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GOLDMASTER COINMASTER
66-T . 3-TR

$269.50 $169.50

COINMASTER
#4
$199.50

$85,000 Cache Located in ARKANSAS g

There is a whole new world out there, once you leave the
crowded city and move in this new area of adventure.
Discover forgotten times and lost places. There are vast
fortunes of personal and monetary treasure lost, hidden
and undiscovered in every corner of our land.

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

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

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

WHITE’S ELECTRONICS, INC.

——— A COLORFUL WORLD OF ADVENTUR‘

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

DICK’S COIN SHOP
1616 South Chester
Bakersfield, CA.

805-832-2290

AURORA PROSPECTOR SPLY
6286 Beach Boulevard
Buena Park, CA. 90602

714-521-6321

93304

DETECTOR RENTAL & SALES
7049 Variel
Canoga Park, CA. 91304

213-347-3839

FRANK DUNCAN
1662 Second Avenue
Olivehurst, CA. 95961

916-742-0289

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

714-346-8891

EL DORADO MINERALS ENG.
5205 Green Valley Road
Placerville, CA. 95667

916-622-1660

SAN DIEGO COIN EXCHANGE
1629-31 University Ave.

San Diego, CA. 92103
714-296-3131

92260

LEE BAKER
16212 East Fourteenth

San Leandro, CA. 94578
415-278-8535

LEE BAKER

1207 EI Camino Real

Santa Clara, CA. 95050

408-241-9600

JACOBSEN SUPPLIERS
9322 California Avenue
South Gate, CA. 90280

213-569-8041

WRIGHT’S
2405 North EI Dorado
Stockton, CA. 95204

209-466-4351

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

DELAWARE

PBM TREASURE HDQRTS.
RFD 1, Box 83
Frankford, DE. 19945

320-539-9488
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FLORIDA
TREASUREGRAPHIC ENTER-
PRISES ;
2146 Pineapple Avenue
Eau Gallie, FL. 32935

305-254-4128

EDGEWOOD COIN SHOP
934 South Edgewood Avenue
Jacksonville, FL. 2205
904-389-0013

ILLINOIS

HARRY’S TREASURE SHACK
322 West State Street
Cherry Valley, IL. 61016

815-332-5157

WHITE’S METAL DETECTORS
302 East Poplar Street
Harrisburg, IL. 62946

618-253-5131

NELS DALBY
2110 North Richmond Road
McHenry, IL. 60050

815-385-4229

B & E SALES

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

INDIANA

POLLARD COIN & STAMP
SUPPLY CO., INC.

5220 East 23rd Street

Indianapolis, IN. 46218

317-547-1306

IOWA

BETTENDORF ROCK SHOP &
LAPIDARY EQPT. SUPPLY

1961 North Oak

Bettendorf, IA. 52722

319-355-8233

MISSOURI VALLEY ARMS
309 North Seventeenth Street

Council Bluffs, IA. 51501
712-328-1262

MARLIN BIDNE

1009 “G" Avenue

Grundy Center, IA. 50638

319-824-3509

GEODE INDUSTRIES, INC.
106-108 West Main Street
New London, IA. 52645

319-367-2255

KANSAS

CHARLES T. WALLER
810 Russell
Salina, KS. 67401

913-827-4636
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KENTUCKY

PIONEER COINS
1036 Liberty Road
Lexington, KY.

606-254-7410

40505

LOUISIANA

DELTA FISH HATCHERY
5300 Gentilly Road

New Orleans, LA. 70126
504-943-0251
MASSACHUSETTS
NICHOLS PRODUCTS CORP.
P.0. Box 22

Merrimac, MA. 01860

617-346-9182

TREASURE SHACK EAST
5 Montgomery Avenue
Pittsfield, MA. 01201

413-443-3010

CRYSTAL COIN SHOP
349 Main Street
Wakefield, MA. 01880

617-345-0070

MICHIGAN

THE ASSOCIATION
300 South State
Oscoda, MI. 48750

517-739-8101

MINNESOTA
PHELPS COMMUNICATION
CENTER
Rainbow Terrace—D6

Albert Lea, MN. 56007
612-373-1111

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

DR. ROLLAND KATOWSKI
321 West First Street

Park Rapids, MN. 56470
218-732-5907

55426

MONTANA

MONTANA COIN & GEM CO.
219 North 33rd Street
Billings, MT, 59103

406-252-4555
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NEBRASKA

ARTHUR CARMODY
P.0. Box 217
Trenton, NB. 69044

308—Phone 5154

NEVADA

GEM DANDY
1701 East Charleston Bivd.
Las Vegas, NV. 89104

702-384-8315

OHIO

RAY McCONNAUGHEY’S
Treasure Shack No. 1

1735 North Furlong Road
Bradford, OH. 45308

BLANCHARD'S
218 North Market Street
Minerva, OH. 44657

216-868-4544
BROOKS COLLIVER

Main & Middle
Russellville, OH.

513-377-4021

45168

OKLAHOMA

WINTER’S ELECTRONICS
1001 West Broadway
Ardmore, OK. 73401

405-223-4663
THE TREASURE SHACK

8500 East Eleventh Street
Tulsa, OK. 74112

918-838-0987

OREGON

THE GALE’S
Rt. 3, Box 64
Canby, OR.

503-266-9119

97013

D & K DETECTORS
13809 S.E. Division Street
Portland, OR. 97236

503-761-1521

JACK CHRISTIANSON
380 South 43rd Place
Springfield, OR. 97477

503-746-3100

PENNSYLVANIA

W. J. SLAGLE
Rt. 2, Box 184
Reynoldsville, PA.
814-371-3744

15851

TEXAS
ARLINGTON ELECTRONIC
CENTER
915 East Park Row

Arlington, TX. 76010

214-261-9441
214-278-5808

W. T. BRADY
5304 Bennett Avenue
Austin, TX. | 78751

512-465-7284
JIM ALEXANDER ENTER-
PRISES

616 Arkansas
South Houston, TX.

713-946-6399

77587

VIRGINIA
CLARK OWEN “PRIVATE
INE”

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

WASHINGTON

PANORAMA POST
P.0. Box 352
Redmond, WA.

206-885-4729
PEARL ELECTRONICS

1300 First Avenue
Seattle, WA. 98101

206-622-1500

DON’S STEREOQ CENTER
E—510 Francis
Spokane, WA. 99207

5(,9-487-6461

J S ELECTRONICS
10305 Waller Road
Tacoma, WA. 98446

226-531-1736

UNIVERSITY FUEL
3554 Bridgeport Way
Tacoma, WA. 98466
206-564-0200

98052

WISCONSIN

GREEN’S LANDING
Rt. 1, Box 241
Angusta, WI. 54722
715-286-2531

WRITE, CALL OR DROP IN FOR A FREE DEMONSTRATION

Our representatives have been carefully selected to give you the finest sales assistance in the selecting of the
WHITE'S model designed for your individual need. Prospecting, treasure hunting, bottle collecting, coin shoot-
ing, beachcombing, or just free time in the parks . . . there is a model designed and priced for you!
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TREASURE

Metalert turns an
ordinary weekend into
a family adventure.

Going to the beach? Or hunting, fishing

or camping? You can add extra fun to

your next family outing by taking along

a Fisher “Metalert” Treasure Detector.

Who knows, you might bring home a

valuable lost relic; even silver and gold!

[[J Unsurpassed power and sensitivity
with solid state circuits.

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

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

[[J Replaceable transistor battery avail-
able everywhere; built in tester.

Built to the same exacting standards as
Fisher precision instruments for indus-
try and science. Send for complete free
literature. Also, collectors’ edition
guidebook “Discoveries From the Past”
sent if you include 50¢ postage.

“Metalert” . . .the Finest You Can Buy

(FRL.]

INCORPORATED

FISHER TREASURE DETECTORS

Department TW, Palo Alto, Calif. 94303
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One for the 'money—(We iR o ,Iltlie!)
Two for the show—(We proved we could get out a second issue!)
Three to make ready—(We asked your opinion!)
And Four to go!

You wanted itT— Here it is!

Pick up a copy
at your local newsstand
NOW!

ey

In This Issue
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THE MEZCLA MAN

ROUGH, WILD AND WICKED!
SILVER MOUNTAIN

THE LOST BADGER MINE
SUNKEN SILVER STAMPEDE!
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THE LOST CRAZY WOMAN MINE
THE FORGOTTEN MEN
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THE DAY I DIED
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THREE ROCKS, TWO GRAVES
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TREASURE BOOK ROUNDUP :

TREASURE FEVER . EDITION
CORONADO'S LOST CHILDREN >

IS THE TREASURE REALLY THERE?
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Sage of Pikes Peak -

I’m sorry to tell you that Bill Crosby
died recently. He was ninety-six. Fortu-
nately many of his recollections were put
on tape during the last several years
and are preserved in the Penrose Library.

Mr. Crosby thoroughly enjoyed collab-
orating on the articles for Western
Publications. After they were published,
he had the additional fun of mailing
copies to friends and relatives, then sit-
ting back to hear by letter and telephone
that they had read and enjoyed them.
Thank you very much for the challenge
and enjoyment you provided him during
the latter part of his life.—Hank Givens,
P. 0. Box 1779, Colorado Springs, Colo-
rado 80901

Editor’s Note: Some of Mr. Crosby’s
stories we’ve published are “Appoint-
ment on Red Mountain” (Frontier Times),
“Death on Pikes Peak” (True West),
“Miramount— Francolon’s Castle of Mys-
tery” (True West), “Petrified Indian”
(Frontier Times), “Kidnapped, Tarred
and Feathered” (0Old West), and “Moun-
tain’s Strange Music” (True West). His
last story appears in “Wild Old Days”
in this issue. We had a lively correspond-
‘ence about it—how the beer bottle episode
was possible, etc. We will miss him very
much.

; Old West Pen Pals

As a result of the several pictures and
small articles of mine you’ve printed, I
have accumulated the most remarkable
collection of pen pals.

Here is a small example: A man work-
ing on a seaport waterfront dock read in
“Frontier Post” about the hobo jungles
and the gypsy camp on the bank of the
Snake River. He said he had grown up
in that town. Of all the strange hobbies
for a muscular, rugged dockwolloper, he
made dolls. He sent me one as a gift. It
looked as though it had been scraped off
a bar stool on the wrong side of the
tracks. It was so different, money
couldn’t buy it.

A Middle Western man wrote inquiring
whether or not I had any old pocket
knives for sale.

A letter came from a family of fifteen
children who were located near the Can-
‘adian border. It was interesting to read
about their experiences of riding in bliz-
zards looking for strays and feeding the
cattle in forty-below-zero weather.

A letter came from a lady who wished
to know whether I knew her grandfather.
He was an early day freighter and drove
'a route between Salt Lake City and

4

Butte, Montana. “He drove sixteen head
of mules strung out!”

A man wrote he had beat his way
across the continent several times during

the depression days. Furthermore, he
admired a kid who would take time out
to watch Tom Mix and his cowboys
parade up Market Street in San Fran-
cisco. The foreman in the Model T
garage who fired me for walking away
from the job to watch the parade didn’t
have any appreciation of the real Tom
Mix.

A lady wrote that she was living in
San Francisco in 1923 and well remem-
bered the day Tom Mix and his cowboys
were on parade on Market Street.
Furthermore, she said that she had
driven a Model T Ford in reverse for 100
miles, and did I know anybody who could
beat her record?

A lady wrote to me about Sharkey, the

bucking bull, pictured in TRUE WEST. -

She was a trick rider at that time and
had seen Sharkey. It brought back mem-
mories of the days when she was a young
trick rider in front of rodeo grandstands
in many parts of the United States and
Canada. She was eighty-two years old,
lived in a trailer house, had two dogs,
three cats and a parrot. Still drove a car,
enjoyed . every minute of life and had
cut the picture out of the magazine and
put it in her album of the past.—S. H.
Berry, Box 1192, Boise, Idaho 83701

Pool Hall Souvenirs

In your June 1969 issue of TRUE
WEST you had an article about “Old
Molson” in the “Wild Old Days” cate-
gory which mentioned Molson’s several
pool halls: I have 136 old pool hall
hinkies (money good for trade only) from
Bergstrom’s Smoke House and Pool Rook,
Molson, Washington which were given to
me by my grandmother. They belonged to
my grandfather, Charles Harrison Mount,
who homesteaded above Oenas Lake near
Tim Bernard’s old ranch around 1906 a
short distance southwest of Tonasket,
Washington. He was quite a hand at cards

so I suppose he probably got them at
Molson.

I'm enclosing one of these coins. They
are b¢ and 12%¢ denominations. You may
keep it if you prefer, maybe you have a
relic collection. If so, add this coin to it.

I haven’t missed an edition of TRUE
WEST, FRONTIER TIMES or OLD
WEST in several years. I enjoy them
very much—they are real interesting. I
have a few old relics myself and enjoy
the back country very much.—Charles
R. Workman, 11th Avenue, Lewiston,
Idaho 83501

Hermits

Purchased a back issue of True West a
few days ago and while reading the
stories in it, I ran across the article
entitled “A Hermit With No Reason”
by B. J. Rupert as told to R. S. Cham-
bers. ;

Looking at the photos of this hermit
and other photos associated with the
story brings back to mind another herm-
it story who lived in my home community
of Kanawha Head, West Virginia several
years ago by the name of Jack Franklin
—or anyway that’s what he called him-
self. He claimed to be a relative of the
Hatfields and McCoys but whether this
was true no one knows. He was once
said to have told a neighbor of mine
that when he knew that he was dying
he would tell him who he really was. He
was later placed in the Weston, West
Virginia asylum.

I can remember the first time I saw
him I wasn’t more than six at the time
and his appearance scared me about out
of my wits as he had a long ragged
beard, carried two knives, and was some-
what past being dirty. He came to the
house to see my dad and was invited in,
since we had finished dinner or noon-
day meal an hour or so before.

Dad told him to have a seat at the
table and help himself to anything he
wanted and if he couldn’t find it, just
holler. After he finished eating he came
into the room where we were sitting,
thanked my mother for the food, talked
an hour or so with Dad and left. That
was the only time I can recall being that
close to him. As it turned out, someone
had told him that one of his dogs was at
our place but it wasn’t.

Hearsay has it that he ate and slept
with his dogs and even ate a couple of
them. Two or more times he was ar-
rested for not paying taxes on his dogs
and for not having them vaccinated
against rabies. Once after he had been
arrested he slept under some pine trees
and his toes froze so he was returned to
a hospital, where his toes were ampu-

(Continued on page ?77)
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Like the painting, the medallion depicts the dream of Ira Hayes—that of living in the
warrior days of his ancestors. The raising of the flag on Iwo Jima can be seen in the
distance. It was presented to the Navajo Code Talkers, whose contribution during World

War II was an unbreakable code, their own complex native language.
AAAAAAAAANAAANANARNA

JOE
GRANDEE'S

COVER

VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVV

Photos from The West Still Lives by Joy Schultz, Copyright 1970

“Ira Hayes—the Dream
and the Reality”
\VAAVAVAAAAAAAAVAVA 4

IN 1964 Arthur Stanton, a Marine

Corps veteran who lost both feet on
Iwo Jima, read an article in the Dallas
(Texas) Times Herald about Joe Gran-
dee, his work and his collection. Stanton
was impressed, especially by Joe’s por-
trayal of Indians, and his thoughts turned
to Ira Hayes, the young Pima who had
been his friend and who would have been
so proud to stand before this skilled
painter of warriors.

“Stanton called me one day,” said
Grandee, “and told me that Hayes had
once confided to him that he had always
dreamed of being an Indian warrior of
the old tradition. The closest he got was
serving as a Marine. Stanton wanted me
to paint a picture of his friend, but
instead of painting him as he was, he
wanted Hayes depicted along the boy’s
image of himself.

Grandee was touched by the story. “I
told Stanton I would do the painting and
would donate it to the Marine Corps.”

Thus began a chain of events which
led to the creation of an heroic 48” x 60"
work, its donation to Marine Corps
Commandant Wallace Green, its selec-
tion as Corps’ tribute to Indians, and
its eventual place of honor in the Marine
Corps Museum at Quantico, Virginia.

Grandee portrayed Hayes as an Indian
brave dressed in his ancestral costume
astride a black and white paint horse,
with the flag-raising at Iwo Jima shad-
owy in the background. He entitled it,
“Ira Hayes—the Dream and the Reality.”

Joe Ruiz Grandee
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Taps for Ira

PIMA INDIAN Ira Hamilton Hayes, the muggy night sky huge projectiles of

blowing a mournful tune on death thundered from the fleet. The crash
a harmonica, sat on his bunk aboard a of them landing on Iwo Jima rever-
personnel transport. Overhead through = berated across the sea.

Hayes was one of the few who were
not disturbed by the uproar. In his
earliest memory remained the great light-
ning and thunder storms over the barren
southern Arizona deserts, his native land,
inhabited by the Pimas for more than
two thousand years. Those awesome
storms, when lightning cracked through

) the sky and thunder deafened the ears,
were sometimes followed by rain. The
parched desert where his family tried to
eke out a living, just enough food to
keep alive, needed that rain. The Thun-

By MAURICE RILDARE der Gods were welcomed as divine beings

Photos Courtesy Author and were not feared.

An untried replacement recruit from
Kentucky walked over to Hayes, wan-
faced and worried. “Ira, can’t you play
something a little more lively?” he asked.
Frank R. Sousley, nineteen, was about
; 4 to enter his first battle. He was in a blue
. . . funk. The usual rough Marine way to
e US. flag atop M. jar such a victim out of it was used by
J f“‘?he‘t by R?“‘“?r‘ﬁl' 4 : Hayes, already a veteran.
e R TR  “Frank, you and_ mo s going to got.
cially as Ira Hayes. . it ’c}.us‘ trip,” he joked. “This Islanq X
. ~ , ' [training for the jump onto Iwo Jima

Marine Corps Photo - had been called ‘Island X’] is going to

be another Tarawa. I’ve been told Bou-
gainville was worse—and I was there.”

He then played taps on the harmonica.

Hayes, the tough Indian, was later ac-
cused of making a macabre joke to a

6 True West



comrade in arms. This was far from the
truth. He actually believed that few of
them would survive the landing. His
company hit the beach with 250 men.
Six weeks later only 27 of them remained
alive to be withdrawn.

It was indeed taps for Sousley, who
covered himself with undying glory dur-
ing the beach landing on the largest
“rock” in the Bonin Islands. It was also
a form of taps for Hayes—a slower
form which turned into what has been
considered a national disgrace.

FOR SEVENTY-TWO days Iwo Jima,

seven hundred miles from Tokyo, had
been bombed heavily.from the air. For
three days in February 1945, the largest
task force ever assembled in the Pacific
tried softening up the five-mile-long
island.

The Marines were scheduled to hit the
beach at 0830 the morning of the 19th.
Offshore aboard personnel transports,
the Fifth Division Marines were ready
to attack over the black sand of what
was better known as Sulphur Island. For
long hours the night before they had sat
around talking and going over battle
gear a final time, equipment they always
kept in first class condition. Most were
veterans of South Pacific campaigns.
They knew by experience that all signs
pointed to this landing’s being a bad one.

A veteran of Vella Lavella and Bou-
gainville, PFC Hayes stood five feet, six
inches tall and chubbily built like most
of his tribesmen. But for certain he had
already proved himself a fighting man
worthy of the Marine Corps.

Barly the next morning big guns of
the fleet, which included 6 battleships,
19 crusiers, 44 destroyers and 38 de-
stroyer-escorts, opened fire in heavier
crescendo than before. It was directed
at the landing beaches marked by frog-
men, underwater demolition teams of the
Navy.

The devastating fire was lifted inland
at 0825, and assault boats behind the
rain of steel carried the Marines ashore.
On the first day Mt. Suribachi at the
southern tip was cut off by the invading
forces.

On February 23 Colonel Henry B.
Liversedge, commander of the 28th Regi-
ment, Fifth Marine Division, led his 2nd
Battalion onto Suribachi. The 550-foot-
high volcano peak was captured despite
heavily manned and stubbornly defended
artillery and machine gun emplacements.

Hayes went ashore in the assault
waves, fought across the beaches and
inland. In the forefront of the assault he
was pulled out for a special detail after

January-February, 1971

Marine Corps Photo

Pvt. Ira Hamilton Hayes

To the young Pima hero—a Marine in
moccasins—the road was long and blurred

between Iwo Jima and Arlington Ceme-
tery

Suribachi was captured. With several
other Marines he was sent up toward the
peak, stringing communications wire to
Colonel Liversedge’s command post. All
of these men were veterans who would
not panie under fire.

Japanese snipers were constantly
shooting up small patrols—two or three
isolated Marines on the bloody slopes—
and three times Hayes and two other
wire stringers were pinned down by
sniper and machine gun fire. Trained and
experienced, they dropped behind outecrop-
ping volcanic rock, sized up the situation,
and then advanced to attack. Within
minutes they wiped out the dug-in enemy
with rifle fire or accurately thrown hand

grenades.

The wire-stringing squad was rein-
forced, making nine men in all. After
one sniper engagement they started on
up the mountainside. A pocket of die-hard
Japanese killed three of them.

But that same morning a small flag
was raised on a twenty-foot piece of
pipe. It was done by a forty-man patrol
led by Lieutenant Harold G. Schrier who
had reached the crest of the crater.

Among these men were Sgt. Ernest I.
Thomas, Jr., Sgt. Henry O. Hansen, Cpl.
Charles W. Lindberg, PFC James R.
Michels, and Charlo, a Crow Indian. A
picture of this first flag-raising on
Suribachi was made by combat photog-
rapher Sgt. Louis R. Lowrey, for Leath-
erneck magazine.



Pima Indian veterans of Company B, lst Arizona Volunteer Infantry, 1865-66. These were
Hayes’ ancestors. 1. Cheroquis, 2. Mon Ush, 3. Machie Gulack, 4. Moll Daker, 5. Chaequetz
Am, 6. Hamaware Quineal, 7. Oh Wan.

Below, Iwo Jima. The southern tip (arrow) is Mt. Suribachi, 550 feet high, where Old

Glory was raised.
U.S. Navy Photo

Meanwhile, Al Rosenthal, an Associ-
ated Press photographer, was coming
ashore from the fleet. Hearing that the
flag was to be raised on the highest
point of the island he hurried up Suri-
bachi. On his arrival the small flag was
being lowered to be preserved as a Ma-
rine Corps historical item. A larger flag
which had been brought ashore from an
LST was to be hoisted in its place. It was
56" by 96,” large enough to be seen from
the ships standing offshore.

Rosenthal, an intrepid photographer
and a talented one, shot a picture of the
second flag-raising on Suribachi. His
negatives were developed on Guam and
sent to the United States.

Almost immediately this picture be-
came world famous, and in America it
was considered in the same category as’
the famous painting “The Spirit of ’76.”
Subsequently a commemorative postage
stamp of the photograph was issued and
Rosenthal received the Pulitzer Prize.

When the second flag-raising occurred,
Lieut. Schrier and his platoon were
busily engaged digging out Japs from
within the crater with hand grenades
and flame throwers. The Marine officer
present on the scene picked the nearest
six men that he could find to raise the
big flag on the iron pipe pole. Those six
men were PFC Hayes who had almost
completed laying communications wire
despite sniper fire; his buddy Sousley;
Sgt. Michael Strank of Jamestown, Penn-
sylvania; Pharmacist Mate 2C John H.
Bradley of Antigo, Wisconsin; PFC Rene
A. Gagnon of Manchester, New Hamp-
shire; and Cpl. Harlon H. Block of Wes-
laco, Texas.

The flag raising was to spell doom for
most of them. A few days later Block,
Sousley and Strank were killed in action
—but none died as tragically and un-
necessarily as Hayes.

THE SIMPLE MAN who rode to fame
overnight, the son of Joe and Nancy
Hayes, was born January 12, 1923 at
Bapchule on the Pima (Gila) Indian
Reservation. From this hardscrabble,
poverty-stricken land he enlisted in the
Marine Corps in Phoenix, Arizona in
1942. His people had aided the United
States in all wars after 1846. The tribe
made no raids against white settlers in
Arizona even before territorial times.

In 1865 one of Hayes’ great uncles and
several other relatives, all prominent Pi-
mas, enlisted in Company B, Arizona
Volunteer Infantry (mounted) command-
ed by Captain J. D. Walker. Company B
of the Volunteers were fighters to the
last ditch. They were few, and inadquate-
ly armed and provisioned by the United
States government, but it was they who
stopped the raids of the murderous
Apaches in southern Arizona until the
military could take over again follow-
ing the close of the Civil War.

Behind Hayes was a glorious tradition
of fighting men. Their deeds of valor
were cut on the tribal calendar sticks.
Details of military actions they engaged
in were retold at the annual recounting

(Continued on page 49)
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—the way we used to say it
||
l've seen the

ELEPHANT!

OW BETTER could the old-timer

wind up a reminiscence of the days
when he and the West were young than
with the conclusion, “Yep. That’s the
way it use to was.”

Some of the picturesque words and
phrases of the early West still have lim-
ited circulation but many have gone the
way of free grass, the once fashionable
rubber-tired buggy and the elegant leg-o’-
mutton sleeve that took two full yards
of fabric.

If a camping party today should be
faced with the problem of building a fire
outdoors shortly after a rain or even in
one, and somebody’s great granddad
should say, “What we ought to have is
a little John D,” it is fairly safe to say
that everyone under fifty would think
that the old man’s mind was wandering.
Maybe it would be, too, back sixty years
or more when any kid would have known
that John D. was short for John D.
Rockefeller of Standard Oil, and under-
stood his relation to kerosene. At that
time, kerosene, more commonly called
coal oil, was standard in starting fires
either in stoves or out of doors whenever
dry kindling was not available. Careless-
ness in its use could, and occasionally
did, result in an explosion causing a
painful, even fatal, accident. But that
was seldom. Most people, even children
of ten or twelve, were aware of the
danger and had learned to use kerosene
safely.

“Dumpling Dust,” has been around for
a long time too. Early trappers and
prospectors traveled long distances over
rough trails with all of their equipment
lashed to the back of a pack horse, mule
or donkey. Naturally they did not load

the pack animals with non-essentials.
Dishes and cooking utensils consisted of
a tin cup and plate, knife and long-
handled iron spoon, an iron cooking pot
with lid, a fry pan, coffee pot, and a
pail for water. Flour, usually the self-
rising variety containing salt and a
leavening agent, was a luxury and had
to be made to go as far as possible.

In no way would it stretch farther
than used as dumplings. So when venison
or wild fowl boiled in the pot, the sack
of flour was set upright on whatever
there was to set it on, with the top
opened and rolled back to form a rim.
Then a small amount of water was
poured in, making little puffs of dry
flour rise up as dust rises in the road
with the first big spatters of rain. The
water was stirred around in the flour
with the iron spoon until dough was
formed; this was spread over the boiling
meat and covered with the lid. In fifteen
minutes—time usually guessed at—a
satisfying meal of meat and dumplings
was ready. And what could have been a
more appropriate name for flour than
“dumpling dust”?

Whether at the table or on the trail,
a man having consumed an enormous
meal often bragged about the amount he
had “gotten outside of.”

K\lf‘

AFTER DUTCH OVENS and small
stoves became fairly common, dump-
lings and flapjacks were alternated with
“stirup.” This was a bread made with
flour, bacon grease and water, “stirred
up” together with little regard as to
measurements and baked either in a
stove oven or in a Dutch oven nestled in
campfire coals. Fresh and warm it was
fair eating, especially if one was hun-
gry; cold, it was awful. (My father
made it. I know from experience.)

When milk, either canned or fresh,
became available, a delicacy was “lumpy
dick.” This was made by stirring dry
flour into boiling milk. It formed a sort
of lumpy pudding and was eaten with
sweetened milk and a sprinkling of cin-
namon or nutmeg.

“Larrup” was a word first used to
imply eating in a hasty and somewhat
selfish manner, such as “He larruped up
all the syrup.” Later syrup was called
larrup and anything tasting a little
better than average was “larruping
good.” On a hot summer day a fizz-pop
was larruping good and simple to make
too: Fresh water from well or spring,
a little vinegar, a spoonful of sugar and
just before raising to the lips, a bit of
soda was stirred in. It was downed while

(Continued on page 44)



By J. REX TIMS

Photos Courtesy Author

“GALLUS FET IT, Tom,” John Tims

said to his son, “there goes old man
Spencer beating his woman again. When’s
he ever gonna stop? The way she’s
screaming he must be dragging her out
on that old footbridge over the deep
pond.”

Old man Spencer had a habit of
forcing his wife out on the bridge; then
he’d drop down on his knees, grab her
hair, get her off balance, and in she’d
go. Then he’d push her head down, hold-
ing her under.

Pulling her up by the hair, he’d say,
“Ut, ye gonna mind me?” Down she’d go
again. Old man Spencer would keep
it up until she would give in. He’d drag
her through the water to the bank, heave

her out, then make her get up and go
do what he had wanted her to do in the
first place.

“Gallus fet the old bloke, he’ll soon
have her in that black box in the buggy
shed if she don’t learn to mind him.
Tom, make haste, jump on a horse and
see about getting the mail. When you get
to old Spencer’s place, you might stop
and see if you can hold him off until his
temper slithers down a mite.”

John had to stop and slap his thigh
and laugh when Tom said, “I’'m not going
to let Spencer and his wife do to me
what old man Mansfield and his wife
done.”

About eight months before, Tom had
jumped on a horse bareback and headed
the mile and a quarter to Mansfield’s
homestead to get the mail. Mansfield had
a two-room log house with a dirt roof
and floor and ran the post office in the
kitchen. Tom could hear Sister Mansfield
screaming like she was being murdered

inch by inch. Tom pulled his horse to a
skidding stop and rushed through the
kitchen door expecting to stop the fight.
But before he could turn around, Mrs.
Mansfield had turned on him and was
hitting him with every pot and pan
she could lay her hands on. Tom tore
out of that kitchen badly bruised and
glad to get his horse on a dead run—
down over the ridge—and out of old
Mansfield’s sight.

Today, Tom didn’t stop to get off his
horse to open Spencer’s gate. He raised
the wire loop, dropped the barbed wire
gate, and rode over to the pond where
Grandad Spencer was dragging Grand-
ma out.

When she lay on the bank, old Spencer
raised up and said, “Ut Tom, the daft old
woman fell off yon bridge. Hi nigh
missed from yon hay patch getting ’ere.”
(Tom was sparking Spencer’s daughter,
Sarah, by Spencer’s first wife and was
glad everything would be O. K.)

Reminincences o{/«

"'JACK

John Tims’ homestead in Utah’s Malad

River Valley in 1943. John built the smaller

log cabin (center) in 1867. The larger

house was erected at the stream-fed pond
ten years later.
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The author’s grandparents (from left), John Gardner Tims and Charlotte Marshall Tims, Mormon pioneers who survived an arduous trip
in 1854 from England to Salt Lake City; and the author’s father, Thomas Marshall Tims, born on the Utah desert in 1855.

MORMON"

A tale of one thing and another,
nothing much in particular, but a whole lot in general

ABOUT twenty-eight years before
these events took place (December
22, 1852), John Gardner Tims, born Aug-
ust 11, 1825, at Horton, Oxford, Eng-
land, and Charlotte Marshall, born No-
vember 10, 1835, had been married.

Late in 1853 Mormon missionaries
convinced John and Charlotte that the
Promised Land was the place the Lord
had chosen for Brigham Young to lead
his followers; and all converts were ex-
pected to join their brothers and sisters
of the faith in building up the newly
found desert home in America.

John and Charlotte Tims were notified
January 3, 1854 that their ticket would
be number 3GA. They were to sail with
a company of immigrants, the 72nd com-
pany of 477 converts, from Liverpool,
England on February 22, 1854, on the
ship Windermere with Captain Fairfield,

Janwary-February, 1971

and purely old times...

bound for New Orleans. Elder Daniel
Garn was in charge of the immigrant
company.

During the first five weeks of the
voyage, winds rose almost to hurricane
force. At times the small ship would be
submerged under giant waves, and the
strain on its timbers was terrific. Sev-
eral times during the first few weeks,
they thought the ship was going down,
and prayed for the Lord to save the ship
and those aboard, but it seemed the Lord
wasn’t paying attention to their prayers.
The crew had to man the bilge pumps
twenty-four hours a day and couldn’t
gain on the water leaking through the
new seams opening up. Men caulked the
seams as fast as they’d open and re-
caulked the seams which wouldn’t hold.
Finally the wind calmed down and
started blowing in the ship’s favor.

Fifteen days out of Liverpool, small-
pox broke out on board and spread to
thirty-seven passengers and two of the
crew as the ship neared the tropics. But
at the height of the crisis, the malady
was suddenly checked.

Six marriages were solemnized on
board and six births and ten deaths oc-
curred. The Windermere arrived at New
Orleans April 23. The next morning
eleven immigrants who were suffering
with smallpox were sent to Luzenburg
Hospital by order of port health officers.
Elder Long and five others were elected
to stay in New Orleans to attend to the
sick until they were sufficiently recov-
ered to travel with a later party. The
rest of the company continued the jour-
ney from New Orleans on April 27 on
board a steamboat and arrived in St.
Louis a few days later. From there they
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‘went on to Kansas City. This company
left Kansas City on July 15, 1854 with

R, 7

 Levi Richards as captain of the train.

Levi Richards was one of the scouts and
leaders Brigham Young had chosen to
lead parties of Mormons across the plains
to the Great Salt Lake Valley to join
those of the flock who had been arriving
since 1847.

After buying a horse and a small
spring wagon, John Tims barely had

‘énou’gh money left to buy food for the

trip and their English duds wouldn’t
stand much of the snagging buck-brush,
sagebrush and scrub-brush. Charlotte
patched so much it didn’t matter about
color or kind as long as the mending
piece would hold and cover the hole.
Brigham Young changed some of the
route in 1854 to keep north of Fort Lara-
mie as cholera and malaria were being
brought in there by traffic coming from

Albert and Nancy Tims Archibald’s homestead (top) in Pocatello Valley, Idaho, site of

Chief Pocatello’s many hiding places. John Tims’ blacksmith shop built in 1869 (middle)

and his original log cabin raised in 1867 (bottom) about four miles north of the home-

stead and later moved nearer the pond. The cabin boasted no windows—only peep-

holes large enough to accommodate rifle barrels—and when constructed had a dirt

roof and floor. After the larger house was built, this cabin served as a storehouse for
salted pork. Blacksmith shop and leg cabin were photographed in 1943.
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: fhe Mississippi and Missouri Rivers, The

1854 route was changed to swing farther
north to cross the North Platte around
Casper, Wyoming.

Traveling through Nebraska, the Rich-
ards train was hampered with mud and
more mud. It rained nearly all the way
along the Platte River. The poor old
horse John Tims bought was a little too
aged to stand up through all the heavy
mud. As the train pulled up out of the
bottom land the old horse had to stop
often to get his wind. John said the
horse was trembling so hard he thought
they would never make it. When they
reached the high ground, the poor horse
stopped to rest. He stood for about five
minutes, dropped over on one shaft and
broke it, made a little struggle and was
dead.

The couple’s supplies were very scant
and now their horse was dead—it almost
was more than they could stand. Char-
lotte began to cry. She could finally see
what her mother had been talking about
when Mrs. Marshall had tried to per-
suade the young couple to stay in Eng-
land. John walked to the back of the
wagon where Charlotte was sitting on
the prairie grass sobbing. He didn’t know
what they were going to do, stranded on
the prairie with their horse dead and no
possible way of getting another. Both
knelt, and John prayed for guidance.

A short time after the prayer, Levi
Richards came back to John and said,
“Brother and Sister Tims, we will lay
over a day or two and let the women and
stock rest. The men can get some badly
needed repair work done. Then some of
the brothers can pitch in and help and
we’ll cut your wagon down and make a
cart with the front running gears.”

John Tims was a carpenter and had a
few tools, so on the morning of the
third day, John was ready to leave. He
pulled and Charlotte pushed. They had
to leave most of their supplies, and all
the household goods, as they couldn’t pull
very many pounds in addition to the
weight of the cart. Even before their
horse had died they were low on rations
and now they had to fill in with what-
ever they could find. John and his wife
plodded along with the train, but every
weary mile seemed to get longer.

THE IMMIGRANTS, by taking the

northern route, lost not a single life
from the dreadful plague. When the
Mormons started to cross the Wyoming
sagebrush country, however, they picked
up mountain fever and tick fever. Several
people died and those who got well had
a hard fight of it; they were a long time
getting their strength back. When a wood
tick crawled on a person and buried its
head in the flesh and stayed there long
enough to inject the infection into the
blood, the vietim would more than likely
come down with a high fever and be
lucky if he lived to brag about beating
the tick and his potent bite. Early-day
Mormons who watched over people with
fever called it the “death watch.”

In 1854 the route went through Cas-
per where the party forded the North
Platte River between the mouth of the
Laramie Fork and the last crossing. John
and Charlotte were struggling with

True West



Bodies Wasted: from laek of food dndl that

“gallus feted cart.” They passed Inde-
pendence Rock and had to ford the
Sweetwater several times. The disastrous
trek across the prairie was difficult, and
Levi Richards called the brothers and
sisters together every night-to give every-
one an opportunity to talk about what
had happened that day, and some would
give their ideas of how to go about mak-
ing things more pleasant. Hymns were
sung at intervals, and the fiddlers would
play a few square dance tunes. Char-
lotte said that those get-togethers, the
hymns, and the talk of the brothers and
sisters of the faith, raised her feet two
inches every step the next day instead
of dragging.

The party rested two days at South
Pass—if you could call it rest, with all
the repairing and mending of clothes,
half-soleing and building up the heels
of the shoes. Levi Richards had all the
food collected in one place and then he
distributed it evenly between the mem-
bers. Before dividing up, all John Tims
had was a little salt and flour.

