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® ELECTRONICS ANNOUNCES
THE ALL®NEW

GOLDSEYE SERIES

NEW
PROFESSIONAL METAL =
LOCATOR OUT- _ TP
PERFORMS »¢

OTHER MODELS

COPYRIGHT 1969 DART ELECTRONICS U.S. PAT. PEND.

MODEL XL

ON LY

GUARANTEED e

POSTPAID

Fully Transistorized Easily detects buried

1970 MODEL Comes complete, ready to use.

' New powerful circuit for maxi-
copper and all other metals. Works mum sensitivity. Has both loud-
speaker and earphone. Uses in-
expensive 9 volt battery. Light-
etc. New solid state circuit assures weight: only 2 pounds.

coins, relics, gold, silver,

through dirt, sand, rock, wood, water,

maximum performance.

WITH
VIEW-METER

New View-Meter
model detects
objects on the
fringe of detect-
able depths,
means more
sensitivity.

NEW
POWER-COIL
available

VIEW-METER

MODEL $3 9
ONLY POSTPAID

] DART MODEL XL
] DART MODEL XXL, WITH VIEW-METER . ..

] POWER-COIL

Enclosed the sum of $ for the items checked

O CASH O CHECK [J MONEY ORDER

ORDER ONE NOW OR ADD IT ON LATER. WHY BUY
A DETECTOR WITHOUT THIS VALUABLE FEATURE? 8 NAME

The all new Dart power-coil will effec- POWER-COIL, ONLY
tively double the penetration depth of $ 95

the XL and XXL Goldseye Models on ]2

larger objects that are buried deeper. ROSTEAID

ADDRESS

CITY




Readers’ letters for "Trails Grown Dim"
ire printed as soon as space permits, so
lease be patient! If possible, please type
our query; or if handwritten, print or
rrite clearly, especially names, dates, and
laces—and most of all, please be brief. In
ccord with the content of our magazines
nd purpose of this service since its be-
inning, preference is given writers whose
rails have grown dim out West: lost an-
estors and relatives who were sheriffs,
ioneers, Forty-niners, muleskinners, cow-
oys, Indians and Indian fighters, and so
n. We can't run current "missing persons"
otices or lengthy genealogical requests,
ut we do attempt to print all letters as
son as we can. Any reader having infor-
lation concerning persons referred to be-
ww is asked to communicate directly with
1e letter writer; please do not write us.

Texas Ranger M. Y. Judd
My grandfather, M. Y. Judd, held the
ink of private in the Texas Rangers,
rontier Company, Nueces County. His
ymmanding officer was Warren Wallace.
e enlisted June 29, 1874. I am looking
v or would like to hear from the kin
{ someone who was in the Texas Rang-
's. If anyone has any information or
nows of anyone who would know of this
articular company of Rangers or about
1y outstanding deeds this company per-
rmed, please write.—Mrs. L. D. Catron,
)1 Front Street, Caldwell, Texas 77836

General Rochester Gillette
My uncle, General Rochester Gillette,
‘as born in Toledo, Ohio in 1868. He was
ot a general—his father named him. At
‘ghteen years of age he left home. When
2 was heard from he was entering the
lack Hills. He asked his parents not to
rite to him until they heard from him
gain, but they never heard from him.
; was said that there was an Indian
prising around the time in the Black
ills. His parents were Wesley and
latilda Gillette. He had three sisters
nd one step-sister. My mother, Minnie
littwood Gillette, married George Henry
hompson of Prattsville, Michigan. Lil-
e Gillette married John O’Mealey of
ettisville, Ohio. Della Gillette might
ave been married. Hattie Tabor Min-
>rley married Joe Minnerly. Later he
1d his wife that his name was Pocock
stead of Minnerley, They had one son,
Ibert Minnerley. T had a sister, Geor-
ana Thompson, who married William
entz of Detroit, Michigan. I married
ugust Schmidt of Detroit. My husband
ed. I remarried. I married Albert Mil-
r of Saginaw, Michigan. I would ap-
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preciate any information on G. R. Gil-
lette.—Mrs. Allie L. Miller, 109 S. War-
ren, Saginaw, Michigan 48607

Walters B. Hamilton

Sometime in the early 1890s Walters
B. Hamilton went to Cripple Creek, Colo-
rado, prospecting. He later sold his
interest in a mine and purchased a livery
stable in Florissant, Colorado. Does any-
one know where he died and is buried?
I would appreciate hearing from anyone
who can give me any further informa-
tion on my great-grandfather Hamilton.
—Mrs. Dora Bradbury, 1306 S. Wash-
ington, Ellis, Kansas 67637

Carl Otto Dittner

I am trying to locate relatives of my
father, Carl Otto Dittner. My grand-
father, Heinrich (Henry) Dittner was
born in Aukernrarh, Germany, the young-
est of sixteen children, twelve girls and
four boys. The four brothers all came to
America. Two settled in Canada and one,
Johann (John), settled in Pennsylvania.
My grandfather married Louisa Augusta
Kuhrt in Germany. They came to America
in 1882. They had four sons, Otto, Emil,
Rudolph and Henry. Practically nothing
is known of Heinrich’s family after he
left Germany. I would like to hear from
anyone who has the name of Dittner and
could be a relative—Mrs. Clara Dittner
Huffman, 1420 Skyline Drive, Manhattan,
Kansas 66502

Angeline Helsel Brown

I am trying to trace my grandmother,
Angeline Brown. Her maiden name was
Helsel and she was married to Jonathan
Hand, later to a Mr. Tremaines and later
to a Mr. Brown. She lived in Ohio and
Indiana most of her life and died about
1908 or 1910. Her youngest son may
still be. living. His name was William
Brown and he visited his half-brother in
Sturgis, Michigan in 1918. If anyone
knows of him or knows anything about
Angeline, please contact me.—Mrs. A.
Armstrong, Rural Route 2, Stanwood,
Michigan 49346

W. T. S. Keeney

I would like information (especially
dates) concerning my uncle, William
Thomas Sales Keeney, who was born in
Bedford City, Virginia on March 2, 1856
and who settled in Texas around 1889 or
1890. His wife was Kate Duncan, also of
Virginia. They migrated to Pecos, Texas
where their first child, Mabel Vaughan
Keeney was born in 1891. They Iater
moved to Odessa, Texas where two boys
were born. One hoy (name unknown)
died of flu in a West Virginia camp in
WWI. Another, William W. (Jack) set-
tled in Elgin, Illinois. Mabel taught
school for many years and died Feb. 27,
1962 at El Paso. She was taken back to
the family plot in Odessa for burial.

I do not have dates for the other
family members, but I was told many
years ago that they are buried in Odessa.
If any of your readers in Pecos or Odessa
could furnish information on this family,
especially dates from graves, old news-
papers, etc., I would be most grateful.
I would also like to exchange information
with any Keeneys doing research, since

2T

I am a direct descendant of David Keeney
who settled in the wilderness of western
Virginia (now West Virginia) in 1756,
and for whom Keeney’s Mountain in Sum-
mers County is named.—Georgia C.
Keeney, 4231 S. 35th Street, Apt. B-2,
Arlington, Virginia 22206

Lee and Foster Families

I would like any information on the
Lee and Foster families who lived be-
tween and around Vicksburg and Jack-
son, Mississippi at the beginning of the
Civil War. My great grandfather, W. R.
or Will Lee, was married to Maryanne
Foster. He was seriously wounded in the
Battle of Lookout Mountain and dis-
charged as an invalid. They moved to
Sugartown, Louisiana, where he died and
was buried. They had three children:
Will, Amos, and Martha.—Hayes Lee,
8610 Rockhill, Houston, Texas 77017

Palmer and Napier

For many years my father, James
Napier, has wondered what became of
his mother. He was only six or seven
years old in 1907 when she left him. His
father’s name was Zachery Tillen
Napier, his mother’s Elizabeth Palmer,
and the place was Breathitt County,
Kentucky, 1907. His mother left him with
his father, who later remarried a woman
by the name of Fugate and moved to
Wisconsin. My father always has thought
that some of the facts have heen held
back about his mother. Now his dad has
been dead for over ten years and my
father, who is seventy years old next
year, would like to know the full facts
about his mother.—Mrs. Lucille Wagner,
148 Lorie Lane, Walnut Creek, Cali-
fornia 94596

Marion Arthur Davis’ Kin
Can anyone help me to find my father’s
relatives ? My father’s name was Marion
Arthur Davis. He was married to Lizzie
Banks at Atlanta, Georgia in 1901. It is
believed that he and my mother both
grew up in Georgia. My mother changed
her name to Ethel Davis. My father’s
brothers’ names were Sam, Charlie, and
Henry Davis. My father’s sisters’ names
were Lorraine, Littie, and Ethel. If any-
one can furnish any information on any
of these people, I would be very grateful.
—Mrs. Hazel Mitchell, 810 N. El Paso,

Colorado Springs, Colorado 80903

Ed McDonald

I am asking for letters from friends
who knew my husband, Ed McDonald.
My last two children were small when he
died. He was well-known over the South-
west as a cowboy and a participant in
rodeos for years. He knew many famous
people. There are very few TRUE WEST
magazines that I receive that do not
mention people our family has known.
We came originally from Tularosa, New
Mexico and Cochise, Arizona. Johnny
Mullens, Breezy Cox, Ben Lily and so
many others were friends of Ed. Our
children had and adored one of the kind-
est fathers any child could own. It would
mean so much to hear incidents of their
father’s life from others.—Lela Me-
Donald, Route 2, Box 159, Cascadia,
Oregon 97345

(Continued on page 69)



presents the

TEXAS
RANGER

COMMEMORATIVE
SIX-SHOOTER

This limited issue Colt .45 with minia-
ture silver badge set into grips is
finest commemorative ever produced.

Delivered in a walnut display case
complete with silver drawer pulls, em-
bossed with the seal of the State of
Texas. A Texas Ranger Badge (by spe-
cial permission) made from a Mexican
5 peso silver coin accompanies each
six-shooter. A pictorial history of the
“Ranger Service', a collectors item
in itself, is included. This book, cov-
ered with genuine Texas Longhorn
steer hide ‘‘with the hair still on”
contains more than 200 photographs,
many never before published.

Price: $650 each, $300 deposit

TEXAS RANGERS HISTORICAL ARMS, INC.
P. O.BOX 45, Y.O.RANCH
MOUNTAIN HOME, TEXAS 78058
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“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of grea
historical wvalue and should be lfreserved in all the libraries of the country.’’—
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.
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sions. Please inquire before sending in original art.
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I3 'I'HIS YOUR POT OF GOLD?

1%
/ DO Yﬂll LIKE REAL ADVENTURE’

/ THEN DO AS MANY OTHER D-TEX OWNERS ARE DOING

: g//_Mlx TREASURE ,
~~ with Pleasure for that

“EXTRA CASH” IN YOUR POCKET!

$$Treasure Finding$$ rroves To Be Profitable Hobby

fr. and Mrs. Kouba (John and Kay) are typical treasure enthusiasts. They attend as many of the Treasure Hunter's
ontests as possible each year. Kay proudly displays her trophies—one for World Championship Treasure Hunter.
he has won 3 First Place this year. They took some of their coin folders and loose coins and jewelry out of
1eir bank safety deposit long enough to get the pictures. All coins and jewelry displayed were found with detec-
rs. They have three D-Tex units. A Professional, a Delux (Kay's favorite) and a Koin-King. Their best find for
ne day was 148 coins. You too can find treasure as shown with a D-Tex detector.

THE MOST ADVANCED PROFESSIONAL INSTRUMENT FOR LOCATING GOLD, SILVER, METALLIC OBJECTS AND TREASURE

e Superb penetration, sensitivity e Built-in speaker e Compact, rugged and lightweight
e Works through earth, vegetation, wood, rock, water, etc. e |ocate lost or buried jewelry, treasure, historical relics.

(Is This Your Year To Strike It Rich?)
For Full Information and Free Illustrated Catalog Plus Free Treasure Finding Tips Write Today

. 0. Box 451—TW D-TEX ELECTRONICS  Garland, Texas 75040
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WESTERN
AMERICANA
FINE ART...

“SANTA GERTRUDIS” EDITION 25

135" x 45"

LIMITED EDITION BRONZES
BY

GEORGE DABICH

"HEREFORD" 131/,” x 4!/,” EDITION
30 AVAILABLE WITH YOUR OWN
BRAND WHILE THE EDITION LAST.

Other Limited Edition Bronzes
Available By

C. M. Russell —_ Bill Sowell
Ronald Thomason — Nick Eggenhofer

NEW SECOND EDITION BOOK “PETER HURD
—THE LITHOGRAPHS” 60 FULL PAGE
PLATES—12"x9"”—HARDBACK—$15.00.

Original Signed and
~ Numbered Lithographs

"Home For Supper” Lithograph

PETER HURD

Other Signed and Numbered Lithographs
Available By . . .

THEODORE VAN SOELEN — JOHN MEIGS
RONALD THOMASON — POGZEBA

WRITE FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED BROCHURE
AND PRICE LIST

Baker Collector Gallery

P. O. Box 1920 1301 13th St.

AC-806 763-3431 Lubbock, Texas 79408J
i {

4

WESTERN BOOK

By The Old Bookaroos

ATTENTION

We do not handle the books reviewed
below. If interested in purchasing,
please check your local bookstore, or
address your order to the individual
publisher in care of this office and
we will be glad to forward. Be sure to
make your check payable to the pub-

lisher of the book, not to us.

UTAH MINING

Most mining camps become ghost towns
when pay dirt is exhausted but Park
City, Utah uniquely survived with a new
recreational enterprise when its once fab-
ulous minerals played out. Another
strong addition to U.S. mining history
is now available in the new well-illus-
trated book Treasure Mountain Home, A
Centennial History of Park City, Utah
(Deseret Book Company, $3.95) by
George A. Thompson and Fraser Buck.
Over one hundred years ago U. S. troops,
under Col. Patrick E. Connor, discov-
ered ore in Treasure Mountain in the
Wasatch Range southeast of Salt Lake
City. They erected a dead pine sapling
with a bandana tied to its top as a flag-
staff to mark their discovery and in so
doing gave their mine the name, “Flag-
staff,” the one which provided the first
galena ore shipped from Park City to
the new railroad in Echo Canyon. The
authors deal effectively with the history
of Park City and its multi-million dollar
bonanza, mining barons and their queens,
final mineral depletion, destructive fires,
extraordinary engineering feats to con-
trol flooded tunnels, the depression of
the 1930s and final resurrection when
mining officials underwrote a spectac-
ular and profitable recreation unit that
is now buzzing with patrons. Fashionable
hotels, several ski runs, golf courses and
other featureés provide comfort, fun and
entertainment to a busy line of vaca-
tioners. Park City boasts of the only
underground ski lift on mine car rails in
the once abandoned Spiro Tunnel, driven
vears before to drain the Silver King
Consolidated Mine workings.

GUNMAN’S GUN

George E. Virgines deserves high
marks for his Sega of the Colt Siz-Shoot-
er (Frederick Fell, $7.95), an authentic
account of the historic Colt pistol which
made a significant contribution to the
westward development of the United
States. While there are various types and
models of Colt firearms, this book deals
primarily with the famous Colt Single
Action Army Revolver, the favorite com-
panion of many military men, peace of-
ficers, badmen and western movie
actors. Within the last few years the
Colt Single Action has become a popular
collector’s item partly because of its long
and large production and partly due to
the numerous models, calibers and fin-
ishes. The chapter on Distinguished

Colts presents a brief deseription of

tols used by Bat Masterson, Fra
James, Cole Younger, Billy the K
Emmett Dalton, John Wesley Hard
Judge Roy Bean, Belle Starr, Buff
Bill, Pawnee Bill, 101 Ranch, Te:
Rangers, Pancho Villa, Teddy Roosev
and General George S. Patton. There a
is a chapter for fast-draw enthusias
The book is complete with numerc
illustrations of six-shooters and the
who used them, appendices on comme
orative Colts, Model “P,” as well
sources and references.

WALKING FOR BEEF

Four Hoofs and a Heartbeat (Pagea
Press, $4.50) by Carl Swanson is t
account of the unique feat of walki
from the Canadian border in Minnesc
to the Gulf of Mexico in Texas with
hereford bull and a dog. Swanson, 1
trained bull, Randy, and Blondie t
pooch made the arduous trip in 1964
advertise and call attention to the plig
of the farmers and ranchers. Snow, ra
mud, heat, sore feet, and hunger we
overcome by human kindness along t
way. Much of Swanson’s philosophy
included.

A COLORADO CHARACTER

Dean of the western lady historiar
Agnes Wright Spring, has either wr
ten, co-authored or edited seventeen boo
on inter-mountain history and her late
is Colorado Charley, Wild Bill’s Pa
(Pruett Press, $6.50). Colorado Charl
Utter has had only minor notices by wr!
ers of Colorado mining history and wi
newsworthy as Wild Bill Hickok’s sid
kick who bought the burial lot where B
was planted after Jack McCall killed hi
in Deadwood. Mrs. Spring literally di
up the facts about Charley’s past whi
were buried in numerous remote hidir
places. Charley, a cocky little dude
buckskin, made his mark in many wa;
among the rough element of his tim
He worked Colorado’s boom towns i
miner, prospector, hunter, trappe
freighter, and also guided governors ar
eastern dignitaries safely over roug
horseback trails which served as tl
primary pioneer thoroughfares. Roamir
where opportunity led him, Charley w:
a gambler in Gunnison, Colorado ar
Socorro, New Mexico and hearsay p
him in Panama where he allegedly serve¢
as an Indian doctor and owner of a dru
store. Numerous illustrations of Col
rado historic interest give emphas
where they are most effective.

True Wes



1RE YOU INTEBESTED IN TBEASUBE
HUNTING?

THINKING ABOUT GETTING A
METAL DETECTOR?

INTERESTED IN COINS, RELICS
AND HISTORY?

[REASURE HUNTING ACCESSURIES
BND BOOKS? THE ASSOCIATION

Before you make your decision on that new detector, a suggestion:

Contact “THE ASSOCIATION” First!

‘The Association'’ is the largest Independent Treasure Hunting Sales and Serv-
ce Organization of its kind in the U.S., with over 12,000 members and 10 self-
wned Branch Offices.

Ve ask that you request and receive promptly, our FREE 12 page Tabloid
lewspaper, and bring yourself current on Treasure Hunting activities.

Ve Represent, Recommend and Sell the complete line of WHITE, METROTECH,
ind FISHER Metal /Mineral Detectors, as well as our own CONQUISTADORE
ind VINDICATOR Detectors.

Ve maintain a complete MUSEUM of ““FOUND,’’ for all interested parties.
Ve maintain complete mail order and counter sales for Detectors, Coins, Books
nd Accessories, and ship nationwide, daily.

Ve are not a CLUB, but rather an open sales and service organization, dedicated
0 the future of Treasure Hunting.

Vith us, Service is FACT, not a PROMISE.

‘ou need not be confused by the many detector advertising claims any longer.
ALL US, WRITE US, OR COME ON IN. We are open 7 days a week to service
our requirements. We maintain at least 150 Detectors in stock at all times. Or-
lers of all natures, including Detector orders, are taken day or night, by phone,
stter and wire. We honor all BANKAMERICARD, INTERBANK, MASTER
'HARGE and MICHIGAN BANKARD Credit Cards.

iet in touch with us right now, you will never be sorry you did:

THE ASSOCIATION”

dept. M PHONE: Day: (517) 739-8101
', O.Box412 Nite: (517) 739-8654
00 Main Street Nite: (517) 362-2454

ISCODA, MICHIGAN 48750
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Trail Grabber...

Big Wheel /’
In Trail Bikes —
The Heathkit ‘‘Boonie-Bike’’

® Reliable, low cost transportation over almost
any terrain, any conditions e Dependable, easy
starting 5 HP, 4- cycle Briggs & Stratton engine
e Giant 18 x 8.50-8" rear tire for amazing trac-
tion on almost any surface e 2-speed chain
dnve transmission for speeds up to 30 mph e
5" hand-operated drum-type Bendix rear brake
for sure stops e Spnng return throttle for safety
e Rugged welded 7%'* tubular steel frame e
Welded steel skid pan & 6%"" ground clearance
e Sprmg loaded front suspension e 400 Ib. load
capacity e Weighs just 116 Ibs., only 24%:" wide
— easy to load in cars, etc. e Optlonal ski — lets
you go in snow — snaps on in seconds without
tools e Easy assembly — motor assembled &
mounted . . . tires inflated & mounted on rims

MEEGT-18, 140 1bs. .« 0. . .oovi Jode e $214.95*

GTA-18-1, ski accessory, 12 Ibs.. V00 819196"
Kit GTA- 18 2, horn & lights acc., 10 Ibs... . $29.95*
GTA-18-3, battery charger acc., Silba. s $6.95*

| HEATH COMPANY, Dept. 166-69 , cc\iumberger subsidiory
Benton Harbor, Mlchngan 49022

[J Rush my FREE Heathkit Catalog.
O Enclosed is §
Please send model(s)

1
|
|
including shipping. :
|
|
|

Name
I Address

City State VAT o

Prices & specifications subject to change wnthout nohce |
I *Mail order prices; F.0.B. factory. X-189 &

COIN SALE!

LINCOLN CENTS—I5¢ e:

1909F 14P 17D 18D IBS 19D 198 20D
19208 21P 258 26P 27D 28D 29D 298
1930D 308 34D 35D 358 368 37D 378
1938P 398 428 43P 43D 438 47P 488
19498 52P 54P 548 55P 60D Sm. Dt

JEFFERSON NICKEL—25¢ each

1938P 39P 40D 408 41D 418 42P 42D 428 43P 438 44P
1944D 448 45P 45D 458 46D 468 47D 47S 48D 488 49D
19498 50P 51P 51D 32D 528 53P 53D 538 54D 548 58P
HOOSEVELT DIMES—30¢ each

1946P 46D 468 47P 47D 478 48P 48D 48S 49P 49D 50P
1050D 51P 51D 518 52P 52D 528 53P 53D 538 54P 54D
19548 558 56P 56D 57P 57D 58P 58D 59P 60P 61P 62P

48 hr. Service—Satisfaction Assured.
Orders under $3.00 add 15¢ for postage.
MONTEREY COINS, Dept. WP-70
311 Homeland NW Albuquerque, N. M. 87114

100 STYLES FOR
WIDE
FEET!

EE to EEEEE Only
Sizes 5 to 13

Men only. Casval,
dress, work shoes
that really fit.
Top quality, pop-
ular prices. Money-
back guarantee.

/ Not sold

in stores

Write Today
for FREE CATALOG

HITCHCOCK SHOES, INC., Hingham 138-A, Mass. 02043

A Famous Appaloosa Is Gone
Dear Joe:

Thought you might be interested in
this clipping from the Lewiston, Idaho
Morning Tribune of May 4, 1969. This
mare is the samc one Amy Tilden is
riding in that color reproduction you sell.

“Bonnie, one of the oldest Appaloosa
mares in the country, died Friday, May
2 at the age of thirty. Belonging to Mr.
and Mrs. C. W. (Chub) Ralstin for over
a quarter of a century, Bonnie was grand
champion mare of the 1948 and 1949 Na-
tional Appaloosa Horse Shows. She was
shown for the last time two years ago
in the National Appaloosa Horse Show
at Walla Walla where she received a
standing ovation from the crowd. She
foaled eleven colts and her numerous
descendants are known to be as far away
as Florida, New York and California.

“One of her offspring, Zip Cochise, an
Appaloosa stallion, was sold by the Rals-
tins to Howard Hawks of Paramount
Studios and ridden by John Wayne in
the movie ‘El Dorado.’

“Bonnie’s likeness is on a well-known
postcard portraying a Nez Percé Indian
girl, Amy Tilden, great-grand niece of
Chief Joseph, astride an Appaloosa horse,
which has been used in the promotion of
tourism in Idaho.

“True to the versatility of the Appa-
loosa, Bonnie was ridden in gymkhanas
and the Ralstins rode her on extensive
hunting and fishing trips into the prim-
itive area of Idaho. Because of her gentle
nature she was used by the Ralstin
children and grandchildren when learn-
ing to ride. Bonnie was buried on the
Ralstin property at Spalding overlooking
the Clearwater River.”

A small photo of the horse accom-
panied the story.—Jack R. Williams,
Spalding, Idaho 83551

Before the picture of them was chosen
to be one of our color prints in Series I,
Amy Tilden and Bonnie were our “cover
girls” purtying up the October 1961
TRUE WEST!—Hosstail.

A Stumper
Dear Joe:

I have been reading OLD WEST and
TRUE WEST for fifteen months. Now I
will ask a small favour. I am planning
some future prospecting here in Greece,
and I'd like to hear from readers who are
experiencad in prospecting for minerals
and treasure. I hope they’ll give me some
tips on how to go about it.—Spiros Pa-
nayioteas, P. O. Box 1440, Omonia,
Athens, Greece

“Dog Catcher” Sure Was a Cowboy
Dear Sir:

I have just elbowed my way up to t
newsstand and got a copy of TRTU
WEST for June 1969 and read the 2
ticle in “Wild Old Days’ about Yow
Lee of Midland, Texas.

He was all man and certainly one
the best cowhands of his day. I ha
taken many a calf off the end of 1}
rope, and I know what I’m talking abor

No matter what the condition of wir
weather or what-have-you, he kept do
gedly on at his work and never said
word about it to anyone until the d:
was done. I’ve seen him so covered wi
dust you could hardly tell what he w
wearing and so tired he could bare
make it to the wagon to eat. He was o
of the quietest, most dignified cowbo
I ever knew and certainly one of t
best. He was still “at it” when I left Mi
land for the last time in 1931.—Carl
Osborn, Box 507, Rifle, Colorado 8165

R. E. (Gene) Farmer
Dear Sir:

I have lost a relative and all efforts
find him have failed so far. His name
R. E. (Gene) Farmer and if still ali
will be in his eighties.

Since his name appeared in TRT
WEST of April 1967 in an article “T
Atoka Track” by William Furno, I a
wondering if any of your readers cou
and would write to me with informati
regarding him. Thank you.—Mzrs. C.
Foley, 4878 Lorraine Dr., San Dieg
California 92115

Powder River Expedition
Dear Sir:

The item that I got the most out «
in the April 1967 TRUE WEST w:
concerning the Powder River Exped
tion. At least the secrets are laid ba:
as to who and why the Indian battle w:
fought about ten or twelve miles fro
Gillette, Wyoming on land homesteade¢
by Jim Reynolds. I went out and bui
some fence for Jim, and the half sectic
that he lives on is real nice, level lan
but the Indian battle took place on h
additional half section which more or les
corners with it. It could be that tI
battle was more widespread than I knov
I found numerous arrowheads as I we
fencing on the flat half section. The
when it came Sunday and no work, I tol
Jim I was going to look over Canno
Axle Hill as it’s known to many peopl
Jim told me how to go and where f
look and I said I wouldn’t be home 1
dinner if I found anything interestin;
I found the shallow draw with t}
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neasly little alkali spring that Jim
hought was their main camp until they
ouldn’t stand it anymore and moved to
iigher ground. The spring undoubtedly
1ad to be much stronger than when I
jaw it about 1927 if that bunch of
nen slaked their thirst, let alone watered
heir livestock. It looked like they had
)een in camp some time as there were
yuffalo horns and bones and it appeared
hat all of their sheetiron camp stoves
vere abandoned right there. The sheet
ron was mostly rusted away except
vhere it lapped and was riveted with
yrass rivets. Of course there was litter
f broken glass bottles both at the spring
ind on the hill, and the glass was un-
wen in thickness. It appeared to have
seen hand blown. I imagine the bottles
vere used to carry water to the hill
‘which was almost a quarter mile from
he spring). I am satisfied they had to
1ave other water sources.

Cannon Axle Hill is high enough that
t commands a long view in any direction.
['he top is bare of sagebrush and it ap-
pears that the whites cut everything pos-
sible to burn the spokes and felloes of the
sannon and the wagons. The hill was
ittered with charred oak and square
aails. But I’ll tell you there was no sage-
prush cut on a level with or below the
half circle of their pits, numbering—as
[ remember—thirty-seven around the
half circle and about six or eight in the
spposite bank of the canyon. There was
one command pit inside the circle that
had undergone lots of digging, and some
of it recent.

I am now convinced that I know the
names of two leaders, Colonel Nelson

Cole and Colonel Samuel Walker, be-

cause I can’t think of them running
separate. It appears to me they must
have maintained their livestock but the
feed had to have been scarce. Maybe
there were enough men that it didn’t take
long to eat thirty or so buffalo.

I homesteaded a section due west of
Gillette and right against the Johnson
County line in 1920 in what is known
as the Powder River Breaks. And you
just bet no Army retreated by that route.
I helped set four grave stones at one of
Crazy Horse’s battle grounds north of
Morehead, Montana.—R. M. Jordan, R.
3, Box 44, Bloomfield, New Mexico 87413.

“Navaho Traders for Many Moons”
Dear Sir:
I want to tell you how much we en-
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joyed your April 1969 TRUE WEST. We
were personally acquainted with many of
the old-time traders and went to school
with their children. Bill Richardson has
a place of business here in Gallup, which
may be visited easily as it is on High-
way 66 passing through town. Maxine
McAdams was my sister’s schoolmate.
Our father was an Indian trader, too,
but of a later day. He started at Coyote Please send me the following C. M. Russell prints, check items to be shipped.
Canyon in 1915, yet counted many of SEND TO:
these men as his friends before that date.
Now they have an adult education class
going on there besides the Head Start
and other programs. The road is paved
and one can whiz out to Coyote Canyon
'in less than an hour. When we were chil- City. State
dren it took almost all day in the buck- '
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The

Apacheria’s famous
scout would have
done his child a
favor by disowning
her, for the twenty-
acre meadow which
was to have been hers
forever caused “for-
ever” to be a very

short time...
s R R R R G e e e Frl g e A

By A. RINNEY GRIFFITH

Photos Courtesy Author

The Kinishba ruins at Fort Apache, Ari-
zona, very near the twenty-acre meadow
left to Fanny Free by her father.

FANNY FREE was approaching a cor-

ner in her life—and when she turned
it 'there was no one to support her,
no kin, no friends. She was walking the
forested trail near Arizona’s Kinishba
Ruins, leading to a twenty-acre meadow
her father, Mickey Free, had left to her
in severalty when he died on December
31, 1918,

Now, May 1, 1915, there was a hard
slap on her face that came too swiftly
for even her Indian-sharp eyes to catch.
She had an instant of regret that she
had set forth this morning without even
a pocketknife as a weapon of defense;
even her faithful mongrel, Shep, was
gone somewhere, probably chasing a
squirrel. Her attacker leaped on her,
flattening her on the ground and snap-
ping at her with animal-like growls.
Fighting noiselessly as an Indian habit-
ually does, she struck and clawed at the
man and got one thumb anchored on the
side of his nose while two fingers of
that hand sank into his eyesocket, dis-
lodged the eye and crushed it. A grue-
some fluid ran down her wrist.

The man writhed and whined and Fan-
ny struggled clear and leaped back. Al-
though she had inherited her father’s
primitive instinets—kill or be killed—
for the moment she was undecided what

sught

to do. When the man began to get uj
she leaped for a rock to smash his head
just then Shep, trailing her, caught uj
and pounced on the man and tore at hi
throat. Fanny now recognized her at
tacker: one Ramon Flores, a Mexical
laborer she had seen around the For
Apache Agency buildings. She stooc
there watching, and when she saw Shej
was winning, she called the mongre
away, and they proceeded up the trail.
Fanny Free was born of Juana anc
Mickey Free on the San Carlos Reserva
tion on July 31, 1889. Her brother Willy
was born there in June 1882. Their fathe:
was a half-blood Pinal Apache and half
Mexican eriollo; their mother Juana, ¢
pure Pinal, had died of “the fever” ir
1891. Mickey soon remarried and becams
the father of a girl named Josie. Wher
he retired in 1906 after thirty-five years
of service with the Apache Scouts dur:
ing which time he was Apacheria’s mosf
feared manhunter, he moved his family
to Fort Apache where his second wife
Ethla, or Spring Day, a Cibicu maiden of
Chief Alchesay’s tribe, had lived.
From there Fanny was sent to the
U. S. Indian School at Phoenix, but soon
became a compulsive drop-out as she
could not stand the atmosphere of con-
finement, strict discipline, and intermix-

LELL
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ing with youngsters from a score of tribes
vith their conglomerate mannerisms, ac-
tents, and weird beliefs. To escape that
ichool Willy even ran away and joined
‘he Army. She and Willy had attended
he San Carlos mission schools and they
tnew the difference.

Mickey tried to keep a firm parental
lontrol over. his daughter and when
she played hooky he would hustle her
rack to the classroom. But she would drop
mut and return to the reservation, always
Ising the excuse that her father was
ick and needed her. When she used that
xcuse once too often the school author-
ties refused to believe her. The truth
7as that Mickey was indeed sick, had been

life-long sufferer of tuberculosis, but
e had managed to live with it, and he
rould chase her back to school every
ime.

By the time Fanny was fully grown she
ad reigned as White Painted Maiden,
nd had the reputation of being the
rettiest and most vivacious Apache
1aiden on both reservations. A hedonist
t heart, she wore the gayest of clothes,
moked cigarettes, joined the ceremonial
apers of her people and always re-
sonded to the amorous jousts with the
ilepa-heated passions of her male
riends. But although she possessed the

LRV RN )
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eternal wiles of Eve, she observed the
Apache chastity codes and this was a
credit to her upbringing. To be raped by
anyone, let alone a hated Mexican, was
far more than any self-respecting woman
could stand, especially one as independent
and sophisticated as Fanny Free.

NOW, on this Saturday spring morning

- of 1915, she continued on to her moun-
tain meadow between Sawtooth Tank and
ancient Kinishba which, the legend said,
was part of the Spirit World. Nearly
a year passed since she had last been
there. She was surprised to see a fair-
sized log cabin standing in one corner
with a two-strand barbed wire fence en-
closing the acreage. An irrigation ditch
ran along the west fence and the whole
field had been plowed and harrowed and
freshly seeded to alfalfa. Beyond the
cabin was a ramada and a brush corral
with two horses in it, along with a milk
cow and a scrawny calf. As she ap-
proached the cabin an old man emerged,
stared at her and demanded: “Que busca
usted?”

Being trilingual like her brother and
their late father, she snapped back in
Mexican: “This is my land. I did not give
you permission to live on it. Get off! Be
gone by sundown!”

The elderly Mexican, looking alarmed,
countered: “I will tell Ramon. He is my
son. He has gone to the Agency to get
supplies.” :

“He will not be back,” Fanny replied.
¢ left him flat on his face back in the
pines. Take what is left of him and go!”

The following morning she again
visited her meadow. The cabin was
empty, so was the corral; she gathered

B \
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Willy Free, who helped his sister fight
for her land.

10

up armloads of dry brush, leaves, pine‘

cones, made piles on the windward side
of the cabin and struck matches to the
tinder. She watched as the cabin burned
to the ground. Then she returned to her
neat home in Canyon Day, near the
reservation grade school where she was a
seasonal teacher. Her troubles were over,
or so she thought.

But Ramon Flores had not died on the
trail. After several hours he had re-
covered enough to stagger back to the
cabin. There he and his father packed
up and moved out, and four days later
saw them drive their wagon into Globe,
about sixty miles southwest of the Fort
Apache headquarters. Doctor Rod Ken-
nedy treated Ramon, then the Flores went
to the Gila County courthouse and told
Sheriff Shanley about their trouble with
Fanny Free. He told them he could do
nothing without a warrant, and even so
he could not serve it on a U. S. Reserva-
tion. He advised them to get a lawyer.

The first law office they came to was
that of Judge John Wentworth. The
judge was not in, but his understudy
was. The Mexicans did not know this
would-be lawyer was ex-soldier Willy
Free, brother of Fanny, whom they were
accusing. Willy stoically heard out their
complaint, realizing it was a pack of lies;
they naively took it for granted that he
was a lawyer and was therefore on their
side. He asked some questions, advised
them what their next step should be—
OUT—and booted them tumbling down
the stairs. They were lucky that they
survived. Willy, too, thought he was rid
of them and the next day he made a
fast ride up to Fort Apache to see his
sister and make plans for the future.

A MONTH later Fanny Free had a

caller by the name of Pedro Vales-
quez. As a small boy his migrating par-
ents had brought him to America where
they got employment as laborers in con-
struction work at Fort Apache. Being an
aggresive type, he became a top student
in the Agency school. He adopted the
Americanized name of Preston Simms,
and was now leader of the Mexican Set-
tlement on the reservation enjoying all
the privileges accorded to the native In-
dians. He was part Negro, part Mexican,
part Indian, and swaggered around in
well-made clothes, a suave type who easily
attracted women, but when he mentioned
his business this day, Fanny turned
away from him with loathing.

"Get out of here, you stinking gusano
. . zambo . . golinka!l”

“You get out!” he snapped back. “That
meadow of twenty acres is mine, allotted
to me by the Army. And the Flores
father and son you scared off it were
my employes. They were doing rightful
work as requested by me, the rightful
owner, and had cultivated and planted it
to alfalfa at my orders.”

“T inherited that land from my father,
in perpetuity! Ask Mr. Peterson, the
superintendent! Now get out or I will
kill you!”

Simms left and the next time Fanny
heard from him was a few days later
when a well-liked member of the Agency
Police called on her and gave her a
message to appear in person at the office

Fanny Free at age 11, in 1900.

of the superintendent the next morning.
She was there early and ready for battle.
But Fanny being Fanny, and an Indian
at that, had brought not one iota of
evidence beyond her word that she was
the rightful owner of the controversial
twenty acres.

