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Pat Coburn
is interviewed

about her
late hushand,
the "King of

the Pulps”

Above: Walt's stories rank with the best
in Western literature. Below: Pat Coburn
in 1940.

IX YEARS have passed since Walt
Coburn trailed his ghost rider into

e Shadow Hills. Walt was a writer of
yod old-fashioned words about Western
sroes and bad guys. In his stories, both
stion and fact, the baddies never won.
is folks were the hard-living, hard-dying
reed who built an empire and wrote pag-
; of courage in American history.

Last summer the University of Arizona
ibrary acquired Walt’s original manu-
wwipts, journals, and papers. The collec-
on includes more than 800 published
ction magazine stories, 10 hard
sver books, 22 pocket books, 63 true
;ories, and assorted manuscripts, letters,
aps, and foreign book editions. These
re being catalogued and indexed, and
jade available to students, researchers,
nd historians.

Coburn’s widow, Pat, lives in an attrac-
ive apartment on the fringe of downtown
rescott, It is liberally decorated with
jementoes of their Tucson home includ-
1g a striking coffee table which contains

EMEMBERING
WHLT

the lead plates from Chapter One of Sky
Pilot Cowboy, one of Walt’s novels.

Mrs. Coburn said one of Walt’s stories
has been selected for an anthology “West-
erns of the Forties,” to be published in
1977 by Bobbs-Merrill. A Beverly Hills;
California publisher has purchased three
others for a soon-to-be published anthol-
ogy.
“Walt had a way with words and knew
the cow country and characters he wrote
about. He never wrote anything that
wasn’t based on fact, even though he fic-
tionalized it,” she emphasized.

“He was born and raised on his father’s
Circle C Ranch in Montana, during the
state’s most colorful and lawless era.”

Walt first came to Arizona in 1916
where the Coburn brothers owned the
Wineglass, Cross S, and Cross Up Ranch-
es near Globe, and later the Horseshoe
Ranch in Bloody Basin where Walt
wrecked his knee.

“A prush-fringed cut bank in the basin
near Prescott proved fateful for Walt,”

Photo Courtesy Pat Cobum

Mrs. Coburn explained. “The bull didns
see it—his horse didn’t see it—and ne
ther did he until it was too late.

“I guess he told that story a thousanw
times—how he dabbed his loop over th
bull until it high-tailed past him. Thes
seconds later, the critter lunged off tf
bank and into a dry wash, dragging Wa
and the horse with him. Of course, Wa
limped out of that melee with a brokes

True We.




kneecap. And so, on that fateful day in
1920, the rangeland lost a cowhand and
the nation gained a word wrangler.”
Coburn worked at various jobs for a
couple of years (life guard, land survey-
or, boiler fireman) and labored at night
over his typewriter. He collected enough
rejection slips to paper a wall. Finally, in
1923, Argosy Magazine paid him $25 for
a short story and Walt was on his way to
success.
The rest is old history to Coburn fans.
Walt told the story of his “Thirty Years
as a Pulp Writer” in the July-August
1967 issue of True West. But, for those
who need a brief memory jog, his name
was on the cover of at least five monthly
magazines in the 1930s and ’40s. In fact
two of them (Walt Coburn’s Action No-
vels and Walt Coburn’s Western) were
named for him. At a time when Saturday
Evening Post and other “slick” magazines
paid authors a dime a word, Walt earned
five cents in the pulps where two cents a
word was usually considered good pay.
During this period he wrote 600,000
words a year to sweeten the Coburn cof-
_fers considerably.

6T’M very happy the University of Ari-
zona decided to acquire Walt’s manu-
seripts,” Mrs. Coburn said. “After all, he
did practically all of his writing in this
state—thirty years in Tucson and the
rest up here in these beautiful hills.
“You know, we first came to Prescott
in 1927 on our honeymoon. We stayed a-
bout a year and a half, so when we came
back in ‘retirement,’ if you can call it
that, it was like coming home again.”

A cozy, steep-roofed log house, the gen-
tle sound of wind in the pines, the violent
crescendo of summer storms, and the
white muted mantle of winter snow pro-

Photo ' Courtesy Author

BY MATT DODGE

Photo Courtesy Author
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Left: Walt Coburn on his honeymoon in 1927. Below:
pounds the keyboard in his adobe “shack”

vided the ideal natural setting for Walt’s
creative personality,

Here, he wrote his popular “Tally Book”
series which was later reprinted in 7'rue
West, and two of his best works, Pioneer
Cattlemen of Montana: The Story of the
Circle C Ranch, and his autobiography,
Walt Coburn: Western Word Wrangler.

“Although Walt was proud of his suc-
cess,” Mrs. Coburn said, “he was also
humble, soft spoken, and very religious.
He always tipped his hat when he passed
a church and often said that somewhere
along the way, Sefior Dios laid a hand on
his shoulder. He was a dedicated writer
who had a way with words and never for-
got his cow-country heritage.”

Sometimes, Walt got to thinking that
he missed the target he aimed at when he
started writing. Perhaps, if he had done
things differently, he would have made
the slicks (Post, Colliers, Cosmopolitan)
as fellow craftsmen Luke Short, Ernest
Haycox, and Max Brand had done.

“But, to accomplish that, he would have
had to do lots of rewriting and hard edit-
ing, which would have denied him the joy
of story-telling. It would also have re-
quired intense study of other western
fiction writers, and Walt never read
Westerns, not even his own. He preferred
‘whodunits’!”

Then in the early 1950s the bottom
dropped out of the pulp market.

“Walt never dreamed it would happen,
and neither did the editors. It was a com-
plete surprise and a shock. I suppose it
was caused by rising costs and too much
competition. Like everything else—movies
and television—if they have a good thing
going, they try to duplicate it again and
again.”

Whatever the reason, the collapse was
something Walt could not foresee during

Writer at work! Walt
in Tucson during the early 1950s.

Photo Courtesy Author
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The log cottage at Groom Creek near Prescott, Arizona, where Walt did his last writing.

his reign as “King of the Pulps,” and
could not have prevented had he foreseen
it. After all, he was an entertainer—a
good one—and proud of his ability to tell
stories about the real West and its people.

“The mistake Walt made—I can see it
now—was that he never wrote many
books such as Zane Grey, Max Brand,
and others had done—and he never used
an agent,” Pat Coburn admitted. “During
those busy years, he rejected many story
requests from a lot of magazines. He sim-
ply did not have the time. So, when the

pulps collapsed, he turned to writing the
longer, book-length stories.

THOUGH WALT COBURN received
little critical acclaim, he earned a
fine living in his career, and Mike Tilden
a Popular Publications editor who bought
the bulk of Walt’s yarns in the 1940s,
candidly described his ability as “nothing
short of genius for recapturing the old
West and bringing it colorfully alive year
after year.”
Walt’s creative methods may seem slap-

The house Walt was born in at White Sulphur Springs, Montana, in 1889. This photo
was taken in 1971.

Photo Courtesy Author

dash to some critics, but he’s included
with the likes of Ernest Hemingway, O.
Henry, Booth Tarkington, and W. Somer-
set Maugham in a college textbook Craft
of the Short Story, written in 1948 by Dr.
Richard Summers, then associate profes-
sor of English at the University of Ari-
zona. He called Coburn’s work ‘“‘superior
to others of its type because of the skill
of the writing and authentic background.”

That realistic touch and skill is appar-
ent in Stirrup High, published in 1957,
You’ll never find a more accurate descrip-
tion of a range lightning storm which
spooks a herd and kills about thirty ani-
mals: “A heavy roll of thunder crashed
around us and chain lightning split the
sky with ragged slash. There was a blind:
ing flare, then darkness. Tiny balls o
fox fire showed from the wet horn tip:
of the big native steers as they tossec
their heads sideways as they moved
When the horns clashed when they hookec
one another, the tips were like the spark:
from a white-hot horseshoe or anvil.”

Walt once commented that there wasn”
much room for description in the pulps
“The keynote is action,” he said. “I al
ways cut description to the bone.”

The method worked well when h
turned to writing paperbacks in the mid
1950s. The Square Shooter, published i
1957, offers this example:

“Bullets sprayed the pitch-black nigh
and Boone dove headlong into the roariny
river. As he surfaced. a man rushed ou
of the dark and jumped in after him. I
was the killer. Boone fought his way t
the far bank. When he finally reached i
his insides turned to ice. Nothing but !
steep, sheer wall of wet clay loomed i1
front of him. And the killer was closin
in from behind.”

Although Walt preferred this type o
action narrative and dialogue, he coul
handle description deftly. The officig
program for the Seventh Annual Worl
Series Rodeo for the Championship o
1932 in New York’s Madison Square Gax
den featured articles by Bill Corum, Ros
Santee, Will James, and Damon Runyor

Walt Coburn was included in that elit
group. His article “Cowboys in Town
offers one of the finest definitions o
“podeo” found anywhere:

“Rodeos that’s held all over the countr
from Madison Square Garden to Calgary
Canada, and Prescott here in Arizon:
kind of bring together you folks in th
East and us boys out West. We get so1
of acquainted. It’s a kind of link, don
you see, between the derby and the ter
gallon hat.

“When you see those boys out ther
ridin,” ropin,” and doggin’ steers, you’z
watchin’ forty a month cowboys that’
come back here to the cow country an
tell us how high them tall tepees lookex
They’re what you might call ambassadol
from the cow country. Like you folks ths
come out to our dude ranches give us
whiff of the East. And we don’t none ¢
us need any interpreter anymore to tal
to each other.

“So, folks, when you watch our cov
boys down there in the arena, ridi:
brones, swingin’ ropes, and bulldoggi:
steers, just remember that they’re comin
back here to the cow country dust ar
sun and wind and snow. Back to whi

True We:



Photo Courtesy Pat Coburn

Pat Cobum at home.

you call the prosaic life of raisin’ beef
cattle. We’re sort of wild in our ways.
We like to holler out loud and shoot at the
stars when we go back to the cow camps.
We look a mess in our dress suits, but
our hearts is all right.

“But, listen. Don’t go givin’ the bone-
heads the key to the city. They might go
unlockin’ too many places. We’re kinda

Sketch of Walt done in 1966 by Prescott
digh School student Larry Wolfe.

IHlustration Courtesy Author
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short on bail money out here and we need
all them boys to do the fall work out on
the range.”

“In the publishing world and among
editors, Walt had a reputation as an hon-
est man,” Mrs. Coburn smiled. “When
anyone referred to him as ‘famous,” he’d
reply: ‘Famous, no—notorious, yes.’”

She said Walt loved animals of all
kinds, especially horses. He had a natural
seat in the saddle and looked good on
horseback. “While he’d spend hours car-
ing for his horses and gear, put a rake
in his hand and he’d quit the flats. Yard
work and fixit jobs were not for him; and
he never once. to my knowledge, entered a
supermarket.”

In the Indian Summer of his life, Walt
Coburn felt a deep concern about en-
vironmental matters.

“Once, in 1964, he charged into the
house muttering something about ‘idiots
tearing out some 100-year-old trees.’ He
called Jim Garner, publisher of the Pres-
cott Courier, and told him to ‘come out
and stop ’em’.”

Less than fifteen minutes later, Garner
drove up to the Coburn place at Groom
Creek and was given a fast tour of a
rather wide area where the Forest Serv-
ice was ripping out trees and burning
them.

“They considered challenging the ’dozer
to stop the apparent destruction but luck-
ily they stomped into the house and
called the head honcho at the Forest
Service first. The ranger explained that
the work being done was necessary to
clear excess trees and insure future
growth.”

Mrs. Coburn told how Walt sneaked a
little jug of good spirits from a wood
pile and he and Garner drank a toast to
the “lying s.o.b. Forest Service.”

“Turned out the forestry people were
right, but Walt and Jim wrote a tre-
mendous story about the rape of Groom
Creek anyway,” she said. “The incident
did slow down. the tree ripping, and the
two chuckled about that for months.”

The Coburns enjoyed the isolation of
their Groom Creek home, even when they
were snowed in for three weeks in the
big storm of 1967. However, shortly after
Walt’s death, Pat sold the property and
moved to Prescott.

“Groom Creek is different now—too
‘populated’,” she said candidly. “When
we first went out there, we had no neigh-
bors at all. We had the woods, the wind,
and the fresh air. Walt kept a horse and
rode every day.”

THROUGHOUT his long career Walt

had a set method of writing. He sim-
ply sat down and let his characters work
out their own destinies. “Walt never plot-
ted anything and kept the story in his
head,” Mrs. Coburn said. “He’d have a
lead sentence—that’s all he’d start with.
He wrote early in the morning until
noon, and never at night.”

But although he had always shied
from writing factual stories, he turned
to that type of craftsmanship in 1962,
shortly after they arrived at Groom
Creek.

“Walt had known publisher Joe Small
for a long time, but since Western Pub-
lications did not carry fiction, he had

never written for Joe’s magazines. The
beginning was the True West reprinting
of the “Tally Book” series which was
mostly about people Walt had known in
Montana. Later he wrote many other
stories—such as ‘One Thanksgiving Day’
which was about artist Charlie Russell
whom he knew quite well. Walt could
have done a great book about Charlie
Russell. He knew Will Rogers, too—Tom
Mix—Guy Weadick, who ran the Calgary
Stampede for years—Walter Brennan
was another good friend—Fred Gipson
—there were so many.”

Walt Coburn sold everything he ever
wrote except two stories he did while
living at Groom Creek. These are about
Indian legends—first-hand stories of the
Gros Ventres and Assininboins he knew
well because the Circle C adjoined the
Fort Belknap Reservation.

“He often spoke of their love for his
father,” Mrs. Coburn said. “I think
they’re good stories, but they’re long—
nearly 100,000 words each. I'd like to see
them published, but I haven’t pushed
them.”

DURING their forty-four years of mar-
riage, Walt and Pat lived a secluded
life, especially in the earlier years when
they lived behind locked gates and had
an unlisted telephone number. The Co-
burn rule was never to accept invitations
Mondays through Fridays. Saturday
nights they socialized and Walt had a
strict rule never to work on Sunday.

“When I married him, I knew little of
his Montana background, and I’d never
been around a creative writer,” she ad-
mitted. “Somehow I managed to be a
wife, secretary, housekeeper, cook, good
listener, and trouble shooter. We had a
few turbulent times over the years but we
managed to weather them. I learned from
the start to give up most things other
women my age were doing. I really en-
joyed staying home and I never had
time to be bored. My life with Walt was
never dull, and he often remarked that
I should thank God he wasn’t twins.”

To the very end, Walt remained al-
lergic to telephones. He never would talk
on the phone unless it was of utmost
urgency to do so.

“I’ll never forget Walt’s first visit to
New York City in 1930,” Pat laughed.
“He liked the city so much that he never
wanted to go to bed. He’d stop to talk to
policemen, beggars, taxi drivers, paper-
boys—everyone.”

The Coburns were being squired about
by Jack Byrne, chief editor of Fiction
House which published Action Stories and
nine other pulp magazines. “What an
evening that turned out to be, as Walt
entertained us with hilarious stories of
his travels,” she recalled. “And, you
should have seen him trying to get ready
for a night on the town. Red-faced
from the pressure of the tight dinner
jacket, stiff-bosomed shirt, and starched
collar, he put on his ten-gallon hat and
wore cowboy boots under his evening
trousers. He told me he took off the
spurs just in case we went dancing.”

Although money was never Walt’s god,
he knew he had to have it to live and
argued for a raise when he felt he'd

(Continued on page $4)
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BILLY JACOBS'
STORY

. . . a runaway boy hires on with Pecos Carter
and his Panhandle Pool outfit

illustrated by Al Martin Napoletano—and here’s why.

From Walt’s cover letter written June 12, 1970: “I'm enclosing

The Billy Jacobs Story which I hope you will like. (Walt then explains he has no pictures and has a suggestion.) | never
met Al Napoletano but know he has illustrated many of my stories and is a good western artist.”

TIME HAD BEEN when Uncle Billy
Jacobs was as salty a cowhand as
ever came up the long cattle trail from
Texas to Montana. I remember him as
an old man with an uncombed shock of
white hair and a stubble of white whis-
kers. A stove-up old cowhand who walked
with a game-legged limp from what he

8

called his ‘rheumatiz’. He was a stocky
built man of medium height and beneath
his shaggy iron-gray brows his blue
eyes, that held a glint of humor, were
those of a young man in the prime of life.
Uncle Billy had no need to wear glasses,
and he had a full et of large yellowish
teeth that had never felt a toothbrush.

He cleaned his teeth with the gnawed e
of a green willow stick or a chewed kitc
en match, and he never once sat in
dentist’s chair.

Uncle Billy was more or less on t
pension list at the Circle C ranch
Montana. During the summer months
tended to the irrigation of the hay fiel
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ind the truck gardens. He rode an old
owhorse, a flea bitten gray -called
‘reckles, forking his old Nelson saddle
vith its rope marked horn. He packed
i short handled shovel in a saddle scab-
vard and tied his gumboots with a
vhang leather string across the high fork
f his saddle. On the fall roundups he
vent along to handle the beef herd.

I was a button of a kid on the Circle
> ranch when I listened with both ears
n many a long summer evening to Uncle
3illy tell about the exciting adventures of
is younger days when at the age of
ourteen he had gone up the cattle trail
rom Texas to Montana, and this is part
f his story as I remember it:

* ¥ Kk %

[ SHORE got off to one hell of a start

from the day I was born in an Injun
amp at Dead Man’s Crossing on the
’ecos River on the Staked Plains of
‘exas. A band of Comanche Indians had
pken my mother into their camp and
alled in an old squaw to act as mid-wife.
Iy old man was a circuit rider sky pilot
tho was on the road preaching his fire
nd brimstone sermons to anyone who
rould listen. My mother had once been

i
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a honkeytonk dance hall girl until she
married Preacher Hosea Jacobs.

When I was about ten years old my
folks moved to Tascosa, the toughest trail
town in any man’s country, where my
mother ran a boarding and rooming
house called the Lone Star Hotel, while
my father traveled around the Panhandle
country on a big white mule saving souls
of sinners and nibbling at frequent in-
tervals on the bottle of whiskey he
packed in case he got bit by a rattlesnake,
his Bible in the pocket of his swallow-
tail coat.

When my father got likkered up he
used to step out on the balcony of the
Lone Star Hotel and preach the evils of
the Demon Rum in a leather-lunged
hawg-calling voice that could be heard
all over town, until one summer night
the railing he was leaning on gave way
and he landed square on his head in a
swan dive that broke his neck.

After the funeral me and Ma held a
long medicine talk. We were both plumb
fed up to the ears with the old man’s
brand of religion, Ma told me that while
the preacher was gone for weeks and
months that a middle-aged cowman named
Carlos Sanders had been after her to quit
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the old man and marry him, and now
with the Reverend Hosea Jacobs dead
and buried she was free to marry again.

I knew right then and there that was
how come Carlos Sanders had hired me a
few months before as a horse wrangler
at his Cross S ranch on the Canadian
River about twenty-five miles from Tas-
cosa, for ten dollars a month and beans.
I never liked the long-geared Tejano who
was part Mexican on his mother’s side.
Besides my job as horse wrangler Carlos
had me digging post holes and stretching
barbwire on.the new horse pasture he
was building, besides chopping wood and
helping the ranch cook wash dishes. I'd
had it made to quit long before the old
man cashed in his chips.

Ma told me that she was going to sell
the Lone Star Hotel and when she mar-
ried Carlos Sanders the Cross S ranch
would be my home, and right then and
there I made up my mind to quit the
country and early next morning I was
long gone, forking a line-backed buckskin
Cross S gelding. I'd heard tell of a pool
outfit in the West Panhandle that was
gathering enough cattle to make a size-
able trail herd and I headed for their
roundup camp on a creek about forty
miles from Tascosa. I had ten dollars in
my jeans. I was free as the morning
breeze with nary a care in the whole
wide world as I watched the shadow me™n
my horse made as we rode the dim trail.
I was chock full of beans that morning
as I watched the warpainted red sun
come up on the Texas plains, warbling
the old trail song,

“With my rump in the saddle
And my hand on the horn

I'm the best damn cowpuncher
Ever was born!”

T WAS about sundown when I rode into

the pool roundup camp. The men on
day herd were slowly bunching the Long-
horns and - grazing them onto the bed-
ground, and the horse wrangler was
easing the remuda into the rope corral.
Most of the cowhands were eating supper.
There must have been about fifteen in
the roundup crew and every man had a
filled cartridge belt buckled around his
middle and a Colt six-3hooter shoved in
a holster.

As I rode up I could feel the cold sus-
picious eyes of every man sizing me up.
What talk had been going on, stopped.
I might have been a plumb stranger to
them but I knew most of them by sight
when they showed up in Tascosa to blow
in their money, because before I went to
work for Carlos Sanders I had hustled a
living swamping the saloons and run-
ning errands for the madams in Crib
Alley. To the bartenders and dance hall
girls in Tascosa I was known as the
Preacher’s Kid.

“Damned if it ain’t that drunk Preach-
er's Kid!” A tall cowhand called Pecos
Carter got to his feet and walked towards
me. “You lost? Or did you run off?” he
asked.

“I just naturally pulled out after my
old man died and my mother was fixing
to marry Carlos Sanders. I heard tell of
this pool outfit and I’'m here to tackle
the trail boss for a job. This horse I'm

9



riding belongs to Sanders but I figure he
owes me a horse for the mean way he
treated me.” I told the trail boss the
truth.

Pecos Carter had hair the color of a
sorrel horse and a walrus mustache the
same color. His eyes were the color of
gun metal, cold as winter ice. He told
me he had reason to hate Carlos Sanders’
guts and when he told me to unsaddle
and tie into the grub, that he was putting
me on at fifteen dollars a month, I was
the happiest kid on God’s earth. I’d done
hired out to the Panhandle Pool trail herd
and was northbound along the Goodnight
Trail for Cheyenne, Wyoming, and I
aimed to make a hand, play my string
out regardless.

If a man was to hand pick the whole
State of Texas he couldn’t find a tougher,
hardcase trail crew than that of the Pan-
handle Pool outfit.. The cowpunchers were
all renegades of some description, out-
laws from Robbers’ Roost, cattle rustlers,
brand artists, some owners of small cow
outfits they’d built up with a hungry loop
and a running iron. The Pool road iron
was what Josh Stuart called the Crazy
Quilt Brand.

During the week it took to put the trail
herd in the road iron, half a dozen mount-
ed cowhands with Winchester saddle guns
stood guard on the skyline hills on the
lookout for Rangers or owners of the
cattle whose brands were being altered—
including fifty head of Cross S Longhorns
belonging to Carlos Sanders.

Josh Stuart was a short, bowlegged
man with a barrel chest, broad shoulders
and bull neck. He had a shock of coarse
sandy hair and a drooping, tobacco

stained mustache. His eyes were pale’

blue and his skin was burnt from the
sun and wind and his lips chapped and
cracked. Josh smeared his face with axle
grease for protection from the weather,
and on a windy day it became dust cov-
ered and grimy. Josh Stuart was an ex-
pert brand artist and he claimed he could
alter any Texas brand into the Crazy
Quilt road iron. He claimed the Cross S
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brand was easy pickin’s, as well as the
X I T, Cross L, the IL, the Turkey
Track and the J A brand belonging to
Goodnight and Adair.

Because I had no roundup bed it was
Josh Stuart who had talked each of the
cowhands out of a blanket and dug up
an old tarp from the bed wagon, and I
had taken a liking to him.

It was Josh Stuart who rode the point
with Pecos Carter, because they both
owned more cattle in the pool than any
other cowhand. There were sixteen cow-
hands in the trail drive besides old Yaqui
Gonzales, the horse wrangler, part Yaqui,
part Mexican; and Nigger Bob, the cook.
Cotton Eye was the nighthawk. He had
one dark brown eye and one light gray
eye and he claimed his cotton colored
eye could see on the darkest stormy
night ever made, and at daybreak when
he fetched the remuda into the rope cor-
ral there were no horses missing.

Sixteen cowhands was almost double
the number usually used on an average
trail herd and that accounted for the
large remuda, each cowhand having a
string of ten horses. Besides the four
mules that hauled the mess wagon and
the four that hauled the bed wagon, there
was a string of ten mules for the horse
wrangler because Yaqui rode mules in-
stead of horses. Cotton Eye drove the bed
wagon, and Bob the mess wagon.

When I asked Josh Stuart how come
the sixteen man trail crew he said they
were headed for Cheyenne, Wyoming,
most of it through Indian country, and
that was why the cowhands packed saddle
guns and there was a sawed-off ten-
gauge shotgun in both wagons. He said
there was always the off chance while we
were still in Texas that some of the cow-
men along the Canadian just might take
a notion to hold up the herd to make a
Winchester cut, figuring we had a few
of their Longhorns in the pool.

BOB was a big six-footer, tough as a
boot but good natured in spite of the
fact that he was known around Tascosa

as a renegade from Robbers’ Roost on the
Cimarron where the outlaw William
(Bill) Coe and his gang had built a rock
house like a fortress. Bob claimed to be
the only black man in Coe’s gang of
outlaws. If he took a liking to a man he

;
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was a true friend but if he disliked a man
hat man had better shy plumb off and
way.

That went double for old Yaqui, the

horse wrangler, who had killed a few men
in his time and had come from Robbers’
Roost to Tascosa with Bob. It was the
horse wrangler’s job to rustle wood or
buffalo or cow chips and carry buckets
of water for the trail cook, but whenever
I was in camp I did those chores to re-
lieve Yaqui who had a stiff leg from a
busted knee cap. There was a two-
wheeled cart hitched behind the mess
wagon called a cooney cart to carry the
wood and cow chips and I kept the cooney
cart filled for the cook.

There were four cattle trails going
north from the West Panhandle of Texas:
the Goodnight-Loving Trail from the
Pecos to Denver; the old Goodnight Trail
to Cheyenne, Wyoming, 'established in
1868; the Palo Duro-Dodge City Trail;
and the new Goodnight Trail to Granada
that had branched off after 1868 to the
Iliff Ranch in Colorado on the South
Platte River. The Panhandle Pool trail
drive followed the old Goodnight-Loving
Trail to Cheyenne, and Pecos Carter and
Josh Stuart had timed it to be the last
drive to leave the West Panhandle, a
week or so behind three or four other
trail herds that were on the Cheyenne
Trail.

The way Carter and Stuart had it fig-
ured, if there were any Indians demand-
ing beef steers for their camp meat,

Tuly-August, 1977

A

\\‘\
/‘

N

7 ‘, \
“dl ’ //

/w

they’d be whittlin’ on the other trail herds
up ahead of us. Also if there were any
stampedes the trail herds ahead would be
spillin’ some Longhorns along the way.
Crowded for time to reach the Cheyenne
market they’d be travelin’ as fast as
possible and would be too short handed
to waste time roundin’ up any cattle that
strayed off too far.

With Pecos and Josh rxdmg the point,
two men rldlng the first swmg, two riding
the second swing and me’n some cowhand
fetching up the drags, the other eight
cowhands rode on ahead, fanning out on
a ten-twelve mile front to gather cattle
lost by the cow outfits ahead of us, and
it was a sorry day when those out-riders
didn’t gather five or ten strays. These
strays were roped, stretched out and
branded in the Crazy Quilt iron, and by
the time the Panhandle Pool trail drive
had reached Cheyenne we had picked up
about 300 head of mossy-horned cattle.

I recollect going through the worst
lightning storm any old cowhand on God’s
green earth ever saw. The fox-fire on the
tall wet grass was like a big lake afire.
When a man had the guts to reach for
the sparks on the tips of his horse’s ears
he got a handful of nothing. The sparks
on the tips of the Longhorns was spooky
enough to scare the bravest cowhand ever
lived, and the crash of the horns of the
milling steers was like rolling thunder.
Next day there were a half a dozen crip-
pled steers that couldn’t keep up with the
drags and they 'were left behind for
the Indians.

Near the cowtown of Las Animas the
rains had swollen the Arkansas River
over the banks. We lost about fifty head
swimming the muddy river. We laid over
for two days and nights to put taller on
the herd. Pecos let half his crew go to
town one night and the next night the
rest of us went.

Come sunrise the following morning
the trail herd was on the move, headed
north along the Goodnight Trail for
Cheyenne, just north of the Colorado line.
When we reached the old roundup camp
called the Rock Pile on Crow Creek about
ten miles out of Cheyenne, we made camp
on good water and plenty of grass while

(Continued on page 18)
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Buriep TREASURE

memmsnn Photos & |llustrations Courtesy Author

It was no less than a Colt 45 , once the pride and ji

BY JAMES W. BLARE

SQUIRREL GULCH is a north-south
gulch in the County of Clear Creek,
State of Colorado. Legally it is referred
to as South 1% of Section 11, T4S, R73W,
of the 6th Prime Meridian. The gulch in
its day has hidden many things.
The most important, of course, are the

many veins of gold, silver, and copper.

The ore is called chalcopyrite, one of the
principal ores of copper, but in this area
it is very rich in gold and silver. The
veins run east to west, and cross Squirrel
Gulch, running from Warren Gulch to
the east, to Chicago Creek to the west.

At the time of purchase I was
not aware of the mining potential of
the area, referred to as the Gold Dirt
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Mining District. Neither did I know of
the Lexington Mine, located between
Warren and Squirrel Guleh. The Lex-
ington Mine was known as the “Mother
Lode” of this area, and yielded over
three million in ore in the last thousand
feet of the workings. The vein then fault-
ed and could not be located again.

At the time of the original location, a
man by the name of Grant Tilden filed
six location claims, to wit: The Comet,
the 2-10, the Hamilton, the Preacher,
the Lexington and its extension, the Gold
Link. The Lexington and the Gold Link
run east to west and end four hundred
feet from the front door of the house we
built.

My purchase included two patente
mining claims: the Florence, a five-ac:
claim; and the Golden Gate, a twent
acre claim. My first move was to bui
a home, as a beautiful site was availab
on the property. This took almost ni
years as I had to work to pay the bill
During this period, the neophite fro
Brooklyn became a prospector. I am r
tired from the New York City Poli
Department and, after thirteen years
prospecting, have successfully located t!
missing Lexington vein. This does n
indicate instant riches by a long she
as mining was dormant during this tin
and is only presently becoming interes
ing due to our economic situation. O
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N SOUIRREL GULCH

>f William Brocius Graham—the famous Curly Bill

mills are being refurbished and over-
hauled while modern ones are on the
drawing board. Plans also include new
chemical smelters, one of which should
locate in this immediate area. At least
“treasure number one” had been discov-
ered and the location was Squirrel Gulch.

OWEVER, it was during mining ex-

ploration that “treasure number two”
was found. Squirrel Gulch was to yield
another find that was not gold or silver.
It happened quite by accident. Almost
at the start of an exploration project,
the ’dozer blade uncovered a small aban-
doned mine drift. It was like a scene out
of the county dump. The first thing I
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sensed was a terrible odor—a cross be-
tween a cattle feedlot and the Brooklyn
Union Gas Company, with a little low
tide mud from Jamaica Bay thrown in
for good measure.

Gaining entrance to the drift took con-
siderable courage and determined shovel-
ing. The drift was approximately fifteen
feet in length and the outside light was
sufficient illumination for inspection. In-
side the drift was an old trunk, not in
mint condition, some assorted tin cans,
a whiskey bottle, some handmade mining
steel and jars of cabbage in old-fashioned
Mason containers. The ’dozer blade had
broken several of the jars which account-
ed for the foul odors encountered.

The trunk was not heavy and I man-
aged to skid it over the dirt and rejoin
the outside world. The leather handles
were intact which aided in moving the
trunk outside; the trunk was locked and
after some time was carefully opened.
Inside were old work clothes that were
almost powder. Next I found an old
leather holster and belt complete with
cartridges, that fell apart in my hands.
At the bottom, wrapped in what must
have been oiled rags, was a beautiful
nickel-plated Colt .45 that looked like it
had just come from the factory. Perhaps

it was the Colorado climate and the

closed drift that accounted for the lack of
oxidation. There was absolutely no rust
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or corrosion on either the Colt or the
ammunition.

My excitement knew no bounds. At
age fifty-three my childhood had re-
turned, or I had made it to the age of
senility in one giant leap—which I did
not know, or care. I had an antique Colt
and it was all mine. Little did I know
that time would add further dimensions
to both my mining efforts and my Colt.
As it turned out, one treasure depended
on the other.

After the ’dozer had been shut down, I
bounded into the house to inspect the
find. First I unloaded the Colt, which
had five cartridges in the cylinder, leav-
ing one empty, which was the custom
during its time of use. Then it was
checked mechanically, cleaned and oiled.
What happened next could only be at-
tributed to the excitement and emotions

-of a real red-blooded American boy.

(Boy?) The gulch was echoing with the
roar of a Colt .45. It was as though this
Colt was just delivered from the factory
shelf, felt natural in hand and was ac-
curate to the ability of the shooter. The
barrel was six inches long, later on
proved to be original and named the
“Lightning model,” and the grip was one-
piece and made of walnut.

On the right side of the grip was a
name, very faint and readable only in
sunlight: Sandy King. It was carved in
seript over another name that had been

seratched out. On the left side of the
grip was imprinted the date of 1880, anc
just underneath, in a sort of oval, were¢
the initials, very faint, “C. C. M.” Or
the barrel, cylinder and frame were the
initials “D. F. C.” followed by a ‘P’ af
right angles to the initials. The' seria
number was 62689, and all the numbers
matched except the number on the
“gate.” First inspection. The second in:
spection proved more enlightening.

A TRUE collector would cringe at the

thought of firing such a treas
ure. But to me, the ol’ prospector, the
name Sandy King was unknown, and ¢
Colt is a Colt.

