to the Hester ranch. “They
were all scared and milling, and talking
about the dead, and trying to take care
of the wounded, so we got out of there.”

ON MAY 31, about the time Starr and
Davis were surrendering to the law,
the body of a man, dressed in woman’s
clothing, was found near the Bob Davis
ranch near Checotah. The mask had
been torn from the face and he lay dead
beside the road, a bullet hole in his neck.
He was Sonny Dunnigan, a nephew of
the Davises. It was known that he had
had a falling out with his uncles and
now here was irrevocable proof that he
had joined the Hester faction. He, like
Cliff Hester, wore a red dress. The Dun-
nigan ranch joined the Davis holdings

Boarding house in Warner run by the
Mulkee family.

Courtesy Ralph Bridewell
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The Bridewell Telephone Exchange was the first in the Warner-Stigler-Webbers Falls
area. The first line to Porum was cut three times the first year (1909). Girl at switchboard
is Nellie Bridewell, standing is her sister Daisy.

near Checotah, and it was asumed that
Sonny was trying to reach his home.
This brought the number of dead to four.

A day or so later a man, never identi-
fied, was found dead under a bridge near
Ross, a few miles from Porum. It is as-
sumed he was one of the mob as, when
found, his coat was on wrong-side-out.
There were two rifle bullets in the corpse.
This brought the known dead to five, and
Charlie Shoemake, who witnessed the
fight from beginning to end, flatly stated
in 1962 (at the age of eighty-eight) that
“The two men carried away by the mob
were dead or dying for they hung limp
as dishrags over the horses.”

The Muskogee Times Democrat, on
May 31 reported, “Pony Starr and Joe
Davis, who held a mob of 30 masked
men at bay Monday morning and par-
ticipated in the fight which resulted in
the death of two and the wounding of
five, arrived in Muskogee over the Katy
at 1:10 this afternoon. They were in
charge of Sam Tulk and Joe Depew.
Jack Davis was with them. When Pony
Starr got off the train, the first person
to greet him was his wife. Mrs. Starr
threw her arms about his neck and
hugged and kissed him. Then Pony picked
up his little girl, lifted her from the
platform and kissed her. Mrs. Starr clung
to his arm until he went to the sheriff’s
office.

“After the fight Monday Starr and
Young Davis went to the ranch of Jack
Davis down on the Canadian near Eu-
faula. It was here where Sam Tulk and
Joe Depew found them. They had ridden
direct to the ranch after their sensa-
tional escape from the mob.

“They all got on the train at Eufaula
this morning. When the train passed
through Checotah, G. T. (Judge) Hester
and Ben Graham were on the platform.
Hester had just come from the little
cemetery on the hill where he laid to

rest his son, Clifford Hester, who was
shot in the battle and who died in a
Muskogee hospital Monday night. People
on the train declare they saw Hester,
standing in the rear of the crowd,
attempt to draw his gun from his
pocket and shoot Pony Starr through
the car window. Friends of Starr who
were on the platform are said to have
caught his arm and prevented a tragedy.
Just then the train pulled out. One of
the officers who was with Starr said he
saw a man draw a gun as if to shoot,
but he did not know Hester and did not
know whether he was the man who did
it.

“When the party reached Muskogee
they went directly to the office of Sheriff
Wisener. Friends of the boys were there
to make bond. After a conference be-
tween the district attorney and S. M.
Rutherford, attorney for the boys, it was
anounced that no warrant would be is-
sued for their arrest in connection with
the Porum affair. It was said that they
were already under $12,000 bond each.
It appears that the affair was clearly
a case of self-defense and it will be left
for the grand jury to investigate.

“These men will remain in Muskogee
and await their trial on larceny charges.
Neither of the men were wounded. Dur-
ing the fight a finger on Pony’s left
hand was nipped by a bullet, but it
merely scratched the skin. Joe Davis
escaped without a scratch.

“ ‘We did not want to fight.’ said Starr,
in talking to his friends. “When we saw
the masked men coming towards the
house our first impulse was to try to
escape. This we planned to do, but the
mob opened fire and we saw no chance
to get away at that time, so we stayed
and fought. You can tell the world that
I was scared.

“Starr could not give an account of the
fight. He said he was in all parts of the
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John Bridewell, a Wamer lawyer, at work in his office.

house and was too scared to know just
where he was. Joe Davis was more calm
during the battle. He said that Pony was
in the inside of the house firing from a
door and a window, while he was at the
corner of the house. Only once did the
mob get close to Joe, and that was when
a board a few inches above his head was
struck by bullets and the board was torn
out and fell on his head.

“Judge Allen of the district court this
raorning called a special grand jury for

June 2, whose duty it will be to inquire
into the conditions that have existed in
and around Porum for the past few
months. It is said that the jury will
ascertain if possible the names of the
men who composed the mob and take
some action regarding the men who
flogged Steve Little at Porum this morn-
ing. Little claims that even though the
men were masked he will be able to rec-
ognize every one of them.

“Additional trouble is expected at Po-

The C. W. Young store in Wamer. One night the store safe was blown open by two
charges of explosives, but apparently the noise went unnoticed. Henry Starr was cred-
ited with the job.

Courtesy Ralph Bridewell
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rum tonight. If the members of the mob
attempt to kill Charles McClure it is
said that another fight will take place.

“Excitement continued to run high in
Porum this morning and all friends of
the Davis boys were notified to leave the
town and country. The report reached
here today that members of the mob
had sent word to Charles McClure that
they would kill him if he was in Porum
tonight. McClure was one of the men
who went with Constable Dobson to
identify some cattle in the pasture of
‘Old Man’ Hester.”

N June 1, warrants were issued for

the six men accused of the beating
of the Davis cook, Steve Little. These
warrants named Charlie Terrell, Jack
Rigon, J. M. McClure, Dan Doody, Fall
Reddin and Fred Oliver, all well known
in Porum range country. On June 2 the
grand jury convened in the case of the
depredations at Porum, and on June
6 almost the entire male population of
Porum was in Muskogee for the investi-
gation. So tense was the situation and
so dangerous the tempers of the two
factions involved that talk flew that if
the grand jury turned the men loose
they would be killed right there in the
courthouse, and on the other hand if
they were convicted or a true bill was
found the jury would find themselves
the target of the guns of the Davis-
Starr side of the war.

Thus the situation stood when County
Attorney W. E. Disney and Judge De-
Graffenried ordered the findings post-
poned for one day in order to get the
courtroom cleared and to issue orders
that on the following morning all per-
sons entering the courtroom, either as a
witness before the grand jury or as a
spectator, should be searched. No weap-
ons of any kind were permitted to be
taken into the courtroom—not even a
pocket knife. Judge DeGraffenried
issued the same orders for the following
week when the Davis boys and Starr
would be tried for cattle stealing.

Here a note of humor entered as the
yellowed records of the Times Democrat
stated that a man from the East who
had bought some land near Muskogee
and was down to inspect his purchase
entered the courthouse and was at once
taken hold of by two deputies, one of
whom ran his hands over the Easterner
looking for weapons. The Easterner
thought he was being robbed of a large
amount of money he carried in an inside
coat pocket. Screaming for help he had
the entire courtroom outside in the hall
within seconds, and the deputies sta-
tioned in the courtroom held drawn guns
and fully expected a massacre by the
warring ranchers. When what it was all
about was finally explained he smiled
rather limply and said, “When I was in
Kansas City I read of the Porum range
war and some men there told me I was
heading into Hell’s Half Section, so I
was expecting almost anything, I guess.”

On June 8 Bob Davis was acquitted in
Muskogee of cattle stealing charges,
pending jointly against him and Pony
Starr. Starr was to be tried in Eufaula
as the cattle had been shipped from

(Continued on page 42)
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By FRANK M. FREEMAN

Photo Courtesy Author

Illustrated by Al Martin Napoletano

THE TOWN of Hinckley, deep in the
woods of eastern Minnesota, was
shrouded in a dark blanket of smoke on
the morning of September 1, 1894. An
encroaching forest fire had turned the
skies to a gray leaden color and the sun
to a pale red disc. These were ominous
signs—but not ominous enough.

The people of Hinckley were not con-
cerned to any great extent over the
advancing flames, apparently feeling
that their efficient volunteer fire de-
partment was capable of beating back
the fire if it threatened the community.

Twelve hundred people lived there.
The town supported three churches, five
hotels, several saloons, a restaurant,
eight stores, a sawmill which cut 200,000
board feet of lumber every day, and a
railroad roundhouse. Two railroads
served Hinckley, both running north to
Duluth and southwest to Minneapolis or
St. Paul.

At mid-morning of September 1, con-
ditions abruptly changed. The pall of
gray which had been enveloping the
town lifted for a few moments and every-
thing was bathed in a ghastly yellow
light which was not coming from the
pale, sickly sun. Buildings and people
appeared unnatural in the strange light.
When the gray pall once more descend-
ed upon the town it was deeper and
darker than it had been before.

Shortly after mid-day a stiff wind
came in from the south, and riding on
the wind were embers of wood which
smouldered when they fell in the streets.
Suddenly a cloud darker than night ap-
peared over the timbered horizon and
the telegraph operator at the St. Paul
and Duluth Railroad station in Hinckley
received word that Pokegama, a town
nine miles south on the line, had been
destroyed and most of its inhabitants
had been burned to death.

The volunteer fire department was
called to the outskirts of Hinckley to
combat half a dozen fires which had
started almost simultaneously. Father
Lawler, the village priest, went running
through the streets warning the people:
“Run for your lives! Run for your lives!”

He was too late. A hurricane of flame
commenced to engulf the town. There
was no time to save possessions; frantic
mothers hastily snatched up their chil-
dren and fled in panic. Every man in
Hinckley had been fighting the fire but
they too now fled, for they realized that
stopping its advance was an impossibil-
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By DEN GALBRAITH
Illustrations by Jackie McFarland

NO ONE knew much about Cab Taber-

nor, before or after, except that he
was an American adventurer and he had
a wild tale about diamonds in that cruel,
far-flung wilderness of the Canadian
Shield. More cautions men would never
believe a story that came from a fast-
talking barber, but Tabernor did. Ad-
venturous men want to believe. So that
day in 1910, as he sat in a chair in De-
troit, he heard the barber talk in a
harsh, excited whisper about two old
Germans, a waybill, and diamonds found
in 1898 in the forlorn, isolated region
of northwestern Quebec. Tabernor had
heard enough. By the time his hair was
cut, he had a 50-50 agreement and that
crude waybill of unmapped country in his
shirt pocket.

His first move was to go to New York
where he checked on the story that the
Dutchmen had sold their diamonds to
Tiffany’s. From the New York jewelers
he learned that several large, mysterious
stones had come to them from an un-
known source. Next stop for Tabernor
was Cobalt, Ontario, then the jumping-
off point for an unknown northern world.
Here he formed the friendship of George
“Geordie” MacGregor and Jack O’Flynn
and the three hell-for-leather fortune
hunters laid their plans for a run on the
diamonds.

Geordie MacGregor was a well-known,
colorful figure in Canadian mining
circles. He and his brother, Robert Al-
pine MacGregor, known variously as
Bob, Alpine, or “The Wee MacGregor,”
prospected over a lot of Canada and it
was Bob, writing for various news
media, who finally told the story to read-
ers of the Canadian Mining Journal.

CANADA had many wild rushes in

the 1890s and early 1900s and many
fortunes were made. Harry Oakes, Sandy
MecIntyre (whose real name was Alex-
ander Oliphant), Benny Hollinger—all
were penniless prospectors who were at
the right place at the right time. One
day sowbelly and beans and sourdough
bread, the next beaver coats and
limousines.

What part luck played with those
prospectors cannot be ascertained, but
that they were a hardy, danger-loving
breed is a certainty. In the brush for
months at a time they scaled ridges,
wallowed in the muskegs, tumplined the
portages, shot stretches of white water,
single-jacked for samples, and drank
birch sap and ate willow bark when
their water and food gave out.

When the MacGregors needed grub-
stake money, they trapped marten, mink,
muskrat, and wolverine around the
wilderness country of Matachewan. Or
they might find themselves on one end
of a saw in the vast Timagami forests
of Ontario. They learned how to care
for themselves in the wild back country,

16

A PLACE CALLED

—WHERE THE DIAMONDS LIE!

living off the land, tobogganing and
snowshoeing day after day, packing their
own weight with the cruel tumplines
plastered to their foreheads with salty
sweat.

Booze-soaked trappers, rugged lumber-
jacks, and fly-bitten, grease-stained pros-
pectors in dirty mackinaws and pene-
tangs penetrated the great pre-Cambrian

Shield and found some of America’s
great mines.

Geordie and Alpine MacGregor were
only eighteen miles away when Benny
Hollinger and Alec Gillies staked what
became the Hollinger Mine, but they
might as well have been in the King
Albert Hotel in Toronto. Maybe luck
does play a part for two lackadaisical

True West
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Map shows the distance covered by the men in their search for the diamonds. The Bell
and Nottaway Rivers are not indicated on this map, but the X on the waybill was
positioned near James Bay.

Map from Cram's Family Atlas of the World, 1888

prospectors, Bob Mustard and Reube
D’Aigle, had eaten a cold lunch on the
same outcrop months before Hollinger
went into that jack-pine country but
hadn’t bothered to scrape the moss of a
large quartz boulder, shot clear through
with gleaming metal.

Bob MacGregor heard about the strike
three months later and joined the winter

July-August, 1971

rush. He found no prospects to his liking
but took options and tried to sell Sandy
McIntyre’s claims when that fellow felt
more inclined to drink than to do his
assessment work. But before those claims
became the famous McIntyre Mine, Bob.
MacGregor had sold his option for a
song, dance, and a drink and had headed
for Cripple Creek.

Artist's sketch of Bob MacGregor taken
from an old photograph.

The MacGregors never found the
Mother Lode but they had unbelievable
experiences and a lot of fun. They knew
all the great characters of the day, and
they wouldn’t have traded their memo-
ries for all of the gold. Later, when
Bob MacGregor told some of those ad-
ventures, his favorite was the time Geor-

(Continued on page 66)
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At left, the G.N. Depot at Granville held ¢

answer to one of the mysteries. It was he;

that Indian Joe’s body was discovere

Below (left). a red sandstone marker we

placed at Indian Joe's grave. No one know

who was responsible for this act of r(
membrance.

By VERNE BENEDICT

Photos Courtesy Author

THE Great Northern freight trai
whistled a warning as it approache
the intersection of the main street i
Granville, North Dakota. When it
y wheels finally screeched to a stop in thi
prairie town, the usual number of free
H. . H. d l‘ TI‘ f ridelés ctl‘isgm}:)tarked f;;)lm a dozen o{g(i)tl:

ShRE empty freight cars. e year was
.s orlg.n_ i% ea' e name o Among that particular group of drift
ers was a full-blooded Indian. His reaso
for leaving the freight was the same a
'l‘e peI'SOIl W'IO IIIOIII'IIed the others—to bum something to eal
and get a fresh drink of water from the
® town pump, then reboard the freight fo:
hlm—'hese Were other parts—better pickin’s. But Fate
had other plans for this particular In:
dian, and a most mysterious saga was
to start unfolding right then and there,
Granville, a typical prairie town, was

VAR22 MysreRiz




inique in that it was also the terminal
tor a branch-line which the railroad had
suilt to the Canadian border. That spur,
connecting with the main Great North-
ern, was the reason for an influx of
transients coming and going either in
legitimate passenger cars, or just riding
the rails in the many freights that were
part of the prairie’s life-line. And it
accounted in part for the town’s having
four hotels with dining rooms, a bank,
three livery barns, two pool halls, four
general stores and two lumber yards.
The Indian headed straight to the back
door of one of the hotel dining rooms,
and that’s where Fate was waiting. It
just so happened that the owner needed
a handyman for clean-up, fix-up type of
work. He not only owned the hotel din-
ing room, but one of the pool halls as
well. After feeding the Indian and offer-
ing him a steady job, he asked his name.
The only answer he got was “Joe.”

OE was a mysterious figure from the

start. About five-feet nine-inches tall,
in his mid-thirties, he had long straggly
hair and his features indicated he was
Sioux. Some thought he probably had
come from the reservation at Fort Totten
near Devils Lake, but this they only sur-
mised as Joe never revealed anything
about his private life. The very name
“Joseph” indicated he might have been
christened, and might also have ex-

e I_I?.me?" Jes Btk ot

Clayton Stubbins with his wife Molly and
infant son Donald.

plained his speaking passable English.

Prohibition was in full swing at the
time, but there was never a shortage of
liquor. Joe swept out the pool hall, kept

)f INDIAN JOE
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plenty of fuel piled for the hotel dining
room and did a number of odd jobs
around the two places. In return he was
fed three squares a day, had a place to
sleep, and a small amount of spending
money. But at regular intervals he would
go on a heavy three-day drunk, render-
ing himself useless. Nobody could ever
figure out where he got his whiskey.

Whenever a small group of Indians
camped outside Granville, on their way
through, Joe would always leave his
sleeping quarters and hole up with the
group until they moved on again. What
went on at these small powwows was
never discovered, but most townspeople
thought it was only Joe’s way of keep-
ing in touch with his fellow tribesmen.
He never left with any of them and al-
ways returned to his quarters to take up
his handy-man chores as soon as his
friends departed.

It was a well known fact that a great
deal of liquor was smuggled into the
state from Canada. Much has been writ-
ten about the infamous rum-runners of
that time. The risk was great, but so
was the money. Granville was a lay-over
stop for the rum-runners and federal
investigators knew it.

One interesting story in that highly
illegal business was the close call one
such booze-peddler experienced when he
stopped at one of the hotels and was
having breakfast in the dining .room.
He was known only as “Zeb”, and that
was probably an alias. Zeb was sitting
at one of the tables enjoying his meal
when a well-dressed man sat down across
from him and ordered something to eat.
As the two men made casual conversa-
tion, the stranger revealed himself as a
federal man looking for a small, dark-
complexioned man who was wanted for
smuggling whiskey across the border
from Canada.

Zeb asked if he had any leads, and
the investigator simply answered that a
description like that could cover any one
of a dozen men in Granville. Zeb quietly
finished his breakfast, got up from the
table, said his farewells, then got the
hell out of there. Zeb, indeed, was the
wanted man.

INDIAN JOE probably could have been
the most successful blackmailer in
town. People discussed personal and busi-
ness matters freely in his presence. They
figured he was just another Indian who
understood and spoke little English; and
besides, if he did understand, what could
he do about it? Sitting quietly in the
corner of the pool hall, unnoticed, Joe
mentally absorbed many detailed inci-
dents about some of the town’s promi-
nent citizens. He was simply taken for
granted.

The only time his tongue would loosen
at all was when he was on one of his
three-day binges, and even then he was
fairly careful about what he said. But
that one weakness—liquor—was to be
Joe’s downfall. Knowing too much was a

(Continued on page 54)

At left, Main Street in Granville, North

Dakota. The two-story brick building at left

is the bank which Clayton Stubbins built
and operated.
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Part IV

Amador City, Sutter Creek, Jackson,
Mokelumne Hill, San Andreas
and Carson Hill

e 05 e e e e e e e e e e e 1 2 e e e e e 0 e e e 15156

[0 3 e e R

[32]3<)35q]

FORTY MILES may seem a short day’s
drive, but with a panorama of gold
history drifting along with you, it’s the
most absorbing stretch along California’s
storied Highway 49. Such is the pictur-
esque expanse of abandoned mementoes
between Amador City and Carson Hill.
Action began in Amador City five
vears before the village had a name.
Four ministers who had been “saving
souls” among the area’s camps discov-
ered that while there were no placer
deposits available the canyon walls
abounded with ledges of gold-rich quartz.
They staked their location forthwith, ap-
propriately dubbing it “The Ministers’
Claim Mine,” and worked it daily. Being
true men of the cloth, however, the four
still went out nightly to carry the word
to lonely prospectors—this after days of
toiling with picks and shovels.
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Thus a town was born—and in 1854
the area split from Calaveras County,
forming a new county, naming both it
and the camp after Jose Maria Amador,
a famous miner and Indian fighter of
that era.

Amador City grew and prospered until
it reached a population of 5,000, and the
fabulous Keystone Mine was sunk near
the southerly outskirts of town. The old
Keystone produced $24,000,000 in gold
before its tunnels, shafts and adits were
sealed by government order in 1942. Its
headframe still sentinels the town’s
charming remains.

Unlike many of its neighboring com-
munities, Amador City affords some ac-
commodations. The Imperial Hotel is
closed, but the Amador was open for
guests during my last visit there. The
Wells Fargo building, with its secret gold

At left, tailing wheel at the Kennedy Mine in Jackson. Below (left), the Mayer store in
Mokelumne Hill.

True West



vault under the floor, still stands after
120 years. Another point of interest is
the old country store.

Although Amador City today is only
a crumbling study in the pretentious ar-
chitecture of the nineteenth century, ex-
plore it, stroll its deserted backstreets.
On later occasions it will invade your
dreams—1I know.

Just three country-lane miles south of
Amador City is Sutter Creek—a village
of perennial appeal for legend-seekers.
Sutter Creek’s story is one of failure and
success—not of the town’s, but of two
famous citizens: John Sutter and Leland
Stanford.

Soon after Jim Marshall discovered
gold at Sutter’s Mill, the latter gentle-
man became as discursive as those gold
hunters who swarmed over the American
River basin. He abandoned his trade and
business to establish a huge agricultural
empire which he named New Helvetia,
and directed from his private fort.

New Helvetia, however, was a short-
lived enterprise. Sutter’s farm hands de-
serted for more lucrative work; hordes
of prospectors trampled his crops into
the ground; and soon the man who had
riggered the nation’s greatest gold rush
was himself on his way to the placer
fields, accompanied by an entourage of
oyal Indian laborers. But even that at-
;empt to recoup was doomed to failure.
Other miners in the area considered the
[ndians as Sutter’s slaves, and drove
1im from the rivers and creeks. After
‘hat the pitiable John Sutter—broke and
vithout property—faded into obscurity.

At the brighter end of the spectrum
s the story of Leland Stanford, Sutter
Jreek’s other storied citizen.

Stanford had achieved a modicum of
juccess as a merchant in Sacramento,
ind with his profits had bought control
»f the Lincoln Mine at Sutter Creek.
[hen began a series of setbacks. Explo-
ation work in the Lincoln was fraught
vith nothing but failures. Finally, Stan-
‘ord—down to his last dream—of-
ered to sell the mine for $5,000. His
oreman, however, persuaded him to hang
m, and shortly thereafter the elusive
ein was discovered. That foreman—Bob

(Continued on page 50)

elow (left), an abandoned house and
oist in Jackson. At right, the view down
a street in Carson Hill.
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1
By TOM BARKDULL é

)
Photos Courtesy Author %

Above, a carpet of green covers a street

in Carson Hill. At right, the old Kennedy

Mine headframe at Jackson is 100 feet high

and cost $210,000. Below, a plaque at
Carson Hill.
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Shepard and Thode as a team in southern Arizona in the "30s.

Like many others who left
the ranch and entered the
chute, "'l was just a good
bronc rider out of a job.”

Rodeo Champion

MAN must be dead before he is en-

shrined in the Rodeo Hall of Fame.
It’s a shame that Earl Thode now quali-
fies.

The saddle of the late Earl Thode,
first all around World’s Champion Cow-
boy under Rodeo Cowboys Association
standards became part of the Rodeo Hall
of Fame when it was dedicated as a part
of the National Cowboy Hall of Fame

e e Slede
Earl Thode in his prime back
in the thirties.

and Western Heritage Center in Okla-
homa City, December 9, 1965.

Earl Earnest Thode was the fourth
son of a western South Dakota rancher,
born December 7, 1900 in Belvedere
Earl’s father, Earnest, started his sons
out early breaking horses for the cow
work, and as he watched young Ear
he seemed to realize that one day the
boy would shine bright. Earl not only

EARI

The rancher Earl 'Ifhode is 1

True Wes



Above, Thode on Midnight at Calgary Stampede. He won world's championship in bronc riding on this horse, the title he held for
four years. At right, Earl Thode, the first world champion cowboy under R.C.A. rules back in 1929.

broke horses for his father at the home
ranch but for the neighboring ranches.
It was commonly agreed that he seemed
to have a way with livestock.

Around 1920 the Thode brothers
started bronc riding around the local
fairs and rodeos at White River, Belle
Fourche, Buffalo Gap, and most any
place the action was. In 1920 Earl sur-
prised all the old-timers by being de-

IHO

clared all around cowboy at the White
River roundup. The White River show
was considered one of the top ten in the
whole country. Two years later Earl
made good at another major rodeo by
taking the saddle bronc and steer wres-
tling at Belle Fourche, South Dakota. He
failed to take immediate advantage of
his fine skill and natural ability, how-
ever, and it wasn’t until around 1927

By
DAN
WOO0ODS

Photos
Courtesy
Author

2 checks one of his desert water tanks in Southemn Arizona.
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that he decided to turn to rodeoing as a
career.

Earl Thode was a very quiet, unassum-
ing young man and you’d never know he
was on the place, but he soon won respect
and recognition in the rodeo world by
his ability in the arena. The first pangs
of the great depression were being felt
in the ranch country when Earl decided
that there was more money in the rodeo
game than in anything else he could
turn his hand to. Like he said, “I was
just another good bronc rider out of a
job.”

Earl won the Cheyenne bronc riding.
From there he went northwest, winning
and placing in Elsenburg, Shumas, Elko,
Nevada; Mount Home, Idaho and Van-
couver, British Columbia. After a con-
tinued winning streak he moved on to
Toronto, Montreal, then down to De-
troit, and wound up his rodeo year at
New York’s great Madison Square Gar-
den, where only the best in the world
have a chance. During that period
Earl, accompanied by some more rodeo
contestants, went to England. He said
the bronc riders had to wrap their spurs
with cloth, and quirts could not be used.

A consistent money maker during 1928,
he started out early by winning the brone
riding in San Antonio, Texas; Tucson
and Phoenix, Arizona; and placing at the
Ft. Worth, Texas Fat Stock Show. At
Madison Square Garden that fall, he won
the Ken Maynard Trophy in saddle brone
and dogging.

The following year Earl became the
first all around World Champion cow-
boy under R.C.A. standards, and was
World Champion brone rider for four
vears. Earl Thode didn’t get into his
rodeo career until well into his twenties,
and in 1935 and ’36 he started tapering
off. By then he was a married man with
a family, ranching in southern Arizona.
It was at this time that he helped or-
ganize local rodeos over the country, and
helped promote the nationally known
Junior Parade, started by Charlie Whit-
low of Florence, Arizona to raise money
for the milk fund for poor kids in that
district. And Earl was still considered a
top money winner and a dangerous
competitor for the younger cowboys.

(Continued on page 49)
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By T. J. KERTTULA

Photos Courtesy Author

HEY called Granite the Silver Queen

but to me she is the City in the Sky.
Perched high on an outjutting ridge of
Granite Mountain, she overlooked the
broad upper reaches of Flint Creek valley
and literally down the chimneys of her
sister town, Philipsburg, at the foot of

Nothing ever
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the mountain, some 1,500 feet (in eleva-
tion) below. At the approach to Philips-
burg’s main street one can look up, way
way up, and pick out a tan scar high
on the mountain. That is the dump of
Montana’s fabulous Granite Mountain
Mine.

Less frequently she was also called the
City Without Night. The mines operated
around the clock and business houses
stayed open to accommodate the miners.
You could buy a hat as easily at 3 a.m.
as 3 p.m.

Granite was rich, fabulously rich, as
attested by McLure’s records. From 1882
to 1893 she produced some $45 millions
in silver before the panic of ’93 reduced

her almost to a ghost town. She came
back in 98 to produce again at the rate
of a million a year until 1906.

The terminal disease of most famous
old mines, not actually worked out, was
either the displacement of the ore body
by a fault, or gushing water which some-
times drove out the miners so fast they
didn’t have time to pick up their lunch
pails. With Granite it was neither; she
was knifed by politics. After the election
of 1906 the free coinage of silver, 16 to 1
ratio with gold, ceased; and silver min-
ing, in Granite at least, became unprofit-
able.

But water also played a part. As the
mines went deeper, the cost of handling

closed: nothing ever stoppe
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he ever increasing water drove the cost
f production upward to meet the fall-
ng price of silver. As a last desperate
neasure the leasing system was tried and
n 1906 there were still a hundred men
vorking the leases and scavenging the
lumps. But leasing didn’t work and the
eign of the Silver Queen was over. The
nines gradually filled with water.
However, the fact remains that the
sranite mines never “bottomed out” and
he deeper they went the richer the ore
)ecame. How rich that was is indicated
iy an exhibit the Bi-Metallic Mine had
it the Columbian Exposition (Chicago
893). It was a two-ton block of ore
vhich ran 973 ounces of silver to the

 Granite.

o AR
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ton. There is still silver down there,
plenty of it, but the cost of reopening the
mines is prohibitive, even assuming
pumps capable of handling the accumu-
lated water were available, so the Queen
will continue to sleep—a long, long ghost-
ly sleep.

SILVER was first discovered on Granite

Mountain by James Hill and Eli D.
Holland in 1873 when, some say, a deer
they had shot kicked the dirt off the out-
cropping in its death struggle. Others
contend the deer story resulted from too
many at the bar. But it remained for
Charles D. McLure to develop it into a
paying mine. He too would have missed

Montana!

BI-METALLIC MINE,‘V :

SuvemPecT

Above, the Columbian Expositicn entry by

Granite’s Bi-Metallic Mine was a 4,307 Ib.

chunk of ore that assayed out at 973
ounces of silver per ton.

Above, the Granite mine and mill. At left, Granite, Montana as seen from above the

Granite Mine. Below, the Miners Union Hall in Granite.
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Sunnyside and the old hospital building, the Granite dump and gallows frame in the rear. It was straight up this hill that the Miner

if a blizzard hadn’t intervened to give
him one more day. Many men have been
ruined by blizzards but McLure’s fortune
was made by one.

McLure was born in St. Louis and came
to Denver at the age of eighteen to work
freighting supplies to Virginia City,
Montana by bull train. Later he freighted
from Salt Lake City to Virginia and then
from Ft. Benton to Helena, where he was
one of the original locators of the Whit-
latch Union vein in Confederate Gulch.
From there he moved to Butte to become
superintendent of the old Bluebird mill.
He came to Philipsburg, when it was
settled in 1886, as foreman at the Hope
mill, where he developed a process of
working the low grade ore of the Hope
tailings.

One day he picked up a piece of “ruby”
silver ore from the Granite dump and
took it to the Hope mill where an assay
showed it ran 2,000 ounces of silver to a
ton. He immediately negotiated a lease
and an option on the Granite mine for
$30,000. In 1880 he returned to St. Louis
to interest some of the Hope directors
and his brother-in-law Charles Clark,
descendant of William Clark of Lewis &
Clark Expedition fame, into forming a
company to develop the mine.
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Union Day footrace was run.

The search was long, and by the winter
of 1882 McLure was disheartened, al-
though his faith in Granite Mountain
never wavered. He feared his search was
about over, since his backers, after sink-
ing $180,000 into the mine, were showing
signs of wanting to get out. Daily he ex-
pected orders to close down.

But of more immediate concern was

the fact that payroll money for the min
ers was about gone and so were his sup
plies. By midwinter he had about enougl
powder for one more round before hi
would have to start letting his men go

_One more round! When the smoke cleare

there it lay, richer by far than he ha
ever dreamed it would be. Immediatel;
he dispatched a messenger to Butte, th

Below (left), engine in Granite Mine. On right, cages which lowered miners to shaits
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v MAIN ST, GRANITE, MONT,

Center picture shows main street of Granite on June 9, 1891, after a 2-foot snowfall.

Upper left, the Miners Union Hall; upper right, the Moore House,

H. T. Cumming, Prop.;

lower left, Granite Mining Co. hoist: lower right, the Bi-Metallic Mine,

nearest telegraph office, to wire the news
to his backers.

