N INDLERS OF THE OL" WEST
] MONTHLY! , =

Now Incorporating AUgUSt 1982

31_50
Frontier ®
Times L
TRUE WEST
OLD WEST

A,

v, 5’\
BUSHED IN THE We

at 1erless 8 Year Old in Dondoge

YOMING'S
IORSE TRADING
ANKEE

ocky
ountail
I5e 0y,




Charles M. Russell Color Prints

Beautiful reproductions of his greatest paintings. All prints are in full color—suitable for framing.

1—Ambushed, 11x14
2—A Tight Dally & Loose Latigo, 13%x

9
3—A Loose Cinch, 11x8
4—A Wounded Grizzly, 8%x11
5—Buffalo Hint (spears), 11x7%
6—Boss of the Trail Herd, 8x10%
7—Bronc to Breakfast, 15x8%
8—Blackfeet Burning Crow Buffalo
Range, 11%x8
9—Bucking Bronco, 8x11%
10—Better Than Bacon, 11x8" (water-
color)
11—=0n the Move, 13%x9%
12—Buffalo Hunt (arrows), x2;_x8%
(watercolor)

13—0n the Trail, 11x7%

14—The Pony Raid, 10%x8

15—At Close Quarters, 11x8%

16—Capturing the Grizzly, 15x8%

17—Cinch Ring, 15x8%

18—Caught with the goods, 14x9%

19—Cowboy Life, 11x14

20—Call of the Law, 13%x9%

21—Carson’s Men (Kit Carson) 14x3%

22—Return of the Warriors, 13%x9%

23—The Water Girl, 9x10% (watercolor)

24—Renegades Return, 13%x9%

25—Chief Joseph (Indian Head) 8x11
(watercolor)

26—Deadline on the Range, 14x9%

27-Disputed Trail, 11x14

28—Dangerous ripple, 14x9%

29—In The Wake of the Buffalo Run-
ners, 10x8

30—Early American, 13%x9%

31—Elk in Lake McDonald, 11x8%
(watercolor)

32—First Furrow, 812 (watercolor)

33—First Wagon Tracks, 15x8%

34—Finding the Trail, 13%x9%

35—Heads or Tails, 15x8%

36—Heading the Right Way, 13%x9%

37—The Cattle Drive, 13%x9%

38—Women of the Plains, 8xf

39—Invocation to the Sun, 13%x9%

40—Indian Love Call, 13%x9%

41—Jerked Down, 14x9%

42—The Jerkline; 14x9%

43—Loops & Swift Horses Are Surer
Than Lead, 10%x7

45—Last Chance or Bust, 12%x9

46—Mad Cow, 12x8 (watercolor)

47—Wagons Westward, 10%x8 (water-
color)

48—The Challenge, 10%x6%

49—When Arrows Spell Death, 9x7

50—0ld Fashioned Stage Coach, 10x7
(watercolor)

51—At the End of The Rope, 10%x7

52—Prospectors, 10%x8

53—Planning the Attack, 14x10

54—Pipe of Peace, 14x7

55—Who Killed the Bear? 10%x7

56—Queen’s War Hounds, 14x9%

57—Rainy Morning in a Cow Camp, 11x
8%

58—Roping a Grizzly, 11x8%

59—Red Man's Wireless, 14x7

60—Roping a Wolf, 11x8

61—Smoking Them Out, 11x10%

62—Scattering the Riders, 11%x8

63—Strenuous Life, 14x9%

64—Sun Worshippers, 16x10%

65—Serious Predicament, 15x8%

66—Single Handed, 14x9%

67—Slick Ear, 11%x9

68—Smoke of a .45, 12x9

69—Sage Brush Sport, 13%x8%

70-Signal Fire, 11x14

71-When Red Man Talks War, 13%

x9%

72—In Enemy Country, 13%x3%

73-The Medicine Man, 11x8%

74-Trail's End, 13%x9%

75—The Holdup, 13x8

76—The Bolter, 9%x13%

77—The Attack, 12x8

78—The Drifter, 13%x9%

79—The Tenderfoot, 11x8

80—Two of a Kind, Win, 13%x3%

81—Last of 5,000, 8x9% (watercolor)

SZ-W:Len Tracks Spell Meatn, 13%x
X!

83—When the Nose of a Horse Beats
the Eyes of a Man, 13%x9%

84—Mandan Buffalo Hunt, 13%x9%

86—Wild Horse Hunters (Indians), 12%
x8 (watercolor)

———PICTURE SIZE IS WIDTH BY DEPTH——

87—Whose Meat? 13%x9%
88—Wagon Boss, 16x10%
89—When Mules Wear Diamonds, 13%

x9%
90—A Crow Chief, 7x9 (watercolor)
91—Innocent Allies, 13%x3%
92—Where Ignorance is Bliss, 10%x6
(watercolor)

93—When Sioux & Blackfeet Meet, 15x
8

Y
94—Warning Shadows, 10%x7
QS—Waen Horse Flesh Comes High, 15x
8

96—Wound Up, 11x8% (watercolor)

97—The Scouts (Indians) 9%x7

98—Winter Packet, 9%x5 (watercolor)

99—Mourning Her Warrior Dead, 11x
1y

8%
101-The Buffalo Hunt (1898) 13%
x9%

102—Cowboy Sport, 13%x9%

103—A Desperate Stand, 13%x9%

104—Rider of the Rough String, 13%
x9%

105—Prairie Express (Stagecoach), 13%
9

106—The Fire Boat, 10%x8

107—0ur Warriors Return, 13%x9%

108—When Wagon Trails Were Dim,
13%x9%

109—In Without Knocking, 14x10
110—Critical Moment (Cowboys), 8x6
111-Land of Good Hunting, 13%x9%
112—Meat's Not Meat Until It's in the
Pan, 13%x9%
113—Trapper's Last Stand, 14x9%
114—When Meat Was Plentiful, 11x7%
115—Buffalo on the Move, 13%x9
116—Red Skin Raiders, 13%2x9
117—Trail of the lron Horse (Indians,
RR tracks) 13%x9%
118—Breaking Camp (Indian Women)
13%x9%

119—Riding Line, 13%x9%
120—Indian Trading Post, 9%x13%
121-Stalking the Herd, 9%x13%
122—Death of a Gambler, 9%x13%
123—Piegan Indians, 9x12

IDEAL FOR HOME, DEN, CLUB ROOMS, TAC ROOM, OFFICE

1-10 prints $2.00 each (postpaid); 11-25 prints $1.50 each (plus $2.00 postage); 26 or more prints $1.25 each (plus $3.00 postage). CANADA: Postage
11-25 prints, $4.00; postage 26 or more, $7.00. Please list print numbers clearly. Allow 3-6 weeks for delivery (extra time for Canada). Send check or
money order to WESTERN BOOK COMPANY, 700 E. State St., Iola, WI 54990.

Send check or money order to:

CHARLES M. RUSSELL PRINTS, 700 E. State St., Iola, W1 54990



Hossfails SMALL TALK

JIM DULLENTY was born 41 years
ago on a Montana farm in the heart of
the Rockies. He calls himself “just a
backwoods Montana farm boy.” Come
to think of it, how Western can you get?
Jim had an idyllic childhood in the Bit-
terroot Valley. The family lived seven
miles from the nearest town and more
than a mile from the nearest neighbor.
From his earliest memories, Jim was
interested in cowboys and Indians like
most kids, but he lived where he could
do something about it. His dad built the
frame work and Jim finished it up so
that for years he and visiting children
had a real fort to play in. It had cat-
walks, a guardhouse, a stable, barracks,
flag pole, swinging pole gates — just like
any fort of the Old West.

Jim’s first experience with Old West
history occurred when he was in Havre,
Montana High School. He and a close
friend visited most of the historic places
in that area. They visited the Bear Paws
Battlefield where Chief Joseph surren-
dered in 1877. Their most interesting
trips were made to the Little Rockies, a
small range of mountains in north-cen-
tral Montana. There are two towns in
those mountains — Zortman and Lan-
dusky. In Zortman there’s still a rail
where you can tie up your horse while
you stop in the tavern to slake your
thirst. Inside, the ceiling and walls give
evidence of several gun battles. Jim says
this was the only tavern he ever got
thrown out of. He was under age, but he
wondered why they should mind since
the nearest law officer was in Malta, 90
miles north.

Across those little nubbins of moun-
tains is Landusky, named for Pike Lan-
dusky, who was killed by outlaw Kid
Curry shortly after Christmas in 1894.
Curry, an alias for Harvey Logan, fled
the country and later joined Butch Cas-
sidy’s bunch in Wyoming. Landusky’s
grave is there and so are some of the
buildings from Kid Curry’s day.
Although Curry had a terrible reputa-
tion as the “Mad Dog Killer” of the
Wild Bunch, you couldn’t tell it from
the folks around the Little Rockies and
that’s what impressed Jim so much
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about the place.

In 1957, when he visited those moun-
tains for the first time, Jim talked with
many of the old-timers. Some of them
had been there when the place was a
mining boom camp. Some of the old
gold mines hadn’t been worked since the
early 1930s when this country went off
the gold standard and the government
kept the price of gold low. The people
there were still hoping that gold would

go back up. Jim and his friend thought
the people were crazy, but time proved
that they were the ones who were off.
Those old folks would talk of Curry only
in whispers, as if he could come back
and settle things with them. Mostly
though, he was remembered as a good
ranch hand at the Circle C (Coburn)
Ranch and as a friend who could be
counted on in a pinch.

" Jim has been interested in outlaws
ever since, but he really didn’t get into
the outlaw history business until after
his graduation from the University of
Montana and several years of reporting
for newspapers in Montana and North
Dakota. It was when he became a
reporter for the Spokane (Washington)
Daily Chronicle that he started his long
search for the truth about Butch Cas-
sidy.

For more than 60 years it was gen-
erally believed that Butch Cassidy,
sometimes called the “Robin Hood of
Western Outlaws,” died in a shootout in
South America in 1909. But rumors
have circulated that Cassidy survived
that incident and returned to the
United States to become an honorable
citizen, possibly in Spokane.

In December 1972, Chronicle reporter
Jim Dullenty began an intensive inves-
tigation into Butch Cassidy’s possible
demise in Spokane. He traveled thou-
sands of miles to places like Salt Lake
City, Cheyenne, North Hollywood, and
elsewhere. He interviewed nearly one
hundred persons and researched the
files of state historical societies. As a
result of this investigation, Jim con-
cludes there is a good possibility Cas-
sidy spent his last twenty-seven years in
Spokane and died there in 1937 as Wil-
liam T. Phillips.

During his trips for stories, Jim met
other Western writers, or people merely
interested in Cassidy, and they spent
many hours spinning yarns about their
research. Finally, they all decided that
they liked talking to each other so much
that they should have an organization.
In June 1974, the National Association
for Outlaw and Lawman History was
born and headquartered at Utah State
University. It is now 500 members
strong and is headquartered at the Uni-
versity of Wyoming. Jim has been a
member of the Board of Directors since
NOLA was founded, and in June 1981
was elected president.

So we have a lover of Western history,
strong on the badman angle, as editor
now. Jim realizes, however, that True
West and Old West are a lot more than
badmen magazines and will strive to
keep the diversification that they have
had in the past. Jim will edit from the
Iola office, so you folks who write for us
send your stuff direct to him at 700 East
State Street, Iola, Wisconsin 54990. Old
Hosstail and an assistant will remain at
the Austin office, so you can get us at
the same old address.

I guess that’s about all the news for
now, so will see you next issue same time
same place. — Hosstail
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The Outdoor Hobby
for FUN and PROFIT!

If you want to learn how to get
started in this fascinating
hobby, contact us today. We'll
mail to you a treasure hunting
book, a consumer’s metal de-
tector guide, and true stories
of people, just like you, who
have found treasure. No obli-
gation. :

FREE BOOKS

TOLL FREE NUMBER

TEXAS
1-800-442-4889
ALL OTHER STATES
1-800-527-4011
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Garland, Texas 75041
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RAISED RELIEF MAPS

SHOW A LOT MORE... of the terrain
of the eastern/western regions of the
U. S. Mainland and Hawaii.

See the Adirondacks, Appalachians, Rockies,
Sierras and other great outdoor areas in 3-D.
Printed in 6 colors, these 22''x33’’ maps each
represent approximately 70x110 miles and
provide accurate visual information about:
Wooded areas — Mountains, hills and valleys
— Streams, lakes and reservoirs — Elevation
contours — Political boundaries — Urban
areas and roads — Landmarks.

Reference for: Fishing — hunting — skiing —
camping — backpacking — flying.

Send coupon for free index map/order form.

Hunnlnn P. O. Box 104

Northbrook, IL 60062
Please send FREE descriptive information.
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State Zip

(Dealer inquiries invited)
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Buried Loot

Here’s hoping someone can shed some
light on an old mountain tale for me.
The legend handed down is that after
robbing a bank in Kentucky, Jesse
James and three of his men came to a
valley in Virginia, some fifty miles east
of Bristol (on the Virginia-Tennessee
border). A distant relative of his had a
farm high on a mountain. Jesse and his
pals stayed there several days to rest up
and let things cool off. Afraid they
would be caught or killed before they
reached Missouri, they hid the money
on the farm. They told the owner they
would come back one day and dig it up
and share it with him. But, of course, he
was killed and no one ever found the
money. If anyone has any information
on this please write. — Arthur C. Trent,
Route 1, Pounding Mill, Virginia 24637.

How Dave Made It West

In the mid-1800s my paternal grand-
father, Robert Bruce Morrison, was for
awhile president of the National Brick
Manufacturers Association and was
superintendent of the Rome Brick Com-
pany in Rome, Georgia. One of the
“employees” at the brickyard back in
those days was a mule whose name was
Dave.

Dave’s job was to pull the clay cart
that ran on small narrow-gauge rails
from the clay pit up to the tipple where
he would be unhitched while the cart of
elay was winched up in a tipple dump
and let back down. When the cart
returned, Dave would go to the appro-
priate end, wait until he was hitched up
and then would proceed down the tracks
to the clay pit where the procedure was
reversed. Dave would be unhitched and
would go to the opposite end of the
dump cart without instructions of any
kind and would stand and wait patiently
until the steam shovel had deposited a
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sufficient amount of the red Georgia
clay in the cart to transport to the other
end of the tracks.

If noontime came while Dave was en
route, however, he would stop. You see,
Dave could tell time. When he stopped,

he would not move another foot until he .
was unhitched and could go to the barn
for his oats and water.

When the time came to go back to
work, without instructions from anyone
Dave would return to the cart, stand at
the appropriate end, wait to be hitched
and then, without encouragement of any
kind, proceed to the end of the track,
depending upon which way he was going
when he decided to take off for lunch.
Usually the whistle was blown on time,
but if visitors were there and Dave was
being shown off to them, he would play
his part by refusing to work if the whis-
tle was late. Also, it could be demon-
strated that if they blew the whistle too
soon, Dave would not stop but would
presumably shake his head and keep
going until the noon hour had indeed
arrived.

Dave was well known among mules in




that part of Georgia and was an inter-
esting part of the operation and always
shown to visitors.

Tragedy was to befall Dave, however.
One night the mule barn burned down
and Dave died in the fire. Naturally,
everyone was upset, and so Dave was
buried with honors and a monument
was erected on his grave. The capstone
to the monument was made of the com-
mon brick red clay and was fired in the
kilns there at the Rome Brick Company
yard. The kilns, incidentally, were
designed by my grandfather and were
standard in the industry for sixty-five
years without an alteration of any kind.

As time went by, my grandfather had
nine children and among them was one
of my favorite uncles, the late Dr. Thad-
deaus Morrison of Atlanta. Several
years before he died at the age of ninety
he returned to Rome and went to the
old family cemetery to look around. He
also went by the old brickyard. There he
introduced himself to the young
superintendent, and in conversation
with him inquired about Dave’s monu-
ment. The young man remarked that he
didn’t know exactly where it was but
that there had been some bulldozing
incident to remodeling. He mentioned a
pile of rubble over on the other side of
the yard and said that if it were to be
found anywhere it would be in that pile
of rubble.

Uncle Thad related to me at a family
reunion how he went over, probed
around and found the capstone to the
monument. He said he asked if he could
have it, whereupon the superintendent
said he would be honored for Uncle
Thad to have it.

In due time my uncle had a lamp
made from this capstone and later gave
it to me for safekeeping. It now resides
in the waiting room of my office and is
somewhat of a conversation piece.
Inscribed on it are the words IN MEM-
ORY OF DAVE, R. B. COMPANY, and
at the bottom is a drawing of an old-
timey bit. Marks and indentations on
the front of this capstone indicate that
someone occasionally used it for target
practice and it has been patched with
plain cement in two or three places, but
the fact that it was more or less kept in
repair stands as evidence that old Dave
was well thought of and that it was
indeed intended that his memory
should be preserved.

When I pass on, Dave’s monument
will go to Uncle Thad’s grandson who I
know will preserve it and keep old
Dave’s memory warm and alive within
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the family for many years to come. —
Dr. Robert B. Morrison, 605 Medical
Park Tower, Austin, Texas 78705.

Haystacker

I enjoyed the story in the March edi-
tion of True West, Hay Gatherers On
the High Plains.” I have worked as a kid
on every one of the rigs described in the
article — the ginpole, the overshot, etc.
But the author didn’t include a picture
of a haystacker like the one I am send-
ing you. This one was strictly home-
made of lodge pole pines, but it worked.

After pushing in six or eight loads of
hay with bull rakes or sweeps, the four
horses pushed the hay up and over the
top to the stacker. That was always my
job — driving the “pusher” team. I liked
that job because I got a lot of time to
just sit and wait until the fellows on the
bull rakes pushed enough hay in front of
the pusher to require my raising same
up to the stacker.

This picture was taken in the Laramie
Plains country of Wyoming in the late
’20s. This type was widely used in the
Laramie Valley and also in North Park,
Colorado, around Walden and Cowdrey.
— T. Stanley Hill, P.O. Box 204, Siletz,
Oregon 97380.

A Hobo Ready to Settle Down!

I was a hobo at age sixteen in 1931. I
have served in the armed forces three
times, the first from 1935 to 1938 and
the last 1951 to 1952. I am now retired
and interested in writing. I would like to
hear from readers on the subject “Why
My Area is a Good Place to Retire.”
They might even convince me and I will
move there. — Willard E. Crawford,
P.0O. Box 2031, Oroville, California
95965.

Jail Break

I read and enjoyed ‘“Keeping the
Peace in Erath County’” by Richard
King which ran in the April issue.

I have a story about the Stephenville
jail. It was first told to me by my grand-
father. Later I found a piece in the Fort
Worth Gazette which was written June
28, 1844. :

“I hereby offer $50 reward for the
arrest of ... the following described
murderer ... having escaped from the
Erath County prison on June 19, 1844:
Monroe Coldiron is about thirty years
old, about five feet eight or nine inches
tall, weighs 144 pounds, wears No. 6
boots, black hair, dark blue or dark grey
eyes; short round face — sharp nose; by
occupation a farmer; talks but little and
in a low; kind voice; has a sister in Lime-
stone County by the name of Thomp-
son; has a brother in Madison County
by the name of George Coldiron. —
John C. Gilbreth, Sheriff, Erath
County.”

My grandfather told me that George
Coldiron visited Monore in jail. He left
just before Monroe was to be hung. He
said that a man and woman left the jail.
The next morning Monroe was gone,
never to be seen or heard from again.

I wonder if anyone in Erath County or
Stephenville has heard this story. I
would like to hear from anyone who may®
know something about Monroe Col-
diron’s jail break, or why Monroe was
put in jail. It states “murder.” Who did
he kill? — Don Coldiron, Rt. 1, Box 161,
Itasca, Texas 76055.

Precarious Living
I went to New Mexico in 1906 when I
was ten years old. My dad took (I think)

True West



the last claim homestead east of Hager-
man. It was not a full 160 acres and the
road divided it. It was in a horseshoe
bend. When we moved there, there was
a ferry across the Pecos. We were west
of the river in the valley. East was range
land. The cowboys rode the river every
few days to tramp out bogs. Sometimes
they would bring the little calf up to us
across the saddle. A lot of the times,
unless they got there soon, the mother
cow never made it. That quicksand set
like cement and the boys would have to
get in there and get the sand to quaking
like jelly. He would pull a leg up and
bend it under the cow and maybe tie it.
Most of the time all four legs had to be
tramped out before he could put a rope
on her horns and drag her out.

One time my girl friend and I were
riding down along the river which was
on our land. We came up over a big sand
dune and a cowboy had hung his chaps
and pants on the saddlehorn and was
busy tramping out the bog. Well, we
startled the horse and it started off. We
were timid young girls and turned
around and got out of there. In this day
and time I’ll bet the girls would stay
there and laugh at his problem — would
he stay in the water or get out naked
and run after his horse.

My dad had poor health and I was the
only child. We were from Illinois and
my dad knew all about the care of
horses. I was taught how to fit a collar so
the horse never had sore shoulders and
how to know not to get a horse over-
heated. A lot of the time my dad was
only able to grind the sickles and I cut
and raked the alfalfa and got it ready for
the baler. I once had to kill a rattlesnake
by pulling the bridle off my saddle horse
and using the bridle to beat it to death. I
have the silver mounted bits yet that I
used.

Times were very hard. We milked a
few cows. Mother churned the cream
and made butter, molded it into blocks
and sold it in town. If we didn’t have
enough to make an extra pound, we had
butter on the table.

My dad had a portable engine on our
pumping plant and a neighbor had a
small threshing machine. They decided
to go east to Bronco, a small town on the
Texas line, to thresh maize. Dad and our
neighbor, Frank Houghs, were going to
stay there and thresh and the rest of us
were coming back with loads of grain. I
was to drive and take care of a three-
horse team. The folks who went there
were Roxy Houghs, Frank’s wife, Roxy’s
father and brother. The brother was my
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age and the nearest to a brother I'll ever
have. Another neighbor man went also.
That made three four-horse teams
besides my team. Roxy and I slept in my
wagon and the men put up a tent. If
you’ve never slept in a wagon loade
with hay you’ve missed something.
(This was at the time of the big drought
and the range was almost bare.) They
begin to take out a few bales at a time
which makes the bed very uneven to say
the least.

In that whole 100 miles we didn’t see
but one house and none coming back;
just a trail with no fences. We got our
loads and started back. The first night
one horse got into the grain and to keep
him from foundering and getting stiff
the men took turns walking him all
night. Then it rained and they had to
take turns breaking the road.

The last morning before we would get
to the Caprock we were out of hay so
they turned the horses out to get a little
roughness. They kept one horse, a stal-
lion, up and one of my team. He really
wasn’t a work horse but my dad could
not stand to leave him in Illinois when
we moved. He was a high strung horse;
more of a buggy horse. The horses all
got frightened when Roxy and I went
out to bring them back to camp while
the men took down the tent. The
weather was turning cold with mist in
the air. The horses just kept going.

I told Clifton to help me on my horse
and I'd try to get ahead of the horses.
Keno was a pacer and I was bareback
and had to ride hard to catch up to the
strays. I didn’t dare fall off. There were
big clumps of mesquite to dodge. I got
ahead of them and held them until the
men got there. They put me on a better
horse and let me lead a couple. We had
to face that freezing mist going back.
My left side seemed about frozen. I did
shake for hours after we got started.
Roxy and I had a lantern down at our
feet and that helped a little, with a big
blanket wrapped around us. When we
got down to the Caprock the back wheel
had to be tied to the reach so it would
slide. As it was the horses couldn’t hold
the wagons back. Well we broke the
reach and had to leave the wagon at the
remains of an old corral. We decided to
drive all night as we were about out of
food. Clifton complained that his feet
were freezing. We told him about our
lantern but he said it did no good. We
told him to pull off his boots, that would
help.

When we stopped to rest the horses
and make hot tea we were a sorry bunch.
Clifton was cussing and half-crying

because his boots had frozen and he
couldn’t get them off.

The next day was Christmas. We had
cold biscuits and tomatoes for dinner.
There was about a foot of snow on the
ground. When we went back after the
wagon in a few days we could see how
the lead team of horses had taken us
around ditches and things to get us
safely home. They were a team of
mountain horses and if it hadn’t been
for them we probably wouldn’t have
made it.

There were lots of things that hap-

* pened but it will always seem like my

home. We’ve been back there and some
of the trees we planted are still there
and there is a pumping plant at the
same place ours was, which is something
as shifty as that old Pecos was.

When we had to leave New Mexico on
account of the big drought my dad took
our little shepherd dog with my black
saddle horse and Keno. We were at
Wellington, Kansas when a big thunder-
storm came up. Shep was scared to
death and ran away. Months later my
brother-in-law from Hagerman wrote
that Shep had come home and died on
our old doorstep. — Nora Sims, 208
Birch, Perry, Oklahoma 73077.

Navy Seabees Reunion

The 28th Annual Reunion of our
Navy Seabees is scheduled for Septem-
ber 1-4, 1982 at Holiday Inn South in
Baton Rouge, Louisiana. We still have
been unable to locate some of our bud-
dies. But each year more of them see our
announcements in magazines and
attend our reunion for their first time.
Last year we had one contact us who
lived in Mississippi — he saw our
announcement in True West.

This is the reunion of the 66th United
States Naval Construction Battalion
(USNCB) ‘““Seabees’ Battalion and
1022nd Detachment, WWII, duty
Alaska, Aleutian and Kurile Island
Chain, Guam, Okinawa. For details con-
tact: — W. M. Howard, 2648 Country
Green Road, Memphis, Tennessee
38134.

v Stake a Claim on Your Gold Mine

(W FIRST Complete Manual  Become an
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Lode & Placer Claims ® Mill Sites ® Legal Descriptions
© Mapping ® Current Federal Claim Filing Laws ® Sug-
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STAKE YOUR CLAIM ON A NEW BOOK...

590 FRED GIPSON,
TEXAS STORYTELLER,
by M. Cox. Gipson portrayed
the humanity and values of
people who were close to the
land and the basic, eternal
things of life. Compared with
the likes of Mark Twain, he
saw four of his books become
movies and won many awards.
HC, photos, $15.00

597 ROSA MAY,
THE SEARCH FOR
A MINING CAMP

LEGEND, by G. Wil-
liams III. Rosa May
worked the brothels of
Virginia City and Car-
son City and eventually
settled in Bodie, Cali-
fornia. Williams’ 3-
year search produced
the truth behind her
legend. SC, photos,
$8.95.

724 KOVELS’
KNOW YOUR

ANTIQUES, by
Kovel/Kovel.
America’s foremost
experts provide the
perfect handbook for
novice or veteran. The
most complete, up-to-
date antiques guide on
the market today,
including over 300
photos. HC, $13.95.

720 WINCHESTER
DATES OF MANUFAC-
TURE, by G. Madis. With this
convenient hardcovered pock-
etbook by a Winchester expert,
you can date over 99% of the
Winchesters you find, up to
1975. Limited edition, $4.95.

569 A LADY’S LIFE IN
THE ROCKY MOUN-
TAINS, by 1. Bird. Women
were scarce in the Old West,
but a middle-aged English lady
alone on horseback was a real
phenomenon. She stayed in
mountain cabins, saw a world
of vigilance committees, lynch-
ings and desperados. SC, $4.95.

721 ILLUSTRATED
GUIDE TO FOSSIL COL-
LECTING, by Casanova/Rat-
kevich. You may often encoun-
ter fossils of great interest or
value, especially if you hunt
treasure or hike. Includes
prominent locations in the U.S.
and Canada and instructions
on collecting, preserving and
mounting. SC, photos, maps,
charts, etc., $6.95.

THE AMERICAN WEST

OUTLAWS AND GUNMEN TREASURE

131 Great Gunfighters of the Kansas Cowtowns, by N. 214 They Found Gold!, by A. Verrill, HC .........ccccoeunuee. 10.00
Miller. SC $4.50 215 Lost Mines of the Great Southwest, by J. Mitchell, HC

132 Last of the Real Badmen — Henry Starr, by Glenn 10.
Shirley. SC $2.95 216 Treasure Hill, by W. Jackson, SC ....cccccuueeiversrnssssans 3.95

151 Bad Company, by J. Jackson, SC .5.95 218 History of the Comstock Silver Lode & Mines, by;?s

152 Billy the Kid, a novel by Edwin Corle, SC
153 The Vigilantes of Montana, by T. Dimsdale, SC ¥
154 Bill Doolin: OQutlaw O.T., Colonel B. Hanes, SC ....... 4.95
155 The West of the Texas Kid, by Crawford & Dykes, SC
3.95

156 Heck Thomas: Frontier Marshel, by G. Shirley, HC
15.95
157 Rube Burrow: King of the Train Robbers, by C. Brei-
han, SC 4.95
158 Famous Guns and Gunners, by G. Virgines, SC ........ 6.95
160 Younger Brothers, by C. Breihan, HC .12.95
161 The Collected Works of Billy the Kid, by Ondaatje, HC

162 Montana’s Righteous Hangmen, by L. Callaway, HC
12

163 A Fitting Death for Billy the Kid, by R. Adams, HC
14,

164 Hell-Holes and Hangings, by F. Harrison, HC ...
165 The Life of Texas Jack, by G. Shirley, HC .....
166 Outlaws in the Big Thicket, by W. Landrey, HC 4
167 George Washington Arrington, by J. Sinise, HC ....... 7.95
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DeQuille, HC

416 New Mexico and Colorado in 1881, by C. Chase, HC 2.95
419 Pioneers of the Black Hills, by D. Aken, HC ............. 4.95
423 Tlustrations of Frederic Remington, by O. Wister, HC
.95
450 Walt Coburn: Western Word Wrangler, by himself, HC
8.50

219 Gold! Gold! A Beginners Handbook, by J. Petralia, SC
.95
220 Money Mountain: The Story of Cripple Creek Gold by
M. Sprague, SC 5.95
221 South Pass 1868, by J. Chisholm, SC 2.95
222 Custer’s Gold, by D. Jack SC 4.95
225 Exploring & Mining Gems & Gold in the West, by F.

Rynerson, SC 4.95
226 Gold! And Where They Found It, by Martin/Martin,
HC 15.00

227 How and Where to Find Gold, by V. Ballantyne, SC 4.95
228 Looking for Gold, by B. Angier, SC .95
229 Strike It Rich! Treasure Hunting with Metal Detectors,

by P. Hardigree, SC 5.95
230 The Treasure of the Superstition Mountains, by G. Jen-

nings, HC 7.95
INDIANS

329 Centennial Campaign, by J. Gray. SC ... ..$7.95

335 The Battle of the Little Big Horn, by M. Sandoz. SC
$3.95

459 Pictorial History of the Wild West, by Horan/Sann, HC

462 Death Valley Ghost Towns, by S. Paher, SC ..
472 Six-Guns, by E. Keith, HC
476 Jedediah Smith & the Opening of the West, by D. Mor-

gan, SC 4.50

483 Vanished Arizona, by M. Summerhayes, HC .......... 12.00

488 Conquering the Frontiers, by J. Serven, HC ........... 12.95

489 History of the Colt Revolver, by Haven/Balden, HC
12.95

492 Mr. Colt and His Deadly Six-Shooter, by B. Keating,

HC 5.95
493 Home Below Hell’s Canyon, by G. Jordan, HC ......... 9.95
496 Journal of a Trapper, by O. Russell, HC . .14.50
506 Louis L’Amour: Four Novels, HC ...
519 The Home Place, by W. Morris, SC .
528 I Buried Custer, by B. Liddic, HC ...
532 Humor of the American Cowboy, by S. Hoig, SC
539 My Life On The Plains, by George A. Custer, SC ..
540 The Alamo, by J. Meyers, SC ...............
557 The Gentle Tamers, by D. Brown, SC .
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OR AN OLD TAVORITE!

583 OLD JULES, by M.
Sandoz. The alluring biogra-
phy of the author’s father,
Jules Sandoz. “‘On putting
down this book one feels that
one has read the history of all
pioneering,” said the New
York Times. “The portrait . . .
is very close to a masterpiece,”
said Book-of-the-Month. SC,
$4.95.

288 LOOKING FOR
GOLD, by B. Angier. This
book, by an outdoor expert, is
jampacked with facts about
gold prospecting today: places,
equipment, laws and regula-
tions, gear, staking a claim and
working one in the U.S. or
Canada. SC, illustrations,
maps, diagrams, $8.95.

589 WILL JAMES,
THE LAST COW-
BOY LEGEND, by A.
Amaral. James repre-
sented and recorded a
final sentimental glow
in American legendry.
Told in the full-fla-
vored jargon of the
cowboy, with all the
love he had for the
Great West. HC, illus-
trations, $12.00.

344 THE MEDI-
CINE CALF, by B.
Hotchkiss. Here is the
story of how one man
gained the respect of
an entire Indian nation
when he was mistaken
as the long-lost son of a
chief and kidnapped by
the Crows. HC, $13.95.

346 GREAT WESTERN
INDIAN FIGHTS, by the
Potomac Corral. 20-odd battles
crucial to the opening of the
West are re-created in this
exciting book. The Blackfoot,
Cheyenne, Sioux, Arapaho,
Modoc and Apache tribes
fought desperately to hold
their homes. SC, maps, photos,
illustrations, $5.95.

159 PAT GARRETT, THE
STORY OF A WESTERN
LAWMAN, by L. Metz. Gar-
rett stood tall, physically and
in legend. In no time he estab-
lished himself as an implacable
foe of western criminals, a rep-
utation that would follow and
haunt him all his life. HC,
photos, maps, $14.95.
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| List book numbers and prices below or

- Send To: |
on separate sheet. Please give name 7
| and address. Mastercard /Visa WESTERN BOOK CO. {
| accepted. 700 E. State St., Dept. ABI i
| lola, Wi 54990
ANTIQUES I Book No. Price :
AND COLLECTING 1
710 Old West Antiques and Collectibles, HC ... 3 ' ; l
718 The Winchester Book, by G. Madis, HC .... $ i
720 Winchester Dates of Manufacture, by G. M I $ NAME I
|
MISCELLANEOUS $ !
800 The Cowboy Catalog, by S. Kaufman, SC .. : $ AD D R ESS '
801 Western Publications Index, SC ......... |
803 Black Hills Badlands, by Link/Blacklock, l $ |
805 1902 Sears Roebuck Catalog, SC | CITY
811 The Magnificent Grand Canyon $ l
stein, HC : | 71p |
812 Will Rogers Scrapbook, by B. Sterling, HC ............. 10.95
813 100 Posters of Buffalo Bill’s Wild West, by J. Rennert, : POStage STATE '
sc 75¢ Per Book $ |
815 The Log Cabin, by Bealer/Ellis, SC | |
816 Unabridged Mark Twain, SC |
820 Horses & Tack, by M. E : 'Total Encl. $ |

C
821 Enjoying the Active Life After Fifty, by R. Hopp, SC
7.95
822 Old-Time Sporting Posters, by Stackpole, SC ........ 19.95
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By VERA SABAN

Photos provided by author;
Courtesy Joann Sorenson

WICK AND FRITZ, partners on the
river route to the Klondike, met again in
June of 1899 on the long muddy street
of Dawson.

Almost a year before they had parted
on the Rat River, some miles above the
Mackenzie Delta. Fritz had stayed the
winter in Destruction City where hun-
dreds of goldseekers perished. B.F.
Wickwire, with his friend Lon Taylor,
had struggled on, the only party to make
it through the Rat River Gorge that
summer, and eventually to Dawson.

“I sure am glad to see you,” Fritz said.
“You’ll never know how lucky you were
to get out of there.”

Wick agreed that he had been lucky.
Many times, during that long year’s
trek, he had jotted in his diary, “We
were sure lucky to get through there
today.”

Hundreds died in that stampede to
Dawson City. Wick and Lon made it
through but perhaps it wasn’t luck but a
combination of good management, per-

2 i i
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B.F. WICKWIRL:

His Cayuses were tough,

severance, and quite a dollop of daring.
And being a pair of tough, seasoned
Wyoming cowboys was a big asset.