While they were stopped, a hunting
party brought in several deer. Eating
meat after going without so long, John
felt for awhile like he was carrying his
insides full of lead. They pushed on
across the Green River to Fort Bridger.
After stopping overnight they traveled
on to Echo Canyon. There they were
met by relief wagons set out from Salt
Lake City by Brigham Young. The food
supply would carry the company to the
end of the journey, the Great Salt Lake
Valley.

The trip from there wasn’t as hard
as Brigham Young’s original company
had experienced—they had had to raise
their wagons up over a cliff with ropes
and down the same way on the other
side. Levi Richards’ train, when hitting
the Weber River, turned upriver a few
miles, crossed over and swung around
the mountains through Parley’s Canyon
and on to Bee Hive City. They arrived in
Salt Lake City the last of October 1854.

FTER ENOUGH time to locate a

place to live, John joined the other
brothers building churches, houses for
Brigham, and a theater. John rebuilt
his cart and had a wagon again by early
spring. Brigham Young sent a company
to Tooele, west of Salt Lake City, to
join a company sent there the year be-
fore. Brigham had to be a mastermind
to get enough food and grain coming into
the Bishop’s storehouses to help feed the
Mormons arriving every year in greater
numbers.

John Tims soon acquired a team of
oxen and with his makeshift wagon
partly loaded with seed grains, seed
potatoes, vegetable seeds, a hand plow
and harrow parts (the rest or the har-
row would have to be built at Tooele),
John and Charlotte arrived at their
plot of ground in Tooele early in April,
1855 again short of food. John was
“gallus fetin” all over the place. He had
to get the wheat planted as fast as he
could get a few acres plowed, and then
clear off the sagebrush which had to be
pulled by hand after the ground was
plowed so as to break the roots loose.

J anuary-Febmary, 1971

Courtesy Western History Collections
University of Oklahoma Library

Washakie, Chief of the Shoshones.

He and Charlotte hauled the brush to
the makeshift tent for fuel.

John plowed and cleared between eight
and ten acres and planted wheat by
broadcasting the seeds by hand and then
running the harrow over to bury it.
When the vegetable garden was planted,
John plowed and cleared more ground,
getting it ready for planting wheat in
the fall. The couple’s food supply be-
came totally exhausted late in June. For
several days they ate nothing until one
of the settlers saw an Indian gathering
some tall weeds. After that the settlers
lived on pig-weed and sego roots.

One woman who had enough flour to
last her until the harvest asked John
to build her some chairs. While he was
working on the chairs, she gave him
three biscuits and John could feel the
strength of those three biscuits. For
three days’ work, John received for his
pay one loaf of bread. Charlotte doled
out a half-slice a day each, along with
the pig-weeds. They lived like this until
the grain was harvested the last of
August.

But a big day came for John and
Charlotte Tims on August 20, 1855. A
son was born and was named and blessed
in the Mormon Church as Thomas Mar-
shall Tims. That baby, born on the
desert of Utah Territory, was my father.
Grandma Tims told me, when I was a

; Ixttle shaver, about the plg-weed dleﬁ

she and Grandpa had to live on. 4L

THE INDIANS who lived nearby were

friendly at that time to the Mofmons.
They showed my grandfather some of
the trinkets and jewelry they made from
gold and silver mined from one of the
canyons. They showed him where they
mined lead to make bullets for the few
guns they had acquired from trappers.
After seeing the gold, Grandfather Tims
wanted to quit farming and go mining
for gold, but Brigham Young put his
foot down on the idea. Iron was the
only metal anyone could mine. Iron was
needed to repair wagon and buggy
wheels. Nearly all the wagons arriving
from their unforgettable treks across the
plains and mountains were in bad need
of wheel repair.

New spokes and rims as well as all
farming machinery had to be built in
Salt Lake City as very little farm equip-
ment was brought from the East. Plow-
shares were very important in cutting
through the roots of sagebrush. Also the
mining of iron wouldn’t bring in a lot
of prospectors, gamblers, and loose
women which gold and silver would. Brig-
ham Young wanted this desert land they
had journeyed so far to find kept free
of Gentiles who would hinder the Mor-
mon’s freedom of religion. After being
persecuted in Illinois and Missouri, Brig-
ham Young wanted this new-found desert
land free of torture.

Farming around Tooele wasn’t as good
as that reported from the northern part
of the territory. Brigham Young sent
word to settlers on poor farm land to
gather in Salt Lake City after the har-
vest in 1859 and they would be sent
to a better settlement, as the Mormon
farmers had to support their families as
well as tithe ten percent to the church.
Tithing was very important as nearly
every pioneer sent out to farm had to
have seed grain, vegetable seeds, farm
implements and lucerne (alfalfa) seed.
All this was furnished from the Blshop S
storehouses.

Brigham Young wanted a settlement
started in Cache Valley. John and Char-
lotte Tims and three babies made the
trip from Tooele in the spring of 1860 to
what later was known as Wellsville in
Cache Valley, Utah Territory. Log houses
were built close together as a fort
against Indian attacks. The houses had
dirt roofs and dirt floors, and a corral
was built big enough to hold all the
stock in case of an attack.

At night each man stood a two-hour
watch. The day watch was taken over by
the women while the men worked the
plots of ground that had to be cleared
of sagebrush. Grandpa Tims farmed in
Wellsville until the harvest of 1866. Dur-
ing the summer of that year he and
several of the Wellsville pioneers had
crossed over a hogback in the Wasatch
Range and on up the Malad River Val-
ley about sixteen miles to stake claims
on land where springs of clear cold
water flowed from the ground. For sev-
eral miles along the Wasatch the water
spread out, flowing toward the Malad
River and creating large meadows where

(Continued on page 56)
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They called John Chisum's niece the
“"lady with the open heart and the
open door"”

Above, Sallie Chisum Robert, Pecos Valley pioneer and niece of John Chisum.

Below, Mrs. Sallie Robert’s home on the banks of Eagle Draw, at Miller, New

Mexico. An adobe building, it was wass‘ilfed away in the Eagle Draw flood
of 18

Courtesy W. L. Robert
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GREAT EXCITEMENT prevailed in
the James Chisum household at Den-
ton, Texas, one fall day in 1877. Word
had been received from James’ brother,
John, who was successfully ranching out
west in the (then) Territory of New
Mexico, of an opportunity there for
James in the newly-formed Jingle-bob
Land and Livestock Company, with the
added inducement of acquiring land for
himself. Still grieving because of the
death of his wife some two years before,
James was attracted by the thought of
starting a new home in a practically
virgin land. 3
In the latter part of November, James,
his daughter Sallie, and his two sons
Walter and Will, headed west. Their
little caravan was made up of three
covered wagons, a sturdy horse-drawn
hack, saddle horses, and about fifty
head of other types of livestock to be
trailed along the way by extra cowhands.
Possibly because James did not realize
that conditions in arid New Mexico were
not as conducive to growing things as
in his part of Texas, or perhaps be-
cause he was determined to make the
desert “bloom like a rose,” he optimistic-
ally filled every available space in the
wagons and hack with shrubs, flowers,
and rosebushes. One writer tells that

Below, a common scene in Artesia was an
ox-drawn freighter outfit like the one here
in front of the Joyce-Pruit Co. store.
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tin pails, bureau drawers, and even -

Miss Sallie’s voluminous skirts protected
the tender plants from icy winds. James
must have had a green thumb indeed, be-
cause he managed to save most of his
plants in spite of the odds, and later
shared them with neighbors.

Many years afterward, Miss Sallie was
reminiscing to a group of friends about
her journey to the “Promised Land,” as
she called it. She confessed that her heart
had been heavy as she left her old friends,
and her mother’s grave, to take up life
in a strange land with different ways and
among people whom she did not know.
Many tears were shed silently, and
prayers spoken that she, her father, and
her brothers would be happy in their
New Mexico home.

THEIR JOURNEY was long and te-

dious. They crossed the barren
Staked Plains of west Texas where buf-
falo, antelope, and other types of game
abounded. At Horsehead Crossing on
the Pecos River they were met by six
of John Chisum’s cowboys because ma-
rauding Indians often attacked in that
area, but none was seen. They continued
up the east side of the river to Pope’s
Butterfield Stage Crossing, and were
much relieved to accomplish the feat of
fording the river there without the loss
of a single head of livestock.

They continued through the dangerous
Black River area, but still no Indians
appeared. Following the Pecos north,
they arrived late in December at the
Gilbert Ranch (established 1872) on the
banks of the Penasco. The Gilberts were
most hospitable, and Miss Sallie was in-
vited to stay inside the ranchhouse where

January-February, 1971

Artesia, New Mexico around 1908. A freighter with a load for the mountains stands in
front of Brainard Bros. Hardware store.

Courtesy W. L. Robert

Above, Chisum Spring, also known as Henderson Spring and Blake Spring, was the

beginning of present-day Artesia, New Mexico. Below, Artesia as it appeared in

January 1904. An early saloon can be seen about center of the photograph. This was

taken prior to the time local option voted saloons out. There was none in town for
many years.




Courtesy Western History Collections
University of Oklahoma Library

John Chisum built himseli an empx;e.

Courtesy Otero Collection; Zimmerman Library
niversity of New Mexico

The grave of James Chisum at Woodbine
Cemetery, Artesia, New Mexico.

she slept in a bed for the first time in sev-
eral weeks. A warm friendship developed
which grew stronger as the years passed.

At his ranchhouse, John Chisum was
keeping a lookout for the caravan as the
time for its arrival approached. John
had gone west from Hardeman County,
Tennessee, to Paris, Texas, about 1857
where he established headquarters and
began to deal in cattle. From there he
went to Denton, Texas, where he soon
became a cattle dealer on a larger scale.
When immigrants began to come into the
“black land belt” so rapidly that the
open range was threatened,» Chisum
headed west to Fort Concho.

In 1866 he is believed to have sent a
scout (possibly his brother Pitser) up the
Pecos to the vicinity of Fort Sumner,
either with or following Goodnight. It is
certain that from some source he re-
ceived sufficiently favorable reports to
encourage him to seek a large contract
from the government to furnish beef for
the Navaho Indians. In 1867, having
obtained the contract, he drove his herds
west from Texas and established head-
quarters at Bosque Grande, on the Pecos
a few miles south of Fort Sumner. In

Above, leﬂ. the Widow McSween came the closest to dethroning the “Queen of the

Jingle-Bob.” Below is John Chisum’s “Long House,”

his headquarters at South Spring

River, built in 1880.

o
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1874 he moved his headquarters to South

Spring River.

John Chisum’s first house at the head-
quarters of South Spring River stood
on the Hudson ranch which he had pur-
chased in 1872, It was known as the
“Square House.” Isolated as it was by
many miles from neighbors, it had been
built to serve as a fort in time of trouble.
It was square, with an inner court off
which opened an office, a kitchen where

“ meals were served, three bedrooms, a

cowboy bunkroom, a provision room, and
a storeroom. There were few, in any,
outside windows. A parapet with holes
in it, which could be used for protection,
extended around the top. A horse corral
ran along one side, through which en-
trance was made into the house.

REFRESHED by the night’s rest at

the Gilbert ranch, with Miss Sallie
on the front seat of the hack beside her
father, the caravan started early on that
last day of their journey. It was a
sunny, crisp morning, and with the blue-
veiled Guadalupes disappearing in the
distance they soon sighted Sierra Blanca
Peak and El Capitan, mountains which
were to be on Miss Sallie’s horizon for
practically the rest of her life. They
traveled through sand and mesquite
brush, and joggled over saltgrass bumps,
often scaring up antelope, quail and jack-
rabbits.

It was at the rather austere and bleak
Square House that the caravan arrived
at 11 p.m. on Christmas Eve, 1877. After
being warmly greeted by John Chisum,
the weary travelers tumbled into bed
without any supper, as they were too
tired to eat.

They were initiated very soon into the
hazards of life on the frontier. When
they awcke the next morning they found
that all their livestock was gone. During
the night, Indians had stealthily ‘lifted
the corral gate from its hinges and driven
the animals away.

There was little to cheer the homesick
Miss Sallie on that Christmas Day. Sur-
roundings were strange and primitive
compared to those to which she was ac-
customed, Long afterward she described
her feelings, saying, “I was so bone tired
that all T wanted to do was to fall down
on the ground and howl; I didn’t shed
a tear, though, for those pesky cowboys
were watching my every move.”

Her Uncle John did his best to bright-
en her spirits by promising that by the
next Christmas there would be a new
house and a big party to celebrate. But
although building was commenced the
next year, it was not until Christmas
1880 that the big new house was com-
pleted.

It was not difficult to find tasks
around the ranch to keep the young
brothers busy, but John soon realized
his niece’s loneliness and decided some-
thing must be done. In the sparsely set-
tled surrounding area, schools were non-
existent. But John had heard of one up
the Pecos at Anton Chico. It had been
started by a Miss Annin whose father
was an early missionary at nearby Las
Vegas. There this attractive and viva-
cious young lady of twenty was sent, not

(Continued on page 64)
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Tom Sullivan and the frontier were young together—but

the man lasted 113 years, the frontier barely sl
its three-score and ten

LOTS OF EXCITEMENT; &ry

IN THE FALL of 1929 I went to Pear-

sall, in Frio County, Texas, to see
Tom Sullivan. He was a Negro, a most
remarkable man, 105 years old, with
snow white hair but physically active
and mentally alert. His wife, Aunt Jane,
was eighty and said that Tom was an
old man when she married him. Sitting
on the front porch of his little cottage
he drew on his remarkable memory in
telling of his early history.

“My mother was named Henrietta
Washington. She belonged to George
Washington, Just before he died, when
she was nine and a half years old, he
set her free and told Miss Sally, his
step-daughter, to be my mother’s guard-
ian.

“When my mother was grown she
married a colored man by the name of
Sullivan, and myself and three other
children were born while she was under
Miss Sally’s charge. Miss Sally married
a man who wanted to get her money.
He told a man to kill her by driving
over a stump when she was riding in
a buggy, but the fall only broke her
thigh.

“While she was laid up some men
came and got my father and mother
and me and my two brothers and car-
ried us off. They drove around in two
or three states and finally went to Mis-
sissippi and hid us out for two years.
I was five and a half years old when
we were stolen.

“Finally all of us but my father
were sold to a man named Aaron Redus,
and my father was sold to Mr. Redus’
son-in-law. When Mr. Redus died we be-
came’ the property of his son and
I belonged to him until I was set free
by emancipation.

“Mr. Bill Redus moved to Texas in
1849 and brought me along with him,
and he settled on Hondo Creek in Me-
dina County. My first experience with
the Indians was when some of them
made a raid through that part of the
country and a bunch of us followed
them. We came upon some men cutting
hay, and they said they bet we were
looking for Indians. We told them we
were.,

“One of the men said: ‘I think I shot
one. I shot at him and he fell forward
and grabbed his horse around the neck,
and you’d better watch out for him.

“We rode on, following the Indians’

(Continued on page 72)

At left is Tom Sullivan at age 105, at his
home in Pearsall, Texas. {
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ABOUT 1:30 p.m. on October 26, 1881
in Tombstone, Arizona shots were
heard from the OK Corral area. Morbid
curiosity seekers ran to the scene from
all directions. They found three dead
or dying men lying in the blood-spattered
entrance to the OK Corral livery stable.
Dozens of these people claimed to have
witnessed the fight, but very few of
them saw any of the action; the fight
lasted only seconds. Several people saw
the ending; only one man witnessed the
whole fight—the man who owned and
operated the OK Corral livery stable
where the fight occurred. The OK Cor-
ral was only a trade name. There was no
corral connected to the stable at all.
Two buildings formed the entrance to
the stable, which was about fifteen feet
in width.

This man was “Honest John” Mont-
gomery. He lived in Tombstone for
twenty years, served on the board of
supervisors for fourteen years, and was
my grandfather.

John Montgomery kept many diaries,
many of which are in my family’s posses-
sion. But the one in which he gave his
account of the fight remained in the
hands of his daughter who died in 1964
at the age of ninety-four. She refused
access to this diary to anyone, but when
her estate was settled in 1969 her son
lent the diary to me with the stipulation
it be returned to only him after I was

—excerpts from the unpublished diary of through with it.

“ J h M Because John Montgomery was not
called to testify he refused to make a

onGSI onn onlgomery public statement. He wrote that he saw
John Behan pick up the revolver used

by Tom McLaury and put it in his pocket.

’ Behan denied this. Had John Mont-

By WAYNE MONTGOMERY gomery and Doc Holliday been called to

Photos Courtesy Author testify they would have sworn Tom Me-

/

One of Tombstone, Arizona’s doctors was killed in this rig
outside of the OK Corral in 1881, Inset shows John Montgom-:
ery’s diary, kept secret for many years.

18 True West



Above, John Montgomery about 1905.

Laury was armed, and that Behan took
his revolver to make it look bad for the
Earps and Doc.

Only diary entries which have no bear-
ing on this story have been deleted.—

Wayne Montgomery.
“I HAVE purposely delayed writing
of the great fight which I witnessed
in full on October 26, 1881 which hap-
pened at the entrance to my establish-
ment at the OK Corral livery stable. Be-
tween the Earp brothers, Doc Holliday,
Ike and Billy Clanton, Billy Claiborne,
Tom and Frank MecLaury. Ike and Billy
Claiborne ran out when the shooting
started proving what they have been
suspected of by many, that they are
cowards.

“T have gone over every second of the
fight, in my mind, time and time again,
1 want my construction of this event
to be as accurate as possible. Some day
I plan to write of my adventures. in
book form, and in the event my memory
fails me in later years I can refer to my

November 1, 1881.

January-February, 1971

diary, which I keep in a ledger in order
to have enough space to write as I wish.

November 3, 1881.

“Since my coming to Tombstone in
July 1879, the county of Cochise has been
ruled by what amounts to a reign of
terror. Outlaws, commonly referred to
as cowboys, not all cowboys are outlaws
but all outlaws are cowboys, by the way
they herd stolen cattle over the desert.
They ride the trails robbing and killing
travelers, robbing stagecoaches, and if
arrested go free, people refuse to appear
against them out of fear of retaliation.

November 4, 1881.

“The Earp brothers, Wyatt, Virgil, and
Morgan came here about a year ago to
clean up the town of Tombstone. I don’t
believe any three lawmen ever faced a
situation such as the Earps have faced
here. And I may say they have accom-
plished the almost impossible. They
haven’t killed anyone of note, until the
fight of the 26th of October. But they

(Continued on page 60)

John H. Behan, first sheriff of Cochise
County, in 1881.

Courtesy Arizona Department of Library & Archives

John P. Clum, first editor of the Tombstone
Epitaph, in 1880.



Above, Placerville, Idaho. No date given. Below, if the author's hunch is correct, the
lost Wilson ledge may be near the top of one of the mountains in the distance. This is
land belonging to the Boise National Forest, slightly north of the old ghost town of

Quartzburg, Idaho.

Courtesy Idaho Historical Society

The Devil’s treasurer hecame $10,000
richer one day, thanks to some

vigilantes

By BERT E. BADGEROW

Photos Courtesy Author

ON THE SUBJECT of lo:* mines I am

inclined to agree with the theory
that all of these tales follow a similar
format. However it is also true that
most every rule has its exceptions. The
Lost Wilson Mine most certainly is an
exception,

Few people are still alive who knew of
its existence, and none of these is talking.
In fact, the effort for over 100 years to
suppress information about the mine and
its discoverer would seem to be almost
a conspiracy. In addition, the legend of
the Lost Cleveland Mine seems to have
become confused with the Wilson dig-
gings, since in the 1940s at least two
old-timers assured me the Lost Cleveland
was somewhere in Idaho’s Boise Basin.
Several accounts of the Lost Cleveland
have appeared in print with its location
described as the Salmon River country
of Idaho. This appears to have been
a much lesser discovery than the find
by George Wilson in 1863, the secret of
which has been locked in the graves of
three murdered men who lie in the pio-
neer cemetery at Placerville, Idaho.

We became part-time residents of Pla-
cerville in 1953, having purchased one
of the old homes as a headquarters for
pursuing the hobby of researching early
Idaho mining camp history. It has been
estimated that 25,000 people were pros-
pecting the streams and gulches in the
Boise Basin in 1863. Placerville was one
of the larger mining camps, and the
story of the discovery of placer gold the
vear before is described in detail in
Idaho history books.

True West



Courtesy |daho Historical Society

During the summer of 1862 a party
of twelve men under the leadership of
George Grimes left the Willamette Val-
ley in Oregon to backtrack over the old
Oregon trail in an effort to locate the
legendary Lost Blue Bucket Mine. Moses
Splawn was one of two members of the
party who documented the expedition.

7%

Courtesy Idaho Historical Society

Above, Moses Splawn, an early Boise
Basm pioneer. At left, supply wagons leav-
ing Centerville in an effort to aid victims
of fire in Placerville. At right. above, the
mystery grave in the pioneer cemetery lo-
cated in Placerville, Idaho. Bordered by
four pine trees, the inscription reuds, ‘The
Fiddlers Murdered on Ophir Creek.” Below
is the grave of Henry Ashcroft, friend of
George Wilson, one of the murdered men.

His story reads something like this:
After weeks of fruitless searching for
the Blue Bucket the party was about to
give up and return to Oregon, when a
friendly Indian told them of a stream
that was full of the white man’s yellow
iron. After some persuasion, Grimes con-
(Continued on page 67)
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Looking north on Commercial Street about 1880.
The barricade facing the renegades lay about
House. The J. W. Riddle st

AFFAIR AT
EAGLE PASS
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THE SUMMER of 1864, like most sum-

mers in Eagle Pass, Texas, was hot.
By mid-June, well in advance of the
canicula or dog days, temperatures in
the river town had begun to soar. Texas
borderers knew that the early advent of
such hot weather was a harbinger of
worse to come. To escape the baking sun
villagers either lolled beneath shady
store awnings or within the cool sanctu-
ary of a few adobe buildings. Some sought
relief by yielding to the inducements
proffered by the several local saloons.
An aura of lethargy seemed to pervade
the village, although the daily arrival
of wagons loaded with cotton bespoke

22
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The little ’towh'w-‘as a tempting pfize but the raiders
were short on nerve and the Home Guard was long
on cotton yrbale breastworks!

fw ‘ r':,b- i

By BEN E. PINGENOT

Photos Courtesy Author

of at least one activity which had to
be carried on despite the heat.

Cotton was the lifeblood of the Con-
federacy, and the Cotton Road its life-
line. After the occupation of Browns-
ville by Federal troops in the fall of
1863, the terminus of the Cotton Road
had shifted to Eagle Pass, a small Rio
Grande town which lay opposite the Mex-
ican port of Piedras Negras. Throughout
the winter and spring of ’64, long wagon-

Cotton bale barricades were thrown up at each end of the block by townsmen.
where the pool of water is standing. The building flying the flag is the U.S. Custom
ore on the far corner was the location of the second barricade.

trains had traversed the hazardous trail
with their vital cargo. From time to time
bales of cotton seemed to virtually fill
the wide river-bottom west of the town.
Lorenzo Castro, son of the empresario
and colonizer Henri Castro, had re-
ceived the Confederate appointment of
Collector of Customs at Eagle Pass, and
was charged with the overall responsi-
bility of the port. Castro’s deputy was
Jesse Sumpter, a First Infantry veteran
who had been with the troops that
founded nearby Fort Duncan. Sumpter
was an experienced frontiersman, hav-
ing tended bar, ranched, chased mus-
tangs, and served as a deputy sheriff.

True West
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The Fort Duncan military cantonment
lay just south of town across an arroyo.
Now called Rio Grande Station, its Con-
federate garrison consisted of a skeleton
force of thirty-four officers and men.
Its commandant, Captain James S. Ware,
sat at his desk in the adjutant’s office
cursing the heat and the circumstances
which had left him in charge of this
undermanned outpost. Three months be-
fore, a Federal force of 200 men had
attacked the downriver town of Laredo.
As a result of that action, Colonel George
S. Giddings had been ordered to move
his headquarters from Eagle Pass to Los
Ojuelos, which was forty miles from
Laredo on the Corpus Christi road. This
shift had left Ware in command with
only a handful of troops to guard the
port at Eagle Pass and the valuable
trade lines targeting on it.

Compounding his problems were the
two hundred or so American refugees
congregating in Piedras Negras. Many
were deserters from the Confederate
army, or renegades and skulkers who
had fled to Mexico to avoid military
service. Others were Union sympathizers
who had left their homes rather than face
induction into the Confederate army.
Added to their numbers were a sprinkling
of outlaws, thieves, and murderers, dregs
of society who for various reasons had
sought sanctuary across the international
boundary.

Ware, along with the civilian officials,
knew that the presence of so many
Americans in Piedras Negras posed a
threat to Eagle Pass and Rio Grande
Station. Only last fall, he recalled, Lo-
renzo Castro had written the Confed-
erate agent in Monterrey that deserters
were constantly arriving in Piedras Ne-
gras. Castro had said that once the ren-
egades felt themselves strong enough
they would attack the garrison at Eagle
Pass.

(Continued on page 52)

Above, left (from left to right), Judge James

P. Burks, school teacher Daniel Foley, and

Jessie Sumpter, about 1885. Below, a view

of Fort Duncan from the Mexican side of
the Rio Grande back around 1856.




By MACK SHERRILL

Photos Courtesy Author

IN THIS DECADE when there is grow-

ing alarm about the problems of over-
population and the pollution of our en-
vironment, what was once a California
gold-rush town, tucked away in the
Sierra foothills, suffers from none of
these. On the April day I found it, the
air was fresh and the sun shone brightly
on the rolling hills studded with oaks.
Tall, green grass rippled in the wind; a
flock of woolly sheep with frisky lambs
were grazing nearby.

This is the scenic beauty of Indian
Gulch, located near the southern end of
the famous Mother Lode Country, but
not many people are left there to enjoy
it. With the death of Frank Solari,
eighty-eight, on April 19, 1970—a cattle
rancher who was born in Indian Gulch
and remained there all his life—only
four residents remain. Those four are
Frank’s two sisters, Angie Solari and

Above is the building which housed the general store, post office,
and bar in Indian Guich, California. Below is an old gravestone
reading, “Ferdinand—(last name illegible), Died September 19,

1861, Aged 29.”

PLAYING OUT THEI

e

Below, Main Street in Indian Gulch. The general store is the last
building visible down the road. At right, an abandoned ranch.
Inset shows a type of barbed wire that collectors will recognize.

True West



Louise Funderburk; a nephew, Buster
Funderburk; and Herb Houghton. Al-
though Herb’s grandfather and father
lived in Indian Gulch, Herb lived and
worked most of his life in Berkeley. Now
he is retired due to poor health and has
returned to his birthplace where he

shares living quarters with Buster in-

one end of the old general store. Angie
and Louise still live in the old Solari
ranch house.

“In its heyday the town probably had
a population of between 500 and 800 resi-
dents,” Herb told me, “and my grand-
father was one of the pioneer settlers.”

Herb pointed to the east and said,
“My grandfather had a mining claim on
the other side of that hill and my father,
who was fourteen years old at the time,
was helping him work it. One morning
my father went out alone and as he ap-
proached he discovered some claim-
jumpers working on it. There was gun-
play and my father killed one of the men.
He was brought to trial in Mariposa
County court and acquitted.”

(Continued on page 74)
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Above, this building housed
the blacksmith shop. The sireet
which passed in front of it

barely shows a trace. At right

is Herb Houghton, one of the

four remaining residents in In-

dian Gulch. Below is the old
church.




By CHARLES D. GREENFIELD

Photos Courtesy Author

MORE YEARS AGO than I care to

remember, William Carr, an old-
timer whose adult life was spent as a
peace officer, gave me an eye-witness
account of how a vigilante blood-bath
brought law and order to Laramie City,
Wyoming in 1868.

Laramie City was really booming
then. The Union Pacific was building
its railroad across Wyoming and Lara-
mie was the center of its operations.
Hundreds of disappointed gold seekers
drifted to Laramie to become railroad
graders and tie cutters. And with them
came, from all parts of the Northwest,
dance hall girls, thieves, robbers and
crooked gamblers. Railroad workers,
lacking other diversions, were ripe for
the plucking. It was not long before
criminals and near-criminals dominated
the community. The first elected city
officials resigned shortly after taking
office in May 1868 because the rough
element made it impossible to establish
a strong and efficient city government.

According to “History of Albany Coun-
ty to 1880,” in Volume 21 of the Annals
of Wyoming, “The wild element ruled
without interference, when a vigilante
committee, composed of about twenty
members, organized in an attempt to
bring some order out of chaos and make

Official records in Wyoming
“verify some of the story
told by William Carr, al-
though he probably exag-
gerated somewhat as to the
number of men killed and
the length of time the vio-
lence continued.” For the

° y
Hanged by vigilantes in Laramie City, Wyoming in 1868. From left to right, Asa Moore, sake Of the comm“nltyl Iet H
Con Wager (Weiger), and Big Ed (Bernard). hape so!
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the town safe for honest people. Their
one action, the hanging of a young man
known as ‘The Kid, quickly organized
the lawless element who boasted of their
strength and the vengeance they would
inflict upon those who complained. The
crime wave, however, grew to such pro-
portions that a second vigilante commit-
tee numbering several hundred was
formed.”

In 1905 I was a cub reporter and
William Carr was spending his decli-
ning years in “pauperized obscurity,” as
he expressed it, as city jailer in Helena,

All Photos Courtesy Wyoming State Archives & Historical Department

Laramie about 1870.

Montana. Carr was reserved and distant
with strangers, but as a cub reporter
who had to check with the police every
midnight, I had become well acquainted
with him.

One midnight when I was at the city
jail, two vagrants were brought in. After
they were booked and locked up, Carr
remarked, “It ain’t like it used to be. In
the old days we didn’t have them kind
of scum to deal with. Times has quieted
down. Now you take Miles. I served
there seven years during the early eight-
ies when the Texas trail herds was com-

Below, the Laramie train depot.

January-February, 1971

ing through. Them southern punchers
painted the town red after being on the
road for months and it kept us pretty
lively. But the worst was Laramie City.

“Tt was in the spring of ’68 I hit
Cheyenne with some pretty good letters
in my pocket, and I caught on with the
sheriff there. I had been around only
a few days when a prizefighter was
killed at Laramie and the sheriff sent
me up to investigate. Then I got orders
to remain. The railroad was building
through Laramie and it was the worst
hell I ever seen. Criminals come there
from all over the world. The Montana
vigilantes drove out some bad men who
fled to Laramie. All the gunfighters and
sure-thing gamblers, horse thieves and
such came like buzzards to a waterhole
in the spring time.

“I SOON FOUND I couldn’t run things
alone. They was too many for me.
When I was havin’ a dispute at one end of
town they was raisin’ hell at the other.
“] had a standin’ offer of $1756 a
month for an assistant. Finally a fel-
low named Rody Power blew in and
said he’d take it. That Rody Power was
a dandy. At the end of three weeks Rody
had planted twenty-one men, killin’ a
desperado with every sunset, but his
twenty-first nearly cost him his life.

“Rody had arrested a hanger-on who
was tryin’ to kill his woman and Rody
nearly beat the life out of him. The jail
them days was a no-count affair and
this feller had a gun slipped in to him
and said he was going to kill Rody. The
man that give the prisoner the gun told
Rody and he marches up to the jail,
throws open the door and begins shootin’.
The man drops dead with the gun in his
hands.

“Enemies said we were assassinating
people, and the vigilantes who were get-
ting organized went after Rody. I heard
of it, gave Rody the best horse I had,
and he hikes. That left me shy. The
vigilantes wouldn’t help and I had to
resort to extreme measures. About a
month later a committee waits on me and
says while they appreciate my work, if
I don’t leave they’ll burn the town down.
They call me a ‘destructive element’ who
was hurtin’ the camp.

“«Very well’ I says, ‘I'll go, but when

(Continued on page 70)
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Unrest and violence were in no short supply when Norman Stephenson made his risky business trip below the border. Photo shows
Z a@ mob attacking the lumber yard during the Cananea strike.
Courtesy Western History Collections; University of Oklahoma Library
g x 3 B
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EXICO

IT HAPPENED back in 1916 when I

and a few other hopefuls were trying
to develop a silver prospect in the Mule
Mountains, eighteen miles northwest .of
Bisbee. We had run up against a prob-
lem requiring mining engineering advice.
The only one we knew who could help
us was with the C & A Copper Company
over in Cananea, Mexico, about sixty-
five miles from the border. I was elected
to make the trip.

We had a 1914 Model T Ford touring
car stabled in a Bisbee garage. The hike
over the mountain trail to town would
be a trifle, but nursing Lizzie over the
rough road to Cananea and back would
take some doing. And on top of that,
there was the chance of bumping into a
bunch of Pancho Villa’s roving bandidos.

It hadn’t been long since Villa, the
great Mexican bandit-general had raided
Columbus, New Mexico, and eliminated
several of that town’s citizens, plus a
few U.S. cavalrymen garrisoned there.
General John J. Pershing had high-
tailed it into Mexico with a regiment or
so of cavalry in hot “punitive” pursuit
but had only succeeded in breaking

: ket : : Pancho’s forces into marauding bands.
Courtesy Arizona Department of LibrarY & Archives Against strong advice from - Bisbee

“Brewery Gulch” in Bisbee, Arizona. No date given. friends, I cranked our trusty steed into

By NORMAN STEPHENSON

Photos Courtesy Author
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It was a hot still after-
noon. The only air moving
was from the wide circling
wings of vultures watch-
ing the man who was
stranded below...

NN

action and pulled out for Cananea alone
rather than wait and go with a well
armed convoy that weekend.

I had extra gas, oil, and water aboard,
including a gallon canteen beside me on
the seat. A good lunch and a .22 rifle.
The rifle was for rattlesnakes. A big
one could strike through the sidewalls
of the tires of those days.

Norman Stephenson, a short time after his

“bad day.”

January-February, 1971

Courtesy Western History Collections;: University of Oklahoma Library

Bisbee, Arizona miners marching up the railway to Cananea, Mexico to rescue Americans
from Mexican strikers in 1906.

Lizzie and I pulled into Cananea be-
fore dark, nothing worse than a punc-
ture and blowout having happened en
route. And that night I got the engi-
neering advice I’d gone for, along with
a friendly suggestion not to make the
return trip alone. I passed up the advice
not to return alone, but I did lend an
ear when I was cautioned not to take
the main road back. It passed through
the village of Del Rio, about ten miles
out from Cananea, and was said to be a
hangout for straggling bands of Villa
bandidos, though I had seen none there
on my way over.

The bearings of Model Ts were lubri-
cated by splash and splatter. No oil
pump. They were heavy oil drinkers and
so I had used all of my reserve on the
way over. Before starting back I had
an oil change and ordered an extra two-
gallon can to be placed on the floor back
of the front seat. I also got a fill-up of
the gasoline can lashed to the leftside
running board, as well as the tank under
the driver’s seat.

I took care of the water myself. The
canteen, the radiator and the two water
bags; a three-gallon bag hanging on the
outside of the left rear door and a two-
gallon bag on the rear door of the right
side. My rifle, canteen and lunch lay on
the front seat.

To bypass Del Rio I could choose one
of two sets of old wagon ruts cutting
through the brush east of that place.
Either choice was bad and, once made, the
driver was stuck with it until he joined
up with an eastward turn of the main
road, about twenty-five miles from Bis-
bee. There was no getting out of the
ruts, and no turning in the thick brush
anyway. |

THE MORNING had started hot and

grew hotter by the minute. It was
near midday and I was rounding a sharp
bend in the ruts when it happened. The
oil sump plug was snagged by a stone
projecting from the ridge between the

ruts. I felt the bumps and when I looked
back I saw a dirty black streak down the
middle of the ridge.

By the time I had stopped and squeezed
myself into the rut and under the run-
ning board with a piece of rag, all but
a dribble of oil was gone from the sump.
I plugged the sump hole and squeezed
myself back up out of the rut, soaking
wet with sweat.

1 went back and found the plug. It
had been hand-screwed in, only two or
three threads, when the oil change was
made at Cananea. It couldn’t be screwed
back in, but the rag plug would hold. I
wasn’t worried. There was extra oil. I
reached in back of the front seat for the
two-gallon can. It wasn’t there! The
shock wasn’t too great. The can would
be lashed to the left running board, along
with the extra gasoline. I moved fast
around to that side. No oil! I was already
sweating hard but now it streamed off
me.

The heat couldn’t have been less than
a hundred and twenty in the shade—and
no shade. I'd have to get out of the
blistering heat and do some thinking. The
car’s top was down. I put it up and
climbed in and took a pull at the canteen
of nearly hot water. Neither it nor the
shade did anything for me, and I was
sitting in a puddle of sweat.

I could take the canteen and rifle and
head back for Cananea, or I could push
on to the border. I chose the border, but
I wouldn’t walk all the way. I'd get as
much out of the old nag as I could before
hitting the dirt. She was on a down
grade when she lost the plug and so there
must be some oil left in the oil pan..
T’d nurse her along with frequent stops.

I was setting the retarding spark lever
and the throttle for idling when a shadow
flitted across the hood. I leaned out and
looked up. Vultures were doing a tight
circle overhead. They were attracted by
anything on the desert that stopped mov-
ing. They would wait. I felt sick.

(Continued on page 42)
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Above, a cowboy’s life has really changed. Note the large cook trailer where
the hands can eat their meals with all the comforts of home, a far cry from
the old chuckwagon days! Below is George in his working duds, all saddled
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up and ready for a day’s work.

By MILT HINKLE

Photos Courtesy Author

COLLEGE GRADUATE cowboys and

just changes in general have turned
ranching all around from the way I
knew it. But I have a friend, George L.
Downing, who is one of the old-time
ranch hands and who saw the last of
the old days but has managed to fit into
the new. He works on a big ranch near
Battle Mountain, Nevada.

