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BOOKS ABOUT THE WEST!

Books you can read and refer to over and over again!

OUTLAWS AND LAWMEN

100—WYATT EARP—THE UNTOLD STORY, by
Bartholomew. (328 pages, softbound) ‘“‘Document-
ed, and unvarnished, a treasure chest of forgotten
and buried facts. $2.95

101—WYATT EARP—THE MAN AND THE
MYTH, by Ed Bartholomew. (335 pages, soft-
bound) Limited to 1,000 copies. Almost 900
sources, including books, old newspapers, court
records and archives material. $2.95

102—A TEXAS RANGER, by N. A. Jennings.
(321 pages, hardback) A facsimile reprint of the
scarce 1899 edition. A wealth of material on John
Wesley Hardin, King Fisher, the Taylor-Sutton
feud and other border troubles. Regular price
$5.00. $2.95

103—OUTLAWS ON HORSEBACK, by Harry
Sinclair Drago. A history of bank and train rob-
bers who terrorized the prairies of Missouri,
Kansas, and Oklahoma. Full of exciting and color-
ful tales of Frank and Jesse James, the Dalton
Gang, etc. Regular price $5.00. $2.95

104—WESTERN HARD-CASES, by Ed Bartholo-
(191 pages, hardback) This book deals with

mew,
a hundred trouble-makers, some notorious, some
hardly known. Regular price $3.50. $2.95

106-—THE STORY OF THE TEXAS RANGERS,
by Walter Prescott Webb. This thrilling saga,
long out-of-print and in continuous demand, is
now available. It is the adventurous story of dedi-
cated men who fought against the outlaw breed of
three races—Anglo desperadoes, Mexican bandits,
and Indian warriors. Reprint. $6.95

106—BILL LONGLEY—A TEXAS HARD-CASE,
by Ed Bartholomew. (120 pages, paperback) One
of Texas’' most colorful outlaws, born to lose!

$1.95
108—UNDERCOVER FOR WELLS FARGO,
edited by Carolyn Lake. (280 pages, hardback)

Fred Dodge, special agent, gives the lowdown on
New Mexico—stage robberies, train holdups, ete.
Regular price $6.95. Extra Special! $3.50

110—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.
Only $1.00

111--ROY BEAN, Law West of the Pecos by C.
L. Sonnichsen. A witty, authenticated biography
of one of the rough-and-ready immortals of the

old West. Illustrated. (207 pages, hardback.)
$2.95
112—DESPERATE MEN by James D. Horan.

Based on the hitherto unrevealed files of the Pink-
erton Detective Agency. The Jesse & Frank James
gang, the Youngers, Butch Cassidy and many more
are all here, $2.95

113—THE OUTLAW TRAIL—THE STORY OF
BUTCH CASSIDY And The ‘“Wild Bunch” by
Charles Kelly. 374 pages, hardback. Pictures and
indexed. A REAL BARGAIN §2.95

114—A DYNASTY OF WESTERN OUTLAWS by
Paul I. Wellman. Illustrated by Lorence Bjorklund.
384 pages, hardback. Indexed—and all the out-
laws are there! OUR SPECIAL PRICE $3.75
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TREASURE HUNTERS!

STRIKE IT RICH

207—TREASURE HUNTING WITH A METAL
DETECTOR by Marvin & Helen Davis. Pictures
(many in beautiful full color) and prices of hun-
dreds of Treasures, Coins & Relics. Metal detector
instructions by recognized authorities. Published
at $6.75. NOW ONLY $2.95.

PUBLISHED AT $12.50
A REAL BARGAIN $5.95

by Noel M. Loomis

| for gifts!
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200—LOST MINES OF THE GREAT SOUTH-
WEST, by John D Mitchell. (202 pages, hardback)
This book has dug up some of the thousands of
legends 2bout the hidden treasures of the Indians
and the Spaniards. Two fold-out maps and index.
Regular price $7.50 $5.95

202—LOST MINES AND BURIED TREASURES
ALONG THE OLD FRONTIERS, by John D.
Mitchell. (260 pages, hardback) Another excellent
compilation of myths and legends. Good reading,
and a good guide to gold hunting. Fold-out map
and index. Regular price $7.50. $5.95

203—DIG FOR PIRATE TREASURE, by Robert
1. Nesmith. (302 pages, hardback) Prints, draw-
ings, maps and authentic information on buried
and sunken treasure which still remains to be
discovered—or recovered. Tells about the people
who are finding treasure and how to hunt for
treasure properly. Photos and index. Regular
price $6.00. $2.95

204—LOST BONANZAS: Tales of the Legendary
Lost Mines of the American West, by Harry Sin-
clair Drago. (276 pages, hardback) True tales of
high adventure, about genuine lost gold and silver
mines. Includes the Lost Dutchman, Adams Dig-
gings, the Gunsight, and the Breyfogle. Regular
price $5.00. Special! $2.95

205—GOLD RUSH ALBUM, Editor in Chief,
Joseph Henry Jackson. (244 pages, hardback) The
complete story of the greatest treasure hunt in
history—the 1849 California Gold Rush; 352 au-
thentic first-hand pictures accompany the text and
help recreate this vivid and unforgettable epic of
the West. Index and maps. Regular price $10.00.

$5.95

206—SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA TREASURES by
Rascoe. Over 80 Treasure Tales! Considered by
many to be the best True Clue Treasure book
ever done on this rich old state. A best seller at
$4.00—OUR SPECIAL PRICE $1.75.

PUBLISHED AT $22.50
OUR SPECIAL PRICE $9.95
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INDIANS
300—AMONG THE COMANCHES AND APACH-

ES, by Edwin Eastman. (304 pages, hardback) A
facsimile reprint (limited to 1,000 copies) of the
scarce 1879 edition. A true autobiography relating
the Indian captivity of husband and wife. Wood-
cuts. Regular price $5.00. $2.95

301—BREEDS AND HALF-BREEDS, by Gordon
Speck. (361 pages, hardback) Accounts of the in-
terpreter-guides (almost all with some Indian
blood) and the part they played on the Northern
and Western frontiers. Over 50 illustrations and
15 maps. Regular price $7.50. Special! $3.95

302—A PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE AMERI-
CAN INDIAN, by Oliver La Farge. 350 illustra-
tions, many full color plates. The Indians’ story
from the arrival of the first white men to the
present in a handsome 9% x 1214 volume. Rare
and fascinating pictures. Regular price $7.50. $4.95
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304—THE CUSTER MYTH, by Col. W. A.
Graham. Illustrated with over 100 photos, maps,
drawings, as well as the Dustin Bibliography. It
gives a colorful account of the Battle of the Little
Big Horn, the events leading up to it, including
the aftermath, and the famous Benteen letters and

Indian accounts. Regular price $10.00

Special! $5.95
305—INDIAN AND ESKIMO ARTIFACTS OF
NORTH AMERICA, by C. Miles. Over 2,000 ex-
amples, including 7 color plates, all of the major
kinds of North American native-made artifacts—
tools, weapons, pottery, basketry, boats, regalia,
ete, from as far back as pre-Columbian times.

Size 83, x 1114. Regular price $25.00.
Extra Special! $7.95




06—THE LAST CAPTIVE. Herman Lehmann’s
tory in his own words and commentary by author,
.. C. Greene. Lehmann, abducted by Indians in
fason County, Texas when eleven years old, be-
ame an Apache warrior ,an outcast, and later the
dopted son of Quanah Parker. A classic of
\merican frontier narratives. Here is your op-
rortunity to have the complete, authentic an
~hmann life story in this distinguish ume
vith many pictures. Published at $8.95.

Our Special Price, only $7.50

08—FIGHTING INDIAN WARRIO rue
‘ales of the Wild Frontiers, by E. A. B 1.
\ccurate accounts of Indian battles, more dra-
natic and exciting than any fiction. (853 pages,
ardback.) Originally $5.95. Ov~ Price $2.95

09—INDIAN MASKS & MYTHS OF THE WEST,
y Joseph H. Wherry, award winning author and
ndian authority. (273 pages, hardback.) Au-
horitative mythological index and many illustra-
jons. A must for a real insight into Indian cul-
ure. Published at $10.00. Our price, only $5.95

L0—DICTIONARY OF THE AMERICAN INDIAN
y John Stoutenburgh, Jr. Here at last is a com-
rehensive book of Indian phrase, lore and history
1at clarifies terms often used incorrectly. Hard-
ound, 459 pages. Originally $10.00.

NOW ONLY $2.95

[1—I FOUGHT WITH GERONIMO by Jason
etzinez with W. S. Nye. Authentic, exciting text,
ictures, maps. Index, $2.95

12—WILD LIFE ON THE PLAINS AND HOR-
ORS OF INDIAN WARFARE by a corps of
»mpetent authors and artists. 592 pages. Many
xcellent illustrations. Originally published at
20.50. AN EXCEPTIONAL VALUE AT $4.95

13—GEORGE CATLIN AND THE OLD FRON-
TER, A Biography and Picture Gallery of the
lean of Indian Painters by Harold McCracken.
8 full-color, 130 black & white reproductions.
‘ublished at $18.50. We're proud to be able to
ffer this beautiful volume. $6.95

THE AMERICAN WEST

)1—WELLS FARGO: An Illustrated History, by
. M. Loomis. (344 pages, hardback) Over 300
letures. The complete story of this fabulous stage
ne, from its inception to the present. Indexed.
egular price $12.50. Special! $5.95

2—THE BEST OF TRUE WEST, edited by Joe
. Small. (317 pages, hardback) In this sampler
" the West, you will find a wide variety of
ories about our heritage—a colorful, exciting
knorama by such gifted writers as J. Frank
pbie, Fred Gipson, Homer Croy, Curtis Bishop
ad Walter Prescott Webb—selected to excite, in-
rm, and always, to entertain. Pen and Ink
letches. Only $6.95

M—RAILROADS OF THE BLACK HILLS, by
ildred Fielder. (176 pages, hardback) An excit-
g history of the railroads, the calamities and
tumphs and the men who fought for their suc-
38. 200 superb photos, maps, and charts. Bibli-
raphy. Regular price $12.95. $5.95

5—RAILS WEST, by George B. Abdill. (191
es, hardback) ‘“A collector’s album of a vanish-
& era in railroadiana,” packed full of dramatic
otos, tales and legends of trains, terminals,
ik towns and engines. Regular price $12.50.
Special! $5.95

RDER NOW and SAVE!

MWESTERN BOOK COMPANY
#.0. Box 3338, Austin, Texas 78764
.IST BOOK NUMBERS AND PRICES BELOW.

406—TEXAS UNDER ARMS: 1836-1846, by
Gerald S. Pierce. (268 pages, hardback) The first
complete study of all the important military
establishments of the Republic of Texas. It gives
the history, function, location and occupancy of
more than 30 principal military towns, 53 public
and private forts, and 130 military camps and
posts. Maps. Regular price $10.00. Only $8.50

407—TEXAS FOLK MEDICINE, compiled and
edited by John Q. Anderson. (91 pages, hardback)
A collection of 1,333 folk cures, remedies, and
preventatives of old-time ‘‘do-it-yourself” docter-
ing. Woodcuts. Only $5.00

408—THE HOUSTON STORY, by Ed Bartholo-
mew. (240 pages, softbound) A chronicle of the
City of Houston and the man, Sam Houston, from
the battle of San Jacinto to the War Between the
States, 1836-1865. (Second printing Sept. 1961.)