Byron F. Wickwire was born in New
York State in 1863. When he was twelve
his family moved overland to Nebraska
and homesteaded in Red Willow County
on Beaver Creek. Their first home was a
sod house. Young Byron spent most of
his time in the saddle, riding after cattle
for neighboring ranchers. At one time
the Cheyenne Indians left their reserva-
tion and killed ten people on Beaver
Creek, one man within a mile of the
Wickwire farm.

After the death of his mother in 1882
Wick headed West. At Cheyenne he
heard of the Big Horn Basin of northern
Wyoming, only recently discovered by
the big cattlemen. He moved on to Raw-

A stop at the Hyattville post office in 1889. B.F. Wickwire is on the black horse to the left. The other rider is Art Ilg. SW.
Hyatt, postmaster, is in the background.

lins, then worked his way to Lander
with a freight outfit.

He met John Luman who hired him to
help take a herd of 7,000 cattle into the
mountain-encircled Big Horn Basin.
The cattle were dropped on the Big
Horn River, a cabin was built, and
young Wickwire spent the winter look-
ing after the Luman herds. Tall, luxuri-
ant bunch grass covered the basin and
the Luman cattle wintered well. Buf-
falo, elk, bear, deer, and antelope still
abounded, so meat was plentiful.

The next winter Luman sent Wick
with a herd of horses to Paintrock Creek
on the west slope of the Big Horns. Wick
built a cabin of cottonwood logs, the sec-
ond in the Paintrock-Medicine Lodge
valley. That area became his home for
many years.

RN

True West



WYOMING HORSE TRADER

but the Edmonton Trail was tougher

Wick was foreman for Luman until
1886, the period when the cattle kings
flourished, their herds ranging the
basin. The hard winter of 1886-1887
brought crippling losses to the cattle
barons, contributing to the break-up of
the cattle kingdoms. Settlers were com-
ing in with their plows and shovels, and
soon the range belonged to the small
cattlemen.

B.F. Wickwire, twenty-one in 1884,
filed on a homestead, a beautiful spot
where the Medicine Lodge Creek tum-
bles out of a mountain canyon. He lived
on his homestead for a part of each year.

Wick’s riding and roping expertise
was utilized by various ranches of the
basin, including the famed Pitchfork
Ranch on the Greybull River, far across
the basin to the west. During 1886-1890
Wick was appointed a special deputy
sheriff of the Big Horn Basin. He was a
fiddler and many cowpunchers whirled
homesteaders’ daughters to the tunes
sawed out by B.F. Wickwire.

He courted May Rawson, a slender
girl from California. Her family
operated a store in Hyattville, a cow-
town founded in 1886 just above the
confluence of the Paintrock and Medi-
cine Lodge Creeks. They were married
in 1896 and Wick took his bride to his
ranch nestled at the foot of Medicine
Lodge Canyon.

This canyon opening had long been a
favored camping site of the Crow tribe
and the sheer bluff above the corrals is
embellished with Indian writings and
pictographs. Today, the name of Wick-
wire can also be found on that cliff.

Wick raised cattle and horses and
luck seemed to be with him. He had
land and livestock and a wife he adored
— so much so that he rebelled at the
sight of May doing the hard tasks of a
rancher’s wife.

That rebellion contributed to his
decision to seek the goldfields of the
Yukon when news of the strike there
drifted to Wyoming. Money — some
quick profits — would alleviate some of
those hardships for May, he thought.

That wasn’t the whole of it, though.
Byron F. Wickwire had been nurtured
on adventure, and he savored it. If the
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These pages from Wick’s diary were written while he was in Edmonton. They

cover January 1-18, 1898.

opportunity for excitement appeared,
Wick needed no prodding.

WHEN Lon Taylor returned from a
trip to Billings, Montana, his enthusi-
asm for a jaunt to the Klondike infected
Wick, too. It sounded good — not min-
ing gold but taking horses to be sold in
Dawson. Horses there, Lon had heard,
were selling for $600 to $700 a head.
And Wick had horses, plenty of unbro-
ken broncs running those hills and gul-
lies.

Lon had some literature put out by a
big Edmonton packer telling about the
Edmonton Trail — “the shortest, chea-
pest, and the best way to reach the
richest goldfields ever discovered.
Travel safe, fish plentiful, game, no fear
of Indians, no hardship. Route has been
used by Hudson’s Bay Company for
years.”

It sounded simple — start those
tough cayuses north and just follow
them through. They could manage
about eighty head. It would mean an
absence of several months, maybe a
year. But John Luman, his neighbor,

would see that May was all right and
would look after his ranch and stock.
Wick began gathering horses, choosing
the strong, the intelligent.

Riding Roman Nose, his favorite
buckskin gelding, Wick and Lon hazed
those mustangs out of Bonanza, some
miles below Hyattville, on October 5,
1897. Charlie Olson went along, driving
a team on a wagon, loaded with their
bedding, tents, and other provisions.
Their spirits were high. They should get
into Dawson in the spring, just right for
a good market.

Although troublesome at first, the
broncs soon lined out each day. On
October 10 they reached Billings, hav-
ing traveled 120 miles. Lon had made
arrangements to meet a freighter,
George Weaver, who wanted to go to the
Yukon with them, but they learned that
he had gone on. They bought warm
clothing and blankets and left Billings
on October 18. :

Two hundred miles out of Billings
and one month after leaving Bonanza
they crossed the Canadian line at
Coutts, paying two dollars a head duty
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on eighty head of horses. They had met
no great problems in crossing Montana
except for a couple of bad snowstorms.

Sixty miles into Canada they over-
took George Weaver with his six mules
and one pinto mare, and a French half-
breed called Big Joe. The Wyoming men
soon learned that nothing ever bothered
George Weaver — he was always laugh-
ing and telling tall tales.

At Ft. McLeod they were hit with a
long fierce blizzard, forcing them to stay
in camp from November 12 to Decem-
ber 13. Keeping the horses together was
a big job, but their tough Wyoming
mustangs stood the storm very well.

Problems were mounting. There
would be more storms, scarce feed and
frozen streams. Wick, Lon, Charlie,
Weaver, and Big Joe loaded the horses
on the train and shipped them 300 miles
to Edmonton.

Already they were running into men
in a hurry to reach the goldfields —
stampeders who offered them a good
price for horses, but they refused to sell.
On December 16 they unloaded the
horses in Edmonton. They had been
more than two months on the trail and
here they were, at the jumping-off place
— with temperatures of forty degrees
below zero, lots of snow, and short days.

After checking with local people, wis-
dom dictated the next move. They
found a good pasture and an old house
two miles from town, unpacked their
gear, and it was two months before they
moved on. That time was filled with
activity.

The Wyoming horse wranglers joined
up with three men from Miles City,
Montana — “Dad” Atkinson, his son
Charlie, and Billy Hill. Dad was a good
carpenter — he made six good sleds and
a bobsled. They all worked on har-
nesses, pack saddles and collars. The
younger men broke horses to pack, and
to drive on the sleds.

Wick was the horse trader, buying
and selling. At first the Mounted Police
kept a close watch, suspecting the
horses had been stolen. B.F. Wickwire
became known as the horse-trading
Yankee.

During those short cold days they
weren’t without entertainment. Many
men visited the Wickwire camp to trade
horses, to watch those Wyoming punch-
ers break horses, to talk over plans or to
exchange news. There were gatherings
at the Royal Hotel, and Edmonton had
dances called ‘“‘perkies.”” Wick was
sometimes persuaded to fiddle. He sent
a Christmas package and letters home.
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In January he received two letters from
May, telling him that all was well.

Prices for food and other goods rock-
eted with the advent of more gold-
seekers. Every train brought a load of
them, eager to head for the Klondike,
but all had to wait for the snow to get
heavy enough for a well-packed trail.
There was great discouragement when
the true condition of that highly adver-
tised “good road” to Peace River was
discovered. The Wickwire party soon
learned how misinformed they had been
— not far out of Edmonton there was no
more than a poor trail for a dog team.

During early February Wick watched
more than 150 parties hurry out of
Edmonton, most of them ill-prepared.

Byron F. Wickwire in 1897, just prior
to his trip to the Yukon.

They were chiefly men from the East
who knew nothing about caring for
horses, packing, or the hardships of trail
travel.

THE WICKWIRE party left on Feb-
ruary 14 with their horses in good shape,
with strong sleds, good harnesses, warm
clothing, and a year’s provisions for
each man. They had seventy-three head
of horses, working twenty-five of them,
and herding the others. Five sleds were
loaded with barley, the others with bed-
ding, tents, tools, and other provisions.

Big Joe stayed in Edmonton. The
group now consisted of Wick, Lon,
Charlie Olson, Weaver, Billy Hill and
the two Atkinsons. “The best bunch a
man could travel with,” Wick said later.
“Trouble never bothered them.” That
was a plus, for they had plenty of it.

In no way could they have imagined
the toil and perils of the next months —
or the grandeur of the country with its
great rivers and gorges, lakes, moun-

tains, thick timber, and muskeg. And
there were many areas of good grass
where Wick always said, “Some day
there’ll be a lot of good ranches here.”
There were wild geese, lakes black with
ducks, and they sighted swans and peli-
cans.

Wick was the fisherman and hunter,
with no lack of moose, deer, bear, cari-
bou or wild birds. During that long trek
he wondered at the other Klondikers
who never hunted or fished. He pro-
vided salmon, pike, whitefish and trout
for his own party and for other tra-
velers. Often he gave surplus meat to
Indians along the way.

Leaving Edmonton Wick’s party
endured temperatures of forty below
and sometimes worse. They fought their
way through snow three feet deep, and
were sometimes stopped by raging bliz-
zards. Brush and timber had to be
cleared — that promised road was non-
existent. Teams were doubled up in
climbing steep grades after crossing
rivers. Horses ran away; sleds upset,
spilling their loads, and were often bro-
ken. The side of the trail was littered
with ruined sleds, scattered belongings,
and dead horses.

Some men, disheartened, dazed, per-
haps half-crazed with fear, turned back
toward Edmonton. Others packed what
they could on their backs or on gaunt,
weakened horses, and staggered on.
Many perished that year on the Edmon-
ton Trail.

Wick and his partners found camping
sites near feed for their herd, those
Wyoming mustangs pawing deep in the
snow to find grass. The barley was fed to
the work teams and pack animals.
Always, other parties camped nearby
and there were many tales of troubles
and disappointments.

They left the valley of the Saskatche-
wan, crossed the Pembina, the Paddle,
and the Athabaska, followed the Swan
River and Lesser Slave Lake, and
reached Peace River. They traveled on
the ice of the Peace but, as the days
warmed, that became hazardous with an
overflow on the surface. Sleds were
overturned, loads were spilled and
soaked, hands and feet were constantly
wet.

As spring came on they had pelting
rain and sometimes high winds. And
with the warm days came the flies and
gnats, and mosquitoes in swarms so
thick a man couldn’t breathe.

The Wyoming horse wranglers and
other stampeders used the sleds to
Peace River and for some miles up that
stream. But on reaching Bear Creek,
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Wick and his partners faced reality.
With no snow now and a break-up of the
ice imminent, sledding was no longer
feasible.

With 1,500 miles of the roughest ter-
rain still ahead, getting to Dawson even
by fall was now admitted an impossibil-
ity. A local trapper advised Wick and
Lon to simply drop their horses. But
Wick disliked leaving his horses to
starve, and Weaver was adamant. He
was continuing with his mules — if they
died he would die with them.

Their trapper friend reminded them
of another problem. Even should the
horses get through, there would be no
quick availability of pasture and feed
for them at Dawson. It was decided to
split the party, some heading for the
Yukon by the quicker river route.

LIKE OTHER parties along the way
they built a boat, having brought a
whip-saw, hammer, nails, oakum and
tar. Pitch they boiled from the sap of
the pine trees. Their craft, which they
dubbed the Wyoming, was smaller than
most — just twenty feet by four feet —
a choice which proved to be wise.

Charlie Olson left the group and
joined another party and the Atkinsons
returned to Edmonton. On May 1
Weaver and Billy Hill, riding Roman
Nose, headed into those massive moun-
tains to the west, with the herd of mus-
tangs and the six mules. They were hor-
semen, they declared, not boatmen.

So Wick and Lon were to go by boat
and, reaching Dawson, would find feed
for those horses when they arrived. In
mid-May, after the break-up of the ice,
they launched the Wyoming.

Making good time downstream on the
wide, swift Peace, they floated 500 miles
and entered the Slave, a wild river with
many rapids and falls. On the lesser rap-
ids they chanced a run. Others required
a portage of goods, with the boat let
over with ropes. But the higher falls
required a portage of both goods and
boat. The portages were rough and
exhausting. Usually several parties
would work together.

At the more dangerous falls there
were Indian guides for hire, but it was
perilous work even for them. At a ten-
foot fall just above Ft. Smith the Wyo-
ming was grabbed by the current and
Wick and Lon were catapulted through.
They and the boat were miraculously
unhurt. “We were fools for luck” Wick
said.

At Ft. Smith they teamed up with
three Chicago men — Springer, Thomas
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Wick’s wife May and their adopted daughter Ruth in 1907.

and Fritz — who had a large 35-foot
boat which they called the California.
Towing the small Wyoming, they
crossed the Great Slave Lake which was
very rough at times. They saw many
other boats on the lake, filled with men
hastening toward the goldfields, but
many were lost in the bad storms.

On that long voyage they passed or
stopped at numerous Hudson’s Bay
posts: Dunvegan, Forts Vermilion,
Smith, Resolution, Providence, Simp-
son, Wrigley. They found these posts in
beautiful settings, with a store, a Catho-
lic Mission, an English church, perhaps
a school for Indians. They were
interested in the different tribes who

lived by hunting, fishing, and trapping,
trading with the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany. After reaching the Mackenzie
River they saw a number of company
steamers.

They entered the huge Mackenzie
River on July 16. At Ft. Good Hope they
entered the Arctic Circle, and soon had
that midnight sun. And they began see-
ing Eskimos. They followed the river
900 miles to its mouth at the Mackenzie
Delta. There, at Ft. McPherson, they
were joined by two Canadians, Cun-
ningham and Tarleton, with their boat.
They had met the two men in Edmon-
ton.

Their route now led up the Rat River,
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with the mountains to cross. The Rat
was a narrow, rocky stream. They had to
tow their boats with ropes, walking on
the bank or, where the vegetation was
too thick, take to the ice cold, swiftly
flowing water and drag the boats. They
were heading for that high point, Mac-
Dougall Pass.

Soon the big boats could continue no
farther and Springer and Thomas, old
and sick ang scared, gave up. Fritz
stayed behind with them. Hundreds of
other travelers, hoping for survival now
instead of gold, were forced to stop
because of their over-sized boats. And
born there on that wild mountainous
creek was Destruction City.

Lon, Wick, Cunningham and Tarle-
ton struggled on with the little Wyo-
ming, finally making it through the nar-
row, rock-walled Rat River Gorge, the
only party to succeed. At last they were
on the divide, and dragged the boat a
mile and a half through brush and thick
moss from the lake which headed the
Rat to the lake which headed Bell
Creek, flowing westward. They rejoiced
— this water would eventually reach the
Yukon. From the mouth of the Rat to
the divide they had covered but sixty
miles and it had taken them twenty
days.

Fighting down the narrow Bell Creek
they entered the Bell River, then the big
Porcupine. After 250 miles they came to
Ft. Yukon on August 27. Here, at last,
was that river, the Yukon, which they
had been aiming to reach for so many

At a mountain cabin in the Big Horns, B.F. and his daughter Ruth are ready for a
day’s hunt. Photo taken in 1935.
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months. And lucky they were to get
there, for winter wasn’t far away.

THEY SOLD their faithful boat for
ten dollars and hired out as hands on
the Oil City, a steamer loaded with
kerosene and candles, bound up the
river for Dawson. Wick and Lon now
took time to wonder just where Weaver
and Billy Hill were with the horses.
Their own experiences helped them
realize the problems those horse wran-
glers must be facing.

They reached Dawson on September
9, 275 miles out of Ft. Yukon. Wick and
Lon had traveled 3,650 tough miles
since leaving Wyoming almost a year
before. After all they had endured, their
arrival seemed like an anti-climax. And
they weren’t surprised that they found
no Wyoming mustangs there.

Dawson was a city of 40,000 people,
all tents and cabins, with many saloons
and dance halls. The Canadian
Mounted Police kept very good order.
Everything was very expensive but
wages were good if a job could be found.

Wick and Lon stayed in Dawson,
waiting to see if Weaver and Hill might
possibly get through. Lon got a job with
a mining company and Wick became a
packer for Bartlett Brothers, freighters.

They soon found that hay, if it could
be found, was $400 a ton, a pasture sim-
ply wasn’t available. They kept a close
watch on the river, but by November
they were certain there was no chance
that the horse wranglers would arrive

that fall. They went to the mines and
worked on the Dominion Hill all winter
and spring. In mid-June they came out
with, although not a fortune, a good
stake.

It was then that Wick, on the long
street of Dawson, heard someone shout
his name, and there was Fritz, their
companion of the Rat River. Wick heard
his story of Destruction City.

Fritz said more men kept coming up
the Rat River and were unable to go far-
ther. With the onset of winter hundreds
were there and they built cabins, and
cut wood for fuel. There were enough
provisions among them, but with no
fresh vegetables or fruit, many got
scurvy and died by the hundreds.
Springer and Thomas died and Fritz
buried them and marked their graves.
He had found his way through to Daw-
son that spring with some Indians, but
as far as he knew no one else made it.
Some went back down the Rat. But
Destruction City was aptly named.

That summer of 1899 Wick again
worked for Bartlett Brothers. As the
days shortened that fall he and Lon
gave up all hope of ever seeing Weaver
and Hill — the horses had become sec-
ondary.

On September 25 the two men were
watching the river boats and they
sighted a raft coming down the stream.
On it were two men, a horse and a mule.
Something about that weary-looking
group made them look again, and then
they shouted. It was Roman Nose, the
buckskin gelding, and one of Weaver’s
mules. And with them were Weaver and
Hill.

It was an exciting reunion. Wick and
Lon’s relief was so great to see their
partners safe that they didn’t give the
loss of the horses a second thought. And
they exchanged tales of their adven-
tures.

Weaver and Hill, leaving St. John in
early May of 1898, had first followed up
the Peace River to Halfway River, then
over the divide to Finlay River, and on
to Dease River. Winter caught them,
and they camped for the next few
months in the Dease River country. The
next spring they made it to Sylvester’s
Lower Post, on to the Liard River, then
to the Frances River. They pushed on to
the big Pelly River and to Ft. Selkirk at
the confluence of the Pelly and the
Yukon. They reached there with two
head of stock — Roman Nose and the
mule. For three days before reaching Ft.
Selkirk they had lived on rose hips.

That terrible trek through the
Rockies had been filled with hardship
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B.F. Wickwire in the sheriff’s office in Basin in 1915.

and peril. They crossed rivers with no
fords, and broke trail through thick tim-
ber, deep canyons, and muskeg where
the horses sank to their knees with
every step. The men were often lost
after leaving a river to cross a divide.
They had rain and fog and mosquitoes
and, when winter set in, biting cold and
deep snow.

And, one by one or in groups, they
lost horses. Some were killed in crossing
dangerous rivers and deep chasms, in
quicksand, in rafting down rapids, or
hitting unexpected falls. Quite a num-
ber died that winter at Dease River. An
Indian killed one for meat. Weaver
killed the Indian and the Mounted
Police fined him ten horses to be given
to the tribe. Rafting down the Pelly with
their ten remaining animals they hit a
big cascade and lost all except Roman
Nose and the mule. They also lost all
their supplies, beds, tents, and even
their guns:.

Weaver and Hill had traveled almost
1,700 rough miles since they left Wick
and Lon at Bear Creek, and it had taken
them over sixteen months. They didn’t
believe any of the other parties they had
seen on the Edmonton Trail even got
through. And those Wyoming cayuses,
tough and sure-footed though they
were, had failed, too. Only Roman Nose
had endured the 2,710 miles from Wyo-
ming to Dawson.
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Lon Taylor stayed in Dawson until
sometime the next year. When he left,
Weaver and Hill were still there and
Lon told Wick later that Weaver was
still telling his tall tales, and still laugh-
ing.

A few days after Weaver and Hill
arrived, Wick headed for home, taking a
steamer 1,800 miles down the Yukon to
St. Michael at its mouth. Then, on a
larger steamer, he traveled down the
coast 2,700 miles to Seattle, and on to
Wyoming. It was late fall before B.F.
Wickwire reached Hyattville, and home.

The erstwhile Klondiker was wel-
comed but he found some changes. May,
believing he had lost his life, had sold
the ranch and moved to Basin. But
Wick bought land on the outskirts of
Hyattville and was soon back in the live-
stock business. In 1910 he laid out an

addition to the town that is still known .

as the Wickwire Addition.

Leasing his ranch in 1906 he moved to
Basin, the county seat, and went into
the saddle and harness making business.
Wick and May adopted a baby girl,
Ruth, in 1907, the daughter of a minis-
ter whose wife had died.

B.F., as he became called, was
appointed sheriff of Big Horn County in
1911 and, consistently reelected, served
the county until 1923. It was a period of
great growth in that area, and also the
time of prohibition which multiplied the

problems of law enforcement officers.
B.F. handled those situations with the
same good sense and efficiency he had
shown on that long-ago trek to the
Yukon.

Wickwire returned for a time to his
ranch at Hyattville but in the thirties he
leased it. He and May moved to Ther-
mopolis, that Wyoming town of medici-
nal hot springs. He sold his ranch in
1940, and the many years when the
Wickwire name was on Paintrock-Medi-
cine Lodge ranch land ended.

Ruth and her husband, Wallace Ches-
bro, were living in Casper and in that
city B.F. Wickwire spent his last years,
enjoying his daughter and two grand-
children, Wallace Jr., and Joann. He
died in Casper on March 25, 1943 at age
79. May outlived him by a number of
years.

B.F. Wickwire lived at a time filled
with possibilities for high adventure,
and he wasn’t one to stand on the side-
lines. His was a life of action and pur-
pose, accomplished, like that trek to the
Klondike, not so much because of the
good luck he was so prone to crediting,
but because of common sense, good
humor, and plain hard work. With a

good dash of daring. ’
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Texan Charles Noyes didn’t win any battles
or found any towns —
he didn't live long enough.
Perhaps his father Gus best deserved to be

Immortalized in°Bronze

By BOB WILSON
Photos provided by author

GUS NOYES was thirty-four years
old when he arrived in Menard, Texas in
the fall of 1886, with three other men,
two wagons and six horses. They had
come from Tombstone, Arizona.

It was a long, tiring journey and he
often remembered ‘“driving down the
main street of Menardyville for the first
time, just at twilight . .

“The good people of that quiet v1llage
looked us over. We were a travel-stained
outfit, and from our general appearance
they must have considered us undesir-
able citizens.”

Gus Noyes enjoyed great wealth in
Texas—and suffered tragedy, too. He
made a fortune in irrigated cotton at
Menard after throwing up a dam across
the San Saba River and digging a ditch
to his fields. He even built a cotton gin,
also powered by water from the river.
Later he started buying ranch land in
Concho, Menard, and McCulloch Coun-
ties and became one of the largest catt-
lemen in West Texas. But he is remem-
bered by most as “that man who erected
that statue in Ballinger, Texas.”

It’s right there on the courthouse
lawn. Anyone who has been through the
town has seen it, and remembered it.
It’s a bronze statue of a young cowboy,
standing beside his horse. It has been
there now for over sixty years, so long
that some folks, even those in Ballinger,
have forgotten how it got there and why.

The beautiful statue is the work of
the sculptor Pompeo Coppini of San
Antonio, Texas, via Italy. Coppini did
the winged horses — the Littlefield
Fountain — on the University of Texas
campus in Austin and the monument in
front of the Alamo in San Antonio. Cop-
pini’s work, in fact, is scattered all over
the United States.
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The statue was commissioned by Gus
as a monument to his son Charles who
was killed in 1917 on the Noyes ranch
near Melvin, Texas. Charles was trying
to drive some cows through a gate and
was knocked off his horse. The accident
occurred on a Friday afternoon and he
lived until Sunday morning. The death
certificate on file in Brady, Texas, says:
“Cause of Death: Broken neck.”

The boy was only twenty-one years
old, but Gus was sixty-four—far too old
to start over, and he never recovered
from his grief.

At one time Gus Noyes owned 30,000
acres of ranchland in Texas.

He is well remembered by the descen-
dants of Melvin’s Swedish settlers and
the community’s Mexican population,
many of whom worked on the Noyes
ranch.

He was a tall man with a droopy mus-
tache which, in his later life, was as
white as his full head of hair. The Mexi-
can workers say he dressed like one of
the ranch hands.

Charles was not an expert horseman
and may even have been afraid of
horses. When his horse fell, he grabbed
the saddle with both hands and held on,
rather than jumping off.

It’s possible that Gus was trying to
make a cowboy out of his son when the
boy had no aptitude as a cowboy, and
that could have made the father’s grief
even more severe.

But a clipping from the Ballinger
Ledger says Charles “planned no career
other than ranching ... he was a mod-
est, dependable, well loved young
rancher who grew to manhood with high
moral standards and a likeable person-
ality.”

The Brady Standard in 1917
described him as “a splendid example of
physical manhood, being over six feet in

height.”

CHARLES WAS born December 30,
1895 and spent his childhood on the
Noyes ranch near Menard. When he
became of high school age, his parents
moved to Ballinger where he attended
school.

He is buried in the little Melvin ceme-
tery west of town, a plot of land cut
from some farmer’s pasture. Gus is
buried there, too, along with Charlie’s
younger sister Aileen who died in 1979.
Gus’s wife Lula, a native of Georgia, was
buried in Florida where she and Gus
had moved several years after the acci-
dent.

Gus first considered placing the
statue of his son at the spot on the ranch
where the horse fell. The Melvin ceme-
tery was also considered, but Noyes
feared that in years to come when the
Noyes name was only a memory, there
would be no one to appreciate or care
for the statue. It was then he made
arrangements to place the statue in Bal-
linger where he had an interest in the
bank and long had done business and
where he maintained a home.

Since Noyes was a millionaire
rancher, his home in Ballinger must
have been a cattle baron’s mansion?
“Oh, no,” says a Brady woman who grew
up in Paint Rock, south of Ballinger. “It
was a hovel, even worse than the house
they lived in on the ranch. I remember
my father watching them coming
through Paint Rock, going to Ballinger.
They were traveling in a wagon. I don’t
guess they ever owned a car.”

They did own a car later. When the
sculptor Coppini went out to the ranch
to talk to Noyes about the statue, “I was
met at the train by Mr. Noyes and his
little daughter Aileen in a Dodge car,”
Coppini says in his autobiography,
From Dawn to Sunset.
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Left: Statue of Charles Noyes, Ballinger, Texas. His father told the sculptor: “Don
now.” Right: Charlie’s saddle as it looks today in the Melvin, Texas museum.

The Noyes ranchhouse at Melvin is
now outfitted as a camp for deer hunt-
ers, and it’s probably in much better
shape than when Noyes lived there. It’s
a “box house,” constructed with boards
about twelve inches wide nailed up ver-
tically, edge to edge. Strips of wood were
then nailed over the joints.

Coppini was appalled when he saw
the place. “As I looked at the simple
way these people were living, in a mod-
est ranch house with hardly any modern
improvements, the poor clothes they
were all wearing, the scanty furnishings
of a very poor people’s home, and the
unshaved, sad-looking face of Mr.
Noyes, I became frightened that I might
have been misled. . . .”

Did Noyes have any idea what such a
monument would cost, and could he
possibly afford it?

“The tall, square-shouldered (but
slightly bent, big-boned) old man sat by
the fireplace, with no fire in it, gazing as
if there was a flame, and saying nothing
and asking me no questions. ... No
doubt he was heart broken, and I did
not dare urge him into conversation.”

That night Coppini was assigned to
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the boy’s room and there in a corner
were Charlie’s belongings and “the sad-
dle on which he took his last ride.”

The saddle remained in the room for
more than sixty years until the Baptist
Foundation of Texas took possession of
the ranch in 1980. The Baptists gave the
saddle to the people of Melvin who now
have cleaned and oiled it and placed it
in their little museum on the town
square.

The saddle has a lot of hand tooling,
engraved with stars and horses’ heads.
The length of the stirrups indicates that
Charlie Noyes was a very tall boy, “six
feet four inches in his stocking feet,”
Coppini was told.

The next morning Coppini went out-
side and was met by the foreman of the
Noyes ranch, and Coppini asked: “Is
this Mr. Noyes really wealthy?”

The foreman smiled: “One of the
richest men in this part of the coun-
try, and one of the smartest, too.”

Later in the morning Noyes took
Coppini out to the site where the boy
had been killed.

“Here,” he said, “is where I want to
place the monument to my son, Char-

’t touch it anymore. It’s my boy Charlie

lie,” and a stream of tears ran down his
bronzed, unshaven cheeks to his bushy,
unkempt mustache.

When they finally got around to talk-
ing money, Coppini didn’t know what to
do. He wanted the job, and needed it,
but he didn’t want to haggle with Noyes.
He first considered asking $25,000 but
then said $18,000.

“Okay, it is a deal,” Noyes said. “I
thought it would cost me double that
amount.” -

Coppini was shocked, again. “My
heart dropped down to my shoes. This
time I was taught a good lesson, not to
judge people by their appearance only.”

After Noyes decided to place the
statue in Ballinger, Coppini went there
for the unveiling on Oct. 25, 1919 but
Gus Noyes wasn’t present. He couldn’t
bear the renewed grief.

By the time their association had
ended, Coppini had developed consider-
able respect for Noyes.

“A precious stone in the rough, a deep
thinker, a keen observer, a spiritual phi-
losopher, a well-read man. ... Cen-
turies from now... Mr. Noyes will be
found on top of the list of those of good
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knowledge.”

NOYES DIDN’T speak Spanish —
only enough words to get by — but he
had a good relationship with his Mexi-
can ranch hands. Melvin at that time
was a thriving farm-ranch center, but
the Mexicans could not just walk into
any store and buy what they wanted.
“They couldn’t even walk on the side-
walk in those days,” one person remem-
bers.

So Noyes kept supplies at the ranch
— food, drugs and tools. The ranch, in
fact, was almost self-sufficient and even
operated its own bakery. Noyes also
owned a store in Melvin — Noyes & Co.
— which he had purchased in 1909. The
store had hardware, dry goods, drugs,
and a funeral home, all under one roof.
Noyes paid his hands in tokens, and the
workers redeemed them for what they
needed at the store.

After the death of his son, the
stricken Noyes called on the help of a
string of “mediums” — people who
claimed they could talk with the dead.

“The hotel in Melvin was full of those
people for weeks. Noyes would take
them out to the ranch, and they would
hold seances, trying to talk to Charles,”
a Melvin woman recalls the stories
passed down from generation to genera-
tion.

“Jt was upsetting to the Mexican
ranch hands, all the strange lights, the
moving shadows coming from the
house .... You knew Noyes was an
atheist?” ;

That seems to have been common
knowledge in Melvin as Noyes often dis-

The Noyes “box house” still stands at Melvin. Charlie’s room in foreground was

left untouched for years after his death.
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cussed his religious views, but friends
say he obviously had some interest in
God. They remember him saying: “I've
never seen anything to make me think
there is a God ... but I hope there is
one.”

Nevertheless, there was no preacher
at Charlie’s funeral. Instead, Noyes
asked J. Marvin Hunter “to say a few
words.” Hunter, the local historian of
the Texas Hill Country, was the Melvin
newspaper editor at the time and had
just started his Frontier Times maga-
zine.

“Fully 1,500 were in attendance” at
the funeral, Hunter wrote.

About 1920 Noyes and his wife Lula
started traveling, first to California and
then to Florida where they bought a
23,000-acre ranch near Orlando. Noyes
couldn’t bear to stay out on the Melvin
ranch where Charlie was killed. But
even in Florida his heart was in Texas,
and over the door of his Florida home he
had a sign that said: TEXAS.

In the swampy, marsh lands of Flor-
ida in 1923, Noyes was trying to repair a
water gap (a fence across a creek). He
was seventy years old, and as the tide
started coming in he was too stubborn
to quit until he finished the job. He got
wet, took pneumonia and died in
Orlando, Florida on January 30, 1923.
His body was shipped to Fort Worth,
Texas where it remained for several
months during the spring until Lula and
Aileen were able to make the train trip
back to Texas.

“A simple funeral ceremony” for Gus
Noyes was held at the Melvin cemetery
on June 17, 1923. The obituary in the
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Brady Standard:said:

“Mr. Noyes was not affiliated with
any church and it was generally known
that he made no pretentions toward a
religious life. Yet those who were closest
to him say that he did have hopes of a
future life.”

An “oration,” prepared by a Kansas
City brother, was read at the grave by a
friend from Ballinger, but there was no
preacher. The crowd “was the largest
that has ever been known to
gather . . . at the Melvin cemetery.”

DID Gus Noyes find Jim Bowie’s
“lost mine”?

That’s one of the fascinating legends
of the Noyes ranch. Years ago, as the
story is told, Mexican workers on the
ranch found a cache of Spanish silver.
They loaded the treasure into a wagon
and took it to Noyes. Realizing the enor-
mity of the situation, he made an
instant decision: “I’ll take half, and you
take half, and you get the hell back to
Mexico quick!”

The story makes as little sense as
most of the others about Bowie’s lost
mine. It was supposed to have been at
Menard near the old Spanish mission
and presidio, or at least somewhere
between the Llano and San Saba Rivers.
Nobody really knows, except Bowie
maybe.

Noyes spent ten and fifteen years at
Menard along the San Saba River
before he moved to Melvin, so he cer-
tainly knew about the treasure.

Bowie and an armed band of men
were trying to find the silver in 1831
when they were intercepted by a mob of
Indians at Calf Creek — just eighteen
miles south of the Noyes ranch. The
resulting “Indian fight at Calf Creek”
was one of the bloodiest in Texas his-
tory.

Bowie survived the fight, but before
he could organize a second expedition
he — and the secret of the lost mine —
died in the Alamo in 1836.

Whether the Noyes hands found the
silver or not, it is known that Noyes suf-
fered severe hardship before he struck it
rich in cotton in Menard.

Noyes was born in Augusta, Maine on
July 1, 1852, the descendant of two
preachers’ sons who had sailed from
England in 1633. He was reared on a
Maine farm “where the soil was none
too productive and such fertile plains as
in Texas were unknown, with long, cold
winters.”

In April of 1873, just before he was
twenty-one years old, he went to Cali-
fornia on the old emigrant train which
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took nine days. There was no sleeper, no
dining car; he just took his grub with
him. He had no trade, profession or col-
lege training; but he had a strong body,
a quick mind, and a willingness for hard
labor.

The first year in California he
chopped cordwood, but with his savings
he and a brother bought a farm near
Campo, California. Campo wasn’t the
most peaceful spot on earth. It was close
to the Mexican border and surrounded
by Indians, bandits, and the worst
cutthroats on both sides of the border.

One spring day the bandits raided
Campo. The postmaster, owner of the
general store, was shot and the town
looted. The alarm was given, and the
Noyes brothers joined the posse to
avenge the work of the assassins.

The international boundary, an
“imaginary line,” was crossed, and the
raiders were hunted down in their
retreat. “Swift and terrible vengeance
was wrought, and Campo was never
raided again,” his brother wrote later.

But Gus Noyes wanted more land,
and he had heard of the Gila River in
Arizona. Arizona then was without rail-
road transportation, flour sold as high
as $116 per barrel, and other food sup-
plies were equally high. Noyes’ idea was
to set up an irrigated farm in the Gila
Valley, close to the freighters’ route.