Somewhere along the torturous sixty-
mile route he met a Pony Express rider
pushing his foam-flecked horse toward
the ’Burg, as Philipsburg is usually
called, and the rider was carrying a
message from St. Louis ordering McLure
to cease work. Actually the telegram had
arrived in Butte several days earlier but
due to a severe blizzard the rider had

delayed his departure one day—McLure’s
day!

Construction of a mill was begun im-
mediately and a town began to grow
around the mine. Upon completion of the
mill, Granite Mountain Mine began pay-
ing dividends to its owners at the rate
of $100,000 a month and continued un-
interruptedly in this amount for almost
eleven years. More than $12,000,000 in
dividends on some $83,000,000 in silver
produced!

The residence of Thomas Weir, a Granite
Mill company official.

CLURE, Dr. Clark, and Dr. J. M.

Merrill purchased the James G.
Blaine claim and organized the Bi-Me-
tallic Mining Co. This mine was to pro-
duce some $12,000,000 in silver during
the next decade. The Blaine claim was
an extension of the Granite Mountain
lode and maybe a quarter of a mile down
the hill from the Granite. Eighty per
cent of it was owned by the same in-
terests who ran Granite Mountain, but
the Bi-Metallic was operated as a separ-
ate company until the two were consoli-
dated as the Granite Bi-Metallic Mining
company in 1898.

There were a few other small mines
in the area but alongside these two giant
jewels in the crown of the Silver Queen
they didn’t shine very brightly. Today
they are either ignored or completely for-
gotten.

After the first Granite mill went into
operation, two more mills were built at
the foot of the mountain, one at Rumsey
and the other at Hasmark. Both were a
little over a mile from the mine—beeline.

Looking northwest from the Granite Mine site. Miners Union Hall can be seen in distance. The main street ran along the road in
front ot the hall. Concrete structure in foreground is supposedly the old vault of the company offices.

Tuly-August, 1971
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growing.

That Granite’s population never ex-
ceeded 3,000 is due largely to the location
of her sister town, Philipsburg, four
miles away by road, and other little set-
tlements, such as Rumsey, which kept
the population from concentrating in
Granite. Some Philipsburg men walked
to work in Granite, via a shortcut, climb-
ing and descending again a good quarter
of a mile (straight up) in the process.
Actually Granite had a payroll which
would have been considered very good
for any eastern town of five times her
population.

The Silver Queen’s years were from
1882 to 1893, at which time the silver
panic almost made her a premature ghost
town. After the 1898 consolidation num-
erous changes were made to cope with
the twin threats to Granite’s prosperity—
the low market price of silver and water.

As the mines went deeper, water in-
creased and the cost of handling it rose
sharply. To reduce pumping costs a mile-
long drain tunnel was driven from Doug-
las Creek to hit the Bi-Metallic at the
1,000” level and the Granite at 1,450".

A subsidiary electric company was
formed which built a reservoir, now
known as Georgetown Lake, and a power-
house to provide the mines and mills with
all the cheap electric power they needed.
Now a part of the Montana Power Com-
pany network, this is the only one of
the old Granite works in operation today.

The mills at Rumsey and Hasmark
were abandoned and a 100 stamp chlor-
idizing mill was built on Douglas Creek,
a mile from Philipsburg. Ore was carried
from the mines to the mill in huge
buckets along a wire tramway. The com-
pany might have considered the buckets
a cheap way to transport ore but the
men found them an easy, free ride up and
down the hill, a practice severely con-
demned by company officials.

A young Granite miner, returning
from visiting his girl in the 'Burg one
night, decided to ride the bucket back up

: Around both ofbthem small towns started

Rumsey, Montana, where the Granite Mining Co. had a mill.

the hill. Half way up the mountain it
suddenly stopped. There he hung, too
high to jump, all that bitter, cold winter
night. When he finally got rescued his
ardor had cooled considerably; in fact,
he reportedly didn’t speak to any girl
again for months.

Granite was one of the most pleasant
mining camps in which to live. The first
workers were lodged in huge boarding
houses. Then the company began leasing
building lots for $2.50 and log cabins,
frame houses, and business buildings soon
spilled down both sides of the ridge. The
first business house constructed was a
three-story hotel, the Moore House, by
H. T. Cummings. Its first two floors were
elaborately finished in hand-carved black
walnut. It was as proud of being the

Miners of the Granite Mine.
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first three-story building in the area as
it was of its tables, topped with Ten-
nessee marble.

Wages were $4.00 a day for the mill-
men and $3.00 for the miners. For a
dollar a month either could enjoy the
company operated bath-—reading room
located at the Granite Mine. The bath-
house contained a 16’ x 16’ steam heated
plunge and adjoining it was a reading
room well stocked with current news-
papers and periodicals, some of which
were in foreign languages.

The company also operated a small
hospital directly downhill from the mine
in what was known as the Sunnyside
district. It was probably so named be-
cause facing west it received the late
afternoon sun for hours after Main
Street was in shadow.

Five doctors—Dickson, Hall, Schley,
Pleasant, and Powers—practiced in
Granite and at times were very busy,
but not from the most common disease
of boom camps—Ilead poisoning. In spite
of the eighteen saloons, old-timers insist
that Granite wasn’t any wilder than a
town of the same size today. They do
hedge a bit with the story of the man
who, exhilarated by firewater, ground
out the marshal’s eye with his boot heel!

ARDLY had the town started, in 1884,
when black diphtheria struck hard.
At least thirty-five children and a large,
but unknown number of adults, died.
Typical, perhaps, is the story of Mrs.
John Hickey who came to Granite to live
in the first family house constructed
there. Of her four children only one sur-
vived and during the time her hair turned
white. But after the death of her chil-
dren, Mammo, as Granite affectionately
called her, became a familiar sight as she
went from home to home helping to nurse
other sick children.
Little, except the slowly deteriorating
Miners Union Hall, is left of Granite

True West



now. Surveying the townsite from the
mine dump one wonders how a town
crowded on that narrow ridge. Where
among the expanding clumps of trees,
for instance, were Magnolia, Tram,
Broadway, and Strauss Avenues? Which
way did Donegal and Cornish Row and
Finlander Lane run? Where and what
was Whiskey Hollow?

Mine officials, businessmen and pro-
fessional people lived on Magnolia Ave-
nue, better known as Silk Stocking Row
or Snob Hill. The girls were in a little
gulch off the main street, where Gran-
ite’s fireworks usually started. A miner,
shot in a gulch fight, walked into the
Kentucky Saloon, leaned on the bar and
said to the bartender in a matter-of-fact
voice, “I'm dying.” Before the barkeep
could even answer the miner slumped to
the floor dead. He was buried in Philips-
burg, for Granite never had a boot hill.
Funeral services were conducted from
its churches but interment had to be in
the ’Burg cemetery.

Walt was a gambler and the proud
owner of the only Prince Albert coat in
town. One night a real donnybrook start-
ed in the Trevall and Penrose Saloon.
Tables were overturned, chairs sailed
through the air, and glasses and bottles
smashed against the walls. In no time
Walt’s Prince Albert was liberally
sloshed with beer. With a cry of anguish,

Hauling cable for the Granite Mine. This load weighed about 22,500 pounds and took «
great deal of skill and teamwork on the part of the teamsters.

Walt stripped off his coat and bundled it
into a tight roll. Then, with the roll
clutched against his stomach and shielded
by his body, he charged through the
melee and disappeared into the night to
parade the streets of the Silver Queen
no more.

While most of Granite’s saloons
were the usual poor man’s clubs some,
like the Gem, were very elaborate and
boasted of its cancan dancers and other
similar entertainment. Granite also had

DEFOT N. £ R.R. PHILIPSBURG.

Rbove, the depot of the N.P.R.R. at Philipsburg. Below, Philipsburg, Montana as viewed
from Granite Mountain.

Tuly-August, 1971

four well attended churches—Episcopal,
Catholic, Presbyterian and Methodist—
and a modern four-room school. It had

‘been built for the future, expecting to

become the state’s leading town, but in
the end it disappeared quicker than most
boom camps. Many of its homes were
moved to Philipsburg and its larger busi-
ness buildings were torn down for con-
struction material elsewhere.

The Miners Union Hall was the center
of activities. Here were held most of the
community dances which the whole fam-
ily attended. Babies were put to sleep
on benches along the wall. The hall was
renowned for its dance floor, re-
putedly one of the best in the North-
west. Other entertainment consisted of -
touring minstrel shows, melodramas of
the day, and vaudeville acts. Such long
forgotten performers as Abbie Carring-
ton, Harry Lauder, and the Georgia
Minstrels reputedly played to capacity
crowds.

When I first visited Granite, about
1938, the hall was in excellent shape.
Downstairs the pool tables were still in
place, the cues and the balls neatly in
their racks. But the upstairs hall gave
me that poignant feeling of ghost town
sadness—sadness that a town so happy
and gay should have to die so suddenly.

Feeble shafts of light filtered through
the boarded windows to cast shadow-
patterns on the floor. It was empty, as
if last used for a dance, but up in the
gloom of the stage the scenery was still
in place, just as it was left after the
last player said his last line. Who was
the player? What was the play? Nobody
now knows.

When the mines closed, everybody
rushed off to find a new place to work
and a new place to live. Many left every-
thing including their clothes, and some
never returned for them. The company
looked after much of the property at
first, but in time sold many of the homes.

But there was something about Granite
—even as a ghost she kept drawing her
own back. Taken away as children they
would, after decades, torture their cars
up the steep rugged road to return to
scrawl such inscriptions on the old hall’s
walls as, “We danced here;” “Bill; left
in ’06, returned in ’26.”

Another popular entertainment spot
was the roller rink between the Bi-Me-
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ARbove (left), Black Pine, Montana, located across the valley, about twenty miles north
of Granite. On right, the Black Pine Mill.

tallic and the hospital. It was the scene
of many costume affairs and here were
held such sporting events as fights. One,
in ’99, featured Dan (Big Fish) McLeod,
U.S. Deputy Marshal in Granite, against
Frank Freeman of Butte. Butte bet Free-
man would stop the marshal in six rounds
but Granite couldn’t see it. Big Fish got
it in the third and that night Granite
was a silverless silver camp. It all went
to Butte, the copper camp.

The big day in Granite was June 13,
Miners Union Day. The celebration
started early and ended with an all night
dance in the open air pavilion at the ball
park a mile or so out of town. Ball games,
foot races, beauty contests, tug of war
and drilling contests were some of the
main events. To the drilling contests
other camps often sent teams. The out-
come frequently resulted in swinging that
had nothing to do with drilling. One irked
Butte team accused the Granite black-
smith of dulling their steel instead of
sharpening it, which Granite resented
to the man, and that Miners Union day
went down in history as one of the most
exciting.

»ON the basis of skill, stamina, and co-
ordination a drilling contest was

something to watch. A team usually con-
sisted of two men—one who held the
steel and the other who swung the ham-
mer. The drill was round or octagon steel,
about an inch in diameter, flattened and
sharpened on one end.

One man knelt beside the rock, holding
the drill while the other drove it with
a heavy sledge hammer. He put all his
power into those blows and they had to
be precisely placed or he would crush his
partner’s hands. Timing was equally im-
portant, but between the blows the holder
had to turn the steel and periodically
pour water into the hole to cool the drill
and wash out the dust and chips. They
started with a short steel and as the hole
progressed the holder kept changing to
longer ones in between blows without
interfering with his partner’s timing. As
one man tired they would change places
so fast there was hardly a pause in the
rhythmic clang of steel on steel.

The winner, of course, was the team
who could drive the deepest hole into a
block of granite in a given time. There
were also single contests where one man
held the steel and drove it with a short-
handled single jack hammer.

Next in interest was the tug of war
between teams from the Granite and Bi-

Scenes around Philipsburg.

ELECTRIC LIGHT, MACHINE SHAOP,

FOUNDRY,

GANNON & NEU.
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BARRETT & JACKY BROS,

RESIDENCE TOM BOTCHEIDER.

Metallic Mines. One such contest in 1892
lasted 2% hours and would have con-
tinued but the Granite anchorman faint-
ed from the heat, and Bi-Metallic won,
That match caused so much bitterness
between the two mines that a rematch
was scheduled for the Fourth of July
celebration.

This time Granite had a new anchor-
man who plopped himself into a saddle,
dallied the rope around the saddle horn
and dug his heels into the dirt of the
ball park. That contest ended in a draw
and the feud was over. Presumably the
two teams split the usual $500 prize
money. Many claim the new Granite

~anchor man was Strangler Lewis of

wrestling fame. Others contend it wasn{
the Strangler; just his kid brother.

The main foot race was a mankilling
dash up the steep, rocky face of Granite
Mountain to the top and back, a distance
of about a mile and a half each way. The
prizes were $50, $25, and $15 for the
first three.

The winner of the beauty or popularity
contest got a gold-cased watch set with
diamonds, and properly inscribed. Anc
never a chance to sit out a dance! One
such watch was still keeping perfec
time, without ever being in a repair shop
some fifty years later.

In the winter it was skating parties
on a nearby ice pond and fast bobslec
rides down the road to Philipsburg. Con
sidering the road, the rate of speed musf
have been terrific. At the bottom thejy
hooked onto the first passing freighte:
for a ride back up the mountain. Some
times skis were substituted for sleds
Then the girl stood behind her com
panion and, clasping him tightly arounc
the waist, hoped he wasn’t in a playfu
mood. If he were, somewhere along th
way he would give his skis a flip and she
would wind up in a snow drift.

Granite’s “lover’s lane” was a large
flat rock half way down the road t«
Philipsburg. It was shaded by a hugt
pine tree into which the town’s urchini
climbed to eavesdrop. Many a couple wat
surprised to find the town knew all thei
plans before the newly engaged girl hac
even had time to tell her mother.

Wood and water were very hard tc
come by in many a mining camp. Wher
the mines and mills used steam engines
Granite must have used a great quantity
of wood. More men than were needec
by mining fanned out through the moun
tains, cutting and transporting fuel fo:
the camp. As the terrain frequently mads
the use of wagons impractical, wood was
cut into cordwood lengths, four feet long
and packed into town on mules. Long
mule-trains trailed through the streets a
all hours bringing in the fuel. These wer¢
individual operations.

But water was company business. I
was obtained from Fred Burr Lake
higher up in the mountains southeast oi
town, and brought in along a long wooder
flume for storage in a huge wooden tanl
near the Granite Mine. From there wate:
wagons—ecarts loaded with barrels of
water—distributed it. For each sub
scriber the daily ration was twenty gal
lons, with an extra allowance on wasl
and bath days. The lake was loaded wit}t

(Continued on page 67)
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LVESTON

DISASTER IN 1900

The son of a tughoat captain remembers the hurricane belt and his father's
valiant fight against the storm

WHEN the terrible hurricane swept in

from the Gulf of Mexico in Septem-
yer 1900, leaving death and destruction
n its wake, we were living across the
»ay from Galveston in the town of La
Porte.

La Porte was above the high water
langer, but we felt the fury of the storm.
3y evening it had reached its peak and
he building in which we lived upstairs
wver McNeil’s general store was twisting
ind shuddering as if about to collapse.

Above the screaming of the wind we
heard the splintering of wood when the
back gallery was torn loose and crashed
into the outbuildings on the back of the
lot. A section of roof ripped off and the
rain poured in. The kerosene lamp on
the table made some grotesque steps like
an adagio dancer and flickered out, but
in the gathering darkness I could see my
mother’s white face and the dread in
her eyes.

I know now that her fear was for my

<P By TOM MOSS X32§~

Photos from The Great Galveston Disaster,
by Paul Lester; Globe Bible Publishing Co.,
Philadelphia, 1900; Courtesy John Wallace

At left, fire department hauling bodies to
a morgue. At right, bodies among the ruins
were an unpleasant but common scene
after the disaster. Below, a house over-
turmed at Avenue K and 16th Street.

father, Captain Bruce Moss. He was the
captain of the tugboat John P. Smith
and was somewhere out in the storm.

My little sister was scared, but was
trying not to show it. I was almost thir-
teen and wanted to be brave, but wasn’t
doing very well at it. How long we hud-
dled there I don’t know, but finally a
man’s voice called out, “Ahoy the house!
Get ready! We’ll take you to a safer
place.”

(Continued on page 60)




Ettie with son Charles (Lashbrook) and
daughter Grace (Webb).

“PACK your bags tight and light, Mrs.
Lashbrook, and don’t put in any-
thing you’re not going to need. The tail
end of the road, all the way from Eagle
Rock to Junction, we go by wagon and it
will be loaded before we get in. There
won’t be room to waste on non-essentials.”
Mrs. Ed Johnson spoke briskly to the
young woman she had hired to work for
the summer (1884) at her husband’s
sawmill in Lemhi County, Idaho.

Ettie Lashbrook’s “bags’” were a small
trunk and a valise, not affording much
space for what she would need for her-
self and her two-year-old son, but she
managed to slip in what Mrs. Johnson
would undoubtedly have considered “non-
essentials”—the Bible, a dictionary, a
book entitled Etiquette and Deportment,
and Dr. Chase’s Last Book of Receipts
and Household Physician. To their owner,
these four books were a must.

Ettie had just turned nineteen the
spring morning she prepared to leave
Salt Lake City. She was five feet two
inches tall and weighed a hundred and
ten pounds, but she was a woman, not
a girl. Her life had matured her. Of
it only the first four years of childhood
had been easy ones. She had been born
in Denmark, on the Island of Bornholm
where her father was foreman at the
Black Hat Mine. With his sudden death
the good life he had provided for his
wife and two little daughters came to
an end. The mother began sewing to sup-
port herself and her children; four-year-
old Ettie went to school with her seven-
year-old sister, Marie. When Ettie was
eleven, her mother died after a long ill-
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By GRACE ROFFEY PRATT

Photos Courtesy Author

volume-—what
an impaet it
had on a young .

Danish girl and on those

ness and.the girls’ schooldays were over.
Ettie was brought to Utah to live with
relatives; Marie was left in Denmark.
The sisters never saw each other again.

“Mother said for me to be a brave
girl, to go to school and to get a good
education,” Ettie told her aunt when she
arrived in Salt Lake City.

“You’ve got book learning enough now,
all you need,” was the aunt’s reply.
“What you need to learn now is how to
work.” And work Ettie did. She washed
clothes on the washboard, ironed with
eight-pound sadirons heated on a wood-

““whe turned to her for hel]

burning stove, and scrubbed floors o
her hands and knees. When she occasior
ally ran out of work in her aunt’s hous
she was lent to neighbors who kept he
well supplied with chores and all withou

pay.

Shortly before her fourteenth hirth
day Ettie managed to escape from he
relatives and was advised by a frienc
“Put up your hair and put down you
skirts. Say you are eighteen and yo
won’t be expected to work for nothing.

With her red hair piled high on he
head and her full skirts touching he

True Wes



Ettie N. Webb holds her first grandchild, Mary Etta Pratt.
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ankles, no one thought to question Ettie’s
age when she sought work in a general
merchandise store. With her first pay
envelope she bought a dictionary. The
other books followed and without help
or encouragement her interrupted edu-
cation was resumed.

TTIE married at sixteen and at seven-
teen and a half was once more alone
in the world except for her infant son,
Charles. The difficulties she encountered
in finding work where she could keep
ner child with her were responsible for

TJuly-August, 1971

her decision to go to Idaho.

Ettie found the sparsely settled Lemhi
different from anything else she had ever
known. She was accustomed to the hard
work, had expected the loneliness, but it
wasn’t easy to adjust to the raw pioneer
life. Nevertheless, she never returned
to Utah.

In time Ettie remarried; in time she
gave birth to a second son on a bitterly
cold February night in a house so buried
with snow that only the stovepipe was
visible. Later a daughter joined the fam-
ily.

Ettie kept small post offices and stage
stations. She lived through one of the
longest and worst depressions this nation
has ever known. (It was called a “panie,”
then.) She made over and made do, and
accomplished it with dignity. Through
it all her little library, to which she
added a book or magazine when she was
able, was a source of comfort, inspira-
tion and education. After her day’s work
was done and others were in bed, Ettie
read, studied and memorized. Sometimes
by the light of a kerosene lamp, some-
times by the flicker of a tallow candle.

When it was time for Charles to start
to school there was none near enough
for him to attend. So Ettie taught her
son. By that time she had acquired a
book of Longfellow’s poems, a Stepping
Stones to Literature reader, and had
subscribed to The Youth's Companion, a
weekly magazine with the subtitle, “For
All The Family.” It included a special
Children’s Page with appropriate stories
and verse. With these and a slate as
equipment, Ettie became schoolteacher.
When Charles entered a real school later,
it was at the fourth grade level and he
was not behind other children of his
age.

Because of the time and place, perhaps
it was Dr. Chase’s book that Ettie turned
to most often. Today when a doctor can
usually be contacted within a few min-
utes of need and when a hospital is sel-
dom more than an hour away, it is
impossible for those who never knew
to understand what a ‘“doctor book”
meant to people living in remote areas
in the early West.

In the Lemhi of the nineteenth century
and first decade of the twentieth, there
were no railroads, no telephones, no
automobiles. The only doctor was at
Salmon City at the northern end of the
sixty-mile-long valley. People living in
side gulches and up in the mountains
were a hundred miles or more from a
doctor, and the mileage was only one
factor; the roads and trails were another.
Their condition was controlled for the
most part by the weather. When days
were warm, dry and windy, travel was in
a smother of dust. When it rained,
wagons sank deep into the ruts, became
heavy with mud, and slowed the horses
down to a crawl. In winter, icy winds
swept the roads bare of snow in places
and in others piled it up ten feet deep.
During a blizzard, when the temperature
dropped to thirty or more degrees be-
low zero and dry whirling snow cut the
skin like splintered glass, only the
ignorant or the foolhardy ventured far
from home.

Under favorable conditions a man on
a good horse might average ten miles
per hour; with team and wagon he did
well to make five. In the upper or middle
Lemhi if an emergency required the
services of a doctor, it took between
three and six days to bring one. By that
time the emergency was usually over,
one way or another. To take a seriously
injured or ill person to the doctor at
Salmon City took less time, but was
hardly to be recommended, Few owned
a conveyance suitable for moving the
sick. Most wagons were of the “dead X”
type (no springs), and whatever the
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weather the roads were a succession of
rocks and chuckholes. A ride over them
was wearisome to the well and agony
to the afflicted.

ETTIE learned soon after coming to

the Lemhi that pioneers depended
little upon doctors and much on them-
selves. As one put it, “You learn what
to do and do it, or you die. Take your
choice.” True, many survived both ill-
ness and accident with little or no treat-
ment. Some felt that a bottle of whiskey
was a sure cure for everything from
sniffles to snakebite. But there were
many others who owed their lives to
someone who knew what to do and did
it when disaster struck.

Ettie was one of those who learned
what to do. She kept on hand as many
of the drugs called for by Dr. Chase as
she could afford. In her medicine cabinet
was blue mass, calomel, herb tea, slip-
pery elm bark, iodide of potassium, tinec-
ture of iron, carbolic acid, laudanum,
morphine and alcohol. There were few
controls and Montgomery Ward of Chi-
cago could furnish almost any drug or-
dered. In Ettie’s hands the drugs were
as safe as in the hands of a physician,
used only according to Dr. Chase’s direc-
tions. No one touched them but Ettie.

She made use of native plants, yarrow,
elderberry, sage and princess pine. She
learned the value of tea leaf poultices to
relieve snow blindness and take the swell-
ing and pain from hornet stings and
spider bites; hot vinegar compresses for
pain of various ailments such as rheu-
‘matism; quinine for fevers; burnt alum
for proud flesh; epsom salts for infec-
tions; and numerous other simple rem-
edies which brought relief and often
cures. She treated such children’s diseases
as mumps, measles, whooping cough,
pinkeye and scarlet fever. She treated a
child who had swallowed lye, one who
was badly scalded, a baby so tortured
with eczema that its entire head and
the greater part of its body was a mass
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of sores oozing blood and pus. All oot

pletely recovered.

With the aid of Dr. Chase, Ettie took
care of a young man desperately ill with
Bright’s disease, and another so para-
lyzed with lead poisoning that he was
unable to dress or feed himself. Both
young men got well. Dr. Chase had a
chapter on midwifery. Ettie made that
knowledge her own. Her record in that
department was unblemished by the loss
of even one mother or one babe.

Sometimes, of course, a case required
more than Ettie had to give. Not long
after her marriage to James Webb, a
young man from Utah was shot in a
hunting accident. Both his brother and
friend realized that he was badly injured
but had no idea what to do even to stop
the bleeding. A native happened along
and told them, “Get him to Webb’s. The
missus has a doctor book.”

So they brought him to the Webb
home. Ettie stopped the bleeding, cleaned
and dressed the wound, but she had
neither the equipment nor the skill to
remove the deeply imbedded bullet. She
made the young man a cup of tea and
most likely gave him something to ease
the pain. She helped the brother make a
good bed in the back of a spring wagon
and made the patient as comfortable as
possible for the journey to the railroad
town, where a doctor removed the bullet
and put the injured man on the train
for his home in Utah. The operation had
seemed to be successful but the young
fellow died less than a week after reach-
ing home. Nevertheless, the bereaved
family was so grateful for the care and
kindness shown by Ettie that the brother
came all the way back to the Lemhi to
thank her and bring her two pictures
taken at the funeral.

Another case over which Ettie was
saddened and one ‘which she felt “didn’t
need to be” was that of little Ella Man-
son. Mr. Manson, a neighbor, came to
Ettie one morning, saying, “Can you
come right away? Ella is awful sick and

we don’t have any idea what is wrong
with her.”

Ettie went, looked at the pathetic child,
lying with eyes partly closed, her mouth
wide open showing a swollen throat, and
her breath coming in gasps. “She has
diphtheria,” Ettie said.

“QOh, she can’t possibly. She hasn’t
been anywhere to catech it. None of us
have been anywhere near a case of diph-
theria.” Mrs. Manson was very positive.

But Ettie knew the disease. She had
seen a number of children die from it
and had very nearly died herself from
the same when she was a young girl
“Have you any sulphur?” she asked.

Mrs. Manson had sulphur. Almost
every family kept a box of sulphur in
the house to go with eream of tartar and
molasses for a spring tonic. Dosing chil-
dren each spring with the mixture was
standard procedure.

Ettie made a big tube of smooth writ-
ing paper, filled it with sulphur powder
and blew it down the child’s throat
Almost immediately Ella breathed easier
as the sulphur cleared the membrane:
like growth that was slowly closing her
throat. Ettie followed up with treatment
prescribed by Dr. Chase and in less thar
twenty-four hours there was noticeable
improvement in the little girl’s condition
In a week Ella was sitting up in bed
playing with her dolls and anxious to be
dressed. “But you must stay in bed
awhile yet,” Etta told her. “Soon you will
be all well again.”

Before Ella had taken sick the Man:
sons had planned to go to Salt Lake City
to spend Christmas with Mrs. Manson’s
parents. When Ella seemed to be making
such a good recovery they decided to g¢
ahead with their plans.

“Don’t do it,” Ettie warned when they
told her what they had in mind. “Ells
is getting along fine but diphtheria car
affect both the heart and kidneys, anc
that long, cold ride over those rougth
roads can give her a backset. Don’t

(Continued on page 61)

One of the photos brought to Ettie by the brothers of the young man from Utah shot in the hunting accident.
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Readers’ letters for “'Tralls Grown Dim'* are printed
as soon as space permits, so please be patient! If pos-
sible, please type your query; or If handwritten, print
or write clearly, especially names, dates, and places—
and most of all, please be brief. In accord with the con-
fent of our magazines and purpose of this service since
its beginning, preference Is given writers whose trails
have grown dim out West: lost ancestors and relatives
who were sheriffs, ploneers, Forly-niners, muleskinmers,
cowboys, Indlans and indlan fighters, and so on. We
can't run current “‘missing persons”’ motices or lengthy

logical requests, but we do attempt to print all
efters as soon as we can. Any reader having informa-
tion concerning persons referred to below Is asked to
communicate directly with the letter writer; please deo
not write to ms.

Coffer-Turner

I was six years old when my father,
Elliott Van Buran Coffer, died. He had
been married, divorced, and had three
children prior to his marriage to my
mother. He was one of four boys who
came West in the 1860s and was a lead-
er for a wagontrain. One boy, Joseph,
died, and I believe a headstone was
placed at his grave, wherever it is. The
other two boys, Jackson and Roucher,
settled in the state of Washington. They
had a second-hand store for years and
perhaps someone will know what town
it was in.

There was one sister, married name
Turner, who had a family at Joplin,
Missouri. One of her daughters was Ma-
ble, and the last time I heard from her
was in 1919 or 1920.

I thought my father’s folks were from
Missouri, but a man in Springfield told
me the Coffer family was originally from
Tennessee or Kentucky. I don’t know
my grandfather’s name, but my grand-
mother was Rachel Elliott before she
married. If any of the Turners are living
around Joplin, I would like to hear from
them, and I'd be grateful to anyone who
knows anything of my father’s family.
—Mrs. Rachel Coffer Young, Box 417,
Lakeview, Oregon 97630

Frasier-Russell

Alexander (Alex), Will, Jasper and
their sister Mary were all born between
1840 and 1860 in Tennessee, the children
of Richmond Frasier. Jasper reportedly
homesteaded land around Ricardo, New
Mexico around 1900. Will and Alex were
either sheriffs or Texas Rangers.

Mary married a Mr. Heffleman and
had three children, Will, Harry and
Guilda. They were living near Stella,
Missouri in the late 1890s or early 1900s.
After coming to Texas around 1860,
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Richmond Frasier and family were
known to have lived in these counties:
Montague, Hill, Cooke, McLennan and
Bosque, where he is buried.

I would appreciate information on
these and on Calvin and Matthew Russell,
sons of Mahalia (Boultinghouse) and
Daniel Willis Russell. These men left
Texas for Oklahoma when it was opened
for settlement.—Mrs. Carl Frasier, Rt. 1,
Marble Falls, Texas 78654

Waterhouse-Ward

My grandfather, Hazen Mabry Water-
house, died nearly thirty-five years ago.
He went from Massachusetts to Kansas
in the early 1800s, I believe. He home-
steaded in Hodgeman County and wed
his first wife, Laura. They were mar-
ried only a short time before she was
killed in an accident in which she was
dragged by a cow.

He then married Gertrude Ward, who
died in the late 1940s or early 1950s. She
and Grandfather had seven living chil-
dren and a little boy who died in infancy.
My father is the youngest child.

I believe that Grandmother was born
into a large family, and as they were
unable to care for her, she lived with
another family that operated a ‘“Last
Chance” store in Hodgeman County,
Kansas.

Grandfather worked as a civilian mail
carrier from Fort Larned to Fort Zarah
and Fort Hays. He had several close
calls with hostile Indians. In the late
1890 and 1900s, I believe, he was justice
of the peace at Jetmore when it was a
new city.

Grandfather passed away a few years
prior to my parents’ wedding. Dad doesn’t
know much of Grandpa’s family history,
so I am hoping some of your readers
will help me.

My grandparents are buried at Bur-
dett, just nine miles from the old home-
stead which my parents still occupy. The
house is rock and stands as sound as
when it was built nearly 100 years ago,
—Lois L. Waterhouse, 610 Sunnyside,
Dodge City, Kansas 67801

Blunt-Blount

My great-great-grandfather was born
about 1795 in either Tennessee or Ala-
bama. I do not know his first name. He
went to Louisiana, where my great-
grandfather, Hugh Blunt, was born in
1822,

My great-great-grandfather fought for
Texas in the war with Mexico and was
given a grant of Texas land for his serv-
ices. He failed to prove the land up and
it was later sold for taxes. I have writ-
ten so many counties for records on this
sheriff’s sale. Some have not even re-
plied, and I find it impossible to write
them all.