They run about 20,000 head of cows.
He draws $250 per month and eats and
works from April until October. Then
he is alone because he never married.
A lone wolf he is. He has a new truck
and new living house trailer (with bot-
tled gas, ice box, stove and heat) that he
drives in on the ranch, then when Octo-
ber comes he goes south for the winter.
He paid me a visit for two months in the
winter of 1969; then he took off for
Arizona before he went to his job at the
ranch.

Here, I understand, is the way they
ranch. They do use saddle horses but
they are kept in corrals and barns. They
also use horses to round up the cattle and
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Summer was a trip to the railroad; winter
was riding the line

Above, hunkering down on your boot heels
is still the best way to eat your grub. At
left is Milt's old friend George L. Downing,
a feller who remembers the old ways but
practices the modern methods of ranching.
Below, nowadays they slap a halter on as
soon as they can put one foot in front of
the other! Below, right, the smell of burn-
ing hide and hair at branding time hasn't
changed any.

drive them into the corrals where there
are branding chutes and many other
new appliances or devices. But the cook
prepares the meals in a big trailer by
gas, and not cowchips as the early-day
cooks did. The trailer has a long table
for the hands to eat and they eat in
comfort with a roof over their heads.
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There’s a washroom and toilet. They
have radio and TV. They have walkie-
talkies for communication with each

other, and a helicopter to locate cattle
over the mountain range. This is a far
cry from the old days but I say it’s
better, don’t you?

And the new modern equipment makes

the mountains look like they ain’t; good
paved highways and roads everywhere.
No more open range, all under fence.
Some ranchers raise bucking horses for
sale, and when sold they bring in as
much or more than a good race horse.
And take a look at the beautiful soft
seat saddles with the wide stirrups that
you cannot get hung up in. Us old-
timers used the old slick saddles with
the oxbow stirrups that fit our long-
heel boots, not the easy to walk in flat-
heel boots of today.

We used to use shellac on our old
saddles in order to shake off the rain
and weather. But now they have saddle
racks and plastic covers. The only time
our saddles did not get wet was when we
had our yellow Fish Brand slickers on
in the rain, and at night in the rain and
thunderstorms I have seen the lightning
play from the longhorned Texas steers’
horns, from one to another.

YES, my memory carries me back to

when we real old cowboys lived under
the sky. We would spread out our bed
rolls on the ground by the chuckwagon
or bed wagon, and lots of nights when we
threw our tarpaulins back they would be
covered with snow. But we were warm,
as was the ground we lay on; the wind
and cold could not get to us.

We used our boots under our bedding
as a pillow. We were awakened by the
cook hammering on the steel triangle
which hung on the side of the chuck
box. The wagon was usually pulled by
four to six head of mules, and when
the wagon was to be moved to another
roundup ground the cowboys would al-
ways harness the mules and load their
bed rolls in the wagon.

At breakfast I always ate three or
four of the good sourdough biscuits
cooked in the Dutch oven which was
heated with cowchips picked up on the
bed grounds by the wrangler. The big

(Continued on page 74)



THERE ARE old-timers in Corpus
Christi, Texas who hate to talk of
early days. There’s a reason. There are
men and women in that city who have
suffered, for themselves and their chil-
dren, untold atrocities at the hands of
the early Mexican raiders, marauders,
robbers, and murderers who infested
every section of the once disputed terri-
tory. Before Uncle Sam was in a position
to extend his protectorate over this sec-
tion, some awful deeds are recorded.

Long after the Civil War cloud had
passed over the head of the nation the
territory lying between Victoria and
Brownsville was open to loot. True there
was a law, and the enforcement of the
law was rigid, the penalties severe—
when the offender was caught. Ofttimes
there was not much of a trial. Guilt was
generally brazen. Men, either good men
and true, or criminals, were hard. Crim-
inals from choice—good men from neces-
sity. Men scorned to skulk behind tech-
nicality. They were “guilty or not guilty.”
~ Men knew that penalties were severe.
There were no lingering methods. For
that reason, if a man chose the wayward
path he usually made things lively in
his section of the woods for the time
being, realizing that when caught there
would be short shrift at the long end
of the rope.

Several Mexican raids have been re-
corded. They were of greater or lesser
importance according to the locality in
which they were staged. In the year 1875
one raid was of peculiar significance, and
before it was finished practically fifty
people had been taken prisoners by the
Mexicans, but only two or three killed.
The rest were turned loose after hours
of mental anguish.

There is one instance recorded of an
‘old lady who is alive to this day, being
caught by a gang of Mexicans and In-
dians who stripped her of her clothing
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" OF 18735

As a sidelight to the attack on Penascal (No-
vember ‘70 Frontier Times) here’s some first-
hand knowledge of a similar incident which
occurred nearby not long after. This account

was written in 1912,

and initiated her in the mysteries of the
Indian tribe. On account of some jeal-
ousies that sprang up between the In-
dians and Mexicans, the sacred rites
were annulled, also the ceremony of
adoption, and she was returned to her
people, still minus her clothing. Aside
from the rather embarrassing undress
procedure she suffered no other ‘indig-
nities.

But the story which follows, told by
Thomas Noakes, is still fresh in the
memory of many people living in this
section. It is a remarkably well preserved
story, this being due to the fact that
Noakes wrote an account of it in his
diary directly after it happened.

“I AND MY BOYS had worked very

hard up to the day before, completing
fences, making a small field to cultivate,
and a pasture which I intended to plant
to Bermuda grass. This, together with
the bridge over the gully west of my
place, and the wharf and warehouse on
the river, finished the plans that I had
made ten years ago, with the additional
satisfaction of knowing that everything
was paid for. As we had pinched our-
selves up to this time in our domestic
affairs, to enable us to carry out our
plans, I now concluded that for the future
we could afford to live and eat generally
in a more liberal manner than had been
our wont and hope to get some little
enjoyment out of life.

“Such enjoyment, however, was never
to be ours, as by sundown the same eve-
ning everything in and about the house,
store and warehouse, everything we val-
ued in this world except our lives, was
wiped out, gone, and as the day had been
warm we were but half clad, and the
children without shoes, and no home to
shelter us, or food to eat.

“After finishing my letters, I made up
the mail in readiness for the carrier who

wihry Metret o1 Now ko
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was about due, when a man named Smith
came to the store for some flour and
while in the act of handing him a parcel
over the counter, I saw three Mexicans
ride up and fasten their horses to the
rack in front of the store and excitedly
approach the door, heavily armed. I said
nothing to Smith of the circumstances,
but walked hastily to the sitting room
at the back of the store to get my Win-
chester rifle, thinking things looked
shaky. I had no sooner gotten my rifle in
my hand when Smith came rushing into
the room closely followed by a savage
looking Mexican who had his gun in an
attitude to shoot Smith, but immediately
on seeing me, and before he could shoot,
my bullet perforated his chest and
knocked all the fight out of him. In the
meantime, Smith had escaped out of a
door opposite the one by which he en-
tered the room, and my wife passing in as
he went out, was with me in the room.

“Seeing the wounded Mexican could
shoot no more, I made ready for the next
to follow him. Having seen but three
Mexicans I felt no apprehension as to my
being able to cope with that number and
expected that when they heard the firing
they would come to the assistance of
their comrade, but none coming, I
stepped to the door leading into the store
to see where they were. My attention was
quickly attracted by a great number of
Mexicans outside the front of the store.
There appeared to me to be at least a
hundred.

“REALIZIN G at once that I was over-

powered (for one cannot, with much
hope of success, fight a hundred) I did
not fire, but turned expecting to see my
wife in the room, but she was nowhere
to be found. The doors and windows,
looking from three sides of the room
where I was, all being open, and the
Mexicans taking up positions so as to
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‘surround us I‘wa.s"» pe vai
myself of a trapdoor through the floor.
Through this I entered into a trench
enabling me to pass from one part of the
house to another, and thus get into any
room I wanted to without being ex-
posed to sight. I found Smith who, crawl-
ing under the house at the back, had
found the trench. He was very exmted
and I advised him to stay where he was
and keep quiet and I would go to the
front of the house and see if there was
any chance to fight them off. Then, if I
saw he could do any good with it, I
would furnish him with a pistol. Exc1ted
as he was, he was better off without one.
“On reaching the trench from which
I could see the crowd out in front of the
store, I noticed several Americans held as
prisoners. Among them was a person
named Lane, another Dunn, and one Nel-
son, and I came to the conclusion that
the Mexicans meant to take all the prison-
ers they could from among the Ameri-
cans and, as soon as they were through
robbing, have the enjoyment of a general
massacre, a la Pefascal. I determined
at once that I would not be taken alive,
so passed back to a place where I could
command the store with my rifle.
“But to my consternation I found my
wife in the store, surrounded by the
raiders, and two of them placed in such
a way, with cocked pistols, that any shot
that should be fired from any unseen
party would be retaliated on her. Con-
sequently, to resume firing was only to
insure her being shot, and I had to remain
inactive while my wife was trying to
them not to carry out the
the burmng

fire in the store my 'Wlfe had

of water on it.

T oW no' that Smith had left the
" ‘trench and, hearing shots from the direc-
tion in which he must have gone, knew
that he had been shot down by the guards

placed to keep us from leaving the house.

1 could now hear the roar of fire over
my head and to remain longer was cer-
tain death and my only chance lay in
shooting down the Mexican who guarded
the back of the house and escape in the
smoke. When I reached the end of the
trench from which to put my design into
operation, my wife called to me that the
Mexicans were not there and now was
my only chance to leave alive. She helped
me through a hole through the fence by
which to escape. When I left her she was
getting a feather bed out of the house and
in spite of impending danger I could not
but feel amused at such a notion as get-
ting out a bed while thousands of other
articles, in my estimation, would have had
the preference.

“I expected every minute to be fired
upon and in such a case had made up
my mind to lie flat and return the fire,
but I was allowed to turn the corner of
the fence without molestation. By keep-
ing along the other angle of the fence I
reached a point where to go farther I had
to pass open ground where I should be
seen. I concluded to remain and see it
out. I passed by Smith soon after leaving
the house. He was lying on his face,
covered with blood, and I thought he was
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out, the first time by throwmg

2 he Mex ‘not seeing me leay
boasted they had burned me with the

house, as was their intention.

“When I (from my trench) recon-
noitered the crowd in front of my store,
I noticed the mail rider among the prison-
ers. They took him as he came up to
deliver his mail and he was not allowed
to perform his duty, but he and both of
his horses were carried off by them, to-
gether with the mail bags.

GGFROM THE NUMEROUS murders

and deeds that had been reported
within the last two years, I deemed it
necessary to be well prepared for such
an emergency whenever my time came,
I always having a presentiment it would
come. I had used all my spare time in
making preparations for the event and
gone to great expense. In planning the
trench I had shaped it so that a person
in it was perfectly safe from shots from
the outside, and I could reach it from
three trap doors, one in front of my bed,
one by my desk in the store, and another
from a room beside the store; and it led
to a way of ‘escape at the back of the
house, which saved my life. A trench
also led to the cellar and to the front
of the new stoop.

“At the trap door in the side room
1 could reach the top of. the house by
means of a hidden ladder. In the top of
the house I kept a needle gun with
500 rounds of ammunition and I had
sixteen improved pistols and fifty boxes
of cartridges about the house. So alone,
I considered myself capable of fighting
off twelve or fifteen men and had deter-
mined never to surrender to a force no
larger.

“My wife tells me that when she left
the house, as she ran down the hill to-
wards the river, the two Mexicans who
had shot Smith rode after her and were
preparing to shoot at her, but she begged
them to spare her for the sake of her
baby, and they let her go.

“Early in the attack my wife had given
the baby to my little daughter and her

‘brother, both together being hardly able

to carry the smallest, telling them to
carry him away as quickly as they could.
The three had reached very nearly the
point where the Mexicans shot Smith and
were witnesses of the deed, and from
what they saw became so horrified that
they fell to the ground incapable of mov-
ing. In the meantime the two elder
boys, who had been on the river and
knew nothing of what was going on,
caught sight of ‘the little ones and seeing
them fall came to their rescue. All agreed
that while crossing the flats the five were
fired at by the Mexicans, and one of the
shots intended for Smith nearly hit
Grace, the little girl. The children reached
the river and crossed in the skiff, where
my wife joined them some time later.
“As soon as darkness set in, the Mexi-
cans turned loose all of their prisoners
except the mail-rider and two or three
others, among whom was W. A. Ball, our
justice of the peace, whom I afterwards
learned they took with them some dis-
tance before they allowed him to escape.
As soon as the Mexicans were gone I
went to Smith, whom I found alive but

death seemed inevitable, I then met my
wife who told me that the children were
all safe, which made me feel very grate-
ful. :

“Smith was lying about one hundred
vards from the house and praying for

water. T went to the place where the

house had stood with the idea of getting
water, but of course everything was gone
or red hot, and I could not find anything

that would even hold water. While I was

hunting for something in which to carry
water, two men—strangers—rode up to

the fire on the other side and one of |

them requested me to approach the fence,
and as soon as I was close to him, he
demanded my rifles at the same time
covering me with his six-shooter and
threatening to kill me unless I complied
with his demands.

“Not dreaming of such conduct from a
white man I was totally unprepared and
he could have shot me before I refused
his request, saying that I needed the rifle
for my own family’s protection. However,
he insisted that he could do more good
with it than I could, as he was going in
pursuit of the Mexicans, and I gave the -
rifle to him on his promise that he
would return it. But, poor fellow, in less
than an hour he was dead, and it was
only through luck I recovered the rifle,
which was picked up near his body by
F. Sims. The person who took the rifle
was named Swanks, I was told, and was
at the front during the pursuit of the
Mexicans and was reported at the time
to have been killed by them. He was a
brave man and it was a pity there were
no more like him.

“T now returned to Smith, who would
not let me leave him although I had no
hat or clothes to keep me warm. After
a while Nesties brought a cart and took
him away. Then we hunted up the little
ones, who were by this time huddled
together under a fence near the ruins,
crying and halfwitted from fright. Marie
had luckily pulled the running gear of
the light wagon out of reach of the
flames and we now took the hind wheels
and mustered up all of our possessions,
which consisted of a bed, a blanket and a
quilt, which Marie had carried out while
the house was burning.

“With these and the sewing machine
and the five little ones we started down
the hill to the warehouse I had recently
built on the river, and in the darkness
took possession of the only home we
ever owned. Three days before, the ware-
house had been full of flour, meal, coffee,
sugar and groceries and I had worked
hard to get'it all up to the store just in
time to get it burned. Now we had
not so much as a bite of bread.

“While the house was burning I had to
stand and watch from my retreat by the
fence the huge tongues of flame shoot
heavenward, knowing they were licking
up the fruits of ten years’ toil and every-
thing except ourselves that I had valued .
in the world. I never experienced so
maddening a feeling as that which came
over me when I first realized the fact
that my children were crying for the
want of a roof to cover them because
of those bloodthirsty fiends.”
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A RECORD RUN

By W. S. "Bill"”” Crosby
As told to Hank Givens

ATIONALLY KNOWN race car driv-
ers risk their necks on treacherous
switchbacks every July 4 in the Pikes
Peak Hill Climb. But a more hair-rais-
ing ride was had by Forrest Ward in
his record “toboggan” ride down the
Pikes Peak Cog Railroad during the
1890s.

Ward, a trainmaster, introduced the
toboggan to the crew of the Pikes Peak
Cog Railroad, because a handear on
such a grade was prohibitive. A tobog-
gan was a plank of wood just wide
enough for a man to sit on. It had places
cut out into which he could notch his
heels. And it was well oiled. A stout
stick was used to help the rider keep his
balance and regulate speed, although,
when he became accomplished, he some-
times eliminated the stick.

The Pikes Peak Cog Railroad has al-
ways been a challenge to the adventur-
ous, but I would advise contemporary
enthusiasts to obey the law and stay off
it. Back in the 1890s, one fellow de-
cided he’d go down the rails on a beer
bottle. He got going good, missed a turn,
and the bottle smashed. He was cut so
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This is literally “riding by the seat of your pants!”

badly he bled to death. A number of
others used flat rocks to go down, with
more success.

The Pikes Peak Cog Railroad is 46,158
feet long, or 8.9 miles in length. It
climbs from an initial elevation of 6,571
feet at the Manitou Springs base station,
to 14,110 feet above sea level at the sum-
mit. This is a total climb of 7,539 feet,
or an average of 847 feet per mile. You
can see what an exciting ride it was
coming down the rails on a toboggan.

One day Ward called Hiram Cable
at the base station to say that he was
going to ride a toboggan from the top
to the bottom. He wanted Hiram to time
him.

“Don’t you do a fool thing like that!”
Hiram exploded, “You’ll kill yourself!”

Ward seemed to promise that he
wouldn’t attempt the trip, and Hiram
hung up. A few minutes later he saw
something whiz past the window. Look-
ing out, he saw Ward and the toboggan
piled up in sand that was intended for
something to be constructed. Ward had
made it down Pikes Peak in exactly nine
minutes!

Had it not been for that pile of sand,
he would have crashed into a building,
a tree or a boulder, and not lived to revel
in his unbroken record.

C o A
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HIDDEN MESSAGE
By Wayne Mackey

From the Oklahoma City Times, Sep-
tember 26, 1969; Copyright 1969 The Ok-
lahoma Publishing Co.

RS. EVA LOU DUNN of Oklahoma

City dropped in to visit with us a
few days ago. Her grandfather and
great-grandfather had been slaves, but
ended up pioneering in Oklahoma as free
men. Mrs. Dunn showed us homestead
certificates issued to Jessie Green, her
grandfather; and Jordan J. Lambert, her
great-grandfather.

She also showed us a very unusual
penny postcard which had been sent ‘to
her grandfather in 1898. It was sent to
his claim at now-gone Partridge which
was near the present Carney. We consid-
ered the postcard very unusual because
of the message on the back. Neither Mrs.
Dunn nor we could figure it out. It was
some kind of a cryptogram.

We played it cool and made a copy of
the postcard. Could it be code, we won-
dered, used only by former slaves?

Well, we took the card to Jim Lange,
our editorial cartoonist up here, whom
we know as pretty much of a self-taught
cryptographer. Jim figured it out, and
the message isn’t very startling. Neither
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is it anything that Mrs. Dunn would ob-
ject to having anyone know. We imagine
the cryptogram was just a form of en-
tertainment in rather harsh territorial
days. !

So we’ll test you amateur cryptog-
raphers. The postcard message is run
below. We’ll print the answer at the bot-
tom if you have to have help.
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Solution to the message below.
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FOOTPRINT IN GRANITE

By Paul Bonneau

E’VE heard of fingerprints, foot-

prints in the snow or mud, photo-
graphic prints, even rayon dress prints.
But how about petrified footprints?

So help us, it’s a fact. The late Curtis
McCammack, a farmer southwest of
Gravelbourg, Saskatchewan, Canada,
while digging a sixty-eight-foot well,
found a rock of about fifty pounds which
has impressed on it a well-defined foot-
print.

This well was dug in or about the
vear 1910, but the rock upon which the
footprint is outlined was not noticed
until the farmer, on his way home after
a rain, saw the foot mark on the rock
near the well. His comment to himself
at the moment was: “Looks like some-
one has been snooping around here re-
cently.” Then after he had passed the
rock, his curiosity got the better of him
and made him turn back and investigate.

To his surprise he discovered that the
footprint was far from being a fresh
one. On the contrary it was one well
impressed in a granite-type rock, and
the light effect, plus the reflection of
the raindrops, made it stand out. It is
believed that this rock and its print may
be thousands of years old.

The farmer made a picture of the rock
with the strange foot mark and brought
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The Gravelbourg footprint is estimated to be thousands of years old.

it to the Gravelbourg Star print shop,
and there related the story of the rock
as he had known it. The rock is still at
Star Publications, Main Street, Gravel-
bourg, Saskatchewan, Canada, where it
can be seen.

The rock was taken to the University
of Saskatchewan at Saskatoon and it
was estimated to be thousands of years
old. The footprint was made by pouring
drops of water on the heated rock by
the Incas people who lived in the Rockies
of Western Canada. They were wiped out
by the second Ice Age.

‘Many have seen this rock and were
both awed and amazed at the weird but
definite print in it. As one man said:
“Tt can’t be a policeman’s footprint be-
cause it isn’t flat.”

The foot which made the imprint was
never, according to the measurements of
the ball of the footprint, restrained or
held in or tamed by the invention of civ-
ilization, the shoe, which is oft a bless-
ing to modern man as well as a curse on
somebody’s lips if it injures or causes
blisters.

People work on fingerprints, fresh
footprints, tire prints, tree prints (which
can be matched in a way identical to
fingerprints), and footprints of Bronto-
saurus, Allosaurus (dinosaurs of bygone
days) on limestone slabs. Some may work
on this imprint of a human footprint and
discover a link between yesteryears and
today. In the meantime, I am the owner
of this very fascinating and mystifying
oddity. 5

WASH DOWN YOUR WALLS
WITH STALE BREAD?7??

IN this day of modern conveniences, one
seldom stops to think of how difficult
the everyday life of the pioneer wife
must have been. Without scouring pow-
ders, cleansing agents, insect sprays, re-
frigeration, or beautifying cosmetics, she

struggled to make her home comfortable
and livable. The following is a compila-
tion of “Household Hints and Helps” for
the modern woman of yesteryear, pub-
lished in Early Days in Polk County by
Mildred Flodman, a copy of which is
found in the Library of the Nebraska
State Historical Society.

To Preserve Eggs—One quart of salt,
one pint of slacked lime and three gal-
lons water. This liquid will keep eggs
for years.

To Clean Mud From Clothing—Use a
corn cob to rub the mud from clothing,
then brush well.

To remove Suntan—Wash with a solu-
tion of lemon juice and carbonate of
soda; follow with the juice of unripe
grapes if they may be had; if not, with
“Fuller’s Earth Water.”

To Remove Wrinkles—Melt and stir
together one ounce of white wax, two
ounces of strained honey and two ounces
of the juice of lily bulbs; apply to the
face every night, and it is said your
wrinkles will disappear.

To Exterminate Bed Bugs—Use kero-
sene oil freely wherever the bugs are
found.

To Dry Boots—Fill wet boots with
dry oats and set aside for a few hours.
The oats will draw the moisture from
the boots, swelling out, will keep the
leather from shrinking and hardening
as it would do if placed near the fire to
dry.

To Wash Painted Surfaces—Wash
with milk.

To Drive Away Fleas—Sprinkle a few
drops of lavender about the beds and
other places they infest.

To Remove Bad Smells From Cloth-
ing—Articles of clothing or any other
articles' which have bad smelling sub-
stances on them may be freed from the
smell by wrapping them up lightly and
burying in the ground for a day or two.

To Clean Wall Paper—Blow the dust

(Continued on page 40)
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TRUE WEST
Frontier Times
LD WEST

TRUE WEST AND FRONTIER TIMES
NEVER GET OUT OF DATE! Filled with the
timeless sagas of the West, the back issues
are fascinating to read, and to keep. Begin
the interesting hobby of collecting them.
and watch their value grow as they be-
come more and more scarce. As soon as
we sell out of a back issue, collectors im-
mediately begin asking $5, $10 or more for
@ copy—and getting it!

Issues on this page are available now,
but won't be for long. Take advantage of
this offer—pick a few back issues to try.
Each issue has the same high quality, fac-
tual Old West material you expect and get
from current issues. Send check or money
order to—

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS

P.O. Box 3338-Bl Austin, Texas 78704
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NOTICE: Western Publications will give a 10% dis-
count on all back issue orders totaling $30.00 or more.
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HEN PROSPECTORS drifted into the

Roaring Fork Valley, just over the
Continental Divide from Leadville in the
Colorado Rockies, one of the first claims
to be staked out was the Mollie Gibson.
By late 1880, this mine, along with sev-
eral others close by, was a steady, though
not spectacular, producer. For some years
little was heard of it, and apparently it
was not extensively worked. Its imme-
diate neighbor, the Smuggler, was far
better known, producing vast quantities
of high grade silver ore and eventually
reaching down to the 1,800-foot level.

But in 1887 two men, H. B. Gillespie
and B. E. Shear, both active promoters
of silver mining from the start in what
had now become the-town of Aspen,
gained control of the Mollie. Two years
later James Hagerman, a well known
railroad financier, joined the group, and
a substantial sum was put up for further
development work. From that time on
the Mollie flew high, wide and handsome.
Boring deep, miners brought up some of
the most incredible silver ore that the
world has ever seen. They had dug
straight to the heart of the fabled Spar
vein, said to be twenty-eight feet wide,
better than nine miles long, and assay-
ing in places over 8,000 ounces of silver
per ton of ore.

The highlight of this unbelievable
treasure trove was found on one of the
lower levels. A huge mass of silver, near-
ly pure and weighing 1,840 pounds, was
wrestled to the Mollie shaft. But it was
so massive it would not go up—the shaft
was too small. There were interconnect-

R

e }.....\.. ‘ _l .
Her hair was spun glass and
hercrown was of silver. What
happened to

2

nerit s

Courtesy Anna Borgeson

Above, the Silver Queen statue, Aspen,

Colorado’s display in the Chicage World's

Fair of 1893. Photo is from the Aspen High
School yearbook of 1908.

By STUART B. DUNCAN

Photos Courtesy Author

Right, a large part of the silver used in the
making of the Silver Queen came from the
Mollie Gibson Mine in Aspen., Colorado.
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ing tunnels to the adjacent Smuggler, so
the men laboriously hauled the nugget
to that shaft, a bit larger. Even so, the
great lump had to be trimmed into three
pieces before it could be raised. The larg-
est silver nugget in the world, it re-
mained on display in the town, along

January-February, 1971
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Courtesy Aspen Historical Society

with other large nuggets, for all to
goggle at.

THE HOUR was growing late for silver

mining by this time. There were
rumblings in Washington about demoneti-
zation and going on the gold standard,

Courtesy Aspen Historical Society

Left, these three ore chunks formed the

largest silver nugget ever found. It had to

be broken up to enable miners to get it
to the surface.

and the price of silver was sliding. But
Aspenites ate, slept, drank and breathed
silver, every man-jack of them. They
were determined to do everything they
possibly could to preserve the future of
their industry, and a Great Idea was
born. They would show the country, and
especially those politicians in Washing-
ton, the value of silver. Someone con-
tacted Hiram L. Johnson in Pueblo, Colo-
rado, designer of a widely acclaimed
monument to coal, and the Idea began
to take shape.

County Sheriff Jim Stewart acted as

-agent in collecting four thousand dollars

from Aspen’s local citizenry, and another
six was raised by other means. Johnson
swung into action, a crew went to work,
materials and supplies were donated and
solicited from all over the area. And
when the Chicago World’s Fair opened
in 1893, thousands flocked to gape in
wonder and awe at a magnificent display
of silver beauty such as they had never
seen before, nor ever would again.

The Silver Queen, she was called. Glit-
tering, dignified, she reposed majestic-
ally beneath a dazzling canopy in a
handsome wheeled chariot, prow-shaped
and reminiscent of a Viking ship. Atop
the canopy, nearly eighteen feet above
the crowds, perched a spreadwinged eagle
carved entirely from a single silver nug-
get. The Queen’s head (sculptured in
a likeness of the young Colorado pioneer
girl Mollie Gibson), her shoulders, and
arms were done in silver from the huge
silver nugget taken from the mine named
for her. The Queen’s hair was of spun
glass and her crown was silver-encrusted.
Gem-like mineral crystals spangled her
dark blue robes, and a scarf of blue
crystals was draped over one shoulder.
The Queen held a large scepter sur-
mounted by a silver dollar a foot in
diameter and a gem-studded star with
miniature electric lights hidden at the
points.

The chariot, finished in alternating
stripes of light and dark minerals, was
supported by four-foot wheels with solid
silver tires about six inches wide and
two inches thick. Each of the fourteen
silver spokes had the name of the con-
tributing Aspen mine engraved upon it,
and each was bordered by a row of bril-
liants.

Two gods holding cornucopias, one
spilling out silver and the other gold,
stood beside the drawbars of the chariot.
The eight-sided canopy and the pedestal,
twelve feet wide and ten feet deep, were
ornately done up with stars of silver,
mineral crystals, and elaborate scroll-
work. At every vantage point there were
more tiny electric lamps.

THE MESSAGE, as well as the breath-

taking splendor of the Silver Queen,
was pointedly clear—the parity of silver
and gold. But unfortunately it went un-
heeded. Congress repealed the Sherman
Purchasing Act, the glory of silver quick-
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Courtesy Aspen Historical Society

The Mollie Gibson Mine, producer of incredibly large. almost pure silver nuggets, as it lookéd in its heyday.

ly tarnished, and the Panic of 1893 was
on. After the Chicago World’s Fair
closed, the Silver Queen was transported
to the Mineral Palace of Pueblo, Colo-
rado, where it joined Johnson’s other
- great display, King Coal.

The Mineral Palace was the brainchild
of one General Cameron of Canon City,
Colorado, and was financed by another

-group of men. Unfortunately, neither he’

nor they made any provision for the
upkeep of the building nor, later, did the
City of Pueblo. As time slipped by, the
Palace fell farther and farther into dis-
‘repair, until finally the city feared not
only for the safety of the visitors, but of
the valuable displays themselves, since
the building was in imminent danger of
collapsing about them. The displays were
broken up, and some found their way
into new quarters, such as the old
Thatcher home, now the Metropolitan
Museum. Eventually, in 1943, the old
plant was condemned and fell under the
wrecker’s ball. The Silver Queen? Sadly,
no one appears to know what happened
to her.

It is reasonable to assume that be-
cause of its great size, weight and value,
the statue was dismantled. It is reason-
able, too, in view of the intense demand
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for precious metals during the war years,
to think that the immense quantity of
silver in it was converted to a more
active use in support of a peace never
wholly realized. But these assumptions
may possibly be incorrect.

If anyone, anywhere, knows the where-
abouts of the Silver Queen, the Aspen
Historical Society, Box 1823, Aspen, Colo-
rado 81611 would like to be contacted.
The Society is offering a five hundred
dollar reward to the finder. In a recent
letter from the president of the Society,
details pertaining to what would consti-
tute the statue’s recovery were given.

“I believe we would have to have most
of the identifying pieces of the statue as
there are very clever fakes in the mu-
seum business. It is the opinion of many
people that this statue was melted down
during the Second World War for the
valuable mineral content. I should not
like to discourage anyone from coming
through with this information regarding
the disposition of the statue, but the
$500 reward would be given only if the
major portions of it were found and the
finder’ was able to verify to our satis-
faction that this is indeed the Silver
Queen that we are all talking about.”

Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 35)
off the wall with a bellows and then,
beginning at the top of the room, go all
over the paper, rubbing it with down-
ward strokes with pieces of stale bread.

To Purify Cistern Water—Cistern wa- -
ter may be purified by hanging a bag
of charcoal in the water.

To Kill Insects, Such As Bed Bugs,
Moths, Ete.—Hot alum water is the best
thing known to destroy insects. Boil alum
water until it is dissolved; then apply
the hot solution with a brush to closets,
bedsteads, cracks, or wherever insects
are found. All creeping insects may be
destroyed by its use. There is no danger
of poisoning and its persistent use will
rid you of the pests.

Moths—Moths will not lay their eggs
where fine-cut tobacco has been scat-
tered.

To Keep Flies Off Gilt Frames—Boil
three or four onions in a pint of water
and apply the water to the frames with
a soft cloth or brush.

To Remove Mildew—Dip the article
in sour buttermilk, lay it in the sun to
whiten, and wash in clean water.—Out
of Old Nebraska

True West
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"BRAND NEW
AND BADLY NEEDED
TREASURE
BOOKS™

1—“TODAYS TREASURE

HUNTER” By J. Cubit & O.

Lo 1st Ed. This book

will take the place of just about

everything you have ever read

on the subject, up until now. Over 200 pages, over

50 photos, 40 chapters, Well written and easy to

read. Full of facts and information not seen before

in a) publication. Loaded with new Treasure Leads

glnts on how to do it. Your Treasure Library can

nr?t be complete without this fine new addition to
t

sm Bound only $5.00 Post Paid, Immediate Delivery.

z—"HANDBOOK OF TREASUHE SYMBOLS’ By A.
Kortejarvi . er 800 treasure symbols are
shown and explal ned 60 pag:

Soft Bound only $4.25 Post Pald Immediate Delivery.

8-——"0FF|CIAL HANDBOOK OF METAL DETEC.
TORS” By A, Kortejarvi . . . 1st Ed. 164 Pages of
detailed information on how to help you choose the
right metal detector for your needs. Lots of Photos
and complete breakdown of the various types of circuit
systerns and what they will do and will not do.

Soft Bound only $3.25 Post Paid, Immediate Delivery.
Order Now: For Immediate book post delivery.

Send your check or Money order direct to:

Amateur Treasure Hunters Association Inc.

300 State Street P. O. Box 412
Oscoda, Michigan 48750

Also ask us for our free 24 page Treasure Hunters
Newspaper.

Duge savings on tiny, all-in-

the-ear, behind the ear, eye-
glass and body models. New
space afe models are so tiny
and well concealed your clos-
est friends may never even
notice. FREE HOME TRIAL.
No down payment. Low as $10
monthly. Money back guaran- .
tee. Order direct and save.

Write today for free catalog and confldentlal booklet.
PRESTIGE, Dept. D-38  Box 10947, Houston, Tex. 77018.

TREASURE
METAL-MINERAL DETECTORS

FREE 128 page CATALOG

GENERAL ELECTRONIC DETECTION
16238 Lakewood Blvd., Bellflower, Calif. 90706

Banish the craving for tobacco as thou-
sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. Write
Today for free booklet telling of injurious
effect of tobacco and of a treatment which
has relieved over 300,000 people.

in Businness Since 1909 =133
THE NEWELL COMPANY  [JllsiolS
Dept. K582 Chesterfield, Mo. 63017

DICE=~/CARDS

CATALOG $1.00

O.C.NOVELTY Go

1311 W. MAIN, OKLA. CITY 73106

[ Dept P- 2]
INDIAN CRAFT SUPPLIES

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

GREY OWL

Indian Craft Co.
150-02 Beaver Rd., Dept. TW-71
Jamaica 33, N.Y.
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A Bad Day in Mexico
(Continued from page 29)

As I was leaving the seat to crank
Lizzie I glanced out over the sagebrush
and caught the glint of sunlight on metal,
the rifle barrels of mounted men. They
were about a quarter-mile away, moving
southwest toward Del Rio. If they held
their course they would miss me by a
hundred yards or so, and being around
a bend in the road, they wouldn’t spot me
if one of them happened to glance down
along it as they crossed.

Moving fast, I put her top down. Sit-
ting low in the ruts, her discovery was
unlikely. But what about the vultures
circling overhead. Would they be seen?
I looked out over the brush again. They
were holding their course, but suddenly
the leading horsemen stopped and those
behind closed up. They had spotted the
vultures.

To those men, tight circling vultures
would mean only one thing—there was
something below that still had life in it.
Something too big for them to tackle
while alive. They were only waiting to
drop down on it when all movement
stopped.

As the horsemen started moving again
they made a slight change of direction,
heading straight my way. There was no
escaping them. If I took to the brush it
would only make a game of it—a game
of hide and seek which wouldn’t last long.
I knew that I was caught, and I was
scared.

Soon I could hear horses crashing
through the brush and voices calling back
and forth, and laughter. There was little
time left for thinking, and the scorching
heat was making my mind a blank. But
at that moment the voices brought back
to me a Spanish saying I'd heard when
I was a boy: “Accept a favor from a man
and he is your slave for life.”

I REACHED under the seat and grabbed

a screwdriver and pliers. The timer was
up front, back of the fan on the right
side, the driver’s side, the side the men
would come up to. I raised that half of
the hood, removed the timer cover and
pulled one of the four wires loose and
left it dangling.

By the time I was ready for them the
leading horsemen were only a few yards
away, still laughing and talking, their
horses moving at a walk. Half-blinded
with sweat I stayed hunched over the
timer with my back to them. Suddenly
there was a loud Spanish oath and excited
talk. They had spotted me.

Now, dizzy or not, I had to stay with
it and my timing had to be by the second.
I kept my back turned as the leaders
pulled their horses up and stopped close
behind me. I hoped that if they were
going to let me have it, it would be in the
head. As hot as it was, a chill ran up
my spine and my scalp crawled as I
fumbled around the timer with screw-
driver and pliers.

A moment passed with no sound but
the stomping of horses, the creaking of
leather and the rattle of bridles and bits.
Then came the angry word, “Gringo!” As
if startled, I turned and looked up at the
rider nearest me. He was smiling. He

hadn’t called me “Gringo.” Though dizzy
and bleary-eyed, I could still see that
horse and rider made a magnificent pic-
ture, but I had to stay with my part of
playing the dumb automobile driver.

Still smiling, the leader said, “Buenas
dias, Sefior.” 1 knew enough Spanish to
pass the time of day but I played it
safe and answered, “Yes, it is, but I find
it a trifle warm.” I had guessed right.
He understood me and, with a laugh,
passed my answer on to the others in
Spanish and they laughed with him.
Now I had to get on with my act.

I shook my head sadly and nodded
toward Lizzie, then turned and bent over
the disabled timer which I could hardly
see for sweat, dizziness and fighting off
panic.

One of the lieutenants spoke to the
leader who then called out to someone
at the rear of the band. I turned to
watch for what would happen next, wob-
bling on my feet as horses and men
floated before me in a fog. While I stood
wiping my sweat-clouded eyes, trying
to clear my head, a rider crashed through
the brush and pulled up beside the
leader who spoke to him rapidly and
nodded toward me. I had to step out
of the way as the man spurred his
mount alongside the raised hood.

The trouble-shooter was young, about
my age. At first he just sat looking
down at me as I looked up at him with
an expression of dumb hope. Then, with-
out touching leather, he leaned over and
down until his eyes were a couple of
feet from the timer. He held there for
a second 'or two and pointed to the loose
timer wire, then straightened in his
saddle.