Only $2.50
409—COWPOKES, NESTERS, & SO FORTH, by
Judge Orland L. Sims. (297 pages, photos, hard
back) Now in his eighties the Judge is as out-
spoken as ever and his wit just as biting. It will
inform, amuse, entertain, offend, or maybe please
you to the point of recommending the book to
others. Regular price $8.50. Only $7.25

413—THE LONG LONG TRAIL: A Reminiscence,
by Virginia Weisel Johnson. (184 pages, hardback)
Written so that the Mountain West may be un-
derstood by generations who will never see it as
it once existed. Regular Price $3.95. $2.45

414—HEROES WITHOUT GLORY: Some Good
Men of the Old West, by Jack Schaefer. (323
pages, hardback) The famous author of Shane
rescues ten little-known ‘‘good guys” from his-
torical oblivion. Regular price $6.95.

Special! $3.95
4156—THE OLD SANTA FE TRAIL, by W, H.
Ryus. (159 pages, hardback) A true account of
incidents that ha d along the old Santa Fe
Trail in the 1860s. (Reprint) Only $2.95

416—NEW MEXICO AND COLORADO IN 1881,
by C. M. Chase. (233 pages, hardback) Reprint of
twenty-eight letters written by the editor of the
Vermont Union, Lyndon, Vermont. The original
is quite scarce. Chase gives his views on “wicked”
towns in Kansas, mining areas, Indians, the morals
of Raton, ete. Territorial history with plenty of
adventure. (Reprint) Only $2.95

417—STUBBORN FISHERMAN. It is' Western
Americana on the Texas and Southern Gulf
coasts—a must for those who want all sides of
pioneer life. Instead of a horse “Florida Roberts”
rode a fishing boat off the Florida and Texas Gulf
coasts. Through hurricanes, disaster, courtship,
marriage—it is the lifetime adventure of a real
maverick. Regular price $6.95. $4.95

418—THE BOOK OF THE AMERICAN WEST
prepared under the direction of the noted historian,
Jay Monaghan 608 pages, hardbound. A truly
beautiful book for gift giving. Authentic text,
profusely illustrated in black and white and color.
A front cover drawing by Frederic Remington.
Indexed. A must for everyone who enjoys reading
about the way the West really was. Published at
$22.50. Our Extra Special Price $9.95

419—PIONEERS OF THE BLACK HILLS, or
“Gordon’s Stockade Party in 1874” by David Aken,
one of the party. A thrilling narrative of Da-
kota adventure, hardships, laughable episodes, and
startling experiences, Hardback. Only $2.95

420—SADDLES AND SPURS, Saga of the Pony
Express, by Mary Lund Settle and Raymond W.
Sattle. Many unpublished photographs and a fas-
cinating, accurate narrative. (217 pages, hard-
back.) $2.95

Enclosed is $

a soparate sheet of paper if you do not wish to damage this magazine.
Please include 25¢ postage per book for U.S.A. orders—all others 50¢
per book. Book orders $30.00 or more shipped postpaid.

421 —-BEFORE BARBED WIRE. Mark H. Brown
and W. R. Felton collaborated on the text that
accompanies 125 photographs by L. A. Huffman,
the frontier photographer who has been called the
Brady of the West. 254 pages, hardback, 814”x11”.
Makes an outstanding gift. Was $10.00. Only $5.95

423—THE ILLUSTRATIONS OF FREDERIC
REMINGTON, commentary by Owen Wister. Over
200 illustrations, a beautiful hardbound, 192 page
edition, AN EXCEPTIONAL VALUE. $4.95

424—GREAT AMERICAN CATTLE TRAILS, The
Story of the Old Cow Paths of the East and the
Longhorn Highways of the Plains by Harry Sin-
clair Prago. Pictures and index. 274 pages, hard-
bound. SPECIAL $2.95

4256—CATTLE KINGS OF THE STAKED PLAIN,
by George A. Wallis. 164 pages, hardbound, with
index. A must for everyone interested in the old
days and ranches. ONLY $2.95

426—ACROSS THE WIDE MISSOURI by Bernard
DeVoto. A beautiful book, a powerful and vast
narrative of the winning of the West. Almost 100
illustrations—a third of them in color. 483 pages,
indexed. Published at $12.50.

A REAL BARGAIN $5.95

427—TWO CAPTAINS WEST, An Historical Tour
of the Lewis and Clark Trail. Illustrations, pic-
tures, maps, index in 235 pages, beautifully de-
signed. This book will be treasured. Was $10.00.

NOW ONLY $5.50

428—RAND McNALLY’S PIONEER ATLAS OF
THE AMERICAN WEST. Contains facsimile re-
productions of rare and priceless maps, ete. from
the 1876 First Edition. Also contemporary ma-
terial. The perfect gift or addition to your own
library. Was $10.00. OUR SPECIAL PRICE $4.95

429—THE MEMOIRS OF EDWARD LAROCQUE
TINKER. A fascinating account of a colorful
career with the great and near-great and events
that shaped the destiny of the frontier. 332 pages.
This beautiful hard-bound volume will make a
memorable gift. Rare Villa and Obregon pictures.
Published at $12.50. A REAL BARGAIN $7.90

430—LIFE OF PANCHO VILLA, Twenty Epi-
sodes. Sheila M. Ohlendorf’s brilliant translation
makes Elias L. Torres’ fascinating book available
in English for the first time. An insight into the
complex, unforgettable, cruel and gentle person-
ality that was Villa. OUR SPECIAL PRICE $6.95

431—A RANGER LEGACY by Dan E. Kilgore. A
distinguished volume, a colorful new insight with
material available thru no other source. An un-
told story of 1823 Rangers; early names, rank,
ages, etc. Foreword by Col. Wilson E. Speir. A
book to own or to give with pride. Only $6.95

CHECK THESE PAGES
FOR NEW TITLES
EVERY MONTH!

SEE PAGE 68

for beautiful, inexpensive books
on Antiques, Collectibles, and
the answer to all your gift prob-
lems for every occasion.

. List book numbers and prices below, or on

Name.
Yes [] This is a gift. ;
Ne [J Address
Gift card to read from City

State

Zip

- -]

- ALL AT BARGAIN PRICES 1
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DEALERS! Get in on one of the fastest
growing hobbies! Call (503) 357-7117.

Compass 1 }TZI

amachmes

find gold...rare
coms. . .treasure

Family fun for mom, dad and the kids!

YUKON “NUGGET"”
METAL DETECTOR

$99.50

GUARANTEED TO
DETECT ANY COIN
DEEPER THAN COM-
PETITIVE DETECTORS
COSTING AS MUCH
AS $125 OR MORE!

® T-R INDUCTION
BALANCE DESIGN

EXCLUSIVE g
WIDE-SCAN \
SEARCH LOOP

HEADSET INPUT / Detects
Gold, Copper,

IS‘B#FJ-IS-TABLE #  Silver, Brass,
/ Bottle Dumps

METAL 4 Through Dirt,
THRESHOLD Rocks, Concrete,
TUNING Boards and
CONTROL Water.

USES
iR 4 7 OTHER T-R
AL ¢ MODELS UP
SATTERiEs 1 TO THE $264.50
! PROFESSIONAL
(for those desiring

DEALERS! Call ; the best)

(503) 357-7117,
e COMPASS
1 ELECTRONICS CORP.
Dept. 156

3700 24th Ave., Box 366
Forest Grove, Ore. 97116

[] Enclosed is my.check for
$103.50 which includes postage
for one each NUGGET detector
with operating instructions.

[J PLEASE SEND FREE, COLORFUL BROCHURE

NAME

ADDRESS —

CITY _

STATE
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True West

All True—AIll Fact—Stories of The Real Wesl

PAT WAGNER JOE AUSTELL SMALL ROBERT SMALL
Editor Publisher General Mgr.
Mary Sanders Bill Seymour Marilyn White Mildred Holley
Editorial Asst. Design / Production Circulation Mgr. Advertising

“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of gre
bistorical value and should be preserved in all the libraries of the country.”
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.
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WANdERluST

TRUE ADVENTURE IN FAR PLACES
seceers of A HAREM GIRL

08
Spring, 1974
60¢

®

{DERLUST!

RUE ADVENTURE IN FAR PLACES

DANGERS OF THE AMAZON HEADWATERS
Y~ CATCHING CONDORS BARE-HANDED o LOST IN THE SOUTH SEAS
" pio THE "LADY BE GOOD” HAVE A SURVIVOR?

The only magazine of its kind on earth—something brand new
under the sun—true swashbuckling travel-adventure stories of
far-away places with hard-to-pronounce names!

Dadburnit! How can we “‘explain’’ a magazine? We can't even
explain the lust to wander, but that's what it's all about. There
was something in our old caveman grandpappy that has never
been bred out—a restless longing to match wits on unfamiliar
ground! So this is not just another “‘travel”’ magazine. Note the
contents of issues Nos. 1, 2, and 3. If they quicken your pulse,
pick up No. 3 at a newsstand or BE A CHARTER SUBSCRIBER
and save! If it isn't on your favorite newsstand, ask why.

SPECIAL CHARTER SUBSCRIPTION RATES!

QUARTERLY NOW; BI-MONTHLY SOON!

6 ISSUES FOR $3.00
K EXTRA SPECIAL! 12issues, $5.00

—this saves you $2.20 over regular rates!

WANDERLUST No. 1: True articles with pix on
GALAPAGOS ISLANDS, ALASKA, TUNISIA, ARA-
BIA, BRAZIL, SOUTH SEA ISLANDS, HONDURAS,
PAKISTAN, AMERICA, TURKEY, and COLOMBIA.

WANDERLUST No. 2: VENEZUELA: Death in the
Diamond Mines. PHILIPPINES: Bitten by a King
Cobra! MEXICO: Smuggling Chinese into the
U. S. NEW GUINEA: Mudmen: Photos shocking
—story true. SPAIN: The Real “H. R. Hughes”
—Mrs. Clifford Irving. SOUTH SEAS: Somerset
Maugham’s Closest Call. AFRICA: Congo Cuisine
(Cannibalism). ASIA: A Girl Alone Crosses Af-
ghanistan on a Motor Bike! CHINA: The Terrify-
ing Side of Hong Kong. EGYPT: Gold of the
Pharaohs. VIET NAM: U. S. Civilians Fight for
Their Lives. BURMA: Man-eating Tiger. HAITI:
Exploring the Voodoo Nation. ARCTIC: Canada’s
Remote Port Radium. ETHIOPIA: The Great Rift
Valley. WORLDWIDE: A Beautiful Girl’s Never-
ending Lust for Adventure.

WANDERLUST No. 3: SAHARA DESERT: Did The
“lady Be Good” Have A Survivor? ANDES:

wanuary-February, 1974

Catching Condors Bare-Handed. MOROCCO: Se-
crets of a Harem Girl. SOUTH PACIFIC: Lost in
the South Seas. ECUADOR: Dangers of the
Amazon Headwaters. ASIA: “Cherry Night” in
a South Vietnam Bawdy House. WESTERN U. S.:
Mysterious Life and Death Struggles of the
Animal Kingdom. BAHAMAS: There’s Another
World Under the Sea. TUNISIA (Cover Story):

Berber Cave-Dwellers. AUSTRALIA: Attacked by
Killer Shark! BOLIVIA: Lake of Death—Under-
neath Its Placid Waters Lies a Fortune in Gold
Nuggets! HONG KONG: Boat People—OQutcasts
Secure on a World of Water. SWITZERLAND:
White Terror—Smothering is a Mean Way to
Die. MEXICO: Tracking the Mayan Treasures.
BE A CHARTER SUBSCRIBER!