William M. Peterson was in a dilemma.
This young woman’s father had been his
good friend; some years before in re-
turn for a favor, Peterson had promised
Mickey Free he would look after Fanny
in the event she got into trouble and
Mickey was no longer alive to help her
Peterson knew there were official records
at Fort Apache and in the BIA, and in
the Department of Interior in Washing:
ton, that clearly stated the twenty acres
had been allotted to Indian Scout Mickey
Free in 1894 in perpetuity—but the per:
petuity vesture could be a legal trap, if
could be interpreted by officialdom as
meaning the life of the allottee and/o1
his descendants, or just another fancy
word to haggle over; to the Indian’s minc
it meant not only for life of the allottes
but for the life of his descendants. Per
petuitas meant forever, as far as Fannj
Free was concerned.

She made little headway by herseli
that day toward getting an official de
cision, as Simms was present with ¢
lawyer who shouted “objection” to every
word she said. The following day was
a Saturday and the following Mondaj
morning Fanny was there, supported by
brother Willy and a score of relative:
and in-laws of her clan. Half the Mex
ican settlement was on hand too, and thi
conference soon flared up into shrill bick
ering—which turned into a maratho
affair of no-decisions and continued of
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and on all summer during which the
first crop of alfalfa was harvested—by
Preston Simms.

Somehow he got away with it, al-
though around the meadow there had
been skirmishes between the two factions,
fist and club fights, horses stampeded,
cattle turned loose or stolen, harness and
farm equipment damaged, two wagon-
loads of hay burned, the new ecabin
burned. And despite the efforts of the
Agency Police, one Free clansman had
his horse shot out from under him, and
one Mexican man died in the Agency
hospital after a knifing.

THE FOLLOWING year the disputed

land lay fallow. Many letters and
reports passed between Fort Apache and
Washington but nothing definite was
decided. America entered World War I
and somehow this made a difference,

possibly because the denizens of the

Mexican settlement kept more to them-
selves; they became increasingly unpop-
ular as it became known that Mexico was
on the side of Germany. And the Apaches,
well cognizant of the fact that they were
THE NATIVE AMERICANS, were not
at all adverse to making life miserable
for all enemies, or suspected enemies, as
had their forefathers ever since the in-
vasion of Coronado.

When the meeting finally resumed, the
headquarters building was jammed with
excited Indians and screaming Mexicans.
Their caterwauling and abrasive noise
stymied the Agency officials headed by
either Mr. Peterson ‘or Mr. Davis as
civilian moderator, and Captain Ray-
mond Blatt for the Army.

The whole problem stemmed from the
days following the Geronimo wars. New
severalty re-allocation rules had been put
into effect in the 1887-1889 period. Civil-
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ian and military officials parcelled out
land to loyal Indian Scouts and prom-
inent Chieftains—all of whom knew the
best locations and had no qualms about
an- ordinary reservation family’s being
pre-empted from a choice plot, even
though the family had been allotted the
land for cultivation soon after the res-
ervation was organized in 1869. By
stretching the rules, most anyone be-
came eligible, and soon scouts who had
been disloyal-—along with tribesmen who
had been convicted of crime—put in for
land and got it. Misunderstandings of
technicalities on the part of the Indians,
along with inept surveying and incorrect
marking of boundary lines further com-
plicated the problem.

Back in 1888 Major William Bishop
had been commanding officer at Fort
Apache, a man who was principally in-
terested in backing up his two-goal
handicap in polo against all comers. He
frequently left administrative duties to
his junior brass, Captain Roy Hazzard
being one of them. Down at San Carlos
Captain Francis Pierce and Lieutenant
Sedgwick Rice held the same authority.
It was through the military that veteran
scout Mickey Free shrewdly had a num-
ber of choice plots assigned to him at
both reservations. Mickey harbored an
inborn belief, however, that the white
man lacked integrity—and it was on
this premise that he often insisted that
his son Willy study and become a lawyer.
Mickey took pains to make sure that all
his allocations were in perpetuity, but
he had failed to take into consideration
whether perpetuity meant for the dura-
tion of his life or extended beyond into
the time when he’d be in the Spirit
World. The officials never pointed up
this technicality, probably because they
were not clear on the subject either, or

Chief Alchesay, center, in 1920.

didn’t care. Nor did Mickey take into
congideration the baleful fate which had
dogged all the women who had come into
his life.

FANNY FREE, being quite as resolute

as her father, believed in keeping
what was hers, and although she could
not hardly be classed as a “taker,” she
was certainly not a loser and would not
willingly give up anything she considered
her own.

Willy, who had recently married Edith
MecIntosh, a granddaughter of old-time
scout Archie MecIntosh, had become so
engaged in his own affairs at San Car-
los that he seldom was on hand to help
out his sister; and Fanny not only needed
him and his shoot-from-the-hip advice,
but she sometimes felt so tired that she
had to take time out to rest.

Doctor John H. Lacy, a contract physi-
cian, told her she was suffering with
tuberculosis, the same malady which had
taken away her father and her mother.
He recommended the U.S. Indian Hos-
pital in Phoenix, and explained that mod-
ern medicine was able to take care of the
disease—and it probably would have, had
Fanny made herself do what the doctor
ordered. All that was needed to distract
her, however, was a mention of the name
Simms, or a summons to appear again at
headquarters. Mr. Peterson stood by her
staunchly even though his official status
had been changed and he was forced at
times to by-pass the brass to get things
done for her. At other times, he just did
nothing—thereby unintentionally ham-
pering Fanny. Finally he left Fort
Apache in 1918.

Altogether Mickey had acquired 21
plots of land ranging in size from 5 to
160 acres. His favorite was the five-acre

(Continued on page 56)
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By DEAN KRARKEL

Photos Courtesy Author

“‘| look at killing as a business proposition and
seem to have a corner on the market.”” Were these
words the show-off remark of a good man in his
cups, or the revealing remark of a bad man hored

with his role of respectability?

Which was the real Tom Horn?

12

OM HORN of Bosler, Wyoming, will

forever remain a mystery to me. I
tried to piece together the riddle of his
last years more than a decade ago. At
that time I had the help of some wonder-
ful old gentlemen—Judge T. Blake Ken-
nedy, rancher Andrew Ross, chief of
police and Frontier Days promoter T.
Joe Cahill, Governor Fenimore Chatter-
ton, attorney Clyde Watts, newspaper-
men John Charles Thompson and Oscar
J. Lamn, author William MacLeod Raine,
Dr. George P. Johnston—“Tom Horn
men,” T called them. Mr. Ross, Governor
Chatterton, and writer Raine were liv-
ing in Colorado; the rest were residents
of Cheyenne. In some way each was con-
nected with Tom Horn and his last days
on earth. Now they are all gone. There
were several other contemporaries of
Horn that I also talked with back in the
early fifties; regrettably most of them
too, have died.

Since my years in Wyoming I have
accumulated a file drawer filled with
Tom Horn literature and a few more
books about him. I am still spooked fron
my venture into his life called The Sag¢
of Tom Horn: The Story of a Cattle
men’s War, even though I took no side
1 pulled together factual documentarj
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ind newspaper source material on the
rase, and arranged it in chronological
»rder. This was basically my book. It
srought me dozens of letters about the
rase; some of them are quite revealing.

I have tried the case in my mind. I
1ave sat on the judge’s bench and in the
jury box; I have prosecuted and de-
fended. The point of it all was—“Did or
lidn’t Tom Horn slay fourteen-year-old
Willie Nickell on the morning of July
18, 1901, approximately one mile west
»f the Nickell Ranch in Iron Mountain
District, some forty miles north of
Cheyenne?”

One memorable point about the study
n my looking and talking about Tom
Horn occurred in Cheyenne during the
fall of 1952 when I met Mr. W. A. James,
tlerk of the court for Laramie County.
Mr. James had been there for thirty
rears. I introduced myself and said that
[ was interested in the Tom Horn case.
Could I please look at inquest reports,
rial transeripts, and any related official
locuments? Both our lives were bright-
:ned immeasurably that day. During the
1ext few weeks we became good friends.

When I wasn’t reading inquest and
rial transcripts on my days off from
‘he University, I was listening to T. Joe
Jahill. He knew Horn as well as any
nan living. When Tom Horn was hanged
m the morning of November 20, 19083,
it the Laramie County Jail in Cheyenne,

T. Joe was his hangman. He had “offici-
ated” as a personal favor to Horn.

Joe was a member of the Elks Lodge
and we would often go there to talk. He
liked a glass of beer now and then and
enjoyed exchanging greetings with
cronies. On occasions we drove to Denver
and at times I came over to Cheyenne
from Laramie and brought him back for
get-togethers. Once I rode from Cheyenne
to Thermopolis on a bus with him. Every-
where he went, he saw friends. T. Joe
Cahill had the official title of “Mur.
Wyoming.” He would always wave his
ten-gallon hat and flash a big smile,
showing a mouthful of gold teeth. It is

Judge Richard H. Scott presided over the
Hom case.

said he was the man who made a million
friends instead of a million dollars.

OUT of the time we spent together
came not only what T. Joe recollected
of Tom Horn, but his own philosophy
and how being a hangman affected his
life. One of T. Joe’s first accounts of
Tom Horn appeared in the Denver Post’s
“Empire Magazine.” i

“One experience I had with Tom that
is especially pleasant to recall,” T. Joe
would begin, “was the day I brought him
in. I had known Tom for a couple of
years prior to his imprisonment. Off and
on I was a special deputy sheriff then.
For some reason he had taken a liking
to me and I never thought of him as any-
thing but a friend. When he came into
town we would often sit in the sun, shel-
tered from the wind, and have pleasur-
able visits. Invariably he’d braid in
horsehair or rawhide as he talked. He
was quick to laugh and spoke in a soft,
amusing Missouri manner. Even though
he was only in his late thirties, he had
lived a full and exciting life. During the
Spanish-American War he had served in
Cuba as a mule packer. Prior to that,
he had been a scout for the U. S. Cavalry
in a campaign against the Apaches in
Arizona and New Mexico.

“Tom’s background as a detective had
more breadth to it than just catching
cattle rustlers. He was an avid reader
and he could discuss national affairs
with a high degree of intelligence. Theo-
dore Roosevelt was his political idol. I
guess T.R.s philosophy of walking soft
and carrying a big stick appealed to him.

“Horn was a large man, tipping the
scales around 190 and standing over six
feet tall. He was lithe and muscular in
body, deeply tanned and with sharp facial
features, penetrating eyes and an im-
posing handlebar mustache. He was al-
ways careful about his appearance. Tom
sat well in the saddle and rode with an
easy swinging gait as if he and the
horse were one. As a rodeo performer he
was frequently a money winner. Calf
roping was his specialty. Tom was one
of the greatest rifle shots I have ever

The jury that heard the Tom Horn case and passed down the guilty verdict.
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seen. There was an aura about him that
‘commanded respect.

“Horn didn’t have to work very hard

at being a ladies’” man. They seemed to
be fascinated merely by his presence. To
my knowledge there was only one that he
was genuinely sweet on. She was a school
teacher running a grassland school north
of Cheyenne. Without going into the
facts of the case, I believe the school-
marm was one of the reasons for his
downfall. The other was whiskey. You
couldn’t ask for a nicer person than Tom
when sober, but with a few slugs of the
stuff under his belt he could become
"~ moody. It was brought out at the trial
that during a drinking spree he was
heard to have bragged, ‘I look at killing
as a business proposition and seem to
have a corner on the market.’

“Tt was on the occasion of his winding
up a drinking spree that I had my first
experience with Tom in support of the
law. He had been hitting the bottle hard
and was becoming mean, undoubtedly
hoping some cowboy would cross his path.
The sheriff knew of our friendship and
subtly asked if T would mind seeing what
T could do before there was real trouble.
I said, ‘T’ll try. I have a plan that might
at least get him out in the fresh air.
The boss quipped, ‘Good luck. I hope
you don’t get shot up.’

“] wasn’t wearing a badge or a gun
when I headed for Harry Hynd’s place.
A group of curious citizens had gathered
outside the door. Some had their noses
mashed against the windows, peering in.
A bigger noisier crowd watched from
across the street. The saloon was almost
empty. Tom had flopped sideways up
against the bar. It was easy to see the
bartender was scared stiff. I knew he

Dr. George P. Johnson of Cheyenne had
some important facts in Tom Horn's favor.
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Willie Nickell, shortly before his death on July 8, 1901.

was glad to see me. As yet, Horn hadn’t
started an indoor shooting exhibition. I
knew I would have to play my cards just
right with no mincing of words or show-
ing of a bluff. He recognized me im-
mediately and muttered, ‘T. Joe! What’n
the hell you doin’? Have a drink with
me.’

“ ‘I ain’t drinking, Tom,’ I blurted out.
My voice had become hoarse as a fog-
horn.

“ ‘What’sa matter?” he grumbled. ‘Job
goin’ to yer head? I ain’t hurt nobody.’

“] said in a half-demanding tone,
‘You’re coming with me for some grub
and sleep. You’ve got to get back on the
job.! '

“Straightening up a little, he seemed
at a loss for words, then bristled, ‘I ain’t
goin’ no place until I know where my
horse and rifle is.

“I said, ‘Don’t worry about them, I'll
see that they’re taken care of.’

“Tom stared at me unsteadily, squint-
ing as if trying to focus his eyes so he

could study my face. His thick fingers
drummed the long handle of the six-
shooter hanging loosely on his hip. I’ll
never forget the way he looked. His face
had become deadpan, eyes cold and the
set of his jaw taut. Suddenly, I realized
the person before me was not my friend,
but the other part of a split personality.
I had caught my first glimpse of Tom
Horn, the killer.

“Maybe he had blacked out and didn’t
remember who I was. I wasn’t sure what
he was going to do. I wanted to shout,
‘Tom! It’s me, T. Joe!” Yet I knew that
I had to remain calm above all.

“T couldn’t help wishing I had stayed
home that morning. Then Tom spoke up,
‘Ya wouldn’t try to spoof me, would’ja
kid?” Warmth had returned to his eyes.
I breathed a sigh of relief.

“‘Hell, mo!” I replied, somewhat
weaker as I moved in close to him. Then
I did something that could have been
fatal. I gingerly lifted the hat off his
head and walked briskly away with it.
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I took him completely by surprise. I
knew how he felt about his hat. I glanced
back over my shoulder. He was rubbing
the top of his head and grinning sheep-
ishly.

“‘Come on Tom—if you want this,’
I smiled as I waved his Stetson.

“Someone on the outside shouted, ‘Here
they come!’” and it seemed as if half of
southern Wyoming had collected on the
streets and stood gaping, silent and mo-
tionless, as we clomped along the board
walks. My plan worked. Except for the
irregular jangle of his spurs and a tune
he was trying to hum, the notorious Tom
Horn followed—meek as a lamb.”

T. Joe never doubted Tom Horn’s guilt.
When I tried to cross him up on the
subject a couple of times, I sensed he was
on the verge of telling me to go to hell,
so I changed the trend of conversation.

I asked him why a man like Horn
would kill a fourteen-year-old boy. His
reply was, “He was tried by a court of
law, the verdict was guilty, and we hung
him!” Joe refused to budge. The verdict
had been based on evidence proven be-
yond a shadow of a doubt. When the
motive was mentioned for Horn doing
the shooting, again he was evasive.

ONE of the “Tom Horn men” I talked
with would discuss at length my con-
tention that the killing of the boy was a
case of forced circumstances. Judge Ken-
nedy said tersely, “It might be plausi-
ble.” He had a strong dislike for the
gunman, even though he had been on the
legal team defending him.
John Clay, in his book My Life on the

T. Joe Cahill, a close friend of Tom Horn.
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Range, characterized Horn: “Though I
knew him well and had spent many days
with him, I never fathomed his char-
acter. His movements were cat-like; he
could crawl like a snake or stand up in
a fight and take his medicine along with
others. He had hunted Apaches with
Miles, had run train robbers to ground;
his life had been in the West, by the
banks of the Rio Grande, on the deserts
of Arizona, in far Montana, and now
his headquarters were by the banks of
the Chug and Sybille. He seemed to have
an innate hatred of a house, and a road
was of little use to him. Like the Boer
behind his kopje, he kept under cover,
shunning the divides, slipping up ravines,
diving into canyons, reaching his point
by tracks known only to himself. You
never knew his movements, and yet he
always turned up at the right moment.
A strange, incomprehensible being, with
sinews of steel, nerves of iron, the cun-
ning of a fox, the pertinacity of a
hound.”

The world that Tom Horn moved into
while working first for the Two Bar

Cattle Company and then for John Coble,

owner of the Iron Mountain Ranch, was
one of bad blood. When he signed on with
Coble he was asking for trouble.
Charles B. Penrose, in his writings,
gives further insight into Tom Horn’s
character: “Ex-Governor W. A. Rich-
ards, who died about a year ago (1913)
in South America, was the Governor
when our office was the Capitol Build-
ing. He was a part owner of a ranch
and quite a number of cattle in Big Horn
country. It finally dawned on him that
cattle thieves were not respectors of per-
sons, and that he was losing an animal
occasionally. One day I met him as I was
walking up to the Capitol. When we
reached the building he said, ‘Come into
my office, I want to see you.” He im-
mediately laid his troubles at the ranch
before me, and we discussed the situa-
tion quite fully. He finally said he would
like to meet Tom Horn, but hesitated to
have him come to the Governor’s office.
I said, ‘Stroll in my office at the other

Joe Lefors, attached to the U.S. Marshal’s
office at Cheyenne, was the man who set
the trap that caught Tom Horn.

end of the hall at 3 o’clock this after-
noon, and I will have him there.” I then
made an appointment with Horn to come
to my office at 2:45 p.m. At that time
I told Miss Smith to go visit the young
ladies in some other offices. She was
gone like a shot; a house doesn’t have to
fall on Miss Alice before she knows it.
“Horn was on hand promptly to the
minute; the Governor a few minutes late.
I opened the conversation by stating the
trouble they were having in Big Horn
country, and that the Governor wanted
to talk to him (Horn) as to the best way
of stopping the stealing there. The Gov-
ernor was quite nervous, so was I—Horn
perfectly cool. He talked generally, was
careful of his ground; told the Governor

Courtroom scene during the trial. ¥
Courtesy the Denver Post, Denver, Colorado
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John Coble, owner of the Iron Mountain
Ranch and one of Tom Horn’s employers.

Courtesy the University of Wyoming Archives

he would either drive every rustler out
of the Big Horn country, or take no pay
other than $350 advanced to buy two
horses and pack outfit; that when he had
finished the job to his (the Governor’s)
satisfaction he would receive $5,000, be-
cause he said in conclusion, ‘Whenever
everything else fails, I have a system
that never does.” He placed no limit on
the number of men to be gotten rid of.
This almost stunned the Governor. He
immediately showed an inclination to
shorten the interview, and Horn, who
was an intelligent fellow, understood how
he felt and at once rose to his feet, and
said, addressing the Governor, ‘I presume
that is about all you wanted to know,
Sir. I shall be glad to hear from you at
any time I can be of service to you.” He
bid us good afternoon, and was gone. The
Governor said to me, ‘So that is Tom
Horn! A very different man from what
I expected to meet. Why, he is not bad
looking, and is quite intelligent; but a
cool devil, ain’t he?’”

BUT to go back to that fateful date of
July 18: Tom Horn was hidden in a
formation of rocks near the gate that
led from Kels Nickell’s pasture. The
Nickell ranch home was about a mile
away. It was rough mountainous coun-
try. The killer knew the lay of the land.
He knew by observation that Nickell
would probably come up the road some-
time early that morning. Checking stock
in his pastures—both sheep, cows, and
horses—was usually the beginning of
Kels Nickell’s day. Stealing, killing, and
poisoning animals had been going on in
the district for some time, along with
fence cutting and setting grass fires.

On the morning of the 18th, an un-
usual set of circumstances altered events
at the Nickell place. The family had got-
ten up earlier than usual. John Epper-
son, a surveyor, was at the home, as was
William Mahoney. The latter was Mrs.
Nickell’s brother, and so two extra plates
were set at breakfast. After the meal
was eaten, Mr. Nickell and the two men
were going to do some surveying of fence
lines. His son Willie would ride to the
pasture, then go on to Iron Mountain
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The author believes this to be a previously unpublished photo of Tom Horn.

in search of a sheepherder whom Nickell
wanted to employ. Willie was wearing
heavy shoes, a white shirt, vest, and a
hat. He was riding a bay colored horse.
After trotting the horse around the barn-
yard, limbering him up, he was off for
Iron Mountain. His mother testified at
the trial that it was ‘“about half past

six or twenty minutes of seven o’cloc
in the morning.”

What the circumstances of the nex
few minutes were is largely conjecture
My contention is that the killer conclude
that the rider was Kels P. Nickell, an
ducked out of sight waiting for him t
arrive at the gate and dismount. The
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Tom Horn behind bars.
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the killer raised up, took aim, intending
to “blow Nickell’s head off,” thus settling
once and for all time a long smoulder-
ing feud.

Evidence recorded at the coroner’s in-
quest placed the boy’s body from twenty
to fifty feet from the gate. Willie had
gotten off his horse, opened the gate and
at this precise instant, caught the move-
ment of his assassin. Undoubtedly the
horse bolted. The boy then turned and
began to run, perhaps too terrified to
scream. The wounds ripped through
Willie’s rib box, according to the coron-
er’s reports, and came out “just left of
the breast bone.” The two shots were
fired in rapid succession as the wounds
were close together. Doctors performing
the post-mortem indicated that either
shot would have been fatal.

Willie’s body was discovered twenty-
four hours later by his brother Fred.
What happened during those tragic last
seconds of life? Did the assassin and the
boy converse ? Did they stand and stare—
stunned at discovery? Or was it almost
simultaneous action—a few desperate
steps toward escape, and then two shots?

It was Joe Lefors who was “wily”
enough to bait and set the trap which
eventually caught Tom Horn. Lefors, at-
tached to the U. S. Marshal’s office,
started looking and listening in and
around Cheyenne. A reward was being
offered. He didn’t have to place his ear
to the ground long until he knew from
which direction the sound was coming.

Tom Horn was tight-lipped and dis-
tant with people until he started drink-
ing. Then he became garrulous. Tom was
lonesome and whiskey made him do and
say crazy things. He could be friendly
one moment—tense and deadly the next.
Joe Lefors was a tough little man,
somewhat like a character out of a Conan

Fenimore Chatterton, Governor of Wyo-
ming during the Tom Horn case.
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J. W. Lacey. chief counsel for the defense.
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Doyle mystery—stocky, short-legged,
suspicious, with shifty penetrating eyes
and a handlebar mustache. He was more
sleuth than detective. The ruse he
planned with which to hook Tom went
off perfectly. The bait offered was a job
chasing cow thieves up in Montana. John
Coble, Horn’s employer, jumped at the
opportunity to get his man out of the
country. Tom was just as eager.

Lefors set the stage for a meeting in
the U. S. Marshal’s office. The date was
Sunday, January 19, 1902. Leslie Snow,
Deputy Sheriff of Laramie County, and
Charles Onhause, Clerk of the Court,
were hidden in the next room. Mr. On-
hause took down the conversation.
Deputy Snow was the witness. Lefors
asked questions and a talkative Tom
Horn, quite out of character, reeled off
the answers—time, places, and circum-
stances. The court stenographer strained
to get it all down:

EFORS: “Tom, they are good people

[Montana employers]. I have worked

for them five or six years. You will have

to get right in among them, and gain

their confidence, and show them you are
all right.”

Horn: “I don’t want to be making re-
ports to anybody at any time. I will
simply have one report to make, and
that will be my final report. If a man has
to make reports all the time, they will
catch the wisest S.0.B. on earth. These
people are not afraid of shooting, are
they 7”

Lefors: “No, they are not afraid of
shooting.”

Horn: “I shoot too much, I know. You
know me when it comes to shooting. I
will protect the people I am working for,
but I have never got my employers into
any trouble yet over anything I have
done. A man can’t be too careful because
you don’t want any --- --- officers to
know what you are doing.”

Lefors: “Tom, I know you are a good
man for the place. You are the best man
to cover up your trail I ever saw. In the

(Continued on page 52)
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A LOUSY ENDING
T0 A TOP-NOTCH

TRAIL

DRIVE

If you can imagine a pint-sized
ice cube with the iftch—
that was Walt!

IT WAS the last two weeks in August.

I was about ten years old and barely
tipped the scales at seventy-five pounds
with the pockets of my Levi. overalls
filled with rocks. So short-legged I had
to use the saddle strings to climb aboard
my cowpony Snowflake. But in spite of
my runty size I was doing my darndest
to make a hand on my father’s Circle C
ranch in Montana.

Usually the fall beef roundup began:

the last two weeks in August, and Horace
Brewster, the wagon boss, had promised
to take me along. School began the Tues-
day following Labor Day so I had ’er
made to get into Malta, the nearest rail-
road point from the ranch, on Sunday,
board the night train for Great Falls,
where I went to school, and be there
early Labor Day morning. That would
give me at least ten days on the round-
up, riding early morning circle, helping
to hold the big gatherment of cattle at
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the holding grounds that were fetched in
by the cowpunchers on circle. Tending
the branding fire, going on day herd,
standing my two hours’ night guard
around the bedded herd.

Then came the bad news. The North-
ern Roundup Association had decided the
fall beef roundup would start the first
week in September that year. For me it
was a gutshot, and I was one sorely dis-
appointed young cowhand. It was my
older half-brother Wallace who saved the
day.

“I'm taking a pack outfit tomorrow
morning and pulling out for Rocky
Point on the Missouri, and I’'m taking
you along, pardner. We’ll ketch us a
mess of catfish, then cross the river and
prowl the badlands for Bighorn sheep,
or maybe we’ll head for the wild plum
grove where silvertip grizzly bears hang
out. They like the wild plums.”

The Circle C had just bought the May-

By WALT COBURN

Photos Courtesy Author
Illustrated by Al Martin Napoletano
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berry ranch on the Missouri and Wallace
further promised, “We’ll wind up the trip
trailing the Mayberry cattle to the home
ranch. There’ll be Bill and Tom Mayberry
and old man Peck to help us on the drive
that will take three or four days on the
trail. So pack your forty years gather-
ment in your warsack and help me get
the pack outfit together. We’ll camp to-
morrow night at old Tex Alford’s place
at Rocky Point and have a mess of cat-
fish for breakfast from Tex’s trot line.”

The rest of the day was spent select-
ing pack saddles and loading rawhide
kyack sacks with grub. There wasn’t
much to pack in my canvas warsack that
had once held beans. I’d worn out the
summer’s supply of clothing I'd fetched
to the ranch in my telescope valise. I
was down to my last suit of thin cotton
drawers, and was plumb out of under-
shirts, down to my last black sateen
shirt and threadbare Levi overalls. But
I was too excited to care much about
such two-bit trifles. The thought of
spending two weeks with Wallace was
something to conjure up plenty of kid
dreams; because Wallace was more than
a blood brother. He had always been a
pardner I'd worshipped as a tin god hero
afoot or ahorseback. Wallace was the
only one who knew I carried a sack of
Bull Durham and cigarette papers in. my
black sateen shirt pocket and a small
slice of Climax chewing tobacco in my
hip pocket. I rolled my own smokes but
I usually got sick if I chewed the to-
bacco.

When 1 was alone with Wallace I felt
free to cuss or sing the endless ribald
verses of the Old Chisholm Trail and
numerous other cowboy songs. I knew
every line of the poems in Wallace’s
bock Rhymes From A Roundup Camp
and I’d recite them in cow camps and
bunkhouses. While Wallace wrote poetry
he was no sissy. He was built like a
welterweight and had plenty of ring
science and was hard to whip in the
squared circle or a rough and tumble
free-for-all, with no holds barred. For
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many years he was the champion rifle
' and shotgun shot in Montana, a big game
hunter. Wallace was a fun loving, happy-
go-lucky, good natured man, a born
dreamer whose zest for living was con-
tagious. He could tell comical anecdotes
by the hour, or sing all the old trail

songs, cowboy laments and Irish folk

songs.

From the time I was six years old and
had learned to ride Snowflake, the cow-
pony he gave me, Wallace would take
me along on hunting trips. He presented
me with my first Winchester .22 rifle,
the kind used in shooting galleries, and
taught me how to handle it—how to read
sign—how to conduct myself around
camp and do the camp chores. He taught
me the rules of behavior while hunting
that governed my own safety and the
safety of my hunting companions, be it
duck or game bird, or big game hunting,
so that I was never underfoot around
camp or on the trail. Most shooting ac-
cidents on hunting trips are caused by
carelessness and Wallace drilled that
lesson into me since I can remember.
Never keep a loaded rifle or shotgun
in camp and other cardinal rules too
numerous to mention here. If you
wounded a deer, you followed the blood
sign and tracks until you could get in
the shot that killed the wounded buck.
“Put out your campfire” was another
rule and “never get lost.” Learn to spot
all landmarks. Once you traveled into an
unknown place, memorize each landmark
along the way so that you could go back,
even years afterwards. There was no
excuse, he told me, for a man getting
lost. Keep your eyes and ears open, learn
your country, and after a time you de-
velop a sort of sixth sense, an animal
instinct. He taught me to study the ways
of all wild animals and birds and to
learn where the waterholes and creeks
were located—the old buffalo trails and
wallows, the old freight roads, so that
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you could make a map mth a sﬁck on
level ground of the trail you mide yes-
terday or last year. To keep Your wits
whetted like you’d sharpen the blade of
your Jackknlfe Lessons that were never
to be forgotten. s
WE PULLED 5UT before = sunrise
‘next Morning, leading two pack hors-
es. One horse carried Wallace’s round-
up bed that would do for the two of us.
The other horse carried grub. We fol-
lowed the old freight road south to the
Rocky Point Crossing on the Missouri.
It was a little after sunrise when we
sighted a big bunch of antelope and we
dismounted at an old buffalo wallow.
While our horses grazed we lay side by
side on our bellies under the rim of the
wallow. Wallace fastened a red flannel
rag, used to clean the rifle barrels, to the
ring of the metal ramrod and raised it
slowly, then waved it to attract the atten-
tion of the grazing antelope. It took a long
time to “flag” the curious pronghorns that
cautiously circled within a close distance
of perhaps a few hundred feet of where
we lay. Wallace handed me the flag while
he took a picture of the herd with his
folding telescope Kodak. The barely
audible click was enough to spook the big
buck who whistled through flared nos-
trils, and that signal set the bunch in
motion. In a split second they were off
and running, leaping high over the
scatterment of tall sagebrush, the white
flag of the rump hair flaring. Wallace
barely had time to get a second snap-
shot before they were beyond rifle range.
We'd spent close to an hour, sun time,
but it was well worth it. It wasn’t wasted
by a long shot. I had learned how to flag
a bunch of antelope; that it required pa-
tience and lying motionless as a dead
dog. Wallace told me it might come in
handy if I ever ran out of meat and had
only a six-shooter—that that was how the
Indians tricked the curious antelope up

Rocky Point Crossing on the Missouri River, 1836.

within bow and arrow distance.

At every waterhole and creek on th
long stretch of prairie there were flock
of prairie chicken and sagehens, teal an(
mallard ducks. Bleached out buffal
skull and bone piles were scattered al
over the prairie, buffalo that had bee:
killed by the white hunters for thei
hides. There were circles of old tepet
rocks, half covered by the drifting sand:
of time and all but hidden by buffalc
grass, where large Indian camps hac
stood long before the coming of the whit

man and pony soldiers.

The sun was noon high when the roll
ing prairie gave way to the rough brake:
of the badlands, where the high clump:
of sagebrush and greasewood had beer
crowded out by the buck-brush and scrul
pine in the deep coulees and cut canyons
The old freight road followed the balc
ridges and you could see the wind-tor:
clay buttes and outcroppings of sand
stone ledges. In the bottom of some o
the canyons there were springs of crysta
clear water called gyp water, short fo:
gypsum, and bitter as quinine. The bank:
of black alkali were white crusted along
the edges and in places covered witl
high swamp;grass. That black bog coul
sink a horse and rider, and the wate:
could give a man or beast the scours
This was mountain lion, cougar country
black and cinnamon and grizzly bea:
country. Trapper country. Outlaw coun
try. A vast wilderness that stretched ai
far as the human eye could see. An outlaw
with a bounty on his scalp could hide ouw
in the badlands for months and years
No law officer or range detective bount)
hunter ever had the damnfool temerit;
to venture alone into the badlands.

The renegade outlaws who made ust
of the badlands for refuge used the
sandstone ledges and high clay buttes fo:
lookout points, even as the Indians hac
once done when on the warpath. On thest
lookout points were black areas wher¢

Courtesy Al Lucke, Havre; Montan:
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Wallace D. Coburn poses with his kill.

the war parties had made smoke signals,
and it was from these vantage points
that the Indians had spotted the Lewis
and Clark party who used rafts and
flat-bottom boats to explore the Missouri
River, and in later years they had
watched the river steamboats that came
from St. Louis to Fort Benton, the head
of navigation. In pioneer days fur trad-
ing posts were at the mouth of the
Musselshell where it emptied into the
wide Missouri. Fort Musselshell had long
since been abandoned, but there was a
ferry-boat crossing, a store and a saloon,
and a freight and stagecoach road lead-
ing to Lewistown.

AT ONE/ TIME Rocky Point Crossing
on the Missouri had been a small
settlement of log cabins, a store and a
saloon. A tough element of trappers,
wolfers, placer miners who panned gold
along the sandbars, horse thieves and
cattle rustlers used the crossing to
drive over stolen stock. Now Walter
Fletcher had a trading post store and
saloon at old Fort Musselshell. Mark
Frost, another cowpuncher, had a trad-
ing post store on the south bank of the
river at Rocky Point, and Old Tex Al-
ford, who had come from Texas with
numerous trail herds, had a saloon at his
ranch on the north bank. Together the
three men ran the flat-bottom scow
ferryboat at Rocky Point. Fletcher and
Frost and Old Tex wintered Circle C
cattle at their ranches, feeding the hay
they had put up from their rich river
bottomlands during the summer months.
Wallace and me and our pack horses
came down the long ridge of the old
freight road to Tex Alford’s place in the
afterglow of a red sunset that turned
the leaves of the old cottonwood trees
a bright gold and the muddy waters of
the Missouri into a river of fire. It was
a breathtaking panoramic view, and the
hushed silence that fell across the bad-
lands was like a silent prayer of nature.
The first shadows of night were tinting
the edges of the deep purple sky with
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‘c'hafco"al ivhé;n"we reached Tex Alford’s

place. : ¢

A few saddle horses stood hipshot and
half asleep at the hitchrack of the sod-
roofed, log cabin saloon. We unsaddled
and slipped the loads from the pack
horses and turned them loose to roll and
graze in Tex’s horse pasture. The saddled
horses belonged to Gregory Doney and
two of his stalwart teen-aged boys, and
Antoine Gladeau who was shirt-tail kin

to the Doneys. Antoine wasn’t much of

a worker but he was one of the best
fiddlers in the country.

Gregory Doney’s half-breed hay crew
had been putting up hay on contract at
the Rock Creek, Seven Mile, Hawley and
CK ranch line camps on the Missouri
that 'belonged to the Circle C. The hay-
stacks were measured a couple-three
weeks after stacking to give the loosely
tromped hay a chance to settle, and
Gregory Doney was paid by the ton after
measurements. He told Wallace it was
time now for the stacks to be measured
so that he could pay off his hay crew.
It would take a couple of days to ride to
the scattered ranches, Wallace said, and
he’d need a hundred-foot tape measure.
So Gregory sent one of his boys across
the river in the rowboat to get a tape
from Mark Frost’s store.

About half an hour later when young
Doney showed up he had Mark Frost
with him, and Frost handed Wallace a
leather-cased tape measure. Mark Frost
was a medium-sized husky man, with
saddle-warped legs. His hair was almost
silvery white, as was his drooping mus-
tache. He lined up at the bar with Wal-

lace, and Old Tex gave us boys a quart
bottle of beer apiece, with a reminder

that afterwards we were on the Injun

List.

Me and the Doney kids built & bonfiee

on the riverbank and when the men
joined us we all cut ribs and chunks of
meat from a hindquarter that hung
from the outside ridge log of the barn.
We roasted the beef ribs and meat on
old long-handled branding irons. Old
Tex’s remark that the beef was “Slow
Elk” meant that a beef had been butch-
ered, the brand cut out of the hide, the
ears whacked off with the tell-tale ear-
marks, and the hide cut up and sunk
deep in the muddy waters of the river.
As a rule the average river rancher had
his own registered brand and a few head
of cattle in that iron, but it was a well
known secret they never butchered their
own beef. Usually the butchered beef be-
longed to one of the big cow outfits. For
all T knew, and cared less, I was eating

Circle C beef when I wolfed down the
rare meat that was charred black on :

the outside.

The campfire we sat around was little -
more than a hundred feet from the empty
saloon. Tex Alford had said he was short
on kerosene and had lighted six candles,
stuck in whiskey bottles, and had lined
them up on the rough plank bar. Now
we could see the flickering candlelight
through the open door of the empty
saloon. Wallace was sitting cross-legged
as he carelessly picked up the Win-
chester .22 rifle and, without raising the
barrel above his belt line, fired six shots
in rapid succession, and one by one the

(Continued on page 45)

All packed., ready to move out.
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Ardmore City Hall. As the date on the
building states, it was built in 1904, three
years before Oklahoma became a state.
At this time this part of the country was
still Indian Territory. The City Hall housed
the Police Department as well as the Fire
Department, whose early equipment is
proudly shown in the picture.
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By LOUISE RIOTTE

Photos Courtesy Author

The public dishes up a
rather standard bill of fare
for any peace officer who's
politically powerful enough,
lady-killer enough, or phys-
ically brave enough to he
envied. It's honey one day;
sour grapes the next—and
it sure huilds muscle!