I am sure of this land grant and tax
sale as so many elderly relatives from
different parts of the country tell the
same story. I can remember as late as
1931 some lawyers came to Oklahoma to
try to talk my father into a law suit
against Texas to recover the land. My
grandfather, James B. Blunt, and his
brother, Nelson Blunt, made several
trips to Texas between 1880 and 1910

trying to get the land back. I am not
interested in the land. All I want is to
find out for sure who my great-great-
grandfather was. I'm told a rather large
city now sits on this land. As a boy, I
thought it was Austin but I am unable
to find anything on this.

I am about at the end of my rope on
this search, so if someone going through
old records comes across a man named
Blunt or Blount whose land was sold for
taxes, I would appreciate hearing from
them.—C. E. Blunt, 2804 Warwick Dr.,
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 73116

Josiah R. Fisher

Josiah R. Fisher, a member of the
twelve-man Town Company which or-
ganized McPherson, Kansas in 1872, was
born October 12, 1840 in Upper Augusta,
Northampton County, Pennsylvania.
During the Civil War while living in
Peru, Huron County, Ohio, he enlisted
on August 19, 1862, at Norwalk, Ohio
and served in the 123rd Ohio Infantry.
He was discharged from the service on
January 18, 1864 with one-half disability
from wounds.

Fisher came to MecPherson County,
Kansas in the early 70s, living on a farm
in the northern part of the county in the
Paint Creek area. He was county clerk
and clerk of the district court. A brother,
Simon Peter, also lived in the northern
part of the county. Fisher was president
of the Town Company in 1872.

Fisher married Emma Lou Miller of
Crawfordville, Indiana on December 8,
1875. They had one daughter, Mae Elea-
nor. The family moved to Kansas City,
Missouri about 1900 and later to Wash-
ington State. He died in the Veterans’
Home in Retsil, Washington on July 19,
1923 at the age of eighty-three. His
widow died at Randle, Washington, Jan-
uary 22, 1928. His daughter Mae was
first married to Bert Davis and later to
a Jones. She died February 25, 1961 at
Kent, Washington.

I am very interested in securing a
picture and more biographical facts on
J. R. Fisher. I would appreciate hearing
from any relatives or descendents.—
Linn Peterson, 540 E. Hill St., McPher-
son, Kansas 67460

Merritt-Webster-Roberson

My grandmother, Lydia Merritt, mar-
ried her sister’s widower, Dr. Lawson
Webster. They had two children, Colum-
bus and Mollie, who was my mother. My
father and mother separated before I
was born. His name was Newt Roberson,
and I know only that he was a very re-
ligious man and that he lived at Corn
Hill, Bell County, Texas. Mother later
married a man by the name of Connors.
He left us after Mother’s death. I was
quite small when Mother died and was
raised by my Grandmother Webster. Any
information on any of them would be
appreciated.—Jessie C. Roberson, Box
264, Crawford, Texas 76638

George Vaughn’s Letter
1 would like to quote a letter found in
my grandmother’s personal effects short-
ly after her death a few years ago. I

(Continued on page 72)
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TheA Apacﬁes could wait no longer. Their o1
darkness. Singly and in pairs they eluded ti

was 0o nah kah..

\

M-THE

MAY SECOND, daughter of the last
Mescalero Apache chief, Peso, sat
before the fireplace. “It is around the
campfires at night when the snow is deep,
that the stories of the old days are told,”
she said. “When the Dipper is in the
right place—that is the time. If my
people do not hear the owl, they may
tell the stories of long ago. But the Old
Ones say that we are never to tell the
stories in the summer, nor in the spring
—just in winter. Because, if we do, the
snakes—they get angry.
“But few of us keep the old customs

V (1)

now. Still, I wouldn’t tell a coyote story
in any house; but there is one of a
brave girl which my father often re-
peated for the children when everything
was right. So did Kah zhan, the medicine
man, and the father of Bessie Big Rope.
It is about the grandmother of Fred and
Maggie Pellman, Oo nah kah, and it is
a true story.”

S Oo nah kah stooped to dip the
water jug into the sluggish Pecos,
something sinister moved beneath the
surface. The mass of maggots parted

ONDO

and a bloated corpse drifted slowly past
the flat stone upon which the two Apache
girls stood. They fled up the bank of
the river. At the top the older girl
caught Too neh’s hand and stopped her.

“The sun is already setting,” she said,
“and you know that we must bring water
before night.”

“We can not drink that filthy stuff,”
replied the younger girl.

“Our mother will strain it through
cloth to get the worms out. And we'll
have to drink it, for there is nothing
else to drink. Even a Mescalero cannot

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARAAAANAAARANAANANANARARARAA
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live without water.” She drew the young-
er child back with her to the water’s
edge and averting her eyes, stopped and
dipped the wicker jug into the loath-
some water. When they reached the
brush arbor their mother looked into the
jug, and without comment strained its
contents.

“Your father is in council with Cadette
and the medicine man,” said the mother.
“They have summoned the warriors; but
in order that the guards may not know,
the warriors are in the fields, turning
water into the ditches. They have long
spoken of running away from this prison
camp, and they have seen the water. It

Tuly-August, 1971

is the dark of the moon, and I think
that they may go, and soon—perhaps
tonight.”

Tonight! The night of which the
Apaches had long talked. It meant leav-
ing the concentration camp at the Bosque
Redondo where their hated enemy, Gen-
eral Carleton, had forced them to go.

“I’'m thirsty,” said the little brother,
as he entered the arbor.

“The water is bad,” said his mother,
“hut we have no other. You may drink.”

The child looked into the jug, and re-
fused its contents. He seated himself
beside his older sister. She slipped an
arm about him and said, “I can well re-
member the cold, clear, sweet mountain
water in the little river that flows from
our Sacred Mountain [Sierra Blanca in
southern New Mexico]. How good it
was! It may not be long until we go back
to our old home where the water is good
and the deer plentiful. Too long we have
gone hungry in this terrible place. Even
when my feast was made we had no
venison; nor did we have buckskin for
my ceremonial robe. But when our sister
is old enough for the Puberty Rites she
may have those things.”

While they awaited the homecoming of
the father, the family occupied its time
with making preparations for their flight
from the Bosque. First and most impor-
tant was checking each ration bag and
seeing that it was filled with dried meat,
pounded for compactness; in a second

.compartment they carried dried and pul-

verized corn. Next, the flimsy cotton
blankets issued by the military authori-
ties were folded and put into readiness
for carrying across the left shoulder.
Such weapons as the family possessed
were to be taken; but not the water jugs,
for they would be following the river
and could exist without those.

“Your father,” said Oo nah kah's
mother slowly, “is one of the very few
warriors who has a rifle and ammuni-
tion. He and others who do will have the
duty of being the last to leave; for it is
necessary for some of the men to stay
here and keep the fires burning so that
our absence may escape notice. But it is
also a duty entailing great danger.

“Now listen carefully while I tell you
again exactly what each is to do. We
will eross to the west side of the Pecos
and go down the river, several days’
journey, to the place where the moun-
tain comes down near the river [present-
day Carlsbad, New Mexico]. We are
not to stay along the banks, but some
distance from them, because when the
soldiers discover our absence they will
follow. And they will ride along the
banks—the 'west bank, for there are
streams on that side from the mountains
and the water in them is good. We, too,
will stay on the west side, but far enough
away from the water that they do not
find us. We are to travel by night and
rest by day. And under no circumstances
is anyone to build a fire.

“Because women with babies in tsachs
[cradles] and little children whom they
must keep with them, can only travel
slowly, they are to start first. But they
are not to stay together, but must travel
separately so that if pursued some may
live.

“Next will go the adolescent boys with
the aged who are unable to walk that
distance. Though the Navajos have
stolen many horses and the soldiers have
taken more, we still have managed to
keep five hidden—enough to carry the
0ld Ones. Big Mouth, though small, is to
go with them.

“When they have got well on their
way, the girls are to start. Oo nah kah is
to take our one knife and with it she is
to protect her sister, even with her life.
You know well what it means to be cap-
tured by either soldiers or Navajos. You
must never forget that our women are
chaste, so that even the white Nan tan
[Captain Lawrence G. Murphy] respects
them. He so respects them that any sol-
dier who comes to our camp after dark
is doing so under threat of death. If you
are captured, Oo nah kah is to kill her
sister, and then herself. There is no
other way.”

FOR the first time she could recall, the
older daughter questioned the dictates

of her mother. She refused to take the
knife. “We are young,” she said, “and
can run fast. You will have the baby on
your back and must keep our little
brother with you. It is you who needs
the knife. Please do not bid me take it.”

The mother said nothing. She stood
silently for a short time, and then re-
placed the weapon in the sheath at her
belt. Presently she sent Oo nah kah for
wood and drew Too neh into the rear of
the arbor.

“My father comes!” said the little boy,
and he rushed to throw himself into the
arms of the returning warrior. They
seated themselves about the fire hole to
eat their meager supper and remained
silent until it was finished. When her
father asked for water Oo nah kah arose
to bring the jug. He frowned when he
smelled it, but drank. He passed the jug
to his wife who followed his example;
but when it was passed to the older
daughter she shrank from the ordeal.

“Drink!” her father ordered. Then he
added, apologetically, “It is necessary.
Not even an Apache can live without
water; and I think it may be the last
time we will be forced to drink of this
terrible stuff. By morning we should all
be far enough down the river that the
water will not be bad. We may even find
fresh water in little streams coming into
the river from the west.” The other chil-
dren drank without protest.

When dusk made visibility uncertain,
the warrior nodded to his wife. Without:
a word she arose, laid her blanket over
her left shoulder, lifted the tsach to her
back and put the strap across her fore-
head, leaving her arms free. She took her
little son by the hand and stole quietly
into the darkness.

The night of November 3, 1865 was
chilly, and the father put another root
on the fire. All sat in silence until he
thought sufficient time had elapsed to
start the boys on their way. Then he stole
from camp and was gone for what seemed
a long time to the girls. When he re-
turned he motioned to them to remain
seated. It was not yet time for their
leaving.

(Continued on page 52)
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A $125,000 saddle and a $30-a-month

cowhand might not appear to have
much chance of getting together—but
that’s what makes the West interesting.

259DF

When Ed Bohlin first came to this
country as a seventeen-year-old Swedish
immigrant in 1912, he trekked to Mon-
tana hoping to get a ranch job. He was
lucky, and it wasn’t long before he was
punching cows and wrangling horses
with various outfits. This was his $30-
a-month start. Without it none of the
rest could have happened for it gave
him a knowledge of the West he could
have acquired in no other way.

He kept at this ranch job until the
early twenties when he established in
Hollywood a leather and silver work
business which was later to become
famous all over the world. Ed designed

~._ Many fine sculptured figures have
“been made by this master craftsman,
shown here holding a bronze buck-

ing horse of his design. The magnifi-

cent. saddle rests beside him. Inset
shows the massive gun belt with
individually designed plaques of
raised ' gold. Six separate items
complete the group—saddle, bridle,
breast collar, bci’ots. spurs and gun

) elt.




Saddle!

and produced the fabulous $125,000 sad-
dle for himself. It is without doubt the
most elaborate outfit he has ever creat-
ed.

Ed’s reputation as a silversmith is
verified by the variety of customers who
have ordered special silvered-mounted
saddles from the Ed Bohlin Saddlery.
Ed made six for the Sultan of Jaipur in
India, five for the Prince of Ghawar
in Arabia, two for the Prince of Burai-
da, one for Emperor Hirohito of Japan,
two for Tom Mix, three for the chewing
gum magnate P. K. Wrigley—and the
list goes on and on.

Ed Bohlin’s life is a rags to riches

type of story. When he left his home in
Stockholm to come to America his young
life to date had been an unhappy one,
full of frustrations. He liked to draw
and still recalls a sketch he did of his
sister—which was about the full extent
of his artistic experience. But he was
highly observant. His life in Montana
and Wyoming left him with a wealth of
mental pictures which later on appeared
in minute detail in gold and silver or
hand carved on his saddles.

ED BOHLIN is another Charles Rus-
sell—not on canvas but on silver,
gold and leather. On his special saddle
there are more than a hundred silver
plaques each having a different central
character done in relief in three shades
of gold! :

Making a mistake on metal or leather
is a greater disaster than making a
false brush stroke on canvas. It is not
the simple task of painting over the
error for the artist in metal usually has
to re-do the job completely.

Ed’s work reflects his knowledge of
wild game acquired both as a cowboy
and sportsman. Various animals are de-
picted on the smaller panels: Big Horn

The huge war-bonneted Indian heads done
in silver plus three shades of gold are the
most eye-catching feature on the saddle.

" Ed Bohlin’s dazzling
creation of silver, gold
and leather!

sheep, the Rocky Mountain goat, elk,
moose, deer, buffalo and antelope are all
there, plus more than fifty other wild
animals typical of the Rocky Mountains
and the West. Two massive heads—
Sioux Indians complete with eagle-feath-
er warbonnets are handcrafted out of
gold and silver onto the swells of the
saddle, and another is made into a sad-
dle horn, the most eye-catching detail
of this entire creation.

The general scene idea is carried over
into other decorations on the matching
bridle, breast collar, boots, spurs, and
ornate gun holsters. Another large
matching Indian head is in the center
of the breast collar.

Fourteen years were to pass before
Ed’s stupendous undertaking was com-
pleted. It is difficult to visualize the
amount of work involved in individual
scenes. After being designed and laid
out, each color had to be fitted and over-
laid on the silver. Then the four thick-
nesses of metal were beat out from the
back side to start the relief pattern.
Then they were worked from the out-
side; then again and again from the
back to front until the figure was of a
satisfactory shape. This is called the
repousse process. No dies were used in

(Continued on page 63)
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The "Doc” Crosby farm, three miles west of Springview, Nebraska in 1886.

SPINNING WINDMILL
ON THE PRAIRIE

By Erma Kulhavy

Y MOTHER’S family, the Crosbys,
.~ came to northern Nebraska in 1884.
~ They improved a quarter-section of land
- three miles west of the small inland
~ town of Springview. The windmill tower

on that farm became Mother’s favorite
spot—from it she could see for miles and
watch for marauding Indians. She often
remarked that if she had a dollar for
- every time she had climbed that tower
- she would be rich.
~ Her father, Rolandus LeGrand Crosby,
. had lived in Towa near Odebolt most of
his life. There in 1879 he had lost his
wife Em, leaving him with three small
children: George, Fred, and Gertrude,
my mother. Two years later he married
Em’s widowed sister, Mary Jillson, who
had two boys Bert and Wilbur (Wib for
- short). So Mother’s cousins became her
step-brothers. Later Guy was born so she
had brothers, step-brothers, and a half-
~ brother. They got along well and were a
“happy family all their lives.
Grandfather was called Doc by almost
everyone because of his helping sick
neighbors and friends. No matter what
time of day or night, if he heard of ill-
ness he was right there. He also lent
money to friends in time of need, charg-
ing a fair rate of interest if they were
~ able to pay. Sometimes the interest came
in the form of pork, beef, and vegetables

40

frontier

for the table, and that was fine with
him.

In 1883 he made a trip by train into
Nebraska. The Northwestern
Railroad had almost followed the Nio-
brara River into that part of the coun-
try causing quite a scramble for land.
Since the settlers were anxious to borrow
money to buy cattle, obtain equipment,
and hire help to expand their operations
it seemed a good location for a bank. In
those days it didn’t take too much money
to open a bank. Grandfather liked the
flat country around Springview best and
decided to locate there. He could hardly
wait to get back to Iowa and tell the
family the good news.

THE FAMILY couldn’t quite share his

enthusiasm as they had heard many
stories of outlaws and Indians. Neverthe-
less, the Towa farm was sold and the
Crosbys were on their way to the open
range country bordered on the north-
west by the Rosebud Indian Reservation,
the Badlands and the Black Hills with
the booming gold-mining camps. A few
miles to the south, the Niobrara cut its
way through white chalk bluffs and be-
yvound that was the Sandhills region
where scattered ranchers fought off In-
dians, nesters, and renegades with equal
determination.

Valentine was a supply point on the
railroad east of Springview and also had
a land office. Its many saloons were
patronized by cowboys and rough char-
acters of the area. About a month before

the Crosbys arrived the vigilantes were
pretty active. Kid Wade was one of their
victims. He had been accused of stealing
horses and the sheriff was taking him
to jail when the vigilantes overtook
them near Bassett and hung him to a
whistling post on the railroad. I’ve
heard my father tell this story many
times, as they lived on a ranch north
of Bassett then.

But with all the troubles in this raw
country, things went well for Grand-
father and his family. While he spent
his time at the bank, his boys and hired
men were busy building at the farm.
They constructed a fine six-room house,
small barn with a haymow, tool shed and
corrals, and of course a good well with
that spinning windmill. There was al-
ways plenty of wind to pump all the
water needed. From her perch on the
tower Mother kept the family posted on
what went on for miles around.

When all was finished a dance was
held and folks came for miles to dance
all night in both the house and haymow
of the barn. People brought food, and
some extra musicians came although the
Crosbys had an orchestra of their own.
Gertie chorded on organ, George played
violin, Fred the cornet, and Bert and
Wib took turns on the drums.

Grandma Crosby was a good house-
keeper and in no time had the new
house looking like a home. She had nur-
tured some geranium slips through the
long move and grew bright red and pink
flowers in the windows. She was also

True West



noted for her good home-baked bread,
wild plum butter and wild grape and
plum wine. Mother used to laugh about
her dad and his brother Ed sampling a
little too much one day. When Granddad
started to open another jug of wine he
picked up a stone pitcher of plum butter
and as he tried to pour it he said, “Egads,
Ed, but this is really rich!”

Mother and her father and brothers
drove their fine team and buggy back
and forth to Springview every day. It
didn’t take long to make the three miles
either with the team or horseback.

N SPITE OF Indian skirmishes now

and then, drouth, vigilantes and bliz-
zards, the bank prospered. The blizzard
of ’88 on January 12 was probably the
worst storm in history for that part of
the country. The morning had been
rather nice, but hazy in the northwest.
About the time school started the storm
hit in a blinding fury. Later in the day
the teacher used the bell rope and had
the children follow her, hanging on to the
rope, and she got them safely the short
distance to the small hotel in Springview.
Grandfather came to the hotel too and
the children thought it quite a treat to
stay at the hotel. He was worried about
little Guy and his wife at home, but they
had plenty of fuel and food and knew
better than to try to go outside. So all
weathered the storm in fine shape.

In 1889 Dakota Territory was divided
and the states of North and South Dako-
ta became part of the Union. White set-
tlers pressed ever closer to the Rosebud
Indian Reservation and the Indians be-
came restless. There was a severe drouth
and the Plains were no longer black

" with buffalo nor shook with the thunder

of their hoofs as in days of old.

The Indians had heard of a new re-
ligion in which the Messiah would de-
stroy the white men, restore the buffalo
to the Plains, and make the tribes strong
again. The Indians began performing the
Ghost Dance, which alarmed the settlers.
Sometimes the rumors were out of pro-
portion or misinterpreted, causing more
trouble.

Mother’s trips to her windmill tower
lookout became more frequent and her
brothers teased her saying, “Gertie the
Indians won’t scalp you—they’ll like your
reddish-blonde hair so well that the chief
will want you for one of his wives.” She
would be angry for awhile, but any
shadow on the windowpane or strange
sound in the night sent her flying up the
windmill tower again. (I’'m sure I would
have hid under the bed rather than risk
going outside!)

The winter passed with more rumors
than danger, but in the spring of 1890
the Messiah craze revived and the Ghost
Dances were renewed. The Indians
donned their white, fringed ghost shirts
which they thought protected them from
the white men or the soldiers’ bullets.
From the land of Sitting Bull on the
Grand River far in the north, to the Red
Cloud agency near Ft. Robinson on the
Nebraska border, they danced the Ghost
Dance days upon end.

Troops of cavalry were sometimes
called out and there were Indian police
at the agencies too. When Sitting Bull
was shot in a scuffle with Indian police,
the Sioux of the Rosebud were excited
and angry and attacked a party of whites
in the Badlands. The troops then drove

The Crosby family. Front row (from left): Fred, George, Doc (Rolandus LeGrand). Guy
and Mary. Second row; Gertrude, Wilbur ("Wib" died while still a young man at Butte,
Nebraska) and Bert.
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all the Indians back to Pine Ridge where
a huge Indian camp was set up, but
they were ordered not to dance. Most of
them obeyed, but with reluctance, and a
few still danced for days in the shelter
of canyons along the rivers and the Bad-
lands.

Grandfather Crosby always said that
the settlers and the military misunder-
stood the meaning of the Messiah craze
and Ghost Dance. Others have said too
that what ensued was revenge by the
military for Custer’s defeat in Montana.
The story of that infamous battle and
massacre at Wounded Knee Creek has
been told many times. The Pine Ridge
Sioux were so enraged by it that they did
attack and burn a few of the white set-
tlers’ buildings southeast of Pine Ridge.

This was getting too close to the
Crosbys, and some of them were ready
to leave this part of the country forever.
But not Grandfather Crosby who said,
“I came here because I saw a future in
this part of the country. No matter what
happens it still has a future, and I'm
staying to see it!”

Some of the settlers to the northwest
did become alarmed and left hurriedly
for Ft. Robinson for protection. Many
of them passed the Crosby farm saying
they could see fires before they left
and were sure the Indians were coming.
Mother hardly came down from the wind-
mill tower long enough to eat! She
begged her father and mother to take
them out of this approaching danger.
But they weren’t nearly as upset as some
of the neighbors. When she implored her
mother to please take her, Grandma
stoically replied, “Well, I’'m not leaving
without my geraniums. I’ve worked hard
to have those beautiful flowers.” Then
she began to enumerate countless other
things she’d have to take along. So
Mother gave up and went back to her
lookout.

A group of armed men were sent
farther west and nearer to Pine Ridge
to watch and keep the settlers posted.
Later they told of what a good time they
had, drinking and playing poker, as
there didn’t seem to be any danger to
report. About ten years later the family
moved to Naper, Nebraska where another
Crosby Bank was established. By this
time my mother was a young lady and
a good seamstress. She sewed for whites
and Indians alike; her childish fears were
OVer.

THE HANDKERCHIEF THAT
BROUGHT WRATHFUL TEARS

By Louise Riotte

ON February 16, 1903 a little item

appeared in the Daily Ardmoreite,
published at Ardmore, Indian Territory,
recounting an event which had produced
the proverbial “tempest in a teapot” in
Dallas, Texas, across the border to the
south.

It seems that the good ladies of Dal-
las sent a request to Mrs. Theodore
Roosevelt, wife of the President of the
United States, for a handkerchief to be
auctioned off at “Columbia’s Reception,”

(Continued on page 68)
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~ The Porum Range War

(Continued from page 14)
Checotah, a small village in MecIntosh
County whose county seat was Eufaula.
Davis was tried in Muskogee County for
the cattle had been kept on his ranch
near Porum in that county. Before the
trial of Pony started, great numbers of
men from both factions began to drift
into Eufaula. By evening the tension was
such that Judge Leslie B. Cole who was
to sit on the bench in the Starr case, in-
structed deputies to go to the two hotels
and search and seize every weapon
there.

The newspaper accounts stated, “Doz-
ens of Winchesters and sixguns were
taken from both sides. Hair trigger tem-
pers and persistent rumors of possible
mass killings induced Judge Cole to
then order the whole town disarmed, as
in his opinion, ‘A click of a trigger
would bring on wholesale slaughter.’”

From the June 11 edition: “The trial
of Pony Starr on the charge of stealing
cows from T. J. Jamison dragged along
on the second day with little new evi-
dence other than that which was intro-
duced in the two trials of Bob Davis.
The state, however, promises to spring
something new this afternoon in rebut-
tal.

“The state finished its case this morn-
ing and now witnesses for the defense
are being heard. There have been several
new witnesses summoned, among them
a woman from Tahlequah at whose home
Pony Starr and Bob Davis are supposed
to have met Dan Foster and Cliff Sel-
lers; and Starr and Davis are alleged to
have offered them pay for assisting in
stealing Jamison’s cattle. Another wit-
ness, who has been summoned by the
defense, is W. F. Severs, an attorney
who has been taking part in the prosecu-
tion of the Davis boys for years. Just
what the defense hopes to show with
Severs has not yet been announced.

“Dan Foster was the first witness to
be called this morning. He testified to
meeting Starr and Davis in Tahlequah
and getting money for assisting in steal-
ing cattle for the defendant. He also
said that Pony Starr had told him to
get out of the country or he would meet
the same fate of Mack Alford, who was
shot from ambush. He said that the de-
fendant told him that no witness had
ever lived to testify against the Davis
boys in any important case. Foster was
with Cliff Sellers at Tahlequah he said.
Foster is the man who admitted in a
former trial to having served terms in
the penitentiary.

“To offset the testimony of the Katy
agent at Checotah to the effect that
Pony Starr had signed a contract to
ship a herd of cattle, including Jami-
son’s, to Kansas City, District Clerk
Ross Houck was placed on the stand to
identify Bob Davis’ signature. He iden-
tified the handwriting on the Katy con-
tract and on a number of bonds as that
of Davis. The agent had said that Pony
had signed Bob’s name.

“Charles McClure of Porum testified
that Foster had told him Bob Davis
and Starr did not steal the cattle, but
had bought them from Foster and Cliff
Sellers.
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“During the trial today Mrs. Pony
Starr sat in the rear of the courthouse.”

Pony Starr was convicted and given a
term of six years in the state prison at
McAlester. His lawyers at once appealed
and he was freed on bond. When tried
again later he received a one-year sen-
tence and again appealed; eventually
the case was thrown out of court.

ON June 16, the grand jury returned

thirty-two indictments against men
involved in the Porum riot; Bob and
Amon Davis and Leonard McCullough
were indicted for the murder of Deputy
Jim Work on the same day. Two indict-
ments were returned just before the
grand jury made its final report against

Courtesy Oklahoma Historical Society

Attorney S. M. Rutherford acted in behalf
of Pony Starr and Joe Davis upon their ar-
rival at Muskogee. After a discussion be-
tween the district attorney and Rutherford
it was announced that no warrant would
be issued for their (Starr and Davis) arrest
in connection with the killings during the
Porum riot.

T. L. Hester, who was charged with “di-
recting, advertising and selecting persons
to participate in the riot at Porum.” The
grand jury also requested six more spe-
cial deputy sheriffs be sent to Porum
“and stay there until the case is resolv-
ed.” Porum was now an armed camp,
but armed by the law and not by the
lawless.

On June 17, Attorney S. M. Ruther-
ford arranged bond for Bob and Amon
Davis and Leonard MeCullough, and the
men were instructed to remain at the
home of Sam Davis in Muskogee. They
were told that if they returned to Porum
or any of their far-flung ranch holdings
until after the trial, their bonds would
be forfeited.

Once again Sheriff Wisener had his
hands full. Rumors_of attack on the
Sam Davis home persisted, and the sher-
iff posted armed guards around the
house with orders to fire at the least
show of mob violence. The Davis boys

P

reacted by saying, “We don’t need you,
just let us have our guns.” Day and
night the armed men were on patrol.
Amon and Bob were not seen, but Old
Sam, patriarch of the Davis clan, walked
boldly and unafraid through the streets
of the town and sat quietly on his wide
porch smoking his pipe, seemingly with
the utmost disdain for the threatening
mob.

On June 19 twenty-two arrests were
made on indictments of inciting and par-
ticipating in the Porum riot. Each of
the twenty-two men appeared in Musko-
gee and were released on $1,500 bond
each.

On  August 2, newspaper headlines
proclaimed that Bob Davis and Pony
Starr, if cleared of the Work killing and
numerous cattle theft charges, would go
to Arizona to buy a ranch as they were
tired of bloodshed and fighting. Leon-
ard McCullough would accompany Bob
as ranch foreman. But a week later the
paper admitted that the Porum feud
was still simmering.

“Men still being warned to get out of
Porum range territory. Threats being
made by mail to friends of the Davis’
and Starr. Charlie McClure was shot at
by a masked man as he stepped outside
his ranch home early one morning. A
note thrown through his window last
night told him, ‘You are going to be
killed for riding to the Hester ranch.’”

On August 28, the Times Democrat
carried the story of the murder of
Charlie McClure.

“Charlie McClure, friend and sympa-
thizer of the Davis boys in the recent
Porum feud, and principal witness for
Davis and Starr in cattle stealing cases
to come up this fall, star witness for the
state against 30 men charged with riot-
ing at Porum, when a pitched battle
occurred between Pony Starr, Joe Davis
and about 80 masked men, was assassi-
nated at seven o’clock Saturday in the
town of Porum, while on his way home
from the residence of Bob Davis.

“The crime, which adds another chap-
ter to the famous Porum feud, occurred
at the northeast corner of the high
school building in Porum. Two unknown,
masked men, who had learned that Me-
Clure had gone to the home of Bob
Davis earlier in the evening, lay in wait
for him in the entrance of the school
building. When MecClure passed the cor-
ner of the building they opened fire.
Four shots were fired, every one taking
effect. McClure was killed instantly. The
murderers then went across the railroad
track, where two horses were tied and,
mounting, rode away to the hills.

“The assassins were seen by some of
the women in the neighborhood, who
declare that one wore a black mask and
the other a red mask. They were not
real masks but handkerchiefs tied over
their faces.

“Deputy Sheriffs were unable to get
any traces of the assassins. Sheriff
Wisener, who was in Colorado, was
wired, and arrived home this morning.

“It appears that McClure was shot in
the back. He had gone past a certain
point of the schoolhouse with his back
towards the entrance when he was shot
to death.

True West



“MecClure was a Cherokee, slightly
over 40 years old. He was a quiet, un-
assuming sort of a fellow, and during
all the trouble at Porum, was a staunch
friend of the Davis boys. He was a star
witness for the defense in cattle stealing
cases. When 30 Porum citizens and peo-
ple who live in the vicinity were indicted
for rioting and inciting riot, it is said
that McClure gave much evidence as to
the identity of the men, and was to be
a principal witness at their coming
trials. He has been repeatedly threatened
by people in the neighborhood and for
some time had received anonymous let-
ters urging him to leave the country or
take the consequences.

“Jack Davis, Joe Davis and Pony
Starr called on the district attorney and
the sheriff today, and urged them to
do all they can do to apprehend the
slayers of their friend, McClure. They
accuse members of the mob who took
part in the riot with Pony Starr, with
being responsible for the death of Me-
Clure.

“Many people at Porum believed Mec-
Clure was responsible for a great deal
of the trouble in that part of the coun-
try and claim his activity in behalf of
the Davis boys brought about most of the
violence in the southern part of the
county.”

HE TRIAL of Bob and Amon Davis
and Leonard McCullough began in
district court on September 11. McCul-
lough entered the old courtroom first,
his hands shackled together and hand-
cuffed to the deputy with him. Directly
behind McCullough came Bob and Amon
Dayvis, hands and feet shackled, and the
old corridors rang with the echo of the
chains that bound their legs together.

The courtroom was tense and in spite
of the rule that all men entering the
room must be searched, there was fear
that blood would be shed. Even the
ladies had to submit to a thorough
search by the jail matron; these included
Mrs. Starr and Mrs. Bob Davis. The
two small children of Bob and Mrs.
Davis and the daughter of Pony Starr
and his wife stood quietly by while their
mothers were searched. Judge DeGraf-
fenried sat on the bench.
¢ It was not until September 26 that a
jury was at last selected to hear the case
in the Kkilling of Jim Work. So wide-
spread was the knowledge of the Porum
Range War and there were so many
friends on both sides that it was most
difficult to select a jury. Most people who
did not know any of the persons involved
had formed opinions from newspaper
accounts and panel after panel of jury-
men were dismissed. Judge DeGraffen-
ried remarked, “Men with this many
friends should not be fighting and kill-
ing.”

The star witness for the state was, of
course, Deputy Sheriff Bud Robertson
who was with Work when he was killed
at the Davis ranch, and his testimony
belied the rumors that Deputy Work
had been murdered by the three men
hiding behind hay in the Davis barn.

