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A Complete Line of
Metal Locators by, /eZco

the Leading Manufacturer
of Metal Locators!

America’s fastest
growing Hobby!

Funfor the whole family! {
DISCOVERS!

e Relics * Riches * Coins
e Gold - Silver » Metals

e Powerful & Sensitive- %
locates through wood, "¢
water, sand, dirt and rocks!
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‘® Solid State Circuitry (All Transistor) —
Made in USA

e Lightweight — perfect balance

‘e Waterproof Searchloops Eggﬂg{:‘; 5‘) i
e Adjustable Aluminum stems ' s:;g;n;;ﬁfyplus
® Big 5 Year Warranty

~® Detailed Instructions

e Shipped with fresh Batteries

S ~ A60Page Book
FREE! “101 Treasure Sites”. ..

with every locator!
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Searchmaster®

$6995

The Mustang®

$3995

Easy to operate!
10 transistors
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Huntmaster®

59Qes

Treasure Hawk®

$1 2995

16 Transistors
The most powerful
& super sensitive
locator available!

Send for a FREE COLOR CATALOG of JETCO
Treasure Finders, Fish Locators, Depth Finders, Precision tuning
Dog Trainers ... ORDER TODAY! plus 11 transistors.

RUSH ME A [] MUSTANG — $39.95 + $1.50 Postage [] GTO SEARCH-

’ I MASTER — $69.95 + $2.00 Postage [] GTX HUNTMASTER — $99.95 +

BUY JETCO R ’T S THE BEST' $2.00 Postage [] TREASURE HAWK — $129.95 + $2.00 Postage. (Enclose
® Check or Money Order) ALL UNITS IN STOCK ¢ IMMEDIATE SHIPMENT.

JETCO ELECTRONIC INDUSTRIES, INC., P. O. BOX 132, HUNTSVILLE,
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Introducing the brand new

Fisher Explorer IT

The makers of the first metal detector give you
16 reasons why it’s the “Cadillac” of all treasure hunting
instruments. Yet its basic cost is only $229.50.

2. ON/OFF/VOLUME CONTROL /

3. METER SENSITIVITY

4. BUILT-IN SPEAKER

5. EARPHONE PLUG

6. EXCLUSIVE LAMINATED
WOODGRAIN.
Makes Explorer Il the
most distinctive on the
market. Tough, scratch-
resistant, beautiful!

12. REAL LEATHER NECK
& WAIST STRAPS Included for
use with detached housing

\ 1. EXCLUSIVE DETACHABLE FEATURE
Lets you use instrument as single

unit or with electronics section
detached and worn 'round the neck

7. WIDE-ANGLE METER
EXCLUSIVE BATTERY TEST

9. METAL-MINERAL SELECTOR/FINGER
TIP TUNING CONTROL

L—— 10. GENUINE WALNUT HAND GRIP
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You can have either the 6” or 12" loop at the
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 eog] MASTERCHARGE/INTERBANK
CREDIT CARDS WELCOMED

OTHER FISHER DETECTORS:

M GEMINI $189.50 M METALERT M70 $158.50
M ORION 120 $99.50 M ORION 121 $129.50
Il MODEL T-20C $149.50

Contact your local Fisher dealer or use
coupon opposite.

FISHER TREASURE DETECTORS

Dept. TW, Palo Alto, California 94303 * Since 1932

Gentlemen: | would like to order your new Explorer Il with
[16” loopor []112” loop @ $229.50. [] Both loops @ $279.50.
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[J Charge my Master Charge card #

(Signature)
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C. M. Russell
Playing Cards

Two complete decks in
each set. Relive the
drama of the early west
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guarantee. Order today,
or send for our FREE
color catalog. Deal!
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“% v«;g% Box 1500 RANGH,
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Write Today
for FREE CATALOG

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

(GIVE...

SO more
will live

HEART
FUND

WONDERING HOW TO SUBSCRIBE
TO THIS RAG? SEE PAGE 37.

NEW and USED

beom $15

Sales—Rentals—Terms

LEE BAKER

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

Is This Cardwell?

The man on the left in the above pic-
ture is my father, Alfred Baker Fullin-
gim, who was the subject of a story in a
chapter of J. Frank Dobie’s Cow People
which was published in the December
1965 issue of TRUE WEST under the
title “Within the Code,” page 48. Bertha
Dobie in a letter to me confirmed that the
man mentioned was my father; no name
was given in the book. The episode pub-

lished in TRUE WEST and in the Dobie
book related how a trail driver filed on
land in Montana and came back to Texas
and, returning, found a man squatter in
his house and beat him to death. He was
acquitted but lost his ranch.

What I want to know is the identity
of the man on the right in the picture
which was made in Montana, perhaps at
Billings or Miles City around 1886-88.

(Continued on page 71)
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P. O. Box 451-04 D-TEX ELECTRONICS Garland, Texas 75040
614 EASY ST.— PH. BR 2-2622
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Below. James Stockton Longley; a good
man who was tagged with his brother's

reputation for most of his life.

‘brave and maybe as fast—found

By WAYNE SPILLER

Photos Courtesy Author

FOR PRACTICALLY all the years of

his life Jim Longley would walk in
the shadow of his older brother, Bill. As
a child he loved that. Bill, eight years
Jim’s senior, was a real-life, flesh and
blood hero to him. Eleven-year-old Jim,
straight and tall for his years, with
raven hair and flashing black eyes so

Billhmgley always keg tthe siiu ";o_liis,;ba_ek, Jill!——wlio was just as
‘ t hard to escape

Below, the first masonry courthouse in
Brady, county seat of McCulloch County,
Texas. Built in 1878, it was torn down in
1898. People standing in front are identified
as follows: (left to right) W. H. P. (Willie)
Marsden: John R. McGee, county treasurer;
F. M. (Marion) Miller, sheriff and tax col-
lector; Walter Jordan: J. C. Wall, commis-

sioner, Precinct No. 1; Henry Jordan; and

an unidentified boy.
i

like his brother’s, stood a little straighter
and a little taller when Bill was near. Bill
could handle a six-gun like no one else
around, and kid-brother Jim aspired to
the same degree of proficiency.

In the Evergreen community of Wash-
ington (now Lee) County, Texas, during
the hard years immediately following
the Civil War—the days when Northern
adventurers (called carpetbaggers) and
illiterate, newly-freed slaves took over lo-
cal and state governments in the South—

HIS BROTHER’S

True West



Bill taught his young brother six-gun
fundamentals. It takes only small imag-
ination to hear Bill Longley tell his
brother, “To stay alive in this carpetbag-
ger land, you’ve got to shoot straight nd
you've got to shoot fast. T
to short-cut it. You've go
learn to shoot!”
When he could
gun, Jim practice
afford one of his «
Like Bill, he be
artist with his fa
accurate, fast.
Bill’s guns al
trouble. He had
weapons of defen;
vengeance and pov
he had become ki
Jim and Bill
spected father, C
proud diminutive,
Ann Henry, a relal
the statesman. Cam

lution, was a very religious man. He
took his livelihood from the soil, and he
and Sarah reared a large fannly of chil-
dren, both sons and daughters. Bill was
the sixth-born; Jim the ninth.

As Jim Longley matured it was pos-
sible for him to see his brother in a more
objective light, and to know Bill possibly
better than Bill knew himself. Jim knew
the danger signs in Bill’s personality. He
knew the way Bill brooded and how
when he drank, his anger and pent-up
fury over real and imagined injustices
left no outlet but to destroy the ob]ect
of his hatred.

More and more, as Bill’s troubl
pyramided, he sought out, on his in
quent trips to the home of his p
old Evergreen, his brother Jim for com-

panionship. More and more he confided
in Jim. More and more he advised his

brother, “Don’t follow my course in life,
Jim don’t follow my course in life!”
But anger and a few swigs from a
bottle took all logic and reason from Bill
Longley, and he would revert to the
character of Wild Bill. It was this un-
thinking, unreasoning, illogical Wild Bill
who maneuvered for his younger
brother Jim to be with him when
killed Wilson Anderson. Bill forgo
good advice he had given hi
brother not to walk in his 0l
the trails he rode

He walked deep in his brother’s shadow
It was no longer pleasant! He was, how-

complicity in the

- ~ . ith Bill gone, Jim’s path
was hardly bathed in sunlight. There
were men who blamed him for things
Bill had done—men on the alert for an
opportunity to kill him. There were men
who sought the fame that'would be theirs
if they could “take” Wild Bill’s brother.
Jim became even more alert to pos-
sible danger, and because he knew it
existed he continued to practice his
marksmanship and speed. A few years
later in MecCulloch County, Texas, a
contemporary said of him, “Ji

im Longley

O -
friend Wiley Holland, he spotted an ex-
slave, former local area official of carpet-
bagger days, drunk and arrogant, sit-
ting in an attitude of self-importance,
smoking a long black cigar.

“Bet you can’t bust that cigar, Jim,”
Wiley whispered.

Quick as a flash, possibly because for
a moment in tl : »he felt the same hatred

in his earlier years,
3 hand. He fired. The

s affection, but her
tly forbade her seeing
1d Bill’s brother and
r James Marion Dra-

have, however, they
e each other, and to
1 they could not visit
nele and aunt, John
and Lou Stewart, were often pressed into

_ service as mail carriers. As a consequence

Jim and Vie were able in time to over-
come all obstacles, and on October 3,
1881, near the village of Florence, Texas,
Vie Draper became the bride of Jim
Stockton Longley.

Because Jim loved the good earth he
was a farmer. He liked to see things
grow and he liked to help the Lord along
with the g wing. He loved the beauty

Wild Bill Longley

 County. He had taught school
“preached th

that resulted therefrom. As a matter of
fact, Jim Longley loved all things beau-
tiful—the far-away stars in the night
sky, the moon floating on fluffy white
clouds, spring rain dancing across a
field of new corn, the song of a lark,
sunrise, sunset. Especially did he love
the glory of the sunsets. Watching them,
the day’s work behind him, was almost
ritual. At the top of the list of beautiful
things he loved, however, was his slender,
nineteen-year- old Vie with the brown
hair, the laughing blue eyes, and the
cleary soprano voice. Vie often sang

/ ~ Sweet Chariot” as she
svening chores.

Bot thrilled in the knowl-
edge the ng to have a child.
On J near Salado in Bell
Cou aturely, was born
Mar, small she could be
held her father’s hand,

ing planned and
fit. Vie cut each
and they were still
ther clothing had to
be made smaller in the same proportion.
Fires were kept he Longley fireplace
even in August and September of that
year. The tiny little girl, two pounds
(clothes and 8 was often placed on
irned side to side and
before the fire to keep
rarm, though the parents
of an incubator for a

ng in Williamson County,
the town of Florence, Jim

John T. Olive. But he still walked in his
brother’s long shadow. Lawman or not
there were men who, given the slightest
advantage, would kill him at the drop
of a hat. In Vie’s heart was an ever-
present fear that a moment’s inattention
by her husband mlght cost his life. Ten-
sion was always in both their lives. Vie
longed to move away, and they often
talked of such a possibility.
Vie’s grandfather, David K. Stewart, a

~ prominent Christian minister of the Tex-

as frontier, had lived for some time on
Lost Creek in southeastern McCulloch
and
gospel in a picket building
central Texas communi-
spoken to Vie’s parents
place—-—abundant
1 strsams, great fish,

plentiful gam
on a horse,

Courtesy Western History Collections: University of Oklahom

gserved as deputy for Sheriff ° '



Courtesy G. A. Stinnett, Chula Vista, California

Above, left, Bill Longley in the company of Deputy Sheriff Bill Barrows,
. in De Soto Parish, Louisiana, June 26, 1877. Mast was sheriff of Nacogdoches County,
. knew it. Scene here is looking north across Brady Creek. Sheriff F. M. Miller's home,

(left) and Sheriff Milton Mast (right), who captured Longley
Texas. On right, Brady, Texas as Jim Longley
barn, corrals, and corn patch is in left fore-

ground. The street between the fences and leading to the courthouse square is present-day South Bridge Sireet. Photo taken
from a rise south of town about 1890. Below, the east side of the Brady public square about 1893.

\

Jim and Vie found their land about
two miles west from the picket building
where David K. Stewart had taught and
preached. About one-half mile south from
the village of Voca, fourteen miles
southeast from Brady, the county seat,
they set up a tent for a dwelling, and
along with baby Mary moved in. They
looked forward to peace at last, to hap-
piness in each other and in the children
they would have and rear, and to the
prosperity that was certain to be theirs.

The year of their migration to Voca
appears to have been 1883. Jim cleared
the land and tilled it. He acquired a
few cattle, sheep and hogs. Wild game

was plentiful and fish in the San Saba
River, a mile north, were abundant. The
family made friends in the community.
Among their near neighbors and closest
friends were George and Mary Banta. In
1884, a second daughter, Claudia, was
born.

In 1886, while Vie was expecting her
third child, McCulloch County’s farms
and ranches were suffering a severe
drouth. What once had seemed a
paradise was now almost a desert. Feed-
ing livestock was impossible when no
feed was grown. People were suffering
even for staples. Flour could not be
bought. There was no corn for meal.

There was, of course, little money. On one
occasion they were given meal by the
government. But mostly the farmers and
ranchers did without or made do with
substitutes. For bread, the Longleys used
“yam potatoes.”

In view of those conditions and Vie’s
pregnancy, Jim decided she should be
with her parents for the birth of the
third child as she had been for the second.
He persuaded his younger brother, Cam,
to come out and take charge of his live-
stock while he went with his family to
the Draper home near Florence.

Cam came. The family left for Flor-

True West



ence. But in a very short time Jim had
word that conditions at home in Voca
were progressing swiftly from bad to
worse than bad, and he returned home
not waiting for the birth of the baby.
Back at Voca, he wrote Vie that things
were in an “awful” state. The horse, Old
Morgan, was in bad shape. The cattle
were little more than skin and bones.
Crops were bad to nonexistent. But also—
with the optimism characteristic of Jim
Longley—he wrote that “we will come out
of this and be fine.”

The third child, Berta, also a girl, was
born at the Draper home on July 4, 1886.

Januwary-February, 1972

OMETIME after Jim had taken his
family back home to Voca, it was
decided because of the drouth to sell an
eighty-acre block of land they had pur-
chased. Their good friend and neighbor,
George W. Banta, assumed the note they
had given in purchase of the land.

A fourth child came to the Longleys in
1888, again a girl. They named her
Rose. Fifty-five years later on the oc-
casion of her birthday (World War II
was in progress) Rose, then Mrs. Neill
Masterson, received a memorable letter
from her oldest sister Mary, then Mrs.
J. C. Hooker:

“Colorado City, Texas
“March 15, 1943
“My dear Rose and Neill:

“I hope this reaches you on your birth-
day—tried to write yesterday, but had
company.

“Rose, I remember how Mama and
Papa always remembered your birthday
and would speak of it all day on March
17th, and Papa never failed to remember
and speak of it as long as he lived.

“I remember as well as if yesterday
how late one evening Mama sat on the
front step, and we were all playing
around and Papa was cutting up wood—
the big chips he was making!-—and Mama
said to him as he came up to the door,
‘Jim I'm sick. You'd better take the
children to Auntie’s [her Aunt Ellen
Richardson] and get her or Grandma
Stewart to come.” I can’t remember very
much about Auntie’s house, only it was
not very far there. Then sometime in the
early morning I heard Uncle Matt [Rich-
ardson] say, ‘So they have a new baby
girl at Jim’s,” and I could not sleep any-
more. Later they took us home and we
could hardly wait to get there to see the
new baby.

“Mrs. Poe—‘Aunt Liney Poe’—met us
in the yard and said she found you in a
hollow stump, and she ran and ran after
the doctor through the bushes and brush
and spread out her hands and said ‘See
where I scratched my hands,” and they
were all scratched up. Now I wonder how
she really had scratched them. You know
she was a ‘midwife’. Later Mama had
‘child bed fever’ they called it then, and
Papa had two doctors with Mama. I
think now that the woman’s infected
hands may have caused that, and it’s a
wonder Mama ever got well—way out
there in that primitive settlement. They
had Dr. Jodie McKnight and Dr. Wilson
with Mama. Dr. McKnight is head doctor
now at the Carlsbad Sanitorium near San
Angelo, Texas. I remember he was the
handsomest man I ever saw.

“He had a sweetheart then named
Lindy Lemons. Mama was always talking
about how pretty they danced together.
Once all the young people ‘stormed’
Mama and Papa and came in to dance.
They had musicians with them. I re-
member the fiddlers, and how pretty the
music sounded, and how they all laughed
and had such a good time. Mama and
Papa danced too—it was mostly waltzing
—and I can see Jodie and Lindy waltzing

The old rock building which served as a church and schoolhouse in Voca, Texas,
where the Longley children grew up. The shed room, tin roof, and front door over-
hang are additions of the last 30 to 40 years.




now, so smooth and even, and how good-
looking he was, and how pretty and pink-
cheeked and bright-eyed she was, with
brown curly hair. I can’t remember much
about the others—only how happy they
were!

“I think they took along 12 inch planks
and put them on nail kegs to make
benches all around the floor, and the
floor was new. Now I think they knew
that floor was new, and those young
folks wanted to dance on it. . ..

“Now in this war-torn world I wonder
if people can ever be as happy and care-
free as they were that night. They had
no idea then of war as it is today. But
people are strange animals. In such
peace as the world enjoyed then they
had to get into something, so they formed
mobs. Our peace there was shattered by
a mob, and we left that lovely settlement
that to my childish mind was Eden then.
The good neighbors Mama had, and wild
cows and wild hogs, the rivers and creeks
full of the finest fish on earth, and the
fine gardens and fine fruit, and the
good yam potatoes, and the finest hams
ever cured—wild honey and deer and
kraut in barrels, and all the rich milk
and butter, and the Sunday meetings and
Camp Meetings, and a little red rock
school house where Claud and I started
to school and where they had the com-
munity Christmas tree, and that little
town of Voca where we bought candy and
sardines and salmon and flour. They had
a big old mill where we took the corn for
meal. And Brady and Brownwood were
the big towns, and Mama and Papa took
wool and pecans to sell, and all of us and
Uncle Matt used to go thrash and gather
up the big pecans on the San Saba River
and on Lost Creek. I will never forget
those towering pecan trees, and Papa and
Uncle Matt climbing way up in the trees,
and walking the limbs and thrashing

At left, Jodie McKnight, who danced with
Lindy Lemons at the Longley “tent house.”
McKnight studied medicine and became
a respected man in his profession. He
founded the McKnight State Tuberculosis
Hospital. At right is Lindy Lemons, Mc-
Knight's dancing partner. She later married
James Stiles.

Below, the west side of the town square in Brady, Texas, 1901.

10 True West



with a long pole, so nimble and quick,
laughing and singing. I can see them yet,
and Mama and all of us picking up those
fat pecans.

“Then they would build a fire and cook
meat on a stick, and bake potatoes and
bake biscuits in a dutch oven—coals on
the lid—and have onions and some des-
sert brought from home, and coffee boiled
in a can. That was the best eating! Most
times the dessert was ginger cakes and
cookies that Mama had baked the day
before. The cookies were ‘tea-cakes’ with
sugar springled on top. Mama made the
finest.

“Then they would go fishing—all
gather at some home on the creek or
River, and the women and children all
stayed in the house putting the children
to sleep in ‘trundle beds’ and pallets—
and the men set trot lines and fished
all night. I remember them coming up
from the creek in early morning with
big fish—sometimes big enough to have a
rail run through the gills and carried
on the men’s shoulders, fish tails drag-
ging. Then the cooking came—out in the
yard, and how I wish for some of that
golden brown fish today.

“They would rob wild bee trees and
come in with great pans and buckets of
golden honey, and they also had tame
bees (bees in a hive), and when a crowd
would come or some of the kinfolks from
Florence, Papa would put a net over his
head and get a smoke on a stick and ‘rob
the bees’.

“We had time for so much. They killed
their own fat beeves and divided up
among the neighbors, and then the neigh-
bors would kill and divide, too. They
dried strips of beef on a rope or on the
roof, and we ate dried beef. And was
it good! We cut up peaches and dried
them, and Mama made fried pies, and
they raised the biggest juicy water-
melons—and had chickens to kill any-
time. . J.'; !

“Mama milked those cows in a big
rail pen, and all us kids had tin cups.
We stayed outside the pen and beat the
cups on the rails, and Mama would come
get our cups and milk them full of warm

(Continued on page L4)
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Above, Sheriff F. M. Miller and wife, Thurza. Below, left, Jim Longley’s friend, George
W. Banta. Below, George Banta with his wife, Mary, and child.
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THE Mexican War, 1846-1848, checked
but did not stop entirely the Indian
raids into Texas and Mexico. At its end,
the raids flared up again and continued
into the 1850s despite the building of
military forts across the northern and
western frontiers of Texas and extending
into the Southern Plains, and despite
treaties such as the one made by German
colonists with the Penatethka Coman-
ches in Texas, 1847, and the Treaty of
Fort Atkinson, Kansas, 1853 made by
Indian Agent Thomas Fitzpatrick with
the Kiowas, Comanches, Kiowa-Apaches,
Southern Cheyennes, and others.
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The Indians had a name for the
handful of infantry sent to
control them—the “Walk-
A-Heaps.” Considering
the foot soldiers’ inef-
fectiveness on the
Plains, this derogatory

term was remarkably

apt...

At left, Major Earl Van Dorn, Commander of the
Washita Expedition (1858-59), shown with the sword
presented to him by his Mississippi admirers after
the wound received in the battle had healed. On
right, “Indians on Warpath,” from Harpers Weekly,

The western frontier of the United
States in 1848 extended from the Rio
Grande to Canada. The army could not
control this vast area with limited
mounted troops; could not watch over
the trails to California and the northern
Pacific, or protect settlers seeking homes
in the prairies, plains, and lands newly
acquired from Mexico. The forts were
too far apart and too poorly manned—
largely with infantry—to possess strik-
ing power against the mobile and war-
like Plains tribes, a new type of Indian
to many of the settlers.

The Indians were not greatly con-

June 18, 1870.

cerned by the forts; they passed around
them. Dohasan, head chief of the Kiowas,
said that “Washington” was “bluffing”
the Indians. The Kiowas, Comanches, and
their allies kept on stealing horses and
children especially in northern Mexico,
although they had to by-pass the Texas
Rangers southwest of San Antonio by
crossing the Rio Grande farther north;
they also took an enormous toll of the
increased California-bound traffic,
heightened by the gold rush of 1849, on
the Santa Fe Trail.

In 1848 Santa Ana and Buffalo Hump
(Pochana-quoip), leading war chiefs of

True West




ILLAGE AND CROOKED CREEK
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the Penatethkas (Southern Comanches),
complained to Robert S. Neighbors, In-
dian Agent, that they were having skirm-
ishes with the Texas Rangers near San
Antonio as the Indians moved south
along their favorite trail into Mexico.
They crossed the Rio Grande near pres-
ent-day Eagle Pass and Piedras Negras.
Robert Neighbors warned them against
any conflict with the Rangers and—
unable to dissuade them from their cus-
tomary war parties or to stop them—
suggested that they cross the river
farther north. The Indians went on with
their raiding and enslaving. (By the
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Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo, the United
States had promised to keep its Indians
out of Mexico.)

General David E. Twiggs, in the late
1850s commanding the Eighth Depart-
ment of the United States Army, was
sympathetic to the Texans who, burdened
with debts from the days of the Republic,
had no money to provide a force against
this menace. Twiggs, from Georgia, was
a true son of the South, sturdy and jolly,
often profane, thoroughly at home with
and well liked by the Texans. He felt
that Texas was markedly mistreated by
the federal government. From 1848 to

1850, the government did everything it
could to keep Texas from gaining the
eastern part of New Mexico. Texas
claimed this land east of the Rio Grande.
This was settled in 1850 when Congress
determined the northern boundary of
Texas and bought out Texas’ claim
farther ' north for tem million dollars.
Mostly, the money went for debts and
the state continued in financial straits.
Although some attempts were made to
provide forts and mounted troops to give
protection, they were far from adequate.
At times Texas had to call out Rangers
to patrol its borders at state expense.
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In 1858, after repeated pleas and
petitions by citizens and by the legisla-
ture for federal miliitary help, General
Twiggs received authority to begin plans
for an active punitive campaign against
the Indians, especially the hostile Coman-
ches. Thus some hope of protection was
offered to harassed settlements in Park-
er, Palo Pinto, Jack, Stephens and Young
Counties at that time the extreme north-
western frontier.

AT Fort Belknap plans were made for
a campaign against the Comanches
and their allies who had made them-

selves desperately hated by their vicious
attacks. Buffalo Hump, a leading war
chief of the Penatethkas who had joined
with some of the Northern Comanches
after refusing to join his rival, Chief
Ketum-see, on the Clear Fork Reserva-
tion, sent word to the reserve Indians
that he would be down to wipe them
out and would do the same for the
military at Fort Chadbourne farther
west. :

Captain (Brevet Major) Earl Van
Dorn was ordered by General Twiggs to
chastise the Comanches even if it in-
volved following them into Indian Terri-

At right, Second Lieutenant Fitzhugh Lee. Below, Asa Havie (The Milky Way) was

coordinate chief with To-shawa in 1859, after Chief Ke-tumsee of the Penatethka Co-

manches died. The Penatethkas under Ke-tumsee were the only Comanches to submit

to living on the Clear Fork Reservation in Texas, and the other Comanches were
hostile toward them because of it.

Smithsonian Institution Photo; Neg. No. 1727 (R)

Courtesy Kansas State Historical Society, Topeka

tory north of Red River. Van Dorn was
an ambitious soldier, well known on the
Texas frontier since 1856. He command-
ed troops A, F, H, and K of the Second
Cavalry.

Van Dorn felt that the Texas Rangers
and volunteers had been shown favorit-
ism by Indian Agent Shapley P. Ross of
the Brazos Agency and Reserve by let-
ting them have the aid of the reserve
Indians. This Ross denied, saying that he
had also offered the aid of the Indian
scouts to the regular army several times
but it had been refused. The “friendly”
Indians were then invited to accompany
the Second Cavalry. They accepted. Ross,
who in April 1858 had helped Captain
John Salmon Ford and his Texas Rang-
ers by actually leading the Indian allies,
also went along but for reasons of health
relinquished field leadership to his young
son, Lawrence Sullivan (Sul) Ross, twen-
ty years of age, then home from college.

One hundred and thirty-five Indians,
as guides and warriors, were recruited
and led by Nasthoe (Shot in the Foot) of
the Wacos and Tawakoni Jim of the
Tawakonis. Other Indians—Ionis, Ana-
dahcos, and Tonkawas—were included in
the friendly Indians of the Brazos Re-
serve. None was taken from the Coman-
che Reserve as they were relatives of the
hostiles.

At the same time preparations were
being made for this military campaign,
officers at Fort Arbuckle were helping
the Department of the Interior, then in-
terested in seeking a treaty with the
Comanches—the same Comanches Van
Dorn was seeking to punish! The War
Department and the Interior Department
were not aware of each other’s interest.

Van Dorn left Fort Belknap on Sep-
tember 15, 1858, well armed, supplied,
and mounted. He led four companies of
the Second Cavalry, one company of the
First Infantry, and the friendly Indian
contingent under Sul Ross. They marched
north, the Indians in the forefront,
crossed Red River, then went up the
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North Fork of the Red, and made a camp
—Camp Radziminski—on Otter Creek
west of the Wichita Mountains (near
present-day Tipton, Oklahoma).

Scouts were sent to search for the Co-
manches. Nasthoe and his son, Wau-see-
sic-can, went east to the Wichita village
near Rush Springs. Here they found a
large group of Comanches who had set
up their lodges nearby while visiting the
Wichitas and partaking of a somewhat
grudging hospitality. The Comanche
camp, a group of mixed bands, was un-
der the leadership of Quo-ho-ah-te-me
(Hair Bobbed on One Side) and several
other chiefs including Ho-to-yo-ko-wot
(Over the Buttes) and Buffalo Hump
whose followers were now estranged
from the Penatethkas under Ketum-see
on the Texas Comanche Reserve.

The Comanches had visited Fort Ar-

At right, the location of the Battle of
Crooked Creek in Kansas. Below, Buffalo
Hump, son of Chief Buffalo Hump. His
father led one faction of the Penatethka
Comanches who were hostile to the Texans
and to the Penatethkas under Chief Ke-
tumsee. Photo by Alexander Gardner,
Washington, D. C., 1872.
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buckle to confer with its officers about
making a peace. Negotiations were not
completed but plans had been made to
talk again. They camped near the Wichi-
tas, trading, gambling, and enjoying
themselves hugely, confident that they
were safe because the officers at Fort
Arbuckle were busily promoting a truce.

NASTHOE and Wau-see-sic-can visited

their kinsmen, the Wichita chiefs
How-its-cahde and Esadowa, at night, to
warn them that soldiers from the south
were planning to fall on the Comanches.
The Wichitas then warned the Coman-
¢hes, who had also been alerted by two
of their own men returning from a raid
into = Mexico, Auti-toy-bitsy (Brown
Young Man) and another warrior whose
name is forgotten. The two raiders had
noticed the camp at Otter Creek in pass-
ing, and suspected trouble. Quo-ho-ah-te-
me sent them back to keep an eye on the
soldiers.

On September 29, Nasthoe and Wau-
see-sic-can returned and advised Ross
that Comanches were visiting the Wichi-
tas. Ross informed Van Dorn who called
his officers to a conference. It was then
afternoon; they decided to move against
the Indians at once. Rush Springs was
believed to be about a hundred miles
from their camp. Wagons, spare horses
and supplies were left in camp under
guard. Each man carried rations for
two days and his own ammunition in
his saddlebags. The four cavalry com-
panies and Indian allies departed at sun-
set, hoping to reach the village in early
morn.

At daylight they were still far from
Rush Springs. They rode all day, reach-
ing Medicine Bluff Creek (near present
Fort Sill) late in the afternoon of Sep-
tember 30. Worn out, they stopped for
coffee and a ration of corn. Auti-toy-
bitsy and his Comanche companion were
not far behind. When they saw the sol-
diers march again after eating, they
rushed ahead to warn their chief.
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Quo-ho-ah-te-me had the village crier
call the people to council. The Coman-
ches seemed to fear nothing and refused
to break camp. Some of the young bucks
wanted to fight, eager for new laurels
‘and war honors. The council determined
to stay on, counting on the peace to be
made at Fort Arbuckle. Twice warned,
the village shook off its fears and settled
to sleep, although some of the men spent
the evening gambling. Meanwhile, eager
to reach the village, Van Dorn pushed on,
exhausting his men and mounts in a
grueling march to beat the sunrise.

The Indian scouts, far ahead of Van
Dorn, came upon the Comanches’ large
horse herd and sent word back to Van
~ Dorn that they were nearing the village.
Van Dorn and his forces marched in col-
umns of two, all companies abreast, with
the friendly Indians moving out to the
right. The Tonkawas were selected to
drive off the Comanche horses. On the
morning of October 1, they neared the
silent, sleeping village undetected—and
the bugle sounded the charge.

The surprised Comanches rushed out
to shoot their arrows at the soldiers and
horses bearing down upon them, covering

T

Above, Lieutenant Colonel Robert E. Lee (circa 1855), second in command of the
Second Cavalry in 1855. Below, To—sAho-wa (Silver Knife), a coordinate chief with
sa Havie.

Smithsonian Institution Photo

the flight of their anguished women and
children who sought safety in the brush.
The braves who ran for their horses
found them gone—stampeded by the
Tonkawas. Soon the fighting became
hand-to-hand encounters, noisily attend-
ed by shots and yells and whoops. Van
Dorn led the attack on the upper part
of the village with three companies. Cap-
tain Nathan G. Evans with the fourth
company and the Indian allies led the
fight on the lower part of the village.

During the close-in fighting, Sergeant
John W. Spangler killed two Indians. Sul
Ross with Lieutenant Cornelius Van
Camp, Private C. C. Alexander, and a
Caddo Indian rushed out to follow some
fleeing Comanches, but seeing they were
women and children, turned back. Ross
spied a white child and called to the
Caddo to fetch her along. Just then some
Indians rushed upon them. Van Camp
and Alexander were struck down by ar-
rows and Ross’ gun misfired.

Mohee, a Comanche, picked up Alex-
ander’s gun to shoot Ross, who had just
been struck by an arrow and was para-
lyzed, unable to move. As Mohee came at
Ross, Lieutenant James Major galloped
up and shot Mohee, saving Ross’ life.
Other soldiers, following Major, drove
the Comanches back into the heavy brush.
Some of the cavalrymen galloped after
them, overtaking and killing a few.