Sheriff Buck Garrett

January-February, 1970

SHERIFF BUCK GARRETT, blond,

blue-eyed, handsome, could well have
played the starring role in a drama de-
picting the popular idea of .an early
Western sheriff. Standing 6'2” tall,
weighing 200 pounds, always immacu-
lately dressed and usually astride his big,
white horse he was a familiar sight in
Ardmore, Oklahoma and Carter County
from 1905 until 1922.

Born in 1875 near Paris, Texas, he
grew up there and at an early age be-
came a deputy U.S. marshal, working
out of the Paris district. He also spent
some time as a lawman in Wyoming
and Montana before coming to Indian
Territory.

Garrett began his rise to power in
1905 when he was elected police chief of
Ardmore. Under its aldermanic form of
city government, all city officials were
elected, whereas today under the commis-
sion-city manager form of government,
only the five commissioners are elected
and all other officials are appointed.

In 1910, after five years as police chief,
Garrett ran for county sheriff against
J. Holmes Akers who was the first
sheriff after statehood came in Novem-
ber, 1907. By tradition Akers, who had
been a good county official, should have
been due a'second term as sheriff but
Garrett, whose personal magnetism
“could win votes and get people to do
things,” defeated him. As one man said,
“When Buck entered a room it was like
all the lights being turned on!”

From the beginning the new sheriff
was surrounded by men who became al-
most as famous as himself—Deputies
Bud Ballew, Dow Brazil and, later, Jim
Carter have all become legendary charac-
ters themselves in the county where they
represented the law. Of these, probably
the most colorful (in more ways than
one, for he had bright red hair) was
Deputy Bud Ballew who was often
photographed with the sheriff.

One early-day resident gave me an
account of one’of the problem “gangs”
with which Garrett and his deputies had
to deal—the Ford boys. According to
him, “We had a lot of trouble in the
early days with a couple of gangs, the
Ford boys and the Key hoys. In the
Ford family there were a number of
sons, seven or eight, and they were loyal
to each other. If you had a fight with
one Ford boy and whipped him, then you
would have to fight all of them. They
were not big-time operators but did a
little of everything—bootlegging on a
small scale and fighting and gambling.”

It is said that they opened up the old
coal mines around Lake Murray which
were on land they owned at that time
and that they were instrumental in get-
ting the railroad brought through. But
their activities in less legal occupations
kept the sheriff and his deputies busy.
The Fords could, and did, supply a lot
of headaches.

PRIOR to statehood the Indian Terri-

tory was swept by outlawry. Train
robberies occurred every new moon in
what had become an asylum for fugitives
from other states and a breeding place
for crime. Its peculiar geography af-

forded hiding places where officers could
be held at bay.

-The criminal records of the United
States district court at Fort Smith show
that more than 100 men were executed
during the days of Isaac Parker, the
hanging judge. Judge Parker’s jurisdic-
tion included the Indian Territory and
the state of Arkansas, and all of his
victims died with their boots on, true to
tradition and the prophecy of their fel-
lows.

The early days of the opening of the
territory had attracted horse thieves,
train robbers, hijackers, bank raiders,
yeggmen, ragamuffins, brand blotters,
vagabonds, four flushers, mountebanks,
chevaliers d’industrie, “con” men, camp
followers, tenderfeet, butterfly chasers,
remittance men, blue sky promoters,
bumpkins and goofs, a lot of whom were
still there in 1905 when Garrett was
elected police chief of Ardmore.

And then there were the gambling
dens where adventurous spirits risked
everything they had on a throw of the
dice or a turn of the cards. Where money
and jewelry changed hands with dizzying
rapidity. And tempers flared and guns
were quick.

A dangerous confederation of boot-
leggers busied themselves in the illicit
traffic of raw red liquor, and “Lo, the
poor Indian” was liberally supplied with
this tailor-made hell brew. This was the
kind of country inherited by Garrett in
which he had to keep law and order.
It was going to take a lot of man to do
it and he was all of that.

One of the early-day lawbreakers was
Arch Campbell who was killed by Bud
Ballew in Ardmore. Hearing that he was
in a barber shop on East Main, Buck
Garrett and Bud Ballew planned to arrest
him there, each to enter by a different
door, front and back, so he could not
escape. Ballew entered by the front door
first and the man, who was possibly
drunk, became abusive and attempted to
resist arrest. He started to draw his
gun but Ballew was too quick for him.

Bud Ballew also killed Steve Talking-
ton who had a gambling house in the
oil fields. It was a brawling and dis-
orderly place and Talkington resented
what he felt was the interference of the
sheriff and his deputy in their attempts
to keep order. The two lawmen went
out there one day to arrest him and he,
also, was killed when he attempted to
resist. To kill or be killed was the order
of the day and hesitation on the part of
a lawman could be very fatal.

Ballew killed seven or eight men in
the line of duty. In each instance he
would go immediately into District Court
for the earliest possible trial, and he
was always acquitted. He did this, of
course, because if he were once acquitted
he could not be tried a second time for
the same deed, and it was settled for all
time.

One of the most surprising things that
I found out about Sheriff Buck Garrett
was that he never killed a man during his
tenure of office, either as chief of police
or sheriff. In fact, I was told that he
very seldom wore a gun. If he did it
was a small, concealed weapon. Never-
theless, he never hesitated to enter into
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 necessary and, as one man put it, “He
just seemed to get things done without
 shooting. He settled things quietly, per-
haps because he was completely fearless
and they knew it.” And he was a handy
man with his fists! It has been said that
during the time Garrett held office Car-
ter County averaged a killing a day,
usually in a common brawl. A few men
were killed resisting arrest, but not by
the sheriff. Garrett was a strong and
brave man who fitted his time well but
everywhere, when I talked to people who
knew him well, I found another facet of
his personality becoming evident.

ONE EARLY-DAY resident no longer

living in Ardmore tells this story
about Buck Garrett: “I vividly remem-
ber him and his deputies. I thought they
were great. Of course, I was only a child
at the time and it was probably ‘hero
worship.” I remember the sheriff riding
a beautiful white horse up and down
Main Street. He would sometimes ride
into my father’s drug store and give his
horse an ice cream cone. I thought that
was wonderful.”

Another story was told me by a woman
whose family and the Garretts were
close friends and whose brother-in-law
later became one of Garrett’s deputies.
She said, “As a young girl I went to work
in the Kress Store at Ardmore. Buck
Garrett’s niece who was about my age
and a good friend of mine also worked
there. We were both young and a bit on
the headstrong side and we made it up
together to go to a dance out at Wilson,
a few miles from Ardmore, after work.
Our boy friends, were to meet us and
drive us out there.

' “We went directly from the store and

did not tell our folks because we were
afraid they would not let us go, so my
sister, with whom I was staying at the
time, became alarmed when I did not
come home. She walked to town later on
in the evening looking for me and, going
down Washington Street, met Buck Gar-
rett just as he was coming out of the
post office.

“‘Why are you so upset? he asked,
. recognizing her at once and noticing her
agitation.

“ My little sister hasn’t come home
from work and I think she has prob-
ably gone to that dance at Wilson,” she
replied.

“‘Don’t worry,’ said the sheriff, ‘I’ll
go out there and see that she gets home
safely.’ My sister went home knowing
that she could trust him to do exactly
what he said.

“When I saw him come in,” related the
woman telling me this story, “I knew he
had come for me. He hadn’t known until
he got there that his own niece (his
sister’s daughter) was with me. But
when he saw her on the dance floor he
called her also. As for me I guessed at
once that my sister had asked him to
come and get me.

“He was a quiet, soft-spoken man. He
" told me pleasantly that my sister was
very uneasy and he thought we girls
should go home with him. We did so
without argument and it was lucky for
us that we did. The boys, who were both
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Under-sheriff Bud Ballew and Sheriff Buck
Garrett.

quite a bit older than we were, stayed

on. The next morning their car was
found overturned in a ditch near Wilson.
Both boys were dead, having apparently
been knocked unconscious when thrown
into the ditech which had water in it.
They had drowned.”

All who knew Garrett speak of his
generosity. One of his great works of
charity was his regular donation to the
Salvation Army. He would contact Cap-
tain Maggie Knobbs, a wonderful person
herself, then in charge of the Citadel
and tell her at Christmas time, “Now you
go ahead ‘and make your plans to help
the needy, make your drive, apd what-
ever you are lacking for and need, I
will supply.” And he always did.

As one man remarked, ‘“Buck could
always be counted on to donate to every-
thing, asked or unasked—if he thought
an organization or a person needed help
he was right there doing all he could!”

Another thing the sheriff did that was,

as the saying goes, “over and above the
call of duty” was to see that a man
he arrested had a good legal counsel—
even if he knew the man was guilty—
even if the man were a killer. Lawyers
supplied by the court in those days often
left too much to be desired and there
were many times when Garrett hired
counsel at his own expense to defend a
man he himself had brought to justice.

HIS LAWMAN who went into the

thick of many a fight unarmed and
made his arrests with a great deal of
courage was given more notoriety than
he deserved, perhaps, because he was so
often there when somebody got killed. An
eye-witness told me this story: “My sister
and T were walking on the opposite side
of the street from the Simpson Build-
ing [now the Little Building] late one
afternoon when we noticed Buck Garrett
and one of his deputies standing in the
shade of the building talking. A man
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with a little girl in a car came driving
around the corner and stopped. The man
got out and we heard, but could not dis-
tinguish any words, a loud conversation
going on across the street. The. people
were partly obscured by the car and
presently we heard a shot ring out. The
deputy who apparently had had a heated
argument with the man, had fired. Per-
haps the man had drawn on him. We
could not see. I can still remember that
poor little girl sitting on the curb and
crying pitifully and Sheriff Garrett
bending down to pick her up.” This in-
cident occurred on Ardmore’s Main
Street.

It is said that as the years went on,
the sheriff became too powerful and “ran
the county from the courts down to the
smallest governmental function.” A com-
mon expression then was, “If you know
the sheriff, you can get away with mur-
der!” The story has it that a “reform
group” succeeded in ousting Garrett
from the office he had held so long. But
digging a little deeper and not being
quite satisfied with this version—and
after talking with many people who
knew him—a rather different story began
to emerge. g

The Ku Klux Klan had become very
powerful and many influential Carter
County citizens were taking part in its
secret, white-robed activities. One of the
people I talked to told me this story:
“I was spending the night with my sister
who lived near Graham [Oklahoma] and
she woke me up about two o’clock and,
motioning me to be very quiet, led me to
a window. I peeped out and saw a
veritable sea of waving white garments
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going silently past—the Klansmen on
their way to a secret rendezvous. I never
forgot that night!”

She went on to tell me that Garrett
realizing, of course, how fast the or-
ganization was growing, knew what it
would mean if they were allowed to con-
tinue unchecked. Incidents began to oc-
cur. One involved a schoolteacher named
Bagwell who lived at Springer and who
was said to be a Socialist. Feeling against
him ran high. One night the Klan burned
the fiery cross at his home and ordered
him to leave. It is said that he did not
go but all this created quite a stir and
eventually led to more serious events.

Soon afterward Garrett found out about
a meeting the Klan was having after
which they planned to go and beat up a
man because of some family problem
one of their number was having with
him. Garrett took two of his deputies,
Jim “Red” Carter and Bud Ballew, and
broke up the meeting. In the ensuing
brawl a Klansman was killed and many
others arrested and jailed. This was the
beginning of the enmity between Buck
Garrett and the KKK who could not
understand his interference. They worked
against him and eventually terminated
his career as sheriff. An'excerpt from the
Daily Oklahoman of January, 1922,
states: “Buck Garrett, the sheriff mon-
arch of Carter County, was removed
from office.”

Perhaps it was not a question of Buck
Garrett becoming “too powerful” but of
others wanting the power for themselves.
In any event, he was not able to over-
come the opposition and was succeeded
by Ewing London, an insurance man.

Deputy , Dow Brazil

January-February, 1970

Since the death of Garrett’s deputy
also occurred in 1922 I would like to
mention briefly another excerpt from
the Daily Oklahoman of that year: “Bud
Ballew; colorful, fast-shooting wunder-
sheriff and aid to Buck Garrett of Carter
County, shot too late at Wichita Falls
[Texas].” Bud was shot by a police of-
ficer in Wichita Falls under somewhat
mysterious circumstances which were
never really explained. _

That Buck Garrett had beén right in
his estimation of the growing strength
of the Ku Klux Klan was proven by what
happened in 1923. Again quoting from °
the Daily Oklahoman: “Jack Walton
[Governor of Oklahoma] put part of
Oklahoma under martial law for KKK

floggings on August 13th. . . . The Na-

tional Guard came to Oklahoma City on
September 16th. On September 24th Wal-
ton put the whole state under martial
law and on December Tth of that same
year the legislature passed a bhill pre-
venting the KKK from meeting in
public.”
GARRETT lived for seven or eight
vears after being ousted as sheriff
and during at least a part of that time
kept an office in the Simpson Building
where he transacted his oil business and
attended to other interests. One of the
girls who worked there at that time
running the elevator said of him, “He
was the most courteous of men, always
meticulously dressed, and invariably
pleasant to everyone.”

I was told that Garrett’s personal life
had been a turbulent one. His wife, “Ma”
Garrett as everyone called her, was a
large, heavy woman. She had an ex-
tensive vocabulary of “cuss” words and
used them frequently, yet those who
knew her best have always declared her
to be the most generous and kindly of
women. The proverbial “heart of gold.”
One of the men who lived at her room-
ing house, which was located near the
high school on North Washington when
he first came to Ardmore as a young
man about 1917, told me, “She could
not have looked after me more kindly
and carefully had I been her own son.”

With all her good qualities, however,
Mrs. Garrett was a woman plain almost
to the point of homeliness, and she was
married to a very handsome man. More-
over he had that quality which today
we call charisma and women simply
would not leave him alone.

There is also a story of two attractive
young girls who came from the country
to Ma Garrett’s boarding house and
whom she befriended. They had little
money and she gave them a room, helped
them buy clothing and was generally
kindly and helpful. They repaid her by
“making up” to her husband and he be-
came very friendly with them. It is said
that he later built an apartment house
and installed them there.

Garrett, -as sheriff, was a big man in
the community; he had many business
opportunities opened up to him and made
a good deal of money out of oil. He made
it fast, as did others in the boom days,
and he spent it fast as well, using it to
buy the things he liked best and wanted
most.

(Continued on page 44)
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How to live on 8¢ a day
then you don’t hav

IN 1939 I was invited to make a boat

trip down the Middle Fork of Salmon
River by Dr. Russell G. Frazier, Antarctic
explorer, and Amos Berg, National Geo-
graphic photographer. Dr. Frazier and
his river crew had been through this
canyon once before, at which time they
wrecked a boat in one of the rapids and
had to walk out, but the river was new
to me. We trucked our boats from Salt
Lake City to Stanley Basin in Idaho,
then through Bear Valley to the Middle
Fork, the only place where trucks could
reach the river.

We put our boats in on April 15. It
was rather early and the water was ice
cold, but if we waited until later the
river would be too low for navigation.
The upper part of the river was full of
boulders, making navigation difficult and
keeping us constantly wet from the icy
water. We had two bad upsets in some

BAbove, the hermit washes a pan of gold-bearing sand in the waters of the Middle
Fork on the Salmon River.
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MIDDLE FO

f course, you can’t afford too many callers, hut
any if your front door’s on top of a ladder!

By CHARLES KELLY

Photos Courtesy Author

of the rapids and punched the bottoms
out of two boats on the sharp rocks but
otherwise got through without too much
trouble.

As we reached the lower section of the
river Dr. Frazier warned us to watch on
the left bank for a dim trail which led
up to the cabin of an 'old hermit whom
Doc had met on his first expedition. We
spotted it about four miles above the
junction of Middle Fork and the main
Salmon River. Doc had brought along a
bag of salt for the old man, which he
knew would be welcome, and I took along
half a box of cigars which Doec said the
hermit would enjoy.

Taking the faint trail we started
climbing the 1,000-foot cliff to the top
where the hermit had his cabin. It was
very steep and in places the old man had
built ladders to make the climbing safer.
At last we reached the top and con-

The hermit in front of his bountiful garden.

January-February, 1970

tinued a short distance across the flat
mountaintop to a small cabin we could
see in the distance. As we approached,
the old man saw us and came out to
see who the strangers were. When he
recognized Dr. Frazier a big smile spread
over his face. Doc delivered the salt and
I donated the cigars. The old fellow im-
mediately lit one, blowing out great
clouds of smoke to indicate his pleasure
in such a luxury.

I was full of questions, of course, and
began quizzing the old hermit on how
he happened to locate in such an in-
accessible place. Here is his story:

66 ELL,” he said, “the answer to your

question is very simple. You see I
went to the Klondike in 1898, leaving
behind a girl who had promised to marry
me when I returned a rich man. When
I finally did get back she had got tired
of waiting and had married another
man. After I heard of the Salmon River
gold rush I came here and panned gold
on the river. I had very good luck and
put my money in a bank in town. It was
only a short time until the bank went
bust. With having lost confidence in both
women and men I hunted out this place
and have been here ever since. It suits
me fine and no one can ever make me
move.”

As we walked toward the cabin we
passed as beautiful a garden as you ever
saw, fenced with aspen poles. The old
man said he dried all his vegetables and
stored them for winter, and to prove the
fertility of his garden he gave us a sack
of the most marvelous potatoes one could
wish for. A small creek ran through the
little valley and with this he irrigated
his large garden.

“Don’t deer jump the fence and eat
your garden stuff?” I asked.

“Yes,” he replied,” “but when they get
in and look around they see that they
are completely surrounded by a fence
and jump right out again.”

The old hermit lived by panning gold
out of the sands along the Middle Fork
in the summer. He had built a crude bed
four feet square under a large pine tree
on a bar at the foot of his mountain trail,
and while panning gold slept there rather
than make the steep climb every day.
He told us that he was almost entirely
self-sufficient and that he lived on an

Above, Frank Swain of Dr. Frazier's river
party descends one of the ladders on the
trail to the hermit’s cabin. He carries a
sack of the hermit's superb potatoes.
Below, the hermit puffs on a cigar given
him by one of Dr. Frazier's party.

average of eight cents a day. He bought
only salt, matches, ammunition and a
few nails. In order to get supplies he
had to walk out to a town thirty miles
away, and pack . his supplies on his
back. Occasionally he would pick up a
discarded auto tire which he used to
make shoe soles with tops made of buck-
skin. He was wearing a pair of these
homemade shoes which had never been
(Continued on page 40)
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The drawings on this pa 8e are from the original
1896 Spanish edition of Vicente Silva, by Manuel
De Baca, and reprinted from New Mexico in the
19th Century: A Pictorial History, University of
New Mexico Press, 1968.

THE dying days of a dry spring were

encroaching into early summer;
around Las Vegas, New Mexico the brave
shoots of grass and weeds in the prairies
were crying for rain. It was morning
on a clear day in late May 1893. Juan
Aragon was driving his team hitched to
a Studebaker wagon from Vegoso to Las
Vegas, nine miles distant.

The clearness of the air made it pos-
sible for one to see many miles in any
direction. This enabled Juan to spot two . ; i
animals wandering around the prairie i i Vicente Silva lured his wife to their ranch
about two miles from the road; they : north of Las Vegas and stabbed her.
were dragging something behind them, ¢ .
which aroused the curiosity of the team-
ster. Unhitching one of the horses, Juan
mounted and galloped his steed toward
what turned out to be two burros. When
he caught up with them he got the shock
of his life! Each burro was dragging the
body of a man, tied to the end of a rope.
The heads of the victims had been bat-
tered beyond recognition. Juan hobbled

_ the animals so they couldn’t get away,
got on his horse and headed for his
wagon, where he rehitched, then drove as
fast as the team could travel to Las
Vegas. Arriving at the San Miguel coun-

- ty jail in Old Town he related his find to
the authorities.

It was not hard to guess that some of
the Silva gang had committed these mur-
ders. Vicente Silva, who led forty des-
perados in stealing, arson and murder,
had himself not been heard from for al-
most two months, but the gang, although

o
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during the latter 1880s and early 1890s, ©One of S:lvas own men, José Antonio Valdez, cocks his forty-five and blasts a bullet
was still active. Several months before, into his leader’s temple.

a man had been split in half by the gang

tying each of his legs to a wild mule, Cecilio Lucero murdered his cousin and a shepherd, tied the bodies behind two
after which the animals were driven in burros, and let them drag the evidence away.

opposite directions. The latest victims : ;
were identified as Benigno Martinez, a
sheepman from Las Vegas, and one of
his sheepherders, Juan Gallegos. Their
camp was near the scene of the murder.
The killer, after shooting each man, used
stones to bash their heads, then tied
their legs together and hitched each body
to a burro by attaching a rope to the
burro’s neck. In order to urge the
burros to run, the killer had tied tin cans
to their tails with wire.

ECILIO LUCERO was one of the last
to join Silva. He was young, tall,
athletic and had an innocent-looking sort
of handsomeness which would hardly

(Continued on page 40)
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Courtesy Mrs. Alta Pitcher, Coeur d'Alene, Idaho

Rochester, Montana, about the turn of the century, as seen from a hill overlooking
the town. The Watiseka Mine is on the left, the Goodale on the right.

¢eWW/ELL, there’s Rochester.” Our old

friend, Harry High, raised his arm
and pointed to the left as we bumped
along over the rocks and ruts that passed
for a road. I looked, and I couldn’t be-
lieve.

I closed my eyes and I cotld remember
Rochester. Its two main streets were
roads really, with Rochester Creek run-
ning crookedly between them. That is,
it ran bankful with chocolate-colored
fluid when there was a hard rain or
cloudburst in the hills. Other times the
creek bed was dry. I could see the big
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Photos Courtesy Author

(for a small mining camp) Hardisty
Hotel, Hungate’s Boarding House, the
old store building the young men worked
over into a dance hall, the rock-walled
hut we youngsters used for a club house,
the built - for - duty - not - beauty school
house on the hill. There was the Cooper
home where Mrs. Hamilton Cooper kept
the diminutive post office in her front
room. Mr. John Connor’s two neat cot-
tages with yellow rose bushes in front
and pansy beds in the back, Johnny Ma-
honey’s and Ed Maloney’s log cabins and
a dozen others. Without difficulty I

could envision the trail which zig-zagged
up over the south hill to the Gold Coin
and Emma Mines and, most vividly of
all, the red mill of the Watseka with its
smokestacks gray and stark against the
sky.

Yes, with my eyes closed I could see
the Rochester I had known, an unadorned
little town yet somehow appealing, sit-
ting like a cup in a saucer among the
near naked hills of Madison County in
southwestern Montana. But with open
eyes, I could see nothing but sagebrush;
not even the creek bed was visible. Not
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Every family in Rochester clung to the Watseka—
THE MINE— an ephemeral “‘rich uncle’’ who would
take over one day and solve every problem and dry
every tear. Good times were just around the corner,
they said; it was foolish and disloyal to douht!

until I had located the little cemetery
across the ravine from us, and over the
tops of the sage the waste dumps of the
Watseka, could I believe that our friend
was not kidding.

Down at Twin Bridges where we had
left our trailer and picked up Harry, we
had been told, “There is nothing at
Rochester.” But that is a way people
have of speaking of a place which is
merely deserted. I had thought some of
the old buildings would be there, for
some of them, such as our club house,
had been very substantial. T had expected
the roads and the trail over the hill to
be where I'd left them, and foolishly I
had also supposed there would be some-
thing other than the sage-grown waste
dumps to identify the Watseka. Like
others who had once caught the spirit
of that optimistic camp, I could scarcely
accept the fact that Rochester and the
mine that was to have made it great
were completely erased from the map.

THE history of Rochester dates back

to Montana’s territorial days. In the
gold rushes to Bannack and Alder Gulch
in 1863 and ’64, some of the gold seekers

o
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The Goodale Mine.

arrived too late to get in on the good
diggings and so went prospecting along
streams and in other gulches trying to
run onto something just as good. A few
of these hopefuls, in tramping over the
foothills of the McCarty Range about for-
ty miles north of Adler Gulch and ten
miles east of the Big Hole River, stum-
bled onto some coarse placer gold in the
ravines above where a canyon opens up
into a basin.

They staked out claims and packed in

The Watseka Mine, about 1900

supplies, followed by a number of other
prospectors—but there was no great
stampede. The gold was not of the same
quality or quantity as that of Alder
Gulch and except for one good set of
springs, which they named Rabbit

~ Springs because of the numerous rabbits

that watered there, it was a dry country
most of the year. This meant that the
gold had to be separated from the gravel
in which it lay by sifting and fanning
with primitive equipment, or the gold-



~ bearing gravel had to be sacked up and
“toted to Rabbit Springs to slick off the
dirt.” Packing the gravel from a few
hundred yards to several miles, depend-
ing on the location of the claim, was no
‘small job. One man even hauled his

~ gravel ten miles down to the river to

wash it.

No one got rich overnight and the
‘hard work didn’t appeal to all who tried
it, most of whom soon left, but those who
had what it took to stay did fairly well.
A site was chosen for a permanent camp
three miles from Rabbit Springs. A well
was dug and the water was hard but
drinkable. Logs were hauled about eight
miles from Camp Creek. When the fami-
lies of a few of the men arrived, the town
of Rochester was born. That was in 1865.

Three years later, someone, and the
records fail to state who, discovered gold-
bearing quartz not far from camp. Very
shortly a claim named the Watseka was
acquired by Woodruff, Hendry and
Vaughn who built two crude ten-stamp
mills. This brought a sizeable flock of
miners to the camp, most of whom staked
out claims of their own, but quite a
number leased sections of the Watseka
property which right from the beginning
inspired hopes of its becoming a great

 mine. Folks dreamed and talked of a big
gold camp that would not be worked out
in a few years as were the placers. They
built their houses on good foundations,
they put up a log schoolhouse, and hired
a teacher. They were there to stay.

Among the names of those early-timers
are some still well remembered for they
have descendants living down in the val-
ley. A few of these are Sam Claridge,
William Klein, Christofer Stoker, Frank
Reid, Walter Pitcher and L. A. Thomp-
son.

In two years from the time of dis-
.covery, the Watseka produced so well
that the original owners were able to
sell at a profit to F. R. Merk who patent-
ed the mine. Surface ores assayed from
$200 to $300 per ton but because of crude
equipment (and perhaps other reasons)
considerable gold was lost and shipping
expenses ran high. The concentrate had
to be freighted by ox or mule team to
Fort Benton on the Missouri or to Salt
Lake City in Utah, either way a distance
of more than 200 miles over primitive
roads, while all supplies for mining and
milling had to be brought in the same
way. So in spite of good ores, Merk did
not operate at any great profit and when
the surface ores gave out he lacked the
capital with which to sink. The leasees
had to quit. It was such a blow to the
little mining town that in a short time

" Rochester was almost abandoned. Only
a few miners stayed on, working their
own claims, hauling their own ore to
Fort Benton, making a living of sorts
and believing in the Watseka.

IN 1891 Dave Brinker, a Butte mining

man, bonded the Watseka but soon he
discovered that he did not have the
money needed to do much sinking. How-
ever he had faith in the venture and was
able to interest the Colorado Company
of Butte who sent C. O. Goodale out to
take charge. Men were put to work sink-

(Continued on page 62)
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Another view of Rochester,

Charles Lashbrook hauling ore from the Emma Mine in 1913.

1912. The schoolhouse is the square, two-story building
on the hill.

&
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Below, left, James R. Webb, the author’s father, 1912.

The Hardisty Hotel, 1912.
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"TABLE STEAKS"
By Herbert E. Smith

IT WAS CLOSE to midnight when that

courtly southern gentleman roving
gambler, Roanoke Red, cleaned out the
local banker-stockman in the head-to-
head poker game at the Coconino, Ari-
zona Territory, Red Eye Saloon one early
spring night in the mid-1880s.

“Big Van,” the local tycoon, reluc-
tantly rose from his seat. “Sorry, Colonel,
but I find myself flat out of ready cash,
much as I’d like to carry on the game
with you.”

The redheaded Confederate veteran
chuckled softly. “That diffic{llty presents
no insurmountable problem. I understand
you've just acquired considerable stock
at your spread outside town. Would you
be interested in continuing our little
session with the cattle as 1.0.U. chips?
One steer ante, say? Two to open, and
a five head limit bet?”

“Agreed!” Big Van declared. He re-
seated himself at the huge round table,
and the crowd of cowboys, miners, mer-
chants and bar girls which had begun to
drift away returned to circle around the
back of the gambling table.

Roanoke Red dealt the first new hand
and Van anted up one 2-year-old heifer.
Both men, after the draw, came in with
four steers of the banker’s against the
gambler’s matching four blue chips. The
gentleman from Virginia drew two tens
to fill a full house, and the banker
dropped out.

The next hand was a declared jackpot,
taking three straight deals before it could
be opened by Van who had caught a pair
of queens. He opened with a fine breeding
bull, rated the equivalent of the five
steer limit bet. The Virginian matched
the ante and, with his string of luck con-
tinuing, raked in the fat pot on his stand-
pat hand of three jacks.

So the hectic poker game continued, far
into the wee small hours. At half past
three, Big Van resignedly paid the bar bill
with five cows, two mustangs and a fine
Mexican saddle. Then he rose from the
table again, nodded to his successful op-
ponent and bowed out, relieved of all his
new stock as well as his cash in hand.

But it didn’t faze big Frank Vanderlip
the least bit. From the little local bank of
which he had been president he went on,
in later years, to become the chief execu-
tive of the National City Bank of New
York City.
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CEDAR CUTTERS, HOUNDDOG
MEN AND HORSE TRADERS

By C. W. Wimberley

I NEVER KNEW a Texas cedar cutter

who wouldn’t recommend himself
pretty highly, or saw a hounddog man
who wouldn’t brag on his dogs, or found
a horse trader I could out-talk or catch
in a lie. Everytime I thought I had one
of them hemmed-in on something a little
hard to swallow, he would explain things
in a way which would make me feel dumb
sorry for doubting his word in the first
place. Guess they’ve got a way of seeing
their facts in a different light than most
folks.

One time a horse trader palmed off an
old mare on me, and to this day I have
yet to figure out how he did it. All he
really did was guarantee the old mare
to be worth more money than she actually
looked like she was worth. My mother-
in-law was a fair judge of horse flesh,
and with one look at this mare she said,
“Poor old thing—not worth two cents in
Mexican money.” Then, looking straight
at me, she added, “When the word gets
around, you are goin’ to be the laughing
stock in this end of the county for some
time to come.” .

Sure enough, next day my brother-in-

law shows up with a gloatin’ grin on his

face and starts in before he even gets

close to my old mare. “Blind in one eye,”

he pronounced. “Be as grey as a rat when

that brown shoe polish is washed out.”

Looking her in the mouth, he cheered me

up a little more, “Pretty a job as ever I
seen on cuttin’ new cups in old teeth.

Must’a used dentist tools.”

He didn’t waste any words on the fire-
cut front foot or the fistula on her back,
but began probing her left shoulder with
his fingers. “Ah, here it is—had the
sweeny, an’ they put a hot dime in the
shoulder muscle here to cure it. Feel.”

Now I knew why that horse trader’s
guarantee was good; and for once my
mother-in-law had let one get by her.
My old mare was worth a good American
dime, and had a lump in her shoulder
to prove it!

BACK WHEN cedar posts were dirt
cheap, a cedar cutter they called
Honest John taught me another little
lesson. Blowing about how he could han-
dle an ax and cut forty dollars in cedar
any day, he offered to bet me that he
could go out into the middle of my pas-
ture, chop down twenty dollars worth of
post, and have them in the cedar yard
before dinnertime, or I could keep the
post he had cut. Figuring on getting some -
post cut for free, I called his bet. ;

I was in the cow pens next morning
when John and his wife went by with
all nine of their kids in and all over his
Model “A” sedan. By the time I had
done the chores and saddled up, here
comes that Ford back down the road,
and it was a sight to see. Held by baling
wire, a bundle of long post’ rode each
front fender, with ends sticking out both
sides of the car. The rear windows were
crammed full of post. Racked on two
posts extending from under the rear-end
and over the back bumper, more were
piled ‘to the top of the rear window.
Occupying the front seat were two of
John’s three-foot-high kids—one was

(Continued on page 40)

Courtesy Collections of the Library of Congress

Frank A. Vanderlip became chief executive of the National City Bank of New York City.
This is an 1899 photo by T. B. Johnson.
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By JOHN R. WINSLOWE

Photos Courtesy Author

INDIAN S gathering pifion nuts south of

the Grand Canyon rim were snowed in
and starving when their desperate situa-
tion became known. Park rangers, county
and Indian agency officials were able to
reach them before any deaths occurred;
fortunately, only ten required hospital-
ization.

Not so lucky were 500 Indians south
of Pie Town and Quemado, New Mexico
a year later. One storm followed another
during November and early December.
The widely scattered, isolated nut pickers’
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Pifion trees heavily loaded with nut cones.
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Camps of the Nut

For centuries Indians have ventured forth
to harvest a windfall peculiarly theirs—
miracle morsels from the gods of old...

camps were frozen in tight. They ate all
the nuts they had gathered before the
first storm stopped them. Finally one of
the strongest managed to reach the out-
side world. Indian agency personnel and
New Mexico officers hastened to their
aid. An airplane dropped food to the
camps that could be spotted. Bulldozers
and tractors fought through twenty- and
thirty-foot snowbanks in below zero
weather to reach them.

The Indians were hauled out, but not
before eleven of them were dead. More

than one hundred required hospitaliza-
tion. Some lost limbs,. and one woman,
her eyesight.

Why did the Indians assume these
risks and take a chance of meeting disas-
ter in such uninhabited dangerous areas?
They were following the pifion crop, for
it played a major role in their economy.
The nuts are an important food, and
beyond that a cash crop with which to
buy other necessities.

THE two-needled pifion, Pinus edulis,
produces a food nut which was used
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by the first aborigines to set foot in the
' Southwest. The shaggy evergreen tree
of the high plateau country was a staple
the year around. To tribes who culti-
vated maize it was second only to corn.
Nuts were harvested and stored by the
basket makers who preceded the ecliff
dwellers.

The nut storage pits of the ancients
were lined with stone. These pits have
been found from the Colorado River in
the west to Las Vegas, New Mexico, and
north into southern Utah and Colorado.
When all else failed there was the little
brown nut to fall back on. Ground squir-
rels and pack rats also gathered them.
Knowing this fact has kept many people
from starving to death, down through
Indian history into modern times. There
is no Indian tribe in New Mexico and
Arizona without dozens of stories about
how a pack rat’s nest saved someone, or
an entire family from starvation.

In a very old case, Pueblo Indians— ‘ e s &
fleeing Spanish vengeance after the 1680 . /
rebellion of the tribes—ran out of food - , -
while heading for sanctuary in the Hopi
country. This group, more than two
hundred people, was saved and enabled
to reach the far western pueblos by rob-
bing pack rat nests in the forest near
present St. Michaels, Arizona.

When I was an Indian trader on the
great Navajo Reservation a score or
more Indians, each alone, lost, beset by
fierce storms and without so much as a
pocket knife, survived. They had sense
enough to hunt for nuts stored the pre-
vious fall in the nests of pack rats or
ground squirrels.

Not until the early 1920s did pifion
nuts become a cash crop in addition to
being a valuable source of food. Ma-
chines were invented to hull the nut.
Packaged and marketed it was sold from
coast to coast. It is used in many ways
by the white man, as a tidbit like salted
peanuts, and in pastry and candy. The
Indians of the deep Southwest have more
than fifty ways of preparing appetizing
dishes using the pifion, from a tasty ad-
ditive to stews and gruels to the sweetest
of cakes and cookies. It is truly their
breadfruit tree.

After natural drying, the nuts are
boiled, parched or roasted. They are
ground to fine flour on stone metates
just as they were centuries ago. Since
the meat contains considerable oil the
way in which they will be used has a lot
to do with the preparation. Some of the
oil is disposed of by boiling and parch-
ing.

Once reduced to flour a variety of
dishes are in order. Sometimes the flour
is made into a thin gruel and then cooked
quickly on thin sheets of metal, or on

- ’ % Nut cones as they appear the limb
heated stones like the Hopi wafer-thin along with the s‘:nalf,pbrow::n nuts ::r;ei

piki bread. Of course, the flour is most separation.
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often used in making flat bread which is
cooked in a Dutch oven or in a stove pan
just like wheat flour bread. However,
yeast and baking powder have no effect
on pifion flour unless it is mixed with
more than half wheat flour, by which
adulteration it loses most of its identity.

Made into thick dough with a little
goat’s milk, the flour can be wrapped in
corn shucks and baked in beds of coals,
or over a fire pit. This is one of the best,
easiest and quickest means Indians can
turn it into breadstuff.

When first removed from the cones the
nuts are ‘“green.”” But they are eaten
this way, especially by pickers in the
forest. More often the nuts are roasted
in hot ashes or parched in a container
near the fire, very much like the com-
mon peanut. During the nut season an
Indian traveling anywhere by horseback
will carry a pocketful of pifions to eat
along the trail. He may even stop by a
handy tree and pick a few.