September 27, 1911: “The state played
its strongest hand today in the case of
Bob and Amon Davis, charged with the
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murder of Deputy Sheriff Jim Work,
when it put J. A. (Bud) Robertson on
the stand and introduced as evidence the
bloody coat, vest and shirt worn by Jim
Work on the day that he was killed. Mrs.
Work, who identified the clothing, broke
into tears for the first time during the
trial. The blood-stained clothing was in-
troduced after strenuous opposition on
the part of the defense.

“‘Bud’ Robertson, a Porum livery-
man, the only eye-witness to the shooting
of Work, was on the stand practically
all morning, but in spite of the awful
gruelling of Attorney Rutherford for the
defense, stood by his story.

“Deputy Sheriff Jim Work came to
my place on May 4 and asked me to go
with him to the ranch of Bob Davis, to
arrest Davis,’ said Robertson. “Work had
three warrants charging Davis with
stealing cattle. He said he wanted some-
one to go with him because he was
afraid he would be waylaid and killed
on the road. He said there was no danger
of trouble, as Davis would not resist, he
had never done so before. I did not want
to go. Work told me that he intended
to take Jim Eddy, but Eddy was guard-
ing Pony Starr who was already under
arrest.

“¢‘On the way to Bob’s house we
stopped at Jim Eddy’s house, tied up
our horses and walked to Bob Davis’
home. Work was armed with an auto-
matic rifle and a six-shooter and I had
a small revolver. We went around the
foot of the mountain to Bob’s house—
on the south side. We then crossed into
Davis’ hog pasture and went up to the
edge of the timber and sat down among
the blackjack trees. There we waited
for Bob to come home. We presently saw
Bob riding up to the gate. Amon Davis
and Leonard McCullough were with him.
Jim Work and I walked down the road
toward Bob.

“ ‘Work hollered at Bob to stop, saying
that he had a warrant for him. Jim had
just read me one of the warrants and
placed them all back in his pocket. When
he hollered at Bob he pulled a warrant
from his pocket and held it up in the air
so Bob could see it. Bob started to run
and Jim (Work) hollered: “Stop! I'v
got a bench warrant for you!” .

“‘Bob, who was riding a horse,
spurred the animal and made a dash for
the house. Amon Davis stopped and
threw up his hands. Bob started to get
off his horse and Work said, “He’s get-
ting his gun!” Then Work brought his
gun down over the warrant that he held
in his left hand and shot twice. Bob
dropped from his horse and ran into
the house. After Work shot he said, “I
believe I hit Bob.”

“Robertson and Work then, according
to the witness, retreated from the house
for a space. ‘I said, “They are going
around,” said the witness. Work said,
“Iet’s head ’em off.” We went around
the edge of the clearing and got even
with the house. We were running for a
gate to cut the men off. Somebody began
shooting at us from the house and we
stopped. I slipped and fell. Work then
went to shooting.

“‘They stopped shooting and Work
turned around to load his gun, and Bob
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, while loading his gun, turned
rom the house. Finishing loading his
gun, he turned around and shot one

~ time. Work then exclaimed, “I'm hit.” I

said, “Let’s get out of here,” and we
started. I saw Bob Davis shooting from
the house. I saw Amon Davis, but he was

- on his horse. Bob was shooting from the

window in the house. We were then about
100 yards from the house, which I could
see through an opening in the trees. In
trying to get away we went towards the
fence. Shooting started again from the
house. Jim then turned around and
emptied his gun. Work began to get
weak and staggered. I held him up and
he said he was only wounded and the
sickness would soon pass. Jim said he
could go no further and told me to get
a doctor. Jim could not walk and sat
down on the ground. The spot where I
left him is out of sight of the” house.
When I got back he was dead.’

“On cross-examination Robertson de-
clared that he did not see Amon Davis
do anything. He was on his horse in a
bunch of trees. The witness became con-

~ fused as to direction from the house

and Attorney Rutherford drew a dia-
gram of the place on the floor. Squatting
over the marks on the floor the attorney
for the defense and the witness parleyed.
In spite of the hammer and tongs man-
ner in which the attorney attacked Rob-
ertson’s story, he stood by it substan-
tially, but became confused in a few
details.

. “During the cross-examination there
were many clashes between the attorneys
for each side and the jury was with-

~ drawn from the room a number of times

while the lawyers argued and the court
passed upon the questions of law.
“During one of these clashes Ruther-
ford charged that there was a conspiracy
among the witnesses for the state to send
Bob Davis, Joe Davis, and Pony Starr
to the gallows. He insisted on question-

~ ing the witness relative to his being in

Muskogee county jail. The defense final-

| ly won its point.

“Bud Robertson admitted he was in

- jail here for some time, not as a prisoner,
“but because his family and friends were

afraid he would be killed. They advised
him to come to Muskogee and seek pro-
tection, he said, after he had been shot
at one night while sitting on his front
porch. Others, he said, had seen the shot.
He had a full house of boarders and they
all left him fearing they would be shot.
He reported to the sheriff and the sheriff
told him if he was afraid, he could stay
in the jail, which he did. After a time,
however, he went back to Porum.

66 CISN ’T it a fact that you were drunk
at your house one Sunday and fired
a shot in you own house?” queried Ruther-

. ford.

“‘1I was not drunk, I was drinking. I
fired two shots at a cat that had
scratched the face of our baby,’ he ex-
plained. He denied he was ever so drunk
he had to be put to bed.

“Wrapped in a dirty newspaper, the
coat, vest and shirt worn by Jim Work
on the day of his death were brought

* into the courtroom. This was followed by
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the little woman
the slain man. T
in the courtroom and the moment was
a dramatic one.

“Speaking soft and low, County At-
torney Disney picked up the bloody coat
and asked Mrs. Work to identify it. Then
followed the strenuous opposition of the
defense, which was overruled. Mrs. Work
identified the coat as that worn by her
husband when he left home on the morn-
ing of May 4 and the coat she found
beside his body when he lay cold in death
a few hours later.

“When the vest was lifted before her
eyes, the little woman broke down and
cried. She sobbed and nodded an answer,
brushing the tears away with a white
cotton handkerchief. Then the shirt was
identified, and all the clothing offered in
evidence and marked as exhibits in the
case.

“The state had more witnesses to put
on the stand this afternoon and then the
defense will have an inning. It is doubt-
ful if the case will go to the jury before
Friday morning.

“The case against Amon Davis, who
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was on trial with Bob Davis, charged
with the murder of Deputy Sheriff Jim
Work, was this afternoon dismissed on
the motion of County Attorney W. E.
Disney.

“The state finished its testimony this
afternoon in the Bob Davis case, Mr.
Rutherford outlined the defense. They
will claim that Bob Davis fired but three
shots and he fired in self-defense; that
he was fired upon from the woods and
did not know that he had had a shooting
scrape with an officer until it was all
over. The defense will try to prove that
there was a conspiracy among the wit-
nesses for the state to take the life of
Bob Davis, Jack Davis, Joe Davis and
Pony Starr.

“The defense attacked the state wit-
nesses and sought to impeach the testi-
mony of Bud Robertson, the state’s star
witness, and show that Deputy Sheriff
Jim Work had been bitter towards the
Davis boys.

“Rutherford put a witness by the
name of Grant on the stand and tried to
show that Grant had been intimidated by
state witnesses in the very shadow of the
courthouse during this trial. This was
ruled out by the court. Grant testified
he had heard unfriendly talk against the
Davis boys. He overheard a man talking
to Jim Work and)the man asked Work
to loan him his gun on the morning of

the killing. Work replied,

here was not a whisper

according to
the witness, ‘No, I am going to get me a
man with that.’

“R. B. Ramsey, former sheriff of Mus-
kogee county, testified that while he was
sheriff Jim Work was a deputy under
him for five or six months, and Work
asked him if he had any warrants
against the Davis boys, Work would
like to serve them himself.

“John Brown, an Indian, a native of
this country, testified that he was ac-
quainted with Bud Robertson and that
the latter’s. reputation for truth and
morality was very bad.

“Chester Pitts of Porum told of having
been in Porum during the county cam-
paign for sheriff, and he and Bob Davis
went behind a store to take a drink of
whiskey. They talked of the sheriff’s
race. Work then accosted Pitts, he says,
and asked if they were talking about
him (Work). ‘He said if Bob Davis was
talking about him he aimed to kill him,
said the witness.

“The defense will probably get all its
testimony in today. The state has some
rebuttal testimony which it will intro-
duce, and arguments will probably not be
made until tomorrow afternoon.”

ON OCTOBER 4, Judge DeGraffenried

gave his instructions to the jury.
Many said and the newspapers said,
“Judge DeGraffenried’s instructions fa-
vor Davis.”

The judge instructed the jury, “If
you find that there is a question of doubt
in your mind that Bob Davis meant to
kill a deputy sheriff, or if there is a
question that he might have thought he
was acting in self-defense then you must
find in favor of the defendant. If you
find that he deliberately killed a deputy
sheriff then you must find for the state.”

The jury filed out. Flies hummed in
the stuffy courtroom and the baby of
Bob Davis whimpered in the heat. The
sound seemed all too loud in the tense
silence. Mrs. Davis sat quietly, her other
child beside her while she hushed the
restless baby. Mrs. Pony Starr, her life-
long friend, was beside her also. Some
people went to the outside for a drink of
water, others fanned themselves in the
close atmosphere of the stuffy courtroom.
All waited.

Forty-five minutes later, the jury sent
word they had reached a verdict. There
was a flurry of activity and Judge De-
Graffenried once again admonished the
crowd of spectators that he would brook
no display, permit no demonstration of
any kind, when the jury filed in with its
decision. Guards took their places at
strategic points near all windows and
doors for such fear was held of gunplay
that no chances were taken.

When the jury filed in, Bob Davis
showed no emotion. His wife’s face was
pale. The judge intoned, “Gentlemen,
have you reached a verdict?”

“We have, Your Honor,” replied the
foreman of the jury.

“Will the prisoners stand and face
the jury,” instructed the judge.

Davis and McCullough rose and faced
the jury of twelve men, both men still
calm and seemingly confident.

“Gentlemen, what is your verdict?”’ the

True West
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separate articles, he gives the history, function, location and oc-
cupancy for each of more than 30 principal military towns, 53 public
and private forts, and 130 military camps and posts. Maps. Regular
price—$10.00.

Only $8.50

WP-2—THE BEST OF TRUE WEST, edited by Joe A. Small. (317 pages,
hardback) In this sampler of the West, you will find a wide variety
of stories about our heritage—a colorful, exciting panorama by such
gifted writers as J. Frank Dobie, Fred Gipson, Homer Croy, Curtis
Bishop and Walter Prescott Webb—selected to excite, inform, and
always, to entertain. Pen and Ink sketches.

Only $6.95

WP-3—TEXAS FOLK MEDICINE, compiled and edited by John Q.
Anderson. (91 pages, hardback) A collection of 1,333 folk cures,
remedies, and preventatives gathered from more than half the coun-
ties in Texas, delightfully reflecting the wide variety of old-time Texas
folk cures. Wood cuts.

Only $5.00

WP-4—AMONG THE COMANCHES & APACHES, by Edwin Eastman.
(304 pages, hardback). An autobiography, facsimile reprint (limited
to 1,000 copies) of scarce 1879 edition. Indian captivity of husband
and wife. Wood cuts. Regular price $5.00.

Only $2.95

WP-5—PIONEERS OF THE BLACK HILLS OR GORDON'S STOCKADE
PARTY OF 1874, by David Aken. (151 pages, hardback) A thrilling
narrative of adventure, hardships, laughable episodes and startling
experiences as graphically told by David Aken, one of the party. This
book was reprinted from the original paper bound copy, which was
undated but did carry a Union printing label. Aken speaks of his
publishing the book "at this late date" when the events occurred in
the 1870s. Adam's SIX GUNS & SADDLE LEATHER and THE RAM-
PAGING HERD, as well as J. N. Heard's BOOKMAN'S GUIDE TO
AMERICANA, 4th, 1967 do not list it. It is probably listed in bibliog-
raphy of the Dakotas or a mining bibliography. In any event the
original was a scarce item. lllustrated by Osee Morgan. Regular
Price $5.00.

Only $2.95

WP-6—THE HOUSTON STORY, by Ed Bartholomew. (240 pages, soft-
bound) A chronicle of the City of Houston and the Texas frontier
from the Battle of San Jacinto to the War Between the States, 1836-
1865. (Second printing Sept. 1951) 2

Only $2.50

WP-7—A TEXAS RANGER, by N. A. Jennngs. (321 pages, hardback) A
facsimile reprint of the scarce 1899 edition. Adams—"Contains much
material on Texas gunmen, such as John Wesley Hardin and King
Fisher, and on the Taylor-Sutton feud and other border troubles."
Regular price $5.00.

Only $2.95

WP-8—OFFICIAL GUIDE TO POPULAR ANTIQUES & CURIOS, edited
by Hal L. Cohen, (392 pages, softbound) Fruit jars, watches, dolls,
furniture, toys, silver, campaign tokens, posters and many more—
more than 30,000 items listed. Over 1,000 photos and illustrations.
Gives average buying price and retail price. Know what to ask and
what to pay for your antiques. Save the price of this book many
times over.

Only $5.00

WESTERN BOOK COMPANY
P.O. Box 3338
Austin, Texas 78704

Enclosed is § for the following books. (Order on a separate
sheet of paper if you do not wish to damage this magazine.)

WP-1 [J WPt [ WP-11 [ Yes [] This is a gift.

WP-2 [J Wp-1 O WP-12 0 No [

WP-3 [] WP-8 [ WP-13 [  Gift card to read from

WP-4 [] WPy [ WP-14 [
WP-5 [] WP-10 [ WP-15 [1°
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WP-9—WESTERN HARD-CASES OR GUNFIGHTERS NAMED SMITH,
by Ed Bartholomew. (191 pages, hardback) A roundup of factual
accounts, historical happenings concerned with law and order in our
early West, this book deals with a hundred "Western Hard-Cases,"
some notorious, some hardly known. Regular Price $3.50.

Only $2.95

WP-10—COWPOKES, NESTERS, & SO FORTH, by Judge Orland L. Sims.
(297 pages, photos, hardback) The charm of this book is found in
the character of Sims himself. Now in his 80s the Judge is as out-
spoken as ever and his wit just as biting. His book is not only an
accurate historical account of the region, but an autobiography as
unique as West Texas itself. "It covers might nigh everything." The
author is telling of folk he knows, knew or heard about with an
intimate insight into their courage, cussedness, stupidity, acuteness,
extravagant wildness, their sins, their virtues, and their commendable
worthwhileness. And it is told in a way that will inform, amuse, en-
tertain, offend, or maybe please you to the point of recommending
the book to others. Regular price $8.50.

Only $7.25

WP-11—THE OLD SANTA FE TRAIL, by W. H. Ryus. (159 pages, hard-
back) A true account of incidents that happened along the Old
Santa Fe Trail in the Sixties. (Reprint)

Only $2.95

WP-12—LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF BEN THOMPSON, by William
M. Walton. (232 pages, hardback) Includes a detailed and authen-
tic statement of his birth, history and adventures, by one who has
known him as a child. Ramon F. Adams in his bibliography, SIXGUNS
& SADDLE LEATHER said: ". . . it is exceedingly rare and exces-
sively high in price when one is fortunate enough to locate a copy.
It was written by a close friend of the subject, who is naturally
sympathetic, but his is the only book devoted entirely to this famous
Texas gunman." (Reprint)

Only $2.95

WP-13—NEW MEXICO AND COLORADO IN 1881, by C. M. Chase.
(233 pages, hardback) Reprint of twenty-eight letters written by
the editor of the VERMONT UNION, Lyndon, Vermont. The original
book is quite scarce. Chase gives his views on the West as he passes
through the “wicked" towns in Kansas, attends his first roundup
in New Mexico, explores the mining areas, meets up with some In-
dians, observes the morals of Raton, etc. Good fterritorial history
with plenty of adventure. (Reprint)

Only $2.95

WP-14—WYATT EARP, THE UNTOLD STORY, by Ed Bartholomew. (328
pages, softbound) Tombstone Epitaph: "This is non-fiction, copiously
documented, uncolored and unvarnished, a veritable treasure chest
of forgotten and buried facts. A 'must' for student and collector
... for this is how it actually was."

Only $2.95

WP-15—WYATT EARP, THE MAN & THE MYTH, by Ed Bartholomew.
(335 pages, softbound) Copyright 1964, limited to 1,000 copies. This
book is the result of the author's screening of almost 900 sources
including books, old newspapers, court records and archives material
—everything he could lay hands on about Wyatt Earp. This book
should help any reader make up his mind as to the true character
of one of the West's most famous figures.

Only $2.95
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judge asked. There was a tomb-like quiet
in the courtroom.

“We find the defendants not guilty.”

The jury had found ‘not guilty’ at the
first count and thus just five months
from the day Deputy Jim Work died at
the Davis ranch the men were free.

Immediately Sam Davis and Jack made
bonds to the tune of $35,000 in cases
which had had no bonds because of the
already heavy bond for appearance in
the murder trial. So once again Bob was
free and once more he could return to
his ranch at Porum.

On November 10 the county attorney
made a move that the indictments
against the men involved in the masked
mob be dismissed, claiming that the
men who had testified were exempt from
prosecution. After much argument back
and forth, Judge Hester alone, of all
the men, was exempt. Yet he and he
alone was charged by the grand jury
of planning, directing and inciting the
riot.

The same month, the cattle stealing
trial for which the Davis boys were un-
der heavy bond began, and once again
feeling ran high. It was rumored that
the Anti-Horse Thief Association had
assessed its members $150 each to pro-
vide money to try to convict the Davises.
The case was hard-fought with the at-
torneys almost coming to blows and being
frequently admonished by the judge for
their conduct.

At last the jury was out and the wait-
ing began. On November 18, the jury re-
ported that it was hopelessly deadlocked.
They were disbanded and once again the
Davises were free. At different times
during the following several months, they
were tried, each time being acquitted.
It was all over.

BOB moved to Arizona where he had

bought a ranch, and McCullough
went with him. Sam Davis sold his lovely
old home in Muskogee and moved to
Tahlequah. Amon Davis moved to Wag-
oner, Oklahoma, and died there January
25, 1924.

Sam became so old that he needed
someone with him, so Bob Davis sold
his ranch in Arizona and returned to
Tahlequah, where they both died quietly.

Pony Starr bought a ranch in the
beautiful Kiamichi Mountains in south-
ern Oklahoma and lived there for several
years until age forced him to sell. Then
he moved to Ft. Worth, Texas where he
died in May 1947, just thirty-six years,
almost to the day, after the mob violence
at Porum. Mrs. Starr lived on in the
Fort Worth home for a while but she,
as well as her daughter Nina, longed for
the old ranch at Porum. They moved
back and bought a home just a mile from
the little ranch house. Here Mrs. Starr
died in 1962. She is buried beside Pony
in a Ft. Worth cemetery.

Nina Starr, who at the age of eight
had witnessed the terrible fight, told me
in 1964 that Pony, knowing he was near
death, had told her that he wanted to be
buried in Ft. Worth and not to bring
him back to the Starr cemetery at Briar-
tov a (not far from Porum) for he did
no! vant people diggging into his grave
lik: they had some of his relatives. Ac-
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cording to Nina Starr one of the old
graves had been found desecrated rather
recently.

Nina Starr gave me this eye-witness
account of the mob attack. After fifty-
three years her memory was most clear
and vivid:

“I HAD GONE up on the hill just a
little way to my Grandpa Starr’s to
play. There were several kids there and
we all saw the masked men riding in the
little hollow. Some of the kids said there
was going to be a parade in Porum for
the men were all dressed funny—in
women’s clothes and their faces blacked
and all kinds of get-ups on. We watched
them. When they got right in front of
Papa’s they suddenly spurred their
horses and came riding fast right up
close to the front door, firing all the
time as they came closer. I started run-
ning for home for I knew they were
trying to kill my daddy and mama for
they had been bothering us for a long
time. Often at night they would ride by
and shoot their guns near the house. We
had not been able to have a lamp lit
for months because of threats of death.
“As I crossed a little branch or sort
of a low place between our house and
Grandpa’s I ran into my uncle, Cass
Horn. There were oats growing there,
tall and hard for a little girl to get
through. Uncle grabbed at me and caught
my dress, saying, ‘Be still, get down!’ I
gave a jerk and tore my dress but I got
loose and went flying on to the house.
Horses were down everywhere and
screaming something awful. Men were
dead and dying too. I saw Cliff Hester
down out in front, right by our coal
cellar. He was trying to crawl inside the
coal cellar but couldn’t make it. Of
course, I did not know then it was Cliff
Hester, for he had on a long red dress. I
just knew he was screaming and holding
his stomach. I saw another man fall
screaming from his horse right by the
stock pond, just a few yards north of the
house. The air was full of bullets, bark
flew from a big tree in the yard, and a
great splinter flew from the corner of
the house. Through it all I kept running
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magic has gone out of our
marriage?”’

and screaming. I just wanted to get to
my mama and daddy.

“Inside the house there was only Joe
Davis and my daddy. Mama had run to
the barn and now she brought two
saddled horses to the door, for by now
all the mob had run away. When men
and horses started falling they just ran
fast. They did get two wounded men
from the ground and rode away with
them over the saddle in front of the
riders.

“Then in September I saw Charlie
McClure murdered—shot right off his
horse as he rode behind a surrey full of
kids, of which I was one. We had been
to the Davis ranch for Sunday dinner
and were on our way home with Charlie
riding his big grey horse right behind
the surrey. Four rifle shots rang out all
together. We didn’t know there were
four, but Charlie had four bullet holes
through him.

“I saw the two men. They had ban-
danas over their faces, and they ran
for their horses behind the schoolhouse
from where they had hid to kill Charlie.
We all ran back but Charlie was dead.”

CHARLIE SHOEMAKE gave me this

eye-witneses account in June of 1962,
at the age of eighty-eight. He died in
1963.

“I drove a dray in Porum for five
years. My brother, Hugh Shoemake, was
deputy sheriff in Porum and another
brother, Dick, was city marshal. I was
delivering a load of feed at the Dr.
Vowell home just across the railroad
track from Pony Starr’s ranch house.
I saw a whole bunch of men with black
stockings over their faces and in all
kinds of get ups—women’s dresses, coats
turned wrong side out, women’s aprons
over pants, all kinds of stuff like that—
come riding out of this little draw over
by Pony’s house.

“Then all at once rifles started raining
bullets all over the Starr house. The mob
was milling and I counted seventeen
but lost track. There were at least
twenty-five, I would say. Rifles started
pinging from the house now and I knew
they were in bad trouble for no sooner
did the shots ring out from inside the
house till men and horses started falling.
Horses were screaming, men were
screaming, cursing, milling and shooting.
I saw three fall almost together, then
twe more. The mob seemed confused
then and instead of getting away from
there it seemed like they just bunched
up, not knowing what to do after some
of their mob started falling from their
horses. This was only a few seconds,
of course.

“I saw Mrs. Starr, who wasn’t afraid
of the devil himself, run from the back
door of the ranch house and streak for
the barn. She had a double-barrel shot-
gun in her hand. One of the mob took
aim, fired and fired, four or five more
times. Failing to bring her down, he
then threw his empty gun at her. Then
she did the bravest thing I think I ever
saw. The man threw his .45 directly at
her, after emptying it and failing to cut
her down. As the heavy .45 came sailing
at her, Mrs. Starr stopped and caught the
gun in mid-air. She flung it back at the
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masked man and ran on to the barn.
This was almost as soon as the first
shot was fired at the house and as soon
as she reached the safety of the barn I
heard that old shotgun bellow and I
saw a man fall.”

(Author’s note: Mr. Shoemake told me
this about Mrs. Starr with the assur-
ance I would not reveal it until after
Mrs. Starr’s death, as he was the only
witness to see her fire the shotgun.)

“I saw Cass Horn, the brother of Mrs.
Starr, run from the house and across
an oat field and fall down in a low place.
He was behind the house from the mob
and they did not see him, I am sure. I
never saw Nina, Pony’s little girl, run
home from her Grandpa’s. Guess I was
watching the mob falling and scream-
ing. I never heard Winchesters talk as
fast as those two in the hands of Joe
Davis and Pony Starr.

“When it was over, the whole town of
Porum was out there. Cliff Hester was
down, shot through the stomach right
in front of the house, and we picked up
two more, badly wounded and clearly
dying, out of the yard. One got about 200
yards northeast of the house and fell on
the prairie. One died on the way to the
hospital. We were going around gather-
ing up the dead and wounded among
the eleven dead and dying horses that
were down all over the place. A lot of the
damage seemed to me to have come from
the barn.

“Just as the mob broke up, I saw a
man whose horse was shot down go run-
ning across a pasture. Joe Davis came

out the back door running and shooting
after him. He ran in some heavy brush
and Joe went back to get on his pony,
which Mrs. Starr had at the door by
then. Pony and Joe rode south smack-
dab through the middle of the folks who
were gathering at the Starr ranch. They
rode on through the main street of Po-
rum heading for the hills. Not a single
shot was fired at either of them.

“] had left my dray at Dr. Vowell’s
and went over with the rest of Porum
and it was a bloody mess that I will
never forget. Men dead and dying, horses
dead and dying while screaming as only
a wounded horse can scream. I saw Eddie
Constiable, a range hand there, and I
saw Bonnie Call in the fight. He was
hiding behind_a cedar post, shooting. A
bullet cut a hole in his hat near the
very top and another cut his hair off
square across the top of his head. He
ran away and later my brother arrested
him for some more trouble and took him
to Muskogee. He got sick, and was moved
from the Muskogee jail to the hospital
and died there.

“After it was all over I asked a big
stock man, Frank Vore who lived at
Webber’s Falls, what he thought of the
feud and he said, ‘Tell you, Charlie, I
knew them all. I honestly think it was a
bunch of cattle thieves fighting a bunch
of cattle thieves.’

“That’s my opinion, too. I knew them
all, had no trouble with any of them.
When I was asked to use my dray to
haul the men from the scene of the riot
I told the deputy who asked me—it was

my own brother—‘You find your own
dray. I won’t use mine.” And I didn’t.

“I heard Jim Work tell my brother
Hugh not two weeks before he was killed
that the Davises didn’t have the guts to
shoot a man. I couldn’t help wondering
if Jim thought that while he was out
there dying. He was a sort of glory-
seeker, seemed to me. Always trying to
show how tough he was.”

OY PARSONS, when he was seventy-

nine and living in the old Pony Starr
ranch house, gave me his eye-witness ac-
count in 1964 also. And here we learn
one phase of the escape of Pony and Joe
never mentioned in the old records.

“Pony and Joe rode for the hills south-
west of Porum and they were heading
for the Jack Davis ranch near Eufaula,
but the pony that was in the barn, that
Mrs. Starr had saddled, was no good.
Pony knew he’d never get far with it, so
he and Joe agreed that Joe was to go
on to Jack’s and hide and wait there
for Pony.

“Pony rode north and a little west to
my brother’s place. My brother was Bill
Parsons, and he had a ranch on Dirty
Creek not far from Martin. Pony rode
there and hid out at Bill’'s while a kid
of a range rider named Wiley Brammett
went to Aunt Fannie Starr’s near Pony’s
home and got Pony’s good saddle horse
out of Aunt Fannie's pasture. Wiley
rode the horse back to my brother Bill’s
and late at night Pony took off for
Eufaula to join Joe. Brother Bill’s ranch
was just twenty-three miles from Po-
rum.

For some STRAIGHT answers to tune out Metal D

THE @7

THE ASSOCIATION is the largest sales and serv-
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~ “You see, when Pony got to Joe they
 had to ride clear over to Claremore to

. catch a train and Pony had to have a-

good horse. That’s all I know about the
whole thing but I heard several men say
there were more men killed in the mob
than anyone knew.

“I have found three .45-70 Winchester
cartridges in the yard here since I have
lived here. One I found just last sum-
‘mer.”

At last only Joe was left, the young-
ster who at nineteen had held off a mob
of some twenty-five to thirty men. Joe
was destined for more trouble and in
1916 was arrested and convicted of rob-
bing the Golden State Limited train in
Arizona. He was sentenced to a long term
in the pen, but a philanthropist became
interested in his case. Securing his re-
lease, the man was amply rewarded by
seeing Joe become a respected member of
society, living in quiet retirement in an
Oklahoma town. Talking with Joe in
1964 he told me, “Mrs. Myers, I have
spent fifty years trying to forget things
that happened. I was a kid, and I think
I have paid my debt to society. I’d rather
forget the whole thing.” I agreed with
 Joe that he had paid.

Last Train Through Hell
(Continued from page 15)

Many people ran to the Eastern Min-
nesota railroad tracks where a passenger
train and a freight had been hurriedly
coupled together. The train was held un-
til 475 people had climbed aboard; but
already the heat was raising big bub-
bling blisters in the paint on the sides
of the cars. As the two locomotives
pulled out of town the train’s engineers,
William Best and Ed Barry, from their
cab windows saw houses consumed al-
most instantaneously by heat and smoke,
never to rise again. And as in any
natural disaster, fate played tricks.

Ninety people in Hinckley sought
refuge in a cleared space along the rail-
road tracks and were burned to death.
More than a hundred were saved when
. they stood in the shallow waters of a
gravel pit. Others plunged into the roil-
ing waters of a creek on the northern
edge of town where some survived and
others were swept downstream by the
swift current and drowned.

N the meantime, the train from Hinck-

ley raced north ten miles to the village
of Standstone where it stopped for a
minute while the passengers shouted
warnings of the approaching fire. Once
more underway, the last car of the train
passed over the Smoking Kettle bridge
at Standstone just before the flaming
span fell into the gully below. Twenty
_minutes later, fire leaped out of the
timber and swept over the village, de-
stroying it almost completely and burn-
ing forty-five people.

The Denver (Colorado) Rocky Moun-
tain News for September 4, 1894 carried
the following item concerning Sand-
stone: “Sept. 3.—About all that remains
of what was once a prosperous village,
Sandstone, is the small shack used by
the Sandstone Company for an office;
and this would have met the same fate
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as the rest of the buildings but for the
fact it was located near the quarry and
the flames missed it. Crowded into it and
another house were over 200 people who
had lost everything except the clothing
they wore.

“When the St. Paul and Duluth relief
train from Duluth arrived at Miller’s
junction, word was received that the
town of Sandstone was entirely burned
and the people were in need of immedi-
ate aid. A party from the relief train
started with provisions to look after the
destitute people.

“After passing the Eastern Minnesota
tracks; and before coming to the glow-
ing coals and ashes that marked all that
was left of Sandstone, several bodies
were seen, the victims apparently having
been overtaken by the flames as they
were fleeing to safety.

“On reaching the quarry below the
town where the people saved were wait-
ing, the relief people gave them provi-
sions; and those who were not injured
were sent to the relief train about four
or five miles away. Those who were
burned and children were left in the
Sandstone Company office building until
today when they will be cared for.

“All of those saved at Sandstone were
in the river when the cyclone of flames
passed by and only managed to escape
by wading as far instream as possible
and throwing water over one another.

“The coming of the flames sounded
like thunder and came with such ra-
pidity that the people who lingered to
save property or neglected to seek safety
in the river, perished in the avalanche
of flame. As far as could be determined
between forty and fifty bodies were
lying in the streets burned to a crisp.

“The relief committee paid scant at-
tention to the dead, as the living needed
immediate aid. The town had a water-
works but as one of the Sandstone sur-
vivors remarked: ‘The whole of Kettle
River would not have had an effect on
the solid sheet of flames that advanced
on the town and swept it out of existence
in less than an hour.

“The relief train took 245 people back
to Duluth for aid.”

ANOTHER excerpt from the Rocky

Mountain News stated: “Milwaukee,
Sept. 3.—A special from Iron Mountain
says that the whole northern and eastern
country is a mass of burned ruins and
the loss will amount to thousands of
dollars. Yesterday the people of Norway,
Wisconsin had to fight the fire for ten
hours to save their town from destruc-
tion. The intenseness of the heat may be
judged from the fact that vegetables
were cooked in the ground.”