Lieutenant James Harrison chased one
group and recovered some horses. He
was almost shot by his own soldiers as
he returned. Tired from thirty-six hours
in the saddle and almost four hours of
fighting, the troops slowly set about
burning the Indian lodges with all their
furnishings and provisions, including
large amounts of dried buffalo meat
and pemmican. Captain Charles Whiting
was in command, as Van Dorn was badly
wounded with an arrow in the abdomen
and another in the wrist. Van Camp
pulled an arrow from his heart and died
immediately. Two enlisted men were dead
and Sergeant P. E. Garrison was mortally
wounded. Nine enlisted men, Sul Ross,
and a medical officer were wounded.

Fifty-six Indians were left dead on the
battlefield. Van Dorn believed over four
hundred Indians participated in the fight.
Three of the friendly Indians were killed,
and two wounded died later, five casual-
ties in all. One hundred and twenty In-
dians lodges were burned and supplies
destroyed. Three hundred horses were
captured.

APTAIN WHITING sent to Fort Ar-

buckle for medical aid, ambulances,
and rations for four days. Captain W. R.
Prince at Fort Arbuckle responded im-
mediately. Surgeon John J. Gaenslene
separated the arrow from the shaft, then
pulled the arrow from Van Dorn’s body.
It was five days before he was moved
in a litter to Camp Radziminski. The
dead were buried on the battlefield with
one exception; Van Camp’s body was
sent to Lancaster, Pennsylvania.

Among the Comanches killed were
Arickarosap (White Deer), Tanowine,
and Auti-toy-bitsy, the spy. The village
and the cornfields of the Wichitas were
wrecked. Fearful of possible Comanche
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revenge, the Wichitas fled en masse
to Fort Arbuckle for sanctuary. Here
they stayed for a time, then built a new
village near the Chickasaws.

Van Dorn secured sick leave and went
to his home in Mississippi to recuperate.
He later described his desperate experi-
ence. “When I pulled the arrow from me
the blood flowed as if weary of service
and impatient to cheat me of life, spilling
like red wine from a drunkard’s tankard.
It was sublime to stand thus on the brink
of the dark abyss, and the contemplation
was awful. I had faced death often, but
never so palpably before. I gasped in
dreadful agony for several hours, but
finally became easy, and now am well.
My noble, faithful horse stood over me
where I fell and looked the sympathy he
could not utter, and if I had died there
I would not have been friendless. If
several soldiers had not come up just as
I was shot, I would have been stuck full
of arrows as Gulliver was by the Lillipu-
tians, and my best friends could not have
picked me out from a dozen porcupines.”

Van Dorn recovered rapidly. A song,
“The Wichita March,” was composed by
his sister to honor him, and he was lion-
ized. He later returned to Camp Radzi-
minski, where the command spent the
winter of 1858-59 gathering provisions,
caring for the wounded, and preparing
for another sortie against the enemy. A
train of twenty wagons had brought ini-
tial supplies furnished by Contractor
Duff. More wagons traversed the route
from Fort Belknap. Captains Charles
Whiting and Nathan G. Evans patrolled
the region watching for Comanches, Kio-
was and their allies.

The Comanches had fled north after
their defeat and joined the Kiowas on
the Arkansas, wintering quietly. Here
the Comanches sold to the Kiowas a
Mexican captive boy named Esteban, who
had been captured in Chihuahua by
Arickarosap’s raiding party. In later
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Captain Edmund Kirby Smith in 1861.

years he became a medicine man and
warrior among the Kiowas, and was re-
named Quitan.

In November 1858, Camp Radziminski
was moved up Otter Creek a few miles;
in March 1859 another move was made
when the horses and mules needed better
grazing. The last was located in a
gorge between granite peaks, on the west
bank of the creek. Soldiers lived in
tents with logs and blocks of sod built
up against the tent walls to make them
snug against winter’s cold and snow.
Guards were kept on watch to prevent
Indian attacks and theft of their horses.

The horses were trained with special

calls and signals to run into camp. Com-
munications were carried on with Fort
Belknap and some of the officers visited
there. (One returned to Belknap to be
wed—Lieutenant James E. Harrison
married the daughter of Matthew Leeper,
Indian Agent for the Penatethka Coman-
ches on the Clear Fork Reserve.)

de survivors of the battle of Crooked Creek in 1912. Kah-wid-dis (Waco) on left,
Ni-Astor (Towakony) on right. They were among a band of 58 friendly Indians who
accompanied Van Dorn’s expedition.
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Serving at the camp were two men, an
interpreter and a scout, Philip McCusker
and John Coyle (both later known in
Fort Sill). In the spring the garrison was
reinforced with two troops of cavalry,
and several officers returned from leave.
Among these were Captain Edmund Kir-
by Smith, second in rank to Major Van
Dorn, Lieutenant George B. Cosby, Lieu-
tenant Fitzhugh Lee and others. Major
W. H. Emory with a battalion was sent
to Fort Arbuckle.

Even with a bitter winter, the soldiers
had some pleasure. They enjoyed hunting
wild game west of the Wichita Moun-
tains, then a veritable hunter’s paradise
of buffalo, deer, bear and bighorn sheep.
Drills were kept up, and horses were
carefully recruited for a spring cam-
paign. When snow covered the grass,
the animals were fed on the sweet bark
of the cottonwood trees. An expedition
was planned against the Comanches as
soon as the horses could be put in good
condition.

Captain John S. Ford with his Texas.
Rangers (still on patrol after their suc-
cessful fight against the Comanches in
the spring of 1858) visited the camp
and sounded out Van Dorn in regard to
a joint campaign but Van Dorn was not
agreeable to the suggestion, so Ford re-
turned to his camp near Fort Belknap.

In April, Major Van Dorn moved
north to further chastise the hostile
Comanches. Far beyond the Texas boun-
dary he found and engaged them. This
fight in Kansas he called the “Battle of
the Nescatunga,” but it was later to be
known as the “Battle of Crooked Creek.”

Battle of Crooked Creek :
FTER Van Dorn had returned to his
command at Camp Radziminski, in
good health and completely well of the
severe wounds he had received in the
Battle of the Wichita Village, he re-
quested Indian Agent Ross at the Brazos
Reserve to send some friendly Indians to
help as scouts for the campaign. Fifty-
eight Indians were obtained—Caddos,
Keechies (Kichais), Tonkawas, Dela-
wares, and others under the leadership
of Jack Harry (Delaware) and Shawnee
Jim (Shawnee). Shawnee was a veteran
of the Texas Revolution, a man of in-
telligence and ability, who spoke good
English and served as an interpreter.
On April 30, 1859 Van Dorn led six
troops of cavalry north, crossing the val-
leys of the Washita, Canadian (South
and North), and Cimarron Rivers, with
the Indian scouts always moving ahead.
Each day they made a camp at sunset,
ate their supper, then moved forward at
dark to a new camp, to confuse or out-
wit any possible spies who might be near.
On the fourth marching day, the Indian
scouts captured a young Comanche boy,
who said that he was one of a party of
three on their way south to steal horses
in Texas. He said that his people were
in a camp two days’ journey beyond the
Cimarron. The boy was forced to lead
the way there.
The South Canadian was in flood and
unfordable so they made a camp beside
it, about thirty miles below the Antelope

(Continued on page 65)
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Walit was on night guard when he learned that th
Fort Belknap had until daybreak to live. Was the:
was the risk too great?
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HEN the Circle C outfit in Montana
was sold to the Matador Land &
Cattle Company in 1916 Jake Myers, the
Circle C foreman, and myself stayed on
that summer to sort of pick up the loose
ends and lend a helping hand to their
manager Matt Walker until he got onto
the ropes.
Ever since my father had located his
ranch at the foot of the Little Rockies
in 1886, the same year that the nearby
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Fort Belknap Indian Reservation was
established, he had had a government
permit to run a specified number of cattle
on the reservation. Now with the outfit
sold it was my job to work with the ID
(Indian Department) roundup wagon on
the fall beef roundup, to gather the Circle
C remnant steers that still remained on
government land.

Repping with the ID wagon was a job
I looked forward to with mixed feelings,

both of pleasure and nostalgic sadness.
It would be my last chance to work with"
the full-blood Assiniboines and Gros
Ventres, for the most part young Indians
I had grown up with, and the same went
for the half-breed sons of the squawmen
living on the reservation.

Since memory began I had been made
welcome in the lodges of the Old Ones. I
had sat by the hour and listened to the
legendary stories told by the tribal chiefs
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alt had to let the wagon boss know that
trouble was in the air—big trouble.

N L =N
PTE A o g s BT P
g e e K i

Q

'.34.(,‘,.‘{ .’"'U WA
. q \ Y !i\j W&
h

V

By WALT COBURN G

Photos Courtesy Author

/¢ ERNEST LISIE REEDSTROM

fitwrsirs, ™ -

Illustrated by Ernest Lisle Reedstrom

LS < e

e 1D WAGON

and medicine men handed down through
countless generations. More often than
not I had gone with my brother Wallace
who understood and talked both Assini-
boine (a Siouan tribe) and Gros Ventres
(a Blackfoot tribe), and it was through
Wallace, who was made an honorary
tribal chief of the Assiniboines, that I
came to know well and understand the
heart of the Indian and pick up a smat-
tering of the language and sign talk. It
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was the old Assiniboine Chief Black Dog
who appointed himself my godfather and
gave me my tribal name of Ocksheebie,
meaning “Boy.”

Black Dog had three brothers: Iron
Horn, Long Knife and Watch His Walk-
ing. I grew up with Iron Horn’s sons
Jesse and his older brother Mark who
died when he was in his early teens, and
with Long Knife’s sons, Abe and Roy, and
with Tom Walking who died young.

Those full-blood boys and a score of
others I had grown up with from early
boyhood into young manhood were my
friends, loyal and staunch in the true
meaning of friendship. They were all
good horsemen, good cowhands, and all
of them had worked as cowhands for our
outfit at different times.

Among the full-bloods working with
the ID roundup wagon that last year
were Jesse Iron Horn, Abe and Roy Long
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Knife, Andrew White Horse, Herb Fish
(son of old Fish Gut), Merlin Shield (son
of Takes The Shield), Joe Walk Slow,
and several others. Among the squaw-
men’s sons were Charlie Ohlerking, Bob
and Ed Kirkaldie, one of the Snell boys,
and George Contway, an older halfbreed
with a sprinkling of gray in his black
hair.

EXCEPT for the government appointed

Agency Stockman, Andy Ashurst, I
was the only other white man with the
ID roundup outfit. Andy was wagon boss,
and he lived at the sub-agency with his
wife and two children. To the best of my
recollection he had been stationed at
Lodge Pole for over a year and during
his brief sojourn there he and Jake Myers
had become close friends and he was a
frequent visitor at the home ranch. He
was a tall handsome man with black
hair and tanned skin, a good cowhand and
salty of manner who gave the appearance
of being able to take his own part.

On his last visit to the ranch Jake
Mpyers had sold him a goodlooking, bald-
faced, stocking-legged black gelding
called Pigeon, a showy horse out of my
string that I had used for a town horse.
I’d bought Pigeon when he was a green
bronc for twenty-five dollars. He was
showy in both color and the way he car-
ried himself, high-headed and high-tailed,
proud-like. But he was too high-chinned
and too much of a star gazer to be a
good cutting horse, and perhaps a little
too high-strung and hot-blooded to be de-
pended on for a rope horse.

When I sashayed that showy gelding
down the main street in town every girl
stopped in her tracks to give us the eye
and a come-hither smile. And in spite of
the fact that I rode the shortest stirrup
in the outfit, it made me feel tall in the
saddle, and I knew by the way Pigeon
danced the cake-walk he was enjoying it
as much as his rider. Some horses are
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Andy Ashurst on left, a full-blood Indian at right.

natural show-offs and Pigeon belonged in
that class.

Wallace took a shine to Pigeon so I
let him have the fancy gelding. Every
horse in Wallace’s string was what he
called a hunting horse, broke to stand
tracked under gunfire and broke to lie
down and lie still on one side while Wal-
lace rested a carbine or hunting rifle
along the saddle and emptied the maga-
zine. But Pigeon was gun shy. The first
time Wallace tried him out, firing a six-
shooter, he really chinned the moon,
pitched a few licks, then stampeded, so
Wallace gave my fancy town horse back
to me.

Wallace had organized a motion picture
company to make silent westerns. He and
a professional script writer had made the
film version of one of Wallace’s poems
from his book Rhymes From A Roundup
Camp, called “Yellowstone Pete’s Only
Daughter,” with Wallace playing the
cowboy hero, and that was why he had
wanted the spectacular looking Pigeon
horse that would photograph well. Those
were the days when Tom Mix, Bill Hart
and Hoot Gibson were making big money
in silent westerns. But like all westerns

Andy Ashurst near the Lodge Pole sub-
agency in 1915.

there was a lot of shooting going on and
the filming of “Yellowstone Pete’s Only
Daughter” was definitely no place for a
spooky, gun-shy horse.

I was not aware that Jake Myers had
sold Pigeon to the Agency Stockman at
Lodge Pole until I sighted Andy Ashurst
riding away from the ranch on him, lead-
ing the horse he had been riding, and I
was a little hot under the collar when I
tackled Jake about it.

“You got no kick coming,” Jake told
me. “You paid twenty-five bucks for that
no account crowbait and I sold him to the
Stockman for one hundred bucks.”

“All right, then,” I agreed. “Hand over
the money.”

“Ashurst don’t pack that kinda money
in his pants pocket; but don’t worry, he’ll
pay for the horse when he gets his pay
check the first of September. By then
yow’ll be reppin’ with the ID gut wagon
and Ashurst will be ramroddin’ the out-
£t

THE next week I got busy and tacked

shoes on my string of horses, and be-
fore I left the ranch I strapped a bell on
one of my horses that was apt to be a
bunch quitter, a line-backed buckskin
three-year-old gelding called Sundance.
Sundance was the one most likely to
graze off in a coulee and pull out for
home when the horse wrangler was day-
dreaming while hunkered on the ground
in the shade of his horse on some high
knoll, or when the nighthawk wasn’t
tending to business.

When I got to Lodge Pole I found the
ID roundup wagons camped on the creek
below the sub-agency log buildings. I
dropped my string of horses into the
grazing remuda and led the pack horse
carrying my tarp-covered roundup bed
over to the bed wagon before turning him
loose. Abe Long Knife was the horse
wrangler and I told Abe to keep an eagle
eye on the buckskin bell horse.

True West
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Abe, unlike his brother Roy, was fat,
and easy going. Roy had been around
white cowpunchers and had picked up a
lot of the white man’s habits and talked
good English that he spiced with slang,
while Abe was more Indian in his ways
and the slow manner he had of speaking.
And it was from the paunchy Abe that
I got the notion that all was not as well
as it might be at the ID roundup—that
there were war clouds on the horizon.

“You got your six-shooter ?”” Abe asked
me a little hesitantly.

“Shore. It’s in my warsack in my bed.”

I knew there was a sort of law against
packing a gun on the reservation. Even
the Indian police packed clubs instead of
hand guns. Andy Ashurst packed a Colt
45 as a badge of authority and that was
about all.

“Mebby you better shove your gun in
your Levi’s,” Abe advised me.

“Why ?” I asked.

“Because one of them Gros Ventres
might swipe your gun from your bed.”
Abe Long Knife, being Assiniboine, was
apt to put the blame for any wrong doing
on the Gros Ventres.

Long before the coming of the white
man, the Assiniboine Sioux and the Gros
Ventres had been bitter enemies, and that
ancient hatred still existed in their hearts
even though to all outward appearances
they maintained a forced truce.

“Long time now,” Abe Long Knife
spoke with slow deliberation, “me’n you
good friends.”

It was the old familiar preamble, the
same words used by all full-bloods when
a secret was about to be imparted.

“Ever since we were yearlings, Abe,”
I agreed solemnly. “Long time now me’n
you got plenty many secrets together.
What’s on your mind ?”

George Contway, the hali-breed who was

put in charge of the ID Roundup aiter

Andy Ashurst’s sudden departure, is on
left: Walt Coburn, on right.

“Us fellers don’t like the new Agency
Stockman,” Abe said, hesitating a long
time as he thought things out. “When
the sign she’s right, us fellers make the
white man feel plenty -sorry for what
she’s done.” Abe’s swarthy moon face
was now wooden, unsmiling. “You keep
what I told you a secret.” It was a flat
statement.

“Shore thing, Abe,” I gave my promise.
“You got my word on it.” And that
ended the medicine talk.

I had already heard vague rumors
among the full-bloods of their dissatis-
faction and dislike of the manner in
which Andy Ashurst was running things.
Some of the rumors were ugly and dang-
erous in their veiled accusations although
there were no specific details to pinpoint
any certain act that violated the Indian
Department laws that governed the res-

ervation.

On Issue Ration day when the Indians
and their families showed up at the
Lodge Pole sub-agency, a certain number
of four-year-old beef steers were buteh-
ered with the meat divided and rationed
along with other issued goods such as
flour, beans, sugar, salt, salt-side bacon,
calico, beads, and so on. But somehow
the Indians were always in need of
fresh meat and during the spring, sum-
mer and fall months whenever a thunder
and lightning storm occurred, a single
bolt of chain lightning was apt to kill
two or three big beef steers in widely
separated places. Several wagons with
three or four squaws in each wagon
would miraculously show up, armed with
whetted butcher knives and in the short
space of half an hour all that would
be left of the “lightning killed” steer
would be a mound of fresh paunch grass.
A mounted Indian policeman would show
up on the scene, careful to have delayed
his arrival until the beef-loaded wagons
were pulling out for home.

Such killings of fat beef steers by what
was commonly known as “Dry Light-
ning” had been going on since the es-
tablishment of the Fort Belknap Reser-
vation in 1886-87, and a wise Agency
Stockman in sympathy with the empty-
bellied Indians took it in his stride, mark-
ing it down in his vest pocket tally
book as an act of God or the Great Spirit
when he reported the loss to the Fort
Belknap Agency.

But this was not so with the com-
paratively new Agency Stockmen. Andy
Ashurst would make a thorough investi-
gation, filing a detailed report of the
fresh meat found in half a dozen camps
and the green hides with individual num-

(Continued on page 48)

A few of the boys clustered around the camp cook. Andy Ashurst, wagon boss, on far left.
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ACKAY, IDAHO’S long ago splendor

when the adjacent mountain ranges
and the Valley of Lost River were a
mining paradise has long vanished. The
few buildings of the lush period are now
largely ruins. The newer ones are down
on U. S. Highway 93 as accommodations
for tourists, fishermen and hunters. Ex-
cept that not many of those people come
around.

It is a beautiful little village, replete
with gory history and stories of million-
aires made overnight. But now only very
few old-timers remain and probably only
two of them can remember the July night
in 1894 when George Coffins stumbled
into a hotel bar up the main cut that is
now a mere red brick wall.

He was bearded, ragged, and dirty but
he had a large buckskin poke stuffed
with dust and nuggets—about five

pounds troy weight.

“Set ’em up and nobody excused!” he
squalled in a voice rusty from little use.
This honored cry had been a familiar
shout in the town’s saloons during the

1880s when some lucky prospector struck
it rich. But those days had been over
for years. Here was a hold-over and a
most unexpected occurrence. Everybody
present hastened to belly at the bar.

The saloonkeeper resurrected an old
scale, weighed out gold from Coffins’
heavy poke, and passed over some money
to him. A couple of men were nosy
enough to inquire politely if Coffins’
strike had been made near or far,

The old-time prospector was not about
to reveal anything to start a claim-jump-
ing stampede. He merely gestured east-
ward towards the Lost River Range of
stark and stormy mountains. His vague
wave of the hand could have meant any-
thing, for those mountains were more
than a hundred miles long. “Up there
somers in the pass,” was all he said.

The listening men naturally assumed
that Coffins meant Pass Creek Gorge.
There were many others but it was the
nearest.

After the crowd dwindled, he confided
to the bartender, “I’'m gonna buy me

some bacon rinds and beans and then get
on a real toot. I got more gold in that
placer than anybody would believe if
I told them, which I ain’t gonna. It fills
a gravel bed or I'm the biggest liar in
the State of Idy-ho!”

Coffins had a few more drinks before
returning to his camp outside town on
the river bottomlands. The next morning
when the few stores opened he brought
in two burros and stopped before the
largest mercantile establishment on the
main cut. He bought plenty of supplies
which included three cans of “Little
Giant” black powder. If he had had a
placer, certainly the explosives would
have been unnecessary—a curious ques-
tion that came up many years later.

After filling panniers on the forked
saddles of the burros he returned to
camp. Riding back into town he tied up
and proceeded to get on his “toot.” He
was drunk that night, in fact in the
maudlin stage, when a friend from else-
where, James L. Jerome, came in from
the Salmon River country. They were

Gunpower and a campfire blew the hopes of recovering th

The Lost River, located at the base of the
Lost River Range near Mackay, Idaho.




surprised to meet each other in Mackay.
Jerome said that he had traveled late
and asked if it was Coffins’ camp he had
seen in the river bottoms.

Coffins said it was and he hoped that
Jerome would put in with him, adding,
“We’ll have a high old time tonight and
sleep it off in the morning. Then we
can traipse out the next day.”

“Well, I don’t know,” Jerome replied
cautiously. “I done poorly on the Salmon.
Come in looking for a grubstake. I can
find one if Tom Hopper is anywheres
about.”

“He ain’t. At least, I heard tell he
went down to Boise three months ago.
But you don’t need to look no further
for a grubstake. Here!” Under cover of
the bar side Coffins pulled out two pokes
from inside his jumper. One he had been
spending from; the other of equal size
he shoved into. Jerome’s left hand.

“Hide it, and use the stuff. There’s a
million yet to come from the ground
where I got it. You go back with me to
my diggin’s. Help me and we’ll split.
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One of the few original buildings left in
Mackay was a saloon in the old days.

Above, left, James L. Jerome knew that old Coffins had a real find. At right is the crude  Courtesy Wagon Wheel West Collection, Augusta, Montana
type of rocker that Coffins used.
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There’s so damned much that two men
can rocker three times what one alone
could. Is it a deal?”

BEING most practical Jerome, as they

drank along in several saloons, slow-
ly obtained further details before com-
mitting himself. Coffins already had a
hand rocker built, with two plates below
the upper slats that slid off rocks and
coarse particles. Also, according to him,

_they needed no cabin. They wotld have

to leave the mountains with the first
winter snow. It would come early. By
that time they should have a fortune in
raw gold.

Jerome at last was most gratified by
being cut in on the strike and said as
much. There was no reason why Coffins
should be so generous, even taking into
account their past friendship. When a
man discovered gold, it was all his. Cof-
fins, talking on, described his placer
workings. This caused Jerome later to
wonder about the cans of powder.

The two kept wandering from one bar
to another. During these carousing hours

The Lost River Range, near Mackay, Idaho.

Coffins continued to impart informa-
tion concerning his strike in the Lost
River Mountains. Several times he said
that they had only to ascend into the
range toward Pass Creek Gorge and turn
northwest toward a diamond-pointed
peak punching into the azure sky, then
they would come onto a small trickling
stream bedded with fine gravel. There it
was. The gravel reached downward three
feet to bedrock and was filled with gold.

“You just come along,” Coffins told
him. “You’ll see for yourself how us two
working together can take out plenty,
long before snow flies.”

For some reason he reverted to de-
seribing the hand rocker, how he had
chopped down a tree to hew out the
timbers. All were small pieces but suf-
ficient to make a three-foot rocker with
an attached bar to operate it with; he
had flattened tin cans, punched holes in
the pieces, and used them over thin tim-
bers to make the plates. The rocks and
large gravel went out over those plates.
The lower one sieved fine particles into
a pile which was then panned out in the

stream. What he described might have
been make-shift but was a set-up which
impressed Jerome.

By two o’clock in the morning Coffins
was really on a red-nosed spree. Only
then did Jerome manage to persuade him
to call it quits. The middle-aged Jerome
was not a heavy drinker and was in
good shape. Managing to get Coffins on
his horse where he held to the saddle
horn, Jerome led the way from town to
the river. He kindled a fire in Coffins’
camp and boiled coffee, hoping to partly
sober him up. By that time the old pros-
pector was so far gone that he lay on his
bed-roll dead to the world. Jerome turned
in about 300 yards away.

About dawn Jerome was startled
awake by a thundering explosion. Leap-
ing upright, he ran over to Coffins’
camp. It had been blown asunder, the
old prospector’s body torn into pieces.

Jerome saddled his horse and hastened
into town. It took a little time to collect
local officers. The investigation there-
after was very slow. Not until mid-

(Continued on page 62)

The old red brick Mackay Hotel, abandoned many yvears ago. Possibly it was in the saloon of this hotel that Coffins went on his

last spree.



Ialm letters for “‘Tralls Growa Dim™ are rlmi
s soon as space permits, so please be patient! If
fype your query; or If handwrlitten

clearly, especially names, dates, and pllces—
most of all, please be brief. In accord with fhe con-
of our mulm and pu of this service since
beginning, preference is given writers whese fralls
grown dim out West: lost amcestors and relatives
were sheriffs, ploneers, Forty-niners, muleskinners,
, Indlans and Indian fighters, and so on. We
current “‘missing persons’’ motices or lengthy
ical rqusts but we lo attempt to print all

soon as we can. Any reader having Informa-
l‘ persons referred fo below Is asked fo

directly with the letter writer; please do
not write fo us.

Smith-Lewis
I am seeking information about John
Francis Smith, who lived around Bra-
zoria or Matagorda, Texas about 1860-
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70. He was a freighter and Indian trad--

er. It is believed he had a store or trad-
ing post just north of Brazoria.

Also, can anyone give me any infor-
mation about James Samuel Lewis who
lived in La Grange, Texas about 1880.
He was a cattle and horse breeder and
trader. His second wife was M. E. (Liz-
zie) Hobbs. They moved to Robert Lee,
Texas about 1890 where they ran a cafe
and hotel. James had several sons and
daughters by his first wife and four
sons and one daughter by his second
wife.—Mrs. W. D. McSmith, 1810, Mesa
Verde, Farmington, New Mexico 87401

Bates

My father, Fred Lewis Bates, was
born in the vicinity of Memphis, Ten-
nessee, possibly in northern Mississippi,
on May 8, 1888. He was a barber by
trade and at times he wrestled profes-
sionally in Arkansas, Texas and Ken-
tucky. He resided in Marshall, Clinton,
and Little Rock, Arkansas in the early
twenties and operated a barber shop
in these places. He was a heavy set
man, not too tall, with curly hair.

Unfortunately my parents separated
when I was two years of age, and I
know very little about my father’s fam-
ily. He had one, possibly two, sisters
but I do not know their names. I would
like to hear from anyone knowing any-
thing about my grandparents or any
other relatives that I might have.—
Richard L. Bates, Route 1, Box 79B,
Marble Falls, Texas 78654

Collins
I am trying to trace my great-grand-
father’s family. They lived in or around
El Paso, Texas. His name was Luther

Januwary-February, 1972

Hamilton Collins and he was born in
El Paso on April 9, 1882. I do not know
his father’s or mother’s names. Some of
his sisters were Daisy, Gabriella and
Belle. I have never head of any broth-
ers.

The family, including Luther, his sis-
ters and parents, left El Paso some time
after 1885 and went back to Newberry,
South Carolina. Luther grew up- there
and eventually married Althea Mae
Bates of Batesburg, South Carolina.

Would greatly appreciate hearing
from anyone who may be related to the
Texas branch of the Collins family or
from anyone who happens to know any-
thing about the family while they were
there. *I think my great-grandfather’s
parents were both born in Texas.—
Karen Danese, 7922 Argentine Drive
West, Jacksonville, Florida 32217

McLean-Vaughan

I would like to hear from relatives of
Jane Vaughan McLean. She married
John McLean on June 19, 1855 in Se-
guin, Texas.

Catherine Vaughan French, wife of
Asa French, of Thompsonville, Texas
and Barbara Vaughan Waddell, wife of
George W. Waddell of Seguin, Texas,
were the daughters of Geornge and Cath-
erine (Roberts) Vaughan of South
Carolina; Bledsoe and Roon Counties,
Tennessee (1809); Columbus, Mississippi
(1833); and Prairie Lea and Fentress,
Texas (1850).

They were sisters of William Vaughan
and James Vaughan. James Vaughan
was named after his grandfather, James,
of South Carolina who fought in the
Revolutionary War. They fought for
Texas’ independence and were massacred
with Fannin’s army on March 19, 1836
in Goliad, Texas. They were born in
Bledsoe County, Pikeville, Tennessee and
volunteered for service from Columbus,
Mississippi.—Mrs. Zelma Vaughan Hod-
lik, 6710 Driftwood, Houston, Texas
77021

Denson

I am interested in contacting any des-
cendants of my grandfather’s two broth-
ers, Henry B. and Jay Harvey Denson.
They and my grandfather, Thomas B.
Denson, were born in Catlin, Chemung
County, New York. Their parents were
Theodore and Elizabeth Denson and
there were ten children. One brother,
Henry B., born about 1849 or 1850,
started west with his father and at least
one younger brother, George (Hoke),
and headed for Wisconsin. Somewhere
along the line of travel, Henry left the
train turning south into Xansas or
Kansas City. Story is told that he went
into the construction business there. The
only record we have of his going to
Augusta, Wisconsin was to attend his
brother’s (Jay H.) funeral in March,
1899.

The other brother, Jay Harvey Den-
son, was born December 16, 1851 and
came to Wisconsin in 1875. He married
Capitola Whiting in 1880 and had two
sons, Aurthor and Cecil Denson. The last
known of Cecil was in Waukegan, Illi-
nois. Jay Harvey passed away March

.

1899 in Augusta, Wisconsin—Mrs. W.
H. Monroe, 1431 Smith Road, Belling-
ham, Washington 98225

Cody

Would like information on “Buffalo”
Bill Cody and direct descendants. My
parents knew a Cody in Cleveland, Ohio
in the 1920s who was in real estate and
claimed he was a direct descendant of
Buffalo Bill.—Charles G. Budy, 555 Ga-
lena Street, El Cajon, California 92021

Tucker

1 desire any information.on Benjamin
Hardwell Tucker, my great-grandfather.
He and his brother Charles were sup-
posed to be plantation owners in the
early 1800s in Florida, Alabama and
possibly Georgia. Also, he was supposed-
ly a general in some war and known as
“Hell-roaring” Tucker. He is believed to
be part Cherokee. He had a son James,
and a daughter Thressa Elcie, born
April 5, 1857 in Tallahassee, Florida.
She was my great-grandmother. I be-
lieve he last lived in Limestone County,
Alabama.—Mrs. Louis Orinovsky, Route
1, Box 403, Henryetta, Oklahoma 74437

Bates

I am looking for information about
my great-grandfather Bates. I believe
his first name was John. He married
May Lewis, date and place unknown.
They lived at Thayer, Missouri in the
1880s. His only child, Daisey Olive
Bates, was born at Thayer October 12,
1888. She was my grandmother. John
Bates died of consumption when Daisey
Olive was a very small child. I have
heard that he had a brother living in
Arkansas at one time, and also that his
family was originally from farther
south. Any dates or names or informa-
tion on him or his parents would be
appreciated. I have a picture of him in
which he appears to be a thin man with
a mustache.—Mrs. James Morris, P. O.
Box 284, Bay City, Texas 77414

Walton

I am looking for information about
Alice Florence Walton (Spybuck); her
race, color or creed—anything to tell of
her background. As far as I know she
would be over ninety years old. She was
married to George Villeneuve when I
met her.—Mrs. M. Villeneuve, 1621
South Lincoln, Amarillo, Texas 79102

Eally or Elam-Elrod

I would appreciate very much any in-
formation from anyone who may have
known or been related to the lady named
Eally or Elam who married an Elrod
in the early 1800s in the northern part
of Georgia. I have some important leads
into a very interesting story and would
appreciate corresponding with anyone
who is interested in the name Elrod. As
far as I can determine the name is of
Creek Indian origin and this particular
group left Georgia in the very early
1800s and moved to Alabama.—Barbara
Elrod Traylor, Star Route, Braxton,
Mississippi 39044
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Joel McCrea at work on his southern Cali-
fornia ranch,

A cowman—
off the screen
and on

By TOM G. MURRAY

Photos Courtesy Author

HAVE known Joel McCrea for forty years. Joel is one of those

rare personalities about whom you never hear anything derog-
atory. His countless films include “Business & Pleasure” starring
Will Rogers, “Buffalo Bill,” and “Wells Fargo,” which is one of
the few films he made with his beautiful wife, Frances Dee. In
1969 he was inducted into the Hall of Fame of Western Actors in
Oklahoma City’s Western Heritage Center. Yet, despite his many
honors, I know for sure he is proudest of the title of just plain
“Cowhand.”

In 1933 it was mostly through the urging of his close friend,
Will Rogers, that Joel paid down $4,600 on a ranch in the Santa
Rosa Valley, less than fifty miles from Hollywood. “You need to
get out of this town regularly to get perspective on it,” Rogers said,
“and there’s no better spot than on the back of a horse herdin’
a bunch of cows.” Joel had agreed in principle, but it was the cash

True West
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principal he lacked. Rogers didn’t go for
that.