One customary cooking method of the
Navajo, Hopi and Utes is to boil the
nuts. This removes the resin from the
hulls and a large part of the oil. The
scum collected in the pot is continually
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Navajo woman gathering pifions.

skimmed off the water. The nuts are
then dried again, roasted and ground
into flour. Although easily shelled after
this process, the Indian seems at no time
to have any difficulty eating them with-
out swallowing the hull. Pifions in the
shell (and also when green) go into one
corner of the mouth and, while the In-
dian keeps chewing away, the empty
covering comes out the other. This is a
nice trick if you are adept at it. Dry
pifions can be placed on a hard flat sur-
face and rolled with a block of wood to
remove the shells.

At one time a few wild grass seeds
were always ground with pifions for
bread and cake making. The most fa-
vored way in recent years is one used by
the Navajos. Roasted nuts are ground,
hull and all, on a metate, a tiny amount
of sugar added and nothing else. When
cooked it makes a sweet, dark brown
cake. By adding a little corn gruel, it
becomes a thick pudding.

Before grinding into flour the pifions
are washed two or three times to remove
the last speck of rusty-brown dust from
the hulls. They may or may not then be
boiled. In either case the nuts are

roasted, not parched. Parching leaves
charred hulls, some burned black, despite
all possible care in stirring them. This
charring gives the nut meat a bitterish

taste. Roasting makes the hulls very
brittle by removing gum and oil and im-
proves the flavor.

THE ROASTED NUTS are handled on
the metate exactly the way corn is :
ground into flour. First, they are rough-
ly cracked and broken up, hulls and ker-
nels. A second grinding turns them into
a very fine flour. It may also be a
somewhat tricky mess, depending on how
much of the oil is retained in the white
nut meat. The flour is then allowed to dry
and natural evaporation of more oil
leaves it crusty. A third grinding fol-
lows after which it is ready for use.
Most often it is sweetened with sugar
or syrup, placed in a pan and baked
over a bed of coals or merely set next to
a slow fire. The hot cake is kept just
under the temperature where the re-
maining oil would fry away. If that
year’s crop of pifions is used the oil gives
the food a tastier flavor. The cake cooks
within a few minutes and is removed
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from the heat and allowed to cool. It
can be cut into squares with a knife but
it also breaks easily into chunks. Chil-
dren around the Indian home are likely
to be nibbling on them throughout the
day. The green nuts are eaten sparingly,
however, as over-indulgence produces
several forms of intestinal upsets.

Pifion nut mush is somewhat like corn
meal mush in appearance. The nuts are
hulled and broken into coarse chunks,
not ground. They are placed in a vessel,
usually of pottery, and boiled close to the
firebed. The mush is eaten directly from
the container with the fingers or with a
spoon. It can also be drained and al-
lowed to set, then fried like scrapple.
When fried with mutton grease in large
flat pieces (the way most Indian flour
bread is cooked), it becomes a kind of
waffle. It can be folded together and
is usually handled in that manner while
still pliable from heat. When dried out,
pieces can be broken off and are of light
weight.

The shelled nuts made into cake are
soggy heavy. This is another reason why
the shells are ground with the flour.
Various ingredients may be added—
flour, corn meal or grass seeds. The lat-
ter are often ground with the nuts for,
as the old people say, “A few wild grass
seeds make the bread stronger. When
they ate grass seed flour in the old days
Indians were tall and robust.”

After a year’s storage the nuts start
acquiring a strong taste. After two
vears they become very oily and rancid.
But even when no longer marketable,
they can still be used as food. Boiling
removes most of the objectionable fea-
tures. Parching or roasting will also
help. If not used within a reasonable
length of time, the nut meat becomes
brittle and crumbles easily. In this con-
dition they lose weight and harden into a
small kernel loose in the shell.

A special kind of confection-delicacy is
made with the flat leaf of the several
mesecal cacti. It is started baking in a
pit the same as mescal is cooked. When
the syrup begins bubbling out, on this
flat leaf are spread pifion nuts mixed with
the small fruit of the cliff rose. Leaves
are replaced in layers in the pit and the
cooking completed.

The small pinkish red ecliff rose fruit
gives the food a sweetish-sour taste, and
the nut with its oil cuts the cactus’ sharp
taste. Havasupai Indians of the remote
Grand Canyon country are especially
adept in preparing this confection, and
trade it to other Indians. The western
Navajos have long gone there to barter
for it.

LL TRIBESMEN ASSERT that the
pifion is “stout,” as their words de-
sceribe it. Certainly a handful of them
will assuage hunger quickly. To bolster
other foods the old Ute Indians added
whole shelled nuts to cut-up game, mak-
ing a stew. Other Indians added them to
any kind of chopped meat, especially if it
were lean and stringy, to provide
“grease.” In the spring of the year most
Indian domestic animals are not fat.
For making cookies, or cup-size cakes,
pifion flour is prepared in the same way
as for puddings and heavy cakes. In this
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Pifion nut bread, fried and folded.

form it may be dropped into muffin
pans. More often it is cooked the old
way, by small gobs of batter dropped on
a very hot surface. Again, if of heavy
consistency, the cookies are first shaped
into oblong slugs and placed on the cook-
ing plate.

A story among the Navajos relates
how, when the white man’s packaged
oatmeal was introduced among them, a
woman whose pifion cookie batter was
too fluid, rolled the cookies in oatmeal.
To her surprise the finished produet had
a special flavor. These were not by any
means “oatmeal” cookies, for the outside
grain dropped off in handling. But from
this experience rolled barley was experi-
mented with in the same way. Today
both oatmeal and barley are sometimes
mixed with the cookie dough, a table-
spoon to a pint of nut flour.

(Continued on page 66)

Right, no bigger than a pifion nut herself,
this little girl is about to eat some of the
nut pudding.
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The Muleskinner Millivnaire

Above, the Strong Mine early in 1893. Man
in white collar and straw hat is
Sam Strong.

Right, Bob Womack, discoverer of “the
World’s Greatest Gold Camp.” He died
broke!

Below, Victor, Colorado, “City of Mines,”

in 1900, after being rebuilt in brick after
the disastrous fire of 1899. The building
with the smokestack is the shafthouse of
the Gold Coin Mine, discovered while ex-
cavating for the basement of an elegant
hotel. The shafthouse had stained glass
windows. One hoist man quit because, he
said, "You can’t swear in this place . . .
it’s too much like a church.”

OoaoooooooooooooooowooooooooooooOO)OooOoooooooooooooooo

By RUFUS L. PORTER

Photos Courtesy Author

ALL THE great gold camps of the

world have been discovered by pros-
pectors who knew gold when they saw it
and how to locate it. Bob Womack was
such a man, but it took him nine years
of intermittent prospecting and three
years of devoting his entire time to it,
to locate the first vein of ore in his
“Poverty Gulch.”

The “crazy cowpoke” (cowpunching
being his vocation and prospecting his
avocation) had by his discovery sparked
the greatest gold rush in all history.
The Cripple Creek mining district, with
its twelve or thirteen towns besides two
cities, Cripple Creek and Victor, literally
became “The World’s Greatest Gold
Camp,” with 480 producing mines. Its
six square miles have produced $826
million in gold—1,000 tons.

Womack made his discovery on October
12, 1890. The boom started the follow-
ing spring but following the usual pat-
tern of gold camps the world over,
some of the biggest fortunes were made
by rank tenderfeet who didn’t know a
thing about gold, prospecting or mining.
Sam Strong was one of these.

He was shrewd enough to follow a
veteran prospector, Winfield Scott Strat-
ton, the new district’s first millionaire,
over to the east end of the district and
to stake his claim as close as he could
to Stratton’s fabulous Independence,
staked July 4, 1891 and sold in 1899 for
$11 million.

A native of Missouri, Strong’s trade
had been that of a muleskinner, although
he had usually bossed gangs of skinners
on construction jobs. He was hauling
lumber in Colorado Springs when he de-
cided to follow Stratton to the new gold
camp, only seven miles as the crow flies
from the summit of Pikes Peak—the
gold which wasn’t found during the
“Pikes Peak or Bust” rush of 1858-1860.

Strong was accompanied by two other
Springs men—a lather, J. R. McKinnie
and a grocer named Bill Gowdy. Both
Strong and MecKinnie became million-
aires within the next few years. Inci-
dentally, most of the more than fifty
millionaires the Cripple Creek district
made in the first ten years were trades-
men, businessmen and professional men
such as Pharmacist Jones. Jones merely
tossed his derby in the air, dug where it
landed and located one of the richest
mines in camp. Most of these men were
from Colorado Springs and when they
took their millions back home the town
boomed from 12,000 population to 33,000
within a few years.

After Strong was established on the
east end of the mining district (the
Strong mine is located within the Victor
city limits) several of his muleskinning
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Moral: Never risk trying to settle a gambling

debt at ten cents on the dollar!

buddies came out from Missouri and set. Grant Crumley, owner of the Newport Saloon, is behind the bar with hat on. John
up a camp near a spring, the source of Neville, Strong’s father-in-law, is second from left in front of bar. He tried to act as
Wilson Creek which runs south of Vie- Peacemaker between Strong and Crumley. Strong stands directly behind Neville, This
tor. It was called “Strong’s Camp” and photo was taken a few nighis before the shooting.
was located in the gulch between Big . 3
Bull Hill and Battle Mountain, at the
foot of which is the Strong Mine.
Strong’s Camp was the first settle-
ment in the east end of the district. There
were no saloons or other businesses, just
a group of crude shacks in which the
prospectors batched. For entertainment
and booze and the other necessities of
life, the men rode horseback or drove
buckboards over to Cripple Creek, six
miles to the west. They were a rough
and tough bunch and often got into free-
for-alls in the gambling joints, honky-
tonks and cribs down on Myers Avenue,
“The World’s Greatest Red Light Dis-
triet.”

SAM STRONG rubbed his lucky buck-

eye one spring morning in 1892 and
went over to dig another hole on his
claim which up to then had proved value-
less. But this day, thanks to his buckeye,
which was the symbol of good luck in the
“Show Me” state, he struck a very rich
vein of ore. And the first thing he did,
after making a couple of good shipments,

(Continued on page 65)

Sam Strong lies dead on the floor of the Newport Saloon after being shot by Grant
Crumley at close range with a sawed-off shotgun.
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Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 33)

_handling the steering wheel, the other
was taking care of the gas, gearshift
and brakes, and they were not wasting
any time on the road. .

Over in the pasture, I found John’s
tribe scattered like a bunch of Spanish
goats in a peach orchard. Two of the
biggest girls were spotting the best post
timber and taking care of any under-
brush in the way. Five or six licks from
John’s four-pound Kelley felled the tree,
and by the time it hit the ground John’s
wife or one of the big boys was on it,
trimming and cutting off the top. Then
two of the little ones would grab the post
by its end and go kiting it out where
the Ford was being loaded. Had there
been a squirrel in a cedar tree that day,
he would have gotten a ride to the cedar
yard before he could quit the tree.

When John sees me he says, “I'm
choppin’ ’em down an’ puttin’ 'm in the
the yard, ain’t 1?” And the next time I
saw Honest John in town, he was a-
blowin’: “Cut more’n twenty dollars
worth a cedar in less’n half a day—all
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by myself an’ not half tryin’.

ALWAYS was a cur dog man myself.

When I hear my dog bark I want to
be “here ’tis,” and have him on a limb
when I get there. Hound music is pretty
all right, but it usually don’t put any
meat on the table. Got no truck with a
pack of dogs who will yodel “yonder he
goes” all night long and come in the
next morning whining “he got away.”
Guess that’s’ why me and one of my
second cousins can’t see eye-to-eye, for
he’s a hounddog man from way back
when.

About forty years ago, I was sitting
on the side of Joe Wimberley Hill when
down the trail comes a jackrabbit, coast-
ing along on three feet with one ear
cocked down and looking back over his
shoulder with one eye to see if he needs
to shift over into four-footed full-speed
ahead. Then, here come my cousin’s
Walker foxhounds, a-burnin’ the breeze
an’ makin’ all kinds of tenor music.
Carrying bass and bringing up the rear
was his Kentucky-bred black and tan im-
ported coonhound. Hightailin’ it off that
hill, T jump this second cousin of mine
about what I had just seen his fine
fox hounds a-doin’. He looks down his
‘nose at me and says, “You set right there
in broad open daylight an’ let that fox
get by without seein’ him, but you did
see the smartest jackrabbit in these parts.
That rabbit knows my dogs wouldn’t
bother him, an’ he also knows while he’s
running along with my dogs there’s not
a fox or coyote in Texas that’s goin’ to
bother him, either.”

Ought to known better than to jump
him because he had straightened me
out about his hounds four or five years
earlier. That time, he and I and my
- Daddy were camped under the big pecan
tree on the other side of Cypress Creek,
just below old Dripping Springs cross-
ing. This country was about all in cedar
brakes then, and Phylos’ place down the
creek was the only house between there
and Blue Hole.
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About nine o’clock the first night out,
we were busy setting throw-lines along

the creek while over towards Joe’s Hill,

my cousin’s hounds were tuning up for
a race. Then all of a sudden a couple of
them dogs yelped like they had run onto
a rattlesnake and everything got quiet.
We stood listening and here comes them
hounds a-bustin’ the brush. They swam
the creek and gathered around underfoot,
whimpering like they were scared half
to death. About that time a panther
screamed over ‘across the creek and we
set out for camp in high.

Nearly every other step, somebody fell
over a hound, and the lantern went out,
but we made it to camp in nothing flat
anyway. Daddy got his old shotgun out
and we built up a big fire and sat there
with them durn hounds underfoot. Once
in a while one of ’em would walk to the
edge of the dark with his hair all bristled
up and growl low-like, then come back
and try to crawl into somebody’s lap.
Nothing else happened. Finally I say to
myself out loud, “If them hounds were
any account, they’d be out there a-puttin’
that cat up a tree.”

Second Cousin snaps back, “Wasn’t for
these dogs bein’ right here, that panther
would of already been in here and tore
this place all to pieces.”

—Excerpted from The Wimberley Hills:
A Pioneer Heritage, by C. W. Wimberley,
published by Von Boeckmann-Jones, Aus-
tin, Texas.

Hermit of the Middle Fork
(Continued from page 27)

removed from his feet since they were -

first put on.

The mountain abounded in wild game
and he killed a deer whenever he needed
meat. Every fall he would kill a fat bear
and that would furnish fat for the win-
ter. He made a trip to the outside twice
a year, and had very few visitors. Just
to be sure no one bothered his cabin while
he was away on a trip he had made a
small sign and posted it over the un-
locked door. It read:

Everything in this cabin is poeison

The hermit was a medium-sized man,
very muscular, clean shaven and appeared
to be about seventy years old. His cabin
of logs was ten feet square, with a
four-foot square bed in one corner. There
was oné broken chair on which sat a
washpan containing a cake of soap with
a quarter-inch of dust over both. It had
never been used, as the creek was nearby.

He told us that in the summer he cut
enough firewood from dead pines in the
vicinity to last all winter. He said he
slept about twenty-two hours every day
in winter and ate one meal a day. He
practically hibernated during the cold
weather,

For tools he had an axe and a cross-
cut saw. We saw nothing else although
he may have had a few others hidden
away. Since it was about the first of
May his garden was in its prime and
apparently large enough to support a
good-sized family. The cabin seemed too
small to contain all the dried vegetables
he said he stored for winter. We saw no

glass jars and he apparently canned

-nothing. He had no fruit trees since the

climate was too cold to guarantee a crop.

He told us his name was Earl Parrot,
and 1 believe he came originally from
Towa. He had been back home but
once since he left for the Klondike in
1898 and had no contact with his family,
if any members were left. He had no
radio and took no newspaper, so he was
completely uninformed and apparently in-
different to what was happening in the
world. When we asked him if he knew
who was President, he replied he guessed
it was Roosevelt (meaning Theodore). It
made no difference to him. He owned
nothing to tax and had never bothered to
homestead the land he occupied.

I have been told that a few years later
the hermit became sick and was taken
to a hospital by one of his few trapper
friends, but I have no details.

As we continued our voyage down the
Middle Fork we almost envied the old
hermit and his complete isolation from
the crazy world. T have not been back
since and do not know if anyone else
ever used his cabin. If anyone. knows I
would like to hear.

Third Rate Henchman
(Continued from page 29)

brand him as one who would attach him-
self to an organization which was al-
ready breaking up and being hunted down
like wild beasts. Things in New Mexico
had not been going too good for the
gang, but in southern Colorado there
were sheep bands for the taking. And so
Lucero was outfitted by Vicente Silva to
go to the Colorado territory, since Lucero
knew the country there and felt that
one good job would bring in a handsome
profit for himself and the boss.

Near Alamosa he found what he was
looking for without getting into much
trouble. It was only necessary for him
to separate the number of animals he
wanted from a band of sheep and drive
them away. In Alamosa, too, he found a
wife. She was very young, very small,
and pretty. She was the kind who would
not ask many questions, and with the
simplicity of a fifteen-year-old never
having had any schooling, the poor girl
got ready to ride with her husband to
Las Vegas, where he told her he was
driving the sheep he was “buying.”

In Las Vegas she was to find a nice
three-room home, with gable roof that
would keep out the rain, a wooden floor
in each room—the kitchen, living room
and bedroom. There would be a fence
around the property, with trees and
flowers in the front yard, with chickens
to lay eggs, and goats to give milk in the
backyard. There would be flour, lard, ba-
con, beans, corn and many other things
to eat stacked in the cupboards of the
kitchen. In Las Vegas the merchants had
pretty things for the ladies to wear and
she would have her modest share of these.
To Amadita Chavez the promises sounded
like a happy departure from the drudgery
of her father’s house in Alamosa, where
all. women were wives or daughters of
ranch hands and cowhands, sheepherders
and campmen, and lived the life best
known as “hell on horses and women.”
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With the money that Cecilio would get
from the sheep that she thought were
legally his and would sell at a profit in
New Mexico, her life could not help but
be brighter than before.

With all this to look forward to, the
young girl endured the horseback ride
from Alamosa to Las Vegas, the dodg-
ing over little-known trails that her hus-
band explained were necessary to graze
the animals. The stolen sheep were sold
shortly after crossing the Colorado-New
Mexico border, after which the journey
became easier.

IT WAS early spring of 1892 when Ce-

cilio Lucero and his wife rode into Las
Vegas, and his first act was to report
to the captain, Don Vicente Silva.

“You brought a.wife, eh?” questioned
the chief from his young henchman.

“A pretty one and very young, Don
Vicente.”

“What else did you bring ? Money, that
is.”

“A little. I did not get much for the
sheep as I had to sell them cheap or not
at all. Had to buy a horse and saddle
for my wife, too.”

Cecilio pulled out a red bandana which
held the money he brought in—$114.

“Pretty poor showing for two months’
work,” sneered the boss. “How did you
go about the job?”

“I tricked a boy who was herding a
small band of sheep into believing that
his mother was dying in Alamosa and
that T had been sent down to take care
of the sheep while he rode home to see
her. As soon as he left, I drove the sheep
to where my wife was waiting and we
came on into New Mexico. I told her I
had bought the sheep.”

“Why didn’t you trick someone who
was herding a large band?”

“I tried but they were too wise.”

“The wise ones should have been shot,
Mr. Lucero. You took more risk in steal-
ing a few sheep and letting the herder
live to help track you down than if you
had shot him so he could not give the
alarm. It is lucky that you were not
caught. Here was an opportunity for you
to have made a real haul and you bungled
it. We are not petty thieves, Mr. Lucero.
I want it understood that the next time
you go alone or with any member of our
organization to do a job you will let
nothing stop you from making the most
of 21t

Lucero left Silva at the latter’s hideout
in Las Vegas with his chief’s words burn-
ing in his ears. Silva had called him
“Mister” and that carried a threat. Al-
though Silva owned the Imperial Saloon
in Las Vegas, he was a fugitive from the
law and ventured to his place of business
only with the strictest secrecy. His
brother-in-law, Gabriel Sandoval, ran the
saloon. Silva allowed Lucero to retain one
hundred dollars of the loot, and kept four-
teen dollars and the horse and saddle
which Lucero had bought to transport
his wife to Las Vegas.

The young wife was left in the home
of a friendly woman named Luz. The
beautiful house which Cecilio had prom-
ised her was only an enticement the
bandit had used to win her. The three-
room home was only a dream; the fact
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was that it was necessary to search for
a house to rent the next day. One was
found at the outskirts of Old Town, near
the hills which slope gently upward to
the woodlands westward from Las Vegas.
The house was a one-room adobe affair,
with a flat roof and dirt floor, one win-
dow in the back and a door in front.
There was no fence surrounding the prop-
erty, which was barren of any vegetation
except weeds. All this the new bride
could bear, as she was used to poverty,
but the truth of her husband’s occupa-
tion was now cruelly revealed to her. She
had, however, married this man in the
Church for better or for worse.

WITH HIS hundred dollars, Cecilio went

in search of furnishings for his new
home. He bought a stove, a table, some
bedding but no bed, a couple of chairs
(all second-hand) and was given some
wooden boxes at the store where he
bought groceries in which to store food.
He had several tools and cooking utensils,
feed for his horse and riding equipment.
After the purchases were made, he had
fii;)ty dollars left to live on until the next
job.

Spring rains caused some leakage in
the house, and summer heat brought
about some more discomforts, but the lot
of the poor people in Las Vegas was
very much the same as Cecilio’s wife had
been accustomed to in Alamosa. Before
the winter was over a baby girl was born
to the couple. Amadita Lucero was at-
tended by a midwife who brought the
baby into the world in first-class shape
for a fee of one dollar. Another dollar was
spent on a little party when the baby
was baptized. Luz and her husband bought
their god-child a complete baptismal out-
fit and brought wine for the party.

Activity on the part of the Silva gang
had now dwindled to boredom, and Lucero
himself had not taken part in any of the
gang’s doings since having returned from
Colorado. He was living a drab life but
ostensibly honorable, picking up an odd
job here and there. Up to this time the
Las Vegas police had been quite coopera-
tive with the Silva gang, which had been
the chief reason for its long period of
success, but as public opinion rose against
the depredations committed by the gang
and with several of its members having
been caught, convicted and executed or
sent to prison, its complete extinction
seemed imminent.

Lucero had a cousin who had a sheep
camp near Vegoso. With a wife and baby
to support he appealed to his relative
to let him have part of his cousin’s house
in Las Vegas to live in and to let him
work in the sheep camp. While suspected
of connection with the Silva outfit, Lu-
cero still had not been specifically charged
with any crime, but his actions were
being watched by the law-enforcement
authorities. Under such -circumstances,
Benigno Martinez took the long chance
of reforming his cousin, which turned out
to be the worst error he had ever com-
mitted in his life.

The pronouncement of Vicente Silva
that he had bungled the stock-stealing
venture in Colorado preyed on the mind
of young Cecilio Lucero. He resolved that
he would do something which would

arouse the admiration of the captain and
all the members of the gang. He was
only awaiting his chance to commit the
most daring crime of all! If not with
help, single-handed!

AVING free access to his cousin’s

camp, it was easy for Lucero to take
part of the 1,500 sheep Martinez owned
and drive them to Watrous where he
made a quick sale of them at a bargain,
explaining to the buyer that because of
the drouth the grazing was bad around
Vegoso and the owner wanted them sold.
The sheep were missed right away, but
Cecilio returned to the camp, fully de-
termined what his course of action would
be. If Benigno made any fuss about it,
he would kill him.

When Martinez took his cousin to task
for stealing the sheep the argument did
not last long. It was stopped by a bullet
into the heart of the sheep owner and
another into the head of one of his herd-
ers who was unfortunate enough to be
present at the time of the confrontation.

An ordinary killer would have made
haste to get away from the scene of the
crime—but not Cecilio Lucero. He was
out to make a name for himself—to
show the gang, the people of Las Vegas,
and particularly Vicente Silva, the kind
of outlaw Lucero was. Nothing small-
time this time. Se he went about with
meticulous care, preparing a setting to
dramatize his performance. With rope
he made a harness for each burro of the
two he would use to drag the bodies of
his victims over the prairies, tying the
dead men’s bodies to the ends of the
ropes. He then fashioned some noise-
makers by stringing tin cans with wire,
attaching them to the burros’ tails. These
would stir the animals to frantic action.
Lucero then took stones and beat the
dead men’s heads leaving the bloody
stones in sight so that the sheriff and his
men would see his work. When the burros
were run out of the corral at a gallop,
Lucero felt satisfied. He would now go
in search of Silva and the gang to tell
them the good news. The day was Tues-
day, May 23, 1893. What Cecilio Lucero
did not know was that Vicente Silva had
been shot to death by one of his own
gang just five days before, on May 18.

TREASON was one thing which Vicente

Silva would not tolerate. When a man
joined his gang, he was sworn to strict
loyalty and to secrecy about the gang’s
movements, For violating this rule, sev-
eral men had paid with their lives. Trea-
son was not even tolerated when the
wife of Vicente Silva was suspected of
having divulged some of the gang’s
activities, even though she, like all the
of the innocent wives of the bandits, was
never a member of the organization and
thus had the immunity of one who had
never taken oath. But she was suspected
and Silva would not permit the extenua-
tion of their relationship to interfere with
the fast, hard rule of death to traitors.
And so it was that the woman who had
stood by him, through love of this in-
famous man, was lured to his hideout in
Los Alamos, ten miles northeast of Las
Vegas, and there stabbed to death. Four
men were with Silva the night of May
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18, 1893. They were ordered out of the
room where the bandit chief remained
with his wife. Through the keyhole one
of them saw what has happening, and all
of them heard the agitated screams of
the woman as she pleaded for her life.
While kneeling, begging for merey, Silva
plunged a knife into her breast.

These four men whose hearts were
devoid of common conscience had stuck
by their chief through countless crimes,
enduring privation, cursed by the families
of their victims, despised by society, dis-
gracing their wives and children and
leaving them in want. But now the spec-
tacle of the woman who had died by her
husband’s hand while protesting inno-
cence of treason and swearing her love
and loyalty to him created revulsion that
even their low level of morality could
not tolerate. This revulsion was intensi-
fied by witnessing the self-satisfied air
of their leader who directed a funeral
march to an arroyo, two miles from the
house, where her body was dumped and
covered by the crumbling dirt from the
banks of the gully.

This grim mission accomplished they
had walked a few steps when one of them,
Jose Antonio Valdez, cocked his forty-
five and blasted a bullet into the temple
of - Don Vicente Silva. His body was
placed alongside that of his wife, and
the spoils he carried in his person, con-
sisting of more than $10,000 in cash and
as much in jewels, were divided equally
among the four felons who had been his
followers and his assassins. Each man
chose a different point of the compass

toward which to travel, and parted com-
pany.

HE NEWS of the murder of sheepman

Benigno Martinez and sheepherder
Juan Gallegos spread rapidly. By night-
fall of May 24, the crime was the talk
of Las Vegas, and newspapers all over
the state carried telegraphic reports of
the blood-curdling occurrence. It was as
Cecilio had planned. Such an event could
not help but attract the attention of the
public and, in particular, Vicente Silva.
Now the chief would recognize who the
big-shot was in the gang; in the sick
mind of the murderer, this drama in
which he had played the star role would
vindicate him in the eyes of Silva for his
poor performance in Colorado.

From the camp near Vegoso, Cecilio
Lucero galloped his horse to one of the
possible hideouts of the bandit chief, the
home of Silva’s mistress, Flor de la Pefia,
in Las Vegas. Flor herself had been try-
ing without success to locate the chief,
ignorant of the fact that Silva was al-
ready dead, his grave known only to the
four who had buried him.

Lucero then hurried to Los ‘Alamos,
but there again failed to find either Silva
or any of his henchmen. There was still
another hideout, the Monte Largo Ranch
just inside neighboring Santa Fe County,
but his horse had given out so Lucero
went home. Had Lucero shot the two men
and then gone his way, suspicion toward
him might have been lessened; but in
handling the bodies for the sadistic dis-
play, his shirt, pants, hat, and even his

underclothes became saturated with their
blood. Thus he wrote the text for his own
conviction with the blood of the two men
he had killed. His association with Silva
completed the web of suspicion which was
circling around him. But all the explana-
tion he gave his wife was that he had
butchered a steer; then he went to bed.

Lucero hung around town that day and
the next hoping to meet up with Vicente |
Silva, but antagonism toward him was
mounting by the minute by the second
day, and as the heat began to hurt he
took flight. A man-hunt to capture him
got immediately underway. Sheriff Lopez
and a party took off toward Los Alamos
where he was most likely to be found;
Deputy Andres Sena and his party ‘went
west to the nearby mountains; another
party covered the region toward Vegoso,
east of Las Vegas.

MANUEL LUCERO, Cecilio’s father,
had a place in a canyon some seven
miles north of Las Vegas. He and another
son were there the afternoon of May 27.
Presently they saw Cecilio walking to-
ward the house. Haggard and hungry, his
face showed the strain of a tortured
mind, but he had a plan. With the help
of his father, he would go to Taos Coun-
ty where he had grown up, or possibly
into Colorado where he would lose him-
self to society and thereby save his life.
The bloody clothing which his son had
discarded and other information Manuel
Lucero had, were enough to convince him
of Cecilio’s guilt; his son’s desire to run
away confirmed his conviction.
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“You’ll help me, Father?”

“1’]] help you the only way I know how
— by hiring a lawyer to defend you. i
have to turn you over to the authorities
so you can be tried.”

“But you are my father!”

“That is a cross that Ill bear until I
die.”

“If T'm turned in, they’ll hang me!”

Not often is a man faced with such a
burden as was now thrust on Manuel
Lucero. He could help his son attempt an
escape, or he could surrender him and
take a long chance with a jury that could
be no less than prejudiced. This was an
acid test and Manuel Lucero passed it.

Just before midnight of May 27 a
wagon rolled into the jail yard at Las
Vegas. In it were Manuel Lucero and
Cecilio Lucero, the latter with his hands
tied behind his back. By morning the
town knew that the wanted man was in-
side a cell. And a heartbroken father
started out to find an attorney to defend
his son in court. No one in Las Vegas
would touch the case but in Raton, Wil-
liam C. Wrigley upon receipt of Manuel
Lucero’s urgent telegram agreed to de-
fend the accused killer.

A preliminary hearing was set up in
the office of Judge Wooster the after-
noon of May 28. People from everywhere
flocked to the hearing, so that before it
began the office was crowded, with hun-
dreds clamoring outside to enter. The
proceedings, therefore, were moved to
out-of-doors. District Attorney J. L. Ford
represented the Territory and charged
Cecilio Lucero with the murder of Benig-
no Martinez and Juan Gallegos. Although
evidence against Lucero was overwhelm-
ing, no one had seen him commit the kill-
ing and, consequently, such evidence was
circumstantial.

Legal manuevering could save this man
from hanging and even—through the no-
eye-witness technicality—bring about his
acquittal. To the majority of men that
meant only a miscarriage of justice, and
they were in no mood to swallow it. When
Lucero, on advice of his lawyer, pleaded
“Not guilty,” the crowd moved as one
man for him, and it was evident that the
proceedings could not continue but would
have to be postponed until another day.

THE projected continuance of the hear-

ing never took place. Tension was
too high; men gathered in groups about
town, some silent, others talking, but with
one common goal in mind. A patient pop-
ulace had become impatient with the
atrocities of Silva’s gang, which was now
on the run, and was determined that this
latest crime would not give it new birth.
At about nine o’clock, the evening of
May 29, an estimated throng of a thou-
sand men stormed the county jail and
with pistols in hand the leaders forced
entrance into Lucero’s cell and hustled
him into the street.

He wilted like a mowed weed, shouting
his innocence, but these men had come
to do a job and no pleading from the
prisoner could hold them back. A rope
was placed around his neck and‘he was
led down Bridge Street and across the
Gallinas River, thence to Douglass Ave-
nue, where a suitable telegraph pole was
selected for the hanging. The end of the

e

rope was thrown over the cross-arm of
the pole; as he struggled desperately he
was hoisted upward, his legs dangling,
while he tried to place one of his feet on
a step of the pole. Halfway up he was
able to accomplish this and the weight of
his body was temporarily removed from
his neck. Again the rope was pulled,
which dislodged his foot from the step,
and he dangled in the air again. Fully
five minutes had passed and the doomed
man was suffering an agony befitting
the punishment due for his crime, but
Lucero tenaciously clung to a flickering
spark of life.

Ten minutes passed and
shouted, “He’s still alive!”

Another voice yelled, “Let him die
twice; he killed two men!”

At 10:10 p.m., twenty minutes after
first being pulled up, Lucero’s body be-
came limp and showed no further sign of
life. A brutal justice had avenged a brutal
crime, and there was no doubt in any-
body’s mind but that it was justified.

My mother was Amadita Chavez. After
Cecilio Lucero’s death she married my
father, a kindly, illiterate sheepherder
who worked for $15 to $20 a month and
was away from home the majority of the
time. Mother’s struggle to keep my two
sisters and me sheltered, fed and clothed,
and in school was heroic, but she died of
overwork in Las Vegas March 17, 1915.
Amadita was THE woman in my life,
whose short stay in this world was spent
in self-sacrifice and sorrow.

someone

Buck Garrett: Man and Legend
(Continued from page 25)

How or where he acquired them I
have not been able to find out, but he
possessed a great many uncut diamonds
some of which he had made up into
magnificent jewelry. His picture shows
him wearing a diamond stickpin, very
fashionable then, and a large diamond
ring. Bud Ballew, who appears with him
in the picture, is also wearing a diamond
ring and stickpin. Men in those days
were especially fond of diamonds, as
were the women they bedecked with them.
Perhaps people considered the precious
stones a good investment; perhaps they
liked to wear them as a visible sign of
affluence. (In this respect, times haven’t
changed.)

When he was sheriff, Buck Garrett
seems to have known many women both
in an official capacity and an unofficial
one. It was he who went to Old Mexico to
bring back Clara Smith Hamon (she was
not married to Jake Hamon but to a
cousin by the same name), alleged Kkiller
of Jake Hamon, early-day oil tycoon
She had fled there after the shooting.
Tt was said that Hamon had tired of her
and tried to get rid of her and she shot
him in revenge. At any rate it was Buck
Garrett who brought her back to stand
trial.

Possibly many of the stories about the
sheriff’s “friendships” were exaggerated
as so often happens to a handsome man
in public office. But there were at least
two on which I was given pretty definite
information but had to give my worc
not to reveal names. One of these womer
died young but his affair with the othes
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went on for several years both during
and after his tenure of office as sheriff.
It was still going on, reportedly, at the
time Buck had the stroke which pre-
ceded his terminal illness. He was living
in Oklahoma City at the time he fell
ill. Mrs. Garrett, from whom he had
never been divorced as she often declared

to friends that she “loved him and would

never give him up,” heard about the
stroke. She hired an ambulance, went to
Oklahoma City and brought him back to
her home in Ardmore. Ma nursed him
with tenderness and devotion until he
died in 1929 at the age of fifty-four.

Mrs. Garrett followed him in death in
1958 and their only son, Raymond, died
in 1965. All members of the Garrett fam-
ily are buried in the Rose Hill Cemetery
at Ardmore.

A newspaper man who lived in Ard-
more at the time of the sheriff’s death
had this to say: “No sooner had the news
of Buck Garrett’s death been released
than my phone began to ring—New York,
Chicago, Dallas, San Francisco—even 2

cable from London. All wanting the same

thing, a detailed story of this man and
his career as a peace officer.
“This puzzled me. To me the man had

never been that big. And yet, when I .

stood back and looked at him through
the eyes of those who had only heard
of him and had not known him person-
ally, he was tremendously large. In this
case this tree was, I guess, a lot bigger
than the whole forest!”

Hated and loved, feared and admired,
Buck Garrett is rapidly becoming a
legend in the community he served for
S0 many years. But the one thing which
impressed me most as I talked to those
who had known him best, was the often
repeated phrase, “He was a good man.
He did his best to keep the peace.”

A Lousy Ending
(Continued from page 21)
lights of the six candles were snuffed
out.

went into the dark saloon. A kitchen
match flared in his cupped hands as he
sxamined the tallow candles in the beer
sottle holders, and then came back to
stand spread-legged in the light of the
onfire, shaking his head from side to
ide, his Stetson hat cocked at an angle.
“Seein’ is believin’,” he said, grinning
‘aintly. “Nary a candle nicked. Nary
1 bottle busted. Only the candle wicks
in’t there anymore. If any man tried to
ell it like it happened, and I wasn’t there
S an eye-witness, I’d call him a damn
an

Wallace laughed. “Old Tex’s red eye
iad somethin’ to do with it,” he admitted.

Tex Alford said he still had a cigar
ox full of silver dollars, half dollars,
uarters and dimes that had been thrown
p in the air and hit by Wallace with a
22 target rifle, one time when he was
t Rocky Point crossing cattle.

[‘HE DONEY kids had long ago un-

saddled the horses and fastened their
srefeet with rawhide hobbles. They knew
rom past experience that their old man
rould stay here as long as the whiskey
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held out in the jug that was making
the rounds. Hunting stories were
swapped, tall tales told, while the blaze
of the campfire died out to glowing red
coals that began to ash over. The lopsided
moon was high in the sky, and it was
time to bed down. Daybreak came early.
Wallace spread his tarp-covered roundup
bed on the high ground of a cutbank at
the river’s edge, and I was dead to the
world in a few seconds after I lay down.

Next morning at daybreak I went out
with Tex Alford in his rowboat. While
he handled the oars I pulled in the trot
line that was securely fastened on each
bank of the wide river, the hooks attached
to short fish lines. It was my job to get
the catfish off the hooks and deposit
them in a wet gunnysack, then rebait
each hook with chunks of raw beef liver.
It required some skill not to get stuck
by one of those needle-sharp whiskers
that could sting like a porcupine quill.
We brought in half a dozen catfish that
would tip the scales at ten pounds each.
Pan-fried in bacon ! grease they shore
made a hearty breakfast.