As I stood looking up at my savior
with a shamed expression, his lips
twitched and one eyelid flickered as he
shook his head in sadness for my help-
lessness. I smiled my thanks, then turned
back to the timer.

Norman Stephenson about a month before
his trip below the border.

r
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There were five men up front—the
leader and two men on each side of
him. When I poked the loose wire back
in place they could see how stupid I
had been and all began laughing, fol-
lowed by a roar from the rest of the
band as word of the gringo’s ignorance
was passed back to them. I wiped sweat
from my eyes and looked up at the
leaders with a sheepish grin.

It was now time to get moving, or
to get the bandidos moving. I smiled
and said, “Without your help I'm afraid
I’d have had a long walk home. I musn’t
trouble you further.”

He shrugged it off with a smile and
replied, “It is nothing. Good day and
good luck, Sefior,” and turned his horse
to leave but was stopped by a sharp
word from one of his leaders. I wasn’t
out of the woods!

HARP bitter words between the two
quickly followed, which I pretended
not to notice. Whatever the challenger
was saying was getting him short angry
answers and shakes of the head, but
he kept at it, giving me dirty looks as
he talked. The five men pulled their
horses into a circle, nose to nose, as the
argument went on. It had commenced
hot and now it was blazing. The chief
began to lose supporters, the odds run-
ning three to two against me, with the
fourth man weakening. It had to be
stopped or I'd soon be feeding the cir-
cling vultures.
I unhooked the two-gallon water bag

THE BOOM THAT HAD TO COME IS NOW ON
IN NEVADA. Ground floor buyers are reaping
fortunes from small initial investments. A
factual example of skyrocketing values is
Las Vegas, Nevada. Land in Las Vegas that
originally sold for $200.00 an acre, now sells
for $20,000.00 an acre, a profit of 1000%!
Buyers who took advantage of low opening
I prlces have become wealthy. The ground
floor opportunity of Las Vegas is gone. BUT
él:E)gHER AREA OF PROSPEROUS NEVADA IS BEING RELEASED FOR PUBLIC

This area has such a tremendous growth potential, such a fantastic,
unlimited future, that wise investors have purchased large acreage.

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS has all the factors needed
to boom . . . to prosper . . . to skyrocket its land
values ideally located in the prospering Elko Valley.
The Ranchos have the backdrop of the statuesque
Ruby Mountains. The sparkling Humboldt River ac-
tually flows through the property and is a valuable
asset of The Ranchos. Every Rancho fronts on a
graded road. The City of Elko, with its long estab-
lished schools, churches, and medical facilities is
MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS. friendly neighbor. Im-

INVEST NOW!/!

PROSPERITY AWAITS YOU!

and moved into the circle of angry men.
Their shouting stopped. I raised the bag
to the leader and said, “I’m sorry I
haven’t anything stronger to offer in
return for your kindness.”

He looked down and said with a smile,
“We thank you, Sefior, but as your ani-
mal has yet some distance to carry you,
it may have the greater need of water.”

My “animal” wouldn’t have need of
water if the chief wasn’t still in com-
mand! I answered, “It’s very considerate
of you, sir, but I have a still larger bag
of water on the off side of my ‘animal’
which will more than take care of her
thirst between here and there.”

He glanced at Lizzie with a grin and
said, “Ah, your mount, she is a noble
one!” I grinned back at him and replied
“Yes, she’s a noble one all right, but
there are times when she must be ridden
with lash and spur!”

The chief sat looking down at me with
a broad smile, then turned to the others
and spoke rapidly. When he stopped he
was joined by three of the leaders in a
roaring laugh. Now he reached for the
water bag and raised it and drank, fol-
lowed by the three who had laughed
with him. When the bag passed to the
one who hadn’t laughed he didn’t raise it
to his lips. I held my breath.

The chief’s hands rested loosely on the
pommel of his saddle, his eyes steady
on the holdout while the other three
watched him closely. It had come to a
showdown and would have to be a back-
down or a shootout. I wondered who

would be leader after that, knowing
that my number was up if if it was not
the chief.

A century passed before a smile twisted
the lips of the holdout and he raised the
water bag to them and lowered it. The
chief smiled and nodded as I motioned
for the bag to be passed on to the men
in the rear and I never saw it again.

The circle broke up as the chief waved
me toward Lizzie. I checked the brakes,
made the spark and idling adjustments,
and moved around front. At the second
lift of the crank she bucked and started
with a bang that gave the riders up front
a chance to show their horsemanship. I
bowed to them and climbed in behind
the wheel and eased her gently off down
the ruts.

We were about ten car-lengths on the
way when every gun in the band went
off. T knew that I was bullet riddled
but I felt no shock or pain. Then I
heard cheering and looked back. Every
sombrero in the band was waving but
one. I stood up and whipped off my J. B.
Stetson and waved it back at them.

It was past midnight when, having
hiked the last ten miles, I plodded into
Naco at the border. An all-night gas
station operator told me that a band of
Villa’s bandidos had come to the border
the evening before, but had turned back
when greeted by a bunch of well-armed
Naco and Bisbee citizens. I still have a
warm place in my heart for my bandido
friends, especially their chief.

FAMILY RECREATION?

FISHING: A fisherman’s paradise. Huge Rain-
bow, Brook Trout and German Browns abound
in Alpine-like lakes and streams.

GOLF: Enjoy leisurely golfing, with never a
rush for starting times, at the city owned
Ruby View Golf Course. This beautiful golf =.==
course is only minutes from the property.

LAKE OSINO: No charge to Rancho owners for full privileges at nearby
Lake Osino. Fish, Picnic and Relax at this private lake.

HUNTING: You will find the hunting of your life. Big game Mule Deer
are abundant. Duck, Quail and Chukar are plentiful.

YOUR PROFITABLE TOMORROW—

YES, wise investors are buying in MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS, but
America’s largest corporations, who buy in advance of population explo-
sion, are also investing throughout Nevada. U.S. COMMERCE BUREAU
FACT: Per capita income in Nevada is highest of all 50 states.

TAX RELIEF—No State Income, Gift or Inheritance Tax. The low Real
Estate Property Tax is actually limited by the State Constitution.

MEADOW VALLEY
RANCHOS

in NEVADA

FULL PRICE

0’1495

% CARRYING CHARGE

2 Franklin
Send $25 deposit for A 1k
each Rancho desired to: ™ Ruby Lake
MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS Stockmen Bldg., Elko, Nevada

[MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS

provement District A assures WHAT ARE THE TOTAL COSTS? | STOCKMEN BLDG., ELKO, NEVADA 83801 1
of your total investment to protect your property The full price of the title to your 1% acre Rancho is only $1495. Total §  YES!—Reserve acreage at MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS for me ]
value. payment schedule is$25 down and $25 per month, plus carrying charges. J —$1495 for each 1Y%, acre parcel—payable $25 down and $25 ||
Retirees: Land is your best insurance against inflation, especially when  John D. Rockefeller said, “The big fortunes of the future will be made g a month plus carrying charges. No other charges. Send pur- g

it's in the clean air and pleasant climate of Nevada. Buy now for  in Real Estate.” You are not required to do anything to your land. Live chase contract and map showing exact location of my hold-
investment . . . and for good living. 4 s or vacation on it, or watch its value grow, then sell all or part of it for B ings. You will return my $25 deposit if | request same within i
Campers: At Meadow Valley Ranchos, you're surrounded by some of the 2 profit. Your profitable tomorrow is here today in MEADOW VALLEY § 30 days. | enclose $25 deposit for each 1% acre desired.
best camping land in the country. And all within easy driving distance of HANCHOS. SIZE pown | per| Name RS, fiy 30 1
your own home. ACRES PYMT. | Mo. ]
1Y $25 $25| Address i
i " o e R Zone!i  ‘State’ ¥ ulis i

’ ' 5 100 100
P fow 6% simple interest charge Indicate No. of Ranchos___ Total enclosed $_____  1WP71
o on unpaid balance..
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A newspaper . . . . ;

““Created to portray the West as seen by the
men who made it at the time they were
making it” . . . . Taken from actual newspaper
acccunts, officers’ reporis and other contem-
porary writings.

Old Maps, Posters
Photographs, Wood Cuts

Subscribe Today!

(Free sample on request)

$6.00 for One Year
$10.00 for Two Years
Texans Add State Sales Tax
PIONEER NEWS OBSERVER
P. O. Box 3508 -X
SAN ANGELO, TEXAS 76901

A2 WESTERN HAIG

12 CALIBER
SPECIAL FACTORY
OFFER !

USES POWDER CHARGE

This small bore gun shoots 12 cal.
steel pellets fired by small 44 mg.
) powder charge.Not a CO, gun! You'll
like the handsome lines, grip, and bal-
ance. Western in stylé, but patented ball and
cap action allows this low price. 10”steel barrel
cased in knurled styrene stock, overall 13%"
Develop pistol form, accuracy at a fraction of
cost of large caliber pistols. Comes with 50steel
balls, powder caps at stores. Guaranteed.
HAIG MFG. CO., Box K-26, Alhambra, Calif.

LWESTERN REALISM -

| the glory of the oldM
west in your den, bar, of-M
fice, store or child's room. M
Real pure bone clean cat-M
tle skulls, Approximately
16'"" x 18", Guaranteed toM

Check or M.O.HM
N

$14.99 Prepaid.
BRUCE SPECIALTIES CO. m

246 Monroe Road

please.

Oconomowoc, Wisc. 53066 =
S O 0 D N B
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Bottle Collectors

Identify and price over 2500 new and old bottles in all,
18 categories. Get the All-In-One BEST SELLER by

John T. Yount, “BOTTLE COLLECTOR'S HANDBOOK
AND PRICING GUIDE.” No COD's.

INFO BOOKS, P.O. BOX 5001

San Angelo, 2 Texas 76901 5395 £ip
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Langwidge & Grammer
(Continued from page 9)
fizzing, with some of the fizz getting
into both eyes and nose.

Early loggers bought butter from the
farmers who were not always particular
about extracting all of the buttermilk.
In warm weather, with no refrigeration,
it soon became rancid and highly un-
palatable. While some claimed it was
strong enough to walk alone, a more
imaginative logger suggested it be used
as a lubricant on the skids so the logs
would roll easier. The idea had appeal.
Soon butter, whether good or bad, was
known as “skid grease.”

In the mining country ore was clas-
sified as low grade and high grade. So
in the miners’ boarding houses, “Shovel
up the low grade,” could be translated
as “Pass the beans.” While “Shoot the
high grade,” was a polite request for pie.

Potatoes were spoken of as spuds
more frequently than not, with Irish
calling them “praties.” But when a per-
son was not thought to amount to much,
especially if he were loud in his criticism
of others, he was termed, “mighty small
potatoes,” never “little spuds.” To be sure
there were others who were not worth
a “hill of beans,” “a penny postage
stamp,” “a sour herring” or “the powder
that would blow them to — —" (the
place depending upon the mood of the
speaker). It could be only “into smith-
ereens,” to far-off Jericho, or to that
state reserved for future punishment.

ISHONESTY had its degrees too.

If one was thought to be just a bit
dishonest, he was only slightly crooked.
If he was quite dishonest, he was so
crooked he couldn’t lie straight in bed.
If he was very dishonest, he was as
crooked as a dog’s hind leg.

One who worked fast and efficiently,
such as a woman who could cut out, sew
up and finish a good looking dress in
a day or less, was a “lightning striker.”
A man who worked hard, managed well,
keeping his premises neat and in good
order was “a rustler from way back.” A
person involved in a number of things
was “as busy as a fly on Tanglefoot.”
A dawdler was as “slow as molasses
running uphill in January.”

A dude was a “fine-haired rooster.”
An unmarried man of forty was an “old
batch,” At fifty he might become an
“old codger.”

A teamster did not drive his horses
or mules, he “pulled the ribbons.”

A man was said to have “played
smash” if the venture he had started
with great enthusiasm and considerable
boasting, ended in dismal failure.

From the time women first came West
until well into the twentieth century,
they were expected to keep themselves
covered except for face and hands. Skirts
were to the floor, sleeves to the wrists,
collars up to the ears. However, in very
warm weather and at home, a woman
could remove shoes and stockings, roll up
her sleeves to just below the elbows,
loosen her tight collar and leave off a
half dozen long cumbersome underthings.
Even so, she ran the risk of having it
said of her, “She didn’t have enough on

to flag a hand car.” If a gentleman
called and saw her bare feet, she was
probably so embarrassed that “you could
have knocked her over with a feather.”

A woman could in all modesty have
ankles but not legs. If she donned a
pair of men’s pants or overalls and
rode a horse astride, she became “that
tom woman.” The first western women
to appear in eastern-made riding breeches
“got themselves talked about.”

Nearly all pioneers and many who
came afterward could not afford new
clothing for every member of the family
and were forced to make use of all sorts
of hand-me-downs. Some imaginative
women made over garments so that they
were attractive and becoming. They and
their children looked neat and well
dressed. In other families all clothing
was worn “as was”—ill fitting and
ludicrous. If pants or jacket were so
small the uncomfortable wearer looked
poured in, the descriptive phrase was
“like a skinned Jack rabbit.” If clothes
were too large, then they “hung like a
stocking on a chicken’s lip.” I remember
two little girls who wore their father’s
bib overalls, the legs cut off at the seat.
This ungainly garment was tied on with
the suspenders.

Ranch women, except those able to
hire help, had little time to think about
the appearance of their feet and were
happy if they had a second pair of shoes.
But in the towns the more affluent con-
sidered small feet a mark of gentility,
the smaller the “genteeler.” So it was not
unusual to see a lady in the shoe de-
partment of the general merchandise
store struggling to push a size six or
seven foot into a size four shoe. One day
a butcher was attracted by the strenuous
and futile efforts of a woman trying to
encase her foot in a shoe obviougly much
too small. After watching for a few
moments he turned away with a dis-
gusted, “Well, by Jiminy, that’s the first
time I ever saw anybody trying to punch
a bushel of guts into a pint measure.”
The inelegent remark, often repeated;
had little chance to be forgotten.

VEN AT TIMES when money was

“as scarce as hen’s teeth,” there was
a certain contempt for coins of less value
than the two-bit piece. Either in buying
or selling the person who insisted upon
settling beyond the two bits was con-
sidered “close.” If he came down to the
nickel level, he was “close as the bark
to a tree,” but if he were small enough
to deal in pennies he was the kind who
“would lift the coppers from a dead
man’s eyes,” and also “skin a louse for
its hide and tallow.”

Before churches could be built, people
of like faith met in homes to sing hymns
and read the Bible. For some reason
never quite clear, this seemed to irritate
the non-religious, who sneeringly referred
to the worshipers as “psalm singers.”

Children and young people have al-
ways been called “young’uns” and that
was quite all right, but when the word
“kids” came into use, it fell upon the
ears of the highly refined as a down-
right insult. In school, pupils were sharp-
ly corrected. Kids were animals. One

True West



might just as well call a child a dog as
to call him a kid. And as late as the
1920s a published poem written by a
preacher deplored this specific sin. Aver-
sion to calling a child a kid was based
on the fact that the author could find
nowhere in the Bible where the Virgin
Mary did!

The phrase, “seeing the elephant,”
came from somewhere in the South but
its origin is uncertain. It became pop-
ular in the West during the gold strike
of 1849 in California. It always referred
in some way to gold. Those rushing to
the gold fields were on their way “to
see the elephant.” Those who found the
gold “saw the elephant” and those on
their way back to the States, whether
they had found gold or merely found
the place where gold had been found, had
“seen the elephant.”

Later the 49ers brought the expres-
sion to Idaho and other parts of the West
where it came to mean anything big
and exciting. Cowboys who rode the
cattle trains to Portland, Seattle, Den-
ver or Chicago were allowed, after the
cattle were unloaded, a little time to
“take in the town.” When they returned
to the cattle country they could brag
about the sights in the big city. They
had seen the elephant. Still later the
phrase came to mean seeing all of what-
ever there was to see.

“The elephant got smaller and smaller
all the time,” said an old-timer, “but

when I was ’long about old enough to -

shed my knee pants, and my little sister
was just knee high to a grasshopper and
we were a walking to school two and
half miles by the short cut, that old
elephant still looked pretty big to us.

“That was after my older brother had
bought the rubber-tired buggy for Moth-
er, That was something those days. A lot
different from the dead X wagon she’d
been used to. She could drive that eight
miles to town, after she’d herded us
kids off to school, do her trading, and
get back again about the time we’'d get
home. Days when Mother went to town,
which was about once every two or three
weeks, we sure didn’t waste any time
getting back to see what she’d bring in
from that buggy. Folks wouldn’t think
too much of that now but I'm telling
you it was sort of like a little Christmas.
Most likely there’d be rice and beans and
a hunk of salt pork if we had run out
of our own, and a package of coffee
beans that I'd get to grind in the old
coffee mill. There might be some dried
apples or apricots and if we were flush
a case of tomatoes and a wedge of
cheese. Things like that. Other things
too, such as shoe laces, a bottle of blue
ink, some spools of colored thread and
if it was along the first of the year, a
calendar with pictures; and there always
was a little sack of licorice sticks or
peppermints and once in a while choc-
olates.

“When we’d had a good look at every-
thing and were chewing on our candy,
Mother would say, ‘Well now, you've
seen the elephant.” We’d sure feel like
we had. Yep. That’s the way it use
to was.”

January-February, 1971
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COWTOWN E00TS

round out the western look with handsome new

it
STYLES

Here's foot-pleasing comfort . . . hand-
some good looks...in new all-pur-
pose Cowtown Boots suitable for both
dress and work. Hand lasted, hand
pegged, aged on the wood and fully
leather lined. PREMIUM QUALITY
WITHOUT A PREMIUM PRICE TAG.
At your favorite western store.

TOP HAND
(Style #WT-420)

WAGON BOSS
(Style #WT-391)

COWTOWN
500T COMPANY

World's Largest Manufacturers of Hi Boots Exclusively
1405 E. LANCASTER, FORT WORTH, TEXAS

FIND TREASURE
‘GOLO « SILVER » RELICS = METALS

WITH POWERFUL

. Low Cost ¢ High Performance .

-
- Money-back Guarantee g

UNDERGROUND EXPLORATIONS e  Box 793 e  Menlo Park, California 94025
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Readers” letters for “‘Trails Grown Dim’’ are printed
as soon as space permits, so please be patient! If pos-
sible, please type your query; or If handwritten, print
or write clearly, especially names, dates, and places—
and most of all, please be brief. In accord with the con-
fent of our magazines and purpose of this service since
Its beginning, preference Is given writers whose trails
have grown dim out West: lost ancestors and relatives
who were sheriffs, ploneers, Forty-niners, muleskinners,
cowboys, Indians and Indian fighters, and so on. We
can’t run current “‘missing persons'’ notices or lengthy
femlnlnl requests, but we do attempt to print all
etters as soon as we can. Any reader having informa-
tion concemning persons referred to below is asked to
communicate directly with the letter writer; please do
not write to us.
S D 0 e D D I

Hendricks :

The Hendricks family had the livery
stable in Paducah, Kentucky around the
turn of the century. There were two boys,
Orville Estes and Thomas Nolan, and two
or three half- or step-sisters. One was
named Gladis, and there was an ' Aunt
Leona. Orville Estes may or may not be
alive. He was in the Canadian Air Force.
Thomas Nolan, my father, now deceased,
went to live with an uncle after his fath-
er was murdered and the livery stable
burned down. He later ran away and
joined the Air Force in World War 1.
I’d like to hear from anyone who knows
anything about them.—Millie Leona Tol-
er, 2415 Wheeler #50, Colorado Springs,
Colorado 80904

Jennings

John Shivlar Jennings, son of John
Jennings and Margaret Shivlar, was born
August 6, 1839. Margaret was the daugh-
ter of John Shivlar and Polly Tumbleson.
Besides John, they had at least three
other children: Phroney Jennings Hann,
Elizabeth Jennings Barnum and Ann
Jennings Nicolas. Phroney and Elizabeth
were born in Illinois and Ann in Portland,
Oregon.

John Shivlar Jennings married Harriet
Scates, born May 19, 1842, the daughter
of John Tyler Scates and Sarah Ann
Cushenberry. They had the following
children: John Jennings, born Feb. 11,
1862; C. W. Jennings, born July 20, 1864;
Frances and Frankie, born April 16, 1866;
Minnie May Jennings, born Sept. 27,
1867; S. S. (Sol) Jennings, born April 14,
1869; and Rosa Belle Jennings, born June
2, 1874 in Labette Co., Kansas. Rosa Belle
was my great-grandmother. She told my
grandmother that she was in some way
related to Al Jennings. I hope some of
your readers will be able to tell me if
this is true. I would appreciate any in-
formation.—Rosanne Bornmann, Rt. 3,
Box 437, Cottonwood, California 96022
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Chapmond

I believe my grandfather, Ceaser or
Ceazar Harrison Chapmond, came from
Georgia. He died November 8, 1920 at
Sims, Arkansas. He ran a store at Oden,
Ark. at one time. He had two sons by
his first marriage. Their names are Bud
and Garland. Bud is believed to live in
Wichita Falls, Texas. My father’s name
is Archie Ceaser Chapmond. If anyone
knows anything about him or his family,
please write.—FEunice Chapmond Propp,
604 W. Apache, Purcell, Oklahoma 73080

Clevenger-Hemphill-McCullough

My great-grandparents, Andrew Jack-
son Clevenger and his wife Lorine Pries,
lived at Cap’s Creek near Springfield,
Missouri during the Battle of Wilson
Creek, Civil War, 1861. Some say he had
something to do with the Indian Trail of
Tears, trying to warn them of what would
happen.

My great-great-grandparents were
Joshua and Elizabeth Clevenger (An-
drew’s folks.)

I’d also like information on Samuel
and Charlotte Clevenger of Kanab, Utah
(1866); and John W. Hemphill, who was
a judge at one time,

My great-uncle, Benjamin McCullough
(or McCullock) was sheriff of Sacra-
mento City, California, 1849; U. S. Mar-
shal for the eastern district of Texas,
1850s; -Brig. General in the Civil War.
He was born in Tennessee, November 11,
1811 and was killed at the Battle of Pea
Ridge, March 7, 1862. Alexander McCul-
lough (Ben’s father) served under An-
drew Jackson in the War of 1812.—Shir-
ley Clevenger, Route 1, Verona, Missouri
65769

Dellinger-Kittley

I would like to contact anyone who is
related to or has knowledge of the Dellin-
ger or Kittley family. Noah Dellinger
was, I think, the father or at least some
relation to Eaf, Steve, Adam Daved,
Roxana Dellinger Houser, Sara J. ane Del-
linger Roberts. Mark, Charley and Joe
Dellinger. N. T. Dellinger was an uncle.
Adam Daved was born around 1859. Eaf
and Steve were older, the others younger.
Mary Emma Kittley was born around
1874 or 1875. She had three brothers,
Abb, Bubby and Bee. As far as I know
there were no sisters. She did have an
aunt, Arnet Kittley Basset Zachary.
Mary Emma Kittley was married to
Adam Daved Dellinger and they had four
boys and six girls. It would mean a great
deal to me to get any information.—Mrs.
C. E. Kelley, 354 Harris Road, Hayward,
California 94544

Morton-De Moss-Tanner

I am seeking information on Asa D.
Morton, W. T. De Moss, and Edward R.
Tanner, pioneer citizens of Ramona, In-
dian Territory (Oklahoma). The settle-
ment was first named Bon-Ton and Hob-
son. Mrs. Morton, who married Jennie
Cass, a Cherokee citizen, was in posses-
sion of the original townsite.

Mr. De Moss was first postmaster and
moved to Oklahoma Territory about 1899.
Mr. Tanner was also postmaster and up-
on his death was interred at Coffeyville,
Kansas.

The figure 5 in my name was given to
me from a brand of my father’s good
friend.—Joe 5 Lee, 201 Nevada—#25,
Idaho Falls, Idaho 83401

Morehouse

I would like to correspond with anyone
with the surname Morehouse, Moore-
house, Morehouses, Moorhouse or any
other way of spelling this surname. I also
have some questions on John Morehouse,
born sometime in the 1780s or 1790s in
Herkimer County, New York. He mar-
ried a girl named Olive and as far as
I know, had five boys all of which were
in the Civil War: Francis M., Richard,
Elam, Omar, and William. He died in
Melrose, Minnesota.

My questions are: What was his birth-
day? What was Olive’s maiden name?
Were there any more children? When
did he die? What were his parents’
names? Thank you.—David Morehouse,
427 Rehnberg Pl, West Saint Paul,
Minnesota 55118

Green(e)-Stanton

I am searching for descendants of
John Hart Green(e), Sarah Stanton, or
Addison Green(e) of Maine. I have a
letter dated 1889—March 8—from John
Hart Green(e) to my grandmother Clara
Lula Bartlett. I need information to com-
plete my Green(e) family history. Can
anyone help?—Mrs. Duane Bastian, 1254
Sweet Road, Ypsilanti, Michigan 48197

Joseph Andrew Harris

I would like very much to hear from
anyone who can tell me for sure where
my great-great-grandfather, Joseph An-
drew Harris, is buried. He married Mary
Jane Dee. I'm not certain about her
maiden name. They had children:
Charlie, Mary Ellen, Edward, Newman,
Clarence, Dora, Ida May, Henry (Hank),
Lillie, Almerian(?) and Theopholus(?).
Franklin Joseph Andrew was born in the
1820s aronnd Lafayette, Indiana or
Springfield, Illinois. He supposedly mar-
ried at Springfield. Some of his chil-
dren were born in Peoria, Illinois and
Missouri and maybe Oklahoma.

I have heard the names Tuskahoma,
Tahlequath, Haileyville and Talihina,
Okla. mentioned in connection with my
Harris family. Please write to—Mrs.
Albert Stephens, 602 S. W. 5th St., Dim-
mitt, Texas 79027

Ham-Modisitt
My mother’s maiden name was Ham
or Hamm. She lost all trace of her older
sister’s children and tried to find them
before she passed away. Their names
were Willie, Sam, Lena, Ollie and May
Modisitt. Her father’s name was Dr.
Sam Ham and he lived in Missouri. My
maiden name was Casey. My grandfather
was Steve Casey who lived in Arkansas.
My Uncle Jess moved to Texas and raised
his children and we have lost all trace
of them. I think there were six of them.
I only know two names: Richard and
Jewel. T would appreciate any informa-
tion.—Mrs. Lovie Falling, Gen. Del.,

Chouteau, Oklahoma 74337
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Find Treasure for
Fun and Profit| ;
un and Profit |

Science Fair- $
Metal Detector Kit l
Puts You in Business!

Every outdoor expedition . . . hunting, fish-
ing, camping, hiking . . . may turn up real
finds when you take along your Science Fair
Metal Locator. Old farms, abandoned mines
and camp sites, beaches, old town dumps hide
valuable relics of iron, tin and copper . . .
perhaps buried coins and silver and gold
nuggets.

As the detector plate nears the treasure,
you'll get the signal in stethoscopic ear- _ !
phones. Yes, your locator will tell you where P 2 ’ s I
to dig. " 3 ' '

It's light to carry with adjustable handle
length for men, women and children and
highly sensitive, solid state with battery oper-
ated printed circuit construction.

925

COMPARE

Assemble the kit in just minutes with our
easy to follow instructions.

Get ready for exciting treasure hunting now.
Your kit is waiting for you at your
nearest Allied Radio Shack Store.

® Stethoscopic Earphones
® PC Board Detector Plate

® Printed Circuit Board
Construction

® Volume and Pitch
Slide Controls

Mail Coupon For Your
Free Copy Of Our 130 page
Catalog With Complete
Store List.

: Mail this coupon today for
ASE | your personal copy of our
NEW 130 page catalog.

Mail To:

FREE 1971 COLOR CATALOG
Allied Radio Shack. Dept. BU
2727 West Seventh, Fort Worth, 76107

RN RRER AR RREEL L Y R

Name
RADIO SHALK dee 0 «
City State Zip

MORE THAN 800 STORES COAST TO COAST L
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| RAILROADIANA |
| from the Colorado Railroad Museum
. BOOKS

NEW MEXICO’S RAILROADS

Lavisbly illustrated history—over 200 pages 6x9—
full’ color cover—maps—paperback ed. $4.95 ppd.;
dlx. cloth $7.95

COLORADO RAIL ANNUAL
Covers Denver & Rio Grande narrow gauge to Salt
Lake City—1are photos—84x11, 130 pgs. $3.95
ppd.

RAIL MAP

Qur all-time map of all Colorado RR’s—3 color—
24x36—$2.50 ppd.
Our big catalog for 20¢

Colorado Railroad Museum

Dept. 205, Box 641, Golden, Colorado 80401

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.

MER TRUSS. 0O, poonme M2

SUPER SOCKS SPECIAL

Free catalog—Boots, hats, clothes.

$5.95 for 12 pair
$3.95 for 6 pair

This 75% spun cotton

—259% strong stretch
nylon—all reinforcer
heel and toe—cushion
sole—is guaranteed to
good service and real foot comfort.

JOE HALL BOOTS
El Paso, Tx. 79917

__ Style 100
Al white

Box 17971T

Send for FREE
WESTERN CATALOG!

® 96-page fully illustrated
catalog with many styles
in full natural color!

@ Widest selection of all
types of Western cloth-

ing and saddlery. Low-
est prices.

Satisfaction - guaranteed
or your money back!

JACKE WOLFE Ranchwear

Dept. T 62 East Second South
Salt Lake City, Utah 84111

GENUINE MOUNTED STEER LONGHORNS!

(5 feet $28.00, 6 feet $35.00, 7 feet $45.00)
F.O.B. Laredo. Cash with order. Dealers price
list available (50c). FRONTIER PRODUCTS,
3102 Salinas, Laredo, Texas 78040.
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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.

JOE GRANDEE

The West Still Lives (Heritage Press,
$24.95) by Joy Schultz is a spectacular
book based on the paintings, drawings
and sculpture of Joe Ruiz Grandee, a
descendant of Castilian pioneers. The
book is in popular demand and a limited
edition, each accompanied by a Grandee
bronze at $500.00 was sold out prior to
publication. One hundred sixty three pen
and ink drawings, ruizemes, oil paintings
and dry brush drawings give the reader
a nostalgic flashback to events typical
of western exploration and development.
Among those who posed for Grandee
were his wife Murlene, Governor Reagan,
Robert Taylor and Lynda Bird Robb.
Grandee’s interests include many sub-
jects: Indians, cowboys, cavalrymen,
horses, Longhorns, mountains, stage-
coaches, badmen and the Lynda Bird
Johnson-Robb wedding. The book also
includes an exciting story of the artist’s
life, his struggles and final success. Some
quality poetry by the author, Joy Schultz,
is an added attraction of the book.

PANHANDLE DEVELOPMENT

A regional history, The Texas Land
and Development Company, A Panhandle
Promotion, 1912-1956 (Texas University
Press, $7.50) traces the story of the com-
pany from beginning to end. With head-
quarters at Plainview, the officers pro-
ceeded to buy ranches, subdivide them
into small irrigated farms and canvass
the nation for buyers. Numerous wells
were driven into the huge underground
reservoirs and water was pumped to
canals which circulated it to the field
crops. Thus was born a prosperous cot-
ton and sorghum empire where cattle
feeding emerged on a grand scale. Weak
management had the company on rocky
pins until the reorganization in 1919
when the new manager, Winfield Hol-
brook, steadied it and saved the enter-
prise. The company succeeded in produc-
ing benefits for the area, the tenants,
purchasers, the employer and some of
the investors. However, some of the
holders of the original securities lost
over $400,000. This is a good volume
for Texas and Great Plains book col-
lectors.

GOOD RHODES!

It is good to have that fine western
Copper Streak Trail (University of
Oklahoma Press, $2.95) by Eugene Man-
love Rhodes back in print. It is volume
44 in the Western Frontier Library and

there are some worthwhile additions—
an introduction by historian and Rhodes
scholar, W. H. Hutchinson who has writ-
ten so much about Gene that one wonders
how he finds something new to say
about him (Hutch does) and second, a
great frontispiece in color (repeated on
the d/w) by W. H. D. Koerner. A bar-
gain.

LEWIS AND CLARK TRAIL

American Odyssey (Rand McNally,
$17.95), a handsome picture book about
the journey of Lewis and Clark, was
edited and photographed by Ingvard
Henry Eide with an introduction by A. B.
Guthrie, Jr. A professional photographer,
Eide spent over two years and traveled
over 57,000 miles retracing the actual
route taken by the pathfinders. The over
200 sharp photographs depict scenes de-
scribed in the journal entries and prob-
ably show what Lewis and Clark first
looked at. Eide took pains to photograph
the scenes at the same time of the year
as the journey. The spectacular pictures
capture the magic aura of the virgin
landscape with its snow-capped moun-
tains, placid lakes, wild rivers, black
forests, and plains, meadows and prairies
alive with blossoming herbs. Because of
the authenticity of this photographic
essay, the reader can enjoy vicariously
much of the scenic grandeur that greeted
Lewis and Clark. This book adds lustre
to the literature of the Lewis and Clark
expedition.

OLD EPH

W. J. Schoonmaker kicks the slats out
of a lot of hearsay that many of us once
believed about the grizzly, the strongest
of all carnivores, in the factual book
The World of the Grizzly Bear (Lippin-
cott, $5.95). In this latest of Living
World Books, the author enlightens the
reader about this fabulous bear and also
illustrates the text with his own beauti-
ful photographs, the best bear collection
this reviewer has ever seen. We learn
that western grizzly and silvertip and
the Alaska brown or Kodiak bear are
both grizzlies which intergrade. How
the bear lives through the four seasons,
his feeding habits, and his method of
reproducing all come in for interesting
coverage. The bear in not a hibernator,
as once claimed, but a winter sleeper.
Man-killing grizzlies are rare, says the
author, but we intend to give them plenty

_room.
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Taps for Ira Hayes
(Continued from page 8)

of past history. Kinsmen of Hayes had
served in World War I. It was almost
sure that Hayes would enlist in a fight-
ing outfit, and he did experience all the
combat of the professional Marine at
Vella Lavella, Bougainville and finally
Iwo Jima. But the greatest battle of his
life was to occur in his own country.
His problem, too great to handle alone,
killed him in the end.

From the day Rosenthal’s picture ap-
peared in the news media, events began
shaping toward the sad finale of his
life. He was a simple soldier, unassum-
ing and friendly, a brave man who came
off the Gila River desert sands to serve
his country well. President Franklin D.
Roosevelt saw the flag-raising picture
and read the thrilling story. None in the
picture was identified at that time. The
President requested that the men be lo-
cated and sent home.

A colonel went to Iwo Jima but only
three were found alive. Hayes, Gagnon
and Bradley were brought back to the
United States, and scheduled for bond
selling rallies, celebrations and other
such public functions deemed important
to the war effort.

Roosevelt died April 12, and on the
21st Hayes and his buddies were present-
ed to President Harry Truman. Hayes
returned home to visit his family briefly
before going back to Washington, D. C.
where he started out on the seventh war

loan campaign across the nation as a
corporal. ;

Wherever they went the three were
acorded celebrity treatment of top rank.
Drinks were shoved at them faster than
they could be consumed. Gagnon and
Bradley could hold their liquor and were
adept in evasive methods when they had
had enough. Unfortunately, the friendly
and “wanting to get along” Hayes was
not. But he was not then an alcoholic. In
the South Pacific he had drunk his regu-
lar allotment of beer, and he probably
had drunk his share of “jungle juice”
also.

All the large cities across the nation
were visited but the one which interested
Hayes most was Tulsa, Oklahoma, where
a rodeo was being held. In Chicago he
began to realize that he faced a prob-
lem with alcohol. He asked the officer in
charge of the detail to forward his re-
quest for return to active duty.

“I have got to get off this detail,” he
said. “Please have me sent back to my
outfit.”

Hayes had already had one small dis-
agreement with the Marine Corps brass.
He said that one of the Marines identi-
fied in the flag-raising picture wasn’t
there, and named another. To this Marine
Corps spokesmen replied that after in-
vestigation they were certain the original
identifications were correct.

When reporters heard that Hayes was
asking to be returned to his outfit, they
pressed him for a reason.

He told them sincerely, “This hero stuff

is for the birds. Out there are my bud-
dies. Some are still dying. I just want to
go back. I get sick thinking about them.
Sick hearing about the phony flag-raising
and sometimes I wish that guy had never
made the picture.” ,

One facet of the Hayes saga which
has always been overlooked is that he
was a natural for a public hero. His re-
tiring disposition, modesty, and Indian
heritage of the Old West made him so.
When he disclaimed being a hero his
words only gave him more appeal in the
public mind.

N JUNE Hayes was scheduled to ap-

pear with Gagnon and Bradley in Tue-
son, Arizona at a bond rally. Press wires
began humming that he would not be
there, nor in Los Angeles a few days
later. Hayes was being sent back to ac-
tive duty. But he did appear in both
cities with the other two survivors of the
Iwo Jima historic event.

Hayes soon returned to the Marine
Corps, but then came Hiroshima and
Nagasaki and World War II was over.
Ira Hayes went home to Bapchule.

He had now reached the heights as a
heroic symbol. Many cities held an “Ira
Hayes Day,” including Phoenix and Tuc-
son. One friend made this statement
after his death, “The volunteer organiza-
tions were eager for his appearances
in their behalf after he became famous.
They used him and left him hungry. The
motion picture people and the television
circuits all got what they wanted from
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him and then handed out the cold shoul-
der treatment.”

Hayes did receive a little money
for the movie and television appearances,
but Arizona passed him by. He couldn’t
get a decent job in the state. Yet he never
expressed any bitterness about this. What
inner sorrows possessed him were
drowned in alcohol. At the Phoenix “Ira
Hayes Day” he could scarcely talk. When
his own people held a meeting in his
honor at Sacaton, he could barely mum-
ble his words.