In 1877 the Campo farm was traded
for a herd of cattle, and Gus, with three
brothers, started with the herd for Ari-
zona. Three of the men were on horse-
back driving the cattle, and the fourth
was on the freight wagon, drawn by a
yoke of oxen with four oxen in reserve.

Most of the trip was over wild and
barren country, and at some places the
water was so vile it meant death to drink
it. Many of the cattle died, some from
the poisonous water. But the brothers
made it to the Gila Valley and began
digging their irrigation ditch, mostly by
hand, at a site sixty-five miles east of
Yuma. By fall the ditch was six miles
long.

The Noyes crops prospered, but when
the spring rains came the river flooded
and changed its course, leaving the
Noyes ditch useless, a complete failure.
A year of hard labor and most of the
Noyes brothers’ wealth was wasted.

A NEW start must be made. Such
cattle as could be found were rounded
up and sold, and Gus Noyes mounted
his horse and headed for Tombstone,
Arizona, a land then still ruled by the
Apaches.

Again Noyes engaged in irrigated
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The Noyes family’s first home on San Saba River, east of Menard. Front rooms
at either side of house originally were porches.

farming, on the San Pedro River, and
did well. But he was still looking for
more land and heard about the Vaughan
Irrigation Co. in Menard County, Texas
on the San Saba River.

Noyes visited Menard and then
moved there in 1886, purchasing an
interest in the Vaughan company which
had been chartered in 1874.

“Mr. Noyes first had a dam con-
structed across the (San Saba) river
about 1890,” says N. H. Pierce, a long
time Menard resident in his history of
the county, The Free State of Menard.

“Then he put men to work digging the
ditch deeper and cutting across the side
of the mountain above the town . .. but
at the end of two years he had a ditch
about eight miles long that would carry
the entire flow of the river in dry times.
The cost was a big sum in those days,
but Gus Noyes had a ditch that proved a
bonanza.

“He had over a section of valley land
that netted him an average of $20,000 a
year for at least 30 years before he sold
his interests in it . ... His main money
crop was cotton and he made an average
of two bales to the acre.”

It was in Menard, too, that Noyes met
his wife, Lula Kitchens, whose father
also was in the irrigation business far-
ther down the river. They were married
in 1895 and the house they built on the
river is still standing, now owned and
occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Boyd
McDaniel, formerly of Abilene. Still

standing, too, are the rock walls of the
cotton gin that Noyes built.

Sometime after 1900 Noyes moved his
family to the ranch just west of Melvin,
and after Charles was killed in 1917 he
erected a tombstone, almost four feet
tall, marking Charlie’s grave in the Mel-
vin cemetery. Engraved on the stone are
these words: We stand between two
enternities, the past and the future. Is
death an eternal sleep or will we meet
again?

The last heir to the ranch was Char-
lie’s sister Aileen Noyes Miller. At her
death she was seventy-two years old and
had been living in a retirement home
operated by the Baptists in San Angelo.
She left the ranch—worth almost $7
million—to the Baptist Foundation of
Texas.

In 1981 the Noyes ranch contained
16,500 acres, mostly in the southeast
corner of Concho County. The founda-
tion then sold it to W.R. (Bob) Gibson
(Gibson Land and Cattle Co.) of Fort
Worth.

Although the Noyeses no longer ranch
in Texas, they won’t be forgotten as long
as the statue of Charlie stands in Bal-
linger in tribute to a father’s love.

-
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axly Days In Lincoln

— as described by a contemporary who
definitely knew her side of the fence . . .

By AMELIA BOLTON CHURCH
as told to
EVE BALL

Introductory Note: In February
1978 the Lincoln County (New
Mexico) Historical Society inau-
gurated the Centennial of the Lin-
coln County War by installing a
new steel marker on the spot
where John H. Tunstall was killed
February 18, 1878.

Tunstall’s killing sparked one
year of bloody fighting known
today as the Lincoln County War.
On the day of his death, Tunstall
was herding horses from his
ranch on the Felix River to Lin-
coln when he was stopped by a
posse and killed.

On one side were John Tunstall,
Alexander McSween and John
Chisum; on the other was the
Murphy-Dolan-Fritz faction. Billy
the Kid’s participation on the side
of Tunstall helped make the feud
immortal. In 1951 Amelia Bolton
Church gave me the following
interview. It presents the view-
point of an early family whose
sympathy seemed to lie with
Murphy and Dolan. — Eve Ball

IN 1868 my father, John Bolton, left
his family in Wexford, Ireland and came
to the United States. He enlisted in the
army and was sent West to fight
Indians, but I do not know in what com-
pany. When his captain learned that he
was well educated and wrote a beautiful
hand he made him company clerk. Later
he was stationed at the Bosque
Redondo, twelve miles from where Fort
Sumner is today.

In 1871 he sent for my mother and
their three children — John T., Ellen
(Davidson) and me. I was only nine
years old but I kept a sort of diary which
1 still have. We landed at New York and
came by train to Kansas City. We had
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been routed by Chicago but because of
Mrs. O’Leary’s cow [the Chicago fire],
we were sent by Kansas City instead of
St. Louis.

Father met us at Kit Carson, Kansas,
the terminal of the line. By government
convoy [an ambulance] we came to Fort
Stanton by way of Old Fort Union, Las
Vegas, Anton Chico, Pinos Wells, the
Jicarillos and over Capitan Pass to the
fort. We were well protected. There
were two escort wagons and part of a
cavalry troop with us. We had no trou-
ble with Indians but when we reached
Puertocito (Little Door) we had to go
through a very narrow place between
huge boulders and the soldiers prepared
for trouble. There was no attack and we
got to Fort Stanton that night. It had
been just two months since we left Wex-
ford. ;

One of the first families we met was
that of Heiskell and Barbara Jones who
lived by Dowlin’s Mill on the Ruidoso
and ran the commissary there. Ma’am
Jones was famous for her hospitality,
and for the buckskin gloves and clothes
she made. She got the leather from the
Apaches; almost every man in the coun-
try bought gloves from her.

Heiskell Jones and his son Jim had
butchered the beef at Fort Stanton and
issued it to the Indians before the agent
on the Apache Reservation moved his
headquarters to South Fork, the village
of Mescalero.

The Apaches had been brought to
Fort Stanton in 1868. When we arrived
they were camped all about. We lived
there a year and a half. Father was man-
ager of the commissary and had charge
of the quartermaster’s supplies.

He received all supplies for men and
horses. In 1873 the law passed Congress
that eliminated Father and all other
civilians not having a college education.

At first beef was issued to the
Apaches on foot. They would kill it as
they had buffalo, by running it at a gal-
lop until it was absolutely exhausted
and then shooting it with bow and

arrows. They thought that made the
meat tender.

The Indians dressed in buckskin and
the government issued blankets to
them. They wore fringed jackets but
their pants were plain and they wore
breechclouts over them.

Agent Curtis moved his office and the
Indians to Mescalero. He rented the big
two-story adobe house built by Dr. J. H.
Blazer, but he reserved one room for his
own use.

WHEN I first met the Blazers, Almer
was fourteen. He was threatened with
tuberculosis and had been let run with
the Indian boys. He had learned their
language. He had been taken by them to
a cave where there was said to be hidden
gold. They crawled out. Almer could
never find that cave again.

Almer Blazer had gone into Carlsbad
Caverns with a group of Apaches who
took him with them on an antelope
hunt.

Whoever told you there were bad
women at Fort Stanton was mistaken.
There were some at a “hog ranch” where
there was a brewery, but I didn’t know
that until I was twenty years old. There
was quite a settlement there. It was at
the mouth of Torres Canyon, four miles
from the fort. Murphy and Fritz owned
the brewery. The people who lived there
— some were employed at the brewery
and some were farmers.

Colonel Emil Fritz, Major Brady, and
Lawrence G. Murphy came with the
California Column and started the first
sutler’s store at Fort Stanton. From
there they went to Lincoln.

When we moved there [Lincoln] the
only school was a private one taught by
Bonificio Baca. Juan Patron, too, was
well educated but I do not know where
he had taught. Saturnalia, Baca’s son,
did some teaching too, about six months
I believe. That was the length of the
school term. Families paid by the
month, mostly in beef or other food they
produced.
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There was no public school until 1887.
It was held in the old Court House
where the Catholic church stands now.
A priest came every six months.

After we went there was only one real
Indian scare. That was in 1874. The
Apaches killed two men and one woman
at Blue Water, several miles from Lin-
coln on the east, and right under the
bluff. That ranch belonged to Steve
Stanley. After they killed the men they
tied the woman before killing her.

Above: A recent photo of Lincoln, New Mexico.

Word that they were on their way to
attack Lincoln came and the Baca fam-
ily, who owned the Torreon (tower), let
everybody take refuge there. Ma’am
Jones and some of her children were to
stay all night with us. We grabbed weap-
ons, food, and blankets and ran to the
Torreon. It was in good condition and a
safe place. Some slept in the second
story and some in the top floor.

I knew every detail of the Torreon.
The Chaves County Historical Society

decided later to have it restored — that
was when the W.P.A. got help from the
government. Mr. Martin, president of
the Historical Society, appointed me
chairman of the committee. At that
time there was nothing left but the
foundation of the Torreon. It had been
four stories high. We had permission
and funds from the county commission-
ers at Carrizozo. I recall that Mrs. Kelly
was one of them. I had difficulty in con-

vincing them that it should be rebuilt,

Courtesy Guif Oil Corporation.

Below: Map of old Lincoln by John Boylan.

Courtesy New Mexico State Monuments.
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and that the first meeting of the His-
torical Society should be held at Lin-
coln. As a child I had played in the Tor-
reon and knew exactly how it was built,
including the doors, the portholes, and
the gun rests on the parapet. I knew how
the stairs were built. Major Maurice
Garland Fulton went with me several
times to see that it was done right.
There is not a nail in it. The stairs are
made of cedar parts held by rawhide.
They built the fireplace on the old
hearth.

IN 1874 we were the only Anglo fam-
ily in Lincoln until the [Alexander A.]
McSweens came in 1875. They pro-
nounced their name “McSwain.” They
had almost nothing when they drove
into Lincoln. We saw them coming with
black oxen pulling a covered wagon.
They were in the middle of the street in
front of Juan Patron’s. There was a lot
between his place and our house. When
a woman got out of the wagon, Mother
went to invite her to stay with us until
they got a place to live. At Las Vegas
they had picked up a young Mexican to
drive the oxen. They told us they had
learned that there was no lawyer in Lin-
coln and that they had come to stay.

Mrs. McSween was very intelligent
and nice looking except for big pop eyes.
It is not true that Mrs. Baca was jealous
of her and disliked her.

McSween went to work for Murphy
but that did not last long. They fell out
— I don’t know the cause. The Murphy
side was repeated by the cattlemen and
farmers, there is no doubt about that,
but the Lincoln County War was not a
cattlemen’s war at all, though both
entered into it. It was caused by trouble
over Col. Fritz’s insurance policy. [He
died while visiting relatives in his old
home in Germany.] Mrs. Amelia Fritz
Scholand never got a penny of that ten
thousand dollar policy and that’s what
started the war. [It undoubtedly was
part of the trouble.]

When John Tunstall was killed, the
sheriff and deputies went to his ranch to
attach the cattle he and McSween had
bought. McSween had just collected the
money for the Fritz policy from a com-
pany in St. Louis. McSween used the
insurance money to buy cattle and put
them on Tunstall’s ranch, the Flying H.
He and Tunstall got the cattle from
Mrs. Casey. She claimed the Feliz ranch
(Flying H) but had no legal title to it.
Jimmie Dolan was only trying to help
Mrs. Scholand (Amelia Fritz) collect her
part of the Fritz insurance money.

Billy the Kid was working for Tun-
stall when the posse went to his ranch to
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Courtesy New Mexico State Monuments.

The Torreon, built by early Lincoln settlers as a protective shelter from Indian

raids.

attach the cattle. They met Tunstall
and the Kid. That’s when Tunstall was
killed.

As I was looking through some old
papers I found a half sheet of typewrit-
ten paper that told about Dick Brewer’s
taking ten men down to the Chisum
ranch and serving papers on Morton
and Baker. Instead of the road they took
the trail by the Capitans. Before they
went very far into the mountains they
killed Morton and Baker. I knew those
two very well; both were nice young fel-
lows. The paper told where they came
from. One of the men Dick Brewer took
along was McCloskey. They had the
boys, Morton and Baker, ride in front
with McCloskey. The rest, back of the
three, decided to kill them. McCloskey
said, “No, you don’t.” Later he said,
“Over my dead body.” This happened at
Agua Negra (black water).

Ash Upton was one of my old teach-
ers. He came in 1874 from Las Cruces.
Father had gone over there to join the
Masonic Lodge. Ash taught us for six
months and was our private tutor. Then
he went to the Caseys who had a grist
mill on the Hondo and stayed about a
year with them. Ash was a very interest-
ing man. He never left the country umtil
he went to Uvalde with Pat Garrett. His
was the only authentic story of the Lin-
coln County War, in my opinion.

When Mr. Tunstall was killed he was
brought to Lincoln and buried there
outside the adobe wall and McSween
beside him. I explained this to the Tun-
stall cousins. Meanwhile the Penfield
house was built by J. J. Dolan and John
J. Cockrill [Cochran?] When the Pen-
fields got it [the McSween store] they
built a hen house over those graves, or
over part of them. There was a tomb-
stone over one of them, a little marble

one that had fallen down. It was covered
with dirt; it was under the hen house.

When these people went to hunt for
Tunstall’s grave they found a body but
it had red hair (McSween had red hair).
They thought it was a mistake and came
back to me. I told them that was
McSween and that Tunstall was buried
beside him.

After their house was burned Mrs.
McSween came to us and stayed a week.
Chisum gave her a start in cattle. She
was sitting right there on that couch [in
Mrs. Church’s home in Roswell, New
Mexico] when she told us about it.

MR. BARBER was a lawyer and a
surveyer. John Chisum had never had
his land at Spring River surveyed and
he wanted to establish his lines. Mr.
Barber found that the head of Spring
River which Chisum thought was well
on his land was not on his land at all.
Barber told him there was only one way
to keep the spring. He had to have
water. Barber suggested that the spring
being on a school section, by going to
Washington to the land office they
could switch that school section some-
where else and he could exchange it with
some other section in the township. So it
was changed to where our cemetery in
Roswell is today.

When that was all fixed up, that was
why Chisum gave her (Mrs. McSween)
the cattle. They bought a little place
from Mr. Loyd of Three Rivers and
later sold out to Mr. A. B. Fall. She went
to White Oaks.

This was my impression as a young
person — that Chisum was very selfish
and not very particular about what he
branded; and that he started from
Texas with 700 head and when he got
out here he had 2,000; anything that
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came his way he gathered in.

Father"was postmaster in Lincoln and
had built a room onto our house for a
post office. One night after we had all
gone to bed a man came to our door and
said he was one of the Ruidoso (River)
boys and his name was Horrell.

He said, “I know it is past closing
time, but I would like to have my mail.”
They had been coming in on Sundays
and this was Saturday night.

Father lit a candle and got his mail.
Horrell thanked him and shook hands.
Father received the Masonic grip. They
had quite a conversation and he took his
mail and left. Father always said he was
not drunk when he got his mail, and he
was not the brother who was killed later
that night. It was his younger brother
Ben, and two other white men and a
Mexican peace officer who had tried to
arrest them.

Later on the Horrells began killing
anyone who married a Mexican, as well
as Mexicans. Word came that the Hor-
rells were coming to Lincoln te clean up
the town. They broke up a wedding cele-
bration and were shooting wildly in the
streets. People first took refuge in the
store after the shooting. There was a
partition and the place was full of peo-
ple who wanted to spend the night
because they were afraid the Horrells
were coming. Later they went to the
Torreon.

Murphy was a 32nd degree Mason.
John Clark, an employee, came from
Fort Stanton with Murphy. Murphy
wrote a letter to the Masonic member of
the Horrell clan. We knew that they
would come over the old trail right over
the mountain. Murphy wrote the letter
and enclosed his Masonic ring. He sent
John Clark to the top of the mountain
to wait for them. Clark met them at
midnight, showed the letter and the
ring. Possibly no one else in the building
but my father knew of it. [Ma’am Jones
did, but thought it was Bolton who sent
Clark.]

The Horrells read the letter, debated
a short time, and returned the ring to
Clark. Then they and their gang turned
and rode back toward the Ruidoso from
which they came.

If Murphy had been educated in Ire-
land for the priesthood, as was the com-
mon belief, it may be asked why he was
a Mason. So far there has been no rec-
ord found of his having attended a semi-
nary, but it is possible that his educa-
tion was obtained in an Anglican
Catholic institution — that is, Episco-
palian. Verification of that, too, is lack-
ing.
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Courtesy Mrs. Bessie Dolan Chester.
Above: Lincoln County officials posed in front of the Murphy building arcund
1887. Below: Some Lincoln County residents, left to right: James Joseph Dolan,
Lawrence Gustave Murphy, William Martin and Emil Fritz.
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High altitudes + nasty water + booze -

Rocky Mountain Misery

By HANK GIVENS

Photos provided by author

ON AN 1879 trip to the mining town
of Leaduville, 10,000 feet above sea level
in the Colorado Rockies, a Missouri low-
lander and self-admitted ‘“tenderfoot”
was introduced to “mountain sickness”
— and quickly lost his nickname.

The malady resulted during the
change to a higher altitude where the air
was “thin” because of a reduction in
oxygen. Mountain sickness mysteriously
affected some but not others, inflicting
symptoms such as diarrhea, headaches,
lethargy, depression and an arbitrary
attitude.

Simultaneously, lowlanders drinking
their usual amount of booze at high alti-
tude, soon felt as if the rug had been
pulled out from under them, since alco-
hol extracted oxygen from the blood
when oxygen was already at a premium.

The 1879 journal of tenderfoot Chris-
topher James Hildreth, forty-one,
reflects no knowledge of disabling
effects that high altitude could bring
about, but does observe the results.
That was the year Hildreth, his wife
Ella Stephens Trotter Hildreth and
their infant son arrived by train in
6,012-foot Colorado Springs, Colorado,
where Hildreth hoped to buy a newspa-
per business or find work as a printer.
For more than a week, he was unsuc-
cessful in both pursuits.

Hearing that Leadville was the best
place for making money, Hildreth
decided to leave his family in Colorado
Springs and go there. He was concerned
about the strange water he might find in
Leadyville, so he purchased the following
as an antidote: Brandy % pint, Cam-
phor % oz., Myrtle %2 oz., Peppermint
Y4 oz., Cinnamon Y% oz., Capsaicin Y
0z., Opium 1 draham, Tannic 1 draham
and Soda 2 drahams.

After paying an $11 fare and putting
on flannel shirt and “drawers” for the
first time, Hildreth on June 17 climbed
aboard a wagon driven by a Texas
Ranger with four horses and a dog.
From the beginning, the driver called
him “Colonel” and Hildreth dubbed
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him “Captain,” names they retained for
the trip. Another passenger was a New
Mexican cowpuncher going to Leadville
to see what he could turn up as a team-
ster. They named him ‘“Judge.” He
came aboard a “little worse for liquor,
talkative and familiar.”

They reached Colorado City, where
the Captain took on his camping outfit
and a supply of corn for the return trip
since feed was costly at Leadville. After
traveling quite a way, the Captain
missed his dog and went back to look for
him. Hildreth and the Judge drank beer
until he returned with the pet. They
started up Ute Pass when it was almost
dark, finding adequate grass and water
for a camp after 10 p.m.

Hildreth Family Photo

Christopher James Hildreth

“THE CAPTAIN, who had been suf-
fering from a severe sick headache since
reaching the pass, took care of the team,
the Judge went after water, and I was
told to collect wood for the campfire. As
it was pitch dark, you may judge the
task was not a pleasant one,” journa-
lized Hildreth. “By good chance, I stum-
bled over the only stump to be found in
camp. The Captain lay down before the

campfire, too unwell to do more. The
Judge was almost overcome by effects of
the liquor he had imbibed, so the ‘tend-
erfoot’ was master of the situa-
tion. .. .Our menu was black, weak cof-
fee, bread, dried beef and canned jelly I
had brought along.

“We found the Captain had forgotten
the tent pole (if he ever had one!), so we
fixed the canvas over the willow bushes
by the light of the dying fire, and spread
out blankets on bare ground, and lay
down to sleep. The Captain had a pil-
low, the Judge a sack, and I, my
strapped overcoat.

“We rose soon after daybreak for an
early start. The Captain was better, the
Judge sober, and we ate a hearty break- -
fast, though I must confess there were
many things to turn my stomach. The
outfit for camping was meagre. He had
no knife except one big one, no forks,
dishes, plates or spoons. The only cook-
ing utensils were frying pan and coffee
pot. I like camp life under comfortable
auspices, but camp life and tramp fare
combined were by no means unalloyed
pleasure . ... The morning was very
cold. I put on my overcoat, a fine black
cloth one. This I wore all day, but next
day borrowed one of the Captain’s blan-
kets which I wore instead, the remain-
der of the trip.

. ..Got milk at a ranch, camped
about 2 o’clock at a place I called ‘Dead
Horse Valley,” since there were four
dead horses in sight. I made a splendid
dinner — bread and milk, antelope
steak, crackers and jelly. My fellow tra-
velers were surprised at the small quan-
tity I ate compared with the enormous
quantity they consumed. Each, except
when the Captain was sick, ate at one
meal as much as I did during the whole
trip. Yet, I ate enough to satisfy myself,
with good appetite.

“...Quit Dead Horse Valley prepared
for a 30-mile drive to South Park before
camping for the night. Roads were hard,
solid, dusty, and, alkali dust, at that.
Water became nasty. The ground was
sometimes white with alkali as if it had
snowed, yet grass came up out of it,
streams ran through it. Milk tasted of it,
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wood we burned smelled of it, bread and
pies made with it were tainted.”

The outfit reached South Park in cold
blackness. They dug a hole for a fire-
place, cut up the lid of a box for fuel.
Hurrying through supper, they rigged
up the tent from fence to wagon, spread
blankets, took off boots and hats, and
crawled in. As Hildreth pulled up the
covers, he thought he’d never get warm.
That night, the bucket of water froze.

“I didn’t take cold. When I had had
breakfast, I was in better condition than
my companions, who complained of
being sick. The Captain in his head, the
Judge in his stomach, caused they
thought by bad water. Even the dog lost
his appetite and was so ill, he had to be
carried in the hack.... Again under-
way, we rode for many miles through
cold wind, my ‘shawl’ wrapped tight
about me....I persuaded the Captain
and the Judge to take some of my medi-
cine. They did, though I can’t positively
say that it did them any good.”

After traveling for five hours, one of
the horses took sick.

“The poor thing scoured awfully and
tried to lie down. This really alarmed us,
because of the delay it might cause us
and on account of the poor horse herself
and her still poorer owner. At last she
did lie down and could be made to rise
only with difficulty. We were afraid she
was about to add to the innumerable
dead animals scattered by the wayside,
when a happy thought came to me —
my medicine! Rousing her, we poured a
tablespoon down the throat with melted
grease to smooth the way. The Captain
took my knife, bled her, rubbed her
stomach with turpentine, delaying us
for an hour or two.”

AS THEY went on, aiming to reach
the main range, the horse was soon her-
self again. Hildreth reflected that the
medicine was more than half gone. So
far, he hadn’t touched a drop, because
he hadn’t needed it and he was opposed
to taking it on principle. About noon,
the Captain, who had been over the
range only once before, lost his way.
They came to a standstill in the hot sun
on an open plain where firewood was
“scarce as hen’s teeth.” They had milk,
hard stale bread and jelly. The Captain
then made inquiries at a ranch and
found the right road.

“We couldn’t go as far as we intended,
but by evening entered the gloomy, ter-
rible pass through the Snowy Range.
Tonight, we stopped to camp before
sundown where wood was plentiful,
water good, and, although the weather
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freezing, had the most enjoyable camp
of the trip. Made a rousing fire which
radiated plenty of heat, cooked a good
supper which we enjoyed. All except the
Captain, who was again stretched out in
sickness.

“In splendid condition, I did the best
part of the work of attending to the
horses and cooking supper. I had no
milk and was compelled to choose
between coffee and water. I chose the
latter and took my first hearty drink
since we started out. The Judge, weak
from diarrhea, was off to one of the
camps to gossip with the teamsters. He
asked me to go with him. I would have,
but the Captain begged for one of us to
stay with him.

“Seated alone by the campfire, the
sick Captain demanding my attention,
cold air blowing about me, my spirits for
the first time sank a little. I thought of
Ella and our son. The uncertain future
weighed upon me. .. .I almost hourly
doubt my identity and cannot think it’s
really myself going through such scenes,
that I am reading a novel or dreaming of
them.”

The next morning, Hildreth and the
Judge cooked breakfast, then Hildreth
packed gear. The Captain slept later.
When aroused, he asked after the
horses. They had disappeared. After
Hildreth and the Judge spent an hour
looking for them, the animals wandered
into camp no worse for wear, were
hitched up and the outfit was on its way
up the pass.

“FOR 10 to 12 miles, mountains rose
high on each side, covered half way up

*

with standing trunks of burnt pines and
above that with snow. Dust and boul-
ders constituted our roadway. The wind
was strong and cold, and dust was con-
stantly blown into our faces and
breathed into our lungs.

“The road is very steep in places, and
it was terrible work for the poor horses.
Only one team could pass at a time
except at turnouts. The amount of
freight hauled through the pass is tre-
mendous. The long trains of wagons
(the majority drawn by 6-10 mules),
stage coaches, smaller outfits like our’s,
horses and the tramps would form a pic-
ture equal to a circus poster for anyone
looking down from above.

“The way this confused, conglo-
morated moving mass gets snarled at
the turnouts, the swearing and threa-
tening done to push on each ahead of
the others, is fearful. Sometimes we
walk behind an ox team of ten steers, ’til
we come to a turnout. Then, we get
between two heavy freight wagons and
are in imminent danger of a smash up.
After, we wait 15 to 30 minutes before
we move a step. We get ahead only by
being so much lighter than the others.
We turn out and dodge in quickly before
the ponderous wagons get ready to start
up.

“The most terrible sights in this hor-
rible pass are not the gloomy mountains
and confusion of teams, but the way the
poor beasts are abused, beaten and
overworked. When a team gets stuck in
one of the millions of ruts which form
the road, a stoppage occurs, reaching
along the whole length of the line of
vehicles. Instantly, drivers of a dozen

Pioneers’ Museum Photo

Tejon Street in Colorado Springs. It was notable for its storefront awnings.

Cheyenne Mountain in background.
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teams rush to the front to see what’s the
matter, each arriving with his whip.
Instead of assisting the poor wretches
out of a rut, they commence to curse
and lash them. ‘Mule skinners,” ‘bull
whackers,” ‘horse flayers,’ sound like an
exaggeration of terms, but they are the
literal truth in this region.

“As a result, hundreds of animals
have died under the combined effects of
alkali, overwork and brutal treatment,
and their bodies shoved out of the way,
left to rot and taint the air for miles. We

are scarcely ever out of sight of car-
casses of horses, mules, and oxen in all
stages of decay from bloating and burst-
ing bodies of a few days to dry bones
and hides of months of exposure to sun,
wind, birds, insects, beasts of prey. It is
well that air in the pass is cold and dry;
if the heat of summer were added to the
misery now endured, it would be intol-
erable.

“On the summit of the Great Divide,
we saw a small log hut, where whiskey,

tobacco and canned goods are sold. Dur-

ing the trip, it seemed safe to go to any
house and ask for these articles with the
certainty of getting them, though at a
high figure.

“...The remainder of the trip to
Leadyville, reached on June 20, 1879, was
a downgrade of 15 or 20 miles. The sun
was beginning to get hot and the Cap-
tain began to get sleepy. The Judge was
already asleep, so to prevent accidents, I
took the lines and we entered Leadville.

“I had heard a good deal about the
roughness of the city...however, it
wasn’t so rough as I had anticipated. I
am sure there are older cities in America
that are much rougher. The Globe-Dem-
ocrat slander that we would get nothing
fit to eat in Leadville is simply prepos-
terous! You have only to look at the
hotel bills of fare and see what is sold in
stores to be convinced at once that this
is a lie, pure and simple. Nor are the
hotel charges unreasonable. The
Clarendon, the largest, charges but $4 a
day and The Windsor where I put up
but $3. The table there is at least as
good as the average of $2.50 hotels in St.
Louis — The Everett House, for
instance.

“At the Windsor Hotel, I had a splen-
did dinner and cleaned off dust and dirt
I had accumulated on the trip, though I
had to dig off my clothes with a shovel
(as the boys say), since I had scarcely
removed any of them for three days.”

HILDRETH DID eventually move
his family to Leadville where they lived
until July 1880. He established the Hil-
dreth Printing House and published
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newspaper with Socialist overtones,
aimed at the miners. He also did job
printing and was one of few printers to
produce a menu for an elegant hotel
dining room on fringed white satin in
gold and red ink.

Moving his family from Colorado to
New Mexico as he worked at various
printing and newspaper jobs, Hildreth
finally settled at age fifty-one in New
Decatur, Alabama with Ella and their
two children. In 1889 he started a
weekly newspaper, the New Decatur
Advertiser, which was published until
1920. Hildreth claimed that his paper
was the first in Alabama to support
woman suffrage. His wife was a national
figure in the project and Susan B. Anth-
ony visited them.

Hildreth died in Decatur on May 15,
1928. It couldn’t be said that he was
financially successful, but he had been a

popular personality.
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Above: Ute Pass in 1879 was a one-way shelf road cut int‘? granite which pro-
vided a route for wagons and stagecoaches to haul goods and passengers from
Colorado Springs to Leadville. The route was so jammed, one-way traffic only
was allowed to go up in the afternoon, and down in the morning. Below: Lead-
ville in 1879.
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Readers’ letters for '‘Tralls Grown Dim" are printed
as soon as space permits, so please be patient! If pos-
sible, please type your query; or If handwritten, print
or write clearly, especially names, dates, and places—
and most of all, please be brief. In accord with the con-
tent of our magazines and purpose of this service since
its beginning, preference is given writers whose trails
have grown dim out West: lost ancestors and relatives
who were sheriffs, ploneers, Forty-niners, muleskinners,
cowboys, Indians and Indian fighters, and so on. We
can’t run current ‘‘missing persons’ notices or lengthy
genealogical requests, but we do attempt to print all
letters 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 to us.

Gilbert — Miller

I am looking for information on my
great-grandmother, Mary Gilbert. She
was born after 1881 in one of the coun-
ties near Humansville, Missouri. Her
father’s name was Sam and her
mother’s name was Liz. Sometime after
1906 she moved from that area and
married a man named Dean Miller.
They had three children, two boys and a
girl, and moved to Idaho. Later on they
were divorced. One of Mary’s sons, my
grandfather, was adopted by some peo-
ple named Putnam in 1906. Mary died
of a stroke at about eighty years of age. I
have traced her to Idaho and would
appreciate any information on her life
or death or place of burial. — Jonnie
Thompson, 206 Eldorado, Belton, Mis-
souri 64012,

Countryman — Bowker

I would like information on the
mother of Mary Rosella Countryman
Bowker Brownlee. She was a Cherokee
Indian who married a man by the name
of Countryman. It is believed they lived
in New York. Countryman allegedly
killed a man and they moved to Win-
terset, Iowa and changed their name to
Bowker. She was thrown from a horse
and killed at Winterset. They had two
children, a boy and a girl. The girl was
my great-grandmother. Her name was
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Mary Rosella. When she was a small
child her brother chopped three fingers
off her left hand. She lived around
Iatan, Missouri; Wathena, Kansas; and
at Nodaway, Iowa until she died. I
would like to find out her mother’s
name; I believe her first name was Mar-
garet. Any information will be appre-
ciated. — Billy Gadberry, 321 8th Ave-
nue N., Algona, Washington 98002.

Griggs — Dizney — Hutton

Nickolas Griggs was in Giles County,
Tennessee in 1820 and was listed as
being age 16-25. He died there in 1845
or ’46. His wife was Parthena?. Their
children were: Elizabeth, Phebe,
Mariah, Peter B., Thomas Henry, John
W. (?), Jane, Wiley, and Yancy M. The
first three children died before January
1855. Was Nickolas the son of John
Griggs?

George Dizney (Disney) came from
England circa 1745 and settled in or
near Baltimore, Maryland. His son,
Thomas, was born in 1755, went to Ten-
nessee by 1775 and died in Knox
County, Kentucky in 1853. His sons
were: John Thomas, Soloman, Elisah
and Elijah (twins), and William A.
There is a Soloman Dizney recorded in
Baltimore circa 1796 who had a son,
John. Is he Soloman Thomas’ brother?

John W. Hutton was born in 1809 in
Kentucky and died in 1895 in Tennes-
see. His wife was Frances F. Moore.
Their children were: Susan S., Thomas
Clayton, Martha J., William J., Ann E.,
Lucinda R., Lucy R., James K. P., and
Robert W. A. I would like to hear from
descendants of the above and will
answer all letters and exchange infor-
mation. — Marguerite Griggs, Rt. 2,
Box 103, Guthrie, Oklahoma 73044.

Wilson

I am seeking information on my
grandfather, Charles C. Wilson. His
wife’s name was Clara. They lived in
Montesano, Washington. Their children
were Mary Borman, Ruth Mabel
Guthrie, Richard Wilson, and Elmer
Wilson. There was a cousin named
Ethel Noble. Any information on this
family will be appreciated. — Mabel
Harmon, 1720 Valley Court #26,
Juneau, Alaska 99801.

McCullough
I would like to contact descendants of
Joe and Zadie McCullough who lived in
or near Abilene, Texas in the early

1900s. Joe was born on August 5, 1877 in
Alabama and was a brother of William
Harvey McCullough, my grandfather,
who was a pioneer of early Imperial Val-
ley, California. When my grandfather
died on January 30, 1936, all contact
was lost between the two brothers. —
Barbara J. Snyder, 4037 Calavo Drive,
La Mesa, California 92041.

Kershaw

Joseph Merrick Spencer Kershaw was
born October 24, 1877 in Wisconsin. His
parents were William J. Kershaw and
Frances Hill. Joseph was in vaudeville
in Chicago around the turn of the cen-
tury. One act was known as “Kershaw
and Cloud.” He may have been con- -
nected with Buffalo Bill Cody’s Wild
West Show.

William Kershaw was an Indian agent
in Wisconsin and later became state
representative and state senator. J.
Merrick Kershaw was my great-uncle. I
am seeking information concerning him,
his descendants, or any other relatives.
— Leonard L. Ray, 6006 S. Western
Avenue, Willowbrook, Illinois 60514.

Grigsby

I am seeking relatives of my father,
Earl George Grigsby. He was born on
June 9, 1894 in Eau Claire, Wisconsin.
His father was Frank Byron Grigsby
and his mother was Anne Gunn. Broth-
ers were Roy, Dale, Harry, and Lyle
Grigsby; sisters were Dorothy, Ina
(Ruth), and Edna Grigsby. All letters
will be answered and- postage reim-
bursed. — Earlene Grigsby Camp, P.O.
Box 511, Mapleton, Oregon 97453.

Johnston — Hains — Haynes
Deffenbaugh — Singer

I am seeking information on the
descendants of Charles (Charley) Wil-
liam Johnston, born April 11, 1892 at
Arlington, Kansas. His father was Dan-
iel Rosencrates Johnston, born Decem-
ber 25, 1855 and died on March 12, 1938
at Warren, Oregon. His mother was
Malinda Hains (or Haynes) Johnston,
born January 23, 1859 in Iowa. She died
August 4, 1909 or ’10 at Waynoka, Okla-
homa.