The sun was rising over the ragged
outline of the badlands when we rode
away, Wallace, Gregory Doney, Antoine
Gladeau and me, to measure the hay-
stacks at the scattered ranches along the
river. They were long, wide and level
haystacks. The standard measurement
consisted of the length and breadth of
each end, and three times over at each
end and one middle. All measurements of
each stack at each line camp were marked
down with indelible pencil in tally books,
on separate pages, to be later handed
over to Gregory Doney who would turn
them over to the bookkeeper at the Circle
C ranch to figure out the price per ton.
Tt required two full days to get the job
done and we wound up at Walter Fletch-
er’s place at old Fort Musselshell where
the post office, store and saloon were all
housed in one large sod-roofed log cabin.
Bill McGinnes, foreman for the UL
ranch, located in the big bend of the
river, had crossed with us on the ferry.
Bill Mayberry showed up that evening
with the news that his cattle were all
rounded up and in his pasture, all set
and ready to trail to the Circle C ranch.
The previous day had been warm and
sunny but according to Fletcher’s al-
manac there was a storm predicted. He
and Wallace agreed that we’d better get
started early the next morning. That
sure cut short our planned vacation to
hunt Bighorn sheep in the badlands and
grizzly bear in the wild plum grove.

That night after supper the men gath-
ered in the saloon to do a little drinking,
while I sat outside on a long log the
length of the building that also served as
a doorstep. The door was open and I had
both ears cocked to hear Wallace tell it
scary about Granville Stuart’s Judith
Basin Vigilantes, composed of cowpunch-
ers from the DHS and other big outfits
mostly south of the Missouri, including
the Circle C which was then located
on Flatwillow Creek in the Judith Basin.
These big outfits were all members of
the newly organized Montana Stock-
growers Association, and cowmen and the
cowhands who worked for them were
sworn to secrecy. Their object was to

destroy the organized cattle rustlers and
horse thief gangs who were getting out
of hand throughout Montana Territory.

One of their meeting places was at
the Fort Musselshell Crossing. The mule-
shoe bend in the Missouri where the UL
ranch was located made an excellent
holding ground for stolen horses—where
a drifting cowhand traveling along the
south side of the Missouri had to swim
the river twice to get to the other side,
so the saying went.

It was in 1884, according to Wallace,
that Granville Stuart, organizer and head
of the Judith Basin Vigilantes (more
commonly known among the renegades
as the Stranglers) got word that a large
horse thief gang with about 300 head
of stolen horses, was due to rendezvous
at Fort Musselshell and swim the horses
across. A tough renegade called Floppin’
Bill, wolfer and trapper and one of the
cattle rustler and horse thief gang, had
turned informer and was keeping Stuart
of the DHS outfit posted.

At a given date, supplied by Floppin’
Bill who got his name from a crippled
arm that flopped around, the Vigilantes
under the command of Granville Stuart
surrounded the cabin at night from all
sides, commanding the renegades to
throw away their guns and come out
with their hands up. But instead they
chose to shoot it out. Fifteen were shot
down. Five escaped but later were cap-
tured and strung up to cottonwood trees
along the banks of the river, their car-
casses left hanging for the crows as a
grim warning to all cattle rustlers and
horse thieves. The crew and passengers
on the river steamboats that traveled the
Missouri from St. Louis to Fort Benton
thronged the deck to view the hanged
men. It was a grim story Wallace told
twenty-five or more years after it hap-
pened, and even at that late date the
names of the members of the Judith
Basin Vigilantes were still kept secret.

I was sitting in the dark shadow of
the old log building with Fletcher’s sev-
eral hound dogs. A faint breeze stirred
the leaves of the old cottonwoods with a
whispering sound. In by-gone days those
trees had served their grim purpose as
hangman’s trees, and I could hear the
muddy waters of the wide Missouri lap-
ping at the sides of the flat-bottomed
scow that served as a ferry to haul
freight and roundup wagons across the
river. The hushed murmurs of the water,
according to Indian legend, told many
dark secrets to the muddy banks, and
the rustling of the leaves told their se-
crets of the old Outlaw Trail that ex-
tended from the Mexican border to the
Canadian line.

I’d often heard that it ‘was in the
hollow trunks of lightning-struck trees,
known as blind post offices, that outlaws
on the dodge left folded pencilled notes
for their outlaw friends. And in my kid’s
imagination those giant cottonwoods that
had once served to hang men, outlined
against the pale moonlight, made an
eerie, ghost-like spectacle, as if the
hanged men had come back from the
dead to listen while my brother Wallace
related their story, naming a few wh
had been cowhands turned outlaw, anc
telling how the 800 head of stolen horses
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had been recovered as they grazed in
the pasture of the muleshoe bend that
was now the UL ranch.

That memorable night at Fort Mussel-
shell Crossing was never to be forgotten.
I sat there listening in silence with
sleeping hounds on all sides at my feet,
dreaming dog dreams of chasing coyotes
and wolves. The deep backwaters of the
Fort Peck Dam now cover that historic
place, the ghostly, sanguine ground where
men met violent deaths and their bullet-
riddled bodies were left hanging.

THE MAYBERRY cattle consisted of

about 500 head. It was a mixed herd,
with some cows with fall calves ready
to wean in a month or so, and steers
that ranged from yearlings to native
four-year-olds ready to be shipped on
the fall roundup. Mr. Mayberry had al-
ready sold everything but the bulls to
his neighbors along the river.

It was getting daybreak when we be-
gan moving the herd from the pasturé
to let them string out along the old
roundup trail, headed north for the Circle
C. Bill Mayberry and Wallace Coburn
rode the point. Old Man Alfred Peck and
a cowpuncher called Dallas, who worked
for Mayberry, rode the swing, while
me’n Tom Mayberry, the oldest of the
Mayberry boys. fetched up the drags. The
pack horses that carried our beds and
grub and served as night horses, were
part of the drag end.

It was one of those chilly days with
the threat of a storm in the offing, with
the sun a pale white ball moving behind
the overcast. It was long past noon when
our little two-bit trail outfit reached the
head of the brakes, and it was com-
mencing to spit rain that soon turned
into a cold sleet, then into snow, and
there was no more sun. When we reached
the old roundup camp on Bauchamp
Creek where there was a sod-roofed log
zabin, a small pole horse corral, and a
couple of haystacks fenced in by barb-
wire it was midafternoon. We unpacked
the horses and let the“cattle scatter out
to graze. While Old Peck cooked early
supper the rest of us rode loose around
the cattle, and the hobbled pack horses
grazed along the creek.

I’d been cold since early morning, with
only a black sateen shirt and threadbare
Levi overalls and thin henskin drawers.
My long yellow Fish Brand saddle slicker,
:arried all summer rolled up behind my
saddle cantle, leaked along the folded
slaces where the oiled rubber fabric had
worn thin and was now stiffened until
t crackled. My feet had been cold all
lay, and my old buckskin gloves were
50 wet I kept slapping my hands against
my slicker-covered legs to restore the
sirculation. But I never let on to Tom
Mayberry how frozen and miserable I
was. T kept a sickly sort of grin on my
face until it felt numb and set like a
slown masgk, and I envied Tom who had
»m winter underwear and angora chaps
and a sheep-lined canvas coat under his
saddle slicker.

Tom’s father and Old Peck and the
rowpuncher Dallas all were chaps and
varm coats and long winter underwear.
Wallace had on his buckskin hunting
shirt and winter underwear and blanket-
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lined canvas pants he used when hunting.

While we were riding day herd around
the grazing cattle Wallace rode up from
the opposite direction to meet me. I man-
aged to maintain the frozen grin but it
didn’t fool my brother as he realized how
cold T must be.

“Long George Baker,” Wallace said
off-hand, “is camped about a mile from
here at an old trapper’s cabin, with the
hound pack. We might as well lope over
to see how many coyote and wolf pelts
he has tacked up to his cabin. We got
time to make it there and back before
supper.”

Long George Baker was the Circle C
wolfer, tough as a boot. A rawboned
man who stood six feet six, somewhere in
his fifties, with grizzled whiskers and
long hair that always needed trimming.
During the summer months he ran the
hound pack, and a trap line during the
winter. One of the old-time wolfers that
were becoming a vanishing breed, he had
worked for the Hudson’s Bay Company
and the American Fur Company in the
old Whoop-Up country.

It was still spitting snow and the roll-
ing prairie was covered with white. We
traveled at a trot and it wasn’t long
until we sighted Baker’s winter camp.
There was no sign of Long George, his
horse or the hound pack, so we put our
horses in the barn and went over to the
cabin. On the homemade pine plank door
the wolfer had painted in large block
print this grim warning:

THE LAST CAMP ROBBIN SON
OF A BITCH WHO STOLE MY
GRUB DIED OF STRICKNINE
POISON.

Underneath the crudely painted words
was a rough outline of a skull and cross-
bones.

WALLACE smiled faintly at the warn-

ing to camp robbers. “There’s a
story connected with that warning. I’ll
tell you about it later,” he said as he
yanked on the latchstring and pushed
open the heavy door that squealed on
rusty hinges. He stood there for a long
moment peering inside the shadowy
warmth of the cabin, motioning me to
stay back. Then picking up a long-
handled broom that was leaning against
the inside wall, he stepped cautiously
inside. From where I stood I could see
a layer of dust as he swept the dirt
floor.

Suddenly there came a loud metallic
snapping sound, accompanied by the rat-
tle of a chain that caused me to jump
back a step. And there in the doorway
stood Wallace holding aloft a big steel-
jawed wolf trap attached to the worn
straws of the old broom. The ten-foot
length of chain was attached to one
post of the built-in bunk that held Baker’s
roundup bed.

“Long George Baker,” Wallace said
grimly, “is a leetle bit locoed about camp
robbers.”

He lugged the broom and trap to a
corner and motioned me to come in and
close the door. Soon there was a good
warm fire going, which brought out the
strong stench of coyote and wolf pelts
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that were tacked to all four inside walls.
The coyote pelts consisted of a wide
strip down the back, with the teeth of
the upper jaw and the head and tail
attached (which was necessary to reveal
the true identity of the animal in order
to claim the five dollar bounty). The
hair side of the coyote strips were to-
wards the wall, with the flesh side out,
and coarse rock salt had been rubbed
into the hide to cure it. The wolf hides,
with both upper and lower jaws and
heads attached, were tacked to one wall,
the hides salted and tan-bark rubbed in.
The hides were the pelts of gray prairie
wolves, each worth $25.00. The reason
why the whole wolf hides were necessary
to collect a bounty was because in recent
years a pack of wild dogs had been run-
ning with the prairie wolf pack and
interbreeding. If the dog strain showed
in the litter of pups the government re-
fused to pay the bounty on the cross-
bred pelts.

On a clothes line inside the cabin hung
a faded blue flannel shirt, a pair of long
wool sox, a long sleeved heavy wool
undershirt and’'a pair of matching draw-
ers, with the longest legs a feller ever
wanted to see. Wallace took the under-
shirt from the line and held it in front
of me.

«Just about the right fit,” he said, “for
a one-piece union suit for you. Peel down
to the hide, pardner, while I do some
fancy tailoring. But we better be long
gone by the time that wolfer shows up
with blood in his eye.”

Wallace located a pair of shears, a
harness needle and some coarse black
thread, and made a big joke about being
an expert underwear tailor. He had me
shove both legs into the long sleeves,
then he cut a hole for my head in the
shirt tails and two arm holes. He whacked
off the legs of the underdrawers and
sewed them into the arm holes, and fin-
ished the job with a drop-seat.

While Wallace cut and stitched he told .

me the story Long George Baker had
told him about putting powdered strych-
nine used for coyote bait, in a five pound
sack of table salt—how some half-breed
camp robbers in the Whoop-Up country
had robbed his camp, stealing all the grub
they could pack away, including the
poisoned salt, and while neither of them
had died they were mighty sick and
puking up their insides when the wolfer,
waiting until the sign was right, rode
into their camp. Baker had laughed at
their sorry plight and when they ad-
mitted the theft he took all their beaver
plews and wolf hides and other valuable
pelts and rode off, laughing fit to be
tied.

A Dutch oven filled with mulligan stew
was on the back of the camp stove. It
smelled good when Wallace lifted the
iron lid and forked the meat and veg-
etables around in the thick soup, but he
shook his head and put the lid back on.

“Smells good,” he said, “and might taste
good if you feel a hankerin’ for prairie
dog stew, mebbe mixed with coyote and
wolf meat. Like as not Baker cooked it
for the dogs but I wouldn’t put it past
him to eat his share.”

A feller never could tell whether or
not Wallace was pulling your leg or

meant what he said, but I was plumb
willing to take his word for it.

Before we left, Wallace wrote a note
to Baker, using brown wrapping paper
and cartridge lead, and signed an order
on the Circle C outfit for ten dollars to
pay for the underwear. Then he planted
the broom-sprung wolf trap where Baker
had left it, and we headed for the barn.
Wallace had sure got the job done on
the union suit. It was so tight I had to
take short steps when I walked, and he
had to give me a leg up when I got
aboard Snowflake. But I was warm as
toast, and even if the coarse wool
itched I had no kick coming. No kick
coming at all.

IT WAS still spitting snow when we
rode away from the cabin and I kept
my eyes peeled for sight of Long George
Baker because if he caught sight of two
horsebackers leaving his camp he was
most likely to cut down on us with the
long barreled .30-40 rifle he packed. And
he was a dead shot at any distance and
wouldn’t be shooting to miss. Any man
whose notion of a practical joke was to
set a wolf trap whose notched steel jaws
could break a leg, or put strychnine
coyote bait that could be fatal into a sack
of table salt to punish camp robbers, was
bound to be a little loco. I'd seen the
wolfer a time or two when he had come
to the ranch for grub and tobacco and
had always been a little frightened of
him. It was said George Baker was not
his real name—that he had killed a few
men, not counting Injuns—that he had
ridden the Outlaw Trail and had done
time in the pen. He was usually a quiet,
brooding man of few words when sober,
but drunk he was hell on wheels, a wild
man from Borneo.

Anyhow, I was relieved when we’d
left the wolfer’s camp far behind and
got back to where they were bedding the
herd down on a level stretch of ground
about a quarter of a mile from the cabin
on Beauchamp Creek. The cattle had been
watered and grazed, their paunches filled
with bunch and buffalo grass. Leg-weary
now from the dozen or more miles on the
trail through the badlands, they were
ready to lie quiet and chew their cuds. It
was nearing twilight and, on account of
the storm, dark came early.

This interval before first guard time
was called “cocktail guard.” For some un-
known reason that had nothing whatever
to do with the so-called cocktail hour
when men and women were. wont to
gather in modern cocktail lounges in the
big cities.

There were only six of us to stand
night guard, riding slowly around the
bedded herd, the outfit being short-
handed. Wallace and Bill Mayberry had
it figured out for three of us to stand
guard until midnight, the other three
from midnight to daybreak, using our
pack horses for night horses. Wallace
and Old Man Peck and me were to
stand guard until midnight, so we rode
to camp to eat supper and change horses.
0Old Man Peck had come up from Texas
with one of the trail herds, was a good
cowhand and easy to get along with, and
a good roundup cook to boot. He soon
had steaks in the frying pan, baking
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powder biscuits and pan-fried raw pota-
toes, and a gallon pot of coffee simmer-
ing on the stove. After wolfing our
grub like we’d been starved for a week, we
saddled our night horses and rode out
to relieve Bill Mayberry and his son
Tom and the cowpuncher Dallas.

Bill Mayberry handed Wallace the
guard watch and remarked that it would
take a cannon to get the bedded herd on
their feet. He gave me a grin and said,
“All you got to do, kid if you get heavy-
lidded is to rub some Bull Durham on
your eyeballs.”

The three of us rode off slowly in
opposite directions to relieve Old Man
Peck and Tom. The raw wind that had
been blowing all day had died out and
it felt warmer even though it was still
gently snowing. All the strong coffee
and good grub I'd consumed would be
enough to keep me wide awake without
tobacco being rubbed in my eyes. The
heavy wool underwear I was sewed up
in was keeping me warm and I’d become
accustomed to the itching.

My chunky brown gelding was Possum,
the night horse I would have ridden on
the roundup. There are some horses that

see better at night than others, so I was.

told, and Possum was one of them. All
I had to do was ride on a fairly slack
rein and Possum would get the job done.
He knew how to keep the proper dis-
tance from the bedded herd. I rode at
the running walk Possum traveled  on
night guard and hummed a few songs
to myself. My black silk neckerchief was
tied up to cover my ears, and sewed up
in the wolfer’s underwear, with the snow
falling gently on my face, I felt like I'd
gained the full stature of an old cowhand
riding the Chisholm Trail escorting 2,000
head of longhorns.

I met Wallace on the far side of the
bedded herd but I didn’t see him until
he spoke. It is like the eyesight of horses;
some men have better eyesight than
osthers. Some are night blind, while a few
have eyes that seem to penetrate the
lark. My brother happened to be one of
:he chosen few, but he claimed that the
3ift of night sight was a matter of train-
ng—opractice, combined with sense of
lirection and a certain feel for one’s sur-
oundings. A plainsman’s’sixth sense. In-
lians had that keen perception of all
enses combined with animal instinct.

“We’ll ride off a ways into that cut
oulee along the creek and have a
moke,”  Wallace said. “That way the
udden flare of a match won’t spook the
attle.”

It was so dark I could barely make out
he movement of my gloved hand in
ront of my face and the uncertain black
hadow of Wallace and his horse a few
eet away. Yet he knew the exact loca-
ion of that coulee, and when he reined
ff I gave Possum his head and he trailed
Vallace’s horse.

While we rolled a smoke I asked Wal-
ice if he could actually see the coulee
1 the pitch dark of the snowy night.
le said he couldn’t exactly see it but
1at he had located the coulee before
ark. It was along Beauchamp Creek and
18y enough to locate if a man cocked
is ears to listen to the sound of the
igh water. It was as simple as that, and
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I had learned another lesson to remem-

ber always.

OUR cigarettes lit, we headed back. I
gave Possum his head and he took
me right to the herd where we split up,
each riding in opposite directions. A
few minutes later I met Old Peck.

“A night like this,” Old Peck said, “a
cowhand wonders what the hell’s become
of his summer wages.” There was a
chuckle in his voice that made him sound
young and reckless again. Alfred Peck
owned a good ranch across the Missouri
at the mouth of Devil’s Creek in the
badlands—owned a bunch of cattle in his
own iron, and punched cows for top wages
with every big outfit in that part of Mon-
tana. To a kid my age the white-whisk-
ered, white-maned old cowhand was as
old as Father Time, but I knew full well
that he was young at heart and would
stay that way, and I told myself that
night if ever I got that old I hoped and
prayed I would always stay as young as
0Old Man Alfred Peck.

When Wallace told me later it was
getting along towards midnight by the
guard watch I was still wide awake and
willing to stand night guard until day-
break and I said so. But Old Man Peck
was already headed for camp to wake
Bill and Tom Mayberry and Dallas.
Wallace said I needed my sleep even if
I was wide awake and full of beans, so
we parted company to ride once more
around the herd. I was on the far side
when Tom Mayberry rode up to relieve
me.

“We got ’em, feller,” Tom said. “Head
for camp.” And when he rode off and
vanished into the snow-filled darkness I
was on my own, and I found to my be-
wilderment I didn’t know in what di-
rection the cabin on Beauchamp Creek
was located. I got a little panicky—
panicky, bewildered and ashamed. All of
a sudden I felt cold, and the wool under-
wear I was sewed up in felt itchy. Pos-
sum commenced walking with that run-
ning gait and I had no notion whether
he was going once more around the
herd or was headed for camp when I
heard Wallace’s voice, “Time we headed
for camp, pardner.” The voice of my
guardian angel! “Just follow the sound
of the creek.”

It all came back quick enough now.
The trail from the camp to where the
herd was bedded followed Beauchamp
Creek, and if I’d used the common sense
God gave a young goose I’d have figured
it out for myself. But Wallace knew I
was lost and was giving me another les-
son.

We unsaddled and tied up our horses
and forked them hay, then headed for
the cabin. The lids of the old sheet-iron
camp stove gave off a red glow and the
simmering coffee pot filled our nostrils
with a delicious aroma. Old Peck had
shed his boots and Levi overalls and
crawled into bed, sitting up with his hat
on, a cup of coffee in one hand, a half-
smoked cigarette in the other. Bill May-
berry, Tom and Dallas had rolled up their
beds and fastened them with bed ropes
to make more room in the small cabin.
We sat there in silence in the flickering
candlelight, the only sound the muffled

snoring of Old Peck who had pulled the
blankets up over his head. We drank our
hot coffee and felt its welcome warmth
in our bellies, then we pulled off our
boots and Levis and bedded down in our
underwear and sox. I’d felt wide awake
and full of beans out yonder as I rode
night guard, but now, in spite of the
strong black coffee, I was sound asleep
as soon as my head hit my warsack
pillow—even before Wallace blew out the
candle.

Then somebody shook me awake. “Time
to saddle up and get going. The herd got
spooked and is stampedin’.”

I got up in a hurry and headed for the
door, excited and in a rush to saddle and
get going. Then I heard Wallace’s voice
and felt his tight grip on my arm.
“Take it easy, pardner. Where you
headed for?”

I came alive, batting my eyes in the
pitch dark, muttering something about
the herd stampeding. The cabin was cold
and Wallace led me back to where our
bed was spread out on the floor. By
then I was awake but the clarity of the
dream still lingered at the back of my
mind and I told Wallace that someone

_had told me to saddle up, so I got going

as fast as I could.

“Not bothering to pull on your boots
and get your hat,” Wallace chuckled.
“Good thing I overtook you before you
stepped out in the snow. You were walk-
ing in your sleep. Now roll over and go
back to sleep and change your dreams
to something less strenuous.”

This time I lay easy on the bedground
until Wallace shook me awake. The stuk
candle was lit, and Old Peck was cooking
breakfast.

T WAS breaking day when we easec

the cattle off the bedground. A fool
or two of snow was on the ground anc
it was still snowing. This time the pack
horses walked in the lead of the strung:
out cattle so the horses could break trai
in the snowdrifts. It was colder than i
had been the day before, but there was
no wind, no big soft snowflakes tha
melted when they fell, but fine-grainec
dry white powder,

Bill Mayberry and Wallace pointec
the herd and kept the pack horses mov
ing to break trail. Once the small d¥ive
of cattle got strung out and moving
everything went along first rate, witl
me’n Tom fetching up the drags of cow!
and big calves. We had about fifteer
miles to travel, slow miles on accoun
of the snow, and if everything wen
along as it should we would make it t
the Veseth place on Beaver Creek b
late afternoon. The Circle C had recentl;
bought the Veseth place, a sheep outfi
about ten miles east of the home ranch

That was destined to be one of th
longest, coldest days I ever spent. Nov
and then when Tom Mayberry got chilles
and his feet got cold he’d get off an
walk to warm up, swinging his arms an
stomping his feet. But sewed up as
was in Baker’s underwear, with strip
of torn-off slicker wrapped around m
boots, it would be hard going, so th
only time I got off my horse was t
humor my coffee-filled bladder. Then i
order to mount I had to hang onto th
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saddle strings. I got joshed by Tom who
made ribald cracks about my leaky plumb-
ing and my short legs. Tom was tall and
long-legged, and good natured about his
kidding, and I had to laugh along with
him which helped a lot. I was bone cold
and shivering and had to clamp my jaws
to keep my teeth from chattering, and
I knew Tom was chilled to the marrow,
too, but neither of us whined about it.

It had quit snowing by now and when
the low overcast lifted and spots of blue
sky began to show, it was a good indica-
tion that the storm was over. About an
hour before sundown the skies were clear,
but there was little or no warmth to the
sun when it finally made up its mind to
shine, and its glaring reflection on the
snow made us squint and get watery-
eyed. Wallace went on ahead to open
the wire gate that led into the Veseth
pasture.

During that long cold, miserable day,
my whole body felt itchy and I'd put
in the day scratching the places I could
reach, but the hell of it was I couldn’t
reach between by shoulder blades where
it itched the most. Itching and scratch-
ing and chilled to the bone made the
long, endless day wool-shirted hell. I’d
heard tell of monks wearing horsehair
shirts as penance for their sins, and they
had nothing on me in that dammed
wolfer’s underwear.

But the sight of the steers in the lead
of that little drive as Wallace and Bill
Mayberry began to tally the -cattle
through the gate made me plumb forget
my troubles. This was the end of the
trail. By some freak of nature the
snowstorm had all but missed the Veseth
place on Beaver Creek and the imme-
diate surrounding country. A scant few
inches of dry snow was all that had
fallen in the cut coulees and long draws,
while the wind had cleaned the ridges
and side hills bare, to expose the au-
tumn cured tall grass. As the -cattle
filtered through the gate they were left
to scatter and graze, and the smell of
water led them to the banks of Beaver
Creek.

We watered our horses and headed
for the log barn. While Old Peck got
supper at the cook cabin we lugged our
bedrolls into the nearby bunkhouse. There
was no night guard to stand. Me’n Tom
washed and dried the dishes and scoured
the pots and pans and then went over

to the bunkhouse where there was a fire -

going in the pot-bellied stove. The
warmth of the bunkhouse had us all
yawning and ready to .hit the hay.

We were up at the crack of dawn and
directly after breakfast Wallace and me
packed our horses and saddled up and
headed for the home ranch. The storm
was over but there was a chill to the
morning breeze, a feeling of fall in the
air. Bill and Tom Mayberry, Old Peck
and Dallas were staying over a few days
at the Veseth place to look after the
rattle.

I had missed out on the hunting trip
with Wallace, but now that it was over
ind done with, that short two days and
me night trail drive was something I
wouldn’t have missed for anything in
‘he world. Somehow, when we rode up
0 the Circle C home ranch with the

Tanuary-February, 1970

familiar log cabins and pole corrals, it
seemed like I'd been gone for a long
time and it was good to be home once
more.

AL TAYLOR, the ranch cook, told us

that the fall roundup had pulled out
at daybreak, to camp at Big Warm. I'd
lost track of the days. Al said it was
Sunday so I knew I’d have to catch the
morning stage to Malta and board the
night train for Great Falls. That way I’d
be on time when school opened on Tues-
day.

After Wallace had gone to the office
to turn in the tally on the Mayberry
cattle, Al said there was plenty of hot
water in the tank attached to the kitchen
range if I wanted to take a bath in one
of the wash tubs, and he said he’d give
me a hajrcut. Al had bought a second-
hand barber chair and had set it up in a
corner of the mess hall for making side
money at barbering.

Half an hour later I shed my bhoots,
Levi’s and shirt, and stood barefooted,
sewed up in Long George Baker’s wool
undershirt. Al got a laugh out of the
comical sight, then cut me loose with
his barber scissors. As I stood there
naked. Al’s lips puckered in a soundless
whistle as he walked around me.

“Lordy mercy! What ails you, kid?
You comin’ down with the measles?
You’re broke out all over, especially
your back.”

“I've been itchy all over, scratchin’
myself for days,” I said. “It must be that
wool undershirt Wallace sewed me up
in.” ‘

Al gingerly lifted the undershirt and
examined it closely for a long minute,
then opened the back door and carried
it out, holding it at arm’s length be-
tween thumb and forefinger. He dropped
it into an iron drum with holes punched
in the sides that was used to burn trash.
Al poured in some kerosene and touched
a match to it, then came back and washed
his hands in hot soapy water.

“You’re lousy as a pet coon!” he said
with a wry grin. “Step in that tub of
hot water and squat down cross-legged.”

“Lousy ?” I echoed in a sickly tone.
“Lousy? You sure, Al, or just joshin’?
I’ve never been lousy in my whole life.
Never seen what a cootie looks like. Only
dog fleas.”

“Take my word for it, feller. You’re
lousy as a sheepherder,” Al assured me.
He held a can of kerosene over the tub
and soon the hot water had an oily scum.
Then he told me to shut my eyes while
he poured a generous amount of kero-
sene on my untrimmed hair and rubbed
it into my scalp. He handed me a big
wash rag and a bar of yellow laundry
soap that smelled strongly of lye.

After I had soaped my hair and body,
with Al scrubbing my back, I transferred
to another tub Al had filled with hot
water to rinse off the soap and kerosene.
While I was drying myself with a rough
towel Wallace showed up.

“Your kid brother’s lousy as a damn
sheepherder,” Al Taylor told him. “I'm
in the process of de-lousing him.”

“You got another customer for de-
lousing, too,” Wallace said with a re-
signed grin. “I shoulda known that
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wolfer’s underwear would be lousy.”

When Al threw my black sateen shirt
and Levi overalls in the trash can and
burned them, I was out of ranch clothes.
I was glad that the roundup had pulled
out so I wouldn’t get joshed about wear-
ing my town clothes consisting of short
pants, long black stockings, button shoes
and a jellybean cap. Al had used the
clippers on my hair, giving me a lion
tamer’s roach to make doubly sure of the
de-lousing. My scrubbed hide still smelled
strongly of kerosene, and bay rum had
been doused plentifully on my head.

Wallace gave off that same kerosene
odor when he got his bath and haircut
and was dressed from the hide out in
clean clothes. He treated the whole thing
as a big joke on both of us, saying there
never was a cowpuncher who at some
time in his life hadn’t been lousy. He
told how Charley Russell had once
sketched a comical picture of a couple
of cowpunchers squatting on a creek
bank, naked. They had rocks in their
hands pounding their wet undershirts and
drawers. It was titled “Killing Seam
Squirrels” or some such ecaption, and
was printed on postcards by the Ridgely
Printing Company in Great Falls. The
way Wallace told it had Al Taylor and
me laughing fit to bust.

Next morning I was waiting when the
four-horse stage that ran between Zort-
man and Landusky to the railroad town
of Malta pulled in with the mail sacks.
I was the only passenger so I climbed
aboard and sat up with the driver. My
summer vacation had come to a happy
end. Tomorrow morning I’d be back at
the old brick Whittier Grammar School
a few blocks from our home in Great
Falls,

Like always, I was reluctant to leave
the Circle C ranch which was my sum-
mer home, and there was an edge of
sadness as we left it behind. But once
we were underway I looked forward to
meeting the old gang of kids I traveled
with. We would be playing marbles in
the school yard at recess, and games of
“shinny on your side” after school let
out for the day. When the Missouri River
froze over there would be games of
hockey, with real hockey sticks and a
hard rubber puck. and skating from the
boathouse to First Island where Sun
River emptied into the Missouri.

It was something to look forward to
and a far cry from my cowboy life at
the Circle C ranch and I'd shore tell it
plumb scarv to the town kids about that
cold trail drive and being lousy to boot.

Was Tom Horn Two Men ?

(Continued from page 17)
Willie Nickell killing I could never find
your trail, and I pride myself on being
a trailer.”

Horn: “No, --- - - - ; I left no trail. The
only way to cover up your trail is to go
barefooted.”

Lefors: “Where was your horse?”

Horn: “He was a --- --- long ways
off.’?

Lefors: “I would be afraid to leave my
horse so far away; you might get cut off
from him.”

Horn: “You don’t take much chances.

These people are unorganized, and any-
way I depend on this gun of mine. The
only thing I was ever afraid of was that
I would be compelled to kill an officer
or a man I didn’t want to; I would do
everything to keep from being seen, but
if he kept after me, I would certainly
kill him.”

Lefors: “I never knew why Willie
Nickell was killed. Was it because he was
one of the victims named, or was it com-
pulsory ?”

Horn: “I think it was this way. Sup-
pose a man was in the big draw to the
right of the gate—you know where it is
—the draw that comes into the main
creek below Nickell’s house where Nickell
was shot. Well, suppose a man was in
that, and the kid came riding up on him
from this way, and suppose the kid start-
ed to run for the house, and the fellow
headed him off at the gate and killed him
to keep him from going to the house and
raising a hell of a commotion. That is
the way I think it occurred.”

Lefors: “Have you got your money yet

for the killing of Nickell ?”

Horn: “I got that before I did the job.”

Lefors: “You got $500 for that. Why
did you cut the price?”

Horn: “I got $2,100.”

Lefors: “How much is that a man?”

Horn: “That is for three dead men, and
one man shot at five times. Killing is
my specialty. I look at it as a business
proposition, and I think I have a corner
on the market.”

The biggest riddle in the case involves
this conversation. It seemed too obvious.
Joe Lefors’ questions were irrelevant to
the purported purpose of their meeting.
An experienced man like Tom Horn, even
if he had had a few drinks, should have
immediately sensed the wrongness of the
situation and the incriminating ques-
tions. Closed doors and such conversa-

‘tion in the U. S. Marshal’s office? Tom

had been warned about Joe Lefors. Cer-
tainly there was no basis for an exchange
of confidences.

And so it was this seemingly unmiti-
cated braggadocio which put Tom Horn
behind bars in Cheyenne. The trial was
declared in session at the Laramie
County Courthouse with Judge Richard
H. Scott hearing the case. The prosecu-
tion was led bv Walter R. Stoll, assisted
by attorneys H. Waldo Moore and Clyde
M. Watts. The defense was composed of
J. W. Lacey, Edward T. Clark, T. Blake
Kennedy, and R. N. Matson. The jury
impaneled was made up of men who
would, by occupation and background,
tend to favor the small land owners—
not detectives hired by big stock outfits.

HE DEFENSE was the best legal

counsel money could buy in Wyoming.
It starred Judge J. W. Lacey, who sel-
dom lost an important case. Lacey was
also a district judge for the U. S. District
of Wyoming, as well as brother-in-law
and later partner of Justice Willis Van
DeVenter of the United States Supreme
Court. The prosecution, on the other
hand, was untested in heavy jurispru-
dence battles, and up until that time
lacked recognition in the Wyoming legal
profession.

Every hour of the trial was made sen-

True West
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sational copy and Wyoming and Colo-
rado newspapers boomed in circulation.
Interest in the case grew nationwide.
The Denver Post sent its crack reporters
and illustrators to cover the proceedings.
A parade of curious traipsed to and from
the scene of the crime in Iron Mountain.
Horn, the Nickells, and witnesses were
dissected by the press almost daily. If
events at the trial weren’t exciting
enough, a twist was occasionally fabri-
cated. Enough was testified, gossipped,
and written in the trial’s two weeks to
forever engrain Tom Horn and Willie
Nickell into the lore and legends of
Wyoming.

The prosecution took the initiative in
the case and held it. One ponders the
counselling Tom Horn had regarding his
so-called confession to Joe Lefors. It
was a dilemma and no discernible format
was presented to refute it. Tom Horn
testified that in his talk with Lefors he
had bragged, and that he was under cer-
tain pressure. He also testified that he
had wanted the job; he wanted to get out
of the country, and he was “merely josh-
ing” to impress Joe Lefors. The fact that
Horn had been drinking for some time
prior to the joshing was well established.

The defense bungled the presentation
of its case as to Tom Horn’s whereabouts
during the days immediately preceding
the killing of Willie Nickell and the day
after. Horn’s attorneys couldn’t seem to
get together during crucial moments in
the case’s course. They also blundered in
presenting a well-known “yarn spinner”
to the court in their client’s behalf.

January-February, 1970

Walter Stoll made hash out of the cow-
boy’s testimony.

On the other hand, Stoll built the
state’s case carefully and step by step.
He linked Horn with the killing of Fred
Powell and William Lewis, and the shots
fired at Kels Nickell. Stoll painted a
word picture of Tom Horn, suggesting
that he was the worst kind of rogue,
drinking, fighting, and shooting at in-
nocent homebodies.

The team of T. F. Burke and Judge
Lacey made no strong attempt to iden-
tify their client as a scout who had
served his country faithfully during the
Apache wars. William MacLeod Raine
claimed to have seen a citation signed
by General Nelson Miles which was given
Horn for bravery. Tom Horn’s record
as a mule packer in the war with Spain
would have been testimony to his char-
acter and devotion to duty. He was patri-
otic. Nor did he have a criminal record.
He had served the Pinkertons, a na-
tionally recognized detective agency.
Many facets of Horn’s experiences and
character would undoubtedly have im-
pressed the jury.

Additionally, for the defense, there
was factual and undeniable evidence as
to the amount of cattle rustling. which
had gone on and was still going on in
Wyoming. The necessity of stock detec-
tives was recognized, so his occupation
was not alien. The Wyoming Stock
Growers Association consistently main-
tained a strong force of gun-packing de-

“ tectives, as did the Union Pacific. These

were important parallels.

Kels P. Nickell, it appears, should have
made a choice witness for the defense.
His temper, apparent aggressiveness,
and tendency toward hostility would have
strengthened Horn’s case.

Authorities on courtroom procedure
have often debated as to whether the
court erred at trial in not allowing the
defense to introduce evidence to show
motive and the possibility that others
may have committed the crime. In the
cross-examination of Kels P. Nickell, the
fact was brought out that there had been
trouble between the deceased Willie and
Gus and Victor Miller. The prosecution
objected to this as they did the question
as to the possibility of trouble between
Kels P. Nickell and James Miller. The
court disallowed further discussion along
such lines. In doing so, Walter Stoll won
crucial points.