The elders took him aside and said,
“You are bringing shame on the Pima
people acting this way.” Hayes promised
to do better but by then it was much too
late.

He has been described in print as a
“simple minded Indian”—in other words,
just another drunken Indian. As proof it
has been pointed out that in 1939-1940
he was arrested several times on charges
of being intoxicated. But in 1939 Hayes
was sixteen years old, a juvenile. He had

no business being in any other except a
juvenile court.

In one instance his dreams of coming
home a veteran and a hero ended in ex-
pressed bitterness. This had to do with
his despair over the neglect and poverty
of his people, the Pima Indians. The gov-
ernment agencies which should have
taken care of such things as stock rais-
ing and irrigable land, at least on the
subsistance level, did nothing. Water
rightly belonging to the Pimas was di-
verted to the green, lush farms of white
men who were making fortunes.

Such was the situation, and Hayes
was a natural fall guy when book writers,
TV and radio scriptmen, and then the
movie representatives came around. He .
was told that all the publicity about him
would change the deplorable situation,
get water for the starved land of the
Pimas. In at least three instances Hayes
was promised as much, plus large sums
of money for his parents. Above all else
he wanted their future welfare secured.

The first flag raised on Iwo Jima.

Marine Corps Photo
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As soon as the promisers got what they
wanted, however, they immediately for-
got Joe and Nancy Hayes. Even after
their son’s death they were still waiting
to be paid some of the money promised
them.

IN JULY 1949 friends straightened

Hayes up sufficiently to go to the West
Coast. The movie, “The Sands of Iwo
Jima,” was being filmed at Camp Pen-
dleton. Battle scenes were re-enacted
there. i

In Los Angeles Hayes met Gagnon and
Bradley for the first time since leaving
the Marines. The three went to Pendleton
and repeated for the movies the Iwo
Jima flag-raising. The original flag was
brought in under guard from the Marine
Museum at Quantico, Virginia.

That night Hayes over-indulged on
Olivera Street in Los Angeles but finally
managed to get back to Arizona, which
seems to have been his one refuge from
sordidness. A few weeks later he flew
to Washington for the premiere of the
picture and was so disgusted that he
wound up blotto again. His complaint
was that it depicted nothing of what
actually happened.

To his few remaining loyal friends
Hayes said (in Arizona), “I’ve had lots
of chances to make it. I guess I’'m just no
good.”

ROM THEN ON, his was a varied
journey, mostly from one jail to
another. No one seems to have really

U.S. Navy Photo

Beach landing scene on Iwo Jima.

cared about what happened to Hayes, a
hero in the same category as last year’s
bird nest.

In October 1953 Chicago police arrest-
ed him on skid row. He was hatless,
shoeless, his clothing in tatters, drunk
and unable to pay the assessed $25 fine.
The presiding judge sent him to the
House of Correction. The Chicago Sun-
Times paid his fine and got him out of
jail.

The newspaper’s appeal brought in
some money and offers of a job. A farm
equipment company gave him work as a
tool grinder but it didn’t last. Hayes was
by this time a very sick man, a fact
which no one seemed to realize,

At the end of October he accepted em-
ployment in Hollywood as a chauffeur, a
job offered him by Mrs. Elizabeth Ann
Martin, former wife of comedian Dean
Martin. Hayes drove the family car,
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taking the children on rides and Mrs.
Martin to downtown shops; he even
started teaching the youngsters the In-
dian sign language. But while off duty
he was arrested twice by Los Angeles
police for being drunk.

On November 11 Hayes got off a bus
in Phoenix, on his way home to the only
security he ever knew, his desert home
in Bapchule. He told questioning report-
ers, “I’ll stay home awhile and maybe
I can figure things out for myself. Maybe
I’ll join Alcoholics Anonymous.”

Late in 1954 he managed to make it to
Washington for the unveiling of the
great bronze statue of the Iwo Jima flag-
raising in Arlington National Cemetery,
and on returning to Bapchule he did join
Alcoholics ‘Anonymous as a final resort.
In fact he was officially placed in their
custody. By this time, though, he should

~ have been in a veteran’s hospital.

Hayes began picking cotton for $3 per
hundred pounds and actually quit drink-
ing. On his thirty-second birthday he
wrote a man who once had offered to
help find him a job, “Just a short letter
this early morning before we go to the
cotton fields to pick cotton. You asked me
once if 1 was ever in need of a job to
come see you. Well, it seems that I am
in that position, that is very soon, as the
cotton season will be finished in a week
or two. I feel I will make it this time.
My folks are all back of me.”

Hayes had not taken a drink for two
weeks when on the night of January 23,
1955, one of his brothers and a friend
came by the family home. Ira lived with
his parents and been restless for several
days.

“But I am not going into Phoenix [to
get drunk],” he assured his mother.

The brother and friend invited him to
a nearby abandoned adobe where a drink-
ing and card party was in progress. He
refused. Half an hour later they re-
turned. This time he went along.

Battle scene on Iwo Jima.

In the early morning hours the party
broke up. Hayes was not then in the
adobe but no one was alarmed. After
taking only three or four drinks, so his
friends who were there said later, he had
walked out.

At eight o’clock that morning his body
was found resting on the sand, hunched
against the side of a wood pile only a few
yards from the house.

“He died of exposure to the cold and
acute alcoholism,” was the verdict of Dr.
John Parks.

As one of his veteran friends said,
“Ira was a sick man. He should have been
in a hospital these few past years. No
attempt was made to rehabilitate him. In
my opinion he was a victim of the war.
He needed treatment and didn’t get it.”

Funeral services were held at the Pres-

This heavy Japanese gun at the base of Mt. Suribachi was knocked out by naval
bombardment. It was then used by the Japanese as a machine gun emplacement. It
was from here that snipers fired at Hayes.

Marine Corps Photo
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byterian Church at Sacaton January 27.
More than a thousand Indians attended,
and several hundred whites. The crowd
was so large that services had to be held
outside under a ramada.

The next day Hayes’ body lay in state
in the State Capitol in Phoenix where
thousands more paid their respects to
one of Arizona’s best known heroes. He
was buried in Arlington National Ceme-
tery on a snowy day, February 2, near
the great bronze statue of himself and
the other five Iwo Jima flag-raisers.

One year after his death the Blue Star
Mothers of America erected a stone shaft
enclosed by a fence in his memory in the
church yard of the Presbyterian mission
at Casa Blanca near Bapchule.

Affair at Eagle Pass
(Continued from page 23)
CAPTAIN WARE was suddenly jolted

from his reverie by a knock at his
office door. An orderly entered and an-
nounced that Jesse Sumpter was outside
with a matter of extreme urgency. Ware
ordered Sumpter shown in and inquired
as to the nature of his visit. Sumpter
said that he had received a message
from a friend, Green Vann, that an
attack upon the town and post was
imminent. Sumpter said that immedi-
ately after being contacted he had
crossed the river to Piedras Negras and
conferred directly with Vann. It seemed
that some forty or more of the Ameri-
cans in Piedras Negras were recruiting
men to cross the river, wipe out the
Confederate garrison, rob the stores in
Eagle Pass, steal what cotton they could
and cross it over to the Mexican side.
Although Vann had refused to join with
the raiders, they had confided in him
and revealed many details of their plans.
The attack, Vann said, was to take place
that evening.

As soon as Sumpter departed, Ware
summoned his two subordinate officers,
Captains Pickerell and McFaddin. He
also sent word to the town summoning

True West
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William Stone, who was captain of the
Home Guard. Stone was an energetic
young man who had come to the border
village soon after the founding of Fort
Duncan in 1849. Beginning as an assist-
ant to the post sutler, Stone had subse-
quently acquired a contract from the
government to haul hay and wool. From
this start he had branched out into sheep
and cattle raising as well as various mer-
cantile interests. Stone was a strong
advocate of States Rights and had aec-
tively supported the secession movement.
After the outbreak of the war he was
appointed tax collector for the county
and commissioned captain of the Home
Guard. :

Stone arrived at the post adjutant’s
office, and with the two waiting regular
officers met with Captain Ware. Since
the attack was supposed to come from

_ above the post, the most vulnerable posi-
tion from that direction was the post
hospital. It was situated on a low rise just
beyond the point on the arroyo where the
footbridge crossed from town. Ware as-
signed Pickerell with a company of
twenty-five men, the bulk of his com-
mand, to defend and hold the hospital.
Another vulnerable point, should the
raiders try an enveloping movement,
was the commissary and quartermaster’s
storehouse which lay across the canton-
ment southeast from the hospital.

Although Ware felt certain the main
attack would be against Pickerell’s posi-
tion, to play safe he posted six well-
.armed men in the quartermaster’s store-
house, a portion of which had recently
been used as a smallpox hospital. He
placed a few men in the adjoining com-
missary building, which was the strong-
est structure in the garrison. Fifteen
men were sent to patrol the country
north of town in the direction from
which the renegades were supposed to

come. A smaller patrol was sent out to
guard the old Paso del Aguila ford below
town, and a few men were ordered to
accompany Captain McFaddin to guard
the approaches to the post on the north
side of the arroyo. Captain Stone, Ware
said, would employ the remaining men
to guard the custom house and the busi-
ness houses of the town.

Y NIGHTFALL all was in readiness.
Ware realized the weakness of his
forces, having no reserves to enable him
to picket his men properly, so he ordered

" them to sleep at their post on their arms.

Darkness came and the men waited
tensely, but as one hour succeeded
another it became more doubtful that an
attack would come.

The next morning Green Vann sent
word to Sumpter explaining what had
happened. A number of the would-be
raiders, being unfamiliar with the coun-
try, had been unable to find the ren-
dezvous on the river and had returned
to Piedras Negras. The plotters, accord-
ing to Vann, then postponed their attack
to the following night, making certain
that all would find their way to the
crossing site. Sumpter went at once to
Rio, Grande Station and relayed Vann’s
message to Captain Ware who made
light of the whole matter, terming it
“another one of your cock and bull
stories.” Sumpter said nothing more and
returned to the custom house on the
river.

Later, Sumpter rowed over to Piedras
Negras where he received permission
from Mexican authorities to cross his
horses at any time of the day or night he
might need to. Returning to the custom
house, he instructed his two most trust-
worthy Mexicans to begin swimming the
horses to the other side upon hearing the
first shots. Sumpter then headed up the

hill to the village, and went from door
to door alerting the townspeople that
the raiders would come that night.

About mid-morning Captain Ware be-
gan having second thoughts about Sump-
ter’s mesage from Green Vann. A trooper
from the patrol north of town had come
riding hard into the fort with news that
the renegades were attempting to cross
the Rio Grande. He told Ware that the
invaders, some forty in number, had
found the ford impracticable but had
effected a crossing about five miles
higher up. Once on the Texas bank,
they began immediately to march toward
Eagle Pass but were checked in their
approach by the pickets who had fired
upon them. Later that afternoon, another
rider came in to report that the invaders
had retired to a position about six miles
above town. There they had unfurled a
United States flag and waited while
their numbers received considerable aug-
mentation from the Mexican side of the
river.

Back in town, the Home Guardsmen
were busy assisting the merchants, bar-
keeps, and other citizens to make an
appropriate defense. Between Eagle Pass
and Piedras Negras lay the river bottom,
a vast flood plain on the Texas side at
this point, with the Rio Grande coursing
its western edge. Bales of Confederate
cotton, destined for export to Mexico and
European markets, frequently filled this
wide vega land in numbers which to the
eye must have seemed infinite. Through-
out the afternoon, bales were plucked
from the river bottom and moved up the
slight hill to the town. There they were
unloaded and formed into barricades
blocking each end of the village’s main
street.

During these activities, a man in his.
middle years approached Captain McFad-
din and identified himself as General

Freight caravans like this were typical during the Civil War years when cotton flowed through this border port.
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Ebenezar B. Nichols. McFaddin recog-
nized the name at once for Nichols was
an important Galevston cotton factor and
commission merchant, as well as being an
official in high Confederate circles. Gen-
eral Nichols had been a member of the
Secession Convention and had been made
state commissioner to raise and disburse
funds for the public safety. During the
Battle of Galveston in 1862, he had
served on General John B. Magruder’s
staff and his house had been used as
Magruder’s headquarters. Captain Me-
Faddin outlined the plan of defense and
the situation as he then knew it, and
Nichols in turn promised his services
should they be needed.

TOWARD SUNDOWN Sumpter closed

up the custom house, and in company
with several members of the Home
Guard began keeping watch. With the
twilight came the promise of a respite
from the day’s heat. It was a quiet, re-
flective time, punctuated only by the
sounds and smells of evening; of mes-
quite wood smoke from the numerous
supper fires, of pans and kettles clink-
ing, and of children’s voices in those
final moments of play before the silence
of bedtime. Throughout the evening the
men talked quietly and smoked. The
moon rose full and was so bright that
it almost seemed as daytime.

Suddenly, about one a.m., the night
silence was broken by a series of pierc-
ing yells—Sumpter called it “the terrible
Texas,” such as men on the frontier were
accustomed to make when they entered
an Indian fight—and a constant volley
of gunfire signaled that the attack had
begun. As had been anticipated, Rio
Grande Station was the first objective.
The raiders had to eliminate the threat
posed by the Confederate military, after
which they could turn their attentions
to the town.

Numbering 80 to 100 men, the ren-
egades descended with such swiftness
that Captain McFaddin’s thin line of
defenders quickly fell back. Pickerell’s
men at the hospital poured forth a
deadly counter fire which they had re-
served until the raiders were close at
hand, but the attack was so sudden and
the renegades so numerous that Pickerell,
too, was obliged to order a retreat to
avoid being overwhelmed.

Captain Ware, upon hearing the shots,
quickly dispatched a courier to Captain
McFaddin across the arroyo. Then, with
four soldiers accompanying him, he hur-
ried to the hospital to assist Captain
Pickerell. By the time Ware’s party
reached the scene, Pickerell had already
abandoned his position, leaving behind
four wounded men, nine guns, and his
company’s horses. Before Ware realized
what had happened, he found himself a
prisoner in the hands of the renegades.
He heard one of his own men, who had
also been captured, murmur that “the
town had fallen without a shot in its
defense.”

A pall of smoke shrouded the hospital
and surrounding area. The raiders,
stunned by the intensity of their en-
counter, wandered about indecisively, a
curious melange of men, horses, and
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Looking west on Main Street about 1880. The Maverick Hotel is on the left facing the
old post office building.

equipment.

At the first opportunity Ware slipped
away from his captors and made his
way to the quartermaster’s building,
gathering what soldiers he could to con-
tinue defending the garrison. Once more
he sent a courier to the village, this time
with orders to the Home Guard to engage
the enemy from the arroyo. When this

man failed to return, Ware decided that
the town must have fallen to the ren-
egades. If such were the case, he reas-
oned, it would only be a matter of time
before another effort was mounted
against the fort. Since he considered his
remaining forces too weak to maintain
an adequate defense, he ordered his men
to abandon the post and fall back to the
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old ford two miles downriver.

UNKNOWN to Captain Ware, the at-

tackers had begun moving back
across the footbridge and were forming
north of the arroyo. They had sustained
one man killed, and five or six wounded
in their encounter with Pickerell’s com-
pany. On the plus side, they had captured
some horses and guns, and had succeeded
in driving the Confederates from their
post. Orders were given to march toward
the town’s business area, a few hundred
yards to the northwest.

Rounding the corner at Garrison and
Commercial Streets, the renegades halted
abruptly at the sight of cotton bales
strung across their path and at the
numerous heads of defenders, their guns
at ready, peering from behind this barri-
cade. The renegades threatened noisily
and when finally rallied by their leaders,
seemed ready to charge. However, they
had hesitated too long before the well-
armed townsmen, and the decisive mo-
ment to act had already passed. Some-
what unnerved from their skirmish at
the hospital and their numbers having
diminished to about forty men, the raid-
ers ignored the orders to advance and
began to move away from the determined
defenders.

Captain McFaddin and General Nich-
ols, watching from behind the cotton bale
barricade, saw the renegades march up
a slight hill, pass the Dolch Hotel, and
disappear from view. Fearing that they
might slip around the town in an at-
tempt to burn the cotton lying in the
river bottom, Captain Stone reposi-
tioned the Home Guard in order to
thwart such an effort. By dawn it was
apparent that the battle was over and
that the raiders would not return.

Along about noon, a chagrined Cap-
tain Ware made his way back across the
Rio Grande from Piedras Negras. After
abandoning his post the night before, he
and his companions had forded the river
at Paso del Aguila and had spent the pre-
dawn hours making their way back up-
river to Piedras Negras. Instead of col-
lecting refugees from Eagle Pass and
stragglers from the garrison as he had
expected, he learned upon his arrival
in the Mexican village that the town had
not fallen but was still being held by
the Home Guard. However valid his de-
cision to retreat may have seemed at the
time, subsequent events caused him no
little embarrassment, and made him the
butt of considerable local disdain.

Captain McFaddin, aided by General
Nichols, had rallied the soldiers during
Ware’s absence, and William Stone’s
Home Guard had maintained an alert
vigilance throughout the night. A few
days later, two troops of Confederate
cavalry rode in from Laredo and took up
the pursuit of the renegades. By then,
most of them had already crossed back
into Mexico, and the few who remained
hastily followed when the horsemen in
butternut and gray came charging down
upon their camp. The affair at Eagle
Pass was over.

James Ware eventually lived down his
part in the battle. After the war, he
followed a legal career and became a
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distinguished district judge. William
Stone continued in civic affairs in Eagle
Pass and became Maverick County’s first
county judge. Jesse Sumpter, the man
most responsible for saving the town
from possible destruction, was elected
the first sheriff of the county.

Sumpter survived all of his contem-
poraries, living to a ripe old age. As
the twentieth century dawned, he became
increasingly aware that the frontier was
passing and that he had been a witness
in bygone days to unique and important
events. Before his death in 1910, he dic-
tated his reminiscences of the early times
in Eagle Pass and southwest Texas, thus
leaving a written legacy which is essen-
tial to any study of the Texas border.

Reminiscences of a “‘Jack Mormon”’
(Continued from page 13)

tons and tons of hay could be had for the

cutting, curing and stacking.

Part of the pioneers returned to Wells-
ville and the men left behind went to
work dragging logs down the canyons of
the Wasatch to build cabins. They had
only about a mile and a half to cross so
they had enough logs dragged down and
were back in Wellsville a couple of weeks
before the grain was ready to cut. They
spent the winter in Wellsville and in the
spring, when the ground was dry enough
to travel, the Mormon settlers moved over
to their new farms. As soon as they had
placed the wagons in a circle and fixed
places to cook, half the company started
plowing and the other half went to build-
ing cabins.

Grandpa Tims was put to the latter
task. Everything went along well until
the third or fourth day, when the look-
out noticed a few Indians coming from
the southwest, downriver. The bell
clanged and all the stock and members
gathered inside the circle and in the pits.
They were ready for a battle but the In-
dians rode up slow, their horses walking.
They stopped their horses about 100
yards away, sat there for a little while,
then turned their horses and went back
the way they came. This visit from the
Indians put the Mormons working as fast
as they could. I remember the log look-
out platform still standing when I was
about six years old. The settlers finished
the cabins without any trouble, although
they had a few visits from the Indians
downriver who just came to watch and
see what the white men were doing.

HE INDIANS lived about fourteen

miles south along the Malad. Their
chief, Washakie, had traded with white
trappers a long time before the Mormons
came into Salt Lake Valley. Chief Wash-
akie was of the Shoshone tribe and had
lived on the Malad River for many years,
as had his fathers before him. Before
the white man’s arrival, the Indian vil-
lage stretched along the Malad for about
four miles. Then one of the early white
traders brought smallpox to the village,
and the disease killed 500 of the tribe.
Only a few, those who stood in sage-
brush smoke, survived. The bodies of the
dead were devoured by dogs as the sur-
vivors were too weak and afraid to go
near the bodies.

Chief Washakie watched the Mormon
farmers and made up his mind he was
going to have his tribe farm and live like
the whites. He appealed to Brigham
Young for help and Young made a trip
from Salt Lake City into Cache Valley
and drove over the divide between Cache
Valley and Malad Valley above Beaver
Dam. He scanned the country through a
telescope and advised Chief Washakie he
shouldn’t be where he was settled—that
he should be up the river. Brigham drove
back to Salt Lake and had a map made,
and sent a church emissary to see Chief
Washakie to tell him if he would move
the village to where the map was marked,
the church would help his people. The
move was made in 1875.

The church granted the Indian colony
land to farm and placed a Mormon
bishop in the village which was named
Washakie. A lot of church-held land was
cultivated by Indians but many Indians
owned their own homesteads. Nearly all
were actively affiliated with the Mormon
Church. For many years a white bishop
presided over the Indian wards, but later
on Maroni Timbimboo, a full-blooded In-
dian, was bishop. This was not a reserva-
tion, for the only government institution
in Washakie was under the leader’s juris-
diction, but all these Indians were so
law-abiding and self-sustaining that very
little supervision was required.

One day Chief Washakie warned the
Mormon settlers about Pocatello, an old
chief who lived in the valley and hills
west of there and who would kill and
scalp. Pocatello and his Indian braves
sent out a couple of raiding parties but
the settlers were never caught unpre-
pared. The last raid Pocatello pulled, the
settlers with the help of some of Chief
Washakie’s young bucks chased Poca-
tello and his band across the next val-
ley and into the hills and canyons where
his hiding places were. That valley,
named after the old chief, is called Poca-
tello Valley. It hasn’t anything to do
with the city by that name farther north
in Idaho, although the valley extends
into Idaho. It is about five or six miles
wide and twenty or twenty-five miles
long, and the Utah line runs across the
southern end. Old Pocatello would always
run out there to hide when he’d pulled
any dirty work.

The fall of 1868, Grandfather Tims
started moving again. He had his eye on
a nice stream of water which came from
under a knoll and formed a good pond
before it slowly flowed on, spreading out
and forming a large meadow which would
furnish many tons of hay. He moved
the log house by taking it apart, hauling
the logs on the running gears of the
wagon, and then rebuilding it at Moun-
tain Springs, a name well known to early-
day pioneers since a good many camped
there overnight.

The Homestead Act was passed May
10, 1862, but didn’t take effect in Utah
until after statehood in 1869. John Tims
filed on 160 acres of homestead land in
1870 and a patent was granted six years
later. He later acquired another 160
acres by planting trees, as provided by
the Homestead Act. Grandad planted
apples and plums. This second 160 acres
was about four miles southeast in the
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foothills. There was no water on this
homestead so Grandfather hauled water
in wooden barrels the four miles with
four head of horses abreast. He cleared
the 160 acres and raised thirty to forty
bushels of dry-land wheat per acre.

Doec Anderson also moved with
Grandad Tims and settled on 160 acres,
but Anderson’s homestead had no springs
on it and after a few years of dry farm-
ing, he sold his homestead to John W.
Hess and moved to Soda Springs, Idaho.
Doc Anderson was a well-known pioneer
doctor, and his drugstore was famous for
many miles around the Soda Springs area
and from Utah into Montana. The Tims
family and the Anderson family became
lifelong friends.

The Allens moved their house just a
little way from their first staked plot
of ground; Brother Kemp stayed where
he first settled; James Spencer moved
a couple of miles and settled on ground
that had springs and two good ponds,
one very deep. He rebuilt the house by
the deep pond. Old man Mansfield moved
next to Grandad Spencer. He also had
ponds and nice springs on his land. Mans-
field never farmed any more than forty
acres. He became postmaster, the first
one for East Portage, Utah Territory.

GRANDFATHER TIMS was feeding

stage horses by then. The Holladay
Stage Line running from Corinne to Ban-
nock, Virginia City, and on to Helena,
Montana stopped at Mountain Springs
long enough to change to fresh horses.
Since the driving of the golden spike,
Corinne had become the supply center
and mail terminal for Idaho, Montana
and Oregon. Steamboats were hauling
freight from Salt Lake City to Corinne
cheaper and faster than it could be
hauled by ox team or pack train. Corinne
was being groomed by some real estate
promoters to become the state capital.
They put up quite a battle for a few
years, but the railroad trestle built
across the Great Salt Lake years later
put the hopes of Corinne in the drink for
good.

Pioneers and their covered wagons
started to move north from Salt Lake
City about 1871, and by 1873 covered
wagons, pack trains, and the freight
wagons pulled by ox teams, mules and
horses created heavy traffic past Moun-
tain Springs. The demand for hay and
grain became a problem. Grandpa Tims’
homestead wasn’t up to producing enough
to take care of the demand. But Grand-
pa couldn’t stand to see all those quar-
ters and fifty-cent pieces passing him by.
He and my father cut all the wild hay
they could, up to Grandad Spencer’s line,
and then Grandpa Tims moved his cut-
ting of hay down on the Malad River
bottoms.

There he ran into a snag. Very little
hay grew on Grandpa’s side of the river
and on the other side and down a few
miles (about six) was the Indian village
of Wagshakie’s tribe. Although they were
friendly, Grandpa didn’t know whether
Chief Washakie would feel like smoking
the pipe of peace or splitting his skull
with a tomahawk. The demand for hay
was too great, however, for Grandpa not
to take a chance, so he forded the river

and stepped off twenty acres, put up
markers and then started cutting. He
thought if worse came to worst, he would
finish cutting the hay and let Chief Wash-
akie have it. Chief Washakie rode up
while Grandad was working and visited
with him. The Chief never said a word
about the hay, so Grandad cut twice as
much as he was going to cut in the first
place.

After getting the hay dried and ready
to haul and stack by the corral up by
the house, the load was too heavy and
there was too much mud in the lazy
flowing Malad River, so Grandad and
Dad had to build a makeshift bridge
across the river before they could haul.
After this ordeal, Grandad had quite a
few more tons of hay to sell to pioneers
who camped at Mountain Springs during
the summer and fall months and to feed
his stock during the winter.

He and Father started raising horses
in 1871 and trading, as a great many of
the horses the pioneers were driving
were worn down to nothing but skin and
bones. Grandad wasn’t much of a horse
trader. Dad, though young in years,
seemed to hold his own when it came to
trading horses. In the horse herd which
was accumulating were many fine horses
—after they had a chance to rest up and
get plenty of good grass. The horses ran
the range. Some ran in the western hills,
called the Blue Range, and some in the
east range, the Wasatch Range.

Dad kept the horses that were in good
shape running the Wasatch, as it was
only a couple of miles to go round them
up when trading horses were needed. Our
herd never got large like those of the
big horse ranches. Dad tried to keep
around 100 head but once in a while the
herd would go down fast when the horses
running the west hills would work on
through and start feeding south towards
Blue Creek; then they’d water at Blue
Creek instead of the Malad River. When
this happened, someone had a trip to
make and soon. s

A great many wild horse bands were
ranging from Promontory Point on west
and north into the Blue Creek Range,
and when one of those wild stallions
drove off the mares you had one nasty
time finding them. It took a regular
horse wrangler who knew what he was
doing to get the mares back. Then some-
times the Indians helped themselves.
Once in a while rustlers would round
up the rest of the herd and drive them
off. But Dad was fortunate, very few
horses were a total loss, though he always
thought that he and Grandpa furnished
old Pocatello and some of his band with
some of their mounts.

ANY OF THE pioneers who camped

overnight at Grandpa’s Mountain
Springs became famous men in the build-
ing of the West and many others were
desperadoes. But one I think nearly
everyone born a few years back has
heard of, or come in contact with, was
Billie Sunday, born William Ashley
(1832 to 1935).

My father, Thomas Marshall Tims,
and Sarah Spencer were married De-
cember 25, 1875. Dad had built a two-
room log house about a quarter of a
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mile west of the road. Before he mar-
ried Sarah, he had settled on this 160
acres of ground next to Grandpa Tims
on the north. He eventually applied for
.a homestead entry on November 23, 1881
on a quarter section and a patent was
issued July 3, 1890. Father lost his first
wife one hour after Sarah Charlotte
Tims was born on September 8, 1883. He
married again on June 27, 1890 and had
four children by Sarah Jane Howell
Tims. She died in childbirth shortly after
LeRoy was born in 1899.

It was along about this time or a little
before, that Billie Sunday started stop-
ping at Father’s. Grandad Tims’ “gallus
fetin” was turning the air blue and
every time Billy Sunday showed up,
Grandad and Billie would get into some
very heated debates, Grandad being con-
verted to the LDS (Mormon religion).

I have heard it said many times, a
person converted to a religion has a
great deal more faith and is more sin-
cere than a person born in the faith. A
few of my friends, along with myself,
are what they call “Jack Mormons.” Bil-
lie Sunday, an evangelist, and Grandad
would burn the wicks on quite a few
morning hours with their debates. Grand-
ma Tims said that every time Billie Sun-
day pulled into Dad’s place, Grandad
would say, “There’s the gallus fetin
billy-goat.” Dad and Billie were more
interested in talking about horses.

Billie Sunday, Dad said, might be a
good preacher, but he was one of the
worst horse starvers he knew of. Billie
always left Dad’s place with a team of
good horses and returned  about three
or four times a year with horses very
weak and thin and not the horses Dad
had traded him. I don’t know just when
Billie Sunday stopped traveling that part
of Utah; I don’t remember ever seeing
him. I was away from the age of a little
over two, as my Father died when I was
two. I was brought back to live with my
oldest half-brother a little before I was

six and the first I remember hearing of

Billie Sunday was when he was holding
some revival meetings some place back
East. My half-brother and Grandma
Tims passed all the early-day happenings
on to me. I guess they didn’t have much
choice, as I was always underfoot asking
questions. When I saw an article in a
San Francisco paper about Billie Sunday
I was interested to read about him and
what he was doing as I’d heard so many
stories about him from my family.
Grandad Spencer and the Allens al-
ways maintained that one of their neigh-
hors was a mean one and a bad one to
turn your back on. They claimed he had
wagons and horses that he said he had
bought, but they noticed different things
that would pop up every once in a while
and they noticed where the ground had
been disturbed by the pond down in the
center of the field. Grandad Spencer once
told of a man who stopped at this neigh-
bor’s house one night with a good team
of horses, a good wagon with a wagon
cover tied over something that was hold-
ing the cover up in places. Grandad kept
an eye on the outfit. The wagon stayed
in the yard and the horses stayed in
the pasture. After three days, Grandad
Spencer walked over to the neighbor’s
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place and asked him where the man was.
He said the stranger wanted to travel
faster and had traded him the outfit for
a saddle horse and gone on his way.
Grandad Spencer said “Ut, the man
lied, I seen the bloody ground by the
middle pond.”

Grandad Spencer himself was no Sun-
day School teacher. In Uncle Bob Nish’s
ledger, Grandad Spencer had two chil-
dren by his first wife—my father’s first
wife and her brother, Louis (Loui). Un-
cle Bob was hired by Grandad to help
him and Loui to put up the first crop
of lucerne hay. Uncle Bob and Loui slept
in the lean-to and at 3:30 a.m. Grandad
would come in and raise the quilt at the
foot of the bed and up through the bed
came a quart of cold water from one of
those old tin quart cups that all the
farmers had in those days. It didn’t take
long for those two to scramble out of
that bed.

Grandad said, “Ut, ye’ll not start work
at noon, Loui, ye’ll milk the cows. Bobby,
ye’ll get on the pony and ye’ll fetch the
two black mares, the buckskin, the two
roans, and that spotted horse. Ut, make
haste, give a feed bag with three quarts
o’ barley in the long manger, pitch in
hay, put the trappin’s on, then ye’ll get
the porridge.”

Uncle Bob said that he and Loui had
a glass of milk, a slice of bread and half
enough porridge. They were out in the
field at 6 a.m., worked until 11:30 and
then went in and grained and forked
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some hay to the horses. Loui and Uncle
Bob washed and went into the house.
Grandad was already sitting at the table.
Grandma Spencer had a large fried

- chicken, a large dish of fried potatoes,

a milk pan full of rice pudding and
bread and butter. Grandad reached over
and grabbed the pan of chicken, taking
both thighs and the breast. Uncle Bob
and Loui pulled their chairs up to the
table as Grandad set down the pan of

- chicken.

Grandad then picked up the pan of
rice, and holding it firmly passed the
pan around with a sweep of his arm
and asked, “Anybody want pudding?”

No one wanted to start the meal with
pudding so Grandad set the pan of pud-
ding on the floor and said, “Ut, I'll eat
it myself.”

So Uncle Bob, Loui and Grandma
Spencer finished their meal by having
half the pan of fried potatoes, the back
of the chicken and two legs, a tin cup
of milk, a piece of bread and some butter.
After the two of them had worked from
6 a.m to 11:30 and had tended the horses,
it was afternoon when they got through
work for lunch. Uncle Bob worked four
days, and when he went home Saturday
night, he never went back. Uncle Bob
Nish never’received his pay until fall.
His wages were seventy-five cents a day
and his board. He received twelve bushels
of wheat. .

Grandad Spencer, I remember at six
and seven years old, built his own coffin

| think the

Arizona ¢ 85013
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and had it hanging from wires from the
top of the buggy shed. The chickens
would rather fly up and roost on that
coffin than in the chicken coop. Every
time I went to Grandad Spencer’s, I had
to see if the coffin was still there.
Grandad was getting old now and was
living with his seventh wife. He had
them one at a time, but he’d work one
down so weak she would perish from
hunger and hard work.

Grandad Spencer would get out his glad
rags from the old trunk, put them on,
after their being folded who knows how
long, and put the big watchchain across
his old vest. Another chain two or three
inches long with some kind of stone en-
cased in a pronged clasp was fastened
to the watchchain and to finish out his
wardrobe, he’d put on his dirty old boots,
scuffed up, then his sloppy old hat, and
grab a big carpetbag. Off he’d head to
London, England for a new wife.

He did this after the death of each
wife except the seventh. She had been
a widow who lived across the valley a
few miles. One day Grandad caught
wife number seven down in the outside
cellar which had a rounded dirt roof.
All the pioneer farmers had a cellar for
food storage. She was after a jar of
fruit. Grandad hobbled down the steps
and started shoving the old lady up
against the cellar door. Well, she hap-
pened to have a handful of matches she’d
carried in order to see to get the fruit, so
she struck all the matches and shoved
the flame in Grandad’s beard and face
and down inside his vest. Grandad Spen-
cer never beat his wife any more—she
almost burned the poor old man alive!
He didn’t live long after the match
incident.

AT THE AGE of nine, I worked a

little for Uncle Bob Nish, pulling
sagebrush and burning it. Uncle Bob had
me riding along with my heart pounding,
eyes like saucers and my mouth partly
hanging open listening to him telling
about the stage robbery that happened
above Malad City, Idaho along in the
1870s. Uncle Bob’s report was that the
stage was robbed of $35,000 in gold. The
Holladay Stage Line was carrying ex-
press to Corinne, Utah from the gold
fields in Montana. The three men the
posse was chasing were caught three or
four miles below Plymouth, Utah. They
didn’t have any of the gold on them or
in their saddlebags and not one of the
robbers would tell the posse what they
had done with the gold. So the posse
hung the three robbers to a pole. When
they were cut down, their backs bore
cuts and welts from some strong arm,
a man strong enough to swing the whip
quite a few times.

Uncle Bob Nish figured the only place
the robbers could have had a chance to
hide the gold was about three-quarters
of a mile before they reached Plymouth.
They would have been out of sight of the
posse and along the road where gullies
led from the foothills. One morning be-
fore going to our sagebrush-pulling job,
Uncle Bob put in two shovels and a pick.
We headed up an old road, as the road
at this time was quite a little lower than
the old road was in the 70s. Uncle Bob
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showed me where to dig and while 1
was digging, Uncle Bob was searching
for a likely place he’d noticed when he
was after the oxen that had been hobbled
and turned loose to feed at night. (He
was driving ox teams, hauling freight to
Montana at that time.) He found a
place he thought might be it, so I dug
most of the morning. When Uncle Bob
noticed the time and we hadn’t run
across anything that even looked like a
penny, let alone a gold piece, I was sure
one disappointed treasure hunter riding
on over to the sagebrush pulling head-
ache. :

One day several Indian bucks came
came over from Washakie, about two
miles as the crow flies from the old
log house my father had built and which
was then owned by my half-brother,
Jack. They were staggering around and
falling from too much firewater and
beer. Jack had been down the line about
fourteen miles to the mill at Garland to
pick up a few sacks of flour. The fall
before he’d taken enough wheat to the
grist mill to have a year’s supply. When
he returned, he had two barrels of beer,
a five-gallon earthen jug of whiskey, a
gallon jug of peach brandy and a gallon
of blackberry brandy. The next morning

Jack’s wife, Ann, went out to the stable -

and harnessed a team of horses, hooked
them to a buggy and headed for town.
No sooner had she got out of sight than
the Indians started showing up. I had
the job of pulling the bottles with their
straw casing out of the barrels. After
Jack got to feeling his oats, I could mooch
him for a little drink of beer. Later on
that day I got a bottle all my own and
I sure nursed that along. Pretty soon all
the parties there were having a great
time. I’ve always heard when an Indian
got full of firewater, the savage in him
would always pop up, and even if the
paleface lived he’d be looking for a new
hairpiece. But the Washakie Indians in
those days never got mean. All I saw
after they got enough so that they
couldn’t stand up was them lying around
in the tall bunch-grass.

All these things I often remember—
and more.

I Witnessed the OK Corral Fight

(Continued from page 19)

have arrested so many outlaws and
caused them to pay fines that the out-
laws have confined their activities out-
side the town, and come in only to spend
their ill gotten gains. It’s a wonder
many of them have any sense at all after
being struck over the head so many times
by the Earps, who would rather strike
a man over the head with a revolver
than to shoot him. Tom McLaury wore a
bandaged head into the fight.