An inquiry was made to the Factory
Colt Historian with unsatisfactory re
sults. However, one day while awaiting
a matter in court at the county seal
of Georgetown, I decided to kill some
time in the local library. The reading
material selected at random, because of
the Colt, was Badmen of the West by
Hendricks. On page sixty-one a great dis:
covery was made, There in print was the
name Sandy King, and in associatior
with none other than the famous outlaw
Curly Bill Brocius. Full name, Willian
Brocius Graham. This discovery led t¢
an immediate desire for further research

Trips to Tombstone, Bisbee and the¢
remains of Galeyville in Arizona, Curly
Bill’s stronghold, were undertaken witk

Left: Letter from Sandy King to D. A. Knight. Below: Letter from Knight to Jim Blake,

the author.
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little results. Breckenridge was also vis-
ited as this was the West Texas area
rumored to be his birthplace. The only
satisfaction came from articles printed
in the Tombstone Epitaph as regards to
background information. It was learned
that Curly Bill was a cattle rustler,
stagecoach robber, killer, and just plain
mean when under the influence. He was
also handsome, generous, compassionate
and a giant of a man. Very well built,
husky, with a barrel chest and thick
forearms, he had black curly hair and
was at least two inches over six feet
tall. He was fast with his guns but he
was by no means a Ringo or Holliday.
That Brocius was good to his men was
brought out in the Badmen of the West
where it relates how he tried to care for
Sandy King after King had been shot
by Deputy Billy Breakenridge who did
serve under Sheriff John H. Behan. This
is when Curly Bill gave Sandy King

one of his Colts, as he thought Sandy
was going to die. As it turned out, a
lieutenant from Fort Apache happened
along, made a deal with Curly, and took
Sandy to the fort where he was treated
by a doctor and released.

Curly Bill’s confederates consisted of
King, Ringo, the Clantons, the McLaury
brothers, Frank Stilwell, Pete Spence,
Zwing Hunt, Billy Grounds, Dan Dowd,
Tex Howard, and many more too nu-
merous to mention. This group was ref-
erred to as the “Cowboys,” who were the
mortal enemies of the Earps in Tomb-
stone. The feud between the Cowboys
and the Earps culminated in the “Shoot-
out at the OK Corral.” The Earps, along
with Doc Holliday, were victorious in
that famous incident, but at the time in
question, Curly Bill, Sandy King and
Ringo were across the Mexican border
robbing a Mexican mule train of its
gold. It is interesting now to speculate

Affidavits concerning the famous Colt once owned by Curly Bill.

about the outcome of the shootout if
Curly Bill and Ringo had been there.

Wyatt Earp knew Curly Bill was re-
sponsible for the maiming of his brother
Virgil, and the subsequent death by
shooting of his brother Morgan. Earp set
out to take revenge, and actually became
a wanted man. It was during this time
that Sheriff Behan deputized Curly Bill
and most of his band for the sole purpose
of hunting down Wyatt and his crew.
This caused the death of Curly Bill who
was killed by Wyatt Earp on March 25,
1882 at Mescal Springs, Arizona, about
nine miles south of Tombstone. Brocius
was the last man killed by Wyatt Earp
in his long career on the Western fron-
tier. This affair is referred to as “The
Last Shootout.”

JRESEARCH on the Colt can be laid
directly on miners and other people
(Continued on page 40)



UY COOPER set a world-record order
for a single type of vehicle in the
spring of 1906, when he sold a train of
twenty freight cars, loaded with Co-
quillard Wagons. The wagons were
shipped to towns in Missouri, Kansas, In-
dian Territory, and Oklahoma Territory.
Many other carriage manufacturers had
shipped trainloads of various types of
vehicles, but this was the first trainload
of one kind that has been shipped, accord-
ing to a reporter who had been sent to
cover the event for The Vehicle Dealer.
To mark the occasion, each freight
car was draped with bunting upon which
was printed its destination. Pulled by
old “Mo-Pac” engine No. 19, the twenty
freight cars of Coquillards made a mem-
orable picture. One carload was left in
Missouri, eight cars were delivered to
Kansas dealers, four were left in various
Indian Territory towns, and the remain-
ing seven continued to towns in Oklaho-
ma Territory.
The Coquillard Wagon—a neglected
facet in the literature of Western ex-

Blexis Coquillard, the wagon maker.

pansion following the Civil War— is
little known and less honored by America,
the land which it helped to open and
develop.

Alexis Coquillard started the Coquil-
lard Wagon Company in South Bend,
Indiana in 1865. This remarkable com-
pany was the builder of fine wagons, car-
riages, and sleighs. South Bend was the
early hub of frontier wagon manufac-
turers. Coquillard was one of the strong
spokes in this important hub, along with
Studebaker, Chockelt, Winkler, the South
Bend Wagon Company, and others. The
Coquillard wagon was popular with the
Amish farmers as well as with early
Western-bound immigrants.

The Coquillard family roots had been
planted deep in South Bend by Alexis
Coquillard, the fur trader, who was an
uncle of Alexis, the wagon maker. He had
the business foresight to see that the
countless acres of cheap timber land that
were laced with streams in St. Joseph
County, Indiana would some day pay big
dividends.

South Bend was named by Alexis, the
fur trader. He was a descendant of Peter
Serat dit Coquillard who emigrated from
France to La Chine, Canada in the late
1600s. Little is known of Peter, except
that “he was one of the trustees of the
Roman Catholic Church of St. Anne’s.”
Each successive generation of Coquil-
lards moved farther southwest, until one
branch of the family reached Detroit,
Michigan where Alexis was born in 1795.

He was a brave and dependable boy
who grew up to understand and respect
the local Indians and their culture. The
Potawatomis held him in high esteem.

Because of their mutual regard, Alexis
was asked by the U. S. government to aid
in the disagreeable task of moving the
Indians to their new Kansas reservation
in 1840.

Alexis, while still in his teens, served
the American army as a courier in the
War of 1812. His knowledge of the Indian
language and customs enabled him to
become a successful Indian trader. Later
he became an agent for the American Fur
Trading Company. To all who knew him,
his name was synonymous with “honesty,
sagacity, and truth.”

In 1820, the Astors sent Alexis and
his partner, Francis Comparet, to Ft.
Wayne, Indiana to manage their trading
post. Two years later, he and his partner
bought out the American Fur Trading
Company which dominated fur-trading
in the lower lakes area. Alexis then left
his partner in Ft. Wayne and traveled
west into St. Joseph County and built a
trading post on the south bend of the St.
Joseph River.

His enthusiastic letters describing the
great opportunities afforded by this new
land motivated hig brother, Benjamine
Coquillard of Detroit, to move his family
to South Bend. They came by boat in
1829, when Alexis (the wagon maker)
was only four years old.

BENJAMINE COQUILLARD became

the proprietor of the Union Hall Tayv-
ern in South Bend. Young Alexis devel-
oped into a keen observer. Each day
Alexis studied the fascinating and varied
activities that were taking place in that
frontier settlement. Among other things
he watched Peter Johnson build the first

IN QUEST OF A

— designed by a man who described the Western terrain as
. “wholly unclassable, almost impassable, and scarcely jackassable”
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The Coquillard evelved from a heavy wagon with a tall cumbersome endgate in 1869

advertisement in the Carriage Dealer Journal, December 1904,

wagon in South Bend, a picture that re-
mained in his mind throughout his life-
time,

At the age of fourteen, while work-
ing on his uncle’s ferry that transported
passengers across the St. Joseph River,
Alexis promoted his first successful busi-
ness venture, Inasmuch as the passengers
needed transportation from the ferry to
their destinations, he persuaded his
mother to purchase Mr. Johnson’s new
wagon to be used for that purpose.

Alexis’ formal education began in the
winter of 1842 when the Reverend Ed-

ward Sorin, founder of Notre Dame, ar-
rived in South Bend to take over the
mission of St. Mary’s of the Lake. Alexis
was asked to take Reverend Sorin to his
new teaching post. They became close
friends at their first meeting and Alexis
had the honor of being the first student
to enroll in Sorin’s frontier school, which
some time later became the famous Notre
Dame University.

Since Alexis was a serious scholar, he
acquired a good education by the time
gold was discovered in California. Like
most young men of his day he wanted

to a trim sleek vehicle in 1904. From an

to try his luck at mining. His Uncle Alexis
lent him $2,000 to finance this “glorious
adventure.” He and nine other boys
formed the “St. Joseph Valley Mining
and Operating Company” and went to
California. They traveled overland in cov-
ered wagons to Marysville.

Along the way Alexis was unaware
that he was serving an apprenticeship for
a later profession by helping to repair,
redesign, and rebuild the wagons in his
overland train to keep them rolling over
terrain which was “wholly unclassable,

(Continued on page 36)

COQUILLARD WAG

BY JOHN AND MILDRED FRIZZELL
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Twenty freight cars filled with Coquillard farm wagons headed southwest into Oklahoma in*the spring of 1906. From The Vehicle

Dealer, April 1906.
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Uncle Billy Jacobs’ Story
(Continued from page 11)

Pecos Carter went ahead to dicker with
the cattle buyers.

T WAS Josh Stuart who told us the
story of the pile of rocks that gave
the roundup camp its name. It seemed
that a young cowboy turned outlaw, called
the Powder River Kid, a member of the
Hole in the Wall Gang, was working on
the fall beef roundup for one of the large
Wyoming cow outfits. A hell of a good
bronc rider, he was riding one of his
rough string when a thunder and light-
ning storm came up, stampeding the
beef steers. Come daybreak they found
the dead body of the Powder River Kid
pinned down by his dead horse. He was
buried where he died and the cowpunch-
ers piled some rocks on his shallow grave.
After that every roundup and trail outfit
that camped there piled on a few more
boulders until the rocks were as high as
a horse’s withers.
There was a large granite boulder
that had been placed on the grave with
the following words chisled on it:

Here lies the earthly remains

Of the Powder River Kid

Born and christened in the name of
Clay Lockhart

Dead at the age of 23, Sept. 1, 1868
Who died as he had lived

Bravely and without fear

May his soul rest

In eternal peace.

Josh told us that every year, come
September 1st, some veiled woman,
dressed in black, came at night and left a
bunch of twenty-three red roses at the
foot of the big boulder, then vanished into
the darkness. Though some cowpunchers
had sighted the veiled woman in black
who rode side saddle on a big black horse
that had plenty of speed, nobody ever
come within rifle shot of her. There were
a lot of wild rumors about her identity
and her relationship to the Powder River
Kid. Until his real name, Clay Lockhart,
was chiseled on the granite boulder no-
body in that part of the cow country
had ever known his name.

It was taken for granted that the mys-
terious woman in black was the Powder
River Kid’s sweetheart. Since she wanted
her true identity kept secret the cowboys
who worked in Wyoming or with the
passing trail herds respected her wishes
and made no attempt to pry into her
private affairs, but each one added to the
rock pile until the monument could be
seen for miles.

Josh said that a few years before, the
large granite boulder had been ptried up
with crowbars and shovels and under it
a big hole had been dug. Instead of the
skeleton bones of the Powder River Kid,
whose grave was supposedly under the
inscribed boulder, there was a rusted steel
Wells Fargo box, its heavy padlock shat-
tered by a .45 slug, the lid pried open
on rusted hinges, its contents emptied.

The long buried Wells Fargo box was
in due time identified. The Hole in the
Wall Gang had held up a stagecoach
about ten years before, and the strong
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box with $10,000 in gold, destined for a
Cheyenne bank, had vanished from sight.
The rider on the black horse no longer
paid an annual visit to lay twenty-three
red roses at the foot of the inscribed
boulder that had been tipped over. The
rider was later believed to be a man who
had succeeded in fooling the law officers
and the Pinkerton range detectives all
those years. When a Hole in the Wall
outlaw was released from prison it was
taken for granted that he and the rider
on the black horse had dug up the cache
and left for Argentina with a South
America stake.

Josh Stuart claimed, though, that
somewhere under the big rock pile still
lay the bones of the Powder River Kid,
and every cowhand in the Panhandle Pool
trail outfit, including myself, added a
rock to the monument.

WE HELD the drive of Longhorns al-

most a week at the Rock Pile to let
the cattle buyers Pecos Carter brought
out from Cheyenne ride through. Mostly
when they eyed the Crazy Quilt road iron
they backed out. Finally Pecos brought
out a cattle buyer from Montana who was
authorized to buy cattle for the N Bar
Cattle Company. He asked no questions
regarding the road iron and he wound up
buying the Panhandle Pool trail herd,
lock, stock and barrel-—the Longhorns,
the remuda, the mules, the wagons, the
whole outfit—providing Pecos Carter
and his crew would trail the cattle to the
Rocky Point Crossing on the Missouri
River in northeastern Montana where the
N Bar ranch was located.

Nobody in the pool outfit had ever
been to Cheyenne and we were all rear-
ing to go to town. Pecos divided the crew
in half and I went with the first half a-
long with Josh Stuart who had to sign
some legal papers Pecos had already
signed in a lawyer’s office. The cowtown
was booming. I never saw so many cow-
boys in one big gatherment, riding up
and down the street and walking around
with their spurs let out to the town hole.
The saloon keepers, tinhorn- gamblers
and dance halls were reaping a big har-
vest.

Josh told me he had business to tend
to, that we were spending the night in
town and heading for camp at daybreak.
He told me to stick close to our own boys,
so I threw in with Cotton Eye, the night-
hawk. We bought ourselves some new
clothes and took hot water baths at the
rear of the barbershop. Dressed in our
new duds I waited until Cotton Eye got
shaved, then we headed for the Longhorn
Saloon which was the favorite hangout
for cattlemen and cowboys. Porky Par-
ker, the Texan owner of the Longhorn
Saloon, was a short, paunchy, red faced
man with sunny blue eyes and sorrel co-
lored hair that was streaked with gray.
He told me I'd better stick to drinking
beer, that I'd get no hard liquor at the
Longhorn.

Along towards midnight I had given up
trying to find a hotel room that wasn’t
occupied until Porky sent me to a two-
story rooming house across the street
from his saloon. He wrote on one of his
business cards and told me to hand it to
Sleepy Jones, the man who ran the room-

ing house, and he’d fix me up for the
night. Porky said the chances were I'd
have to wake old Sleepy up, that I'd find
him dozing on his cot behind the desk.

I was woozy in the head when I crossed
the street to the rooming house. Sure
enough Sleepy Jones was snoring when I
tapped the bell on the desk. Sleepy was
the fattest man I ever laid eyes on, a
short legged man as broad as he was long.
When he came alive he told me to use a
room at the end of the hall upstairs. He
said I didn’t need a key because none of
the rooms had keys, but I’d know the
room because it had a dim light showing
through the transom.

THE Panhandle Pool trail herd pulled

out the next day bound for Montana.
When the cattle were delivered to the N
Bar at the Rocky Point Crossing on the
Missouri River, together with the remuda
and wagons, it was the parting of the
trails. Pecos Carter and most of the out-
fit were heading back to Texas Pan-
handle, including Bob and old Yaqui and
Cotton Eye. Josh Stuart decided to re-
main in Montana and he asked me to
throw in with him.

Before Pecos Carter left, he took me to
one side and told me that Josh Stuart had
worn out his welcome in Texas. Josh and
another cowpuncher had gathered a little
bunch of cows with calves big enough to
wean. The cattle didn’t belong to Josh and
he had them corralled at his ranch on the
Canadian when three cowhands rode up.
When the dust settled the three cowhands
were dead. One had a range detective’s
badge pinned to his undershirt. Josh and
his cowhand burned the badge and what
papers the range detective had, and they
loaded the dead men in a wagon and took
them to Tascosa to plant in boot hill. Josh
told his cowhand to drift yonderly but he
stayed to help wean the calves and brand
them in Josh’s JS iron before he quit the
country. At the trial Josh pleaded self-
defense and came clear but it was only a
matter of time before some range detec-
tive came nosing around so Josh decided
to throw his cattle into the Panhandle
Pool because Charlie Goodnight had hired
the range detective and those three dead
cowhands were all working for Goodnight
at the time.

Pecos told me that Josh Stuart had
asked him to tell me about it before I de-
cided to throw in with him. I told Pecos
it made no never mind to me, that me’n
Josh were pardners till hell froze over
because right from the first day I showed
up it was Josh Stuart who looked after
me.

When Josh Stuart hired out to the N
Bar it was with the understanding they’d
hire me too. Come winter me’n Josh were
gent to a line camp in the Sweet Grass
Hills close to the Canadian line. We
worked for the N Bar for about two years
before Josh finally found a location that
suited us both. It was the N Bar line camp
on the Missouri where 7 Mile emptied in-
to the river, and the whole shootin’ match
was given to us for free by the N Bar out-
fit, providing we would winter their cat-
tle. We bought our cows and bulls from
the N Bar and registered our new brand,
The Spiderweb iron, with the Montana
(Continued on page 34)
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Where young Joe Cole spent a restless night in the same room with Cull Mims; their
room was the one with the second-floor window.

The Evenin’
Met Cull Mims

By JOE A, COLE

For a little while anyway,
he "knocked the hurry out of me”
—and that's something a boy doesn't forget!

Billie is on the left side of the photo.

July-August, 1977
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WHEN I was nine or ten, my father

bought a little dark bay Mexican
pony about five years old. He was what
was called a “coon-footed”” horse. He had
a UL brand on his left thigh and a little
star on his forehead; we called him
Billy. He would weigh about 750 pounds,
and he had a little step-n-fetchit saddle
gait; he was my horse.

When I was sent on an errand or went
any place, Billy and me did not use the
step-n-fetchit gait. We went in a fast
lope or a dead run. I rode him Indian
style: just a rope around his neck and
a loop over his nose. He had a long black
mane and tail and the mane was as a
saddle horn: I used it to mount, and to
hold on to after I was mounted. I
weighed about eighty-five pounds and
was as dark as any Mexican, I had long
black hair and went bare-headed and
bare-footed.

Down the road from where we lived,
three-and-a-half miles, was where Mr.
John Willeford lived. He ran a butcher
shop in Muldoon (Texas). He killed his
beef at home on a Friday p.m., let it
hang until Saturday morning, then took
it to the shop in Muldoon to sell.

Well, it was Friday, about 4 pm. It
was early spring: warm through the
day, and cool at night. I was a ways from
the house; had a slingshot, trying to kill
a field lark in a corn patch. I heard
Mama calling me, “Jodie! Joe! Jodie!”

I stuck my slingshot in my pocket and
struck a long trot to the house to see
what she wanted. She was standing in
the yard with a flour sack in her hand
with two nickels tied in one corner of it.
She handed me the sack, told me to catch
Billy and go to Mr. Willeford’s and get a
dime’s worth of cow liver for supper.

In those days beef liver sold for 5¢
a pound, and they never went to the
trouble to weigh it; just cut off a piece
and handed it to you. I’'m sure sometimes
for 10¢ you got four pounds. Anyway,
I stuck the sack in my shirt, and struck
a trot to the plum orchard where Billy
was kept.

As I turned to go, Mama yelled, “An’
don’t run that horse to death! Just ride
him in a saddle gait; I ain’t in no hurry.
Do you hear me?”

“Yes, Mama. I hear you.”

“Well, do as I said: don’t run Billy
all the way over there!”

I am sure she knew I would not ride
in a saddle gait all the way. I’d been told
a hundred times not to run Billy to death,
I think.

Billy just liked to run. All you had to
do was touch him with your heel, give
him a little slack, and he’d be in a fast
run. He was good for three or four miles
in a lope. And run—I wish I could find
the right words to tell how I felt when
I was on that little Mexican pony when
he was running at full speed, his mane
and tail flying and the wind blowing my
hair back. And to hear those feet of his
hitting the ground like a machine gun
firing. I rode him jockey-style with my
head on the left side of his neck, both
hands full of that black mane, and I

(Continued on page 44)
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EVERY tenth year since 1790, the
United States government has made
a head count. And each decade the census
taker, going house-to-house, family-to-
family, has had columns added to his
tabulation. In April of last year (1976)
the House voted a federal census every
five years to keep pace of the rapidly
changing patterns of society. Business
wants to update data for “marketing de-
cisions.” (The skeptical mutter that it is
one way of redrawing congressional dis-
triets.)

For the first sixty years, the census
listed only the head of the household and
his place of residence. Then, lumped to-
gether, were all free white males and
females under and over sixteen years of
age. The totals for the females might
include a2 man’s unnamed wife, mother,
aunts, and other kin living in the house.
His slaves were listed in a separate
column.

The 1850 census was the first to list
the names and ages of not only the head
of the household, but of his wife and their
children, boarders, hired help, in-laws and
any others living at his address. It also
showed places of birth for all, and the
profession or occupation of each. The
husband might be listed as a farmer or
bartender; his wife almost invariably as
“keeping house” and his children “at
home” or “in school” or “help on farm.”

This census is a joy to modern family
seekers, tracing migrations across the
country, marked by ages and frequency
of progeny. A family setting out on the
westward trek might have a six-year-old
named Tennessee; a five-year-old named
Missouri; a four-year-old named Kansas;
and an infant called Iowa. If birthplaces
indicate European origins, this rejoices
genealogy researchers who can then go to
naturalization court records to hunt
further!

The 1850 census picked up sojourners
down the Santa Fe Trail following the
magnet of gold strikes in California. A
new requirement was to note school at-
tendance; to list color and race. “W” was
for white; “B” for black; “M” for Mixed
or for Mulatto; “Ch” for Chinese; and
“Ind” for Indian.

KANSAS Governor Andrew Reeder took
a Territorial census in 1855 which
listed 400 Abolitionists, 151 free Negroes
and 192 slaves, and 152 Southern men.
It stated that Ohio and Boston had fur-
nished the most immigrants.

By 1860, an added column required all
to declare their value in real estate or
personal belongings. Many—in fact, most
—said “nothing.” Others declared $100
to $10,000.

The 1865 Kansas census listed one very
large family twice. On June 1, the tab-
ulator visited the French-Canadian river-
man Louis Pappan who operated ferry-
boats across the Kaw River to move the
westering throng ($10 per wagon and
team; preachers and kids free). With
him was his “% Ind” wife Julia and
their children. She was the daughter
of another trader, Louis Gonvil, and his
wife who was the Indian princess Wy-
hee-see, child of Chief White Plume.
Their children were shown as M for mixed
blood. The first enumerator listed them
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as Ellen, Henry, Andrew, Anthony, Joe,
Frank. During the intervening month be-
fore the next enumerator appeared, the
family had moved to another cable ferry
location. This enumerator showed them
as Louis and Julie; Helene, Henri, Andre,
Antoine, Josef, and Francois.,

The eldest daughter, best known as
Ellen, would marry a character known
as Capt. Jack (Curtis), who though some-
what undistinguished himself, would pro-
duce remarkable children known to the
world as Charles Curtis and Dolly Gann.
Charles would ride not once but twice
up Pennsylvania Avenue as Vice-Presi-
dent, the first man of Indian blood to
reach that high office. Dolly, who served
as Washington hostess for her brother,
would fight with more than ordinary
country-girl spunk when Alice Long-
worth’s strident voice demanded that Dol-
ly be seated at state functions below the
salt, so to speak. No less person than the
Secretary of State was called in to decide
the dispute that would take up columns
of New York papers. Alice said no sister
should be accorded the protocol in seating
arrangement above that of a wife. But
Dolly won.

The 1870 census reflected the upheaval
of the Civil War. Sherman, Lee, Ulysses,
Stonewall, Wade Hampton, and Jeb
Stuart were sprinkled among the names
of boys. The surge toward homestead
lands, the developing West and a ruined
South showed. New professions appeared
among the old; bone picker; cattle feeder;
steamboat fireman; old soldier; gambler;
blacksmith; bartender; tinker, medicine
showman; Indian agent; waiter; jailbird;
itinerant; muleskinner; hack driver;
hostler; whitemonger; woodcutter; wash-
woman.

One enumerator took his pen in hand
and dipped it in red ink to ditto seven
times the word “milliner” by which he
designated a group of women in a frontier
brothel not far from a fort filled with
soldiers. Such names as Big Nose Kate;
Blonde Mame; Madam Bulldog; Josie O.
Lahore are recorded. Other tabulators
cited the work of these professionals as
“entertainer,” “on back,” “blank” and
“goldroller.”

By 1870 the census required all over
the age of ten to declare if they could
read and write; how far they had gone
in school and place of birth of parents.

Down by Cherryvale, Kansas the cen-
sus taker listed bloody Kate Bender and
her devilish kin on their lonely hotel-
homestead. Two years later, their depart-
ture, so hasty they left a calf to starve in
the barnlot and kicked the family dog off
the train steps at Tyro station, sent them
to oblivion in spite of being the most
hunted people of their time. The dog sat
under the lumber wagon with the team
for a return that never happened. Their
grisly garden patch yielded shallow
graves of nine vietims of hammer mur-
ders from behind a canvas wall in the
Bender “hotel.”

! ANOTHER 1870 census establishes the

residence of the Ingalls family,
heroes of perhaps the best loved of all
children’s adventure books. “Little House

(Continued on page 46)
21



Christenin
Red Oniomn

Dry-land pilgrims didn’t have much chance
“with thousands of acres of sandstone and junipers,
but it always took them a while to find that out

DAD DAVIDSON was a neighbor of
ours. His sons and I were almost the
same age and Dad was like one of the
family at our house, as I was at his. His
wife died and he and his boys batched on
their homesteads. We were all dry farm-
ers. Our place was located on top of
Blue Mountain in Colorado. Below the
mountain along Highway 40 there
were several little post offices between
the present-day towns of Dinosaur and
Elk Springs, but those post offices no
longer exist.

Dad rode into our place one evening
about dusk, whistling like anyone who is
happy would be likely to do. He spent the

night with us and told us he was on his
way to Red Wash to see his son Bill who
was working on the road with his team
of horses. We gave him some letters to
mail for us and bade him goodbye the
next morning. He rode off on his nice
little quarter mare, Snip, with only a
hackamore and a single hair rope to con-
trol her. “She was dog gentle,” he always
said. :

About four or five days later I met a
neighboring rancher, Azer Johnson, who
told me he had found -Dad Davidson’s
horse loose with the saddle on her and he
had turned her into the Davidson pasture
and hung the saddle on the gate post. He

g

The

BY WALTER GOLDSMITH

Photos Courtesy Author

wondered what had happened. So did I!
For I knew where Dad had been planning
to go. I caught a fresh horse and started
to follow the course, the only possible one
Dad could take. Soon I picked up the
tracks down the Williams trail where
Snip had climbed up the mountain drag-
ging her single rein of rope. A mile or
so farther I saw man tracks in the trail.

I tried to follow them but they were
too wandering and by that time I was
sure I needed help. It was only about
three or four miles from the road camp
where Bill was, so I loped on down there
and got in about noon and told Bill my
story. Bill, Jim Blackburn, and maybe

Lige Estes homestead. The ongmal dugout and cellar are in the background (upper left). Pictured: Grandmother Liz Estes, “Lige”
L. E. Estes, Walter Goldsmith, “"Dad” Davidson, and Jim Blackbum.
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Map Courtesy Department of Highways, State of Colorado

Map of northwest Colorado. Scale: 1 inch—15 miles.

someone else went with me to Wild Cow
Park where I had found the man tracks.
We trailed around through the slab rocks
and junipers for most of the rest of the
day. This was in August and hot as hot
can get.

We found a small pot-hole out on a
smooth slab rock about four feet in
diameter. It had a dead coyote in it. Dad
had been there, we figured, because he

chewed tobacco and there were tobacco
splatters about the pot-hole. We didn’t
think he had tried to drink from the
pot-hole or he would have been in it with
the coyote.

We finally picked up his tracks heading
down a small canyon. No tracks return-
ing! Sure enough, about a quarter of a
mile down this canyon, lying in a small
cave in the water-worn side of the wash,

The author standing next to what is left of the Red Onion School.

July-August, 1977

we found Dad and his dog Casey. They
were both in bad shape from dehydration.
We got Dad on my horse and I rode in
back to hold him in case he might slip
and fall off the saddle. He was babbling
about the beautiful water—wanting to
wade out into that lake and drink all he
could hold. There wasn’t a lake in the
entire county, but ironically there was
water within two or three miles of where
we found him.

THE only doctor within seventy-five

miles had just passed the road camp
a few minutes before I got there with
Dad. I flagged down a tourist car and,
since I was just a kid and not too offen-
sive looking, they let me ride on their
front fender to Skull Creek where I found
the doctor’s Ford resting and the doctor
likewise.

We were soon on our way back to Red
Wash just as fast as Doc’s Model-T could
go over the rough roads. When we got
there Doc gave Dad the usual examina-
tion and let him have a couple teaspoons
of water. We were all sitting out in front
of the little dugout under the overhang or
porch.

Pretty soon I got thirsty and went into
the dugout, where Dad was, to get a
drink. As I finished drinking Dad said,
“Kid, give me a dipper of water, will
you?” So I obligingly gave him a drink.
About five minutes later the doctor came
in, pulled his huge watch out of his pocket
and said, “Well, I think it is about time
he had another spoon of water.”

He asked Dad if he wanted some water
and Dad said, “Yes,” but not with too
much enthusiasm. Doc spooned him up
some, then commented about how good he
was getting along. “He isn’t nearly as
thirsty as I thought he would be after
five or six days without water.”

I thought, “My God, what have I
done!”

I fully expected to see Dad collapse—
and to be sure he did. But it took five
or six years before it happened. Dad lived
with our family until he died and he
never could remember what happened.
Sunstroke? We never found his spurs or
coat which contained the letters he was
to mail for us. Someday someone will
find a pair of silver mdunted spurs with
LSV inlaid in silver and wonder who
they belonged to.

It will probably be a stray tourist
like some of those who used to wander
up over the west end of Blue Mountain
only to find the road had almost vanished
into trails and side roads. You could
hardly ever give one directions without
being asked, “Oh yes, another thing. I
want to inquire about that pile of red
rocks back about two miles; looks like
an old fort or something.” Usually I just
said I guessed someone had dropped
them there—but that pile of red sand-
stone and memories are all that remain
of the famous “Red Onion.” And that
name isn’t exactly famous to anyone who
didn’t happen to be living in the north-
western corner of Colorado.

T all came about like this. During the
latter part of World War I and im-
mediately after, there was a great back-

(Continued on page 48)
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Indian tracker versus Army bully

—and guess who won!

A Frank Fiske photo of a young Sioux (courtesy Louis Olmsted). It reflects
our mental picture of Arkichita but the photo is unidentified. How would
you like this determined fellow to be on your trail?
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BY NANCY BAILEY

THE settlers, soldiers, and gold hunters
who inhabited Dakota Territory of the
early 1880s found that it was often a
land of lethal extremes. Nature was lia-
ble to spring anything from a cyclone to
a deadly ice storm, to a nightmare of
whirling red dust. And whatever agonies
the weather failed to provide were taken
care of by the Indians—the Sioux had
been forced into the Dakotas by the Ojib-
way and they were determined not to be
pushed any further by gold- and land-
hungry whites.

In view of all that, the one-hundred
enlisted men and six officers detailed to
the Fort Sisseton Military Reservation
should have been delighted by the tran-
quility of August 1882. Fort Sisseton
baked peacefully on the prairie near Big
Stone Lake and the Minnesota border,
about as far away from the Black Hills
gold frenzy as one could get and still stay
in what is now South Dakota. Sitting Bull
was in custody and the Sioux seemed
passive,

But the men of Fort Sisseton weren’t
aware that they were merely experiencing
the calm eye of a hurricane, nor were they
particularly grateful. They were bored
stiff. So, when they found that they were
to have a grandstand view of a battle of
cunning between the brilliant Sioux scout,
Arkichita, and a genuine Texas no-good,
they were electrified.

The incident began at suppertime on
an evening in mid-August. The "officers
were dining in the colonel’s quarters when
they were interrupted by a pounding at
the door. Young Lieutenant W. C. Ben-
nett, who later wrote an eye-witness ac-
count of the happenings, had already
spotted a uniformed Indian scout through
the window. The scout’s face wag so badly
bruised as to make him unrecognizable.

Staggering into the roomful of officers,
the man identified himself as Buffalo
Calf and explained angrily that one of
the soldiers, a Texan named Brice, had
nearly beaten him to death in a dispute
over two lambs. The lambs had been a-
bandoned by a sheepherder crossing the
Military Reservation and offered to any
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finder. Buffalo Calf had taken them to
the garrison stable, planning to raise
them to tasty maturity because now that
the buffalo had vanished, meat was
scarce. But to the Indian scout’s dismay,
Brice had taken one look at the lambs and
confiscated them, beating Buffalo Calf
severely when he protested.

Brice was a bully who was constantly
boasting to the other men about his lurid
past as a lawless cowboy down in Texas
and who was so hateful of authority that
it is something of a mystery why he ever
joined the army. Nobody was particularly
upset when he was given thirty days hard
labor and the forfeit of ten dollars in pay.

Brice, knowing that he was being pun-
ished as much for his obnoxious nature
as for the beating of the Indian, swore
bloody revenge on all concerned, including
the colonel. For his continual threats, he
was put on two weeks of bread and water.

Brice wasn’t about to put up with that.
“No guardhouse can hold me,” he
bragged. “They tried it in Texas and I
got away.” No one took him too seriously,
but a few days later he overpowered the
guard bringing his supper, and fled, He
may well have chosen this time because
the chief scout, Arkichita, was some
forty miles away at the Sisseton Indian
Agency, and Arkichita was a legendary
tracker of men.

The other soldiers assumed that Brice
was still in the neighborhood because he
didn’t have equipment, provisions, or a
horse, and there was nothing for miles
but open prairie. His only hope, it seemed,
was to hide somewhere nearby and wait
for a chance to steal what he needed.

HAD Arkichita been at the fort, Brice
probably would have been tracked
down immediately. As it was, he was still

Below left: Arrow points location of Fort. Below right: Original plan of Sisseton when

as Fort Wadsworth.

Map From Cram's Family Atlas of the World, 1888
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missing by daylight, although two of
the sergeants, Pallens and Loclins, had a
pretty good idea where he might be. There
was an abandoned icehouse partly full
of straw near the guardhouse that made
a splendid hiding place since nobody
wanted to go to all the hot work of fork-
ing out the straw.

Loclins had an inspiration. Loudly he
asked Pallens for matches. Pallens at
first thought that his friend wanted to
smoke and told him that he was crazy
around so much dry straw. Loclins then
announced that it was his intention to
either flush Brice out or roast him alive
by deliberately firing the straw. He then
shouted loudly to Pallens to bar the door
after him, pretending that he had indeed
tossed a lucifer into the tinder.