William MacLeod Raine attended ses-
sions of the trial. In his writings and our
conversations he made afar stronger
case as to Tom’s innocence than did de-
fense attorneys. He said it was puzzling
to him why one who had done so much
to bring law and order to the country
would have spent the last years of his
life tearing down what he helped to build.
Significantly, Mr. Raine pointed ® out
that Tom Horn bore the brunt of the
Wyoming’s wrath resulting from the
Johnson County Cattlemen’s invasion,
even though the case was ten years re-
moved. Cattlemen had done wrong and
gotten away with it. Horn represented
the cattleman’s:image and was cruc1f1ed
because of them.
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In addition to Raine’s feelings about
Tom Horn, I have talked to old-timers
in and around Laramie who made similar
statements. The fact of the matter is,

- Mr. Chatterton and T. Joe Cahill both

agreed that the evidence submitted in an
effort to have the death sentence post-
poned was more convincing than that
presented at the trial.

The case as prepared by the plaintiffs
was one of largely circumstantial evi-
dence linked with a confession. Either
facet could not technically stand alone.
Circumstance and the confession supple-
mented each other, along with other
points in the case, to convince the jury

of guilt. The jury was instructed “to be

satisfied of guilt beyond a reason of a
doubt.” Law libraries undoubtedly could
produce numerous acquittals on similar
grounds and instructions.

The interim period between Tom Horn’s
acceptance of the guilty verdict and his

~ death held excitement and saw more poor

judgment exercised. The Horn-Coble es-
cape plot of January 1903 was bungled
and made the headlines of the Wyoming
Tribune and a host of regional local
newspapers. The pair had been sold out
by a cellmate of Horn. It involved a
snowball in the window as the signal and
dynamiting the jail’s wall so Tom could
escape. -Tom Horn’s later attempt
in July was the crowning fiasco. Caution
and more caution was subsequently ex-
ercised in and around the Laramie coun-
ty jail. John Coble was tailed every time
he rode into Cheyenne from this time on.
He was Horn’s only hope.

HE WYOMING Stock Growers Asso-
ciation kept out of the case—at least
as far as the record goes. Some of this
good judgment may be due to the sound
thinking of Miss Alice Smith, the gracious
lady who was the Association’s efficient
and beloved secretary from 1896 to 1922.
J. M. Carey had made no bones about his
feelings. He was a force in the Associa-
tion, so Horn’s friendship was not en-
couraged in any way. Additionally, Judge
Carey had weeded out most of the radicals
of the organization. In an exchange of
letters, Miss Smith left no doubt as to the
Association’s position:
Dear Madam
There is a gang of thieves in this neigh-
boorhood killing cattle and stealing
horses and I want a good man to help
me watch and catch them. Can you send
me Tom Horn or please send me his
address for reference to my standing
se [see] D. R. Please answer by re-
turn mail.
Very respectively

J. E.
B st des , Wyoming
Dec. 7, 1901

Mr. J. E

B koo , Wyoming

Dear Sir:

In reply to yours of Dec. 2nd, would
say, that we think a letter directed to
Tom Horn at Bosler, Wyoming, in care
of Iron Mountain Ranch Co., will reach
him. You of course understand that he
is not in the employ of the Association.
Yours truly, :
Alice Smith, Secretary

I had several unforgettable interviews
with Mr. Chatterton, who was Governor
of Wyoming during the Horn case. From
his memoirs, published under the imprint
of Powder Publishers, I quote his state-
ment regarding attempts to save Tom
Horn: ‘

“The attempt to clear Horn by means
of four alibis at the trial and by various
alibi affidavits presented to the Governor
were all disproved by the prosecution.
The attempt to fasten the crime upon
Victor Miller was by the affidavit made
by Miss Glendolene Myrtle Kimmell,
secured by John C. Coble, the payoff
man, on October 13, 1903, in Kansas City.
Miss Kimmell had testified at the
coroner’s inquest in July 1901, but made
no statement as to Victor Miller. Miss
Kimmell was the school teacher at Iron
Mountain and lived at the Miller Ranch,
where Horn slept the night before he
killed Willie Nickell. She was reputed to
be Horn’s sweetheart. In her lengthy af-
fidavit, she said that Victor Miller had
confessed to her that he killed Willie
Nickell.”

Will Barnes, Arizona historian, com-
ments on Horn’s participating at the
Battle of Cibicue, as told in his auto-
biography, as being “a barefaced lie from
start to finish.” Al Sieber, Chief of
Scouts for General Crook and Nelson A.
Miles in the principal campaigns against
the. Arizona Apaches, discredits Tom
Horn’s role as a scout. Judge Lacey, chief
counsel for Horn’s defense years later
told William R. Coe, wealthy friend and
patron in Wyoming, that he felt Horn
was guilty. But only one person that I
know of contended that Horn killed Willie
Nickell deliberately. He was a prominent
Denver attorney. This attorney was fam-
iliar with the case, having done consid-
erable research in connection with litiga-
tion involving Tom Horn’s autobiography.

NE FALL AFTERNOON I drove over

to Boulder to see Tom Horn’s grave.
While there, I visited with the late A. A.
Paddock, genial editor of the Boulder
Camera. Mr. Paddock had known Tom
Horn’s brother Charles:

One of my biggest disappointments in
researching and interviewing was the
fact that I discovered that Tom Horn’s
sister, a Mrs. Prosser, had lived in
Briggsdale, Colorado, less than twenty
miles from Ault where I grew up. My
father had known her quite well. Mrs.
Prosser died in 1954. According to neigh-
bors, she had burned a lot of old letters
and papers shortly before death.

One of the most important and con-
vincing interviews favoring Horn that 1
was privileged to have was with Dr.
George P. Johnston. Our meeting took
place in his office in Cheyenne on Feb-
ruary 19. 1954. He was ninety-one. Dur-
ing our long talk, Dr. Johnston said that
he knew the situation around Iron Moun-
tain prior to the shooting since he had
doctored the Millers, Nickells, and John
Coble. He added, “I knew Walter Stoll,
the prosecuting attorney, as well as one
man can get to know another.” He called
Stoll one of the most brilliant minds to
ever come to Wyoming and one of the
poorest politicians. Dr. Johnston was
pointed in his statement, saying, “Horn

True West



was railroaded by the jury.” He was em-
phatic during our interview that the gun
carried by Tom Horn was a .30-40 Win-
chester, while the gun which killed Willie
Nickell was a larger caliber. He testified
to this effect at the trial.

Dr. Johnston had been one of the three
doctors who performed the post-mortem
on Willie Nickell’s body. In recording my
interview, I wrote, “Dr. Johnston indica-
ted that he believed the shooting was
done by neighbors of the Nickells. The
doctor went on to tell of the execution.
He called Tom the calmest man at his
execution, adding, “He was the grand
old stoic. I pronounced Horn dead at the
execution and then cut him down from
the gallows.” Dr. Johnston said it was
his gun which Horn used in his at-
tempted jailbreak. He had traded it to
John Coble.

When November 20, the day Tom Horn
was to die, finally arrived, Cheyenne took
on a carnival-like atmosphere. Saloons
were packed and a lot of card-table
money was bet that he wouldn’t hang.
Hundreds of people jammed the streets
and, as the hour for the execution drew
near, pressed around Laramie County
Courthouse. Cordons of special police
were summoned to keep the onlookers at
a distance. A machine-gun was mounted
on top of the building. A few blocks
away, in the Capitol, Governor Chatter-
ton pondered the wisdom of a stay of
execution.

A high board fence had been hastily
erected to veil the gallows and scaffold-
ing from public view. Shortly before the
announced time of execution, newspaper-
men, law officers, and friends of Horn
who had been invited to witness the grim
event quietly filed into the arena. There
were delays which must have been ex-
asperating; a northerly wind blowing
over a skift of frozen snow added to the
misery of the hour.

At last all was set. When Tom Horn
was escorted from his cell, he was
r1andcuffed and showed no signs of being
listraught. During his last minutes he
joshed, heard a mournful railroad ballad
sung by his friends, Charles and Frank
Erwin, and then listened as a churchman
ironed a message asking for eternal for-
ziveness. From down below, where knees
wvere beginning to buckle, there came
nuffled sounds of sobbing.

As hangman T. Joe Cahill readied the
dack hood to slip over the prisoner’s
read and another man fumbled with the
1wose, Tom Horn, surveying the witnes-
ies, remarked icily: “That’s the sickest-
ooking lot of damned sheriffs I ever
iaw.”

I‘HE LATE John Charles Thompson,
~ dean of Wyoming newspapermen, was
it the hanging. In a paper delivered be-
‘ore the Denver Westerners, he dramatic-
ly told the story of the execution. He
1ad covered the hanging for the Wyo-
ning Tribume. In his closing remarks he
itated, “I did not see him die. Imme-
liately upon his plunge through the
rapdoor, the witnesses were required
o leave. I hesitated sufficiently to watch
he dangling body turn. It made precisely
ne-half turn—and stopped.

“I was the first man to get out of the

Tanuary-February, 1970
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courthouse. I emerged at a high lope,
and was intercepted in the middle of a
street by Kels Nickell, who had con-
trived to get through the police line.

“‘Is the s-o-b dead?” he demanded.

““Yes,” I replied, and loped on—I had
an extra to get out.

“An hour later I saw the Horn
cadaver on a slab at the Gleason mor-
tuary. There was no mistaking the body
—it was that of Horn.”

Charles Horn was a drayman in Boul-
der, Colorado. He drove a team and wagon
to Cheyenne, arriving in time to receive
his brother’s body. A few days later, he
wrote:

Boulder, Colorado,
November 27, 1903
Mr. John C. Coble
Bosler, Wyoming
Kind Friend:
We buried Tom with all due respect
that relatives could show. We had the
largest funeral that was ever in this
town. Everybody showed due courtesy
to the hearse as it went seven blocks.
They stood on the street with their
hats off as we passed along. When we
arrived at the cemetery there was
hardly standing room. There must have
been anyhow 2500 people at the funeral.

Tom told our sheriff that he had writ-
ten me a letter. I have never received
it. I expected this letter all of the time,
and this is the reason that I never
wrote.

I would like to know if he had any per-
sonal effects; if so, please let me know
what and where they are. I received
his hat, shoes, and grip from Sheriff
Smalley.

We appreciate, from the bottom of our
hearts, all that you have done for him;
that is, myself and family.

I received a letter from Attorney Burke
of Cheyenne, requesting me to place
guard over the grave, which I had al-
ready made arrangements for, and did,
and this guard still remains and will
until I call him off. He is an old friend
of ours and Tom’s, and never falls
down on anything.

I see by the papers that you are se-
riously ill, which I am exceedingly
sorry to hear.

Hoping to hear from you soon, and
that you will be in better health when
this reaches you, I remain
Your friend.
Charles Horn

One of the enigmas in Tom Horn’s
fading shadow was his bond of friend-
ship with John C. Coble. The lives of
Coble and Horn were inextricably inter-
woven the first time Tom squeezed a
trigger on the ranges northwest of Chey-
enne. Coble’s trip East at the time of the
slaying of the boy was obvious, it seems,
and precluded any possibility that he was
the killer. Coble’s life was sad—his ranch
home burned and his only son died at an
early age. He paid for Tom’s casket,
tombstone, published his autobiography,
and cherished the memory of him. Tragic-

Courtesy the Collection of Fred and Jo Mazzulla,
Denver, Colorado

Tom Horn's tombstone.

ally, Coble died a few years later by his
own hand. If and when Tom Horn and
John Coble shook hands in agreement, it
was a deal to the bitter end.

The case was anticlimactic to a lot of
history. A way of life died on the gal-
lows with Tom Horn. Neither Cheyenne
nor Wyoming has been the same since,
for the old gave way to new and sudden-
ly the frontier called Wyoming slipped
away—gone forever.

Daughter of Mickey Free

(Continued from page 11)
plot on the high point overlooking the
Apache world and on-which he had built
his well-known 207x40” tin shack; the
160 acres was a fertile farm of San
Carlos bottomland now occupied by son
Willy. Over a period of about twenty
years Mickey had rented out some of the
plots to Juana’s siblings, others to rela-
tives on Spring Day’s side of the family,
others he had ‘“deeded” to clanspeople.
One twenty-acre plot near Cooley’s Park
went to Willy, an adjoining twenty-acre
plot went to Josie, another to Spring
Day’s Ethlabah siblings. All the inheritors
were as grimly determined to hang on tc
their land as was Fanny, but none had as
much trouble with hopeful claim-jump-
ers.

Agency officials would hold hearings
adjudicate cases which were easy tc
handle, but leave the tough ones like the
“Free Tracts” to the bottom of the pile.
Any promotion or transfer of personnel
would always cause a delay—usually

. welcomed by officialdom and decried by

the Indians. It was this condition,
coupled with the tardiness of Washing-
ton officials to answer letters and make
decisions, which caused the affairs of
the “Free Woman” to drag on until the
end of the war. At that time new officers
with fresh ideas filtered into the reserva-
tions.

In the meanwhile Fanny, feeling bet-
ter and not admitting even to herself
that she suffered with the dreaded fever,
or that she could not conquer it as her
father had until he was in his sixties, had
married Cotter-Jose (Carter-Josay) as
the white man called him.

Cotter, an enterprising young son of

True West
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a former warrior, proceeded soon after
the wedding to move a family of his own
clan onto the disputed meadow and gave
them one-fourth of it to cultivate. An-
other fourth went to Kay Ethlabah who
had been a classmate of Fanny at
Phoenix Indian School and was now back
on the reservation teachmg at Theodore
Roosevelt school and rearing a family of
her own. Another fourth went on shares
to Luke Riley Jr., a former scout, whose
parentage stemmed back to One-Eye
Riley who had married into the large
Chief Unojo tribe when Fort Apache
was first organized. Cotter reserved the
other quarter for himself and Fanny.

ON December 31, 1919, a fateful letter

arrived from Washington, signed by
Newton D. Baker, Secretary of War, de-
nying Fanny any rights to the twenty-
acre meadow and awarding the land to
Preston Simms. Fanny was ordered to
vacate the land and to compensate
Simms for all the improvements he had
made upon the property.

All devious devices known to both fac-
tions were then dug up to prevent the
Fort Apache military commander from
getting the controversy settled as the
order from Baker specified. The Free
Tract case immediately became tangled
up more than ever in red tape. Exasper-
ated, Captain Blatt sent a letter dated
January 19, 1920 to Fanny asking her to
come in and assign to Preston Simms
absolute use of the land and pay him
for his approximate $400.00 worth of im-
provements. Blgtt knew that Fanny was

January—F"ebmary, 1970

not likely to do any such damn thing,
so he let the matter drop on the assump-
tion that Washington would be satisfied
that things were being done, now
that the letter was a matter of record.

However, Mr. Charles L. Davis, the
new Agency superintendent, received a
copy of the letter and had to write a
letter of his own in reply. He noted the
demand for $400.00 and stated his side
of the case, thus passing the buck to his
BIA headquarters in Washington. This
letter was calculated to sidetrack the
Free-Simms mess for many months as
far as the civilian agency was concerned
—but it landed right back in Baker’s
lap.

Meanwhile, Luis Flores, the elder, had
died and that left one less witness
against Fanny. Ramon, occasionally seen
back on the reservation, was wearing a
black patch where an eye had once been,
and was considered to be a troublemaker
and too unreliable to be a witness. Time
was working in Fanny’s favor in all
ways, except one: her health. Her first
born—a boy—was frail and lived only
a few months. When the infant died,
Fanny seemed to lose interest in life,
and her husband Cotter believed that she
now cared less about the land. He also
became afraid he himself would catch
the disease and soon took to drinking
steadily. Fanny was virtually deserted.

However, she was not about to let
“them” steal the land away from her as
some people thought. She hung on to
friends who were on her side and stood
ready to fight people who were not. She

sent for Willy and soon brother and
sister had their heads together. Willy,
not yet a lawyer but acting like one with
a William Jennings Bryan tongue, con-
nived with Chief Alchesay of the great
White Mountain tribe to circulate a
rumor that he (Alchesay) was going
to take over the disputed meadow and
build a rancheria on it for half his tribe.
If this bluff didn’t work the chief would
take over the meadow in fact, knowing
full well the military could not get him
and 1,000 Apaches off without starting
another war.

IN VIEW of this startling development,

Captain Blatt reversed his position on
March 1, 1920, and addressed a letter to
Superintendent Davis saying he had
ordered Preston Simms to vacate the
land at once and that he had given per-
mission to Fanny Free to reoccupy the
meadow as she saw fit. Blatt said this
matter “has long enough heen hanging
fire” and as far as his office was con-
cerned it was now settled.

Within the next month a half dozen
more letters were exchanged between the
local authorities, and a like number made
the trip between the reservation and
Washington. On June 5, General Super-
visor A. B. Stanion sent a report to
Secretary Baker and John Barton Payne
of the BIA stating that a local commis-
sion had reevaluated the condition and
extent of improvements on the twenty-
acre Free Tract and found that the
$400.00 price was excessive and therefore
pared it down to a fixed value of $208.88.
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GET PRID ror TRAVELING!

New 144-Page Book, “Golden Careers in Travel”
b, reveals how you can step into one of 1000s
{ full and spare time travel jobs waiting

coast to coast and 'round the world for
men and women, young and old—on a
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/ a.:é
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Lesson & L.P. Travel Record that telis more about
opportunities in Travel Careers. 10-day money back
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When this met with a flat rejection a
committee of three used current market
values as a yardstick and set a rental
value per month, as against the price of
X number of bales of hay Simms had
taken from the land, and came up with a
balance of $100.00. If Fanny Free and
her husband would forthwith pay Simms
this amount the land would be hers free
of all encumbrances. Secretary Baker
then gave Fanny the date of November 1
to pay this amount. E. B. Meritt, Assis-
tant Commissioner of Indian Affairs,
agreed to the time stipulation in a letter
dated June 26 to Superintendent Davis.

Davis wrote back, reiterating the vari-
ous acts of hostility which the Mexican
element was committing and stating that
Simms refused to move and that his
cohorts were constantly harassing Fanny
Free. He feared that unless law enforce-
ment officers intervened there would be
killings and so much more bad blood
engendered the matter would never be
settled.

On July 17 Meritt wrote to Davis and
told him to take $100.00 out of his “con-
tingent Indian Affairs fund,” pay Simms
and order him off the land, and get it
settled. That was all right with Fanny,
as she had no intention of paying for
something that was already hers.

Slyly Simms took the money on the
condition that he could remain on the
property until the crops had been har-

vested that fall; the sergeant who nego-

tiated the deal agreed to that without
authority—and Fanny blew up. She had
not been informed of the compromise
until several days afterward and by then
the final papers were on their way to
Washington. Clansmen and friends ad-
vised Fanny to be patient; after all, it
would only be a few more months.

The time dragged on and winter came
and Simms pleaded for and got an ex-
tension from reservation officials, again
without consulting Fanny. She was hav-
ing another bout with her chronie illness
and to keep her from doing something
which might endanger her life, Willy
moved her to the Indian Hospital in
Phoenix. Fanny remained there two
months then disappeared one night. The
next day she showed up at the home of
Willy and Edith Free in San Carlos, who
now had a baby girl named Rosa. They
naturally took Fanny in and she re-
cuperated in the dry climate for the rest
of the winter.

WHILE in Phoenix Fanny had been in

touch with the Indian Rights Associa-
tion, whose members worked in her be-
half and kept her informed on how her af-
fairs were coming along at Fort Apache.
She took a dim view of the proceedings
the organization reported. It was appar-
ent the Agency officials were turning
against her in their eagerness to cope
with a nmew controversary stirred up by
the volatile Mexican minority who had
now come under the scrutiny of poli-
ticians in Washington following the Cen-
sus Bureau count for 1920. With a lot
of votes involved, pro or con, lawsuits
were being prepared for the Federal
Courts to determine whether the Mexi-
cans were Americans or Mexican na-
tionals. It also gave Simms an excuse

not to move off the land when spring of
1921 rolled around.

The whole mess boiled over into the
Harding administration and the new
President made a decision which was
final. Reallottments became the order of
the day. The only stipulation was that
local officials should exercise care not
to uproot families who had a previous
record of good standing and occupancy
on properties under consideration.

People of both factions at Fort Apache
obeyed the order stoically—all except
Fanny Free and Preston Simms. Neither
of them “had a previous record of good
standing.” Willy kept Fanny in San Car-
los, fearful that she might actually go
Netdahe—a war-to-the-death vow taken
by old time Apaches. The obstreperous
Simms planted another crop and sat
tight. He brought in some. stalwart rela-
tives, kept them armed at all times, and
they resisted the Agency police who tried
to remove them short of killing them.
The Army, for some unrevealed reason,
was not called in.

As the summer of 1922 wore on, Fanny
seemed to be definintely improving in
health and she moved back to Fort
Apache. October rolled around and the
famous Harding executive order to the
Army to turn the entire Fort Apache
Reservation over to the Department of
Interior went into effect. That order
marked the end of the trail, as far as
Fanny was concerned. She had been
almost her former self again in health,
but this must have brought on a relapse,
though her mental attitude brought back
the old fighting spirit with a rush.

There was nothing to do except take
the Simms matter into her own hands.
She stood alone now, and knew it.

Fanny took one of her father’s old
Green River knives, tucked it safely
under her kachina dress, and headed for
the mountain meadow adjacent to old
Kinshiba—where the Spirits of departed
ones lived. She had chosen a Saturday
when all the hired hands would be home
with their families, leaving Simms there
alone. She stopped in the brushy swale
along the boundary fence and watched

"I never take you anyplace! I took
you to see the hangin’ last week,
didn't I?”

True West



for her chance. As it turned out she had
to wait all day and all the following
night, without food or water.

By dawn she had a high fever which
blurred her vision. She did, however, see
Simms emerge from the cabin door in
the dawn’s light. She got up and ad-
vanced upon him; he tensed and stopped
as he saw her coming. Apparently her
intention was to stab him, but she saw
she could not get near enough. She drew
the Green River and threw it. Fanny
had never thrown a knife in her life, but
something invisible must have guided
this blade as its point sped true to the
Mexican’s throat. He tried to pull the
blade out as he dropped.

Fanny withdrew into the brush and
went home. That night it turned cold
and rain fell in Canyon Day. Monday
was more of the same. The arrested fever
had flared up within her and she was
trembling. Alone in her cabin that night
Fanny Free did not live to see the dawn
that came up dry and clear.

Truly Western
(Continued from page 7)

board and later one-half day in the old
Ford. )

Paved roads now make accessible many
of the places that are discussed in your
magazine article. These men would be
amazed by what is going on today on
the Navajo reservation, the colleges, high
schools, vocational schools, super mar-
kets, newspaper (Navajo Times) and all
the paved roads. Gas lines crossing the
reservation and originating there make
gas available to those near the lines;
also electricity.

Well, time marches on and does bring
changes. I didn’t intend to write so much
but I can go on and on about this subject.
—Clydas Richard Burroughs, 207 W.
Green, Gallup, New Mexico 87301

June TW—A Memorable Issue

Howdy, Pat!

The June 1969 TRUE WEST brought
sack memories of days of long ago. I
snew a Ralph Collinson of Clarendon,
lexas and think he was a relative of
‘The Cowboy From Yorkshire.” Ralph
Jollinson came to Colorado and was boss
m a ranch where I once worked.

I heard of “Those Murdering Herricks”
vhen we lived in western Colorado and
. have been on Kannah Creek many
imes. The Herrick killings happened
ieveral years before we went to western
Jolorado. And having worked in Lead-
rille, Colorado I know something of the
‘Ice Palace.”

I saw Charles A. Siringo when I was
L boy. He stopped in Grand Junction,
Jolorado one time to see my father. Be-
‘ore that he had stopped at my unecle’s
ranch on the Dolores River when my
ather was there. At that time he was
m the trail of some suspected outlaws,
mut T don’t think he caught up with
hem on that trip. He mentions my
ather and my uncle in one of his books.
—Tom Moss, Box 2004, Gardena, Califor-
ia 90247

(Continued on page 72)
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The Camp That Died Hard
(Continued from page 32)
ing a shaft on an incline. This came to
be known as the Goodale shaft.

Former residents moved back to Ro-
chester and new people moved in. Old
houses were repaired and new ones built.
Dust rose in smothering rolls from
freight outfits hauling merchandise to
the store and supplies to the mine. Al-
though across the nation, it was a time
of general unemployment and hardship,
the miners of Rochester cashed their
checks, leaned against the counter of Asa
Cornforth’s store, munched crackers
lifted from the open cracker barrel in
plain sight of the storekeeper and talked
about THE MINE. When they mentioned
the smaller mines—the Buffalo, the
Longfellow, the Dickey and others—
they called them by name. But when
they said THE MINE, everyone under-
stood it was the Watseka that was meant.

As work progressed in the Goodale
shaft, silver appeared in some of the
feeders, then copper. The camp was jub-
ilant. Wasn’t that the way of Butte?
First a gold camp, then silver and finally
copper making it the “richest hill on
earth.” Rochester was on her way to be-
ing a second Butte. Might even be better!

Town lots sold readily and claims were
staked out with the hopes that down
underneath lay a fortune in silver and
copper. Optimism was riding high when
Rochester received a blow that sent her
reeling. Water—that bane of many a
deep mine—rose up to challenge Goodale,
and forced him to cease operations.
Goodale, disappointed but not discour-
aged, urged the company to install pumps
and strongly recommended the purchase
of the mine. The superintendent’s con-
fidence gave confidence to others. The
Watseka would not be shut down long,
they felt. All that was needed was some-
one with money and vision like the men
who had made Butte. Like W. A. Clark
or Marcus Daly or that young fellow
F. Agustus Heinze.

After a few weeks of idleness some
felt the pinch of the empty pocketbook
and went elsewhere in search of jobs,
but the majority hung on. Those with a
cow and a dozen hens could live as cheap-
ly in Rochester as anywhere. Cheaper
than most places. There was grass on
the hills for the cow, and grasshoppers
in the sage for the hens.
washed out a little gold that the first
prospectors had scorned to bother with,
or got a little work in haying and har-
vest down in the valley. The women
sewed patches on the men’s shirts and
bib overalls. They made over their own
skirts and dresses for themselves and
their children. Everyone scrimped and
pinched and waited for the THE MINE
to reopen.

And their faith was rewarded. One
fine day A. W. McCune of Salt Lake
City drove into camp, turned his hand-
some outfit over to a companion and
began a thorough investigation of the
Watseka. McCune liked what he saw. A
short time later the whistle of the old
mill gave out a welcome shriek. “Men,
come back to work!” Or that’s the way
it was interpreted.

The men .

McCUNE put capable Carl Hand or

as superintendent and in a matte:
of weeks there was the comforting chug:
chugging of the pumps working day anc
night bringing the water up out of the
shaft so the sinking could proceed. Aboui
1,000 feet from the vertical Goodale
shaft, the Watseka was sunk. By 189¢f
the Goodale had reached a depth of 55(
feet and the Waseka, 571. The twc
shafts were connected by tunnels at the
200-, 300-, and 450-foot levels. At the
latter level there were 1,800 feet ol
tunneling.

A new mill was built with a capacity
of 150 tons of ore per day, three times
the capacity of the old mill. The whole
camp took pride in that fine mill. Women
set their clocks and children learned tc
tell the time of day by its whistle.

An article in a county paper of 1895
written by a mining expert, declared
that McCune had conquered the bugaboc
of water in the Watseka. The flow was
800 gallons per minute while the pump-
age was 1,600 gallons per minute, almost
twice as much as needed. The writer
predicted that the Watseka would be-
come the greatest gold mine in the North-
west, not to mention the silver and cop-
per it would pour forth. Under former
owners the mine had produced $750,000.
Under McCune and Hand $1,000,000 had
been taken out and that was just a be-
ginning.

With the Watseka leading the way, six
other good-sized mines in the Rochester
district went into production. The larg-
est of these, the Elgin, a producer of
high-grade ore, was owned by A. Hodges
Water had stopped Hodges at the 400-
foot level. This was mentioned briefly
in the same paper that lauded the Wat
seka, but stated that the shutdown woulc
be brief. Pumps would be installed. The
trouble at the Elgin caused little con:
cern except for Hodges and the men he
employed. The Elgin was merely a gooc
mine, not a great one like the Watseka

THE CAMP was booming. Carpenters

worked early and late putting ur
houses for the miners and their families
Some say 300 men were working in the
different mines; others say the Watseka
employed that many alone. The Hardisty
Hotel was built only a few hundred yards
from the mill. There gay parties were
held where wives and daughters of the
elite wore expensive evening gowns and
sparkling jewels. Besides the general
merchandise store of Asa Cornforth,
Ernst Falkner, William Klein and Frank
Inabnet, there was Fred Arbo’s shoe
store which carried a full line of ladies’
footwear as well as miner’s boots. Mi-
lady’s Millinery Shop stocked elegant
hats covered with ostrich plumes. You
could buy just about anything you wished
in Rochester then, including plenty of
liquor at Algee’s saloon and some lesser
places.

There was even an opera house, owned
by Seyler and Stark, and some good out-
side talent was brought in. A band gave
Sunday concerts and played at the
Fourth of July celebrations at Twin
Bridges, to which all of Rochester went.

True West



The log schoolhouse was no longer ade-
quate and a two-story frame with several
rooms on either floor loomed up on the
north hill. Protestant church services
and Sunday School were held in the
Maccabees’ Hall, while Catholic children
received instruction and Mass was said
in private homes. Everyone was busy
and happy. For about a decade Rochester
was the largest, liveliest, most pros-
perous town in Madison County. There
was a saying that “McCune has the luck,
the pluck and the money to make things
go.”

Yet during those golden years, that
limpid liquid far down under the ground
was on its way to destroy everything
that hard work, vision and money had
built up. Slowly the flow of water in the
Watseka increased; causing little concern
for awhile. The pumps were ample. But
the time came when the pumps working
at full capacity could not hold down the
flow. Slowly the water level rose in the
shafts, then into drifts and tunnels.
MecCune had called in the best engineers,
every effort was made to check the rise
of the water level, but it would not be
checked. It was “like trying to stop the
tide with a broom.” The Watseka’s
whistle blew for the last time.

Of course, no one could believe it was
the last. Not McCune, not Carl Hand,
not any of the hundreds of men who had
worked in the Watseka. The ore was
there. They had all seen it, big rich veins
of ore as in the great mines of Butte. A
way would be found to beat that water
devil again as it had been beat before.
A man wouldn’t go off and leave a fab-
ulous fortune like that, not a man like
MecCune.

But McCune did go away. He hired a
guard to protect his valuable equipment
from vandals and left the town where he
had been a leading citizen during its best
years. :

“He’ll be back,” said John Connor as
the McCune surrey disappeared down the
canyon.

“You bet he will,” agreed Sam Cla-
ridge, “May take him a little time, few
months. even a year, to get things going
again. But McCune won’t give up.” Some-
one thought that McCune planned to be
back in the fall. That fall there was a
rumor that McCune was coming back in
the spring.

ONE NIGHT Maccabee Hall caught
fire, the flames lighting up the town.
Men jumped out of bed, pulled on their
boots and ran. Women didn’t wait to
dress but went with coats over night-
gowns. There was no fire department
other than an impromptu bucket brigade.
The fire came near the Hardisty Hotel
and it looked like that would go too. The
Hardistys brought out all of their blan-
kets, and with many helping, the blankets
were dipped in water then spread out
to cover the entire roof and sides of the
hotel. Water was thrown on the blankets
to keep them wet. It was hard hot work
and in the excitement some of the water
soaked the workers instead of the blan-
kets. But the hotel was saved.
The Maccabees did not rebuild their
hall. They would wait until THE MINE
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reopened. For awhile religious services
were held in the schoolhouse. The town
shrank. Store buildings stood vacant. It
was said that “kids have to be counted
twice to find enough to hold school.”
Still the camp did not die. Some of the
smaller mines, working without machin-
ery, continued to operate. By then, both
Twin Bridges twelve miles to the east
and Melrose twelve miles to the west
were on the railroad. Shipping costs were
down. A good six-horse team could haul
five tons of ore from Rochester to either
town and return in a day.

Shortly before 1913, the year the men
of my family and my brother’s partner
Leigh Pratt leased Bettina’s Emma mine,
the old camp had taken a new lease on
life. The Blowout, a promising mine lo-
cated about a quarter of a mile from
the Watseka, installed machinery and
employed about twenty-five men. Most
of them boarded at Hungate’s boarding-
house, a few at the hotel, and a few
with families lived in private homes.

Algee’s saloon was gone but Tke Han-
son, a man of noble girth, kept one
known as The Corner. The men had a
Mineral Club. Children no longer needed
to be counted twice to make a good show-
ing in one room of the schoolhouse. For
entertainment there were card parties,
dances and picnics. The mail came up
from Twin Bridges three times each
week. Rochester was still a pretty good
little town.

Albert Bettina was born in Germany
and was graduated from one of that
country’s best schools, a mining engineer.
He came to the United States as a young
man and held responsible positions with
the Tennessee Copper and other well-
known mining companies. But he was
restless and finally drifted up to Mon-
tana and to Rochester. During the hey-
day of the Watseka he located the Emma
mine over the south hill from town. He
took out some rich ore as he sank the
shaft, and came to believe in the Emma
as others did in the Watseka. He put
almost every cent he had into it, de-
priving himself of a decent living to do
so.

When the Watseka closed down, water
came up in the Emma’s shaft but Bettina
drifted, found some good ore and stopped.
However he was getting along in
years and his health was poor. It was
then that my people leased the Emma.

Bettina had never married but he must
have named his mine in honor of some
woman. Whether for mother, sister or
sweetheart he never said. Being alone,
working hard and living frugally he had
become indifferent to the condition of his
cabin and his person. When my father
heard that the old man was not as well
as usual he went over to see. He found
Bettina sitting by his little cookstove,
the door of the stove open and the cabin
dense with smoke. But the old fellow
greeted him cheerfully. “Nothing like a
little smoke to warm up a house on a
cold morning.”

The smoke of many such mornings had
settled into his long hair, his clothing
and his skin. Young Leigh Pratt started

" calling him “Old Smokey.” The name

stuck.
One day Smokey was telling about
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similes and reprint editions of Southern, South-
western and Western books contains many
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flavor of the book has been retained — even
errors, peculiar spellings and other quaint
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HEAVY DUTY WELDER

Does work of $85.00 welder
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3 welding heats
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ence needed. Follow simple instructions. Uses standard 1&” rods
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when delivered. or send $18.95 cash, ck., M.0. for postpaid shipment.
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FLUTTERTAIL WORMS!

"Makes a weekend fisherman a champion!”
Written up in 20 national publications.
Winner in 9 consecutive Bass Club Tourna-
ments in successionl There is a difference!
Write or call—

JOHN FOX

San Augustine, Tx. 75972
Phone: 713-275-2368
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Make money. Know how to hreak and
train horses and ponies. Send name
and zip-code for this free HooKiet With
special offer of a course in Animal
Breeding. If you are interested in Gaiting and
Riding the saddle horse check ( ) Do it today!
Write to BERRY School of HORSEMANSHIP
1552, Pleasant Hill, Ohio 45359

110 N. Harrison

prospecting over on the Big Hole River
several years before. “I was walking
along the side of a cliff above the river,”
he said. “The rocks were wet and slip-
pery. I lost my footing and slid fifty
feet down into the river. I wasn’t hurt,
just some bruises and scratches, but I
got a mighty cold ducking. That was the
last time I’ve ever been wet all over.”

It was sometime later that my brother
Charles found Bettina unable to keep his
fire going or prepare food. Charles
finally persuaded the old man it would
be best to go down to Twin Bridges
where there was a doctor. There was no
hospital nearer than Butte sixty miles
away but a couple lived in Twin Bridges
who would for a moderate fee take care
of a sick man who had no other place
to go. It was to them that Charles took
Bettina and summoned the doctor.

When my brother came home that
evening he said, “The first thing those
folks did was to give old Smokey a good
bath and cut his hair. He looked like a
different man.”

My mother, who was strong on cleanli-
ness, spoke up emphatically. “Oh, they
shouldn’t have done that! They should
have just washed his face and hands
first. Let him rest awhile, then his feet
and legs, then gradually his body, a little
at a time. But a full bath! The shock
will kill him.” Mother shook her head.

The next morning we learned that
Albert Bettina had died during the night.

LD SMOKEY was but one of the

“queer old codgers” as my father
called the old men who were spending
their last days in Rochester, hoping and
believing that the camp would boom
again. One of these was John Connor.
He had come as a youth and had laid
by enough for his old age. We rented
one of his neat cottages and lived next
door to him for awhile. He got up early,
as he had all of his life, cooked and ate
a good breakfast, put his house in order,
looked after his roses and pansies and
other small chores. Then clean and neat-
ly dressed, often wearing a white shirt,
he walked up to The Corner. About ten
in the evening someone would walk him
back home, holding on to him to keep
him from falling. This was a routine
seldom broken.

On my father’s birthday, Mr. Connor
was invited over to birthday supper.
That day Mr. Connor did not go to The
Corner but spent the iday puttering
around the house and yard. A crony
came down to see if he were all right.
We overheard this explanation: “I'm
invited to supper where there are ladies.
In the presence of ladies I am a gentle-
man.”

Connor’s only relatives were two
nephews in the East but he did not lack
for friends. When he died, almost every
man, woman and child in camp attended
the funeral which was held in the dance
hall. Although little more than a child,
I remember feeling that the red rose on
my black beaver hat was not suitable for
the solemn occasion (and no girl would
have gone to a funeral without a hat).
With my mother’s approval I removed
the rose.

Then there was Old Mr. Lutz. No one

spoke of him in any other way. He
had built a tiny flume from Rabbit
Springs to his claim and washed out
enough gold to “keep body and soul to-
gether.” He was friendly to meet but
almost never went visiting or had com-
pany. Sometimes at night we would hear
the sweet strains of a violin coming from
his cabin.