“John Ringo is another vietim, Ike
Clanton, several times, Frank McLaury
with his brother Tom, and dozens more.
Each time one is struck or arrested adds
to their hatred and to the insurrection
which led to the fight.

November 10, 1881.
“As can be noted, I am far far behind
in my writing, but with winter almost
here I shall endeavor to catch up.

Courtesy University of Arizona Library

Buckskin Frank Leslie. The diary claims
that Leslie was murdered by Doc Holliday,
with a witness to the bloody deed.

“Half the citizens of this town and the
sheriff’s office favor the lawless ele-
ment, John Clum, the editor of the Epi-
taph, is for law and order and he rips
the sheriff’s office and the citizens who
favor the lawless, he recently headed an
article with, ‘There is altogether too much
good feeling between the sheriff’s office
and the outlaws infesting this county.’

“Doc Holliday, a shady character from
life’s darker side, came here with Wyatt
Earp, Doc a killer of note, I saw him
shoot a man to death in Santa Fe, NM,
then escape from jail. I next saw him
here. Is an unpaid special officer of the
law which allows him to tote a gun at all
times, where the outlaws are forced to
deposit theirs in specially designated
places or pay a stiff fine. This has
caused hell raising from the outlaws,
they claim Doc is as bad as they are or
worse, nevertheless he still retains the
right to go armed. He is a little con-
sumptive man, who dresses immaculately
at all times, considers himself above
other men, looks down on them as under-
lings. 3

“Doc recently ran a crooked real
estate man out of town for taking ad-
vantage of a lady named Addie Borland.
The only pity ever displayed by him is
for women and children. The post-
master told me that Doc wrote and re-
ceived one letter per month from a lady.
Which is entirely his concern.

“The Earps and Doc were arrested and
their hearing has been in progress for
some time, I expect to be called at any
time to testify.

November 20, 1881
“I still have not been called to testify,
and it looks as though I won’t be called.
They are trying to prove that Tom Me-
Laury was not armed, 1 will testify that

True West
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he was and that Behan took his revolver
and put it in his pocket.

December 3, 1881

“The trial is over and I was not called
to testify nor was Doc Holliday.

“I have informed paper men, ‘I was
not called to testify. If I wasn’t fit to
testify I am not fit to make a public
statement.” I shall write my version of
this fight, it will remain in seclusion
with access to no one, until I see fit to
write it in a book.

December 10, 1881

“This is my construction of the fight,
it concurs with no newspaper account I
have read nor with any other witness I
have discussed it with.

“About 1:30 PM on October 26th, 1881
I was busy in the stable when I saw Ike
and Billy Clanton, Tom and Frank Mec-
Laury, later joined by Billy Claiborne,
who wanted to be known as “Billy The
Kid” but didn’t live long enough to ac-
complish this. They all stopped near the
entrance and talked, several times drunk
from a bottle.

“I sincerely believe that if John Behan
had not came and talked to them at least
two of them would have left, as was
their original intention. He delayed them
several minutes by his talk, which I
heard nothing of.

“I also believe, and I have discussed
this with Wyatt, that he unwittingly
caused this fight by not having his pistol
in a holster instead of in his pocket, all
of these men knew how swiftly Wyatt
could bring a gun into action from a
holster, and I doubt that any of them
would have tried him.

“Behan walked out after his talk, then
came back and I heard him say, ‘you
men had better scatter, the Earps and
Doc are on their way here.

“The outlaws spread out and waited,
Frank inside nearer the stable, Billy and
Ike Clanton, Billy Claiborne, last and
next to the street Tom McLaury.

“Wyatt came in first wearing a long

coat with no visible weapon. Next brother
Virgil, Morgan, last Doc. They stopped
in front of the outlaws. One of the law-
men said, ‘you men are under arrest,
hand over your guns.’ I believe they
fully intended to submit to arrest, they
slowly drew their guns, they knew a
fast move might invite disaster. Here
they stood four outlaws with guns in
their hands, against four lawmen. I refer
to Doc as a lawman, although I don’t
think he fit. All lawmen [were] empty
handed except Doc who held a shot-gun.
Tom McLaury at this time was not
armed.

“As Frank surveyed the situation,
noting that Wyatt had no gun within
easy reach, on the spur of the moment
decided to fight it out. He raised his gun
and fired, I know Frank to be a good
shot, but facing a man such as Wyatt
unnerved him to the extent that he
missed at ten feet. Before Frank could
get off another shot, Wyatt unable to
clear his weapon, fired through his coat,
he didn’t want Frank to fire again. Frank
dropped his gun, grabbed his stomach
with both hands and fell headlong al-
most at Wyatt’s feet. I saw later he had
been hit about centerway of his stomach.

“Then Billy Clanton fired and missed;
Wyatt told me later when Billy fired he
felt the bullet pass his ear. It was that
close. By now Wyatt had his gun clear,
he raised it at arm’s length taking good
aim, he wanted Billy Clanton. When he
fired I saw Billy stagger but he didn’t
fall, he kept trying to make the street.
I saw later Wyatt’s bullet had struck him
beneath his right arm.

“I saw Ike Clanton run out behind Doc,
who tried to bring his shot-gun into
play, it became fouled in his coat, caus-
ing Tke to put on a burst of speed that
a stag hound would have envied. Doc
said later, ‘If I hadn’t fouled that shot-
gun, I’d have killed that dirty bastard.’

“I saw Billy Clairborne run out; as he
passed Tom McLaury he handed him his
revolver. About this time Tom fell to a
sitting position, and remained so until he

A funeral procession in Tombstone around 1882.

Wivhe o

True West



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

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

still learning!

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

Big Promotion!

duction line ahead of 4 others
and got a good pay ralse
W. A., Wisc. 2

ALL 4 FREE!

Rush Coupon

sssmsmass American Course in Drafting.

® when you train at home with NASD for a

HIGH PAY JOB IN DRAFTING!

RUSH cOUPON FOR FREE KIT...

Mail coupon today for FREE ‘‘DRAFTING 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
| was promoted from the pro- sent FREE and WITHOUT OBLIGATION. Write today!

GEESNESSRENENEENUEPEENREEEREsERERNED BEEsEnNEES
» North American School of Drafting, Dept. 11032
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

STATE ZIP.

m -study program in association with Cleveland Engineering Inst,
USRS T e SN AESEEENNSNREES RN E0E

fired at Doc, who flinched and brought
his gun into play against Tom; he fired
twice, both shots striking Tom about
the same place. It sickened me when I
looked at Tom, his stomach was layed
open with protruding intestines.

“Doc threw his shotgun down; pulling
his revolver he fired almost point blank
at Billy Clanton, who, when struck by
Doc’s bullet, dropped his revolver and fell
to the street. Poor Mr. Fly, the photog-
rapher excited beyond words ran and
picked up fallen Billy’s gun. Doc yelled
at him to drop it or he’d put a bullet in
him.

“The fight was over in seconds, three
men had been blasted to hell, three men
dead or dying. A taxi picked up the two
wounded Earps and carried them home,
neither being badly wounded.

“Doc and Wyatt loaded and reloaded
immediately to be ready for any friend
of the outlaws who might decide to take
up the fight; none did, the sight of three
dead or dying men in the street had the
desired effect, causing them to turn and
walk away.

“Behan ran in and feebly advised Doc
and Wyatt they were under arrest. They
completely ignored him. .

“The court decided in favor of the law-
men, they were perfectly within their
rights as lawmen.

December 30, 1881
“People wondered when the next killing
would come; yesterday evening at about
11 PM it came, Virgil Earp being wound-
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ed as he crossed 6th and Allen streets.
Virgil was not killed but wounded, his
arm was shattered and he received a
body wound, the body wound is not of
a real serious nature but he’ll never
have the use of his arm again.

March 21, 1882

“Yesterday Wyatt and his brother
Morgan were playing pool in Hatch and
Campbell’s pool parlor, shots were fired
from the darkness through the back
windows striking Morgan wounding him
mortally, he died a few minutes later.
Wyatt ran into the alleyway and located
a sot sleeping off a jag in a dry goods
box. Brought inside and after a couple
of drinks, he named three men he saw
running from the scene.

March 23, 1882

“Wyatt and Doc Holliday loaded Mor-
gan’s body and his wounded brother on
a train for Calif. The two accompanied
the train to Tucson. Arriving after dark,
Doc went into the depot to check for
skulkers. Wyatt stood outside the train
holding a shotgun; he saw the figure of
Ike Clanton dart across the track, he
would have shot Ike but taken by surprise
he lacked time. Then Frank Stilwell
darted across in the light of the head-
lamp. Wyatt shot him and he fell inside
the two rails, Wyatt shot him again to
make sure he would never shoot another
person in the back. I got this story from
Doc when they returned to Tombstone.
Doc said he would gladly have killed

Stilwell had the opportunity arose in his
favor.

“Behan immediately swore out war-
rants for Wyatt and Doc for killing his
friend. Wyatt and Doc were in the desert
searching for Curley Bill and Pete
Spence, and Behan followed at a safe
distance. Behan’s posse consisted of sev-
eral known outlaws, and ranchers re-

fused to feed them and take care of their

horses.

“When their efforts had been exhausted
they returned to Tombstone, and in the
presence of Behan and several outlaws
made preparations to leave. I fetched
their horses to the hotel. They mounted,
wishing me luck and I did the same to
them; they rode slowly down the street
after being joined by two other heavily
armed men. No one attempted to stop
them, they ignored the warrants for
them.

March 14, 1882
“A Mezxican boy came into the stable
and told me of Wyatt killing Indian

Charley and Curley Bill. He lived near

Indian springs, which has several differ-
ent names. Wyatt had befriended this
boy’s family so to return a favor when
he saw Wyatt and his bunch approaching
the spring he told Wyatt of Curley Bill
being there with several others.

“Wyatt and Doc dismounted and walked
in on foot; fearful that too many would
alert the outlaws he bid them remain
behind. Hidden by the sand ridges they
came to within about ten yards. Some of
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the outlaws were asleep; some were play-
ing cards on a blanket. Bill was sitting
down Indian fashion when Wyatt called
to him. Bill grabbed his rifle, Wyatt
shot him before he could get to his
feet, once in the head and again in the
body. Doc fired at the others with a
revolver and they scattered.

“They mounted and rode off leaving
Bill for the varmints. The Mexican boy
said he didn’t see, Wyatt kill Indian
Charley but his 'folks helped with
Charley’s burial. Charley’s people said
Wyatt killed him. The slate was clean
except Pete Spence who left in a hurry
and was killed by a deputy sheriff. Mor-
gan had been avenged.

“I talked with one of Bill’s riders who

~ said Wyatt killed Bill; they returned and
buried him that same evening.

May 1, 1882

“Buckskin Frank Leslie killed Billy
Claiborne, the OK Corral coward who
wanted to be known as Billy The Kid
but failed to live that long. Then Frank
killed a man over the man’s wife, in
both cases he was not held. But when he
wounded another man and killed the
man’s lady friend he went to prison for
life. )

“Buckskin Frank Leslie was not an
outlaw but a killer who the outlaws
shunned, and Frank wisely stayed away
from the Earps and Doc.

“Buckskin Frank was accused of kill-
ing John Ringo, which he denied and
was not held. I know who killed Ringo
and because I considered it good riddance
I told no one, I had been told in strictest
confidence.

“Coyote Smith, a man who had killed
at least one hundred men, counting In-
dians, and the strangest character of
the frontier, one day told me, as I was
the only friend he claimed, that he hated
Ringo and wanted to kill him. He saw
Buckskin Frank and Ringo dismount
near his home, sit in the shade of a
tree and drink from a bottle. With rifle
in hand he watched until Ringo removed
his boots, and layed back against the tree
to sleep. Buckskin Frank rode off leav-
ing Ringo alone. He crept close but be-
fore he had the chance to shoot, Doc
Holliday rode up, stopped, looked around,
shot Ringo twice and rode off. He said
he had nothing against Doc or he’d have
killed him for spoiling his chance to get
even with Ringo.

“After Doc left he went to Ringo; he’d
been shot twice in the head, and he
left him as he was, sorry that he hadn’t
done the job himself.”

[Author’s note: Coyote Smith was later
tried for murder and acquitted. He left
Tombstone for good and died in St. Jo,
Missouri in 1915.]

Queen of the Jingle-Bob
(Continued from page 16)
only to further her education but to
furnish her the companionship so lack-
ing at the ranch.

By 1874 young William Robert (pro-
nounced with a long o), born in Preetz,
Holstein, Germany, well-educated, and
not long in this country, had become
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associated with A. Nelson, a mercantile

firm in Anton Chico. Eventually Miss
Sallie and Robert met, fell in love, and
after about two years were married, prob-
ably in 1880. They located at South
Spring, where Robert had become hook-
keeper and officer in the Jingle-bob
Land and Livestock Company. In the
years which followed, the young couple
had two sons, John and Fred.

During Miss Sallie’s absence from
South Spring the spacious new ranch-
house promised by her Uncle John had
been nearing completion some 400 yards
south of the old Square House. It was
called the Long House because it was
built with four rooms in a row on each
side of an open porch. An acequia
(ditch) from South Spring River which
furnished fresh water and, it is said,
fish, ran under the porch. Long verandas,
across both front and back, provided
shade any hour of the day. Eventually
there were tall cottonwoods around the
house and grass and rosebushes in the
yard. The house had a wooden roof, glass
windows, hardwood floors and carpets,
rarities for that time. Expensive furnish-
ings were hauled from the railroad 200
miles away in a covered wagon drawn
by a six-yoke team of oxen.

For his cowboys, Chisum built a special
room at the back for dances, saying he
did not intend to have his new Axmin-
sters “all beat up by their hoofs.” The
Chisum hospitality was well known. All
were welcome, and according to the
tradition of the West no questions were
ever asked, never a penny was received
for lodging, and no one ever left hungry.

Miss Sallie often acted as her uncle’s
hostess because he was a bachelor. She
had endeared herself to his cowboys ever
since they had recognized her pluck at
their first meeting at Horsehead Cross-
ing on her journey to the ranch. It was
inevitable that she become known as
“Queen of the Jingle-bobh.” \

ER TITLE was threatened once by

the Widow McSween, a beautiful and
educated lady whose husband, Alexander
McSween. had lost his life in the Lincoln
County War. He had done some work
as an attorney for Chisum, so after his
death Chisum decided to remunerate his
widow with 200 of his choicest heifers.
Miss Sallie never forgot the care with
which her uncle selected the heifers to be
sure that there was not an off-color or
serub in the bunch. Tt took five days to
drive them to Lincoln, or a place nearby,
where he planned to deliver them to
Mrs. MeSween. '

When Chisum was about to arrive at
his destination he put on his best clothes,
his shop-made boots, and his Stetson
hat, and prepared to meet her. Riding
along together, he was giving her the
benefit of his knowledge regarding the
raising of cattle when she asked his
permission to use the Jingle-bob earmark
on the increase. Musing for some seconds,
he agreed to her request with the pro-
vision that sometime in the future they
would merge their herds—which was
supposed to be his subtle way of pro-
posing: marriage to her. She never had
an opportunity to answer as just at that
instant a Jingle-bob cowpuncher rode

up on a horse covered with sweat to
tell Chisum he was on the trail of some
stolen cattle. At this news, Chisum
whirled his horse abruptly and took off
with the cowboy on the trail toward the
Mescalero reservation. Apparently he
and Mrs. McSween never saw each other
again,

Chisum’s dealings had prospered in
spite of marauding Indians and cattle-
rustling neighbors. His brands, the Long
Rail or the “U” on the shoulder, and
finally the unique Jingle-bob marking
(one part of the ear slit so it would
fall down and bob, making it practically
impossible to alter), were carried by an
estimated 80,000 head of cattle. Chisum
became known as the “Cattle Baron.”
His outfit trailed cattle from the Pecos
range to Fort Sumner, to the Mescalero
Indian reservation in New Mexico, to the
Apache at San Carlos, Arizona, and to
the railhead at Fort Dodge, Kansas. A
far cry from the young boy who had
picked cotton for a living in his early
years in Tennessee.

While Chisum’s interests lay in ex-
tending his vast cattle ranges and in-
creasing his herds, the coming of his
brother James marked the beginning of
agricultural development in the Pecos
Valley. Cornfields transformed the salt-
grass in the irrigable meadows along
Spring River. Cottonwoods were set out
along ditchbanks. What was to become
“Chisum’s big orchard” came into bear-
ing in a few years. The Chisum Apple
became famous.

WITH THE PASSING of the years,

Chisum’s empire of a one-hundred-
mile square of grasslands began to crum-
ble due to encroachment of nesters,
menacing Indians, and the failure of the
government to renew his contracts. His
cattle interests were badly neglected dur-
ing the Lincoln County trouble into which
he had been drawn through no fault of
his own. Cattle rustlers made the most
of their opportunity to increase their
herds with the Jingle-bob mavericks. In
addition, Chisum’s health began failing,
and after a lingering illness he passed
away in 1884.

In the years following his death, the
Jingle-bob Land and Livestock Company
was dissolved and the estate disposed of.
It developed that there were many cred-
itors, so although the bulk of Chisum’s
estate was left to his niece, Sallie, ac-
tually little was left after settlements
due to litigation were made.

Of necessity Miss Sallie and her hus-

‘band were forced to seek a new life and

a new home. Her thoughts turned to
Chisum Spring, which she had been able
to salvage. This spring had been spotted
by John Chisum on his drives up the
Pecos, and he often used it as a water-
ing and resting place. It had been used
by other outfits and the “Chisum people”
had acquired the holdings in the late
1880s, causing it to be known as Chisum
Spring Camp. The spring, a natural out-
cropping of the underlying artesian flow,
was located on Eagle Draw, about forty
miles south of South Spring. There Miss
Sallie settled with her two small boys
and her father in 1889. She started put-
ting up good improvements, and in 1890
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she filed her claim—Number 100—for
a homestead adjacent to Eagle Draw.
The watercress-filled spring, frequented
as a drinking place for large coveys of
quail and game, continued to flow, and
the willow trees stood around it for many
years. Later, as artesian wells were
drilled to promote agriculture in the area,
the water level receded until not a trace
of the spring remained.

ROBERT may have accompanied Miss

Sallie when she moved to Chisum
Spring. If so, he remained only a
short time. Just how great a part “in-
compatability of temperaments” played
is uncertain, but there was soon a definite
separation, followed by divorce. Robert
located in Kansas where he sucessfully
established himself in business. He later
returned across the seas and made his
home in Italy. Although estranged from
his family, Robert maintained his con-
cern for his sons. With local schools un-
available, he sent them to Germany to
be educated, according to information
given to this writer by William L.
Robert, a grandson.

James Chisum was soon engaged in
raising goats, but this operation was
never enthusiastically supported by Mrs.
Robert, who retained her loyalty to cattle.
However, they continued to make their
home together until his death in 1908. He
was buried in the local cemetery.

Mrs. Robert’s Chisum pluck and de-
termination led her into many and varied
activities. She continued to raise cattle
and it is said she used the Jingle-bob
marking, which truly made her Queen of
the Jingle-bob. Her home, situated at
the crossroads of the Carlsbad-Roswell
stage route and the mail route via Seven
Rivers, Hope and Tularosa, became a
semi-hotel where “lunch and other re-
freshments in equipment and horse-
power” [sic] were available. Once, sixty
homesteaders spent the night on her
grounds preparatory to staking out their
claims the next day.

With the coming in 1894 of the Pecos
Valley Railway (later part of the Santa
Fe system) a stop close to the Robert
ranch was called Miller. The name was
taken from that of Jeff N. Miller who
was engineer in charge of construction.
An impromptu ceremony naming it took
place one day after the track had been
laid to this halfway point between Carls-
bad and Roswell. Miller and his wife
rode the worktrain up from Carlsbad
where a stage from Roswell met them.
Following a suggestion that the spot
be christened, a bottle was found and
filled with water from the Robert spring,
whereupon Mrs. Miller, standing on the
axle of the stage with bottle in hand,
performed the act. Because a siding used
for loading cattle and picking up wood
and water was built there it was often
referred to as Miller Siding or Miller
Switch.

During that same year a cloudburst
caused Old Eagle to ‘“come down,” an
event which took place frequently in times
of torrential rains. When the wall of
water reached Mrs. Robert’s home, the
adobe walls disintegrated rapidly and
the house and its contents were washed
away in a few moments. Undaunted, Mrs.

Roberts immediately sent to Carlsbad
for materials to replace her home. She
rebuilt on the same spot, but this time
the house was made of lumber.

SOON AFTER the completion of the

railroad north to Amarillo, Texas, in
the latter part of the 1890s, there was a
short-lived boom and with it came a
promoter by the name of Stegman, whom
Mrs. Robert married. On May 19, 1899,
a warmly welcomed post office was
opened in one of the buildings with Mrs.
Sallie L. Stegman as postmaster. The
first day, sales amounted to fifty stamps.
Previous to the establishment of this
post office, mail service had necessitated
a trip to Seven Rivers, twenty miles
south, or to Hope, twenty miles west. The
post office was called Stegman until 1905
when that name and that of the railroad
stop, Miller, were dropped and the name
Artesia adopted for both, as it was con-
sidered more appropriate because of the
newly developing artesian field which
was to play such an important part in
the growth of the Pecos Valley.

In the fall of 1890 Sallie Robert had
put down a well 124 feet deep to supply
water for domestic use. Because the well
flowed naturally, John Richey, a Kan-
san who had taken up a desert claim in
1896 about six miles north of Mrs.
Robert, visualized the possibility of fu-
ture artesian development. He organized
a company to drill a deep well. It was
drilled in 1901 on a Dr. Breman’s land,
and flowing water was found at 972
feet. It became apparent that the arte-
sian supply was sufficient to irrigate
and on a large scale for agricultural
purposes. Many wells were drilled and
the little village grew rapidly. Two
townsite companies jointly put down a
well on Robert property and brought in
a gusher which assured the necessary
water for the increasing population in
the village.

Mrs. Robert, as she was again known
after a separation from her second hus-
band, kept a diary for many years. It is
filled with simple, homely acts of her
everyday life—friends and neighbors
visited or visiting, shopping, church meet-
ings, and a poignant reference to the
death of her beloved father, James.

Many are the stories of her kindness
to those in need. One concerned Mrs.
Joe Clayton, a member of a pioneer Ar-
tesia family and a neighbor of Mrs.
Robert. She and her husband lived in a
tiny one-room cabin with only a dirt
floor. With a kindred feeling for the
motherless young woman, Mrs. Robert
befriended her in many ways. When the
first baby came, Mrs. Robert moved into
the Clayton home to care for the mother
and babe. “She was one of the kindest
people I have ever known,” Mrs. Clayton
said, and added, “She had an open heart
and an open door for any who came
her way.”

Recalling his life in the Robert home,
Frank Hitchcock, whom Mrs. Robert
reared, expressed his feelings toward
her by pronouncing, “She was an angel.”

If the occasion demanded she could be
stern and unyielding. One time a tramp
came by, seeking shelter. Mrs. Robert
told him he could stay if he would clean
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her henhouse. The next morning after
breakfast he said he guessed he would
be on his way. Quickly Mrs. Robert
reached behind a door and produced a
rifle, saying, “Over there is a shovel, now
go and clean that henhouse.” There was
no further argument.

She could ride like a man. Mr. Gilbert,
in whose home she stayed that night on
her way to South Spring, and whose
family had become her close friends,
used to like to tell of her bravery. He
recalled that she would get her rifle and
ride along with the men when they went
to chase Indians who had been stealing
their cattle and horses. If shorthanded at
branding time, Mrs. Robert could make
a hand herself and rope and brand the
calves.

Contemporary to Miss Sallie, Billy
the Kid had arrived in southeastern New
Mexico during the year 1877. His many
escapades brought him notoriety but not
glory. Because John Chisum’s hospital-
ity extended to all, the Kid stayed at
South Spring a number of times. Al-
though he sided with Chisum in the
Lincoln County War, it was not true
that he ever was in Chisum’s employ, as
sometimes was asserted.

Like every one of Chisum’s cowboys
who claimed Miss Sallie as his sweet-
heart, so did the Kid, who was attracted
to her not only because of her beauty
but also because of her bravery.

On July 4, 1878, the Kid had taken
refuge at the ranch and the Murphy
(or Seven Rivers) gang had trailed him

there. Bullets flew as his pursuers at-
tempted to shoot it out. Miss Sallie was

laundering her best linens at the time,

and the Kid called out a warning: “Look
out, Miss Sallie, get to cover!” Plang!
A bullet whizzed past her head and put
a hole through her wash-pot. When re-
lating the incident, Mrs. Robert expressed
sympathy for this young man who could
be so well-mannered but was so mis-
guided.

Mrs. Robert lived to see a prosperous
town develop to include her ranch head-
quarters and additional land she had pur-
chased. She sold her property, which was
to be divided into town lots, for $125 an
acre. Thus she received a gratifying re-
turn as a reward for her early labors
and close application to her interests.

Having disposed of her property by
1919,  Mrs. Robert went to California.
After a year or so she returned to New
Mexico to make her home in Roswell, the
little city which had grown up a few miles
north of South Spring. She opened the
Sparks Hotel and operated it for a time.
In the Pioneer Parade during the Cot-
ton Carnival in October 1924, Mrs. Rob-
ert rode on a pony side-saddle, with
her little grandson behind her and a
large doll in her arms to represent a
baby, to show how pioneer women
traveled. She wore the typical sunbonnet
and dress of pioneer days. A banner
which she carried bore the date “1877,”
the year of her arrival in New Mexico.

Mrs. Robert died in 1934. She was
buried in South Park Cemetery. The

Queen of the Jingle-bob will always be
remembered for her successful ranch
and business dealings. But this many-
faceted woman was appreciated by those
who knew her best for her acts as a
warmhearted neighbor and as an ever
ready source of comfort in time of
trouble. g

The Lost Wilson Mine
(Continued from page 21)

vinced the rest of the party that they
should look for this stream in the un-
known and unexplored region over the
mountain range northeast of old Fort
Boise. Here Mr. Splawn’s literary talent
is given full rein. He describes an en-
counter with a band of hostile Indians.
He mentions their Chief wore a tall silk
hat, no doubt taken from some hapless
emigrant. However, after putting on a
show of bravado, the party was allowed
to proceed. They reached a basin sur-
rounded by tall mountains. In a large
stream placer gold was found in quan-
tity and grew richer as they prospected
upstream toward the headwaters. The
third day Grimes was ambushed by the
Indians and killed by a blast of gunfire.
After burying Grimes in a prospect hole
and naming the stream Grimes Creek,
the party left for Walla Walla to obtain
equipment, supplies, and reinforcements.

THERE IS CONSIDERABLE specula-
tion as to whether Grimes was killed
by Indians or in a dispute over a claim
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with some member of his own party. In
any event the reinforced party from
Walla Walla arrived back in the basin
October 10, 1862. Feverish activity in
placer mining all of the streams in the
Boise Basin followed. The mining camps
of Centerville, Hogum (later renamed
Pioneerville), Placerville, Granite, Ban-
nock City (renamed Idaho City), became
the centers of activity. One estimate of
gold taken from the basin between 1862
and 1869 was $900 million. However a
more reasonable estimate is approximate-
ly $300 million. We were told by an
old pioneer that many of the claims paid
their owners five to six hundred dollars
an average working day. Others that
yielded less than fifty dollars were aban-
doned for better ground. In this search
for more productive sites, the remains of
George Grimes were uncovered and re-
buried three times, finally being interred
above Pioneerville near the summit of
Grimes Pass.

When we came upon the scene in
1953, the mining camps of the basin were
little more than ghost towns. Placerville
had a population of about fifteen per-
manent residents plus a couple of dozen
families like ourselves who had pur-
chased the old homes which were still
standing. A club had been formed and
named the Boise Basin Boosters Society
for the purpose of getting everyone ac-
quainted as well as the prime objective
of protecting and preserving old histor-
ical landmarks. One of the first tasks
was to improve and beautify the old
pioneer cemetery and to replace many
of the faded and missing markers.

At one of these early meetings, the
chairman asked for assistance in identi-
fying the names of those buried in cer-
tain plots in which the markers had dis-
appeared or had become faded and illeg-

Y

ible on the dim and rotten wooden slabs.
These were to be replaced with bronze
plaques set in concrete.

My curiosity had been whetted con-
siderably by one grave which was bor-
dered by four pine trees. The old wooden
marker had fallen over and after much
study it was determined the insecription
read: “The Fiddlers Murdered on Ophir
Creek.” I raised the question if this
marker was to be replaced and if so why
the names of the victims could not be
included on the new marker. This ques-
tion was followed by a dead silence after
which the chairman remarked, “Since no
one seems to know the answer we will
have to pass on to other business—but
ves, the wooden marker will be re-
placed.”

As the years passed, my friendship
deepened with many of the elderly cit-
izens of the Basin whose parents were
among the first settlers in the mining
camps. I should like to mention many of
their names since without exception they
merit tremendous admiration and re-
spect. For the purpose, however, of quick-
ly getting to the story of our lost bonanza
we will mention only one, Mrs. Edna
Gallup.

Mrs. Gallup lived in a fine old house
located a few doors from ours on Granite
Street. When we first became acquainted
she was in her eighties, yet her mind
and wit were as sharp as a twenty-year-
old’s. She was very active, living the year
around in Placerville and even cutting
her own firewood and baking her own
bread. She and her husband George, who
had passed on some years back, had
operated the Mountain Chief Gold Mine,
an extensive hardrock operation which
had closed down prior to World War II.

My wife and I developed a deep affec-
tion for Edna Gallup, and it was our

The grave of George Grimes located in the pass named after him.
Courtesy Idaho Historical Society
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sustom to invite her to have the evening
neal with us when we were staying in
Placerville. She knew mining, and it
was always thrilling to listen to her ac-
sounts of the early happenings in the
Basin. Much to my chagrin she preferred
talking about current events rather than
reminiscing over the past, so it was
rather infrequently that we were able to
channel the conversation around to the
wild and woolly gold rush days in Boise
Basin.

A day or two after Edna had cele-
brated her ninety-first birthday she
stopped me as I was passing her home
and remarked, “If you will go out and
catch a nice mess of trout and invite
me over this evening for a fish fry, I
will open my safe and get some speci-
mens to show you.”

After assuring her this was a deal, I
hastily grabbed a handful of lures and
a spinning outfit and headed for a
favorite spot on the South Fork of the
Payette River. That afternoon the fish
were very cooperative and I was back in
a couple of hours with a nice limit. True
to her word, Edna came over that eve-
ning with a large sample case. After
dinner and dishes were taken care of,
Edna opened the case and displayed
numerous gold nuggets and samples of
high-grade ore which far outclassed any-
thing I had ever seen. As she lifted the
last sample, a large piece wrapped in
a velvet cloth, she remarked, “I may
not be around for any more birthdays,
so I am going to show you this and tell
you about the three fiddlers if you prom-
ise not to talk or write about it until
after I'm gone.” We agreed and were
shown the sample which consisted of a
large piece of rotten and crumbling
quartz which was woven through with a
fantastic amount of shining wire gold.
The following is Edna Gallup’s story as
accurately as I can recall it:

RAY FATHER’S name was Henry
§ Asheroft. John Hailey had started
running saddle trains to the basin, and
my father came here with Tom Hem-
stock, George Wilson, and three other
men on one of these outfits. They arrived
in Placerville on June 21, 1863. Large
numbers of miners were streaming into
the Basin. They came from Pierce, Elk
City and other camps in the Panhandle,
and many others came from California.
Not all of these men came to mine. Some
of them were robbers, horse thieves and
gamblers.

“Tom Hemstock and my father helped
George Wilson build a cabin up along
Granite Creek. Mr. Wilson was different
than most of the others in the Basin. He
was a first rate geologist. Instead of
spending his - time placering in the
streams, he would be gone for days at a
time studying the rock formations and
making notes. The winter of 1863-64 was
mild without much snow. Most of the
miners, though, quit working their claims
and spent most of their time swapping
yarns in the Washoe and Magnolia
saloons. George Wilson was not among
them. In fact, my father did not see
him until spring when one evening he
came to my father’s place in a high
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 state of excitement. He gave him this

sample you have just seen, and told my
father he had found an outcropping of
this ore along with the main body which
was contained in an extensive ledge close
to the surface, and not over five miles
from here.

“After moving a couple of hundred
pounds to his cabin, he had carefully
covered over all signs of his discovery
and returned to his cabin to leisurely
extract the gold from the rock. This was
done with a crude set-up for hand-
crushing the rock and picking out the
gold with his jackknife. My father esti-
mated that he had succeeded in accumu-
lating about ten thousand dollars in raw
gold that he was carrying in his saddle
bags.

“Mr. Wilson realized that to disclose
his find would be disastrous, and after
talking it over with my father, who was
the only one he could trust, it was de-
cided he would go into Boise City and
cash in the raw gold for gold coins. With
this capital he could hire help in erecting
a stockade around his claim, hire guards,
and buy equipment for processing the
ore. My father insisted that Wilson was
not to disclose the exact location to him
or anyone else until these arrangements
were taken care of. Wilson then left for
Boise the following morning in com-
pany with several men who were return-
ing with empty freight wagons.

“THERE USED TO BE a large hotel
across the road and down the hill

-

from this house. The following Saturday
night a big dance was held there, and
two real good musicians had been hired
from Centerville to furnish the musie.
Their names were Fred Cursons, a .
young Englishman who played the violin,
and Larry Moulton who played the banjo
and guitar. The dance was a big success
and did not end until almost daybreak.

“About sunrise, Mr. Tucker was on
his way to his claim when he heard a
number of shots coming from the vicinity
of Ophir Creek. Going over to investi-
gate, he found the body of George Wil-
son lying in the roadway. Nearby were
his saddle bags—empty. Mr. Tucker hur-
ried to town and awakened Sheriff Mal-
oney who quickly organized a posse and
returned to the scene. About fifty yards
from the road they found the bodies of
Cursons and Moulton—shot through the
back. They evidently were walking back
to their cabin at Centerville when they
happened to witness the murder and
robbery of Wilson. When they tried to
run for cover in the brush they were
shot in the back.

“Everyone was aroused over these
brutal murders and a posse of over 600
men was soon combing the woods for
suspects. This did more harm than good
since any tracks or clues were probably
wiped out. A few days later three sus-
pects were picked up in Centerville. They
had been buying drinks for the house at
Matt Sooney’s saloon and paying the bill
with new twenty-dollar gold pieces. Their
names were Williams, Elwood, and Kim-
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ball although these were probably not
their real names. They each had a few
gold pieces on them but a search of their
cabin and belongings failed to turn up
the bulk of the loot. It is probably buried
somewhere between Ophir Creek and Old
Centerville.

- “The first court of law in the terri-
tory had been set up in Placerville. The
presiding judge was Judge Calloway,
who happened to be on a business trip
to Boise City when the men were brought
in. The miners were all for hanging
them on the spot, and it took a lot of
persuasion from the sheriff to prevent
a lynching.

“At the trial it was brought out that
George Wilson had over ten thousand
dollars in gold coins when he left Boise
for his return trip. He made the trip at
night, but without doubt the murderers
learned of the cashing in of his winter
cleanup in Boise and raced ahead to
ambush him at the lonely spot on Ophir
Creek. The evidence was all circum-
stantial and the judge directed a verdict
of acquittal for lack of evidence. The
vigilantes, however, did not share the
opinion of the men’s innocence, and it
is rumored the suspects were escorted
into the mountains and were never seen
again.”

Mrs. Gallup lived to enjoy her ninety-
fifth birthday in 1967 and died the fol-
lowing December. Her story indicates
there is not only a lost mine, but a
treasure in gold coins buried somewhere
along the hillsides between Placerville
and Centerville. Subsequent research of
the old newspaper files of the Boise
Statesmen newspaper substantiates the
apprehension and release of the suspects.
I believe the story is true beyond any
doubt and that Wilson’s lost ledge is at
a fairly high elevation on one of the
mountain slopes north of Gold Hill in
Quartzburg,

If you decide to look for it—good
luck. You will find us there also.

Clean-up of Laramie in ’68
(Continued from page 27)
you call on me, I won’t return.’

“I went up the road about eighteen
miles and gets a contract pressing hay.
A week later a beggin’ letter comes for
me to go back. At the end of two weeks
I got two more which I tore up. A few
days later and a feller on horseback
comes to my cabin with a message from
the chief of the vigilantes.

“‘Friend Bill, he writes, ‘if you want
recompense for all your sufferin’s come
. to Laramie tomorrow at six o’clock. A
trainload of vigilantes is comin’ to make
this a moral town.’

“T went down to see the festivities.
‘’'m under oath, Bill, the chief of the
vigilantes tells me when I ask him the
next day about the plan, ‘but there’s 600
men coming on the train.’

“He wants to give me a gun, sayin’
one’s not enough, but I tells him they
drove me out of camp onct an’ I won’t
take no part in the doin’s.

“That evening about 6:30 while I'm
at the depot, a train comes slipping
along with no whistles blowin’ and lights
all out. Out from the town a little ways
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Courtesy Wyoming State Archives & Historical Department

Ox team in Laramie, Wyoming in the 1880s.

men begin to drop off in twos and threes,
all armed. More gets off where I am. In
about five minutes a chain picket is
thrown around Laramie and the shootin’
begins.

“In big bunches the vigilantes went
from gambling hall to dance hall. Local
members p’int out the bad uns. Poker
tables are left with dead men holdin’
cards, and faro dealers is killed with
their pockets bulgin’ with money which
they stuffed in when they heard the
racket. Pretty soon the pickets begin
firin’—drivin’ back pore devils who tried
to get out of town.

“Some of those vigilantes were as bad
as the men they killed. In the dance
halls they shot some of the women who
were on the stage. Killed ’em out of pure
deviltry. Say, did you ever hear of them
rabbit drives in Washington? Well, they
had a ‘man drive’ in Laramie that night.