Charles’ grandfather, Joseph C. John-
ston, was born September 19, 1824 and
died March 17, 1898. His grandmother,
Sidney Deffenbaugh Johnston, was born
September 25, 1828 and died March 21,
1918. This information was taken from

(continued on page 60)
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TRAILBLAZING CADETS

Three black men out of step in a long gray parade

By Don Miller
Photos provided by author;
Courtesy U.S. Military Academy Archives

ALTHOUGH the U.S. Military Acad-
emy had been-established in 1802, it
wasn’t until 1877 that Henry Ossian
Flipper became its first black graduate.
John H. Alexander and Charles D.
Young were graduated ten and twelve
years respectively after Flipper. It
would be 1936 before another black
would emerge from the academy.

The seldom-related stories of Flipper,
Alexander and Young help flesh out the
already rich history of West Point.

HENRY FLIPPER was born March
31, 1856 in the slave quarters of the
Methodist parsonage in Thomasville,
Georgia. His mother was Isabella Buck-
halter, a mulatto, and his father was
Festus Flipper, a shoemaker and car-
riage trimmer who was part white.

By the time he was eight years old
Henry Flipper had learned to read.
Later he went to a private school taught
by the wife of an ex-Confederate cap-
tain. Flipper attended schools estab-
lished by the American Missionary
Association and later enrolled at
Atlanta University where he was a stu-
dent when nominated to West Point by
Republican Congressman James C.
Freeman, a native-born white Georgia
planter elected to the House of Repre-
sentatives in 1872.

Prospective cadets, usually appointed
by their district congressmen, came to
West Point in late May or early June of
a given year as “candidates.” They were
examined by the Academic Board in
arithmetic, history, geography and
English. If they passed their tests they
were admitted as “conditional cadets,”
but did not receive warrants as cadets
until successfully standing examination
the following January.

A few blacks had been appointed to
the U.S. Military Academy before Flip-
per. The first ones were Michael
Howard, a full-blood from Mississippi,
and James W. Smith, an octoroon from
Columbia, South Carolina. The two men
arrived at the academy on May 30, 1870,
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but Howard was soon sent home by the
Academic Board for deficiencies in all
subjects in which he was examined.
Smith, whose father was a veteran of
Sherman’s army and also a Columbia
city alderman, was accepted.

During the next three years Smith
was constantly upset by the social ostra-
cism directed at him. He was court-mar-
tialed twice and made to repeat a year,
and was found “deficient” in physics. At
the close of his third year he was dis-
charged. Before Smith’s discharge the
academy’s only other black cadet —
Flipper — arrived, and they were
assigned a room together.

Cadet Charles Young

Two other blacks — Henry A. Napier
of Tennessee and Thomas Van R. Gibbs
of Florida — had been accepted as
cadets prior to Flipper’s arrival in 1873,
but they lacked scholastic abilities and
were drummed out.

The years at the academy were proba-
bly tough and lonely ones for the black
cadet. Still, in a book published in 1878,
Flipper claimed that his fellow cadets
were only rarely lacking in courtesy. He
maintained that privately he was
treated as an equal, although he admit-
ted that generally his fellow cadets
ignored him. In his book Flipper men-
tioned that he endured ‘“the sneer, the
shrug of the shoulder, the epithet, the
effort to avoid, to disdain, to ignore”
him. He also wrote that race prejudice
at the time was what he considered to be
“normal.” The Atlanta Herald com-

mented about Flipper: “It is an aston-
ishing fact that socially, the boys from
the Northern and Western States will
have nothing to do with him.”

Still, Flipper survived and was gra-
duated June 15, 1877 standing number
fifty in a class of seventy-six members.
The New York newspapers generally
called the occasion a landmark in race
relations. Other papers patronized Flip-
per or ridiculed various events given to
honor him as West Point’s first black
graduate. A New Orleans paper claimed
Flipper was “a little bow-legged grif of
the most darkly coppery hue.” The six-
foot-two fairly light-colored lieutenant
and some others found the charge
grossly untrue.

Lt. Flipper — the only black among
about 2,000 Army officers — was
assigned to frontier duty in the 10th
Cavalry from 1878 until 1882. He fought
in the Indian wars in the Southwest
while stationed at Fort Sill in Oklahoma
and Forts Elliott, Concho and Davis in
Texas.

Shortly after being assigned to Fort
Davis charges were brought against
Flipper by long-time black-troop com-
mander Col. William Rufus Shafter.
Flipper had been detailed to the post
commissary, and on August 10, 1881 he
was placed in close arrest and charged
with embezzlement of $3,791.77. It was
also claimed that he made false state-
ments to commanding officer Shafter
regarding his accounts; and that he
offered, in partial settlement of the
alleged shortage, a personal check on a
San Antonio, Texas bank account in
which there were insufficient funds.

A lengthy court-martial followed and
Flipper was acquitted of the embezzle-
ment charge, but pronounced guilty of
conduct unbecoming an officer and a
gentleman.

Many observers suspected the young
black lieutenant was “railroaded” when
he was sentenced to be dismissed from
the service. On June 30, 1882 Henry
Flipper was dropped from the United
States Army rosters.

Following his discharge, Flipper
began seeking an Act of Congress that
would reinstate him in the Army and
restore his rank and pay.

Flipper became the first prominent
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black civil and mining engineer in the
United States and an assistant to the
Secretary of the Interior from 1921 to
1923. He returned to Atlanta in 1931
and died there in 1940 where he was
buried without honors.

The ninety-four-year old fight to clear
his name ended in 1976 when the Army
changed his discharge to honorable and
his bones were re-interred in the Old
Magnolia Cemetery in Thomasville,
Georgia.

JOHN HANKS ALEXANDER was
appointed to the academy from the 14th
Congressional District of Ohio and was
admitted to West Point July 1, 1883.
Alexander came to the academy from
Oberlin, Ohio when he was nineteen
years old.

He was born of slave parents in Hel-
ena, Arkansas on January 6, 1864. He
was described as “a dark mullato, with a
bright, intelligent face,” and as a man

Cadet John Alexander

“of unusual brilliancy.” He was gra-
duated in 1887, number thirty-two in a
class of sixty-four.

Alexander served in the 9th Cavalry
in Nebraska, Wyoming and Utah with
what was termed “efficiency and credit”
until February 1893 when he was
assigned Professor of Military Science
and Tactics at Wilberforce University in
Wilberforce, Ohio.

Accounts vary of Alexander’s death at
Springfield, Ohio at age thirty on March
26, 1894. One version claims he died
while attending a meeting of the
Knights Templar. The account stated:
“He was waiting his turn to be shaved in
a barber’s shop, and complained of a
pain in his head. As he rose to take his
place in the chair, he fell to the floor
and was dead before anyone could reach
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him.” The report concluded: “His body
was taken to an undertaker’s where a
post mortem examination showed that
he died from the rupture of one of the
large arteries near the heart.”

A second version claims he died at
Springfield “at high noon, where on an
invitation, he had gone to spend Easter
Sunday in the barracks.”

A correspondent for The Freeman of
Helena, Arkansas wrote: “His death was
a severe shock to Helena, his home. Not
only to home and relatives, but through-
out the Northern States. Lieutenant
Alexander was just about to do great
work with the promotion President
Cleveland had given him, Professor of
Military Science at Wilberforce Univer-
sity, the only one in the United States
for colored boys. There are a number of
military schools in the United States,
but not connected with Uncle Sam.”
The obituary concluded: ‘“His remains
were laid in the National Cemetery at
Springfield.”

Still another account of Alexander’s
death claimed, “He died of tuberculosis
on March 26, 1894, while still serving at
Wilberforce.”

The War Department was notified of
Alexander’s death, but gave no instruc-
tions as to what course of action was to
be followed. The situation was called to
the attention of Co. A, Ninth Battalion
Infantry, O.N.C. The result was that his
remains were taken by his friends to
Wilberforce, Ohio on March 27.

CHARLES D. YOUNG was born in
1865 in Helena, Kentucky, but his fam-
ily soon moved to Ohio where Young
received his early education in the pub-
lic schools of Ripley. After graduating
from high school, Young taught in
Ripley’s black high school. He later gra-
duated from Wilberforce University.

Young passed an examination for
appointment as a West Point cadet and
entered the academy in June 1884,
appointed from the 12th Congressional
District of Ohio.

A member of Young’s graduating
class recalled: “As I remember Young at
the time, he was a rather awkward,
overgrown lad, large-boned and robust
in physique, and of a nervous, impulsive
temperament.” Although Young was a
talented musician and in later life was in
good command of five foreign lan-
guages, on June 17, 1885 he was “turned
back” at West Point for deficiency in
mathematics. In June 1889 he was addi-
tionally declared deficient in engi-
neering.

Young also experienced problems

because there were no fellow blacks in
the academy to relate to. A classmate
recalled: “I well remember hearing him
converse in the German language with
some of the foreign-born shoe-blacks,
and my mental reaction at that time was
that sheer loneliness impelled him to
talk with anyone who would take an
interest in his conversation.”

Although the lonesome cadet made
few friends at West Point, another cadet
pointed out that: “It must be said that
he gained ground each year at West
Point, and in the fifth and last year,
after having patiently shown for the
past four years a dog-like perseverance
in the face of so many natural handi-
caps, his own class began to acknowl-
edge and respect his finer traits of char-
acter; while a spirit of fair play induced
many cadets of character and standing
in the corps to treat Young with the
kindness and consideration which had

Cadet Henry Flipper
long been his due.”

Young was able to make up his defi-
ciencies and on August 31, 1889 was gra-
duated in the class of 1889, ranking at
the bottom of his class of forty-nine
cadets.

Upon graduation Second Lieutenant
Young was assigned to the 10th Cavalry,
and although he served for a short while
with the 7th Cavalry, the balance of his
service over the next twenty-eight years
was with the black 25th Infantry and
9th Cavalry.

From 1894 to 1898 Young was Profes-
sor of Military Science and Tactics at
Wilberforce University. During the
Spanish-American War he was Major of
the 9th Ohio Volunteer Infantry (Col-
ored). Young was the only black officer
to see active duty in Cuba during the
Spanish American War and was the first
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Regular Army black to reach field
grade. :

In 1903 Young served as superinten-
dent of the Sequoia and General Grant
parks in California. From 1904 to 1907
he was the U.S. Military Attache to the
Republic of Haiti, and from 1912 to the
close of 1915 he was military attache to
the Republic of Liberia.

In 1916 Young received the Spingarn
gold medal, making him the second
recipient of the award given annually to
an American man or woman of African
descent who had made the highest
achievement during the year in any field
of honorable human endeavor.

On June 22, 1917 Charles Young was

retired from active duty as a full colonel

because of high blood pressure. To help
counteract the high blood pressure
claim, Young rode horseback from Wil-
berforce, Ohio to Washington, D.C.,
ending his 16-day, 497-mile trip in front
of the War Department headquarters.
He was restored to active duty partially
because of this feat, but also because he
was needed to train troops for the Ohio
National Guard at Camp Grant, Illinois.

In retrospect a fellow West Pointer
reflected on Young: “In a career which
embraced various activities with both
the military and civilian officials of our
own and foreign countries, Colonel
Young demonstrated qualities of mind
and of temperament far above the aver-
age; and self-control and force of char-
acter which is remarkable in one whose
immediate ancestors were born in slav-
ery. In the American army, as at West
Point, he succeeded, through use of tact,
self-restraint and what may be called
self-effacement, to make steady and
permanent headway against race preju-
dice.”

Col. Young died in Lagos, Liberia on
January 8, 1922 where he had been sent
as a military attache to the Liberian
government. His body was returned to
the United States for burial with full
military honors at Arlington Cemetery.

A classmate of Young’s eulogized:
“Though life was often pathetically dif-
ficult for him in his problems of
environment, he lived up to the best
traditions of his Alma Mater, and
played the game as a worthy graduate of
the greatest of military academies.”

“Perhaps,” the U.S. Military Acad-
emy Report of June 12, 1922 concluded,
“the best that can be said of him is that
in all his relations with society, both as
citizen and soldier, his constructive
influence with his people was ever a
potent factor along the troublous high-
way of enlightened progress.” ’

True West



In search of a shorter or easier route,
many a trusting pioneer fell victim to those

By C. KUTAC

lilustrated by Paul Hudgins

LIFE IN THE 19th century West
wasn’t easy. Most men had to labor long
and hard just to keep food on their
tables and roofs over their families.
What little they managed to save could
be lost so easily — Indians could burn
them out, disease might kill all their
livestock, hail or drought could wipe out
an entire year’s crop.

If by luck and hard work a pioneer
managed to accumulate some money,
swindlers and confidence men were
eager to trick him out of it. Fortunately,
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for the con men, news often traveled
slowly. A really sharp swindler could
successfully use a scheme over and over
before word of it spread and people
became leery. Con men preyed on all
segments of society — farmers, emi-
grants and cavalrymen. Sometimes they
even finagled ways to get around gov-
ernment laws and regulations.

Those traveling in wagontrains were
often easy to deceive. They were in new
situations and locations. They didn’t
understand the land or the weather.
Early winter storms could immobilize
them; summer duststorms could blow

up out of nowhere; flash floods could be
fed by storms in mountains miles away,
so even when it wasn’t raining on the
flats, walls of water could rush down the
washes and engulf them. They didn’t
understand the Indians or know how to
deal with them, even when they were
friendly. Consequently, emigrants had
to depend on the advice of ones who
had made the trip before — wagon mas-
ters, scouts, mountain men or traders
along the Western routes.

Even the best route to take was often
debatable. Trails had cutoffs, some con-
sidered to be easier or shorter. Members
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of more than one wagontrain reported
meeting a man by a spring near the
road. He told each group that he was
waiting to meet his family. He wanted to
catch them before they passed the turn-
off for a new cutoff that saved 200 miles.
It was later found that although the
road he described looked all right at
first, it soon deteriorated to an impass-
able state. Anyone trying it would soon
have foot-sore, possibly crippled ani-
mals and the rough road would tear up
the wagons. Some unfortunate emi-
grants who took the cutoff into the iso-
lated region found that the man who
had given them the directions had
henchmen there. With broken-down
wagons, the emigrants had more sup-
plies than they could carry back to the
main route. The opportunists there at
the roughest part of the trail offered to
buy the supplies and worn-out animals
at a very cheap price.

Facing so many dangers in common
(drought, starvation, Indians, sudden
sickness), all but the stingy and the
loners tried to help each other out. If a
man’s food was washed away when
crossing a river, others of the wagon-
train chipped in with supplies. If a man
lost his wagon or team, ofttimes he was
allowed to finish the trek in another

wagon — usually at no charge.

Then, as now, the one most likely to
be taken advantage of was the good
Samaritan. Some emigrants started the
trip with little food because they
counted on living off their kind-hearted
fellow travelers. One man had journeyed
from the East Coast all the way to Ft.
Kearny by eating the food of others and
riding in their wagons. He even bragged
about depending on Christians to feed
and transport him.

Early-day Plains travelers wrote that
the Indians always seemed to come out
ahead when trading with the white man.
In 1850, after much dickering, an
ancient Snake brave traded eight $5
gold pieces for a white man’s rifle. After
the Indian left, the white man discov-
ered that his “gold pieces” were actually
just trading tokens issued by a hardware
store.

When some of the first emigrants
through Indian country lost cattle, they
paid a reward to braves who would help
them find the animals. The Indians
quickly learned to “borrow” the live-
stock so they could get a reward to
return them.

Owners of some trading posts along
the old trails used underhanded
methods to increase their business. One
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unscrupulous trader convinced many
emigrants to take a longer, rougher cut-
off, that took days longer. That made
his store the last establishment for hun-
dreds of miles and hence they bought
more provisions at his store.

One trading post was well-known for
sending out one of its men masquerad-
ing as an emigrant. This representative
would bad-mouth his boss’ main com-
petitor, claiming they had cheated him.
Sometimes that would sway the opinion
of an entire wagontrain and gain the
unscrupulous trader an enormous
amount of business.

Near the end of the trail, when the
teams of oxen, mules or horses gave out,
the emigrants had to abandon them or
lead them on without the wagons.
Sometimes on easier trails when the
animals could keep going, the emigrants
would be almost out of food and their
animals would be all they had to trade
for supplies. In either case, the stock
speculator would profit. He would
assure the travelers that farther on in
California the animals, their tack and
the wagons were of little value. It would
be better to trade the animals, he said,
before they died anyway. Often an emi-
grant would trade a worn-out horse or
mule for a sack of flour. The speculator
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would graze the animals until they fat-
tened, then drive them to California to
sell for a nice profit. One pioneer who
sold his cattle for a pittance and found
out later that he had been hoodwinked,
said that he finally understood how
Esau felt when he traded his birthright
for a bowl of pottage.

A FARMER didn’t even have to leave
home to lose his money as swindlers
went right to his homestead after it. The
“farm machinery swindle” required
only two things — a generous farmer
and a large barn. A well-dressed, ami-
able salesman would appear at the
farmer’s house with two or three pieces
of machinery in tow. He’d chat with the
farmer for awhile about crops, weather
and such. Then he would ask if he could
store his machinery in the farmer’s
barn. If he had room, the farmer would
usually grant permission.

After the machinery was in the barn,
the salesman explained to the farmer
that he’d had a marvelous season and
those three machines were the last of a
large lot he had to sell. If the farmer
would sell those machines for him, while
they were stored in the barn, he could
have 50% commission on the sales.

It usually sounded plausible to the
farmer, especially if he had had a bad
year and needed the money. The sales-

man was always slick-talking and before
long the naive farmer was signing a con-
tract which he didn’t really understand
because of all the big words and double-
talk. But the salesman had told him
that it was only an agreement stating
that he was storing the machinery and
was also guaranteed 50% commission
on each one he could sell.

Thirty days later, a stranger arrived
at the farmer’s house and demanded
payment for the machinery in his barn
— and at an out-of-sight price. When
the farmer tried to explain that he was
merely doing the salesman a favor by
letting him store the machinery in his
barn, the farmer was shown his signa-
ture on the contract, which was actually
a bill of sale. A local lawyer was usually
consulted and the farmer was told that
the bill of sale was legal and binding.
The farmer had to pay for the
machinery and ended up losing any-
where from $200-$500.

Some crafty men even figured out
ways to con the government — like the
itinerant trader who made most of his
profits by peddling rot-gut whiskey to
the Indians. Then came this new law
prohibiting the sale of alcoholic bever-
ages to the Indians. Did he give up his
lucrative business? No way. He bought
a wagonload of potatoes and headed out

to the reservations, taking the usual
amount of whiskey along with him.
Then he moved from Indian camp to
Indian camp, selling his potatoes. He
sold the wagonload in no time at a dollar
a potato. You see, he gave a free shot of
whiskey to everyone who bought a
potato.

A shrewd farmer put one over on the
government too. Seems there was a local
ordinance regarding homesteads that
said a house built on the land had to be
at least 12 x 12. Since the law didn’t
specify exactly what unit of measure it
meant, this farmer built his house 12 x
12 — but in inches, not feet.

In 1855 Louis Remme tricked a bank
out of $12,500 and it was all perfectly
legal — we think. In Sacramento one
morning Louis was enjoying his break-
fast with more than usual satisfaction.
He had just made a good deal, selling
some cattle for $12,500, and had depo-
sited the money in the nearby Adams &
Company Bank.

He bought a paper from a passing
newsboy, flipped it open and almost
choked. The bold headline proclaimed
that the San Francisco office of Adams
& Company had gone under.

Perhaps there was still time to draw
his money from the nearby office before
it closed too. Louis tried but a mob of

NOTHING ELSE IS

A GOLDHOUND

Recognized throughout
the world as the most
valuable piece of equip-
ment you can own when
prospecting for gold
and gem stones.

Call or write for the dealer nearest you.

Goldhound International, Inc.
660 W. 17th St., Bidg. #39
Costa Mesa, CA 92627
714-646-4446
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people was there by the time he reached
the Adams & Company Bank. Now
what could he do? All the branch offices
in California would close their doors
before he could reach any of them.

He thought a few moments and then
realized that what he had to do was get
to Oregon before the news reached there
as well — after all, there weren’t any tel-
egraph lines reaching there. News would
be carried on the next steamer out of
San Francisco. The only way to save his
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money was to beat the boat to Port-
land, where there was an office of
Adams & Company, so he could draw
his money before they learned of the
company’s collapse.

Louis rode day and night, changing
for a fresh horse when the one he was
riding tired. He slept an hour or so only
when he could go no farther. He ate in
the saddle to save time. He kept up the
frantic pace for six days and nights.
Arriving in Portland, he rushed to the

Adams & Company office, presented his
deposit certificate and asked for his
money. He was paid $12,500. As he left
the bank, he heard the steamer chug-
ging up the river. In less than an hour,
news of the failure of Adams and Com-
pany had caused the closure of the Port-
land branch. Louis had won, and with
little time to spare.

EVEN A captain in the United States
Army could fall for a con man’s line. In
1864 at Fort Kearny a young man
approached Captain Eugene Ware and
asked if he could talk with him in pri-
vate. They went off to one side and the
young man said that he was with one of
the wagontrains. He was headed back to
the States, but had run out of money
entirely.

The young man then lit a candle, set
it on a wagon wheel, pulled out a gold
watch and handed it to Captain Ware.
By the flickering light of that single
candle, the watch gleamed. As the cap-
tain examined the watch, the young
man said it had been given to him by his
father and although it was very precious
to him, it had to be sold. Since his
health was poor, he had to get home as
soon as possible and he was too weak to
work his way.

Although the watch had cost his
father $200, the young man said he’d
take $50 for it. He fully intended to get
his watch back, as soon as he could send
the money to redeem it. He explained
that the reason he had chosen Captain
Ware was because he was in the army
and therefore it would be easy to trace
him and get his watch back.

Captain Ware later told how he
turned over the $50 and the young man
clasped his hand with real affection and
seemed genuinely grateful as he gave
him the watch. Captain Ware put the
watch away for three or four days. When
he finally looked at it closely, he found
that it had tarnished. It was not gold
but a cheap metal imitation called
pinchbeck. Perhaps it had even been
tarnished the night the young man gave
it to him, but by candlelight it couldn’t
be detected.

Captain Ware later found that a
dozen of these watches could be bought
for $48. There were many of them scat-
tered along the road between Denver
and Omaha, and many were purchased
for $50 each by gullible people. Accord-
ing to Captain Ware, it was a new
scheme and as such, a good con man
could make $1,000 per month in the
West, until he was found out.

Just like P.T. Barnum said, ‘“There’s
a sucker born every minute.”

True West



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, whose address is usually
given in parentheses directly following
the title of the book. Checks must be
made payable to the publisher, not to
us.

COWBOY SONGS

He Was Singin’ This Song by Jim
Bob Tinsley (University Presses of Flor-
ida, 15 Northwest 15th St., Gainesville,
FL 32603, 253 pages, hardcover, $30.00
12% x 9% inches).

In 1910 an Eastern publisher brought
out a book on cowboy songs gathered by
John A. Lomazx, a Texas college profes-
sor and a Sheldon Fellow for the Inves-
tigation of American Ballads at Harvard
University. It was one of the first books
on cowboy music and is much sought
after by collectors today. Since then
there have been perhaps two dozen
other books published on the subject.
None of them, however, are as compre-
hensive in their approach to the subject
as this new work by Jim Bob Tinsley.

What makes Tinsley’s new book
something special is the combination of
musical and historical details. He pre-
sents forty-eight songs. Their music is
included along with historical sketches
providing the reader with much back-
ground on the songs and the people who
probably sang them. In addition, Tins-
ley has added many historic photo-
graphs and illustrations that add much
flavor to the word pictures painted by
his narratives.

The book is divided into eight parts.
Each part examines songs relating to
one aspect of the cowboy’s life. For
example, the second part is titled “On
the Trail” and includes the music and
history of “The Old Chisholm Trail”’
and “The Colorado Trail” and others.
The fifth part is titled “Horses” and
includes the music and history of “The
Strawberry Roan” and “Goodbye Old
Paint” among others.

Adding still more flavor to this attrac-
tively produced book are two forewords.
Gene Autry is the author of one titled
“The Pleasures of Western Music.” S.
Omar Barker wrote the other foreword
titled “The Lore of the Western Bal-
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lad.” Both add much to the understand-
ing of Western songs, especially cowboy
ballads.

Notes are included along with two
indexes. One index lists song titles and
the first lines. The other is a general
index.

The book is a significant contribution
to cowboy lore and song. Highly recom-
mended.

BORAX KING

Borax Pioneer: Francis Marion
Smith by George H. Hildebrand
(Howell-North Books, 11175 Flintkote
Ave., San Diego, CA 92121, 318 pages,
$15.00 hardcover, 9% x 6 inches).

This is a biography of Francis Marion
Smith, who by the age of fifty had built
an empire worth more than twenty mil-
lion dollars. He maintained beautiful
estates in Oakland, California, and on
Shelter Island, New York. He owned
steam yachts, racing yachts, his own
railway car and many other benefits of
wealth. Then he lost all of it. Before his
death in 1931, Smith had nearly rebuilt
his fortune for a second time.

The fascinating story of the twenty-
mule team trademark, of his discovery
of borax and his early days in the West
are included. The book is nicely pro-
duced with many historic photographs.
Notes, bibliography and index are
included.

MONTANA FRONTIERSMEN

We Seized Our Rifles edited by Lee
Silliman (Mountain Press Publishing
Co., P.O. Box 2399, Missoula, MT
59806, 224 pages, $14.95 hardcover,
$7.95 paper).

Some years ago Lee Silliman came
across several interesting narratives by
Montana pioneers. He set to work and
found more such narratives. This new
book is an interesting anthology of tales
written around the turn of the century.

The stories, many of them from For-
est and Stream magazine, reflect life as
it was on the Western frontier, espe-
cially on the nothern plains. As narra-
tives they have a natural flow unlike
many pioneer journals and diaries.

The stories include Charles Aubrey’s
“Memories of the Buffalo Range,” Wil-
liam Jackson’s “Captured by the Chey-
ennes,” John J. Healy’s ‘“The First
Sioux Invasion,” and George Bird Grin-
nell’s “The Return of a War Party.” In
all there are more than twenty stories,
plus an introduction by Silliman.

The book is illustrated by Joe Boddy
and includes a list of where the narra-
tives originally appeared. Recom-
mended.

THE GOLD RUSH

The World Rushed In: The Califor-
nia Gold Rush Experience by J.S. Hol-
liday (Simon & Schuster, 1230 Ave. of
the Americas, New York, NY 10020, 559
pages, $16.95 hardcover, 9% x 6%
inches).

If you thought that everything has
been written about the California gold
rush of 1849 that could be written, you
are wrong. In fact, this new work by a
San Fransisco writer provides new
insights into an event that changed his-
tory. .
Reading this book is like experiencing
the joys and hardships of the gold rush
firsthand. Author Holliday has used the
diary and letters of goldseeker William
Swain as the base for this fascinating
account. In addition, he has relied on
more than five hundred diaries and let-
ter collections of other men who pro-
mised to return east from California
with gold in their pockets.

Many maps and illustrations are
included along with notes, sources and a
fine index. This work is a major contri-
bution to the history of the American
West and is highly recommended.

FIRST 49

The First 49 Personalities in the
Honor Gallery of the AHA’s Hereford
Heritage Hall by Donald R. Ornduff
(copies available from the author, P.O.
Box 7051, Kansas City, MO 64113, 281
pages, $12.95 hardcover plus postage,
9% x 6% inches).

This handsome new book is a history
of Hereford cattle in terms of the people
who have contributed extraordinarily to
the advancement of the Whitefaces.

The author, a life-long student of the

(continued on page 61)
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The Quien Sabe Ranch

- where men could ride for days
-without reining up to a fence

By THOMAS E. PRESTON

Photos provided by author

THE LURE of West Texas and the
wide open spaces had a pronounced
effect on Ed Preston and his brothers.
At one time or another, all eight broth-
ers headed West from their father’s
Central Texas farm home near

Kempner. Some left on horseback as
soon as they hit sixteen years of age.
Good river bottom land just didn’t hold
the attraction that a cowboy’s life on the
open range did.

Sam Preston, one of the older boys,
managed the Quien Sabe Ranch near
Midland. Part of the following history
of the Quien Sabe is taken from a letter
written by Sam in 1955.

The ranch was established somewhere
between 1890 and 1895 by M. Halff of
San Antonio, under the management of
Barn Tillus. At that time it consisted of
500 to 600 sections of land spreading
from the city limits of Midland, south
thirty miles and extending east to ten
miles of Garden City. This ranch, dur-
ing the first ten or twelve years, was
estimated to carry or graze 10,000 or

Headin’ and heelin’ in the open after an infrequent rain in West Texas. Ed Preston working the steer. A greyhound is on
the left and a border collie on the right. The heeler had to throw his second loop.
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Quien Sabe Ranch headquarters in Glasscock County, Texas, 1909.

12,000 cattle — a typical Texas ranch of
that period.

Around 1902, M. Halff died and his
son Henry took over his ranching inter-
ests, including the vast J. M. Ranch in
Upton, Crane, and Crockett Counties.
He was able to hold these ranches in
fairly good shape until about 1914. At
that time, he began to dispose of them.

The Quien Sabe Ranch from its
beginning to about 1902 was under the
management of Barn Tillus; from 1902
to 1906, it was managed by Will Irwing;
and from 1907 to 1914, by Sam Preston.

“I first saw Quien Sabe cattle in
1900,” wrote Sam. ‘“A herd of 2,500
steers passed through Canyon, Texas,
on their way to Dodge City, Kansas.
These were the best looking cattle I had
seen up to that time. When I took
charge of the Quien Sabe, they had one
of the top herds of high grade Hereford
cows. This herd contained about 3,000
head.”

From 1902 to 1914 thousands of cattle
from the J. M. Ranch were brought to
the Quien Sabe Ranch and eventually
shipped to northern feeders and mar-
kets. There were all kinds of cattle, cows
and calves, steers from two to twelve
years old and most of them very wild.

From about 1910 to 1914, clearing
operations began and some land was put
into small farms. The first irrigation
well, the cloverdale or cold park, was
developed on forty acres. Forty acres
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Quien Sabe Ranch hands Sanke Haines, Rat Brown, Dick Moody and Bob Pres-

ton in 1909.

were also developed at Rosedale and
forty acres just across the road at Red
Top. There were also about 3,000 dry
land acres in farming operation. All of
this land was sold out by 1918.

Sam closed his letter by listing the
names of some of the cowboys that
worked under him at the Quien Sabe.
Among them were Bob Preston, Rabe
Preston and a Cousin Gill Haynes or
“Snake.”

ED PRESTON used to tell how the
ranch acquired the name Quien Sabe
(Mexican slang meaning “who knows?”)
and break out laughing. It seems a man
showed up at the new ranch and asked a
Mexican at the front gate the name of
the ranch. The Mexican replied “Quien
Sabe.” So the stranger had found the
entrance to the Quien Sabe Ranch.

Ed was about eight years younger
than Sam. When Ed was about seven-
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teen he rode a horse out to near
Andrews, Texas. There he worked on
the Circle T Ranch.

About 1908 Ed decided to homestead.
He and a cousin, Gaines Preston, went
to Sierra Blanca, Texas. Each homes-
teaded four sections. Ed lived in a one-
room shack. Gaines built a dugout.
They had to work on a nearby ranch to
earn a meager living. The only livestock
Ed had on four sections was two horses
and he had to haul water for them. This
was to be the undoing of his home-
steading operation. Lack of water in
West Texas drove out many a man.
Some of the pictures shown are post-
cards from some of Ed’s brothers offer-
ing encouragement. It was popular in
the early 1900s to make postcards out of
pictures. Bob wrote that as soon as he
got the dough he would come out for
a visit. Rabe begins a card with, “Hell,
Ed how are you?” Bob wants to know,
“Ed why in the devil don’t you drop me

A later photo of the Preston boys. Top, left to right: Sam, Rabe, Tom and Barney.
Bottom, left to right: Kirb, Bob and Ed.

Ed Preston (left) and his cousin Gaines Preston in Central Texas in 1911, after the homesteading experience. It must have
been Sunday.

38

True West



Rabe Preston is earing down a bronc for Snake Haines to mount in this 1909 photo.

a card once in awhile.”

Even though he had a rough time, Ed
had fond memories of West Texas. He
found himself a pretty young bride, Elve
Watson, and pulled out for Central
Texas. Ed ranched in Coryell and Ham-
ilton Counties upon his return — of
course on a much smaller scale than
West Texas ranches. In later years, Elve
would remind him of the oil that later
created a boom in Sierra Blanca and
other nearby areas. Ed always replied
that he and his horses still preferred to
drink water over oil.

Some of the brothers stayed in West
Texas, but not all. Kirb, the youngest,
went to East Texas where he later
became the postmaster at Gladewater.
Barney ranched in Central Texas and
worked as deputy sheriff in Lampasas
during the 1930s. Homer was murdered
in Houston in 1921. His killer was never
found. Ollie, the only girl in the family,
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a retired schoolteacher at Evant, Texas,
was the last to die in 1979. She always
talked about her brothers’ adventures in
West Texas. Cousin Gaines Preston,
like Ed, gave up his homestead for lack
of water, went south and worked with
the border patrol for a number of years.

The big ranch era is dead. The State
of Texas sealed the doom of the big
ranches about 1902. State land was
opened up for settlement. The open
range would be a thing of the past.
Every other section of the large ranches
belonged to the railroads, the other to
the State of Texas. A rancher at one
time could lease several hundred sec-
tions of land (1 section = 640 acres).
Opening up the land to homesteaders
made it difficult for the ranchers to con-
tinue ranching on a large scale, as they
would then only have one-half the land
under lease. The nesters or settlers had
to live on the land for three years to sat-

isfy the state. After this period of time,
the ranchers could then buy some of
them out and in this way hold onto their
ranching operations a while longer. Of
course the economics of this arrange-
ment helped kill the big ranches.

But it was an unforgettable way of life
for those who participated — my grand-
father Ed Preston and his brothers. It is
hard to imagine being able to ride for
days on horseback, never encountering a
fence, and still be on one ranch. They
did it every day during that era of the
big ranches.
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AN OLD SETTLER

By
J.T. Wood

Explanatory note: As far as we
can determine this account was
first published in 1954. When it
was written is not certain. The
author would have been in his
nineties in the ’50s or even older.

J.T. Wood was representative of
a generation of our people who
lived under great stress, had little
touch with the “outside world,”
were rarely well fed and never
well rested, and whose moments
of enjoyment, for the most part,
were so rare they were savored
for a lifetime. He doesn’t brag, he
doesn’t complain, he just did his
part as best he was able.

I WAS very small at the time of the
Civil War and do not remember much
about it, but I remember well when it
was over, for Uncle Spence Wood was in
the war, and when it was over we heard
he was coming home.

We were so glad that he had gone
through the war without a scratch, that
all who could went to meet him. He
fought in several big fights and said the
Yankees, as the Northern men were

40

The post guardhouse, located near the middle of Fort McKavett.

— of Indians, Rangers,

called in those days, came near cutting
him off from his command in one battle.
He was riding an old sorrel straight-
backed horse, and said he just turned
old “Straightie” loose and out-ran them,
and got back to his command safely. I
remember the old horse he called
Straightie as well now as the day I saw
Uncle Spence come riding him home
from the war. Uncle Spence was the
only one of father’s brothers who was at
the front. The rest of them were on duty
guarding the frontier against the
Indians.

My father belonged to the Minute
Men in Texas. They served as Rangers
to scout after the Indians, although they
didn’t have to scout but ten days a
month. If the Indians made a raid they
were supposed to be ready to go at a
minute’s notice. That is how they got
their name.