Old Man Wing was well past eighty
and Old Bill Ayers was near the eighty
mark. Both had‘fought in the Civil War
but on opposite sides. They were long-
time friends but one day they got into
an argument over some aspect of Stone
River and had to fight it over again
with their fists. Spectators said they put
on a good show until Old Man Wing
went down and later developed a shiner
that was a beaut. But Old Bill Ayers
sustained a cut lip and bloody nose which
must have given some satisfaction to
the older man. The next day they were
friends again.

There were women, too, owning a lit-
tle property and believing that “some-
day” it would be valuable again. Mrs.
Predister, whom I was told was a witch,
lived in a haunted house. I found her a
gentle recluse who liked to have children
visit in her home. The house was weath-
ered and neglected on the outside but
inside spoke of hetter times. And there
was poor Mrs. Crosby, almost bent
double with arthritis, living on an eight-
dollar-a-month pension and what she
could make doing washings on the scrub-
board. !

But not all of the believers were old
people. There were young folks too, such
as the Bowders, both still in their twen-
ties. Bowder had a steady job in Butte
(he would return, he said, when McCune
came back). His wife and children lived
on their property in Rochester. Once a
year Bowder took a week off to visit
his family. Once a year Mrs. Bowder
gave birth to a new baby.

There was an air of hopefulness about
the little camp. Again there were rumors
that McCune expected to be back soon
and open THE MINE. But there were
tangible reasons for optimism too. The
Blowout was looking better all the time
and work was proceeding well in a dry
shaft. Then one day drilling in a drift
brought water. The hole was plugged
and the water stopped. Again drilling
tapped water and again the hole was
plugged. When drilling in a different but
not too distant place seemed satisfactory,
dynamite was set and the fuse lighted.
The bottom of the Blowout shaft was
never seen again. Water came in with a
flow that no available pumps could
handle. It was the general opinion that
an old drift in the water-filled Watseka
had been opened with that charge of
dynamite and it spelled the Blowout’s
doom.

One by one either water or lack of
funds forced every mine in the district
to close. Old people died; young ones,
even the Bowders, moved away. Trucks
came and hauled off everything from
the Watseka that was above ground ex-
cept the waste dumps. There was no
longer need for a guard. Finally two
widowed sisters, Mrs. Fisher and Mrs.
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Mueller, were the only two permanent
residents. They continued to be for a
number of years.

“We’ll never leave Rochester,” said
Mrs. Fisher when urged by friends to
move down to Twin Bridges.

“We’d be foolish to leave now,” said
Mrs. Mueller. “Prices of metals are
going up. Mines can be worked easier
and cheaper now and our property is
within a stone’s throw of the richest
mine in the country.”

But about 1937 fate took a hand. An
earthquake filled in the well from which
the sisters drew their water. The elderly
women could not haul water from Rabbit
Springs as they had years before. They
were forced to leave. They did so with
great reluctance. “We’ll be back,” they
said to the friends who moved them out
of the forlorn little place that had been
their home since they were girls. Neither
lived very long. They could not take
transplanting.

The seventy-five-year-old camp was
dead at last. Everything for which a use
could be found—even the stones of our
club house—was torn down and hauled
away. The soil, enriched with the wastes
of animals and humans over three-
fourths of a century, grew bigger and
better sagebrush than anywhere else in
the viecinity.

That is the way it was the day I
looked at where Rochester had been and
was no more. The country all around
there is used now only for grazing. In
the fall of 1968 we visited Twin Bridges
again and I asked a woman who owns
some property in the old Rochester dis-
triet, “Is there ever any talk about the
Watseka?”

She smiled. “Just last month, engineers
from Butte were out to look at THE
MINE.”

Somehow I felt better.

The Muleskinner Millionaire
(Continued from page 39 )
was to buy a “winter home” in Houston,
Texas—a home he was never known to
have seen, let alone oceupy.

Later, he sold an option on his mine
o three Colorado Springs men, William
Lennox, Ed Giddings and Judge Colburn.
Che mine made all of them millionaires.
[t produced more than $10 million.
Strong used his sale money to buy Sam
Altman’s Free Coinage Mine on Bull
1ill, where he made his million and a

ittle to spare. But Altman, a sawmill

perator, also made a million and had
‘The World’s Highest Incorporated
fown” named for him.

Always a heavy drinker and some-
hing of a rowdy, Sam Strong now be-
ame a heavy spender, as well. He also
ot tangled up with several women,
ome of dubious virtue, to whom (they
wore) he had proposed marriage. With
alf-a-dozen breach of promise suits on
fis hands, one or two of them for a
illion, Strong, more or. less in self-
efense married in 1900 at age thirty-
ight. He and his nineteen-year-old bride,
regina Neville of Altman, left for Paris
n an extended honeymoon while things
uieted down a little.

Returning to camp six months later, he
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Ernest J. Clark writes; ‘‘In three weeks since | received my Gardiner
Model 190A Metal Detector, | have found a total of approximately
$685 worth of miscellaneous coins, jewelry and artifacts. Some of
the coins dated back to 1802. I think the features of this metal
detector are really way ahead of all the other makes, especially in the
fact that it will distinguish bottle caps and other worthless items.”

Free catalog of our patented metal detectors gives comparison tests of different makes.

GARDINER ELEGTRONICS

Dept. 7 4729 N. 7th Avenue e Phoenix, Arizona 85013

300 DIFFERENT
WORLDWIDE STAMPS

7 50(!

‘§ Here's an exciting chance to
/1 start or enlarge your stamp col-
! lection! Selections from Russia,
& Switzerland, Hungary, France,
and many other Foreign Lands.
Ask for Packet No. *WP-I. 50c¢
postpaid. 1970 illustrated color
catalog FREE with order PLUS
I List of Monterey's 100 different
s W] 50c packets! Shipped within 48
hours,. MONTEREY CO., Dept. WP-70, 311 Home-
land NW, Albuquerque, N.M. 87114,

SN e
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20 NEVADA ACRES Near Meadow Valley
$1600 FULL PRICE $20 DOWN $20 MONTH
Land is just off U.S. 80 freeway and Humboldt
River near Meadow Valley Ranchos and Elko,
Neyada. Nearby land sold for over $500 per acre.

Excellent Investment. Write Owner, Box 2566
Argyle, Minn. 56713.

TR Y S R S

LEARN THE FACTS!!

WHITE'S ELECTRONICS manufacture over 25 DIFFERENT MODELS of

metal-mineral detectors. Learn why thousands of treasure hunters

prefer such favorites as the $-63 TR DELUXE. Llearn how it
locates coins and jewelry the others leave behind.

R

% ULTRA-SENSITIVE WATER-
PROOF LOOP

% SIMPLE TO OPERATE
% SOLID STATE CIRCUITRY
% TWO-YEAR GUARANTEE

Use your BankAmericard or Master Charge and
take 2 % discount. 5% discount for cash

WHITE'S ELECTRONICS, INC.

Send for FREE LITERATURE

Budget Terms Available

Room 401

1011 Pleasant Valley Rd.
Sweet Home, Oregon 97386
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LAND GRANT MAPS

(TEXAS ONLY)

Show original owners of land
in 250 counties. (Please
specify county wanted.)
Only $1.10 each or $66.50
for set of 250, postpaid. No
C.0.D.'s please. (Also have
U.S. Geological maps of
Texas.) Postage paid

Rep RiveEr Co.

BUCHANAN ENTERPRISES
Box 521—Dept. TW
Mansfield, Texas 76063

s
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cloth $8.95, paper
1846-47 216p $4.95,
DITlOg 1849 by L

592 by Villagra $7.50; TOUR NO
N MEXICO (846-47 by Wislizenus $6.50
IDES MEMORIAL 1630 tr by Ayer 3I6p
STANO De SOSA'S JOURNAL 1590-9
50. SW hook list from

SOUTHWEST EXPLORATION
Box 296, Corrales, N.M. 87048

Guaranteed
10 Years!

$1.98 ¢

Established
1936.

The knife for
hunting, fish-

ing and all
around use.
Mirror polished,
imported stainless
steel blade honed to
a razor’s edge. Rugged.
Opens with flick of finger.
Locks into position, Blade
will not close when in use. Press
button in handle to close. Safety
finger guard. Sure-grip handle. Bal-
anced for target throwing. IF BROKEN
WITHIN 10 YEARS WE WILL REPLACE
AT NO CHARGE! Use 30 days. Money back
if not pleased. Only $1.98 vlus $.27 postage and
handling. ORDER NOW! Midwest Knife Co., 9043

S. Western Ave., Dept. RC-673, Chicago, Ill. 60620,

RUPTURE
RELIEF!

OR YOUR
MONEY
BACK
IN FULL!

Lasting, comfortable relief for your re-
ducible inguinal rupture. Prove it. Give
WEB a trial. If not completely satisfied
return it within 30 days for full refund
of purchase price. Write for free booklet.

Dept. TW- 2
TR“ss cn- Hagef:town, Md.
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settled the pending suits out of court for
a total of $100,000. One frustrated for-
mer girl friend publicly accused him of
blowing up the Strong Mine during the
labor war of 1893 in an effort to dis-
suade Colburn, Lennox and Giddings from
taking up their $60,000 option on the
mine. Sam was tried and acquitted.

Actually, the mine was blown up by
hired labor goons. At least that was the
consensus. After the explosion, union
members took Sam McDonald, super of
the mine, and two of his men and im-
prisoned them in a mine shaft on Bull
Cliff for three months. These laborers
had been in the Strong Mine when it
was blown up.

Strong did a lot of gambling in the
Cripple Creek dives, usually accompanied
by his father-in-law, John Neville, a man
little older than himself. One night in
Grant Crumley’s Newport saloon and
gambling rooms, Strong lost $2,000 play-
ing roulette, which he paid by IOUs.
Next day, claiming the wheel had been
“fixed” he offered to settle for $200.
Crumley refused. The two men were
enemies anyhow.

Strong did his gambling in other joints
for a few weeks, disregarding his debt
to Crumley. He was a mean gambler.
Playing with a group of miners or mule-
skinners, he would push a thousand or
two into the pot and jibe the working
stiffs for not being able to cover his
bets. He was an arrogant show-off.

“Why don’t you go out and make a
million like I did, then you will be able
to play poker like a gentleman?” he’d
say. The more he drank and gambled,
the fewer friends he had.

A few weeks later, still owing Crum-
ley $2,000, he stopped in again at the
Newport late at night and won $300 on
the wheel. Leaving, he stopped at the
bari and said to Crumley, “Your wheel
must have been honest tonight.”

An altercation followed and Crumley,

Famous Battle Mountain, showing part of Victor today.

from behind the bar, shot Strong with a
sawed-off shotgun. There were several
witnesses, including John Neville. Strong
lay dead on the floor, a gaping hole in
his chest.

Crumley was tried for murder, but
was freed. He claimed that Strong “went
for a gun and I shot him in self-defense.”
Strong did carry a .38 pistol but it was
found in his pocket after the shooting.
However, a few of the witnesses swore
that they had seen Strong reach for his
pocket just before Crumley blasted him.

Crumley, whose reputation was . un-
savory, was nevertheless an important
man in camp and a member of several
influential organizations.

Many townspeople were unhappy with
the court’s decision, but Strong’s former
opponents at the poker table felt “He
had it coming to him,” or “He asked for
it.” And so, at the tender age of forty,
muleskinner, roustabout, millionaire Sam
Strong lay dead on a saloon floor for
welching on a gambling debt. He left a
cool million to his young and beautiful
widow.

I talked with several old-timers (all
dead now) who had played poker with
Sam Strong and they said it was a won-
der he wasn’t killed sooner. “The money
went to his head,” said one, “and he
became an overbearing s-o-b.”

Camps of the Nut Pickers
(Continued from page 37

There are several ways in which the
shelled green nut is used in cooking. A
sprinkling of them are dropped in the
bottom of a hot Dutch oven or frying
pan containing a little tallow or grease
Raw steak is then quickly placed ove
the nuts. For some reason the nut oi
sharpens the browning process of the
meat’s surface. It also has a tenderizing
effect. Young burro meat cooked thii
way cannot be told from beef. Grav;

True Wes



smsmmms American Course in Drafting.

APPROVED FOR VETERANS

Coast-to-Coast Shortage of Trained Draftsmen
Opens Thousands Big Salary Jobs for Beginners!
Now you can take your pick of thousands of big
salary jobs open to Draftsmen (see “help
wanted” sections of metropolitan newspapers).
Huge nationwide demand ... U.S. Dept. of Labor
reports “42% more Draftsmen needed in next 10
years—not enough applicants to fill drafting jobs
available now!” Our easy “Quick-Learn” Meth.-
od has helped hundreds toward good income, se-
curity and prestige as Draftsmen. Why not you?

YOU NEED NO DRAWING SKILL ... NO TECHNICAL ABILITY

NASD’s staff of Professional Draftsmen guide you step-by-
step. With our spare time home-study plan you work on ac-
tual projects. Makes learning fun — easy to remember, too.
Many graduates have succeeded with only grade school
training. Others report good earnings drafting part time while
still learning!

Precision Drawing Instrument Set,
Professional Drafting Board Outfit &
Fingertip Tilting Drafting Table are
given to you with your complete North

Earns $820 Month!
“‘My first position after com- ¢ 4
pleting your course jumped my %a
income from $350 to $820 per
month.”” —G. W. , Tenn.

Big Promotion!

| was promoted from the pro-
duction line ahead of 4 others
and got a good pay raise.”’—
W. A., Wisc. =

ALL 4 FREE!

Rush Coupon
today!

¥ .when you train at home with NASD for a

HIGH PAY JOB IN DRAFTING!

RUSH COUPON FOR FREE KIT...

Mail coupon today for FREE ‘‘DRAFT| ING CAREER KIT,””
Sample Lesson, Drafting Aptitude Test including intrigu-
ing new 5-Way Drafting Instrument & 20-page Book
‘Your Future in Drafting’’ — jam-packed with revealing
facts on your opportunities to win top pay and job se-
curity in Drafting. No salesman will call, Everything
sent FREE and WITHOUT OBLIGATION. Write today!
.Ill..l‘llllIlllIIlIIllII.ll.llllIllllll.l
E North American School of Drafting, Dept. 1032,
= u 4500 Campus Dr., University Plaza, Newport, Calif. 92660
® Rush ‘‘DRAFTING CAREER KIT", including Book,

Sample Lesson, Aptitude Test & Drafting Instrument —
ALL FREE! No salesman will call. G.l. Approved.

NAME AGE
ADDRESS
CITY. STATE ZIP.

A home-study program in association with Cleveland Engineering inst,

made from the pan tastes as if butter
were used with the flour additive instead
of grease.

Corn kernels husked out by the lye
or wood ash process as in making homi-
ny, when used half and half with pifions
becomes an unusual food. Again it seems
to be the delicious flavor imparted by the
oil, no grease being added to the corn
when the two are mixed. In turn this
mixture is dried under pressure into
cakes.

The southwestern Indians, except the
Utes of Colorado, had a kind of pemmi-
can. It was made of jerky, shelled pi-
fion nuts, corn meal and wild onions.
Like the jerked meat all ingredients
were dry and ground fine together. Car-
ried in bulk in a sack it was merely
mixed with water when used whether
eaten raw or cooked in a pan. No ber-
ries or grease whatever was added.

When the pifion nut was first intro-
duced to the buying public, Indian pick-
ers were paid up to five cents per pound.
During the depression years the nuts
couldn’t be sold to processors for more
than three cents. This price was so low
that it wasn’t worthwhile to gather them
during the fall harvest. After the de-
pression years the price to the pickers
ranged from five cents to eight cents
and the Indians returned to the forests.
During World War II pifions sold at a
price ranging around sixty cents, and oc-
casionally a little higher. Today the
price is standardized to the picker at
fifteen to eighteen cents.

As a cash crop it is the best in the
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entire Indian country. The crop requires
no cultivation, no upkeep and no ex-
pense—just the labor of gathering them.
The work is pleasant, a time for families
to go picnicking in the clean air of the
aromatic forests. Everyone picks—from
the smallest toddler to the old folks. If
a crop is not “on” that year in their own
country, Indians will travel far to a
forest that has put on. In New Mexico
U. 8. forest rangers keep watch and send
out word of the estimated harvest. The
nuts cannot be gathered until heavy
frost kills and breaks open the mature
cones. In almost all instances in the
Southwest this occurs by the middle of
October. During open winters the nuts
can be picked up until Christmas.

Today the family unit repairs to a
selected stand of pifion trees by wagon
and- car. In most cases wagon sheets
and old tarpaulins are spread beneath
the tree. Long poles are used to knock
off the cones or shake the limbs to bring
them spilling down. All the lower
branches can be reached by the indivi-
dual and all are usually heavy with nuts.

Once the tree is cleared of ripe cones,
which also have spilled out nuts in the
process, edges of the canvas are lifted to
pile the mass together. The family then
sits in a circle around it, picking nuts
out of the debris with their fingers. In
former times the picking was done en-
tirely from the trash on the ground.

The basin, bucket or basket into which
the nuts are placed is emptied into a
sack wihch will hold anywhere from 75
to 125 pounds, depending on how large

and heavy the nuts are. The sacked pi-
fions are then stored in an airy, dry
place until used. If sold (usually to an
Indian trader), they are disposed of at
once while their weight is greatest. A
hundred-pound sack will lose ten to
twelve pounds in weight in a thirty-day
period. The ordinary family of five
pickers can gather one sack each day.
Not infrequently, depending on how
filled with cones the tree is, they can
manage a few pounds more.

A CURIOUS LORE has grown up
about the pifion. It requires two
vears for a tree to produce a crop. The
embryo cone comes from a flowering
bud and matures the following year. It
is widely believed that a tree produces
nuts only in odd-numbered years—either
the third, fifth or seventh. This isn’t
true, although several years may elapse
before conditions are favorable for a
stand of trees to put on. They bear ac-
cording to the amount of rainfall, and
especially the past winter’s snow. Since
the annual precipitation varies widely,
some areas may produce no nuts for
three or four years or longer. When
there is sufficient water during the win-
ter and the early spring, even a tree
bearing maturing cones will blossom and
bud. Another crop can be harvested
from the same tree the following year.
The cones, embryo to the matured size,
are dark green and thickly pitch-covered.
This gum, utilized by Indians for various
purposes, protects the growing nut from
insects that bore into them. The gum
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Leather Lined
Hand Finished
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Boots

Satisfaction Guaranteed—Free Catalog

The vamps and 16-

inch tops with 6-inch

Zipper in back are of

beautiful soft glove

leather. Nylon

stitched, steel shanks,

leather lined walking

heel, narrow toe.

No. 2100, Sun Tan

No. 2101, Black

No. 2102, Brown

No. 2103, Red

No. 2104, Royal Blue

No. 2105, White
SAME BOOT IN

ROUGH-OUT

No. 2000, Sun Tan

No. 2001, Brown

No. 2002, Royal Blue

No. 2006, Black

No. 2007, Red

$31.95

Give measurements in_inches of calf of your
leg. $5.00 deposit on C.0.D. orders—You pay
poztal charges. We pay postage on prepaid
order.

Our guarantee—for exchange or refund
return boots undamaged and unworn with-
in 10 days.

FREE CATALOG—Adults’ and Children's Boots,
Western Shirts, Pants, Hats

HALL-YSLETA BOOT CO.

BOX 17971-T, EL PASO, TEXAS 79917

ROUGH RIDER

DEALER
DR

LARGEST SELECTION of tiny,
all-in-the-ear, behind the ear,
eyeglass and pocket models.
EREE HOME TRIAL. No obli-
gation. Money back guaran-
tee. No down payment. Easy
terms. No salesmen or deal- i

ers, Order direct and save 65%. Write for free catalog.

PRESTIGE, Dept. D-38, _BoX 10947. Houston. Tex. 77018,

D

B ROUND PLAITED

€& HORSE HAIR

/  HAT BAND
Sy OR BOLO TIE

$
and CATALOGUE 2'

Hand plaited 2-tone round horse hair
bolo or hatband PLUS our catalogue
listing old-time quality ‘‘using’’ items
in rawhide, leather and silver. $2 post-
paid. For new catalogue only, send 50c.

CARROLL SADDLE COMPANY #
Box 237TW Tubac, Arizona 85640

MAGIC MAIL PLAN

that comes with this Little Machine
CAN MAKE YOU $12 AN HOUR

"

Write today for free facts about the newest and
most fascinating of all new home operated busi-
nesses. For the first time, a simplified machine
brings the fabulous profits of
Plastic Sealing and Plastic Lam-
inating within the reach of the
small operator. Anyonecan
learn to operate it with a few
minutes practice. Then—with
our MAGIC MAIL PLAN—can
get mail orders pouring in daily
with cash in every envelope.

No Canvassing or Selling

Fill orders at home in spare time
to start. Then expand to full
time business. We even supply

cireulars to bring back cash
and orders. Rush name for all
the facts vou need to start. A
postcard will do. No charge.

WARNER ELECTRIC CO.
1512 Jarvis, Dept.L-98A, Chicago, Illinois 60626

The machine is turn-
ing out a job that will
bring operator $2.58,
by mail. The material
costs oniy 11c.
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is used to waterproof many things, such
as the tosjhay, a water jar of woven
willow. It is also used as a skin salve
in medicine making and is melted and
burned into chunks for use in herb dyes.

The pifion tree is also a weather prog-
nosticator. Indians say that when it
blossoms in the spring there will be a
stormy, snowy winter followed by a wet
spring. Otherwise the tree would not
put on. When it does it is an indication
of a fine growing season. The Indians’
field crops are planted accordingly,
even in the most arid regions.

The various tribes have legends con-
cerning the pifion. The Navajo story re-
lates that the tree once produced no nuts
at all. This legend says that Bear
Maiden got enamoured with a scoundrel,
Coyote, infamous for practicing witch-
craft. At his bchest she betrayed her
brothers. But the divine ones on high set
about righting the wrong by saving the
youngest one from harm.

Lending their magic powers to him he
overcame the murderously inclined sis-
ter and Coyote. The brother slew her for
preservation of The People (the Nava-
jo). Cutting her body into bits as ordered,
he threw the particles around, repeating
the magic words instructed by the divine
ones. During the course of this he cut off
the brown nipples of Bear Maiden’s
breasts and threw them into the air. As
luck would have it they fell into the pi-
fion tree. They became the pine nuts and
from that ancient time the tree has pro-
vided The People with food.

Several of the pueblo tribes in New
Mexico have a somewhat mutual version.
The tree first produced a large and bit-
ter nut, like those found in northern
Mexico today. It was unedible and the
Indians never learned how it could be
prepared for use. Many times the sha-
men sought counsel of the Holy Ones but
could never learn how to put it to their
benefit.

Then there came an extended period of
successive drouths. No corn was raised
for three years and by then that stored
for such emergencies was exhausted.
The rivers and creeks dried up and the
springs began fading. The lack of rain
ended wild plants that might have been
used for food. As the land was denuded,
wild game fled to distant parts. But de-
spite the total lack of precipitation, up
in the foothills and the mountains the
pifion trees produced bountiful crops.
Nuts were gathered and every means
known was tried to destroy the bitter
taste and make them into food. People
who ate them anyway became deathly
sick. Such was the situation the third
winter when the shamen gathered in the
kiva over a pile of the big nuts, praying
to the Holy Ones for aid in the pueblos’
extremity. People began dying of hun-
ger and most were so weak they could
hardly move.

On the fourth day Thunderbird came
and perched on a rung of the ladder
reaching into the kiva.

«] have been sent to aid you,” he told
the shamen. “For this you must make a
sacrifice to me.” !

When asked what that would be he
replied, “Your best turquoise shall be
rendered into pollen (ground into dust)

- and cast to the four winds. Then I will

cause lightning to dry up the cones and
a freeze to open them for you.”

Assured thankfully that the sacrifice
would be made, Thunderbird departed.
At once the shamen collected the choicest
sky blue turquoise and ground it into
dust. The sacrifice was made and that
same day lightning flashed in the sky
over the pifion forests and a heavy
freeze came that night. The next day the
strongest people hurried to gather the
nuts. They found the cones shrunken
and the nut inside only a third as large
as it had been before. But the meat was
sweet and tender.

The pueblo Indians made it through
the snowy winter and the next year
heavy rains put an end to the extended
drouth. And since that time the pifion
nut has been small, yet always edible,
and Indians have risked their lives to
harvest it.
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Trails Grown Dim
(Continued from page 1 )

Cloud-Partin-Gully-Ogle

I'm seeking information on ancestors
of my great-grandparents. William
Cloud (1822-1904) and Emaline Partin
(1828-1915) were married October 8,
1846, probably in Missouri. In 1847,
when their first child was born, they lived
near Springfield, Greene County, and
may have remained there until 1857
when they came West to settle in Butte
County, California. A few years later
they moved to Modoc County, just south
of the Oregon line. Their eighth child,
John Calvin Cloud, born August 18, 1862,
and Maggie Elizabeth Gully, born Febru-
ary 24, 1874, were married August 12,
1894, at Sunset, Whitman County, Wash-
ington, and are my maternal grand-
parents.

Jasper P. Gully (1845-1899) and Ellen
Ogle (1849-19147) were married October
27, 1866, probably in Missouri, and went
West soon to settle at Lakeport, Lake
County, California. In 1881, they moved
to Pine City, Whitman County, Wash-
ington. Jasper had a brother Sam and
their father’s name was William T. Gul-
ly. Ellen Ogle Gully had a sister Teresa
(Tress) who married Sam Gully, and a
sister Amando who married a Snyder.
She also had a half-sister Fannie, whose
married name I don’t know, but who may
have lived around Hanford, California,
at the turn of the century. Ellen Ogle
Gully had a niece Sarah Hedges and
nephew Albert M. Fees of Sunset, Whit-
man County, in early 1890s.

In Cloud family album are two por-
traits, a man and woman probably in
their sixties, labeled on back “Mr. and
Mrs. J. S. Masters, Dec. 25, 1902.” No
indication of address. Remarkable facial
resemblance of Mrs. Masters and my
mother indicate some relationship. Any-
one have clues?—Mrs. Milton Hammers-
ly, Route 1, Box 12, Tiller, Oregon 97484

MecCewen or McCune

I am looking for information on the
descendants of James McCune and his
wife, Elizabeth, married in the early
1700s. James McCune was born near
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. After his
death, his widow, Elizabeth, visited her
children in eastern Ohio, then returned
to her home in Pennsylvania where she
“Fighting or Free Quakers,” because
they fought for our country in the Revo-
lution. They were expelled from the
Quaker Church for this offense and
formed another organization called the
“Fighting Quaker Church.”

There were ten children born to Eliza-
beth and James McCune. The oldest child
and son, Thomas McCune, was born
either July 12, 1756 or 1757. He was a
colonel in the Revolutionary Army and
married Mary Brady, the daughter of
General Joseph Brady, on April 5, 1785.
The rest of the children were Elizabeth,
Joseph, William, Mary, Sarah, James,
Abigail, Samuel and Margaret.

Colonel Thomas McCune could trace
his ancestry back to the time of persecu-
tion in Scotland. The family name was
then spelled McCewen. One of the Me-
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Cewens wrote a book on religious liberty.
After its publication, some of the family
were burned at the stake, others flew
to the north of Ireland, changing their
name from McCewen to McCune. The
McCunes came to the colonies early in its
history.—FEarlene Bale, 1734 4th Street,
Bremerton, Washington 98310

Elmer S. Hunt

I want information concerning the
Hunts in Kansas. These would be related
to Elmer S. Hunt who migrated from
the Dakotas prior to 1900 and took out
a homestead at Gillette Grove, Clay Coun-
ty, Iowa. Some of his brothers, sisters
or relatives are said to have gone to
Kansas from the Dakota wheatlands and
possibly taken up residence around Sun-
flower. Elmer S. Hunt died about 1933
at Fredericksburg, Iowa after migrating
from Gillette Grove. He was married to
Mattie Smith and they had four chil-
dren, Bessie Evens Hunt, now living in
La Crosse, Wisconsin; my father, Elmer
Lee Hunt, deceased in 1961; Helen Plum-
mer Hunt, now living in Gardena, Cali-
fornia; and Orson Hunt, living on the
family farm at Fredericksburg, Iowa. I
would like information about my rela-
tives, the Hunts of Kansas.—Robert L.
Hunt, 188 North Cortez, Prescott,
Arizona 86301 i

Nolan-Fleming-Getsandanner

I would love to hear from any old-
timers who remember Johnnie Nolan, a
rancher at Champion, Nebraska. In his
younger days he operated a gambling den
and saloon at Cripple Creek, Colorado.
Johnnie is buried in a family tomb at
Denver and had a son Jack who helped
him with his operation and ranch spread.
His side hobbies were boxing matches he
operated in the early 1900s. He had three
children, one of whom died at an early
age. His daughter moved to California
the last I heard and I wonder if she is
still living. Johnnie’s gambling pals called
him Honest John. He is mentioned in an
old book on bonanza towns which I am
unable to find. He also had a saloon at
Manitou Springs which is now an antique
store.

Frank Fleming worked in the Wild
West department of a circus in the old
days and played Kit Carson, Jr. He looked
the part of the showman he played as
he had a flowing mane like Buffalo Bill
and wore fancy beaded vests which he
made himself. He had a fancy trick horse
he owned in partnership with Mattie

FOR ONLY $5.95 POSTPAID
YOU GET:

° HEAVY DUTY
10" STEEL GOLOPAN !
© JLLUSTRATED IN-
STRUCTION BOOKLET!
* QUARTER-POUND
OF GOLD-BEARING
CONCENTRATES WITH
OVER 50 PIECES

- OF PURE GOLD!

EDUCATIONAL,
GREAT GIFT ITEM !

SEND TO: ““PAN YOUR OWN GOLD”C
BOX 431, MIDWAY CITY, CALIFORNIA 92655

i |

Silks, the famous Denver madam. She
had a horse ranch in Colorado where she
kept fancy horses. .

Lois Getsandanner of Champion, Neh-
raska had jumping horses she showed at
Pendleton, Oregon and a blind jumping
horse that jumped in Madison Square
Garden in the 1900s. Does anyone re-
member her ?—Vinta Kimberling Phil-
lips, Champion Nebraska 69023

William Thomas

I would like any information on my
grandfather, William Thomas, born in
Ohio March 4, 1812 or 1817, died in
Vedersburg, Indiana on September 1%
1878. First married May 11, 1845 ts
Elizabeth Sputsman. Second marriage
in 1867, wife’s name unknown; third mar-
riage to Mary Jane Hobsen in Mont-
gomery, Indiana. Known children by
first wife: Algena, born 1850; Millasa
(or Melissa), born 1852 and married to
Joseph Goff; Milleanda, born 1854 and
married Garrett Jolly; Miranda, born
1856; Mahala, born 1858.

He evidently divorced third wife as she
and three young daughters went to Salt
Lake City, Utah. This information is not
too accurate and I would appreciate
hearing from anyone who has any in-
formation and from his first and second
wives’ descendants.—Mrs. E. H. McClel-
lan, Route 5, Box 1400, Phoenix, Arizona
85009

Family Historian .

I am writing my family history and

would like information on the following

couples: Harry and Patty (Pangburn)

Oleott, Harry and Sally (Gray) Olcott,
Lewis and Charlotte Peer, Albert and
Mary (Spencer) Godrey, Benjamin and
Rebecca Moriah (Carr) Colburn, Daniel
and Jane Tasket (Durfy), Samuel and
Mary Carr, Walter and Elizabeth (Her-
rick) Blount, William and Mary Cald-
well, David and Barbara (Deist) Ritter,
James and Mary Cairns, and John and
Anna (Gale) Deist. The Ritters are from
Germany and the Deists were in Holland.
Most of the rest lived in Pennsylvania,
Ohio, or New York. Any information is
deeply appreciated.—Thomas Olcott, 8600
Monroe Road, Durand, Michigan 48429

Graham-Kelley-Sallers
I am seeking information about Martha
Graham who lived in Indiana in the 1830s.

I'd like to find out who her husband was:

and also her maiden name. They had
children who were Eliza Anna, Robert,
Jane and Joseph. I am seeking informa-

tion on any Kelley or Sallers families .

in Indiana in the period from 1830 to
1855.—Mrs. Warren Helms, 509 W. Me-
Kellips Road, Mesa, Arizona 85201

Kit and Jim Bradley

I would like to know if anyone could
let me know about my father’s two
nephews. They were Kit and Jim Bradley,
both attorneys in Groesbeck, Texas. My
father was George Bradley who lived
for many years in Kentucky and passed
away in Detroit, Michigan at the age of
ninety years. Kit and Jim also had a
sister, Pearl, who lived in Palestine,
Texas.—Mrs. Hallie Bradley Clark, Star
Route, Tehachapi, California 93561
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CLASSIFIED

Inventions Wanted

(35¢ per word, 10 word minimum, cash with order)

Books & Magazines

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1200 place
name glossary; mines, camps, Indian reservations, etc.
$1.50. Theron Fox, 1296H, Yosemite, San Jose, Cali-
fornia 95126.

NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox,
1296!/4 Yosemite, San Jose, California 95126,
BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS. Service is our
product. No charge for search, Satisfaction guaran-
teed, D-J Book Search, Box 3352 San Bernadino,
California 92404.

TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES, Nation's largest
stock, Will trade for country music recordings, pub-
lications, souvenirs (ask for trading informahon? or
sell. (Send your list for prices). Stamped envelope
appreciated. Miller, 2626-A Spring Lane, Austin,
Texas 78703. i
BOTTLE BOOKS b PUTNAM. ''BOTTLED BEFORE
1865''—lists hundreds of patent medicines, bitters,
liquors, waters, fruit jars, etc., as advertised in news-
apers from 1708 fhrougﬁ 1864. Locates old factories,
reweries, wine cellars, warehouses and bottling works.
"BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION'" this reference book de-
scribes old time bottles, gives their trade name, size,
and use, Over 1,000 pictures, all taken from old time
bottle makers catalogs. Each $2.75 postpaid. House of
Putnam, Dept. West, Box 578, Fontana, California
92335.
TDEAD MEN DO TELL TALES" by Lake Erie Schaefer.
Facts_about Frank Fish's m sterious death, still un-
explained. Sequel to 'BURIED TREASURE and LOST
MINES" his Treasure Hunters Manual. Prepaid $3.00.
‘l)-mEO Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, California
AT HOME IN THE WILDERNESS"

by Sun Bear.

Survival book on hunting, fishin trapping, etfc.
Autographed and numbered. 83.8(5 postpaid. Sun
Bear, Box 5895, Reno, Nevada 89503,

WANDERING BOY: Alaska—I913 to 1918 by the late
Kenneth Gideon. A vivid picture of an Alaska that is
now a thing of the past; travel by dog team over
500 miles of trail, the founding of Anchorage, quartz
and placer mining, the ''Cherry Malottes' of the gold
camps, life at the trading posts. This book was pri-
vately printed in a limited edition. Only 65 copies
remain. $2.50 per copy epsfpaid. Gail Gideon, 3623
Embassy Lane, Fairfax, Virginia 22030.
TOMBSTONE EPITAPH copy free for asking. Also
western book list. Epitaph, Tombstone, Arizona 85638.
Get fhe new GERARD STUART'S BOOKSHELF offers
now. 1209TWD69 Court, Scranton, Pa. 18508.

Books & Magazines
TREASURE BOOKS. Over 100 titles for sale. Some
some new. Send 10c for list. BOOKS 'N

rare,
THINGS, 7703 E. Trent, Spokane, Washington 99206.

MAP—PIONEER '"WEST-SOUTHWEST." 30" x 50'" (I1
plus states) $3.00. Roads, Rails, Forts, Towns, Trails,
Mining, Indian stages. Van-G, 2514 La Veta N. E
Albuquerque, New Mexico 87110.

TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES, Golden West, True,

TNVENTORSI We will develop, sell your idea or in
vention, patented or unpatented. Our national manu-
facturer-clients are urgently seeking new items for
highest outright cash sale or royalties. Financial
assistance available. 10 years proven performance.
For free information write Dept. 49, Wall Street In-
vention Brokerage, 79 Wall Street, New York 5, N.Y.

PATENT Searches including Maximum speed, full air-
mail report and closest patent copies, $6.00. Quality

Argosy, lowan, Arizona. Many like new, complete. searches expertly administered. Complete secrecy
Ubsdell, 210 Forest Hill, Fredericton, N. B., Canada. guaranteed. Free Invention Protection forms ano
Highest offer takes 300 copies, different, TRUE WEST, “patent Information.”" Write Dept. 16, Washington
Real West, etc, gocd condition. Morrison, 610 West Patent Office Search Bureau, 711 l4th N.W., Wash-
Spruce St., Olathe, Kansas 66061. ington 5, D.C.

TRUE WEST No. I. First offer over $20.00 gets it. Nos.
3 and 4, $15.00 each. Frank W. George, 2320 Fifth
Place N. W., Birmingham, Alabama 35215.

Early issues TRUE WEST: Real West; True Frontier;
True Western Adventure; Most all Westerns. Your
list and stamp. H. Brooks, 106 Catlin, Canon City,
Colorado 81212.

BOTTLE COLLECTOR'S HANDBOOK/PRICING
GUIDE. New 1970 Edition. Lists over 2500 new, old
bottles. 18 categories including Jim Beam and Avon
series. |dentification easy. lllustrated. Tells where to
buy, sell. Guaranteed. $3.95 postpaid. Cleveland, Box
888-FD, San Angelo, Texas 76901.

Indian Relics

IROQUOIS MASKS rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,
Ojibwa, Eskimo crafts. Lists 25¢c. Irografts, Ohswenken
Reservation, Ontario, Canada.