A panicky Brice came leaping from the
straw like a dolphin from the waves, only

(Continued on page 40)

it was in the Dakota Territory and known

Fort Plan Courtesy R. J. Perry
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Below: Community of Cambria with mine operations in background.

WHAT BECAME OF

Photo Courtesy Wyoming State Archives and Historical Department

It had about as much chance as a kernel of corn

at the feet of a hungry crow!

BY BERYL M. WILLIAMS

Photos Courtesy Author

Text reprinted from Empire Magazine, January 11, 1976

AMBRIA was founded in a Y-shaped
gorge three miles below a broad pla-
teau in northeast Wyoming Territory,
1887. The company-owned town lived
forty-one years and died March 15, 1928.
Jumbo Mine cut into the east and Ante-
lope Mine tunneled into the west, halfway
up the mountain. Men carried out the
first bituminous coal in gunnysacks,
pulled them to the plateau with block and
tackle, loaded ore into wagons and hauled
it 140 miles to the nearest railhead.
Fifteen hundred people, including im-
migrants from more than twenty nations,
crowded into the valley. Cambria Fuel
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Company constructed houses with cement
or rock foundations along the hillsides.
Privies hid farther uphill. Housewives
dumped slop buckets into the ravine be-
tween the village and mine; soon miners
dubbed the stinking draw, Hogpen Gulch.

But Cambria wasn’t altogether primi-
tive. Three houses were heated with
steam; and the community had a tele-
graph station, electricity and running
water.

One could buy most anything at the
emporium that could be bought in the
outside world, except whiskey; however
whiskey wagons from Newecastle deliv-
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ered their wares regularly just outside
company property. Cambria Fuel Com-
pany built three churches, a grade
school and high school, office, bank, op-
era house, assay office, and bunkhouse.
The company furnished a doctor, male
nurse, hospital, and a separate deadhouse
because superstitious miners refused to
share hospital facilities with a corpse.

There was a band and a hardball team.
Banquets, plays, teas, balls, and other
socials furnished year-around entertain-
ment. Fourth of July and Labor Day cele-
brations drew visitors from the surround-
ing countryside.

Because Cambria was born to supply
ccal, mine activities ruled the valley’s
central portion. A power plant, tipple,
weighing station, maintenance buildings,
trestle and railroads filled the chasm.
Through the years the two mines dis-
gorged 12,000,000 tons of salable coal,
while 74 beehive ovens baked a ton of
coal residue into coke each day. In ore,
gold assayed at $2.50 per ton and in coke
$5.60 per ton. Another by-product was
silver.

Finally the rich coal vein was depleted, ; :
and on March 15. 1928 the whistle blew Above: The Jumbo mine tunnel was blasted shut signaling the end of a town and an
for the last time signaling the closing of era. Below: Not one blade of grass grows on this slag heap even half a century later.
the Jumbo and Antelope Mines forever.
Church bells rang for the last time, toll-
ing Cambria’s death knell. Friends said
goodbye—some for the last time ever.

(Continued on page 42)

CAMBR

Below: Churches and homes lined the streets in the hillside town.

Left: Map of “The Mines of Cambria Min-
ing Company.,” dated 1920, showing “Y”
shaped gorge. Above: Weighing station
in Cambria.

Photo Courtesy Anna Miller Museum, Newcastle, Wyoming
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Left: Tom McCarty. Below: Harvey Logan, Alias “Kid”
Curry.

—undercover work
at its most dangerous

MYSTERIOUS PINKERTON

Authors Note: On a small hillside just
south of the Wyoming border in what is
now Daggett County, Utah, there is a
grave, passed daily by motorists on the
Vernal-Manila highway most of whom
are unaware of the site. The grave is
marked only by two crude rocks on which
no name, date or other information is
carved.

I had visited the site numerous times,
the grave being almost precisely on an
old trail which crossed the dividing ridge
between South Valley and Sheep Creek
Canyon, and had always wondered at the
identity of the person buried there.

Some years ago I became involved in
sorting out the legend of a local old-timer
with the distinctive name of Cleophas J.
Dowd. Dowd was a resident of Sheep
Creek Canyon and an enigma. During his
career he had been a deputy sheriff, dep-
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BY KERRY ROSS BOREN

Photos Courtesy Author

uty U.S. marshal, a Pinkerton, railroad
detective, and stock detective. On the
other hand, his choice of friends included
Tom Horn, Jesse James, Butch Cassidy,
Harry Longabaugh (to whom Dowd gave
the nickname “the Sundance Kid”) and
other notorious outlaws.

In researching the background of Cleo-
phas J. Dowd, I became acquainted with
three of his living children and from
them—especially from Charles G. Dowd,
then in his eighties—I obtained Dowd’s
unusual story. At the same time, the
origin of the mysterious grave came to
light.

IT ALL started with a simple bank rob-

bery—or what was supposed to have
been a simple bank robbery. Somehow, it
all went wrong. On September 7, 1893
Tom and Bill McCarty, brothers, and
Bill’s nineteen-year-old son Fred rode
into the little Colorado town of Delta to
rob the Farmers and Merchants Bank.
Nothing should have gone amiss because
Tom was a graduate of numerous robber-
ies and Bill had apprenticed with none
other than Cole Younger’s gang in Mis-
souri. They simply hadn’t reckoned on the
impetuous young Fred McCarty. Cashier
Andrew T. Blachly, who had been one of
the founders of the bank, refused to give
up the money and Fred McCarty shot
him.

The three outlaws ran to their horses
in the alley behind the bank and came
riding out fast. W. Ray Simpson, a Ken-
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tucky-born sharpshooter, was clerking in
a hardware store on main street when he
heard the shot. He grabbed his rifle and
ran out onto the street as the outlaws
galloped by.

Tom McCarty was out of town before
the others. Next came young Fred who
was almost at the end of the street when
Simpson fired and blew off the top of
Bill McCarty’s head. Fred then made the

July-August, 1977

mistake of turning back to help his
father and was brought down with Simp-
son’s next shot. Only Tom escaped, curs-
ing as he rode away toward Moab, Utah.

At Moab, Tom informed Letty Maxwell
MecCarty, Bill’s wife, of the death of her
husband and son; and Philander Maxwell,
Letty’s brother, hid Tom out in the Max-
well House Hotel for several weeks. Then
one day a stranger appeared in town and
began asking questions of the Maxwells
and others concerning their relationship
to Tom McCarty.

Tom slipped away in the night and
headed north. For a time, he holed up on
the top of the Bookcliffs northeast of
Green River, Utah. On  certain days a
waft of smoke could be seen rising above
the cliffs, and Len McCarty, Tom’s son
who operated a saloon in the town, could
be seen loading up a pack horse with sup-
plies to go “hunting.” Len always re-
turned minus the supplies. But the in-
evitable day arrived when that myste-
rious stranger arrived in Green River and
the waft of smoke could no longer be
seen over the Bookcliffs.

Tom dodged the stranger for almost
two years, and the strain began to show.
He jumped at every sound, trusted no one
he encountered, and finally he determined
to get away from his stalker by going
into hiding until his trail grew cold. Some-

Left: Bill McCarty. Below: Pinkerton grave,
looking east. Kid Curry was behind the
cedars in the background when he shot
the Pinkerton.

where along the line Tom picked up a
companion who also wanted to lay low
for the winter. His name was Harvey
Logan, alias Kid Curry.

In the fall of 1895, these two hardcases
rode into the little settlement of Linwood,
Utah and rendezvoused with Cleophas J.
Dowd at Bob Swift’s “Bucket O’ Blood”
saloon. This was a popular retreat of out-
laws, situated within a few yards of the
Utah-Wyoming border, and within a few
miles of the outlaw stronghold of Brown’s
Park.

Cleophas J. Dowd was an amazing
character. Born in 1856 in Old Mission,
San Francisco, he had been raised to be
a Catholic priest. Yet after taking his
priestly vows on his twenty-fifth birth-
day in 1877, he celebrated by strapping
two guns around his priestly robe, getting
drunk and shooting up the town of Sausa-
lito. Escaping one jump ahead of the law,
Dowd sought sanctuary in Brown’s Park.
He numbered among his friends and as-
sociates the most noted (and notorious)
men of his day.

Old-timers around the Linwood, Utah
area still recall that visit of Tom Mec-
Carty, Harvey Logan and Cleophas Dowd
at Bob Swift’s saloon in 1895. For two
days they holed up in a cabin provided by
Bob Swift across a footbridge which
spanned Henry’s Fork River while they
celebrated, drank, gambled and generally
raised hell.

After one night’s gambling session, the
three men repaired to a nearby meadow
followed by hangers-on to put on a dis-
play of markmanship.

OWD, who had been trained in ballis-

tics in the University of San Fran-
cisco, had once defeated Jesse James in a
shooting contest and was an expert with
weapons. His aim was superb. Tom Mec-
Carty, too, was an able marksman, not
so fast but extremely accurate.

But it was Kid Curry who was to be
remembered for a particular trick he
employed. One witness to the event, Ed
Tolten, a Mormon schoolteacher recently
arrived from Beaver, Utah, related the
incident as follows:

“Curry put a red poker chip on the
back of his hand and then held his arm
out, shoulder high. He spread his legs
just a little, then turned his hand and
dropped the poker chip. Before that poker
chip hit the ground, he had drawn his
gun and emptied it—five shots in the
flash of an eye!”

The three men repaired to the saloon
and while they were sitting at a table
talking, a stranger entered. He eyed the
trio carefully and. then turned to Bob
'S\gift at the bar and asked about local
jobs.

“Does he look like a field hand to
you?” McCarty asked Dowd.

“Hell no,” replied Dowd tersely. “Look
how soft and white his hands are.”

“Like as not he’s the damned Pinkerton
what’s been on my trail for two years
since the Delta job,” cursed McCarty un-
der his breath.

“I can’t put you up at my place,” said
Dowd, “but I do know of a place where
you can hole up for the winter and I
know an old hermit who lives down in the

(Continued on page 36)
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ONE of California’s greatest disasters
was a flood which occurred during the
winter of 1861-62. It destroyed about one
fourth of the taxable property, one eighth
of the houses and at least one fourth of
the stock. The Sacramento and San Joa-
quin river valleys became a lake 250 miles
long and from 20 to 50 miles wide.

The initial flood began with November
storms that saturated the lowlands with
rain and covered the mountains with up
to twenty feet of snow. This was followed
by warm rains in the mountains which
melted the accumulated snow, and this
pattern was repeated several times
through the winter.

Sacramento, the state capital, built
where the American and Sacramento
Rivers meet, was probably the hardest
hit. It was flooded about five times that

their carcasses floated about the flooded
streets; but one large hog was found
sleeping in the best bed of a well fur-
nished home in eastern Sacramento. Mark
Hopkins, Sacramento businessman, did
not find his horse in the stable and
thought the creature lost for good. When
he climbed the barn stairs to the hay loft
to arrange a temporary home for his fam-
ily, he found the lost horse eating hay
there. The horse had climbed two flights
of stairs to get away from the water.
After water surrounded a woman’s
house in eastern Sacramento, she waded
to the stable, untied an ox and mounted
the animal with her children seated, one
in front and one in back. Then she “geed
and hawed” while the ox made its way to
dry land. Unfortunately, as soon as they
dismounted, the ox plunged into the flood

again and drowned while trying to return
to the stable.

One boatman had to persuade an Irish
woman to leave her dangerously flooded
home when he found her on the roof of
the one-story house. Her child sat pad-
dling its bare feet in the flood waters
while the woman scrubbed away at a
washtub full of dirty clothes. Finally,
after much argument, she consented to
leave.

ELIEF EFFORTS were coordinated

by the Howard Benevolent Association
headquartered in the Pavilion, a large
brick building originally erected to house
expositions. San Francisco periodically
sent shiploads of supplies and small boats
for rescue work. These donations were
distributed by the Association.

CALIFORNIA'S
KILLER FLOOD

winter. The first occurred at six o’clock
on Monday morning, December 9, 1861
when the American River breached the
east levee. By nine, many one-story hous-
es had water up to their roofs and within
another hour were floating or overturned.

In many houses people were calling for
help. Most of the boatmen who responded
were honest, but some were predatory.
One man who had helped his wife to the
roof of his already tottering house, had
to pay a boatman $75 to take her to high
ground. When another man, standing up
to his neck in the water flooding his
house, asked for help of another boatman,
he demanded $15 for the aid. The home-
owner said he was broke, so the boatman
replied, “I’ll leave you to drown,” and
left. Later the man was rescued by a
third boatman without charge.

To drain the city, a prison chain gang
cut through the R Street levee between
Fifth and Sixth and the water rushed
through the opening to the Sacramento
River, sucking about twenty-five floating
houses through the gap.

Most homeowners, hotels and restau-
rants were unable to cook what little food
they had because their kitchens were on
the first floor. Residents had to use boats
to get to the few restaurants and hotels
equipped to cook meals. ;

Newspapers reported how Sacramento
residents and animals solved their pro-
blems. Many animals were drowned and
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Shasta, California in 1856.

July-August, 1977

Rivers and creeks swept man and
man-made things before them—
even the surface of San Francisco Bay
was covered with fresh water...

Between floods, the water drained from
the higher parts of the city, leaving the
streets covered with mud, broken side-
walks, damaged boats, rafts, lumber,
firewood, fences, shutters, doors and dead
animals. Some houses were out of plumb,
turned around, overturned or shattered.
All were covered with greasy mud to the
high-water mark which the people were
trying to clean up. Water still covered
the lower part of the city.

The devastation was intensified by
hydraulic mining debris which had raised
the river beds so that the old banks could
no longer contain the water. Forests had
been cut so that snow melted and soil
eroded faster, and placer miners had re-
moved soil down to bedrock along streams.
There was nothing to hold back the
water. The American River flood hit in a
giant wave. Its North Fork rose fifty-
five feet above low water at Auburn, de-
stroying the railroad track between Sac-
ramento and Brighton.

Because of the continuing rains and
rising waters, the State Legislature on
Thursday, January 23, 1862 voted to ad-
journ and reassemble the next day in San
Francisco. The legislators left for San
Francisco on the sidewheel steamer
Chrysopolis.

Meanwhile, Marysville, located where
the Feather and Yuba Rivers meet about
sixty miles north of Sacramento, had also
been flooded. Near daylight Monday, De-
cember 9, the outer side wall of J. E. Ea-
ton’s store on the Plaza fell because water
had saturated the foundations. The Eaton
family, who lived upstairs above the
store, fled the building in their night
clothes and moved into the Merchant’s
Hotel around the corner. A few minutes
later, the hotel floors fell into the base-
ment.

Mr. A. Winn, who shared a hotel room
with Colonel D. W. Welty, wrote of the
catastrophe. About 5 a.m., a crash woke
the men and they got out of bed. Colonel
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Welty found his pants, but Winn could
not find his clothes. They heard another
crash when they were out in the hall try-
ing to learn what had happened. Winn
started to go back into their room to find
his clothes and found only a gulf through
which bricks were falling amid the
screams of women and children. In dark-
ness Welty and Winn ran through various
halls looking for an exit. They had to
make their way over the roofs of three
buildings before they broke a window in
a fourth house, crawled in, and found a
stairway to the street.

The steamer Defiance, playing tunes on
her calliope, cruised about rescuing flood
victims and even steamed up the slough
as far as the head of D Street.

HE sixteen-foot rise of the Yuba

River came so fast that many cattle
were trapped. They could be seen strug-
gling in the current. Thousands of wild
rabbits drowned, although some escaped
by crawling onto floating haystacks,
brush, or treetops. About a dozen were
caught by the crew of the Defiance who
also rescued several hogs for the dinner
table. Sometimes yellow squashes or
pumpkins colored the muddy water.

Looking west from the Presbyterian
Church spire, observers could see nothing
but water between Marysville and the
Coast Range Mountains excent for the
Sutter County Courthouse in Yuba City
and, twelve miles beyond. the Sutter
Buttes. Three miles east of Marysville
were the foothills of the Sierra Nevada
Mountains. Southward, only the trees
marking the banks of the Sacramento
River rose above water. Northward, there
was nothing but water to the Oroville
Ridge.

A woman, living in a small frame
house on the other side of the slough from
Marysville, sent her children by boat into
town. She was to remain in the house
until the boat could return for her, but
the current carried away the house so
quickly that there was no trace of her or
the house when the boatman made their
way back.

F. P. Osgood and S. Wilcox were hunt-
ing in a sailboat near some half-sub-
merged sycamore trees when an eddy
swamped their boat. By hanging onto the
tree branches, they saved themselves.
Wilcox was in a tree close to shore, but
Osgood was in a tree too far away from
land to attempt to swim. Wilcox made
his way from tree to tree until he reached
one close to Osgood. He hung onto the
branches of that tree and floated his legs
close to the marooned man. Osgood
grabbed Wilcox’s legs and climbed into
the tree branches and then both made
their way safely to land.

There were many such instances of her-
oism. After the Bullard’s Bar bridge was
destroyed, a ferry was placed in service
across the Yuba River. When a man
named West rowed out into the middle of
the river to loosen the ferry rope, his
boat slipped from under him, leaving him
hanging onto the rope while the torrent
battered him. A man named Baptiste
tried to rescue him, but his boat sank.
Eventually both men were rescued.

Stockton was not flooded as badly as
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other towns because it was located on the
edge of the San Joaquin River delta
where there was enough swampland to
absorb the water. Some families stocked
up on food to last out the storms; others
moved in with friends who lived on higher
ground; many families boarded a boat to
San Francisco, which ignored the river
channels and took a straight shot across
the San Joaquin Valley to Antioch. Be-
tween Stockton and the Mount Diablo
foothills no land was visible in the valley.

A lady living on the Staples ranch on

the Mokelumne River, described the flood
of January 10-12 in a letter written to her
daughter in Stockton.

At 38 p.m., Thursday, January 9, the
levee could be seen. At 9 p.m., the bottom
was covered, and by midnight there was a
foot of water in the blacksmith shop. On
Friday morning the water continued to
rise, while the household was busy in the
kitchen. Johnny was bringing in kindling,
Emma was setting the table, and she was
making biscuits in the pantry. The fire
was burning brightly, cooking the vege-
tables, meat and coffee when the chimney
popped.

“Fire!” she yelled out the door.

Ranch hands crowded into the kitchen
and saw the dangerous condition of the

fires in both the fireplace and the stove.
Although she protested that she wanted
to finish dinner, the men were dowsing
the fires with the handy water when
suddenly, with a crash, the chimney fell,
throwing bricks in all directions. Flood
water rushed in, but still all the letter
writer seemed worried about was her
biscuit dough lying on the molding board.

“Uncle Billy” Simpson, Mr. Brooks and
Kolhman, the Stockton peddler, came in
at that moment and at her urging, moved
all the main floor furnishings upstairs

and had just started to set up the stove
in the front bedroom when they were
warned to leave because the water was
rising so fast that it had covered the tops
of the fruit trees. The men carried the
woman and her daughter piggy-back to
land, where they were quartered in neigh-
bors’ houses.

DESPITE suffering considerable dam-

age, San Francisco led relief efforts
throughout California during the winter
and was a refuge for the state’s flood
victims.

Here, storm water rushed down the
hilly streets, flooding cesspools and sew-
ers. Rubbish clogged many drains and
many retaining walls along the deep-cut

True West



streets were washed away. The beach
flume on both sides of the Fort was
smashed by falling rocks. Roads were

impassable. Throughout the city were .

collapsed buildings, flooded houses, and
deep gullies cut into the hilly streets.
When no water could be obtained from
the hydrants to fight a fire at Sarfield
Hall at Pacific and Montgomery Streets
(the storm had wrecked the Hensley Wa-
ter Works) seven people burned to death.
Among those victims were a Mrs. Har-
rington, wife of a teamster running be-
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tween Sacramento and Carson City, and
her two children. In Sacramento, the
family residence, the flood had forced
her and the children to take refuge on the
second floor of their home. She saved
her own and the children’s lives by piling
two trunks on the bed and standing on
them crying for help. When they were
rescued, water was lapping at the bottom
of the trunks. To escape further danger,
they had come to San Francisco, only to
burn to death in the Sarfield Hall fire,

At Platt’s Hall, located at the corner
of Bush and Montgomery Streets, a Cen-
tral Relief Committee was set up under
the direction of the mayor to provide
help to the homeless.

Through the Sunday, January 12
newspapers, San Franciscans had learned
of the desperate plight of Sacramento.
Concerned that hundreds lacked food,
Sunday dinners were sent to Sacramento
by riverboat. Bakers provided bread, ho-
tel and restaurant kitchens roasted meat.
Eleven thousand pounds of ham alone
were cooked that day. Churches and fra-
ternal organizations, and many women
sewed clothing for the destitute people.

Although the tides caused the waters
of San Francisco Bay to rise and fall
regularly, fresh flood water covered the
whole surface. The surface water of the
bay and the ocean water out as far as the
Farallone Islands could be drunk. Tule
islands floating across the bay and out to
sea were crawling with rattlesnakes.
Some of these islands came to rest under
the San Francisco wharves where the
snakes were a menace for months.

The heavily forested, mountainous,
north coast counties of California, which
receive the highest average rainfall in the
state, suffered greatly. In just one in-
stance, all the Indian ranches in the
Klamath Indian Reservation, which were
located on the Klamath River from a
point twenty-five miles from the sea to
the mouth, were destroyed. Water tore
away 200-year-old trees and all the soil
of the bottomlands down to bare rock,
leaving barren flats covered with boul-
ders or with six feet of sand.

The Klamath River also destroyed the
wire suspension bridge three miles
below Weitchpee. The 500-foot-long

bridge was built 99 feet above low water
and was thought to be safe from any
flood. But the Klamath River rose to 140
feet above low water in the canyon at the
bridge.

DURIN G these storms one would think

that mere survival would be upper-
most in people’s minds, but that was not
always the case. Here are two examples
wherein hate and love, respectively, took
precedence over the peril common to- all.
Several bands of Indians were on the
rampage. In one instance, Thomas Grif-
fiths, E. M. Sproul, and John Briceland,
and his Indian wife and two boys—Billy,
fourteen and Frank, about seven years
old—were living in the Bowles house on
the upper north fork of the Mattole Riv-
er.

Briceland gave Billy a rifle and in the
middle of the night some time later, Billy
used the gun to shoot Sproul and Grif-
fiths. Billy was later caught and shot
when he attempted to escape to join a
band of Indians on the Bear River.

On Thursday evening, January 9, 1862,
a young couple who wanted to get married
crossed the Stanislaus River on O’Brien’s
Ferry with another couple. During the
night the river rose, carrying off the
ferry boat and thus any contact with the
other side. The justice of peace could not
cross the river either, and by this time
the river was too wide to conduct the
ceremony by shouting. The river contin-
ued to rise, eventually reaching forty
feet above low water in the canyon at the
house in which the couples were staying,
so the ladies had to huddle in an outhouse
to keep out of the storm.

Since there was no wagon or carriage
available, the two couples hiked five miles
through the mud and rain to the primitive
accommodations of a goat ranch. On the
following day they used a team to take
them four miles to another ranch. By
traveling seven miles the next day
through the storm, they got to Montezuma
Flat where they were married.’

A MINER who had built his cabin fifty

feet above low water on the North

Fork of the Mokelumne River was afraid
(Continued on page 53)

Left: Sonora, California. Below: Los Angeles in 1857,
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Uncle Billy Jacobs’ Story
(Continued from page 18)

Livestock Association, and Josh Stuart
and Billy Jacobs were sure enough in the
cow business.

For twelve years we made it pay. We
were sitting high, wide and handsome un-
til the hard winter of ’86-87 wiped us
plumb out. It was during that hard winter
that Josh began ailing and by spring he
was in bad shape, nothing but skin and
bones. So I hooked up a team to the
spring wagon and took him to the hospital
at Fort Benton, where a doctor told me
Josh was dying of cancer and there was
nothing he could do but give him mor-
phine to ease the pain.

I stayed with Josh night and day/until
he finally cashed in his chips two weeks
later. When we buried Josh the best part
of Billy Jacobs was buried with him.
From then on I became a drifting cow-
hand working for wages, going from one
outfit to another. I was offered a wagon
boss’ job but turned it down. All I wanted
to do was drift and keep on drifting.

I met Pecos Carter one day in Lewis-
town, Montana. He had come up the Long
Trail from Texas as trail boss with one of
Slaughter’s Long S cattle drives. He told
me that my Mexiecan mother and her hus-
band, Carlos Sanders, had both been killed
in a train wreck, and I knew then for
sure that I'd never go back to Texas
though Pecos offered me a good job. I
told Pecos I already had a good job rep-
ping for the Cirele C with Spud Stevens’
outfit. Me’n Pecos got drunk as seven
hundred dollars that night holding a de-
layed wake for old Josh Stuart. We
talked over old times. Pecos said that Nig-
ger Bob and old Yaqui had drifted back
to Robbers’ Roost and up the outlaw
trail to Brown’s Hole, and held up a few
banks until one night they rode into a
gun trap and got cut down. Cotton Eye
was nighthawking for the Matador outfit
in Texas and between roundups he had
charge of the horse ranch, breeding the
brood mares to registered studs. The rest
of the Panhandle Pool was scattered and

long gone.
* * E3

AS I SAID at the start, I was just a kid

at the Circle C ranch when I listened
to Uncle Billy Jacobs spill his windies
about his adventurous early life and I've
had to rely on my memory over the many
years to write his story.

Horace Brewster was foreman and wa-
gon boss that last fall on the beef round-
up when Uncle Billy Jacobs went along
as usual to handle the beef herd. After the
cattle were loaded and shipped he went
with the other Circle C cowhands and
reps to the cowtown of Malta to blow in
their hard earned wages.

As Brewster told me later, Uncle Billy
bought new clothes from the hide out at
the Malta Mercantile, and after a hot
bath at the barbershop he proceeded to
make the rounds of the saloons, buying
drinks for the house when it came his
turn and telling his oft-told tales of how
it used to be done when he was salty and
in his prime coming up the cattle trail
from Texas.

About midnight Uncle Billy said he
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reckoned he’d call it a day and he went to
a room Phil Castleberg said he could
sleep in at the rear of his Annex Saloon.
Billy was a little tipsy from the drinks
he’d had, and with a chuckle he’d told
Phil that if any young gal showed up
needing a bed pardner he knew where to
send her.

It was an hour past sunrise next morn-
ing when Brewster started rounding up
his erew and getting the cowhands back
to camp. When he rapped on Uncle Billy’s
door and got no answer he went in and
found that the old man had died in his
sleep.

The Circle C outfit stayed over in town
to give Uncle Billy Jacobs a farewell cow-
boy wake. The Reverend Van Orsdale,
known and loved throughout the whole
cow country as Brother Van, preached the
graveside service, with the Circle C cow-
hands and the citizens of Malta there to
help bury a man who had made a hand,
up to his last day on earth.

Remembering Walt
(Continued from page 7)

earned it. “But, really, he never knew or
cared if he had ten dollars or ten thou-
sand dollars in the bank,” Pat said. “He
always said money was to spend and
there were no pockets in a shroud. We
spent freely on expensive houses, cars,
and other things, and enjoyed the best
of life while we were young.”

Basically, Walt’s tastes were simple.
His favorite drink was Bushmill’s Irish
Whiskey followed by a Ballantine’s Ale
chaser. One of his aspirations was to
live and die in a log cabin, which is why
he so dearly loved the house at Groom
Creek.

“There was a summer porch behind
the main house where Walt could sleep.
The study was upstairs, and he’d spend
a lot of time there even when he wasn’t
writing. We always had a log burning
in the fireplace in the living room. Walt
enjoyed feeding the birds and squirrels.
A one-eyed squirrel he called ‘Popeye’
was a regular visitor for ten years or
better. Walt would watch him from the
study when the furry fellow came to eat.”

Walt worked at a large round table
near the window. It was usually cluttered
with papers, notes for stories, and cigar-

Walt in Prescott in 1965.

ette papers. Several well-used pipes and
two cans of Amphora tobacco, as well
as a special cigarette tobacco he ordered
from the London Pipe Shop in Los An-
geles also graced the table. Braided horse
hair and leather bridles and old guns
adorned the walls, along with old photo-
graphs and rodeo posters.

This was the work-setting for two
of his finest books, Pioneer Cattlemen In
Montana and his autobiography.

“He was very proud of the Circle C
book which was published by the Univer-
sity of Oklahoma Press,” Mrs. Coburn
said, “It’s factual and portrays a strik-
ing, historically correct picture of the
early West.”

Even so, he preserved a place in his
heart for The Ringtailed Rannyhans, his
first book published in 1927. In a 1939
issue of Writer's Market and Methods, he
told an interviewer, “I’ll always like
Ringtailed Rannyhans better than any-
thing I’ll ever do again. Like Topsy, it
just grew. And it was written for an
editor named Jack Kelly, now dead, who
was the finest friend I had in the writing
game. I hope to write a real book some-
day that’ll eclipse it, but that rambling,
get-nowhere story will never lose its par-
ticular place because of the memories it
conjures up.”

The Circle C proved to be “the real
book” Walt referred to. He hinted that
it was to come when he told a reporter
from the Arizona Republic on October
19, 1952 that “I still have to write the
story I've always wanted to write—a
story of the cow country I grew up in
and the men who lived and died pioneer-
ing it before barbed wire fenced them in.
I want to leave behind one yarn of the
Old West that I can really be proud of
and that’s what I aim to do, God willing.”

Like many writers whose minds are
alive at another time and place, Walt
Coburn was not an easy man to know.
He was spooked by crowds and best
listened to by a few close friends over
the crackle of burning logs in a fire-
place. He knew the West and the heart-
break of its changing. He understood
that change, but when he wrote about it
he would rather remember it as it used
to be. The West he preferred to remem-
ber was one of clear streams, uncut tim-
ber, and constantly replenished grass.

Walt was one of the few Western
writers who knew that the West wasn’t
all drama, and was aware of that special
kind of humor which so often came out
of the rangelands. The West of Walt
Coburn was the same West that his
friend Charlie Russell knew. Each man
won it in his own way, preserved it on
paper, and gave it to thousands who
would never have known it otherwise.

From the Montana Territory of 1889
to the piney woods near Prescott, Arizo-
na in 1971, is a magnificent span of
years. Walt Coburn championed the
American cowboy and rancher, and con-
veyed to the reader a kaleidoscope of
sight, sound, and smells of the frontier
cow country.

On May 24, 1971 when Walt wadded
up the paper and put his pencii down for
the last time, he left a lot of other
yesterdays to all of us.

- True West



Aunt Sam standing by the grave of Jesse James in the yard of the old homestead.

Living

Photo Courtesy Rose Collection, Western History Collections, University of Oklahoma Librarv

Wit

“Aunt Sam” James

It's okay for orphans to have big eyes

Photo Courfes Lia W. Pyles
Fred L. Wilson at 80 years.
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if they don’t do a lot of talking . . .

By FRED L. WILSON Submitted By LIDA WILSON PYLES

Explanatory note: My brother, Fred L.
Wilson, brought Bill Chance to our farm
home in Missouri when I was about six-
teen years old. He introduced him as a
boy who had grown up with the James
family, all of which made us youngsters
goggle-eyed. I cannot prove that what
Bill Chance told my brother is true, but
Fred (who is now eighty-seven) believed
him and so did the rest of us.—Lida Wil-
son Pyles

T WAS back in 1920 that I first met

and learned to know Bill Chance. I had
bought a little grocery store in Chanute,
Kansas and was making a valiant effort
to get acquainted with my customers. I
had the idea, and still have it, that the
better you know a man, the better busi-
ness relations you can have with him.

During those days it was customary
for the men in the area to gather in the

(Continued on page 49)
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The Mysterious Pinkerton
(Continued from page 29)

canyons who will provide you with sup-
plies, no questions asked.”

McCarty thought it was a good idea,
but Logan was not as anxious to isolate
himself all winter, stating that he would
give it 'a try and leave if he felt like it.

Saying their goodbyes to Bob Swift
at the bar, the three men mounted up and
rode out of Linwood south toward the
canyon country of northeastern Utah.
About half-way across South Valley,
some ten miles from the saloon, they
spotted the stranger following at what
he thought was a safe distance.

“You was right about that sneaky
bastard,” said McCarty. “He’s after us
all right!”

As they crossed the ridge which led
down into the yawning maw of Sheep
Creek Gap, Kid Curry pulled his rifle
from the scabbard and turned back.

“Where the hell are you going ?” asked
Dowd. Tom McCarty put his hand on
Dowd’s arm in a quieting gesture and re-
plied: “He’s just goin’ back to slow down
that Pinkerton, Ofe. Now don’t mess him
up; the Kid knows what he’s doin’.”

“Slow him down, hell,” said Dowd
angrily, “he aims to kill that man. I won’t
have it that close to my home; they will
lay it to me.”

As McCarty and Dowd argued, the
crack of a rifle was heard, reverberating
through the canyon walls. They whirled
their mounts and rode back up the trail
into the cedars.

Charley Dowd, son of Cleophas J.
Dowd, related the story in later years
this way: “When my father and Tom
McCarty rode up, there sat the Kid
Curry with his rifle cradled across his
saddle, looking down on this dead man
who had a bullet hole right between the
eyes. Tom MecCarty said, ‘Good shot,” but
my father grunted and said, ‘Not very
sporting.” Ambushing wasn’t his style
and he was pretty cold about it. But
this Logan character was just as cold
and he said, ‘How much sport do you
think he would be with me, or you either,
for that matter. I’'m not a fool; he got
as much chance as he deserved’.”

They stopped long enough to bury the
Pinkerton in a shallow grave (Dowd later

Dowd’'s grave.
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Sheep Creek Canyon, Daggett Co., Utah,
as it appears today.

returned and buried him deeper, erecting
two stones) and Kid Curry led the dead
man’s horse down into the canyon and
shot it, toppling it over into a ravine,
saddle and rig.

Dowd then escorted his unwelcome
guests deeper into the canyons to a cabin
on the bank of the Green River (a can-
yon since known as Hideout Canyon on
the maps) where they spent the next sev-
eral months in seclusion.