Sometimes my father would be gone
for three weeks at a time, and we had no
one to look to for protection but my
mother. We felt safe as long as she lived,
for she could shoot a gun as good as any
man. Father often said that she could
beat him shooting a six-shooter. I've

seen her get her gun out after a bunch of
turkeys that came close to the house
when Father was gone. I know she was
one of the best women that ever lived. I
was only eleven years old when she died.
We were living in San Saba at the time.
She left seven children, one girl and six
boys. Our sister was the oldest child,
and I was the oldest boy. Sister has been
dead for several years, and I have been
an invalid for over thirty-two years, not
being able to walk a step without the use
of crutches. This was caused by being
stuck in the right side of my neck with a
knife by my brother-in-law, J.A.
Thompson, while I was waiting on him
when he had slow fever. He was either
crazy or in a delirious state, and never
knew anything more after he stuck the
knife in me. That was September 23,
1894, and he died two days later.

My mother was like most of the other
women in those days. She had to card,
spin, weave, make clothes for the family,
knit sox and other similar duties. If the
women got a new calico dress in those
days it was fine enough. People didn’t
buy everything they wore then. I don’t
know how many pretty blankets and

Photos courtesy Rugeley Collection
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TELLS HIS STORY

murder and cattle drives

coverlets'my mother made, but she had
plenty when company came to spend
the night.

In our trouble with the Indians I had
two uncles killed. Uncle John Myers was
killed somewhere out on the plains. We
never knew for sure whether the Indians
killed him or not, but the Indians got
credit for it. Many people were killed
and the blame was laid on the Indians.
Uncle Boze Wood was killed on Rich-
mond Creek and Uncle Henry Wood out
north of Richland Creek at what was
known as Cottonwood Pond. He was
hunting when the Indians got after him
and they had a running fight. Uncle
Boze was shot, but got home before he
died.

A short while before he was killed, he
and his wife were sleeping out on their
porch and had two horses tied right
close by so they could keep watch and
try to keep the Indians from stealing
them. Some time in the night the
Indians slipped up and stole the horses
without awakening them. They knew
nothing about the Indians until the
horses were gone. Uncle had several
dogs lying around the house, but the
Indians were so stealthy that they did
not even disturb the dogs.

There was a man who lived two or
three miles up the creek from us by the
name of Jackson Brown. One day an
Indian boy walked into Mr. Brown’s
yard, and going up to Mr. Brown, stuck
out his hand and said ‘“How!”’ Mr.
Brown could not speak the Indian’s lan-
guage, and the Indian could not speak
English, but a man named Jones, who
lived further up the creek, could speak
several Indian dialects, so he was sent
for and soon came.

The Indian boy told how he came to
be there. He said a party of his tribe had
come into that region, and they ran off
and left him. Since he did not know
where to go he decided to come to that
ranch and make friends with the people
there. In token of friendship he left his
bow and arrows hidden in the woods
and when Jones requested him to bring
them in, he went out and got them. Next
day Newt Brown took the Indian boy to
San Saba, and as they came by our
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house they stopped and we were permit-
ted to see the Indian.

He was the first Indian I ever saw,
and I think about the lousiest. His hair
hung down on his back and had proba-
bly never been combed. It was covered
with nits and lice. When Newt Brown
reached town he had the boy’s head
shingled and a doctor put something on
it to kill the lice. Newt bought him some
clothes and dressed him up, and he did
not look like the same Indian when he
brought him back home. The Indian boy
stayed with Mr. Brown a long time and
seemed very well contented. He was still
with the Browns when I left that coun-
try, but later I heard he went to San
Angelo and lived with some Mexicans
there.

WILEY WILLIAMS who lived at San
Saba, often staked his horse out to grass
on moonlight nights in an open place,
and he would hide somewhere nearby to

watch for Indians. One night he saw an
object approaching his horse and heard
something like the grunt of a hog. He
decided it was an Indian, so he cut down
on it with a shotgun, and it ran off. Next
morning he trailed it up and found a
dead Indian.

I remember hearing my father tell of a
company of Rangers being camped near
a settlement in which some of the Rang-
ers’ families lived. Sometimes the men
would go home to see how their folks
were getting along. One morning while
in camp they heard a turkey gobble in
the direction of the settlement, and one
of the men, who was going to the settle-
ment, remarked that he would go by a
wild turkey roost that was on the way,
and if he killed a turkey he would bring
it back to camp. After he had been gone
a little while the men in camp heard a
gun shot, and after waiting awhile for
the Ranger to return and he failing to do
so, they decided that he had missed the
turkey and had gone to the settlement.

The next morning they heard the tur-
key gobble at the same place, so another
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Ranger, who had decided to go to see his
family that morning, told his comrades
that he would go by the roost and if he
killed the turkey he would bring it to
camp, but if he did not kill it he would
go on to the settlement. After he had
been gone awhile they heard a gun shot,
and as he did not come back they sup-
posed he had gone on home.

The next morning the gobble of the
turkey was heard again at the same
place. Another of the men said he would
go and kill that turkey. Within a short
time they heard him shoot, and soon he
came back to camp without a turkey.
The supposed turkey was a big Indian
who had concealed himself in an old
hollow stump, and he had killed the
other two Rangers who were on their
way home. The third Ranger discovered
the Indian’s ruse, and came up behind
while the Indian was watching in
another direction. The Indian got two
scalps but lost his own.

After my mother’s death, my father
married a girl by the name of Warren.
Her mother was a widow and lived in
Burnet County. One day father and my
step-mother left us oldest children at
home to take care of the place while
they went on a visit to Burnet County to
see Grandma Warren. They were gone
several days and while they were absent
we heard our dogs barking one night as
if they were baying something in our
yard. We lived in a bottom where the
timber made so much shade it was very
dark in there after night. I yelled at the
dogs and hissed them, and they created
an awful furore. Next morning we found
moccasin tracks in the yard, and signs
among some plum bushes of a fierce
struggle.

While we lived in San Saba County,
before my mother’s death, my father
owned a beautiful dun mare, and one
night he staked her out in the edge of
town, not over 300 yards from where the
courthouse now stands, and the Indians
came along and led her off. We heard
the dogs barking all over the town, and
heard horses traveling through, but we
supposed it was someone living there
who had been out of town and was com-
ing home. Next morning our mare was
gone, and several more horses had been
stolen that night from other parties.

A foul murder occurred in San Saba
in those early days, which I will never
forget. An old man came there from up
North somewhere to buy a herd of cat-
tle, as thousands of cattle were being
driven “up the trail” at that time. Two
young men came with him, and claimed
to be waiting for the old man to buy the
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cattle and they were going to help drive
them up the trail.

My father and Dave Low owned a
blacksmith shop in San Saba, and Mr.
Low ran a hotel there. This old man,
whose name I have forgotten, slept in a
little room at the back of the shop, and
took his meals at the hotel. One morning
he failed to appear at the breakfast
table, and when Low went to see about
him he was found dead. He had been
gagged and robbed. A big red handker-
chief was tied over his mouth. The two
young men were missing, and naturally
suspicion pointed to them as being the
murderers. They were caught near Lam-
pasas and brought back to San Saba and
the sheriff decided to chain them
together. He had Father to make some
irons to go around their necks, and when
they were brought to the shop I watched
father as he bradded the irons onto their
necks. One of the men confessed to the
crime, and they were taken to another
town for safekeeping. One of them suc-
ceeded in breaking jail and escaped, but
the one who confessed refused to leave
the jail. I do not know what sentence he
received in the trial for murdering the
old man.

AFTER my father married the sec-
ond time we moved back to Richland
Creek, and there I began work as a cow-
boy. I helped Captain Riley Wood
gather a herd of cattle. Most of them
were wild. Nearly all of the gentle cattle
had been driven out of the country and
the wild cattle would lay in a thicket all
day and graze at night only. Uncle Riley
Wood would take a small bunch of gen-
tle cattle out into the postoaks and hold
them in an open place on moonlight
nights and round up the wild cattle and
bring them in to the pen.

I was too small to make a hand round-
ing in at night, but I could help hold the
herd. We gathered a big pen full, and
Uncle Riley thought it would be best to
stand guard around the pen to keep the
cattle from breaking out. While he and
Uncle Spence Wood were standing
guard the first night, the cattle became
frightened and stampeded, tearing
down one side of the pen for some dis-
tance and making an awful noise. I was
asleep in camp and when I became
thoroughly awake and realized what had
happened I found myself up in a tree.
The cattle were finally rounded up with
the loss of twenty or thirty head.

We had some beef steers in that herd
which must have been twelve or fifteen
years old, and I believe them the largest

steers I ever saw. A man did not need
much money in these days to buy a herd
of cattle, for they were very cheap. A big’
beef steer was worth about $10, and
about all the money needed was enough
to bear the expense of gathering and
driving them to market. When the herd
was ready to start up the trail the
inspector would be notified and he
would come and inspect the cattle, tally
them, and the road brand would be put
on. Then they would be ready for the
long drive up the trail to Kansas.

The inspector would give the trail
boss a pass on his herd to show that they
had been inspected, and he would also
have the tally put on record in the
county clerk’s office, and the cowmen
could go and look at this record and if
they found anything in their mark and
brand the owner of the herd would pay
them for their stuff when he had sold
the cattle — if he was an honest man.
But sometimes there were dishonest
men who carried herds up the trails, and
didn’t come back.

It was in 1870 I think, when about
seventy-five Indians made a raid down
Richland Creek and gave us a pretty
bad scare. Warren Hudson lived near
the headwater of the creek, and the
Indians rode near his house while he
stood in his doorway and watched them.
They took a pony he had staked near his
house, and rode on down to where the
Harkey children lived. There were
twelve or thirteen of these children on
the place, their parents having died,
they lived there on the old homestead.
When the children saw the Indians
coming they ran to the house, except
one little girl who climbed a tree and
remained concealed among the
branches until the Indians passed on. As
they passed the house Joe Harkey got
his gun and fired two or three shots at
them, but the Indians rode on as if they
never knew anybody had shot at them.

Further down the creek they ran onto
about fifteen cowmen with a bunch of
cattle rounded up, and had quite a bat-
tle with them. It was a mile from our
place and we could hear the firing. Soon
the cowmen came dashing to our place,
with Alex Hall in the lead. They told
Father to flee, as the country was full of
Indians. We went over to Uncle Spence
Wood’s place, and prepared for a fight.

The cowmen reported that a man
named Bomar had been killed by the
Indians, but this proved a mistake, as
Bomar came in next morning
unscratched. The Indians had chased
him pretty close, but he found refuge in
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a hole of water under a bluff, and they
failed to get him. In the fighting Parson
Davis was wounded with a lance, but
recovered. It is not known how many
Indians were killed. The Indians came
to the Widow Lindley’s house, and
found nobody at home. They robbed the
house and then burned it. Uncle Riley
Wood was in this fight, and shot at an
Indian that had a skirt on his head. He
dropped the skirt on the battle ground
and it was found to belong to Mrs. Lind-
ley.

After this raid the few families living
on Richland Creek decided that they
had no chance against large bands of
Indians, so we all moved down on the
river near San Saba town. We crossed
the trail where the Indians went out and
saw plenty of signs of the battle they
had with the cowmen.

Out of that wild frontier in those days
we were often frightened and alarmed.
We were momentarily expecting Indian
raids, and just to show how easily we
were frightened I want to relate an
insignificant incident as an illustration.
While we lived on the San Saba River,
before we moved back to Richland
Creek, there were four families living on
the east side of the river. Our family

lived where the road crossed going to
San Saba. Pick Duncan and family was
next up the river, about a quarter of a
mile distant, and a little farther up was
Uncle Spence Wood’s place. Above him
lived George Barnett.

Father and Uncle Spence were gone
from home one night and we went to
stay all night with Uncle Spence’s folks.
Just after dark we heard women and
children screaming down at Duncan’s
camp, and we thought something awful
had happened there. We were so sure
that Indians had attacked the camp that
we all ran up to George Bennett’s and
stayed there all night. The women sat
up all night and every little noise they
heard they just knew the Indians were
coming. Next morning it was learned
that one of Mrs. Beattie’s little girls was
hurt while playing in the yard, which
caused all of the fuss. Mrs. Beattie was a
sister to Mrs. Duncan.

When the Indian raids became less
frequent we moved back up on Richland
Creek to our old home, but for several
years the raids continued. My father
had a good bunch of horses and the
Indians kept stealing them until all were
gone.

WHEN I got old enough to drive an
ox team, I became what the people
called a “bullwacker.” The last time I
was in Austin I and a man named John
Stevenson went with an ox-team each
from San Saba to Austin after a load of
lumber. The distance was one hundred
miles, I think, and we received $1 per
hundred for hauling. It was in the win-
ter time and we weren’t feeding our
oxen. We hobbled them out at night, as
the range was fine and they could get
plenty of grass to eat. They would hit
the road just after dark and go just as
far back towards home as they could
get, and next morning just before day-
light and sun-up, they would quit the
road, go off behind a thicket, lay down
and keep so still we could not hear their
bell rattle when we went in search of
them. We always put a bell on one ox of
each yoke. This may sound like a big
yarn to anyone who never drove an ox-
team but those who have had the expe-
rience of freighting with oxen know
their tricks.

Before we reached Austin on this par-
ticular trip it came a big snowstorm and
covered the ground several inches deep.
We stopped at the edge of a little town
and bought feed for our oxen from a
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man named Oliver, and he let us sleep in
his barn. We were a month on that trip.

Uncle Spence Wood and myself made
a trip with an ox team to the Concho
River and gathered a wagon bed of
pecans. The country was full of wild
game, and we had a wonderful time.
That whole region was unsettled, and
we saw but a few people on the trip. We
carried our pecans to San Saba and sold
them for four cents per pound.

When I was seventeen years old
father moved to Fort McKavett to haul
cord wood and prairie hay for the fort,
and we remained there one summer and
fall. While we were there we lived on the
north side of the river in a settlement
call Scabtown, and one night two gov-
ernment freighters were camped about a
mile down the river. The Indians
attempted to drive off their horses and
one of the freighters shot an Indian. The
redskin fell from his horse and was
found lying there next morning flat on
his back, dead, with his left arm across
his breast, his right arm down by his
side, his elbow resting on the ground
and his six-shooter in his hand, the
hammer pulled back and his finger on
the trigger ready to shoot. He was killed
with an old rim-fire Winchester. We
called those old guns “yellow-leg Win-
chesters” because the sides were brass.
The ball went through that Indian’s
shield and through him too.

At the time we were living here,
Frank Jones was a guide and scout for
the troops at Ford McKavett. On one

occasion the soldiers went out and fol-
lowed an Indian trail for a long ways,
finally overtaking them. Several Indians
were killed and three squaws and a
small Indian baby were captured, and
brought back to Fort McKavett. I saw
these captives when they were brought
in.

Father secured the contract to cut
and haul some cedar poles for a man to
build a picket house and also made the
boards to cover the house. We had to go
over on the North Llano to get this tim-
ber, a distance of about thrity miles
from Fort McKavett. When this work
was finished we returned to Richland
Springs.

There were bears in the McKavett
country in those days, and lots of deer
and turkeys, and we often enjoyed
hunts. I remember a buffalo hunt we
had in 1876 away up in the Colorado
River country. Those who went on this
hunt were Uncle George Wood, a man
named Blackwell, Blufe Hamrick,
Hiram Hamrick, Virgil Wood and
myself — six altogether. We had three
wagons, two drawn by oxen and one
drawn by horses. We went out by Trick-

ham and then up the north side of the.

Colorado until we got to the mouth of
the Concho river.

Here we saw our first bunch of buf-
falo, but did not kill any. We saw ante-
lopes in great droves. A few miles above
the mouth of the Concho we crossed the
Colorado River and went up on the west
side until we reached Oak Creek, then
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we crossed back to the east side to
Brown’s Ranch, and from there we went
to old Fort Chadbourne, which had been
abandoned some years before. The old
buildings were partly torn down, or had
fallen down. From here we went on west
to Yellow Wolf creek, and struck camp.
We killed all of the buffalo we wanted.
We saw thousands of buffalo on the
range as we were coming home.

FOR several years I followed the
occupation of a cowboy in the San
Angelo country, working for Ike Mul-
lins and others. Then I went over into
Kimble County, where George Hamrick
lived, and worked for Frank Cloudt.
Later I went to work for Peter Robert-
son and Billie Bevans in Menard
County. Their ranch was seven or eight
miles below Fort McKavett, on the San
Saba River. My salary was $20 per
month, and I had to stay in a camp by
myself on Rocky Creek. I did not have
time to get lonesome during the day-
time, but the nights were lonely for me.

Captain D.W. Roberts, and his com-
pany of Rangers were stationed at that
time on the south side of the San Saba
River, several miles above Menardville.
I enlisted in this company at a salary of
$30 per month, to serve one year in
Company D, Frontier Battalion State
Troops. Lamb Sieker was first sergeant.
Ed Sieker was second sergeant. Henry
Ashurn and Doc Gourley were corpo-
rals, and there were twenty-five pri-
vates.

The first duty assigned me was to go
to San Saba with six or seven other
Rangers to help the officers there while
district court was in session. Ed Sieker
was in charge of our little scout. Every-
thing seemed to be quiet, and court was
conducted without any trouble. The
sheriff had us take nine prisoners to
Lampasas and turn them over to the
proper authorities there. I enjoyed this
trip very much, as I was raised in San
Saba County and found many old
friends there. It was like going home for
a visit.

While I was in the Ranger service the
stage was robbed three nights in suc-
cession down about Pegleg Station,
between Menardville and Mason. Cap-
tain Roberts took me and three other
members of the company and went
down there to see if we could find the
trail of the robbers, but without success.
We started back to camp and as we were
coming through the country we saw
three men on horseback, each leading a
pack horse, and thought perhaps they
might be the robbers, so Captain

True West



Roberts stopped them and made a
search, but nothing was found to impli-
cate them and they were allowed to go
on. We scouted regularly for Indians
and outlaws, and were kept busy all of
the time.

We made several scouts over into
Kimble County on the lookout for a
man who was wanted for cattle theft. I
do not remember his name. He had a
cow camp on a little creek called Con-
trary, which runs into the South Llano
River just below Painted Rock. I
remember the first scout I went on after
this man we went from our camp on
the San Saba through the woods in an
attempt to slip in without anyone know-
ing we were in the country. We had our
pack mule and supplies, with frying pan
and coffee pot. I began to worry about
how we were going to make bread with-
out a pan in which to make up the
dough for six or seven men. We had a
sack of flour, and I was to learn some-
thing. Doug Coalson opened up the sack
and pressed down a hole in the flour and
made the dough in the sack. We cut
sticks and rolled the dough around them
and held them by the fire. Soon we had
enough bread cooked for supper, and I
think it was about the best bread I ever
ate.

After dark we saddled up and went
over the mountain and down Contrary
Creek until we got within a half mile
of the wanted man’s cow camp. Here we
dismounted and took it afoot. When
within a few hundred yards of the camp
we pulled off our boots and stealthily
crept forward. As we approached, some
dogs began to bark and we made a rush
for the camp. Ed Sieker was in the lead
and ran into some vines and fell down.
Tom Carson ran over him, and I ran
over both Sieker and Carson. We got up
as quickly as possible and charged the
camp, but did not find the man we were
looking for.

When my term of enlistment expired
I left the service. My association with
the boys of Company D was pleasant
and agreeable, and I will always hold in
fond remembrance the friendships
formed. I have not seen some of my old
comrades since I quit the service. The
majority of them have answered the last
roll call on this earth. Several are still
living, including my honored old cap-
tain, Dan W. Roberts.

I went from the Ranger camp to
George Hamrick’s in Kimble County,
and then on down to the head of the
Guadalupe to visit my father’s family,
and while there I saw all of my brothers
and my only sister, also all of my half-
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sisters and half-brothers, and my step-
mother. That was the last time we were
all at home at the same time. My father
moved to New Mexico some time after-
wards and while there suffered an
attack of pneumonia and died. My step-
mother died January 13, 1927.

On October 2, 1881 I was married to
Miss Mary Thompson who lived on Pul-
liam Prong of the Nueces River, and we
went to Kimble County to reside. I
traded for a small piece of land on the
North Llano, about a mile above the
mouth of Copperas Creek, and we went
to housekeeping in a tent which a man

named Balcum loaned us. Later I built a
log cabin on the place.

After remaining here awhile we
decided to sell our place and move to
the Nueces Canyon. A young man
named Grub Hamilton came along and
offered me a good price for my land, and
I sold it to him, and we moved to
Edwards County in the spring of 1882. I
settled on some school land near the
headwater of Pulliam Prong of the
Nueces River in Edwards County, and I
am still living on the place. I own two
and a quarter sections of land and have
it stocked with Angora goats.
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The Old West was made for the trapper
and trader; it could be cruel

beyond belief to Th

By

BLONDELL WHITEHEAD
Photos and illustration provided by author

ANDREW and Julia Mathisen faced
each other across their campfire. Disil-
lusion was plain to see on Andrew’s face;
determination was written as plainly on
his wife’s face. “Julia, I have come to the
lid sills of hell and I go no further.”

Julia only said, “I must. I will not give
up my religion.

It was 1866 and the Mathisens were
part of the Mormon caravan then
camped in St. Joseph, Missouri. Months
before in Copenhagen, Denmark the
couple had converted to the Church of
Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, join-
ing the assemblage of people who were
bound for America, then overland to
Great Salt Lake Valley, termed by the
missionaries as “the promised land.”

They spent six weeks in sailing vessels
to cross the ocean, which was often
becalmed for days. They faced storms
that made the stoutest hearts quail and
improper food which brought on raging
scurvy, shrouded bodies were lowered
over the side of the vessel, while those
remaining wondered who would be next.
Heartsick and weary, Andrew and
others wanted only to return to their
native homeland.

The following day, Andrew and Julia
parted — he to return to Denmark and
she and her two small sons to travel
overland with the Mormon caravan.
They would follow the old Emigrant
Trail. Andrew, in his rage, had taken
most of the money with him. Julia
didn’t have the money to buy a covered
wagon and oxen, so her possessions were
loaded in a handcart, which she must
push.

They left St. Jo on a hot muggy morn-
ing in July in a long line of wagons and
oxen, handcarts and men with packs on
their backs. They had hope in their
hearts and a torturous trail ahead. All
handcarts were in the rear, the sun beat
down mercilessly and dust sifted from
the slowly turning wagon wheels and
settled in a gray haze. Eyes squinted
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against the bright sunlight.

As evening came, so did a cooling
breeze, offering the weary travelers
some relief. At a small stream, the order
was given to circle the wagons, all stock
and handcarts to be held inside the cir-
cle. Guards were posted and fires built
inside the circle. Smoke-blackened
dutch ovens were used for cooking. No
coffee was permitted, but the fortunate

Young
And

Fatherless

owners of milk cows shared milk with
the others. Grass was plentiful, often so
tall that it waved in the breeze. Eve-
nings were spent in prayer and singing.
Violins, accordions and mouth harps
gave pleasure and relaxation to the
weary travelers.

The days and weeks rolled by. If stuck
in sand, the men would put their shoul-
ders against the wheels of the wagons
and foot by foot the oxen moved
onward. Extra water was carried in
wooden barrels fastened to the sides of
the wagons. When dry camps were
made, the water was carefully doled out.
The stock went without until the cara-
van came to the next stream. When the
cattle smelled water, tongues lolled out
from their mouths, they would quicken
their pace and the air was filled with
their plaintive lowing.

A sudden downpour of rain soaked
the outriders, the people pushing hand-
carts, and the backpackers. Often the
streams would run bank full, then the
caravan must camp until the flood-
waters went down. Sometimes they
came upon deer and antelope and the
outriders would shoot enough game so
there was fresh meat for all. Supplies
were running low, so often they would
camp by a stream and fish. Fish were
plentiful in every stream and the fish
were so hungry, they would bite even a
bit of bright cloth on a fishhook. Grass-

hoppers and angle worms were easy to
get for bait. The farther West they trav-
eled, the wilder the country became.
Coyotes yapped and howled at night,
and ofttimes they heard the cry of a
mountain lion.

Julia toiled, pushing her handcart in
good weather and bad through the sand
of the desert and up over the mountains.
She knew she was pregnant when one
morning she became sick and queasy.
One day she wearily fell upon the trail;
her two little boys were crying, huddled
at her side. When she regained con-
sciousness, she and her boys were in a
wagon and a man was pushing her
handcart. The next day she was back
pushing her handcart, for each one in
the train had a job to do and was
expected to do it.

Two children died from snakebite
while crossing the plains. One little boy
had tried to pick up a diamond-back
rattler. One of the outriders was acci-
dently shot while hunting game. A
woman died in childbirth, leaving a
baby for someone else’s care. So the
graves sprang up along the Emigrant
Trail, marked by crude crosses.

RATIONS ran low and the travelers
were more dependent on wild game. The
soles of worn-out shoes were replaced
with deer hides. Some of the cows dried
up. Oxen fell in their yokes from
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exhaustion, so to lighten the load, pieces
of treasured furniture were left beside
the trail.

Then one evening, a man who had
been playing his violin laid his instru-
ment gently on the ground, got to his
feet and with a ghastly look on his face,
took a dozen steps and fell face-down. A
doctor who was with the train examined
the dead man, and with a stricken look
said, “My God, cholera!” The people
were stunned, then terror took pos-
session of them. When order had been
restored, the Bishop prayed for mercy.

Julia couldn’t speak English when she
left Denmark, but now she was learning
a smattering of that language. True, her
speech was broken but she was learning.
Among the people she had met on the
trip was a young man and his sweet-
heart. They were from Copenhagen and
had met in St. Jo. They were planning
to be married when they reached Salt
Lake. The wagonmaster had decided to
make camp at an old log cabin, built by
the side of a stream. There was laughter
and dancing after supper that night.
Julia sat beside her two young friends.
Her two boys lay with their heads pil-
lowed on her lap. Suddenly the young
man jumped to his feet and ran towards
the log cabin. He turned to look back at
his sweetheart and then fell dead across
the door sill. That dreaded cholera
struck again and again the next week.
People were numb with agony.

One afternoon the lookout reported
Indian sign. In the light of a red sunrise,
the emigrants saw Indians sitting their
pinto ponies on a long ridge. They sat
like statues, the feathers in their head-
dress waving in the breeze. Double sen-
tries were posted, rifles at the ready and
at-dawn the attack came. Down upon
the wagontrain they rode, screeching
like demons. Arrows fell and rifles ans-
wered back. The attack was fast and
furious, then the Indians drew back and
disappeared. The emigrants were fear-
ful but as the days passed, the Indians
were not seen again.

They began to take up a normal way
of life. In September, when the aspens
were touched with gold, they came to
South Pass in Wyoming. They had
mountains to cross before winter, so
they pushed on, hoping to reach Salt
Lake Valley ahead of the snow. Julia
was showing her pregnancy and pushing
the handcart was harder now. But the
religious light burned bright and she
struggled on. When at last the caravan
had pulled up out of the canyon and the
Great Salt Lake Valley lay before them,
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the converts thought of the words
Brigham Young had said “This is the
Place.”

BRIGHAM YOUNG rode out to meet
the caravan. Tired, hungry and travel-
worn though they were, the emigrants
rallied around him. This was the true
leader, with him they would be safe.
There was great rejoicing in the valley
that night — dancing, singing and
prayers of thanksgiving. There were a
great many people in the valley but
Brigham Young told of another valley
called Kamas [Chinook version of
Camas] where there would be plenty of
land for all.

Julia Mathisen Honick and her granddaughter, Lizzie Mary Honick. Pho

S. Willes, Heber, Utah.

Julia decided she would go with
others to Kamas and settle on a piece of
land. Autumn had come with frost and
colder weather. A group of emigrants,
with extra men sent by Brigham to help
build log cabins, arrived in Kamas the
fall of 1866. The valley even then had
some population, mostly poor people
struggling for a foothold. Ones with
money had built large houses and had
cultivated land. John Burbage was one
of these. There was land open a mile
from the Burbage holdings, and Julia
settled there. Logs were hauled by oxen
team from the mountain that towered
over one end of the valley.

Julia’s cabin was among the first to be

to by W.
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built since she was a widow with two lit-
tle boys and winter was not far away.
When the one-room cabin was up and
roofed and a fireplace built, Julia mixed
clay soil with water and daubed her
cabin. She carried wood which was easy
to get as ends of logs from the buildings
were everywhere. In the coming months
she would be thankful for the wood
piled there. Anxious to be back in Salt
lake Valley before winter, the workers
approached Julia and tried to persuade
her to go back with them. Julia was
stubborn, “This is my land, here I stay,”
she said in broken English. They left her
what supplies they had.

Down the valley from Julia, lived a
Danish woman, Greta Goodrich, and her
husband. Greta was a midwife and
treated people’s ills with herbs. Her
husband Jim picked up a few dollars
here and there doing carpenter work.
Money was scarce and mostly the peo-
ple traded whatever they had for what-
ever they needed. Greta spoke Danish
fluently and could read and write
English. Julia and Greta became fast
friends. Greta warned Julia, “You may
be sorry that you stayed here, you with-
out any money and two little boys, how
will you do it! Winter here is bad, this is
a snow country.”

Julia stubbornly replied, “I stay on
my land, I will work.”

Already a meeting house had been
built, and Burbage was the Bishop.
Every Sunday everyone went to the
meeting house where Burbage preached.

Andrew Mathisen.
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Julia called on Burbage and asked for
work. He asked, “How can you work
with the baby coming so soon?

Julia told him, “Three more months
before the baby comes: I can work two
months.”

So three days a week, she worked for
Burbages cleaning house, washing and
baking. Returning home one day in late
November, she found a homemade table
and three chairs which Jim Goodrich
had made for her. She was overjoyed.
Their table had been two goods boxes
set on end, which the house builders had
left behind.

Greta and Jim asked Julia and her
boys to have Thanksgiving dinner with
them. After dinner they went to the
meeting house and on the way home
snow began to fall. Huge flakes drifted
down to earth. By morning, there was a
foot of snow and the wind was cold.

Julia plodded through the snow to
Burbage’s house that cold winter morn-
ing. Burbage asked her why she didn’t
stay home. “I need flour,” was Julia’s
reply.

“Julia,” Burbage said, “how do you
think you can get through the winter
with two little boys who even now have
no shoes on their feet, the baby coming
and so little to go on? Now listen, I
know a man in Salt Lake who will take
your boys. This man has money, they
will be dressed, eat well and go to
school. If he is pleased with them, he
will even give them dancing lessons. I
will be going to Salt Lake in a few days,
if you decide to let them go, I'll take
them to Salt Lake with me. There is
something you must agree upon, you
will not be told this man’s name.”

In the Old Country it was the custom,
especially among the poorer class of
people, to bond out their children for
eight years for their clothes, board and
room. Shocking as this would seem to
some mothers, Julia had grown up with
this custom. She told her boys that
night that Burbage was taking them to a
new home where they would have new
shoes and plenty to eat. When Burbage
left for Sale Lake City the boys went
with them. Julia stood in the snow-
covered valley and bade her sons a last
good-bye, for she would never see them
again.

THROUGH ALL of January, Julia
trudged to work, bringing home a milk
pan half-full of flour for a day’s work.
Flour was precious and hard to get. The
winter was hard and cold, often thrity
degrees below zero and snow so deep the
settlers could walk over their fences.

Julia’s wood was getting low and if it
hadn’t been for her neighbors, it is
doubtful if she would have survived.

Julia and Greta made an arrangement
when Julia’s time was near. Greta was to
watch and if she saw a lighted lantern
hanging outside the cabin, she was to
come. On the evening of February 3,
Greta saw the light, so she gathered her
medicants and walked to Julia’s cabin.
She built up the fire, heated water and
all was in readiness. It had begun to
snow and by midnight, there was a
howling storm. This was to be no easy
birth. For hours, Greta used all her
knowledge.

“There’s a blizzard on, Julia,” Greta
said. Julia raised her head and said one
English swear word — “damn.” At ten
minutes after twelve on February 4,
1867 Julia’s son was born. His early life
was to be as stormy as the night he was
born. Julia named her boy Andrew
Mathisen, which was her husband’s
name.

Spring came to the valley late that
year after a log cold winter. Julia strug-
gled to make a living. She worked when
she could for Burbage and planted a
small garden. In the fall, Burbage told
her he was moving to Salt Lake for the
winter.

“Julia, you cannot go through another
winter here without work, you will per-
ish. But I know of a man in Salt Lake
who needs a housekeeper,” Burbage
said. “He will give you and your baby
room, board and clothes for the winter.
He is a respectable German bachelor.”

Perhaps Burbage did Julia more harm
than good with his well-meant advice.
But that fall, Julia packed her meager
belongings and went to Salt Lake. Her
employer, Frederick Honick, was a
small quiet man and with few words
showed Julia her room. Burbage wished
her well and took his leave. It was a final
farewell, for the next summer Burbage
died and was buried in the Kamas ceme-
tery.

Winter passed and when spring came,
Honick told Julia if she remained there,
she must marry him as the neighbors
were talking. Julia married Honick. He
was a baker by trade and had only part-
time work. In the following eight years,
three children were born to Julia —
Mary, John and Charles. The house
became smaller with the coming of each
child.

Andrew was eight years old. He had
been going to school for two years. He
had no shoes and wore his stepfather’s
gum boots to school in the winter. Hon-
ick had become resentful, because
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Andrew was not his child, and he
wanted Julia to bond him out to work.
That would make one less mouth to
feed. Honick already had begun locking
up the bread and doling it out piece by
piece.

Julia had discovered Honick was a
stingy man. She didn’t know what to do.
Finally in desperation, she contacted
Burbage’s son who had a ranch up Black
Canyon, miles away from Salt Lake
City. He agreed to take Andrew for four
years for his room and board. As
Andrew sat in the back of Burbage’s
buckboard, and said goodbye to all he
held dear, the tears streamed down his
face. He felt lost and unwanted. That
night they camped in Black Canyon and
for the first time in his life, Andrew
heard wolves howling. He was terrified.
The next day they came to Burbage’s
ranch in a valley in the canyon. It was a
wild and rugged place.

Burbage Jr. was a far different man
than his father. His small eyes seemed
to look through Andrew, and his mouth
was stern; seldom did he smile. He had a

wife and two small children. They had a
large log house, but Andrew’s life in the
house was confined to the kitchen. He
ate at the kitchen table alone and slept
on a cot in the corner. The Burbages ate
in the dining room, but Andrew was
never allowed to eat with them as he was
only a bonded servant.

Burbage milked cows and they
roamed far and wide. No fences had yet
been built to hold them in. It was
Andrew’s job to go after the cows and
woe betide him if he didn’t find them
all! Burbage would take off his belt and
give Andrew what he called a “hiding.”
Wolves roamed the canyon and Andrew
had seen them when it became late
while he was looking for the cows —
their gleaming red eyes and slavering
jaws terrified him. He would grab the
tail of a milk cow and hang on for dear
life. He learned to milk cows and split
wood, carried water from the spring —
endless chores and never a kind word.

Often at night Andrew would awaken,
hearing the howling of wolves, and his
pillow would be wet with tears. Young

as he was, he knew he could not and
would not stay here. Salt Lake was
down the canyon somewhere and he
would go there. If he was caught, he
knew what the punishment would be.

ONE NIGHT when the moon was
full, Andrew took the biggest butcher
knife and a hunk of bread and crept
from the house. He took time to open
the gate and let the milk cows out. By
morning they would be far away and he
hoped Burbage would think he had gone
after the cows. He was barefoot. He had
a hole in the top of his old hat, and wore
a ragged jacket. Sometimes he ran until
a pain in his side slowed him down to a
walk. By morning he was far down the
canyon. When daylight came, he drank
from a canyon stream, ate part of the
bread, and crawled into the thick brush
and slept the sleep of exhaustion. At
dusk he was on his way again.

By morning he was sick with hunger,
for the bread was gone. Dizzy and weak,
he worked his way on down the canyon
until he saw a house sitting well back in

Drawing of Julia’s wagon train at South Pass by her grandson, Gillis Mathisen.
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the trees. He made his way to the house,
and when a woman answered his knock,
he asked if he could cut some wood for
something to eat. He saw the pity in her
face and could hardly hold back the
tears.