“Naw,” he taunted. “I think you’re
going to be the kind of a guy who gets
a yellow convertible and rides up and
down Hollywood Boulevard whistling at
girls.” So Joel bought the ranch partly
to prove that he wasn’t the Hollywood
type Rogers spoke of.

When Joel was thirteen he graduated
from the Hollywood School for Girls!
There were only two boys attending this
school besides McCrea. One was named
Stowe and the other was Douglas Fair-
banks, Jr. Joel had been enrolled there
because of a flu epidemic at the Gardner
Street School, and he did so well in his
grades there that his parents decided to
make the arrangement permanent. He
had no objections—he even appeared in
the school play in the part of a bear.
Harlean Carpenter (Jean Harlow) played
the part of a squaw.

During this period one of his best

friends was twelve-year-old Michael Cu-

dahy, son of meat packer J. P. Cudahy.
Joel was the Cudahys’ paper boy, and
among his other customers were Douglas
Fairbanks Sr. and Bill Hart. Many years
later Joel was Bing Crosby’s guest on
(Continued on page 58)

Photo Courtesy Frank Rodriquez, Twentieth Century Fox Film Corp.

Above, Joel McCrea in his famous role of Buffalo Bill (1943). This is the scene where the great scout says farewell to the world.
Below, Joel and author, Tom Murray, with McCrea’s favorite movie horse, “Dollar,” so named because of a white spot the size

of a silver dollar on its rump.
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TWICE
PUNISHED

WAS IT DESERVED?

By F. C. MARQUISS
as told to
LEE M. WELLS

Photos Courtesy Author

There was very little suspense ahout the
jury’s verdict. Over the drone of testimony
came the sound of the hammers nail-
ing a gallows together!

At left, Albert E. Haunstine was well liked,

an active community leader, and respected

school teacher until a fateful day in 1888
when he turned killer.

6] SAW the law in Custer County,

Nebraska hang a man twice on the
same day, on the same scaffold, for the
same crime. I was just a boy.”

Father’s words startled me from my
day-dreaming. We sat in the deep shade
of his porch, watching the wind making
patterns over the ripe grain of the wheat
fields.

“You mean to tell me people let their
kids watch a hanging?”’ I replied in dis-
belief.

Father gave a deep chuckle. “It didn’t
boil down to whether they ‘let’ them or
not. Times were different—it was an-
other age. Custer County was almost
2,600 square miles and about smack in
the center of the state. There had been
some petty thefts in and around our
area. Everyone was worried about it.
This was a time when people—though
separated maybe by miles—knew just
about everything there was to know
about each other. A man’s habits, nature,
temper, his fights with his wife maybe,
and even his way with horses, was
known to all. Sometimes this common
knowledge was a big help, but sometimes
—as you might guess—it wasn’t. Any-
way, knowing one of our own neighbors

True West



Above; this was the scene at the double hanging of Albert Haunstine in Broken Bow, Nebraska on May 17, 1891. At right, Sheriff
Charley Penn, the man who brought in Haunstine. He was credited with tracking down and capturing 62 men charged with first
degree murder by 1888. Below, the reward notice posted for the capture of Haunstine.

was a common thief was mighty dis-
turbing. It had to be someone we all
knew and trusted.

“My folks, three brothers and a sister
and me, lived on a homestead about five
miles south of the small town of Broken
Bow. This little town was the new county
seat. Our house was sod—Ilike everyone
else’s thereabouts—and so was our little
one-room school.

“On the 6th of November 1888, Hiram
Roten and William Ashley—cousins, I
think they were—drove out to the little
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discovered that a small clock and a little
lumber had been stolen.

“That clock must have cost the whole
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fered lumber cost three men their lives!
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The Marquiss family on their homestead in 1891. The trail visible is the main road between South Loup and Broken Bow, Nebraska.

where those tracks would lead, and they
sure didn’t know it would be their last
trail!

“That night they didn’t come home.
Their families fretted a bit, but weren’t
too concerned. A trip of any kind took
time. But when they didn’t return the
next night, their families were plenty
worried.

“I don’t pretend that I remember all
these details from the top of my head.
My own clearest memory comes a couple
years later when I saw that hanging.
But events leading up to the hanging
was the main subject of local talk for
almost two and a half years and I had
a bunch of older brothers who hashed
and rehashed every detail. Later, grow-
ing up in that country, I came to know

30

personally many of the men concerned
with the hanging.

“On the morning of the 8th a group
of neighbors gathered at the school with
plans to look for the missing men. Al-
though there was no real reason to fear
foul play, three days was too long for
them to be gone unless something was
amiss.”

“Where were the kids?”I asked.
“Wasn’t school in session?”

“No, not at the time. School usually
began early in fall and ended soon after
—we were lucky to get two or three
months. Some men would get together
and form a school district. Land was
taxed at the county office. Through the
regular levy, funds might be raised to
pay a teacher maybe $25.00 a month for
one to three months. If the teacher was
lucky he might get cash! More often he
had to settle for an ‘Order.’ This was
simply a piece of paper with nice print-
ing on it signed by the school board
members. Sometimes by special arrange-

ment an Order might be bought by a
bank at a discount. The teacher would
have to peddle it to get his money; he
was sure to have debts that had to be
settled. This way, a teacher seldom, if
ever, saw any money. No. It wasn’t easy
to have a school, let alone to get a teach-
er.

6'J'HE searchers met at the empty
school and split up looking for the
two missing men. Three rode off south-
west toward Callaway; a couple took
off for Mud Creek to the east. Some of
the men headed out for the local teach-
er’s place, a fellow by the name of
Haunstine—Al Haunstine. He was a
homesteader-farmer as well as the teach-
er, and was a good friend of Roten.
Very active, too, in all the civic get-to-
gethers and was particularly interested
in politics. He had been campaigning
hard that very fall.
“Haunstine lived some miles off the
road in a rather deserted area. When

At left, Albert Haunstine and his 17-year-old wife tried to escape justice but were ~

tracked down by Sheriff Penn. Below, the sod school in Broken Bow just a year or so

before Haunstine's execution. Haunstine was residing in the Broken Bow jail at the

time of the photo. A special program at the school accounts for the presence of
grown-ups.
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the riders arrived at his place they

could see right off that something was
wrong, for the livestock was loose. They
‘hallo-ed’ around—no answer. Uneasy,
they knocked at the door and it swung
in. The place was deserted and it looked
like the Haunstines had left in a hurry.
Their clothes, his Winchester and some
household goods were gone.

“When the men checked the barn they
found that the Haunstines’ team was
gone too. Alarmed now, they fanned out.
In a deserted sod house located on an
abandoned homestead adjoining Haun-
stine’s place, they found the saddle
horses belonging to Roten and Ashley.
This was the first real clue to the miss-
ing men. It was nearing dark, so the
searchers mounted their horses and
spurred them on a wild ride back to the
schoolhouse and then to Broken Bow
where they reported to Sheriff Penn.

“0ld Charley Penn was a famous law-
man even then. He was known all over
that country for ‘getting his man.’ He
was a big black-eyed, broad-shouldered
man with a thick handlebar mustache.
People knew they could count on him.
He was tough and capable.

“It was too dark and too - late to
begin his investigation that night, but
early the next morning he rode out with
a couple of men to Haunstine’s place.
He checked the house first, then walked
out to the barn. Some fifty yards away
stood a loose stack of hay. Noticing the
hogs bunched oddly near the stack and
eating something, he strode over and
drove the animals off.

“Sprawled on the ground at his feet
were the bodies of Roten and Ashley—or
what was left of them! Penn began care-
fully to search the bodies. Their watches
were gone and their pockets emptied.
Missing, too, were a rifle and a revolver
that Penn knew they had carried with
them. When he rolled the bodies over he
growled, ‘Bushwhacked! They’ve been
shot in the back!’

“Soon he had some men loading the
bodies to be sent into town while he car-
ried on his search—mainly, a clue to the
missing Haunstine. Didn’t take that old
tracker long to find that Haunstine had
one horse with a broken shoe hitched to
his spring wagon. Penn followed that
print clear to the little town of Arnold.
Fact was, that broken horseshoe was the
first link in a chain that led the old
bulldog some 300 miles to his suspect.

“Back in town, things-were popping
too! Posses were formed and rode out.
A reward notice for $900 was printed
and passed around. I've still got one of
them.

“That was an awful big amount for
that particular time. Our country was in
a turmoil—financially, physically and
politically. We had had a “burn out”
and the crops just did not grow. To make
matters worse, all over America, from
ocean to ocean, we were saddled with
the awful Cleveland-Harrison panic.
Hogs, delivered at market—if you could
sell them—were priced at 2%¢ a pound.
Corn brought 10¢ a bushel delivered.
Most people used it as fuel, for it was
cheaper than coal. There was nothing to

(Continued on page 60)
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WESTERN BOOK ROUNDUP

By The Old Bookaroos

ATTENTION

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

THEY PAY TO PLAY

Rodeo! The Suicide Circuit (Rand Mec-
Nally, $12.95) by news-photographer and
author, Fred Schnell, is a glamorously
illustrated guidebook about the daredevil
cowboy sport. Schnell’s album of the
successive rodeo events is a work of art
enhanced with sharp brilliant descrip-
tions that support the illustrations.
“Rodeo is an athlete’s crap game,” says
Schnell. And he adds, “A man pays his
money and takes his chances, knowing
that there can only be a few winners and
a lot of losers.” A few contestants get
killed each year, many are severely hurt
and most are bruised. All volunteer, pay
their own entrance fees, and receive no
pay except prize money given for win-
ning contests. The photographs and text
give vivid realism to all major events in-
cluding saddle brone riding, bareback
riding, bull riding, steer wrestling,
clowns, calf roping, team roping, steer
roping, barrel racing and chuckwagon
racing. The latter is an exaggerated form
of chariot racing far more dangerous
than the form originated by Romans.

HISTORY AS YOU LIKE IT

Another Texas history that will appeal
to both juvenile and senior readers is
Many Texans—A Gathering of Cultures
(Hendrick-Long Publishing Company
and the Encino Press, $5.95) by R. Hen-
derson Shuffler. The forty-six chapters
cover a wide area of history beginning
with the Tiguas, ancient Indians, and
carrying on down through the pioneer
period. A few interesting selections from
the book are about Cabeza de Vaca and
Estevan, La Salle, early Texas missions,
Baron de Bastrop, Daniel Boone, the
Texas Republic, Stephen F. Austin, Jim
Bowie, the Mexicans, the Alamo, Sam
Houston, Solms-Braunfels, Apaches, Cyn-
thia Ann Parker, Robert Emmett Bledsoe
Baylor, rangers, cowboys, barbed wire
and immigrants. Highlight summaries at
the left of paragraphs on each page plus
some meaningful illustrations add much
to the readability of these thumbnail
sketches about the Texas past. Very good.

GOOD LOCAL HISTORY

Local pioneer history has been en-
riched with the publishing of the new
book Blaze Marks on the Border—the
Story of Arkansas City, Kansas (Cham-
ber of Commerce, Arkansas City, Kansas
67005, $4.50) by Mrs. Bennett Rinehart
and others. The early settlers built their
farms and towns largely with their

2%

hands, using the natural resources as raw
materials. There are brief histories of
three founding fathers: Lyman Beecher
Kellogg, Henry Brace Norton and Albert
Augustus Newman. Much is presented on
the history of Arkansas City, and also
deseribed is how churches, schools, local
institutions and industries were started.
Wagontrains, riverboats and finally the
railroads connected the pioneers with
eastern centers. Badmen, horse thieves
and Indians terrorized the settlers who
formed vigilance committees to defend
people, farms and towns. Stockmen and
settlers tangled when cattle grazed un-
fenced crops. The farmers, who were in
great numbers, passed a herd-law which
pushed the range cattle into the sandhills
and arid western areas. Arkansas City
lay near the Cherokee Strip, and in-
cluded are numerous stories about the
famous Run when the area was opened
for settlement.

WHITE SPIRES

White wooden churches have drawn
attention since early America, and are
often centers or major focal points in
rural scenes depicted in paintings or in
photographs. New England has been
recognized for the white churches of the
region. White Churches of the Plains;
Examples from Colorado (Colorado As-
sociated University Press, $9.75) is the
story of the background and architecture
of white churches in Colorado. Fifty-
seven full-page black and white photo-
graphs illustrate the edifices which stand
out so strikingly on the Great Plains
landscape. Many nationalities and archi-
tectural types are represented, but only
simple, clean white buildings with mod-
est spires stood out brightly against the
vast backdrop of the open country. Even
a one-room white church was a landmark
in the drab environment.

LOST MINES
Maps with signs and symbols of trails
to ancient gold mines in the Superstition
Mountains are to be found in Arizona’s
Monument to Lost Gold Mines ($4.00 by
J. S. Burbridge, P.O. Box 5363, Reno,
Nevada). Signs and symbols have been
superimposed on the vague and ancient
desert map made by S. K. Gonzales. The
author has helped to clarify the old maps
by adding numerous modern and old
photographs with markings of key trails
and locations. This book will be of most
use to sophisticated map readers bent on

exploring the Superstitions.
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THOSE WHO thought that the Great

Depression would be a matter of a
few months had another guess coming.
Prosperity, they told us, was just around

the corner. If so, it stayed there. I read

By LYO L],EE one comment on the situation by Will
as told to Rogers. To people who insisted that the
Depression was a state of mind he re-

EVE BALL plied that it was a state of the pocket-

Photo Courtesy Author book. To those who said that there was

just as much wealth and just as much
Illustrated by Paul Hudgins money in the country as there had al-
ways been he replied that money is much
like blood—so long as it circulates there
is little cause for apprehension, but
when it quits—well, there is just as much
blood in a corpse as in a person in good
health. To me that made sense.
.. I had been at the Lee Ranch in the
Chiricahua Mountains in southeastern
Arizona for eight months because it was
impossible to get work and because my
distant relatives were charitable enough
to take me in and make me feel welcome.
When I got a letter from Reuben Wright
saying that my younger brother, Bud,
had joined him on our uncle’s ranch
north of Quemado, New Mexico I knew
that I should go to them. I packed my
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bedroll in my battered old Ford pickup
and set out for the ranch.

When Frank Lee had sold the ranch
and bought a place in Arizona near Bill
Lee’s, he very wisely specified in the
contract that I might return to the house
any time I wished. I was to have the
use of it and of the adjoining premises,
with the right of entry. When I pulled in,
I found Reuben and Bud installed. Bud
was busted, and so was Reuben. Neither
knew much, for they had always been
taken care of by their parents. Aside
from their bedrolls neither had anything.

WE SET UP housekeeping with what I
brought—$60. I borrowed a saddle
from Hank Whitely and took thirty of
my meager sum and bought Calico. We
took the other $30 and bought some corn
for the horse (for in that country a
mount must have grain) and some real
essentials for ourselves—200 pounds of
beans at $3 a hundred, three 50-pound
sacks of Diamond M flour, some coffee,
and some salt. That took all our money.
We foraged for meat and always had
plenty of venison.
Each of us had a pocket knife, but

:
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there were no forks. We whittled some
out of cedar boughs and sharpened the
prongs. The man who had bought Frank
Lee’s ranch' insisted upon lending me
an old Dutch oven and two old biscuit
pans. I accepted them gratefully. Neither
of the others could cook. Reuben was very
persnickety about his food, but it didn’t
take him long to get over that—hunger
is a great disciplinarian. Bud was sharp
and ambitious, but the latter trait got
him into a great deal of trouble. It didn’t
take him long to learn to cook, and he
liked doing it, so he took over. We left
the housekeeping to him while Reuben
and I foraged.

We made our bed out of pine poles and
nailed it up against the wall. It was
wide enough for three. We made a mat-
tress of gunny sacks stuffed with hay.
The hay stuck us, so we spread the tarp
over the mattress. The cold penetrated
more from beneath than above, so we
put two blankets under us and one over
us. To keep from freezing we had to keep
a fire going all night, but we had an
abundance of wood.

Frank Lee had made a horseman of
me, and I tried to do the same for

LTV

i

Reuben and Bud. As I had done, they
insisted that they knew everything about
horses already, but they had a lot to
learn. To their credit I’ll say that they
did learn. ;

I was very proud of Calico. He was a
pinto, not a paint; he was not spotted,
but a calico. The background was sorrel;
he looked as though somebody had
dropped a bucket of buttermilk on him
and splattered it so that it ran in streaks.
I had seen him before going to Bisbee
and liked him. During those long months
Calico made a living for us, for he was
both our means of transportation and our
livelihood. We got all our meat from his
back—I mean by shooting from his back.

Later I traded him to Slim Roberson
for a horse named Brownwood, a big
brown and much larger than the average
mount. He was 16% hands high and
weighed 1200, a magnificent specimen.
He was built like a pony, except that
there was much more of him. I never
went anywhere that people did not stand
and look at him. And he had intelligence
beyond belief. I have run him after wild
horses till he was run down and he

(Continued on page 67)

Lyo Lee

-~ The trouble about being
. broke is trying to gauge your
e wu belt—will the hard times last
: W t‘ "= for two notches, three notches

i or clear down to the backbone?
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By LYDIA SINGLETON MILLER

All Photos Courtesy
Denver Public Library
Western Collection

STORIES of the early West, both true

and fictional, are usually peopled
with cowboys and Indians, miners and
gamblers, gunfighters and soldiers, with
a generous sprinkling of lawmen. But
accounts of early-day newspapermen and
the influence their papers wielded on the
~ frontier furnish some tall tales of their
own. Eugene Field, managing editor of
Denver’s Colorado Tribune from 1881 to
1883, is a flamboyant example of such
a newsman. But Editor Field was also
the famed poet and friend of children.

Suited

Two memorials in Denver’s beautiful
Washington Park are permanent remind-
ers of the “two” Fields. A statue of
three children in an Old Wooden Shoe-
boat, seemingly floating in a sea of dew
from myriads of tiny fountains, depicts
his loved poem, “Wynkin, Blynkin and
Nod.” A short distance beyond, a white
cottage houses the Field Memorial Li-
brary. The cottage was the home of
“Editor” Field. It stood on East Colfax
opposite the United States Mint for al-
most a half century, until Mrs. J. J.
Brown (the Unsinkable Molly) pur-
chased it and presented it to the city
of Denver. Subsequently it was moved
to its present site.

That cottage was Field’s home while
he mapped out and directed the work of

the Tribune’s staff. There, with sleeves
rolled and trousers legs turned far up,
Field began writing a column called
“Odds and Ends” which served later as
a pattern for his “Sharps and Flats”—
a column which ran for twelve years in
the Chicago Morning News. There, too,
he began the occasional publication of
skits, which he later gathered together
and published in his first book, The
Tribune Primer (1882). Though an un-
pretentious book of only forty-eight
pages it was widely quoted and became
one of the most prized by collectors of
American first editions. Field’s fame as
an author lives on in his books. Today he
is listed as a gentle poet of the Midwest,
author of A Little Book of Western
Verse and others.

Eugene Field, editor, humorist and humanitarian. Below, downtown
Denver, Colorado in the 1880s, showing the intersection of Larimer and

16th Streets.
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The dominant note in his daily life
was fun and sociability. A man of great
contrasts, he loathed speechmakers and
lampooned political oracles. He was an
unsparing satirist, yet he wrote: “This
is a beautiful world and life herein is
very sweet . . . how dear is the com-
panionship of humanity.” And “I want
to get all the happiness out of this world,
day by day, not in hunks.”

He felt money was for spending, liquor
for drinking, and life for enjoying. He
helped daughter Trotty with her Sun-
day School memory verse and she re-
cited, “The Lord will provide, my father
can’t.” Yet when ill health ¢onvinced him
he’d better put his house in order he
rapidly prepared his writings and
arranged it so that his book royalties

At right, the Field Museum Library.

January-February, 1972

would amply provide for his family. He
bought a place in Chicago’s Buena Park.
In July 1895 he said he was at last in
his own house—“provided with all mod-
ern conveniences, including a veranda
and a genial mortgage.” It was decorated
as he liked. “A fine china cup sat cheek
to jowl with a New England frying
pan.”

FIELD became a teetotaler on Denver

doctors’ orders though he felt they
mistakenly considered liquor the cause
of his stomach trouble, instead of pie
and pickles.

Of his carefree way of living Field
wrote in his Auto Analysis that he was
born in St. Louis, Missouri in 1850, son
of Roswell Martin and Frances Reed

Below, Denver's enchanting fountain that
immortalizes Eugene Field’'s famous Wyn-
ken, Blynken and Nod.
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Field, both Windham County, Vermont
natives. He attended a Monson, Massa-
‘chusetts private school, and colleges in-
termittently until after his junior year
at Missouri University. Then he toured
Europe where he spent his paternal in-
heritance of $25,000 in six months. His
intermittent schooling was due, in part,
to his preference for fun rather than
figures, and to uncertain health due to
a rebellious stomach. (The demon dys-
- pepsia dogged him all his life and ended
that life in November 1895.) He returned
to St. Louis from Europe determined to
go on the stage but a famous actor ad-
vised him, “Boy, return to your friends
and bid them apprentice you to a wood
sawer.” Thereafter, for twenty-three
years, Field referred to his writing as
sawing wood.

Eventually he buckled down to saw-
ing wood as a reporter on the St. Louis
Journal (1878). When the Journal sent
him to Jefferson City to report on the
Missouri state legislature proceedings,
he dodged the senate sessions to hold all-
night meetings of story and song with
the choicest characters, “the kind found
on the floors and in lobbies of every
western legislature.” (“Why do I write
‘western’ when the lobby species is ever
present at all such meetings from Maine
to Colorado?”)

Thus his paper received a running
fire of stimulating comments on the do-
ings of legislature members. As an ob-
sérver he happily lampooned everything
he saw. What he wrote had nothing to
do with what he was assigned to report,
but it did have ‘a something’ that at-
tracted readers, and his style of sawing
wood rapidly advanced him to the
Kansas City 7Times, then the Denver
Tribune. Under his management the
Kansas City Times, 1880-1881, became
 the most widely quoted newspaper west
. of the Mississippi River.

By that time Field’s reputation as a
funster extraordinary had made him a
popular partner in all sorts of high
jinks. But it wasn’t all just fun—fool-
ing around with the statesmen; he was

| ‘'studying the men not the proposed

 legislation, and later in St. Louis, Kansas
City and Denver his sketches, notes, and
Tribune Primer skits commanded more
attention, caused more discussions, and
influenced more politicians than did the
serious statistical reports written by

. others.

~ Mr. Danna, his life-long friend, was
continually offering him a place on the

 New York Sun but when an offer came

- from the Tribune he said he preferred
to go west where there were fewer liter-
~ ary fellows and one could grow up with
*  the country.

- Field never tired telling of the “mad

- wild ways of his youthful days” in Den-
ver, and of relating tales of the hilarious
pranks that made the office of the Trib-
une a stormy center for every fun lov-
ing character in the Rocky Mountain
area.

Denver in the 1880s was not unlike

San Francisco during the gold rush of
the ’50s. The young capital was alive

with' strife, speculation over mining and

railroad grants, and feeling its new
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Interior of the Eugene Field Library, showing the main reading room.

political power. The thirty-one-year-old
Field came to Denver when life was
boisterous, rough and fast, and he threw
himself into that life with his usual
abandon. For two years he lived at a
pace that would have killed most men.
He welcomed all friendships, personal-

1y, and his associates consisted of the

proverbial “rich man, poor man and
beggar man,” as well as doctors, lawyers,
merchants, and commercial and profes-
sional artists with an axe to grind at
the. Capitol. But the would-be sharpies
soon learned that though Field welcomed
them personally, and never tired of their
horseplay, his hatred of pretense and
double dealing kept them from enlisting
the powerful Tribune in anything that
was not one-hundred per cent legiti-
mate. This created some opposition, a
few enemies, and thereby plenty of
stories.

NE of Field’s favorite pranks in-
volved Wolf Londoner, a prominent
merchant and one-time mayor of Denver,
who was a close friend and Field’s boon
companion in frolic. During one presi-
dential campaign Londoner was a Re-
publican central committeeman, and he
boasted in Editor Field’s presence how
he personally had secured all the colored
vote of Denver for his party’s nominee,
thus preventing a “Democratic land-
slide.” :
Field made no comment but knew quite
well that a decade before this campaign,
Barney Ford, a very prominent Negro
merchant and friend of Londoner, had
helped secure the vote for all males
twenty-one years old. Barney Ford, often
called the “President Maker” because of
his political influence, was the one re-

sponsible for the colored vote, and Field
knew there had been no possibility of
the so-called Democratic landslide. Too
late, Londoner—seeing a twinkle in
Field’s eye—knew he had boasted to the
wrong fellow and that he’d pay dearly
for it.

A few days later he wasn’t surprised
to see in the morning Tribune an adver-
tisement prominently displayed thus:
Wanted, every colored man in Denver to
call at Wolf Londoner’s market for a
free watermelon.

Of course when the store opened,
crowds poured in and even the sidewalk
was blocked with melon seekers. Try as
he would, Londoner was unable to ex-
plain why he couldn’t live up to his
promise. Tempers rose, and rightly so.
It was a cruel joke. No melons were in
the market and, as they were out of sea-
son, none was expected. Londoner was
at his wit’s end, imagining his business
ruined and his political influence reduced
to nil, when a messenger handed him a
bill of lading. A car of watermelons had
been shunted onto a freight siding, and
a dray of the promised manna was pull-
ing up beside the Londoner Market.

Just as a good actor, missing a cue,
resorts to ad lib, Londoner quickly made
a big show of temper and delivered a
tirade against the railroad company for
not having made the delivery the eve-
ning before, “as promised.”

No mention was ever made of the
melon incident, and there was not a
single crack in the solid Republican vote
on election day (as usual). Mr. Lon-
doner kept his central committee chair-
manship but lost forever his habit of
boasting of  his political prowess—espe-

(Continued on page 56)
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TO CALL Dory a “boat” would down-

grade her two most outstanding
traits: storm resistance—and that espec-
ially “she” quality—strength without
hulk. Although never put to a seagoing
test, she easily mastered the sudden
squalls on her 100-mile inland lake. She
put to shame all other boats except the
proud, sturdy, squat tugboats and sleek
gleaming white, spit-'n’-polish, CPR side
or sternwheelers, each a miniature ocean
liner with deckside walkways, staterooms,
lounges and dining rooms serviced by im-
peccable stewards and waiters. To ride
on one of them was to experience one
of the social graces of that era.

Who but my mad-dog Britisher father
would import a genuine Cape Cod fishing
dory to a gold-rush town of 6,000 in
southeastern British Columbia? Nelson
is set like a jewel in the green moun-
tainside above the water of Kootenay
Lake, about fifty miles from the Ameri-
can border and one hundred miles by jolt-
ing, coal-fumed, Great Northern train to
Spokane, Washington.

Dory embodied two of his head-of-the-
house edicts, “If a thing is worth buy-
ing, it is worth buying a good quality,”
and “If a thing is worth doing, it is
worth doing well.” But his varied life in
England before sailing around the Horn
to Victoria in 1886 at age twenty-nine,
is forever veiled by another maxim, “I
never talk about the past. I live only in
the present and future,” a future he
would live until he was eighty-seven.

Because of this mutual blackout of the
past in relation to themselves, I never
heard one solitary word about my par-
ents’ knowing each other before their
marriage in Revelstoke, B. C. in 1894,

FATHER
THE

BRITON

By MARY WOODS

Photos Courtesy Author

He lived by maxims, endured through tradition, and
warmed himself by only one fire—a fierce pride

T. A. Mills (arrow) played the bass drum in the Trail, B.C. Citizen’s Band.
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where he met her at the CPR station
after her month-long journey across the
Atlantic and Canada. It may have been
a sort of mail-order marriage after a
correspondence instigated by the Star-
mer-Smiths, a family from her hometown
and his shipmates in the long sail around
the Horn to Viectoria. Within the strict
Victorian code, absence of pre-marital
acquaintance might equate with today’s
trial marriage—a sort of moral skeleton
not fit for the innocent eyes of their
daughter.

Above, T. A, Mills in 1892 at Nelson, B.C., with an American friend whom the

Siwash Indians called “"Coyote.” Both men were leaving on a prospecting venture

at the time of this photo. Above, left, T. A. Mills. This is believed to be the photo
he sent to his prospective bride in their “correspondence romance.”

Many years later my mother made a
remark about her decision to “come out
and marry Mr. Mills,” because “it might
be better to be an old man’s darling (he
was thirty-seven) than a young man’s
slave.” That decision was a costly one, for

I never ever saw my father put his arm

around her. In fact, neither displayed
any affection toward each other or
toward me. For fifty years they shared
a heavy brass, double bedstead and a cat-
dog relationship until she died at seventy-
(Continued on page 54)

At left, seated is Beatrice Jane Watson, age 22, two years before coming to Canada
to marry T. A. Mills. At her side is her sister, Laura. Below, the Mills family enjoying
a day on their boat, Dory. on Kootenay Lake, near Nelson. T. A. Mills is in center, his
wife at right. A family friend sits on left. Daughter Mary, then 15, took the photo from
the boathouse float.
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TULSA'S FIRST POLICE CHIEF
By C. H. McKennon

CHARLEY ROBERTSON was a crack

shot with a Colt in Tulsey Town, In-
dian Territory. During the late 1880s
most men packed a six-shooter, and nat-
ural dexterity plus plenty of concentra-
ted practice were required for a man
to stand out in the crowd. Six-gun artist-
ry was a noteworthy accomplishment,
and Charley Robertson’s skill with a
Colt led him to local fame. Most men on
the frontier had neither the time nor
desire to excel in the use of guns beyond
ordinary shooting. Then, too, cartridges
were expensive.

Charles Wesley Robertson grew to
young manhood in a section of Kentucky
that was inflamed with bitter, partisan
feuding. Such an environment was con-
ducive to firearms practice. When
Charley accompanied his parents in a
covered wagon to Tulsey Town in 1887,
his skill with a revolver was already
above the ordinary. Improved further
by one of the popular pastimes of the
era, target matches, Charley’s prowess
with a six-gun soon became a local
legend.

However, Charley began to make a
name for himself in other fields of en-
deavor, for he was a builder not a gun-
man. The Robertson family developed
a large ranch just north of Tulsey

Town’s city limits. The Frisco Railroad
had laid track to the frontier hamlet in
1882, and as trade and population in-
creased there was a growing tendency
of folks to refer to the town by the
name of “Tulsa.” Charley Robertson de-
cided that the town could use a black-
smith shop, and he began operations
from the bed of the now venerable Rob-
ertson family wagon. It was the first
blacksmith shop in Tulsa.

By 1895, Charley was an established
married citizen with his blacksmith shop
located in a more conventional manner
at Archer and Main Streets, but his
trade had already introduced him to the
life of the times. The blacksmith shop
was a place of prime importance when

A business day at Charley Robertson’s blacksmith shop in Tulsa, I.T. Left to right; Jess Brewer, Billie Sheddrick, Charley Robertson,
man behind Robertson is unidentified, Sanford Mater and Warfield Phillips.

Photos Courtesy Author

S

True West



K

by

Tulsa’s first Labor Day parade in 1905, led by Police Chiet Charley Robertson. The chief is astride his yellow horse, “Joe.” The
white-coated rider to his left is Colonel Lindsey, husband of Lilah D. Lindsey, a well-known pioneer in Tulsa’s earlier days. Here
the parade has progressed from Archer Street and is shown crossing the tracks at Main and First Streets.

the horse provided the only means of
transportation other than the railroad
and steamboat.

Tulsa had an unwritten code with the '

famed Territorial outlaws of the era. The
outlaws would case the town carefully
before riding in. If there were deputy
U. S. marshals present the owlhooters
found business elsewhere. When they did
appear in town, they quietly went about
the process of stocking up on supplies
and visiting the blacksmith shop. Due to
their profession they necessarily had to
have the best of horseflesh, carefully
shod for quick runs. One day, while the
Dalton Gang was pausing at Charley
Robertson’s smithy, one of the gang left
a pair of Indian moccasins for Lillie
Robertson. Charley’s wife disapproved of
outlaws, but she respected the truce of
the town. Still, she always managed to
visit the homes of friends when the out-
laws showed up at the smithy, and this
amused the gunmen.

CHARLEY was a brawny man, perfect-

ly capable of plying his strenuous
trade, and he had another talent not
usually associated with smithy work. He
enjoyed playing a violin. With his wife
and Josiah Perryman, another Tulsa
pioneer, Charley formed the first Tulsa
orchestra. The little group was popular,
playing for friends at various Tulsa
homes.

When the blacksmith business began
prospering Charley decided to expand.
Despite the establishment of the railroad,
wagons were still expensive and sorely
needed. Vehicles shipped from distant
factories cost more in Tulsa than back
East., Charley set out to make wagons.

January-February, 1972

Early in his blacksmith trade he had
adopted a star as his symbol. He named
his line of new wagons “Star Wagons,”
and he was Tulsa’s first wagoner.