Train number four was on its way
from Duluth to St. Paul with Jim Root
at the throttle of the locomotive when
he saw men, women and children rush-
ing up the track toward the train. Root
stopped the engine and climbed down
from the cab. White-faced children were
boosted aboard by women whose hair
had been singed and men with blistered
hands whose eyebrows had been burned
away. The people informed Root that the
nearest water was a swamp hole known
as Skunk Lake some six miles back.

He climbed back into the cab and re-
versed the engine. As he opened the
throttle a terrific explosion came from
somewhere outside. It shattered the cab
windows, and flying glass inflicted cuts
on Root’s neck and forehead. As the train
pulled away, railroad ties were aflame
and so were parts of the coaches. The
far end of the train was ablaze.

In the cab of the locomotive Root was
momentarily overcome by the heat, and
he fainted. When he came to, the train
was moving very slowly because he had
instinctively partially closed the throttle
as he passed out; Root pulled it wide
open and the train raced backwards to-
wards Skunk Lake.

The coal in the locomotive tender was
on fire when the train stopped at Skunk
Lake. Grabbing a pail in the cab, the
fireman leaped down, obtained buckets
of water, and threw them upon the burn-
ing coach doors so tle passengers could
alight in safety. Many people plunged
into the water and muck of the hole.

Engineer Root lived, as did some 800
others who came to Skunk Lake, but
the fire had taken an awful toll of life
and property. It destroyed the towns of
Hinckley, Sandstone, Mission Creek,

Evidence of the destruction of millions of board feet of lumber in the Minnesota fires.

-3
!

4

Courtesy Denver Public Librarly Western Collection

True West



TN ot =

Pokegama, and Partridge. The death list
was not completed until six weeks after
the fire when the body of a farmer was
found deep in a well on his farm. The
fire had claimed 413 victims.

From 1870 until the end of the cen-
tury it is said that the annual loss from
forest fires averaged $50 million dol-
lars. No Federal legislation dealt with
fire prevention and no organization was
set up for the purpose of fighting forest
fires. In the absence of Federal and state
regulations, early-day logging operations
were wasteful and created conditions
which made holocausts almost inevitable.

Logging crews working through a
forest left treetops and branches in
their wake in great stacks. Railroad
builders left acres of branches and tree-
tops where they cut timber for ties and
other construction purposes. These tops
and branches, when they dried, became
as inflammable as tinder. In logged-over
areas, a bolt of lightning or a carelessly
extinguished campfire could very quickly
turn a beautiful forest into a hellish
inferno.

In the fall, the dried branches and
treetops were in their most combustible
state, and forest fires were most likely
to occur during that time. To people
living in the logging country, autumn
was a particularly anxious time of the
year, for it was then that hunters were
roaming the woods creating additional
hazards by their occasional carelessness
with fires, matches, and burning tobacco.

Rodeo Champion Earl Thode
(Continued from page 23)
IN 1937, he entered only two rodeos, one
in Prescott, Arizona where he won

second and one in Calgary, Canada,

where he took first in the brones. At the
great Calgary Stampede, Earl Thode
was to ride his last brone. As he stepped
down he was run over by the pickup
horse, dislocating his left elbow.

When he retired from active rodeoing,
his time was spent in ranching and as
arena director for various shows. For
years he was director of the “Fiesta de
los Vaqueros” in Tucson. He also traveled
to New York City to direct the Madison
Square Garden show, where he had
competed many times. During this period,
Earl was active in the Masonic Lodge
in Casa Grande, riding in all the El
Zaribah parades on his famous stud
Bosok, his retired rodeo horse.

In the 1950s Earl Thode bought the
old Francy Ranch in Vernon, Arizona
in the beautiful and rugged White Moun-
tains. He moved most of his interest
there and decided that would be the end
of the trail, as he loved the high wild
country. Across from the old home ranch
an arroyo was dammed up to form a
big lake which was stocked with various
kinds of game fish to be enjoyed by his
family and friends. Earl Thode little
dreamed as he worked so hard on the
beautiful lake that before they would
have a chance to really enjoy it, it would
take his life. On May 18, 1964, Earl
Thode was drowned. A small treacherous
boat capsized and threw him into the
lake’s icy waters. His grave lies in the
little Mormon cemetery of Eager, over-
looking his ranch in the beautiful White
Mountains he loved so well. He was my
neighbor for years.

Les Mason, one of Earl Thode’s bronc riding students, is shown here winning the
National High School Bareback Championship in 1970 on Grey Back.
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Southwest Writers Series

The Southwest Writers Series now in-
cludes 37 titles on great authors of
the Southwest. The series features bio-
graphical information on each author,
evaluation of his work, and a selective

bibliography.

Facsimile & Reprint Editions

Steck-Vaughn’s Facsimile and Reprint
Series is an exciting assortment of South-
ern, Southwestern, and Western books in
their original forms which give insights to
their periods.

For complete lists of these titles or in-
formation on other Steck-Vaughn titles,
send the coupon below.

[J] Southwest Writers Series

[] Facsimile and Reprint Series
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Address
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Q%) STECK-VAUGHN COMPANY
PUBLISHERS
Vaughn Bldg. ¢ P.O. Box 2028 ¢ Austin, Texas 78767
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C. M. Russell
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Two complete decks in
each set. Relive the
drama of the early west
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and ‘‘When Blackfeet
and Sioux Meet.”
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packaged. Postage free
and our money-back
guarantee. Order today,
or send for our FREE
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{ LEANIN'4 TREE
Box 1500 RANCH
Boulder, Colorado 80302

MAKE BIG MONEY

raising Chin-
chillas, Rabbits,
Guinea pigs for
us. Catalog—
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KEENEY BROTHERS
New Freedom, Pa. 17349
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Western Wear

F R E E CATALOGUE

“Western Hat Center of the World”

Boots—Ceats—Riding Accessories

LUSKEY'S WESTERN STORE

DERT.3Ti 101 NORTH HOUSTON ST.
FORT WORTH, TEXAS 76102
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Blevihs
Stirrup
Buckles
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IMPROVED
$ 5 25
per pair

Sleeves same as
older style, the
tongue has no
hinge or strap.
Easy to change
stirrup lengths
quickly and easy
to  install—won't
slip  or stick.
Made of stainless
steel and heat-treated aluminum. Sleeves cov-
ered with leather prevent rubbing horse or
saddle. Available in 2/4,” and 3” widths. Order
either new, improved or the old style buckle.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

AT YOUR DEALERS OR

BLEVINS MF6G. CO.

WHEATLAND, WYOMING 82201
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Sales—Rentals—Terms

LEE BAKER

16212 East 14th, San Leandro, Ca. 94578
(415) 278-8535

WINCH
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winch battery operated.
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four wheel drives, pick
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2l
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DEER-TUG-WINCHES & OUTDOOR SUPPLY
P.0. Box 11192 Fort Worth, Texas 76110

4,000 LB.

guaranteed or purchase price re-

BOOK AUTHORS!

Join our successful authors in a
complete and reliable publishing pro-
gram: publicity, advertising, hand-
some books. Send for FREE report
on your manuseript and copy of
How To Publish Your Book.

CARLTON PRESS Dept. TWT
84 Fifth Ave., New York 10011

INDIAN CRAFT SUPPLIES

88 PAGE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG
5 B Indian craft kits, bulk supplies,
war bonnets, beadwork, efc.
Send 25¢ for catalog.

GREY OWL

Indian Craft Compan
150-02 Beaver Rd., Dept. -7l

Jamaica 33, N.Y
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Grass-Grown Streets

(Continued from page 21)
Downs by name—must be credited as one
of our far West’s unsung heroes, because
when Stanford later sold the Lincoln for
$400,000, he was able to join Hopkins,
Crocker and Huntington in building the
Central Pacific Railroad. Further, he
went on to become a U.S. senator, gov-
ernor, and founder of Stanford Univer-
sity—all because a now-forgotten mine
foreman had more faith than his boss.
Sutter Creek has other claims to fame. At
one time it was the site of the largest—
and only water-powered—iron foundry
in the United States; and the notorious
Hetty Green owned outright the great
Central Eureka gold mine.

The village actually possesses more
charm than many of its better known
neighbors. The Methodist Church has
long since celebrated its 100th anniver-
sary, and the venerable Botto Saloon still
overlooks the townsite, silently keeping
its numberless secrets. I especially rec-
ommend the town’s outskirts to those
packing metal detectors; and to the
gold-panners, its many sand-bottomed
streams.

WHETHER your drive south from

Sutter Creek to Jackson will require
ten minutes or three hours will depend
on your love of, and thirst for, the last
remnants of California’s fabulous past.
Actually, the distance is a mere four
miles, but you’ll probably make numer-
ous stops to explore and photograph the
relics of a long past era.

Near the outskirts of Jackson are con-
venient rest stops where camera buffs
can let themselves go, panning the valley
with its old townsite, and the Kennedy
Mine’s gallows frame. The Kennedy is
reputed to have the deepest vertical shaft
in our country—5,918 feet; a headframe
100 feet high which cost $210,000; and
more than 150 miles of underground
workings. The tailing wheels, built in
1912 to carry the mine’s waste over a
spur to a pit beyond, are 68 feet in diam-
eter. These enormous wooden wheels car-
ried away 500 tons of tailings a day.

Across the highway slouches the skele-
ton of the Argonaut whose underground
tunnels once connected with those of the
Kennedy. Tragedy struck the Argonaut
in 1922, taking forty-seven lives. Miners’
bodies were removed through the Ken-
nedy tunnels. The Kennedy produced
$35,250,00 as contrasted to Argonaut’s
production of $25,200,000, both amounts
based on the price of gold during that
time. These two titans of western gold
mines welcome visitors to their surface
workings via directed tours.

Jackson affords its share of windows
into the past if you avoid the main street
in favor of its byways. Off the beaten
trails, quaint houses are still in abun-
dance—with gingerbread, fan windows,
flower-spattered front yards—all ready
for your shady, leisurely strolls. The
business center, however, has been
marred by recently constructed facades,
and the one-time lamplit “Houses of
Joy” are rouged with neon to compete
in more legitimate ways for the visitors’
dollars.

 perous

A brass plate has been set in the side-
walk at the exact spot where pioneer
Jjustice was meted out at the old hang-
man tree many times during bonanza
years.

Mokelumne Hill was rowdy—and no-
body pretended it was nice. Nor is its
history confined to local violence. Twice
it waged “foreign wars,” adding alien
blood to that already staining its streets
and outskirts. Situated seven miles south
of Jackson, “Mok” Hill is one of the
most fascinating along the Ghost Town
Trail. Its moss-grown buildings are of
every conceivable material, including
stone, wood, rhyolite tuff and brick.
These are scattered without form or pat-
tern, many of them sagging or collapsed
from age. Strangely, this very farrago
intrigues both tourists and outer-fringe
fanatics alike. Scores walk gingerly
along the somber sidestreets or climb
chewed-up spurs to stare down on a
town which was swept out of life long
before its contemporaries.

Perhaps when we search for the cause
of Mokelumne Hill’s early violence we
should remember that the area was
thronged with a conglomeration of peo-
ple of all nationalities.

The “Mok Hill” vieinity was the rich-
est placer field in Calaveras County—
so abundant in free gold, in fact, that
after its first discovery in 1848, claims
were limited to sixteen feet square. South
of town, in Chili Gulch, one Dr. Concha
not only worked his own claim with peon
laborers, but compounded the felony by
registering additional eclaims in their
names.

In 1849 slavery was much frowned
upon in California, so the Mok Hillites
summarily declared war on Concha and
his Chilean workers. Whether due to the
slavery question or because they were
weary of the slaughter in their own
town—at least one murder every week-
end for seventeen weeks, with five citi-
zens dispatched on one occasion—the
miners attacked Chili Gulch, defeating
the doctor—but not without several
deaths on both sides.

Apparently contented to butcher each
other for a while, the Mokelumne Hill
miners didn’t declare another “foreign
war” for two years—that one as unpro-
voked as the assault on Chili Gulch. In
1851 a group of French miners staked
their claims and founded a community
high atop a knoll which they named
French Hill. They were industrious, ex-
cellent at their trade, minded their own
business, and soon had developed a pros-
little village. Those reasons
alone were sufficient to arouse the “Mok
Mob”—but when the “foreigners” dis-
played a French flag at their diggings,
the self-styled Mokelumne Hill Vigilan-
tes charged up the hill, armed to the
teeth with every makeshift weapon at
hand, dispersing the Frenchmen for all
time. There was no apparent excuse for
the infamous “French War.” Research-
ers other than I have attributed it to
envy and greed.

S I drove out of Mokelumne Hill I
passed the last, tattered remains of a
proud and pillared store. Melancholy
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seemed to drift down from French Hill,
and I suddenly recalled the words of a
great U.S. President: “We have earned
the hatred of entrenched greed.” To enter
the crumbly environs of a century-old
town, ease down its pastoral by-roads
and sorrow over weedy yards girdling
long-abandoned homes, almost invariably
conjures up a gentle people, living un-
disturbed lives in a tranquil world. And
usually this imagery is consistent with
the facts, because the law-abiding out-
numbered the mobs. The Hartes, Twains
and Stanfords, together with multitudes
of hard-toiling solid citizens, far eclipsed
the Frees, Cranes, Bonneys and Stantons.
Knowing this, I’ve never nursed a bad
taste from one old diggings to the next.
Thus, the pleasant eight-mile drive to
San Andreas washed away all thoughts
of the envious and the covetous who had,
on occasions, swarmed over others’
claims.

SAN ANDREAS is steeped equally in
fantasy and history. The Joaquin
Murieta legends—mostly local inven-
tions—I deem too unfounded to consider
here. Conversely, it’s a matter of record
that Black Bart was here as a concrete
facet of the town’s story—he belongs.

With two exceptions the colorful style
of 1850 San Andreas must be searched
out behind its present-day business dis-
trict. When the highway was widened,
dozens of venerable buildings which had
lent character to the town since the
1860s were razed. However, the old Odd
Fellows Hall and the Chamber of Com-
merce Building—both dating back a cen-
tury—still stand as examples of San An-
dreas’ former charm. And the residential
area fairly oozes the serenity of “Home-
town America.”

As I sauntered along a quiet bystreet—
notebook under my arm—I was looking
for a friend, preferably a talkative and
well versed one, and good fortune was
with me. She was tall—leggy, but not
thin—fresh and brisk like the wind. Her
sunny cheeks and slightly tilted, freckled
nose attested to a life outdoors. She had
been raking leaves between the curb and
sidewalk, but as I approached she
stopped, leaned on the rake, a broad
smile crinkling the bluest eyes I'd ever
seen. When she spoke her voice was
friendly. “Never seen you before. Look-
ing for somebody? 1 know every soul
on this street.”

“Nobody in particular,” I replied, “just
someone who can fill me in on San An-
dreas—no Chamber of Commerce stuff—
but sort of pre-progress data for a maga-
zine article.”

She walked over and sat on the curb.
Removing her gardening gloves, she
stuffed them into one apron pocket, pro-
duced cigarettes and matches from the
other. Dropping down beside her, I ac-
cepted a smoke, and we introduced our-
selves,

“Don’t be taken in by the Joaquin Mu-
rieta stories,” she said. “Oh, he was here
all right—might even have stopped oc-
casionally—but the ‘tall ones, such as
the bulletproof vest myth, have been in-
vented, then have grown through the
years.”
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“Any land feuds—claim jumping?” I

asked.

“Not really. A hundred years ago the
Mexicans worked these fields unmo-
lested. Then the Americans came in and
crowded them out with little or no blood-
shed. When the pickings got too lean,
the Americans moved on and the Chinese
worked tailings that were too lean for
the others.”

“How about Black Bart? He must’ve
given the town some pretty nervous mo-
ments, according to my sources.”

My new friend flicked her cigarette
into the street, then sat smiling for sev-
eral moments before answering. “Bart
pretty well covered the Sierra roads—to
the tune of about thirty stage holdups—
but there are no records to tie him into
a caper in San Andreas. Besides, he’d
hardly have caused any real scares since
he never fired a shot or harmed a victim.
It was our sheriff here in Calaveras
County who finally caught Bart near

Copperopolis—the sheriff and a Wells .

Fargo man.”

She asked if I'd visited the Odd Fel-
lows Hall and Chamber of Commerce.
When assured I had, she directed me to
the old Pioneer Cemetery west of town.
I’'m glad that I accepted her recommen-
dation, and I sincerely pass it on to you.
History is there, green with moss and
blackish with lichen—scribed, carved,
even crudely scratched into century-old
concrete, sandstone and marble—but it’s
there, so read it before it’s obliterated by
the soft summer breezes and the harsh
winter gales.

Long will I remember San Andreas
and Prudence L. I hope that someday
our paths will again cross on that same
tranquil street, off the beaten trail. I'd
even bring my own rake and gloves!

BETWEEN San Andreas and Carson I

stopped in Angels Camp only to have
my gas tank filled. Angels Camp seems
bent on never letting the world forget
that it was the setting of Twain’s “Jump-
ing Frog” story. Consequently, the town
is jumbled around the statues of Twain
and the legendary frog. The town’s pla-
cer deposits gave out quickly, so it be-
came a mining center, never achieving
the colorful distinction of other Sierra
ghost towns.

Between Angels Camp and Carson Hill
the last moldy vestige of Albany Flat—
circa 1850—is rapidly disappearing. Only
one structure endures to mark the site of
a one-time town. It once was the home
of James Romaggi, native of Genoa,
who planted orchards and grapes to ful-
fill his dream of developing the finest
ranch and village in the Mother Lode.
Today any vestige of a ranch or vineyard
is gone, but the remains of the massive,
sprawling old house retains the dignity
of its 120 years.

Carson Hill was the richest camp in
all the Sierra Nevada fields during the
gold rush era. The town was named in
honor of James Carson who arrived at
the location with George Angel, founder
of Angels Camp, and the Murphy broth-
ers, founders of Murphys.

The portal of the famous Morgan Mine
tunnel—fifteen miles long, but now un-
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o . nugget was

old Morgan that the nation’s largest gold
recovered — weight 195
pounds; value $73,710.

The present town is shrouded by enor-

Y - mous trees, and its tranquility is price-

less. Along the silent streets I could
barely distinguish each house in the
deepening twilight. One cabin—nearer
the street than its neighbors—invited me
to pause and share for a while its wistful
lonesomeness. I still remember the ivied
_ chimney and the cat drowsing on a sag-
ging front porch.

I realized with sadness that night how
near the end of my journey down the
Sierra Ridge really was. My wish was
that some of the smaller camps had been
accessible—such as Hardscrabble, Lov-
ers’ Hollow, Pitchfork and Bedbug. Then,
as I drove through the hush of high-
country night, my anticipation height-
ened at the thought of Columbia,
Chinese Camp, Coulterville and Bear
Valley ahead.

Flight From the Bosque Redondo
(Continued from page 37)

At last they, too, lifted their blankets
~ and stood before him and he embraced
each, warning them to be very careful in
leavmg camp—to watch until the guard
had passed, and then to go silently to the
_ closest clump of vegetation and remain
motionless until his return trip was made.
They stole silently into the darkness.

After a long interval San Juan came
to the fire to tell the father that the
men whose only weapons were their
primitive ones were leaving. The two
seated themselves. Occasionally one went
to a few of the arbors to replenish the
fires with wood. Then they seated them-

E selves and talked softly of the bewilder-

ing conduct of the white men, of their
treatment of the Indians. Until the com-
ing of the white men the Apache had
never known hunger. They had been a
wild, free people. The Mescaleros were
one of a number of Apache tribes whose
territory was that between the Rio Bravo
(Grande) and the Pecos. It extended
from the mountains of northern New
Mexico far southward to the land of
dates and tropical fruits. They were a
nomadic people, wandering where they
wished or remaining in one place so long
as it suited their needs. Their migrations
had assumed a pattern determined by
the seasons and the harvesting of foods.
When the century plants started
thrusting their huge central blossom
stalks upward, the Mescaleros cut away
the thorny leaves so that they might
reach the stalk and cut it for food. They
left enough of the leaves upon it to pro-
“tect it during the baking. In pits used
year after year and lined with flat stones,
they burned wood to form a bed of coals
and upon them they placed much green
vegetation. Then they filled the circular
pit with the cabbages of the plant, cov-
ered them with more greenery and topped
the whole mass with clay which was
tamped down for three or four days.
When the heads were removed and peeled
the juice had candied. The mass was cut
into thin slices and dried. It kept in-
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shafts is 5,000 feet deep. Tt was from the

‘definitely and ‘Wés very nutritious. A

yvear’s supply was prepared and distrib-
uted in various caches, all near water,
over the routes they were accustomed
to traversing.

When the heat of the spring caused
the Mescaleros to move to the White
Mountain they made their homes upon
its slopes where the weather was cool
and pleasant. They planted corn and
pumpkins in the little canyons of the
Bonito and Ruidoso; and they remained
until the deer had fattened upon the
mast and pifions. They killed enough

_for their winter’s supply of meat; and

they tanned every hide for use in making
clothing and coverings for their tepees.

The Mescalero Apache chief, Peso.

When they left for Mexico they cached
their cooking pots, a supply of meat and
mescal, and sometimes surplus weapons
for use upon their return. At each source
of water they knew that if attacked and
forced to break camp without being able
to take supplies they would find some
wherever they stopped again for water.

Why had the white man wished to de-
prive them of this land which the
Apaches had never despoiled? Why did
he seek to exterminate them? Had not
Carleton ordered Indian men shot on
sight? Why had they been driven like
cattle from their camp on the Bonito
where they had, as Cadette had promised,
refrained from fighting? They had
scrupulously kept their word to the sol-
diers, who had in return promised food,
clothing, and blankets. True they had
received a few of the latter but never
enough food to satisfy hunger. Nor were
they permitted to hunt. Though deprived
of the few guns they had, they could
have killed deer with their bows and
arrows had the soldiers not killed the
deer.

Could it be for the gold the white man

IR S T TR

50 coveted that he dug in the earth until

the mountains protested? No Apache
wanted the forbidden stuff; and no
Apache wanted to claim as his own prop-
erty some tract of land which Ussen had
created and given to all Indians.

They agreed that it was the cruel
and ruthless Nan tan Carleton who had
come in from the West who had brought
these terrible tribulations upon the
Apache. Though Kit Carson had bidden
them camp on the Bonito, it was the
officers at Fort Stanton who ordered
them to leave that camp because they
were polluting the water. How could that
be when the Mescaleros as well as all
other Apaches, had no sickness? They
had never known a “children’s” disease;
they had never had the common cold;
above all else, they had never had the
dread “white man’s disease” which the
Navajos had contracted from the sol-
diers. Their women were chaste. Only
one sickness did they know—the viruelas
of the Mexicans. It was that sickness
that had caused hundreds of deaths
among the Navajos, camped upstream
from them. So many had died that the
bodies could not be buried and the sol-
diers had compelled the Navajos to throw
the bodies into the water. In November
the river was low, and the bodies did
not wash downstream but remained in
the holes, infected with vermin. The
Apache does not fear death, but he fears
the dead, even his own beloved dead.

And now their helpless women and
children were fleeing in the darkness,
which they also feared because the ghosts
of the dead are abroad in the night. Yet
not one woman, not one child, had pro-
tested making the attempt at escape.

That first terrible summer at the
Bosque Redondo had been bad, very bad,
for the Apache had not been given the
pick and shovel by Ussen as had the
white man. His was the bow and arrow,
the lance and sling. Yet he had bent his
back, dug ditches, and planted seed.
Though seldom he had enough food to
satisfy his hunger, he fared much better
than he had the second year (1864) when
thousands of enemy Navajos had been
brought to the Bosque to harass and rob
him. Starvation was preferable to living
adjacent to the Navajos. Worst of all
was this terrible disease.

THE DIPPER told them that it was

time to leave. Everything was quiet
as they slipped noiselessly past the
guards, and into the night with a few
other men armed as they were. Not until
they were well out of hearing did San
Juan speak: “Our great chief [Cadette]
has kept his word. He promised to stay
here; and when the chief gives his word,
it is binding upon every member of his
tribe. He promised to stay if we were
supplied with food and clothing. Some
was given as promised, but far too little
to supply our needs. But he did not
promise to stay and drink the water off
the bodies of the dead. Had we done so,
we would soon have joined those dead.
There was no other way.”

The two little girls easily evaded de-
tection by the guards, and slipped slow-
ly and softly from the camp. Hand in
hand they felt their way through the

True West
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spare vegetation, slipping occasionally

from hummocks, turning aside the cacti.

They stopped at intervals to listen for
pursuers. And at each stop Oo nah kah
checked the directions by looking at the
Fixed Star about which the Seven turn.
All they had to do was keep those at
their backs.

It was well past midnight when the
older girl realized that the Star had
moved in the sky. It was no longer at
their backs but over their right shoul-
ders. Suddenly she knew that they were
going away from the river when they
should have been traveling parallel to it.
She turned -and started south. A long
time later she reached the brink of a
dry arroyo. Again she checked her direc-
tions. The arroyo must lead to the river;
and all they need do was follow it. The
banks were steep. They crumbled as the
children slid into the water course. But
when day came, it would conceal them;
and it would afford a hiding place until
darkness came again.

But as they followed it, the river’s con-
tinual bending and winding confused
them until Oo nah kah was again in
doubt as to directions. And as the first
intimations of dawn appeared in the sky,
she could not determine the east. Too,
the arroyo was more shallow. That might
mean that its general direction was
westward. She must climb to the brink
and orient herself.

Until it got lighter it was useless to
go farther; she and Too neh must rest
awhile until they could see a long dis-
tance. Then, if there were a hill
near, they could climb it and look for
trees which would grow only along the
river. The nearest elevation was far
away from the arroyo, whose shelter the
Indian girls feared leaving, but crouch-
ing and taking advantage of cover, the
two girls climbed the hill. From its sum-
mit they could see nothing except the
sun’s light, but that was sufficient. Now
they knew how to find the Pecos. They
started downhill, running toward their
hiding place.

Too late! A horseman had seen them
and was riding to cut them off. Not a
soldier—an Indian. As he came near, Oo
nah kah recognized him to be a Navajo.
He pulled his paint pony to a stop beside
them and sprang from it to seize the
older girl by the arm.

“If you try to escape I will kill you,”
he said, and though the words sounded
different than if spoken in the Apache
tongue, they understood the man. He
was, Oo nah kah decided, not her father’s
age but already a chief. That meant
they were to be slaves to the Navajo. If
she had only taken that knife!

He made the older girl mount behind
him, and the younger after her sister.
“Hold to my belt,” he ordered.

S THE PONY climbed the hill and

descended the north side, the girls
obeyed instructions. But when it reached
level ground, Too neh loosed her hold on
that of Oo nah kah, who pushed it aside,
and by moving her head tried to warn the
younger against disobeying orders. But
Too neh persisted in attempting to pull
her sister’s right hand from the man’s
belt. When Oo nah kah realized that the

child must have a motive for so doing,
she permitted her sister to take her hand
and guide it downward toward the folds
of her sister’s high moccasin.

The Navajo spoke angrily and Oo nah
kah hastily replaced her hand upon his
belt. He wore nothing but breech clout,
moccasins—and beaded headband—and
that broad, bare back presented a tempt-
ing target. If she had only brought the
knife!

Her mind began to work nimbly. It is
in the folds of the high moccasins that
Apaches carry their valuables. What had
Too neh in hers? Could it be? :

A rabbit jumped from a clump of
brush and the horse shied sharply. Oo
nah kah released her hold of the belt, and
reached for Too neh’s moccasin. Her sis-
ter’s guiding hand enabled her to grasp
and withdraw a knife. As the horse
steadied itself again, the older girl lifted
the weapon high in both hands and
plunged it into the Navajo.

Again the horse shied. The Indian
rider sank slowly upon the neck of his
steed, and Oo nah kah pushed his inert
body to the ground. But Too neh, too,
had fallen from the horse. While Oo
nah kah struggled to get hold of the
buckskin thong with which the animal
was guided, her sister cried to her to
come back—to rescue her.

When Oo nah kah succeeded in turning
back the horse, she saw that Too neh
must have been hurt by the fall, for she
was still sitting on the ground. The
Navajo had raised his bow and fitted
an arrow into position for shooting. Oo
nah kah rode straight for her sister. The
Navajo fired the arrow straight at the
horse. To her great relief the girl saw
that it had fallen far short of its mark.
Perhaps the man’s strength had failed.
Regardless of that, she must get to her
sister. \

“Catch the horse’s tail as I ride past,”
shouted Oo nah kah; and rode straight
toward the child, guiding the horse be-
tween Too neh and the Navajo. She felt
the whiff of air as the arrow sped
past her head; but Too neh was so
frightened that she failed to catch the
horse’s tail as he sped past her. So the
attempt had to be repeated, until upon
the fourth trial the younger girl was
pulled to safety.

When Oo nah kah looked back, the
Navajo had slumped forward. Perhaps
he was dead. She did not wait to see.
With Too neh seated behind her she
turned the horse southward.

“And that is the way the story is
told,” said May Second.

The Three Mysteries of Indian Joe
(Continued from page 19)

dangerous thing and Joe’s destiny would
soon prove it.

It all started one day when one of
Granville’s more prominent and success-
ful businessmen received a threatening
message. In essence, the contents of the
note were this: He was to put a large
amount of money in a brown paper bag,
then drive his fancy team of blacks
(alone) across the railroad tracks and
north of town to the Buffalo Creek
bridge. There he was to place the paper
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bag under the bridge, get back in his
buggy and return to town. If he refused,
the note threatened harm—even kidnap-
ping—to his son who was three years
of age. The businessman was Clayton
Stubbins, the town’s banker. The threat-
ened child was his son, Donald.

Clayton, a soft-spoken, intelligent
young man, had learned early in life how
to handle tough situations. With his
father’s assistance he had built and de-
veloped his own bank (the first all-brick
building in Granville). He then had
built a beautiful two-and-a-half-story
home isolated by large pine trees just
on the outskirts of Granville. The home
was part of the largest farm combine
in Granville’s history. A huge red barn
housed the best breed of horses and
Holstein cattle. There were also addition-
al matched red buildings which housed
pigs, chickens, and turkeys. ;

He, his very pretty young wife, Molly,
and their little boy Donald, were quite
popular with Granville’s citizens. Three
more children (Lois, Allen and Edith)
would follow, but at this particular time
‘Donald was the bond which made the
Stubbins home complete.

AT FIRST the threatening note on the

child’s safety seemed so amateurish
it was almost comical. But Clayton Stub-
bins was not in a frame of mind to take
chances. A threat on his son’s safety
could not be ignored. Six of his trusted
friends agreed to stake out Buffalo

Creek Bridge on the night in question.
They scattered out around the bridge,

T
[

hiding in the tall broomgrass and weeds

‘that edged the creek banks. At twelve

midnight, paper bag in hand, Clayton
drove his team of matched blacks across
the railroad tracks and headed north to-
ward the wooden-railed bridge.

The clopping sound of his horses’ hoofs
echoed in the stillness of the night. Fi-
nally he pulled the team to a stop just
short of the bridge and stepped down
from the buggy. Knowing he was sur-
rounded by six unseen friends bolstered
his courage as he skidded down the em-
bankment and placed the paper sack
under the bridge, securing it with a large
rock. Then he walked back to his buggy,
turned his team around, and cautiously
moved out of sight into the darkness and
back to town.

Ever so quietly the six stake-out men
watched from their hidden places, their
eyes straining to see in the darkness and
their ears alert for the slightest sound.
Hour after hour passed uneventfully. As
dawn approached they could see that the
brown paper bag was still in place, the
large rock holding it fast. Then, as the
sun was just creeping over the horizon,
they heard the sound of horses’ hoofs.
Someone was approaching!

The six men crouched—hugging the
ground—in the tall broomgrass. They
barely breathed and their hearts pounded
fiercely as the sound of buggy wheels
grew louder and louder. When the buggy
stopped, a man stood up and looked all
around.

“It’s a false alarm,” he called out,
“come on, men, let’s go.” The man was

Donald’s father, Clayton Stubbins.