She said, “I’ll fix you a lunch and then
you can cut some wood for me.” Never
had cold cornbread and cold vension
tasted so good. The woman asked him
where he was going, and he told her
back to Kamas where his folks lived. He
said he had been working for a man who
was getting out timber. She told him he
was welcome to sleep in the loft of the
barn. Forgetting caution, he went to the
barn loft and lay down on the hay.

Darkness had hardly fallen when he
heard horses and the rattle of bridle
chains. He peered through a crack in the
barn, saw the door open and a voice call
out, “Hello, the house!” He knew that
voice — it was Burbage with two other
men. Andrew ran to the end of the barn,
slid down the rope hanging there and
was away into the trees. He was rested
and had eaten and he ran and walked
and then ran again. Never again would
he stop for the night at a house along
the road, for now he knew Burbage was
looking for him and he would rather die
than be found.

Andrew spent the day sleeping.
Towards dusk he came to a log cabin.
He approached and as he did he saw a
woman carrying a bucket of water.
“Maam,” he said. “I’m real hungry and I
have a good knife I'd like to trade it for
something to eat.”

She examined the knife and then said
shortly, “Come in.” She fixed a sand-
wich of two thick slices of bread and a
slab of pork. Handing it to Andrew, she
said. “Be on your way, boy.”

Andrew on a three-horse binder.
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Andrew spent another night hidden
in the brush. He was traveling early as
the chill of fall was in the air. As the sun
came up he saw Salt Lake below him.
His long miserable journey was over. He
was home again, and yet he dare not go
see his mother for he knew he would be
discovered and returned to Burbage to
finish out his bondage. Slowly he made
his way past the boarded-in lot where he
used to herd cows. He thought of the
times he had kicked the slabs loose and
let the cows inside to graze and he
grinned to himself. [This is where the
City and County building now stands in
Salt Lake City.] But he was too close to
home here, so he made his way to
Sugarhouse Ward.

Hunger was making Andrew weak
and dizzy, and as he came to a white
house, set in a green lawn and enclosed
by a wrought-iron fence, he spied a
woodpile in the rear. Leaning on the
gate, he watched a little white haired
woman cutting flowers. She looked up
and saw the ragged, dirty, barefoot
Andrew. He was so thin his clothes hung
on him. She also saw the pleading look
in his eyes.

“Maam, could I please cut you some
wood for something to eat?” “I'm hun-
gry")

Without a word, she opened the gate
and led the way to the house. Andrew
thought he had never seen such a beau-
tiful, sparkling clean kitchen. From a
pot that was bubbling on the stove she
ladled a large bowl of soup, cut a thick
slice of bread and then poured a glass of
milk. Andrew’s hand shook with eager-
ness and weakness.

The door opened and a man came into
the room. He was tall, dark and very

handsome. He turned to the white-
haired woman and said, ‘“My God,
Mother, where did you find that?”

He came to the gate and asked to cut
wood for food,” she replied. “It’s plain
to see he is nearly starved.”

The man pulled out a chair across
from Andrew. “Young fellow, I want to
know where you came from, why you are
here and who you are.”

Andrew steadied himself. He must
make no mistakes, so he answered
slowly. “My father and mother are dead.
I have no one. I came from up the can-
yon, where I was chore boy for men who
cut timber. They finished their job and
left and I traveled down the canyon. It
took me a while to get here. I chopped
wood along the way for something to
eat. My name is Andrew Mathisen.”

The man stared in disbelief. “To me
this seems impossible at your age.” He
continued to gaze until Andrew shrank
down in his chair as far as he could.
Suddenly the man seemed to come to
some decision, for he turned to his
mother and said, “Take off his clothes
and put him in a tub of hot water and
scrub him good. He is filthy. I’ll be
back.”

The woman took Andrew to a bath-
room, the like of which he had never
seen before. She filled the tub, told him
to remove his clothes and get in the tub.
She came back with a brush, and to
Andrew’s shame, scrubbed him down.

When her son came back, Andrew was
wrapped in a big towel. The man undid
packages, laid out underwear, shirt,
pants and shoes. “Put them on,” he
ordered and he took his mother by the
arm and left the room. Andrew lost no
time. Only the shoes were a bit big. He
was walking back and forth across the
room when he looked up and saw his
benefactor looking at him from the
doorway.

“Why are you walking like that?”

Andrew smiled from ear to ear. “I like
to hear my new shoes squeak. ‘I’ve never
had new shoes before.

The man took Andrew by the arm and
turned him so they were facing. “My
name is Jack Tronto. I live on a ranch at
Black Rock, west of Salt Lake. Would
you like to go with me and live there.”

“Yes, sir,” Andrew replied.

The next morning, Jack Tronto and
Andrew left for the Black Rock ranch
where Tronto ran horses and cattle.
Tronto had two boys, but they spent
only July and August at the ranch. Then
they returned to their grandmother’s
house in Salt Lake and went to school.
For some reason Andrew was never sent
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to school. He lived the year around with
Tronto and his wife Rose at the ranch.
What learning he had, Tronto gave him,
along with tips on stock raising and tim-
ber work. Tronto was a real broncbuster
and could ride a mean horse with the
best of them.

FOURTEEN YEARS passed and
Andrew was twenty-two. Tronto was
breaking a gray horse that he called
Steel. Andrew sat on the corral fence
watching as Tronto rode the horse to a
standstill. A great loved filled Andrew’s
heart for the man who had given him a
home.

Tronto pushed back his hat and came
over to where Andrew sat on the fence.
“He’s a bad one, Andrew.”

Out of the blue, Andrew said, “Jack,
I’d like to go see my mother.”

Tronto stared in disbelief, then he
jerked Andrew off the fence and began
shaking him. “Why you dirty so and so,
all these years you had a mother and
you lied to me. I should beat you within
an inch of your life.”

Andrew jerked away, “Wait a minute,
Jack and let me tell you my story before
you judge me.”

After the story was told, Tronto only
said, “What kind of a woman would
bond out a child of eight years.”

JULIA HONICK was back in Kamas
and living alone on her homestead.
Honick had died, leaving her destitute.
Her two boys were young men now and
had left home to work in other parts of
Utah. Her daughter Mary had been
married for two years.

Julia lived in the same old log cabin
and worked for day’s wages. Her back
was stooped and her dark hair streaked
with gray. Greta Goodrich, Julia’s old
friend, still lived down the road from
her. Andrew had written a letter to his
mother telling her he was alive and was
coming home. Julia had believed, as
Burbage had told her, that the wolves
had killed Andrew when they found no
further trace of him.

When a letter came for Julia written
in English, she could not read it, so she
carried it to Greta to read. As Greta
read the part that said Andrew was alive
and coming home, she heard a thump
and looked up to see Julia in dead faint
on the floor.

When Andrew came home driving a
buckboard and a span of snappy bays,
Julia was overcome with joy. Tronto had
paid Andrew over the years, so with his
money he had lumber hauled, hired help
and put up a four-room house and fur-
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nished it for his mother. But always the
urge was with him to return to Tronto.
When he told his mother he was going
back to the ranch, she couldn’t believe
he would leave her. “Why?” she asked,
‘(why‘l’

Andrew looked at her gravely. “Why.”
Because you bonded me out, didn’t you.
Why? Because I love Tronto like a
father. He gave me a home when I had
none — when no one else wanted me. I’ll
send you money to live on. I don’t want
you working for day’s wages anymore.
Tronto is home to me.”

Amid Julia’s tears and entreaties, her
son left for Tronto’s ranch. He was
happy to be back. One morning he
watched as Tronto mounted Steel and
rode out to the range. He had shod Steel
the day before. All day Andrew was
uneasy and Rose asked what was trou-
bling him. “I don’t know,” Andrew
replied, “but I see a dark, cloud hanging
over Jack.”

When evening came, Tronto had not
come home. A group of riders looked for
him. They found his horse — bridle
reins trailing — miles from the ranch,
but they didn’t find Tronto. Next morn-
ing Andrew and other riders found the
rancher wandering around in the sage-
brush. He didn’t seem to recognize any-
one. The perfect print of a horseshoe
was found on one side of his head; one
cork had been driven into his temple.
They took Tronto home and called doc-
tors from Salt Lake, all to no avail. Two
days later Tronto died without regain-
ing consciousness.

Rose Tronto told Andrew that every-
thing was to be sold and the ranch put
up for sale. She was moving to Salt
Lake. Andrew sadly returned to the 160
acres which was his mother’s home-
stead.

After the shock had worn off some-
what, Andrew decided to go back to the
ranch and get his trunk and pick up his
personal belongings. It was evening
when he drove into the yard on the old
Black Rock ranch. The sun was sinking
behind the mountains. He sat in the
buckboard and the tears rolled unheeled
down his cheeks. The hurt of losing
Tronto filled him. It seemed he could
see Tronto once again, striding across
the yard from the corral.

He unhooked his team, then went into
the kitchen and cooked his supper. But
he was so choked up he couldn’t swal-
low. He went to his old room and finally
fell asleep.

Sounds in the house woke him.
Tronto’s room was next to his. He heard
a chair being moved, then footsteps pac-

ing back and forth across the room.
“Great God! I'd know those footsteps
anywhere.” It was Tronto pacing the
floor in that room. Then Andrew heard
the lid of a trunk in Tronto’s room being
opened and a short time later, the click
of the lid being closed. He was never
surer of anything in his life. He froze
and for the life of him, couldn’t seem to
move a muscle, and sweat ran down his
face.

How long he lay thus, he didn’t know.
Dawn was breaking when the pacing
stopped and it was silent again. Andrew
loaded his belongings and left as soon as
possible. He ‘was still shaken. Of one
thing he was sure, Tronto had come
back — perhaps to say good-bye.

When Andrew Mathisen returned to
his mother at Kamas this time, the
wheel had come full circle. He was back
in the old cabin where he had been born
in 1867 in a howling snowstorm. He was
my father. If Julia, my grandmother,
ever looked to her homeland across the
seas, or yearned for the husband who
had left her to fend her way alone, she
would not say. She named the baby for
him, and she must have loved him. But
Julia loved her church too, and was a
devout member to the last day of her
life.
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MARY FIELDS,

Courtesy Wedsworth Membrial Library, Cascade, Montana

Mary Fields in front of the Mint Saloon in Cascade.
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DON MILLER
Photos provided by author

HER FACE was described as being
“black as burnt over prairie.” She was a
tart-tongued, gun-toting, hard-drink-
ing, cigar-and-pipe-smoking, 6-foot 200-
pound black woman who was tough
enough to take on any two men. She was
also a gentle, considerate person who
won the hearts of many people in and
near Cascade, Montana.

Most people called her “Stagecoach
Mary”’; but she was also called “Black
Mary,” “Colored Mary” and “Nigger
Mary.”” Her given name was Mary
Fields.

She was born in Hickman County,
Tennessee in a slave cabin in the early
1830s. Many of Mary’s early years were
spent along the Mississippi River. She
was chambermaid on the riverboat
Robert E. Lee when it beat the steamer
Natchez in the well-known river race.
Mary recalled that the Robert E. Lee
needed a lot of boiler steam to beat the
Natchez and that they burned every-
thing they could find. The fire was so
hot, Mary and others aboard expected
the boilers to burst.

Mary arrived at Cascade in the mid-
1880’s when she was about fifty years
old. She went to Montana because
Mother Superior Amadeus of St. Peter’s
Mission, fourteen miles northwest of
Cascade, beckoned her to come. Some
people claim Mother Amadeus and
Mary had met at the Ursuline Convent
in Toledo, Ohio. Others claim Mary was
a slave and confidential servant in the
household of Judge Dunne, the nun’s
oldest brother. Another story was that
Mary had been the nun’s personal maid
before her mistress took the vows of the
church.

In any event, Mary was assigned the
job of doing the laundry and heavy work
including hauling freight for the Ursu-
line nuns at St. Peter’s Mission.

One night while freighting for the
mission, wolves attacked Mary’s wagon.
The horse shied and overturned the
wagon, dumping the big woman and her
supplies on the prairie. Black Mary
spent a lonely night surrounded by
wolves, but managed to keep the ani-
mals at bay with her revolver and rifle.

Another time Mary was caught in a
blizzard while driving a heavy wagon
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FREIGHT HAULER

AND

STAGE DRIVER

A gun-toting, quick-tempered female sounds
frightening. But this paradoxical woman,
born in slavery, won most hearts . . .

from Cascade to the mission. The mis-
sion annals for November 27, 1893
noted: “Mary Fields returned today.
She spent last night in a snowdrift
about %2 way between here [the mis-
sion] and Cascade and walked all night
to keep from freezing.” Perhaps in order
to face such situations she routinely
wore a man’s cap, a man’s shoes, a man’s
overcoat, an apron and a long dress.
Mary was also responsible for the care
of 400 chickens at St. Peter’s. Army
chaplain Father E.W.J. Lindesmith,
who was stationed at Fort Keogh near
Miles City, visited the mission in the
summer of 1887 and wrote that a skunk
invaded the chicken coop and killed
Right: St. Peter’s Mission, home for
Ursuline nuns. Below: This wintery

scene shows the isolation of the Mis-
sion.
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sixty-two choice baby chicks and piled
them up in a heap. Mary found the dead
chickens, killed the skunk with a hoe,
and dragged the skunk carcass a mile to

the convent to tell the sisters what had
happened.

Father Lindesmith, who was with the
nuns, wrote that he asked Mary, “Didn’t

)
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you receive the odor of his [the skunk’s]
wrath when you killed him?”

Mary responded: “Oh, no, Father. I
killed him from the front not from the
rear.”

MARY FIELDS was strong-willed
and hot-tempered. Some observers
called her pugnacious. After giving ten
years of service to the mission with no
pay — although the sisters provided her
with board, clothing, spending money,
cartridges and tobacco — Mary was
unceremoniously booted out by Bishop
John B. Brondel, the first Catholic
bishop of Montana. He had Mary dis-
charged because she and a hired hand at
the mission, a Mr. Burns, squared off
and had a shoot-
out; others claim she threw a stone the
size of a man’s fist at him. The mission
annals also record that Mary and a Mr.

Below: Cascade baseball team in
1913. Back row, left to right: Bruce
Glover, manager; George Hall; Julius
Hilgarde; Dan DeCoux; Jimmy
DeMars; Frank Day; and Mary Fields,
mascot. Seated: Elmer Cardell, Nels
Poirer, A.P. (Tony) Murphy, Charlie
Riley, and Bill Berger.

Mosney ‘“touched rifles, but there was
no firing.”

Mother Amadeus felt she had to dis-
charge Mary according to the bishop’s
orders, but she quietly set up Mary in a
restaurant in Cascade. But Mary Fields
was too quick to extend credit to her
customers and soon went belly up. Once
again Mother Amadeus set up Mary in
the restaurant business, and once again
the big black woman lost everything.

Mother Amadeus next used her influ-
ence to get Mary assigned to the mail
route between the mission and Cascade.
In 1895 Mother Amadeus gave Mary a
team of horses and a spring wagon to
help do the job. Mary faithfully met
every train and often slept in the depot
at Cascade. In bad weather when her
team couldn’t make it through the snow,
Mary shouldered the mail sacks and
walked between the mission and Cas-
cade. She drove the mail route for eight
years, and is thought to have been the
second woman in the United States to
regularly drive a mail stage.

Mary once had a serious wreck with
her spring wagon and was badly shaken
up. After that Mother Amadeus

apparently gave her a one-horse buggy
to carry on with the mail route.

Later Mary Fields drove a stagecoach
which led to her sometimes monicker of
“Stagecoach Mary.”

In 1903 Mary retired from her postal
duties and stagecoach driving days and
began to take in washing in the base-
ment of her home in Cascade. It is
claimed that once Mary followed a cus-
tomer (who owed her $2.00 for laundry
she had done) up the street, grabbed
him by his shirt collar, turned him
toward her doubled up a ham-like fist
and hit him in the jaw. Then she
announced, “His laundry bill is paid!”

Mary was popular with the people in
Cascade. In 1910 R.B. Glover leased the
New Cascade Hotel with the under-
standing that Mary would receive free
meals there.

D.W. Munroe, an early Cascade
mayor, gave special permission to let
Mary drink in the saloons with the men.
It was a privilege “if you want to call it
one, given to no other woman,” the late
movie star Gary Cooper stated.

In 1912 Mary’s home — and laundry
— burned to the ground and the people

Courtesy Wedsworth Memorial Library, Cascade, Montana
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Courtesy . Montana

Above: New house at St. Peter’s. Below: Photo of Mary believed to have been taken in the late 1880s.

Courtesy Wedsworth Memorial Library, Cascade, Montana

who loved her contributed lumber, and
their time and effort to rebuild the
structure. Mary had a lush garden in her
yard and sometimes picked flowers from
it for somewhat unusual purposes. She
was declared official mascot of the Cas-
cade baseball team and for every game
she would make up boutonnieres for
every member of both teams, plus five
large bouquets for whoever might hit
home runs. Mary also took care of the
bats and other baseball equipment.

In addition, she did odd jobs in the
town’s saloons and hotels. She also
turned to babysitting and gave school-
children candy and fruit on her birthday
— or birthdays. Some observers say
because she wasn’t certain of the date
she would celebrate it twice a year.
Schools were frequently closed in honor
of the black woman’s birthday.

On December 4, 1914, sometime after
her 80th birthday, Mary Fields died.
Following a well-attended funeral in the
Pastime Theatre in Cascade, her
remains were buried at Hillside Ceme-
tery not far from the winding road that
leads toward the old mission site. Only a
simple wooden cross marked her grave
until recently when a headstone was
erected as part of Cascade’s Bicenten-

nial Project. '
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HOMER SHEFFIELD’S OPINION
OF JOHN SLAUGHTER
By Kem DeWane

Photo provided by author

HOMER SHEFFIELD was sitting
with some friends at a drugstore counter
in Mammoth, Arizona several years ago
and talking about his past. I listened in.

“Naw, it don’t matter,” he said to
Virgil Mercer and Joe Ruiz. “If you
want to live as long as I have and old
man Slaughter did, it don’t matter if
you been a rich man, poor man, beggar
man or thief. You jes’ got to be a
Texan.”

He flapped the loose shirttails of his
gray shirt and said, “In fact I'm feeling
so damn good and healthful at eighty-
three, I'm afraid I’m gonna live so long
as to starve to death.” He smiled, show-
ing two gold-capped teeth.

Sheffield looked at the waitress,
laughed hesitantly and said, ‘““John
Slaughter, you know, was one of these
bi-i-i-g old Texas cattlemen” — he
paused and stood up from the stool —
about as high in the air as you, Celia.”
He stretched an arm over the waitress’
head. “Or shorter than my reach,” he
added, straddling the stool again.

Mercer slapped Sheffield on the back
and said, “Why, I didn’t know °‘little’
Texans really existed until I met you.
You don’t mean to tell me there was
another one as small as you, Homer?
That must have been an elf workshop
Slaughter had instead of a cattle
ranch.”

Sheffield said, “Well, he was big
enough to have all the cattle he wanted.
That’s why I couldn’t grow none. No
cattle to get tall in the saddle for, what
with his seventy-five thousand acres
straddlin’ the border near Douglas. O’
course the town wasn’t even there when
he come along. He got lucky gettin’ the
land in a Spanish grant and movin’ onto
it.”

Sheffield fiddled with an open news-
paper spread before him and occasion-
ally turned back the pages.

“When I throwed in with John
Slaughter in 1916,” he said, clearing his
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throat and perching his black-rimmed
glasses on his head, ‘“he hadn’t been
sheriff for years. He never talked about
his law days. If he ever talked at all, it
was about common things. His reputa-
tion as a lawman got him protection for
his ranch. So when he went back to
ranching again, nobody bothered him.
They knew he’d either spill a little
blood, or jack up the jail on ’em and put
’em under it so they’d never get out.

“But lemme tell you something about
John Slaughter. Compared to the Earps
before him, he cleaned up a bed of roses.
They gave him the big top for cleaning
up that part of the territory when Wyatt
and Morgan was the ones who done all
the spadework.

“Slaughter was a short fella when you
saw him, and he walked like anybody
who is used to riding a horse all his life.
He had a white goatee and mustache
when I knew him and always had a
black cigar in his mouth, as black as his
eyes.”

Sheffield took the glasses from his
head and held them in front of him.
“His eyes could look at you as big as
these glasses, and he was used to making
something of it if you looked at him
cross-eyed.

“Q’ course that was ’cause he had an
extra sense about him. Men have that,
so they say, ’specially when they was
raised around Uvalde where ‘big’

Texans like me and John Nance Garner
come from.”

Ruiz said, “Hell, Homer, nobody’s
heard of either one of you!”

“Lemme think. Now you’re gonna
make my brain think.” Sheffield looked
down and rubbed his chin. “Old FDR
heard of Garner. And Colonel Hooker
from the Sierra Bonita Ranch, who was
a big man around Tombstone, he heard
of me — how I’d drive his herd of cattle
to market and get ’em all through.
Including the wild mountain cattle that
got mixed in and was always spookin’
the rest into a stampede ’cause they was
so sore-footed.”

Sheffield swiveled around on the
stool, stuck out a foot and wiggled a
floppy brown slipper. “They was as
sore-footed as an old man’s boots that
ain’t loose enough to turn the corner
with him,” he said and faced the counter
again.

Mercer couldn’t let that remark pass
unchallenged. “Did you say sore-footed
or rustled mountain cattle?”

Sheffield raised his bushy white eye-
brows. “Rustlin’ was meant for people
like Ike Clanton who had a ranch just a
little ways from Slaughter’s. And if you
even looked like a rustler crossin’ John
Slaughter’s territory, he’d get some of
the cattle you was crossin’ with. He
might be hiding in a patch of brush with
his Mexican vaqueros once he spotted
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you and then ride up and say to the
head trail man:

““You the boss in this trail herd?’

“ ‘Si, senor,’ the rustler would answer
if he was up from Hermosillo.

“‘I say, I say —’ That was what
Slaughter always said when he had a
matter of importance on his mind. Later
he’d be talkin’ Mexican ’cause he could
speak it real good.

“ ‘I say, mucho land and mucho cat-
tle, eh? Well, all that mucho land you
see belongs to me. I say, I’'m John
Slaughter and I mean to cut a hundred
head of cattle from you for crossing my
land.

“ ‘Si, si, senor! Si, si!’ the rustler or
anybody else would answer ’cause
they’d generally be all too happy to
leave him alone.”

Sheffield nodded and said, “You
mighta called that a ‘running iron’
Slaughter used for branding. But that’s
John Slaughter for you, Miss Celia,” he
said and patted the waitress’ arm. She
had pulled up a stool behind the counter
to listen.

“Homer, don’t you want something to
drink?” she asked. ;

“Once in awhile I take a washdown,”
he said, winking. “That means a drink
and more drinks after that. A Seven-Up
is okay for now. Time was when I'd have
bourbon with that. That’d be the twenty
years time I spent ramrodding Roy’s
Bar here in Mammoth. Like twenty
years in the Yuma pen.

“The stale air from that bar was
worse’n anything I’d ever smelled. In
fact, the freshest air I drew a breath on
was on some of them cattle drives with
Slaughter.

“That ‘running iron’ was one of the
ways he built up his cattle besides tak-
ing back his own brand outright from
under Ike Clanton’s nose and eyes. He
did the same thing to old John Chisum,
so they claim, when he lived back in
Texas. Slaughter would just tell them
matter of factly that the cattle they had
of his were gotten for a good price and
now he was going to take ’em back for
the same amount.

“His second wife had some cattle,
along with her folks, who all came out
here from New Mexico, so all that gave
him a good head start.”

Sheffield flipped a page of the news-
paper and said, “Slaughter had a big old
barn built right square on the middle of
the boundary,” indicating the fold of
the paper, “with half on this side and
half on the other. So if the law was
broke by chance on one side or angther,
he could shovel the broken part down to
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the opposite end of the barn.”

Sheffield hunched over the counter
and whispered, “I don’t know if he
exactly did that or not. Still 'n all, his
wife was on his side most of the time
and he knew it. She worked alongside
him like any other ranch woman. She
wasn’t bad lookin’ or good lookin’, just
was younger ’'n him. Most ranch women
were, you know, but not enough to make
a difference. She was four or five years
younger, I imagine.

“She raised up a storm this one time
when us young fellas had a footrace. We
was always having footraces when we
wasn’t branding calves or bringin’ home
strays — doin’ whatever a cowpuncher
had to do, you know. We’d usually race
from the boundary to the porch of the
house and this one time the fellas put
me up to runnin’ against old lady
Slaughter’s own chore boy. I didn’t
know what I was gettin’ into, ’cause for
all purposes the boy was a Slaughter.

“Well, this boy the fellas put me up
against was a good-sized Mexican kid
for fourteen years old and he could beat
anybody on the ranch in a short race
like we ran. So they claimed. What hap-
pened was a different tale. I beat him all
three races we had. The third time I
outran him was too much for Mrs.
Slaughter, since she thought a lot of
him. She came out of the house and onto
the porch with fire in her eyes and old
John was right behind her trying to take
my part, speak up for me. She accused
the boy of being lazy in racing against
me and that made the sparks fly more.
So the kid went to battling with her and
all the time Slaughter was trying to take
over the whole situation. She’d have
none of it and was like cyanide over him
that day. So I kept running you might
say, right into World War One” Shef-
field said.

Mercer laughed, “And you were just
mean and ornery enough to last out that
war and come back here to Mammoth so
you could bother everybody!”

“Yes, I was. No, I wasn’t either.”
Sheffield raised his arms and said,
“Don’t you know I’m history? I out-
footed a Mexican boy.” He slung an arm
around Mercer’s neck and the two
laughed.

“What surprised me later on to hear,
a few years after the war, was that this
boy tried shootin’ down the whole
Slaughter family, on account of some
personal vendetta or other.”

He shook a few ice cubes from the
glass into his mouth and chewed on
them. “That extra sense about Slaugh-
ter’s saved him somehow, but the boy
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did murder the ranch foreman and
robbed him. He tried outrunning the
law but he couldn’t outrace it any bet-
ter’'n he could me. He got the peniten-
tiary for life.” Sheffield stood up to
leave, paid for the soda and added a tip.

“Where are you going now?” Ruiz
asked.

Sheffield folded the newspaper and
tucked it under one arm. “Forward with
new vigor,” he said and hitched up his
pants and walked toward the door.

FISH STORY
By Victor H. White

AN eighteen-year-old German named
Albert Didrick was discharged from the
army transport ship Burnside in Seat-
tle, Washington on December 9, 1907.
He was immediately employed by
Northwest Forest Products Corporation
at South Colby, Washington. Northwest
Forest Products had been inspired by a
Russian scientist named Robeen
Rushier, who claimed to have perfected
an economical way of producing turpen-
tine from Washington Douglas Fir by
heating and dry-kilning the lumber
under steam pressure.

Since Albert spoke no English or Rus-
sian and Robeen spoke no German or
English, Albert’s interpreter was Adelia
Twice. She spoke fluent German as well
as English. She owned the property
which had been leased for the building
of the turpentine factory.

Albert took a liking to Adelia’s eight-
year-old son Vincent. Vincent chattered
enthusiastically and hand-signalled to
Albert about Puget Sound, rowboats,
and the great strength, speed and stam-
ina of the mighty King Salmon. “You
and I could go trolling and catch one,”
he proclaimed. Vincent’s mother trans-
lated her son’s enthusiasm into Ger-
man.

Albert had been reared in inland Ger-
many. He was fascinated by Vincent’s
description of a fish that could, “almost
pull a man out of a rowboat,” “a game
fish that millionaires vied with each
other to catch,” and which stood as a
symbol of “everything great among fish-
erman.” Vincent took Albert to the
beach and showed him the twelve-foot
rowboat. He explained the twist and
twirl of a four-inch silvered trolling
spoon, and demonstrated how the
swivel worked as the spoon spun in the
water. He tested the great big hook, and

the strength of the eighth-of-an-inch
diameter fishing line.

Albert was a hefty young German.
Vincent was a slim, wiry boy. On an
overcast and drizzly morning they
launched the small rowboat and
embarked in pursuit of King Salmon
without the one knowing much about
English or the other knowing much
about German. Albert knew nothing
whatever about a boat so small, but he
rowed while Vincent attended the fish
line.

The fishing was dull. Vincent knew
how fast Albert should row and tried to
explain it with hand movements. He
knew how much line to let out and
about where a fish was most likely to
strike. But Vincent knew nothing about
the art of “playing” a large fish. He did
not know that a salmon, if one should be
hooked, should be given line, held
steady, subtly guided and maneuvered
until it tired itself. There seemed no
reason that he should know. There sim-
ply were no fish.

The line dragged. Vincent could feel
the spin of the oversized spoon. Minutes
dragged in the miserable weather.
Albert tired of rowing. Vincent was both
tired and uncomfortable. He wondered
how to say “Let’s go home” in German
and finally pointed toward shore, slowly
dragging in the line, wrapping it around
the quadrangular rack upon which it
had been purchased.

All thought of catching a fish was for-
gotten. The day had been wasted. Vin-
cent estimated that there was no more
than fifteen or twenty feet of line still in
the water. He continued to wind it in.

WHAM! Vincent was jerked half
around on the small rear seat of the
boat. Surprisingly he still held the wood
line rack. He tossed it to the floor of the
boat, where it began to jump and jerk
and unwind. Vincent held on tightly but
he couldn’t stop the line from playing
out. It ripped through his fingers and
across his palms. It burned and cut.
With some sixth sense he glanced
straight down into the clear water
beneath the stern of the boat. There was
an unbelievable gleam of silver, a yard
long and six inches wide, as the tight-
ened line flipped the diving fish onto its
side.

Albert realized the boy’s plight at last.
He jerked in the oars, leaped up, and
stepped too near one side of the row-
boat. The craft tipped and came within
an inch of taking water over the side.
Warm blood oozed between Vincent’s
fingers as Albert gradded the line.
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Vincent leaped instantly to the upside
edge of the boat. Even his slight weight
would help a little to keep them from
capsizing.

Albert was powerful. He began pull-
ing in the fish hand over hand. The
salmon dashed left, right; plunged
straight down, came straight back up.
The shimmering King jumped four or
five feet into the air. Albert gained a few
feet of slack. The powerful young Ger-
man hustled the salmon to the edge of
the boat. He did not realize that the fish
at that point could exert a jerk of a hun-
dred pounds on the line so he lifted the
fish out of the water and started to
swing it aboard.

The line held, but not the hook. The
hook was straightened as straight as a
tenpenny nail. The fish was off the hook
in the air. It fell. It hit the side of the
boat, flopping, twisting, jerking and
turning. Then it flopped inside the
boat.

It didn’t appear it would stay inside
long. It lashed and twisted, jerked and
leaped. It flipped higher than the sides
of the boat again and again.

The boat tipped, then tipped back.
Albert grabbed an oar by the middle,
held it vertically, paddle-end up, and
smashed it down with all his strength, as
if to stab the fish with the end of the
oar. Water geysered upward from the
boat’s bottom. Vincent yelled, “No! No!
No! Slap it! Club it! Sideways! Side-
ways!”

Albert did not understand. He could
not possibly stab the fish with the han-
dle end of the oar, although he jabbed it
down again and again. Water was leap-
ing up from the bottom seams of the
boat. Vincent yelled, “You’re knocking
the bottom out of the boat! Stop! Stop!
Stop!” Water appeared above the boat’s
floorboards. “Albert! Albert! Stop! We’ll
tip over. We’ll sink.” The fish continued
to leap and thrash, the end of the oar
slipping off its slippery sides or missing
entirely.

Vincent, twisting his small body
around Albert’s legs, grabbed the other
oar and began slapping the fish’s head
with the paddle end. A few effective
swats finally subdued it.

Vincent then realized that both he
and Albert were standing in ankle-deep
water. As weight shifted, the water
flowed from side to side, almost sub-
merging one or the other side of the
boat. Albert began taking off his shoes
and shirt. It was evident he planned to
swim for it and how he planned to save
Vincent and the fish will never be
known.
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But the eight-year-old knew more
about boats. He knew there was a five-
pound lard pail in the boat. He also
knew that less water was coming in now
that Albert had stopped pounding.
Some fast bailing began taking water
out faster than it was coming in. Albert
observed this and began rowing.

This makes an unorthodox fish story
because the King Salmon did not get
away. Vincent’s mother, several neigh-
bors and the turpentine formula genius,
Rodeen Rushier, all saw the fish
weighed. It was twenty-six and a half
pounds of King Salmon in three differ-
ent languages.

“Vincent” in this story was
really Victor H. White. He died on
August 19, 1981.

TRAVELING FOOTBALL FANS

THE SEA of red in at least one sec-
tion of a stadium when the University of
Nebraska Cornhuskers perform away
from Lincoln is an accepted part of
present-day football culture. The ath-
letes contend it is a part of their
remarkable success on foreign fields.

But it’s nothing new. Perhaps there
were fewer red-clad fans in 1901, but
however clad they followed Nebraska
football players. About 2,000 of them
accompanied the team by train to Min-
neapolis, Minnesota in October, 1901,
according to the Nebraska State Jour-
nal.

“The Northwestern line will handle
the entire crowd of rooters who will
attend the football game at Minneapolis
Saturday. This decision was reached
yesterday afternoon, when the Rock
Island Road failed to meet the final rate
offered by the Northwestern and
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@ catalogs absolutely free!

Just check three of your most

favorite categories in the coupon

below and send it to us along with

only $1.00 for processing your order.
You won'’t be disappointed!

Only the finest of mail order catalogs will

be sent to your home. . . . Act Today!

ey & =B B __§B _§N__§N_ _
' YES, 'd like to receive dozens of new, color- I
ful, exciting catalogs. I've checked my three
favorite categories below and enclose $1.00 I
for processing. | understand that all catalogs
will be sent to me absolutely free and | am I
I under no obligation to purchase anything. l
[J Cosmetics [J Food Coupons e

I 0 Jewelry (J Clothing
[J] Gift Ideas [J Home Furnishings I
[J Electronics [J Sewing & Knitting
[J Toys & Games [J Health Products
[J Automotive [J Collecting (Coins,

l [J Magic & Gags stamps, etc.) I
[J) Hobbies & Crafts [] Other l
Name

I (please print) l

I Address I
City State Zip I

' Mail to: Nationwide Catalog Network, Inc.
373 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10016

I
L——————————‘
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according to the contract which had
previously been drawn up between that
road and the football management, that
the former meet all competition, the
failure was considered sufficient cause
for a cancellation of the contract.

“As a result, persons who had already
paid their money into the Rock Island
office, either for tickets or for sleepers
are receiving it back by calling at the
office. At the time for closing the office
last evening Mr. Barnes, city passenger
agent, announced that practically all of
the money had been refunded.

“The Northwestern is making exten-
sive arrangements for handling the
crowd, which it is estimated will reach
at least 1,500 and possibly 2,000 people.
A special train will leave this evening
[Thursday] at 5:30 o’clock with the
advance guard to the game. It will prob-
ably carry four or five hundred people,
as over 100 teachers from the city
schools will attend, together with the
entire engineering society at the state
university, and a large number of stu-
dents. The football team will leave in a
special car on the regular afternoon pas-
senger, but the excursion tickets are not
good on this train.

“The train will stop thirty minutes in
Missouri Valley [Iowa] for supper. At
that point the change will be made and
persons who have ordered sleepers in
advance will be allowed to occupy them.
Sleepers wil] be furnished to all who
desire, but they must be ordered in
advance from Agent McGinnis at the
city ticket office, when the other tickets
are secured. He will wire the head
offices at Omaha and the Pullmans will
be on hand at Missouri Valley ready for
occupancy. It will be impossible for any-
one to secure them, however, after the
start is made. .'he train will arrive in
Minneapolis Friday morning at 8
o’clock. Which will give practically the
entire day in the city for those who wish
to visit the places of interest. The rate
tomorrow will be $4, and persons desir-
ing to go are requested to bear this in
mind.