THE STORY might well have ended
there, or at least with the deaths of
the three participants involved—Dowd,
Logan and McCarty. Cleophas Dowd was
cruelly murdered on his Canyon Ranch in
1898 and lies in a quiet grave there,
not far from the mysterious Pinkerton.
Tom MecCarty drifted north to Alaska in
1900 where he was killed two years later.
Logan suffered a similar fate in South
America, the last of the three to die.
But the story actually ends with a
faded letter, part of the estate of Cleo-
phas J. Dowd, retained by his children
in California and turned over to me some
years ago. The letter tells, better than
any narrative, of those events which
caused the untimely death of the myste-
rious Pinkerton.

Kansas City, Missouri
April 19, 1896

Ofus Dowd
Henry Fork Postoffice
Sweetwater County, Wyoming

Dear Ofe,

Here I am in Kansas City and that old
horse Pot Creek was a stayer all the way
just like you said he 'would. I still have
him and wouldt take a silver buckle for
him. We left our hide out ecanyon in
febuary or early march and Tom left me
in Rock Springs. He didnt know for shore
where he was going to go but for shore
pinkertons is still dogging his trail.

I never did explain too good killing that
pinkerton right in your back yard but
you know he needed killing. Only a
sneaky bastards [Pinkertons] will stop
dumb enough to foller us right down in

them canyons like he did and I think
you [know] it was him or us.

Maybe I should of waited till we was
further down in but for shore them
Sneaky bastards like that would be shore
at nothing. That was one bastard what
did though as he didnt dally but onct or
twice where he dropped and didnt argue
none at all with that 44-40. I wondered
since if you ever moved him and took him
off from there? They is on to me but I
think that was one of them dog trackers
which was on to Tom from the delta job.
They will never get up to old Tom though
without he takes them all down and shore
I am the same and think so are you. They
is not all as white a man as you.

I don’t know where I will be from
here but I will be going out soon, may be
back to buffalo ranch [Hole-in-the-Wall]
or down to mena [Mena, Arkansas] or
where else I dont know. Tell old Bob
[Bob Swift] that I will next time try his
bootleg on some old dog afore I do myself
as it shore is potint and as I will collect
what he owes me next time through your
way. My brother John was killed up in
Montana this spring.

This is shore long for me but I wanted
you to know that Pot Creek was as
good as you said he would be and never
failed me and why I put that pinkerton
down in your back yard as I know you
was upset about it at the time and I was
only thinking about stopping the sneaky
bastard before he stopped us.

I won’t be here too long but you can
write to care of Hiram Lee or Elizabeth
Lee or of Arda Redinguez, postoffice,
Kansas City, with usual care. You watch
your back side and I will watch mine.

your loyal friend
(s) Harv Logan

Coquillard Wagon
(Continued from page 17)

almost impassable, and scarcely jackass-
able.” By the time he reached California,
Alexis Coquillard knew a lot about wag-
ons.

In less than a year he had earned more
than $4,000. It was reported that he made
most of his money building and repairing
immigrants’ wagons. His own journey
had impressed him with the need for
more durable vehicles for cross-country
travel.

In nine months Alexis returned to
South Bend via the Isthmus of Panama
and began investing his California earn-
ings in timber, water, and real estate.
After paying back his uncle, he studied
the future needs of the community. He
must have been amazed at the rapid
rate at which the wagon and wheel com-
pany industries were “chewing up” In-
diana’s beautiful hardwood forests, be-
cause he began to buy every cheap acre of
land with good timber on it that became
available. He also purchased two saw
mills that were able to turn out lumber
to exact dimensions immediately. In addi-
tion, he bought a “Livery and Sales
Stable” at the corner of Michigan and
Jefferson Streets. As a part of his busi-
ness survey he no doubt visited Henry
and Clem Studebaker who had started
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their wagon works in 1852, With his ana-
lytical mind he must have studied their
production methods with the thought
of improving them. By 1865 Alexis Co-
quillard had all the ingredients necessary
for establishing a successful wagon fac-

tory.

HE “go” signal came at the close of

the Civil War when Alexis watched
the waves of humanity roll West in
search of a new life. These countless
thousands of people needed wagons and
other horsedrawn vehicles, and he was
ready to start supplying them.

Alexis built the Coquillard wagon fac-
tory at the corner of Lafayette and Wa-
ter Streets in South Bend. In 1869 he
acquired a partner. Their product was
advertised as the Coquillard & Wall
Wagon. Evidently Wall did not meet the
precise requirements of Alexis as the
partnership was dissolved the next year.

A study of the company’s ads from
the late 1860s to 1906 shows the evolution
of the famous Coquillard wagon. In the
1860s and ’70s it had a high front end-
gate that extended above the wagon
sides. The body of the wagon did not
have a name on it. And, in general, the
wagon had a heavy, cumbersome ap-
pearance.

Early ads reflected Coquillard’s pride
in his product, however, by announcing
that he used the latest improvements on
his wagon, such as the “Thimble skeins,”
as they became available. During the
latter part of the 19th century, Alexis re-
fined his wagon box and beveled - the
corners of the high front end-gate. By
this time, it was the fashion to print
the name of the manufacturer on the
side of the wagon.

Alexis had “The Coquillard Wagon”
positioned on the upper front side panel.
A decade later, Coquillard, like Stude-
baker, Fish, Marietta, Parry, and Auburn,
among others, printed the company name
in the lower middle panel on the box side.
By this time the Coquillard front end-
gate had been leveled even with the
body sides, and the wagon had been
equipped with sixteen-spoke sarven
wheels on both front and rear axles.
Though the Coquillard wagon factory
also built carriages and sleighs, it was
Coquillard’s wagon that won prizes and
honors for him until his death in 1890.

Alexis had been so absorbed in his
business that he had not had time for
a wife until 1881 when he married Maude
Perley from Portland, Maine. They had
two sons, Alexis and Joseph A. Coquil-
lard. Joseph is still living in Winter Park,
Florida; and the wife of the older son,
Mrs. Alexis (Mary Clarke) Coquillard,
still lives in South Bend.

For reasons unknown to his surviving
relatives, Alexis requested in his will that
the Coquillard Wagon Company be sold
following his death. His will was honored
by his family. Samuel S. Perley, Alexis’
brother-in-law and trustee of the estate,
handled the transaction. Thereafter, Per-
ley became the manager of the new Co-
quillard Wagon Company that was moved
to Henderson, Kentucky. The other offi-
cers of the new company, which carried
on in the traditional manner dictated
earlier by Alexis, were James E. Rankin,
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President; Carl P. Schlamp, Vice-Presi-
dent; Paul M. Barnett, Treasurer, and
Kirk W. Perley, Secretary.

The Coquillard Wagon continued win-
ning honors for its new owners, including
the coveted gold medal ot the World’s
Fair in St. Louis, Missouri in 1904, where
it was judged the best in its class exhib-
ited in the Transportation Hall.

TREASURE MAY BE
BENEATH YOUR FEET!

Find out for sure with a White’s electronic

mineral/metal detector. Thrill to the
excitement of treasure hunting the
modern, White’s way as you locate
gold, silver, coins, rings and

much more! Some units ignore
ground interference, others
discriminate against “junk.” Models

from $59.95. Call toll-free for location

of nearest White’s dealer.

It was using this honor as a sales
pitch, that Guy Cooper of Kansas City,
who was the company’s salesman for the
great Southwest, made his record sale of
a single type of vehicle in 1906. Yet does
anyone know of a surviving Coquillard
wagon, carriage, or ‘sleigh? They seem
to have completely vanished.
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OL' DELL
By Pat Redmond

A SHORT distance southeast of Ton-

kawa, Oklahoma on U.S. Highway
77 is an unusual and little known monu-
ment. It pays tribute to the three-year-
old dapple grey mare that carried Jim H.
Stone twenty-nine miles in an hour and
forty-seven minutes to an unstaked quar-
ter section in the 1893 Cherokee Strip
Run in what is now Oklahoma.

Stone, who lived in Elk County, Kan-
sas prior to the last big land run in the
nation, had made many visits to the In-
dian Territory coveting the rich grass
and fertile soil. When the Run was an-
nounced by the government he knew just
the piece of land he wanted.

And he counted on “Ol’ Dell” to help
him find his claim ahead of the thou-
sands of others who would be making
the run on September 16, 1893.

Joining the long line of would-be set-
tlers in Arkansas City, Stone waited four
days to obtain his permit to enter the
race. Friends and family kept him sup-
plied with food and water so he could
hold his place in line. They exercised Dell
daily.

In the teeming streets of Arkansas
City were horse traders with ponies of
touted speed and endurance. But Stone
wasn’t interested. He had Dell and was
confident his training of the past few
months was enough.

The Run began at noon. When the gun
went off, Stone and several of his Elk
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County neighbors shot across the line two
miles west of the Chilocco Indian School.
They rode light, carrying only a canteen
of water and a sack filled with oats for
the horses and a few biscuits for the men.

Thousands of horses, wagons and bug-
gies thundered across the plains, crowd-
ing Stone and his friends. There were
more men than sections available and
Stone became concerned.

The greatest portion of the hard-riding
throng appeared to be headed for the
very area Stone wanted. There were
many ahead of him now.

Stone and three of his friends aban-
doned their plans for the choice Chikas-
kia River bottom land and traveled west
toward the Tonkawa Indian Agency. But
they soon ran into more would-be set-
tlers who had started the Run near Hun-
newell, Kansas.

Stone and his friends then decided to
head straight south, but each claim they
passed had already been staked. Stone
kept pushing, his friends following, until
he came to the steep banks of the Salt
Fork River.

Rather than lose valuable time going
farther -west to ford the river, Stone
coaxed Dell down the high banks and
into the water. Reluctantly, the other
horses followed.

Less than two miles south Stone drove
his stake into a section of the new
land and then quickly fed and rubbed
down the lathered Dell.

With Dell’s help as a plow horse and as
transportation, the Stone homestead

prospered, a real house replacing the
dugout for the family and a real barn
for the faithful Dell in place of the lean-
to.

As the years passed, Dell became too
feeble for farmwork, arthritis keeping
her in the stall for days at a time. But
Stone refused to do away with the old
mare, pampering and protecting her as
much as possible. In 1916 the beloved
horse died at age twenty-six and was
buried on the original quarter-section
of land.

In 1940, Stone, who often visited Ol
Dell’s gravesite, erected a granite marker
with the help of the Old Settlers Group
of the Cherokee Outlet. Then in 1952
Stone presented the small plot and mark-
er to the Oklahoma Historical Society for
perpetual care, four years before his
own death at the age of ninety.

A MEAN COW
By Naomi Mickey Wood

THERE were still not many fences

in the western part of Catron Coun-
ty, New Mexico in 1923, and one of our
Longhorn cows drifted south from our
Bear Caiion ranch. She wound up lo-
cating about ten miles away, running
with a bunch of Frank Landevazzo’s cat-
tle on the “Llanos,” as the arm of the San
Augustine Plains below Horse Springs
was called.

My husband, A. E. (Shorty) Norton,
rode down to Frank’s one wintry day but
did not find this old cow, so Frank said,
“Why don’t you just let her run here till
spring? I'll let you know when I start
to round up and you can get her then.”
Shorty thankfully agreed.

About the last of April 1924, we got
word that Landevazzo was going to start
rounding up the next Monday. We were
all set to go, though I was dreading it a
little, for I felt shy about helping drive
her with the curious eyes of the crew on
me. But Sunday evening my brother
Burley came down to visit us and said
he would help Shorty bring the critter
home,

They started off next morning, long
before the sunlight had even hit the top
of the topmost peak of Horse Mountain.
Burley was riding a beautiful blood bay
bald-faced, stocking-legged horse. He was
a good cow horse, but he had a bad habit
of sometimes catching his rider unexpec-
tedly and trying to buck him off.
Shorty’s mount was a big, brown, bald-
faced, stocking-legged brute. A good cow-
horse but strictly a one-man horse and
sometimes he tried to run that one man
out of the corral!

When Shorty stepped into the corral
and old “R.L. Baldy” nodded his head,
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laid back his ears and started toward
him, he always knew there was going to
be a fight before the bridle and saddle
went on. But this particular morning R.
L. Baldy acted like any good cowhorse
should. So they got to the Landevazzo cir-
cle in time to help drive the gather to
the home corral. There Shorty cut the cow
out of the herd and they started her to-
ward home,

By slapping their chaps with the coils
of their catch-ropes and with many a
“hi-yi-yi,” they got her about a quarter
of a mile up the slope before she dodged
by Burley and started flying down that
slope back to the herd. Burley promptly
swung out a loop and dabbed it on her
long sharp horns.

NOW things happened much faster
than I can write it down or you can
read it. Baldy thought he saw a chance
to unload his rider—so he bogged his
head and began to buck—that old cow
hit the end of that rope—there was a
loud POP—and the front cinch snapped
asunder. Burley, saddle, blanket, and
bridle slid right off over Baldy’s head.
He snorted, ducked back and ran off about
fifty yards, stopped and looked back as
though he was laughing at the mess he
had caused. When the cinch broke, it
flipped around and caught on Burley’s
right spur, There he was—fastened to
that saddle on the ground, with a wild
cow on the prod tied to the horn! :
Shorty roped her just in time to keep
her off Burley. He kept her stretched out
while Burley reached under his chaps,
into the pocket of his Levi’s for his knife,
and cut that cinch off his spur.

Frank had been watching them, so he
loped up there, and before Baldy noticed
Frank was after him, had roped him
and led him over to Burley. Laughing,
he said, “That’s the first time I ever saw
a horse unload his rider and turn him-
self a-loose at one jump.” Burley and
Shorty agreed with him and said it would
likely never happen that way again.

Burley temporarily mended his cinch
with his piggin string and resaddled
Baldy. They flipped their ropes off the
cow and tried to drive her on, but that
ornery old Longhorn was not about to
leave the plains. By allowing her to

A. E. (Shorty) Norton and his best cow-
horse “Grullo.”

July-August, 1977

charge first one, then the other, they
gradually got her over Horse Mountain
Pass. When she would try to dodge back,
Shorty would rope her, throw her and
then let her up and try driving her
again. Now that kind of work is hard
on men and horses and mighty hard
on a cow.

By sundown they had gotten that o]d‘

cow to within about half a mile of home.
She tried to dodge behind Shorty and
he roped her for perhaps the twentieth
time that day, Shorty’s horse, R. L.
Baldy, had been acting like the best of
cow-horses till then, but this time when
that loop sailed out, he bogged his head
and began wiping up the ground with his
sides. Off through the pifions he bucked
and bawled, with that fighting cow right
at his heels and her long keen horns
raking his tail about every other jump.

Burley forgot his bad cinch and roped
that old cow by her heels, which flattened
her onto the ground. Then for a few
jumps the contest went on between
Shorty and R. L. Baldy, with Baldy drag-
ging the cow and pitching, too. When
Baldy finally quit, Shorty panted, “Let’s
just tie this old heifer to a pifion tree for
the night. It’s going to be too dark to see
to dodge her pretty soon.”

Burley kept the cow stretched out,
while Shorty took his rope off the saddle-
horn and rode around a big tree that had
no low-hanging limbs. Then he dallied
back on the horn and pulled that cow to
within about six feet of the tree. He then
tied the rope good and fast. Burley
flipped his rope off her heels. She
promptly jumped up and charged, but
the short-tied rope threw her onto her
nose. Shorty and Burley rode off, saying,
“We’ll come back and get you in the morn-
ing. You can think about your sins to-
night.”

They got home a short while after dark,
having been in the saddle since before
sun-up and with nothing to eat since that
early breakfast, but as Shorty said,
“This was just one more day in a cow-
boy’s life.”

EARLY MINISTERS MET
SELF-DOUBT

THE LIFE of a minister in Nebraska

Territory could be extremely frustrat-
ing. His parishioners were scattered over
large areas and many seemed more inter-
ested in crops than Christ.

The hardships of one such minister,
Amos 8. Billingsley, are reflected in ex-
cerpts from his diary, a copy of which is
now in the Archives of the Nebraska
State Historical Society. Billingsley was
sent west by the Presbyterian Board of
Home Missions and lived in Florence dur-
ing 1856-1857. He served various con-
gregations in Douglas and Washington
Counties.

July 23, 1857 “. . . Two drinking places
opened lately—the year is passing. What
am I doing? What Good? Not been as I
know of, instrumental in saving one soul
this year. Lord, who hath believed or re-

pent? T am afraid I will not be as useful

out here as in the East. The Lord help
and direct me.”

August 10, 1857 “Just returned from a
preaching tour. Left Desoto this after-
noon. Preached three times yesterday.
A mighty tempest arose last night while
preaching. Some persons much
alarmed. I was not afraid. Had to quit
preaching. Went home without a close
of the service, through mud and wet
grass and slept in a post office on a
wet floor. Took no cold.”

August 24, 1857 “Preached yesterday
three times in three different places.
Florence, Calhoun, and Desoto. Rode 15
miles.”

September 27, 1857 “Sab. Eve. . . . Too
late getting to the church—detained
crossing river—people nearly all waited
over half an hour. This shows their in-
terest in the cause. Tis to me encouraging.
The question What Good am I doing out
here? still frequently arises in my mind.

October 4, 1857 “ . . . Day rainy, streets
muddy. The other two preachers, I guess
didn’t turn out at all. Shame! a Sin. Peo-
ple of Florence staid from church on a
wet day. The lord forgive their sins of
omission. I don’t like these dry weather
Christians. If I had not more love for the
cause than to be kept home by a little
rain, I would fear I had none at all.”

October 18, 1857 “Sab. No preaching
today in Florence—no turn out, God have
mercy on the people.”

November 19, 1857 “Preached three
times last Sab. and rode 15 miles—Best
attendance in Desoto ever saw there.
Good attention and order. Several new
families lately arrived. Writing on ‘Lov-
est thou me’—Good text. I fear too many
are too easy satisfied with their mere
hopes of salvation.”

December 31, 1857 “For the last time
1857—another year just closing—gone
forever—Day warm—very pleasant. Most
pleasant Dec. ever saw. Street dusty.
Seen many strange things. Much sin—
much country. Told story across many
places. Don’t know as any have been con-
verted through it. It may be the most
profitable year of my ministry.”

March 12, 1858 “A year today since
I left Pittsburgh, Pa. for Florence, Neb.
Terr. Have seen many things strange and
new. Time seems short. How many souls
have instrumentally saved, God only
knows.”—Courtesy Nebraska State His-
torical Society, Lincoln.

PROSPECTING IN STYLE

IN THE WEST
By Emmett A. Garity

EARLY gold prospectors were indeed

a very hardy group of men as typi-
fied by the following article taken from
The Complete Compendium of Universal
Knowledge by William Ralston Balch and
dated 1895:

“The majority of the prospectors or
men who make the finding of mines the
profession or business of their lives are
those who have learnt what they know
of mining and ores in the mines them-
selves. There are valuable properties in
the shape of ledges carrying metal, wait-

(Continued on page 52)
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Treasure in Squirrel Gulch
(Continued from page 15)

in the mining community. An old gentle-
man I knew was contacted—Mr. D. A.
Knight, a professional mining engineer
well known in my community and re-
spected by one and all. A few short but
very productive conversations followed.
Mr. Knight was thrilled at my finding
the Colt and related the following story:

As a young man, just graduated from
the Colorado School of Mines, Knight
came to know and make friends with
Scottie Henderson and his two partners.
Scottie Henderson was at the time living
in Squirrel Gulch and engaged in mining
operations. Knight was instrumental in
obtaining a mining lease for them to
mine the Lexington mine.

Scottie’s partners were Leonard King
and George Hancock. They mined the Lex-
ington from 1921 to 1923. During this
time Knight observed the Colt owned by
Leonard King. He wanted to purchase
the Colt, but King would not sell. King
said the Colt was given to him by Curly
Bill Brocius when King was wounded.
Later he delivered a note to Mr. Knight,
written in pencil, giving the serial num-
ber of the Colt as well as some of the
background. Imagine, a note from an old
gunfighter and outlaw! The note men-
tioned how he got the Colt from Curly
Bill, said the Colt had killed Marshal
White of Tombstone (Curly Bill’s do-
ings), and that he was with Curly Bill
when he was killed by Earp. The note
was mainly written to get Mr. Knight
to help with the mining.

Knight informed me he was in his
middle-twenties when he received the
note, and that King was in his sixties.
He also mentioned that King had prom-
ised the Colt to him upon his demise.
Knight seemed a little sad that I had the
Colt rather than him, but never men-
tioned the fact. ;

Later on, Mr. Knight gave me the
original note along with a note from
himself. I was able to get an affidavit
from Knight which was attested to by
his old friend Henry Nelson. Mr. Knight
passed on at age eighty-three on Feb-
ruary 1, 1976. Shortly after, Mr. Nelson
died. What a loss, if only from the stand-
point of mining and the lost knowledge
needed today when mining is starting
to awaken once more. These men made
history and amassed great fortunes in
the mining industry. Few can be found
today that can claim the ultimate result
from this business.

I should mention that Mr. Grant Til-
den took his Lexington Claim to patent
in the year 1887, The Comet was the
only claim not patented. At the time, the
Lexington property was the richest camp
in the State of Colorado. Perhaps this is
what drew the old outlaw to this area.
It is also nice to know he reformed and
took no lives or money while he worked
the mines for a living. In those days
mining was hard work. In a way it
seems as though Leonard King was try-
ing to square himself with the world.
Several of the old-timers here that I have
talked with remember Scottie, Leonard
and George. They all agree that these
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three were fine men. I could feel the
respect.

These old-timers are still helpful to me.
They have pointed out to me that the
“Bible” in this business, especially in my
area, is a book published by the Depart-
ment of Interior entitled Professional
Paper 63, the Economic Geology of the
Georgetown Quadrangle. The Lexington
Mine is mentioned in this paper along
with better description of the veins in
regard to their direction. In fact, this
paper, along with local mining papers,
has helped me to trace and finally lo-
cate the lost vein.

AFTER the talks with Mr. Knight, the
Colt was completely taken apart.
Here are the results of that examination.
Under the hammer, where it would
strike against the frame, was the letter
‘H’. Under the left rear portion of the
frame, where it is joined by the grip
assembly, was the letter ‘U’. Under the
trigger guard assembly was the number
that appeared on the gate. Now all num-
bers matched.

Under the ejector assembly was the
letter ‘G’. The three letters are the ini-
tials of the surnames of the factory in-
spectors employed by the Colt Company.
The initials D. F. C. belong to David F.
Clark, a Government sub-inspector who
worked under the Government inspector
Lieutenant Charles C. Morrison, whose
cartouche appears under the date of 1880
imprinted on the left side of the grip. On
the top of the one-piece walnut grip, on
the part that is directly under the frame
that encloses the grip assembly, the name
of “W. B. Graham” is carved. This has
been additionally protected by its loca-
tion.

The roar of the Colt is no longer heard
in Squirrel Gulch. Since the Colt has
been identified and proven to be an an-
tique historical gun, I haven’t the desire
to shoot it again as I would not like
to chance any injury to a spring or
other original parts. It has been placed
in a vault along with the two remaining
unfired original cartridges. It will be
shown to friends and interested folks who
venture into the mining camp.

I am no longer the neophyte, and enjoy
visits from people who visit and appre-
ciate hearing about the old days. They
usually carry out a sample or two of the
Lexington ore. My pleasure is to pass on
some of the knowledge I have been given
by the gracious men in this business. I
feel I have been lucky in more ways than
most and when and if mining goes again,
I will be right out in front.

Arkichita
(Continued from page 25)
to find himself staring point-blank at
two rifles. This time he was put in semi-
solitary to await a general court martial
and added the two sergeants to his list of
people to get even with.

In the Sioux tongue, Sisseton means
“lake village” and that area of the Dako-
ta Territory was largely flat prairie dot-
ted with glacier-scooped lakes. When a
hot August sun beats down on countless

small, shallow lakes all day and then dis-
appears with plummeting temperatures,
the result is a thick, woolly fog, the per-
fect cover for a man desperate enough
to break out of a guardhouse. So it was
on the night of Brice’s second escape.

The guards were either asleep or on
the edge of it. The sergeant on duty was
in his bunk, trying to read in the dim
light, and the fog-deadened silence was
broken only by occasional snores and the
disembodied voices of the sentries outside.
The sergeant snapped his book shut and
was about to speak to the corporal when
he was interrupted by a man who dropped
suddenly from the ventilation hole in the
ceiling to dash for the door.

The sergeant grabbed his carbine and
would have fired, but the man on the next
bunk chose that instant to sit up straight
and find himself staring cross-eyed at a
bayonet. He ducked instantly, but it was
too late for the sergeant to shoot. Out-
side, the sentry also hesitated a moment
too long, reluctant to shoot a man merely
because he chose to run across the post
at a peculiar hour of the night. By the
time the sentry realized that it was the
escaping Brice and ran to the gate to fire,
Brice was well out into the safety of the
fog. And in any event, the sentry com-
plained, Brice was playing dirty by run-
ning in a zig-zag pattern and confusing
the aim, a trick he had doubtless picked
up in Texas.

Still, no one seriously expected Brice
to be long among the missing because
Arkichita was back, and the chief scout
had never failed to find his man. In fact,
Arkichita was so confident that he merely
watched while the other scouts tore off
into the night after Brice, coolly announc-
ing that he was going to wait for morn-
ing and a proper light. Then he went to
bed.

According to the admiring Lieutenant
Bennett, Arkichita was something of a
Sioux Sherlock Holmes, using a combina-
tion of acute observation, intuition, and
primitive science in his trailing. He cer-
tainly had one thing in common with
Holmes—he had a healthy ego and made
no secret of the fact that he found the
white soldiers a trifle dull-witted. He
could speak English well, but never used
it if he could help it. He could write his
name, and regularly signed the monthly
muster and the payroll. The U.S. gov-
ernment had given Arkichita an unusual
honor by making him a sergeant and
although he wore the uniform of the
U.S. Cavalry, he kept his hair shoulder-
length and wore moccasins instead of
regulation boots. He was, Bennett reports,
“ahout five feet nine inches in height . .
slender, but wiry . . . about thirty-fom
years of age.” He also had, said Bennett
“g pair of eyes that could equal anj
field-glasses.” The name Arkichita (o
“soldier”) he had taken on entering gov:
ernment service, but his original name
had been Grass Walker in honor of hit
trailing ability.

SHERLOCK HOLMES had his magni
fying glass, but Arkichita’s tracking
device was a simple blade of grass. He
found one of Brice’s footprints and ther
carefully broke off a stem of grass s
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’I“ah;: mt':rr: gl’ The Xﬁld '?oouo; AIIh Of Me;
usic 8 ease; Mam’selle, n The Sunn
Side Of The Street. ! 4
8 TRACK TAPE P8-1269 - SPECIAL $3.98.
HANK LOCKLIN - CAS-2562 - ALBUM $2.50
Send Me The Pillow You Dream On; Please Help
Me, I'm Falling; Bonaparte's Retreat; Lo
Blues; Signed, Sealed And Delivered; Release Me;
Four Walls; Blue Side Of Lonesome; Where The
Blue Of The Night Meets The Gold Of The Day.
8 TRACK TAPE - C85-1226 - SPECIAL $3.98

DON GIBSON . CAS-2592 - ALBUM $2.50

Half As Much; Tennessee Waltz; Bonaporte's Re-
treat; A Little Bitty Tear; Am | That Easy To Forget;
I Can't Stop Loving You; Almost Persvaded; Oh
Lonesome Me; Four Walls.

8 TRACK TAPE - C85-1214 - SPECIAL $3.98
WILLIE NELSON - ALBUM ACL-7018 $2.50.

Columt Stockade Blues; $ Of My Heart; |
Love You Because; Heartaches By The Number: San
Antonlo Rose; I'd Trade All Of My Tomerrows; Don't
You Ever Get Tired; Fraulein; Go On Home.

8 TRACK TAPE C8S-7018 - SPECIAL $3.98.

WILLIE NELSON . ACL1-0326 - ALBUM $2.50

The Party’s Over; One Day At A Time; Hello Walls;
Mr. Record Man; My Own Peculiar Way; Funny
How Time Slips Away; | Walk Alone; Streets Of

Laredo.
8 TRACK TAPE - C85-0326 - SPECIAL $3.98

DOLLY PARTON - ACL-7002 - ALBUM $2.50

| Wish | Felt This Way At Home; Love And Learn;
You's Gonna Be Sorry; Games People Play; We
Had All The Good Things Going; My Blue Ridge
Mountain Boy; In The Ghetto; The Only Way Out;
Just Because I'm A Woman.

8 TRACK TAPE - C8S-7002 - SPECIAL $3.98

SONS OF THE PIONEERS - CA-2205 - ALBUM $2.50
San Antonio Rose; When My Blue Moon Turns To
Gold Again; Listen To The Mocking Bird; Have |
Told You Lately That | Love You; Cold, Cold Heart;
Columbus Siockade Blues; I'll Hold You In My
Heart; Crazy Arms; Almost; Green Fields.
25 POLKAS - ALBUM SPC-3285 $2.50.
Emelia Polka: There's A Tavern In The Town Polka;
Jolly Coppersmith Polka: Rolling’ Rock Polka; Clar-
inet Polka: Helena Polka; Gerald's Polka: Joll
Follows Polka; Tony's Polka: Copper Polka; Higl
Low Polka; Lichtensteiner Polka; Ah Frenchy Polka;
Beer Barrel Polka; Rain, Rain Polka; Ely Polka; Jim
Is)m '?"‘ Pollﬁa';“ bl“'h ?'“I,I:’. EP«Ilu:; lgund llt(oy
a3 vrgl olka; Everybody's Polka;
Polka; Pickled Polka. : e
8 TRACK TAPE P8-1175 - SPECIAL $3.98.

BOB RALSTON - 22 ALL TIME ORGAN FAVORITES -
CAS-917 - ALBUM $2.50

Rose Of Washington Square; Girl Of My Dreams;
I'll Always Be In Love With You; Meet Me Tonight
In Dreamland; Have You Ever Been Lonely; Little
Lady Make Believe; Soft Shoe Song; Robins And
Roses; Skater's Waliz; Play A Simple Melody; When
You Were Sweet Sixteen; Sweetheart Of All My
Dreams; In The Chapel In The Moonlight; Turn Back
The Hands Of Time; Long Long Ago; Love's Oid
Sweet Song; There Is A Tavern In The Town;
Sweet Home; And The Band Played On; Oh,

8 TRACK TAPE - C8S-1132 SPECIAL $3.98

ELVIS PRESLEY - CAM ALBUM CALX-2472 $2.50.
You'll Never Walk Alone; Who Am 17; Let Us Pray;
(There'll Be) Peace In The Valley (For Me); We
Call On Him; | Believe; It Is No Secret (What God
I‘.::‘d Do); Sing You Children; Take My Hand; Precious

8 TRACK TAPE - C85-7012 SPECIAL $3.98.

MERLE HAGGARD & BONNIE OWENS - J5-6106 $2.50
That Makes Two Of Us; I'll Take A Chance; | Wanta
Live Again; Forever And Ever; A Little Longer,
Please Jesus; Just Between The Two Of Us; Too Used
;o Being With You; So Much For Me, So Much For

ou.
8 TRACK TAPE P8T-251 . SPECIAL $3.98.

JIM REEVES - ALBUM ACL-7020 $2.50.

Blue Side Of Lonesome; Most Of The Time; Waitin’
For A Train; When Two Worlds Collide; My Lips
Are Sealed; A Rallrood Bum; A Fallen Star; Yonder
Comes A Sucker; Highwty To Nowhere.

8 TRACK TAPE C85-7020 - SPECIAL $3.98.

HARRY RESER - BANJO PICKER - ACL1-0301 - Al-
BUM $2.50

If You Knew Susie; Sweet Sue - Just You; When
You And | Were Young Moggie; Listen To The Mock-
ing Bird; Comin Round Mountain; I've Been
Working On The Railroad; 8ill Bailey; And The 8and
Played On; My Old Kentucky Home; Oh Dem Gold-
en Slippers; Skip To My Lov; Sweetheart Of All My
Dreams; Let Me Call You Sweetheart; Down Home
Rag; Spoghetti Rag; Buffalo Gal; Hand Me Down
My Walking Cane; Polly Wolly Doodle; Way Down
Yonder In New Orleans; On The Sunny Side Of
The Street; That's My Weakness Now; Back Home In
Indiana; Under The Double Eagle; Billboard March;
When The Saints Go Marching In; Albany Bound:
Yes, We Have No Bananas Today.

JIM REEVES - CAS-842 - ALBUM $2.50

Have | Told You Lately That | Love You; I'm Gonna
Change Everything; Walizing On Top Of The World;
Oklahoma Hills; Beyond The Shadow Of A Doubt;
Roly Poly; Each Time You Leave; A Letter To My
Heart; Your Old Love Letters; Highway To No-

where.

8 TRACK TAPE - C8S-1133 - SPECIAL $3.98
JIMMIE RODGERS - ACL-7029 ALBUM $2.50.

Blue Yodel (T For Texas); Desert Blues; I'm Sorry
We Met; Blue Yodel No. 3; Frinkie And Johnny;
My Oid Pal; Away Out On The Mountaln; The
Brokeman Blues.

8 TRACK TAPE - C85-7029 SPECIAL $3.98.

ROY ROGERS AND DALE EVANS AND THEIR FAM-
ILY - ALBUM ACL-7021 $2.50.

Jesus Loves Me; Read The Bible; I'll Be A Sun-
beam; The Bible Tells Me So; Watch What You Do;
Did You Stop To Pray This Morning; The Lord Is
Counting On You; A Cowboy Sunday Prayer; Until
We Meet Agaln.

8 TRACK TAPES C8S5-7021 - SPECIAL $3.98.

ROY ROGERS - ACLI-0953 - ALBUM $2.50

My Chicashay Gal; Don't Fence Me In; | Wish |
Hod Never Met Sunshine; Blue Shadows On The
Trail; My Heart Went That-a-Way; A Gay Ranchero;
The Yellow Rose Of Texas; That Palomino Pal O'
Mine; Along The Navajo Trail; On The Old Sp
Trail; Roll On Texas Moon; Rock Me To Sleep In

My Soddle.
8 TRACK TAPE CB8S-0953 - SPECIAL $3.98

DINAH SHORE - ALBUM SPC-3524 $2.50.