Order on a separate sheet of paper if you don’t want to cut this magazine.
O O O O B M O N O N O N N N O W M O N N O O O O
|

WANd ERlUST P.O. Box 3338-TW /Austin, Texas 78764

Enclosed $. for my subscription to Wanderlust magazine

for (check one): [ 6 issues for $3.00 [ 12 issues for $5.00

Please start my subscription with the issue checked below:
[J WANDERLUST #1 [] WANDERLUST #2 [J] WANDERLUST #3

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY STATE ZIP.
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Wheat Men

I’d like to compliment Earl Snipes on
his “Wheat Harvest and Moonshine.” It’s
great! I know—was on similar threshing
crew around Larned, Kansas in 1920, as
so well brought out by Snipes. He must
have been there—no fictional imaginative
“yarner” could write such. Even the rain
he knew of . . . so do I. My crew stayed
a week or ten days doing nothing but
eating and trying to keep dry. I finally
tired of it and went home to the hills
of Taney County, Missouri where my
Ozark Men was written—by living it.—
Claud Napier, General Delivery, Forsyth,
Missouri 65653

Dean Swimming Hole

I read your story in the April issue
about the 180-pound garfish caught in
1896 in White River near Batesville,
Arkansas. Some boys were swimming in
or near the swimming hole where the
big gar was caught. It was known as the
Dean Swimming Hole. My father, Henry
Hightower, was one of the white boys at
that same place where the little Negro
boy disappeared. He told me the story
when I was a little girl. My grandfather
and grandmother had raised this little
Negro boy, Dean, from a baby as his par-
ents were dead and he had no other fam-
ily—Walsie Hightower Turner, Star
Route 2, Box 565, 29 Palms, California
92277

Bringing Home the Cook

I have every issue you ever printed of
TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES,
OLD WEST, BADMAN and GOLD ex-
cept the first issue of TRUE WEST. If
you cannot furnish me with it and you
were to print this letter, I am sure some-
one would write and offer to make me a
deal on that issue. Your magazines have
put together a story history unequaled
by any other publisher and no one should
miss an issue.

In your June 1973 issue of TRUE
WEST (the story “Bringing Home the
Cook”) the picture of the old log house
is great and I have been in that house
many times. I know every one of those
old-timers as I was raised within twelve
miles of that spot on a little cow ranch
on the Missouri River. The story was by
Walt Coburn, and he told it as no one
else could have! The first man I ever
saw on the Missouri River was none other
than George L. Bickler. That was the
winter of 1910-11.—Ben Garthofner, 1019
Laredo Circle, Boise, Idaho 83705
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Haunstine Story

In the April 1973 issue, there is a letter
from Wesley Curlile, Johnstown, Nebras-
ka 69214 pertaining to the Haunstine
tragedy. Years ago I recall my mother
telling of the hanging of a Jake Haun-
stine and even pointed out the tree he
was hanged on. This tree, all stripped of
leaves and bark,was about a mile from
our homestead. We homesteaded in Sand
Valley which is about six miles west of
Callaway and fifteen or twenty miles
north of Cozad. Roten Valley is not too
far from Sand Valley, maybe five or six
miles south and west.

Mr. Curlile called Mr. Haunstine, Al-
bert E.; was Jake just a nickname or
was I too young to get all the story? I
hope a back issue I have ordered (the
February, 1972) will tell me more.—Guy
Brabham, 584 Kopmeier Drive, Pewau-
kee, Wisconsin 53072

Below, Callaway, Nebraska, no date.

“;Nﬁ

Vital Statistics

In reading the October 73 story, “The
Lubbock Brothers Changed Texas” page
25, the very first line states “Both Tom
and Francis were born in South Carolina;
Francis on October 16, 1851 and Tom two
years later.”

Now, on page 26, paragraph three, it
states, “On February 5, 1835 Francis
married Adele Baron.” Born 1851—mar-
ried 1835—huh?—Jim LaBella, 194 Cam-
bridge Drive, East Hartford, Connecti-
cut 06118

Doesn’t seem possible, does it? And, in
fact, it isn’t except under certain con-
trolled circumstances. First you need the
very latest in electric typewriters. Then
you sit down, sort of foggy-minded (but
resolute), and transpose the last two
digits of the birthdate. By changing 1815
to 1851, you’ve lopped about thirty-six
years off the groom’s age and consequent-

ly can get him married sixteen years be-
fore he was born.

We like to print unusual material in
our magazines, but not this unusual!
Thanks, Jim, for pointing out the mis-
take; we’ll try to watch it a little better
in t future.

San Miguel

Thi rticle titled “Sheriffs of San
Miguel” by Milton W. Callon in the Au-
gust TRUE WEST is quite impressive.
From what I have read and heard about
New Mexico politics in the early days,
it runs true to form. I was especially in-
terested in the item on page 13 wherein
Governor Hinkle granted an immediate
pardon to Carl McGee, editor of the New
Mexico Tribune who had been convicted
and sentenced to a year in jail by a
kangaroo court.

When I wrote The Trail Boss, the plot
was laid on the old Concho Land and
Cattle Company ranch. That ranch was
established by the late R. L. Dunman.
In honor and deference to Mrs. Dun-
man’s French ancestry, he branded
“Fleur de Lis.” When the company
bought the ranch, they changed the cattle
brand to a small D on the left jaw and
O H on the left hip. They branded their
horses with a D with a bowl down on
the left shoulder. When they closed out,
they turned something like a thousand
head of stock horses. When my father
bought the last of the company’s saddle
horses for the British army, I recall that
two or three of the older horses which
were unacceptable to the British bore the
Fleur de Lis brand. When I wrote The
Trail Boss, for the sake of simplicity
I called the brand “Tree Top” which was
about as near to the Fleur de Lis as I
could make it. Otherwise the description
of the terrain, such as rivers and creeks
and the Brady Mountain, was authentic.

After the book was published I got a
letter from ex-Governor John Hinkle.
He said that he knew the country and
the livestock very well because he had
worked on that ranch as a cowboy. He
mentioned the names of some of the men
he had worked with. The only one that
I knew personally was the late John Hen-
derson of Coleman. He stated that he had
recently passed through Coleman and
visited with John Henderson. At the time
I got the letter, Mr. Hinkle was Presi-
dent of the First National Bank of Ros-
well. He also sent me a small booklet he
had written entitled Cowboys of the
Pecos. In some of the letters that passed
back and ‘forth between the late Milll
Hinkle and myself, I asked him if he
were related in any way to Governon
Hinkle of New Mexico. He did not an-
swer that question.—Walter Gann, 31664
Scenic Drive, South Laguna, Califor
nia 92677

Jesse James in Texas

Mrs. Florence Dannelley sent me a clip-
ping from your June 1972 issue of the
article by Fred M. Truett, “A Strangen
Rode With the Posse.”

Your story in regard to Jesse James
being in Grayson County, Texas is o
interest. As you probably know, Quan
trill was also there at one time. I amw

(Continued on page 72)
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FOR THIS, MEN HAVE

Crossed continents—and double-
crossed friends—

Conquered nation nd surren-

dered their so

Settled states—and unsettied
hearts and minds—

Been cursed and cured—known
power and pain—

Sacrificed, squandered it, lusted
for it, lived for it—and
many, many have died for it.

But the lure and the lore live on—
the desire for it never
diminishes—

ITS
GOLD!

This is the special excitement, enchant-
ment and adventure we're attempting
to bring you in our 7th Edition of
GOLD! ALL TRUE—AND HERE ARE
JUST A FEW OF THE TITLES IN OUR
SUMMER, 1974 ISSUE!

BLACK HILLS SURVIVOR...TOUGHER THAN THE YUKON...

GOLD FIELD TIPS ... SPANISH GOLD MINE FABULOSO. ..

PHANTOM CREW OF A TREASURE SHIP ... GHOST VOICE OF SILVER
MOUNTAIN . . . AND SO MUCH MORE!

; . GOLD! 1,
Order NOW. . Western Publications, Inc. Dept. TW ‘
§ P.O.Box 3338 Austin, Texas 78764 ‘g
AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND, ONLY | Fleasesend —_ copylies) of GOLD! #7 |
: 60 lus 25 e r C . !
§0¢, OR USE THIS COUPON TO ORDER. | © °F P %5 postae percopy w-
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JDF GOLD! EVERY ONE A COLLECTORS’ | ociy State Zip :

i (If you don’t want to cut this magazine, order on a sheet of paper.) !
TEM! SEE PAGE 69. : ‘
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When men face each other to settle their differences

East and the other looking West. It’s the same witl
stand" Here, a cattleman tries (¢

Merino ram (domestic)

T THE TIME, it wasn’t called the

“Delta County Sheep War” because
the whole affair didn’t last long and only
a few people were involved, but it may
have contributed to a six-gun duel and,
as a matter of fact, quite a few sheep
were killed.

It was, probably, the closing episode in
the historic open-range confrontations
between sheepmen and cattlemen. Some
people will be surprised that I've decided
to tell the story; others will believe
critically that I should have let sleeping
dogs lie.

Still others, in this day of popularizing
events of the “Old West,” will suppose
that I’'m trying to gain a place in the
past which I don’t deserve or that what
I say is the prattling of an old man.’

6

None of these judgments, and I don’t
care what they are, will hit the mark.
I’'m not proud of what happened, but
neither am I ashamed. At the time, it
had to be done. Now, my only concern
is to tell it as it was, for the first time.

Wilson Rockwell, in his books, Uncom-
pahgre Country and Sunset Slope, other
authors, and newspapers have devoted
time and space to the killing of sheep by
a mysterious band of “night riders” along
Colorado’s Delta-Mesa County Line dur-
ing March 1916, and to the gun battle
in the Escalante Canyon between Ben
Lowe and Cash Sampson in June 9, 1917.

Those who told the stories were
hampered because they didn’t know who
had done what. The commitments I owed
to others in the past are over; I am the

only survivor and the story can be tole

ATTLE came to Western Coloradd
first, some twenty years ahead of thw
sheep, and it wasn’t until the late 1890
that the sheepmen began to shove int
what had been traditionally cow cour
try.

Over the years there had been sporadi
shooting and blood-letting, threats, raidl
on sheep camps, and stampedes of herc
over cliffs, executed by cowmen to keey
the despised woollies off the range. Bw
the sheepmen had persevered—like au
army of white ants, they kept on stream
ing their sheep into the country, endu:
ing the enmity and ill will of the cowbow
—pushing, pushing.

Previously an uneasy, tacit practie

True Wes



At left, view of a portion of the Escalante Ranch. Carl Gilbert in distance pushing

cattle (arrow).

had established the north side of the
Gunnison River, between Delta and
Grand Junction, for winter sheep range,
and the country to the south of the river
was used exclusively for cows.