ARROWHEAD MAKING: Complete illustrated in-
structions on ancient methods. Includes 1 hand
chipped arrowhead. $1.00. Canyonada, Route 2, Box
12, Mountainair, New Mexico 87036.

ARROWHEAD COLLECTORS—'"Detecting Reworks and
Fakes'' (samples included) plus ''Reasons for Cata-
loging’* all for $1.00. NEW—''ldentification Guide
for Columbia Plateau Projectile Points''—$2.25. FREE
brochure listing important anthropological books,
frames, etc. THE TEPEE, Box 749, Richland, Washing-
ton 99352.

Hand woven Navajo Indian Rugs approx. 20" x 40'".
Only $9.95 ppd. Continental Divide Gifts, P. O. Box
85, Continental Divide, New Mexico 87312.
OBSIDIAN KNIVES and SPEARPOINTS 3" to 10"
long, $1.50 an inch. Obsidian arrowpoints, average
2" long, 4 for $5.00. Frank Estes, 1617 Willis St.,
Redding, Calif. 96001.

BOOKLET—Over 100 Points, Arrowheads and other
American Indian artifacts illustrated and classified.
From ‘'Sandia' fto Recent, $1.00 plus stamp. ARTI-
FACTS, Rt. 2, Box 12, Mountainair, New Mexico
87036.

Indian War Club, Stone Head. Authenticity guaran-
teed. $2.50. Flint Thunderbirds, Fish-Hooks, $2.50 each.
The Millers, Sulphur Springs, Arkansas 72768.

HISTORICAL MAPS: Early Trails West 8!, x I1—25¢.
Captain Mullan's Map of Pacific Northwest 1861—
$2.00. Horns Overland Guide to California and Ore-
gon 1853, large map and trail booklet—$3.00. Ghost
Towns and Forts of Washington $2.00. Christensen,
Box 5075, Spokane, Washington 99205.

ATTENTION RELIC HUNTERS! Learn! Recognize valu-
able items. Make money! Booklet, "501 Collectors'
Items.'' Comments, descriptions, suggestions for re-
sale. $1.00. Collectors, Dept. TW, Box 43, San Marcos,
California 92069. -

TRUE WEST No. 1-2-3-4, best offer for set. FRONTIER
TIMES No. |. $3.00. Wiltsey, 2141 Camellia Court,
Santa Rosa, Calif. 95401.

TRUE WEST out of print issues at give-away prices,

prompt replies. Wyland's, 1851 Harmil Way, San
Jose, Calif. 95125.
OLD BOOKS—Western Travel, Exploration, Indians,

Civil War. Free Catalog. MacLean, Box 243, Decatur,
Indiana 46733.

WANTED: Volume | (Nos. |, 3, 12) and Volume 2
(Nos. I, 2, 4 and &) of the old FRONTIER TIMES
published in Bandera, Texas by Hunter. Please con-
tact Mary Sanders, WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, P. O.
Box 3648, Austin, Texas 78704.

AVON BOTTLE HANDBOOK/PRICING GUIDE. It's.
new! Avon's collectible figurals photographed, many
full color, with complete description including proper
title, contents, size, issue date, market prices. 96
pages. Guaranteed. Only $3.95 postpaid. Cleveland,
320-FJ Main. San Angelo, Texas 76901.

FRUIT JARS WORTH $1000.00—New book prices 1000
kinds—Where to sell—Guaranteed—$1.95 postpaid.
gaz%esf Publishers, Box 3015-TW, Milwaukee, Wisc.
452 Western Magazines $100.00. Stamp for list. Billy
Hale, Box 172, Kenedy, Texas 78119.

For Sale—early issues TRUE WEST & FRONTIER
TIMES. Write B. Mundell, 996 Crescent, Placerville,
Calif. 95667.

BIG FOOT—SASQUATCH MAP. Send $1.00, Box 64,
Huson, Montana 59846.

WHO NEEDS LAWYERS? Book tells. $2.95. Pollock,
Box 15526, Phoenix, Ariz. 85018.

OLD PLAYBOYS wanted. Must be in good condition.
Will pay $1.00 each for all issues before 1964, Send
vour list to: MAGAZINES, P. O. Box 3668, Austin,
Texas 78704. ;

FUR-TRAPPER'S MOCCASIN kit, Make yours now.
l.oads of fun! $2.00 complete. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Buckeye Mailaway, Box 30275D, Cincinnati, Ohio 45230.
Authentic Indian weapons and accessories of all
types. Catalog 50c. TECUMSEH'S TRADING POST,
Strausstown, Pa. 19559.

INVENTORS! Sell your invention for cash or royalties!
Our client manufacturers eagerly seek new items.
Patented. Unpatented. Financial assistance if needed.
25 years proven performance. For free information,
write: Dept. 28, Gilbert Adams, lavention Broker,
80 Wall St., New York, New York 10005,

Fishing & Hunting

JEEPS (used) LOW AS $62.50 . . . Autos, Boats,
Thousands Others (on .bid) direct .from Government
as availablel Send $1.00 for ''Surplus Buying Direc-
tory." Surplus Disposal. Box 9091-WB,  Washington,
D. C. 20003.

COLLAPSIBLE FARM - POND - FISH - TRAPS. Animal
traps. Postpaid. Free information, pictures. Shawnee,
3934 Buena Vista, Dallas, Texas 75204.

SEND FOR FREE WHOLESALE CATALOG. The most
complete and fully illustrated catalog of reels, rods,
beads, spinners, jigs, lure bodies and parts, sinker
molds, feathers, tools, hooks, rod blanks rod Farfs.
swivels, wire, etc. Finnysports, TR Sports Bui ding,
Toledo, Ohio 43614.

Live catch animal, bird, fish traps. Free catalog.
Mustana-NC23, Box 10880, Houston, Texas 77018,

Rare Coins & Stamps

RARE Silver Dollars, 1880-81 S, 1883-84-85-1899-1900-
01-02 O mint, Uncirculated, $3.50 ea. Coin Catalog
50c. Shultz, Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.

ATTENTION COIN HUNTERS! Find the hi-priced
coins 1836 to 1900. Rare Fairground and racing book
of 1892 tells the towns where they were held. Many
are now corn fields, detectors will detect deeper in
plowed ground. Tells how to find the site. Write for
price of list your state, enclose self addressed post-
card. Printing date—Sept. |, 1969. Write: Wikel-TW,
Box 563, Porf Isabel, Texas 78578 or Box 148, Pima,
Ariz, 85543.

COLLECT COINS FOR PROFIT. Report tells where to
buy and sell coins. How to find fortunes in buried
treasure! How to become a franchised coin dealer.
Why coins are better than stocks and bonds. Only
$1.00. W & W Gifts, Box 543 Dept. 53C2, Eugene,
Oregon 97401.

CALIFORNIA SOUVENIR GOLD DOLLAR $1.50, Half
75¢c. $2.00 Bill, crisp, new $3.75. Edel's, Carlyle, Illi-
nois 62230.

Treasure Hunting

Firearms

MODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement
of thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-
ers. Rifles, pistols and shotguns of new manufacture
—and priced realistically. Tons of antique gun parts.
Send $1.00 for catalog #117-T. A must for any fire-
arms collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Ten-
nessee 38261.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

FREE BOOK ''999 Successful, Little-Known Businesses.''

Yi/;{ak home! Plymouth, 437T, Brooklyn, New York
AUSTRALIA WANTS YOU! Good Pay, Adventure,

Government Paid Transportation Allowance! Send
$1.00 for "Australian Opportunities Handbook." In-
"f‘erngﬁonal Services, Box 12K-2, Greenfield, Indiana
6140,

SELL: Lifetime Metal, Social
Profits! Sample and Sales Kit Free.
286-TW, Pulaski, Tennessee 38478,
COMPLETE INFORMATION. How fo start and op-
erate a successful Swap Meet or Flea Market. Send
$2.00. W. J. B. Enterprises, P. O. Box 7183, Salem,
Oregon 97303.

| GROSSED OVER ONE MILLION DOLLARS year
selling by mail. So can you, at home! Send $2.00 for
success book TW. Wayne Johnson, 880 SW 60th

Security Plates. Big
Russell, Box

PROSPECTING, EXPLORATION, TREASURE HUNT-
ING. Equipment, kits, books, catalog. Miners Ex-
change, Box 64C, Nampa, Idaho 83651,
PROSPECTORS—TREASURE HUNTERS! Metal Detec-
tor $3.00 sold world wide on money back guarantee.
Will locate metal many feet underground. Weight
8 ounces. Users have traced underground veins, lo-
cated covered mine shafts, located treasure articles,
old Spanish graves, etc. Complete instructions. Send
cash, money order or check—we pay postage or
c.o.d. Plastino Mfg. Company, 6907 W. 12th, Denver
15, Colorado.

TREASURE, Gold, Silver, Relics. New 1970 detectors
now available. Free information. Rayscope Dept. 2J,
Box 715, North Hollywood, California 91603.

TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Read the best!
Separate fact from fiction! Sample Copy 25c.
The Treasure Hunter, P.O. Box 1888, Midway City,
California 92655.

FREE 128 Page Defector Catalog. General Electronic
Defection Company, Box 67, Bellflower, California
90706.

TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Relco's new
instruments detect buried gold, silver, coins, minerals,
historical relics. Transistorized. eighs 3 pounds.
$19.95 up. Free catalog. Relco-A-91, Box 10839, Hous-
ton, Texas 77018.

ULTRA-SENSITIVE and POWERFUL Metal Detectors.
Join the many who are finding buried coins, minerals,
relics and artifacts. Don't buy till you see our free
catalog of new models. Write—Jetco, Box 132 K.
Huntsville, Texas 77340.

Avenue, Ft. Lauderdale, Florida 33314. Write me: Frank Jared, 1968 WORLD TREASURE
MAKE BIG MONEY raising chinchillas, rabbits, HUNTING CHAMPION. 'Locaters from $27.50. Send
guinea pigs for us, Catalog—25c. Keeney Brothers, for free brochure. AZTEC, P. O, Box 238, Frederick,
New Freedom, Pa. 17349 Oklahoma 73542.

AUSTRALIA WANTS. YOU! Government Assisted TREASURE HUNTERS! WAKE UP! "'Selectmatic'' pro-

Passage. 50,000 Jobs. Latest Government Information
and Forms, $1.00. Special Reports on Employment,
Business, Taxes, Housing, Education, Ranching, Farm-
ing, Teachina, Maps. efc. Austco, Box 3623-WG, Long
Beach, California 90803.

fessional ‘‘new dimension'' detector; actually finds
money on every hunt—gquaranteed. Prize winner.
Quickly rejects ‘ron; tinfoil. Patented. Proof literature
—pictures $1.00. Treasure Electronics, Plain Dealing,
La. 71064.
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Treasure Hunting

MEMBERSHIP in the oldest Prospecting, Treasure
Hunting Organization is now open. Write to United
Prospectors, " Inc. for applications. 5665 Park Crest
Drive, San Jose, California 95118,

Locator—Find Silver, Gold, Minerals. Elmer Detweiler,
406 Cross St., Goshen, Indiana 64526.

TREASURE HUNTERS MAP OF OKLAHOMA, showing
Ghost Towns, Trading Posts, Missions, Old Trails, Civil
War Battles, and Buried Treasure Sites for only $4.00,
We also have the complete line of Garrett and
White's Melal Detectors. Write to R & S Treasure
Shack, 8500 East |Ith St., Dept. WP, Tulsa, Oklahoma
74128, AC-918 TE 8-0987. Open 7 days a week from
10 AM. till 7:30 P.M. Night TE 5-9667, TE 5-254|.

If you know people who are interested in coins, relics,
artifacts or treasure, you should be a dealer for the
famous WHITE'S metal-mineral detectors. Very profit-
able sideline or fulltime business! Full factory dis-
count! Most liberal selection of proposals anywhere!
Contact EUREKA ELECTRONICS; P. O, Box 1215;
Odessa, Texas 79760, TEL. (915) 366-1611,

Real Estate

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $385.00.
40 acres $10 month. Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
fishing, investment. Free information. Land Corpora-
tion, 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.

""GOVERNMENT PUBLIC LAND (400,000,000 Acres)
in 25 States. Low as $1.00 acre. 1970 REPORT DETAILS
$1.00. LAND INFORMATION, 422U WASHINGTON
BUILDING, WASHINGTON, D. C. 20005."

NEVADA VACATION RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
ELKO, V4 Acre lots, $395. $1.00 down, $5 per month.
Hot Springs, deer, rock and mineral hunting. Water.
Send $! for contract, returnable. Write Silver Cres-
cent Ranchos, P.O. Box 4, Crescent Valley, Nevada

89821.

GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS §1.00 ACRE.
Millions Acres! For exclusive copyrighted report .
plus ''Land Opportunity Digest' listing lands avail-
able throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction Guar-
anteed! Land Disposal, Box 9091 WB, Washington,
D.C. 20003.

Western Merchandise

Miscellaneous

FAMOUS AMERICAN INDIANS! Beautiful sepia-
toned reproductions $3.95—CIVIL-WAR HANDGUNS!
Full-color, authentic- detail reproductions $4.95. Col-

lector sets include 4 (I1' x 14") prints, illustrated
folder, descriptive insert. Money-back guarantee.
2Unis%ue Prints, Box 8B, Sparks-Glencoe, Maryland
1152,

WESTERN ART. Wyeth, Smith, Bell, Crow, McCarty.
High Plains Galleries, Box 7158, Amarillo, Texas 79105.
Mail this ad # TW for free literature.

GOLD PANS, (I175") $2.00. (147,") $3.00 postpaid.
Gold Flakes $2.00. Eold Nuggets $2.00 o $20.00 cach.
Satisfaction Guaranteed. RODGERS', 9725-D West 21st
Ave., Denver, Colo. 80215.

Recipes

WINEMAKING . . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelion,
Frozen Juices, etc., Brewmasters Secrefs Revealed!
Powerful Methods! Instructions, Recipes and Supplies.
Catalog, $1.00. Continental, Box 11071-WB, Indian-
apolis, Indiana 46201,

SMOKED fish, jerky, meat recipes. Woods fo use.
Simple smoker insfructions. $1.00. "Smokehouse,"
Box 887(TW), Lakeside, Arizona 85929. y
"FREE" SOURDOUGH Recipe. Send 25¢ cover han-
dling and mailing. Box 174 Battleground, Washington.

""SOURDOUGH" Recipe'sy, Chuckwagon Biscuits, Hot-
ar-B-

cakes, Donuts, $1.00. '"B " “Recipes, Sauces,
Beans, etc.—$1.00, '"Jerky'", make your own from fresh
or frozen beef or game, Recipe $1.00. Box |I1, Brush

Prairie, Washington 98606.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS AND DANCES on
Phonegraph  Records—Catalo on request from
acsaolgon Records, 6050 No. 3rd gfreef, Phoenix, Arizona

BE GENUINE COLONEL, Confederate States Army.
Enjoyable organization. We send en?ra'ved Commis-
sion, ID Card, Lapel Insignia. Enroliment fee $5.00.
C.S.A. Inc., Rt. 1—520F, Englewood, Florida 33533,
WILL FORM—Legal Information—Provisions and Gon-
tingencies. $2.00. Carroll & Associates, Dept. TE,
P. O. Box 77251, San Francisco, California 94107,

FIND Overlooked Fortunes in Minerals. Duke's Short
Course in Prospecting will teach you how to find ana
identify them. New Simple System. $25.00 Home Study
Course only $3.00. Send for free copy ''Overlooked
Fortunes in Minerals." Duke's Research Laboratory,
Box 666-4, Truth or Consequences, New Mexico 87901
HEARING AIDS Below Wholesale, Regular, eyeglass,
completely hidden models. Smallest, most’ powerful.
Free home trial. No salesman will call. Free details.
Write: Prestige-C9, Box 10880, Houston, Texas 77018,

"HOW TO SELL EVERYTHING YOU WRITE." Au-
brey, Box 3124, Industry, California 91744.

SPECIAL: Black-white, 8-45c; [2-55c, Kodacolor,
8-$1.89; 12-$2.09. Astro Photo Service, Box 530-C,
Waterloo, New York 13165,

INSTANT SPANISH. Free lesson. Mayco. Dept. B-5,
257 Chloride Star, Kingman, Arizona 86401,

PURPLE BOTTLES? How to color old glass indoors.
Not an applied finish. Faster than sunlight, No danger
of breakage. Complete instructions. $1.00. Massey's,
5457 Pinehurst, Riverside, Calif. 92504.

COCKROACH RECIPE: "Simple Home Recipe'' less
than 20c yearly. After one day, no more cockroaches
around. Quick, safe, sure. $1.00 for recipe. M. F,
Wzoofen, 1909 San Francisco St., San Antonio, Texas
78201.

Any old formula, process or recipe $2.00. Delight
gusaoran’reed. Atlan Formularies, Box 438, Eureka, Calif.
5501

MEXICAN COOKEOOK—A compilation of recipes
for the preparation of Mexican Style Dishes. $2.00
postpaid, Continental Import-Export, P. O. Box 100,
Continental Divide, New Mexico 87312.

FINANCING! REAL ESTATE LOANS! LEASESI Ex-
pand! Refinance! Up to $10,000,000 for motels, shop-
ping centers, ranches, hospitals. apartments, bowling
alleys, office buildings, trailer parks, equipment.
Phone Universal Commerce Corp., Las Vegas, Nev.
TEL. 384-906l. Area Code No. 702.

Fishing Boat and Motor included with our beautiful
wooded | acre Ranchette located in Florida's lake
and citrus area. Full price only $1995. Easy terms
available. Will send plat and color photos. Write
Gary Morse, Rainbow Acres, P. O. Box 369, Miami,
Florida (ADOB5558) 33162.

LAND! Easy terms less than bank rates. Northwest
Timbered Acreages as low as $950. Total Price.
5-10-20-40 acres. For people who love the land—
A ftract of Recreation Land to have for your very
own! In Northern Idaho and Northeastern Washing-
ton, ~and Western Montana. In the heart of lakes
and big game country. All covered with growing
timber. Access and Title insurance with each tract.
This is select land with natural beauty, recreational
and investment values. Plan for the future and re-
tirement recreation. We have tracts of many types
and sizes from which you can choose, including
beautiful Northwest Waterfront property., Your in-
spection is welcomed. Write us for free list, maps
and complete information. Write to: DEPT. HIC:
Reforestation, Inc., P. O. Box 8146, Spokane, Wash-
ington 99203.

FRYINGPANS WEST cookbook, 50 Frontier Recipes
$1.00. Mrs. Chapin, 6545 Calleluna, Tucson, Arizona
85710.

"'SOURDOUGH'" RECIPES, from the "heart’" of
Sourdough country, $1.00. % . Anderson, 1408
Patricia Lane, Billings, Montana 59102.
SMOKEHOUSE COOKERY: Methods, Recipes, and
simple construction plans. $2.00. Jolie Acres, P. )5
Box 147-T, Agnew Station, Santa Clara, California
95054.

BEERS, PEACH BRANDY, WINES—Strongest Formu-
las, $2.25. (hydrometers list, brew supplies catalog
included)—Research  Enterprises, 29-F7T Samoset,
Woburn, Mass. 01801 .

BEER, HARD CIDER, WINES! Iliustrated Home Brew-

masters Formulas, $2.25. (Supplies catalog free).
Interstate Supplies, Box 1-Y3T, Pelham, New Hamp-
shire 03076.

Miscellaneous

MAP OF THE HISTORIC WEST—Locates Lost Mines,
Ghost Towns, Military Forts of the || Western States.
Over 750 sites bordered with Old West illustrations.
2-color parchment. 23" x 29'', Excellent for reference
or framing. $2.00 shipped -rolled postpaid. Coopéer
9Enof(;elrprises, 2690 Santa Rosa, Altadena, California
| 5
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FOUR "WILL'" FORMS—Lawyer's Book. Plus "Guide"
—$1.00. National, Box 48313-WP, Los Angeles, Cali-
fornia 90048.

’LACER GOLD, $2.00. Pocket gold, $2.00. Gold dust,
i1.00. - Attractively displayed. Moneyback guarantee.
.ester Lea, Box 237, Mt. Shasta, California 96067.
’EARL AND METAL SNAP FASTENERS for Western
hirts. Many styles and colors. Free catalog.
Zampau Company, Box 76055G, Sanford Station, Los
\ngeles, California 90005.

lARB WIRE—20% Discount on all antigue wire on
srevious lists. Send 25¢ for sketch list. Demco Barb-
Mire Sales. Box 1025, Littleton, Colorado 80120,
ndian Method of Tanning Hides. No chemical need-
id. $2.00. Tanning, Box 276W, Tolleson, Arizona 85353,
ANTIQUE BARBED-WIRE and DISPLAY LABELS. Send
5¢ for sketch list. Huaco Wire Sales, 1316 N. 34th.
., Waco, Texas 76710.

\NTIQUE BARBED WIRE. Identification handbook,
1.00. Mv sketch list catalogue, 25¢c. 30 different old

VALUED OLD PHOTOGRAPHS RESTORED AND
COPIED WITH SKILL AND LOVING CARE. Guaran-
teed satisfaction or money back if copy returned in
7 days. Up to 8 x 10 $5.00 plus 50c pack. & post.
John Lee Photography, 221 Palermo Avenue, Coral
Gables, Florida 33134,

Assorted antique bottles and sun colored lavender
pressed glass dishes. Send 10c for price list. Gleeson
Museum, Elfrida; Arizona 85610.

Want Greatest Cash Crop working for you? Write
Ginseng, Asheville 26, North Carolina.

MAP OF NEVADA—Lost Mines, Ghost Towns, other
historic sifes.. Aufhenﬁq. Decorative. Also available,
maps of California, Arizona, Montana. $1.50 shipped
rolled, postpaid. Cooper Enterprises, 2690 Santa
Rosa. Altadena, Calif. 91001,

Is your hair falling out? Would vou like fo have an
aid in preventing hair fallout? Send $3.00 for your

rires, $10.00., Dept. W, Box 6392, Bakersfield, Calif. Lusterator from: YOUR BARBER SHOP, Box 1925,
3306. Kenedy, Texas 78119.
8" Telegraph S;sulice Link barbed wire, Crandell AMAZING "WITCH-STICKS" detect and pinpoint

‘atent 1881, §$1.95 Ppd. Compact surplus German
\rmy entrenching shovels. Great for relicing and
amping, $3.00 Ppd. Surplus Bargain List for stamp,
fealers inquire. B. W. Trading Co., Box 692-28, New-
rk, Ohio 43055.

ersonalized Western Belt Buckle with belt, any 3
ritials, waist size. $8.95. Bernhardt's, Box 800, Mon-
ve, La. 71201,

in Ore Sample $1.00 Postpaid. RF. I, Box 348, Las
ruces, New Mexico 88001.

buried metals, minerals. etc. Easy to make and use.
Instructions $1.00. RODGERS', 9725-D West 21st Ave.,
Denver, Colorado 80215,

OR!GINAL OKLAHOMA GHOST TOWN and old
homesites map—$1.25, Madge Lockard, 1310 Second
Ave., Salinas, Calif. 93901.

REWARD POSTERS $1.00 each. Jesse James, Frank
James, Black Bart, Belle Starr, Daltons, Bill 'Doolin,
Joaquin, John Wilkes Booth. Posters, Box 276W, Tolle-
son, Arizona 85353,

‘anuary-February, 1970

LEMURIAN  VIEWPOINT—Discussions of Universal
Truth: Man's twofold purpose on earth, a Master
Plan from the Great Brotherhoods for a New Age
civilization, reincarnation, and subjects from the
Lemurian Philosophy. Free copy. Write to: LEMURIAN
FELLOWSHIP, Dept. 712, Box 397, Ramona, Calif.
92065.

Up to $151.00 Daily Track Wins with scientific com-
puter. $2.00 Stakes. Proof supplied. FREE details:
RH-P16, 5715, Carmel, California 93921.

LEARN TO PAINT. New personalized home study tech-
nique in oils. Write W, K. Peterson, R.F.D., Victor,
Idaho 83455,

JIM BEAM BOTTLES. Large collection. Write for
more details. BOOKS N' THINGS, 7703 E. Trent,
Spokane, Washington 99206.

Savinas—Your name sent to wholesalers,

importers,

etc. One year, $1.00. Premiere, Box 506, Carpinteria,

WIN

Calif. 93013.

UK 1

PENCLIFF % 2

“THIS MAN WAS boasting, he’d had wins at tracks
on the day including $874, $1082, $1516 with $20 on
all selections in the 9 races. Then I discovered he
wasn’t hoasting, he had PENCLIFF world’s top race
computer.’’

SENSATIONAL—space age—scientific, yet so easy_to
use, All purchasers get facts. Over 4 years checkable Big
Win Pencliff results. Over FOUR THOUSAND Big
Win Pencliff Payoffs to $2 stakes incl. $89, $105,
$169. Big Pencliff Track Wins—$2 on all predictions
in the 9 races incl. $87, $108, $151 clear net profit on
the day. Obviously payoffs and profits every day are
not ALL BIG, but PENCLIFF shows a magnificent 28%
aver. approx. win with a GRAND percent of real big
’uns, 30 day money back guarantee. Learn how an acci-
dent on the inventor’s yacht, his 25 years horse race
knowledge, the aid of 12 other expert Handicappers, and
a gilant I, B. M. computer all led to the invention of
amazing PENCLIFF. R.H.P. CO. Box 5715 P 5
Carmel, Calif. 93921, Tear out this ad NOW and maii
with name, address, and zip.

Western Wear

CATALOGUE
“Western Hat Center of the World”

Boots—Coats—Riding Accessories

LUSKEY'S WESTERN STORE

DEPT. T 101 NORTH HOUSTON ST,
FORT WORTH, TEXAS 76102

Send for your free copy of

"Western Americana"

Latest catalog of much-wanted out-of-print
books at reasonable prices. Also: send your
lists of books wanted. Free search service!
INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS

Box 3003-TW, Beverly Hills, Calif.

KEEP AMERICA BEAUTIFUL

T
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(Continued from page 59)

" Strawberry Gives the Raspberries?

. Dear Sirs:

I am including herewith a copy of a
letter received a few days ago from my
son, W. K. Peterson, a painter of moun-
tain and desert scenes and seascapes.. I
think that it will bring chuckles and
memories of those years when the old-

i timers were young. To present the pic-

ture properly I'll trace in a bit of back-
ground.

W.K. is not entirely new to saddle
horses. In his teens (before the Korean
War) he handled pack strings for me.
During the years since then most of his
riding has been in an office chair. This
past summer, because of his health and
to get outdoors again, he left southern
‘California’s smog and went up to Idaho
to his uncle’s ranch to work part-time.
The summer graze he mentions in. the
letter is some forty-odd miles back in the
hills from the home ranch in Hamer.
Here is the letter—unedited, unabridged
and ungrammatical.

“Qctober 16, 19—. Hi, Got your letter
yesterday when I was in at the ranch.
Thanks for the shirt. It looks like a good
warm one and in this country I can use
a lot of them.

“T have been up at Antelope Flats for
about a week with the beef. Hunting
season opened here last Saturday and
Phil wanted me to come up here to see
that the gates are closed and the fence
stays in one piece. Last year and the
year before last, hunters left the gates
open and it took a month to locate all
the stock. The hunters have been real
good this year. I have talked to several
of them and no trouble with them at all.
However, last Sunday night it started
to snow and the stock got to pushing
the fence and broke a gate and I spent
all day Monday rounding up about sixty
head. Tuesday I spotted nine head out-
side the fence and after getting them
back in I found a section of fence about
fifty feet long down and a regular path
through it. The nine head are all that
have gotten out that way since 1 came
up here but after talking to some hunt-
ers I think we have about thirty head

west of here, headed out. I rode for about

eight hours today trying to locate them
but picked up no new tracks since the
SNOW, :

“Now let me tell you a story out of
the Old West. The first night up here
I ran two horses into the holding corral
for my use. A friend of mine from the
Forestry in S. B. (California) arrived
up here on his vacation the day before
I was to come up to the summer graze.
I asked him if he wanted to come up
with me and he said ‘sure’ so I have
company. Well, anyway, I got two of the
horses in, the night we got up here, and
the next morning I wanted to get the
lay of the land so out we went to saddle
the horses. After a few rounds of the
corral I got horse number one in tow and
saddled with no trouble. Now horse num-
ber two, a mare, was having a swell time
running and bucking while I was work-
ing on number one. When I went after
number two she came over to me nice as
you please and I got the rig on her.

«] should have noticed that she kept
rolling the bit with her mouth and that
she humped her back a bit when I put
on the blanket and saddle. Ron said that
he wasn’t much as a rider and he thought
the gelding (horse number one) would
probably be best for him. I said okay and
climbed on number two to check the
length of the rig. While I was doing
this she started making tight turns to
the left. I got off and adjusted the stir-
rups and we were ready to go. Ron
climbed up, and after I got the gate
open he rode out onto the flat as nice
as you please. Then I climbed up and
the old girl started making turns to the
left again. Now that is fine but you don’t
get any place making tight turns to the
left so I gave her a little ‘right rudder’
and a kick in the ribs. As O’ Strawberry
and I left the corral we took to the air.
About the third time we came down I
got a handful of horn (by the way, this
was the only contact I had with the
horse at the time). On landing number
four she decided to run. I thought, ‘Okay,
old girl, run if you want to; hell, we’'ve
got two miles of meadow and T’ll see
that you run until you are tired.’ (Like
hell you will! You damn fool, you’re
headed for the timber!) Now we have
another problem, shall we stay together

N

i 3
and see which tree knocks my head off
or should we part company? Well, I
thought, it would be better for us to part
company and about then she ran into
a little old stump about two feet high.
I thought she would go down so I kicked
loose and made a ‘flying dismount with
a double pirouette’ and came up standing
in front of her. We looked at each other
for a few moments and then together
we walked back to the corral.

“As we passed Ron he said, ‘Boy, that
was just like the Old West, but could
you run through it once more as I missed
the first part.” I told him that we put
on only one show a day and would he go
find the rest of the horses and bring
them in. While I was getting the rig off
the mare I gave her a talk about how
good horses should act and what a bridle
was for.

“Ron got back with the rest of the
horses and this time I picked one that
was old and tired. It just isn’t the same
though and each time we go out to check
fence Ol Strawberry comes running and
bucking just to sort of say hello for old
time’s sake.

“When I went down to Hamer yester-
day for supplies I got to talking with
Phil about the little mare. He said, ’Oh,
the chestnut? Yeah, a fine horse. We in-
tend to break her this winter.” It seems
that she had never had a bridle or
saddle on in her life, let alone a rider.
T told him she now, had had all three—
and what had happened. I thought he
would bust a gut laughing! Before I
came up here he had told me about
every other horse at the Flats—but not
a word about the mare. Do you think—?

“T wish I had made this move years
ago. I sure love it up here and boy, does
it feel good to work again. There is so
much to do and so much to learn that
I will be busy for the next hundred
years.

“The painting is going real good—
only one trouble, I am getting ready for
Death Valley (Annual Show) and it
sure is hard to paint deserts when you
live in country like this. Every place
I turn there is a new idea. Oh well!—
I guess that’s about all T can think of
at this time. More later. Love, Bill.”—
C. O. Peterson, P. O. Box 603, Naco,
Arizona 85620

TUMBLEWEEDS

HE JUST DISPATCHED TWO MORE
CITIZENS TO THAT BIG
CORRAL IN THE SKY!

\SNAKE-EYE'S AT IT AGAIN, JUPGE! |

@ - “lw ®lw

TWO MORE?! THAT FIEND!

THIS CALLS FOR EMERGENCY

MEASURES!

-
==

—=phy Tom K. Ryan

T P
WE GOTTA i
GET SOME MORE i
CITIZENS! %
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LAST CALL!
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AVOID THE RUSH!

PARKING IS WORSE THAN EVER

Just fillin the blanks and write out a check—

* 2 to 4 one-year subscriptions
* 5 or more one-year subscriptions

* 1 one-year subscription to both magazines
(6issues TW, 6 issues FT)
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Loed, It's Mo Again

NOW! BOTH ATS
ONE PRICE!

....9$3.50 ca.
............................... .$3.00 ca.
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CHARLES M. RUSSELL COLOR PRINTS:

Beautiful reproductions of his greatest paintings. All prints are in full color—suitable for framing.
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CHOOSE FROM SELECTIONS BELOW. LIST NUMBERS ON A SHEET OF PAPER.
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B 1—Ambushed, 10x14 38—Women of the Plains, 71/;x91/; 74—Trail’s End, 10x14 %
C 2—A Tight Dally & Loose Latigo, 10x14 39—Innocent Allies, 10x14 75—The Holdup, 10x14 3]
3—A Loose Cinch, 81/2x11 40—Indian Love Call, 10x14 76—The Bolter, 10x14 2
4—A Wounded Grizzly, 10x13 41—Jerked Down, 81/2x15 77—The Attack, 10x14
< 5—Buffalo Hunt (spears), 8x111/; 42—The Jerkline, 10x14 78—The Drifter, 12x16 2!
6—Boss of the Trail Herd, 9x12 43—Loops & Swift Horses Are Surer Than 79—The Tenderfoot, 9x12
C 7—Bronc to Breakfast, 81/3x15 Lead, 71/;x11 80—Two of a Kind Win, 10x14
8—Blackfeet Burning Crow Buffalo Range. 44—Last of the Herd, 81/3x15 81—Last of 5,000, 8x10
LS 9x12 45—Last Chance or Bust, 9x12 82—When Tracks Spell Meat, 10x14
9—Bucking Bronco, 9x12 46—Mad Cow, 9x12 83—When the Nose of a Horse Beats the
10—Better Than Bacon, 9x12 47—Meat’s Not Meat Till It's in the Pan, Eyes of a Man, 10x14
2 11—On the Move, 10x14 10x14 84—When Ignorance is Bliss, 10x14
12—Buffalo Hunt (arrows), 8x12 48—The Challenge, 81/;x12 85—Wild Horse Hunters (cowboys), 10x14
13—On the Trail, 8x11 49—When Arrows Spell Death, 10x14 86—Wild Horse Hunters (Indians), 9x13 5]
14—The Pony Raid, 16x111/; 50—O0ld Fashioned Stage Coach, 81/3x11 87—Whose Meat?. 10x14
15—At Close Quarters, 10x11 51—At the End of the Rope, 9x12 88—Wagon Boss, 10x14
16—Capturing the Grizzly, 81/;x15 52—Prospectors, 9x12 89—When Mules Wear Diamonds, 10x14
17—Cinch Ring, 81/3x15 53—Planning the Attack, 10x14 90—A Crow Chief, 8x11
18—Caught with the Goods, 10x14 54—Pipe of Peace, 14x7/; 91—When the Trail Was Long Between
e 19—Cowboy Life, 10x14 55—Who Killed the Bear?, 10x14 Camps, 9x12
C 20—Call of the Law, 10x14 56—Queen’s War Hounds, 10x14 92—Where Ignorance is Bliss, 6x101/;
21—Carson’s Men, 10x14 57—Rainy Morning in a Cow Camp, 9x12 93—When Sioux & Blackieet Meet, 8!/;x15
& 22—Return of the Warriors, 10x14 58—Roping a Grizzly, 9x12 94—Warning Shadows, 71/2x11
23—Piegan Indian, 10x14 59—Red Man's Wireless, 14x71/; 95—When Horse Flesh Comes High, 81/3x15 5
24—Renegades Return, 111/;x16 60—Roping a Wolf, 9x12 96—Wound Up, 9x12
25—Chief Joseph, 8x11 61—Smoking Them Out, 101/;x11 97—A Nobleman of the Plains, 10x14
26—Deadline on the Range, 10x14 62—Scattering the Riders, 9x12 98—Winter Packet, 81/3x14
27—Disputed Trail, 10x14 63—Strenuous Life, 10x14 99—Mourning Her Warrior Dead, 10x14
G 28—Dangerous Cripple, 10x14 64—Sun Worshippers, 10x14 100—When Horses Turn Back There’s Danger
2 29—Buffalo on the Move, 8x10}/; 65—Serious Predicament, 81/;x15 Ahead, 10x14 S
2 30—Early American, 10x14 66—Single Handed, 10x14 101—The Buffalo Hunt (1898), 10x14
[ 31—Elk in Lake McDonald, 9x12 67—Slick Ear, 10x14 102—Cowboy Sport, 10x14
32—First Furrow, 9x12 68—Smoke of a .45, 9x12 103—A Desperate Stand, 10x14 ol
33—First Wagon Tracks, 81/3x15 69—Sage Brush Sport, 10x14 104—Rider of the Rough String, 10x14
E 34—Finding the Trail, 10x14 70—Signal Fire, 10x14 105—Land of Good Hunting, 12x16
35—Heads or Tails, 81/;x15 71—When Red Man Talks War, 10x14 106—The Fire Boat, 12x16
= 36—Heading the Right Way, 10x14 72—In Enemy Country, 10x14 107—Our Warriors Return, 12x12
37—In Without Knocking, 10x14 73—The Medicine Man, 10x14 108—When Wagon Trails Were Dim, 10x14 [L
L€ o
] @
IDEAL FOR THE HOME, TACK ROOM, DEN, CLUB ROOMS OR OFFICE. SENT POSTPAID.
5 Pictures—$4.00 10 Pictures—$7.50 25 Pictures—$17.00 50 Pictures—$30.00 100 Pictures—$50.00
List wanted numbers plainly on a sheet of paper. Not necessary to detach this page. (Brochure not available.)
ORDER NOW! Send Cash, Money Order or Check to: 1
|

CHARLES M. RUSSELL PRINTS

P. O. BOX 3668 AUSTIN, TEXAS 78704