It's So Nice To Have A Man Around The House; Jim;
Blues In The Night; The Gypsy; Buttons And Bows;
Mad About Him Blues; I'll Walk
Alone; Dear Hearts And Gentle People.

8 TRACK TAPE P8-1267 - SPECIAL $3.98.

CONNIE SMITH . ACL-7026 - ALBUM $2.50

| Overlooked An Orchid; You Ain't Woman Enough;
Y'all Come; I'm Little But I'm Loud; I'll Be There;
My Heart Has A Mind Of It's Own; Ain't Had No
Lovin'; Two Empty Arms; That's What It's Like To

Be Lonesoms.
8 TRACK TAPE - C85-7026 SPECIAL $3.98

HANK SNOW - ACL-7004 - SPECIAL PRICE $2.50
The Gl Land March; Pray; My Religion's Not Old
Fashioned; These Things Shall Pass; I'm Movin'
On To Glory; I'm In Love With Jesus; Invisible
; Hy Mother; I'm Glad I'm On The Inside.
8 TRACK TAPE - C8S5-7004 - $3.98

KITTY WELLS - JS-6158 ALBUM $2.50.

Open Up Your Heart And Let The Sunshine In; Hello

Walls; Mo'odv River; Ol! I.o;nulmn Me; lz'-l-v-o-l-c-l;
'S mebody's Fool; Dear Heort; Heart-

oches By The Number; Cold, Cold Heart; 'Walcomo

To My World.

8 TRACK TAPE P8-314 - SPECIAL $3.98.



that it was precisely the length of some
particular portion of the deserter’s foot.
Then he, the other scouts, and Bennett
set off in pursuit, the Indians astride
their war ponies.

Arkichita’s first discovery had been
that Brice was barefoot. He pointed out
the trail to Bennett, but the lieutenant,
who had fallen into the role of the dense
Dr. Watson, couldn’t see anything but
miles of grassland.

Arkichita went forward, clenching his
precious stem of grass in his teeth and
keeping slightly to the side of the trail.
He kept the grass in his mouth because in
the past he had nearly been killed in am-
bush when he had to choose between drop-
ping the stem from his hand and grabbing
for his carbine. Whenever the trails in-
termingled, the scout slid from his pony
and used the grass blade to single out
the prints he wanted.

Eventually the party came to the edge
of a Dakota slough, a shallow lake with a
soft mud bottom in the center and a lin-
ing of tule grass under the water near
the banks. This one, the “garden bar
slough,” was a bit more than a mile from
the fort. It was maybe a mile long and a
quarter of a mile wide and had about a
foot of water standing at its deepest
point.

Arkichita looked around and announced
that Brice had rested here under a tree
and then waded out into the slough,
apparently hoping that he couldn’t be
tracked through water. His hopes were in
vain, because the Indian entered the wa-
ter and began tracking.

By this time, relations between Bennett
and Arkichita were straining a little.
Arkichita was stuck with the lieutenant
since he was outranked, but he was be-
ginning to get impatient with the way
that Bennett was dogging his steps and
goggling at every move. Bennett, on the
other hand, was beginning to lose confi-
dence in the scout, watching him wan-
dering in apparently aimless circles
through the muddy water.

Bennett decided to do a little detecting
on his own—shades of Dr. Watson—and
presently called Arkichita to join him on
the bank, rather coyly shouting, “Heap
trail!” The scout lumbered out of the
water, examined Bennett’s find, and then
with the closest he ever came to a smile,
said simply, “Cow.” Bennett was acutely
embarrassed, but now understood the
Indian’s dilemma. The post herd had fol-
lowed Brice through the slough and had
seemingly destroyed all traces of his trail.

Not that this daunted Arkichita. He
made his way to the eastern end of the
lake and came out on the bank at a point
only about 100 yards from the fort, near
a brickyard. There he found a faint bare-
foot print on the shore. But this seemed to
perplex him even more than the cattle
tramplings. It appeared that Brice had
either taken a sideways leap for the land
from his right foot or had turned around
to go back over his own trail, something
that didn’t make sense to the scout.

Arkichita searched the bank carefully,
going through layers of driftwood a splin-
ter at a time, combing the grass on the
bank, and even pushing back his sleeves
to feel in the water for clues. Meanwhile,
Bennett stood nearly paralyzed with fear
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that he might accidentally step on some-
thing vital. Then Arkichita managed to
pick up a faint, faint trail that led, as
they were both half expecting by now, to
the gate of the brickyard. And it was
there that Arkichita seemed destined to
meet with failure for the first time in
his life. The brickyard was absolutely
empty.

The trail ended at the gate because
the earthen floor of the yard was worn as
hard and smooth as glass. The only
structures in the barren yard were a kiln
built during the summer and now ready
for firing, and an old army water wagon.
In spite of the fact that the brickyard and
its contents had already been thoroughly
searched by the soldiers, Arkichita was
adamant—“Trail come in, no go out.
Man in there.” He marched to the kiln,
the only possible place that Brice might
be hiding.

HE KILN was in the center of the

yard, a flat-topped affair protected
from the rain by a tent-like wooden roof
supported by poles. The roof peaked at
about three feet above the kiln top, but
never actually touched any part of the
oven. Stubbornly refusing to admit de-
feat, Arkichita checked inside the kiln,
studied the arches on either side that held
firewood, and looked up under the roof,
poking his head under the wooden over-
hang to stare across the flat kiln top.
Then he searched the rest of the yard, in-
cluding the water wagon. No Brice.

By then, Arkichita and Bennett had
been joined by the scouts the Indian had
sent out to check the rest of the slough’s
banks. These scouts also checked every
inch of the yard with no luck. Arkichita
then came up with the only possible ex-
planation for Brice’s whereabouts—he
had been carried off by spirits. The only
other possibility, that Arkichita’s trailing
had been faulty, was unthinkable.

So great was his reputation for infall-
ibility that in the following hours every-
one on the post searched the brickyard,
including the colonel. Arkichita himself
was developing an unhealthy obsession
with the place. He would quietly disap-
pear, only to turn up at the brickyard
searching still again and muttering to
himself, “Trail no go out. Man in there.”

Affected by Arkichita’s unshakeable
feeling that Brice must still either be in
the yard or in the hands of evil spirits,
the colonel stationed guards around the
brickyard that night. Nothing stirred.
Another day of fruitless searching passed.
When night fell, guards were posted a-
gain, only hidden this time.

And then Brice gave himself away.
During his run through the foggy slough
in his bare feet, Brice had taken a chill
and had developed a spectacular cold.
One of the guards, Loclins of the icehouse,
heard a suppressed cough coming from an
impossible place—the flat, hard, empty
roof of the kiln. A man with a lantern
was sent up to investigate and came scur-
rying back down with amazing news.
Brice was on the roof, or rather in it.
He had somehow managed to hollow out
a cavity in the bricks just deep enough for
a man lying flat on his back, and there
he was.

Although Brice was sick, unarmed,

stiff, and absolutely cornered, it took two

volleys of rifle fire through the wooden

goof over him to convince him to surren-
er.

This time he wasn’t left alone for an
instant. He was sent to Fort Snelling,
Minnesota where he was sentenced to a
year’s hard labor. True to form, though,
he hit a sentry with a rock, stole the
man’s rifle, and made a third escape. It
took several companies of infantry de-
ployed in a skirmish line to catch him
that time, after which he landed in the
Fort Leavenworth Military Prison in
Kansas—and all because of an ill-gotten
mutton dinner.

In traditional detective fashion, Arki-
chita summed up the case after it was
over. He said that Brice had walked
backwards from the slough to the yard,
first putting on his stockings, which he
had removed before going into the water.
Then he had tried to brush away the
traces of his trail. Brice himself later ad-
mitted that he had gone through all these
tortuous maneuvers because he knew that
Arkichita would be after him and he
fondly imagined that he could outwit
the Sioux. The kiln was intended as a
short stopover in his flight, not a real
hiding place, because Arkichita was sup-
posed to have been tricked into thinking
that Brice had gone from the yard to the
slough, not vice versa. Instead, Brice
found himself trapped on the uncomfort-
able roof, not able even to raise a hand,
because of the Indian’s persistence.

Arkichita endured a bit of good-natured
banter because he hadn’t actually found
the scooped-out hiding place that had
fooled everyone. It didn’t seem to bother
the scout, because as far as he was con-
cerned his job had been to follow the
trail that had technically ended at the
brickyard gate. The fact that for a couple
of worrisome days it had looked like the
trail had ended in the fourth dimension
was annoying, but irrelevant.

When Arkichita unbent enough to crawl
up on top of the kiln and examine the
hole he was generous to his enemy, say-
ing, “Extraordinarily fine,” in Sioux. At
least that’s what Bennett claims he said.
It might just as easily have been, “Ele-
mentary, my dear Watson, elementary.”

What Became of Cambria?
(Continued from page 27)

Of course, unpaid employees for com-
pany-owned stores left drugs on shelves,
groceries in bins, clothes on racks, and
moved on. But the townspeople fled, too,
as though from a plague. They left rugs
on floors, curtains at windows, skillets
on stoves and food in cupboards., Why
didn’t they take these household necess-
ities with them? No one knows. Cambria
became a ghost town, almost overnight.

The present owner padlocked the gates
and posted the land too late. Pack rats,
animal and human, have destroyed the
town. What became of Cambria? It was
bartered and stolen, board by board, until
it now resembles the scattered bones of
an animal scavenged by coyotes.

True West



The Evans Belton Band

Family pictures are often of interest
only to the family but my two uncles may
still be remembered in Central Texas.

William Augustus (Gus) Evans was
born at Salado March 23, 1868. He died
December 18, 1948, and was buried at
Austin. Evans attended Galveston Mili-
tary Academy in 1886. In 1887 he at-
tended Centenary College, a Methodist
school at Lampasas where he met Sallie
E. Rogers. They were married at Lam-
pasas in February 1887. She was seven-
teen and Gus was nineteen. The photo-
graph of Gus was taken when he attended

The Evans Belton Band.

July-August, 19?7

the Galveston Military  Academy.
The young couple went to live at Belton
at the end of the school year. His father,
Alfred Evans, a veteran of the Mexican
War, owned the Belton House there.

The Evans Belton Band was organized
and directed by Barton, Gus’ brother,
while Barton was still a teenager. He
also was born at Salado in 1881 but the
family moved to Belton when the boys
were both small.

Barton and his band were invited to
furnish the music for the Waco Cotton
Palace Festival the fall of 1900. They
were an immediate success. Barton al-

William Augustus Evans.

ways played the cornet—he is shown in
the picture fourth from left.
Jarton died at the age of 21 in October,
1902. At his request the band furnished
(Continued on page 54)
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I Met Cull Mims
(Continued from page 19)

could hear every breath he drawed. Ever
so often he’d kinda blow his nose. I al-
ways thought of Casey Jones with his
hand on the throttle and blowin’ the
whistle when I rode Billy in a dead run.

WELL, to finish the story—I caught

Billy, put the loop over his nose,
grabbed a handful of mane and up I
went. He wanted to leave in a run, but I
held him back and rode off like an old
man in a saddle gait.

It was better than half a mile to the
county road. When we got to the road
I slid off, opened the gate, then grabbed
a handful of mane. Up I went and we
were gone!

I was low down, head on his neck
listening to his feet clatter on that hard
ground. Down the road a half mile the
road made two sharp turns: one to the
right and 200 yards farther a very sharp
turn to the left. On the last and left
turn there was a large plum patch; you
couldn’t see around the corner for it.
When Billy made the right turn he
leaned to the right. When he had made
the turn he picked up speed for the next
200 yards. I’m sure he was running
thirty-five of forty miles an hour, and
I was still riding jockey-style, my head
on the left side of his neck.

When he came to the left turn he
pulled to the left, making a very sharp
turn, and as he turned the corner he
tried to stop, then he gave a lunge to the
right. I raised my head just in time to
receive a crack on my head and one on
my left leg just below the knee. What I
thought I saw was someone on a bale
of cotton with a long stick hitting at
me and Billy. But by the time I could
straighten up, Billy had carried me quite
a ways down the road. I looked back, and
this is what I saw: a very old man with
long white hair sitting on a little buck-
skin Mexican pony with two crutches
in his hand. He had turned his horse
half around and was just sitting, staring
at me.

I was raised around the old Hard Shell
Baptist people. They always used the
saying, ¢ . . . the grace of God I’d’ve been
killed” and “ . . . the grace of God this-
and-that.” My first thought was: if it
had not been for the grace of God and
the good horse-sense old Billy had used, I
would have run right smack over that
old man and dun pony, possibly killing
him and his horse.

I pulled Billy up and trotted him
around a bend in the road and got off of
him. I felt for my slingshot; it was gone.
My shirt tail was out and the flour sack
with the two nickels was half out of my
shirt. Thank God I had not lost the flour
sack and the money! I looked at my shin.
I had a knot as big as a hen egg on my
head and on my shin. Billy was lathing
with foam and sweat, but not breathing
too hard and still rearing to go.

A tight knot came in my stomach then
went up in my throat. I just knew I
was in serious trouble. I had not only run
Billy to death, I liked to have killed an
old crippled man. I really had a worried
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feeling and was down in the ruts; a

gloomy feeling.

I got on Billy and rode like an older
man in a saddle gait on to Mr. Wille-
ford’s. They had the beef skinned and
hanging but had not taken the liver out
yet. I really liked Mr. Willeford; he was
my kind of man. He always rode a good
horse and saddle. He was about sixty-five
years old and had been quite a character
in his early life, I’d been told, or rather,
I’d heard older people talk about him. He
had a Negro man twenty-five years old
that he had raised from a small boy, still
working for him. His name was Ed
Evins. I also liked the Negro. He was al-
ways bragging on me and my horse, and
joking with me. In a few minutes Ed had
the cow liver out, cut off a large piece,
reached for my sack and found the two
nickels tied in it, and told me, “Here’s
yo’ meat. You better hurry home.”

He wanted to see me leave in a dead
run like I usually did, but I had all the
run or hurry knocked out of me. I still
had that tight feeling in my belly, and a
very worried mind. I did not run or lope
Billy. I rode in a slow coon-trot on down
the road.

WHEN I got to where I had the head-

on with the old man, I looked for my
slingshot but it was not there. The
ground was really tore up where Billy
tried to stop and had made the quick
move to the right. It looked as though
his front feet had slid under the old
man’s horse before he made the quick
turn. Looking at that ground made the
knot bigger and harder in my belly, and
I had some very serious thoughts the rest
of the way home.

When I got there my brother Berry
Lee was out in the yard. I handed him the
cow liver to take in the house and I
rode on to the barn. There at the barn
was the same little dun Mexican pony I
had nearly run over! He'd just finished
eating twelve ears of Paw’s yellow dent
corn, and he walked over to me. I rubbed
him on the nose, and pulled his lip up
to look and see his age. I could tell the
age of a horse or cow all my life, I
guess. His teeth showed him to be about
twice my age, and I thought to myself,
“and about twice as smart as that” when
the knot in my belly got twice as big as it
had been. For, over on the saddle rack
there was one of those old apple horn
saddles, half rawhide, half leather, and
there hung my slingshot on that saddle
horn!

I gave Billy a pat on the neck; I was
supposed to give him four ears of corn
but I gave him five ears, turned and
walked slowly to the house. I could’ve
walked those last thirteen steps up a
hangman’s gallows more easily than I
walked to the house. :

When I walked in, Mama said, “Jody,
this is Mr. Mims. He is from down on
the Big Sandies in Lavaca County. He
lives close to Mr. Sam House.”

I knew Mr. Sam House. He was the
one man I could set and listen to all night
tell all his wild tales of bear hunting
and trips up the trail with cattle. Well,
I walked over and shook hands with Mr.
Mims, but I couldn’t look him in the face.

He turned to Mama and said, ‘“Rosa,

that’s that dadgum Mexican kid that
like to have ran me down I was tellin’
about!”

I excused myself and went to the
woodpile to cut wood for supper, the knot
getting so big in my belly by then I
could hardly swing an ax. My paw was
not at home. He and some other men
were in the woods hunting cattle when
Mr. Mims got to our house. My brother
had taken the old man’s horse and un-
saddled and fed him, and Mama asked
Mr. Mims in the house. They had known
the Mims family a long time, and he was
making a visit to see Paw and Maw. She
had told him how many children she had:
three boys and one girl. She also had said,
“Did you not meet one of the boys on
the road?”

He said, no, he had not met but one
Mexican boy riding a little bay pony,
running the horse at full speed, and
how near the Mexican kid had come to
running over him. Said that he had his
crutch hanging on the saddle horn and
that the boy had hit /the crutch and
knocked it to the ground as he went
by. That was the way I got the knot
on my head and shin.

ABOUT DARK Paw got home, and he
was real glad to see Mr. Mims. They
shook hands, patted one another on the
shoulders, and started talking. Old man
Mims began telling some wild tales—
something about a gunfight he had. I
wanted to hear the story but I just could
not be comfortable in the room with
him, so I went out and cut some more
wood, and just sat on the woodpile.

The cow liver did not have much taste
at supper, and that knot in my belly was
still there. After supper, the big talk
really got going and I wanted to set and
listen; I knew it was going to get good.
But I was so worried about myself and
I could not stay in the room, so I started
to the steps to go to my room in the
attic.

As I started up the steps, Mama called
after me, “Jody take the back side of
the bed. Don’t take all the cover and
wrap up like an Indian. Mr. Mims will
sleep with you.”

“Oh God and Glory!” I thought. “What
have I did to be punished like this?”

I got to my bed. I never did pray, or
say my goodnight prayer, but this time
I knelt down by the bed and asked God
to please let me live through the night,
and to please take this awful feeling and
the knot out of my belly and “Oh,
Lord, give me rest of body and mind!”
I always feel as if my prayer was an-
swered; in five minutes I was asleep.

About 12 p.m. I heard Mr. Mims’
crutches hitting the steps on his way up
to go to bed. Paw was with him, and Paw
lit a lamp to show the old man his bed,
rather, my bed. I was on the back side
next to the wall and I was wide awake,
but I played like I was asleep. Well,
what a hell of a night I did have! I had
first thought God had answered my
prayer, but I sure found out He had not
even heard me.

0Old man Mims was a small man, about
5 foot 8 or 9 inches and weighed, about
130 pounds. His left leg was pulled up

(Continued on page 46)
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1 TEMEVHACOT'S
DANGEROUS TRIP

' BY COL. HARRY YOUNG

Kepr_fméd From Hunter's Frox")ﬁer'ﬁmes,

Dec. (943

Photo Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection

Above: Fort Laramie in the late 1860s. Below: Map of the territory traveled by the

author.

Map From Cram's Family Atlas of The World,

1888
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IN the summer of 1872, I went to the

ranch of Jack Hunton, located on a
stream called the Chugwater, in Wyo-
ming, where I worked with his brother
Jim, getting out fence posts, about two
miles from the river at a place called
Goshen Hole. Some two years after this
the Sioux Indians killed and scalped Jim
while he was hunting for stock. After
quitting Hunton, I went to Fort Laramie,
Wyoming. There I applied for a position
as teamster, but as there was no vacan-
cy, I could not get employment.

I wish the reader to understand that
I had not as yet met any bad wild
Indians, However, this experience came
to me before I had been in Laramie
many days. Hearing that Cuney & Cof-
fee wanted a teamster at their ranch,
four miles up the Laramie River, I went
there and applied for the job. Cuney in-
formed me that he did want a teamster.
He then asked me to have a drink, and
after talking awhile, he said: “We pay
forty dollars a month and board to drivers
of our four-mule teams, and you may
go to work tomorrow morning. Now en-
joy yourself.”

I informed him that I could not afford
to blow myself, as my money was limited.
“Drink all you want,” was his reply.
“There are no charges to a newcomer.”
I looked upon his open-heartedness with
suspicion, but took a few drinks, after
which I fell asleep.

Jack Bowman, the bartender, took me
into a side room filled with furs of all
description and I lay there and slept
until Jack wakened me about daylight.
He then gave me a bottle of mustard
pickles and some crackers for the pur-
pose, he said, of settling my stomach.

- - a short reminiscence from
the author of Hard Knocks
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They surely did. Jack told me that my
team was hitched up outside and ready
to start. I thought him one of the best
fellows I had ever met. “Now,” said Jack,
“you are to take this load of canned goods
to Mr. Deere, a trader on White River.. ..

“This,” he added, handing me a piece of
paper, on which was written the miles,
camps, rivers, etc., of the road, “is a
memorandum of stopping and camping
places.”

Off I started, all alone—no gun or
other means of protection, only food for
the mules and myself. I made my noon
and night camps without any trouble,
cooked my supper and staked out the
mules, after which I rolled up in my
blankets and slept like a log for the
remainder of the night.

Next morning I missed the mules, and
later found that they had pulled up their
stakes and started back home. Immedi-
ately after breakfast, I went back after
them and found them at the spring
where I had camped the noon of the pre-

(Continued on page 58)
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I Met Cull Mims

(Continued from page 44)
and back and he could not reach the
floor with this crippled foot. I think he
was about eighty years old. He slept
in long knit drawers, on his back, his
head on two pillows, and his legs pulled
up in a rafter shape. He made a suckin’
sound when he breathed in, and a
whistlin’ sound when he let his breath
out. It was getting pretty chilly, and in
five minutes he had all the cover. He
smelled kinda like a horse and a greasy
saddle. In two minutes he was sound
asleep, just suckin’ air in and whistlin’
it out.

I was supposed to sleep like a gentle-
man and stay on my side of the bed, but
how in tarnation could I act like a gen-
tleman under those trying conditions? I
wanted to pray, but I realized God had
not heard me when I had talked to Him
before I went to bed, and I figured He
did not intend to listen to me now. I fig-
ured He was letting me suffer for the
way I had acted that day by not listening
to Maw, and running Billy to death.

The bed had two mattresses: one a
cotton, then a feather-bed on top. Quiet-
ly as I could, I eased under the feather
bed and covered my head, just my nose
sticking out. It gave plenty of warmth,
and also got rid of part of old man Mims’
noise and odor.

Finally daylight was here and I got up
as quietly as possible, dressed and went
to the lot to feed the horses. I thought
about taking my slingshot off the saddle
horn, but decided not to. It was quite
a loss to lose it, and rubber bands cost
10¢. Besides, I had taken a lot of valu-
able time whittling that stock out of oak
wood.

FTER breakfast, Paw and old man

Mims went to the barn and I fol-
lowed along. When Mr. Mims started to
saddle the little dun pony, he took my
slingshot and handed it to me.

“Here’s a shooter I found in the road.
You can have it.”

I thanked the old man, and he turned
to Paw and said, “Norman, if this fool
boy of yours don’t get his neck broke be-
fore he gets a little bigger he’s going to
make one of the best durn cowhands in
this country!”

Paw said, “Yes, he’s a lot of help to me
already.”

Well, if the good Lord answered my
prayer, He did it through old man
Cullen (Cull) Mims, for I had my sling-
shot back, the knot had left my belly, and
I felt as light as a feather. I never felt
better in all my life when the little old
crippled man rode off down the road.
That was my last time ever to see him;
a short time later we received word that
Cullen Mims was dead.

That night I heard Paw and Maw-

talking. The talk went like this: Maw
said well, the old man had not made many
changes since she knew him. She sounded
like she was worried about his soul or
his after-life. Paw said his kind did not
ever change, that he’d steal a yearlin’ or
a horse before he got out of the county
if he had the right opportunity.

Maw asked Paw, “What did the old
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man say about Jody running over him?”
Paw said, “He did not say anything
about it.”

Maw said, “You ought to talk to that
boy about running Billy, before he gets
hurt.”

Paw said, “A whipping did no good, so
words won’t either. Just let him ride. He
ain’t going to hurt that two-bit pony.”

When I heard this, I never felt so
good; it looked like the good Lord was on
my side.

Next morning when I went to feed
Billy he rubbed his nose on my back, and
I think he was saying, “Well, do you
want to race today?” I gave him an extra

ear of corn; and I will say Billy and

me had a lot of races in the next five
years.

I kept Billy till he died, and I was a
married man when Billy passed on. I re-
gret so many poor kids nowadays will
never have what we kids had—a horse, a
dog, plenty fresh air and sunshine, and
plenty of wild tales from sons of Texas—
but liars, all! Old men like old man
Mims; what a pity I did not have the
heart and nerve to stay and listen to the
old gentleman talk that night so many
years ago. Like Paul Boethel said:
there’ was not much to Cullen, but OK.
If I would’ve just set there that night
and listened, it would’ve been a wonder-
ful story.

Taking a Head Count
(Continued from page 21)

on the Prairie” is now portrayed in
a television series.

In the narrow strip across southern
Kansas, homesteaders had flocked into
disputed Indian lands, Pa Ingalls among
them. Asa Hairgrove was the enumerator
sent to Rutland Township down in Mont-
gomery County, Kansas. He rode horse-
back across the sections, listing C. P.
Ingles (Ingalls), his wife Caroline, and
their three daughters, Mary 5, Laura 3,
and Cary, 2 months. Mr. Hairgrove ran
to phonetic spelling and fancy arabesques
in his handwriting.

Pa was listed as a carpenter. His
daughter Laura would describe every
stick and nail in his “Little House” when
she recorded it sixty years later. Had Pa
not been a fiddlefoot, and had he stayed
put right there, he might have become a
rich man; for his little house was built
on the oil dome Harry Sinclair would de-
velop two generations later.

Next to the Ingalls is listed the family
of George B. Tann, shown as a physician
born in Pennsylvania. He was thirty-four
years old and has after his name a B
for black. In the book, Pa says he was
a doctor to the Indians across the line
in Oklahoma, and indeed Tann did prac-
tice medicine for thirty-six years.

The census taker himself was a man of
some note. Asa Hairgrove had been
wounded in the 1857 summer tempest
between Abolitionists and Bushwhackers,
called the Massacre of the Marias de
Cygnes (Swamp of the Swans). Never
quite recovering from his gunshot wounds
of that day, Asa Hairgrove enjoyed the
political pork-barrel plum of census tak-

ing. He turned in legible, complete lists
of citizens in his bailiwick.

Since the government in those days
was pleased to have it told the way it
was, there was a space for exceptional
persons described as pauper; “deef” and
dumb; idiotic; blind; crippled.

Interesting names dot the more usual
Williams, Marys, Sarahs, Johns, and Jer-
emiahs—such as Isabel Hurrah, Nancy
Maggie, Fancy and Dancy, General Grant,
and Missouri Mule (who was a veteran
noted as having drawn a Civil War pen-
sion for fifteen years).

A Mr. Waters, official of the Santa Fe
General Offices, had a daughter named
Santa and another called Fe. The name
Dolly Varden appears often for little
girls. This fad came from an English
actress whose beauty and gaiety and
enormous hats captured the fancy of her
contemporaries.

At the close of each county enumera-
tion, the census taker made a brief recap
of his findings. At the end of the 1870
Neosho County, Canville Township, the
man wrote “No pauperism in Canville
Township. No criminals or convicts. Not
a lawsuit within the past year before any
justice of peace. To this, I certify.—J. C.
Alexander, census taker.”

Another gave a less complimentary re-
port. The pages were completely blank
for his county out near Ft. Hays except
for the notation: “Only 13 men in this
county that I know of. Bone pickers and
buffalo skinners, so far as I know. May-
be something else. They threatened my
life when I asked for names. I left.”

ONE RECORD made during the final
Indian raids in Kansas tells of a fam-
ily who traveled thousands of miles to
meet a cruel fate. On the page allowed for
deaths in the farming section near Ft.
Riley for the previous year was:

1 young German—name unknown;
about 29. Killed by Indians.

1 German or Swiss woman about 24.
Name unknown. Killed by Indians.

1 German or Swiss man about 20. Name
unknown. Killed by Indians.

The 1880 census had a helpful addition.
It indicated the relationship of every
person in the household to its head.
If there were five Williams in a single
family, including the head of the house-
hold, the others might be listed as
brother, father, son, nephew, cousin. Thus
the family pattern became clear.

This enumeration also showed the serv-
ice record of all veterans, a future boon
to family researchers. Kansas had its
share of Galvanized Yankees who stayed
on after the last man was mustered out.
Many had nothing to return to in the
devastated South, and they had learned
to like the West. These were Confederate
boys who, rather than rot in a Yankee
prison, had sworn allegiance to the Union
in return for fighting Indians on the
border (with the government’s promise
that they would never have to fight their
homeland).

When the last man was mustered out,
he could pay 25¢ for his sidearm and
keep it, another 25¢ for his army blanket,
and thus have a stake in a new life. He
found he could buy into the rich flatland

(Continued on page 48)
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Readers’ letters for “'Trails 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-
tent of our magazines and purpose of this service since
its beginning, preference is given writers whose frails
have grown dim out West: lost ancestors and relatives
who were sheriffs, ploneers, Forty-niners, muleskinners,
cowhoys, Indlans and Indlan fighters, and so on. We
can't run current “‘missing persons’’ notices or Iengfh‘y
enealogical requests, but we do attempt to print all
etters 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 do
not write fo us.

Jacob H. Wolford

Jacob H. Wolford was born November
11, 1836 in Bellepoint, Delaware County,
Ohio. He married Miss Effa L. West on
the last day of February, 1859 in Penn-
ville, Jay County, Indiana. He served as
a private in the 756th Regiment, Indiana
Volunteer Infantry during the Civil
War. He died on August 3, 1876 in Penn-
ville at age 389 years and 9 months. He
is buried in the Union Cemetery in Jack-
son Township, Jay County, Indiana. He
was an ordained minister of the Wes-
leyan Methodist Church, which church
he had entered into when sixteen. His
father, Martin Wolford, was an early
pioneer in Jay County, Indiana, having
settled there in 1838. Any additional in-
formation would be appreciated, especial-
ly from the Jay County area.—Timothy
Mangham, Route 1, Box 307-K, Oroville,
California 95965

Pearce-Brace

I am seeking information about the
family of William Robert Pearce, born
1803 in Pennsylvania. He married Joanna
Brace, born 1809 in New York State. They
lived in Pleasant Township, Switzerland
County, Indiana, where their nine chil-
dren were born. My grandfather, William
C., was their son who came to Kansas
after the Civil War and acquired land in
Brown County. Two other brothers later
followed him and they all settled on land
in Cloud County, Kansas.

Were Thomas Pearce, born 1745, New
York City, and wife Mary Barnes, born
1768, his great-grandparents? Was
Thomas’ son Thomas his father? The
Thomas Pearce family lived in Maryland
until after the Revolutionary War when
Thomas I went to Kentucky and even-
tually moved to Ohio. He built the first
house in Wirbana, Ohio near where the

Tuly-August, 1977

present city building stands.—Mrs.
Delana Pearce Rothenberger, Rt. 2, Box
1, Osborne, Kansas 67473

Summers-Armstrong

Lt. Samuel Sterling Summers, Co. L,
9th Illinois Cavalry, Civil War, worked
on ranches in California in 1880 and
1890. He died at the Veteran’s Home,
Yountville, California in 1917. His wife
was Mary Elizabeth Armstrong. I would
like to contact any descendants of this
couple as they would be my cousins.—
Thelma D. Villar, 8238 8th Avenue, Hes-
peria, California 92345

Haverstick-Walt-Woods-Evans-Clark
McCoy-Washington-Crockett

My grandparents, Susan Haverstick
and Everett Watt, moved to Upland, Cal-
ifornia about 1905, four years after my
father, Marvin Cecil Watt, was born.
They came from Valle Mines, Missouri.
Everett Watt was born during the 1870s,
as was Susan. They had five or six boys
and two girls. Everett Watt may have
farmed in Missouri.

Grandpa Evans also had a farm. One
daughter, Bonnie, married Rance Woods
during the 1930s. Both Grandpa Evans
and Woods lived near Cincinnati, possibly
over the river in Kentucky.

Bernie (Bernard) Clark was born near
Bridgeport, Nebraska and with his broth-
er Tuffy and a friend named “Straw-
berry Slim” travelled and set up slightly
fixed poker games. During one of the
games the “marks” discovered the “fix”
and Bernie was shot, but later recovered.
Slim and Tuffy died early from either
alcohol or “lead” poisoning. Bernie was
born in 1902 and was a shady character
during the 1920s in San Bernardino, Cal-
ifornia, the rip-roaring years. Bernie was
a McCoy on his mother’s side of the Hat-
field-McCoy feud family.

Between 1910-1920, a family Bible, con-
taining the lineage of George Washing-
ton’s mother’s family, Mary Ball, was
lost. It also had a reference to Davy
Crockett regarding kinship. The last
rightful owner was Sara Graham (Mrs.
Robert M.), maiden name unknown. She
was my grandmother, married to Rev.
Robert M. Graham in the 1880s in or
near Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Sara
died in 1940. She had eight or nine chil-
dren, one named Dorothy, who died about
1912 of scarlet fever or pneumonia at
age six.

Someone may be keeping the Bible for
historical reasons, but the lineage should
be made available to relatives. I am de-
scended from the Ball family, Washing-
ton’s aunt, on the female side of the tree,
which is difficult to trace. Anything on
any of these individuals or families will
be appreciated.—L. Watt Woods, 2304
Garden Oaks, Irving, Texas 75061

Hartnett

I am searching for relatives of my
father, Charles Hartnett. He was born
in 1856 and died in 1922. He was left
an orphan during boyhood and grew to
early manhood on a horse ranch near
Galt, California. He had a younger sister
named Mary with whom he lost contact.
His younger years were spent mining and

prospecting throughout the West. He
also drove a stagecoach in Idaho. In the
late 1880s he homesteaded near Colville,
Washington where he resided at the time
of his death.—Clare A. Hartnett, 13346
Edgemont Street, Riverside, California
92508

Hoppers-Tranton

I would like to hear from anyone who
knows Bill and Cassie Hoppers, my
mother’s brother and sister, and Rena
Tranton, my half-sister, They left east
Texas about 1906 or 1907 going to Ar-
kansas. I lost track of them and would
like to find them very much.—Amie
Chapman, P. 0. Box 124, Portales, New
Mexico 88130

Swinney-Jameson-Jamison

My grandmother, Justina Swinney,
died February, 1858 in Fayette, Missouri.
She was the wife of William H. Swinney,
widow of Rev, William Jamison. She left
an infant son seven weeks old and a
little boy, Rosser, about five years old.
John Rosser Jamison was my father. Did
Swinney move to Kansas about 18617
Anyone having knowledge that might
lead to information of any of these peo-
ple, please contact me.—Russell Jameson,
Rt. 1, Box 168-B, Deville, Louisiana 71328

Clarkson-Clarkston-Bolin-Johnson-
Perking

William Riley Clarkson, a Baptist min-
ister, was born 1804 in Anderson County,
Tennessee. His wife, Penelopia Cicelia
Kile Bolin was born in 1817, where un-
known, but she died in Gage County,
Nebraska. She was part Cherokee Indian.
They lived in Illinois, Missouri and
Nebraska. Their children were James, my
great-grandfather; Thomas; Mary Eliza-
beth; and Eliza. They all lived in Osborne
County at one time,

James eventually moved to Woods
County, Oklahoma with his second wife,
Elizabeth Fishback and their family dur-
ing the Cherokee Strip run.