“I WAS WITH a gang that went into
one joint where they found the lead-
er of the toughs, Warner—he was driven
out of Helena by the vigilantes and came
to Laramie. He spots me and sings out,
‘Save me Bill—save me Bill-—and I’ll
go back to St. Joe and look after my wife
and kids.” Just then the guns begin to
spit and he keels over with a gurgle.
“‘Who'’s Bill?’ asks the vigilantes, get-
ting ready to shoot. I keeps still. I
wouldn’t have saved Warner no way.

“You see this?”’ He pulled off his hat
and disclosed a long scar where the
hair and part of the scalp had been
chiseled away. “He gave me this when I
arrested him one time.”

Carr paused for a moment as though
recalling something special. “Big Steve,
we called him,” he resumed in a softer
tone. “He was a big-hearted fellow. Al-
ways smilin’ and jokin’ and lendin’ his
money to poor people. There was a kid, I
remember, who was slowly dyin’. He’d
watch the trains goin’ east every day.
Steve was at the station once when he
caught the boy brushing away his tears.

“The kid was pinin’ for home. Steve
finds out where his home is, buys him a

ticket, and gives him fifty dollars. Then
he hurries away.

“I told him if he didn’t break away
from the crowd he was trailin’ with, the
vigilantes would get him some day. He
just laughs.

“‘That’s all right, Steve,’ I says. “You
think ’cause you’re on the square they
won’t tetch you. They’ll hang you too.
Well, you’ll die with your hoots on any-
way.’

“ ‘Bet you I don’t die with my boots on,’
he replies.

“When the slaughter begins that night
Steve must have remembered what I
told him. The gang sees him streakin’
into a shanty. When I got there they
was just takin’ him out.

“ ‘One minute, gentlemen,’ he pipes out
when he sees me at the door. He squatted
on the floor and yanked off his boots.
‘Let us proceed with this little drama
now,” he says as chipper as you please.
Steve died like a gentleman.”

The Cheyenne Daily Leader agrees
with Carr’s appraisal. In its issue of
October 20, 1868, it says: “Steve Young,
alias ‘Big Steve’ was suspended under
the following circumstances: after the
hanging of [Asa] Moore, Weiger
[Con Wager] and Bernard, Steve Young
was captured at Lawson’s ranch, about
nine miles from Laramie, brought into
town and ordered to leave by half-past
seven yesterday morning. He paid no at-
tion to this ‘“friendly notice’ but went to
the scene of the hanging and boldly de-
clared that no “strangling s-o-b” could
drive him out of town and defied any one
to molest him. Upon this about half a
dozen of the V C’s stepped up and told
him to ‘git’ or they would blow his brains
out on the spot. At this he left, but with
the determination to return again with
his friends to resist. He was followed
up and again told to leave within an
hour, but the infuriated man refused to
go and defied them all. Finding him thus
obstinate, the Vigilantes seized him,
dragged him to the foot of B street at the
railway track, where they hung him to a
telegraph pole. Hundreds of people had
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gathered to the scene of the execution,
but not one of them attempted to protest
or interfere. All this took place in open
daylight, with not one Vigilante masked
or in any way disguised, neither did
any one of the dread organization appear
to doubt in any way the propriety or
fear the consequences of this act.”

In another column of that same issue
the Leader stated: “The Vigilante or-
ganization of Laramie is said to number
about three hundred persons, consisting
principally of the business and railroad
men of the place. They are said to be
thoroughly organized and are taking
measures to raise a fund for three of
their members who were wounded, and
for the purpose of a permanent organi-
zation.”

The next day The Leader had two
small items on Laramie. “Several of the
rough gentry,” it announced, “who re-
cently were so unceremoniously hustled
out of Laramie, and come down here
[Cheyenne], have exercised a most ad-
mirable judgment. Last night a vehicle
was engaged by four of them, which con-
veyed them to the first station below
town, where they took the night freight
for eastern and safer fields to pursue
their peculiar style of earning a live-
lihood.”

Another item reported: “Steve Young
was forced aboard a train to leave Lara-
mie, but just as it got under way he
jumped off, determined not to be driven
away.”

“WHEN THE AFFAIR first began,”

Carr told me, “the vigilantes shot
their men first and then hanged them
afterward. This soon got tiresome and
they let ’em lie where they fell. When
mornin’ came there was hardly a pane
of glass left in town.

“Along about ten o’clock a train came
in with about 500 tie cutters and graders
who had some old scores to settle. They
was put on the ticket and the roundup
continued. An old man, whose son had
been killed in cold blood two months be-
fore by the thugs, was elected judge. A
big tripod was erected by the judge’s
stand. Then the work was divided reg-
ular.

“One gang of about fifteen was named
the ‘escorting party’ to take those fellows
out of town who were not bad enough to
hang. Another was the hangin’ outfit
which would have won the cakewalk in
the French Revolution. Gangs of fifty
were told to bring the toughs before the
judge. He was a stern old fellow, but I
don’t think he made any mistakes.

“Other camps have hung more men,
but not all at once and so suddenlike.
The news soon circulated and every few
minutes that day more men would come
ridin’ into Laramie. They was fresh to
the work and as the fellers that did
the work the night before played out, the
new fellers got busy.

“There wasn’t any jokin’ that day;
everybody was black and squally and
acted strange-like and offish. Sometimes
a man was found in the crowd around the
tripod who’d better been hid, and he was
taken up before the judge.

“Nearly all were cowards. Some faint-
ed and had to be held while the rope was

put around their necks, others beggec
and prayed—fellers that always cussec
religion. Bein’ only a spectator and takin
no active part in the proceedings,
couldn’t stand it all day and went of!
to the other part of town.

“Besides ‘Big Steve’ there was only
one other man who died game—Johnson
I believe his name was, a college chay
from Washington, D. C., and a superiol
kind of an individual. He was biled ir
poison and there wasn’t nothin’ he hadn’l
done. The night the doin’s started he was
crossin’ the street. Somebody fired al
him and he dropped. The vigilantes ran
up to him and was goin’ to hang him
right then, but seein’ other game decided
to wait. They took a thousand dollar bill
from him which he always carried in
the linin’ of his coat and left.

“He managed to crawl to his room and
stayed there all night. The next mornin’
he creeps to a saloon. ‘Give me a drink
and damn quick,” he tells the bartender,
looking over his shoulder and through
the door at the vigilantes who had spotted
him and headed his way. ‘The dogs will
soon be here to get in at the death.

“After that day Laramie was re-
formed. The vigilantes killed between
forty to sixty men and a couple of
women. Nobody ever found out just how
many were Killed in them two days, for
lots were never accounted for.”

Carr’s “pauperized obscurity” ended
March 5, 1911, when he died at age
sixty-nine at the Lewis and Clark poor
farm.

Lots of Excitement; Lots of Toil

(Continued from page 17)
trail, and pretty soon we saw a blanket
up in a mesquite tree. We found that
the body of the Indian who had been
shot was hanging in the blanket, the
other Indians having wrapped him up
in it with his beads, bow and arrows
and everything.

“During the Civil War most of the
men went off to fight, and left the slaves
and young boys at home to take care of
the folks. One evening a young fellow
came over to our place and wanted my
nephew and Mr. Duncan’s nephew to
go off somewhere with him. I wouldn’t
let the boys go.

“I said: ‘I don’t want you boys to go.
I’m kinder uneasy. I’ve been seeing cat-
tle running all day and the horses are
acting restless.’

“They still wanted to go, but I took
their horses away from them and turned
them loose. The boys went out to the
cowpen to milk, and the young fellow
who had come after them rode off.
Pretty soon I heard someone hollering
and I took my gun and went to see what
was the matter. I found that young man
all cut up by the Indians. They had
pulled him off his horse; pulled his
clothes off; then stabbed him in the
stomach three or four times with a knife.
I carried him to the house and got a
new blanket that belonged to a Mexican

.and laid the boy down on it. He only

lived three or four hours.

“ONE TIME at the close of the Civil
War a bunch of Indians made a raid

True West
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hrough that country, and about 200 men
ot together and went after them. We
inally saw some smoke coming up
hrough some trees in a valley, and we
mew the Indians were there.

“We rode up real close. Captain
Dwens gave me some horses to hold,
ind the men leveled their guns on the
ndian camp and fired. Quite a lot of
ndians were wounded and one of them
‘an straight by me. Tom Malone shot
ind killed him and three men ran over
0 scalp the dead Indians. When they
rot his scalp off they found they had
10 saddle pockets on their saddles to
»ut the secalp in.

“They gave it to me. I stared at it a
ninute then threw it on the ground.
[ said: ‘I don’t want no Indian scalp.’

“Captain Owens then tore off a piece
»f saddle blanket, wrapped the scalp
1p in it and took it home.

“While in that part of the country
;hose Indians killed Mr. Ketchum and
shen Mr. Rube Smith. When they killed
Kim Smith I had to go and haul his
»ody in. The soldiers came down from
Camp Verde once in a while to chase
;he Indians. When some people were
cilled where Moore Station now is, a
»unch of us went up there to bury them.
We had just started to dig a grave when
some men came by on the run and said
they had seen Indians.

“We got in a hurry and tried to dig
1 shallow grave right quick, but in a
‘ew minutes here came the Indians lick-
sty-brindle. We lit out as fast as we
rould go. Some of us were riding race
10rses, and some were mounted on old
scrub horses that could only run a mile
while we running two. One of our men,
Dr. Speed, was shot in the back when
we were running away.

“When we got to the ranch house Dr.
Speed said: ‘For God’s sake, cut this
sut of me.’ There were about twenty
men there, but they all were afraid
‘0 cut the arrow out because it might
rause him to bleed to death. I had a
knife with a razor-sharp blade and I
:ut the arrow out without any trouble.

“One time the Indians chased me to
she house and stopped on. a hill not
far off and stood there in plain sight.
[ put all the horses in the corral, then
10llered and told the Indians to come
ind get one. One of the Indians hollered
sack in three different languages—Eng-
ish, Spanish, and Indian—daring me to
rome and get their horses, but they fi-
1ally rode away.

“Not long after that I went to a ranch
ind recognized one of the ranch hands
1s being the Indian who had dared me
0 ‘get their horses. Golly I sure was
mad! He was one of those Kickapoo In-
lians from Mexico and was passing
himself off as a Mexican. I walked up
to him and sure told him plenty. I told
him if I ever caught him out anywhere
[ would fill his hide full of bullets. He
never batted an eye, and some of the
ranch hands told me to stop, that the
fellow couldn’t understand English. I
told him that the Indian could, and I
kept on calling that rascal names and
telling him I would kill him if I got a
thance.

Tanuary-February, 1971
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“When I stopped for a minute the
Indian suddenly said in perfect English:
‘My friend, will you please give me a
match?

“Not long afterwards that Indian was
working for Bud Walker. He and Mr.
Walker were riding along one day and
Mr. Walker had two saddlebags full of
money with him. The Indian rode close
to Mr. Walker and tried to kill him with
a knife, but Mr. Walker’s horse jumped
backward, then Mr. Walker shot the
fellow bhetween the eyes and killed him.

66 A T the close of the Civil War I was

set free and a year later I went
to Castroville and went to work for a
merchant by the name of John Vance.
District Judge George Noonan got Mr.
Vance to let me work for him breaking
wild horses and take care of his stock.
I worked for him a year then went to
hauling freight between San Antonio
and the coast.

“I hauled freight from Port Lavaca
and also Indianola, or Powderhorn as it
was called most of the time. I was in
Indianola in 1867 when the worst yel-
low fever epidemic in Texas hit that
town. The people died so fast they
couldn’t dig graves for them; they just
dug long trenches on the beach north
of town and buried them there. When
one ill with the fever began to spit black
they were done for. In some cases they
were put in boxes before they quit mov-
ing. Only people who had been living
there for a long time were affected.
Those from outside like myself weren’t
affected by the fever.

“When I was freighting, all freighters
had to guard against robbers and cow
skinners. We would make a corral each
night and put our oxen inside to keep
them safe. Cow skinners sure were bad
in those days. They would kill anybody’s
cattle just for their hides. I have seen
thousands of carcasses on the prairies
north of Yorktown where the skinners
had killed them.

“I once saw the bodies of three men
hanging from a tree where they had
been hanged by vigilantes when caught
killing cattle. One time those vigilantes
caught a man red-handed right in the
act of skinning their cows. They killed
him, then cut a cow’s paunch open and
stuck the man’s head inside, then put

up a sign warning other skinners that
they would be done the same way.

“I was the first deputy sheriff in
Medina County. You see, the first county
officials after the Civil War didn’t serve.
Some northern men came down from
Austin to install their own men in of-
fice. A man who had been a captain in
the northern army was district judge.
A man who had been a lieutenant was
district attorney. They finally appointed
Volentine Fulmer as sheriff, and ap-
pointed me as a deputy, saying that I
had to serve whether I wanted to or not,
as one of the deputies had to be a
colored man.

“] knew King Fisher real well. One
time some Mexicans stole some cattle
and took them across the river in
Mexico. King Fisher just went across
and killed the Mexicans. He was indicted
and brought to jail in Castroville. I
often took him cigars and drinks.

“T knew Ben Thompson real well. One
time when I was on Ben Duncan’s ranch
the Indians chased Ben Thompson to
the ranch, and while he was there he
laid on my bed to rest while I cooked
dinner for him and two companions.
I met Mr. Thompson in San Antonio
several times afterwards and he always
took me around and gave me a treat
of some kind.

“] knew John Wesley Hardin, too.
He was down in Bee and Karnes Coun-
ties and was mixed up in the fights
between the Taylors and the Suttons. I
knew Captain Bigfoot Wallace real well
and hunted Indians with him many
times. One time he was leading a bunch
of us on a chase. The Indians had gone
through a dry country and up into the
mountains and we liked to have starved
to death for water.

Finally, when we all thought we were
going to die, we came up to some water
in a little basin in some rocks. Captain
Wallace wouldn’t let the men help them-
selves. He made us all kneel down by
the water, then would hand each one a
little gill cup of water. It was passed
around for half an hour before he would
let the men drink from a big cup. Then
we took our hats and filled them with
water and watered our horses.

“When you’d see Captain Wallace
coming he’d start talking a long way
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off, and one of his hands would be shak-
ing and you’d never think he could shoot
a gun to hit anything. But if you’d
put a dime up in a tree he’d knock it
off every time.

“When Captain Wallace got pretty old
I met him one day and he said: ‘Tom,
I'm going to Virginia to visit my people
and I may never see you again.’

“I said, ‘Captain, my boy has a book
that’s a history of your life, and they
put a lot of things in it I know you
never did.’

“He said: ‘I know it, Tom. They’d do
anything for money.’

“I had a mail contract for ten or
fifteen years, carrying the mail between
Pearsall and Frio Town. That was
along in the ’70s, and Frio Town was
the county seat of Frio County. Later
I carried the mail on another route.”

The remarkable old pioneer left Pear-
sall and went to Eagle Pass to live with
his grandson, Walter Ely, where he con-
tinued to make his home until his death.
Born April 10, 1824, Tom Sullivan was
118 years old when he died. Peace to
his ashes.

Playing Out Their Hands
at Indian Gulch

(Continued from page 25)

There is still a semblance of Main
Street with about eight or ten buildings
left standing in various degrees of decay.
On a little hill at the west end of the
main street stands a picturesque old
church towered over by tall eucalyptus
trees. Many of the headstones in the ad-
joining cemetery are so weathered they
are illegible but one of the oldest ap-
pears to be inscribed, “Died in 1861.”
Herb said that one grave was that of a
sister to the wife of the late A. P. Gianni-
ni, founder of the Bank of America.

An old hotel stood at the east end of
the street but all that remains is the
brick chimney and a few other scattered
bricks. The school, a tumbled-down ruin,
is just beyond that. Buster Funderburk,
sixty-three, said, “I remember when the
school closed but I was not old enough
to go to it, must have been about 1910
or 1912.” The post office probably closed
about the same time.

Nick Solari, Buster’s grandfather,
came to the area in 1859 and operated
a general store and was postmaster for
many years. He was also a rancher.

RURAL ELECTRIFICATION never

reached the town. Old-fashioned kero-
sene lamps are still used for lighting.
The town was first named Santa Cruz
but due to inevitable “confusion with the
coastal city of the same name, its name
had to be changed so it became Indian
Gulch.

There is nothing unusual about an
old town of the gold-rush days becoming
a ghost town, and some have disappeared
without a trace. But several things about
Indian Gulch intrigued me.

First, I have lived within thirty-five
miles of it for the past ten years and
never knew it existed. Although I have
driven over Indian Gulch road at least
three or four times I had not seen the
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The Solari home in Indian Gulch, the only

“modern” building in the town. It was

probably constructed about the turn of the
century.

town because it is about a quarter of a
mile off that road on Indian Gulch Ex-
tension. It is so completely isolated I
found it by accident. My twenty-year-old
son was out for a Sunday drive, explor-
ing the little country roads, as he is wont
to do, and came upon it. Also, at that
very spot, his car broke down and he had
to call me for a rescue. That meant a
hike of six miles to Hornitos to a tele-
phone because there was none in Indian
Gulch. However, he met all of the inhab-
itants and they were friendly and sym-
pathetic but unable to help.

It was so fascinating I had to see the
place again, but on my second visit I
discovered that Frank Solari had died
the day before; thus, it was a sad day
for the remaining four.

Indian Gulch is located about twenty-
eight miles east of Merced and is just
five miles north of State Highway 140,
the all-weather road to Yosemite Na-
tional Park, but a word of caution to
anyone planning a visit to this historic
spot: Although the road is public, the
property is privately owned and the
residents have been, troubled with van-
dalism. A while back a story in the Fres-
no Bee about Indian Gulch resulted in
an influx of tourists and sight-seers that
was understandably a source of annoy-
ance to those living there.

If you are contemplating a visit, my
advice would be to stay on the main
street, observe and take your pictures
quietly, and do not try to enter any
buildings or take souvenirs. Just six
miles away is Hornitos, a much more
famous gold-rush town which is still
“alive” with stores and antique shops
where you can purchase whatever you
wish.

Cowboying Sure Used to Be
Different

(Continued from page 31)

flat grays were not as good as the
round brownies.

With these biscuits I for sure always
ate lots of molasses and lots of sausage:
and sow belly. Most of the cowboy:
would drink one tin cup after another of
black, strong Arbuckle coffee that the
cook would grind by hand.

After our meal, the nighthawk anc
horse wrangler would leave our saddle
horses in the rope corral by the wagon
Each of us had from seven to elever
head in our mounts or string. The reps
would only have seven or eight heac
each. This made well over 250 head of
horses in the remuda. We would ride ouz
strong horses for the circle, as we called
it. The boss would take half of the cow-
boys; the straw boss the other half. And
the circle drive was on.

We would drive and herd the cattle to
the windmill or water tank. After the
cattle watered, we put them all in one
big herd, and changed to our cutting
horses. And they were cutting horses, not
the kind used today where the cattle are
worked in a fenced corral.

The two- and three-year-old steers
were cut out of the herd to be shipped
to good Kansas grass where they would
put on 250 to 300 pounds in 90 days, be-
fore they were shipped to the Kansas
City and Omaha markets. This was
called the spring roundup because it
took place as soon as the grass was tall.

E WERE READY then to drive the

steers to the railroad shipping point
at Bovina, Texas, once the largest ship-
ping point in the world. It was on the
big XIT Ranch. It took us from six to
seven days to make the trip.

After the first day we would hold the
steers on what we called the bed grounds.
The cowboys rode their night horses, al-
ways on the alert in case something like
the howl of a coyote or wolf would fright-
en the cattle. If a stampede happened,
the cowboys would do their best to keep
the herd in a circle and moving until
they tired.

After the trail drive to the railroad
stock pens, the cattle were loaded onto
the cars and were ready to be moved to
the grass. Then for one day, hell would
break loose in the little town where the
boys spent. their money freely.

It was a full two-days’ trip back to
the ranch house, seventy miles to the
south. After we arrived the boss would
put some of us to riding the fence, some
to greasing the windmills, and send the
good bronc riders to the horse camp to
break the five-year-old horses. No mares
were used; they were for raising horses
for the remuda.

Come June the branding wagon would
start. We branded and castrated the
male calves. The reps from nearby
ranches would be there to look after
their brands. The stock inspector, who
knew all ranchers’ brands was very good
at reading brands, too. Then would start
the big roundup to ship the fat cattle.

After that trip to the railroad and
back to the ranch, it was winter. A few
of the hands were laid off. Some would
ride the line camps, as this would cost
nothing.

Such was cowboying in the early days.

(Continued on page 76)
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GUARANTEED FOR 60 DAYS

TO EQUAL $200.00 DETECTORS OR YOUR MONEY BACK

NEW PATENTED DESIGN DETECTS BURIED GOLD, SILVER

U. S. PATENT
NO. D214-915

OUTSTANDING FEATURES romomovn Wl 88 | 3 SEARCH HEAD $895

INSTRUMENTS AND OTHERS SELLING FOR UP TO $200.00 | B & DEPTH RANGE MIN. 0" MAX, 9"  POST PAID
® FIVE SILICON PLANAR TRANSISTORS - Exceptionally sensitive to small nuggets, coins and
@ PRINTED CIRCUIT BOARD construction through " . rings, even when buried on edge. Useful for search-
@ FIVE-INCH DIAMETER SEARCH HEAD included with each unit for general purpose - ing walls of old homesteads and crevices where

use. Three and ten-inch diameter Search Heads may be purchased with unit or added later. larger heads cannot enter.

THREE COARSE TUNERS and switch in each unit for maximum sensitivity and minimum

drift when using.

S.EPARATE THUMBWHEEL CONTROLS for fine tuning and volume allows one-hand opera- 5’ ¢ SEARCH HEAD WITH 6’;?—;2-?53

tion.
DYNAMIC 2%-INCH, 8-OHM SPEAKER, internal and plug-in earphone included in each unit. DEPTH RANGE MIN. 1” MAX. 24
Will detect large coins, watches, lighters and pens. Best

100 MICRO AMPERE METER that will deflect when audio signal is not detectable included in ! i
Metermaster along with extra diode and sensitive, full view meter. general purpose head for beach combing, searching old farm
HEAVY DUTY ANODIZED TELESCOPING ALUMINUM TUBES with single lock nut toset T1elds and circus lots.

best length for user’s height, adjustable from sixteen to thirty inches.

COMPLETELY WIRED (not a kit and no radio necessary for operation). 'lo,l SEARCH HEAD $I o 95

NINE-VOLT BATTERY, Eveready 216 or equivalent, included with each unit.

ATTRACTIVELY STYLED high impact molded case and Search Heads balanced for long use DEPTH RANGE MIN. 4" MAX. 60" il s

without tiring. Best sensitivity on large objects, buried deep; like chests,
@ WEIGHT LESS THAN 2 POUNDS. tools, jars of coins, bars or veins of gold, silver and other

O P E RAT| N G p RI N C I P L ES precious metals. Can Iso be sed o search a reaqucy.

Operates by comparing the frequencies of two colpitts oscillators
and amplifying the audio frequency which is the sum of the differ-
ence. The fixed oscillator is controlled by the thumbwheel tuner. The
variable oscillator changes its inductance when the Search Head is
brought into close proximity of any metal. This difference when
amplified is heard in the earphone or speaker, as an audio signal
tone, or deflects the meter.

EEZTTA$14 °5 VALUE ATTACHE CASE

Carries your metal detector, search heads, battery, earphone, maps, books and
magazines. An ebony black Unilite case, braced with handsome aluminum closures.
Smooth “slide action’” nickle plated locks and two keys, secures your equipment in
a fitted charcoal grey foam and protects it from the roughest handling. The in-
terior lid contains a wide folio pocket. Included is a BIG 196-page book, ‘‘Lost
Treasures And How To Find Them,” deseribing hundreds of famous treasure
caches in almost every state, with suggestions on how to get started.

- D OE 0N 05 T 5 05 S 0N SR .. .-
TO ORDER: Send Cash, Check
.l AM ORDERING A DETECTOR AND THREE SEARCH COILS. SEND or Money Order. In N.J. add
MY FREE TREASURE HUNTER'S COMPLETE BAG. IF | AM NOT 59, State Tax. $3.00 deposit
SATISFIED AFTER 60 DAYSD| [;Nth R/E_F‘TU%I?"ETE,ESEN,%L%UE%ESJ; Velr\ll_ll)_ for C.0.D.
| E 3 A
MY MONEY WILL BE REFU ED. THE TREASURE HOUSE

BE MINE TO KEEP.
A Division of SOLIDTRONICS MFG. CORP.
DEPT.T A1A, TENNENT , N. J. 07763 @ 1970

[] Send 3” SEARCH HEAD 4
& ] Send 10” SEARCH HEAD 10.95 Name

' [] Send MARK IV DETECTOR
. Includes sensitive earphone and 9V battery

' [J Send METER MASTER DETECTOR 39.95 City
Includes meter, sensitive earphone and 9V battery State
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THE ORDEALS
OF OLD SMITH

100 pages!
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Read about it in the
Winter issue of —

OLD WEST

On sale at your newsstand

— Pl

e THE FRENCHMAN'S
COLORADO GOLD

e GO BRING HIM IN—
PREFERABLY DEAD!

e MANY TRAILS LED
TO GORDON

¢ "RIDING TO THE
HOUNDS" PRAIRIE STYLE

* BONANZA IN THE
SANTA RITAS

$40 SCARCE BOOK BONUS!
' {Lewis S. Delony)
"40 YEARS

" A PEACE OFFICER

And More!

Pick up a copy at your local
newsstand or better yet—

SUBSCRIBE NOW!

OLD WEST

P.O. Box 3338
I enclose $2.00 for 1 yr. (4 issues)_.
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This was real ranch life. I loved it very
much, ’ 7

COWBOYS TODAY are not always

former ranch hands. Aspiring rodeo
stars can come from big cities as well
as ranches. Throughout rodeo history,
which began on the southwestern plains
in the 1870s, the participants usually
had backgrounds which required them to
rope’ cattle and handle mean saddle
horses. But now, young would-be ropers
or bronc or bull riders can go to rodeo
schools where top professional rodeo
cowboys give lessons in bareback bronc
and saddle bronc riding, bull riding, calf
roping and steer wrestling. These schools,
run on a commercial basis, were started
a number of years ago by Jim Shoulders,
of Henryetta, Oklahoma, the winner of
a record of sixteen World Champion-
ships in rodeos between 1949 and 1959.

Shoulders, like cowboys of my day,
came up through the ranks of profes-
sional rodeo the hard way—by paying his
entry fees, bucking off a horse or bull,
and trying again at the next rodeo. He
and other rodeo champions offer their
experience to students at various times
throughout the year in week-long prac-
tice courses complete with good rodeo
livestock. The students learn to purchase
and care for their equipment, and they
learn the fundamentals of the rodeo
events they choose to work. The courses
don’t turn amateurs into seasoned pro-
fessionals in a week, but they do get the
students started right and end up saving
them years of frustration and expense.

Contestants in the early-day rodeo
circuit traveled by wagons and railroads
to the contests for small purses—$25,
850, $75 and $100 when a day-money
was offered. Most of the contests were
three-day average and we worked all
events for $300, $200, and $100. All of
us paid a small fee which was not added
to the purse.

We rode the horses and steers until
they threw up their heads and tails and
started to run, not eight seconds like
today. We rode bulls, but with a saddle

not a rope. We lent our gear, saddles
spurs ete. to our competitors. We helpec
each other and even went so far as tc
help pay the fees of those who did nof
have it.

We knew each others’ names, and
we spoke when we met and said goodbye
when we left. A far cry from today’s
contesters. They don’t even speak to you
or say goodbye. We mixed with the local
people and we often stayed at their
homes, ate at their tables. But today
things are different.

Contesting was good to me. Life was
good—dangerous as well as exciting. 1
am the only one who ever won twenty-
seven straight bulldogging contests. I
did it by staying sober.

Those of us who were never scared
or frightened were fools, and I was not
a fool. Rodeo cowards never lasted; the
weak dropped out along the way.

I hope I have not stepped on the toes
of the new cowboys and contestants. If
I have, please accept my humble apol-
ogies. Rodeo is big business today, but
its heritage lives on and no better per-
sonification of the Old West can be
found.

STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF
CONGRESS, OCTOBER 28, 1962, SECTION 4369,
TITLE 39, UNITED STATES CODE SHOWING
THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT AND CIR-
CULATION OF TRUE WEST, published bi-
monthly in Austin, Texas. Location of Publication
and General Business Offices: 1012 Edgecliff
Terrace, Austin, Travis County, Texas 78704.
Publisher, Joe Austell Small, 2405 Briargrove,
Austin, Texas 78704. Editor: Pat Wagner, 706
Rio Grande, Austin, Texas 78701. Managing Edi-
tor: None. Owner: Western Publications, Inec.,
1012 Edgecliff Terrace, Austin, Texas 78704; Joe
Austell Small, sole shareholder. Average number
of copies printed during last twelve months:
274,839 ; total copies printed last single issue:
278,000. Average number of sales during last
twelve months through dealers and carriers, street
vendors and counter sales: 135,712; sales for last
single issue through dealers and carriers, street
vendors and counter sales: 147,806, Average paid
circulation during last twelve months, mail sub-
scriptions: 26,498 ; paid circulation, mail subserip-
tions last single issue: 25,295. Average total paid
circulation during last twelve months: 162,210;
total paid circulation last single issue: 173,101.
Average free distribution during last twelve
months: 104,160; free distribution last single
issue: 90,954. Average total distribution during
last twelve months: 266,870; total distribution
last single issue: 264,055, Average number during
last twelve months unaccounted, office use, left
over, spoiled after printing: 8,469; total number
last single issue unaccounted, office use, left over,
spoiled after printing: 8,945. (Signed) Pat Wag-
ner, September 23, 1970.

All the hands lined up for this one.
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ated. After that he was sent to the
Neston asylum.

Two different persons went to see him
ind were told that he wasn’t there any-
nore but had died, and no trace can be
‘ound of him or so I’ve been told. I was
ilso told that there was no trace either
f his having died.

As far as I know at this time his only
jome was under a rock on Cleveland
Vlountain about two and a half miles east
»f Route 20, although he built a pole
shack once before but persons unknown
yurned it down. He also started a log
:abin but never got it finished. The rock
's now known to the local people as
Jack’s Rock.

My dad and I camped under the rock
several years ago when we were trout
fishing on Back Fork River. In the past
the rock had been walled in by rocks and
mud and sticks out of the west face of
the mountain. It is some one hundred
feet long and close to thirty feet high
and has a cave under it running back
about thirty feet and about eight feet
wide. He also had cleared the timber out
for a corn field which covered about five
acres or less but is now grown over by
second growth trees.

A trapper who lives at French Creek
once told me he and a game warden at
that time in Upshur County had to pull
Jack off another guy at Adrin as Jack
had a hatchet and was trying to chop up
the other guy. It was also rumored that
he had cut up another guy at French
Creek, but the fact remains that no one
knew who he was or where he had
priginally come from. Maybe one of these
days the mystery will be solved.

Some people believe he was a deserter
from one of the armies of the Civil War.
I know he was an old man when I first
saw him. I thought you might like to
hear about him. There are many other
stories about him I haven’t mentioned.—
Sgt. Marvin C. Humphrey, AF13876884,
C.M.R. 5, Box 211, 5010 CE Squadron,
APO Seattle, Washington 98737

Praise From Down Under

As a merchant seaman, I was fortunate
enough to visit your country and during
that time became addicted to TRUE
WEST.

After leaving the sea, I settled in my
native Wales and managed to get hold
of a few TRUE WEST magazines from
time to time. I treasured and read them
over and over again. Why should a
Welshman find your magazine so in-
teresting? Easy. Because so many
pioneers were British or of close British
descent. English, Irish, Scotch and Welsh
played an active part in the building of
the West.

Thirty-two British men died at the
battle of the Alamo. Also interesting is
that many cities, towns and rivers are
named after places in Britain. One of
particular interest to me is Flint, the
town of my birthplace. British are still
pioneering—not America now, but Aus-
tralia, Canada and New Zealand.

I spent two-and-a-half years in Aus-
tralia and was interested to learn that

January-February, 1971

' many Americans were in Australia at

the time of the Australian gold rush.
Quite a lot settled there and many of the
gold fields are named after American
gold mines. So American history has be-
come a subject of interest to people
from all parts of the world. What better
source of information than TRUE
WEST ?

My family and I now live in New
Zealand and I was again fortunate in
finding some TRUE WEST magazines in
a second-hand book store right here,
dated from January 1955 to 1960. But
they’ll keep me happy for a while. And
who knows? I might visit that fascinat-
ing country of yours again one day and
see some of the places I've read about!—
Dave Oldfield, Flat 3, 41 Buffon Street,
Waltham, Christchurch, New Zealand

John Morgan’s Jam-Packed Diary

The story of Captain Tough by Joseph
Snell in the April 1970 TRUE WEST is
another instance in which we find that
we can make connections with the past.
My grandfather, John Mason of Virginia,
moved in 1869 from near Columbus,
Ohio to a farm near Olathe, Kansas. He
always kept a diary and some of them
are still in the Morgan family. My grand-
father also raised horses and from the
diary, July 25, 1873, we find that he sold
to Captain Tough the famous trotter
horse named Smuggler. The price was
$6,000 cash. The Elm Park Stables owned
by a Mr. Mitchell received half the price
for training. The horse was shipped East
and won considerable money for the new
owner. The story of Smuggler has always
been a favorite family story, but could
anyone tell us more about the horse?

The diary is really a business journal
but it has many family names from that
area and time including Bukey, Hedges,
MecColloch, Seeds, Flemming, and a
brother, Josiah Wheeler Morgan, who
went from Ohio to San Bernardino Coun-
ty, California in about 1852. He had a
son and daughter; the names Emma and
Mary are mentioned in the diary. We
would like to hear from these Morgans
as we could give them some family his-
tory.

Many names are in the diary, especially
people of Virginia, Ohio and Kansas:
Bronough, Mabson, Lane, Inlow, Dawson,
Tinker, Wilson, Ash, Hendrix, Guy
(another relative) and so many more.
People that he did business with in
Olathe and people he wrote letters to in
many parts of the country. The diary
refers to the grasshopper plague; it is
a good historical record of the early pio-
neer life in Ohio, Kansas and later in
Jowa. Did my grandfather leave a record
of your family in the diary? We would
check it for you: just enclose a stamped
envelope—Guy M. Morgan, 2629 E. 29
Street, Des Moines, Towa 50317

Cassidy and Longbaugh
Concerning Charlie Rile’s story in the
February 1969 TRUE WEST, Cassidy
and Longbaugh (one wouldn’t leave the
other) both got away! In 1938 I met an
old man and his wife near the Black
Hills. People in his neighborhood knew
who he was. He was the badman and

(Continued on page 80)

Blew)ins |
Stirrup
Buckles
NEW,
IMPROVED
5525
per pair

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

AT YOUR DEALERS OR

BLEVINS MFG. CO.

CALIFORNIA

WHEATLAND, WYOMING 82201
GOLD

RUSH KIT

(Offer limited to first 5,000 Junior pros-
pectors.) Kit includes: FREE Gold Coin Rep-
lica, FREE map of gold mines, FREE story
of California gold. Learn California history
the easy way. Just send 75¢ to cover post-
age and handling. CALIFORNIA HERITAGE
SOCIETY, 6922 Hollywood BI., Suite 804-W,
Hollywood, Cal. 90028.

100 STYLES FOR
WIDE
FEET!

EE to EEEEE Only
Sizes 5 to 13

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

Not sold
in stores

Write Today
for FREE CATALOG

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

Swenson’s Amazing
New “TWIRL-A-LURE"
Something REALLY NEW! Patented “TWIRL-
A-LURE" takes bass, pan fish, walleye, trout,
salmon, snook, barracuda—any fish that will hit an
artificial lure. Flashing colored mirrors are sealed inside
clear, heavy plastic. Lure never loses its fish-attracting bright-
__ness. As lure turns—guided by angular fins—it catches and reflects
light. Armed with heavy-duty treble hook. Indicate colors: silver, red,
gold. Just $2.25 each postpaid. Order each color and have a complete
selection. Save money, too. 3 for $5.98 postpaid. Guarariteed: return
postpaid in 30 days for refund if not delighted.
NORKIN LABORATORIES . Dept. TT-21RT
809 WYANDOTTE KANSAS CITY, MO. 64105

Vietnam War Sketches

On the spot reporting from land, sea and air
by Charles Waterhouse

Over 270 convincing drawings documenting the
American G. |. and the Vietnamese people from

DELTA to DMZ. 256 pages 6" x 8", soft cover, 2 volume
set personally inscribed and autographed. $5.00 postpaid

CHARLES WATERHOUSE 67 Dartmouth Street, Edison, New Jersey 08817
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~ envelope appreciated. Miller,

CLASSIFIED

GOOD USED WESTERNS, Hardbounds only. Raine
Bower, Hendryx, others. Also mysteries, SF, generai
fiction, nonfiction, Free list. Aspen Bookhouse, RD [
Freevnlle N.Y. 13068.

TREASURE, GOLD, SILVER RELICS. New 1971 detec:
tors now available. Free information. Excelsior Elec:
tronics Compang Dept. 2-J, 7448 Deering Avenue
Canoga Park alif. 91303.

(35¢ per word, cash with order)
Send all ads or correspondence to

MILDRED HOLLEY
Classified Advertising Mgr.
P. O. Box 3338 Austin, Tx. 78704

Books & Magazines

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1200 place
name glossary; mines, camps, Indian reservations, etc.
3;_”55% Theron Fox, 1296H, Yosemite, San Jose, Calif.

NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, efc, 5150 Theron Fox,
1296l Yosemite, San Jose, Calif. 95126.