The deputy U. S. marshals, operating
from the famed Federal Court of Judge
Isaac C. Parker at Fort Smith, Arkansas,
finally routed  the Territorial outlaws.
With the turn of the century Tulsa be-
gan a new era. Oil was discovered and
Tulsa became the “0Oil Capital of the
World.” The huge boom brought an ex-
ploding population growth rate that soon
called for organized local law enforce-
ment.

While Tulsa’s community problems

with raunchy citizens were primarily
caused by undisciplined oil field roust-
abouts, instead of professional train and
bank robbers, the situation could not be
ignored. There was a need for a man of
nerve who could back up the authority of
a lawman’s badge. The town fathers be-
gan looking for a man of powerful
physique, cool demeanor, proficiency with
firearms, and unimpeachable character.
Charley Robertson filled the bill on all
counts. Symbolically, perhaps, a star was
pinned to Charley’s vest, and he became
Tulsa’s first chief of police in 1904.
With the establishment of any town, it
follows that a “first” merchant, lawyer,

The first resident photographer in Tulsa, a man by the name of Hughes., took this
formal portrait of Charles Wesley Robertson and wife, Lillie, around 1904.
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baker, and so forth, will emerge. Charley

Robertson claimed six “firsts’” in Tulsa
in the days before Oklahoma Statehood
came in 1907. He used his six-shooter
talent wisely to become one of the many
unsung heroes of the Old West.

HARQUA HALA
By Dan Woods

THE STORY of Harqua Hala is the
story of many towns and the story
of many people. More than a century
before the discovery of the Bonanza and
Gold Eagle mines, gold was known to
exist in Arizona’s Harqua Hala and Eagle
Tail Mountains. In 1760 Spaniards who
were prospecting for gold discovered the
rich veins but were soon moved out by
the Jicarilla Apaches, a very hostile
desert tribe. Again in 1815 white men
(this time Anglos) found the rich mines
but their adventure was disastrous also.
Not until 1890 was the gold town of Har-
qua Hala allowed to come into being.

Harry Wallace, Robert Stein, and
Michael O’Sullivan are credited with the
discovery of the Bonanza and Gold Eagle
Mines. By 1891 Harqua Hala was bhoom-
ing. Joe Clem told me of his experiences
there as a young boy.

“We came in 1891, Mr. Clem said.
“The town was going strong then. Men
were as thick as mosquitoes, going and
coming from work in three shifts. The
night spots never closed. Drinking and
gambling was wide open. Many a cowboy
I've seen come to town who never got
back home. The law wasn’t too much—

' seems as though every man was his own

law. Harqua Hala had a grade school,
general store, five saloons, two restau-
rants, a Chinese laundry, feed yard,
blacksmith shop—a big butcher shop and
slaughter house, a post office and a
church. There was one saloon I remember
real well. They had a Madam from San
Francisco who wore a lot of fancy jewel-

‘ry, and the Mexicans called her “La

Simpatica.” There were some goodlooking
‘women there. I was just a boy of thir-
teen and things at that time made a
great impression on me.

“Gold shipments were robbed so often
on the long haul to the railroad in Phoe-
nix that the company cast the gold into
400-pound ingots instead of 20-ounce
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Above, the old stage road to Wicken-
burg through the Eagle Tail Moun-

tains. Many a hold-up occurred in

this area.
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bars. My father was driving a gold ship-
ment wagon with his shotgun partner
one time and they allowed me to go
along. As we left town we came to a

saloon and my father and the shotgun

man went in and left me in the wagon
saying, “Keep your eyes peeled, boy—
we’ll be right out.”

“But it was late at night when they
finally came out, and they brought a
sizeable jug with them. They were feel-
ing fine. To keep-down suspicion we were
using a fairly old wagon, and a 400-
pound gold ingot was on the bottom of
the wagon box covered with hay. As we
crossed a small creek Father and his
partner decided to stop and have a nip or

A gold mill in the Harqua Hala District. Production was at its peak in the 1920s. At
right is the old Harqua Hala graveyard. The stage road to Salome, Arizona, the nearest
town, can be seen in the distance.
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Above, the ruins of the company black-

smith shop. Below, an abandoned mine

shaft on the Gold Eagle Mining Company
property in Harqua Hala.

g
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Above, old bee-hive coke ovens. Mining companies made their own coke for smelting
ore. These ovens were constructed with stone blocks and no cement. Clay was used
for mortar.

two from the jug, and our wagon sank
a little in the creek bed. As we started
out we had to lay the whip on the mules
and they came out with a jerk.

“After we had gone down the road a
little way, I realized the wagon sounded
different. It was more bumpy and seemed
lighter. I knew at once that we had lost
our gold ingot.

“Father and the shotgun man were
both sound asleep so I ran back, and
sure enough as we had jerked out of
the creek the gold had fallen through the
flimsy wagon bottom and was there in
the edge of the creek. I quickly unhooked
the two old mules and drove them back
and wrapped a long chain around the
ingot and hooked the mules to it and
dragged it back to the wagon. Then I
covered it with hay and fed the mules
and we all bedded down till daylight.

“The next morning we loaded the gold
and it sure was a job—but we took it on
to our delivery point and no one ever
knew.” :

Clem also told me he used to sell the
newspaper called the Harqua Hala Miner.
He also sold home-made beer that his
father made. It was called “corn beer,”
and it had quite a kick. The miners really
liked it.

The Harqua Hala Gold Mining Com-
pany bought the mining property in
1893, but in about five years the main
body of ore was exhausted. There follow-
ed many owners during the next forty
years. The mine completely closed down
in the thirties and people drifted away.
Harqua Hala’s day was over. Today the
old gold town is reduced to ruins. It was
located fifteen miles south of present-
day Salome in Yuma County. There has
been no post office there since December
31, 1932.

The fate of Harqua Hala is the story
of numerous early-day mining towns
where nothing is left and nothing is
moving except the shifting sands. Har-
qua Hala means “wild flowers’” in the
Mohave Indian tongue. Wild flowers are
short-lived.

LOST IN A WOLF DEN
By James E. Richardson

IN 1893 big grey wolves roamed the

plains of central Wyoming, killing
stock by the hundreds. As a result, the
state placed a bounty of eight dollars on
all wolves, big and little, young and old,
hoping this would provide incentive for
hunters and trappers to go after the
animals.

Wolves usually run in packs of three
to eight, and when they are on the move
they travel with their heads down in a
sort of trot. They are hard to hunt, for
it is difficult to get within gunshot
range of them; their coat is about the
color of sagebrush, and they have keen
eyesight and sharp hearing, so they
usually see you before you see them.
When they are hungry, they gang up on
a beef, bring it down, eat their fill, and
go on, seldom returning to their kill. So
the best way to catch wolves is to get
them before they’re old enough to leave
the dens.

There are usually two to seven pups
in a litter, and their dens are in holes in
the side of a draw, located where the
pups can easily get out and romp around.
The soil around that countryside is a sort
of clay gumbo and, after the den has
been used for a season or two, the sides
get as hard as brick, very difficult for
a man to enlarge so he can crawl in.

In spite of these difficulties, my father,
my brother, and I decided to try our
hands at wolf-hunting.

E LEFT home the middle of April

with an outfit consisting of a tent,
blankets, about a month’s supply of food,
grain for the horses, a good rifle, rope,
a pick, shovel, and a gold pan to use
when we enlarged the holes after we’d
crawled in. Attached to each side of the
gold pan was a rope with which we would
pull it in; then we would fill it up and
pull it out again.

(Continued on page 54)
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His Brother’s Long Shadow
(Continued from page 11)

milk, and foam was on top. I can smell
that milk now.

“People travelled in wagons—some ox
wagons—very few buggies, and the
women and girls often rode horseback,
and wore long black riding skirts, and
they came to see Mama when you were
born. Every woman in the neighborhood
came, and when you got big enough to
take visiting, Mama put you in a little
play wagon and pulled you, and Bert and
Claud and I walked. When you got to be
two or three she put us all on ‘Old Moz-
gan’ and led him, and sometimes she
rode ‘Old Salt’ and led Morgan and us
all a-visiting. Then I remember her hitch-
ing up the horses to the wagon and go-
ing to Voca, and there the wagons and
horses were all hitched around, and the
stores had broad, high false fronts, some
with a little porch out front, some with
only a plank sidewalk.

“They had big picnics and political
speeches, bucking horses and whiskey
drinking. On the other hand the best
Camp Meetings anywhere.

“And Mama’s yard and all her neigh-
bors’ yards had phlox, hollyhocks, and the
ground was covered with moss—red,
white, yellow, pink, and striped.

“Mama would dress herself up as pret-
ty as she could, and all her little girls.
She curled her hair and did the same for
us, and in the summertime she made us
all white dresses and had pretty ribbon
sashes and bows in our hair, and she
had a pretty dress all the time. When she
and Papa went to Church they were the
prettiest couple there and had the sweet-
est singing voices. I could tell their
voices from all the rest, even from out-
side the Church. I'd get out to get a
drink sometimes. Water in big barrels
in the shade. And now I’ll never hear
two voices as lovely as theirs on this
earth again . . . and their voices have
floated away as all those things I've
written of will never return.

“Now you can know how life was when
and where you were born. And life for
your mother and father and your sisters
was sweet and young and good. You
were a loved little sister. . . .

“I just wonder how Mama used to keep
us all clean and dressed as well as she
did, for she made every stitch of our
clothes from the skin out, and worked
buttonholes and put buttons on every
garment, and for herself too, and made
all Papa’s clothes but his Sunday suits,
and washed and ironed every garment
herself, and made her own soap, and
ironed with those old flat irons, and
scrubbed all the floors and kept the beds
so clean, and made every quilt we had,
and cooked every meal we ate. She was
good to all her neighbors and went to
see them, and took us all to Church if
she could go—and they did go always
when they were young.

“And she kept up in her reading, and
she knew the Bible and world events and
geography. We were born of a wonder-
ful woman—our mother.

“Now I've got to close this, wishing
you happiness through the year, and in
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Left to right: James Stockton Longley: youngest daughter, Elizabeth; youngest son,
D. B.; wife, Vie (Draper) Longley. Taken at their farm, 12 miles east of Hamilton,
Texas, in 1914.

the future years ... .
“Love from Mary.”

FROM her vivid little-girl memories,

Mary Hooker’s letter to her sister—
slightly abridged from the original for
purposes of this narration—presents a
panoramic glimpse into the home and
community life of her parents, Jim and
Vie Longley, in the 1880s.

The long shadow of Jim’s outlaw
brother seemed at last to be fading from
their lives. He and Vie knew, of course,
that he must ever be alert; even so, the
tensions were lessening. Vie’s fears had
subsided somewhat. Jim always kept a
.45 handy, and in practice sessions he had
the satisfaction of knowing he was still
quick and accurate with it. A target—
half-dollar size —at ten to fifteen paces,
was not at all a difficult one.

Jim and Vie were well liked in the com-
munity. He became a candidate for the
office of constable of his home precinct
in 1888. He was elected and issued certi-
fication dated 12 November that year.
But Jim and Vie Longley were not to
enjoy their small measure of peace for
long.

In an area apparently centered in
neighboring San Saba County, a band
of horse thieves and cattle rustlers had
sprung into existence. They were a
tightly knit group of lawless men, cap-
able not only of theft but of worse if it
served their purposes. Their thefts took
a heavy toll from legitimate ranchers.
Local officials seemed powerless to cope
with them. Every honest rancher and
stock-farmer was concerned—uneasy and
fearful and angry.

In desperation, according to local tradi-
tion, a small group of wealthy cattle-
men organized a committee of vigilantes

—a counter-mob, so to speak. The vigil-
antes, known only to themselves, achieved
a measure of success in the beginning.
There was a sudden decline in the loss
of livestock. Some of the suspected ring-
leaders left for parts unknown. Some
who failed to take the hint died violently.
A suspect had no appeal from this brand
of justice. He ran or he died.

The vigilantes—*“The Mob” as they
came to be termed—had at first a great
deal of support from honest farmers and
ranchers who believed such an organiza-
tion could put down the thieving. Some
joined. But eventually men more evil
than the thieves whose depredations had
brought The Mob into existence, infil-
trated and seized control, and all original
purposes were lost. Personal vengeance
apparently became its guiding principle,
and in its final days, the only one.

Full membership—and The Mob would
tolerate no less—seems to have been ac-
complished by a fraternal-type ritual of
three degrees. The first two, it has been
said, any law-abiding citizen could take in
good conscience. But in the third and
final degree one swore to obey the orders
of the executive committee to the extent
of burning an enemy out of home or
grass or of killing him. And somewhere
in the ritual each initiate evidently
swore himself on penalty of death for
violation to complete and utter secrecy
concerning every phase of The Mob’s ac-
tivities or membership. :

In the Voca community the meeting
place of the Mob, the place of conferring
degrees and ordering executions, appears
to have been only a few minutes’ horse-
back ride from the village proper in the
San Saba River bottoms under the stars
—and possibly for convenience at a time
when the moon was full.
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There were men in those days—non-
members, that is—who considered the
Farmers Alliance and The Mob to be one
and the same. Possibly such a view was
generated by the fact that certain known
members of one organization were also
members of the other. Another view was
that certain members of The Mob merely
used the local Farmers Alliance chapter
as a front. Even so, many years after
The Mob’s demise, there were old-timers
who used the two terms interchangeably
to identify one group.

It was no secret in the Voca commu-
nity, nor to Vie and her children, that
Jim Longley was a member of the Farm-
ers Alliance. In late 1966 in a letter
referring to those days, eighty-four-year-
old Mary Hooker, the premature first
born of Jim and Vie, wrote:

“I remember I thought Mama and
Papa both belonged to The Alliance. Per-
haps it was only Papa, but it seems I
heard them talking Alliance together. I
know they thought it was a fine thing
to belong to.”

IN 1890 Longley decided not to seek a

second term as constable in order to
run for the office of county sheriff. He
was opposing his friend, the highly re-
spected incumbent F. M. (Uncle Marion)
Miller, and a man by the name of John
Whitesides who operated the Farmers
Alliance store in Voca. Miller was the
county’s second sheriff, having been
elected to the office in 1880, four years
after the organization of McCulloch
County.

Just what happened to persuade Jim
Longley to withdraw from the race is
not known, but withdraw he did. He
threw his support to Miller. It is said
that when Jim withdrew he revealed that
he was a member of The Mob, and at
the same time presented a list of names
of members to county officials in Brady,
the seat of county government. Jim in-
dicated that he had joined believing he
could more effectively help do away with
livestock rustling and restore law and
order to the land. He admitted to having
been duped as others had been duped.
He admitted to taking their ritual de-
grees, the first two willingly enough. But
the third, he said, was taken under stress
—at midnight in the San Saba River
bottoms under the muzzles of cocked six-
guns.

In the initiation he learned that the
penalty for divulging the secrets of the
organization was death, and that dis-
obedience to an order of the executive
committee carried the same penalty. How
long he kept the fraternal secrets of The
Mob is not known. When the executive
committee met and ordered the death of
Sheriff Miller and appointed Longley ex-
ecutioner, Jim refused the assignment
stating that Marion Miller was his friend,
and certainly no thief. Jim was warned
of the penalty for disobedience. He was
reminded that none who had disobeyed
such an order was yet alive, and the
matter was left at that point. No member
of that committee believed, despite Jim’s
oral refusal, that Longley had the cour-
age to disobey the order. They were sure
he would find a way to dispose of Mil-
ler, given a little time.
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Shortly after the election of Novem-
ber 10, however, word came to The Mob
that Longley had “talked.” On his first
trip to Voca afterward, Jim was called
aside by the man he had identified to
county officials as “captain” of The
Mob, and told angrily, “You gave us
away and supported Miller for sheriff;
the jig is up, Jim!”

Jim Longley faced his accuser squarely.
His features were expressionless, his
hands steady, his black eyes cold.

“You know I’'m not a Christian man,”
he spoke softly. “But I’m right and you’re
wrong, and the man who shoots at me
had better not miss. If you have the
nerve, get out there with your pistol and
we’ll shoot it out!”

It was not in keeping with Mob policy
to shoot a man face to face, especially if
that man had a gun. Jim’s accuser
turned his back and walked away.

Jim Longley went home deeply
troubled. He did not tell Vie of the in-
cident. He wondered when and where
they would make the attempt on his life.
He resolved to be very careful about
stepping in or out of a lighted doorway
at night. And he resolved not to publish
the routes he would take away from
home, nor ride the same trail twice. He
further resolved that his friend, the
Colt .45, would henceforth be an even
more constant companion. That evening
following supper he surveyed the land-
scape carefully before stepping outside.
He did not sit in the same place he

usually sat. He looked west into the
sunset but its beauty escaped him. When
Vie’s soft voice floated out the open
window into the crisp autumn evening—
“Swing low, sweet chariot . . .”—for the
first time Jim Longley did not hear.

NEW HOME had been built a hun-

dred yards or so southwesterly from
the old “tent house.” Jim and Vie had
moved in except for a portion which was
not yet shingled. He felt that by pushing
himself he could cover that part in less
than a full day. The family needed that
extra living space.

On Thursday morning, December 4,
1890, Jim tied on his home-made nail
apron, dropped a hammer in the apron
belt, put nails in one pocket of the apron
and his .45 in the other, climbed to the
roof and started nailing on shingles. He
was hard at work by the time the two
older girls, Mary eight, and Claudia six,
had trudged off to school at the red
sandstone school building about a half-
mile northwest.

Jim was alert and watchful, realizing
he made an excellent target. The morn-
ing seemed long and the work seemed to
progress slowly. He felt he was spending
more time surveying the landscape than
he was spending at work. Vie was sorely
needed to serve as a lookout, but Jim
still had not told her of the threats and
was reluctant to trouble her. She had
had more than her share of trouble and
worry already.
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When Vie called Jim to lunch it was
with a sense of relief that he climbed
from his exposed position. Following the
meal, as Vie cleaned the kitchen, he
played with four-year-old Berta. Then he
stretched out on the floor for a nap, but
sleep would not come. About 2:00 o’clock
he again put on his gun-weighted apron
and went back on the roof. It would not
take him long to finish, he thought.

In the meantime, Vie had readied her-
self and the babies, Berta and Rose, for
a shopping trip to Spiller’s Store in
Voca, a half-mile northeast. She put the
girls in their play wagon, called cheerily
to her husband and waved as she picked
up the tongue and rolled the girls away.

In a little more than an hour, Jim’s job
was completed. Back on the ground he
surveyed the job with satisfaction. He
raked up the scrap shingles and took a
portion of them to the wood box inside—
in a corner behind the wood-burning
stove—to be used for kindling.

Jim laid the nail apron aside. His gun
belt and empty holster were on a wall
peg. He took his .45 from the apron and
dropped it back in its holster. He helped
himself to some of Vie’s good tea-cakes,
and sat at the kitchen table munching
them—brooding, reviewing his problems.
He sat for possibly fifteen minutes. On
getting to his feet he glanced east out
a window toward his log crib, corrals and

-fodder lot some seventy yards away. His

glance revealed the fodder fence down,
and the horse, Old Morgan, gorging him-
self on hay. ;.

“The old devil!” he exclaimed under
his breath, and hurried out to move the
horse and repair the fence. As he stooped
to pick up some brush, of which the fod-
der lot was made, his senses reeled as he
was knocked to his hands and knees. He
felt the blow and heard the shot and
knew its meaning. Looking up quickly
he saw a man at the end of the brush
fence, rifle leveled and pointing in his
direction. The man with the rifle stepped
quickly behind a section of the fence. Jim
grabbed for his gun and his hand came
away empty. His gun was still in its
holster on the wall peg at the house. He
knew he had been hit but was able to
spring quickly into action, getting the
haystack and log crib between himself
and his assailant. In a zig-zag fashion
he ran toward the house. A second bullet
sang by in its death-dealing search be-
fore he reached shelter. The second shot
was a miss. Jim grabbed his .45 as he
ran through the house, out another door
and back toward the corrals in time to
see the man riding hell-for-leather into
some nearby woods.

Jim felt the back of his head and
his hand came away soaked in blood.
He had a terrific headache. He went back
to his new dwelling, picked up a shirt
and crudely bandaged his wound.

As Mary, the then eight-year-old re-
membered it: “We were going home from
school along the road that ran by the
fence, and I heard gunshots and I said,
‘I guess Papa is shooting rabbits’.

“We walked on and pretty soon, Coalie,
the dog ran to me with terror in his
eyes. He hesitated by me a little and ran
toward the house. I was too little to know

the dog was telling me to ‘Come quick’.
We went on to the corner and turned to-
ward home . . . passed the old tent house
place and went on toward the new house
where we had moved in. The horse was
running and snorting. Fannie Banta
was in the school crowd, and Claudia
and Fannie and I ran to the house. When
I got to the porch Papa was standing
there with a shirt wrapped around his
head, and it was all bloody, and I cried
and Fannie cried. Then she said, ‘I must
go tell Papa’, then she left running.
After a while Mama came. I think Clau-
dia ran to meet her and tell her. . .. She
was pulling a little wagon she had taken
to town to Spiller’s Store to get some
things, and when she got to the porch
and saw Papa, she cried and said ‘Oh
Jim!’ He told her not to cry. . ..

“I was so afraid Papa would die—and
the doctor told him if the bullet had
gone a hair’s breadth deeper it would
have been a fatal wound. Papa carried
that scar on the back of his head to his
grave.”

ACTUALLY the bullet had just creased

his head at the base of the skull, and
as Jim Longley later examined the spot
where he had been knocked to his hands
and knees, he realized the horse had been
let in purposely to draw. him within
rifle range. He discovered on further
examination of the spot that a twig in
the brush fence had deflected the bullet—
possibly just enough to avert lethal
impact into his brain. Jim clipped the
bullet-scarred twig and kept it thereafter
in his pocket as a good luck charm.

In a very short time after Jim was
shot, Fannie Banta’s father, George,
came in his wagon and took Jim to the
doctor in Voca. When the doctor had
finished treating him, Jim walked out
on the town’s one street, his head
swathed in bandages, a six-gun in either
hand. He walked the length of that sud-
denly deserted street, cursing The Mob,
loudly challenging the closed doors be-
hind some of which he knew armed
enemies stood.

“Come out now, you cowards,” he
shouted. “You will shoot a man in the
back but you haven’t the guts to meet
him face to face!”

The daughter of Jim and Vie Longley, Mary
Longley Hooker, born July 31, 1882.

True West



At the far end of the street, Jim
turned and retraced his steps, all the
while loudly daring any Mob represen-
tative to step out and face him. Not one
door opened. There was no sign of life
except the patient George Banta on his
buckboard, lines in hand, waiting for
his friend’s fury to subside enough to
be willing to return home.

Daughter Mary’s narrative continues,
“Mr. Banta took us all home with him.
Mama and Papa did not want to go, but
Mr. Banta would have us go. After sup-
per he and Papa came back and watched
all night, afraid some of the Mob would
come back to finish what they had start-
ed, or set fire to the house.

“A Mr. Bryson, our sheep-herder, slept
in our wagon that night like he always
did: st

The following day in Brady, Jim
Longley filed a complaint against a
young man who was later billed by a
grand jury for “assault with intent to
murder.” He was not convicted.

In the days immediately following the
attempt on Jim Longley’s life, tensions
within the family mounted with each
passing day. No member was unaffected.
Both Jim and Vie knew it was only a
matter of time until The Mob would
strike again—next time doubtlessly un-
der cover of darkness and in superior
numbers, the traditional method of elim-
inating enemies. Jim knew the odds
against him were impossible ones; Vie
knew it; the older little girls sensed it.

The white heat of Jim’s anger ran
deep. His fury was near boundless. He

sensed not the shadow but the real pres-
ence of his older brother. Bill Longley
sat with him, stood with him, walked
with him, rode beside him wherever he
went. Jim’s every instinct was to seek
and destroy—the same unreasoning in-
stincts which had led Bill to the gallows.

Jim Longley remembered well. In his
mind’s eye he saw Wilse Anderson fall
dead at Bill’'s feet. He remembered the
long weeks of hurt and pain deep in the
eyes of his grieving parents and in the
eyes of his sisters and brothers prior to
Bill’s execution. He remembered, too,
his own grief.

Suddenly, despite his fury—perhaps
even because of it—he made up his mind
to heed the tearful entreaties of Vie and
the older little girls. It was a terribly
painful experience to witness the fear in
their eyes each time he mounted his
horse and rode away from home. He
would move.

Soon thereafter he disposed of what
livestock he could and left with his
family for the home of Vie’s parents;
thence for a season to his own father’s
home before locating more permanently
elsewhere.

COURT proceedings brought about by

the attempted murder required Jim
Longley to make a number of trips back
to McCulloch County. On one such visit
he wrote his wife at the Draper home
in Florence a letter dated April 22, 1891.
He addressed himself to “Dear Vie and
the little girls,” and requested that Vie
kiss them for him. He advised her that

he was safe and happy and that she
should not be uneasy. He stated that
everything was quiet in Voca and that
many people seemed glad to see him.
There had been rain, he wrote, for over
a week, with rain and hail both on the
previous night. He continued, “Corn in
our orchard is nearly knee high. I will
have to stay here until the 11th of
May. McShan [W. McShan, County and
District Clerk] has sent attachments to
Sparks [Bell County Sheriff] for us
both. Don’t grieve for me for there is no
danger here [now] for me. Thursey
[Thurza, wife of Sheriff F. M. Miller]
was the proudest thing to see me come
in you ever saw. She said they, The Mob,
had blowed around that I was afraid to
come, and she told them I was not afraid
of them, and that I would be here . . .
said it was the very thing for me to come,
and on the train, and over the hack
to Voca as I did, and didn’t slip in.

“I saw lots of The Mob in Milburn [a
town in northeastern McCulloch County]
and talked with them. They asked me if
I would stay for court. I told them I
would—I had come to prosecute.

“It pleased Uncle Matt [Matt Rich-
ardson who married Ellen, an aunt of
Vie] to see me come in as I did for I
had been reported in the County several
times and they [members of the Mob]

~had hung a chunk [a piece of wood] on

J. Longley trail in the sand flat and
shot it twice and let it hang there for a
week, then cut it down. . . .”

The letter then continued with some
items of local news in which he knew

o

as to name, type, and patent date.
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Vie would be interested, and ended,

“Kiss the babies for Pa. One thousand
good prayers. James Stockton Longley.”

In the years that followed, three more
children were born to the Longleys;
Herbert, Dewey Byron, and Elizabeth.
After leaving McCulloch County, Jim
tried farming in Bell, Burleson, and
Hamilton Counties, but settled finally
at Snyder in Scurry County where he
became a cotton buyer.

After 1900 Jim and Vie knew a meas-
ure of peace and moderate prosperity.
The long shadow of Wild Bill no longer
hovered closely over them. And probably
Bill’s reputation had nothing at all to
do with the last bit of gun-play in which
Jim was involved.

Jim had reached the proverbial three
score and ten years when he had a dis-
agreement with a younger man. The
younger man loudly and publicly threat-
ened to kill him.

Jim sat in his office one dull Novem-
ber day brooding over the matter when
an auto skidded to a tire-burning halt in
the street. He knew instinctively what
that screech of tires meant, and he got
to his feet and faced the street door. In an
instant the younger man burst through,
advancing on Jim Longley with threaten-
ing gestures. Jim drew quickly and fired
one shot from his .45.

Fortunately for both Jim and his
would-be assailant, the bullet struck a
gun in the man’s bib pocket, split, and
only one small portion lodged in his
body. The wound was not critical and
the man was soon on his feet again.

The grand jury refused to indict Jim,
and afterwards a juror reported the man
as saying, on being asked what kind of
a gun Mr. Longley shot him with, “I
don’t know. The old s.0.b. was so fast
I never saw the gun.”

HEN Vie became ill and was in a
Temple, Texas hospital in 1928, Jim
knew his wife could not live. One day as
she slept and he restlessly walked the
corridor outside her door, he was startled
by the beautiful, rich contralto of a
Negro girl singing, “Swing low, sweet
chariot, coming for to carry me home. . .”
Jim knew the chariot had already swung
low and would soon carry Vie away.
Great tears welled up in that strong
man’s eyes. His body shook with sobs.
Vie was buried in the Longley family
plot at Lometa, Texas. Nearly ten years
later, on April 15, 1988, Vie’s chariot
returned for her husband Jim.

Repping With the ID Wagon

(Continued from page 21)
ber brands that were pegged out on the
ground for the squaws to work with
fleshing knives before tanning the hide.
He would place the Indian owner of the
number brand under arrest and take him
to the agency. Invariably the Fort Bel-
knap Agent, who had been there for
many long years, would dismiss all
charges. He even suggested to Ashurst
that he confine his effort to more gen-

eral supervision of all livestock.
The Dry Lightning beef killings and
arrests were undoubtedly the primary

cause of ill feeling between the Indians
and the salty Agency Stockman of the
ID roundup outfit, a man dedicated to
complying with ‘the rules as laid down
by the Indian Department.

THE GATHERING of the full-blood
and half-breed cowpunchers at the
Lodge Pole Sub-agency for the begin-
ning of the roundup always held a cer-
tain holiday atmosphere, because it was
only in the spring and fall that these
young cowhands met. The approximate
distance from the Fort Belknap Agency
on Milk River to the south boundary in
the heart of the Little Rockies was about
fifty miles; the Lodge Pole Sub-agency
located on the north slope of the moun-
tain was about twenty-five miles from
the main agency, or approximately mid-
way between the north and south bound-
ary lines. And it was about twenty-five
miles between the east and west bound-
aries, with a five-strand barbwire fence
enclosing the entire reservation.

There was a sort of invisible line
which divided the Indians who were lo-
cated in the Little Rockies south of Lodge
Pole where they went on Issue ration
days, from the Indians in the fertile
Milk River Valley who on ration days got
their supplies at the main Fort Belknap
Agency. That was especially true of the
Old Men who rarely went more than
a few miles from their lodges where they
lived in government issue canvas tipis in
the summer and in log cabins in winter.

The younger Indians whose small
ranches were in the Little Rockies hired
out to the Circle C, the Phillips Sheep
and Cattle outfit, and other nearby
ranchers.

The young Indians located along the
Milk River Valley, or south of Milk
River, hired out to the Circle Diamond
whose headquarters ranch was on Milk
River, a few miles from Malta, or to the
big outfits between Milk River and the
Canadian border, or to the Bear Paw
Pool.

So it was, that only on the spring and
fall roundups did they get together, and
that held doubly true for me as Circle
C rep. For the most part the Indians
from the Milk River end of the reserva-
tion were all strangers to me and were
slow to make friends. They were stand-
offish and wooden-faced as they looked
me over, the only white man excepting
the ID wagon boss who was on their
bad-medicine blacklist according to Abe
Long Knife. I felt like a stranger in a
strange land on this my first ID round-
up. It was up to me to speak easy and
tread softly around camp, keep my mouth
shut and my eyes open while the uneasy
tension lasted.

When the roundup got underway I was
paired off with Roy Long Knife to stand
two hours night guard, and the first
night we rode around the bedded herd
Roy dropped several broad hints re-
garding the ill-feeling towards Andy
Ashurst. Each of the following nights
his hints grew a little bolder, giving me
to understand that every full-blood and
most of the half-breed cowpunchers car-
ried a grudge against the white wagon
boss, and that before long there would
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be bad trouble. According to Roy, every

day and -night they were holding secret

medicine talks, on day herd and while

riding morning circle or standing night

guard, but never together in one big
council.

I made it plain, right from the start,
that I wanted no part of any trouble. To
deal me out. I told Roy to pass the word
to one and all concerned that I wanted
to be long gone at the final showdown.
If the Agency Stockman was guilty of
any wrong doing, as Roy had broadly
hinted, that was Ashurst’s worry and
none of mine. I was repping with the ID
wagon for one purpose only, to gather
the Circle C remnant beef steers, and
when the showdown came I'd ride off
yonderly, and Roy promised he would tip
me off far enough in advance.

¢

MEANWHILE I covertly watched An-

dy Ashurst like a weather man
watches the skies for black thunderhead
clouds, and from the way I read sign
the wagon boss was getting edgy and his
nerve ends were rubbed more raw each
day. Any man not totally blind or deaf
could sense the smouldering anger of the
cowpuncher crew, and I knew that As-
hurst was nobody’s fool, that he had the
eye of an eagle, and ears of a fox, and
his wits were whetted like a honed razor.
Whatever imaginary faults he was ac-
cused of, the wagon boss had more than
his share of guts. It was a cinch bet he
was aware of the threatening danger so
thinly veiled by the sullen attitude of
his crew of ID cowhands, and I didn’t
feel it was my place to warn him at this
time.

Day after day Ashurst poured on the
work, leading his men on long pre-dawn
morning circles. Often as not the cow-
hands he dropped off last came in with
their drives, riding played-out, leg-weary
G Dot Injun ponies. Or he would put
two half-breeds, repping for their squaw-
man father’s outfit, on all day day-herd,
giving them no chance to cut their beef
steers from the holdup gatherment, leav-
ing 'the cutting job to other reps. Every
man in the outfit, including me, felt
the sting of the pressure he was pour-
ing on.