Riley’s parents were Constantine, born
1762, Goochland County; Virginia and
Roady (Johnson), born 1764-1769, North
Carolina. Constantine’s parents were Da-
vid, born about 1735 and Ann Perkins,
born about 1741. Roady’s parents were
Squire Aquilla Johnson and P. Tubb.

Any further information on these fam-
ilies will be appreciated—Mrs, Delana
Pearce Rothernberger, Rt. 2, Box 1, Os-
borne, Kansas 67473

Thatcher

Sometime before 1847 my great-great-
grandmother drowned, and I would like
to know the details, when and where, and
what her maiden name was, Her husband,
John Thatcher, was born about 1803 in
Bourbon County, Kentucky, His parents,
Bartholomew and Sarah Carrington
Thatcher, moved to Lawrence County, In-
diana sometime before 1820. My great-
grandmother, Sarah Ann Thatcher, was
born October 28, 1830 in Lawrence Coun-
ty, Indiana and died in 1920 in Creek
County, Oklahoma. Sarah Ann’s mother
had a sister living across a river from
John and her. The sister died. John and

(Continued on page 62)
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Taking A Head Count
(Continued from page 46)

of the Midwest and start anew. Many
changed their names; many gave their
U.S. regiment in the 1880 census rather
than admit to the defeated Confederate
outfits they began with. Feeling still
ran high and bitter. When President
Cleveland once appointed one of these
men to the postmastership in a little Kan-
sas community he was almost ridden
out of town.

The 1890 census was inadvertently
burned in 1921. Some very inarticulate ex-
planations of this strange happening have
been made. A small share of this census
has been reconstructed but a great gap
remains. Since census records are not
available to the public for seventy-five
years, there is a barren stretch for al-
most a century in this case. However, a
few states such as Kansas and Iowa made
a five-year census between the national
counts up to 1925 when they were discon-
tinued.

Some people grumble over the present
census trend of being more concerned
with the number of bathrooms and bed-
rooms in a house than with one’s grand-
father’s name. And some predict that
with the intermarriages occasioned by
the many wars, and the influx of Oriental
and Latin names which often pass
through the mother, our generation may
become as difficult to sort out as say,
going back through the Middle Ages
when there were no surnames.

Christening the Red Onion
(Continued from page 28)

to-the-soil movement, largely sponsored
by the Denver Post with its Great Divide
paper acting as mouthpiece. The object
was to induce people to homestead the
millions of acres of range land and, ac-
cording to the Great Divide, everyone
would be rich in a few years. Well, the
promoters’ scheme worked to the extent
that the greater part of the range land
was homesteaded. But most of the
“Drys,” as they were called, failed to
make a living and gradually “stewed”
out,

The Drys had large families, as a rule,
but for the first three or four years they
were too busy in summer building shacks
and dugouts to think much about schools.
And in winter they had to earn extra
money which took them out nearer
schools,”so nothing was done about build-
ing one in the area.

Gradually the Drys thinned out until
at last there remained only about a dozen
families scattered over our part of the
country that looked like they might
“stick.” They were the ones who had
started to accumulate a few head of
cattle and had hopes of growing into the
cattle business.

When a clamor was raised for a school,
a fund was started to build one as the
county would furnish a teacher but not
a building. The school fund grew slowly,
so slowly in fact that by the time there
was enough money to buy lumber for the
roof and floor most of the kids had

grown up or their families had moved
away. But there were still six children,
the minimum number required before
a teacher would be provided, and it was
decided to go ahead anyway.

Now the problem was where to build it.
This called for meetings, with hot debates
no end. Finally a compromise was
reached. How they ever arrived at the
exact location for the school is still a
mystery to me. If they had deliberately
tried, no more desolate, wind-swept, un-
inviting spot could have been found—a
barren rocky ridge ten or twelve miles
from any timber, even for fire-wood; and
as if that wasn’t bad enough, snow had
to be melted or water hauled to drink.
The only available building material was
a ledge of red sandstone which was fall-
ing away in slabs, thus making an easily
workable material.

Well, work was started and it dragged
along all one summer, the foundations
being laid out in optimistic proportions.
As the walls grew, the building sort of
took on the proportions of a red monster
sitting out there in the middle of no-
where. It could be seen for miles, red and
raw looking, a long low structure with
porthole-like windows.

All of these antics of the Drys were
looked upon by the cowboys as an un-
usually good show to which they held box
seats and they were not at all backward
about doing a little good-natured ribbing
and heckling (but no work). And as the
thing neared completion they could begin
to see vast possibilities in it. They began
to talk up the idea of a big dance, sort
of a house-warming.

The plan went over big. Everyone felt
he could use some relaxation after lifting
all those heavy stones to build the walls.

IT WAS about this time, while the Drys

were pondering over a name and
rolling high-sounding titles around their
tongues, that some wag among the cow-
boys dubbed the structure the “Red
Onion.” The name caught on, and every-
one you met those days wanted to know
when the big dance was going to be
pulled off at that Red Onion.

At last the building was completed and
the night of the dance arrived. Buck-
boards began arriving before sundown
and a steady stream of them followed, not
to mention dozens of cowboys on horse-
back. The crowd exceeded anyone’s fond-
est hopes; some even came from Green
River, about thirty miles away.

There having been no provision made
for tying horses, some were hobbled, some
picketed, others tied to the wagon or
just left standing. The saddle horses, of
course, were just left with their reins
dropped, which normally was sufficient.
Kids were bedded down in wagons or
corners and things were warming up
nicely.

Someone backed a buckboard up to the
door and set a five-gallon keg of “white
mule” with a spigot and tin cup on the
tail-gate. This added immeasurably to the
liveliness of the crowd. After a few help-
ings at the tailgate, the fiddler could
play “Turkey In The Straw’” double-time.

About midnight things got pretty wild
so some of the Dry ladies who were not
familiar with cowboy nature nominated

True West



Charlie Mantle to be Sergeant-at-Arms.
This was a very unwise choice because
Charlie took advantage of the opportuni-
ty to have some fun at the ladies’ ex-
pense. Grabbing one of the loudest of the
dancing “knights of the range,” who was
one of Charlie’s good friends and there-
fore willing to cooperate, they made for
the door. Their exit was followed immed-
iately by several shots outside, screams
inside, and the music came to a wailing
halt. Everyone dashed out just in time
to see the best scramble of horses, har-
ness and buckboards that ever was. The
whole crowd was afoot or in the process
of being afoot. It was too dark to see
well, but judging from the sounds each
team was going in a different direction.

The boys were having too good a time
to let a little thing like that worry them,
though, and after determining that none
of the missing wagons contained any
sleeping children, the party proceeded
with renewed vigor and lasted until day-
light.

Noon the next day still saw men try-
ing to follow the course taken by their
runaway horses in order to recover parts
of their harness and gear. For some time
thereafter pieces of harness, blankets
and wagons could be found strewn over

"a couple of sections around the school.
And I heard about a horse with a saddle
under his belly at least a week later.
Thus was the Red Onion christened.

Of course there were other dances
held but none to equal the first; ask any
of the old-timers around there if he
remembers the Red Onion dance and I’ll

lay you ten to one you’ll bring a chuckle

out of him.

School was held there only one year.
I hold the “distinction” of being the only
student ever to graduate from the Red
Onion school, a doubtful honor to be sure.

Living with “Aunt Sam” James
(Continued from page 35)

local grocery stores after their day’s
work was done and swap yarns for a
couple of hours. Usually after that time,
they were ready to make their purchase
of groceries, which they had been sent
to buy in the first place. Many a family
has waited supper for some of their
menfolks who got so involved in telling
and listening to stories that they forgot
to go home at all!

Bill Chance was one of the group who
was always on hand from the time these
sessions started until the last man had
taken his groceries under his arm and
gone home. Bill did not have a family
to wait supper for him,

He was unmarried and I believe lived
with a sister or some other relative. They
often lost patience with his tardiness but
realized that he was old enough to take
care of himself and didn’t mind if he
came for the evening meal or not.

Often, long after the others had gone
home, Bill and I sat around the pot-
bellied stove and talked together. It was
during those chats that I learned he was
a cousin of Jesse James. I do not re-
member, and in fact maybe never knew,
if the relationship was on the maternal
or paternal side of the family.
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I only know that Bill Chance was an
honest and steady-going fellow and that
I never found cause to doubt anything
he told me, I was fascinated by some of
the incidents he told.

Now, in the “Golden Years” of my life,
maybe by passing these stories on, others
may be able to get the same laughs out
of them as I have in the past. Yes, the
James family found time for a little
humor in their lives, even as you and I.

BILL CHANCE was a cripple, having

what was known as a “club foot.”
He had been orphaned at an early age
and had gone to live with the James fam-
ily. Jesse’s mother was Bill’'s aunt and
he always referred to her as “Aunt Sam.”
He remembered her with affection and
always spoke of her in the manner a
man would use when speaking of his own
mother.

His hair was generously sprinkled with
gray. His eyes held a twinkle which age
had not dimmed. Often, while we were
talking, he moved around to make the
lame foot more comfortable on the box
where he had rested it. Often too, while
relating something, he paused a minute to
be sure he was getting the name or place
exactly right. I have forgotten long ago
some of these names and dates but Bill
Chance’s stories will remain with me
forever,

“I was just a kid and a crippled one
at that,” he said, “when I went to live
with Aunt Sam. Up until that time, I
had just lived wherever there was the
most work to do. It seemed like every-
body tried to remind me that I was work-
ing for my keep and everybody tried to
do their share in trying to keep me busy.

“I usually shifted around from one
place to another, where the odd jobs had
piled up and were waiting for me.

“It was different at Aunt Sam’s. She

. had a way of making me feel like one

of the family and that I was wanted.
Nobody there reminded me that the food
I ate was to be paid for by work that was
too hard for me to do. Aunt Sam was the
kindest person I had ever known, Nobody
had ever been so kind to me before—or
since. She was a good woman with more
than her share of trouble.

“There was never a time when she was
not worried about Frank and Jesse. She
didn’t talk about them at all to me. I
knew that they were always in danger
and that sometimes she got word from
them, That, too, she did not share with
a kid of my age. I had never seen either
of them, They were both gone and wanted
men before I went to Aunt Sam’s house.

“I guess about the only contact I ever
had with Frank and Jesse was the time
Aunt Sam was getting ready to go to
the church dinner. They were having one
of them big church doin’s with all day
preaching and dinner on the ground. I
had heard Aunt Sam talk about it all
week and had helped her carry her gro-
ceries home that she would need to fix
her share of the dinner.

“On Saturday night before the event,
two strangers (at least they were
strangers to me), rode up and put their
horses in the barn. They didn’t unsaddle
them and when they went into the house,
I was outside and didn’t know if Aunt Sam
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knew them or what she called them. I
didn’t even know if she was surprised at
their coming. By the time I got into the
house, everything was going smooth as
pie and Aunt Sam was fixing them some-
thing to eat.

“I don’t remember hearing either of
them called by name but I was used to
hearing a lot of mysterious things go on
around there. Kids didn’t ask a lot of
questions. It never occurred to me that it
was Frank and Jesse. I was used to just
taking things as they come and knowing
that if a grown person had anything they
wanted me to know, they would tell me.
I had learned to keep my mouth shut and
was doin’ just that.

“T was used to Aunt Sam getting some
kind of word from the boys once in a
while. Sometimes she seemed real pleased
and in high spirits for several days after
she got news from them; sometimes she
was lower down in the dumps than ever.

e T'HAT NIGHT I had made up my
mind that these men must have
brought her good news. She was in a
good humor and hurried around, fixing
them something to eat. I worried that
she was going to fix some of the stuff
for them that we had bought for the
church dinner. Sure enough she did.

“They ate one at a time, while the other
one went back and forth from one window
to another and looked down the road. I
decided then that there was mystery
a-foot but asked no questions. I knew,
from past experience, that I would get
no answers and that I might get sent
to bed.

“T kept quiet and sat in my chair in
the corner most of the time. The two men
went upstairs and we all slept in the
same room. It had two double beds in it.
I slept in one bed and they slept in the
other one, one at a time. I knew that
both of them kept their clothes on and
that every time I was awake, one of
them was standing by the window.

“I got to wondering if there was some-
one who was supposed to meet Frank
and Jesse there. I dozed off to sleep, still
ignorant of the fact that I was sleeping
under the same roof with Frank and Jesse
both. T guess it just never occurred to me
that they would really come right into
the house, as big as life.

“The next morning the two ate their
breakfast and Aunt Sam said to me,
‘Billy, you had better get out and catch
two of them frying chickens and kill them
real early so I can fix them in time to
take to the church dinner.

“As I finished my own breakfast and
started out to do as I had been told to
do, one of the men got up from the table
and said to Aunt Sam, ‘Just show me
which chicken you want killed. I can
take care of it quicker than the boy
can.’

“Aunt Sam went to the back door
and pointed to the flock of Plymouth
Rock roosters and said, ‘Just any of
them out there will be all right.’

“The man pulled his gun from its hol-
ster and before I had time to blink my
eyes, two of them chickens was lying
headless in the yard while the others
ran cackling and squawking toward the
barn.

“] went out and picked up the dead
chickens and the men got on their horses
and rode away. I heard one of them say
to Aunt Sam, ‘Wonder what that preach-
er would think when he eats that fried
chicken if he knew it had been killed by
Jesse James?’

“In a minute they were both riding
down the hill and I was standing in the
yard with my mouth open, dazed by what
I had just heard.

“Aunt Sam brought me back to the
business with her, ‘Come on, Billy, help
me get these chickens dressed and forget
the rest of it. You are old enough to
know that we don’t tell everything we
know around here.’

“I had never even thought of doing
anything Aunt Sam told me not to do. I
knew I could keep from telling what I
knew but forgetting it was something
else again. I knew that I had been face
to face with Jesse James. I could never
forget that, even if Aunt Sam did tell
me to.

“THE chickens around the place left

several things for me to remember
about my life with Aunt Sam. She sold
her eggs and fryers for enough money
to practically keep us in groceries. I was
a little too young to give much thought to
where the money came from that supplied
our needs. I remember that it was my job
to gather the eggs and help Aunt Sam
carry them to market.

“We lived about a mile from the flag-
stop where the train would stop in case
it was flagged by someone who wanted
to get on board. Aunt Sam and me would
get our eggs ready in a basket, walk the
mile and wait for the train. We could
ride into St. Joe, which was four or five
miles, and come home on the next one,
which would get us back late in the after-
noon.

“Being a twelve-year-old boy, I guess
I saw more funny things than the grown-
ups saw at that time. Most of the time
Aunt Sam was so worried that life didn’t
mean much to her. I took my laughs
where I found them and one of them
was the day when I went with her to
market the eggs.

“There being no station where we
boarded the train, we had to pay our
fare in cash, I think it was fifteen cents.
Aunt Sam only had one arm and always
carried her purse in that hand. I carried
the basket of eggs. I was pretty proud of
myself that I was getting big enough to
flag the train for her.

“] set the basket down, flagged the
train and picked it up again as the train
slowed to a stop for us. That morning we
had a new conductor that we had not
seen on any of our trips before. He was
wearing a new cap and seemed to me to
be far too proud of the brass buttons on
his uniform. He used the toughest voice
he could muster, as he watched us trying
to get seated without breaking our eggs,
adjusting our movements with the lurch-
ing of the train.

“The conductor said, ‘Tickets please.’
Aunt Sam had put her purse between her
knees and was trying to find her change
purse, rummaging through the other
things, with her one hand. Being sorta
confused, with the conductor standing
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right over her, she knew she could find
it in a minute and said to him, “Young
man, I know I have got money in here
but I can’t seem to find it in a hurry. Why
don’t you just go on and do whatever
else it is you need to do and I'll find it
before you get back.

“The conductor saw his chance to show
his authority and did it by saying, ‘T’ll
not go anywhere until you pay your fare
and neither will you. I’'ve got my orders
to let nobody ride this train without a
ticket. Just because you are crippled,
don’t get the idea that you can ride free.
T’ll just put you off here and you will
not have so far to walk back.’

“He pulled the cord and the train
slowed to a stop. I was not worried half
as much about getting put off the train
as I was about having to carry all them
eggs back home. As I tried to help Aunt
Sam down the steps, the conductor added,
‘I wouldn’t let my own mother ride my
train without payin.’

“That did it. Aunt Sam turned around,
looked him straight in the eye and said,
‘Young man, I'm glad I'm not your
mother. I wouldn’t claim such a rude man
for a son, but I’ll tell you now that I
am Jesse James’ mother and after your
little performance, I guess I'm pretty
proud of being the mother of an outlaw.’

“Just as her feet touched the ground
below the steps, she turned to him and
continued, ‘And I’ll tell you something
else. If Jesse ever hears about this, it will
probably be the last train you will ever
ride, here or anywhere else.’

“I had never seen Aunt Sam mad be-
fore. It was kinda funny. But the funniest
thing about it all was the way that con-
ductor picked her up and carried her back
up the steps and onto that train.

“I had made it to the ground first and
was waiting there for Aunt Sam but she
didn’t make it. He helped her back into
the coach and even came back to help
me with my basket of eggs. He stood by
Aunt Sam’s side and kept up the stream
of apologies.

“‘I'm sorry, Ma’am, I didn’t know that
you were Jesse’s mother. Why, Jesse is
one of my favorite people. I’ve always
said he would be a fine fellow if they
would just give him a chance—’

“He finally left us alone after telling
Aunt Sam, ‘Any time you want to ride
my train, you just get on it. Don’t bother
about money at all. It’s a pleasure to
have the mother of Jesse James on my
train.’

“During all the years that I lived in
that family and knew that the name of
Jesse James struck terror to the hearts
of some people, it was the first and only
time I ever heard Aunt Sam use it to gain
any sort of an end for herself.

“I remember, |too, a man who came
and stayed at Aunt Sam’s for a while. T
can’t remember what his excuse was for
being there. It must have been a good one
or she never would have taken him in. I
think he was'a paying boarder and she
always needed money. He slept upstairs
in the other bed in the big room where I
slept.

“I remember the night that three
masked men came and took him out of
bed. I was scared to death and covered up
my head. We found him the next morning,
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down at the back of the pasture, shot full
of holes. His suitcase was still under his
bed and it was full of some kind of
papers that made it clear who he was. He
was some kind of an officer and was
looking for Frank and Jesse. I don’t think
it was them that caught and killed him
but I’'ve always had the idea it was some
of their friends.

“] can remember that when they took
him down the steps he was begging for
mercy. Aunt Sam never did tell me any-
thing about that either, but I was getting
old enough to figure out a few things for
myself.

“Lots of people don’t believe that Jesse
died like they say he did. They think
it was someone else who was buried as
Jesse James, just to stop the law from
looking for him. But I know different.
Them people didn’t see Aunt Sam’s face
at that time and I did.

“I also saw the stranger who rode up,
got off his horse dnd came into the
house to look at the corpse just before the
burying. He walked back out, got on his
horse and rode away. Nobody said a word
about who he was. I think a lot of them
thought it was Frank. I knrnew it was
Frank.

“I knew the man in the black coffin
was Jesse too, because I remembered
the men who killed the chickens.”

Bill Chance has been gone now, these
many years. [ will always remember him
and his stories. As I am getting old my-
self, I like to think about him. He was

my true friend. If he ever liked anyone, .

he liked them and was not afraid to ex-
press his opinion. He was one man who
would always, if he mentioned the no-

torious James boys, add a few kind words

in their behalf.

Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 39)

ing for the men who can find them,
and everything necessary to give a title
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to them is the discovery and compliance
with certain simple forms. This done the
prospector owns the ledge.

“When the prospector is ready to begin
his actual work, the first thing that he
must do is to purchase an outfit. This
must be adapted to the life he is going to
lead and must be complete, or he will
suffer severely for the lack of articles he
should have procured. A good outfit for
the prospector should consist of two pairs
of heavy blankets, eight pounds in weight
each. A buffalo robe or, better yet, a
blanket-lined rubber poncho for sleeping
on. A suit of strong gray woolen clothes,
a pair of brown jean trousers, a change
of woolen underclothing, woolen socks, a
pair of heavy boots, a soft felt hat,
three or four large handkerchiefs, a pair
of buckskin gauntlets, and such toilet
articles as he desires to take.

“These should all go into a strong can-
vas bag made with strings to tie up the
open end. It will do no harm if this bag
be made waterproof. He should have a
breech-loading or magazine rifle of some
kind, or a shot-gun. Around his waist
he should wear a strong sash, and to it
have attached his holster and his knife
sheath; carry in the former a Colt’s re-
volver, of heavy size, and in the latter a
heavy hunting knife. His ammunition
should if possible fit the rifle as well as
the revolver. If he be a smoker, he will
carry his tobacco and pipe.

“For transportation a good mustang,
as free from tricks and bad habits as
he can get it, should be bought. Mustangs
are better than mules for mountain work
because they have better backs for the
saddle and larger areas of hoof, the
latter being an important point when
there is much traveling to do over sandy
deserts. They are quite as sure-footed and
will live on the same forage.

“He should buy a Mexican saddle fitted
with rings, straps or thongs, to tie on his
pack, saddle bags, water canteen, etec.
Speaking of this last, it should be large
and be covered with thick felt. If it has a
cork for a stopper, this should always be

secured by a cord to the neck of the
canteen that it may not be lost.

“One of the stirrups, preferably the
left, should be fitted with a leather tube
in which the barrel of the rifle may be
placed, and there should be a strap
fastened to the horn of the saddle, with
which you can secure the stock by wrap-
ping it around once and then putting the
end of the strap over the horn. This tube
and strap is the best method of carrying
the gun or rifle yet discovered, as it is
easy to cast the weapon loose and it does
not pound itself to pieces against the
saddle.

“The bridle should be made with a
whip at the end of the reins, and the
long stake rope should be either at-
tached to a halter worn by the animal
or knotted in such a manner that it will
not slip around the neck. While traveling
the rope is coiled up and tied to a thong
on the right of the saddle in front. If
a staking pin be a part of the outfit the
thong must be passed through the ring
at the top and a small piece of leather
sewn on the saddle flaps for the pin to
go through, in such a way as to prevent
its jogging up and down.

The holster should have a hole in the
end, through which a small cord or
thongs like a leather shoelace should be
passed and tied around the leg. Properly
put on, it will not hurt the rider, while
its usefulness as preventing the hammer-
ing of the leg by the heavy revolver
will be found to be very great. For the
work of prospecting, a ‘poll’ pick and
prospecting pan made of iron should be
carried. The pan serves for washing out
sand or as a dish for bathing in. A frying
pan eight inches in diameter, made of
wrought iron; a coffee pot, tin cup, fork
and spoon; a good supply of matches
in a tin case the shape of a bottle, with
a good cork in it, or what is better still,
a wide-mouthed glass-stoppered bottle in
a tin box; a pocket compass—and let it
be a good one—and a spy-glass or pair of
field glasses.

“For provisions the prospector takes
with him bacon, flour, beans, tea, pepper
and salt and a box of yeast powders.
These should all be packed in bags, which
go into a canvas sack somewhat of the
shape of that in which the blankets and
clothes are put. While the list as given
above contains all that is absolutely nec-
essary, chili peppers and strong red
onions should be added to it whenever it
is practicable. The former in hot climates
are almost a necessity, while the latter
will at all times improve the fare to a
very great and pleasurable degree.
Should the prospector run short of water
he will, if he places a piece of raw onion
in his mouth, find that the torture of
thirst is at once destroyed and that the
swelling of the lips and tongue from lack
of water is prevented. The prospector
should carry some quinine with him and
some pills to act upon the bowels, as well
as a remedy for dysentery.

“Having collected his outfit he will pro-
ceed to pack his animal; placing upon
the mustang’s back the blanket—a folded
blanket is far better than a saddle cloth,
as it can be washed and hung up to dry
—which has been carefully folded with-
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out wrinkles. Then he puts on the saddle
and cinches it securely.

“The work of the prospector in his
search after mines is peculiar. As far
as the mine itself is concerned, he starts
out on his hunt without any very definite
idea of where he is going to find it. He
concludes that a given range of hills are
‘likely looking,” and he proceeds to pros-
pect them, The chances that he fails in
his search or that he succeeds are about
even. The only indications from which he
can reason at all are of the slightest pos-
sible character. If he knows that there
are what are called recent placers on
some river, he may conclude that some-
where along that river there are free
gold-bearing ledges, but beyond this he
has little to guide him.”

ONE MAN'S VIEW OF DODGE CITY

THIS lyrical-——and humorously exagger-

ated—description of Dodge City was
written by a correspondent of the Leaven-
worth Daily Times and published October
29, 1876:

“No bluer skies bend their crystal arch
above the far-famed, beggared-hemmed
and flea-grit boy of Naples; or the lakes
of Corro. . . . No greener pastures, no
more fertile fields ever feasted the frolic-
some mule colt, or gladdened the heart of
the sun-browned husbandman, with hun-
dred-fold harvests. No softer moonlight
bathes in flood of silver sheen, the
orange groves of Andalusia. No balmier
breeze sighs over Araby the blest or the
gardens of Gaul in her bloom than the
sweetness of the zephyr that lingers in
long embrace amid our flower beds and
pig pens.

“No nobler, larger-legged, bigger-
booted, straight tobacco spitting, more
public spirited men than the agricultural
and mechanical men of this section ever
left their print . . . on the sands of time,
and no brighter dearer or lovelier crea-
tures than these potent gum-pun-rubber-
bustled-darlings, these calico seraphs, the
sweethearts, wives, mother-in-laws, gran-
nies, and their cousin Amanda Jones. Oh!
This is a splendid, magnificent, hunki-
dorious domain!

“And what is there desirable under the
sun that it will not produce of all men’s
varied wants. .. . Here are timber, stone,
clay and lime for his dwelling; cattle,
yellow-legged chickens, corn, wine, but-
termilk and honey, pumpkin pies growing
wild on the sage bushes. Vinegar Bitters
and Limberger cheese grow without irri-
gation, and tobacco for his solace and
delight, enabling him to render every
parlor and church pew just as nasty as
the elevated Christian taste would re-
quire; sheep and broad acres of corn and
wheat to yield him the necessities of life.

“What more could be asked or desired?
. . . Seekers for a home, shivering in a
cold northern clime, here is the place for
you. Come and be happy. Prolific Kan-
sas offers you a home, comfort and a
fortune.

“Large herds of the festive bovines dot
the broad prairie in every direction. The
happy and careless cowboys walk the
streets with an air of one born to com-
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mand. . . . About fifteen car loads of
cattle are shipped on an average per day,
and the supply does not seem to diminish
in the least. . . .

“Rath & Wright are building a fine
brick store on the main street and will
occupy it in about a month.

“H. J. Fringer, the worthy P. M., holds
forth a neat little drug store and is
daily adding meat to his ribs and dollars
to his bank account. The Shinn brothers
are running the Dodge City Times and
are making it pay.”—Courtesy Kansas
State Historical Society, Topeka.

California’s Killer Flood
(Continued from page 33)

the rising stream would reach his home.
He was right. He made several trips to
carry his household furnishings higher
up the bank. On the last trip back to the
cabin he watched it drop into the river
and float away.

McKean Buchanan, an actor, and his
theatrical troupe, escaped from the hotel
to an oak tree at Snellingville in Merced
County. They shared the perch until res-
cued by boat. The Merced River swept
away one-third of the town, including
the hotel and the oak tree, shortly after-
wards.

Many land and snow slides occurred in
the Sierra Nevada Mountains. Dr. Morse
and his family lived on the Ogleby road
at the junction with the county road in
El Dorado County. Intending to do some
building, the doctor had piled some logs
against boulders on the uphill side of his
house. When the mud slide menaced their
house, the doctor and his family watched
in horror, fearing they would be buried
alive. But when the slide encountered the
logs, it was diverted and slowed up, so
the family escaped.

A snow slide roared through Excelsior
Hill, a tunnel mining camp, in Sierra
county, killing two men, injuring others
and destroying several buildings. It hap-
pened during the shift change. If it had
come earlier or later, more might have
lost their lives.

In another snow accident, two men
sleeping on billiard tables in the Hale and
Hughes saloon in Monoville, Mono Coun-
ty, were injured, one badly, when the roof
collapsed from the weight of accumulated
Snow.

At daylight Friday, January 10, the
Stanislaus River crest hit Knight’s Ferry
like an avalanche, rising rapidly until
it covered the business section built on
a flat above the river. At dusk the river
fell about four feet and Knight’s Ferry
residents thought the worst was over.
Then at 2 a.m., Saturday the Stanislaus
again rose rapidly and carried off all the
buildings on the flat, which was half the
town. The buildings on the hill were not
destroyed.

The Sacramento Valley became one
giant lake. In February, cold weather
turned its surface into a sheet of ice. In
many places river currents broke through,
piling ice sheets on top of each other and
forming icebergs up to ten feet tall.

During the high water, Mr. Brastow, a
Wells Fargo & Co. messenger, while trav-
eling between Shasta and Red Bluff,
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came upon a woman on Cottonwood Creek
wading in three feet of water. She had
a bucket in one hand and a long pole in
the other. As she waded along, she used
the pole to poke into the water on both
sides of her and in front. When Mr. Bras-
tow asked her what she was doing, she
replied that her children at home were
thirsty and she was searching for the
well. /

A Chinese, marooned in the second
story of his house which was floating
down San Ramon Creek in Contra Costa
County near Alamo, was rescued by a
Mexican who lassoed him and hauled him
to safety.

After Jacob Barnhisel left his wagon
stuck in the mud near Pacheco, the flood-
ing San Ramon floated a house on top of
the wagon. As the water receded, the
house settled down over the wagon, leav-
ing the wagon inside the house.

A three-acre land slide into Purissima
Creek in San Mateo County caused a
flood which wrecked the Lane house. The
family lost everything except the piano
which was found unharmed on top of a
great redwood log.

Los Angeles was a city of 4,000 people
living in one-story adobe houses with
flat roofs and surrounded by orchards
and vineyards. The rains turned every
dry gulch and arroyo into a torrent
emptying into the already full Los An-
geles River, which soon overflowed. The
flood caused the adobe walls to melt or
collapse, and orchards were torn out or
covered with sand.

The City of San Bernardino is watered
by the Santa Ana River which, in sum-
mer, has very little flow. In the middle
of January 1862, however, the stream
became a torrent with a twenty-mile cur-
rent and was a mile wide opposite San
Bernardino.

Soldiers, camped on a bluff of the San-
ta Ana River, saved many lives. One
soldier swam through the flood to rescue
two children. He swam back to camp
with a baby cradled in one arm and a
five-year-old boy clinging to his beard.

The Gila River, flowing out of Arizona,
meets the Colorado River at Fort Yuma.
Because of the great amount of rain, the
two rivers rose simultaneously on Jan-
uary 22 and covered many miles of
desert. Water was four feet deep at the
Fort, and across the Colorado River from
Fort Yuma, Colorado City was almost
destroyed.

It is to be remembered that people
of all political persuasions, criminals,
honest men and greedy men from all
over the world came to California for
gold. This flood forced them to forget
momentarily their ambitions and differ-
ences, perhaps the only bright spot in the
terrible ordeal of Winter ’61-62.

Truly Western
(Continued from page 43)

the music for his funeral, with the only
selection being “Dixie.” That was the
only piece Barton wanted. He was buried
at Salado in the family burying ground.
—Kathleen Evans Houston Barron, 1202
Aubert, Houston, Texas 77017

Folks, You Oughta Trust Qur Authors
In 1964 and 1965 I started to collect
what is now about three hundred True
West and other titles. My boy is now
nine years old and just starting to read
them. I bought them for the stories
of the people who made the West.
Every magazine had at least one story
of treasure and old lost mines in them,
and I soon realized they all had a com-
mon theme, but there were a few that

- outdid themselves. I made a point of

picking the most weird of them. Every
time I thought I had found it I would
find another to top the last one. But I
soon had to accept a story in True West
as the king of all of them. I am talking
about the story called “Rosebuds and
Whiskey and Whistling Springs,” by
Charles Wayne Mathis, in the December
1964 True West.

This story was unusual on a number
of points. It did not stick to the usual
plot line and it was too short. All treas-
ure stories have a uniform length to
them. This one could have been dragged
out to three times its size, but wasn’t.
The story-teller spoke of an odd type of
gold, not the usual placer or hard-rock
kind. He wrote of a half-civilized Indian
who, while drunk, spun an imaginative
tale that would do justice to Jules Verne.
Even if the author was the one who
made the story up, he should get a
Pulitzer prize for creative writing.

I found the story interesting enough
to try to discuss it with friends. But
when I would get to the “whistling
springs” part they would go into such
fits of laugher that I gave up talking
about it. So for about four years I
thought I had forgotten it.

Then in a bookstore that had copies
of old magazines I came across a story
in a national magazine that told of a
group of hikers having found a whistling
spring. They were not treasure hunters
and didn’t know of this story. They only
gave it one line in their story and just
thought it was an interesting act of na-
ture.

Now it didn’t matter if the Indian
story was true or not, I had to see it
for myself.