"'DEAD MEN DO TELL TALES" by Lake Erie Schaefer.
Facfs about Frank Fish's mysterious death, still un-
explained. Sequel to "BURIgD TREASURE and LOST
MINES" his Treasure Hunters Manual. Prepaid $3.00.
L. E. Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, Calif. 91710,

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 frail, 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 &5 copies
remain. $2.50 per copy postpaid. Gail Gideon, 3623
Embassy Lane, Fairfax, Va. 22030.

GEM TRAIL GUIDES—Eastern; Midwest; California
Deserfs-—-$200 each postpaid. Mason Map Service,
P. O. Box 781, San Gabriel, Calif. 91778.

FOR SALE—TRUE WEST, Complefe set. Mint condi-
tion. Best offer. C. J. Wolf, 193 Oak Park Lane,
Pleasant Hill, Calif. 94523.

HOW TO UNDERSTAND YOUR DREAMS. Fascinating
110 page book analyzes apparently innocent dreams
and reveals their inner meanings. You'll be amazed
at your own dreams and their mysterious meanings.
#WB-103 $2.00. Handwriting reveals hidden character
and personality traits! Medical studies now being
made to detect cancer by handwriting! This 208 page
course shows step- bv step method how ''You Can
Analyze Handwriting.'" A fascinating book for parties.
#WB-105 $2.00. Order by number. Wayne of Holly-
wood, Box 38608, Hollywood, Calif. 90038.

TRUE WEST—June August, October, December 1955.
Best offer. . Gougler, 707 Lee, College Station,
Tex. 77840.

CURES, REMEDIES OF CENTURY AGO. What great-
grandmofher used for baldness, biliousness, croup,
etc. Booklet $1.00. History, Box 717, Dept. WC, Cedar
Crest. New Mex, 87008.

THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF CALAMITY JANE
bv Herself, ca. 1896. Exact reporduction: 8 pages
plus introduction and photo. $1.00. Also descriptions
of other early western books. Triple R Press, 3704
Charles Ave., Cheyenne, Wvo. 82001,

TRUE WEST, Real West, True Western, The West,
Montana, True Frontier. Others. Early issues. Send your
|is; ;nd stamp. Brooks, 106 Catlin, Canon City, Colo.
81212.

FOR SALE OR TRADE. &8 issues of TRUE WEST, 43
issues of FRONTIER TIMES. Want $60.00 or 45 Cal.
revolver. Lee Shambaugh, Box 24, Flora, Ind. 46929.

TOMBSTONE EPITAPH copy free for asking. Also
western book list. Epitaph, Tombstone, Ariz. 85638.
TRUE WEST No. 1-2-3-4, best offer for set. FRONTIER
TIMES No. $3.00, Wiltsey, 2141 Camellia Court,
Santa Rosa, Cahf 95401
WANTED: Volume I (Nos. | and 3) and Volume 2
(Nos. 1, 2, 4 and 6) of the old FRONTIER TIMES
published in Bandera, Texas by nter. Please con-
tact Mary Sanders, WESTERN PUBLICATIONS P.
Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78704.
TREASURE BOOKS. Over 100 titles for sale. Some
rare, some new. Send 10c for list. BOOKS 'N
THINGS, 7703 E. Trent, Spokane, Wash. 99206.
FRUIT JARS WORTH $1000.00—NEW BOOK, prices

1000 kinds. Where to sell. Guaranteed. $1.95 post-
aid. slilzalrgvesf Publishers, Box 3015-TW, Milwaukee,
isc. x :

MILT HINKLE'S own book ''The Last Real Cowboy"—
over 100 old photos. $1.25 postpaid, two for $2.00.
Milt Hinkle, P. O. Box 246, Kissimmee, Fla. 32741,
BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS. Service is our
product, No charge for search. Satisfaction guaran-
teed. D-J Book Search, Box 3352, San Bernardino,
Calif. 92404.

BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION: Describes, names and pic-
tures hundreds of old bottles. With price guide.
$2.75. Putnam, West, Box 578, Fontana, Calif. 92335.

- Write Jo)e Small Jr.,

BOTTLE COLLECTOR S HANDBOOK/PRICING
GUIDE. Easy identification over 2,500 new, old bot-
tles. 18 categories including Avon and Jim Beam.
Tell:fwhere to buy, sell for best bargains, greatest
profits

Tex. 7.

Real Estate

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $385.00.
40 acres $10 month. Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
fishing, investment. Free information. Land Corpora-
tion, 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.

NEVADA VACATION RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
ELKO, !4 Acre lots, $395. $1.00 down, $5 per month.
Hot Springs, deer, rock and mineral hun’ung Water.
Send $1 for confract, returnable. None offered to
Californians. Write Sil

ilver Crescent Ranchos, P.
Box 4, Crescent Valley, Nev, 8982l.

GOVERNMENT LANDS Low as $1.00 Acre!
Millions Acres! For exclusive ''Government Land
Buyer's Guide' . . . plus "'Land Opvorfunlfy Review'
hshn? lands avarlable throughout U. S. send $1.00.
Satisfaction Guaranteed! UNITED LANDS, Box 19107-
M, Washington, D. C. 20036.

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 tract of Recreation Land to have for your very
own! In Northern Idaho, 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 to choose, including beautiful
Northwest Waterfront property. Your inspection is
welcomed., Write us for free hsf ma s, and complete

Illustrated. Only $3.95 postpaid. Guaranteed. information. Write to: Reforestation,
Ceveland Book Supply, 302MM Main, San Angelo, Inc., P. O. Box 106, Opporfumfy S'ra'hon Spokane,
6901. Wash. 99214.
SELLING OLD TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES. Rea- GOVERNMENT LANDS. Low as $1.00 acre. Millions

sonable. Will buy old magazmes Magazine Center,

Box 214, Little Rock, Ark.
WANTED! Dave Campbell's TEXAS FOOTBALL Mag-
azine. Will pay $2.00 each for the 1960 thru 1965

issues. Must be complefe and in good condition.
. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78704.

(444-36]
FREE NORTHWEST TREASURE NEWS for stamp.
Treasure Hunters Guide to Washmgfcn $2.00. How

to Use Your Detector, $1.25. Map of Your State
1900 or 1887, $2.00. Nor‘rhwesf News, Box 5075, Spo-
kane, Wash. 99205.

QUT OF PRINT BOOK FINDERS. Box 679TW, Seaside,
Calif. 93955. Send Wants.
PAPA DIDN'T SPARE THE ROD—Jerry Lackey has a
facility for capturing the wit of the "old-timers'' and
all the adventures of two boys growing up in his
own section of Texas, These charac?er sketches reveal
his mde knowledge of the people of this area. Only
$3.95 ppd. (Texas residents add 4'/4% sales tax.) Send
to PAPA, 1432 S. Monroe, San Angelo, Tex. 7490I.

SELLING TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES. Nation's
largest stock. Send your list for prices. Stamped
2626-A Spring Lape,

Austin, Tex, 78703.

BOTTLE BOOKS MAKE MONEY. Buy, sell, trade
new collectable bottles—Avons, Beams, others. An-
tique bottles. Free List 125 books. John C. Foun-
tain's Ole Empty Bottle House, Box 136, Amador
City, Calif. 95601.

ALL TRUE WEST. FRONTIER TIMES. Give away
price, Charles Gillham, Royal, Ark. 71968.

acres! For exclusive
"Land Opportunity. Digest'
U. S. and valuable 17'" x 22"
send $1.00. Land Disposal, Box 909
20003. Satisfaction guaranfeed.

Copynghfed Report' plus
Ilshng lands throughout
treasure map of U. S.
I-WP, Wash., D. C.

Rare Coins & Stamps

RARE Silver Dollars, 1880-81 S, 1883-84-85-1899-1900-
01-02 O mint. Uncirculated, $4.00 ea. Coin Catalog
50c. Shultz, Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.

FIFTEEN UNITED STATES STAMPS OVER 50 years oid
only 10c when requesting other fascinating stamps
to examine on approval. ROMAR STAMPS, Box
8642T, Kansas City, Mo. 64114,

Treasure Hunting

TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Relco's new
instruments detect buried gold, silver, <:<>msj mmsradls
pounds.

historical relics. Transistorized, Weighs
$19.95 up. Free catalog. Relco-A-91, Box 10839, Hous-
ton, Tex. 77018

HOW TO LOCATE silver and gold minerals in distant
places. Get direction for miles. Crystal Direction
Finders, 406 Cross St., Goshen, Ind. 46526.
MEMBERSHIP IN THE OLDEST non-profit Prospect-
ing, Treasure Hunting C[ub is now open. Write
United Prospectors, Dept. . 5665 Park Crest Drive,
San Jose, Calif. 95118.

TREASURE HUNTERS! New powerful lnsfrumen?s de-

tect gold, silver, coins, treasure. $19.95 up. Free
catalog! Da|co bep’r A-2, Box 2812, Sanfa Clara,
Calif. 95051.

THE TREASURE HUNTER—Complete Volumes 2, 3,
and 4 at $2.00 per volume. Supply limited! Order
nouéls The Treasure Hunter, Box 1888, Midway, Calif.

CANCELLED MINING STOCK Cerfificates. Seven
different for $2.00. Mailed First Class Postpaid. W.
gxhaé:asper, 30 Clydesdale Ave., Haverhill, Mass.
|

PROSPECTING, EXPLORATION, TREASURE HUNT-
| E urpmenf kits, books, catalog. Miners Ex-
ox 64C, Nampa, Idaho 83651.

Fishing & Hunting

JEEPS (used) LOW AS $62.50 . . . Aytos, Boats,
Thousands Others (on bid) d:recf from Government
as available! 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, Tex. 75204

SEND FOR FREE WHOLESALE CATALOG. The most
complefe and fully illustrated catalog of reels, rods,
beads, spinners, jigs, lure bodies and parts, smker
molds, feathers, +oo|s hooks, rod blanks rodf:
swrvels, wire, efc. anyspom TR Sports Bui dmg,
Toledo, Ohio 43514.

LIVE CATCH animal, bird, fish traps.
Mustange-NC23, Box 10880 'Houston, Tex.

Indian Relics

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

ARROWHEAD COLLECTORS—"De’Iechng Reworks and
Fakes'' (samples included) plus ''Reasons for Cata-
loging" all for $1.00. NEW——-' Identification Guide
for Columbia Plateau Projectile Points''—$2.25. FREE

change,

Free catalog.
77018.

brochure listing important anthropological books,
;:;3?2“ etc. THE TEPEE, Box 749, Richland, Wash.

OBSIDIAN KNIVES and SPEARPOINTS 3" to 10"
long, $! 50 an inch, Obsidian arrowpoints, averaqe
2" long, 3 for $5.00. Frank Estes, 1417 Willis St.,
Redding, Calif. 96001.

INDIAN ARROWHEADS collected along the plains

of the Rio Grande and San Luis Potosi, Mexico.
Samples: 15 for $3.50. 100 for $15.00. 1,000 for $120.00.
Postpaid. Oscar Cavazos, Jr., 3010 Salinas, Laredo,

Tex. 78040.

ARROWHEADS AND SCRAPERS For Salel Excellent
selection. Four for $1.50 or 50c a piece. Collectors'
Corner, 6303 Mountain Chmb Drive, Austin, Tex. 78731.
20 AUTHENTIC ARROWHEADS mounted on velvet
in 10" x 12" glass covered mahogany case. $10.00
postpaid. Money back guarantee. Bill Young, Box 422,
Zuni, New Mex. 87327.

AUTHENTIC FRONTIERMEN'S BUCKSKIN costumes,
Indian and frontier weapons, rifle cases, pcwder
horn and hunting pouch sets, moccasins. Al items
are hand made and sinew sewn. Cafalog 50c.
Tecumseh's Trading Post, Strausstown, Pa. 19559.

Western Merchandise

PLACER GOLD, $2.00. Pocke‘t ‘iA‘d $2.00. Gold dust,
$1.00. Aﬁrachvely displayed oneyback guarantee.
Lester Lea, Box 237, Mt. Shasfa Calif. 96067,

PEARL AND METAL SNAP FASTENERS for Western
shirts, Many sfyles and colors. Free catalog.
Ca%pau Company, P. O, Box 518-G, Rosemead, Calif.

FREE 128 Page Detector Catalog. General Electronic
Detection Company, Box 67, Belﬂower Calif. 90706.
GOLDAK TREASURE Locators—new for '70! A hobby
you'll enjoy for fun and profit. Find coins, gold, sil-
ver. Charge on BankAmericard. GOLDAK, Dept. TW,
1101-A Air Way, Glendale, Calif. 91201.

DEALERS WANTED for the famous White's metal

detectors through FIRE BALL ELECTRONICS. Excel-
lent Discounts, Part, full time. FIRE BALL ELEC-
TRONICS, P. O. Box 1542, Abilene, Tex. 79404.

ANTIQUE BARBED-WIRE and DISPLAY LABELS. Send
25¢ for sketch list. Huaco Wire Sales, 1316 N. 34th.
St., Waco, Tex. 76710.

NATURAL PLACER GOLD, $50.00 Troy ounce. M. O.,
Cashier's check. 10% discount for large lots. Satis-
faction guaranteed. Marc Bielenberg, Box 708, Hamil-
ton, Mont. 59840.

INDIAN METHOD OF TANNING HIDES. No Chemi-
)c\al' nses%g?d. $2.00. Buckskin, Box 14974W, Phoenix,
riz. :

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, Tex. 77

ANTIQUE BARBED WIRE. Send 25¢ for sketch list.
g;’r%:o Barb-Wire Sales, Box 1025, Littleton, Colo.
MAGNIFICENT SPANS OF ATHENTIC TEXAS LONG-
HORNS measuring up to seven feet tip to tip. Highly

WANTED—OLD RAILROAD TIMETABLES dafes 1870 FREE CATALOG EXANIMO—a name you can trust. rollshed and mounted in hand-tooled leather. For
thru 1935. Liberal prices paid. Owen Davnes Books, Detectors, prospecting, treasure hunfmq equipment, terature and prices, write Longhorns, P. O. Box 1179,
1214 North La Salle St., Chicago, lll. sporting goods. EXANIMO, Segundo |, Colo. 81070, New York, N. Y. 10022.
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hoto. $50.00, size 12 x 16.

IL_ PORTRAITS from your
. Box 4220, Fort Worth,

ESTERN PORTRAITS, P.
X. 76106,

ENUINE BUCKSKIN JACKETS, Gloves, Mocs and
indreds of unique leather items. Send 50c for
ickskin Poke and big color catalog. Berman Buck-
in Co., Dept. 5, Minneapolis, Minn. 55401.
ASSIVE BOWIE KNIFE. A must for every collector.
»ne handle. 15! inch overall. 10 inch polished blade.
270 cash or money order. Tradal Sales Co., Dept.
NV 216, Cornell, Hl. 61319.

NEED A BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN? | can show

you how to start an automobile salvage yard of
your own on almost nothing. Send $2.00 for informa-
tion on how | did it. JOHNS AUTO PARTS, 8409 S.
Congress, Austin, Tex. 78745.

FAR EAST JOB OPPORTUNITIES. Have Listings! Send
$1.00. Soo Yayoi Services, N. Lincoln Ave.,
Monterey Park, Calif. 91754.
GAIN RICHES. Learn mystic success laws. Informa-
;i&%free. Marvin Koehler, 154TW, Thorndale, Tex.

ENUINE MOUNTED LONGHORNS, Powder and
owing Horns, Raw Hide products. Wholesale price
;&Oavailab!e. Frontier's, 3102 Salinas, Laredo, Tex.

HOST OF GERONIMO. Indian method of tanning
des. No chemical needed, only $2.00. Buckskin,
ox 276BB, Tolleson, Ariz. 85353.

Firearms

ODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement

“thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-

5. Rifles, pistols and shotguns of new manufacture

.and priced realistically. Tons of antique gun parts.

ind $1.00 for catalog #117-T. A must for any fire-

;g;s collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Tenn.
l.

Recipes

fINEMAKING ., . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelion,
tozen Juices, etc., Brewmasters Secrets Revealed!
swerful Methods! Instructions, Recipes and Supplies.
‘atalog: $1.00. Continental, Box 1107I-WB, Indian-
polis, Ind. 46201.

FREE" SOURDOUGH Recipe. Send 25¢ cover han-
ling and mailing. Box 174, Battleground, Wash. 98604.
SOURDOUGH" Recipels.,BChéuckwagon Biscuits, Hot-

ar-B-

akes, Donuts, $1.00, Q' Recipes, Sauces,
eans, etc.—$1.00. "Jerky'', make your own from fresh
r frozen beef or game. Recipe $1.00. Box Ill, Brush

rairie, Wash. 98606.

{OCKROACH RECIPE: "SIMPLE HOME RECIPE"
sss than 20c yearly. After one day, no more cock-
saches around. Quick, safe, sure. $1.00 for recipe.
4. F. Wooten, 1909 San Francisco St., San Antonio,
ex. 78201.

ECRET RECIPE!I Hickory sauce. Real outdoor flavor.
end $2.00. Diamond, Box 867, Childress, Tex. 79201.

Inventions Wanted

NVENTORS! We will develop, sell your idea or in:
ention, patented or unpatented. Our national manu-
acturer-clients are urgently seeking new items for
ighest outright cash sale or royalties. Financial
ssistance available. 10 years proven performance.
‘or free information write Dept. 49, Wall Street In-
ention Brokerage, 79 Wall Street, New York 5, N.Y.

JATENT Searches including Maximum speed, full air-
nail report and closest patent copies, $6.00. Quality
earches expertly administered. Complete secrecy
!uaranfeed. Free Invention Protection forms and
Patent Information."" Write Dept. 16, Washington
'atent Office Search Bureau, 711 14th N.W., Wash-
ngton, D.C. 20005.

NVENTORS! Sell your invention for cash or roy'aliiesl
Jur client manufacturers eagerly seek new items.
‘atented. Unpatented. Financial assistance if needed.
5 years proven performance. For free information,
vrite: Dept. 28, Gilbert Adams, Invention Broker,
il Wall St., New York, N.Y. 10005.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

Miscellaneous

JIM BEAM BOTTLES. Large collection. Write for
more details. BOOKS N' THINGS, 7703 E. Trent,
Spokane, Wash. 99206.

FIND Overlooked Fortunes in Minerals. Duke's Short
Course in Prospecting will teach you how to find and
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 466-4, Truth or Consequences, New Mex. 87901.
HEARING AIDS Below Wholesale. Regular, eyeglass,
completely hidden models. Smallest, most powerful.
Free home trial. No salesman will call. Free details.
Write: Prestige-C9, Box 10880, Houston, Tex. 77018.

PURPLE BOTTLES? How to color old glass indoors.
Not an applied finish, Faster than sunlight. No danger
of breakage. Complete instructions. $1.00. Massey's,
5457 Pinehurst, Riverside, Calif. 92504.

SUFFERING FROM ARTHRITIS? Try Ginseng. In-
formation free. Write Ginseng, Asheville 52, N.C.

WHY NOT HAVE a one and only original oil paint-
ing made from your favorite 35mm slide? Satisfac-
tion guaranteed or money refunded. Slide returned to
vou. For price list and details, write to Leah Cooper,
Box 886, Grover City, Calif. 93433.

FREE GIFT BOOKLET. Shop from the comfort of your
easy chair. Morell Enterprises, P, O. Box 65, Mascot,
Tenn. 37806.

MILITARY REPRODUCTIONS Indian War Period.
Chevrons, buttons, uniforms, frontier dusters and
dreses. All orders custom made. Free circular. Horse
Soldier Supply, ‘Box 487, Fort Huachuca, Ariz. 856!3.

REPRODUCTIONS OF OLD CURRENCY, Wanted
Posters & Documents. Free list. P. O. Box 11184,
Phoenix, Ariz. 85017.

ANTIQUE WEAPONS, Own authentic working replicas
of ancient weaponry. XVIth century Spanish cross-bow,
$18.75. XVIIth century engraved cross-daggers on
wood or leather base $8.95. Hundreds more at fan-
tastically low prices. Price list with each order or
25¢ without order. The Armourie, 276 Kitching, Wichita
Falls, Tex. 76301.

LARGE, RARE 1800 Newspaper on Washington's

death, battles, slave sale, etcs Top quality sectional

reprinting very easily assembled to equal original.

You will be more than satisfied. Truly a keepsake.

ggznd $3.00 to Don Havens, 1240 Benton, Denver, Colo.
14.

POLO"

This tall, hand-
some boot offers
the maximum in
leg protection.
Available in a wide
variety of imported
and U.S.

leathers. Your
choice of top, heel
and toe styles.
Prices depend on

"THE WESTERN

MANY
OTHER
STYLES

Made

To leathers you
choose. Made to
Order order only. Write
Only for FREE CATALOG

and ordering
instructions.

WESTERN
HATS, PANTS,
SHIRTS, ETC.

.IOE HAI.I. Box 179717, El Paso, Tx. 79917

e el DO e e

HEAVY DUTY YW ELDER

Does work of $85.00 welder

Fits ordinary 110V outiet
3 welding heats

Weld, braze, solder or cut most anything made of metal. No experi-
ence needed. Follow simple instructions. Uses standard %" rods
to weld iron, steel, brass, bronze, aluminum, other metals. 3 welding
heats . . . not just one as with other low priced models. New HEAVY
DUTY circuit gives higher heat . . . 4 times the heat needed to
melt toughest iron. More welding power than ever before. Comes
complete with welder's mask, $2.00 pack of rods, flux, carbons,
automatic arc striker, etc. NOTHING ELSE TO BUY. Approved for
homes, garages, shops, factories. 10 day MONEY BACK trial. Guaran-
teed against burnouts. Send $2.00 and pay $16.95 plus small €.0.D.
when delivered. or send $18.95 cash, ck., M.0. for postpaid shipment.
WEL-DEX MFG. CO.,Dept. w- 18 , Box 10776, Houston, Texas 77018

WORLD WAR ONE DODGE Military one-half ton
truck parts, transmission, transfer case, axles, drive
shafts, universal joints, various others. Stowell, Dun-
lap Route, Roswell, New Mex. 88201

BE GENUINE COLONEL. Handsome commission,
ID card, lapel emblem. Members everywhere. Joining
fee. $5.00. Confederate States Army, Rt. 1—520F,
Englewod, Fla. 33533.

OLD SONGS AND STORIES ON TAPE, Tell me what
vou want. 7 inch and 5 inch reels, only one price,
$450, Write Coyote Wolfe, 282 Fairview, Globe,
Ariz. 85501,

INFORMATION ON ANYTHING! Send $2.00 (de-
ductible). Metzler Research, Box 2206TH, Long Island
City, N. Y. 11102.

‘REE BOOK 999 Successful, Little-Known Businesses."
Nork home! Plymouth, 437T, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11218.

JELL: Lifetime Metal, Social Security Plates. Big
drofits! Sample and Sales Kit Free. Russell, Box
186-TW, Pulaski, Tenn. 38478.

AAKE BIG MONEY raising _chinchillas, rabbits,
juinea pigs for us, Catalog—25c. Keeney Brothers,
Jew Freedom. Pa. 17349

AUSTRALIA  WANTS YOU! Government Assisted
Passage. 50,000 Jobs. Latest Government Information
ind Forms, $100. Special Reports on Employment,
3usiness, Taxes, Housing, Education, Ranching, Farm-
ng, Teaching. Maps, etc. Austco, Box 3623-WG, Long
Beach, Calif. 90803.

sELL LIFETIME, METAL SOCIAL SECURITY plates.
Sample and sales kit FREE. Lady McGuire, Rt. 6TW,
Anderson, S. C. 29621.

OVERSEAS JOBS. High Pay, Travel, Adventure. Di-
rectory of Over 100 American Firms Now Hiring for
Dverseas Projects. $1.00. TRANSWORLD, Box 90802-
WG, International Airport, Los Angeles, Calif. 90009.
EARN MONEY AT HOME. Free Details. Morell En-
terprises, P. O. Box 65, Mascot, Tenn. 37806.
PHONOGRAPH RECORDS, 45 RPM, 4c. Albums 40c.
Tapes 75c. Full details. Samples, $1.00. W. H. Hill,
R-4, Abingdon, Va. 24210.

ENORMOUSLY [IMPORTANT TO RETIRED PEOPLE!
Retire, but don't quit, do something for profit or
pleasure!l A sense of accomplishment brings peace
of mind. Send name and address and 25¢ for informa-
tion. Trades, Box 101, Springville, Calif. 93265.
CIGARETTE MAKING MACHINES. Make Filtertip
or Regular cigarettes for less than 12c_pack. Write
for free booklet. Golish Distributing, Box 713, Mt.
Vernon, 11, 62864.

FAMILY TREE. Beginners information, sources $1.00.
send name of state where ancestors settled, and larg-
est city near vou. Please print. H. M. Colley, #4l,
1640 Newport Blvd., Costa Mesa, Calif. 92627.

BE
MY GUEST,

BUT
PLEASE...

Only you
can prevent
forest fires!

Detectons

NEW and USED

brom $40

NOW TWO LOCATIONS!

LEE BAKER

1207 El Camino Real, Santa Clara, Ca. 95050
(408) 241-9600

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

WHAT A

TREMENDOUS HELP!

Our newsstand sales are our life's blood
and you just can't sell a magazine when
nobody sees it! So if you will join the "Pull
'em Out" brigade, Podner—you'll have us
smiling like a pussycat lapping warm milkl

Januwary-February, 1971
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' Truly Westem'v
(C-ontinued from page 77)

the outlaw. He showed me his gold-plated
revolver. He must have been Longbaugh.
He looked like him. They lived along
the highway south of Sundance—Ileft side.
I don’t remember where.—William M.
Carson, Orondo, Washington 98843 .

Dear Sirs:

The article by Charlie Rile in the Feb-
ruary 1969 TRUE WEST, “The Trap
Didn’t Spring on Butch Cassidy?” was
very interesting to both me and my
father. Perhaps the following few com-
ments may also be of interest to the
readers of your “Truly Western” column
in regard to Mr. Rile’s conclusions.

In the early 1930s my dad and two of
his Park City, Utah mining partners had
set up a placer operation in Northwash
near Hanksville, Utah. Incidentally, they
were doing fairly well until a flash flood
destroyed their sluice boxes. While
camped that close to Hanksville, he and
his buddies became quite friendly with
Charley Gibbons and visited his ranch on
several occasions. Gibbons wasn’t above
mentioning some of his dealings with the
Wild Bunch. This friendship led my
father to become interested in Cassidy’s
life ahd to develop a deep interest in
Western history.

During the winter of 1953 my father
and I were working with several other
men in developing a number of uranium
claims in the region of Lee Ferry, Ari-
zona. One of the principal owners of
the property had lived in the general area
of northern Arizona nearly all of his
life and was well acquainted with many
of the “old-timers” in that part of the
state.

One evening while we were eating
supper at our base camp at Lee Ferry
the discussion turned to the exploits of
Butch Cassidy and the Hole in the Wall
gang. After talking for a short time
about Cassidy and how it was assumed
- he was killed by soldiers in South Amer-
ica in 1909, the mine owner (who had
been rather quiet) interrupted by stating
he knew for a fact that Parker had not
been killed and that Parker had spent
at least one winter, prior to 1952, in
Fredonia, Arizona. He further stated

— e e — T

 Parker was at that time ‘approximately

seventy years old. This individual also
described Cassidy’s escape from federal
troops in a similar manner to which Mr.
Rile indicated. I noticed that he con-
sistently referred to Cassidy by his legal
name while talking about him. All of
us felt, that evening, that the mine
owner was sincere and had a good idea of
what he was talking about. After that
initial discussion we heard nothing more
from him about the life of Butch Cassidy.

Currently I am involved in a Ph.D.
program with a Western history major
and have a great interest in historical
events related to the Rocky Mountain
states. I, like my father, find TRUE
WEST interesting, informative and feel
that it carries a very good selection of
photographs depicting Western American
scenes.—Jerry Springer, 555 East Center,
Pleasant Grove, Utah 84062

Cedar Mountain

Enjoyed your February 1969 TRUE
WEST, especially the story of “Cedar
Mountain, A Forgotten Town.” I am
well acquainted with it and the surround-
ing area. In 1954 I first came across it.
I had bought a plot of land just off
Shadow Lake Road, known as Maple Val-
ley Heights. It was heavily wooded and
required a great deal of work to clear
before constructing a house. I cleared the
land of trees and brush and hired a
’dozer to clear out the stumps and level
the plot.

It was while we were doing this that
we uncovered a hole thought to be an
old well. The ’dozer operator had a
chalk line in his tool box so we pro-
ceeded to see how deep the well was. His
line was about 100 feet long and we tried
tying a small rock to it and lowering it
down into the hole. Using all the string
we had, we never did touch bottom. So
we just filled it up with dirt and boulders

. which took the dozer about two hours.

Later a near neighbor of mine (Graham)
discovered a hole on his property while
clearing it. In appearance it was the
same as the hole on my property, three
feet square. We tried to determine the
depths of his well too, but didn’t have
enough string. He filled his up also.
Later on that summer a contractor cut-
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ting roads in the area nearly lost a small
- ’dozer when he uncovered another hole.

After hearing of this third one, I did
some investigating on my own. I talked
to several old-timers in and near Renton,
Washington and they told me those
were ‘air shafts for a coal mine under
the hill. Mining operations had long ago
ceased but the shafts were never closed
or covered up. Mother Nature was trying
to hide the scars by a natural growth
of trees and ferns, and the shafts were
hidden from human eyes. Fortunately,
I never heard of anyone falling into one
of them.

A few miles farther on down the road
at Black Diamond, Washington is another
old abandoned coal mine that has been
burning for many years. It has left a
depression covering many acres where it
has settled as much as fifteen feet. I was
told it started burning in 1914 and has
been burning since. Smoke can be seen
coming through the cracks in the earth
on the mountainside.

We left there in 1960 and haven’t been
back since.—Fritz Langrock, 4786 Ker-
wood Way, Sacramento, California 96823

To TRUE WEST Collectors
Please make the following change
in your October 1970 issue: Page 18,
this picture is of Lieutenant James
Calhoun, Seventh Cavalry, not James
Calhoun, Indian superintendent as
stated.

TUMBLEWEEDS

LIMPID LIZARD, | SUMMONED
YOU BECAUSE | NEED A WARRIOR
WHO DOESN'T KNOW THE MEANING
OF THE WORP “FEAR"]...

#yuorpuds aunquy, pur
TSIBOY YL, “0L6T

wgw ofe L1}

A WARRIOR WHO > Bov, vou
SCORNS PANGER! /suvioNoED
1V_V‘5|E0 \ll—éAgYth:ZC"\EJ FEPLER, CHIEF!
OF PEATH! WHO...\. ' Mara

—by Tom K. ‘Ryan

L]

IEN I CANT
FINP HIM,
NOBOPY CAN!

True West



CHARLES M. RUSSELL COLOR PRINTS

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

CHOOSE FROM SELECTIONS BELOW. LIST NUMBERS ON A SHEET OF P

APER.
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1—Ambushed, 11x14 38—Women of the Plains, 8x6 74—Trail’'s End, 13%2x9Y2 el
2—A Tight Dally & Loose Latigo, 13Y2x9%:2 39—Innocent Allies, 14x9%2 75—The Holdup, 13x8 2
3—A Loose Cinch, 11x8 40—Indian Love Call, 13%2x9%2 76—The Bolter, 9%2x13"2 Ejj
4—A Wounded Grizzly, 8%2x11 41—Jerked Down, 15x8Y2 77—The Attack, 12x8 L&
5—Buffalo Hunt (spears), 11x7%z 42—The Jerkline, 14x9Y2 78—The Drifter, 16x11Y2
6—Boss of the Trail Herd, 8x10%2 43—Loops & Swift Horses Are Surer Than 79—The Tenderfoot, 11x8
7—Bronc to Breakfast, 15x8Y2 Lead, 10%2x7 80—Two of a Kind Win, 13%2x9%:
8—Blackfeet Burning Crow Buffalo Range, 44—Last of the Herd, 15x8Y:2 81—Last of 5,000, 8x92
11%2x8 45—Last Chance or Bust, 12Y2x9 82—When Tracks Spell Meat, 13Y2x9Y2
9—Bucking Bronco, 8x11%2 46—Mad Cow, 12x8 83—When the Nose of a Horse Beats the 2
10—Better Than Bacon, 11x8Y: 47—Meat's Not Meat Till It's in the Pan, Eyes of a Man, 13Y2x9%2
E 11—On the Move, 132x9%2 13Y2x9%2 84—When Ignorance is Bliss, 11x14
12—Buffalo Hunt (arrows), 12Y2x8%: 48—The Challenge, 10Y2x6%2 85—Wild Horse Hunters (cowboys), 14x9 3]
13—On the Trail, 11x7Y2 49—When Arrows Spell Death, 9x7 86—Wild Horse Hunters (Indians), 12Y2x8
14—The Pony Raid, 16x11Y2 50—O0Ild Fashioned Stage Coach, 10x7 87—Whose Meat?, 13V2x9Y:
a 15—At Close Quarters 11x8Y 51—At the End of the Rope, 10%2x7 88—Wagon Boss, 16x9Y2
16—Capturing the Grizzly, 15x8%2 52—Prospectors, 10Y2x8 89—When Mules Wear Diamonds, 13Y2x9Y2 E_]
17—Cinch Ring 15x8Y2 53—Planning the Attack, 14x10 90—A Crow Chief, 7x9 =
18—Caught with the Goods, 14x9Y: 54—Pipe of Peace, 14x7 91—When the Trail Was Long Between
19—Cowboy Life, 10x14 55—Who Killed the Bear?, 10¥2x7 Camps, 10Y2x6Y2
20—Call of the Law, 13Y2x9%2 56—Queen’s War Hounds, 14x9'2 92—Where Ignorance is Bliss, 10¥2x6
21—Carson’s Men, 14x9Y 57—Rainy Morning in a Cow Camp, 11x8Y: 93—When Sioux & Blackfeet Meet, 15x8%2
2 22—Return of the Warriors, 13%2x9Y2 58—Roping a Grizzly, 11x8%2 94—Warning Shadows, 10Y2x7 3
23—Piegan Indian, 9x12 59—Red Man's Wireless, 14x7 95—When Horse Flesh Comes High, 15x8Y:
24—Renegades Return, 16x11Y: 60—Roping a Wolf, 11x8Y2 96—Wound Up, 11x8%2
25—Chief Joseph, 8x11 61—Smoking Them Out, 11x10 97—A Nobleman of the Plains, 9x12
26—Deadline on the Range, 14x9Y: 62—Scattering the Riders, 11V2x8 98—Winter Packet, 15x7
27—Disputed Trail, 11x14 63—Strenuous Life, 14x9Y2 99—Mourning Her Warrior Dead, 11x8Y2 5
28—Dangerous Cripple, 14x92 64—Sun Worshippers, 16x10%z 100—When Horses Turn Back There’'s Danger 3)
29—Buffalo on the Move, 16x11Y2 65—Serious Predicament, 15x8%: Ahead, 14x9'2
30—Early American, 13%2x9Y2 66—Single Handed, 14x9Y2 101—The Buffalo Hunt (1898), 13%2x9%2
31—Elk in Lake McDonald, 11x8%2 67—Slick Ear, 14x11Y:2 102—Cowboy Sport, 13Y2x9%2
32—First Furrow, 8x12 68—Smoke of a .45, 12x9 103—A Desperate Stand, 13%2x9Y2
33—First Wagon Tracks, 15x8Y2 69—Sage Brush Sport, 13'2x8Y2 104—Rider of the Rough String, 13Y2x9%2
34—Finding the Trail, 13¥2x9Y2 70—Signal Fire, 11x14 105—Land of Good Hunting, 16x11Y2
& 35—Heads or Tails, 15x8Y2 71—When Red Man Talks War, 13%2x9Y2 106—The Fire Boat, 16x11Y2 L:
36—Heading the Right Way, 13¥2x92 72—In Enemy Country, 13Y2x9Y2 107—Our Warriors Return, 16x11Y2 2
£ 37—In Without Knocking, 13¥2x9%2 73—The Medicine Man, 11x82 108—When Wagon Trails Were Dim, 13%2x9Y2 3
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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:

CHARLES M. RUSSELL PRINTS

P.O. BOX 3338 AUSTIN, TEXAS 78704



The sensational new metal locator

®

EASILY DETECTS:

* Coins
* Relics
* Gold

; *SOLID STATE
b MADE..IN U.S.A
* Copper

* All Other Metals

WE GUARANTEE the Mustang
to outperform all other metal
locators in this price range! ot

ho

Waterproof Searchloop!
No extra charge

for this feature — 1
can be submerged £
up to 30 inches!

“New type searchloop gives more
performance at low cost — Designed
especially for the Mustang.

FULL FIVE YEAR
WARRANTY!

5.8 3995

* All Transistor

* 5 Year Guarantee

» Lightweight: 3 Ibs.

* One Tuner Control

* Adjustable Stem

* Perfect Balance

Locates through dirt, wood, rock,
sand, water & etc.

¥

WILL DETECT:
Penny — 5 inches deep
Silver Dollar — 8 inches deep
Bag of Coins — 18 inches deep

Comes complete, ready to use.
No expensive accessories needed.
Has fresh battery

installed when shipped.

Uses only one inexpensive

9 volt battery (radio type)
available anywhere.

You get more performance from a JETCO® Metal Locator!
JETCO® is the World’s leading manufacturer of metal locators!
When ordering by mail, add $1.50 for postage and shipping.

Electronic Industries, Inc.

P. O. Box 132, Huntsville, Texas 77340

TO: JETCO ELECTRONIC INDUSTRIES, INC. w. P.
P. 0. BOX 132 — HUNTSVILLE, TEXAS 77340

[J RUSH ME A MUSTANG
| ENCLOSE $39.95 PLUS $1.50 POSTAGE (TOTAL $41.45)

[J RUSH ME A CATALOG OF THE COMPLETE LINE!
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