Ashurst packed his Colt .45 within
easy reach in the waistband of his
Levi’s. He ate his meals alone. At night
he pitched his one-man tent apart from
the rest of the crew. He had the govern-
ment authority of an Indian policeman
and he ruled his ID cowpunchers with an
iron hand and a .45 ready for use on
any man with the guts to start a show-
down. In various ways the wagon boss
let it be known that any man found pack-
ing a hand gun was subject to arrest un-
der the government ID law that forbade
such within the confines of the Fort
Belknap Reservation. Ashurst was tak-
ing no chances on being shot where his
galluses crossed.

On the beef roundup the wagon boss
of any big outfit never had to stand
two hours night guard around a bedded
herd, and the Agency Stockman was no
exception to that ruling, but Ashurst kept
his night horse Pigeon tied to the hind
wheel of the bed wagon. He had volun-
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teered the information to me that his
monthly pay check was waiting for him
at the agent’s office and as soon as the
roundup was camped at the stockyards
at Harlem, a few miles from the Fort
Belknap Agency, he would pick it up and
pay me the hundred bucks he owed for
Pigeon, and that was all right by me.
I knew Andy Ashurst was an honest
man,

T WAS a star-filled night when me’n

Roy Long Knife forked our night horses
at midnight to go on third guard until
two in the morning. The beef herd was
bedded down about a half mile from
camp and they were lying as quiet and
peaceful as a band of sheep. Jesse Iron
Horn on second guard had ridden to
camp to wake us, leaving Merlin Shield
to hold the herd, and we could hear
Merlin singing as we rode up. Usually
he sang old trail songs or cowboy laments,
but tonight Merlin Shield was chant-
ing an Assiniboine war song, its tune
varying from a low guttural sound to
a high pitched shrill, but even then the
tone was muted. When he rode up to
where we were waiting he said, “Me’n
Roy Long Knife want to have a little
medicine talk.”

I took the hint and rode off. When
two men were standing night guard they
rode off in opposite directions; that way
the horsebackers met twice on the wide
circlee. But when I reached the place
where I'd left Roy and Merlin talking in
their native tongue neither of them was
in sight. I thought nothing of it at the
time, figuring that they had ridden off
into a coulee to roll a cigarette because
the flare of a match might spook the
bedded steers, but when Roy Long Knife
failed to show on the second go-round
I began to get a little suspicious. I then
recalled something I’d noticed about Mer-
lin Shield, that his lean swarthy face
in the glow of the three-quarter moon
had a darker color than usual as if he’d
rubbed it with red powdery dust the
Old Men had habitually smeared on their
cheeks and forehead and into the roots
of their long hair when going on the
warpath. It was a worrisome thought
to hold and the longer I held it the more
edgy I got.

It was on the third go-round and
forty-five minutes later by the guard
watch when I sighted Roy Long Knife
riding out of a long, brushy coulee. I
pulled up and waited for him and I
could sense that something was wrong
because his face, like Merlin Shield’s,
was smeared with red war dust and his
breath stank of rotgut booze.

“We got it made, Ocksheebie,” Roy’s
white teeth showed in a sort of grin.
“Come daybreak we are all riding to
camp. All us full-bloods, no half-breeds.
We aim to scalp that Agency Stock-
man. If he shows fight that white man
will get the worst of it. I kept my prom-
ise to warn you. It’s time you were long
gone from here. Come back tomorrow
when the sun goes down.”

Roy pulled a quart bottle from the
pocket of his orange-dyed Angora wool
chaps and shoved it at me. I went
through the motions of taking a long

drink and handed the bottle back. I told
Roy I was going to camp to get my
six-shooter out of my bed, then loped
away before he could offer any objec-
tions.

When I reached camp every night
horse was gone except for Pigeon tied by
a hackamore rope to the hind wheel of
the bed wagon. I swung down from my
saddle, got my gun and shoved in into
my chaps pocket. I then went over to
the wagon boss’ tent and saw that the
flap was tied shut with canvas string.

“Come alive, Mr. Ashurst! This is
Walt Coburn!” I called out in a voice I
tried to make steady. When I called a
second time I heard muffled sounds in-
side the tent and soon he came out fully
dressed with his boots and hat on, a six-
shooter in his hand.

As briefly as possible I told him the
bare facts of the tight he was in, that
the full-bloods had located a whiskey
peddler and were getting drunk, that

Jack Ashurst on white horse at Belknap
Reservation in 1914.

they were armed with six-shooters and
had war paint on their faces. I told him
they were threatening to scalp him alive
and that they meant business and no
two ways about it. I advised him the best
thing he could do was to fork his horse
and get out of camp right then because
if he stayed to make a stand he might
get the worst of it, one man against a
bunch of drunken Injuns.

“I got a wife and children to think
about, otherwise I’d make a stand,” Andy
Ashurst’s voice was toneless, brittle as
shattered glass. “I haven’t had my clothes
off since the roundup wagon left the
Lodge Pole Sub-agency. I just shed my
boots and hat and sleep with a gun in
my hand, one eye open. I’ll head for the
Fort Belknap Agency and let the agent
handle this mess and disprove the ac-
cusations against me. I’'m much obliged
to you, Walt, for tipping me off. You no
doubt have saved my life, for which I
am appreciative.”

I waited until he rode off at a long
lope, then I forked Possum and got the
hell away from that deserted roundup
camp. I didn’t take time to see if the
half-breed cook was in bed in the mess
tent, on account of I was in a cold sweat
to make a fast getaway. If those Injun
boys I'd grown up with were to find out
I’'d warned the wagon boss there was no
telling what their reaction would be, and
I was taking no chances on losing my
hair.

True West



HEN I’d gone a safe distance I let

my horse settle down to a running
walk and we must have traveled seven-
eight miles by the time the first streaks
of a gray dawn showed in the eastern
sky. It was time for me to look around
for a place to hole up for the day. Pretty
soon it was light enough to make out
the giant cottonwood trees on the banks
of Milk River, the tall willows, and the
wild rose and berry bushes that grew
in a dense thicket. I could see a sod-
roofed log cabin and a lean-to log horse
barn with two haystacks fenced in
behind the barn. No horses grazed in the
pasture; no smoke came from the cabin
chimney; there was no sign of life.

It had all the earmarks of a good
quiet place to hole up until the trouble
was over. And I did. There was a sheet
iron camp stove in the cabin, a kitchen
table and two chairs, and a homemade
pineboard bunk at the far end with an
old hay-filled mattress. The dirt floor had
been sprinkled down and swept clean,
but there was no grub, no dishes, no
coffee pot or skillet. A gunnysack hung
over the only small window, and by the
looks of the place I reckoned it belonged
to a bachelor homesteader who had
hired out to some outfit during roundup
season.

I rode down to the riverbank and
watered Possum, then unsaddled and
hobbled his front feet. I filled my belly
with wild red currants, then lazed around
smoking and thinking things over, dozing
off now and then. When the sun was mid-
morning high I stripped to the hide and
went for a swim and lay naked as a
jaybird on the sand bar letting the warm
sun dry me off. Then back in the water
again. I put in the day swimming and
drying off in the sun, while Possum
grazed in the green bluejoint grass.

At sundown I got dressed and sad-
dled up. That swim and the sun on my
hide was good medicine while it lasted,
and it was with some reluctance that I
headed back to where the ID wagon was
camped near Snake Creek. As I neared
camp I conjured up the picture of the
Agency Stockman back in charge with
half a dozen blue-coated, brass-buttoned
Injun police to back him up, and the
full-blood cowhands locked up in the
agency dally house.

As I rode nearer I could see two cow-
boys on what is known for some reason
as “cocktail guard” as they grazed the
cattle onto the bedground. The scattered
remuda was grazing near camp. Full-
blood and half-breed cowhands were all
lazing around camp, their night horses
on picket ropes, but the Agency Stock-
man and his one-man tent were nowhere
to be seen. Everything was calm and
peaceful,

Grizzled, half-breed George Contway
came out of the mess tent as I rode up to
the rope corral and swung down. There
was an amused glint in his black eyes.
“Long time no see,” Contway said, a
hidden chuckle in his voice.

“I smelled trouble,” I smiled back,
“and hightailed it. Where’s Andy Ashurst,
George ?”

“Like you,” Contway said, “The wagon
boss smelled trouble and pulled out for
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parts unknown. When the full-bloods
couldn’t find him in his tent last night
they went into the brush to sleep off their
jags. Along about noon the agent from
Fort Belknap showed up with blood in
his eye. After asking a lot of questions
he appointed me the Agency Stockman
and wagon boss of the ID roundup. He
had some Injun police with him and had
it made to lock every full-blood in the
agency jail and throw away the key, but
I managed to talk him out of the no-
tion.

“He told me that Andy Ashurst was as
honest as the day is long, that he tried
to do his job according to government
ruling and the Indians had resented be-
ing arrested when ‘Dry Lightning’ killed
a beef or two. He gave me strict orders
to hush up the whole mess because a
stink like that would give the Fort Bel-
knap Reservation a bad rep. He said
that Ashurst would be transferred to
another reservation.”

Later it was agreed between all of us
to keep our mouths shut about the whole
thing. We decided: there had never been
any bad blood between the Agency Stock-
man and the full-blood Indians on the
reservation; Andy Ashurst had gotten
along first rate with every cowhand in
the ID outfit; no crock of rotgut whiskey
had been passed around last night or any
other time, and no man had so much as
smelled a cork.

The following morning we trimmed the
beef herd, cutting out the culls, and
moved camp that afternoon, grazing the
day herd onto the bedground on the banks
of Milk River about a half mile from the
railway stockyards at Harlem. And the
following day at the crack of dawn we
began loading the steers in the cattle
cars. :

We finished shipping by mid-after-
noon and George Contway moved the ID
outfit back to the old roundup camp-
ground near Snake Creek. A few of the
half-breed cowhands stayed in town to
bend an elbow and I decided to throw
in with them for a few rounds. When we
rode down the street to the feed and
livery barn to put up our horses there
was my fancy town horse Pigeon. The
Circle C brand on his left shoulder had
never been vented and so the horse still
belonged to me. When I got ready to
leave town I paid the feed bill on my two
horses, saddled Pigeon, and leading Pos-
sum I pulled out with the rest of the ID
cowhands for camp.

“Do your drinking in town,” George
Contway had warned us. “Don’t fetch no
booze back to camp.” And the new wagon
boss meant what he said and that’s the
way it was.

After breakfast the next morning I
roped out my string and pulled out for
the Circle C ranch. Despite the fact that
I was well aware that I was seeing those
full-blood and half-breed boys I’d grown
up with for the last time, as they were,
there was no formality of handshaking or
solemn words of farewell. It was simply
a careless “So long” and a wave of a hand
as I rode away herding my string of
horses. But there was an aching lump

(Continued on page 54)
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(Continued from page 51)
in my throat, and sand and sun in my
eyes.

I left Montana that fall and I never
saw Andy Ashurst again, but I knew in
my heart that he was a fine man, dedi-
cated to doing his job on the Fort Bel-
knap Reservation, and I was glad that
I had warned him in time to avoid what
might have been a tragic ending.

Most of the full-blood Assiniboine and
Gros Ventres and the half-breed cow-
hands I rode with as rep for the Circle C
with the ID wagon on my last roundup
in Montana, are long gone to the Shadow
Hills, but after half a century of time
those nostalgic memories come back as
though it were yesterday.

Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 43)

Once we started, we were very success-
ful. Sometimes it would take us all day
to dig out a hole, but two or three times
we found as many as twenty pups in a
single hole. It was unusual for more
than two wolves to pup in the same den.

On the second day, we got into ante-
lope country, a magnificent sight. The

. antelope is the cleanest animal I've ever

seen. White as snow, they just shine in
the sun, and when they run they bounce

" along as though they were on springs.

Round about the fourth day we camped
in a small, grassy depression at a beau-
tiful campsite. I noticed a big black cloud
in the north, but I didn’t pay much at-
tention to it although I noticed my father
looking up at it quite often.

After supper, Father went out of
camp a short way and stood and listened.
When he returned he said, “Boys, we'll
have to get out of here and get to higher
ground. That cloud looks ominous, and
this little creek will soon be a river if
I'm right. Jimmie,” he said to me, “you
get the team while DeSoto and I load
everything into the wagon.”

By the time I’d hitched up the team,
everything was in the wagon. We drove
about half a mile until we came to a small
grove of aspens. By that time the wind
was blowing pretty hard, and the light-
ning and thunder seemed meaner. I tied
the team in the grove out of the wind,
then ran to help my dad and brother who
were having a hard time with the tent.
I swung my weight on the tent pole until
they got it staked down, and we were

all set.

- The wind blew with gale-like force
for about thirty minutes. When we
finally came out to take a look around,
the big cloud had passed and we all
felt much safer. “There must have been
a cloudburst up north. Look down there,”
said Father. We looked down to our orig-
inal camping spot and there was the
little stream, spouting about three feet

- of water, in a hurry to get down to a

lower level.

The next morning we moved ten miles
farther north into good wolf country.
“Boys,” said dad, “if we don’t find any
pups up here, I'd say our wolf hunt is
about over.” The following two days, all
the dens we found had been vacated, the
pups being old enough to leave.
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ONE afternoon my father and brother

went out to explore in different di-
rections, while I stayed in camp to stake
out the pup pelts to dry, and to do some
cooking. About three o’clock the two
explorers returned to camp, tired and
hungry.

“I found a good-looking den about a
mile up,” said my brother. “I think we
should take a look at it before we leave.”

The next day we went over to see the
den and my brother went into the hole.
Father and I sat down and waited. When
nothing happened after a reasonable
time, Father went to the hole and
listened. “He’s been in there almost a
half-hour. I wonder what’s keeping him.”

After another half-hour passed Father
became worried. “Jimmie, you’d better
go in and see if you can find out what’s
keeping him.”

I went in about forty feet. The hole
was large enough to crawl through, but
it was also very dark. I called several
times and listened, but the only thing
I could hear was my heart thumping so
I decided to back-track and crawl out.

“Did you find him?” asked Father as
soon as he saw me.

“I called and called, but I couldn’t hear
a sound.”

“What kind of hole is it?”

“If it’s as large all the way as it is
at the front, he can’t possibly have got
stuck.” At this point I was really
scared.

Father thought for a minute, then
he said, “Go to camp and get the lantern,
and make sure it’s full of oil. Then look
in the ammunition box; you’ll find a
large ball of cord there. Bring that, too.”

I ran all the way to camp and back,
all the time wondering what could have
happened to my brother. He might have
taken a side channel and got trapped, or
he might have found a snake. I hoped
against hope he would be there when I
returned.

When I got back my father was all
in a dither. He said, “Hurry and tie the
end of this cord to the lantern. Then go
in and see if you can find him. If I
jerk on this cord, come on out immed-
iately.”

So I went in, pushing the lantern
ahead of me and trying to keep out of
the way of the cord so I wouldn’t break
it. As I crawled along, the channel turned
to the right and I noticed two or three
side channels branching off to both the
right and left sides. Just as I was de-
ciding which channel to follow, I noticed
that the cord felt loose and I decided
it must be broken, so I started back out
again. I came to the break about twenty
feet from the end of the channel, but
I could already see daylight so I found
my way all right.

When I got outside, there were tears
in my father’s eyes. “I thought I'd lost
you too. Take that piece of cord off the

lantern and tie on the long piece. Don’t

put a knot in the cord or it might catch
again. Now, remember, if I jerk on the
cord three times, come out.”

So I went in once more and just as
I’d got to where I had been the last time
I felt three jerks on the cord. Back I
went again. When I got out, my father

was all excited. “Look,” he said. “There’s
his handkerchief waving at the end of
a stick.”

Sure enough—about fifty feet to our
left was his handkerchief. I went over
to the hole, got down on my hands and
knees and called, but the only response
I got was a wiggle of the stick. I took
hold of the stick and pulled to let him
know I was there, then I got busy and
began to dig a trench.

When I was some four feet into the
bank, and at the depth where I thought
the bottom of the hole was, I began to
dig out the center. I'd soon opened the
hole enough so I could see his face. I
called to my brother to crawl back a
little so I could dig out some more, but
he shook his head and I knew he must
be stuck. With Father’s help, I began to
dig beneath him and soon the hole was
large enough for us to pull him out.

He was covered with dirt from head
to foot and he couldn’t even open his
eyes. I wet his handkerchief, wiped the
dirt out of his eyes, and gave him a
drink of water. Before long he was able
to talk, but the only thing he would say
was, “Home.” So we' put him on the
horse and started for camp, Father lead-
ing the way.

When we got to camp, we gave him
another drink of water and put him in
the shade of the wagon to rest. The next
morning we loaded up and headed for
home. It had been a successful wolf hunt,
but after the events of the last day we
weren’t so sure we’d try it again.

My Father, the Briton
(Continued from page 39)

two and he a year and a half later.

But one thing I do know is a sketchy
summary of his life-long association with
boats, which were our only means of priv-
ate or commercial transportation until
my mid-teens.

MY father’s father was a sea captain,
but forbade young Tom to follow in
his wake, a command his son disobeyed.
Tom ran away to seek a life on the briny
at the age of eleven and thirteen, each
time being returned home by the police.
At fourteen he succeeded in escaping and
worked for three years as a middy on the
good ship Tempest, sailing between
Southhampton and Calcutta. During this
time his parents did not know if he was
dead or alive. When he returned home at
seventeen, his father had just retired and
the next trip of the Tempest, after the
boy became a landlubber, ended in ship-
wreck off the treacherous Bay of Biscay.
Tom finished school, excelling in oil
painting and music. For awhile he played
drums in a band. His next trade was as
a French pastry maker (he always
scorned my mother’s pastry no matter
how good), and his final “position” (not
a job) was as gamekeeper and paymaster
for the Duke of Sutherland in Scotland.
His Grace penned a letter of recommen-
dation for Tom to take to Canada, calling
him “a young man of gentility, excellent
penmanship, who would serve well as a
gamekeeper or accountant.” (Game-
keeper in B. C.?)
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T. A. Mills in 1873, just after his return
from a three-year stint as a “middy” on
a run between Calcutta and Liverpool.

After the long voyage by sailing vessel
to Victoria and a brief stay in Nelson,
Tom piloted tugboats between Vancouver
Island and the mainland, and then worked
as a boat-puller on otter hunts. He had
kept in touch with the Starmer-Smiths
in Nelson and sometimes went there by
train, shanks’ ponies, or riding a cayuse.

Next came prospecting with an Ameri-
can partner at which time he staked the
claim for the future Emerald tungsten
mine. This he sold for peanuts sev-
eral years later, because a husband has
to settle down and earn a living—in Fa-
ther’s case as a bookkeeper and part-
time sign painter.

In Nelson all streets are up or down,
the left-right streets parallel to the water
below. There were no roads out of town
—only one watery highway, Kootenay
Lake. On it rode canoes, rowboats,
launches of various sizes, tugs and three
CPR steamers with Indian names—
Moyie, Kuskanook, and Nasookin. They
could land or depart on a dew. In fact,
there were so many coves and beaches
of granulated sugar sand that one could
stand, wave a white rag tied to a stick,
receive an answering “toot-toot” from
a steamer halfway across the two-mile
wide lake and it would turn, run in, nose
the shore, clang-clang a “reverse en-
gines” to hold it steady, and toss a gang-
plank for the passenger.

My father’s last real fling at prospect-
ing was in the fall of 1889 in Grants Pass,
Oregon. There, my mother presented him
with the second of three hemophiliac
sons, a successor to the previous year’s
fatality. The next year I was born in
Nelson; the third son was born when I
was three. He died a year later, leaving
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me the small, sickly, but durable f’emale
survivor. I once said to my mother, “Me’s
the only one what lasted.”

They raised me to the tune of two more
maxims which have become clichés,
“Children should be seen and not heard,”
and children were in fact children until
the legal age of twenty-one. The other,
“Spare the rod and spoil the child,” was
enforced frequently by my father’s strap.

Our “vehicle” for the watery highway
was a golden varnished sharp-bottomed
rowboat, in which Father propelled my
mother and me on weekends and summer
holiday rides to our “shack”—two rooms
five miles up the lake at Willow Point.

On summer evenings my father and I
trolled for trout. He feathered the oars
almost soundlessly to avoid scaring the
fish feeding underneath patches of froth
and debris.

As darkness deepened we moved shore-
ward, nosed the boat against the boat-
house, and lifted her into it by wooden
rollers which even I could operate. Then
with appetities well whetted for a late
supper, we entered the kitchen where a
black cast-iron range and cast-iron pan
were awaiting our catch. My mother fried
the fish in a neighbor’s home-churned
butter, which we also spread on whole-
wheat bread to which she was enslaved
for fifty years because of another of Fa-
ther’s maxims. “They throw the best of
the grain into the hog-slop and I refuse
to eat the sawdust leftovers they sell as
white flour.”

She had to fry a prospector’s breakfast
—dark brown boiled beans and bacon,
and make “Daddy’s Cake,” a delicious
light fruitcake for which I, as a child,
had to cut many a “seeded” sticky raisin.
Although delicious, we rarely touched
Daddy’s Cake, and he refused to eat our
luscious layer-cakes drenched with fresh
boiled icing, an art every young girl must
aim for in her mother’s kitchen.

“Your father is so hard to cook for!”
Mother used to wail.

BY the fall of 1909, as I turned ten,

Father prepared to activate another
maxim: “I refuse to die in harness.” This
meant that the following spring, at the
age of fifty-three, he would retire as a
semi-gentleman. We would move to the
“rawnch” as he laughingly called our
rockslide at Willow Point, in contrast to
ranches which could support their own-
ers if they arose at daybreak as did our
plebeian neighboring farmers. No horse
or plow for Father! He would arise at
seven, take an after-lunch nap and spend
rainy days indoors with whatever reading
matter he could get his hand on—as
close a life as he could get to the ideal
“English gentleman” who neither toiled
nor spun. Many local English newcomers
did actually sigh and say, “We are the
first of our families to have to go to
work.”

On what would he retire? A small sav-
ings account, a down payment from the
sale of our modest but “modern” home
(electric lights, piped-in sink water, and
a pull-chain overhead-tank basement
toilet), $20.00 monthly house payments
for over six years, plus what we could
grow and the small flock of hens he de-
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creed that my mother should learn to
raise. The house was sold quickly—pos-
session date April 1, 1910. But what of a
boat? Rowboats were for pleasure only.
That’s why Dory entered our lives.

No common or garden boat for him.
Ours must be both beautiful and useful.
So he ordered the unassembled parts of
a genuine Cape Cod fishing dory to be
shipped across the United States, and by
Great Northern from Spokane to Nelson.
- Winter soon held us in his usual icy
grip. The lake froze solid, so that only
tugs pushing steel-edged barges could
navigate through mid-channel blocks of
ice. And then it froze so deep that teams
of heavy dray-horses hauled supplies
across the lake to settlers on the other
side. While the whole town was snowed
in to its roof-edges, Father rented space
in the Nelson Boat Works and spent
every week end building his ship. He
placed each part meticulously accord-
ing to the diagram. He varnished the
inside and painted the outside in gleam-
ing white; and, using his sign-painting
skill, lettered in gold and black her
name Dory. She resembled half an egg-
shell, cut lengthwise. Next, he installed
an Evinrude engine amidship, activated
by a temperamental magneto, the fore-
runner of today’s distributor and coil. By
early spring, with the lake clear of ice,
Dory slid down the ways, was water-
tested, and pronounced leakproof and
seaworthy.

Father’s last, self-assigned task was
to make her instantly convertible from
an open-topped boat at the mercy of the
weather, to one which could be enclosed
in a heavy canvas top, thus able to
thumb her nose at the squalls and rain-
storms that sent all other family-duty
craft scurrying for coves and boathouses.
He hand-steamed, and bent to his bid-
ding, wooden arcs of various circumfer-
ences on which he would stretch the
heavy canvas top that would meet amid-
ship and shelter us.

Preparing the canvas involved my
mother’s role to “obey” in near-silent
resentment the heavy, messy job of dye-
ing and water-proofing in her washboiler
(luckily black like the range on which
it sat).

I can see them yet. For several days
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they wielded sturdy sticks, dipping
lengths of extra heavy white canvas in
and out of boiling dye to which they
added alum and water-proofing chem-
icals. I don’t remember how the canvas
was fastened to the curved staves, but
when the convertible top was up Dory
resembled a two-toned egg, half brown-
shelled and half white.

O ME she was Queen of the Lake on
her runs to and from Willow Point,
outclassed only by the tugs, puffing
smoke from pipes just like my father—
each surely a ‘“he.” The CPR “liners”
were she-giants.
Sitting inside Dory top up, we were

‘tossed about on the white-caps—dry and

warm but I was seasick from motion and
fumes. Lady Luck must have guarded us
against asphyxiation from monoxide.

When moving day arrived, our house-
hold effects were loaded aboard a barge,
pushed by a tug, and we took up residence
in our two-room shack which my father
was converting to a revolutionary, new
style of house, all one floor. It was to be
a bungalow with a verandah, in contrast
to the two-story, box-like farmhouses or
occasional log houses of other settlers.
We made a weekly trip to town for fresh
meat and other supplies not available
at the country store a mile away.

For the next seven years we ate well
because we grew our own vegetables,
fruit and poultry. We supplemented our
small income by the sale of a few crates
of strawberries and a few boxes of apples
per year. Our simple, barely adequate
clothing came from Eaton’s and Simp-
son’s catalogues, but I never had even
one nickel of spending money, because
minding babies for other people was ab-
solutely taboo as “servants’ work.” It
was better to starve in genteel fashion.

By early summer 1917, my mother
said, “Your father has starved us off
the ranch. He is going to look for work in
Trail,” referring to the war-swollen
mining and smelting colossus of the Con-
solidated Mining and Smelting Company,
forty miles south and almost on top of
the 49th parallel.

Father started immediately as an ac-
countant and moved us there. At that
point, Dory fades from my memory; no

T. A, Mills and wife with their grandchildren at Willow Point, B.C., the summer of 1939.

doubt she was sold to someone who re-
garded her merely as an old, second-
hand boat. It would have seemed more
fitting to end as did a number of stern-
wheelers on the Kootenay, Arrow and
Okanagan Lakes—totalled out in a storm
or a fire.

And now, although he was sixty, my
father tackled the last of his many
trades—safety engineer and compensa-
tion agent for that vast machine-oriented
plant. Seemingly without effort, and with
no engineering training, he quickly
learned every part of every machine, the
safety or danger factors of all, and the
routine of workmen’s compensation pro-
cedures with the B.C. government and
their doctors—a better paid, better man-
aged system than that in Oregon.

I soon flew the coop to earn my own
way elsewhere and my parents lived
there alone until 1927, when Father re-
tired for good back to the ranch. Al-
though he complied with my mother’s
demand that he install electricity, plumb-
ing and a bathroom with hot water, he
cut all his fuel and looked after the
place. When past eighty, he reroofed
the house and not only stuccoed the out-
side, but tossed chipped, colored glass
into the stucco for additional effect.

No boat had been needed since their
return because of a daily jitney service
to Nelson—a privately owned vehicle
which carried passengers for pay, some-
thing like today’s buses.

In November 1942, my mother died. I,
by then a widow with three young chil-
dren in Vancouver, wrote and asked
Father to live with us. He replied in one
sentence, “I’d rather be dead in Nelson
than alive in Vancouver.”

A year and a half later at eighty-
seven, he got his wish. I went there and
saw him buried in the hilly, rockslide
Nelson City Cemetery in a grave along-
side those of his wife and three little
hemophiliac sons.

He Sailed Through Denver
in a Pea Green Boat!
(Continued from page 36)
cially to Eugene Field!

Good friends as ever, Londoner hap-
pily joined Field in settling a score with
a railroad agent, Mr. Wickersham, whose
assignment in the capital was to defeat
a Pullman rate reduction bill pending
in the Colorado legislature. Wickersham
was thorough in his method, and lavish
with annual passes and champagne as
well as the ever-ready bribe. He kept
busy making deals, alliances and so-
called friendships among members of the
legislature and the press. When all of
his tried and true methods failed to
bring Field and his powerful Tribune to
the point of granting “privileges for
mutual benefit,” Wickersham swore he’d
have his revenge on both the paper and
its editor.

One afternoon, the more Wickersham
quenched one thirst with “the amber
milk of the Kentucky cow,” the greater
grew his other thirst for revenge. Even-
tually he made a winding trip to the
Tribune office, only to find the desks
empty as the staff was out to dinner.
Considering their absence a personal in-
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sult he proceeded to destroy all copy
for the next day’s paper. He also scat-
tered contents from the desk drawers
and files over the floor, and gave the
whole a dressing down with printer’s
ink.

Wickersham had barely retreated in
vicious glee, when the staff returned.

Only after Editor Field arrived and,

promised swift and fitting punishment
did his employes recover from shock
enough to set about getting the paper
out. Even then, they were not allowed to
work through the night in peace, for
Wickersham—seeing lights from the
windows—returned.

As every man—editor, copy reader, all
—worked on, Wickersham smashed at
the windows and beat on the doors with
staves from an old ash barrel he’d found
nearby. When he had beat out his last
stave and hurled his last invective he
staggered away to his quarters in the
St. James hotel.

AS SOON as the paper was readied,

Editor Field fell to planning his prom-
ised punishment. First, he sent for one
“Possum Jim,” an elderly colored man
and a fast friend. Field had always given
him employment. Jim’s business equip-

. GOLD! BACK ISSUES!

ment consisted of an old wagon held to-
gether with wire and rope, and pulled
by an aged horse whose harness also was
mostly made up of rope and string.

While Field was finishing his busi-
ness with Possum Jim, a police sergeant
dropped by to survey the Tribune’s dam-
age. A short chat with Field gave him
something to smile about broadly as he
departed. :

Next, Mr. Field with several of his
staff members made the rounds of the
“all night” spots. The editor soon had a
nondescript collection of eager helpers
who followed him to a friend’s home, a
Mr. Jones who just happened to live
across from the St. James. Trying at
least one of Mr. Wickersham’s methods
of persuasion, Field furnished plenty of
the “wine of Kentucky.”

Just as the first light of morning
appeared, Field started across the street
to the hotel. “Wait here,” he told his
friends. They did so, if rather impatient-
ly. In a short while Field appeared with
Wickersham who, happy because all was
forgiven and Editor Field was finally
won over, sang and yelled, shrieked and
howled, and invited all to join in the
street celebration. Such a hectic to-do
just at daybreak brought angry sleepers

to the windows, shouting above the din
for quiet. Just then Possum Jim’s stum-
bling old horse and rickety wagon passed
by.
“What’ll you rent your rig for?” Field
called.

Jim played his part to perfection.
“$2.50, I reckon.”

Wickersham, anxious to be in the fore-
front, took over the arrangements and
paid Jim. Meanwhile Field and his
friends had quickly unhitched the horse,
and before Wickersham was aware of
what was going on, he found himself be-
ing harnessed or at least hopelessly en-
tangled with rope and string between the
shafts.

The incongruity of the stunt hit his
fancy and he pawed and pranced, and
snorted and whinnied to the howls and
hoots of the crowd. Field, with a com-
panion, flapped the reins and cracked
the old whip as, accompanied by loud
“gitty-ups” and “whoas,” the street
crowd helped the fine steed get going
by pushing the rattle-trap wagon. Sleepy
Denverites were thus treated to the early
morning ride as the celebrants circled
the block time and again.

At last Wickersham drew up in front
of the St. James, and suddenly dis-

“There is something in a treasure that fastens upon a man’s mind. He will
pray and blaspheme and still persevere, and will curse the day he heard

of it, and will let his last hour come upon him unawares, still believing that he missed it only a foot. He will
see it everytime he closes his eyes. He will never forget it until he is dead and even then he will pass it along
to his survivors, that they may follow in his footsteps. There is no way of getting away from a treasure once

it fastens. itself upon your mind.”’
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covered Field and his companions had
disappeared. A police sergeant with a
squad of men stepped out into the street
and took charge.

As Wickersham was being extracted
from the harness he happily explained
what had happened, but no explanation
was acceptable for such behavior. He
tried joshing and joking. He tried beg-
ging and bribing. All the tricks of his
trade failing, he let himself be carried
away. The next train out of Denver had
a subdued and humiliated Wickersham
as a passenger.

But Field and friends of the Tribune
had not finished. The following day a
$2.00 Pullman rate bill was introduced
in the legislature by the chairman of the
house committee on railroad affairs. No
one had ever heard of so low a rate and
Wickersham was rushed back to the
capital armed with annual passes for all
who would accept them. Champagne was
furnished by the dray and greenbacks
were plentiful, but no one paid the
slightest attention to Wickersham’s
pleas. They had not forgotten the dam-
aged Tribune office and the outrageous
street behavior—before breakfast, too!