Most of the land on both sides of the
river was open range, owned by the

My father, William T. (Bill) Gilbert,
came to Colorado from Texas in 1903,
moved his family, and worked for three
years punching cows for the Club Ranch,
located near what is now Uravan. We
went back to Texas in 1906 but returned
to the Delta area in 1909, when Dad went

Above, Carl Gilbert holding the .351 Win-
chester semi-automatic rifle he used durin
the raid on the sheepmen’s camp. At left,
dehorning on the Escalante ranch around
1914. Left to right: Bill Gilbert, Zoe lebeﬂ
Leonard Wynn, and Carl Gilbert. ‘

My brother, Zoe, had similar experi-
ences but, being younger, he spent more
time at home, working on the ranch for
Dad who, by the winter of ’16, was run-
ning more cows than other ranchers i
the Escalante. He had added the Blum-
berg spread by that time and that wa‘s

heir views will never be the same. One will be looking

rouble of any kind = how does it look from where you

xplain the

Reprinted with permission from The Daily Sentinel; From Colorade West, Sunday, Dec. 31, 1972

federal government but subject to no
Eartlcular regulation or control at that
ime

Ranchers, by custom, simply had
grazed their cows on government land
pdjacent to their patented or home-
isteaded ranches, using whatever they
meeded and could control, regulated
jlamong themselves (not always without
krouble!) according to the number of
cattle they owned.

But in late February 1916, Howard
M.athrop, a sheepman who lived in Mon-
krose, looked south of the river and de-
icided that the grass there was longer
or better or greener—anyway, a place
hhis sheep should go. And so he proceeded
Ko put them there, sheep driven right into
®he heart of cow range!

January-February, 1974

to work for the Utah-Colorado Cattle
Company.

In 1911, he and a brother-in-law, Floyd
Frost, bought a ranch in the Escalante
Canyon, about thirty-five miles south-
west of Delta, and began raising cattle.
For three or four years, he and Uncle
Floyd alternated by the year, one run-
ning the ranch and the other “working
out” for either the Club or U-C outfits
located on the other side of the Uncom-
pahgre Plateau, south from the Esca-
lante. In 1914 or 1915, Uncle Floyd sold
out to Dad and went back to Texas.

I got my first job and punched cows
for the U-C during 1910-11, worked on
the Dick Blumberg ranch in the Escalante
in 1912-13, and rode for the Club from
1914 until January 1916.

By CARL M. GILBERT

Photos Courtesy Author

probably the reason that both Zoe and :I
were home then—to help with the addl-
tional cattle.

THE FIRST indication we had tha‘ft

Lathrop intended to put sheep on 0\3
side of the Gunnison was when his he
ers and hired hands built a “hangm
bridge” (suspension by cables of a walk-
way, permitting single-file traffic) across
the river, several miles downstream from
the mouth of Escalante Creek.

On the day after it was finished, fo r
cowboys, Ben Lowe, Don Musser, Torp
Brent, and my brother Zoe, rode do
to the bridge just as the first sheep were
being put across. They were, of cours%l,
pretty hot about what was going on an
told the herders that they’d better “tur‘p

1
r
|



those sheep around and get ’em back
over where they belong.”

Things milled around for a while and
not wanting any more serious head-to-
head action, and thinking that their ad-
vice would be heeded, the boys came home.

Instead, as soon as they were out of
sight, the herders began drifting the
sheep some ten to twelve miles to the

‘southwest toward Dominguez Canyon,
square into the middle of range where
Escalante ranchers were wintering sev-
eral hundred head of cattle.

That put the fat in the fire, as far as
the cattlemen were concerned. Even had
they been inclined, there was no place to
go with the cattle. Up country, toward
the Uncompahgre summer range, there
was deep snow. Along the Gunnison, both
east and west, other ranchers were win-
tering their herds. And for certain, the
range could not sustain the cows and
several thousand sheep. The sheep had
to go!

We had a meeting at the Musser place
early in March. Not all of the ranchers in
the canyon were at the first meeting but
they all agreed with what happened then
and later.

We knew that talking to Lathrop again
would do no good—he was hard and de-
termined. He’d proved that. There was
no use going to the sheriff because Lath-
rop hadn’t violated any written laws.
He’d pretty badly fractured the old Code
of the West, at least from the cattlemen’s
viewpoint, but that was not enforceable
in a court of law and, besides, then as
now legal suits took interminable time.
In the meanwhile, the cattle would
starve. .

And so, as often happened in the range
country, we decided to take our own ac-

Above, branding at Short Point Bunch Ground on the Uncompahgre. John Holland i
the third man from left: Elmer Reil (forest ranger) is fourth (has back to camera). Ma
standing at far right is Dan Musser, and to his left is Bill Gilbert, Carl’s father. Below

Carl Gilbert.

tion, not really concerned with whether
it was legal or not, nor apprehensive of
being caught.

We planned carefully to avoid doing
physical harm to any human, but we
intended to kill enough sheep to eternally
convince Lathrop that the south side of
the Gunnison was for cows.

AT FIRST, some of the other ranchers

were concerned about us Gilbert
boys; they felt that we were too young
to be involved. But Dad put the cap on
that shortly, by saying simply, “Don’t
worry about those boys.” At the time I
was nineteen and Zoe was eighteen.

The upshot was that we were included
in the party to raid the sheep, along with
four others: Dad, then forty-three; Ben
Lowe, who was forty-seven or forty-
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eight; Don Musser, thirty; and John Hil
key, who was in his thirties.

Dad, Zoe and I left our ranch late i
the evening on March 7, 1916 and wen
by the Hilkey place to pick up Johw
Then we rode up the Escalante Grade,
trail to the Uncompahgre, planning #
meet Ben Lowe and Don Musser at

‘trail-fork known as the Gunnison Trail.

When we got there, Ben and Don a
ready had a fire going because there ws
snow on the ground and it was cold. W
got warmed up and then all of us roc
to the west, then north, coming doww
country to the west of Camp Ridge, s
that we could approach the sheep bew
ground from above.

It was a long, cold ride and we cam
out on a high rim overlooking the shee
well before sunup. We waited until w
could see well, located the herder’s temw
and then began shooting into the shee
Alarmed, they started milling and whe
a bunch would break from the herd, wes
shoot the leaders to turn them back.

Through it all, we saw no sign of aw
tivity around the tent, no evidence «
the herder.

True We.
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I don’t know how many sheep were

n the herd and I don’t know how many

ve shot. Articles in the Delta and Grand
lunction newspapers reported the num-
rer killed at 200. I do know I fired
0 many rounds through my rifle that
he barrel got so hot I could hard‘ hold

The Grand Junction Sentinel ‘rted
hat officers who visited the™scene
vicked up over 200 empty shells, fired
rom .30-30 rifles, and some shell-boxes
vhich showed Delta cost marks. Most of
he men were using .30-30 carbines, but
ny rifle was a .351 Winchester auto-
natic, the only gun like it in the country.

still have it.

Certainly, if I’d been very worried
tbout committing a crime or getting
:aught, I would not have used that .351!

Anyway, after we had killed sufficient
theep for Lathrop to get the message, we
nounted up and rode home the way we’d
'ome and got back to the ranch in late
ifternoon on March 8.

We were surprised, as the days passed,
hat the sheep were not moved. Nothing
mut of the ordinary happened. As we had
xpected, sentiment in the area seemed to
upport the action we had taken; no
fficers-of-the-law came into the Ecalan-
e to investigate, not even Cash Sampson,
vho was a deputy sheriff in Delta Coun-
v and had been a brands and livestock
nspector and a deputy United States
narshal for several years previously.

But the sheep stayed, eating more and
nore grass. So we decided it had to be
lone again.

DN THE second raid, all of the ranch-
ers but one, Isaac Ward, were rep-
esented and I can’t remember why he
lidn’t go along.
Old-timers in the canyon, Bert Shreeves
nd Oscar Huffington, even prepared by
oing to Delta to buy new rifles and
mmunition! And 1 doubt that Oscar had
ver owned a gun before. I remember
im saying that.
Tom Brent, a relative newcomer who
ad purchased the old McCue ranch a
‘'ear or so earlier, was included and

Carl Gilbert breaking horses on the Escalante Ranch in Mesa County. His father, Bill Gilbert, watches.

[anuwary-February, 1974
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Sid Pace (left) and Carl Gilbert.

Harry Stockham, a friend of Don Musser,
had decided to go along. Harry, the son
of the president of the only bank in Delta,
owned a cattle spread on the Roubideau,
about twenty miles to the east, and he
was intent on preventing encroachment
by the sheepmen, too.

Nine of us met at the Shreeves ranch
in the evening of March 24, planned and
prepared for the second raid. Later, we
all rode to the McCue place where Tom
Brent was expecting us and had coffee
ready.

About midnight we mounted up and

rode out, this time down the canyon so

that we could approach the sheep from
below. In all there were ten men, the
original six: three Gilberts, Dad, Zoe,
and I; Don Musser; John Hilkey; Ben

Lowe, and four additional: Tom Brent,

Oscar Huffington, Bert Shreeves, an

-Harry Stockham.

The sheep were bedded on the sa
grounds as before and again we arrive
well before daybreak. Don Musser an
I worked our way carefully into som
rocks above the herders’ camp so that
could discourage any interference wit
the proceedings, and the other men pos
tioned themselves around the herd. Whe
it was light enough, someone signale
and the shooting began.

When the shooting stopped, a man ra
out of the herders’ tent and bega
saddling a white horse, evidently to g
for help. After he had the horse saddled,
but before he could mount, Don and
shot and killed the horse and, I think,
a pack mule tied in the brush behind tht
camp. The man disappeared back into th
tent and stayed there. !

camp until all the other fellows got

Don Musser and I kept watch over t}%

their horses and gave us a signal, the
we made our way to our horses which
were tied in another location. Don and 1
were to stay for a few minutes and fire
a few more shots so the herders would
not rush out until the other eight men
were out of reach.

This time we rode up and over Camp
Ridge to the southeast, avoiding the
possibility of meeting anyone on the
Escalante Road.

I don’t know how many sheep were
killed in the second raid either. The
Grand Junction paper reported 150; the
Delta Independent claimed 100. |

We were perhaps, a little more nervou
about the second raid, at least to the exj
tent of -making sure that we were no
seen on the way home, but I had used my
.351 automatic again and I doubt that
anyone tried to collect any of the spent
shells.

As a matter of fact, a few years later
I went back and found old brass and
some .351 size which went through my
rifle.

THE Grand Junction Sentinel reported
that an Ed Brown and several Mex-

|




ican herders had made a stand against
the attackers and had shot a horse from
under its rider. The herders purportedly
were guarding the horse and saddle until
_officers could arrive and the horse could
be identified for ownership.

The story was later retracted in the
Delta Independent, but we figured it
was a trap to get someone to claim
inadvertently that the story wasn’t true.
Either that or Ed Brown was so scared
that he didn’t recognize his own horse
after the shooting was over. In a way, I
couldn’t have blamed him.

To this day I’'m not sure whether the
shootings occurred in Delta or Mesa Coun-
ty. We had a home in Delta where my
mother and sister, Blanche, lived during
the winter (Zoe and I also stayed there
when we were in school) and we traded
and did business there.

I suppose that we would have expected,
if there were to be an investigation,
that it would have been by Delta County
Sheriff Mack A. Davis, or by his deputy,
Cash Sampson.

If there was any attempt to discover
who killed the sheep, it was neither im-
mediate nor obvious. But this time, How-
ard Lathrop understood. He moved his
sheep back to the north side of the Gun-
nison River!

Looking back, it’s possible that my
father may have been more concerned
about the eventual consequences of the
raids than I appreciated at the time. Al-
most immediately, in April 1916, I got a
job over in Utah with the Pace Company,
breaking horses and punching cows in
Castle Valley and on the north slopes of
the LaSal Mountains.