Each of the six breathed easier as they
came out of hiding and started toward
the two-seated buggy. Clayton jumped
down and skidded down the embankment
and under the wooden bridge. He kicked
the rock aside and picked up the brown
paper bag. As he reapproached the
buggy, he opened the bag and dumped
its contents on the ground before his
friends.

“You see,” he said, “that amateur con-
man wasn’t going to get anything any-
way.”

To his friends’ astonishment, there on
the ground at their feet lay a pile of
crumpled newspapers.

The blackmail story spread through
town as the day wore on. Everyone had
his own theories, his own suspicions and
imagined motives; but it was generally
known that if anyone knew who the
culprit really was, that person would
be Indian Joe. No one suspected Joe,
himself, but all agreed that if Joe ever
decided to open his trap-like mouth, the
rest would be easy.

PERHAPS that consensus and the ten-
sion that accompanied it was the
reason Joe went off on another of his
three-day binges. And, knowing how
whiskey was the only thing which could
loosen Joe’s tongue, the sender of the
threatening note began to panic also.
Three days later four men, working
on the railroad section crew, found the
limp (and very dead) body of Indian
Joe lying alongside the tracks near the
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Granville depot. Witnesses silently
watched as the four men carried the life-
less body down the wooden boardwalk
to the funeral parlor.

There was no autopsy, no period of
mourning, no church funeral. There was,
however, a large amount of buzzing
gossip and pool room small talk as to
how his death really occurred. Many of
the townspeople were certain he had been
murdered to seal his lips, then thrown
against the tracks to make it look as if
he had been hit by the nightly freight
train.

Others argued that indeed he could
have been staggering down the tracks
when the train came steaming through
town. They all pondered as to where he
had gotten his whiskey in the first place.

Indian Joe was placed in a plain pine
box and buried just outside the fence
(which was the custom) at the farthest
corner of Granville’s cemetery. The
closest thing to his unmarked grave was
the Great Northern Railway which ran
nearby.

But the mystery which surrounded In-
dian Joe’s death was to be nothing com-
pared to the mystery which followed a
couple of months after he was buried. To
verify a new rumor they had just heard,
some of the townspeople took to their
buggies and hurried to the far end of
the cemetery. There, they stood quietly
staring, thinking, wondering. At the head
of Joe’s grave was a blood-red tomb-
stone. It was handcarved from a piece of
red sandstone familiar to the area.
Carved at the top (half-moon style), it
rose conspicuously from the weeds which
surrounded the Indian’s remains.

The inscription had been chiseled out
by hand and read simply:

Oct 14
1903

The only new thing the lettering re-
vealed was that Joe’s last name started
with the letter “M.”

HOW did the mysterious tombstone
get there? When did it get there?
Where did it come from ?

Indian Joe was giving Granville’s citi-
zens more food for thought, and some
of them were getting a little edgy. From
where he had arrived was a mystery in
the first place. Secondly, the circum-
stances of his death had never been ex-
plained. Now there was the mysterious
tombstone!

Perhaps out of conscience, the towns-
people decided to have Joe’s remains
moved over the fence from the outside
prairie to the inside of the cemetery. A
compromise of conscience is what it all
amounted to; the new grave was to be
inside the cemetery, but just barely
inside.

Two men were hired to dig Joe’s
final resting place three feet inside the
fence. When that was finished they be-
gan spading the mound where the In-
dian’s remains still lay. When the casket
was free of the damp clay around it,
the two men raised it to the surface.

It was late afternoon and the few
cottonwood trees nearby were casting
long shadows across the earth. The

two workers hurried to lift the coffin
over the fence to its new resting place,
and in their haste, the coffin tilted and
something inside shifted noisily to one
side.

Both men were visibly shaken as they
set the pine box near the new excavation.
Neither could explain what kind of sound
they heard inside, and curiosity got the
better of them.

Using the blade of one of the spade
shovels, one of the men gingerly pried
open the coffin’s lid. In utter amazement,
the pair stood back to survey the con-

Donald Stubbins at three years of age.
Banker Stubbins’ infant son was the would-
be victim of the threatening note.

tents of the box. Inside was a broken
piece of buggy wheel and two discarded
rusty shovels. Nothing more!

The workers pounded the lid back in
place and buried the pine box at the new
site. After placing the red tombstone at
the head of the grave, they hurried into
town to reveal their findings.

Many explanations were forthcoming,
some of which touched on spirits and
witchery. But it was generally believed
that a small group of Joe’s Indian friends
had come quietly during the night and
removed the Indian’s broken body, leav-
ing in its stead the shattered wheel and
rusty shovels. The red engraved tomb-
stone remained “whole” as a monument
and as a reminder of three mysteries
which have never been answered. Where
did Joe “M.” come from? How did he
really die? Where is his body today?

Granville’s cemetery is typical of those
of small prairie towns which dot the
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Great Plains. Many of the graves are
well kept. Some of the tombstones are
quite large and are chiseled from solid
granite and marble. The singing of mea-
dowlarks is a pleasant, if wistful, sound,
and the color of wild prairie flowers
gives contrast to the broomgrass which
is everywhere.

But down in the farthest corner, away
from all else, stands a weathered sand-
stone headmarker. Badgers have dug
their holes into the grave, and weeds
have covered it to near obscurity.

Gladys Hunter, who was born in Gran-
ville and is considered the town’s his-
torian remembers how, when she was a
little girl, she and playmates used to
play among the tombstones in the prairie
cemetery. Inevitably one of the young-
sters would yell, “Look out! Here comes
Indian Joe!” And they would all scatter
like jackrabbits.

Truly Western

(Continued from page 4)
cember 1968 TRUE WEST brought back
memories of my past in Kentucky where
we logged trees with horses. I then came
north and spent seventeen years on the
Pennsylvania Railroad where men were
about the same type as the lumberjacks
—hard-working men who drank a little
on weekends.

Times haven’t changed much; only
less men are required to do the job. Chain
saws have replaced the axe almost en-
tirely and crosscut is on the way out.
Machinery on the railroad has done the
same thing. The trackman (which I was)
is disappearing fast. No more heavy
lifting, as there once was, to lay rail and
put in ties. I work in a factory now but
the memories of the past come up and
I wonder if the open air wasn’t better.—
Virgil Ward, Box 288, Bettsville, Ohio
44815

Three Graves On A Hillside

Since my letter came out in the June,
1967 TRUE WEST, I've had many re-
quests for information about the three
graves on the hillside west of Datil,
New Mexico. This is a true account
told to' me by my uncle John W. Cox
and his wife, Ettie.

They had been ranching a few years
and were well enough established to
1ave three men working for them. One
was Uncle John’s kid brother Joe. This
was about 1900.

One evening two Mexican men came
oy the ranch and made camp for the
night. They had two burros packed with
their bedding and clothes. They unpacked
and began to prepare their evening meal.
The two boys Uncle John had hired
decided to go out and talk to them and
find out the news about the country.
One of the campers threw a sheepskin
rug on the ground for them to sit on
and one of the boys said he took a little
stick and picked on the rug as he sat
there. These men said they had just
tome in from the small settlement of
Mangas and had been shearing sheep.
About the only news was that the small-
pox was raging over there.

Nine days later the two boys came
lown with the disease. Uncle John and
Aunt Ettie did all they could for them.
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Their 'neighb(')rs, the Morleys, who lived

about fifteen miles away, heard of their
sickness and rode down the canyon
within calling distance and found out
what they could do other than get near
the house. Anyone who hadn’t had small-
pox sure didn’t take any chance of
getting it for it was highly contagious
and most of the time fatal. The Morleys
rode to Datil to get what the sick boys
needed, if it was there to buy.

It was impossible to get a doctor as
the nearest one was sixty-five miles
away and it would require two-days
travel to make the trip. Travel in those
days was by horseback or by wagon and
there weren’t any telephones. The Mor-
leys would bring the supplies within a
mile or so of the ranch and hang them
on a tree limb high enough that coyotes
or other varmints could not get them.
The boys lived about a week, with Uncle
John and Aunt Ettie taking turns sit-
ting up with them; when they died I've
heard Uncle John had a Mexican man
come help with digging the graves and
burying them. Neither of their folks
could come as they were some distance
away. Nine days later Uncle Joe came
down with smallpox, but Uncle John
never took it. Aunt Ettie had had the
disease when she was a child.—Clara
(Cox) Osborne, 600 N. Spurgeon, Altus,
Oklahoma 73521.

Nelsons and Reuben Root

This is a follow-up of an article in
your April 1969 TRUE WEST. On page
38 you mention Jack and Kitty Nelson
and Reuben Root. I have known these
people since the early 1920s and all have
passed on now.

Jack and Kitty were caretakers at the
government dam at Bumping Lake for
years and I spent many happy days
fishing at their place. When the Nelsons
retired they built a cabin at Goose Prairie
and lived there until Kitty’s health be-
gan to fail when they then moved to
Yakima. Kitty passed away several years
ago and Jack lived with their daughter.

Jack wrote a book, We Never Got
Away, telling about his life at the dam.
My sister bought one of the books for
me for Christmas and Jack was to auto-
graph it for me but died before he could.
Reuben Root passed away many years
ago.—Howard A. Fear, 12908 Tisch Ave-
nue, Tacoma, Washington 98445

Dear Editor:

I was very much interested in “Peter
Filscov’s Promised Land” in the April
1969 TRUE WEST.

The straw burner pictured is a Reeves
double simple 32 H. P. I fired one in
Montana of the same make and size. I
also fired with coal and tended plows,
busting sod. Reeves was one of the best.
It’s a shame tnat such reliable and cheap
power had to be replaced by the Tin
Lizzy and gasoline. Many of these old
steamers can still be seen in action at
“Thresher Bees” and museums.

Up until I was ten years old I lived
in North Dakota. My folks took up home-
stead land in the Mouse River Loop
Country. I can remember the large fields
of flax, which was a beautiful sight in
full bloom. Newly broken sod was most

s

always planted to flax. It was a fast
growing crop and was best suited to new
land. Also, straw was a very good fuel
for the straw-burning steamers and was
often used for fuel while breaking sod.

I can remember the early-time sod
homes and the old sod barn on our
place. I still have a photo of our home,
with the coal shed made of sod. The aver-
age homesteader started out with sod
buildings; they were cool in the summer
and gave good protection from the long
cold winters. It was about the only ma-
terial at hand for the early pioneer and
not much skill was required to throw
up a set of buildings. Some of these
places were very crude but others, put up
with a little more sgkill and workmanship,
lasted many years.

Photos of these early homesteads, har-
vest scenes, etc. are often brought out
very clearly in your magazines. They are
interesting to us older ones and give the
younger people a chance to see how we
lived—Basil Buckmaster, Box 311, Eu-
reka, Montana 59917

Celestial Visit

This is my first time to write in to
you. I want to tell you about the time
I was reading a story in a 1962 TRUE
WEST issue called “Shadow of the
Cross.” 1 was reading the story to my
family one night when my oldest daugh-
ter said, “Look! Look!” I told her to be
quiet, that I was trying to read. When
I had finished the story, my daughter
said that she had seen an angel come
from the ceiling and land at my side
and put its hand on my shoulder and
then disappear back up toward the ceil-
ing. No one else saw the angel except my
g_aughter, who was nine years old at the
ime.

Since your magazines are read in
Missouri, maybe some of the readers
could help me concerning my grandfather.
I would like to find out if any of his
relatives are still living ‘there. My
grandfather’s name was William Oliver
Masters. He was horn: at Marble Hill,
Missouri, in 1845, and lived most of the
time at Bloomfield. He was in the Civil
War from 1864 to 1866, and served with
the 13th Regiment Veteran’s Volunteers
Missouri Cavalry and Company A, Second
Regiment Cavalry, Missouri State Mili-
tia.—Charles E. Masters, 614 Easley
Street, Fort Worth, Texas 76108

CORRECTION

Regarding photo identification in the Carls-
bad Caverns story (April, 1971 TRUE
WEST): Photo page 25—George Stone is
the seated figure in Throne Room; photo
page 24—George Stone is seated figure
among stone terraces. Jim White appears
in the photo directly above.

These errors were brought to our attention
shortly after publication by author B. D.
Sorrells and later corroborated by Mra.
George Stone.
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Galveston Disaster in 1900
(Continued from page 31)

It was Professor H. Walter Husky,
the principal of our school. With him was
Gordon, the colored man who took care
of the town doctor’s driving horses and
was a great friend of us children. They
were both strong men but it took all of
their strength to help us down the out-
side swaying stairway and across a va-
cant lot against the howling wind to Dr.
MecCoy’s more substantial brick building.
Other people had already sought shelter
there and the doctor’s wife and grown
daughter were helping frightened women
take care of their children. The doctor
was bandaging a man’s face which had
been cut by flying glass.

After Gordon boarded up the window
and went out to the barn to make sure
the horses were all right he and the pro-
fessor went out in the storm to lend a
helping hand where needed.

As the long night wore on, Mother
paced the floor and I know she was
thinking of what it was like out on the
bay where the mountainous waves could
toss a tugboat around like it was a match
stick.

WITH the coming of dawn the storm
died down. Mother looked out and
saw Dad coming. With a cry of relief she
ran out to meet him. The John P. Smith
had sunk at the wharf where she had
been moored in San Jacinto Bay, but
Dad and Frank Reynolds, the tugboat’s
engineer, were able to get ashore and
make their way over the storm-torn road
to La Porte. Dad had sent other members

of the crew ashore before the storm
reached its peak. He met Professor
Husky and Gordon and they told him
where to find us. Battered and weary,
those two men were still out helping
people in distress. Some men, Professor
Husky and Gordon!

All lines of communication were down
between the mainland and Galveston and
my folks were worried about relatives
and friends living on the island. When
Dad found out that a sloop named the
Tide had ridden out the storm on San
Jacinto Bay he made arrangements with
her owner, Mr. Eidelbauer, to sail her
to Galveston. Frank Reynolds and Mr.
Charpentier, a good sailor, volunteered
to go with him. The day after the storm
they set sail and I knew they were
among the first men to go to Galveston
from the mainland after the storm.

Mother was busy salvaging and drying
our furnishings in the MecNeil building
and we couldn’t watch the sloop go out,
but all the next day we anxiously
scanned the bay watching for her return.
In the late afternoon when we saw her
white sails billowing in the breeze we
hurried over the debris-littered road to
Morgan’s Point to see her come in.

The bayous and streams which emp-
tied into the bay, swollen by the torren-
tial rain, carried uprooted trees, wrecked
buildings, fence rails and dead animals
on their crests. The Tide was buffeted
by floating objects, but she was a sturdy
boat and made it safely through the cut
at Morgan’s Point from Galveston Bay
into San Jacinto Bay. There was no place
to land on Galveston Bay as the Sylvan

Pier at La Porte had been washed away.

Some of our relatives were on board
and with glad shouts we hurried to meet
them. They had gone through a night
of terror when the gulf water had forced
them to seek safety on the upper floor
of their house, but the house had stood
and they were safe.

Other news from Galveston was bad.
Some of the people who had lost their
lives were friends of our family. Father
was especially saddened when he found
out that a very close friend, Captain
William Letts, and his entire family had
been drowned. The Louise, a fine sea-
going schooner under the command of
Captain Letts, had ridden out the storm,
but he had gone home to his family. The
waves and wind wrecked his house and
he and his family were lost.

At one time Dad had owned the
schooner Colombo and for some time Bill
Letts had been her captain. My sister
still has an oil painting of the Colombo
when Captain Letts was her skipper.

I. R. Holmes, the head man of the
company that owned the John P. Smith,
told Dad they would have her raised
and put back in service; Dad could still
be her captain. But his plans were
changed. He had decided to move to
western Colorado. Not because he was
afraid of the sea. He knew it and loved
it, but he liked the Rocky Mountains
more, and he knew Mother would never
be happy on the Texas coast again.

We had been in Colorado once before
when I was a baby. Then Dad had owned
half-interest in a livery stable, had op-
erated a stage line to mining camps

Volunteers removing debris on 21st Street looking south.




Removal of dead bodies to the barges for burial at sea.

high in the mountains and had been a
lawman. He had been caught in the spell
of the Rockies and had always wanted to
go bhack.

In some ways it was a hard decision
for him to make. He had owned and
sailed several schooners—the Christine,
the Colombo and the big Mary Lorena—
had been partners with Dick Tompkins
in a fast sloop named the Ella with
which they won many races even against
the Country Girl, a fast sailing yacht
designed by blind Doctor Jack Beasley.
The Ella and the Country Girl were so
evenly matched that if Bill Lawton,
probably the best racing skipper on the
coast, sailed either boat he would win.
The only difference between the two
boats was Bill Lawton’s sailing skill.

Dad had a steamboat pilot’s license
and was licensed as a bar pilot to guide
big ships over the bar in and out of the
port of Galveston. Financially the coast
was good to him.

A great sea wall was built later to
protect Galveston, and a thriving and
beautiful city arose from the wreckage
but we were not there to see it. In No-
vember 1900 we boarded a train for Col-
orado and never went back to Texas to
live. It was not until 1954 that I saw
the city of my birth again. But I still
remember the night of the big storm.

Eitie and the Doctor Book
(Continued from page 84)

chance it. Wait till spring to go to visit
your folks.”

But Mrs. Manson still couldn’t believe
that Ella had had diphtheria since she
hadn’t been anywhere to catch it. She
must have had a bad spell of grippe.
They would make a bed in the wagon and
Ella could rest and be kept warm. They
would drive only to DuBois then take
the train. She would take Ella to see a
doctor just as soon as they got to Salt
Lake. Everything would be perfectly all
right. Ettie, who had become very fond
of the little girl while nursing her, told
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the child goodbye with the uncomfortable
feeling that everything was not going to
be all right.

The Mansons set off happily. Ettie
heard nothing of them for about a
month, then they came back without Ella.
“You were right,” Mrs. Manson told
Ettie sadly. “Ella died the day after
we got home. The doctor said she had
diphtheria and it had weakened her heart
so she couldn’t stand the trip.”

Ettie’s judgment was vindicated but it
was a sad triumph for her.

HERE WAS another time when

Ettie’s judgment was proved sound
and with happier results. A neighbor,
Rube Smith, was thrown from his horse
while working with cattle. He fell “like
a thousand bricks” and was unable to
get up. Men working for him carried
him into the house and someone let
Ettie know. She came as soon as she
could and discovered that Smith was not
seriously injured except for his leg which
had received a bad break. Ettie and Mrs.
Smith straightened the broken leg and
applied splints. Had it been impossible
to get a doctor, Ettie could and would
have set the break. But it was summer,
the weather fine, the roads as good as
they ever were, and Ettie’s son Charles
(then fifteen) owned a fast horse and
offered to ride to Salmon City for the
doctor. All agreed that was the thing
to do. The Smiths were well able to
take care of the expense.

I have been told, but I do not re-
member (and all who knew are long
gone) just how long it took Charles to
make that more than forty-mile ride to
Salmon from the Smith ranch, but he
must have set some sort of record for
people in the Lemhi recalled it long
afterwards. “A good horse and a good
rider. The doctor got to the Smith’s
much sooner than was thought possible.”

The doctor brought his case of surgical
instruments and after a brief examina-
tion declared, “Gangrene’s set in. That
leg will have to come off.”
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Smith was as stunned as if he’d been
hit with a club. He couldn’t, for the
moment, speak. The thought that he
might lose his leg had never entered his
mind. He hadn’t been in any great deal
of pain. Mrs. Smith was near to tears.

Ettie had seen gangrene and had
studied about it in Dr. Chase. “Rube’s leg
shows no symptoms of gangrene,” she
said quietly to Mrs. Smith. This gave
Mrs. Smith courage to ask the doctor,
“Isn’t there some test you can make?
Some-way to be sure it is necessary before
you amputate?”

Smith recovered his speech and started
demurring. Quite naturally the doctor
was not pleased at having his diagnosis
questioned, especially by ranch women
who weren’t supposed to know about such
things.

“I’ll show you,” he replied angrily.
“There’s pus on the bone.” Taking from
his case a long probe he jabbed it into
Smith’s leg clear to the bone in two
places. Smith yelped with pain. The
probe brought healthy red blood, nothing
more. The doctor was forced to set
the break which he did resentfully and
not too gently. The doctor asked and
received a very generous fee but much
less than he could have charged for an
operation, and clearly he had intended
to amputate.

Smith’s leg healed and served him well
the rest of his life, which happened to
be a good many years. The Smith family
had reason to be grateful to Dr. Chase.

But there came a time when both Ettie
and Dr. Chase were overruled with good,
even somewhat humorous, results. Con
Murphy, an Irishman who liked to dance
a jig and who was a bachelor neighbor
of the Webbs, was brought low with
some sickness marked by pain, fever,
sometimes delirium, complete loss of ap-
petite, and weakness. So ill was he that
friends who came to sit with him at
times shook their heads and “reckoned
he didn’t have much time left in this
world” or that he was “about to cash
in his checks.”

But Ettie never once gave him up. She
visited him as often as she could, dosed
him with what Dr. Chase recommended
—and most likely she prayed. One day
he seemed a little better and the next
morning she found him with pain and
fever gone. “I’m weak as a cat,” he told
her. “There’s a hole where me stummick
ought to be. I need something to put
strength into it.”

So far as Ettie could see there was
not a thing in the cabin suitable to fix
for a sick man to eat. But she had a
few chickens and there was nothing
better to put into a weak, empty stomach
than chicken broth. “I’ll bring you some-
thing good,” she promised Con, “just as
soon as I can fix it. It will take a
couple of hours.”

Ettie ran most of the way home. “Jim,”
she called to her husband, who was
splitting wood, “Con is going to get well.
He wants something to eat. Hurry and
kill a chicken. Don’t bother to pick it.
Just yank off its skin and pull out its
insides, while I get the kettle to boiling.”

Soon the skinned and well washed
chicken was in the pot with a bit of
rice added to give substance to the broth.

While it boiled, Ettie baked a custard,
“something tasty and nourishing but
easy to digest.” When all was ready she
took a jar of soup in one hand, the pan
of custard and a white napkin in the
other and hurried back to the sick man’s
cabin. There she spread the napkin over
an old platter to make a tray for a bowl
of the broth and a dish of the custard
and took them to Con, happy that she
had been able to supply just the right
food for a man who hadn’t eaten a bite
in days.

Con took two sips of the broth, one
spoonful of the custard and pushed them
away. “Me stummick don’t take to faney
vittles. Nothing in ’em to put strength
in a man. What I need is some cabbage
biled in hambone. There’s a couple of
heads of cabbage down in the cellar and
there’s a hambone in a sack hanging on
the outside. Now, Missy, if you’d be so
kind as to fix me a dish of that.”

“But, Con, boiled cabbage is not the
right kind of food for you just now.
You’ve been very sick.”

“Missy, me stummick knows what it
wants.”

Ettie went outside and located the
dingy flour sack hanging under the
protruding roof of the cabin. Upon
opening it she found the hambone and
what little ham was left on it, covered
with a thick, fuzzy mold. She showed
it to Con. “Look, this isn’t fit to eat.”

“Just scrape off the fuzz and wash
it in some sody water and it will be fine.”

Ettie scraped off as much of the mold
as she could, and put the hambone into
a pan of water to which she added a
spoonful of soda but with little hopes
that it would clean away the mold. Then
she lighted a lantern and went down into
the windowless cellar to get the cabbage.
She found the two heads, slippery and
slimy, with bugs feeding on them. “Rot-
ten clear through” was her verdict, al-
though they couldn’t have been quite
that bad. She brought up a head so Con
could see for himself that it was beyond
using. “I can’t fix this for you,” she
said. “It smells so that Old Hob [Con’s
cat] wouldn’t stay in the house if I
cooked it.”

Con was not interested in Hob’s re-
actions. “Slip off a few of the outside
leaves, then bile the rest of it good and
I’ll eat it.”

“No,” said Ettie firmly. “I can’t fix
you up a mess of spoiled food. If 1 did
and you ate it, it would most likely kill
you and I would be to blame.”

Con realized that argument was use-
less. Ettie would go to great lengths to
do a favor if she felt it right to do it.
If she didn’t, well then no meant NO.

“Missy, on your way home you’d oblige
me to stop at Mole’s and tell him I'd
like to see him, please.”

Mole Beard, an old prospector, lived
just off the short cut trail Ettie would
take going home. She could not refuse
to relay Con’s message. “But,” she
warned, “don’t let Con talk you into
fixing any of that rotten cabbage and
moldy hambone. Eating spoiled food can
make a well person mighty sick. It
could be the death of Con, sick as he’s
been.”

“I won’t do nothing to hurt Con,” the
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old man assured her.

The next day Ettie went again to see
how the sick man was faring. She hoped
that after she had gone he might have
changed his mind and eaten the good
food she had left for him.

Con was sitting up in bed, looking
much improved and just finishing a plate
of boiled cabbage. He grinned at her.
“That was fine,” he said. “Had some
last night; Mole fixed it for me like
I asked. Sets a man up. I told you me
stummick knows what it wants.” ;

“You could have knocked me over
with a feather,” Ettie said years after-
ward. “Con had been right at death’s
door for days, and then there he sat as
chipper as could be, having eaten that
stinking cabbage. I guess, like someone
said, ‘his stomach must be parboiled.’”

Con was soon up and around again
and ready for his favorite accomplish-
ment, dancing a jig.

FOR AS LONG as she lived, Ettie and

Dr. Chase’s book were never far
apart. Once during her later years a
young man gave her five dollars for tak-
ing charge when his daughter was born,
then staying and caring for mother and
infant for four days. That, I believe,
was the only cash Ettie ever received
for her ministrations. One woman made
her a gift of- a pair of goose feather
pillows and the Smith family showed
their appreciation with many kindnesses.
There may have been a few others, but
for the most part her pay had been
a “thank you.” It was all many had to
»ffer.

Sometime after Ettie’s death in 1934
[ visited Lemhi Valley and met Angie
who had been friend and neighbor of
Ettie’s when they both had young chil-
dren. Angie recalled the time her brood
>f six had all been “bad sick in bed”
with something, probably scarlet fever.
The baby was almost dead when Ettie
arrived and she could not save it, but
she stayed and nursed the others back to
1ealth. Gratitude still showed as Angie
said, “She was so awfully good in sick-
1ess.” A simple statement, but I was
vishing Ettie could have heard the way
she said it.

Ettie’s old dictionary wore out and was
replaced with a new one; somehow her
)ld Bible was lost; but the quaint book
Ktiquette and Deportment and Dr.
Chase’s Last Book of Receipts and House-
vld Physician came into my possession
when she had no further use for them.
Somewhat the worse for wear, they are
imong my keepsakes. Just a glimpse
»f those old books brings to mind a
rision of one who would not permit hard-
ship, tragedy, poverty or illness to de-
srive her of the education her mother
1ad longed for her to have and which
she herself so greatly desired. She had
ndeed been a brave girl, a remarkably
rourageous woman—Ettie, who happen-
:d to be my mother.

The $125,000 Saddle
(Continued from page 39)
yroducing any of the animals or other
igures overlaid on the silver plaques.
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Fach was handerafted as a separate
creation.

The leather in the saddle, the skirts,
fenders, tapaderos, and front and back
Jjockeys are of two thicknesses. The top
or outside layer is filigreed; that is, the
design has open work in it where the
background around the scrolls and floral
figures has been skillfully cut out. The
lining leather provides the backing. On
many saddles having a flower-stamped
or carved desigm, open spaces hetween
or around the leaves or petals are filled
in with a background stamping tool.
This tool makes a mass of small raised
dots which add to the beauty of the sad-
dle but do not require the skill or time
of a filigree job.

Ed’s saddle is the ultimate example
of gold, silver and leather artistry. By
adding diamonds or other precious stones
the value could be increased but only
the value, for the craftsmanship is con-
sidered unequaled anywhere.

ED BOHLIN has given various other

objects elaborate ornamentation and
beauty with gold and silver. His inlaid,
single action, .45 Colt pistols are also
in a class by themselves. He made the
first two for William S. Hart, then
later on completed guns for Tom Mix,
Buck Jones, and other motion picture
cowboys.

One of the many other unusual outlets
for Ed’s particular talent was in over-
laying telephones in gold and silver for a
small but discriminating group including
P. K. Wrigley, one of the DuPonts and
Mae West. Mae’s particular model had

an elaborate travel case for the many
trips between her homes in Hollywood
and New York.

I asked Ed how he got the experience
in working with leather and silver.

“I went to work for the Pitchfork
Ranch near Cody, Wyoming, and rented
a little shop in town where I worked
doing leather and silver work between
cowpunching jobs or horse wrangling.
The last job I had in Cody was in 1921.”

The year following was to be a mem-
orable one in Ed’s life for he left the
range to travel with a Wild West troupe.
It happened this way.

“I worked once more for the Antlers
outfit in 1922 and when 1 got through
I rode into Billings on my saddle horse—
leading two pack horses. I wanted to
buy some leather. I went by a motion
picture theater that, like many other
establishments, had a hitech rack in
front. I tied up the horses to see if it
was true, like the advertising said, that
they had horses on the stage! The ticket
seller told me to go back and look for
myself. I did. Entering back of the stage
I happened to see Augie Gomez who had
also worked for the Antlers Ranch. He
was doing trick roping, he said. Later
the owner of the act asked me to come
along. ‘Do you really mean it?’ I asked,
and he said, ‘Sure, you can ride the
bucking horse and do a little roping.’
So I joined up with them at $35 a week.”

This was the Gus Hornbrook vaude-
ville troupe which had been a popular
stage show for many years. In fact, this
was their twenty-eighth transcontinental
tour. “Arizona Joe and Cheyenne Days”
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The bridle and bit also match the unique designs of the silver work on the saddle.
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was the name of the act. Ed stayed with
the show until after Christmas and left
it in Los Angeles at the end of the run
at the Pantages Theater. A few things
happened the closing week which caused
him to think he could get a better job.

When the show had arrived in Los
Angeles, Ed had to ride one and lead the
other horses from the railroad car to
the theater. A stranger standing back-
stage immediately tried to buy the
elaborate leather jacket Ed had made
and was wearing at the time.

Ed told me, “Two nights later when
I opened the act, spinning a few loops,
I noticed the same man standing in the
wings watching. I missed a couple of
loops because I kept an eye on him to
see that he didn’t make off with my
coat. When I finished my part of the
act I went over to him and asked, ‘What
do you want? ‘I want to buy this coat,
the stranger said. ‘Here’s a check for the
$35 you asked for it the other night. I
looked at the check and it had Tom
Mix’s name and picture on it.”

Pat Christman, who worked for Mix,
told Ed to come out to the studio the
next morning. On his arrival he was
directed to the star’s dressing room
where he showed Mix a tooled leather
bag he had made. Tom told Ed he was
quite a leather worker and then asked
if he had made the fine alligator vamped
boots he was wearing, too. Ed said he
had and Mix asked if he could try them
on. The boots had beautifully hand-
carved tops, the kind of flamboyant style
which appealed to Tom, and they fit
perfectly.

Ed continued reminiscing saying,
“Dustin Farnum walked in just then
and they joked back and forth a few
minutes; after which the two of them
walked off. I stayed in there quite

oday, at seventy-five, Ed Bohlin shows
some of his former skill as a trick roper
by doing a stunt they call the “Buiterfly.”

True West
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VILLA’S THREE MILLION DOLLAR GOLD CACHE  NIGGER BENSE'S LOST SILVER
MINE ¢ THE LOST PLANCHAS DE PLATA LEDGE e FOLLOWING “MOSE” o THE
GOLDEN INCA SUN GOD » LOST LEDGE OF THE LONE ACE DESERT RAT + OLD
PASS DOUBTFUL + BEN SUBLETT'S LOST PLACER MINE « THE LOST DUTCH OVEN
MINE o THE LOSY ARCH PLACERS ¢ EMPEROR MAXIMILIAN'S BURIED FORTUNE

THE FALLING STAR GOLD MYSTERY

LOS ANGELES’ COMSTOCK

Buried Treasure Found I!
A Real Haul!
See Back Cover...