The paper supported the bill and
ran daily accounts with “biting sarcasm
and open accusations of bribery” in an
apparent attempt to control the Colorado
legislature. Only after the Pullman rate
bill got “lost in senate committee” did
Wickersham learn it was a sort of de-
layed April fool joke.

During his two years in Denver,
Field’s health worsened to the extent
that he gave up his editorship for a desk
with the Chicago Morning News. Many
citizens felt that much of the friendli-
ness and good fellowship of their grow-
ing city was taken from them when he
departed. Perhaps both they and Field
sensed they were nearing the close of a
spectacular era.

Joel McCrea—The Real Article!
(Continued from page 27)
the Kraft Music Hall. Hart heard Me-
Crea speak on this program of his great
love for ranch life.

Bill Hart sent Joel a note: “Come out
to my camp in Newhall. I want to talk to
you.”

When he arrived he said to Hart, “You
don’t remember me, do you? You don’t
remember when I was your paper boy.”

“Well,” replied the old actor, “now
- I know for sure you are what you seem
to be—a good man. The dogs didn’t bark
when you delivered the paper and I knew
that the dogs knew you were a good per-
son.”

While in Hollywood High Joel was
drawing a man’s wage as a teamster
working on Hollywood Boulevard. Work
for him was a matter of love, not neces-
sity. His father, Thomas McCrea, was
secretary and a director of the Los
Angeles Gas & Electric Company. “The
family was moderately well off,” Joel
explains, “but I always wanted to work
and own my own things. Being Scotch-
Irish, my father was in favor of it.” So
from the time he was nine Joel managed
to keep gainfully employed—first as a
newshoy, then as a teamster, later as a
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Joel McCrea and Will Rogers in a scene from the 1932 Will Rogers Fox film, “Business
and Pleasure.” It was Rogers who helped Joel pick out his ranch in 1933.

movie-horse wrangler, and as double and
stunt man.

HEN he was fifteen he was riding

through one of the canyons and
came upon a company shooting a Ruth
Roland serial. The leading man was pro-
testing that he hadn’t come all the way
from New York to slide down a rope
and ride away with Miss Roland.

Miss Roland smiled at Joel. “Would
you like to make $2.50?” she asked. In a
few moments he was doing the scene—
vaulting onto a horse’s back and rescuing
the Serial Queen.

On another canter McCrea came upon
a stalled roadster whose frantic driver
had him ride to the nearest garage—miles
away—for a can of gasoline. The driver
explained that he was on the way to a
studio for an interview with the hope
that it was his big chance. “Wish me
luck and, if I make good, look me up.”
He was Rudolph Valentino.

One day Joel’s phone rang; it was
Rudy. “William S. Hart is at the Iris
Theatre tonight in ‘Wagon Tracks’
Would you go with me?”

Joel told me that word quickly got
around in Hollywood when Valentino was
in a theatre. “When we got outside that
night, the street was so jammed with
people that for blocks not a car or street-
car could move.”

Joel continued his part-time wrangling
and doubling all through high school and
his four years at Pomona College. He
doubled for Greta Garbo on a horse in
“The Torrent” and for Marion Davies,
in a buggy in “The Fair Coed.” By this
time he had decided on a movie career,
preferably as a Western actor.

He studied dramatics at Pomona Col-
lege, played leads in several school pro-
ductions and became a campus celebrity
when he got a bit role in a Garbo-Nils

Asther silent film. He doesn’t remember
much about the picture except that he
danced with Garbo in a ballroom scene
and was paid sixteen dollars a day.

The late Sam Wood gave Joel his first
big boost up the ladder. Joel had played
opposite director Wood’s daughter in his
last college play. Wood gave him a
note to Gloria Swanson who, in turn, sent
him to see William LeBaron, production
boss at RKO Studios. LeBaron signed
him at $100 a week and put him op-
posite Douglas Fairbanks Jr. in “The
Jazz Age.” This bit of miscasting nearly
ended Joel’s career as an actor, and
would have except for the late William
Randolph Hearst.

The publisher had met Joel during the
filming of the Marion Davies picture on
the Pomona campus, had taken a liking
to him, and had made him a frequent
guest at San Simeon. Consequently,
whenever one of McCrea’s option periods
approached, some member of the Hearst
organization would call the studio to ask
whether McCrea’s contract was going to
be dropped.

Hearst once sent L. B. Mayer a
telegram which read:

“If T ran the newspaper business the
way you run your studio I would soon be
in the poor house. Your business will
improve by renewing Joel McCrea’s
contract.—William Randolph Hearst.”

The studio not only renewed his con-
tract, it doubled his salary.

McCREA always speaks with great

gratitude at the mention of the

late Louis Wolheim, one of the stars
of “What Price Glory?”

“He taught me more in ten weeks than

I had learned in four years of college—

for example, how to keep from looking

and feeling self-conscious when you walk

into a room. The trick is to seek out
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something in the room that you don’t
approve of, something you can look at
critically. In other words, you deliber-
ately transfer your thinking away from
yourself and focus it elsewhere.

“He used to tell me how mentally lazy
I was. ‘You've got to think, not act,” he’d
say. ‘Your face is expressive enough.
When you think, I can read your
thoughts. So if you want to show you
are mad, don’t scowl; just think mad and
you'll look mad.””

Joel McCrea almost didn’t hit it off
* the first time he played with Will Rogers.

In the first day’s shooting the dialogue-

was jerky, with long pauses between
Rogers’ speeches and McCrea’s. The di-
rector finally called them aside and asked
what was wrong. Joel bit his lip nervous-
ly.

“I don’t mean any criticism of Mr.
Rogers,” he apologized, “but the fact is,
he isn’t giving me my cues.” Joel waited
tensely for Will to explode, but Rogers
merely chuckled and led him to a neutral
corner,

“Fact is, son,” he confided, “I never
do remember lines too good. I get the
sense of them and trick ’em up a little bit,
but if you're waiting for cue words this
is goin’ to be a long summer. Now, tell
you what we’ll do”—and he told him. The
scenes thereafter flowed beautifully.
What Rogers had proposed was that
whenever he had finished talking he
would dig Joel in the ribs.

Will Rogers always called him “Joe.”
For reasons Joel doesn’t recall now Gary
Cooper referred to him as “McPhee.”
Randolph Scott always called him “Joel-
el” and his former employer for five
years, Samuel Goldwyn, habitually said
“Joe McCreal.” Once an aide attempted
to correct the producer, but he got no-
where. “Who put Joe McCreal under
contract at $3,000 a week—you or me?”
snapped Goldwyn.

Quite a few years ago an agent of
the Bureau of Internal Revenue threat-
ened to disallow the operating expenses
of McCrea’s ranch. “On what basis ?”’ Joel
asked him. The agent hauled out the
lawbooks and cited a court decision
against a Kansas City dentist who had
deducted the expenses of a farm although
he lived at it less than two weeks a year
and did none of the work himself.

“You’re a little confused, mister,”
McCrea said calmly. “I live on my ranch
forty weeks of the year. It’s my only
home. Santa Rosa is where I get my
mail and where my hoys went to school.
I vote there and pay taxes. As for work-
ing, look at my hands! I didn’t get these
callouses from acting.”

“You win,” the agent replied.

Joel doesn’t ask anyone to do anything
he isn’t willing to do himself. Digging
post holes, shoveling manure, or brand-
ing cattle—no matter how dirty or diffi-
cult the job is he is right there. “You
can learn a lot from the old-timers if you
keep your ears open. Like how to get a
cow to adopt another’s calf. They won’t
do it, you know; they can tell by the
smell that it isn’t their calf. Well a
‘neighbor of mine—she must have been
‘ninety when she died—said the trick was
to buy the cheapest and smelliest talcum
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Joel McCrea

powder you could get and dust it over
both calves. That way mama can’t tell
which is hers and which isn’t. So she
takes them both. Slick, huh? And it
works! Yessir, it works!”

I know of no family more down to
earth than the Joel McCreas. Joel,
despite his wealth, is often on a horse
or behind the wheel of a pickup. His fa-
vorite clothes are a faded pair of Levi’s.
Frances drives an old model station
wagon. Peter, the youngest son, is con-
tent to peddle about on a bike. In north-
ern California, David and his pretty wife
are riding herd on the McCrea ranch.
Jody, the eldest son, is a young actor
destined some day to be a star.

Years ago Joel told me that when he
bought clothes for his sons he went to
big stores with modest prices. “I don’t
want my sons dressed any better than
the other boys in school,” he explained.

I would like to list some of the good
deeds that McCrea has done for so many
people but I won’t because it would only
embarrass him. All cowhands are no-
toriously modest, and Joel McCrea is
first and foremost—a cowhand.

Twice Punished—Was it Deserved?

(Continued from page 31)
sell. Some years not even a potato was
grown. That reward money—that $500
from Custer County—came out of tax
money. And there was little enough of
that to spread around, what with teach-
er’s salary, sheriff and other local ex-
penses.

“You can get some idea, then, what a
whale of a reward $900 was. And it’s
plain to see, too, just how badly that
county and its sheriff wanted to get their
hands on Haunstine. It was a fortune,
and sure to attract bounty hunters.

“EVEN with the news in print and the

~ offered reward, however, it was
hard for local people to believe. Partic-
ularly about Haunstine. Why, he had once
boarded with the Roten family. They
had been friendly enough at that time.
So as far as anyone knew, there had
never been the least trouble between any
of them. ?

“It was learned that the teacher and
his wife had gone to Arnold, all right.
Gone there and left as soon as they
changed teams. They drove down South
Loup River to near Madison. He hired
out to shuck corn, sold his team again
and sent his wife on the train to Colum-
bus [Nebraska] where she had relatives.
Haunstine stayed in Madison and worked
for a few days, long enough to raise some
money, then started out for Columbus on
the train planning to meet his wife there.

“By then the authorities were hot on
his trail. They had found out he was on
that train, and flagged it down just
outside Columbus. They found him in
the smoker, sitting alone with a rifle
across his knees, but he gave up without
firing a shot. I think he was glad it
was the law and not a bounty hunter!

“The bounty hunter usually wasn’t any
better than the criminal he chased. He
wasn’t the law—or legalized really by
the law. He was a hunter of men for gain.
So if a man like Haunstine had a ‘Dead
or Alive’ poster out on him, it wouldn’t
make any difference if he was guilty or
not. He had to run scared for he was
fair game for both the law and the
coyote out after his hide for money.

“A man had a chance of staying alive,
if he didn’t try to shoot it out with the
law. But his odds dropped way down if
the hunter was after him. Dead—and
identified—mno questions asked. Haun-
stine, though it was true he was a prime
suspect, was guilty the minute that re-
ward notice was posted—and before he
had a chance at a trial to prove anything
one way or the other. I rather think that
a man would be relieved that it was the
law taking him in.

“Haunstine was tried in Broken Bow
in March 1889, some six months after the
murders. A fellow named H. M. Sullivan
and a good friend of Haunstine was the
new county attorney. The recent elections
had replaced Charley Penn, too, by a
young sheriff named Jones. Haunstine
had campaigned for both men and both
were his friends. It was a real dilemma.
Sullivan felt he couldn’t act as county
prosecutor in good faith.

Judge Wall of Loup City, famous
throughout the state as a lawyer and
orator, was hired to act as public pros-
ecutor along with two local attorneys.
The defense was conducted by a law firm
out of York and by C. L. Gutterson and
A. R. Humphry of Broken Bow. The
defense pled insanity.

“Haunstine was found guilty and
sentenced to hang six months later in
September 1889. The lawyers took the
case to the Supreme Court, so of course
the hanging was delayed until the Court
could give a decision. The decision of the
lower court was upheld but the Septem-
ber hanging date was long gone by then.
It was a strange quirk of the Nebraska
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constitution that each county was re-
sponsible for its own executions, so the
new execution date was set for April
41891,

66 Y/HEN this news came back to Haun-
; stine, he began acting very pecu-
liar. Sheriff Jones was the first to
notice. The two of them shared their
meals—had, in fact, since Jones became
sheriff. I've often wondered what Haun-
stine thought about during those long
nights in jail. How ironic it must have
been to know that many of the men now
concerned with his trials were the very
men he had helped get into office!

“The law read that if there was a
question of sanity of a man under sen-
tence of death, the district judge, if
notified by the sheriff, should call a
jury to make inquiry as to the sanity
of the prisoner. With Haunstine acting
so strangely, Sheriff Jones notified
Judge Hamer. A sanity hearing was im-
mediately called but it wasn’t going to
be easy! Twelve impartial men had to
be found to serve on that jury—and
feelings were so strong against Haun-
stine by then that the job was a tough
one. There were witnesses, too, for the
defense—witnesses who would testify
that they felt Haunstine was not sane.
The state supplied the medical men. One
was from the state penitentiary, another
was the superintendent of the insane
asylum at Lincoln, and there were sev-
eral local doctors.

“During that hearing and through all
the testimony the sound of the work-
men’s hammers could be heard building
the gallows just outside the south door
of the courthouse.

“The doctors pronounced the prisoner
sane. All, that is but one—the superin-
tendent of the insane asylum. He said
no one could possibly judge a thing like
that in three days. Yes, that hearing took
just three days and the jury voted him
sane and guilty. They were traveling
mighty close to the wire, for the hanging
date was the following day.

“Meanwhile, something occurred which
gave the whole business another strange
twist. Someone—I never found out who
it was—notified Governor Boyd that a
sanity hearing was in progress. He, no
doubt thinking the prisoner would need
additional time for a fair trial, sent a
reprieve of thirty days. The message was
received by Sheriff Jones and must have
arrived either during that hearing or on
the actual date of the execution. On April
17 the governor did not know that the
hearing was over, a verdict reached, and
the prisoner was practically upon the
gallows.

“That reprieve meant that legally
Haunstine could not be hanged wuntil
May 17, thirty days later. The situation
was touchy, and no one knew it any
better than the men in authority.

“The people, not having been informed
of the latest development, began filling
the town of Broken Bow on April 17.
Families from every little sod house for
miles—men, women and children—
gathered. Soon the rumor began to spread
that Haunstine would not hang that day.

January-February, 1972

“THE muttering, the anger, could be

heard inside the courthouse. Those
people had supported a murderer for two
and a half long years. They were frus-
trated and mad.

“Sheriff Jones, Judge Wall, and a
half dozen county officials came out on
the courthouse steps. They began to try
to make clear what had happened. The
people listened to all speeches, all the
explanations, but you could tell they
weren’t going to accept it, for there was
an ominous sound—the cry of a mob.

“In the midst of the throng stood a
goodlooking woman about twenty-six
years old—the widow of Roten. Every
eye was on her as she stood motionless
with the leaders of the mob circling
round her. Newspapers later described
her as a ‘Queen with members of the
lynch mob paying her court.’ The local
authorities knew that if she gave a sign
or a word, nothing they could do would
prevent a lynching. Several of them ap-
pealed to her to help them stop this
thing. She replied that she could not,
would not—and gestured toward her
fatherless children as if to present her
reasons.

“Judge Hamer vowed that the prisoner
would not be removed from the jail or
taken elsewhere. Finally he was able to
get a promise from Mrs. Roten that she
would not further incite the mob.

“The men began to break away and
drifted slowly toward their horses, but
within minutes had reformed and were
being led by relatives and friends of the
murdered men. Armed with crow bars
and a sledge hammer, they surged into
the courthouse and demanded the keys
to the jail cell where Haunstine was
kept. The sheriff refused and a scuffle
broke out. He would have been over-

powered it it hadn’t been for big Judge
Wall. The judge threw his great hulk
into the doorway, and with his power-
ful strength held back that lynch gang
long enough for reinforcements and
reason to take over. The crowd was again
exhorted with threats, promises and
pleadings. Finally the sworn promise
that vengeance with a hanging—by the
law, and within one month—had its
effect. Quietly the crowd dispersed and
went home.”

My father must have noticed the look
on my face for he paused, pointed a fin-
ger at me and said, “People in those days
were no better—no worse—than people
are today. We didn’t have much in the
way of law. Life was raw, hard, and
cruel. Lawlessness was harder on the
women than on the men. It has always
been so. Maybe because they can’t fight
back like a man. These women had a
thief, a murderer, living among them—
and they had trusted him to teach their
kids. So, when that day in May arrived
for the hanging, those women came to see
it. And they brought the children with
them. :

“THAT day is one I'll never forget!
When I close my eyes I can see it

.as plain as I can see you there. I figured

it as a picnic. My mother and sister
packed a basket of food. Dad and my
brothers hitched the team and made
ready for the trip. I got underfoot most-
ly, asking questions and pestering till I
was ordered to be quiet.

“] remember the crowds when we ar-
rived. Neighbors and friends were there
—but the town was full of strangers
too. Reporters were there from Eastern
newspapers, from our own local Repub-
lican and from other towns in Nebraska.
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“The scaffold had been built directly
in front of the south door of the court-
house. There was a high screen of boards
extending from the courthouse, enclosing
and almost completely obscuring the
scaffold. No one actually ever knew
why that screen was put up.

“The crowd assumed it was to keep
them from witnessing the very thing
they had come to see. I, myself, have a
hunch that it was for a double purpose.
The men whose duty it was to hang a
personal friend might very well have
built that board screen to give Haun-
stine a chance to die without having to
face his accusers. Who knows—maybe it
was to protect the people too, so they
wouldn’t have to watch a man hang!

“About 12:30, Eli Roten, brother of the
murdered man, tossed a chip of wood
over the screen. Some fifty men rushed
toward the enclosure and shoved the
guards aside. With a crash the whole
fence came smashing to the ground,
leaving the scaffold in plain view.
Sheriff Jones strode out of the court-
house, mounted the scaffold, and angrily
announced that the law—and only the
law—would do the hanging that day. He
had spunk, for I wouldn’t have liked to
face down such a crowd. He told them
that he was prepared to wait until they
gave him a solemn oath there would
be no interference. Reluctantly they
agreed, and Jones entered the court-
house to bring out the prisoner.

“Haunstine, with a priest named Fa-
ther Brady, and Jones stepped out into
the hot sun, walked to the scaffold and
mounted the thirteen steps. The doomed
man was asked if he had any last words
before his execution. He stood there look-
ing down at his former friends and
neighbors. His eyes sought and found
many former pupils. A strange sort of
hush came over the people as he began
to speak. In a full steady voice, without
a tremor, he said:

“‘Jt all started with such a little
thing. One small theft made it easy to
commit another. These have led me to
the crime for which I have to pay today!’
Then he asked those he ‘had wronged’ to
forgive him, and even apologized for the
expense and trouble he had cost the
people of the county. When he stopped
speaking, there was an uncomfortable
silence as he stood looking down at the
upturned faces. .

“Sheriff Jones began to knot the rope
around Haunstine’s neck—though his
hands trembled and shook. Suddenly his
arms dropped to his side. He couldn’t go
on! For a few seconds nothing happened
as the crowd stood stunned and motion-
less. Suddenly, old Charley Penn, their
ex-sheriff—wise and hard from Ilong
years in a tough game—stepped up
and knotted the rope.

“Haunstine dropped like a rock, but
the broken end of a rope snapped sky-
ward! There was a strange cry from
the crowd and Haunstine struggled out
from under the scaffold. I could hear
people at the back shuffling around. It
seems to me that the hand of Roten
reached out from the grave that day.
No one could say how—nor was anyone
ever charged with—the deep cut in that
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neck-stretching rope. But Eli Roten had
been heard to say, ‘Since Haunstine killed
two men, he should be hung twice!’” And
that’s just what happened.

“Sheriff Penn helped Haunstine up on
the scaffold. In fact he almost hustled
him up there. The old noose was re-

moved. Penn made a new knot with its

thirteen loops and put it over Haun-
stine’s head. Again the trapdoor was
sprung, and again Haunstine dropped.
A few minutes later he was declared
legally dead by the local doctor. Later
that night Haunstine’s brother claimed
the body and it is buried in an unknown
grave.

“I remember the grip of my mother’s
hand, and that I squirmed when she tried
to turn me away from the sight. I had
come to see a hanging—and so I did.”

Lost River Mountains Mine
(Continued from page 24)

morning was a coroner’s jury assembled.
From ground evidence it was decided
that for some reason Coffins, still in a
drunken stupor, had fooled around with
the big cans of powder. Apparently he
had packed them close to the bed of
coals and chucked up the fire.

He had opened one can; its cut-off lid
was found. Maybe a spark from the fire
or an ember from his pipe fell into the
open can. In any event the first explosion
detonated the other containers, demolish-
ing him and that part of the camp area.

What remained of Coffins’ pouch of
gold was found in his trousers which
had been torn from his body. It was
appropriated by the authorities for burial
costs despite the fact that Jerome of-
fered to assume this expense himself.

OFFINS’ property was sold at public

auction. Jerome bid on the burros and
what was left of the supplies. When
questioned cursorily, Jerome could offer
little about Coffins’ past. Prospectors
seldom spoke of their personal history
even to their closest friends.

Jerome feared he might come under
suspicion of having had something to
do with the explosion, but the officers
asked little more than if he knew where
Coffins came from and the whereabouts
of any relatives. Jerome did not.

“He never mentioned kinfolks any-
where. I don’t know any more about him
than the people here in Mackay.”

Nobody knew that Jerome had a pouch
of Coffins’ gold, but of course he had
been seen drinking with him in various
saloons. Some of the hangers-on suspected
that he had picked up some information
about the dead prospector’s strike, for
Coffins had been deep in his cups and
had undoubtedly talked about his good
fortune.

The next day Jerome was approached
by three hardcases. After talking briefly
they asked pointedly if he was going to
look for Coffins’ gold strike.

“TI am just here in town for a supply
of grub,” Jerome replied casually. “I'm
going back to my own diggin’s. Just hap-
pened to run into Coffins, and I don’t
know much about his mine. Got no idea
where he was getting his dust.”

For the time being that seemed to
satisfy their curiosity, but the question
had been put to him in a barroom full of
wide open ears. From past experience
Jerome knew that he would be watched
by men who were certain he would streak
out of Mackay for the rich strike Coffins
had certainly made. Many a wild stam-
pede had occurred on far less informa-
tion.

Packing up the following sunrise,
Jerome took the trail north up the valley
instead of crossing the river directly into
the mountains. Traveling unhurriedly
he kept careful watch over his back trail,
but during the first day he discovered
no evidence of being tailed.

Making night camp early, Jerome de-
bated crossing the river directly into the
mountain range, but decided against it.
It might be he had a very clever bunch
tracking him down. The second day
passed as the first, with no one showing
on his back trail. The following morning
he cut across the river with the laden
burros.

On reaching the mountain foothills
Jerome turned south just inside them as
cover against any watching eyes. This
necessitated a wandering course. It took
him four days to get down to the point
where he dared cut into the mountains
(but not over the regular trail through
Pass Creek to the great scenic gorge). He
took another route which followed a
shallow creek. For three days he plodded
gradually toward Pass Creek on the
north side until a diamond-pointed peak
showed on the sky line from only one
place.

From there he rounded higher eleva-
tions until he was able to view the peak
without the obstruction of other heights
in between. The rugged terrain was diffi-
cult to negotiate. Yet following Coffins’
instructions he came finally onto a creek
running four feet wide and slightly more
than a foot deep. Jerome was elated to
recognize one landmark which the old
prospector had described in detail. It was
from there he must follow on to the real
one. He continued to where it tumbled
out of a vertical-sided canyon almost
under the diamond peak.

Two hours by sundown, which came
early in the mountain canyons, Jerome
pulled off and unloaded the burros. No
sooner was the cooking fire going than
five men on foot charged out of hiding
in the rocks downstream. They fired at
random but since they didn’t come close
to hitting him, Jerome guessed they were
trying to force him into forting up. In
that they succeeded. He dived behind a
pile of rocks. - 3

Moving his rifle out, Jerome began
blasting away. At least two of the attack-
ers were wounded when they scurried
back into the timber close by.

Soon a harsh voice hailed him. “Mis-
ter, you’re in bad trouble unless you
deal with us. You’re headed for old
Coffins’ gold and we got the same right
as you to get in on the strike. You gonna
make a deal?”

“What are you talking about?” Jerome
shouted back. “I'm going to my own
diggings, and they ain’t nowhere near his
as far as I know or care. What I’m after
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is my own business and you gents can
go to helll”

“Let’s come in and talk it over.”

“You keep out of my way or I start
shooting again.”

“Mister, you’re outnumbered and there
ain’t no use trying to stall with lies. All
your running ’round was a trick that
didn’t fool us. We went up high over
Pass Creek and watched. We followed
you to here plumb easy.”

“Try taking me. I’ve killed a few men
like you before.”

“You asked for it!” Two opened rifle
fire from a distance while three came
in from short range with six-guns.
Lead sprayed into the spot where Jerome
was thought to be, but he had crawled
into another position. His bullets smacked
into them.

One toppled over, screaming as he died.
A second, suffering a serious wound,
wheeled around to run back for cover
crying, “I’'ve been killed!” Another
scratched gravel in his haste to retreat.

Jerome’s stock was over in a small
cove above the camp. Darkness covered
most of it at the moment but the stars
were coming out and a quarter moon
would soon appear. Jerome seized the
opportunity to repack the five burros,
listening all the while for the launching
of another attack. Before finishing he
heard the rattle of gravel and a man
cursing. Retreating downstream, Jerome
listened for more sounds, deducing that
some of them had ventured in to drag
out the body of the dead man.

BADLY HIT as they were, the hard-
cases could hardly do more than leave
the mountains and get the wounded at-
tended to; their bothering with the dead
man at all convinced Jerome that at least
that particular member of the bunch was
wanted somewhere by the law. Probably
all of them were, and identification of
the dead one would lead to the others.
For a half hour utter silence reigned
over the scene. Finally it was broken by
the same strident voice hailing him,
“Lookit, let’s make a deal. You’re never
going to come out of these mountains
alive otherwise because we can come back
with enough help to finish you. You

better cut us in and live!”

“I told you that I'm going after what is
mine and nobody else’s. Quit molesting
me and take off or you’re the ones in
trouble!”

Further threats were made to which
Jerome paid no attention. He waited an
hour or so and when no other attack was
mounted, he concluded they had given
up and departed.

Jerome moved on up the canyon to a
better place to protect himself and the
next morning went forth with the full
expectation of easily coming onto Cof-
fins’ diggings. But the canyon ended and
it wasn’t there. Surprised, he came out
and began searching along the base of
the diamond peak, soon finding another
stream of almost identical description.
Along it he finally found Coffin’s old
campsite and the crude rocker a little
upstream.

Jerome had a little time, he thought,
before the hardcases could return, if
indeed they did. After camp was estab-
lished he panned gravel from the stream
bed, and was astonished at the find. All
along he had thought that Coffins had
been exaggerating considerable. Most
prospectors did. But this time it had not
been the case. Jerome was amazed at
the richness of the gravel.

By the time he had recovered an esti-
mated $150,000 in gold, low clouds scur-
ried across the mountains. Coffins had
told him that snow came early in the
Lost River Range where several peaks
reached an elevation of almost 12,000
feet.

When he was down to a handful of
coffee and a pound of salt, Jerome de-
cided to lay over one more day to kill
a deer for food. He had worked so hard
every waking hour, that there had been
no time to replenish his food supply with
game. But that one day’s delay almost
proved fatal.

During the morning while hunting he
discovered that the deer were moving
to lower elevations. It was noon before he
managed to bring down a-big fat buck.
Taking the quarters and loin only, he
returned to camp. The meat would see
him down to the lowland where—any-
place except Mackay—he would replen-

ish his grub supply.

That afternoon he put the gold in small
sacks for better distribution on the
burros. It wasn’t much in volume bui
its weight meant a considerable differ-
ence in packing out. The cold nights
always sent him into his bed-roll early
but he kept a fire going until nearly
midnight.

At dawn he got up, cooked a bit of
venison, and prepared to move out. The
gold was loaded in the burros’ panniers,
with the deer meat over them. It was
while saddling his horse—the sun still
below the crest of mountains—that a
noise up in the canyon alarmed him.
Then a couple of rifle bullets whined
close over his head.

In the silence which followed, a fam-
iliar and rasping voice yelled, “We got
you now, you s-o-b! Stand back up
against that cliff wall! We’re coming
in.”

EROME’S camp was near the canyon
mouth, below the placering ground.
Evidently the men tracking him, he
never knew how many, had gone past his
camp after the fire had died, and
hadn’t spotted him. Jerome fell away
from his horse into a pile of fallen rock.
He had his rifle and threw a couple of
shots toward the sound of the voice to
hold them in check. His fire was imme-
diately returned—a perfect fusillade. The
burros had moved downstream along the
creek with the first shot, and his saddled
horse had taken off after them.

“You give up or do we come in after
you?”

“Come rurining!” Jerome yelled back.
And down they came, breaking from
brush piles and piles of rock on both
sides of the creek.

Jerome thought he was a goner, but
when the first men drew close he dropped
two in their tracks and sent at least a
couple dodging away in retreat. That
brought the attack to a sudden halt. No
further orders were yelled at him.

Waiting impatiently as the morning
grew long, Jerome heard distant move-
ments in the canyon. They were up to
something but he couldn’t figure out
what it might be. Nearly an hour elapsed
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before he was hailed again, the voice
coming from hiding several hundred
yards upstream.

“This is your last chance to leave here
with your life. You surrendering?”

“Go to hell!”

“Then you done asked for it,” came
the savage reply.

Jerome started crawling out of the
rocks toward the nearest timber, intent
on escaping. Several very close bullets
forced him to hug the ground, where-
upon he discovered a shallow water run-
way. Jerome kept scrounging along. Once
he reached the brush he started running.

He had hardly gone ten feet when he
was knocked down by a terrible con-
cussion. The air was filled with rock
dust from succeeding explosions. Jerome
made a break for the canyon mouth, and
reaching it turned to look back briefly.
To his astonishment the northwest side
of the high canyon wall had been blown
off. A great mass of rocks covered his
camp, reaching to where the placer
ground had been. Rock had engulfed not
only the shallow creek but much of the
timber alongside it. If his trackers had
set out to destroy him, they had griev-
ously miscalculated. They hadn’t needed
that much dynamite to scare him out.

Jerome, running on, found the burros
and his horse. Jumping into the saddle
he started out of the Lost River Moun-
tains in a great big hurry. If any of his
assailants escaped they would surely
be waiting for him in Mackay, so he
headed for Idaho Falls.
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Jerome didn’t risk arousing curiosity
about his gold by selling it in Idaho.
Some three weeks later he arrived by
train in Denver, Colorado, disposing of
the glittering metal to the U. S. Mint.

After wandering around a few years
James L. Jerome returned to Idaho. The
Snake River Valley still had an intense
interest for him so he settled east of
Pocatello near the Indian reservation
lands. There he married (for the second
time it seems), raised a family of three
children, and died in 1938. He never re-
turned to Coffins’ rich placer, but he did
draw maps and give other prospectors
pertinent information. However none of
them ever returned to tell him whether
or not the explosion set off by the hard-
cases covered the gold-bearing gravel
beyond recovery.

The Battles of Wichita Village
and Crooked Creek
(Continued from page 17)

Hills. Wagons were placed under guard
and provisions were transferred to pack
animals. After waiting for the water
to go down, they crossed and moved on
north, then crossed the Cimarron near
the present state line of Kansas. A small
band of Comanches who were out hunt-
ing was surprised; a running fight took
place in which the soldiers killed one
Comanche.

Van Dorn’s forces then moved up a
tributary of the Cimarron probably fol-

lowing Cavalry Creek (in present Co-
manche and Clark Counties of Kansas).
Here they came on some extensive old
camping grounds of Comanches and Kio-
was, abandoned about two weeks accord-
ing to the Indian scouts. There were
indications that some two thousand In-
dians had been living there, with villages
scattered along the creek for miles. It
was believed that these were the camps
that the Comanche boy had mentioned.
Then they came on a fresh trail

The next day they rested and grazed
their horses under guard, expecting that
some Indians might show up. One de-
tachment grazed its horses but kept
them saddled, ready for use. The skies
were dark, threatening rain. In the after-
noon, three Comanche Indians appeared
on a bluff, creeping up on the horse
herd, evidently bent on a stampede. The
horse herd guard was under command
of Lieutenant William B. Royall, officer

. of the day, who sounded the alarm.

Dutifully the horses galloped into the
area of the soldiers, as they had been
trained to do, while Lieutenant Royall
gave chase to the Indians. Major Van
Dorn had “Boots and Saddles” sounded.
As Royall went after the Indians, the
Indians reached their horses, mounted,
and fled. Then Royall saw a large herd
of Indian horses and surmised that he
and the men who followed him might be
near an Indian village and about to
plunge into an ambush. He halted and
sent a messenger back to Van Dorn, ap-
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prising him of the situation, asking help
and telling him that he would try to
stampede the Indian horses.

Van Dorn advanced a mile or two, only
to find that Royall had reached the three
Indians and that they were fighting
it out along the steep banks of a stream,
with arrows being shot from the brush.
Quickly the undergrowth was swept with
gunfire and the Indians were killed. Van
Dorn then had his troops move up each
side of the valley, with two troops dis-
mounted, every fourth man holding the
horses, while the rest formed a line to
sweep against the enemy. The Indian
village was surprised and quickly
attacked. Fighting was brisk but lasted
only a short time for the Indians fled.