It was three years ago that I went out
to see it. It was well worth the effort
and, believe me, it was an effort. I had
a much younger man with me; that was
mistake number one. I was twenty-five
pounds over my usual weight. I had had
no exercise for a three-year period prior
to my walk. In a temperature of 110 de-
grees and the higher elevation, I found
out a body can only take so much. But
I seen (saw) the spring and even made
a small copy of it when I came home.
It was truly a creation of Mother Nature
and, barring an earthquake, it will be
a long time wearing out. I believe it only
makes the noise about three times a year
and then only for about twenty minutes
during the day. It is known that in a
given year only about five people are
anywhere near it and the spring is well
hidden. Only the noise would lead you
to it if you didn’t know where it was.

I am going back—I have trimmed off
the weight, gotten plenty of exercise.
I am taking two people with me with
the understanding they are to walk be-
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hind me. I am not keeping up with any-
body this time. My goal is about a mile
past the spring, I am not a treasure
hunter and it has nothing to do with
the Indian story, but is historical in
nature. If I am not successful, there
won’t be anything to talk about anyway.

This spring is not in Sycamore Canyon
and it is in excess of a hundred miles
from Jerome. So you can tell Charles
Mathis that Mother Nature could not
top his story but she matched it.—Robert
L. Burns, 1329 Oakwood Avenue, West
Chester, Pennsylvania 19380

Cuero Turkey Fest

We in Cuero, Texas are proud of our
town and would like to share it with your
readers. Each year we have a celebration
called Turkeyfest. This year’s event will
be held October 8 and 9.

The original Cuero Turkey Trot staged
in 1912 grew out of the interest shown
by northern traveling salesmen in watch-
ing droves of turkeys being driven on
foot to the Cuero market.

Back in 1908 Cuero’s first turkey dress-
ing house was opened and turkey raising
began on a large scale on DeWitt County
farms. Early in November the growers
would drive their turkeys down country
roads and through the city streets to the
packing house. Year by year the number
of visitors who would come to Cuero to
watch the turkey drives grew.

In 1912 a group of businessmen in the
Chamber of Commerce, sensing the in-
terest of these visitors and wishing to en-
courage turkey raising and to advertise
South Texas turkeys, decided to stage a
celebration with a turkey drive down the
city’s main streets as the main feature.
A popular dance at the time was the
“Turkey Trot” and this name was adopt-
ed for the event. The original “Turkey
Trot” and all the following ones proved
highly successful. As many as 20,000 live
strutting turkeys have appeared in the
line of march.

In 1978 a group of Cuero citizens de-
cided to add to the Cuero Turkey Trot.
A full South Texas spectra of turkey-
based food recipes, carnivals, gala pa-
rades, free mall areas in the downtown
streets, continuous live entertainment,
home tours, street dances in addition to
a “herd” of wild turkeys parading down
the streets all climaxed with the “Great
Gobbler Gallop.” This final event is an
annual cross-nation turkey race between
the City of Worthington, Minnesota and
Cuero, Texas. A two heat race—one heat
in each town each year. The average of
the two races determines the winner. The
prize is a four-foot trophy “The Travel-
ing Turkey Trophy of Tumultuous
Triumph” for the “World’s Fastest Tur-
key.” The annual two-day event is indeed
a grand festival.—Mrs. Frank Duke,
Box 864, Cuero, Texas 77954

July Rendezvous

Would you please let your readers
know that the Utah Treasure Clubs, Inc.,
and 50 States Treasure Hunters Associa-
tion Inc., is sponsoring Frontier Days;
and the Bonanza Saloon and Gaming is
helping to promote this event in Virginia
City, Nevada. We are looking for Moun-
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tain Men, North and South Groups, Black
Powder Enthusiasts, Metal Detector
Hunters, Bottle Hunters, Rock Hunters,
Gold Panners, Tomahawk Throwers,
Knife Throwers, Quick Draw Enthusiasts,
and all Treasure Hunters.

We would like to invite everybody to
join us from July 28 till July 31, 1977
for this rendezvous. There will be no
charge for camping for anyone who joins
the Utah Treasure Clubs, Inc. and 50
States Treasure Hunters Association Inc.,
on these events.

From July 23 till July 25 we will be in
Virginia City, Nevada for Black Powder
Shoots, Tomahawk Throwing, Knife
Throwing, Quick Draw Contests, and a
cannon being shot off. Then we will start
out from Virginia City, Nevada on July

- 26, and go down the Overland Emigrant

Trail to the Connor Trail, up the Connor
Pass to the Donner Museum, and return
to Virginia City on July 30 to head back
to our hometowns.

This event is free to all active people
who would like to go on this rendezvous.
All you need to provide is yourself, your
gas, food and water. For further informa-
tion write to: 50 States Treasure Hunt-
ers Association Inc., P. O. Box 16223, Salt
Lake City, Utah 84116

Going Strong

In your December, 1973 issue of True
West you featured an article (page 30-
32) on my great-uncle Lewis McCuistion.
Lewis, typically, was shown plowing his
corn fields with a team of horses. He
died in November 1973.

Lewis’ younger brother, Day McCuis-
tion, is my grandfather and well known
in his own right in the San Marcos-
Wimberley, Texas area. Day, a retired
fireman of San Marcos, has always been
more of a wrangler than a farmer and
he is still going strong at seventy-two.
Day can be found in or around all the
local rodeos and he is one of the best
old-time cowboys and horsetrainers, any-
one will tell you.

I, too, am a native Texan from Wim-
berley. My grandmothers are Beatrice

Day McCuistion with two friends.

McCuistion of San Marcos and Dorothy
Carney of Wimberley.—Ms. Lee Me-
Cuistion, 5026 Dierker C-7, Columbus,
Ohio 43220

13th U. S. Cavalry

I would like to hear from anyone who
served with the 13th U.S. Cavalry in
1927 and participated on the 625-mile
march from Fort D. A. Russell, Wyoming
to Fort Riley, Kansas. I am also interest-
ed in hearing from anyone else who
served in the 13th U. S. Horse Cavalry.—
M. D. Schram, Rte. 1, Box 382, Victor,
Montana 59875

Worked for Warner

I have been waiting for years to have
someone I knew written up in one of
your magazines. Finally it happened in
your story, ‘“Prison Riot.” I worked for
the Warner Cattle Company in the early
’20s.

When Warner, Gates and Best formed
a company I went with Boone Best to
Arizona, Texas and New Mexico, bought
and shipped up to Colorado to Warner
and Best Ranches 88,000 head of cattle.

They held an auction, rodeo and barbe-
que at the Warner Ranch. Roy (Potty)
Best had a string of bucking horses. He
had a roan that never had been ridden
but George Likes rode him. They called
the bet off, though, because he used a
bucking saddle that is illegal.

I saw Lin Warner once after that. I
still have a picture of that sale.

I often wondered what ever became
of that old gang: Burnes Hardy, calf
roper—his dad was the last manager of
the J. J. outfit, largest in Colorado at
one time; Clint MecClain, part Indian,
topped my ponies off for me; Nick
Nicholis, foreman; Budge Bogger, cowboy
and bootlegger.

I could go on—I suppose you have
heard these tales before. I lived in West-
ern Kansas until 1913, just as cattle were
going out and wheat was coming in.—
R. E. Young, 1636 Princeton Road, Wood-
burn, Oregon 97071
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A Tenderfoot’s Trip
(Continued from page 45)

ceding day. Catching one and mounting
him, I drove the other three back to my
wagon, arriving there about sundown.
There, standing by my wagon, and with
his back to the fire, was a sure-enough,
real, live Indian—flaming colors, blanket,
moccasins and all. He was the genuine
article, the first real wild Indian I had
ever seen. He was a Sioux.

“How, how,” was his salutation, as I
walked up to the wagon.

“How are you?” I replied. Whereupon
he made signs indicating that he wanted
me to cook him some supper which I did.
I performed all the work, he making no
move to help me. When supper was over
he went up on a knoll and remained there
until dark, after which he returned and
got into bed with me. As I was all alone,
I was certainly glad I met the Sioux and
hoped he would continue the journey with
me. We talked together for some time,
but neither one could make the other
understand, and we finally gave it up
as a bad job.

He was up before me in the morning,
and back on the knoll, where he remained
until breakfast was ready. When the meal
had been prepared he came down and ate
with me, after which he went back again
and took his station on the knoll. “You
are a whole lot of help to me, you are—
you big lazy loafer,” was my mental
comment,

Presently I hitched up and started,
when, much to my delight, he crawled up
onto the wagon, as though intending to
accompany me on my journey. He then
began making signs which I interpreted
as wanting to know whether or not I had
a gun in the wagon. I shook my head,
at which he seemed much surprised, and
inclined to doubt my word. He then began
to search the wagon, all the while making
signs about the gun. After my repeated
efforts to convince him, he seemed satis-
fied that I was telling the truth and lay
down in the wagon.

That night we camped again, he as
usual, going out on a high point for a
while, finally coming in and sleeping
with me again. This program was re-
peated every day for five days. Just be-
fore sundown of the sixth evening we
were stopped by fifty or sixty of the
wildest looking Indians I ever saw, many
of whom had not enough clothing on to
flag a handecar.

My Indian friend, who was in the wagon
with me, began to talk Sioux to them in
an excited manner but, of course, I had
not the remotest idea of what they were
talking about. In a few moments they
left suddenly, after which my companion
motioned excitedly for me to go on. This
I was loath to do, as we were about to
go into camp for the night, but he kept
making signs for me to hurry on, at the
same time putting his hand on my
head, strongly suggesting the scalp
act. I thought the heathen had gone
crazy. In a minute or two he blurted out,
“Pawnee heap shoot!” But still I was
simpleton enough not to know what he
meant. However, I started on, and he
kept me moving until midnight.
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I was very much frightened by his
actions, as I hadn’t the slightest idea

why he was so excited. When the night
was half gone, a number of campfires
loomed up in the distance ahead, at which
my Indian friend seemed much relieved.
He then left me suddenly, without any
ceremony. Seeing a haystack, I pulled to
it, where I unhitched my tired and hun-
gry mules, after which I then turned in
for a little sleep.

THE first thing I heard the next morn-

ing was a white man saying, “Young
feller, if you: don’t watch your harness
pretty sharp, you won’t have a strap left
when these Indians get around you. They
will steal every inch of it.” I stared
about me in surprise, and to my astonish-

ment saw a great many Indian lodges
and hundreds of Indians, including
squaws and papooses.

“Is this Deere’s Trading Post?” I
asked.

“Yes,” was the reply, “this is Deere’s
Trading Post for the Sioux Indians, at
the Red Cloud Agency. Who are you,
and where are you from, and how did you
get here?”

On being informed that I had come
from Cuney & Coffee’s ranch, he mani-
fested great surprise. “Where are the
other teams?” he asked.

“There are no other teams that I
know of,” was my reply.

“Do you mean to tell me that you came
alone from the ranch of Cuney & Coffee
to this place?”

“Certainly; my only companion was an
Indian I picked up on the road, and he
left me when I got in last night.”

“Come with me,” he said. And he took
me into Deere’s store nearby. “Deere,
here is a tenderfoot who came all alone
from Cuney & Coffee’s ranch with your
load of canned goods.”

“Great Caeser!” exclaimed Deere.
“Haven’t you a gun?”

“No,” I replied.

“Well,” was the rejoinder, “they cer-
tainly played you a dirty trick, sending
you here all alone, and the only thing
that saved you was having the Indian
with you.” The men around the camp
tried all day to find the Indian who rode
with me, but did not succeed in doing so.

I was quite favorably impressed with
Red Cloud Agency. It was in its infancy,
but beginning to assume large propor-
tions. The surroundings were novel to
me and I quickly ecame to the conclusion
that if I could secure work here, I would
much prefer it to my present job with
Cuney & Coffee. Accordingly, I asked
Dr. Seville, who was the agent, if he
could use me as a laborer. He replied,
“Yes, but you must first return Cuney &
Coffee’s team to them.”

I lost no time in preparing for my
journey back to Fort Laramie, and was
taken by surprise when Ben T1bbetts, the
man who had awakened me upon my ar-
rival, asked me where I was going. I told
him and he said: “You fool! Don’t you
know that by going alone you will never
reach the ranch? Wait here, my boy;
there are other teams going soon and
the men will not only be company for
you, but protection too.” He loaned me a
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six-shooter, which I was to return to
him when I got back to the Agency.

After waiting a few days, 1 left in
company with eight other teams, two of
which belonged to the Agency and one
to a Mr. Jones, who lived among the
Sioux for years and who was well ac-
quainted with their habits and mode of
life. The first night out we camped in
some high willows on the bank of a
stream called Running Water. After eat-
ing our supper we were sitting around
the campfire when suddenly the willows
began to crash, and much to our surprise
fifty mounted Indians appeared on the
scene. My first impulse was to jump
away from the campfire. This I did.

In doing so, I drew my six-shooter and
when I came to my senses, as I had been
badly frightened, I was pointing my six-
shooter at an Indian who was mounted,
but I had neglected to pull the trigger.
I am glad I did not shoot, as we soon as-
certained that they did not intend to harm
us. Mr. Jones spoke to them in Sioux and
was told that they were acting as an
escort to Joe Bessnet, a half-breed, who
was carrying the government mail to the
Agency. In a little while Bessnet showed
up, accompanied by more Indians. They
then took supper and went their way,
singing one of their war songs.

In our party was a young man named
Spencer, who had been continually boast-
ing of his bravery. After the Indians
were gone Spencer was missing, and
Jones and I went over in the direction of
the river to search for him. We found
he had secreted himself on a small island
in the river and was badly frightened.
He had waded almost up to his waist in
the water to reach the island. For a long
while he refused to leave the island and
come back to the camp. Jones finally con-
vinced him that there was no danger and
he waded to the bank, a pitiful looking
sight. Poor fellow, we joked him unmerci-
fully the remainder of the trip. However,
had the' Indians intended doing us any
harm, he might have been the only one
to escape.

Before leaving, Tibbetts instructed me
to remain at Fort Laramie, and when
there was a position at the Agency he
would send me word by the Agency team-
sters.

I got back to Fort Laramie in good
shape and turned the team over to Cuney
& Coffee and was paid off at the rate
of forty dollars a month. It was then I
learned why Bowman, the bartender, was
so liberal with his whiskey. And I also
learned that Mr. Cuney had offered as
high as $250 to the man who would take
that load of canned goods to Deere’s
store. Old-timers living in that country
and knowing the dangers, would not at-
tempt the trip even at that price. Bow-
man’s object in supplying me with whis-
key, keeping me out of sight and starting
me off so early in the morning, was for
the purpose of not having me meet those
old-timers, who would in all probability
have warned me of the danger of the
undertaking.

I then procured a position, driving a
six-mule team for the government at
Fort Laramie. Here I remained until No-
vember 1873.
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BLACK MOUN’TAIN COWBOYS :
A collection of stories by Paul L. Huntley about
Colorado ranchers and ranches in the early 1900's.
Poncha Park, South Park, Gribble Park covered
by a man who experienced every event he writes
about. 200 pages, photographs and illustrations
(8" x 10v%"). $8.00 postpaid. Order from—
Paul L. Huntley, Coaldale, Colorado 81222.

Find lost coins, jewelry, buried treasure, valuable
relics, and gold nuggets with new revolutionary
patented detector. Nothing like it before, makes
other detectors obsolete. Astounding range,
rejects metallic trash. Unaffected by black sand
or mineralized ground. Free catalog.

GARDINER ELECTRONICS
Dept. 7 e 4729 N. 7th Ave. ¢ Phoenix, Az. 85013

CATCHEZES
TRAPS s

FREE CATALOG
Traps without injury squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits, mink,
fox, raccoons, stray animals, pets, etc. Sizes for every need.
Also traps for fish, sparrows, pigeons, turtles, quail, etc.
Save on our low factory prices. Send no money. Write for
free catalog and trapping secrets. MUSTANG MFG. CO..
Dept. N-11, Box 10880, Houston, Tex. 77018

$250,000! Do you need money to help in a prospeci-
ing venture, small mining operation, or valuable
minerals exploralion assistance? For full information
on how and where to get up to this amount for in-
dividuals or private companies with acceptable proj-
ects. Send $3.00 to: Allied Supply Company, P.0.
Box 1602-BB, Jacksonville, Texas 75766 (Not a loan
company.}

Even if you plan to move to the moon,
we can get your mags to you providing
we have the name of your rock and the
zip code 3 weeks in advance. Otherwise
we can sit around and howl all night
and it won’t do any good.
—Lonesome Coyote
Western Publications
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A LINK
T0 OUR
PIONEER
HERITAGE

A magazine

devoted en-

tirely to the
treasures, artifacts, relics and collect-
ibles intimately associated with the
expansion and development of the vast
frontier.

[J 1 year (6 issues—$2.95)

[] 2 year (12 issues—$5.50)

P.O. Box 3338

ml’lifﬁ ® Austin, Texas 78764

SIERRY CHRISIMAS AND & (LKKY =8
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CATFISH

Channel, Blue, Albino and Opelousas catfish.
Fingerlings, yearlings, or stockers. Goldfish,
shiners and experimental fish. For private or
commercial lakes and ponds. Live delivery
guaranteed. Wholesale or retail.

SABINE FISH HATCHERY
P.O. Box 503 Newton, Texas 75966

EARN GOOD NEY

Full Time or Part Time!

Sell METAL DETECTORS and TREASURE HUNTING
supplies in your home. Build profitable repeat business.
Send $3.00 for complete SALES KIT plus 128-page book,
“Lost Western Treasure.” Start at once!

Detector Sales - P. 0. Box 366T. Dickinson, Texas 77539

WILL KIT—includes 64-page attorney's
booklet, “What Everyone Should Know
About Wills” and 4 Will Forms, only $3.75.
(FREE: “Personal Assets Record” and “Ex-
ecutor’s Duties.” The Brown Company, P.0.
Box 9679-J, Houston, Texas 77015.

PULL ’EM OUT!

"You can't sell 'em if we can't find ‘em!"
This comes from our readers in a flow of
letters that is too constant for comfort! I've
found them myself, sometimes on the bottom
shelf, completely covered by other publica-
tions. Now we don't have nutin' against
other publications, but we'd like a breath of
fresh air and the sight of light now and then
ourselves—so if you find our magazines
covered, we'd sure appreciate your leaving
them in the same approximate spot, but at
least giving them a show. Sometimes, if you
take them completely out and put them in
another spot, the wholesaler will get upset
and take them off completely!
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WESTERN BOOK
ROUNDUP

By The Old Bookaroos

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.

COLLECTORS’ GUIDE

Whether you’re a long-time collector of
rocks and minerals or a newcomer, you
should enjoy reading Elsie Hanauer’s
Rocks and Minerals of the Western
United States—A Collector’s Guide (A.
S. Barnes & Co., Box 421, Cranbury, N.J.
08512, 1976, $12.00). Since the 1950s rock
and mineral collecting has been a rapid-
ly expanding hobby in the United States.
Unlike some, it may be pursued by the
whole family, especially as part of their
out-of-doors activities including hiking
and camping. Newcomers to the field will
find a great deal of basic information;
old-timers will find it a good reference
book. There’s an explanation of how
rocks and minerals were formed, the six
crystal systems, descriptions of 30 rocks
with color photos, information on tools
and equipment needed and even safety
tips for the collector. The last two-thirds
of this 237-page book is devoted to an
examination of rock-find locations in 17
Western states—Arizona, California,
Colorado, Idaho, Kansas, Montana, Ne-
braska, Nevada, New Mexico, North
Dakota, Oklahoma, Oregon, South Dako-
ta, Texas, Utah, Washington and Wyo-
ming. Not only has the author included
maps, photographs and lists of promising
sites, but there are lists of campgrounds,
motels and even rock shops where you
can buy what you ean’t find. Recommend-
ed.

HIGH COUNTRY HUMOR

Colorado author Raymond M. Beckner’s
latest effort is a new little 52-page book-
let entitled Humor of the High Country
(published by the author, 415 North 15th
St., Canon City, Colorado 81212, $2.95
postpaid). Beckner, a veteran broad-
caster and retired radio station owner,
says he wrote the booklet in order to
preserve some of the actual jokes, quips
and other forms of humor born of the
mountains and high plains country. This
delightful little book is divided into five
parts: prospectors and mining camps,
fish stories, hunters’ stories, cowhands
and ranchers and hodge-podge. Some of
the one-line quips included are: “We
knew a woman who claimed her fisher-
man husband was the musical type: he
always went out fit as a fiddle and came
back tight as a drum.”

“They say a San Luis Valley rancher
has crossed a potato with a sponge.

Tastes awful, but it sure holds a lot of
gravy.”

“Better be silent and thought of as a
fool than to speak out and remove all
doubt.”

Beckner is the author of five other
booklets and countless newspaper and
magazine articles.

THE SIOUX WAR OF 1876

John S. Gray’s Centennial Campaign:
The Sioux War of 1876 (0Old Army Press,
1513 Welch, Fort Collins, Colorado 80521,
1976, $20.00) is an attempt to do what
few other writers have tried to accom-
plish. Gray views the total U.S. Army
campaign against the Sioux Indians in
1876. And the author is to be commended
for his fine effort. Gray has pulled to-
gether a vast amount of source material
and then, with much insight, told the
story of the campaigns of Sheridan, Cus-
ter, Sherman, Cooke and others. There
are 29 chapters plus a good bibliography,
maps and an index. The book is divided
into two units; the first, a narrative,
details events of the period, and the sec-
ond unit examines various facets in-
cluding “The Medical Service and the
Wounded,” “A Little Big Horn Chron-
ology,” “The Indian Population,” and
“The Strength of the Little Big Horn
Village.” The writing is clear and con-
cise and the effort is well-produced, typ-
ical of the quality of Old Army Press
publications. Highly recommended.

A REAL TREASURE STORY

In the year 1715 a hurricane sank ten
Spanish ships and killed 700 people in
the Florida Straits near modern Cape
Canaveral. The ships were sailing home
from Havana loaded with about 14 mil-
lion pesos in gold, silver and jewels. More
recently the treasure was located and
recovered by modern treasure hunters.
The story of the Spanish fleet, its cargo
and how the treasure was recovered is
detailed in Robert F. Burgess and Carl
J. Clausen’s fascinating new book Gold,
Galleons & Archaeology (Bobbs-Merrill,
4 West 58th St., New York, N.Y. 10019,
1977, $12.95). It took Burgess and Claus-
en more than ten years to research and
to write this 195-page effort. Burgess
is a freelance writer-photographer while
Clausen is a marine archaeologist.
Clausen supervised Florida’s treasure

(Continued on page 62)
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Partners —The enclosed $

TRUE WEST CLASSIFIED, P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Texas 78764

in issue(s) checked below. There are, including my name and address,
at the rate of 45¢ per word. (Please specify what heading you want your ad to appear
under—remittance with order. If more room is needed, use a separate sheet of paper.)

is for my Classified Advertisement to appear
words,

NEW PENDULUMS, set gold-silver. Antenna rods.
Dip needles. At a price you can afford. Stamped
envelope requested. Try them, they work. Wm. Greg-
ory, Rt. 3, Box 100, Anson, Tex. 79501.

FIND GHOST TOWN TREASURES! Hundreds of old
map reproductions available, including topographic
and geologic sheets. Free Catalog. Goldbug, Box
588-T, Alamo, Calif. 94507.

OUTSTANDINGLY BEAUTIFUL River Gold Nuggets!
$3.00, $6.00, $7.00 and $10.00 sizes. Prospector Jack

Ward, Box 380, Sandia Park, N. Mex. 87047.

SUCCESSFUL DOWSER—Map and Field. Jim Hager,
947\ Grand Drive, Huntington Beach, Calif. 92646—
Phone (714) 942-1881.

BACK ISSUES—Volume two thru eight (six issues per
volume) $3.00 each. Treasure Hunter, Box 188, Mid-
way City, Calif. 92655.

IMPORTANT NOTICE. Our ad under ''Miscellaneous""
belongs here too! Read it! Life Force Press, Inc.

ISSUE CLOSING DATE ON-SALE
EEFebraryt vt is el U iRl Slcpi DS ENEE RS S G ) Dec. 25
(Bl AB R e S E i e e R BT (1 oA o R S B A S Feb. 25
(0 et g S SR D SRS G Bely. 290w Aim e bl e f ity Apr. 25
AL AR R SR e o APRE30 bl el e Jun. 25
(A e o o e e R B i B e [ RSRER VPR N S e e U Aug. 25 I
Bl December:: Hlh i nini o tnts B AUCBO At S e S Oct. 25

L

Books & Magazines

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1200 place
name glossary; mines, camps, Indian reservations, etc.
%lsﬁ 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,
1296!/, Yosemite, San Jose, Calif. 95126.

BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS: Service is our
product. No charge for search. Satisfaction guaran-
teed. D-J Book Search, Box 3352, San Bernardino,
Calif. 92040.

"DEAD_MEN DO TELL TALES' by Erie Schaefer,
about Frank Fish's mysterious death. $3.00. ''Buried
Treasure and Lost Mines" by Frank Fish, $2.00. Both
postpaid. Amador Publishing Co., Dept. &, 14728 Pey-
ton Br., Chino, Calif. 91710.

BACK ISSUE MAGAZINES. We buy, trade and sell;
Western, Railroad, Plane, Car and Pulp magazines,
plus 200 more titles, 1890 to 1977. S.A.S.E. Every-
sgoc.:x's Bookshop, 317 W. &th St., Los Angeles, Calif.

WESTERN HARDBACK FICTION. Free lists. Canford
Books, Box 216-T, Freeville, N.Y. 13068.

READ about the man that fathered 300 children.
Send $2.00. Roland Bowden, P.O. Box 338, Brook-
field, Ill. 60513.

WRITE for my Free Catalog of Western Books. Cow-
boys, Lawmen, '"Owl Hoot Trails," etc. Harry E.
Chrisman, 10245 W. 14th Avenue, Denver, Colo. 80215.
WANTED—True West #1, 2, 3, 4, 9 and 2. Send
asking price and condition. Bruce Blackburn, 7055
Greenwich Ave., Portland, Ore. 97217.
EYE-OPENING CATALOG—Western and Treasure
books. Frontier Books, Fort Davis, Texas 79734.
URGENTLY NEED HUNTER'S Frontier Times (origi-
nals). March, 1932 and December, 1932. Bradshaw,
Box 18, Midland, Texas 79702.

"OKLAHOMA TREASURES" by Rascoe, $3.95 post-
paid. Frontier Books, Ft. Davis, Tex. 79734.

FREE CATALOG. Over 500 Western Books—Many Out
of Print and Scarce. G. F. Hollingsworth, Box 1725-B,
Manhattan Beach, Calif. 90266.

TRUE WEST—first 70 issues. Frontier Times—first 32
issues (new series). 8 miscellaneous issues. Excellent
condition. Best Offer. William Curtis, 610 E. Fairview,
South Bend, Ind. 44614.

WANTED—TRUE WEST &, 10, 12, & 14. Send price and
goondiﬁon. Don Waters, 1177 Third, Chula Vista, Calif.
201 1.

WESTERN or TREASURE Back
sale. Send your want list to:
803, Project City, Calif. 96079.

Harold Moody, Box

Issue magazines for

OKLAHOMA TREASURES & TREASURE TALES b
Steve Wilson. The result of over 15 years' researc
over Oklahoma and north and west Texas, chronicling
stories of lost mines and buried treasures. Large 8!
X_Il, 325 pages, 273 maps, photos, and illustrations,
with notes, sources, and index. Only $15.95 plus 50
cents postage. University of Oklahoma Press, 1005
Asp Avenue, Norman, Okla. 73019.

65 BOOK LIBRARY of Western Americana. Titles on
request. $140 plus shipping. Olga Siburg, 4950 Fish
Hatchery Road, Grants Pass, Ore. 97526 (503) 476-7539.

RARE, ORIGINAL "HUNTER'S FRONTIER TIMES."
Not all issues. Not all mint, but all good condition.
$3.00 for a specific issue. Only $2.50 for an issue of
our own selection—that is, you leave it up to us to
send what's available of these collectors' items (1923-
1953). These are the ORIGINALS. Hunter's Frontier
Times, P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78744.

ATTENTION TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES and OLD
WEST Collectors! We have a limited number
of the following rare issues for $3.00 each. We
have less than a dozen copies of some. They must be
sold on a’ strictly first-come, first-served basis.
TRUE WEST 18, 22, 24, 25, 26, 28, 29, 30, 3I, 32, 33,
35, 36, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 43, 44, 45, 456, 47, 49, 50,
51, 54, 55, 57, 60, &1, 62, 63, 64, 66, 82. FRONTIER
TIMES: 2, 4 88500 S g Qe 10, b A2 5135 <1516,
I8 0205220225, 527 281295307 3% 1 321335 Al
OLD WEST 5, 8, 17, 18, 21, 26, 27. Western Publica-
tions, P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78744.

Business Opportunities

MINERAL and TREASURE Detector Rods. Free In-
formation! L. Wilson, Texas Creek, Colo. 81250.

$250,000! Do you need money to help in a prospecting
venture, small mining operation, or valuable minerals
exploration assistance? For full information on how
and where to get up to this amount for individuals or
rivate companies with acceptable projects. Send
3.00 to: Allied Supply Company, P.O. Box 1602-BB,
Jacksonville, Tex. 75766 (not a loan company).

Western Merchandise

SNAP FASTENERS, fancy western shirt snaps, shirt
trimming, pearl and metal snaps in many colors
and designs. Also nailheads and rhinestones. Send for
free catalog. Campau Company, P.O. Box 5I8-A,
Rosemead, Calif. 91770.

PEARL SNAPS, All styles and colors. Sewing supplies.
Free catalog. Bee Lee Company, Box 20558-T, Dallas,
Texas 75220.

Miscellaneous

SLINGSHOT! Handle made from beautiful maple
wood. Quarter-inch -surgical tubing with leather
pouch. TEXAS ROCKSLINGER imprinted on both
sides of handle. A nice gift or just keep it your-
selfl Only $3.50 postpaid. Rockslinger, P.O. Box
3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.

OLD STATE, RAILROAD, COUNTY Maps. 70-110 years
old. All States. Stamp for catalog. Northern Map,
Dept. FT, Eagle River, Wisc. 54521.

WARTS. Vergo Cream is painless, safe, easy, gentle.
Buy Vergo at better pharmacies.

CONFIDENTIAL CARE for pregnant, unwed mothers.
Edna Gladney Home, 2308 Hemphill, Fort Worth,
Tex. 76110. Tel. {AC 817) 926-3304.

1851 Colt-style brass-frame reprodiction percussion
.36 or .44 revolvers. Fine shooters—handsome deco-
rators. $44.50 postpaid with shooting instructions and
sample balls (adults only). Safisfaction asured.
Manning Associates, Dept. T, Box 33584, Dayton,
Ohio 45433.

CRIMEFIGHTERS—Send $1.00 for our fully illustrated
Police Catalog. (Refundable on your first order.)
%;&C, Dept. TW37, 9889 Alondra, Bellflower, Calif.

EARN PROFITS—SELL Gold Rush and have fun doing
it. One game sent free for each 19 ordered at whole-
sale prices. Write now for details. Dealer inquiries
invited. Westland Physics Co., Dept. 2, 3145 S.W
Westwood Dr., P.O. Box 25088, Portland, Ore. 97225.

Indian Relics

IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,
Ojibwa, Eskimo crafts. Lists $1.00 (refundable). lro-
grafts, Box 7, Ohsweken Reservation, Ontario, Canada.
ARROWHEADS: Twenty good Birdpoints, $6.00; larger,
50—$9.00. Free list. Beattys TW77, 1405 S. West,
Sioux Falls, S. Dak., 57105.

NO FAKES! Arrowhead, Catalog, Newspaper; $1.00.
Indian, 476 Riggs, Independence, KY 4105].
AUTHENTIC GEM-TYPE, some serrated edges, mostly
Obsidian points. From Sacramento River area. About
I"" long. 4 for $5.00. Frank Estes, 1617 Willis Street,
Redding, Calif. 96001.

ARROWHEADS! 25—$4.25, 50—$7.50, 100—$14.00 and
1,000—$90.00. Dealer inquiries invited. Triangle-A-Sales,
Box 27008, El Paso, Tex. 79926.

190 BACK ISSUES—True West and Frontier Times.
Best Offer. SASE. Larry Kritchen, Box 387, Cordova,
Alaska 99574.

WESTERN SPORTSMAN—1948 and 1949 complete. Best
Offer. Wm. R. Maxedon, Sr., 1641 Acacia Drive,
Colorado Springs, Colo. 80907.

AMAZING EYEWITNESS FACTS about world famous
western gunfighters. Read revealing details in ''Trig-
gernometry,'' Il1th printing of Eugene Cunningham's
proven classic. 44| exciting pages, 2| selected photo-
graphs. Includes tested pistol handling secret. Treat
yourself to this beautiful library edition. Great for
iftsl Order yours direct. Now only $9.95 postpaid.
Eibrary Classics, Box 7347-E, Dallas, Tex. 75209.

ATTENTION BOOKIES!

(Lovers of books). Nation's
largest colection of books on history (western &
other) being liquidated at absurdly low prices.
Catalog $1.50 (refundable).. Brakeman Enterprises,
2363 N. Cedar, Holt, Mich. 48842,

Real Estate

GOVERNMENT LANDS FROM $7.50 ACRE!
Homesites, farming, vacationing, investment oppor-
tunities! ''Government Land Buyer's ‘Guide'" plus na-
tionwide listings—$2.00. Surplus Lands, Box 19107-KM,
Washington, DT 20036.

Treasure Hunting

GOLD & SILVER—Locate up to !4 mile away with my

sensitive locator. Send for my free, informative

E!amg;lef. Carl Anderson, P.O. Box 13441-BC, Tampa,
a. 33611.

PROSPECTING, EXPLORATION, TREASURE Hunting,
Mining—Equipment, Kits, ooks. Free Catalog.
Miner's Exchange Box 64C, Nampa, Idaho 83451.

July-August, 1977

SNAKE GUARDS. Tough plastic adjustable leggings.

Satisfaction gquaranteed. $9.95 pair. Snake, 550-D

Yale, Canon City, Colo. 8I212.

ENTER the Federal Gov't. Oil and Gas Drawings.
Send $4.98 plus name, address and SS# for complete

entry package. SCA, Box 937, Roswell, N.M. 88201.