“The bulk of the crowd will leave Fri-
day evening at 6:30 o’clock. Agent
McGinnis is making extensive arrange-
ments for the crowd which will go at
that time. The train will be run in three
sections if necessary, and will reach
Minneapolis early Saturday morning.
The return trip will be made Sunday, all
of the trains leaving Minneapolis some
time during the morning. The tickets
will not be good except on the special
trains. As the run wil! be in daylight,
arrangements have been made to permit

persons who take sleepers on the up trip
to dispense with them on the return if
they desire, and thus save the expense.
However, if they prefer to ride in the
Pullmans arrangements will be made
accordingly. The rate Friday will be $3,
as has been previously announced.”
Unfortunately, Nebraska lost to the
Gophers 19-0. One hundred Lincoln
Public School teachers, who had been
granted time off from classroom duties
to visit the public schools of Minneapo-
lis, also made the trip that weekend. —
Courtesy Nebraska State Historical

Society, Lincoln. /'

Trails Grown Dim
(continued from page 27)

tombstones at Waynoka, Oklahoma.

Joseph C. Johnston and Sidney Def-
fenbaugh were married on January 1,
1878 and I believe had three children:
Margret Catherine, William (Bill), and
Daniel Rosencrates, who was my grand-
father. Margret married John Burling
and had one son, Robert. She was
divorced and married Joe Green who
had a brother, George. William was born
in 1852 and married Christine Payne
(?). He was a law officer in Waynoka
and died in 1914. I believe he had three
children: Louie, Charlie and Ella. It
seems the Johnstons and Greens settled
around Waynoka about the turn of the
century or maybe when Oklahoma Ter-
ritory was opened in 1889.

My father, Charley Johnston, married
Susan Charity Singer, daughter of John
and Gertrude Singer, on September 19,
1915. They also settled in Oklahoma in
the late 1800s.

I am especially interested in family
history of Sidney Deffenbaugh John-
ston and Malinda Hains (Haynes) John-
ston. I have pictures of the George
Haynes family: a man, woman and two
little girls. Also one of Lute and Kate
Haynes. Another picture appears to be
of an Indian woman. “Iowa” is stamped
on the back, also the name Coho is writ-
ten on it.

I will be glad to hear from anyone who
has information on these people. I have
other pictures I will share or trade
copies of. All letters will be answered. —
Malinda Ridley, Rt. 2, Box 117, West
Fork, Arkansas 72774.

Johnstone — Schoolcraft
I would like to locate descendants of
the Schoolcrafts. My great-great-grand-
father, William Johnstone, married Sal-
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ley Schoolcraft who was born in 1799
and is believed to be a relative of Henry
Rowe Schoolcraft who in 1832 discov-
ered the source of the Mississippi River
and founded a mission nearby.

The Johnstones and Schoolcrafts
were partners in the fur trade with the
Indians and were instrumental in start-
ing trading posts in upper Michigan,
Wisconsin, and Minnesota in the early
days.

Prior to 1854 my great-great-grand-
parents lived at Harrietstown, New
York where they had at least five chil-
dren. Two of these were married before
the whole family came West to what was
to become Rushford, Minnesota.
Lucinda was the wife of James McDon-
nel and Cordelia was the wife of Rastus
Kelley. Charles was a veteran of the
Civil War. Other sons were John and
Clark.

Please write if you have any knowl-
edge of where Salley Schoolcraft fits in
the explorer’s family. It will be much
appreciated. — Mrs. Ruby Grover, Box
222, Penhold, Alberta, Canada TOM
1RO.

Caldwell — Cupp

I need information concerning my
great-grandfather, Alexander Caldwell,
who lived at one time in New Center-
ville, Pennsylvania. He was born in
1802, I believe in Westmoreland
County. Does anyone know what town?
He married Mary ? who was born in
1804. Alexander died in 1863. Both he
and Mary are buried in New Centerville.
I would like to know Mary’s maiden
name; also the names of brothers and
sisters of Alexander and Mary Caldwell.

I would also like information on the
Cupp families who lived in Somerset
County, Pennsylvania. I will exchange
information. — Mrs. Ralph Gerdsen,
15257 Athol Street, Fontana, California

92335.
-~

Western Book Roundup
(continued from page 35)

history of the Hereford breed and well-
known writer and editor, has produced
an interesting and highly readable book.

August 1982

It is a collection of biographies, and it
includes the stories of K.B. Armour,
Dan Casement, Charles Goodnight,
Robert H. Hazlett, C.C. Slaughter,
Alexander H:. Swan, Arthur D. Weber,
and Lester D. Wiese, to name only a
few.

Photographs accompany the bio-
graphical sketches of each of the forty-
nine personalities. Collectors of cattle
trade material will consider this book a
must. Recommended.

COLT AND CUSTER

Makers of History: A Story of the
Development of the History of Our
Country and the Part Played in it by
the Colt by F. Romer (Quail Ranch
Books, 2210 Wilshire Blvd., Suite 573,
Santa Monica, CA 90403, 64 pages,
$3.95 paper, 8 x 6 inches).

This is an attractive reprint of the
hard-to-find 1926 promotional pam-
phlet distributed by the Colt Patent
Fire Arms Manufacturing Company. It
provides a summary of the role played
by Colt guns in the Old West.

This facsimile reprint was reproduced
from the best copy of the original avail-
able to the publisher. It is a must for the
collector of Colt material and outlaw
and lawman buffs.

Custer’s Last Campaign with Konrad
F. Schreier, Jr., editor (Quail Ranch
Books, 96 pages, $6.95 paper, 9 x 6
inches) is another reprint of original
1890s magazine articles by Capt. E.S.
Godfrey, Gen. James B. Fry, Col.
Robert P. Huges, Hamlin Garland and
Frank E. Page. All of the articles deal
with General George Custer and his last
campaign on the northern plains.

Garland’s article relating Chief Two
Moon’s account of Custer’s last battle
and the other articles have long been
out-of-print and much sought after by
Custer buffs. Illustration and maps are
included.

Both reprints are recommended.

MISSOURI ATLAS

Historical Atlas of Missouri by Mil-
ton D. Rafferty (University of Okla-
homa Press, 1005 Asp Ave., Norman,
OK 73019, no pagination, $9.95 heavy
paper wrappers, 12 x 9 inches).

This new work should be a helpful aid
to historians, students of Missouri his-
tory and geographers as well as teachers.
The author presents one hunderd thir-
teen maps of Missouri each depicting
one aspect or another of Missouri his-
tory.

The maps are divided into ten major

FROM NASHVILLE
IT'S
THE GRAND OLE OPRY

OLD TIME COUNTRY MUSIC OF THE
40's and 50's 12 great programs

of THE GRAND OLE OPRY on six
quality cassettes. You'll hear

the best in country music featuring
stars like RED FOLEY, ERNEST TUBB,
BILL MONROE, CHET ATKINS, [IM
REEVES, MINNIE PEARL, and many,
many more! All for just $19.95, plus
$2.00 postage, and handling. FREE
CATALOG OF OLD TIME RADIO
SHOWS WITH FIRST ORDER. All
orders shipped UPS.

Send check to:

BWP-TWA Radio, Suite 9-E

1105 North Main Street

Gainesville, Florida, 32601

HORSESHOE INGENUITY UNLIMITED
EVERYTHING MADE WITH AUTHENTIC HORSESHOES

from
BOOT SCRAPERS to CHOW BELLS

All these classic items are handcrafted from authentic
horseshoes, and coated with our own rust resistant
black satin finish.

The mud stops here — A
must for every household
put a bit of Americana on
your doorstep.
Cat. #0181
$8.95

Ring 'em in from the
back forty with its
unique tone.
Cat. #11281
$14.50

Add $2.00 postage and handling. Send for free bro-
chure of many horseshoe items.

To order please write to:

Horseshoe Ingepuity Unlimited

Top-0-Hill Farm
64 Gale Ave.
Pittsfield, MA 01201
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SURVIVAL KIT
Water from any source made pure. To receive airmailed
return guide, and fact filled booklet titled *‘Pure Water,
Your Key to Health” including illustrated catalog, send

$2. to:
PURE AIR & WATER SYSTEMS
18 146TW Sherman Way
Reseda, CA 91335

ALA DDI N KEROSENE

MANTLE LAMP
The original authentic Aladdin Lamp. Features
patented kerosene burner, produces brilliant
white light. Replacement parts for old and
new lamps.
Cat. 60¢  Dept.27
CAMPBELL LAMPS
1108 Pottstown Pike, West Chester, PA 19380

LOCATE BURIED TREASURE!
This machine is guaranteed to
locate buried and hidden treasures
of gold, silver, and paper money.
Locates up to 3 miles.
For Free Information

Write to:  DANIELS' ELECTRIC SHOP
Dept. TW  Route No. 2 — Box 136-A, Magnolia, MS 39652

HEY! LOOK THIS OVER!
CHERRYBOMBS
FIRECRACKERS
CANNON FUSE

M-50's, M-60's. Books to make M-80's, silenc-
ers, fireworks, etc. Catalogue $3.00. Refunded
1st order.
CAPITOL FIREWORKS CO.
1805 West Monroe St., Springfield, IL 62704

Advertisement

Hearing Loss
Is Not A Sign
Of Old Age.

Chicago, Ill.—A free offer of special
interest to those who hear but do not
understand words has been
announced by Beltone. A non-
operating model of one of the smallest
Beltone aids of its kind will be given
absolutely free to anyone who sends
for this free model now.

Send for this model, put it on and
wear it in the privacy of your own
home. It will show you how tiny
hearing help can be. It is not a real
hearing aid and it’s yours to keep free.
The actual aid weighs less than a
fourth of an ounce, and it’s all at ear
level, in one unit.

These models are free, so we suggest
you write for yours now. Again, we
repeat, there is no cost, and certainly
no obligation. All hearing problems
are not alike and some cannot be
helped by a hearing aid but many can.
So, send for your free model now.
Thousands have already been mailed,
so be sure to write today to Depart-
ment 4659, Beltone Electronics Corp.,
4201 West Victoria Street, Chicago,
Illinois 60646.
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sections to illustrate the state’s location
within the nation and its component
parts including physiography, its dis-
covery and settlement, its characteris-
tics in terms of population, government,
politics plus transportation and commu-
nication routes. And there is more.

The text explains the maps and helps
the reader to interpret them. The

TRUE
WEST
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Please print and punctuate. Mail to: TRUE WEST, Dept. CX, lola, Wis. 54990

selected references for each map not
only provide the reader with the pri-
mary sources that were used in compil-
ing the maps, but also provide informa-
tion for readers interested in further
investigation of the topic material. A
bibliography and index are included.

-

Classified Advertising

Quick Cost Chart For TRUE WEST Ads

* MINIMUM $3.20 ANY AD

100 — ANTIQUES
200 — BOOKS & MAGAZINES

CLASSIFICATION DESIRED

Number v, ..>rds Number of issues

---------1

ISSUE DATE ON SALE DEADLINE
Jamaany .k T December ......... October 15
February .......... January:....ivou. November 15
Maren . . o February......... December 15
APl s s Mareh, 5. 2 s i January 15
Rl S AN AP 58 U February 15
DRIt s Pt s MR ) i o s March 15

IMPORTANT. Box number ads require name and address of advertisers for our confidential files.

Amount of Payment Sent

ISSUE DATE ON SALE DEADLINE I
dolvics. e e AE T AN AR R Bk S i April 15
AUguSE. ..viAs Y e Ry May 15
September ... .. AURUST .« ot R e June 15
October........ September . .............. July 15
November. ... .. QCIober. . ohi Al s adon August 15
December.... .. November.......... September 15

SEND PAYMENT WITH COPY ON CLASSIFIED ADS ZIP CODE FREE
T T R e ) ) S ) S R R N e S R R I T R

100 ANTIQUES

200 BOOKS & MAGAZINES

WAR MEDALS, military books, insignia, war relics, catalog
50¢. Historical Americana, Box 310TW, New York, NY
10028.

TELEPHONES (ANTIQUE) oak, brass, phones. Restoration
parts catalogue, $1.00 (refundable). Shipments daily. Bil-
Igarsg'ls4OId Telephones, 21710TW Regnart Rd., Cupertino, CA

AUTHENTIC CIVIL war newspapers, excellent condition,
$12.95 each. Dick Payne, 1462 Baron Court, Stone Moun-
tain, GA 30087.

ANTIQUE WEAPONS, relics, militaria, and early western
items for sale. Thousands in stock. lllustrated catalog -
annual subscription $3.00. William Fagan, Box 425AB,
Fraser, M1 48026.

AUTO BUFFS! Thousand of old antique cars for sale in Old
Cars Weekly, news and marketplace for the hobby. Ameri-
can auto history articles, columns on restoration. Lots of old
cars photos. Big show calendar. 26 issues only $8.75. Send
to: Old Cars Weeklv, Dept. BFC. lola, Wl 54990.

OUT OF print books found. Send wants. Booklook, Dept. 2,

51 Maple Ave., Warwick, NY 10990.

FOR SALE: Western - Treasure - Desert, back issue maga-
zines. Send want list to: Harold Moody, Box 803, Project
City, CA96079.

SOUTHWESTERN COLORADO mine camp books, maps,
jeep guides, gold panning list. SASE. Bear Creek Publishing,
514 Main Street, Ouray, CO 81427.

BUY, SELL, trade True West, Frontier Times, Old West. Buy-
ing anything by Louis L'Amour. If selling, include asking
price. Books of the West. Box 4577. Santa Clara, CA 95054.

BRUNER'S BOOKS - list free. 1220 Rock Island, EI Dorado,
AR71730.

FREE! WESTERN Publications 1982 Catalog. Full of color
prints by Russell, Remington and others, back issues of True
West, Old West, Frontier Times and others, magazine bind-
ers and over 200 books about the Great West, treasure and
collecting. Get your free catalog by writing to: Western Book
Co.. 700 E. State St.. lola. W 54990.

True West



200 BOOKS & MAGAZINES

250 BUSINESS VENTURES

FINALLY AVAILABLE! A complete, comprehensive index for
True West, Frontier Times and Old West. Covers six cate-
ories: authors and titles; people, places, things; illustrations
photographs; letters; family names; books... 225,000 list-
ings, over 450 pages. Only $7.95 ppd. Send to: Western
Index, 700 E. State St., lola, WI 54990.
MOUNTAIN MEN books, journals, biographies, old, rare &
new. Informative book list, $1. Rendezvous Books, P.O. Box
2627, Taos, NM 87571.

FREE BOOK catalog. Novels, westerns, romances, childrens;
old, out of print - found barns, attics. Authors: Grey, Bower,
Curwood, Kyne, Raine, Wright, Fox, Porter. Postage appre-
ciated. Pierce, 4408 Pine Cluster, Oroville, CA 95965.

MAKE MONEY buying, selling old books. Earn big profits
operating your own Book Search Service. Free details.
Bazaar Books, Box 496, Chico, CA 95927.

T.W. F.T. others. Rare issues, reasonable. SASE. PH:

512-432-0211. Hal Clayburne, 554 W.Broadview, San Anto-

nio, TX 78228.

SPORTSMEN'S CATALOG: fishing, hunting, camping items.

Send 50¢ refundable. S & S Tackle, Box 1533, Manchester,

CT 06040.

OLD BOOK treasure hunt. List of 100 most valuable western

t())oo;g, %‘98. Mountain Craft Books, Rt. 7, Box 54, Moore,
K 73170.

REFINE GOLD and silver at home, complete amateur’s text-
books, simplified, detailed how-to instructions, illustrated,
inexpensive setups, covers the problems refiners experi-
ence. Gold Refining Book $5. Silver Refining Book $5. Post-
paid. Gold and Silver Exchange, Dept. TW, P.0. Box 9960,
Colorado Springs, CO 80932.

PROTECT YOURSELF during the depression. Profits possible
now! Order Financial Survival Directory, $4.75. Moneyback
guarantee. Chadborne, P.0. Box 1602, Willits, CA 95490.
BOOKFINDING LIBRARIANS locate any titles or subjects if

not in 150,000 title, author and subject indexed stock. PH:
609-344-1943, PAB, 2919T Atlantic, Atlantic City, NJ

PAPERBACKS: USED, clean, full-cover current, older, low
prices; old time radio, TV show recordings. Free catalogs.
Imagine that! 58 Dalton Ave., Dept. TW, Pittsfield, MAO1201.

FREE MAIL order beginners journal! “‘Vasquez”, Twin Falls,
1D 83301-0229.

WOODWORKERS MAKE extra money building and selling
original wood items. Complete plans for multipurpose lathe
you build, plus 10 unique plans guaranteed money makers.
All 11 plans plus marketing tips only $9.95. The Woodwi-
zards, Dept. C, P.O. Box 2042, Kalispell, MT 59901.

che Moneyl on famous brand

WESTERN o §

Delivered to your door POSTPAID!

§ Write for EREE COLOR CATALOG
o SCOUNT COUPON

JD GINCH STORE

1408 West Davis ® Dept. TW  Dallas, Texas 75208

WORK AT home! Full or part-time stuffing envelopes, no
limits! Earn 50¢ to $1 each. Income guaranteed. Stamps
supplied. STACO, Box 344TW, West Linn, OR 97068.

FOOD! HIGH protein! 100% natural' 2 year storage. Buy

wholesale. Send $2.00, details - applications, (refundable
g}tgoﬁrst order). M.L.M., P.0. Box 7216, Klamath Falls, OR
1

GOLD IN old fountain pens. Guide to re| Bgamng for self or
8?&2 Send $6.95 to: G.C.R., Box 1088, Morro Bay, CA

CRYSTAL MOUNTAIN PRISMS
P.O. Box 31, Dept. T
Westfield, New York 14787

45 Clear Crystal 3" U-DROPS $5.00
Each -@@ per
Add 20% for postage Doz.
SASE for new list of all sizes, shapes and colors.

GROUNDFLOOR OPPORTUNITY! Innovative, new multi-level
marketing program. No meetings, no retal sales, very sim-
ple, very profitable, and growing like wildfire! For complete
information write: AIH, Box 46-T, W. Nyack, NY 10994.

MAKE MONEY. Become a professional writer. Ten lesson
8(:(11;5598 gesaches you how, $10. Writings, Box 348, Shattuck,

IDEAS, INVENTIONS wanted! Call: 800-528-6050, in Arizona
call: 800-352-0458, ext. 831, PA.

DOWSING CLASSES - ananm, ca.
Monthly, 4th Saturday, 9 am-5 pm — $99.50

Free with Course
Pendulum, Y-Rod, Angle Rods. A
GEO-MENTAL TECHNICS : : :
ERNIE ANDREWS, INSTRUCTOR
2755 SYLVAN ROAD e EAST POINT, GA 30344
Phone (404) 766-8141 — Free Brochure

FREE INFORMATION. Four new fantastic money making
opportunity guides. Send to: JnG Products, 485 Calle
Higuera #TW, Camarillo, CA 93010.

FREE! SECRETS reveal $100+ daily as merchandise whole-
saler. Write: Baron's, Rt. 1, Box 754-L, TW8, Big Pine Key, FL
33043.

PROVEN - NO risk - guaranteed daily growth rental business
opportunity. Receive monthly, enough $8 checks to wallpa-
per large room. No gimmick. For complete detailed concept,
8%3(10314.95 to: Vin Macary, P.O. Box 1675, Bristol, CT

40 WORD ad $40 one full year, 200,000 annual readership,
in National magazine. No sex oriented ads! National Bulletin
Board. Drawer C, Athens. TX 75751.

USED BOOKS. Send $1 and SASE for list. PMM, P.O. Box
752-W, Temple, TX76501.

CROP DUSTING as a career. Informative, accurate, best
information available. $4.00 postpaid. 3438 Kelvin Rd.,
Kingman, AZ 86401.

THE HOLY City - God's masterpiece, order this inspiring
book today. $4.75 ppd, Dale Beal, 9015 N.E. 11th St., Van-
couver. WA 98664.

“HOW TO Build a Log Cabin and Rock Fireplace” $5; “Early
Jackson Hole", 400 pages, early Wyoming history, $15 - two
books by author: Marion V. Allen, 100 Road, Box 65, Shing-
letown, CA 96088.

BE YOUR own publisher; see your work in print. Step by step
instructions. Send $9.95 money order to: Cornell Letters,
Box 2314, Cheyenne, WY 82001.

TRUE WEST 1-151, Frontier Times 1-118, 61 Desert maga-
zines 1957-74. Best offer. A. J. Springer, 907 Tenth, Spirit
Lake. IA 51360.

600 MISCELLANEQUS western magazines. Rare issues, rea-
sonable! Send SASE. Burnham, 10137 Walnut, Bell Flower,
CA 90706.

TRUE WEST and Frontier Times. Issues 1961 through 1978.
Sell in two sets only, $70 per set. Milo Kozak, 1018 West
Louise, Grand Island. NE 68801.

“TEXAS GHOSTTOWNS", (1,750 of them) by Bartholomew,
$7.95 prepub. price, postpaid. Bartholomew House, Box
805. Ft. David. TX79734.

AUTO NOSTALGIA! Collector cars of the 40's, 50's and 60's
featured monthly in historical articles in Car Exchange mag-
azine. Lots of color photos, active ad section. 12 issues only
$11. Send to: Car Exchange, Dept. AXG, lola, Wi 54990.

THE ART of grain weaving - instructions for 22 braids and 53
%ram designs, $4.95 plus $1 handling. Grain Designs, 45T
ommon, Springfield. VT 05156.

THE SAWMILL of Destiny. A brief history of the famous Sut-
ter Sawmiill that started the California gold rush. Authentic
history containing 21 rare photos and document reproduc-
tions. $3.00 postpaid. Donella Enterprises, P.O. Box 138,
Placerville. CA 95667.

OREGON HISTORIES: ‘An Oregon Schoolma'am, from
Rimrock to Tidelands,” $8.95; ““An Oregon Schoolma'am
Book Two: The Depression Years," $8.95; ‘‘Sweet Home in
the Oregon Cascades,” $7.95. Postpaid. Calapooia Publica-
tions, 27006-T Gap Road, Brownsville, OR 97327.

260 COINS

BUFFALO NICKELS: 4 for $2.00. 2 Indian cents, $2.00. All
fgo3r0 23.75 postpaid. Olen Riggs, Box 327, Oakview, CA

COINS OF yesteryear - 3 Indian cents $2, 5 Buffalo nickels
%2712 Wheat cents $2. Wurth, Box 740433, Houston, TX

275 COLLECTIBLES

HISTORICAL JAPANESE invasion notes, Malaya nine notes,
$6, catalogue 50¢. Schultz, Box 746, Salt Lake, UT
84110-0746.

MILITARY MEDALS bought /sold. List 50¢. Yearly subscrip-
tion $4.50. Vernon. Box 387TW. Baldwin. NY 11510.

GOLD, SILVER, coins, relics - find with unique patented trea-
sure finder units. None better, low prices. Free information,
writeg:g Teschna, Dept. C8, 11900 Montana Avenue, El Paso,
TX 7993

OFFICIAL 1982 Knoxville World's Fair belt buckle, $5 plus
$1.50 postage and handling. World Advertising, P.O. Box
548, Chattanooga, TN 37401.

COLLECTORS BELT buckles: limited edition collectors buck-
les are available in very limited numbers. Write for catalogue
and to be put on our mailing list. Siskiyou Buckle Cos, Inc.,
P.O. Box 87-T. Williams. OR 97544.

STOCK CERTIFICATES, genuine, with interesting pictures,
cancelled, suitable for framing or collecting. $2 each or 3 dif-
ferent for $5. Wurth, Box 740433, Houston, TX 77274.

FIRST EDITION 1982 owl collectors Christmas ornament.
gingd3§22E for information. Owl's Nest, Box 5491, Fresno,

2711 EDUCATIONAL

"LEARN LOCKSMITHING From a Locksmith”. Send $25 to:
;rzegs(;%rsds. (a first-rate locksmith), P.0. Box 5822, Tucson,

280 EMPLOYMENT

JOBS: COLORADO, Wyoming, Utah, Idaho, Montana. Com-
puterized weekly newsletter with 200 plus jobs. Free details.
Mountainwest, 925-J Canyon, Logan, UT 84321.

250 BUSINESS VENTURES

CLOSEOUT JEWELRY 55¢ dozen. Wholesale craft supplies.
gza};l:g 25¢. Roussels, 107-2050 Dow, Arlington, MA

August 1982

FARM, RANCH jobs. All phases, all areas. Guaranteed infor-
mation. Agr-jobs, Box 65, Faxon, OK 73540.

TEXAS EMPLOYMENT - Dallas, Ft. Worth area, newspaper
ads. Send $3 SASE. Dana L. Owens, 500 Depot #4, Jacks-
boro. TX 76056.

FLINT

ARROWHEADS

50 for $10.00
100-$18.00
500 - $75.00
1000 -$125.00

Collected along the plains of the Rio
Grande.

ALL ORDERS ARE POSTPAID
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR

MONEY BACK

UNIVERSAL PRODUCTS CO.
3005 Juarez Ave., TW8
Laredo, TX 78040

BIG RIVER CANE CO.
900 Sypert St., Phone: (512) 876-5023
Carrizo Springs, Texas 78834
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BLACK STALLION WEATHER VANE
All Iron Construction Horse is 14" x 12"
Direction Arm is 34" long
Overall height 36" Painted Black
$37.00 plus $3.00 shipping & handling
Also, many other hand-cratted items
Please Indicate:
Peaked Roof Flat Roof
Side (chimney) Mount

Send $1.00 for brochure

(or, free brochure with order)
Winters Country Wood

504 Lynwood Bivd., Twin Falls, ID 83301

280 EMPLOYMENT
OVERSEAS EMPLOYMENT, information needed to obtain
$20,000 to $50,000 dollar a year jobs, do it now! For com-
plete information package, send $10 to: Horizons Unlimited,
216 W. AZ St., Holbrook, AZ 86025.

2% GENEALOGY

AUTHORS WANTED BY
NEW YORK PUBLISHER

Leading subsidy book publisher seeks ipts of
all types: fiction, non-fiction, poetry, scholarly and juve-
nile works, etc. New authors welcomed. Ask for free,
illustrated 40-page brochure S-98. Vantage Press, 516
W. 34th St., New York, NY 10001. Or call Toll Free 1-
800-528-6050 Ext. 2254.

INDIAN CRAFT

SUPPLIES
GlANT 176 PAGE
CATALOG
World's largest Indian Crafts
catalog. Kits and readymade
items. More than 4,000 items

to choose.
Catalog just $1. Write Dept.37

GREY OWL ndien Craft Manufacturing Co.

k 113-15 Springfield Bivd., Queens Village, N.Y. 11429

AUTHENTIC
WOOD & CANVAS
WESTERN WAGONS

21"x12" $29.50
13%''x7Y2 $19.50
10""x7" $15.50
Excellent for homes, business, bars, etc.
ALL ORDERS POSTPAID
JAM INTERNATIONAL PRODUCTS
2108 Monterrey Ave.
Laredo, TX 78040

The Man Who Led
Pat Garrett To Billy The Kid

John Poe was there at the Kids' hide-
out that night; in fact his stoolies gave
Garrett the tip about Billy's where-
abouts.

“Buckboard Days" relates Poe’s
life history in a style that reads like
something out of Zane Grey. Poe's
career spanned buffalo hunting
in the early 1870's as well as
defending the law in some of
the Southwest's most lawless
towns later in the decade. Simply .
told by his wife Sophie (my aunt), this
is a rare story — an eyewitness version

of Western history.
$14.95

$8.95
paperback hardcover

incude 75¢ postage per book

>

Paramus, NJ 07652

K_ Bill Harris

51 Forsythia Lane
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IN SEARCH. of...your ancestry? Are you trying to locate an
old friend or relative? Try placing a classified ad in our
newest category...Genealogy. For more information, see the
classified ad form in the beginning of this section.

CENSUS RECORDS. 1790-1850. Send $3 per family name
and state per census. Also SASE to: ESRO, P.0. Box 540-W,
Gardendale, AL 35071.

GENEALOGY RESEARCH - Tennessee - North Carolina. Send
stamped envelope with return address - information. Jackie
Hatcher, Rt. #1, C/0 Sloans, Walland, TN 37886.

400 REAL ESTATE

GOVERNMENT LANDS... from $7.50/acre! Home sites,
farming, vacationing, investment opportunities! “‘Govern-
ment Land Buyer's Guide'' plus nationwide listings $2
E)ggazrgg;ged)‘ Surplus Lands, Box 19107-KM, Washington,

MONTANA REAL Estate, specify interest. PH: 406-

293-3743. Libby Realty, 1304 Minnesota, Libby, MT 59923.

SHASTA COUNTY No. Calif. acreage & homes. PH:

916-244-4000. Ben Slocum, Sunset Properties, 1555 Yuba

St., Redding, CA 96001.

LAND .25/A continental U.S. For address to obtain com-

plete details, send $5, stamped envelope. Lasal, Box 212,

Neola, UT 84053.

OWN A piece of Florida! Deed to one square inch of the
y ;ggglshine State'’, $2. KLH, Box 7042, Ft. Meyers, FL

| WOULD like to know if anyone knows where Tommy Lee
Park came from and who his ancestors were. He married
Amanda Vernon in 1861 in Nacadoghes, Texas and died
there in 1870. They had 5 children - Martha Leath, Mary
Bedecy W.V., Betty Pittman, Harriet Lee. Bill Smith, Rt. 1,
Box 179AA, Chico, TX 76030.

315 GUNS

THOUSANDS OF antique guns, swords, daggers, polearms,
armor, militaria, and accessories for sale. Detailed illus-
trated catalogs - annual subscription $3.00. William Fagan,
Box 425BB, Fraser, M| 48026.

325 HOBBIES

SOLID WOOD tables, modern and reproductions, oak,
cherry, maple. Brochure $1.00. Alexander Industries, 103
4th Ave. N.E.. Dept. T, Pipestone, MN 56164.

WAGON MASTER wagon miniatures. Replicas of western
frontier wagons. Send $1.00 for catalog (refunded with
ord?r). Wagon Master, 5216 - 8th Ave., Dept. TW, Brooklyn,
NY 11220.

BASKET PATTERNS. Detailed instructions for making six
early American and Indian baskets, 2nd printing, $4. Marion
Sober, Box 294-W. Plymouth, MI 48170.

BANDSHAW OWNERS. Learn the fascinating, little-known
technique of making small functional bandsaw boxes for fun
and profit. Fully illustrated instruction booklet of 15 original
designs (70 photos and illustrations), $10. Satisfaction
guaranteed. Box-Art, Dept. K, Box 125, Clarendon Hills, IL
60514.

FOREST RANGERS do it in the woods! Guidebook shows
how not to get lost! Free ordering details! Pizon, RD 1, Rich-
land. NY 13144-WP.

350 INDIAN RELATED

GENUINE INDIAN made, real hair bone chokers. Send $20.
Donation to: Cato Springs Indian Mission, Box 1165-TW,
Fayetteville, AR 72702.

FREE LIST to serious collectors. 30,000 Indian artifacts,
pots, spears, axes, slate, beadwork. Caddo Trading Co., Box
669, Murfreesboro. AR 71958.

ANCIENT INDIAN relics for sale. No shop. Mail only. SASE.
Charles A. Hester. Guntown, MS 38849.

WANTED: INDIAN masks, carvings, blankets, war clubs, bas-
kets, anything Eskimo or Indian. Collector, 385 Deerfield,
Watermill. NY 11976.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN arrowheads, artifacts. We have the
best. free list. Morris. Box 4771. Anaheim. CA 92803.

OBSIDIAN SPEAR points, knives, 6"-9" long, $25 each. Jas-
per agate gem points, $15 each. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Frank Estes. 1617 Willis St.. Redding. CA 96001.

IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave, Ojibwa.
Eskimo crafts. List $1.00 (refundable). Irografts, Box 7, Ohs-
weken Reservation. Ontario, Canada NOA 1MO.

20 NICE flint arrowheads. $7. Free list. Ekbergs, 1020 S.
Hawthorne, Sioux Falls, SD 57105.

450 RECIPES

BEANS OF the west. Five great new recipes $1.00. SASE.
JnG Products, 485 Calle Higuera #TW, Camarillo, CA 93010.
INDIAN FRY bread plus fantastic corn bread recipe. $3 and
SASE. Von Camp Enterprises, Dept. MI26, Box 446, Collins-
ville. IL 62234,

SCRUMPTIOUS RECIPES: fresh strawberry pie, torte, pis-
tachio salad, plus 2 homemade granola recipes. $1 SASE to:
Recipes, Box 272, Scandinavia, WI 54977.

BALANCE MALTED: will correct your illness. Enclose $25 in
checks or money order. Frank Resnick, 780 Howard Ave.,
Brownsville, NY 11212.

GRANDMA YOUNG'S blackberry wine cake, “‘unique” $1.

Cabin Creek, P.0. Box 50484, Midwest City, OK 73140.

JERKY FROM your own oven, venison or beef, four great

r7eacipes, $2. Cabin Creek, P.O. Box 50484, Midwest City, OK
140.

DELICIOUS DIABETIC desserts cookbook, $3. Jean's Enter-
prises, Rt. 3, Box 6SL, Okmulgee, OK 74447.

AUTHENTIC AMERICAN Indian recipes. More for your
money. Send $2 money order to: P.O. Box 1008, Lockeford,
CA95237.

FUND RAISING cookbooks. Details. Calico Kitchen, Drawer
606, Hartwell, GA 30643.

LET THESE recipes save you money. Make your own
whipped topping, hot mustard, Colonel's chicken. $1.75.
Lou McCormick's Kitchen, 922 High St., Madison, W1 53715.
MAKE GREAT jerky or pemican. Cheaply. $2.00. SASE.
ITSCO, 3825 Las Vegas Blvd. No., No. Las Vegas, NV 89030.

SAUERKRAUT - MAKE your own. Easy new way. Odorless,
no waste. Best you ever ate. $3.00. BJ Enterprises, Box
20962, Billings, MT 59104.

WHACKY CAKE, a truly moist chocolate cake, and two other
easy cakes, $2. Ro-Ca Sales, 89 North St., Agawam, MA
01001.

FRONT RANGE chili recipes & tips, $5. Trail's End Chili, Box
2027, Longmont, CO 80501.

NEW MEXICO delights: 10 traditional favorites including
chili, enchiladas, tacos. $2 - SASE. Stockel, 530 Juanita,
Santa Fe, NM 87501.

MY OWN Mexican corn bread recipe using sausage, $1 -
SASE to: P.O. Box 1104, Port Neches. TX 77651.

OMELETS: TIRED of the same old meals? 17 delicious reci-
pes - $2. K. Sofio, 51-36 30 Ave. 4C, Woodside, NY 11377.
KANSAS STYLE home brew recipe. $2 to: Box 88, Chanute,
KS 66720.

FREE RECIPES, 999 of them free. Send 25¢. Coastal, Box
44-T, Cedar Grove, NJ 07009.

“SHEUSLIS” FANTASTIC hors d' oeuvre, great for cookout.
Send $1 and SASE to: P.0. Box 409, Shafter, CA 93263.
DELICIOUS PINTO bean pie recipe, $2. SASE to: Ranch Rec-
ipes, Box 133, Hockley, TX 77447.

CHERRY AND apple pie with a surprise! Life is never dull.
Send $718plus SASE. G. Stevens, R.R. #1, Box 26, Shannon,
1L61078.

BUYING AUTHENTIC Indian artifacts. Wayne Tipsword, P.O.
Box 1101, Decatur, IL 62525.

INDIAN WARS your specialty? SASE for information on
national study group: Order of the Indian Wars (newsletter,
journal, annual meetings). Box 7401T, Little Rock, AR
72217.