.At about the same time, Zoe went to
Arizona and rode for a year or two on
a ranch near Tucson. Maybe, with or
without design, Dad was happy to have
his boys away from and out of it.

In later years Blanche remarked about
a time when Dad strapped on and wore a
holstered gun. He’d always carried a
pistol in his chaps but I never saw him
with a gun belt around his waist. Blanche

J. D. Dillard of Bakersfield, California was
working in the Escalante area during the
Delta County troubles, and rode with many
of the participants at one time or another,
though never directly engaging in any of
the action against the sheepmen. Below,
Dillard in' the summer of 1916.

Below, for nearly two years during WW I, Carl Gilbert served in a remount station

at Camp Lewis, Washington breaking horses.

also remembers Mother telling Dad, “Bill,
if there’s going to be this kind of trouble,
let’s go somewhere else.”

I can only speculate that this may have
been while I was working in Utah.

OTHING DIRECT happened concern-
ing the raids so far as any rancher
ever w. But, in the late summer of
1916 h Sampson bought the Hilkey
ranch. In his eventual obituary, Cash
was identified as a prominent cattleman.
He was certainly well known, but as
a lawman, sheriff, brands and livestock
inspector, and a deputy United States
marshal. His brother-in-law, Jeff Dil-
lard, was a cattleman but as far as I
knew this was Sampson’s first attempt
at ranching.

I'd surmise that the ranchers in the
Escalante were suspicious that he had
been sent by the sheepmen to spy to get
evidence about the sheep killings. To my
knowledge, he never questioned or ac-
cused anyone, but I might not have
known because I was in Utah during the
time Cash lived in the canyon.

The gun battle on June 9, 1917 when
Cash Sampson and Ben Lowe killed each
other has been publicized widely and was
best described, probably, by Rockwell in
his book Uncompahgre Country, in the
chapter entitled “Delta.”

In newspaper articles at that time
there was speculation that Sampson and
Lowe had been feuding over the “mys-
terious disappearance” of cattle and that
Sampson had charged Lowe with cattle
rustling, time and again. Knowing Lowe,
I doubt that he would have taken such
an accusation, even from Sampson.

Another suggestion was made thal
Sampson, as an expert, had substantiated
a claim by the Hilkeys that Lowe hac
imposed his brand over theirs on a coll
and had caused the animal to be replev:
ined. Others believed that it was simply
a case of personal enmity, that Sampsor
and Lowe just naturally hated each other

No one will ever know what really
happened between Lowe and Sampson
but it is curious that no lawman or re-
porter ever got close enough to the situa-
tion to raise an obvious possibility, the
thought that was in the mind of every
cattleman in the Escalante—that Samp-
son was close to being able to prove whc
killed the sheep.

LMOST a year passed before anyon¢

made any association, at least public
ly, of the sheep episodes with the Lowe
Sampson shoot-out. Rockwell did: “Whil¢
Cash Sampson’s sympathies were witk
the cattlemen, as an officer of the law i
was his duty to oppose the forceful meas
ures occasionally taken by his hard
riding, quick-triggered friends. Sheep hac
been run over high bluffs, sheepherders
shot at, and some of their mules killed by
unidentified cowboys, who became knowy
as the Night Riders.

“Troublemakers told Ben Lowe tha'
Cash had taken sides with the sheepmer
and was out to arrest him as a ringleade)
of the cattle interest. . ..

“No one will ever know the momentoui
subject about which the two men wer:

(Continued on page 67)
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'OR tomahawk read assegai, for Co-

manche read Matabele . . . but for
oncord read Concord. It was not the
latte River but the crocodile infested
impopo—not the prairie but the open
nmapped veld of Africa—but the pas-
mngers were the same, gold miners flush
ith success or down on their luck,-ad-
inistrators going to new territosies, a
»w settlers, brave and hopeful, a Bag or
» of mail, money for the local bank, and
1e traveling salesman.

That was the stagecoach service of
ghty-odd years ago between Pretoria
1 South Africa and Salisbury in the
ewly acquired British territory of Rho-
gsia.

The straight, well engineered road that
ow runs north from South Africa for
ver 600 miles from the industrial heart
f South Africa into agricultural Rhode-
la was marked out by ruts made by the
and-hewn wheels of coaches built by
1e Abbot Downing Company of Con-
ord at a cost of $1,100. each. Two of
1em still exist—one in the National Mu-
sum at Bulawayo, another in the Jo-
annesburg Public Library.

The story of how these coaches from
mmerica opened up Central Africa goes
ack to 1890 when four enterprising
oung men, the Zeederburg Brothers,
pened up business in Pretoria to pro-
ide a regular service for Northern
‘ransvaal where gold seekers and ivory
unters were opening up the country.

When Cecil Rhodes, in search of glory

(ONCORDS
IN AFRICA

P

By NICHOLAS DUDLEY

Photo Courtesy Author

They worked in the
American West — hut did
you know they helped
open up the jungle too?

and gold, crossed the Limpopo and sub-\
dued the marauding hordes of Loben-
gula’s Matabele warriors, a way of trans-|
port to this new land north of the\
Limpopo was badly needed.

The Zeederburg brothers rose to the‘
challenge. Coaches they said, the coaches
that had opened up the American West—|
they were the only vehicles that could|
open up the vastness of the Rhodesian|
bushlands and negotiate the rugged|
mountain passes.

The Boers had relied on ox-wagons.|
But theirs had been the slow progress of|
self-contained settlers. What was needed
now was a regular and speedy service. |

In the tradition of Wells Fargo, letters
to miners and to settlers had been carried|
by dispatch riders. Now proper supplies|
were needed, shovels and dynamite whis-
key and flour to meet the growing needs|
of a pioneer population.

FROM Johannesburg to Salisbury the |
route covers the high lands of the
Central African plateau, dipping to the|
big rivers—scorching hot in summer with|
temperatures topping the hundred mark, |
freezing cold in winter, but rarely with|
snow except on the mountain peaks. It
was a route that crossed elephant trails|
and traversed lion country and that|
covered areas where tribesmen engaging
in cattle and women raids would often‘
fall foul of authority.
Although the route north from Preto-
(Continued on page 43)

The Zeederburg coach in the Africana Museum, Johannesburg, South Africa.
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A GOLDEN JESUS

R A B P P PP P P

By MAURICE KILDARE

Photos Courtesy Author
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THE Southwestern story of the golden

statue of Jesus appears to be made of
the shimmering silken fabric of folklore.
With no beginning and destined for no
ending, it will doubtless endure for all
time. Its gripping puzzle continues to
exert an intriguing hold on treasure
hunters, historians, and those who ap-
preciate legends for the grain of truth
most contain.

Tales of the golden Jesus were first
heard at roundup campfires in Arizona
and Utah more than fifty years ago and
several of the hardy men who hunted for
the statue have been friends down
through the years. The seemingly im-
possible story was neither believed nor
discredited. To me it appears like a lot
of wishful thinking, but even vague hope
can keep a legend—or a true tale—burn-
ing brightly in men’s minds.

There are scores of different stories but
all of them assert that the eight-foot
statue was cast in pure gold. While be-
ing transported west across southern
Utah the vehicle hauling it came to
grief in the Henry Mountains, and the

12

— famed artifact of the Henry Mountains

Homer Arhn, chief guide at
Navajo Mountain, had heard
all of the tales about the
Golden Jesus at Escalante
(Utah).

escort party buried the statue for secur-
ity. Someday they were going back for
it, of course, but they never did. The ac-
count was heard by the first Mormon
settlers reaching the environs of the
Great Salt Lake in 1846. It continued to
be discussed in succeeding years as they
moved south to occupy the fertile valleys.
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ibove, William (Old) Posey and his rene-
jade Piutes were suspected of killing nu-
nerous prospectors in the Henry Moun-
ains. At left, the San Juan River just above
he junction with the Colorado, near the
ipot the Spaniards were said to HKave
rossed with the golden statue.

THE massive, rugged Henry Mountains

are the highest in Garfield County
and several peaks are more than 11,000
feet in elevation. The villages of Esca-
lante and Boulder are sixty airline miles
west. The Henrys, reaching south to the
Colorado River, are surrounded by des-
erts, semi-arid lands and other moun-
tain ranges. Although the flat lands are
occupied by a few widely scattered stock-
men, the entire magnificent area is
practically untouched. As Utahans as-
sert, “There could be anything in that
area of several hundred square miles!”

While the existence of the golden Je-
sus cannot be documented with any known
records, it fits in with another story, also
without substantiation. This concerns the
great treasure of Montezuma, believed to
have been sent north from Mexico City,
guarded by a huge army and cached in a
vast network of tunnels in southern
Utah. Many years ago the people of Ka-
nab, and at Fredonia across the border of
Utah, organized and set forth to locate
it

Though they failed, they did discover
tunnels cut into the solid mass of white-
gray cliffs a few miles east of Kanab.
These sealed tunnels were explored for
many thousands of feet, but if anything
valuable was found the fact was never
revealed. Utahans who believe the story
to the fullest and the many still hunting
for the treasure ask, “If Montezuma’s
army did not cut the tunnels, who did
and for what purpose?”

There is no ready answer to that. Ref-
utation would rest entirely on producing
solid proof of someone who did. Cer-
tainly it would take thousands of labor-
ers a long time to cut those tunnels, the
steps into them and the rooms under the
great cliffs, which are visible from U.S.
Highway 89.

Spanish records and our own history
reveal that many pack trains of valuables

-passed along the old trails crossing Utah

west to the tip of Nevada and into Cali-
fornia. These same trails pre-date Span-
ish arrival in the Southwest. They were
Indian trails that the Spaniards used be-
fore Americans did, and it has been
established that Indians traveled them all
the way to the Pacific Coast.

What was first called the Old Spanish
Trail did not cross southern Utah. Fray
Silvestre Velez de Escalante mapped this
route in 1776. From New Mexico it cut
a corner of Colorado into Utah as far

Oljeto Trading Post. Man standing at left

Johnny Taylor is man with hands on hips.

William J. (Bill) Macklepmné

Above,
hunted unsuccessfully for the Golden
Jesus. }

north as Utah Lake. That route had lon
been used by the Spaniards and wa
known as the Slave Trail, for not onl
they but the Indians followed it to raid
other tribes and capture prisoners who
were sold as slaves in both New Mexico
and Mexico. \
Heading south from Utah Lake, Es-
calante took his party to Ute Ford, a
very ancient crossing on the Colorad
River near Navajo Mountain astride th
Utah-Arizona border. Going on to th
Hopi Villages, and thence east to Zunit
he returned to Santa Fe. Traffic soon be-
came fairly regular over the Escalant
Trail. Among the Spaniards using it i
1805 was one Manuel Mestas. It was 4
route for trading expeditions into Utah,
then a junction that went across Nevada
into California. Mestas was the largest
and most important trader of them all.
In 1822-23 William Wolfskill and
Ewing Young shortened the so-called
Spanish Trail by cutting off the east-
ward curve toward Colorado. What is
truly the Old Spanish Trail, though, was
pioneered by Antonio Armijo in Novem-
ber 1829. This route led directly to what
is now the Four Corners from Abiquiu,
New Mexico where the San Juan River
was forded before it boxed into a canyon.
There the Colorado River was crossed
higher up than Ute Ford, turned into
southwestern Utah to Santa Clara, went
down the Virgin Riyer to Moapa, con-
tinued to what is now Las Vegas, and
then slanted generally southwest to Los
Angeles. The eastern part of this route is
concerned in the saga of the golden Jesus.

is Ed Ford: Mrs. Taylor is in doorway:

Courtesy Mrs. Karl Krippendorf




Courtesy Mrs. S. |. Richardson

John P. Lowe, the old prospector who al-
most found the statue.