In This Issue—

THE FALLING STAR GOLD MYSTERY
SHOEMAKER'S MINE
SCHIEFFELIN'S GOLD

THE WEST'S MOST FABULOUS
GHOST TOWN

$180,000—NINETY FEET DOWN
LONG JACK

CORONADO'S LOST CHILDREN
VALLEY OF SILVER

LOS ANGELES" COMSTOCK

THE LOST VAN DUZEN MINE
GHOST TOWN—8,700 FEET UP
NEVADA'S LARGEST GOLD NUGGET
JACKASS GOLD

SLIPPERY GULCH

CAMP FIRE TALES OF LOST MINES
AND HIDDEN TREASURE (includes)
VILLA’S THREE MILLION DOLLAR

GOLD CACHE
NIGGER BENSE'S LOST SILVER MINE
THE LOST PLANCHAS DE PLATA LEDGE
FOLLOWING “MOSE"
THE GOLDEN INCA SUN GOD

LOST LEDGE OF THE LONE ACE
DESERT RAT

OLD PASS DOUBTFUL

BEN SUBLETT'S LOST PLACER MINE
THE LOST DUTCH OVEN MINE

THE LOST ARCH PLACERS

EMPEROR MAXIMILIAN'S BURIED FORTUNE
IN SILVER PLATE AND SILVER INGOTS

ON SALE AT YOUR LOCAL NEWNSSTAND JULY 8!
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"THE WESTERN POLO"

This tall, hand-
some boot offers
the maximum in
leg protection.
Available in a wide
variety of imported
French and U.S.
leathers. Your
choice of top, heel
and toe styles.
Prices depend on
leathers you
choose. Made to
order only. Write
for FREE
CATALOG and
ordering
instructions.

= WESTERN

. HATS, PANTS,
| SHIRTS,
SOCKS, ETC.

e

THE STUBBORN FISHER-
MAN, by Elda May Rob-
erts. (195 pages, hard-
back, 1970) The object
of this book is to survey
the life of a true fisher-
man; and to consider the
many ways in which the
history of such a man
departs from that of
men with more conven-
tional occupahons The
book is unique in that it describes the hlsfory
of a guide and his relationship with all with whom
he came in contact, expressing his general
philosophy of life. Regular price $6.95. Special
offer price $4.95 ppd.

STUBBORN FISHERMAN
P. O. Box 3338 Austin, Texas 78704

Bottle Collectors

Identify and price over 2500 new and old bottles in all,
18 categories. Get the All-in-One BEST SELLER by
John T. Yount, “BOTTLE COLLECTOR'S HANDBOOK
AND PRICING GUIDE.” No COD’s.
INFO BOOKS, P.O. BOX 5001
San Angelo, 2 Texas 76901 5395 =

Watch for the
September FRONTIER TIMES
...on sale July 20

20 ACRES $98 PER ACRE $25 DOWN $25 MO.
NEAR ELKO AND MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS

Land is off U.S. 80 Freeway and Humboldt
River near Meadow Valley Ranchos in Elko,
Nevada. Nearby land selling for over $500 per
acre. Good hunting and fishing. $1,950 full
price. $25 down, $25 month. 98 payments 6%
interest—annual percentage rate. $2462 deferred
payment price. Excellent investment, buy direct,
write owner: Box 1667, Glendale, Calif. 91209.
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awhile waiting. Then, bootless, I went to
the office to find out what had happen-
ed to Mr. Mix. ‘Oh, he went on location,’
the secretary said.

“‘But he has my boots on!’ I replied
furiously.

“‘That’s all right,’ I was told. ‘Here’s
a check for the boots and the bag.’”

It was a check for $250! Ed was al-
most speechless for he had never seen
that amount of money before and he was
so pleased he didn’t mind going back to
the hotel in his stocking feet. Pat
Christman told Ed the next day that
Mix wanted him to stay in town for he
could use a man of his talents.

It wasn’t long before Ed got his big
break. He had been working in a num-
ber of Mix’s pictures and one day he
was asked by Universal if he could make
400 buckskin suits for a motion picture
the studio was planning to make. Ed
quoted a price of $45 each. A day or so
later he was told he had the job and
was given a check for $22,000! The over-
payment, he found out, was to go toward
other work they had figured he could do.

This was the beginning of the million
dollar industry which has been known for
almost half a century as the Ed Bohlin
Saddlery. It should also be remembered
as the birthplace of the fabulous $125,000
saddle.

A Place Called X
(Continued from page 17)
die joined the fantastic diamond rush.

SO IT WAS DECIDED. They would

make a run for the diamonds. Cab
Tabernor, George MacGregor and Jack
O’Flynn bought their supplies as incon-
spicuously as possible. They swore to re-
gnain close-mouthed; prospectors always
0.

They got to Mattawa (Ontario) and
started out on the Ottawa River, heading
for that large X on the crude waybill.
After several days, they hadn’t seen
another person, and they felt confident
that no one followed on their back trail.

At Grand Lake Victoria, the three
men transferred to the Bell, all new
country, none of it mapped. Hour after
hour they ran white water. Day after
day they fought the thick brush and
willows along the shore as they scouted
unknown rapids.

The trip was more exhausting than
they had anticipated and it took longer,
but they kept going. The summer heat
was almost anbearable, and mosquitoes
“as big as robins,” deer and black flies,
and no-see-'ums drew blood until exposed
flesh became raw welts. Away from
water it was unbelievably quiet, except
for the occasional plaintive song of a
camp robber or the eerie, mournful,
spooky, ominous howl of timber wolves
at night.

One evening they made camp early on
a bank of the Bell and as they pre-
pared their evening meal they heard
the unmistakable sounds of paddles, the
long Indian stroke which gives speed
yet maintains silence. Four canoes bore
down on their camp. The three men
around the campfire had noncommittal
faces. but obviously someone had blabbed

,the gummy material,

the news about their plans, their route
or they had been overheard.

Indians manned the oars but ther
were two white men aboard, Mike Hack
ett and Gore Bruce, the latter an enig
matic, unpredictable Englishman. Hack
ett and Bruce hello-ed the camp and the
Indians beached the canoes and tool
care of the tents and supplies.

The five men sat and talked, sparring
with each other. Tabernor, MacGrego:
and O’Flynn soon realized that the ca
and mouse game was no use. Withou
saying so, Hackett and Bruce hinted thai
five men made better odds than three. Sc
they all shook hands and the two parties
joined forces. That night they dranl
around the campfire and talked abou
their plans.

It went better the next day and the
party headed for the Nottaway and tha!
nebulous X on their map, near James
Bay. Finally they reached a place whict
suited them for a base camp. Just ai
dusk one evening, Geordie MacGregoi
noted a blazed spruce and the blaze ap-
peared to have some writing in it. The
next morning they dropped the spruce
carefully cut out the blaze block, meltec
and found the
names of the two Dutchmen above the
crude outline of a diamond.

The five prospectors did a Highlanc
Fling. That inscribed blaze verified the
whole story in their minds and now i
was just a matter of locating the source
of the diamonds. Later the same day, the
party found a crude shack, not mucl
more than a spruce lean-to, but it hac
been built by someone. Rock chips lay
scattered around the ground.

Encouraged further, the five mer
worked sun-to-sun days, picking, shovel
ing, blasting, single-jacking, working or
every outcrop they could find, filling
their pack sacks with rocks to beat or
around the fire at night. Days becamt
weeks, and weeks turned to months. Stil
no diamonds. Not even a chip. Sumac
leaves turned red, poplar yellow; the
wind carried an ominous feel, and the
sun stayed low on the horizon for the
short time it was up.

Time to go—they all knew it—but nc
one mentioned it. Daily rations were cul
drastically, still they stayed on. One
turn of a spade could do it. One down-
ward stroke of a pick could make then
independently wealthy.

ONE MORNING they woke to finc

slushy ice at the stream’s edge. Thal
meant they had stayed a day too long
or maybe several days.

“Let’s make tracks, chaps.”

Swiftly they packed and began the
long space canoe trip to Mattawa. They
had waited too long, but they had waitec
too long before. Each day the river hac
more ice and then the snow began. They
stayed with the river as long as they
could but one morning it was frozen ove:
from bank to bank. Canoes were useless
and were abandoned.

Temperatures plummeted, winte:
snapped and snarled at them, and the
wind soughed mournfully in the spruce
forest. The half-starved, near-frozen
prospectors constructed four toboggans
and struggled on. It kept snowing, a si-
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lent-white, swirling snow which ex-
hausted the desperate men after their
hard summer and their grueling race
with death.

Snowstorms were followed by wind-
stinging blizzards. Trees cracked, and
breathing needled the mnostrils. Snow
deepened along the trail, except that
there were no trails, and in places snow
drifted into small mountains, blocking
their way.

For days on end they hung onto each
other for fear of straying apart. They
could scarcely see their own breaths,
icing before them. Their feet froze and
some days they stayed in their tents,
huddled in blankets, afraid to let the fire
die, afraid to sleep in their cold, numbed
state lest they wouldn’t wake.

Rations were desperately low, yet they
had a long way to go. Finally Tabernor
collapsed. MacGregor and Hackett were
practically out on their feet. Bruce and
O’Flynn piled Tabernor on a toboggan
and threw away every item except tents
and clothing. They built fires and brewed
some tea. It was no use; they couldn’t
make it.

Discussing their plight, the four re-
maining men decided that Bruce and
O’Flynn should push ahead and get help,
if they could find help and in time. They
divided the tea leaves, all that remained
of the rations.

ON AN icy-clear, bitter-cold morning,

Bruce and O’Flynn struck out, fol-
lowing the Bell River. Their only hope
was to come across a trapper’s cabin, any
habitation at all. Finally they crossed
the Transcontinental Railway, later the
Canadian National (it is not clear wheth-
er they crossed a survey line or an
actual railway spur or whatever), which
had been pushed through only that sum-
mer, intersecting the Bell not far from
what became the town of Amos.

Bruce and O’Flynn had to decide
which way to go, upstream or down.
Fortunately for them, the two men chose
upstream, and after an estimated twelve-
mile hike they saw a thin curl of smoke
floating toward lead-gray skies.

“It was the finest sight of our lives,”
O’Flynn said later.

That curl of smoke emerged from a
supply depot, run by a man named
Brown. Bruce and O’Flynn stumbled in-
side, blubbered incoherently about their
comrades, and sank to the floor, utterly
exhausted.

Brown spiked some hot tea with Hud-
son’s Bay Company rum and spooned
some to each man. Bruce and O’Flynn
slept like drugged men. Removing their
hobnailed boots, Brown dressed their
feet, threw a blanket over each, and
started cooking up a large pot of stew.

Meanwhile, the three prospectors on
the Bell River hung around camp. Taber-
nor was near death. MacGregor and
Hackett had strength enough to keep the
fire going and they constructed a crude
lean-to so that Tabernor wouldn’t freeze.

On the day following the departure of
their comrades, MacGregor made a pot
of tea, using the last of the tea leaves.
Their prospects looked grim, hopeless,
until an Indian couple spotted their fire
while running a trap line. The Indian’s
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wife fed the prospectors hot herb drinks
until they regained some of their
strength and could eat a hot meal. After
a couple of days, the weather broke and
food and supplies arrived from the depot.

Traveling slow, the five adventurers
made the final trek to Cobalt. Not one
of the five attempted to maintain any
further silence about their trip, and
they gladly shared their waybill with
others. Right then they had had a belly-
ful of that “down north” country on the
Nottaway River near James Bay.

During the following summer, prospec-
tors headed in droves for that cabin in
the far-flung area to the north. In a
wild melee of activity, they literally dug
up the entire northland. But no dia-
monds.

None of the original five hopefuls ever
returned. Hackett, O’Flynn and Mac-
Gregor mushed to the Kirkland Lake
gold strike in 1911. Gore Bruce moved on
to places unknown, but he became a
legend. One rumor has him shot to death
by Mounties in a barroom brawl. Another
has him going raving mad under the
Northern Lights in an Arctic wasteland.
And yet another rumor has him eaten by
a lobo wolf pack.

Tabernor, apparently, had had enough
of Canada and returned to the States.

HEN A STORY becomes second-

and third-hand, it’s difficult to sort
fact from fiction. How much truth there
was in the story and waybill that the
Detroit barber gave Tabernor cannot
be determined now. Many hoaxes have
been pulled in the mining game.

But fantastic as the story sounds,
some merit can be attached to it. Dia-
monds have been found in both Canada
and the United States in the rich, black,
clayey glacial till. Richard Flint in his
Glacial and Pleistocene Geology shows the
general location of eleven occurrences
of diamonds in glacial drift: One in
Ohio; three in Indiana; one in Michi-
gan; and six in Wisconsin. Roger Colton,
a geologist from Golden, Colorado, with
the U. S. Geological Survey, states that
a diamond picked up in Kentucky is on
display at the U. S. National Museum
in Washington, D. C.

Since the glaciers moved down from
the north it is logical that the source of
those diamonds was north of where they
have been found. Flint’s map would place
the possible source to the northeast, but
there is a lot of country to the north-
east. Some have suggested that a possible
source could be the Belcher Islands in
Hudson’s Bay, north of James Bay.

But diamonds have been found and
they came from somewhere, spawned in
that unhospitable area in the vast Can-
adian Shield. And the possibility of a
diamond deposit cached by nature near
the Nottaway River in the vicinity of
James Bay may not be so fantastic, after
all. Isn’t it nice to think so?

City Without Night
(Continued from page 30)
fish which frequently found their way
down the flume to the tank. Frequently
a housewife got trout dinner in her water
ration.
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GOD, GUNS
AND GUTS
MEDAL

Beaut!ful
roof finish
Nickel - Silver,
1-5/16” dia.

Guaranteed to
please and
prepald In U.S.A.

$1 Each
20 for $12
100 for $42.50
A. A,
JOHNSON
Box 13094

Hous_;g;g 1 ;‘cxas
SURE KILL

i\\ MUST KILL

All roaches or your money back! Roaches eat
SURE KILL greedily, then return to their nests
and die, starting a chain reaction that will kill
them all. SURE KILL never wears out, yet safe to
use, and has absoultely no smell. Save big ex-
terminating bills. Only $3.50 postpaid.

COASTAL SURE KILL

aes22y

Dept. 322 O. Box 2428

Freeport, Texas 77541

Y

%4 . e ere=sasgittl
CATCHS 7777 e

Write for

Traps without injury squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits, mink,
fox, raccoons, stray animals, pets, etc. Sizes for every need.
Save on our low factory prices. Send no money. Write fo
free catalog and trapping secrets. MUSTANG MFG. CO..

i’ J #
3 i L "
. I ;.
TRAP " Low as $4.95
FREE CATALOG
Also traps for fish, sparrows, pigeons, turtles, quail, etc.
Dept. N-11 Box 10880, Houston, Tex. 77018

Wild and Woolly West Books

30# RAILS, on Narrow Gauge Trains, Mark
Twain's JUMPING FROG, Service's YUKON
POEMS, Uncle Jim's BOOK OF PANCAKES,
and- Matthew's NAVAJO WEAVERS & NAV-
AJO SILVERSMITHS, only $1.00 each. Cush-
ing's ADVENTURES IN ZUNI, and Englert's
OLIVER PERRY WIGGINS, on pioneer life,
only $2.00 each postpaid. All quaintly and
pfofusely illustrated. Send stamp for FREE
illustrated catalog of Western Books. .. ....
FILTER PRESS Post Office Box 5 T
Palmer Lake, Colorado 80133

Find buried gold, silver, jewelry,
and coins with revolutionary pat-
ented analytical metal detector.
Will differentiate tin cans, pop
top lids, nails, bottle caps, gum
wrappers from treasure. Saves
unnecessary digging. Also has
push button and automatic tun-
ing, negligible ground pickup,
.greatest detection range, etc.
Free catalog.

GARDINER ELECTRONICS CO.

Dept. 7, 4729 No. 7th Avenue
Phoenix, Arizona 85013
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‘That the tank was full of fish was
common knowledge. One night two Cousin
Jacks, as the Cornish miners were called,
leaned quietly on the bar, sipping their
favorite drinks. Suddenly one said, as
if speaking to no one in particular, “That
tank’s full of fish.”

“I’ve got dynamite. Let’s go!” his part-
ner replied and they disappeared into the
night. The plan was to set off a charge
of dynamite at the base of the tank to
stun the fish so they would float to the
surface where the men could easily net
them. The first charge produced no re-
sults so they remedied the situation with
a larger charge. It blew a large hole into
the side of the tank and sent the stored
water roaring down the hill. The Cousin
Jacks went downhill too—clear to
Philipsburg! There they were picked up
by Marshal McLeod and brought back to
McLure.

“Jailing this pair won’t pay for re-
pairing the tank,” McLure told McLeod.
Instead he offered them a mediocre lease
to work and the cost of the repairs was
to be taken from their income. They ac-
cepted, and in a few days struck richer
ore. In two weeks they had not only paid
for the repairs of the tank but cleared
$2,000 apiece!

THERE are countless such stories of
how fortune smiled on those who had
faith in her, the Silver Queen. But she
didn’t smile on Big Slim who had been
prospecting around Granite Mountain for
some time and had somehow acquired
some stock in the Granite Mine, at that
time just in the development stage.

“That hill’s no good!” Slim told the
bartender in a Philipsburg saloon for the
hundredth time. “If I had the price of
a horse I'd get out of here.”

“Tell you what,” the exasperated bar-
tender finally told him. “I’ve got an old
white horse I’ll trade you for your Gran-
ite stock.”

“Shake. You've got yourself a deal,”
Slim told him and started for his stock.
A couple of hours later, after a few
farewell snorts, Slim mounted the horse
and rode down the road. Two weeks later
McLure struck it rich and two months
later the bartender sold the stock for
$14,000 and followed Slim down the road,
bound for his old home in Illinois.

To me the most interesting men in
Granite were the teamsters who moved
the equipment for the mines and the
mills up that mountain. One of the most
monumental was the hauling of the
34,000-pound casting for the Granite
Mine engine from the railroad at Philips-
burg. Imagine a wagon that would hold
seventeen tons! Thirty-two horses were
used to pull it and the whole outfit must
have strung out longer than three of the
longest highway trucking rigs of today.

~On that crooked road both ends of the

outfit probably were seldom in sight.
There were other gigantic freighting jobs
too, among them hauling the 22,500-
pound hoist cable for the Granite Mine.

The Silver Queen! They worshipped
at her feet and left her to become a ghost.
But some left her before she became a
ghost—because of ghosts. For some time
the women residing in the vicinity of the
Bi-Metallic Mine had been bothered by a

peeping tom. They asked the night watch-
man at the mine to cover the area and
apprehend the man. He refused flatly.
Hallowe’en night the women prepared
for revenge. Covered by sheets, and with
eerie wails and screeches, they jumped
at the watchman from hiding places
along his route. He never finished his
rounds and by morning was gone from
Granite forever.

Nature works incessantly to undo the
work of man. High up on Granite Moun-
tain the Douglas firs grow to hide the
scar that once was a rich and glamorous
camp. Among their green shade, and
stark against the sky, loom the sun-
browned, rotting timbers of the Granite
Mine’s gallows frame. It is hard to be-
lieve that at the bottom of the yawning
hole beside it still lies untold wealth.

But ‘as one leans against the massive
timbers, with his back to the hole that
made it all possible, one cannot help ad-
miring the breathtaking view of the
valley below to the glittering, snowcapped
peaks far to the southwest. Then one be-
comes sure that though she might have
been the fabulous, glittering Silver
Queen, and the City Without Night, she
was above all entitled to be called the
City In The Sky.

Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 41)

a local entertainment in the interest of
a Dallas kindergarten. The handkerchief,
when received, created a storm of bit-
terness and wrathful indignation among
the ladies who were managing the fes-
tival.

The handkerchief was cotton, machine
hem-stitched, and was appraised by cer-
tain of the ladies to be of such poor
quality that it could be duplicated at any
dry goods store in Dallas for the small
sum of ten cents or “three for a quarter.”
Many were the remarks made about Mrs.
Roosevelt’s handkerchief, her lack of
taste, and downright stinginess.

A meeting to discuss what to do, which
was held at the Elks Club, saw some
of the most prominent society women of
the city present. The gift had been soli-
cited by Mrs. W. A. Galloway, editor of
the women’s and children’s department
of a Dallas paper, who had written Mrs.
Roosevelt asking her to give something
which could be sold, the proceeds to go
to the free kindergarten fund.

What made matters infinitely worse
was that she had written at the same
time to Mrs. Jefferson Davis and had
received from her a costly handkerchief
which had been beautifully hand worked
by Mrs. Davis herself and bore her mono-
gram.

FTER much discussion over Mrs.
Roosevelt’s gift it was moved and
seconded that the “piece of cotton”
should be returned to the donor after it
had been exhibited at “so much per look”
at the reception. History doesn’t reveal
who thought up this idea. I am glad to
say, however, that Mrs. Roosevelt did
have one staunch defender, Mrs. Henry
C. Coke, one of the foremost society
women of that era in Dallas, who un-

(Continued on page 72)
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By The Old Bookaroos
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ATTENTION

We do not handle the books reviewed
below. If interested in purchasing,
please check your local bookstore, or
address your order to the individual
publisher in care of this office and
we will be glad to forward, Be sure to
make your check payable to the pub-
lisher of the book, not to us.

TEXAS HEROES

Ten Tall Texans (Naylor, $5.95) by
Daniel James Kubiak is a revised edi-
tion of a 1967 book and includes a chap-
ter on the contributions of Mexican-
Americans to the fight for liberty and
Texas Independence. Kubiak, member of
the Texas Legislature, and past presi-
dent of the Texas State Teachers Asso-
ciation, has been honored for portray-
ing Texas and its past to young read-
ers. Ten Tall Texans includes biographi-
cal sketches of Houston, Zavalla, Austin,
Navarro, Milam, Crockett, Bowie, Se-
guin and Travis. In addition, a chapter
is devoted to Andrea Castanon Cande-
laria, the woman innkeeper near the
Alamo, who survived Mexican victory
at that historic spot. This book will add
much to adult libraries and will be
useful to students studying the heri-
tage of Texas.

NEGRO FOLK TALES

“Certain critical readers with a right
tlo an opinion regard Martha Emmons
as the foremost master of Negro dialect
that Texas has produced” wrote J.
Frank Dobie in his notes on contributors
to Straight Texas, the 1937 publication
of the Texas Folklore Society. Miss Em-
mons was president of the Society in
1969 and her Deep Like the River,
Stories of My Negro Friends (Encino
Press, $5.00) is Number Four in the
Society’s series, Paisano Books. In her
foreword Miss Emmons explains that
she has reduced the amount of dialect
in the stories told her by her friends
but has retained enough to keep the
flavor. With this your reviewer agrees—
the stories are delightful. Recommended.

HUTCH ON GENE

Beyond the Desert (University of
Nebraska Press, $1.80) is a Bison Book
(#363) reprint of a novel by Eugene
Manlove Rhodes. It is a fine novel on a
subject dear to the heart of most West-
erners—the search for pure water. How-
ever the important thing about this edi-
tion is the fine introduction by W. H.
Hutchinson, our greatest (Gene) Rhodes
scholar and a member of the Chico State
College faculty in California. It alone is
worth the money but there is more—a
front cover illustration by W. H. D.
Koerner, noted Western artist. A bar-
gain.

FIGHTING BULLS!
We give excellent credits to Eduardo
Bonet, Luis Fernandez Salcedo et al for

July-August, 1971

their spectacular book Bulls and Bull-
fighting—History, Techniques, Spectacle
(Crown Publishers, Inc. $12.50). The in-
structive narrative is enlivened with 560
dramatic illustrations, 510 of which are

“in color. The fourteen authors bring to

the book a depth of information that
covers the theoretical origin of the genus
Bos; probably auroch ancestors of Span-
ish fighting bulls; bull fighting origins
in ancient Egypt and Rome; myths and
legends; the skillful breeding, selecting,
feeding and training of the toros; the
hierarchy of bull fighters; the tedious
labor of learning the art of bull fighting;
customs of the bull ring; and combat be-
tween torero and toro, which the bull
sometimes wins. The major public focus
naturally is on the matador, bull and a
few ring assistants but a featured
strength of this book is the basic back-
ground about the little known people who
do the footwork required to put on the
show. These skilled authors have left
little unsaid about the breeders and staff
who produce and select the mettlesome
bulls for the arena; the reader is in-
formed about irksome repetitious tasks
inherent in the training of toros and
toreros; and they describe the work of
numerous arena personnel responsible for
managing bulls and spectators. Included
are the first official rules printed in
English, a bibliography, glossary and
index. Excellent.

WHEELS!

The latest addition to the Western
Ghost Town Series is Western Wagon
Wheels (Superior Publishing Co., $12.95)
by Lambert Florin. The book is billed as
“a pictorial memorial to the wheels that
won the West.” The variety of wheels—
both in size and shape is remarkable.
The variety of uses illustrates the in-
genuity and craftsmanship of the build-
ers. Covered wagons, stagecoaches, buck-
boards, buggies, surreys, fancy carriages,
and hearses all had special wheels. Some
of the more remarkable types include
Mormon handcarts, giant logging wheels,
both solid and spoked, and fire rig
wheels. Many of the wheels and vehicles
are in museums for posterity to see, oth-
ers are in various stages of decay in va-
cant lots and dump heaps. Also included
is an interesting chapter on blacksmith-
ing, a necessary industry for both keep-
ing the wheels turning and for keeping
the animals which furnished the power
shod. This book is lavishly illustrated
with black and white photos.

TRINKETS AND
TREASURES —
THROW-AWAYS

AND GIVE-AWAYS

THINKETS ANO TREASURSS
THAGWAWAYS AND GIVEAWAYS

—April 1971 Issue—

e BIG PLEASURES FROM
SMALL HOUSES

e DOLL DISHES—DELIGHTFUL
RELICS

e REMEMBER BUSTER BROWN?

o |RON STILL BANKS

e THE McDONALD SODA POP
BOTTLE

e TOM MIX'S STRAIGHT
SHOOTERS
AND MORE!

SUBSCRIBE NOW!

This magazine is not
sold on newsstands.
Back issues are avail-
able at 35c each (#1-
#20)

RELICS
P.O. BOX 3338, AUSTIN, TEXAS 78704

[0 ONE YEAR SUBSCRIPTION (6 ISSUES)
VALUE $2.10

[0 TWO YEAR SUBSCRIPTION (12 ISSUES)
VALUE $4.20

NAME
STREET.
CITY. STATE. ZIP.

[] Gift Card to Read From:
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CLASSIFIED

(35¢ per word, cash with order)
Send all ads or correspondence to

MILDRED HOLLEY
~ Classified Advertising Mar.
P. O. Box 3338 Austin, Tx. 78704

Books & Magazines

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1200 place

name glossary; mines, camps Indian reservations, efc.
3I5|50 heron Fox, 1296H, Yosemite, San Jose, Calif.

NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc., $1.50. Theron Fox,
I2%‘/z Yosemite, San Jose, "Calif. 95126.

""DEAD MEN DO TELL TALES" by Lake Erie Schaefer.
Facts about Frank Fish's mysterious death, still un-
explained. Sequel to ''BURIED TREASURE and LOST
MINES'" his Treasure Hunters Manual. Prepaid $3.00.
L. E. Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, Calif. 91710.

TOMBSTONE EPITAPH copy free for asking. Also
western book list. Epitaph, Tombstone, Ariz. 85638.

SELLING TRUE WEST & FRONTIER T1
118 different issues. All for best offer.

TIMES, 1957-1970.
S.AS.E, for
Fremont, Ohio

list, G. Custer, 2117 Croghan St.,
43420.

PRICING/SELLING HANDBOOKS—I0,000 ANTIQUES.
2500 Bottles, 1200 Fruit Jars. All 3 books, $4.95 post-
paid. Satisfaction Guaranteed. Harvest Publishers,
Box 3015-TWC, Milwaukee, Wisc. 53218.

TREASURE BOOKS. Over 100 titles for sale. New
and out of print, 25¢ for list refundable on first
order. Books ''N'' Things, 7703 E. Trent, Spokane,
Wash. 99206.

Fishing & Hunting

JEEPS (used) LOW AS $62.50 . . . Autos, Boats,
Thousands Others (on bid) dxrecf from Government
as availablel Send $1.00 for ''Surplus Buying Direc-
tory." Surplus Disposal, Box 9091-WH, Washington,
D. C. 20003.

COLLAPSIBLE FARM - POND - FISH - TRAPS. Animal
traps. Postpaid. Free information, pictures. Shawnee,
3934 Buena Vista, Dallas, Tex. 75204.

SEND FOR FREE WHOLESALE CATALOG. The most

complete and fully illustrated catalog of reels, rods,
beads, spinners, jigs, lure bodies and parts, sinker
molds feathers, tools, hooks,

swivels, wire, efc. TR Sports Building,

Toledo, Ohio 43614.

LIVE CATCH animal, bird, fish traps. Free catalog.
Mustang-NC23, Box 10880, Houston,” Tex. 77018.
ELK AND DEER HUNTING in the Selway River coun-
try of ldaho in Unit 17. Write Holcomb's Packing
Service, North Fork, Idaho 83466. Phone 865-2284.

Finnysporfs

WANTED: Volume | (Nos. | and 3) and Volume 2
(Nos. I. 2, 4 and 6) of the old FRONTIER TIMES
published in Bandera, Texas by Hunter. Please con-
tact Mary Sanders, WESTERN PUBLICATIONS PO
Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 7870
FRUIT JARS WORTH $1000.00—-NEW BOOK, prices
|000 kinc's. here to sell. Guaranteed. $1.95 post-
aid. Harvest Publishers, Box 3015-TW, Milwaukee,
Wlsc 53218.
BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS. Service is our
product. No charge for search. Satisfaction guaran-
teed. D-J Book Ssarch, Box 3352, San Bernardino,
Calif. 92404.
BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION: Describes,
tures hundreds of old bottles, With price guide.
$2.75. Putnam, West, Box 578, Fontana, Calif. 92335.

FREE NORTHWEST TREASURE NEWS for stamp.
Treasure Hunters Guide to Washington, $2.00. How
to Use Your Detector, $1.25. Map of Your State
1900 or 1887, $2.00. Northwest News, Box 5075, Spo-
kane, Wash. 99205

A GALLERY OF WESTERN BADMEN. Fascinating
studies of Hickok, Masterson, James, Earp, Billy the
Kid, Bass, Holliday, Ringo, Murietta and others.
Heavy paper. Many pictures. Send $1.00 to GALLERY,
Western Book Co., P. O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78704.

AVYON BOTTLE ENCYCLOPEDIA, Brand New! Fills
every bottle collector's dream. Also includes all
Kids Plastic Toys, Soaps plus everythmq else CPC and
Avon has made 1886-1971. Over 4,000 priced items
in clear, detailed photos. All figurals full color. Re-
veals best places to buy, sell. 240 large 8 /2 x I1"
pages. Only $8.95 postpaid. Guaranteed. Cleveland
Book Supply, 320-TW Main, San Angelo, Tex. 7690I.

names and pic-

Indian Relies

IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,
iibwa, Eskimo crafts, Lists 25c. Irografts, Ohsweken
Reservation, Ontario, Canada.

i Ry ey %) &1 it

rod blanks rod {aar?s X

MAGNIFICENT SPANS OF AUTHENTIC TEXAS LONG
HORNS measuring up to seven feet tip to tip. Highly
olished and mounted in hand-tooled leather. For
iterature and prices, write Longhorns, P. O. Box 1179,
New York, N. Y. 10022.
PAN GOLD AT HOME. Packet of gold bearing gravel
from rich stream in Alaska, with instructions, $2.00.
Yukon Jack, Dept. W, Haven Fair Lawn, R D #3,
Pottsville, Pa. 17901,

OUTLAW POSTERS All with pictures or illustrations.
Some 11" x 17", Butch Cassidy, Sundance Kid, Black
Bart, Billy the Kld Belle Starr, Joaqum Jesse James,
Wells Fargo, Bunko Pinkerton. $1.00 each, Antiqued,
$1.50 each. Set of all ten $5.00; anfiqued $8.00. Orders
include three mining “stock ‘certificates free. Jack
Slocum Enterprises, Box D-6033, San Mateo, Calif.
94403.