HOT GERMAN potato salad. Four generations, mouth
watering good, $1. Little Kitchen, 6396 Springwood Rd.,
Cleveland, OH 44130.

BEANS! DELICIOUS beyond description! Old Texas family
recipe. $1 and SASE. Betty's Kitchen, Box 82, Lelia Lake, TX
79240.

ARROWHEADS, AUTHENTIC Indian arrowheads, perfect
10/$3.95 postpaid. Guaranteed. M-B, RR2, 5 Paris Hills-TW,
Louisiana. MO 63353.

SPICE, HERBS, coffee, tea - 100% pure products. Access-
ories, gifts, sweets. Free catalg%.gLingren's, Dept. F, 1815
N.W. Flanders. Portland. OR 97209.

FREE LIST to serious collectors, 30,000 Indian artifacts.
Pots, spears, axes, slate, beadwork. Caddo Trading Co., Box
669. Murfreeshoro. AR 71958.

DAD'S 10 favorite wild game recipes. Venison, squirrel, &
birds. Send $3.00. Donna Sammarco, 8525 Mulberry St.,
Laurel. MD 20707.

THE TEPEE: “Guide for Identification of Certain Columbia
Plateau Projectile Points" has been reissued, $3 postpaid.
252 High Meadows, Richland, WA 99352.

BRAISED OXTAIL with orange. New exciting flavor. For rec-
ipe $5. SASE to: R. Bennett, 2902 Gull Ave., Medford, NY
11763.

True West



BEAUTIFUL HAND-CARVED CINNAMON TEAL DUCK
9" Long - 5" High. Hand painted )
$55.00. Natural Wood finish
$45.00. Rough (finish) your-
self) $25.00. Also, many more
hand crafted items: Shore Birds,
Weathervane Animals, Toys.

475 RECORDS & TAPES 550 WESTERN MERCHANDISE

WESTERN RADIO heroes! From the 1940's and 1950's! Two ~ LEATHER HANDMADE billfolds, holsters, belts and clutch
complete half hour programs! On each full hour, high fideli purses. For price list write: D. G. Athey, 12967 Wright,
cassette! ‘‘Lone Ranger”, “Gene Autry”, “Gunsmoke'’,  Chino, CA91710.

“Cisco Kid", “‘Death Valley Days", ‘‘Hopalong Cassidg;'!
Great listening! $6.95 each! All six $35! Hannonhouse, Box
11400W, Chicago, IL 60611.

THE ORIGINAL fiddle kit - make your own. Fast, easy, every-
things included. $63.45 postpaid. Free details. The Fiddle
Works-TW, Box 1250, McLean, VA 22101.

4% TRAPPING

COWBOY ARTIST F. Terry Johnson, color prints, 19x15,
$19.95. Brochure $2 (refundable). TS Ash, 4000 Channel
Place, Newport Beach, CA 92663.

Send $1.00 for brochure.

ers Country Wood
504 Lynwood Bivd., Dept. A Twin Falls, ID 83301

600 WANTED TO BUY

WANTED: RAW furs, porcupine hair, rattlesnakes, bear galls,
etc. Free price list. MHF, Dept. TW, Box 8918, Moscow, ID

FREE: TRAPPING supply catalog, custom dressing and tan-
ning price list. PH: 208-882-0601. MHF, Dept. Tw, Box 8918,
Moscow. ID 83843.

BEST PRICES for Bowie knives, sheath, belt, Civil War
knives, Indian tomahawks, clothing. Robert Abels, 2881 N.E.
33 Court, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 3 3

500 TREASURE HUNTING

FREE GOLD weight table, send SASE for table and pros-
pecting, treasure hunting catalog. Exanimo Press, Box T,
Segundo, CO 81070.

TREASURE - LOCATE quarter mile away with ultra-sensi-
tive locator - brochure free. Carl Anderson, Box 1344-BC,
Tampa, FL 33611.

GOLD AND silver dowsing rods. Find buried treasure. Free
brochure. Fred Stewart, P.0. Box 267, John City, TN 37601.

BRING THE spirit of the past into your life! Pan your own
gold from one of Nevada's famous ghost towns. Kit contains
a gold pan, bag of placer sand with real placer gold, instruc-
tions for panning, and a container in which to put your gold
for viewing. Only $9.95 plus $1.50 postage and handling.
The Glory Hole, POB 225, Goldfield, NV 89013.

RICH PLACER claims for sale. From 1 to 25 claims situated
20 minutes from Dawson City Yukon Territory. Claims on
Bonanza, Eldorado, Hunker, Goldbottom and Last Chance
Creeks. These claims produced thousands of ounces b
hand mining from 1897-1920. PH: 604-342-6817,
403-993-5599. Robert Howie, Box 11, Invermere, British
Columbia, Canada VOA 1KO.

GOLD NUGGET. Genuine nugget from Alaskan rivers! $3
each. Buy two, get one free! Satisfaction guaranteed. Strick-
land's Enterprises, Dept. TW, Box 8808, Anchorage, AK
99508.

METEORITES WANTED. Collector buys, top dollar. PH:
602-882-8804. R. Haag - Meteorites, 2990 E. Michigan, Tuc-
son. AZ 85714.

DOWSING PENDULUM, unusual sensitivity for map, field
use. $7.95 ppd. with instructions. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Jonn, 2324 Suffolk, Kingman, AZ 86401.

BUILD YOUR own professional Dowsing Instrument: Costs
very little to build from easy to get parts. This fine instru-
ment has adjustable sensitivity control and large sample
chamber. Tested and endorsed by Robert Fowler, renowned
southern treasure hunter. Complete easy to follow plans
onlgazlo. TSC International, P.O. Box 673, Hawkinsville, GA
31036.

550 WESTERN MERCHANDISE

RATTLESNAKE HAT hat bands, belts, and expertly tanned
skins. Earl Huff, Box 121, Wickenburg, AZ 85358.

CUSTOM BELT buckles, solid sandcast silicon bronze, hand
finished. Buckles By Mike, 1225 Manzanita, Dept. TW, Los
Angeles, CA 90029.

HANDMADE BILLFOLDS, all leather old west craftmanship.
Personalized, 6 letters or less $24.95, unpersonalized
$19.95. Tri-fold wallets unpersonalized $24.95, personalized
$29.95. Leatherworld, 104 Lake Shore Dr., Mabank, TX
75147.

LUCKY GOLDEN horseshoe - legend from old west decrees

the horeshoe to bring fabulous luck to the owner. Beautiful

gift for den or collector. 24K gold plated $42.50, sterling sil-

ver plated $32.50, copper plated $25.50. 4 to 6 weeks deli-

very. Send check or money order to: Just Country, Box
A. Castroville, TX 78009.

BUY MASON shoes. Send $1.00 for catalog to: 932 Orondo,
_Wenatchee, WA 98801.

MOUNTAIN MEN! Handcrafted Old West style shirts. Send

SASE for brochure. Gypsy Spirit Threadworks, Dept. TW,

4037 Ivy, Ventura, CA 93003.

WESTERN DENIM shirts size 14 thru 20, sleeve 32 thru 36.
Regular $20, discounted to $18. Arizona territory trading
center since 1880. Willcox Commercial Co., 180 North Rail-
road Ave., Willcox. AZ 85643.

HANDCRAFTED BASKETS, each original western design.

Free catalogue. Country Crafts, Box 121, Wickenburg, AZ
85358.

GENUINE LEATHER watch bands, man or woman, $3.95.
Order House, 315 W. Hull, Denison, TX 75020.

TEPEE LIVING is not a thing of the past. Inquire now. Top
quality and design. Blackfoot Canvas Company, P.0. Box
907. Blackfoot. ID 83221.
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OLD LETTERS, envelopes before 1900. Collector, 385 Deer-
field, Watermill, NY 11976.

WANTED: RATTLESNAKE skins, rattles, furs. P.O. Box 2278,
New York, NY 10017.

WANTED: OLD postcards, western scenes and old logging
operations. Walter Lozoski, 910 4th Ave. No. #102, Seattle,
WA 98109.

OLD MONTANA postcards - especially Butte area. Carol Orr,
3232 Richardson, Butte, MT 59701.

PRE-1945 PRESIDENTIAL campaign items. Bill Reichelt,
Carter. MT 59420.

650 MISCELLANEOUS

CYPRESS WOOD slabs for clocks, tables, $1.96 each. 100
minimum. Jim's, P.0. 46-T, Otter Creek, FL 32625.
JOURNEYMAN CREDENTIALS granted legitimate! Write:
National Craftsman Union, 210 Fifth Avenue, Suite 1102,
New York, NY 10010.

CHEMICAL LIGHTSTICKS! Safe, completely waterproof,
cigar-size, excellent source of temporary emergency light-
ing. Use an re, no batteries required, 4 for $10.50, 10
for $24.95. Edbo Sales, Box 909TW, Glendale, CA
91206-0097.

FIREWORKS - FUN, safe, patriotic, over 100 items, top qual-
ity, lowest prices, illustrated catalogue, 50¢. Pyro-Sonic
Devices. Box 711-TW2. Grand Haven. M 49417.

OLD STATE, railroad, countr and Civil War maps. 70-120
years old. All states. Stamp for catalog. Northern Map Co.,
Dept. TW, Dunnellon, FL 32630.

NEED CREDIT? Get Visa, Master Charge card - with no
credit check. Guaranteed! It's simple, legal. Plus other credit
secrets. Free details! Send SASE to: Inflation Reports, (TW-
E). P.0. Box 60148, Los Angeles, CA 90060.

FIREWORKS! CATALOG "“T" $2.00. Kevsar, Box 215, Logan,
UT 84321.

GOVERNMENT BENEFITS! Collect all you can! Eight special
reports, send 25¢. Grandcees, TWG82, Hamilton, GA 31811.

LAST WILL and Testament. Non lawyer's will kit, line by line
instructions, sample of completed wills, practice worksheet,
blank will forms, probate explained, how to avoid probate,
estate taxes, family instructions. $8.50 check or money
order. Cycle Enterprises, Box 1329, Post Falls, ID 83854.

OLDTIME RADIO broadcasts on high quality tapes, including
these Westerns: The Lone Ranger, Gunsmoke, Gene Autry.
Free catalogue. Carl W. Froelich, Route One, New Freedom,
PA 17349.

FACTORY SAVINGS. Knitted all cotton dish cloths. Soft,
absorbent, sanitary. 64¢ each, postpaid. Sangamon Mills,
Dept. TW, Cohoes. NY 12047.

PLAY STEEL guitar, Dobro. Dale's (TW), Route 3, Hemp-
stead, TX 77445.

CHEWING-SMOKING Tobacco!! Do you chew-smoke? Free
samples - prices. Fredco's, Dresden, TN 38225.

FREE, MQM catalog: Features dozens of attractive gifts and
useful household items, plus several things for the little
mlsséls;zd name and address to: MQM, Box 308, Romulus,

GUIDE TO Oklahoma Territorial Ghost and Outlaw Towns,
$3/stamp. Box 92, Glencoe, OK 74032.

OWL COLLECTORS: Bimonthly newsletter ‘‘The Owl's
gisgt§7gé0 year - $2 sample. Howards, Box 5491, Fresno,

METAL DETECTORS! The best for less, free shipping too! Sil-
ver D;}% Electronics, 25-D Greenbrier Ct., New éedford,
MAO X

THOUSANDS OF quality radio programs, war news, bands,
comedy, soapers, drama, 1930's material, old music, cylin-
ders, related material. Giant catalog for reels, cassettes,
cartridges $2.00. Since 1954, Blalcok's Sound Library, 1614
Davison. Richland. WA 99352.

YOU CAN have good friends in many countries throughout
the world through International Correspondence. Info free.
Send name and address: TSC International, P.0. Box 673,

Hawkinsville. GA 31036.

blend in navy or wine. S, M, L, XL,
patterns catalog, $2.00
’ 1 b} —ey
TYLER'S “T” GRIP
@
cast Aluminum Grip
Revolvers. DURABLE, PRAC-
POLISHED or BLACK $5.00; GOLD $5.25
and many other modern pistols, rifles and shotguns.
make & model of gun. No C.O.D.'s please. Add $1.00
Bullet Molds — Gun Accessories. Buck Knives — Hand-
MELVIN TYLER MFG. AND DIST.

~ BIB FRONT SHIRT~
XXL, $32.00, UPS $3.00.
RIVER JUNCTION TRADE CO
BETTER SHOOTING
ADAPTOR. For Colt, &’
TICAL—EASY TO INSTALL.

TYLER'S TRIGGER SHOE
POLISHED or BLACK $3.75; GOLD FINISH $4.00
for Shipping Charges. Fully Guaranteed. Genvine
made Holsters & Belts. Leather & Clarino.

1326 W. Britton Rd. ¢ Oklahoma City, Okla. 73114
HARDWARE « THREADS « TOOLS

Authentic 1880 pattern cotton
Also: Dusters, Vests, Hats, and
312 Main St., Dept. TW, McGregor, IA 52157 319-873-2387
with this improved
S & W and Ruger D.A.
THREE ATTRACTIVE FINISH COLORS.
Durable light weight cast aluminum for Colt, S & W
ORDER DIRECT OR AT YOUR FAVORITE DEALER. Send
Stag—Wood & Synthetic Gun Grips. Lee Loaders—
— Dealer Inquiries Welcome —
Call toll free 800-654-8415 Outside Oklahoma
CATALOG—$1.25

MONTHLY SPECIALS

Call us free and compare.
Satisfaction is guaranteed.

MID-CONTINENT

Lather Sales D

1539 S. Yale, P.O. Box 4691
Tulsa, Oklahoma 74104
TOLL FREE 1-800-331-9134
IN OKLA. (COLLECT)
1-918-747-2061

John Wayne
Solid brass minted buckle

The Wayne family authorized this limited
edition buckle. It’s heavy brass, struck b[\;
a 150 year old company in England. Eac
buckle is numbered, and I guarantee your
satisfaction or I’ll refund your money.

$10 plus 75¢ postage & handling

Bill Harris

51 Forsythia Lane
Paranus, NJ 07652




play winning  meae®

CRIBBAGE

Winning made easy!
Endorsed by the pros
Handsomely printed, illustrated
Great gift for beginner or expert
5795 STARR STUDIOS
Add $1 725 Alder
for postage  Missoula, MT 59802

$10,000 tournaments — write for details

4 by
Justrated
e ot
De

Locate from a LONG DISTANCE!
with Ultra-Sensitive D/RECT/IONAL Locator
seND FOR FREE INFORMATIVE BROCHURE
r CARL ANDERSON
" BOX TAMPA, FLORIDA 33688

FOR COMFORT!

When you slip into a gen-
uine BROOKS Appliance
you can enjoy heavenly
comfort night and day at
work or at play! Thirteen
million sold, since 1880. You buy direct from the
factory - never sold in stores - beware of imitations.
Only the highest quality materials and workman-
ship. (Especially for older people who wish to avoid
unnecessary operations for reducible rupture). Send
for our FREE illustrated booklet with no obligation.
BROOKS APPLIANCE COMPANY (Medicare
Dept. 85, Marshall, Mich. 49068 Pays 80%)

STOP FLATS!

A revolutionary dry-powder tire sealer, used for
years in South Texas. Seals thorn and nail punctures
as you drive. Has a unique non-balance-affecting fea-
ture. One two-ounce bag treats any tire up to size
10-20 for $1.75. Five-bag box is $8.75 postpaid.
Fifty-bag case is $82.50 postpaid.
Ever-lasting injector $29.95. It installs instantly
through the valve stem, works off any service sta-
tion airhose.

Order today.

BIG RIVER CANE COMPANY
900 Sypert
Carrizo Springs, Texas 78834
Phone (512) 876-5023

DERINGER BOOKENDS

FOR THE
SERIOUS GUN
COLLECTOR ONLY

Don’t miss this chance of a lifetime to
grace your home or office with these
authentically recreated .31 Deringers®, hand-
somely mounted on decorative wooden bases

with a simulated book.
only $219 for the pair
PA residents, add 6% sales tax

Send check or money order to:
ROBIN SUN
4310TW Allegheny Rd.
Erie, PA 16509

Complete satisfaction guaranteed
*Non firing, no license required
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650 MISCELLANEOUS

PEN WATCH silver tone, time/date, $9.95 ppd. Gerard
David's, Box 61TW, Pittsford, NY 14534.

alarm

DISCOURAGE BURGLARS - home/auto. 6 securi ok
, New

decals, $2. Betchabuys, 799 Broadway, Suite 32
York City, NY 10003.

DIAMOND WHETSTONES(TM) - from pocket size for fish-
ermen and hunters to large for butcher knives in the kit-
chen. Use water not oil. Unbreakable. Send long SASE for
fgr;: 9ianormation. Busy Bee, Box 1686-TW, Winston, OR

FAMOUS SIGNATURES of the old west! Jesse James, Billy
The Kid, Davy Crockett, Wyatt Earp, Wild Bill Hickock, Annie
Oakley, Geronimo, George Custer, Buffalo Bill, Daniel Boone,
Sitting Bull, Pat Garrett, Calamity Jane. Each one enlarged
and reproduced onto parchment paper and mounted on
walnut stained 3 inch by 6 inch plaques. $3.95 each or three
for $10. Californian's add 6% tax. C.0.D. and checks only to:
Waterbury-Skane's, 55 Sutter Street, Suite 828TW, San
Francisco, CA 94104.

FLOATING HAND and fingernail brushes; replicas of swans,
turtles, lady bugs. Set of three $5.65. Bristol International
Corp., Dept. TW, P.0. Box 1811, Bristol, CT 06010.

NEW HAND pump - pumps or siphons any liquid... oil, gaso-
line, water, alcohol. Change oil or transmission fluid thru dip-
stick hole!... in minutes... without mess! Details free. Klent,
TW-6. 193-19 119th Avenue, St. Albans, NY 11412.

FOOLS GOLD. Excellent specimens from the Montana gold
fields. A great gift or conversation piece. This is the same
ore that fooled many an inexperienced prospector. In 1608
two shiploads, like the hard rock specimen were mined and
shipped to England as real gold. Hard rock specimen $3,
placer specimen $3, combination - one of each $4.95. Send
cash, check or money order to: Pioneer Products, P.O. Box
1791, Kalispell, MT 53’901.

GIFT CATALOG free wholesale and retail. Write: Inglewood
Enterprises, 6131 Hillsboro, Davisburg, M1 48019.

STOP THOSE scorching sessions! Stop electric blankets cold
night overheating. Send $1 and SASE for instructions. Inno-
vators, 8000 NW 8th Ave.. Gainesville. FL 32601.

FIREWORKS - BOTTLE rockets, Roman candles, firecrack-
ers, sparklers, etc. Send $1 (refundable) for details. Mercury
Enterprises, Box 207, Carroliton, VA 23314.

AUTHENTIC ANTIQUE barnboard picture frames and
clocks. Write for free brochure. Barnboard Products, Box
419, Niantic, CT 06357.

WHY DIE without a will? Two legal 'Will Forms'' and easy-to-
read instructions. Only.. $4... guaranteed! Order today!! Ty-
Company, Box 752-TW, Prvor, OK 74361.

INCREDIBLE CURE - colds, flu, arthritis, most diseases.
Tested-proven, money back guarantee. $7.00 & SASE:
Oakridge Farm, St. John, ND 58369.

UNSURPASSED AQUARIUM fish mailed. Filters, plants,
backgrounds, pumps - 25%. Catalog 50¢ (refundable). Fast.
Zg.; 23613-527-2877. Aquadiscount, 33574 Mill, Ortonville, MI

FINANCIAL PRIVACY, borrower's rights. Manual reveals
banking information. $14.95, Lg. SASE for details. IBEBR,
5034 Holt #B-14. Montclair. CA91763.

14K SOLID gold initials - use as tie tac, lapel or scarf pin. Gift
boxed. Three letters. $39.95. Satisfaction guaranteed. Fre-
derick's Gold, P.0. Box 4396, Arlington, VA 22204.

NEW ELECTRONIC T.V. antenna, only $3.95. Gives clear
pictures, just plug in. Murray Enterprises, Box 1594, Cres-
ton. BC. Canada VOB 1GO.

REPLICA WEAPONS of India. 42" calvary sword $15.95, 14"
dagger set $6.95, 36" battle axe $18.95. All 3 for $31.85.
Send $1.95 for postage & handling. Larry Midgett Whole-
sale. 4497 Jackson Rd.. Whites Creek. TN 37189.

30 TRIED & true recipes, $3.50 to: P.0. Box 7, Sturgis, SD
57785.

LAND-FOR-Taxes! Get for almost nothing! Easily understood
instructions. $2.00. Grandcees, TWT7, Hamilton, GA31811.

FREE 1,001 things, free gifts, free money. PH:
617-437-9101. Write: ZEF, Box 360-TW, Boston, MA
02101-0360.

DO-IT-yourself. Barbeques, planters block and brick walls.
Save 75% off professionals cost. Step by step instructions.
Segg 185 to: Romero Masonry, Rt. 4, Box 82C, Santa Fe, NM
87501.

PLAN 1, generate 12V and 110V using auto alternator and
lawn edger $5. 2, hi-intensity camper lamp $3.50. 3, pickup
sideboards $5. 4, boat trailer U-haul conversion $5. 5, ranch
type fence $5. 6, welder from auto alternator $10. 7, two
battery camper system $5. 8, quick release winch, hitch $5.
9, bunks for VW bus $5. Solar Enterprises, Suite 14TW,
18677 W. Dixie Highway, N. Miami Beach, FL 33180.
NIXON’'S RESIGNATION letter, $1. Richman TW, Box
11307, Salt Lake, UT 84147.

"CONQUER HARMFUL Anng 100 Ways." Find health, secu-
ritv. $2. Newlife, Box 684-AT, Boulder Citv, NV 89005.

650 MISCELLANEOUS

PROFESSIONAL RESUME service. Write: Box 88, Chanute,
KS 66720.

DELICIOUS, MOUTH watering chewing tobaccos; imported,
handmade cigars; custom blended pipe tobaccos. Write:
VSOP, Box 3373TW, Granada Hills, CA91344.
ULTRASOUND ELIMINATES rodents, cock roaches, fleas,
mosquitos, flies, silverfish, spiders, etc. Simply plug in
7"'x5"x2" unit - it begins working. Protects 1,500 square
foot - home, garage, farm building, etc. Ultrasound damages
pests but totally safe for humans, cats, dogs, farm animals,
birds, fish, $79.50. Satisfaction guaranteed. Keeper Corp.,
122 (W) Viking, Brea, CA 92621.

ONE THOUSAND things you can get free! 64 pages, $2 plus
gggogostage. DuHart-231, 3846 Winona, Pensacola, FL

LOG CABIN bird houses for wrens about 7x8 by 6 in. tall. Al
wood, $6 postpaid to: Robert Anderson, R.R. 3, Black River
Falls, W1 54615.

TEXAS ARMADILLO, painted plaster. $15 each, includes
postage and handling. Send money order to: V&L Plaster,
North Park Shopping Center, 2904 North Beaton, Corsi-
cana, TX75110.

BEAUTIFUL, AFFORDABLE jewelry. Lifetime limited war-
ranty. For free brochure send long stamped envelope to:
Jennie's Gifts, Box 31-T, Miami, NM 87729.

SURVIVAL KNIVES! Swordcanes, daggers, hollow handles,
throwers, ice picks, razors, and more. Photographic (40+
page) discount/catalogue, $2.00 (airmailed)! Selectline
(established 1977), Box 391TWM, Pearl City, HI
96782-0391.

POCKET SIZE full view mirror $2.00. 33064 Ann Arbor Trail,
Westland, MI 48185.
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BACK ISSUES

TRUE WEST

From the very beginning in the summer of 1953, each issue of
TRUE WEST has vividly recreated Western life and times as they
really were! All of these isuses are still available, although some
are rare and have become real collector’s items. Check over the full

listing below and complete your collection.

NO.

1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8

©w

10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
21
28
29
30
31
32
33
34

DATE PRICE NO. DATE PRICE
Summer 1953 . Rare* 357 OCkT80 el 5.00
TLEL T Rare* 36eecl 9598kt st 3.50
Winter 1953 . ... .. Rare* 37 Feb:1960. .. ... 500
Spring 1954 . . .. .. Rare* B IADIIL 9B 5.00
Aug./Sept. 1954 . . . . Rare* 39 June1960 .......Rare*
Oct./Nov. 1954 . . . . Rare* 40 AU 19605 L & T 360
Dec. 54, Jan. 55 . . . . Rare* 41°0ct19808 .5, s 5.00
Mar./Apr. 1955 . . . . Rare® 42 Decr 1960 . . 5.00
May/June 1955 . . . . Rare* 43 Feb. 1961 3.50
July/Aug. 1955 .. .. Rare* 44 April 1961 sitsis AR ANES
Sept./0ct. 1955 . . . . Rare* 45 June 1961 .. 5.00
Nov./Dec. 1955 . . . . Rare* 46 AUE 190) it Rare*
Jan./Feb. 1956 . ... Rare* A7 DEELIB R i 350
Mar./Apr. 1956 . . . . Rare* A8 Dec. 1981 < i- i Rare*
May/June 1956 . . . .. 5.00 49 Feb.1962 . ... 3.50
July/Aug. 1956 . . .. Rare* 50 April 1962 . . . 350
Sept./Oct. 1956 . . . . Rare* 51 Junesl962; ..., Rare*
Nov./Dec. 1956 . . . .. 3.50 52 Aug. 1962 . 5.00
FEBSAOSEC o Rare* 53 Oct. 1962 . 5.00
LR ELY e e 5.00 54 Dec. 1962 . 5.00
T R s e Rt Rare* SOLEENI1963 . e Rare*
ARALO0T . e 5.00 56 April 1963 .. .. ... Rare*
Get-195) . ... . Rare* 57 June1963 ........ 5.00
Deped9al. Rare* 58 Aug. 1963 ........ 5.00
Feb; 1968 e i v 5.00 59 Oct 1963 ... . . Rare*
Aprl1958-. . . Rare* 60 Dec.1963 .. 5.00
Juneil998 . . i 3.50 61 Feb. 1964 1.25
AUZ 1898 s Rare* 62 April 1964 . . .. 1.25
Ockd988 . el Rare* 63 June1964 . ... 1.25
Dec1968 0 fa 5.00 64 Aug. 1964 ........350
Febe18naL: 5 el s Rare* 6520cEN 968 T hin v 1.25
R RIS 5.00 60 Dec. 1964 .. ....... 3.50
lone 1959 .. .. .. .. 5.00 67 feb 1965 ........ 1.25
Aug. 1959 .. 5.00 68 April 1965 . 1.25

$1.25EACH

NO. DATE PRICE NO. DATE

69 June 1965 . 5.00 103 Feb. 1971

70 Aug. 1965 . 1.25 104 April 1971
FU0CEANES. o L oS 105 June 1971

72 0er. 1965 .« o . B2Y 106 Aug. 1971 .

73 Feb. 1966 . .. 1.25 107 Oct. 1971 .

74 April 1966 1.25 108 Dec. 1971 ...
18 J0net966 ot 1.25 109 Feb. 1972 :
76 Aug. 1966 ........ 1.25 110 April 1972 . . ..
TR0 00T 17 ns ok 1.25 111 June1972 ...
78 Dec. 1966 . . 1.25 112 Aug. 1972

79 Fah 18T n- o i 1.25 113 Oct. 1972..

800 April1867 s o s 1.25 114 Dec. 1972 ..
Bl JuneibBBT s 1.25 115 Feb. 1973

B2 Aug 1987 .. ... 3.50 116 April 1973
83001987 5o 1.25 117 June 1973
BADRpc AW ) vy 1.25 118 Aug.1973 ..
85 Feb.1968 ........125 119 Oct. 1973

86 April 1968 . .. .. 1.25 120 Dec. 1973

87 June 1968 . 1.25 121 Feb. 1974

88 Aug. 1968 ........ 1.25 122 April 1974
89:0cts P68 . s 1.25 123 June 1974 . ..
90 Dec.1968 ........ 1.25 124 Aug. 1974
91:Feb. 1969 . i 1.25 125 Oct. 1974 .

92 Aprit1969 ........ 1:25 126 Dec. 1974

93 Junel969 ........ 1.25 127 Feb. 1975 .
94 Aug. 1969 ....... 1.25 128 April 1975 .
05-0cL 1969 .. .. ... 1.25 129 June 1975 .
06 Dec: T969" .....s. - «+ 1.25 130 Aug. 1975

7 Feb. 1978 .. 1.25 131 Oct. 1975. . . ..
98 April1970 .. . ..... 1.25 132 Dec. 1975 .. ..
99 Junel1970 ........ 3.50 133 Feb. 1976 .
100 Aug. 1970 ........ 1.25 134 April 1976 . .
10000t 9700 .3 2 128 135 June 1976

102 Deci 1970k . =.ns ens 1.25 136 Aug. 1976 .

61, 62, 63, 65, 67, 68, 70, 71, 72, 73, 74, 75, 76, 77, 78, 79, 80, 81, 83, 84, 85, 86, 87,

88, 89, 90, 91, 92, 93, 94, 95, 96, 97, 98, 100, 101, 102, 103, 104, 105, 107, 108, 109, 110,

111,112, 113, 114, 115, 116, 117, 118, 119, 120, 121, 122, 123, 124, 125, 126, 127, 128,

130, 131, 132, 133, 134, 135, 138, 140, 141, 143, 144, 145, 146, 149, 150, 151, 152, 153,

154, 155, 156, 157, 158, 159, 160, 161, 162, 163, 164, 165, 166, 167, 168, 169, 170, 171
5 or more copies 95¢ ea., 20 or more copies 85¢ ea., 30 or more copies 75¢ ea.

$3.50 EACH
18,27, 36, 40, 43,49, 50, 64, 66, 82, 99
$5.00 EACH

15,18, 20, 22, 25, 30, 32, 33, 34, 35,37, 38, 41, 42, 45, 47, 52, 53, 54, 57, 58, 60, 69

LOTS OF 12 COPIES, $5.00 EACH
[J 10T 1:67,72,73,74,75, 83, 84, 85, 86, 87, 88, 89
J LoT 2 90,91, 95,97, 98, 105, 107, 108, 109, 110, 111, 112
0 LOT 3: 113,114,115, 116, 117, 118, 119, 120, 121, 122, 125, 126
[J LOT 4: 133,134,135, 138, 140, 141, 143, 144, 145, 146, 149, 151
Substitutes may occur in above lots.

Complete Set of 171 Issues $500.00

The issues designated ‘“‘rare” in the above listing are available

only in these complete 171 issue sets.

Circle Issues Desired

[ e e e e e

TRUE WEST

700 East State St.
lola, W1 54990

To help expedite your order please circle the issue number on this
convenient order form. When using a separate sheet of paper, please

order by the issue number.

Please send me the following back issues:
copies @

copies @

LOT(S) 1, 2, 3, 4,

saili2h
o125
S1ES
1425
1.25
1.25
1.25
;125
1.25
1.25
11,25
1.25
w1525
1.25
1.25
1:25
1:25

. 125
.. Rare*

. 1125
« 221025
« 51025
1,25
..... 1.25
........ 1:25
Rare*

NO. DATE PRICE
137 Oct. 1976 . . Rare*
i 00 R ] RN 125
139.:Febo1977.. . . . Rare*
140 April 1977 .. 21:25
141 June 1977 .. .. .. 128
142 Aug. 1977. .. .. Rare*
143 Oct. 1977 . .. 1.25
144 Dec. 1977 1.25
145 Feb. 1978 . 125
146 April 1978 ... .. 1.25
147 June 1978 ... .. .. Rare*
148 Aug.1978...... .. Rare*
149 0ck: 1978 ... o g 1.25
150.:Dac. 1978 .. . . 4425
150 keb 1979 .. ... .. 1.25
152 April 1979 ... .. 1.25
198lune 19795~ . 0 L SRS
154 Aug. 1979 ... 1.25
155 Oct 1979 . .. 128
156 Dec.1979 .... 1.25
157 Feb.1980 ...... < 1125
158 April 1980 ... ... 5 125
159 June 1980 .. .. . 125
160 Aug. 1980 . ... 1.25
161 Oct. 1980. . ... 4128
162 Dec. 1980 .. . 1.25
163 Feb. 1981 1.25
164 Apr.1981. ... .. 1.25
165 June1981 . ... .. . 1.25
166 July 1981 ......... 1.25
162AUg 298 . ..ovuinis o 1.25
168Sept. 1981 ........ 1:25
1690¢t: 1981 .2 s i3 1.25
170Nov.1981......... 1.25
171.Dec98Y . ioooin i i 125

total

$3.50

total

@ $5 each total __

Please add $1.00 per order for postage and handling.

COMPLETE SET 171 ISSUES, $500.00
Total amount enclosed

Name

Address

City State Zip

PLEASE ALLOW 3-5 WEEKS FOR DELIVERY

We ship via UPS whenever possible. Please give street address.

Prices are for U.S. shipment only. Please write for foreign shipping

rates.
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National Association for Outlaw and Lawman History

Announces

The Official 100th Anniversary Commemorative

LIMITED EDITION BUCKLE

A century ago, the streets of Tomb-
stone, Arizona echoed a brief burst of
gunfire that was destined to become one
of the most famous events in the history of
the American West ... the Shootout at
the O.K. Corral.

The Earp brothers -- Wyatt, Morgan,
and Virgil -- along with notorious Doc
Holliday, faced down a gang of rustlers in
a clusty alley near the O.K. Corral. The
actual flght lasted probably less than half
a minute but ecome the sub]ect of
countless articles, books, movies and

legends.

Now, the prestigious National Associ-
ation for Outlaw and Lawman History
recognizes the 100th Anniversary of this
famous event by issuing a commemorative

belt buckle in a STRICTLY LIMITED
EDITION, and available exclusively

from the craftsmen of The Historic Provi-

dence Mint.

Designed by noted western artist,
Doug Hart, the buckle is a masterpiece of
the engravers and minters art. Like a fine
coin, each buckle will be individually
©1982H.P.M.

struck from hand-engraved dies. Then,
each is carefully inspected, hand finished,
and polished to achieve detail and lustre
not otherwise possible. The result is a rare
and precmus collectible not available any-
where else.

It’s sure to become a treasured famxly
heirloom to prouclly wear and proucﬂy
pass from father to son for generations
to come.

This rare collector’s buckle will be
struck to your order in jewelers bronze,
solid sterling silver or solid 14 karat gold.
Each will be handsomely gift boxed and
accompanied by a registered Certificate

of Authenticity.
Orders will be filled on a first-come,

first-served basis and when the edition
limits have been reached, the dies will be
destroyed. To be sure of acquiring your
limited edition buckle, better write or call
in your order today.

EDITION LIMITS
Jewelers Bronze .. ........... 15,000
Solid Sterling Silver . .......... 1,500
Solid 14 Karat Gold . ........... 150

e e

LIMITED EDITION ORDER FORM

The Historic Providence Mint |
Dept. M TRW-4, 222 Harrison Street :
Providence, Rhode Island 02901

PLEASE, send tl’\e buck]e l've marked. 1 understnnd tl'ut lfl am
not totally satisfied | may return the buckle within 30 days for a
full refund.

__(M42) Jewelers Bronze @$19 each plus $1.75 for
postage and l’\andlingA

—(M43) Solid Sterling Silver @$150 each plus $2.25
special postage.
(M44) Solid 14 Kt. Gold @$2,800 each plus $2.25

special postage.

Enclosed find check or M.O. for total amount due

FOR FASTER SERVICE
Call Toll Free ... 1-800-543-3000
(Operator #180) Charge Orders Only
Ohio residents call 1-800-582-1364

Accournt No. s .o oo i dad s Lo 0l Exp.Date. . ...
Signature .. ki e s S e
NI, 50 b G tare s istsih s m i o B R RN
Address. /i sk i s s S R
Gty e State:o ol bR Zipi S