Major Van Dorn reported to General
David Twiggs: “The Comanches fought
without asking or giving quarter until
there was not one left to bend a bow,
and would have won the admiration of
every brave soldier but for the intrusive
reflection that they were murderers of
the wives and children of our frontiers-
men.”

The enemy probably numbered about
two hundred, perhaps one village of the
larger group believed to have been at the
campground they had found earlier.
Forty-nine Comanches were killed and
thirty-six were taken prisoner (six men,
thirty women and children); although
orders had been given to take no prison-
ers, the presence of women and children
changed the instructions.

APTAIN EDMUND KIRBY SMITH

was wounded in the thigh, a ball bare-
ly missing the femoral artery. Others
wounded were Lieutenants James E. Har-
rison, Fitzhugh Lee, and Manning M.
Kimmel. Lieutenant Lee captured some
women and children and was bringing
them in when he was shot by an In-
dian hiding behind a log in the creek.
Lee quickly turned his pistol on the In-
dian and shot him between the eyes,
killing him instantly. The arrow in Lee’s
chest passed through his right lung and
stuck out beneath his shoulder in the
back. He managed to lean back against
a tree. Lieutenant Cosby pulled the arrow
shaft out and helped him to lie down,
aided by a young trumpeter. No blood
came from the wound but blood gushed
from his mouth. Whether the iron head
of the arrow was inside his body or had
passed out was not known. Near him
were a number of bloody arrows, some
with heads. The surgeons feared the
wound might be fatal. Salt water was put
in his mouth and shortly the blood
stopped flowing.

Lee, believing death was near, dictated
a message to his parents. Lieutenant
Kimmel, an old West Point friend, came
up to offer sympathy, and showed his
own hat with a hole in it. Lee gasped:
“Kimmel, so you want me to believe
that an Indian shot that hole. . .? Now,
old man . . . didn’t you go behind a tree
and shoot that hole yourself ?”

The young trumpeter holding Lee’s
head said to Kimmel who was showing
much concern, “You need have no fear—
he will get well.” And he did. The
trumpeter became devoted to Lee and

later became an officer—Brigadier Gen-
eral Edward M. Hayes.

One soldier was killed in the battle
—Private Willis Burroughs. His horse
gave out. He dismounted and fought
nobly but was shot. One badly wounded
man, Sergeant W. P. Leverett, died later.
The doctors, Surgeons James Simon and
W. H. Babcock, did all they could for the
wounded and also took care of several
unfortunate Indians. One squaw had a
rifle ball in the thigh. She was given an
anesthetic before the ball was taken
out. Amazed at suffering no pain, she
told the other captives about the mar-
velous power of the great white medicine
man.

Although fearing another attack, the
forces had to wait several days before
the injured could be moved. Litters
(lodge poles covered with buffalo robes)
were made. Each was suspended from
the pack-saddle of a mule in front of the
litter and the pack-saddle of a mule be-
hind the litter. Lee was a jolly invalid,
even insisting on having his mules
changed. He said that one old grey mule
did not like him and flopped his long
ears in his face. Lieutenant Kimmel
obligingly changed mules. It was about
two hundred miles back to camp.

Van Dorn divided his forces in two,
taking one by a route to search for In-
dians, but finding none. Captain Smith
took the other division with the wounded
and the prisoners, retracing the trail out,
to pick up the guard and wagons left at
the South Canadian. Both reached Camp
Radziminski about the same time. An
escort was sent to San Antonio with the
prisoners to turn them in at headquarters.

The campaign was ended; provisions
were gone and the officers were too
burdened with wounded and prisoners
to plan on any more campaigning. How-
ever, the pursuit had served the purpose
of punishing the Comanches for their
depredations and by following them into
their camps beyond the borders of Texas,
they had shaken the Indians’ confidence
in the safety of hit and run raids.

This battle at first called the Battle
of the Nescatunga occurred in present
Ford County, Kansas, on Crooked Creek,
about eighteen miles south of old Fort
Atkinson.

The Indians who were attacked by Van
Dorn in the Battle of Crooked Creek were
a part of a larger group which had
camped in that vicinity for some time.
They belonged to the Penatethkas, prob-
ably the same ones who had been de-
feated in the Battle of the Wichita
Village in October 1858; the more
northern Kotsotethkas (Buffalo Eaters
Band); perhaps some Kwahadis (An-
telope Wanderers Band); and almost
certainly some Kiowas and Kiowa-
Apaches.

The friendly Indians also lost some
warriors. Van Dorn forbade them to take
part in the fight but they insisted on
doing so, wrapping white cloths about
their heads to distinguish themselves
from the hostiles. Jack Harry and Shaw-
nee Jim said they would be dishonored
if they did not fight. Several were
wounded and four died (two killed in
the fight, and two wounded who died

True West



later). ‘

When Van Dorn reached Camp Rad-
ziminski, he was instructed to return to
San Antonio. Captain E. Kirby Smith
took command of the camp, which was
abandoned in the fall of 1859. It was
never again used for military purposes
but ‘troop detachments camped there, as
did a number of trappers and hunters
in later times. In 1860 the site was used
by Texas Rangers patrolling the fron-
tier, still keeping watch over the Coman-
ches.

In the spring of 1859, strife occurred
in Texas, particularly around the Brazos
Reservation, the reserve which had fur-
nished the Indian allies for Van Dorn.
At the same time that Van Dorn was
moving up toward the Cimarron and
Crooked Creek area, a war between the
white settlers and the Indians on the two
Texas reservations was in the making.
The continued presence of the Indians
as an enclave among the rapidly grow-
ing settlements was no longer tolerable.
At the end of the summer the Indians
were removed to the Wichita Reserva-
tion near the Washita River in Indian
Territory. Fort Cobb was established on
October 1, 1859, under Major W. H.
Emory, to protect the area. There was
no longer need for Camp Radziminski.

Van Dorn’s campaign from September
1858 to May 1859, with two sharp bat-
tles and numerous patrols, did not put an
end to raids of the Comanches, Kiowas
and their allies into Texas, although it
probably increased their raids into Old
Mexico and New Mexico. Still the cam-
paign weakened the security of the In-
dians, who had formerly felt safe once
they had crossed Red River. It showed
them that the United States troops could
and would search them out, even far north
of the sites of their depredations, and
punish them.

Their attacks resumed in the spring,
continued through the summer and into
the fall of 1860, reaching such propor-
tions that several expeditions of Texas
Rangers, a mixed group of Texas Rang-
ers and Second Cavalry, and various mili-
tia expeditions were organized to hunt
them.

Late in the summer of 1860, Colonel
Middleton T. Johnson’s Texas Rangers
marched north from old Camp Radzi-
minski accompanied by Tonkawas, Cad-
dos and Wichitas. They had been re-
cruited from the Wichita Reserve—for-
mer Reserve Indians from the old Texas
Brazos Reservation but not including the
Penatethka Comanches from the old Tex-
as Comanche Reservation on the Clear
Fork. Some Kiowas and Comanches near
the headwaters of the Canadian in the
present panhandle of Oklahoma tried to
stampede and steal their horses and pret-
ty well succeeded in doing so. Tabananica
(Hears the Sunrise), Chief of the Yam-
paricas (Root Diggers Band), and Isa-
habbit (Wolf Lying Down) led the Co-
manches. In the skirmish with the
Rangers the Comanches later stated that
some of their people had been killed,
some of them women and children. Chief
Bird Appearing of the Kiowas was killed
by one of the Caddos which led to later
trouble between the two tribes.

January-February, 1972

The Tonkawas, according to the Co-
manches, “partook of some portions” of
the slain Comanches and increased the
bad feeling of the Comanches against the
Tonkawas with reprisals upon them at
the Wichita Agency during the Civil War
in which many of the Tonkawas were
killed, the remainder fleeing back to
Texas to serve with the Confederates.

For a time, at least, the United States
Army, notably the Second Cavalry, took
an active, even spirited, part in trying
to repel the Indians of the South Plains
with the expedition of 1858-59 led by
the dashing and adventurous Van Dorn.
It was apparent, even when Captain Ed-
mund Kirby Smith brought the last of
the Second Cavalry serving in Van Dorn’s
Washita Campaign back to Camp Cooper,
that nothing short of extermination or
forced settlement on lands set aside for
them—being forced to stay on reserva-
tions under the eye of the military—
would stop the Indians’ resistance to
white penetration, passage across, and
settlement on the plains. Only then would
their incursions into Texas, New Mexico
and Mexico, and their increasing con-
flict and marauding in Kansas Territory
(later Kansas and Colorado) be ended.

The Washita Campaign was one of a
series of military campaigns waged
against these warlike, war-loving In-
dians of the South Plains. It would take
even greater military efforts—which
were to come after the Civil War—to
control them, efforts aided by the ex-
tinction of the buffalo and the confisca-
tion and destruction of their horses.

Starvin’ Out in Quemado
(Continued from page 33)

would look back at me; I would pull him
to a trot and let him breathe, and then
he would take out again without my
urging him. I’d unsaddle and let him
graze; and many times I’ve deprived my-
self of food to buy some food for him.
If we had $20 we spent $5 for groceries
and the rest for horse feed. There was
not another horse in the country that
could be classed with Brownwood. But
he was a bit reckless. It was brush
country and he ran over the little ones
and under the big ones. We roped maver-
icks for beef, but nearly all were -too
old and tough to be edible. And we
trapped coyotes. Skins were worth $3
to $8. We caught a few badgers, worth
$2.50 to $6, and we managed to eat
during the winter.

We supplemented our meager supply
of beef with venison. It is illegal to hunt
deer out of season but we were not
pestered much by game wardens.

HOUGH Reuben was my uncle, he

was only a year or two older than I
and had always accepted my lead. So
had Bud. Each knew that he could not
make it alone, and that I could. Reuben
was born when Grandmother and Grand-
father Wright were up in years, and he
was spoiled. When he came to me he had
everything to learn, but he learned. I
saw to that. He had a mild temper and
was slow of motion.

(Continued on page 70)
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Does work of $85.00 welder

yet costs only 1895

POST PAID
Fits ordinary 110V outlet
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 weldin% power than ever before. Comes
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Razor sharp lifetime steel blade opens easily and automati-
cally locks in place. PUSH-BUTTON release. Tough, razor
steel blade honed and polished to mirror-like finish. Bal-
anced for target throwing. Blade GUARANTEED 10
YEARS, If blade breaks we replace free. 30-day MONEY
BACK GUARANTEE. A favorite with sportsmen. Priced
for quick sale of 200,000 knives. Makes excellent gift for
any man or boy. Two for $1.98 plus 50c shipping. Send
cash, ck. or M.O. to VIKING KNIVES, Dept. K.g,  Box
10880, Houston, Tex. 77018,

TREASURE!

FREE . . . listing of your name with publisher to

receive mail on Treasure, Ghost Towns, Lost

Mines, Antique Guns, Prospecting, Coins, etc.
ACT NO

W . .. Write to . . . LEE BAKER,
16212 East 14th Street, San Leandro, California
94578.

SEND ONE
TO A SOLDIER

- - - or a Sailor, Marine - - anyone in the
Armed Services. YOU DON'T KNOW HOW
THEY APPRECIATE ITI We contributed
1,000 copies to South Viet Nam—and the
letters we have received! If you could read
just one you would send a single copy,
gift pack, or a gift subscription to someone
in the service right now!

If you do not know anyone in the service,
call your local U.S.O. or any service chapter
recruiting station or representative.
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GIANT AUCTION—-RARE TRUE WEST, FRONTIER
TIMES, including, first issues. Buy hund reds of scarce
items at your price. Collectors—send s’ramps for list.
Miller, 2626A Spring Lane, Austin, Tex.

(35¢ per word, cash with order)
Send all ads or correspondence to

MILDRED HOLLEY
Classified Advertising Mgr.
P.O. Box 3338 Austin, Tex. 78764

Books & Magazines

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map, 1200 place
name glossary; mines, camps Indian reservations, etc.
%52% Theron Fox, 1296H, Yosemite, San Jose, Calif.
126.
NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox,
1296!/2 Yosemite, San Jose, Calif. 95126,
"DEAD MEN DO TELL TALES" by Lake Erie Schaefer.
Facts about Frank Fish's mysterious death, still un-
explalned Sequel to '"BURIED TREASURE and LOST
MINES" his Treasure Hunters Manual. Prepaid $3.00.
L. E. Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chmo Calif. 91710.
TOMBSTONE EPITAPH copy_free for asking. Also
western book list. Epitaph, Tombstone, Ariz. 85638.
WANTED: Volume | (Nos. | and 3) and Volume 2
(Nos. 1, 2, 4 and 6) of the old FRONTIER TIMES
published in Bandera, Texas by Hunter. Please con-
tact Mary Sanders, WESTERN PUBLICATIONS RO,
Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78744.
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, Cahf 92335.
A GALLERY OF WESTERN BADMEN. Fascinating
studies of Hickok, Masterson, James, Earp, Billy the
Kid, Bass, Holliday, Ringo, Murietta and others.
Heavy paper. Many pictures. Send $1.00 to GALLERY,
Western Book Co., P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.

THE STUBBORN FlSHERMAN by Elda May Roberts.
195 pages, hardback, i970. This book is unique in
that it describes the history of a guide and his
relationship ‘with all with whom he came in contact,
expressing _his general philosophy of life, Regu|or
price $6.95. Our special price $4.95. STUBBORN
FISHERMAN, P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.
WANTED! Dave Campbell's TEXAS FOOTBALL Mag-
azine. Will pay $2.00 each for the 1960 thru 1965
issues. Must be complete and in good condition.
Write Joe Small, Jr., P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex.
78764. Tel. 444-3674.
TREASURE HUNTERS GUIDE TO WASHINGTON No.
2, just out, $2.50. Map of your state, 1887 or 1900,
. each. Send stamp for free NORTHWEST
TREASURE NEWS and catalog. Box 5075, Spokane,
Wash. 99205.
SELLING OLD TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES, Real
West, others. Reasonable, ill buy old magazines.
Back Numbers, Box 214, Little Rock, Ark. 72203.
FREE BOOK SEARCH. We buy, sell and search for
old and rare books. Specializing in the Old West.
Lien's Books and Book Search, 249 Walnut Lane,
Rosemount, Minn. 55068.
PIONEER GERMANS FLED ''Vaterland" tyranny. They
found crooks, message mediums |ubrlahn<§ dead and
more in Texas. ''Factual New Breslau 95. Frieda
M{"%’rzen Williams, 6624 Mercer St., Houston, Tex.
77005

FOR SALE. TRUE WEST Vol. | to Vol. 14. FRONTIER
TIMES, Vol. | to Vol. 8. Also Great West single
copies, Write for prices and list. Carl Linville,
33II Cardiff Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 452

TOMBSTONE BOOKS. Boothill, gunflghfs, hangings,
legendary characters, ghost towns, treasure. Stamp

brings list. Red Marie's, Tombstone, Ariz. 85638.
SIOUX INDIAN DI!CTIONARY. Pronunciation-At-A-
Glance. 4,560 words, two dialects. $3.50. WarCloud
Products, P.O. Box 153, Sisseton, So. Dak. 57262.
COMPLETE SETS TRUE WEST, from 1953 to March
1971 FRONTIER TIMES, 1957-1971. Best offer accepted.
L. M. Brumfreld 1613 East Dakota Ave., Pierre,
So Dak 5750
TRUE WEST—-FRONTIER TIMES. 72 mint copies. 1958
through 1967. All $25.00 plus stamped envelope.
‘Anderson, Box 3052, No. Fort Myers, Fla. 33903
THE AUTHENTIC STORY of the Earp Brothers of
Tombstene as faken from the files of the Tombsfone
Epitaph, plus ''Silver, Sex and Six Guns'' the life
and loves of Buckskin Frank Leslie. Both paperbacks
mailed anywhere, $3.50, One book, 5200 Mabel
Lindsey, Box 176, Tombsfone, Ariz. 85638
"SOIL BANK COMMUNITY." Laugh lf up! To be
sold later in hardback for $4.00 by a major publisher.
But from the author in paper back for $1.50 post-
paid. |17 pages. Satisfaction quaranteed. W. J.
Hardin, Box 146, Avera, Ga. 30803.

"OKLAHOMA TREASURES LOST AND FOUND'" by

WESTERN BOOKS. Out-of-print and new. Wrife for
our free lists. Santa Paula Books, Box 384, Santa
Paula, Calif. 93060.

HIGHER INCOME Securlfy and Power. 256 page
book Thmkln Bl ' reveals secrets that make men
Rich! Send enmar Enterprises, Dept. TW-1, 201

S. Irving, Moore Okla. 73060.

Fishing & Hunting

SEND FOR FREE WHOLESALE CATALOG. The mos
complete and fully illustrated catalog of reels, rods
beads, spinners, jigs, lure bodies and parts, sinke
molds, feathers, tools, hooks, rod blanks rod parts
swivels, wire, efc. anysporfs, TR Sports Bunl%lng
Toledo, Ohio 43614

LIVE CATCH animal
Mustang-NC23, Box

bird, fish traps. Free cafalog
10880, Houston, Tex. 77018

FOR SALE. B. M. Bower Books. Collectors' items.
Send me your wants. O Engen, 5662 Fernwood Ave.,
Los Angeles, Calif. 900

TREASURE STATE TREASURE TALES by Jean Michael
Moore. Thirty Montana treasure stories have been
carefully gleaned from Montana libraries and pri-
vately owned pagers of Montana residents. These
stolen lost and buried fortunes of the early days
represent a cross section of both widely known and
lesser known caches. Exciting reading by an author
who knows Montana and the riches it holds. Paper-
back, 72 pages. $2.00 per copy. TREASURE TALES,
P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

MAKE BIG MONEY_raising chinchillas, rabbits,
uinea pigs for us. Catalog—$1.00. Keeney Brothers
arms, New Freedom, Pa. 17349.

MAKE $1.00 PER SALE selling engraved metal Social
Security plates. Free Sales Kit, Engravaplates, Box
10460-7405, Jacksonville, Fla. 32207.

LEARN CARTOONING AT HOME. Free booklef
""Key to Cartoon Career.'" Approved for G

Write Cartooning, Box 3176WP, Colorado Sprmgs,
Colo. 80907.

AUSTRALIA WANTS YOU!!! Government assisted
passage. 1972 Government information and forms.
Most complete information available, $1.00. Reporfs
on employment, business, taxes educa'non teachin
housing, ranchmg, maps, efc. AUSTCO Box 3623-W
Long Beach, Calif. 90803.

AUSTRALIA NEEDS YOUI!ll Government furnishes
transportation! 1972 handbook gives most extensive,
reliable information available including maps, formsi
$1.00. Employment, business opportunities, education,
housing. Includes New Zealand. Panpacifico, Drawer
89TA, Monrovia, Calif. 91018,

JEEPS $60.00. TYPEWRITERS $4.00. Boats, guns, cars,
all at a fraction of their cosﬂ These are fy cal Gov-
ernment Surplus bargains, 'How To Make oney On
Government Surplus'’ tells how and where to buy in
your area. How mail order fortunes were made on
surplus! How to buy for your own use or for resale.
Complete directory of surplus depots included with
mail order case histories. Order booklet #MO-50S.
Send $1.00 to The Blue Sky Mail Order Co., 205 S. Ist
St., Dept. 4C, Easley, So. Car. 29640.

Western Merchandise

PLACER GOLD, $2.00. Pocket gold, $2.00. Gold dust,
$1.00. Aﬂrac'hvely displayed. Moneyback guarantee.
Lester Lea, Box 237, Mt. Shasta, Calif. 96067.

PEARL AND METAL SNAP FASTENERS for Western
shirts. Many styles and colors. Free catalog.
9Ca7r7'rbpau Company, P. O. Box 518-G, Rosemead, Calif.
|

COLLECTOR'S ITEM. Copies of 103 year old map,
most complete and detailed map of U. P, R. R,
Omaha to Promontory Point, Utah. General Dodges
surveys of 1864-1868. Profile of grades, ghost towns,
camps and Mid- wesfern Terrifories. Sglfable for
framing. 48" x 16" parchment, $3.00 copy, posfpald
Golden Spikes available. Varineau and Randal I, P.O.
Box 531, Salt Lake' City, Utah 84110.

ANTIQUE BARBED WIRE Identification Handbook.
200 wires illustrated, named, dated. Patent informa-
tion. $1.00. My sketch list catalog 25c. Wire Sales,
Box 6392-C, Bakersfield, Calif. 93306.

ANTIQUE BARBED WIRE Send 25c for sketch list.
il;)&r;(;:o Barb-Wire Sales, Box 1025, Littleton, Colo.

PAN GOLD AT HOME. Packet of gold bearing gravel
from rich stream in Alaska, with instructions, $2.00.
Yukon Jack, Dept. W, Haven Fair Lawn, R D #3,
Pottsville, Pa. 17901,

GENUINE INDIAN HEAD PENNY Jewelry. Tie tacs,
tie bars—$2.25. Earnn?s pierced or clip—$3.50. Post-
paid. All coins legible in good condition at least
60 years old, mounted in gold colored metal, gift
boxed. Satisfaction guaranteed. Send 8¢ sfamp for

price. Picture brochure of other items. Please print.
Send check or money order to N. R. Fritz, 10244
Helendale, Dept. A., Tujunga, Calif. 91042,

Real Estate

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $385.00
40 acres $10 month, Suitable cottage sites, hunting
fishing, investment. Free information. Land Corpora
tion. 37¢8-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada

NEVADA VACATION RETIREMENT RANCHOS, nea
ELKO. !4 Acre lots, $395. $1.00 down, $5 per month
Hot Sprm?s deer, rock and mineral hunhng‘ Water
Send $| for confract, returnable. None offered fc
Californians. Write Silver Crescent Ranchos, P.
Box 4, Crescent Valley, Nev. 8982|.

GOVERNMENT LANDS Low as $1.00 Acre
Millions Acres! For exclusive ""Government Lanc
Buyer's Guide" . plus ""Land Opportunity Rev:ew
listing lands available throughout U. S. send $1.00
Saﬁstgachon Guaranteed! UNITED LANDS, Box 19107
KM, Washington, D. C. 20036

GOVERNMENT LANDS. Low as $1.00 acre. Million:
acres! For exclusive Copyrlg ted Report" plut
"'Land Opportunity Digest' ||shng lands ‘rhrou%hom
U. S. and valuable 17'" x 22'' treasure map of

send $1.00. Land Disposal, Box 9091-WP, Wash., D. C.
20003. Satisfaction guaranteed.

MICHIGAN 10 TO 160 ACRE Tracts Lake Superior-
Marquette Area from $99.00 acre. Cabins, frailers,
camping welcome. (Acreage anywhere in Michigan.)
Free pictures. Any terms A-OK with Bloch Brothers,
Write 3650 Dixie, Drayton Plains 45, Mich. 48020.
GOVERNMENT LANDS. Low as $1.25 Acre! Available
for recreation, investment or homesteading. For latest

report, send $1.00. Western Lands, Box I555-WP, Ta-
coma, Wash. 9840I.

Recipes
WINEMAKING ., . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelicn,
Frozen Juices, etc., Brewmasters Secrets Revealed!

Powerful Methods! Instructions, Recipes and Supplies.
Catalog: $1.00. Continental, Box 11071-WB, Indian-
apolis, Ind. 46201.

"SOURDOUGH"' RECIPES. Biscuits, Hotcakes, donuts,
§1.00. ''Bar-B-Q'"' Recipes, sauces, beans, efc. $1.00.
"Jerky."" Make from fresh or frozen meat. Recipe
$1.00. Include postage please. Box Ill, Brush Prairie,
Wash. 98606.

CACTUS COOK BOOK. Soups, salads, main dishes,
cakes, pies, puddings, candles—much much more.
Delicious, nutritious, economical gourmef cooking
with all the cacti of the American West. This book
makes an unusual gift or provides a wonderful way
to add variety to your own menus and make a meal
memorable. Only $1.98. Write CACTUS COOK BOOK,
Western Publications, Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 787é4.

SECRET RECIPES. Onion rings, Hickory sauce, French
dressing. 75c each. 2 for $1.25, AH for $2.00. Diamond,
1203 Fern, Stillwater, Okla. 74074

REDISCOVER ANCIENT SOURDOUGH FORMULAS.
Makes fantastic pancakes, breads, pies, etc. Great
for camping, boating and home. Comp!efe instruc-
tions, recipes, history. Send $1.00 to Sour Dough Sam,
Box 4356, !rvine, Calif. 92664.

Firearms

MODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement
of thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-
ers. Rifles, pistols and shotguns of new manufacture
—and priced realistically. Tons of antique gun parts,
Send $1.00 for catalog #117-T. A must for any fire-
éasrgzsi collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Tenn.

Indian Relics

IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,
Ojibwa, Eskimo crafts. Lists 25c. Irografts, Box 7,
Ohsweken Reservation, Ontario, Canada.

ARROWHEAD COLLECTORS——"Defechng Reworks and
Modern Arrowheads" (Samples Included). New ex-
panded pamphlet with sketches—all for $1.00. '‘Iden-
tification Guide for Columbia Plateau Projectile
Points''—$2.25. Free brochure listing anthropological
books and frames. THE TEPEE, Box 749, Richland,
Wash. 99352.

SECRET INDIAN METHOD for tanning hides, $1.00.
T. Johnsen, Box CG, Westminster, Calif. 92683.

APACHE ARROWPOINTS, Rare. 4—$1.00. 25—$5.00.
Epanco, DI1239, Apache Junction, Ariz. 85220.

MEXICAN LONGHORN STEER HORNS. Mounted
with leather on wood panel. Spread 3 feet $15.00.
5 feet $25.00. 6 feet $33.00. 7 feet $43.00. FOB Laredo,
Texas. Cash with order. Satisfaction quaranteed. Jose
Lorenzo, Donato Guerra #1234, Nuevo Laredo, Tamu-
lipas, Mexico.

GENUINE ORIGINAL INDIAN ARROWHEADS. Found
and collected in Bastrop County, Texas. Entire col-

lection, about 400, along with Indian Head Pennies
for sale at $500.00. Will not sell individually. If in-
terested, P.O. Box 1316,

contact Mauritz Swenson,
Austin, Tex. 78767.

GIANT KEY. 10" long, solid copper, about I Ib.
From old West. $5.00 postpaid. Hunter Co., R I,
Box 168, Paso Robles, g lif. 93446.

PLAINS INDIAN WEAPONS, Beadwork, Frontiersmen
and Indian Buckskin outfifs, pipes. Catalog 60c.
Tecumnseh's Trading Post, Strausstown, Pa. 19559,

MYSTERIOUS "APACHE TEARS" from the famous
Superstition Mountains. in Arlzona plus Indian legend

AUTHENTIC GEM-TYPE, some serrated edges, mostly
Obsidian points. From Sacramento River area. About

Rascoe. True archival clues. Postpaid special, $3.50. and scientific fact. Send $3.00. . Glass, Box 68l, {e) 4 f 5.00. Frank Est 17 Willi
Frontier Books, Fort Davis, Tex. 7‘?75l Glendale Ariz. 85301. e Redd?gg, Call?r 9$600 Brs i it
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Treasure Hunting

:REE 128 Page Detector Catalog. General Electronic
Detection Company, Box 67, Bellflower, Calif. 90706.
aOLDAK TREASURE Locators—new for '7I! A hobby
you'll enjoy for fun and profit. Find coins, gold, sil-
ver. Charge on BankAmericard. GOLDAK, Dept. TW,
[101-A Air Way, Glendale, Calif. 91201.

$100.00 REWARD! A Ru%v Single Six .22 revolver has
disappeared from 1! P corrall It is most hand-
somely en?raved with the registered cattle brands of
Texas, including a WP brand for WESTERN PUBLI-
CATIONS and has ivory handles. The serial number
is 20 115 45, A check for $100.00 will go out im-
mediately to anyone who sends information leading
to the recovery of this gun.—Hosstail, Western Pub-
lications Inc., Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.

[REASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Relco's new
nstruments detect buried gold, silver, coms, minerals,
Jistorical relics. Transistorized. Wexg s 3 pounds.
}19.95 up. Free catalog. Relco-A-91, Box 10839, Hous-
ton, Tex. 77018.

PROSPECTING, MINING, TREASURE Equipment,
Kits, Books. Free catalog. Miner's Exchange, Box 64C,
Nampa Idaho 83651.

FREE! JETCO ELECTRON!CS 24 page freasure finder

catalog. Find gold, silver coms metals, minerals,
relics.  Jetco, Dep’r TWC, Box 26669, El Paso
Tex. 79926.

TREASURE MAPS. Book shows hundred of U. S. loca-
tions. Details Free. London-FW, P.O. Box 323,
Redondo Beach, Calif. 90277.

LOCATION MAP TO FABULOUS Lost Dutchman
Gold Mines. Send $2.00 to Krige Keyes, Rt. 2, Box
2780, Apache Junction, Ariz. 85220.

TREASURE HUNTERS AND COIN SHOOTERS, There
are thousands of spofs in every state. Instructions only
§1.00. Also Oklahoma Treasure Map, 150 locations,
$3.00. Philip's Map Dept., 420 S. l4th, Ponca Cl\‘y,
Okla. 74601.

ATTRACT GOLD, SILVER, with experimental ma nef
Information, $3.00. Donnell, 438 Glenview Ct.,

raco Sprlngs Colo. 80904.

GOLD AND SILVER. Locate !4 mile away. Pamphlet
free. See what others are finding with my. sensmve
locater. E. C. Anderson, Box 13441, Tampa, Fla. 336!

PROSPECTORS, ROCKHOUNDS! Don't throw fhaf
rock down. Deferminative assay kits. Determine nearly
any rock or mineral type. Simple to use chemical
analysis for field or home. Must for hobbyist or
serious prospectors. Two kits. Short kit comes with
chemicals, test tubes, blowpipe, tools, booklet, etc.
$18.95. Complete kit comes with platinum bead
setter, field case, comprehensive booklet, burner,
mortar and pestle. other valuable extras, $39.95. Al
low two weeks delivery. Postage paid. Send to
Chemicraft, P.O, Box 110, Steamboat, Nev. 89436.

PAN GOLD with the ""Goldrush' Panning Kit. 9 inch
steel gold pan. Instruction Book, real %NId sample.
$3.00 postpaid. Miner's' Exchange, Box 64-WP, Nampa,
Idaho 83651.
NEW PROCESS GIVES FAST PROFITS. We need $20.00
per fon or better wet or dry placers and rock ore
bodies. Give details. Leases or working agreements
needad. Write PRIVIZ, Inc., Box 565, Highlands,
Tex, 77562.
GOLD AND, OTHER MINERALS. A prospector's gulde
for the novice and the pro. Covers now to receive
up to 75% of all exploration costs from the U. S.
Govf how to stake a claim, how and where to pan
old, mining techniques, plus much more. Send
$2 ‘?8 to KIFARU Box |3OI Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.
SEARCH TREASURE FINDERS. Locate gold, silver,
coins, relics. Operate underwater. Money back quar-
antee. Free information. Search Electronics, Box 8394C,
St. Petersbura, Fla. 33738

Rare Coins & Stamps

“Trucks from

CHAPARRAL TEA. !, pound $3.00. Daily, Box 307,
Winslow, Ariz, 86047.

GOVERNMENT SURPLUS JEEPS. Typically from $53.90.
$78.40. Airplanes, typewriters, knives,
boats, clothing, sporting, phcfographlc electronics
equlpmem‘ Wide variety, condition. 100, 000 bid bar-
ains direct from Government nationwide, Complete
gales Directory and Surplus Categories Catalog $1.00.
éDeducthe on orders from our separate included
urplus Catalog.) Surplus Service, Box 820-TWT, Hol-
land, Mich. 49423.

SHOP BY MAIL! For Gift items. Free Catalog. Vel-
rose Mail Order Selections, 13455 S. W. éth St
Beaverton, Ore. 97005.

J12 CALIBER
SPECIAL FHCTORY
OFFER !

$900

post-
paid

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 style, but patented ball and
cap action allows this low price. 10”steel bcmel
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.

REPRODUCTIONS OF OLD CURRENCY, 51 bills, all
different, $8.95. 500 self stick address Iabels in box,
$3.98. P.O. Box 11184, Phoenix, Ariz. 850

MAKE YOUR WILL. Why Delay? Get 4 wvH forms
plus important information about wills. Send $1.00
to National Forms, P.O. Box 3476, Carroll Reece
Station, Johnson City, Tenn. 37601,

HAVE YOU ALWAYS WANTED A CAMEO? Do
Lou know someone who does? $1.00 brings boxed

rooch and free catalogue. Cameo Lady, Reed
Spring, Mo. 65737.