ALL of the stories declare that the

statue was cast in New Mexico and
hauled west on the running apparatus
of a contrived wagon. The destination
was some mission in California—just
which one is another unanswerable part
of the riddle.

At Cuba, on the site of the ancient
pueblo of Nacimiento, at Abiquiu, and at
Cebolleta, men born there with ancestry
reaching back beyond 1740 tell a singular
legend that has been handed down in
their families the centuries since. Ac-
cording to this family history the golden
Jesus was cast in the Nacimiento Moun-
tains by campaneros (bell makers). If
this is true, and it was not in the Sangre
de Cristo Mountains as some treasure
hunters believe, then the statue could not
be pure gold. It would contain consider-
able silver and copper, as gold ores in

that region had a high percentage of
both. Nevertheless, the statue would be
worth several hundred thousand dollars.

Bell makers were sent to Mexico City
from Spain in the 1740s. By 1750 they
were established in a number of camps
along the west side of the Nacimientos
south of Cuba, where copper ore had
been found containing a high percentage
of silver. This gave the cast bells a soft
tone. Gold lodes were also discovered
there, the quartz being crushed in arras-
tres.

The campaneros cast bells weighing
two hundred pounds or more. These were
sent to Mexico City for shipment to
Spain. The ruins on the site of their

camps in the foothills—the ancient smel-

ters, arrastres, and rock cabins as well as
some adobe that were occupied until after
1800—are still being found.

None of the accounts states the prob-
able weight of the statue, but they do
claim that the iron-reinforced wheels of
two carretas were fastened together in
order to transport it. As the legend goes,
a large party, including guards, set out
west with the statue over a section of the
Old Spanish Trail. It was that stretch
later used by Armijo and other traders.
With the golden Jesus were also carried
other items of gold such as altar vessels
and small sacred statues.

In order to get over the Colorado with
so much weight a detour was made
north. After a successful crossing the
party headed directly for the Henry
Mountains. Obviously the plan was to
pass southwest, reentering the well-
marked Spanish Trail into California.
Somewhere in the Henry Mountains,
after the vehicle came completely apart,
a large band of Navajo Indians attacked.
More than half of the party were killed.
It was then that all the valuables were
buried in the ground.

MY experience with legends of doubt-
ful origin leads me to the conclusion
that, though the details are probably far
from correct, a golden statue of Jesus
was indeed cast and was conveyed west.
The story that such a statue lies buried

in the Henrys has been handed down in -

southern Utah families since 1846. They
believe it firmly. They have hunted for
it, and so have many others from out-
side the state.

Around 1900 three young men arrived

Redlake Trading Post at Tonalea was managed by John Taylor at the time Nell's

murder was discovered.

from California. Headquartering in Es-
calante, they outfitted with stock and
supplies, going across the desert into
the Henrys. There they found old traces
of a trail into the mountains from the
east side. Working deep into the rugged
range, they returned to Escalante six
weeks -later, haggard and exhausted.
They had not found the golden statue but
they brought out a small statue of the
Virgin Mary eight inches high, and a
bowl ten inches in diameter. Both were
gold.

To them (and to others) this evidence
pointed to the existence of the main
prize. It was certainly there somewhere.
The gold objects were recovered on top
of the ground near the traces cut in
flat rock of another old trail coming in
from the east which ended abruptly
somewhere in the center of the moun-
tains.

The young men went their way, never
returning to complete the search, but
they left behind them a citizenry agog
with subdued excitement. Despite the
good descriptions of the areas the young
men had searched and where the small
statue and bowl had been found, search
parties following the boys’ leads failed to
find the ashes and charcoal of a single
one of their camps.

Other parties entered the Henrys with
no better success. Not only is the climate
harsh and bitter but an element of
danger exists from mysterious human be-
ings. A good many prospectors entered
the mountains and came out to report
being spied on, and a few were shot.
During the summer of 1918, somewhere
near Mt. Hillers, Ezra Hawkins was shot
and wounded but managed to get across
the desert to Boulder on one of his burros.
The other three he had used to pack sup-
plies were never seen again. A report of
the shooting was made to county authori-
ties at Panguitch.

According to Hawkins’ story he had
been prospecting for about three months,
as well as keeping an eye out for the
golden statue. One day he discovered the
tracks of two men on a back trail used a
few days before. Wary, he kept on the
alert but found the tracks of snoopers
only once more. One afternoon, while
taking samples from a ledge, two rifles
opened up on him. He sustained a wound
across the right shoulder and a hole
made by a high powered rifle through
the left thigh.

Some of William (0Old) Posey’s Piute
Indian renegades were then committing
many depredations, and it was assumed
that Hawkins might have been jumped
for his burros, equipment and supplies.
The prospector escaped with his life, but
whoever bushwhacked him got his prop-
erty.

WHEN able to travel again, Hawkins

went on south to Escalante and then
to Kanab. After the end of World War T
he interested a wanderer like himself,
Jake Lee, into returning to the Henrys
with him. The two men packed two
mules and rode saddle horses.

Except for vaulted silences and hot,
blue skies in which thunderheads often
rode, they encountered no untoward cir-

(Continued on page 46)
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THE STRINWFIELD MAS>ACRE

By JERRY M. SULLIVAN
Illustrated by Al Martin Napoletano

A strange twist to a commonplace happening in the frontier...

N 1870 the valleys of the Frio and

Nueces Rivers in McMullen County,
Texas had very few settlers. Renegade
Apache, Comanche, and Kickapoo Indians
raided at will into the heart of the brush
country either from Mexico or from the
Staked Plains and Big Bend regions to
the north and northwest. Those frontiers-
men who did risk their lives and fortunes
in that remote area ran herds of long-
horn cattle or horses on the open range.

Thomas Wesley Stringfield, a native of
[1linois, came to McMullen County from
Seguin, Texas, in 1861 with his bride,
Sarah Jane (Mills), and his bachelor
brother, Littleton. Both men joined the
McMullen County Homeguards upon ar-
rival. Littleton died during the Civil War,
after the unit was commissioned into
Confederate service.

The Stringfields had homesteaded in
-he Nueces Valley, in the southwestern
part of the county, and by 1870 had
wpuilt a fine herd of horses, a large herd
wf cattle, and had three children, eight-
rear-old Ida Alice, six-year-old Adolphus,
ind four-year-old Thomas. That fall,
mbout thirty miles southwest of Tilden,
he county seat, the family was attacked
»y a mixed band of Mexicans and Co-
nanches.

The following account of the assault
was written by Ida Alice Stringfield in

Januwary-February, 1974

1925, and sworn to before a notary public
in an attempt to gain remuneration for
her father’s estate, from which she had
been awarded nothing.

“ON the morning of the 28th of Sep-
tember, A.D. 1870, while driving
along a road in McMullen County, Texas,
within fifteen miles of our home our
wagon was surrounded by a band of men.
We left the wagon and went to a clump
of trees, where my father stood them off
till they shot him in the arm. Then we
tried to get to a house where we hoped to
find help and protection. I saw them
shoot Father again. Then they surround-
ed us, and Father was fighting one man
when we were again surrounded.
“About that time I saw them stab my
mother in the heart. I then screamed and
started to my mother, but one of the men
jumped between me and my mother. At
that time another man picked me up be-
fore him on his horse and started to
carry me away. While I was on his horse,
1 bit the hand he was holding me with.
Then he cursed me in Spanish and told
me, in Spanish, that he was going to kill
me. I understood what he said in Spanish.
He then threw me off his horse so that
my head would strike the ground, but I
caught on my hands.
“After I was thrown from that horse,

another one of that band took me in his
arms and started away with me. I
grabbed bushes, pear, and anything else
I could, to try to escape from them and
avoid being taken away by them. The
man who was then carrying me had a
beard on his face, and talked to me in
Spanish. He told me to quit pulling at
the bushes and things, or he would kill
me. He repeated that threat several times.
the last time I caught a bush, this man
told me if I did not turn the bush loose,
he would kill me. I told him that I had
rather die than go with them. He then
said, ‘All right, I will kill you then.’

“He then threw me down and they ran
their horses over me. As they ran their
horses over me, they lanced me seven
times with long-handled spears they were
carrying. The last one of the men who
rode his horse over me stopped, caught
hold of my hair, raised my head by my
hair, and said something I could not
understand; it was not in English or
Spanish. That was the last I knew for
some time. When I recovered myself, I
was covered with blood from seven bad
wounds they had inflicted upon me. I
wrung the blood from my dress and
walked back to my father and mother,
lying dead. They were still where this
band had murdered them.

(Continued on page 56)
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I make my home in what used to be
called the “Skyscraper of the Plains”
in Ness City, Kansas.

R. B. Christy of Scott City purchased
the old bank building at a tax sale in
1938, and spent a great deal of time hav-
ing it repaired and redecorated. During
the period of his ownership, the bank
fixtures were removed and given to Boot
Hill in Dodge City.

After Mr. Christy’s death in 1960,
ownership passed to Mrs. Bertha M. R.
Garner, a niece. Mrs. Garner died in
1967, and the building remained in her
estate until 1970. To the ten children of
Mrs. Garner it was evident that some
disposition should be made of the “white
elephant.” The income from the rentals
did not pay maintenance expenses, let
alone make it possible to make repairs.
It seemed that the only sensible alterna-

tives were either to tear it down and
sell it for salvage, or perhaps give it to
the city.

This was where I entered the picture.
I was recently divorced and seemed to
be the only one of the children who was
in a position to move to Ness City and
try to do something lucrative with the
building. I offered to buy the shares
from my brothers and sisters, and when
the offer was accepted, I moved to Ness
City with my twelve-year-old son and
took up residence in the building.

My ideas were many concerning its
restoration, and I hoped to open a mu-
seum and gift shop in the lobby. But first
of all, it was necessary to make the
building pay for itself. So all of the
tenants received a notice of a rent in-
crease—and all stayed on.

In February 1972 the building was

placed on the National Register of His
toric Sites. So far as I was concernec
this was an unexpected bonus. I bega:
to investigate federal funding for creat
ing a museum but found that I’d prok
ably have to do it myself. This resulte
in laying the groundwork for loans fror
local citizens to furnish the museun
I’ve received many promises of delightfu
and lovely items and will begin to accep
them as soon as I can feel assured tha
the wiring is once again safe. The loan
must be protected and safely displayec
All this takes time and more money tha:
I have, therefore it must progress slowly
I hope to have it in operation in les
than another year.

MY PLANS still include the gift sho
for selling local handmade items o
consignment. But I also have hopes o

Daily Tribune Photo, Great Bend, Kansz
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jeing the center for a local Junior
\chievement program. I donated two
ooms in the basement to the high school
tudents for a Youth Center, and would
ike to help them with this program. We
juffer a high rate of loss with our youth
)ecause there is so little for them to do
n Ness City, and they go to the metro-
yolitan areas once their education is com-
sleted. I’d like to give them some incen-
ive to return.