INDIAN DESIGN KEY CHAIN. Hand crafted. Order
direct. Brilliant color 50c, Gold, 40c. Home Craft,
Box 837, Price, Utah 84501.

SQUARE CUT NAILS removed from buildings in
historic Virginia City, Nevada. A collector's item.
5 nails for $1.00 postpaid. Write: Nails, Box 127,
Sparks, Nev. 89431.

SAMPLE FROM OLD NEVADA Highgrade silver mine.
$IOO postpaid. P-S, Box |l, Battle Mountain, Nev.

Real Estate

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $385.00.
40 acres $10 month, Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
fishing, investment. Free information, Land Corpora-
tion, 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.

NEVADA VACATION RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
ELKO, !4 Acre lots, $395. $1.00 down, $5 per month.
Hot Springs, deer, ‘rock and mineral hun'nng Water.
Send $| for confract, returnable. None offered to
Californians. Write Silver Crescent Ranchos, P. O.
Box 4, Crescent Valley, Nev. 8982I.

ARROWHEAD COLLECTORS—"Detecﬁng Reworks and
Fakes' (samples |ncluded) plus ''Reasons for Cata-
loging' all for $1.00. NEW—''Identification Guide
for Columbia Plateau Projectile Points''—$2.25. FREE
brochure listing important anthropological books,
é%rgizes etc. THE TEPEE, Box 749, Richland, Wash.

OBSIDIAN KNIVES and SPEARPOINTS 3" to 10"
long, $1.50 an inch. Obsidian arrowpoints, average
2" “long, 3 for $5.00. Frank Estes, 1617 Willis St.,
Redding Calif. 96001.

INDIAN ARROWHEADS collected along the plains
of the Rio Grande and San Luis Potosi, Mexico.
Samples: 15 for $3.50. 100 for $15.00. 1,000 for $120.00.
Postpaid, Oscar Cavazos, Jr., 3010 Salinas, Laredo,
Tex. 78040.

ARROWHEADS. AUTHENTIC PERFECT AGATE, Jas-
per, flint. Four for $1.00. 25 for $5.00. Arrowhead
TW, Box 1239, Apache Junction, Ariz. 85220.

SET 8 PIMA horsehair mxmafure baskets $48.00. Sioux
dog soldier fur cape, list 5Cc. Bowsers Indian Arts,
1015 Florence, Casa Grande, Ariz. 85222.

GOVERNMENT LANDS Low as $1.00 Acre!

Millions Acres! For exclusive ''Government Land
Buyer's Guide" . , . plus ""Land Opportunity Review,"
send §$1.00.

hshn? lands avallable throughout U, S.
Satisfaction Guaranteed! UNITED LANDS, Box 19107-
. Washington, D. C. 200
LAND' Easy terms less ?han bank rates. Northwest
Timbered Acreages as low as $/550. Total Price.
5-10-20-40 acres. For people who love the land—
A tract of Recreation Land to have for your very
own! In Northern Idaho, Northeastern Washing-
ton, and beautiful Montana, In the heart of !akes
and big game country. All covered with growing
timber. Access and Title insurance with each tract.
This is select land with natural beauty, recreational
and investment values. Plan for the future and re-
tirement recreation. We have tracts of many types
and sizes from which to choose, including beautiful
Northwest Waterfront property. Your inspection is
welcomed. Write us for free list, maps, and complete
information. Write to: Dept. HIC Reforestation, Inc.,

;’9(2)'4 Box 14006, Opportunity Sfaﬁon Spokane, Wash.

STONE PIPE, FOR SALE $6.00. Double grooved axe
$8.00. 10 inch spear $15.00. Folsom point $5.00. Big
Horn Trading Post, Box 56, Dardonelle, Ark. 72834.

Western Merchandise

THE STUBBORN FISHERMAN_ by Elda May Roberts.
195 pages, handback, 1970. This book is unique in
that it describes the hlsfory of a quide and his
relationship with all with whom he came in contact,
expressing _his general philosophy of life. Reqular
price $6.95. Our special price $4.95. STUBBORN
FISHERMAN, P. O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78704.
ADVENTURE NEWS CLASSICS. Rare out of print
true adventure stories of Treasure Hunting, Cave Ex-
. ploration, High Altitude Prospecting, efc. 4 issues
- for $1.00. Adventure News, P. O. Box 476-WP, Wichita,
Kans. 67201.

SELLING TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES. Nation's
largest stock. Send your list for prices. Stamped
envelope appreciated. Miller, 2626-A Spring Lane,
Austin, Tex. 78703.
ALASKA HIGHWAY MOTORISTS will tell you THE
ILEPOST is a_ ''must' guidebook for anyone con-
*emplahng a drive up the fascinating adventure trail,
or for anyone planning any type of trip to Alaska
the Yukon or northern British Columbia. $2.95 post:
gqasvg The Milepost, Box 4-EEE, Anchorage, Alaska
FIDDLE BOOK CHORD DIAGRAMS. $1.00 plus 50c
ggzdllng Emerscn Smith, Box 333, Kelseyville, Calif.

FOR SALE—TRUE WEST. Complete set. Mint condi-

tion. Best offer. C. J. Wolf, 193 Oak Park Lane,
Pleasant Hill, Calif. 94523.

TRUE WEST, REAL WEST. Most others. Your list,
stamped envelope. Brooks, 106 Catlin, Canon City,
Colo. 81212.

RETIRING? MOVING? SLOWING DOWN? "Don't

discard your Dossessnons. Make money from. your
surplus items. Booklet, ""How to Conduct A Success-
ful Yard Sale’ $1.00. Lolo Press, Box 377TW, Lewiston,
Idaho 83501.

QUT OF PRINT BOOK FINDERS. Box 679TW, Seaside,
Calif. 93955. Send Wants.

FOR SALE. WESTERN MAGAZINES. Send for list.
W%\qda Williams, 2015 Linwood, Kansas City, Mo.
64109.

PLACER GOLD, $2.00. Pocket gold, $2.00. Gold dust,
$1.00. Attractively displayed. Moneyback gquarantee.
Lester Lea, Box 237, Mt. Shasta, Calif. 96067.
PEARL AND METAL SNAP FASTENERS for Western
shirts. Many styles and colors. Free catalog.
gi%nopau Company, P. O. Box 518-G, Rosemead, Calif.
|

ANTIQUE BARBED-WIRE and DISPLAY LABELS. Send
25¢ for sketch list. Huaco Wire Sales, 1316 N. 34th.
St., Waco, Tex. 76710.

NATURAL PLACER GOLD, $50.00 Troy ounce. M. O.,
Cashier's check. 10% discount for large lots. Satis-
faction guaranfeed Marc Bielenberg, Box 708, Hamil-
ton, Mont. 59840.

ANTIQUE BARBED WIRE. Send 25c for sketch fist.

805%:0 Barb-Wire Sales, Box 1025, Littleton, Colo.
o]
BRANDING IRONS, MINIATURE. $4.21 Posfpaizcii.

Protects anything. Circular free. Roberts (TW 110
160 Broadway, New York, N, Y. 10038.

GENUINE MOUNTED OLD TEXAS STEER LONG-
HORNS with hand carved leather on center. Price
as spread. 5 feet from tip to tip, $20.00. 6 feet $25.00.
7 feet $35.00. F.O.B. Laredo. Hand made powder horns
with measure, $36.00 dozen. Beautiful hunting blowing
horns, assorted sizes with shoulder strap, $24.00 dozen.
Cash with order. Universal Products Co., Box 788,
Laredo, Tex. 78040.

COLLECT . = RADE SELL. Historical old West
Cattle Brands burned into genuine haired hide. 25¢
for catalog and display book. 'WESTERN LORE, Box
9831, Fort Worth, Tex. 76107.

CRAZY : LAZY . . . RUNNING! Learn to read
the colorful language of the Cattle Brand, Complete
illustrated instructions. Pictorial history of the most
famous brands of Texas, plus detailed information on
how to design your own brand. WESTERN LORE, Box
9831A, Fort Worth, Tex. 76107.

NAVAJO SADDLE BLANKETS. Wholesale/retail. Rugs,
jewelry, crafts. Direct from Reservation. Dealers
wanted. Catalog available. Cinder Hills Ranch,

Box 123, Flagstaff, Ariz. 8600I.

GOVERNMENT LANDS. Low as $1.00 acre. Millions
acres! For exclusive Copyrlghfed Report' plus
"Land Opportunity Digest" I|shnq lands fhrou%houf
U. S. and valuable 17'" x 22" treasure map of

send $1.00. Land Disposal, Box 9091-WP, Wash., D. C.
20003. Satisfaction guaranteed.

GOVERNMENT LAND. Low as $1.00 Acre. For latest
report listing lands available for homesteading,
recreation or investment, send $1.00. Satisfaction
9C—é%glrani'eed! NORCO, Box 1555-TW, Tacoma, Wash.

UTAH—LARGE LEVEL LOTS. Water,
Easy terms. Hunting.
Utah-Arizona Land Co.,

power, $695.
Fishing. Free plcfures maps.
Box 486, Kingman, Ariz. 86401.

Treasure Hunting

FREE 128 Page Detector Catalog. General Electronic
Detection Company, Box 67, Bellflower, Calif. 90706.

GOLDAK TREASURE Locators—new for ‘711 A hobby
you'll enjoy for fun and profit. Find coins, gold,
ver, Charge on BankAmericard, GOLDAK, Dept. TW
110i-A Air Way, Glendale, Calif. 91201.

FREE CATALOG EXANIMO—a name you can trust.
Detectors, prospecting, treasure hunting equipment,
sporting goods. EXANIMO, Segundo |, Colo. 81070.
TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Relco's new
instruments detect buried gold, silver, coins, minerals,
historical relics. Transistorized, Wevghs 3 pounds.
$19.95 up. Free catalog. Relco-A-91, Box 10839, Hous-
ton, Tex. 77018.

MEMBERSHIP IN THE OLDEST non-profit Prospect-
ing, Treasure Hunting Club is now open. Write
United Prospectors, Dept, , 5665 Park Cresi‘ Drive,
San Jose, Calif. 95118.

PROSPECTING, EXPLORATION, TREASURE HUNT-
IN Equipment, kits, books, catalog, Miners Ex-
change, Box 64C, Nampa, Idaho 83651,

MERCURY RETORT. Recover fine gold, save mercury,
$9.95. Retort, Box 11082, Portland, Ore. 97211. Dealers
invited.

TREASURE MAPS SHOW HUNDREDS of U.S. loca-
tions. Details free. J. Frederlckes Associates, 3122
Landis St., Pittsburgh, Pa. 15204

CONFUSED? BEFORE BUYING a treasure finder,
read what they are, how they work. $1.00. Trygo,
Box 6033R, Fort Wayne, Ind. 46806.
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'MONTANA GHOST TOWNS AND OLD MINES."
flus gem, rockhound and placer areas, forts, Indian
rattles, buffalo drops, missions, frontier buildings,
ossil areas, present day campsites, roadside parks
ind state parks. $2.50 per map. Send check or money
irder to Clark's Maps, Fort Shaw, Mont. 59443.
METAL DETECTOR CIRCUITS. One crystal, differ-
intial detector. Details, instructions. Whitener Elec-
ronics, Route 2, Dept. W, Stilwell, Okla. 74960.
REASURE MAPS. Book shows hundreds of U. S.
ocations.. Details Free. London-FW, P.O. Box 323,
ledondo Beach, Calif. 90277.

‘REE. Jetco Electronics Free 24 page Treasure Finder
Catalog, Find metals, minerals, gold, silver, coins,
ind re?;cs. Jetco, Box TW, Huntsville, Tex. 77340.

Recipes

VINEMAKING . . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelion,
‘rozen Juices, etc., Brewmasters Secrets Revealed!
‘owerful Methods! Instructions, Recipes and Supplies.
Catalog: $1.00. Continental, Box 11071-WH, Indian-
ipolis, Ind. 46201.

Inventions Wanted

INVENTORS! We will develop, sell your idea or in-
vention. Our national manufacturer-clients are urgent-
ly seeking new items for highest outright cash sale or
royalties. Financial assistance available. 15 vyears
proven performance. For free information write Dept.
49, Wall Street Invention Brokerage, 79 Wall Street,
New York, N.Y. 10005

PATENT Searches including Maximum speed, full ajr-
mail report and closest patent copies, $6.00. Quality
searches expertly administered. Complete secrecy
gquaranteed. Free Invention Protection forms and
“Patent Information." Write Dept. 16, Washington
Patent Office Search Bureau, 711 14th N.W., Wash-
ington, D.C. 20005.

INVENTORS! Sell your invention for cash or royalties!
Qur client manufacturers eagerly seek new items.
Patented. Unpatented. Financial assistance if needed.
25 years proven performance. For free information,
write: Dept. 28, Gilbert Adams, Invention Broker,
81 Wall St., New York, N.Y. 10005.

'FREE" SOURDOUGH Recipe. Send 25¢ cover han-
iling and mailing. Box 174, Battleground, Wash. 98604.
'SOURDOUGH" Recipes, Chuckwagon Biscuits, Hot-
:akes, Donuts, $1.00. ''Bar-B-Q' "Recipes, Sauces,
3eans, etc.—$1.00. ""Jerky'', make your own from fresh
>r frozen beef or game, Recipe $1.00. Box 111, Brush
rairie, Wash. 98606.

>OLDEN BROWN ONION RINGS. Secret recipe now
wailable. Send $1.50 to Diamond, Box 867, Childress,
fex. 79201

AT AND DRINK LIKE A CATTLE KING. Save money,
jelight your family. Delicious frontier recipes using
srdinary kitchen ingredients, cheap meat cuts and
eftovers. ''Pioneer Desserts''; Pies, puddings, candies,
:akes, $1.00. ''Chuck Wagon Meats'': Stews, chili,
lashes, loafs, $1.00. ''Ranch-House Brews'': Wines,
:ordials, beer, ginger beer, $1.00. All three books only
i2.00. Frontier Press, Box 9832A, Fort Worth, Tex. 76107.

Firearms

AODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement
»f thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-
:rs. Rifles, pistols and shotguns of new manufacture
~and priced realistically. Tons of antique gun parts.
iend $1.00 for catalog #117-T. A must for any fire-
laBrzn'fv’s| collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Tenn.

Rare Coins & Stamps

Miscellaneous

PURPLE BOTTLES? How to color old glass indoors.
Not an applied finish. Faster than sunlight. No danger
of breakage. Complete instructions. $1.00. Massey's,
5457 Pinehurst, Riverside, Calif. 92504.

SUFFERING FROM ARTHRITIS? Try Ginseng. In-
formation free. Write Ginseng, Asheville 52, C.

BE GENUINE COLONEL. Handsome commis.sipn,
ID card, lapel emblem. Members everywhere. Joining
fee, $10.00, Confederate States Army, Rt. |—520F,
Englewod, Fla. 33533.

INFORMATION ON  ANYTHING! Send $2.00 (de-
ductible). Metzler Research, Box 2206TM, Long lIsland
City, N. Y. 11102,

FIND "OVERLOOKED FORTUNES'" in the rarer min-
eral and gemstones. There are over 300 you may be
overlooking while ‘Mining, Prospecting or Hunting.
Learn how to find, identify, and cash in on them with
our new simple system. $25.00 Home Study Course,
only $3.00. Send for free copy ''Overlooked Fortunes
in, Minerals." Duke's Research Lab., Box 666, Dept: 4,
Truth or Consequences, New Mex. 87901.

HEARING AIDS Below Wholesale. Regular, eyeglass,
completely hidden models. Smallest, most powerful.
Free home trial. No salesman will call. Free details.
Write: Prestige-C9, Box 10880, Houston, Tex. 77018.

Be in Profitable Business, Earn

CASH“;II.ING SAWS

Make from $3 to $6 an hour in
your spare time. Start saw fil-
ingshop in basement or garage.
No experience needed to turn
out perfect cutting saws with
machine accuracy of Foley Au-
tomatic Saw Filer. No canvas-
sing—steady year 'round CASH
business. Ideal for small towns.
Free booklet—*‘MONEY MAK~
ING FAcTs'—shows how to
start. Easy payments. No
: salesman will call.

i : Send posteard today.

Foley Mfg.,8354-1 Foley Bldg. Minneapolis, Minn. 55418

E.%LEQBQ-NCE SALE
o 1 o Q"

W0 $998  $3.96 VALUE \ 10 Year Guarantee
FOR TWO FOR THE PRICE OF ONE
Razor sharp lifetime steel blade opens easily and automati-
cally locks in place. PUSH-BUTTON release. Tough, razor
steel blade honed and polished to mirror-like finish. Bal-
anced for target throwing., Blade GUARANTEED 10
YEARS. If blade breaks we replace free. 30-day MONEY
BACK GUARANTEE. A favorite with sportsmen. Priced
for quick sale of 200,000 knives. Makes excellent gift for
any man or _boy. Two for $1.98 plus 50c shipping. Send
cash, ck. or M.O. to VIKING KNIVES, Dept. K.§, Box
10880, Houston, Tex. 77018,

HEARING AIDS

Huge savings on tiny, all-in-
the-ear, behind the ear, eye-
glass and body models. New
space age models are so tiny
and well concealed your clos-
est friends may never even
notice. FREE HOME TRIAL.
No down payment. Low as $10
monthly. Money back guaran- i -
tee. Order direct and save. e

Write today for free catalog and confidential booklet.
PRESTIGE, Dept. D-38  Box 10947, Houston, Tex. 77018.

CHAPARRAL TEA. One-half pound bag $3.00. Old
Indian remedy to soak sore feet. Also Spring tonic,
nature's body balancer. Daily, P. O. Box 307, Winslow,
Ariz. 86047.

!ARE Silver Dollars, 1880-81 S, 1883-84-85-1899-1900-
)1-02 O mint. Uncirculated, $4.00 ea. Coin Catalog
Oc. Shultz, Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.

*IFTEEN UNITED STATES STAMPS OVER 50 years old
snly 10c when requesting other fascinating stamps
‘o examine on approval. ROMAR STAMPS, Box
3642T, Kansas City, Mo. 64114,

CIVIL WAR, INDIAN WAR period reproductions
Union & CSA uniforms, Kepis, chevrons and buttons.
All orders custom made, Catalog 25c. Lown's Cos-
tumes, 2234 E. Copper St., Tucson, Ariz. 85719.
SHOP BY MAIL for Gift Items. Free Catalog. Velrose
Mail Order Selections, 13455 S. W. éth St., Beaver-
ton, Ore. 97005.

DFFICIAL U. S. COIN GUIDE. $1.25. Fred Hettick,
tox 1495, Bismarck, N. Dak. 58501.

COLLECT COINS FOR PROFIT! How to start, Where
o sell. Lists of valuable coins. Check your change!
send $1.00. Ozark Enterprises, Rt. 2, Box 79A, Urbana,
JAo. 65767.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

AAKE BIG MONEY raising chinchillas, rabbits,
juinea pigs for us, Catalog—25c. Keeney Brothers,
lew Freedom. Pa. 17349

AUSTRALIA WANTS YOU! Government Assisted
'assage. 50,000 Jobs. Latest Government Information
ind Forms, $!1 00. Special Reports on Employment,
lusiness, Taxes, Housing, Education, Ranching, Farm-
ng, Teachina, Maps, efc. Austco, Box 3623-WG, Long
3each, Calif. 90803.

$200.00 SPARE TIME EARNINGS with yéur Tablesaw.
?J\S/Argfoe Workshop #28, 3800 Harney, Vancouver, Wash.
AAKE §1.00 PER SALE selling engraved metal Social
security plates, Free Sample Kit. Engravaplates, Box
0460-7405, Jacksonville, Fla. 32207.

:ARN MONEY ADDRESSING! Details, mail stamped
ielf-addressed envelope. Writel Happy, Box |161-Al5,
3attle Creek, Mich. 49106.

APPLE HEAD DOLLS for fun and profit. Send $1.00
‘or instructions. The Calamity Jane, Box 55, Palo
Jerde, Calif. 92266.

SUARANTEED $20.00 EVERY 80 ENVELOPES YOU
STUFF. No postage, addressing required. Informa-
‘ion, send 30c with sfamred, self-addressed envelope.
Zcon.—''Go'', 629 Franklin, Clearwater, Fla. 33517,
F YOU WANT A JOB Houston wants you. Send $1.00.
";‘gggmenf Services, 1521 Hamblen Rd., Humble, Tex.
NMANTED—ADDRESSERS. Send stamped self addressed
:nvelope and 25¢ for details. Calderon, 2111 Geneva,
‘resno, Calif. 93706.

=REE BOOK ''999 Successful, Little-known Businesses."
Nork Home! Plymouth 437, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11218.
MAKE GOOD MONEY from discarded products that
ire everywhere free for the taking. Rush $2.00 to Mail
pecialties, Box 264, Springdale, Utah 84767.

July-August, 1971

PLASTER CRAFT. Fun or profit. Complete mold
catalog $1.00. Refunded with first order. APDCO
Box 860, Pflugerville, Tex. 78660.

WANTED. OLD TRADE TOKENS from stores, pool
halls, mines, transportation, and others. Will pay
15¢c each. Otto Harlor, 6000 Olentangy River Road,
Worthinaton, Ohio 43085.

FOSSILS: GUARANTEED. GENUINE Petrified oyster
shell. $2.00 each postpaid. Louis Osborn, Box 134,
Randsburg, Calif. 93554.

ATTENTION INVESTORS OR DEALERS. Approximately
365 Beams. 425 labels and seals. 96 miscellaneous
figural and old bottles. Will do some trading for
old Beams needed in a collection. Highest bid over
$6500.00, A. J. Kasparian, 7703 E. Trent, Spokane,
Wash. 99206. Tel. WA 6-3409.

ADDRESS LABELS—1000 Deluxe 3% x 2. Three lines.
$2.00. Gretchen McCrady, 932 N. Ardmore, Dept. |1,
Hollywood, Calif. 90029.

REPRODUCTIONS, CURRENCY, WANTED POSTERS,
DOCUMENTS. Free List. One poster, three old bills
$1.50 postpaid. P.O. Box 11184, Phoenix, Ariz. 85017.

PLEED

YOUR MAIL

O QUICK
14 MAIN STREET
NEW YORK,NY.

USE

7P LODE
NUMBERS
IN ALL ADDRESSES

POSTMASTER

'STOP TOBACCO

/m" Banish the craving for tobacco as thou-

{ sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. Write
Today for free booklet telling of injurious
effect of tobacco and of a treatment which
has relieved over 300,000 people.

In Businness Since 1909 | FREE

THE NEWELL COMPANY |BOOK

Dept. K582 Chesterfield, Mo. 63017
ou Sould hnow abi
DICE=~CARDS

CATALOG $1.00
O.C.NOVELTY Go

1311 W. MAIN, OKLA. CITY 73106

WATCH FOR THE
FALL OLD WEST
On Sale July 1st

DONT LET US DIE!

If you do not collect TRUE WEST, OLD
WEST and FRONTIER TIMES, how about
passing them along to a friend, an old timer,
a hospital? The greatest need of all how-
ever is to the military. Our readers tell us
that they love these magazines. Send a copy
to our boys in uniform and you have done
your good deed for the month. Seems like
when we get the magazines into the hands
of a new person, we have added another
reader—so this help from you would be a
terrific boost!
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Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 68)
hesitatingly spoke her mind and made
this statement:

“I regret what has happened. I do not
consider that Mrs. Roosevelt received
fair play. I don’t believe she really knew
what she was doing in the kindergarten
matter; don’t believe she understood
what was wanted or what was in con-
templation as an entertainment. I hope
the decision to return the handkerchief
will not be carried out.”

Later she was to remark: “It seems
as though I were about the only woman
at the meeting who would, or did, speak
in defense of Mrs. Roosevelt. Those who
criticised her the most severely were
Northern women led by Mrs. Sharp, her-
self a Northern woman; in fact, prac-
tically all the severe talk was from
Northern women. Mrs. Calloway, how-
ever, who wrote the letters to Mrs. Roose-
velt and Mrs. Davis, is a Northern woman
but she was not present at the meeting,
being ill at home. I believe she would
have defended Mrs. Roosevelt. I have
lived in Texas all my life and as a
Southern woman I wish Mrs. Roosevelt
had been treated more graciously.”

Today, nearly seventy years later,
those who read the life of Mrs. Edith
Kermit Carow Roosevelt, wife of Theo-
dore Roosevelt, 26th President of the
United States whose terms of office
spanned the years 1901 to 1909, may
also be as charitable as Mrs. Henry
Coke.

The President himself said of her, in-
dicating the great esteem in which he
held her, “Whenever I go against her
judgment, I regret it.” Her picture shows
her to have been a very lovely woman,
whose face reflects sensitivity and
charm.

Perhaps these words may throw some
further light on the “handkerchief af-
fair” when we read: “Edith Carow
Roosevelt was an efficient and gracious
hestess. She carefully kept out of poli-
tics. And she hired a secretary to handle
White House social matters so that she
could spend more time with her family.”

It is very possible that Mrs. Roosevelt

S R S T T T ARENHE 5

did not know about and never even saw
the handkerchief which caused such a
furor of resentment among the good
ladies of Dallas, Texas. At least let’s
give her the benefit of the doubt.

Trails Grown Dim
(Continued from page 35)

believe it was written by a Confederate
soldier. I do not know what relation, if
any, the writer of this letter was to my
grandmother. Her maiden name was
Spence. Her first husband was Benjamin
Glass; her second, a man named Green.
She lived most of her life in or around
Atlanta, Georgia.

Camp Pritchard
May 11, 1862
“My dear Wife:

“I am proud of the opportunity of
writing you this pleasant Sabbath eve-
ning to let you know I am not very well,
but I feel better than I did last night. I
think it is cold I have taken from ex-
posure being out in the night and the
nights are very cool and the days hot.
If it were not for the wind stirring nearly
all the time we would suffocate. It is very
dry and dusty; the sand is about shoe
mouth deep. We have a great deal of
sickness in our camp. The flu is raging
fatal. We have had two deaths in the
Legion since I came. Several are now in
the hospital; none of our Company is
dangerous. Lieut. Barber and David
Cavender is worst of any in our Com-
pany.

“The Telegraph News to Hardeeville
yesterday evening says that Beaureguard
has fought the great battle at Corrinth
that has been expected. He whipped them
and is still persuing them. The slaughter
is greater than Manassas. No mail comes
here today and we have not heard any-
thing more. We will get a correct account
of it tomorrow. X

“Also, we have achieved another vic-
tory in Virginia. I do not think we will
have any fighting to do at this place.
Some think we will go to Tennessee, but
none of us knows time.

“Write how you are getting along with
your new ground; also who you bought

your cow from; if she is a good cow.
I have sent you fifty-nine dollars. I sent
nine dollars by Jesse R. Duke to Dah-
lonega. I want you to do the best you
can in my absence. I will assist you all
that I can. I will disfurnish myself to do
all for you I can. I have wrote to Father
to go up at camp meeting and carry you
down to meeting. I want you to go if you
can. As I have but little to write you,
you need not be surprised to receive a
short letter with my promise that I will
write more the next time.

“Goodbye for the present.—George W.
Vaughn”

If any of your readers can identify
any of the persons mentioned in the let-
ter, or for that matter the location of
Camp Pritchard or Hardeeville, I would
greatly appreciate it.—J. T. McKissick,
USNAVCOMMSTA, Box 120, FPO San
Francisco, California 96630

Frank Tedford

My uncle, Frank Tedford, was born in
Plattsburgh, New York in 1874 and lived
there until about 1900. He visited his
brothers, Samuel and Robert, in Little
Falls, Minnesota in the summer of 1911
and was then planning to go West. This
was the last time he was seen. He was
not married at this time, and his family
included his parents, Robert and Sarah
Colvon Tedford, the two brothers men-
tioned, and three in Plattsburgh, John,
William and Sheridan.

Any information will be greatly appre-
ciated.—Cleneth Tedford, Route 4, Box
197, Little Falls, Minnesota 56345

McCoy-Cooper-Eddy-Myers

I would like to hear from McCoy,
Cooper or Eddy families in or around
Texas, Arkansas or Louisiana; also, a
Bill (Doc) Myers, whom I knew in Tex-
arkana in 1934. We came to South Gate,
California together. He had a sister and
brother-in-law named Goldie and Ernie
in South Gate and Huntington Park in
1984 and 1985. I am now the lost sheep
and would like to hear from some of my
old friends.—L. S. McCoy, Mar Adel
Hotel, 8183 N. Main St., Elsinore, Cali-
fornia 92330

TUMBLEWEEDS -

'SCUSE ME! SEEIN'S HOW IT'S SNEAKY
WEEK, WOULD YOU MIND IF | LAYS
A QUICK SNEAK ON YA JUS' T’KEEP

PE?
SORRY, FELLA! IM bl

ALL BOOKED UP...

aje afa

IN FACT, I'M IN THE PROCESS 0O'BEIN'
SKULKED UPON THIS VERY MOMENT...
| MIGHT BE ABLE TO SQUEEZE YA IN
TOMORROW AT ABOUT FOUR PM.}...

SHUCKS! | GOTTA TAKE MY
TOM-TOM LESSON THEN!

-=py Tom K. Ryon

BEIN' A SNEAKER
AINT MUCH FUN 'THOUT
A SNEAKEE!

<
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The sensational new metal locator

®

EASILY DETECTS:

Coins

Relics

Gold

Silver *SOLID STATE
Copper MADE IN U.S.A

All Other Metals

WE GUARANTEE the Mustang
to outperform all other metal
locators in this price range!

Waterproof Searchloop!
No extra charge

for this feature — & ‘
can be submerged =
up to 30 inches! b o

*New type searchloop gives more
performance at low cost — Designed
especially for the Mustang.

" FULL FIVE YEAR
WARRANTY!

L\
S»

* All Transistor

* 5 Year Guarantee

» Lightweight: 3 Ibs.

* One Tuner Control

* Adjustable Stem

» Perfect Balance

Locates through dirt, wood, rock,
sand, water & etc.

T~

WILL DETECT:
Penny — 5 inches deep
Silver Dollar — 8 inches deep
Bag of Coins — 18 inches deep

Comes complete, ready to use.
No expensive accessories needed.
Has fresh battery

installed when shipped.

Uses only one inexpensive

9 volt battery. (radio type)
available anywhere.

You get more performance from a JETCO® Metal Locator!
JETCO® is the World’s leading manufacturer of metal locators!
When ordering by mail, add $1.50 for postage and shipping.

Electronic Industries, Inc.

P. O. Box 132, Huntsville, Texas 77340

TO: JETCO ELECTRONIC INDUSTRIES, INC. WA
P. 0. BOX 132 — HUNTSVILLE, TEXAS 77340

[J RUSH ME A MUSTANG
| ENCLOSE $39.95 PLUS $1.50 POSTAGE (TOTAL $41.45)
[J RUSH ME A CATALOG OF THE COMPLETE LINE!

NAME = = ¢ . e L
ADDRESSE=— ¢ - .. S PR
CITY. cemie L STATE 74 | A




THE RECOGNIZED LEADER IN
THE TREASURE HUNTING
WORLD-THE FAMOUS
"HUNTER" LINE OF
GARRETT
DETECTORS!

WRITE FREE.
TREASURE HUNTING
GUIDE BOOK.

/s

/
f
P A

Mailing address: Department D-112
P.0.Box 28666 Dallas, Texas 75228

Come by and inspect our new building at
2814 National Drive, Garland, Texas 75040 -
Telephone (A/C 214) 278-6151 EN Gt )

WHO KNOWS MORE ABOUT BEAT FREQUENCY METAL DETECTORS THAN THE PEOPLE WHO PERFECTED THEM?