FREE—OId Radio Album—Send $1.00 postage-

Egzlnéling. Album, 2304 Central, Minneapolis, Minn.

OLD-FASHIONED Bargain
35178-T, Chicago, IIl." 6063
RETIRING from Service in November. Desire Ranch
Employment. W. R. Cashman, Box 100, FPO San
Francisco, Calif. 96614.
RUSSIA REVEALS LITTLE-KNOWN REPORT on dows-
ing! Report, photographs, much fascinating informa-
tion free! Life Force Press, Inc., Box 26477TW,
Phoeniz, Ariz. 85048.

INTRODUCTIONS For Single People. Want to meet
your '‘one and only?" Write Astrological Introduc-
tions, P.O. Box 4499, 2727 Old Alice Road, Browns-
ville, Tex. 78520.

OLD TIME FIDDLIN. The Nation's Top Fiddlers. Na-
tional Contest Albums, $5.30. Tapes, $6.30. The Fid-
dlers, Box 216, Payson, Ariz. 85541.

glafalcg. 25¢. S & S, Box

GV//\/);AW Y
T ﬁl’;' ;

INSTANT PROTECTION—Ilegal, safe aerosol spray
renders attacker helpless. Potent device, pen-size,
fits pocket or purse. Write for literature or send
$2.95 for fast delivery. BRH Sales, Dept. T, Box
1334, Mt. Vernon, |ll. 62864.
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Trails Grown Dim
(Continued from page 47)

Great-great-grandmother went by horse-
back and buried the sister who left a
baby daughter. On the way back home
John had the baby with him on his horse,
his wife following, when her horse fell
on the iced-over river. She went under
and was not found for many, many days.

John remarried in 1847 to Nancy Hays
Lancaster, Plattsburg, Clinton County,
Missouri. I will answer all letters and
refund postage to anyone who writes me
about these people.—Dee Willett, 19230
Lucky Street, Bakersfield, California
93307

White-Merry-and Others

I would like to hear from anyone with
the following last names or someone who
might have some information that would
be of some help. I will exchange informa-
tion or help you in some way. The names
I’'m looking for are the White and Merry
families, on the 1860 census of Effing-
ham County, Illinois and also the Mulkey,
Bowman, Silkwood, Cobbler, McGirl, Mif-
flin, Wright and Racy families.—Mrs.
Marvin M. Racy, 320 West North Street,
Warrensburg, Missouri 64093

Hemphill-Roark

I would appreciate any information on
the Hemphill family, from Virginia to
North and South Carolina, to McMinn
County, Tennessee in the early 1800s.
Thomas and Melvina ( ?) Hemphill moved
to southwestern Missouri in 1851 and
Thomas died in 1855. Their known chil-
dren were John W., born 1844 at Mec-
Minn County, Tennessee; Taylor of Wyo-
ming; Margaret (Bayless) and Sarah
(Lowery), both of Missouri; Angeline
(Cates) of Texas and Rachel (Lyner) of
Tennessee, Early settlers in Texas and
South Dakota are said to be part of this
Hemphill family.

David Roark was born in South Caro-
lina in 1784 and his wife Elizabeth(?)
was born in 1794 in Tennessee. The fam-

ily was in Clay County, Kentucky in 1840
and Laurel County, Kentucky in 1860.
The Laurel County census lists Saul, born
1823, Tennessee; Martin David, born
1829, Kentucky; Matilda and Melinda,
born 1834, Kentucky. Who were their
other children, possibly Tennessee born?
A daughter, Mary Jane Snuffer, is buried
in Missouri.

Saul and Martin David family went
into Missouri about 1870.Who was Gilly
Ann (Gilliann?) born 1849, Kentucky, in

Martin David’s home in Missouri? She
went by the Roark name but was married
in 1867 as Gilliann Hood.—Patricia Nis-
wanger, 552 Moore Street, Las Animas,
Colorado 81054

Eller-Gamblin

I am anxious to locate any relatives
of Arthur David Eller, born August 1,
1888 in Rockdale, Texas. My mother’s
maiden name was Mary Etta Gamblin
and they were married in Waco, Texas on
May 17, 1913, The witnesses were C. T.
Wallace, Deputy; G. W. Baker, County
Clerk, and the document was signed by
J. J. Padgett, Justice of the Peace, Pre-
cinct No. 1. I am the daughter.—Fannie
L. Gonzaga, 2520 Teresa Way, Bakers-
field, California 93304

McGraw-Campbell-Williams-Moffitt

My dad, John “Jack” McGraw and
brother Ray (Slim or Pat), rode in the
rodeos in the early ’20s in Montana. Both
worked for the Pitchfork ranch near
Meeteetse, Wyoming in the ’40s and ’50s.
Both are gone now—died within three
weeks of each other.

Redmon McGraw was my great-grand-
father. His son Thomas married a Mar-
garet “Maggie” Campbell. Their children
were Harry, John (my father), Ray, Roy,
Tom and Grayce. The McGraws were from
Minnesota.

My mother’s people were from Cum-
berland Gap (or Mountain) or Dunlop,
Tennessee. Isaac Williams married Alem-
da Moffitt. Their children were Oscar,
Charlie, Lydie, Nettie, John, Ida and

Elmer. Ida was my mother—nicknamed
Dea. All are dead except Elmer. I am
looking for members of these families.—
Dorothy McGraw Wilson, P. O. Box 301,
Nicoma Park, Oklahoma 73066

Western Book Roundup
(Continued from page 60)

salvage program. The book is highly
readable yet thorough. The authors have
pieced together the story of the Spanish
fleet disaster and related events since,
including the costly yet successful recov-
ery of the treasure by the Real Eight
Company. The book is good reading. It’s
well-illustrated with photographs and
maps. And the appendices include a de-
scription of the ships in the fleet, a list
of what they were carrying plus an
analysis of the recovered treasure. Highly
recommended.

WILLIAM CLARK

Perhaps the most important exploration
in North America was made by Lewis
and Clark early in the 19th century. And
countless books and articles have been
written about their adventures on the
Missouri and across the northern plains
and Rocky Mountains to the Pacific
Ocean. But what happened to Meriwether
Lewis and William Clark after their ex-
pedition? Half of the answer is detailed
in a new book by Jerome O. Steffen. Wil-
liam Clark—Jeffersonian Man on the
Frontier (Univ. of Oklahoma Press, 1977,
$8.95) does not dwell at length on the
Lewis and Clark expedition. Rather it
examines who William Clark was and -
especially what happened to him after
the now famous expedition ended. Steffen
pays particular attention to the years
1807 to 1838 when Clark died at the age
of 68. The author details how Clark
served as a Brigadier General of the
militia, an Indian agent, governor of Mis-
souri, superintendent of Indian affairs in
the Western United States and a found-
ing partner of the Missouri Fur Trading

GOMDRNMNERN Qt WNaN
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Plus « THE DERBY WIN-

NER'S LOST TREASURE -
RELIC HUNTING WITH PIC-
TOGRAPHS « WHITE PUEBLO
o THE LUTINE'S TREASURE -
TREASURE TIPS « THE PA-
DRES’ GOLD AT SONOYTA
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Company. The publisher says much of
the material contains previously unpub-
lished facts. This 196-page book contains
eight chapters plus epilogue, notes, bibli-
ography and index. Twelve illustrations
are included. The author is a history pro-
fessor at the University of Oklahoma in
Norman.

COLORADO GOLD STORY

H. William Axford’s Gilpin County
Gold (Swallow Press, 811 W. Junior
Terr., Chicago, Ill. 60613, 1976, $10.00)
is an interesting biography of Peter Mec-
Farlane, a mining entrepreneur, at Cen-
tral City, Colorado. Unlike those who
were digging gold, McFarlane struck it
rich building houses and churches, in-
venting better ways to mill gold ore and
manufacturing mining equipment. He
founded one of the most important mine
and mill companies in Colorado.

Although the book is primarily a bi-
ography of a man who lived from 1848
to 1929, much of that time in Colorado,
it’s also the story of Central City’s his-
tory. Stories of life in that Colorado
mining town are included along with the
history of the town’s famous Opera
House, still a tourist attraction today.
McFarlane was responsible for keeping
the Opera House open early in this cen-
tury after the gold boom died.

Axford’s 210-page book is well-illus-
trated and includes extensive notes, a
good bibliography and index. The author
is librarian at the University of Oregon.
Recommended.

SHEEP RANCHING

“Although sheep are among the most
salient facts of range life, they have, as
compared with cattle and horses, been
a dim item in the range tradition. Yet,
of less than a dozen books on sheep and
sheepmen, more than half of them are
better written than hundreds of books
concerning cowboy life.” So wrote the
late J. Frank Dobie many years ago. If
Dobie were alive today, he’d probably
cheer Virginia Paul’s This Was Sheep
Ranching Yesterday and Today (Superior
Publishing Co., Seattle, Wash., 1976, $14.-
95). It pays attention to a subject often
forgotten. This 176-page book contains
more than 400 photographs of sheep and
sheep ranchers, many of them historic.
And the interesting text details the story
of sheep ranching. The book is divided
into six chapters and includes a delightful
chapter on shepherds, sheep dogs and
predators. The last chapter takes a close
look at fleece, fabric and fashion. Ac-
knowledgements and a helpful index are
included. It’s a good book about a sub-
ject on which more should be written.

THE BUFFALO IN PICTURES

The combination of Jack Denton Scott’s
writing and Ozzie Sweet’s photographs
has produced a rather remarkable book
in Return of the Buffalo (G. P. Putnam’s
Sons, New York, 1976, $6.95). This 64-
page effort is primarily a photograph
study of the American buffalo today, yet
the text closely relates to the 51 black
and white photos that are included.
Fighting, grazing, resting—bulls, cows
and calves—are all included as the book
concentrates on the life of the largest

July-August, 1977

wild animal in North America. Some his-
torical information is included. The book
is well-produced but unfortunately does
not include a bibliography.

BOOK COLLECTING

Book collectors will find a wealth of
helpful information in Collecting Rare
Books for Pleasure and Profit by Jack
Matthews (G. P. Putnam’s Sons, New
York, $12.95). The author, an avid book
collector, is an English professor at Ohio
University. The 817-page book is a prac-
tical manual on collecting books. It in-
cludes a chapter on Americana with ref-
erence to such works as Bernard De-
Voto’s Across the Wide Missouri, Walter
Prescott Webb’s The Texas Rangers and
J. Frank Dobie’s Apache Gold and Y aqui
Silver, to mention only a few. Matthews
examines rare books as investments, the
what and why of a rare book, modern
first editions, children’s books plus the
condition, care and protection of books.
The book is well-written and includes
a glossary of bibliophilic terms and a
sampling of estimated price values on a
handful of books.

APACHE CHIEF GERONIMO

Several years ago a well-known writer
observed that the American Indian name
“Apache” is better known around the
world than any other. It is perhaps equal-
ly correct to say that Geronimo is the
best known Apache who ever lived. If so,
the white man’s literature has been re-
sponsible for such fame.

Much has been written about Geronimo
and his people. They have often been de-
scribed as savage, cunning and cour-
ageous fighters. They were. And led by
Geronimo for at least two decades, many
Apaches made a stronger fight to hold
their homeland against the incursions of
the white man than any other tribe
in America.

But Geronimo the fighter is only one
side of this famous Indian’s life. Angie
Debo carefully examines all sides of
Geronimo’s life in Geronimo—The Man,
His Time, His Place (University of Okla-
homa Press, 1976, $14.95). She begins
with Geronimo’s birth about 1825 near
the headwaters of the Gila River in what
is today southeast Arizona and traces his
life through the 1870s and early ’80s
when Geronimo led his band against the
whites and Mexicans in raid after raid
along the international border.

Angie Debo, who lives at Marshall,
Oklahoma, details how Geronimo sur-
rendered in 1886, was sent to Florida and
later, in 1894, was removed to Ft. Sill,
Oklahoma, where he soon became some-
thing of a commercial property for white
men to argue over. She describes how, at
age 79, Geronimo was taken to the Louis-
iana Purchase Expedition at St. Louis in
1904 where he sold photographs of him-
self and autographs. And she tells of his
death at Ft. Sill on February 17, 1909 at
the age of about 84.

Her book is well written and fully doc-
umented. There are 68 photographs plus
three maps, notes and a fine bibliography.
This book is sure to find a prominent
spot in the library of every student of
Southwest history.
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BOOKS ABOUT THE WEST!

Books vou can read and refer to over and over again.

+60OUTLAWS AND LAWMEN ooe

100—~WYATT EARP—THE UNTOLD STORY, by
Ed Bartholomew. (828 pages, softbound.) “Docu-
mented, and unvarnished, a treasure chest of for-
gotten and buried facts. Only $2.95

101—WYATT EARP—THE MAN AND THE
MYTH, by Ed Bartholomew. (835 pages, soft-
bound), Limited to 1,000 copies. Almost 900
sources, including books, old newspapers, court
records and archives material. Only $2.95

105--THE STORY OF THE TEXAS RANGERS,
by Walter Prescott Webb. This thrilling saga,
long out-of-print and in continuous demand, is
now available. It is the adventurous story of dedi-
cated men who fought against the outlaw breed of
three races—Anglo desperadoes, Mexican bandits,
and Indian warriors. Reprint. Only $6.95

106—BILL LONGLEY--A TEXAS HARD-CASE,

by Ed Bartholomew. (120 pages, paperback.) One

of Texas' most colorful outlaws, born to lose!
Special $1.95

111—ROY BEAN, Law West of the Pecos, by C.
L. Sonnichsen, A witty, authenticated biography
of one of the rough-and-ready immortals of the
old West, Illustrated. (207 pages, hardback.) $2.95

114—A DYNASTY OF WESTERN OUTLAWS, by
Paul I. Wellman, Illustrated by Lorence Bjorklund.
(884 pages, hardback.) Indexed—and all the out-
laws are there! Only $3.75

115—~HOW PAT GARRETT DIED, by Colin
Rickards who has researched for over a decade.
Here's the inside story of this controversial kill-
ing. Paperback. Published at $8.00. Now $1.50

116—~JOHN SELMAN TEXAS GUNFIGHTER. By
L. C. Metz. Photos. Action-packed biography of
the Southwest’'s notorious 19th century rustler,
robber, who shot John Wesley Hardin., Pub. at
$6.95.

Only $3.50

118—THE GUNFIGHTER. By J. G. Rose, 23 pho-
tos. Well-documented and rich with illustrations,
this volume shows the gunfighters for what they
were—some honest, others cold-blooded murderers.
Includes Wild Bill Hickock, Wyatt Earp, the guns,
the fights, ete. Published at $5.95. NLY §4.95

119—BILLY THE KID: A Date With Destiny. By
M. Ballert and C. W. Breihan. 104 photos and
illustrations. Here's the true story of Billy the
Kid, his friends, enemies, favorite haunts, letters
and last steps before he was shot, including photos
of Billy, Frank B, Coe, Pat Garrett, etc. 7%4” x
1034”. Published at $7.95. Now Only $3.95

120—~ROAD AGENTS AND TRAIN ROBBERS.
By H. S. Drago. 85 photos. Dramatic story of the
struggle between the criminal and the law during
this country’s western expansion. Published at
$7.50. Only $3.95

430—LIFE OF PANCHO VILLA, Twenty Epi-
sodes. Sheila M. Ohlendorf’s brilliant translation
makes Elias L. Torres’ fascinating book available
in English for the first time. An insight into the
complex, unforgettable, cruel and gentle person-
ality that was Villa. Our Special Price $6.95

9000000 TREASURE e¢o00ee00

200—LOST MINES OF THE GREAT SOUTH-
WEST, by John D. Mitchell. (202 pages, hard-
back.) This book has dug up some of the thousands
of legends about the hidden treasures of the In-
dians and the Spaniards. Two fold-out maps and
index. Regular price $7.50. UNAVAILABLE

203—DIG FOR PIRATE TREASURE, by Robert
I. Nesmith. (802 pages, hardback.) Prints, draw-
ings, maps and authentic information on buried

and sunken treasure which still remains to be
discovered—or recovered. Tells about the people
who are finding treasure and how to hunt for
treasure properly. Photos and index. Only $2.95

206—SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA TREASURES, by
Rascoe. Over 80 Treasure Tales! Considered by
many to be the best True Clue Treasure book
ever done on this rich old state. A best seller at
$4.00. Our Price $1.75

208—CANADIAN TREASURE TROVE, by Garnet
Basque, Tales of treasure and mystery in the
magnificent land the author knows so well.
Pictures and maps., Softbound. Reduced in price.
Special $3.00.

209—PEGLEG’'S LOST GOLD, by Jesse Rascoe.
(101 pages, paperback) Pegleg was real—born
Thomas Long Smith in 1801. A well known author
gives all the facts about Pegleg and the lore and
research surrounding the mysterious lost treasure.
A special purchase permits us to offer this book
at a bargain price. Only $1.95

210—THE LEGEND OF BABY DOE, by J. Burke.
14 photos. The first, true account of one of the
West’'s boldest women who was also the richest
until the Panic of 1898 left her penniless trying to
reopen a mine as a deathbed promise to her hus-
band., Published at $7.95. NOW ONLY $4.95.

211—GOLD AND SILVER IN THE WEST: An
Illustrated History of the American Dream, by
T. H. Watkins. Over 200 photos, illustrations and
maps, many in full color. Complete story of gold
and silver mining in the American West, Alaska,
and British Columbia, including sagas of Con-
quistadores chasing myths in Old Mexico, specu-
lators chasing profits in North American mining
camps, instant towns, solid brick cities, the evo-
lution from simple placering to major industry,
and more. 8%” x 11”7, Originally published at
$17.50. Our Price $9.95

432—EL LOBO AND SPANISH GOLD, by C. E.
Ricketts. True adventures of Richard Thompson
by an author as colorful as El Lobo himself.
Hardbound, A beautiful volume for gifts $8.50

Id
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303—THE STORY OF THE LITTLE BIG HORN,
by Col. W. A. Graham. Long accepted as the most
comprehensive account of the great battle. This
edition also includes the facsimile of Custer’s last
message and a reproduction of the N.Y. Graphic’s
sketch of the battlefield. Over 50 photos and maps.
Regular price $5.00 $3.50

| for qifts.

306—INDIAN AND ESKIMO ARTIFACTS OF
NORTH AMERICA, by C. Miles. Over 2,000 ex-
amples, including 7 color plates, all of the major
kinds of North American native-made artifacts—
tools, weapons, pottery, basketry, boats, regalia,
ete. from as far back as pre-Columbian times.
Size 8% x 1134. Regular price $25.00. Special $7.95

806—THE LAST CAPTIVE—Herman Lehmann's
story in his own words and commentary by author,
A. C. Greene, Lehmann, abducted by Indians in
Mason County, Texas when eleven years old, be-
came an Apache warrior, an outcast, and later the
adopted son of Quanah Parker. A classic of
American frontier narratives. Here is your op-
portunity to have the complete, authentic Herman
Lehmann life story in this distinguished volume
with many pictures. Published at $8.95.

ONLY $7.50

309—INDIAN MASKS & MYTHS OF THE WEST,
by Joseph H. Wherry, award winning author and
Indian authority. (278 pages, hardback.) Au-
thoritative mythological index and many illustra-
tions. A must for a real insight into Indian cul-
ture. Published at $10.00. UNAVAILABLE

810—DICTIONARY OF THE AMERICAN IN-
DIAN, by John Stoutenburgh, Jr. Here at last is a
comprehensive book of Indian dialect, lore and his-
tory that clarifies terms often used incorrectly.
(Hardbound, 459 pages.) Originally $10.00.
UNAVAILABLE

318—GEORGE CATLIN AND THE OLD FRON-
TIER, A Biography and Pictare Gallery of the
Dean of Indian Painters by Harold MecCracken.
86 full-color, 130 black & white reproductions.
Published at $18.50. We're proud to be able to
offer this beautiful volume. Special $6.95

814—OUTRAGES COMMITTED BY THE IN-
DIANS IN THEIR WARS WITH WHITE PEO-
PLE, by Archibald Loudon. Every buff’s Indian
shelf needs this reprint of the rare, 1808 classic.
Eastern tribes. This is a chronicle of grisly atroc-
ities, cruelty and torture on both sides of the
struggle. Absorbing reading. Two volumes in one.
Over 650 pages. Hardbound. Only $6.00

315—THE CUSTER STORY. Ed. by M. Mering-

ton. 17 Photos and line drawings. The life of
history’s ‘‘Boy General,” his forays against the
Confederate forces, the carpetbaggers of the South,
and the campaign against the Indians, incl. in-
timate letters between General Custer and his
wife Elizabeth. Orig. Pub. at $7.50.

Now Only $3.75



316—THE AMERICAN HERITAGE BOOK OF
INDIANS. Nearly 500 illustrations, over 100 in
full color. A richly illustrated history that tells
the wonder-filled story of the American Indians,
whole and in perspective, from prehistoric times
to the present. No previous volume has ever
brought together so colorful and comprehensive
a collection of illustrations and many are repro-
duced here for the first time. Published at $20.00.

Now Only $10.95

400¢THE AMERICAN WEST ¢¢oe

400—-THE AMERICAN WEST: The Pictorial Epic
of a Continent. By Lucius Beebe & Chas. Clegg.
More than 1000 rare illustrations and vivid author-
itative text portray the Old West from the days
of the pioneers to the passing of the frontier with
its heroes and villains, the ordinary people, the
Indians, soldiers, hunters, prospectors and cow-
punchers. 814 x 1114. Orig. Pub. at $14.95

Our Price $8.25

402—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 Gibson, Homer Croy, Curtis Bishop
and Walter Prescott Webb—selected to excite, in-
form, and always, to entertain. Pen and Ink
sketches. Only $6.95

406—TEXAS UNDER ARMS: 1836-1846, by
Gerald S. Pierce. (268 pages, hardback.) The first
complete study of all the important military
establishments of the Republic of Texas. It gives
the history, funection, location and occupancy of
more than 30 principal military towns, 53 public
and private forts, and 130 military camps and
posts. Maps. Regular price $10.00. Now $8.50
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407—TEXAS FOLK MEDICINE, compiled and
edited by John Q. Anderson. (91 pages, hardback.)
A collection of 1,333 folk cures, remedies, and
preventatives of old-time *‘do-it-yourself’’ doctor-
ing. Woodcuts. Only $5.00

408—THE HOUSTON STORY, by Ed Bartholo-
mew. (240 pages, softbound.) A chronicle of the
City of Houston and the man Sam Houston, from
the battle of San Jacinto to the War Between the
States, 1836-1865. (Second printing Sept. 1951.)

Only $2.50

409—COWPOKES, NESTERS, & SO FORTH, by
Judge Orland L. Sims. (297 pages, photos, hard-
back) Written in his eighties the Judge was as out-
spoken as ever and his wit just as biting., It will
inform, amuse, entertain, offend, or maybe please
you to the point of recommending the book to

415—THE OLD SANTA FE TRAIL, by W. H.
Ryus. (159 pages, hardback.) A true account of
incidents that happened along the old Santa Fe
Trail in the 1860s. (Reprint) Only $2.95
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416 —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
is quite scarce. Chase gives his views on “wicked”
towns in Kansas, mining areas, Indians, the morals
of Raton, etc. Territorial history with plenty of
adventure. Only $2.95

418—THE BOOK OF THE AMERICAN WEST,
prepared under the direction of the noted historian,
Jay Monaghan. (608 pages, hardbound.) A truly
beautiful book for gift giving. Authentic text,
profusely illustrated in black and white and color.
A front cover drawing by Frederic Remington.
Indexed. A must for everyone who enjoys reading
about the way the West really was. Published at
$22.50. Our Extra Special Price $9.95

419—PIONEERS OF THE BLACK HILLS, or
“Gordon’s Stockade Party in 1874” by David Aken,
one of the party. A thrilling narrative of Da-
kota adventure, hardships, laughable episodes, and
startling experiences. Hardback. Only $2.95

421 —-BEFORE BARBED WIRE. Mark H. Brown
and W. R. Felton collaborated on the text that
accompanies 1256 photographs by L. A. Huffman,
the frontier photographer who has been called the
Brady of the West. (254 pages, hardback.) 83%”x
11”. Makes an outstanding gift. Was $10.00.
Now $5.95

423—THE ILLUSTRATIONS OF FREDERIC
REMINGTON, commentary by Owen Wister. Over
200 illustrations, a beautiful hardbound, 192 page
edition. An Exceptional Value. $4.95

429—THE MEMOIRS OF EDWARD LAROCQUE
TINKER. A fascinating account of a colorful
career with the great and near-great and events
that shaped the destiny of the frontier. 832 pages.
This beautiful hard-bound volume will make a
memorable gift. Rare Villa and Obregon pictures.
Published at $12.50. Our Price $7.90

434—U. 8. WEST THE SAGA OF WELLS
FARGO, by Lucius Beebe and Charles Clegg, two
of this country’s most eminent authorities. Many
excellent pictures. Indexed. 320 pages. A beautiful
book, hardbound. Will make an exceptional gift.

435—1902 SEARS ROEBUCK CATALOGUE.
Intro. by Cleveland Amory. America at the turn
of the century when a drophead sewing machine
cost $10.45, buggies were the rage and you
could order a sure cure for tobacco habit, a secret
liquor cure. More than 40,000 other items mostly
all illustrated. Over 700 pages. Hour upon hour
of antiques, history, nostalgia and entertainment.
Softbound. Now only $4.75

437—THE LONGHORNS. By J. Frank Dobie.
With illustrations by Tom Lea and many photo-
graphs. The history, legend and folklore of the

Texas Longhorn and the cowboys, mavericks,
conquistadores, Indians and bull fights on the
range. Orig. Pub. at $6.75. Only $5.00

438—THE MUSTANGS. By J. Frank Dobie. Illus.
by Charles Banks Wilson. This magnificent book
traces the descent of the mustang from the horses
brought to the New World by the Spaniards.
Orig. Pub. at $6.75. Only $3.75

439—THE GREAT AMERICAN WEST: A Pic-
torial History from Coronado to the Last Frontier.
By James D. Horan. 650 Illus., many in Full
Color. The full story of the West from the Con-
quistadores to the 20th Century, incl. many rare
photos, paintings of Remington, Catlin and others,
accounts of lawmen and desperadoes, ete. 9 x 12,
Pub. at $10.00. Now Only $7.25

440—SHANGHAI PIERCE. By C. Emmett. Illus-
trations throughout. Recreates the life of one of
the most colorful, loud, garish and funny figures
in post Civil War Texas. Published at $8.95.
NOW $4.25

441 —DOCTORS OF THE OLD WEST: A Pictorial
History of Medicine on the Frontier, by R. F.
Karolevitz. Over 275 photos and Illustrations. From
medicine men to men of medicine, this is the
stirring saga of early doctors, military and rail-
road surgeons, and nurses who battled epidemics,
extracted arrowheads, delivered babies, patched
scalps and gunshot wounds in a never-ending ef-
fort to preserve life on the frontiers, including
elixirs, equipment, devices, early hospitals, den-

tistry and more. Published at $12.95.
Now Only $5.50
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707—CANDLE MAKING AND DECORATIONS,
A Step-by-Step Guide, by Valerie Janitch. A
beautiful book with color illustrations. Candle
making for decorations, lasting art and beauty—
and for fun! UNAVAILABLE

433—LARGE PRINT BIBLE—KING JAMES
VERSION. A beautiful, durable Bible with print
so large it can easily be read by the youngest
and the oldest. We will mail the Bible postpaid.
Hardbound. Only $8.25

a separate sheet of paper if you do not wish to damage this magazine.
Please include 50¢ postage per book.
Book orders $30.00 or more shipped postpaid.

. List book numbers and prices below, or on

others. Regular price $8.50. Only $7.25 Only $5.00
WESTERN BOOK COMPANY
Enclosed is $§
P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Texas 78764
LIST BOOK NUMBERS AND PRICES BELOW
# $
# $
# $ Yes ] Thisisagift, \ome
# $ No [] Address
# $ *Gift card to read from-
# $ City.
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harles M. Russell Color Prints

1—Ambushed, 11x14
2—A Tight Dally & Loose Latigo, 13'2x9%2
3—A Loose Cinch, 11x8
4—A Wounded Grizzly, 8Y2x11
5—Buffalo Hunt (spears), 11x7%2
6—Boss of the Trail Herd, 8x10%z
7—Bronc to Breakfast, 15x8%z
8—Blackfeet Burning Crow Buffalo Range,
11%2x8
9—Bucking Bronco, 8x11Y2
-10—Better Than Bacon, 11x8Y2
11—On the Move, 13Y2x9%2
12—Buffalo Hunt (arrows), 12%2x8%z
13—On the Trail, 11x7Y2
14—The Pony Raid, 10%2x8
15—At Close Quarters, 11x8Y2
16—Capturing the Grizzly, 15x8':2
17—Cinch Ring, 15x8'2
18—Caught with the Goods, 14x92
19—Cowboy Life, 10x14
20—Call of the Law, 13¥2x9%:2
21—Carson’s Men, 14x9'2
22—Return of the Warriors, 13%2x9Y2
23—Piegan Indian, 9x12
24—Renegades Return, 16x11%2
25—Chief Joseph, 8x11
26—Deadline on the Range, 14x9%2
27—Disputed Trail, 11x14
28—Dangerous Cripple, 14x9%2
29—In The Wake of The Buffalo Runners, 10x8
- 30—Early American, 13%2x9%2
31—Elk in Lake McDonald, 11x8Y2
32—First Furrow, 8x12
33—First Wagon Tracks, 15x8Y2
34—Finding the Trail, 13%2x9"2
35—Heads or Tails, 15x8Y2
36—Heading the Right Way, 13Y2x9%2
37—The Cattle Drive, 13Y2x9'2
38—Women of the Plains, 8x6

Beautiful reproductions of his greatest paintings. All prints are in full color—suitable for framing.

CHOOSE FROM SELECTIONS BELOW. LIST NUMBERS ON A SHEET OF PAPER.

PICTURE SIZE IS WIDTH BY DEPTH

39—Invocation To The Sun, 132x9Y%2

40—Indian Love Call, 13Y2x9Y2

4]—Jerked Down, 15x8Y2

42—The Jerkline, 14x9%2

43—Loops & Swift Horses Are Surer Than
Lead, 10%2x7

44—Last of the Herd, 15x8%:2

45—Last Chance or Bust, 12Y2x9

46—Mad Cow, 12x8

47—Wagons Westward, 13Y2x9%2

48—The Challenge, 10Y2x6%2

49—When Arrows Spell Death, 9x7

50—OIld Fashioned Stage Coach, 10x7

51—At the End of the Rope, 10¥2x7

52—Prospectors, 10¥2x8

53—Planning the Attack, 14x10

54—Pipe of Peace, 14x7

55—Who Killed the Bear?, 10%2x7

56—Queen’s War Hounds, 14x9'2

57—Rainy Morning in a Cow Camp, 11x82

58—Roping a Grizzly, 11x8Y2

59—Red Man's Wireless, 14x7

60—Roping a Wolf, 11x8Yz

61—Smoking Them Out, 11x10

62—Scattering the Riders, 11Y2x8

63—Strenuous Life, 14x10

64—Sun Worshippers, 16x10Y2

65—Serious Predicament, 15x8%2

66—Single Handed, 14x9%:2

67—Slick Ear, 14x11Y2

68—Smoke of a .45, 12x9

69—Sage Brush Sport, 13Y2x8%2

70—Signal Fire, 11x14

71—When Red Man Talks War, 13%2x9%2

72—In Enemy Country, 13Y2x9%2

73—The Medicine Man, 11x8Yz

74—Trail’s End, 13Y2x9'2

75—The Holdup, 13x8

76—The Bolter, 9%2x13Y2

77—The Attack, 12x8

78—The Drifter, 10%2x8

79—The Tenderfoot, 11x8

80—Two of a Kind Win, 13¥2x9%2

81—Last of 5,000, 8x9"2

82—When Tracks Spell Meat, 13%2x9%2

83—When the Nose of a Horse Beats the
Eyes of a Man, 13'2x9%2

84—When Ignorance is Bliss, 11x14

85—Wild Horse Hunters (cowboys), 14x9

86—Wild Horse Hunters (Indians), 12Y2x8

87—Whose Meat?, 13Y2x9%2

88—Wagon Boss, 16x9Y2

89—When Mules Wear Diamonds, 13%2x9%2

90—A Crow Chief, 7x9

91—Innocent Allies, 14x9%z

92—Where Ignorance is Bliss, 10%2x6 (Cartoon)

93—When Sioux & Blackfeet Meet, 15x8%:

94—Warning Shadows, 10V2x7

95—When Horse Flesh Comes High, 15x8Y2

96—Wound Up, 11x8Y2

97—The Scouts (Indians) 9Y2x7

98—W inter Packet, 15x7

99—Mourning Her Warrior Dead, 11x8%2

100—When Horses Turn Back There’s Danger
Ahead, 14x9Y2

101—The Buffalo Hunt (1898), 13Y2x9Y2

102—Cowboy Sport, 13Y2x9%2

103—A Desperate Stand, 13Y2x9%2

104—Rider of the Rough String, 13%2x9'2

105—Prairie Express, 13%2x9%2

106—The Fire Boat, 10%2x8

107—Our Warriors Return, 13%2x9%2

108—When Wagon Trails Were Dim, 13%2x9%2

109—In Without Knocking, 14x10

110—Critical Moment, 8x6

111—Land of Good Hunting, 10%2x8

112—Meat’s Not Meat Until It's In The Pan,
13Y2x9%2

e e e el o e e e e e e e e
IDEAL FOR THE HOME, TACK ROOM, DEN, CLUB ROOMS OR OFFICE. SENT POSTPAID.

5 Pictures—$4.00

10 Pictures—$7.50

25 Pictures—$17.50

50 Or More Pictures—65¢ Each

List wanted numbers plainly on a sheet of paper. Not necessary to detach this page. (Brochure not available.)
ORDER NOW! Send Cash, Money Order or Check to:

CHARLES M. RUSSELL PRINTS

P.O. BOX 3338

AUSTIN, TEXAS 78764