If my projects never reach the com-
sleted stage, I still will have had the
ime of my life. Ness City is a friendly
'ommunity, populated by farmers for the
nost part. I am sure that the experiences
. have had are unique. My tenants are
raried in their occupations. I rent an
yffice to the mayor, and a tax account-
int; the top floor is rented by the Masonic

(Continued on page 44)

By EFFIE G. HERRICRK

Photos Courtesy Author

it left, the Christy building, formerly the
Ness County Bank building, was bought at
1 tax sale in the 1930s by R. B. Christy
»f Scott City, Kansas. It is now owned by
»ne of his heirs, Mrs. Effie Herrick, who
s fighting to make the grand old structure
1seful to her community. Below, Mrs. Her-
rick.

Dodge City Daily Globe Photo
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Daily Tribune Photo, Great Bend, Kansas

Above, Mark, Mrs. Herrick's son, examines one of the three walk-in vaults located
in various parts of the building. Below, the fine stone work is a tribute to the artisans
who worked on the construction of the building.




AND LAST
BUT NOT
LEAST —

JOEENIE
ANCED

Queenie looked so great in
nothing at all that the happy
innocent cattlemen threw
enough paper money to mak
her a coat with silver dolla
buttons as trim!

By ALBERT S. GILLES, SR.

Photos Courtesy Author

Illustrated by Willard Ballow
R T T T A T Y T ST T AT IS0

YE! She danced two dances and they

went gleaning. Currency won’t sa,
through the air like silver dollars, am
many in her appreciative audience wen
holding bills of various denominatior
aloft, loudly calling for her to come f¢
their gratuity. It happened at a smoke
the final entertainment at the annu
Convention of the Panhandle and Sout!
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Above, the old Oklahoma City auditorium

"on the corner of Southl Walker and Cali-
fornia Street was the site chosen for the
convention. At right. Queenie’s dance
caused such a furor that the City Hall ad-
ministration responsible for it was promptly
defeated on election day. Edward Over-
holser (shown) became the new mayor.
Below, W. C. "Cab” Binion was the sheriff
of Oklahoma County during the Cattle-
men’s Convention. He tried his best to
locate and capture the refrigerator cars
of beer shipped from St. Louis for the gala
event, but was up against too many clever
cattlemen!

western Stockmen’s Association held in
March 1914 in Oklahoma City.

This event is recorded in a book, And
Satan Came Also, written by an old
school friend, Albert McRill. Bert was
handicapped—he wrote his book in ’55,
forty-one years after the smoker took
place. He had to depend on hearsay, news-
paper reports, and a few court records.
But I was there, a minor member of the
entertainment committee.

I had been recruited by W. B. Nichols,
soon to be appointed chief of police by a
new mayor, Ed Overholser. My badge and
ribbon said “Information,” and I was
supposed to mix and mingle with the
crowds attending the various affairs. I
was given a book of tickets, like those
given to the delegates, to whatever was
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going on, and the last ticket in the book
entitled me to attend the smoker.

Anyone remembering the period, or
reading Albert McRill’s book, knows of
the running feud between the city’s law
enforcement officers and the county sher-
iff’s office. It came to the fore during
the preparations for the Cattlemen’s Con-
vention. Oklahoma had state-wide pro-
hibition but “hole in the wall” boot-
legging joints were well distributed
throughout the downtown area and south
part of Oklahoma City.

M. S. “Cab” Binion was sheriff. When
it became noised around that beer by the
refrigerator cars full was to be shipped
in by the entertainment committee, and
winked at by the city administration,
apparently Cab felt himself both evaded
and ignored. A flock of his deputies were
released from other duties to scan and
comb the railroad’s marshaling yards for
the beer cars.

But there were four railroad yards and

the marshaling yard of the Oklahoma
Street Railway’s belt line to the Stock-
yards. It became a game, the switching
crews on one hand, trying to save the
beer, and Binion’s deputies trying to
seize the cars and confiscate their con-
tents. The beer cars were shunted hither
and yon. From one railroad to another
the cars were rerouted. One afternoon
when the hounds-of-the-law were sniffing
closely, the Katy switching crew ran the
cars up to the little town of Witcher—
near where the west gates of the Turner
Turnpike are now—and they sat on a
siding there most of the afternoon and
well into the night.

The only “must” was an appointment
with an icing dock every 24 hours. Bert’s
report indicates there were 10,000 bottles.
But that many bottles divided among
5,000 thirsty plainsmen is only two bot-
tles per person. Granting some in the
audience didn’t drink, still that is too
few bottles. I suggest there were twice
as many, at least.

Packed 104 pint bottles ber barrel, the
beer was moved from the cars after
dark, the night of the smoker, by fur-
niture vans to the auditorium (northwest
corner of California and Walker). Not a
bottle was lost to the lawmen. The barrels
with heads removed, were set along the
walls, both on the main floor and the
balecony. My task was finished, so I se-
lected a seat early— about midway of the
west balcony, a bit to the front of the
stage and to the left.

IEWED from this distance, the one
saving grace of an affair that should

‘never have been held was that Queenie

was an artist. No one seeing her perform
would ever be attracted to a carnival or
circus kooch-show. Her opening number
was a Middle East solo dance. Old show
(Continued on page 70)

Below, W. B. (Bill) Nichols. Photo taken a
year after the Cattlemen’s Convention of
1914. Nichols was appointed Chief of Police
by the newly elected Mayor Overholser.
It was Nichols who asked Mr. Gilles to
serve on the Information Committee.
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A roving photographer took this photo (and the one at bottom of page) in 1906. View is a meadow in the Sierra Nevada, where Sam
Cuddeback was moving cattle from the desert to summer pasture in the mountains. Cuddeback had just started working for Landers,

the cattle king of the Mojave Desert of Southern Califomia.

) ESIENR vy
COWBOY

Cuddeback may have heen the last of
the Mojave’s early - day riders . . .

By ROBERTA M. STARRY

Photos Courtesy Author

Author’s note: This was to have been
“as told by Sam Cuddeback,” but Sam
passed away shortly after one of our
talks. Gone was one of the last of the
California Mojave Desert’s early-day cow-
boys.

SAM CUDDEBACK, one of a family of

eight children, was destined to be a
cowboy from the day he was born in
1887. His grandfather and father before
him were cattlemen, buying or controlling
thousands of Southern California’s desert
acres. Nutritious grass and free flowing
springs dotted their holdings around Te-
hachapi, Fremont Valley and south to-
ward San Bernardino.

One of Sam’s favorite memories was
when he was considered capable of be-
coming part of the cattle operation. “It
was my first roundup. I was about eighi
when my father decided I was old enough

Sam Cuddeback and another of Landers’ cowboys made camp on the edge of a grazing area while moving the herd to the mountaing

for summer pasture.
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to manage the outfit hauling food, water
and bedrolls. He started out on the
wagon with me, but each day spent less
time with me and more with the men
who kept the extra horses headed for the
range that reached the eastern part of
Fremont Valley. We moved ten, some-
times twenty, miles in a day and usually
managed to camp at a spring at night.” «

It was as they' neared the roundup
range that the elder Cuddeback decided
to leave the usual valley route and camp
on a mountainside where there was sup-
posed to be a new, exciting gold discovery.
Young Sam wasn’t greatly impressed.
“I couldn’t see anything to get excited
over; there were a few men digging and
the hole they had was no bigger than a
small room with not a bit of gold show-
ing. That detour seemed a waste of time
to me and I was anxious to get back on the
trail to the roundup.” Sam laughed as he
added, “That little hole turned into a real
bonanza. The Yellow Aster mine pro-
duced $25 million to $35 million in gold
before it closed down, and started the
town of Randsburg.”

January-February, 197}

About twenty miles from the budding
young mine diggings, on the east side of
Cuddeback Dry Lake, the train halted
and set up a semi-permanent camp for
the roundup. Water was plentiful for
men and animals though every drop had
to be pulled up by hand. The Cuddebacks
had dug wells in 1894 with a hand auger
and cased them with redwood. Sam re-
called that this particular roundup was
at Blackwater Well where a long wooden
trough watered horses and cattle; a
smaller, movable trough served the men
for quick, early morning wash-ups and
after-dark baths. “A bath sure did feel
good after a hot day but most of the men
were too tired to draw water for them-
selves. The livestock had to be satisfied
first and pulling bucket after bucket of
water up forty to fifty feet was a real
chore, especially after having put in a
day in the saddle or roping and branding
a bunch of wild cattle.”

BLACKWATER and Granite Wells,

-within a few miles of each other,
became important watering and camping
spots along the stage and freight route
to the Panamint and Death Valley mines.
Sam explained that part of the time one
or more cowboys stayed in the cabins at
the wells and in their spare moments
built rock-walled corrals and windbreaks,
some of which are still standing.

Though the name Blackwater Well
sounds less than inviting, there was noth-
ing wrong with the water. Sam had for-
gotten how it got the name but was sure
that it was not the present popular
legend that the water turned a kettle
black.

“I never saw any kind of kettle turn
black no matter how long the water stood
in it; the name probably came from a
man that helped dig the well. Just south
of our spread was Black Ranch, Black
Valley and Black Spring. Too bad the
well had that name as stage passengers
were afraid to drink the water.”

Modernization was slow in coming to

At left, Sam Cuddeback at 81. Sam spent
a lifetime on the Mojave Desert and in the
adjoining Sierra working the range with
his own herds or for large cattle compan-
ies. Below, Pilot Knob, visible for miles
across the desert, was a landmark for
freighters, mule teams, and cattlemen.
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A good horse was the pride of every desert cowboy, who often depended on the animal
for his life. This photo taken in the early ‘20s near Cuddeback Dry Lake, part of an

extensive spread owned by Sam’s father.

Blackwater Well. A government survey
of 1921 states: “The only means to obtain
water from Blackwater Well is by rope
and bucket. A pipeline leads to a trough
in a corral several hundred feet north
of the well. Water is good.”

In the early 1900s the Cuddebacks
leased out the land, then sold. Through
the ensuing years various ranches owned
the spread, and windmills replaced the
bucket and rope. Today the well still
provides water for herds of cattle, mostly
wild Mexican cattle brought in to fatten.
Wind, plus gas engines, provide the well’s
lift power.

Sam recalled that on his first roundup
in 1895 he started each morning anxious
for the excitement offered by a new day.
He also recalled that by night he was
bone-tired, coated with dust, and longing
to crawl into his bedroll! “But I fought
off sleep and sat by the campfire with
the men. It was the first time I'd been
allowed to stay up and listen to man
talk just as if I was a man, too. Most
of the conversations were far from in-
teresting for a kid, but just being there
was the greatest feeling I'd ever had.”

That roundup branded the young stock
that were to stay on the range and moved
over 1,500 head to the home ranch at
Tehachapi and then on to market at
Bakersfield. Each succeeding roundup
brought Sam increased responsibility and
by the time he was fourteen, he was
riding herd, trailing strays, and doing
the full job of an adult.

THE 1901-1902 drought tested Sam’s

maturity as nothing else had. Most of
the time he rode alone, searching the
desert miles for small clusters of cattle.
Too often he found only scattered car-
casses or animals too lean to move. Every
bit of vegetation was gone. There was
still water but the cattle became too weak
to pull themselves out of the marshes
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around waterholes. Sam added it got so
bad that when he saw buzzards or ravens
wheeling over an area, he just turned and
rode in another direction. “The sight and
smell of starving, dying cattle, the dry
hot dust that rose to choke me as the
horse traveled, and the sun that was
never shut out by even a small cloud, was
an experience I never forgot.”