INDIAN ARTIFACTS
RUGS, BEADS POTTERY, BASKETS,
D WEST ANTIQUES
New 16 page catalog 25¢c
“INDIAN GIVER” P.0. Box 2284
Mission Viejo, Calif. 92675

DELICIOUS!!!

Frontier Pie Recipe

Printed on exquisite parchment
paper perfect for framing or de-
coupage. No gimmick. Put this
one together for the ultimate in
satisfaction.

only rue sanpALWOOD co.
$4 00 P. O.Box 15261
Houston, Texas 77020

RARE Sllver Dollars, 1880-81 S, 1883-84-85-1899-1900-
01-02 mint. Unctrcula+ed $4. 50 ea. Coin Catalog
50c. Shuh‘z Salt Lake City, Utah 84110

LAST CHANCE for Mexican Silver Peso.
called by ?overnmenf. No more available after
present supply exhausted. Only $1.00 each. $5.00 for
. Jose Lorenzo, Donato Guerra #1234, Nuevo
Laredo, Tamulipas, Mexico.

Being re-

Miscellaneous

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.

COUNTRY RECORDS. TAPE CARTRIDGES. Hoe down,
fiddle tunes, blue grass, Iegendary J. E. Mainer,
others. Free circular. Uncle Jim O' Neal, Box AWP
Arcadia, Calif. 91006.

SUFFERING FROM ARTHRITIS? Try Ginseng. In-
formation free. Write Ginseng, Asheville 52, N.C.

INFORMATION ON ANYTHING! Send $3.00 (de-
duc’nble) Metzler Research, Box 2204TQ, Long Island
City, N. Y. 11102,

FIND "OVERLOOKED FORTUNES' in the rarer min-
eral and gemstones. There are over 300 you may be
overlooking while Minin Prospecting or Hunting.
Learn how to find, identify, and cash in on them with
our new simple system. 25.00 Home Study Course,
only §3.00. Send for free copy ''Overlocked Fortunes
in Minerals."" Duke's Research Lab., Box 666, Dept. 4
Truth or Consequences, New Mex. 8790I.
COCKROACH RECIPE. Rids your home of Cock-
roaches and Ants overnightl Cost less than 20 cents
yearly. Quick. Safe and Sure! $!.00 for Recipe. M. F.
Wooten, P.O. Box 5502, San Antonio, Tex. 7820I.
FAMILY TREE CHARTS. Books. Supplies. Catalog
25¢. Formco, Box 3828-XT, Long Beach, Calif. 90803.
WESTERN SONGS. $1.00. Truman Duffer, Songwriter,
Box 8027, Montgomery, Ala. 36110,

$9.95

Husky Remington

: model knife, broad

ol blood groove. Thick

4 7 inch blade. Extra
heavy. Sturdy
leather sheath.

ﬁ Guaranteed.

COMPTON'S

“The Working Man’s Friend"”
P. O. Box 147 New Iberia, La. 70560

THE TRUE SPORTSMAN'S
PRECISION WATCH

Virtually indestructible!
Handsomely styled Swiss /A
calendar timepiece with sweep #
hand, luminous dial, rotating g5
bezel indicator. Stainless,
waterproof case, safe to 165"
depth, tested to 5 atmosphere
pressure, Anti-magnetic,
shock-protected, unbreakable
mainspring. Waterproof band.
Complete satisfaction or money
back. GUARANTEED

5 YEARS!

BLAIR PRODUCTS, Dept. TW
1227 S. Sycamore Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 90019

postpaid

January-February, 1972

Now! Improved and Patented

RUPTURE- EASER‘”

Truss)
No Iaces—mstant
pull-strap adjustment

No Fitting Required E

Right or $ 595
Pat. teh e Double $6.95

30976“ Strong, form-fitting washable support for re-
ducible inguinal hernia. Snaps up in front. Soft, flat groin pad.
No steel or leather bands. Unexcelled for comfort. Also used
as after operation support. For men, women, children. Send
measure around the lowest part of abdomen and state ri ht,
left side or double. Add 45c postage. PIPER BRACE CO.
Dept. TT-22 « 811 Wyandotte » Kansas City, Mo. 64105

CATALOG $1.00
O.C.NOVELTY Co

1311 W. MAIN, OKLA. CITY 73106

ZERGEENFITTT!

In Zambago this means “How do I
subscribe for your magazine?” We
receive letters like this constantly.
For your convenience see page 37.

DETECTIVE PROFESSION

Send NOW for information on FREE
tle tack or lapel pin & easy home nudz
plan, certificate & future for men

wnmevﬂrrlvate, nnlleo & mmury G.1.

appro veteral training. Air-
mail reply & No salosman will eall.

PROFESSIONAL INVESTIGATORS Dept. W,
Box 41345, Los Angeles, Calif. 90041
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"THE WESTERN POLO"

This tall, hand-
some boot offers
the maximum in
leg protection.
Available in a wide
variety of imported
French and U.S.
leathers. Your
choice of top, heel
and toe styles.
Prices depend on
leathers you
choose. Made to
order only. Write
for FREE
CATALOG and
ordering
instructions.

WESTERN

. HATS, PANTS,
SHIRTS,
SOCKS, ETC.

Paso, Texas 79917

[y

NOW AVAILABLE

"AMONG THE SHOSHONES"

By E. N. Wilson—$9.00 postpaid
M The rare 20-copy 1910 1st Edition (re-
ressed by Mormon church officials) has
ong been one of the most sought after
books on Western Americana. The true
story of a 12 year old white boy choos-
ing to live among the Shoshones, and of
his later life as a Pony Express rider and
Frontiersman. A crackerjack story, fac-
simile printed in library quality—hard-
back, buckram binding. 228 pages of
rip-snorting True Frontier adventures that
everyone interested in western history
will enioy.

PINE CONE PUBLISHERS
2251-W Ross Lane
Medford, Oregon 97501

Bookseller orders welcome

RUPTURE
RELIEF!

—

OR YOUR
MONEY
BACK
IN FULL!

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

MER TRUSS €0, i oontlt s

Vild and Woolly West Books

304 RAILS, on Narrow Gauge Trains, Mark
Twain's JUMPING FROG, Service's YUKON
POEMS, Uncle Jim's BOOK OF PANCAKES,
and Matthew's NAVAJO WEAVERS & NAYV-
AJO SILVERSMITHS, only $1.00 each. Cush-
ing's ADVENTURES IN ZUNI, and Englert's
OLIVER PERRY WIGGINS, on pioneer life,
only $2.00 each postpaid. All quaintly and
rofusely illustrated. Send stamp for FREE
illustrated catalog of Western Books. .. ....
FILTER PRESS Post Office Box 5 T
Palmer Lake, Colorado 80133

INDIAN CRAFT SUPPLIES

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

GREY OWL

Indian Craft Company
150-02 Beaver Rd., Dept. TW-72
Jamaica 33, N.Y.
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We had to carry water from a well.
The wash basin had to be scrubbed with
ashes because the boys would leave
hard soapy water in it. That meant that
the next user had to scrub it. I estab-
lished a regular routine. When I found
the basin dirty I cussed them out. Finally
things got unendurable. The basin was
kept on a bench under a window, beside
the water bucket. One day in winter I
came in and found it full of dirty water.
I picked it up and threw pan and all
through the glass into the snow. It was
Reuben who had left it unemptied and
unscrubbed. I said, “If you want to live
like a pig you can root like a pig, and
you can do it outside.”

He got up, retrieved the basin, cleaned
it, and brought it in. That stopped the
wash basin problem. Before he married
he became a worse crank about dirt than
I am.

In that cold country in the winter one’s
face will blister after it is shaved. When
we had a little money I would get a
bottle of shaving lotion for protection.
Reuben was such an old maid that he
would get out of bed and groom himself.
With everything to be done outside he
would warm water, wash his feet and
put my shaving lotion on them. He did
this every night; and in addition, he
washed his socks and hung them by the
fireplace. The next morning he shaved
again, and again he used the lotion, pro-
vided there was any.

He could shoot equal to any of the
gunmen of the Old West. He was a
fast draw; he was gun crazy. When
he didn’t even have money to eat, Reuben
would buy ammunition. He found a pearl
handled .38 double action Colt. He prac-
ticed till he could draw and shoot quicker
than you could see. He was better than
most with a rifle, too. He could stand
thirty paces and empty it into an aspen
trunk and those holes would be lined
up, one over the other, in a tree an
inch in diameter.

All the light we had for some time
was from the fireplace. Then we made
use of beef tallow. We’d suspend a
string in a glass and pour the melted beef
fat into it. It didn’t afford much light

but we could see to play poker for beans..

We’d count out a hundred each. Reuben
didn’t care for cards but preferred read-
ing or goofing around with his feet.

When he married he gave me that
pistol; I suppose he thought he wouldn’t
be needing it—he sure was an optimist.
But evidently he kept up his practice, for
he is still a remarkable shot. (At Fort
Defiance that I left that pistol in my bed-
roll and threw it and my saddle into the
back end of a pickup. And I found later
that the pistol and my spurs had dis-
appeared.)

REUBEN had a beautiful voice, and

much natural ability in music. We
both played the guitar and sang, and
occasionally we picked up a dollar or
two playing for a country dance. Even
if they couldn’t pay us we got a good
supper, and sometimes breakfast, too, for
people went long distances and stayed
all night.

One night a tenderfoot came to me
while I was playing and began asking
questions. I answered as well as I could
He became very friendly and asked if he
might come home with me. Since it was
unheard of to refuse hospitality to any
body, there was nothing to do but take
him. He had a gentle horse but could not
ride out of a walk, so it took us a long
time to get back to the ranch. Fortunate:
ly we had plenty of food at the time,
And fortunately, too, he liked it, though
he had never tasted frijoles before.

We had no idea how long he intended
staying, but one couldn’t ask a guest’s
intentions. After about a week he said,
“I’'m getting $60 a month from home and
can’t manage on it. If you’ll help me
locate a section of land around here
and let me stay here this winter I’ll give
you $30 a month for board and room.”

Thirty dollars a month! One more to
feed didn’t mean anything and $30 was
riches. Three was the capacity of the one
bed, but he had a bedroll. We took his
money and lived high off the hog. And we
sold him Naco, a horse I had roped out
of the wild bunch. Tommie—that was
his name—changed the horse’s name to
Turquoise because he was a blue roan
with a white face and legs. And he paid
us another $30 for that horse!

I was ramrodding the outfit, rustling
the meat, and handling the money. Now
we could buy coffee, sugar, and flour.
I also bought a jar of pickles—a great
delicacy. I doled them out for I didn’t
know when we could ever buy another
jar.

I put one on each pie pan that served
as a plate. Then Reuben pretended to
hear a commotion outside, and when
things quieted down, Tommie’s pickle
was gone. This was the first time he’d
ever had the food stolen right out from
under him. After that he would spit on
his pickle, biscuit, and beans. And he’d
say, “Now you s.o.b.,, go ahead and
steal them.” It surely is amazing how
adversity educates a person.

There came a big snow, forty-two
inches on the level. And it fell in twenty-
four hours. We didn’t have much food,
and in a week we had none. While this
snow was fresh and soft it was not too
bad, but when it thawed enough to
freeze at night and form a crust, a horse
couldn’t get through it. After three days
it was impossible to go anywhere.

We’d got down to grease. The snow
would not melt. In thirty days it didn’t
thaw enough to settle two inches. Some
of the people took the beds off the
wagons and made sled runners of poles,
but we had no wagon. The nearest place
food could be bought was Old Man
Moore’s house and post office. Paul Gay-
nor and his wife had put in a little stock
of groceries there.

I thought there was a chance—though
maybe a slim one—that Gaynor had
some food on hand. I decided to saddle up
and try to make it through Long Can-
yon, and go twelve miles for chuck. I
thought I could get back by night, but
when I reached Gaynor’s he was sold
out, and the nearest town was Grants.
By starting across Hog Eye Mesa I

. should make it in four days. I couldn’t
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10 back to the boys without food. Gaynor
said that he would make the trip too,
ind that he would let me have groceries
it cost.

We started in his truck. Nobody ever

saw such a mess. We got into twenty

jrifts that hid the front end of the
tiruck. But we got to Grants and made
t back in four days. There was an
awful lot of trouble getting there but
by the time we started back much of the
snow was gone. I was in a hurry to get
pack to the boys.

Reuben and Bud had met the situation
philosophically but Tommie was con-
vinced he was going to starve to death.

“Where you reckon Lyo’s gone?” he
asked.

“Qh, he’s found a girl—probably won’t
be back for a month.”

“Can’t we get out of here a-foot?”

Reuben shook his head. (He wasn’t
joking about that; it would have been
impossible!) Reuben made a little sling
shot and killed twenty snowbirds. He
tried to pick them, but finally skinned
them and made a stew. They drank the
juice.

One day Tommie had said, “You boys
stay here and starve if you want to, but
I'm going some place where they have
something to eat.”

“And where might that be?”

“To Watley’s.”

Watley’s was five miles away. Tommie
started up a long draw, but after about
a half-mile of that snow he returned.
When he dropped in front of the fire
he announced, “Came back to die with

ou.”

On the fifth day I rode down the can-
yon on the paint with a sack of gro-
ceries on each side, and I really got a
welcome.

Tommie stayed on in the country and
filed on a section of land. Later he got
into politics and ran for county com-
missioner and was elected. The last time
I heard of him he was doing well and
had had no come-uppance. But it must be
admitted he had had good instructors
and a pretty stiff course of study.

Truly Western
(Continued from page 4)
My father, who has been dead forty
years, often spoke of a cowpoke buddy
named Cardwell—Archer Fullingim,
Box 150, Kountze, Texas 77625

Fire Finishes Historic Mine

Since I have read Montana stories in
your magazines on Tommy Cruse, Marys-
ville, and Silver Creek, I thought you
would like to know that the historic
Drumlummon Mine was destroyed by an
uncontrollable forest fire on Tuesday,
August 10. The fire also burned fifty
acres of surrounding forest land at
Marysville Tuesday night but was finally
contained Wednesday afternoon. Left in
smouldering ashes, however, was the
Drumlummon Mine stamp mill which was
world famous in its heyday, even though
it was just a “ghost of a ghost town”
before the fire.

Begun in 1884, the historic building
was completed in 1886 and had stood

January-February, 1972

as a dramatic reminder of the world-
famous mining camp and Drumlummon
Mine which yielded $30 million since
1876 when Tommy Cruse struck it rich
when he discovered gold and silver in
quartz lodes there. At the time of the
fire, the stamp mill was owned by the
St. Louis Drumlummon Mines, Inc. of
St. Louis, Missouri.

The small community of Marysville is
twenty miles northwest of Helena.— Hen-
ry E. Dullum, 513 Clark, East Helena,
Montana 59635

“The Lone Wolf”

You know, your magazine has such a
big family existence, it’s quite a re-
freshing thing to read. When I recently
asked a letter to be forwarded to one of
your authors the result was a real good
friendship of my family with him.

Now I have a request. I have a friend
who recently told me that, when she was
a few years younger, she had a picture
that had fascinated her from childhood.
It was quite a common picture, and I'm
sure everyone will remember it. Her
house was burned to the ground several
years ago and she has since tried to
get one of those pictures. Now she is
quite old and still wants one, as she
said, “It would sure let me recall some
nice happy days of long past.”

So I'm asking your readers if any of
them have one or know where I can get
one; I'd be glad to pay all costs. I'd like
to grant her this one and only request.
The picture to her is one of peace and old
days. It’s called “The Lone Wolf.” It’s a
wolf on a hill in the foreground with a
homestead in a valley.

Please see what your readers can do to
help out on this. Another thought—I'm
active at Madigan Hospital and I give my
magazines to the wounded boys here.
They love to read our history in spite of
all that the present youth claims. There
are many who are quite nice young peo-
ple. I know.—Mrs. T. J. Luther, Box 307,
Sumner, Washington 98390
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ANCIENT ROMAN CHESS SETS

These superb, minutely detailed collector's sets are
exact copies of classic Roman sculpture. The King
is Augustus; the Queen, Livia; the Bishop, Cicero.
The King is 47%"' high. Heavily weighted, felted Cata-
lin pieces in Alabaster white and Granite grey.
Large 184" board. Leatherette chest. 16- s 95
page historical book & rules .............. 14

Same figures as above—hand antiqued gold

and silver. Black and gold board. Simulated
Morocco Chest 52995

4" King, weighted and felted figures. $Q95
Board, book, leatherette gift box .......... 9
41" King, felted figures, board, book .... $695

Plus $1.00 per set PP & Hdlg.
THE BLUE SKY MAIL ORDER CO.

205 S. 1st Street, Dept. 3C
Easley, South Carolina 29640

FREE 1972

140 PAGE
CATALOG

OF DETECTORS—BOOKS—MAPS
GENERAL ELECTRONIC DETECTION CO.

16238 Lakewood Blvd.
Bellflower, California 90706

Huge savings on tiny, all-in-

the-ear, behind the ear, eye-

glass and body models. New

space age models are so tiny

and well concealed your clos-

est friends may never even

notice. FREE HOME TRIAL.

No down payment. Low as $10

monthly. Money back guaran- i

tee. Order direct and save. A

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

Send for your free copy of

" °
Western Americana™
Latest catalog of much-wanted out-of-print
books at reasonable prices, Also: send your
lists of books wanted. Free search service!

INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS
Box I-TW Pacific Palicades, Cal. 90272

MAKE BIG MONEY
raising Chin-
chillas, Rabbits,
Guinea ?iqs for
us, Catalog—
§1.00

KEENEY BROTHERS

New Freedom. Pa. 17349

(At



#Mail coupon on how to hecome a

" GAME WARDEN

e P [ISH-WILDLIFE MANAGER

s Yourors GOVERNMENT HUNTER
FORESTRY AID..

et
Zechnician Type Positions that
y"“require less Formal Education

Wardens

game, Game
empowered 3
:;eenfn‘:ce the cnns:rva
tion Laws and arres i
yiolators. Positions o,
restige and autl\o.r[!v_és
Other exciting activiti

v ising fire
include s“ﬂ’,'e'megtamn

campaign
for our gre: ail car

rescurcES-l&RE“ i

& 2 ;
\\ Don’t be chained to desk, store counter or factory ma-
for FREE *

chine. Enjoy an outdoor life with the extra rewards of
hard muscles, bronzed skin, vibrant good health. Sleep
under pines! Catch breakfast from icy streams! Feel like
a million — and look like it, too! Easy home-study plan
prepares you now for an outdoor man’s dream career in
Forestry, Wildlife & Soil Conservation & Ecélogy. Plan to
live the life you love. Rush postpaid card for FREE “CON-
SERVATION CAREER KIT”— jam-packed with excit-
ing facts about your future in Conservation & Ecology.

OPPORTUNITIES FOR YOU IN YOUR STATE? Although we are not
connected with the Government and do not guarantee em-
ployment, we show you how to seek out exciting job openings
in your state and other areas. Age limits 17-45, sometimes
older on luxurious private Game Farms & Hunt Clubs. Many
accepting applications now!

(7

Thrills & Adventur

Everyday is a new adventure for ¢

the man in Forestry & Wildlife &8 e
Conservation. You may hunt
mountain lions, coyotes and *
wildcats — parachute from a ¢
plane or land in a helicopter—
aid animals marooned by fire
or flood—or save the life of an
injured hunter. Adventure, pub-
lic service and good pay — al-
most like a vacation with pay!

" NORTH AMERICAN IS THE. WORLD'S LARGEST
SCHOOL OF CONSERVATION AND HAS TRAINED
MORE MEN FOR SUCCESS THAN ALL OTHER
SUCH SCHOOLS COMBINED! Chances are your
ot first day “on the job” you'll
find your hoss is a North

. American graduate, too.

Vacation johs —
a wonderful way to
get started:

Make valuabie contact,s and

——

HERE'S ;“Y'ourd Course {las jpsg
WHAT he ped me get a jo <
ere on the post as the -
STUDENTS Fort Belvoir Game Ward- 7 T
SAY en. | am very pleased
with the Course.” Robert
Eychner, Virginia.
“In April | became a .
Conservation Officer — °
1st Grade. | will be en-
forcing the fish and
game laws of our State.
Your Course helped make
this life-long ambition a
reality.””—Richard Knox,

& Ecology Careers combine security with fine starting pay
and regular advances. No layoffs because of slow busi-
ness. No worry about your pay check. A pension may as-
sure you a good income for life. Living costs are low, too!

IF YOU'RE AN OUTDOOR MAN AT HEART . .. Get the facts
on exciting career opportunities in Conservation for you.
Send for FREE “CONSERVATION CAREER KIT,”
Rlabama, : 50t including 28-Page Conservation Career Fact Book, self-
o e Coucke ald > Freless hel;g“&‘ scoring Aptitude Quiz, 3-month subscription to “Conser-
| know for a fact that erioal “: out all a0 vation Topics,” plus exciting report “JOBS FOR SPORTS-
{:uoittggilnéda i&‘ii’aer’é‘ e . ¥ ome // MEN-—How & Where to Get Them.” No cost, no obliga-
being a permanent Parx tlon,,r.lgw QLeve.

3 MAIL POSTPAID CARD FOR FREE

/ - ‘CONSERVATION CAREER KIT”

Warden at Lake Louise
== NO SALESMAN WILL CALL!

District of Banff Na-

tional Park.”’ Monte Accredited Member &
Rose, Canada. National Home Study Council. 4P Yo 2
Authorized to issue diplomas 3

,\ by California Superintendent
7 of Public Instruction.

NORTH AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CONSERVATION, Dept. 21032
4500 Campus Dr., University Plaza, Newport Beach, Calif. 92663
Please Rush “CONSERVATION CAREER KIT,” including Book,
3-Month Subscription & Job Report — ALL FREE!

I’m interested in an exciting outdoor career as a
[] GAME WARDEN [ FISH-WILDLIFE MANAGER [7] FORESTER
{] GOVERNMENT HUNTER [] SOIL CONSERVATION OFFICER
"] GAME CLUB MANAGER

< 7 i / Approved for Veterans & _~< 5~
\ = - Servicemen under —|
new G.1. Bill.

Rush Postpaid Card for

m ea-mm Subscription te
FREE CONSERVAT'ON h cq‘ngﬂi"ﬂgu :’ggimg‘.
" agazine jam-packe
CAREER KIT za}uab:ﬁ tips for:(_wtdoor men.
& fjoyable as reading your own
onservation Fact favou!lte outdoor ma%ayzlne, '
Beautifully ilius-
fled with exciting “JOBS FOR SPORTSMEN—
it et WS con. Them™ s sciting downte " Jobs ¢,
life con- "..this exciting down-to- \
talls of opportu-  earth, authentic report reveals | ag - Mame Age
ns, salaries, outdoor career spportunities
. open to sportsmen.

NORTH AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CONSERVATION

Address.

City. State Zip.

4500 Campus Dr., Dept. 21032,
72

Newport Beach, Calif, 92663

True West



harles 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 PAPER.

1—Ambushed, 11x14
2—A Tight Dally & Loose Latigo, 13%2x9%2
3—A Loose Cinch, 11x8
4—A Wounded Grizzly, 8%2x11
5—Buffalo Hunt (spears), 11x7%z
6—Boss of the Trail Herd, 8x10Y2
7—Bronc to Breakfast, 15x8%2
8—Blackfeet Burning Crow Buffalo Range,
11Y2x8
9—Bucking Bronco, 8x11%2
10—Better Than Bacon, 11x8%2
11—On the Move, 13Y2x9"2
12—Buffalo Hunt (arrows), 12Y2x82
13—On the Trail, 11x7Y2
14—The Pony Raid, 16x112
15—At Close Quarters 11x8%z
16—Capturing the Grizzly, 15x8%2
17—Cinch Ring 15x82
18—Caught with the Goods, 14x9%:
19—Cowboy Life, 10x14
20—Call of the Law, 13¥2x9'2
21—Carson’s Men, 14x9Yz
22—Return of the Warriors, 13%2x9Y2
23—Piegan Indian, 9x12
24—Renegades Return, 16x11Y2
25—Chief Joseph, 8x11
26—Deadline on the Range, 14x9%:
27—Disputed Trail, 11x14
28—Dangerous Cripple, 14x9%:
29—Buffalo on the Move, 16x11%2
30—Early American, 13Y2x9%z
31—Elk in Lake McDonald, 11x8%2
32—First Furrow, 8x12
33—First Wagon Tracks, 15x8%2
34—Finding the Trail, 13Y2x9"2
35—Heads or Tails, 15x8%:2
36—Heading the Right Way, 13Y2x9%:2
37—In Without Knocking, 13Y2x9%2

(PICTURE SIZE IS WIDTH BY DEPTH)

38—Women of the Plains, 8x6

39—Innocent Allies, 14x9%2

40—Indian Love Call, 13%2x9%2

4]1—Jerked Down, 15x8%2

42—The Jerkline, 14x9Y2

43—Loops & Swift Horses Are Surer Than
Lead, 10%2x7

44—Last of the Herd, 15x8%2

45—Last Chance or Bust, 12'2x9

46—Mad Cow, 12x8

47—Meat’'s Not Meat Till It's in the Pan,
13Y2x9Y2

48—The Challenge, 10Y2x62

49—When Arrows Spell Death, 9x7

50—O0Ild Fashioned Stage Coach, 10x7

51—At the End of the Rope, 10%2x7

52—Prospectors, 10%2x8

53—Planning the Attack, 14x10

54—Pipe of Peace, 14x7

55—Who Killed the Bear?, 102x7

56—Queen’'s War Hounds, 14x9%2

57—Rainy Morning in a Cow Camp, 11x8%:

58—Roping a Grizzly, 11x8Y2

59—Red Man's Wireless, 14x7

60—Roping a Wolf, 11x8%2

61—Smoking Them Out, 11x10

62—Scattering the Riders, 11%2x8

63—Strenuous Life, 14x9%:2

64—Sun Worshippers, 16x10Y2

65—Serious Predicament, 15x8%2

66—Single Handed, 14x9Y:2

67—Slick Ear, 14x11%2

68—Smoke of a .45, 12x9

69—Sage Brush Sport, 13Y2x8Y:

70—Signal Fire, 11x14

71—When Red Man Talks War, 13Y2x9Y2

72—In Enemy Country, 13Y2x92

73—The Medicine Man, 11x8%2

74—Trail’s End, 13%2x9%2

75—The Holdup, 13x8

76—The Bolter, 9%2x132

77—The Attack, 12x8

78—The Drifter, 16x11Y2

79—The Tenderfoot, 11x8

80—Two of a Kind Win, 13¥2x9Y

81—Last of 5,000, 8x9%2

82—When Tracks Spell Meat, 132x9Y2

83—When the Nose of a Horse Beats the
Eyes of a Man, 13%2x9%2

84—When Ignorance is Bliss, 11x14

85—Wild Horse Hunters (cowboys), 14x9

86—Wild Horse Hunters (Indians), 12Y2x8

87—Whose Meat?, 13Y2x92

88—Wagon Boss, 16x9Y2

89—When Mules Wear Diamonds, 13Y2x9%2

90—A Crow Chief, 7x9

91—When the Trail Was Long Between
Camps, 10Y2x6%:2

92—Where Ignorance is Bliss, 10¥2x6

93—When Sioux & Blackfeet Meet, 15x8%:

94—Warning Shadows, 10Y2x7

95—When Horse Flesh Comes High, 15x8%:

96—Wound Up, 11x8%2

97—A Nobleman of the Plains, 9x12

98—W inter Packet, 15x7

99—Mourning Her Warrior Dead, 11x8%2

100—When Horses Turn Back There's Danger
Ahead, 14x9'2

101—The Buffalo Hunt (1898), 13Y2x9%:

102—Cowboy Sport, 13Y2x9Y2

103—A Desperate Stand, 13Y2x9Y2

104—Rider of the Rough String, 13%2x9Y2

105—Land of Good Hunting, 16x11%2

106—The Fire Boat, 16x11Y2

107—Our Warriors Return, 16x11Y2

108—When Wagon Trails Were Dim, 13%2x92

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 78764
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CREW MEMBERS OF ‘‘ROSIE'S RIVETERS"

withput a pilot!

i % 2 i
B-17's CROSSING THE ENGLISH CHANNEL
U.S. AIR FORCE PHOTOS

along with trial membership.

Look over the books described on this page. You won't find
a listing like it in any other book club. THE MILITARY BOOK
cLUB offers you an exciting range of books on hot wars
and cold ones. Important combat biographies and reveal-
ing memoirs. Significant books on military history and in-
ternational affairs. Savings are always substantial, too. On
the average, 30% below publishers’ edition prices, plus
shipping and handling.

You're invited to try the Club on a trial-membership basis.
Simply choose any 4 books (including, if you wish, Flying
Fortress). They are worth up toy $45in the original publish-
ers’ editions. Take them all foronly 98¢, plus shipping and
handling. But send no money"now. Examine the books for
10 days without charge and keep them only if you're de-
lighted. The Military Book Club, Garden City, N. Y. 11530.

The Military Book Club offers its own complete, hardbound editions, sometimes

altered slightly in size to fit special presses and save membeérs even more.
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& Jte MILITARY BOOK CLUB
Dept. 21-FJX, Garden City, N.Y. 11530

Please accept my application for membership in The Military, Book
Club and send me the 4 books whose numbers I have printed below.
Bill me 98¢ (plus shipping and handling) for all 4 volumes. ;. W
Each month new selections will be described in advance in the Club’s
monthly bulletin, Battles and Leaders. If I do not wish to receive the
monthly selection, or prefer an alternafe, I simply give instructions on
the form provided. I need take only 4 selections or alternates in the
coming year, at average savings of 30%, plus shipping and handling,
and may resign any time after purchasing 4.books.

NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted with the introductory ship-

ment, I may return it within 10
canceled. I will owe nothing.

Members accepted in U.S.A. only.

e S S S
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+Flying Fortress illuminates the history
of the air battles of the Second World War
as no other book can. Take it, if you
wish, as one ¢f your 4 introductory books,

L L L L L L L L

HOW WE WON THE AIR WAR IN WORLD WAR I

The story of the B-17s
and the men who flew

0 MOST MEN who flew her in World War II, the
B-17 was “lady luck™ herself. They gave her

names like Susie-Q and Rosie. But to the enemy she
was a devil in the sky. You’ll see why — in this
gripping story of the plane and her scrappy brave
flyers . . . illustrated with hundreds of photographs.
(If you were in the Air Force, many startling
candid shots will have personal meaning for you.)

Flying Fortress takes you on bombing missions
over Europe and the Pacific . . . on day and night-
time air raids of Leipzig, Cologne, Cassino, Berlin,
Tokye: You'll find out ®« How a personality clash
almost kept the first B-17 from getting off the draw-
ing board ¢ Why one of the best spare parts for
the B-17 was an empty tin can ® What happened
when the German high command marked the U.S.
100th Bomb Group for special extermination . . .
for ‘Breakiqggke “gentlemen’s agreement” of
aerial combat ® How a B-17 erew member found
“himself hurtling through space in a flying tail
section —Without a plane — and glided safely
to the ground! e How a B-17 returned from
a bombing mission in one piece — but

EXTRA FEATURES:
m Original Blueprint Drawings
of the B-17, from wings and
fuselage to engines and guns.
m Pilot’s Training Manual—
how to fly the B-17.
Even how to ditch it.

875. FLYING
FORTRESS.
Edward Jablonski.
Pub. ed. $10.95

The Military Book Club invites you to take

4 books
for only 98¢

if you join now and agree to accept only
4 selections or alternates during the coming year

¥ g
Counts As One Book
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903. Lincoln and His
Generals. T. Harry
Williams. . . . holds
the reader in sus-
pense.” N.Y. Times.
Pub. ed. $6.95

899. The Battle ‘for
North Africa. John
Strawson. Why did it
take 3 years? lllus.
Not avail. in Canada.
Pub. ed. $7.9!

892. The Geronimo
Campaign. Odie B
Faulk. Geronimo's
capture told against
backgroundof Indian
rights.Pub. ed.$6.00

242. The Rising Sun.
John Toland. Inside
Imperial Japan. Over
60 rare photos. 2
books, counts as one
Pub. ed. $12.95

896. The War in the
Air. The Royal Air
Force in World War
11. Anthology ed. by
Gavin Lyall. Illus
Pub. ed. $7.95

885. Iron Coffins
Herbert A. Werner
German U-boat cap
tain’'s memoirs of
submarine warfare in
W.W.11.Pub.ed.$7.95

898. The Supreme
Commander. The War
Years of General
Dwight D. Eisenhow-
er. Stephen E. Am
brose.Pub.ed.$10.00

893. A Leap to Arms.
Jack Cameron Dierks
Incredible story of
our “splendid little
war'' with Spain
Pub. ed. $6.95

890. Wars of Amer-
ica. Robert Leckie.
Every conflict, colo-
nial wars to Vietnam.
2-vols., 1,000 pages
Pub. ed. $12.50

359. Inside the Third
Reich. Albert Speer
Best-seller.''I recom
mend...withoutreser-
vations,"” N.Y. Times
Pub. ed. $12.50