Sam philosophized that a desert cattle-
man was nothing but a gambler who
knew someone else had already marked
the cards. “The day I rode miles without
seeing a bird, rabbit, or chipmunk,

Frank Curtis, electrician and television ex-
pert turned desert cowboy. Mr. Curtis uses
parts of old windmills to generate power
for radio and television reception on the
isolated Blackwater Wells Ranch.

and the wind-smoothed sand didn’t have
even a kangaroo rat’s track, I knew that
if T ever had a herd of my own I'd never
depend solely on the desert for range
land.”

During the lean years following the
drought, Sam went to work for W. W.
Landers, a growing cattle king who had
range land encompassing both desert and
mountains radiating out from a home
ranch in the Kern River country at the
foot of the Sierra Nevada.

“All the young guys wanted to ride for
Landers. It was a fine outfit and you
were considered really good if you were
one of his men. He was especially fond of
fine horses and saw to it that his riders
were well mounted.” Sam’s eyes took on
new life as he talked of his years with
Landers and I got the impression that
they were some of the happiest of his
cowboy life.

Landers was one of the finest men
T’ve ever known; he was as smart as
they come and as kind as anyone could
be. He had no use for rustlers but if
someone needed meat he was welcome to
a steer. Sometimes a rider would report
having seen the remains of an animal
and say that it might have been a moun-
tain lion or a bear. Landers would always
nod and add that it was probably a little
brown bear in overalls; but that was as
far as the matter would go.”

Indians of the area worked for Landers
and he was well aware that some among
them were near starvation when their
natural food sources became scarce. If
they asked him for an animal he would
tell them to take what they needed, say-
ing that there were more cattle than
markets anyway.

Knowing desert trails and waterholes,
Sam was frequently sent to work the hot,
more arid regions of Landers’ domain.
Spring roundups to bring cattle in off
the desert range usually involved ten to
thirty men and a remuda of seventy to
a hundred horses plus a supply wagon,
chuckwagon, and in some areas a water
wagon. Older animals were moved to
market, young ones branded and left on
the desert range where there was ade-
quate feed and water in normal years,
or up into mountain pasture if the desert
could not support them.

IN 1907 the desert had little rain and the

feed dried up early. Landers sent his
men to bring in all the stock, and it just
happened that en route to the roundup the
desert detail stopped off in Mojave to
celebrate the Fourth of July.

Ben Roberts, range boss at the time,
was agreeable to their celebrating but
made it clear that he expected them to
be on the job early on July 5. Regardless
of their physical condition every man was
on the job as expected; they knew Roberts
meant what he said.

As the men, horses and wagons moved
out of Mojave, Roberts ordered the cook
wagon to go on ahead and set up a
noon camp at a spring near the trail. Sam
related: “Everyone was mighty thirsty
that day after all the drinking of the
night before. Canteens were empty fairly
early but there was no reason to conserve
water as at the noon stop there would

(Continued on page 64)
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IS NAME was Montecalm. On one

front hoof was branded M9; on the
other, 11 Cav. All the M Troop horses
had names that started with M—Monte,
Max and Madero to name a few. The
Polish fellow who rode Madero called
him “My Dearo.” All were chestnuts.

When the 11th left Fort Oglethorpe in
March 1916 for Columbus, New Mexico
they took what remounts were available
—regardless of color. Then, they had no
stalls to hang nameplates over, so the M
names were discontinued also. So this is
a story of No. 9. He was known as No.
9, never Montcalm. He was no horse for
women and kids to ride around the yard
with; he was a living thunderbolt.

He was the kind of horse that Marshal
Ney would have wanted to lead a charge
at Waterloo with; that sergeant Butler
of the 7th would have chosen to ride
through the Sioux lines with—and he
might have made it.

He was a warhorse, but he had a hard
trot; one soldier said he’d shake the
buttons off your clothes. So when I asked
the stable sergeant if I could have him
he asked me if I could ride him with a
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blanket and surcingle and I said, “Yes.”
On Sunday afternoons I'd get a mounted
pass and ride him to some out of the
way place and let him out. I knew he
could go. (I was careful not to get caught
running him for nothing or there would
have been no more mounted passes for
me.)

On the plains north of Fort Bliss,
Texas were camped the 5th, 7Tth, 11th,
13th, and 17th Cavalries, comprising the
1st Cavalry Division. The first three
regiments, just back from the Punitive
Expedition into Mexico, were in the
process of condemning and replacing the
older horses or horses unfit for service.
They were working on the 5th Cavalry
horses and every afternoon about stable
call time I'd hear the pistol shots. A
crew of Mexicans worked a couple of rigs
on a swivel platform that would tip for-
ward when two dead horses were pulled
forward with a winch. The two rigs were
pulled by a pair of condemned Artillery
horses. They had started on Troop A of
the 11th and were working their way
toward M and the machine gun troop.

One day I went to the supply sergeant

MORAL:

It's risky to care too
much for a horse

unless you've got his

bill of sale

:ooo:

By RANDOLPH AUCLAIR

Photo Courtesy Author

At left, Mr. Auclair back in his army days.
The mount shown is not old No. 9.

and asked him for a pair of the old issue
brass spurs with a rowel in them. He
asked what I wanted another pair for, as
I already had a pair. I said I wanted a
pair with a rowel that tinkled. They wore
that kind in the Cavalry before I was
born, and that’s what I wanted. He
pointed to a box and said, “Take what
you want and tell the saddler to make
you a pair of spur straps.”

I found what I wanted and oiled the
rowel so it would spin. I told the supply
sergeant, “I am going to El Paso tonight,
and the first doughboy I meet there I’m
going to walk up to him and knock him
down.”

The supply sergeant said I was a
damfool and that a doughboy was going
to take those spurs off me and give me
a damn good trimming. The sergeant
then turned to another soldier and re-
marked, “Some of these recruits are
regular wampus cats, ain’t they?”

HE pistol shots were getting closer

every day and I went down to the

picket line and there was an I.C. brand
(Continued on page 55)
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s SRR s, N THE HEART of the Rocky Moun-
’ : tains in the Big Sky Country of Mon-
tana there is a peak that dwarfs all
others for a radius of fifty miles, and
because of its colorful clay it is called
Red Mountain. To its north some twenty
miles is the richest hill on earth, Butte,
the city above a city, thus described since
beneath the town is an underground
world of tunnels and stopes where copper,
zince, gold, silver and manganese are
mined.

It was not by chance that Butte is
called a “hill.” Southward Red Mountain
can be seen towering into the blue and is
much more impressive, yet it and its
ghostly Red Mountain City are almost
forgotten. Red Mountain City even lost
its name to become Highland City—and
even it is no more.

So glamorous and exciting was Butte’s
history that few historians have bothered
to dwell on the history of the Highlands
and the fact that thousands upon thou-
sands of dollars were taken from the
many gulches and tributaries of mountain

Top left—Mr. & Mrs. Earl Larson of White-
hall, Montana often visit Red Mountain
City for its scenic beauty. Building shown
is all that remains of the Red Mountain
brewery.

Middle photo—Mr. Howard Stratton with
a gold nugget that he has named "“Venus”
because of its resemblance to a woman's
figure.

Bottom—An open pit mining area in Butte,
Montana. Butte is 20 miles north of the
Highlands.

OLD RED
MOUNTAIN
Bk 4
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springs which radiate from Red Moun-
tain. Miners are still working them and
hoping for another big strike.

Graves with wooden markers, and a
few sagging buildings such as an old
brewery, are all that remain of Red
Mountain-Highland City. No one could
guess by its present appearance that at
one time it abounded in saloons, barber
shops, dance halls, mercantile and gro-
cery stores, a post office, three hotels,
restaurants, blacksmith shops, several
butcher shops, and a Masonic Lodge.
Besides an itinerant crowd of miners,
honkytonk girls, and gamblers, there
were over 1,000 citizens who established
permanent residences in the area.
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ITH the passage of time, the terrain

surrounding Red Mountain became
known as “The Highlands.” Gold was
first discovered in the vicinity on July
25, 1866. That the strike was made in
summer is not surprising to those know-
ing the area’s deep snows of winter, when
drifts pile over fifteen feet deep in this
country whose altitude is over 6,000 feet
above sea level. The mining season is of
short duration in the Highlands. The
first major strike was made by Thomas
Rutter, a member of a party which in-
cluded two Coleman brothers, E. D. Par-
ker, Bill Crawford, Thomas Hall and
J. B. Dunlap.

The best account of the strike is given
by Rutter in his own words. He related
how, after he had first struck gold, Eg-
bert Coleman went to Butte to get a
whipsaw, and let the secret of the strike
leak out, much to the dismay of the
others, including the other Coleman
brother, Sol.

Hundreds of people immediately came
flocking to the area. Upon arrival, the
Butte citizenry, not seeing much gold,
thought at first it was a hoax and de-

Top right—more remains. Middle photos—signs
guide the curious: the grave of Oliver Lackey,
buried at Highland City in October 1932. Bottom—
Old flumes and evidence of mining activity still
exist around Fish Creek.
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In Red Mountain City
The girls are so pretty
I'd give my last poke

To be back with them folk!

By HELEN CLARK

Photos Courtesy Author

lided to string up Tom Rutter for salting
he claim. :

In the meantime, John Heffner, whose
liggings was nearby, heard of what the
)eople were planning to do to Tom, so
1e went to them and showed them gold
iaken from his own mine. The generous
testure saved Rutter’s life. To compen-
iate for their outrageous behavior, the
seople then made Tom their chief record-
'r, a position he held for the four years
1e remained in the Highlands. !

“The fee for recording was $2.50. All
eads were recorded in Deer Lodge City,”
Fom explained. “That was the county
ieat at that time and we had to go the
listance of 45 miles to record all leads.

“John Trevano kept a saloon, and one

(Continued on page 70)
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Shine Popejoy posed for 3
« photographer's dummy horse.
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Shine Popejoy helped make a Texas
town worthy of being the last in a
fearsome trilogy — Dodge City,
Tombstone, and Borger!

HE citizens of the Texas Panhandle

didn’t realize it at the time, but in
1926 their sleepy little community had
just stepped back into the American
frontier, and within a few years would
take its place in history as one of the
roughest places in the Southwest.

The word ‘“frontier” applies not so
much to a specific time and place as to
a quality of life. Since the frontier towns
of the 1880s were new and unorganized,
the struggle between lawmen and out-
laws stands out as a major theme of the
period. If these same conditions can be
found at a later date, even forty years
later, it is quite proper to speak of that
time and place as part of the American
frontier.

In 1925 Hutchinson County had been
a quiet, sparsely settled area in‘the
northern Texas Panhandle. Its popula-
tion consisted mostly of cowboys who
worked the big ranches that sprawled
across the rugged canyons and breaks
along the Canadian River. Plemons, the
tiny seat of government, furnished sup-
plies for the ranches, kept records on
occasional births, deaths, and marriages,
and looked toward the future with a
shrug and a yawn. Hutchinson County
hadn’t seen much excitement since 1872
when Billy Dixon and a party of buffalo
hunters had whipped Quanah Parker’s
warriors at the Battle of Adobe Walls.

Then in 1926 oil was discovered along
the Canadian River. This event radically
changed the course of history in Hut-
chinson County. Towns with names like
Signal Hill, Electric City, Oil City, and
GeWhitt bloomed like prairie flowers
after a summer rain. Wooden derricks,
pump jacks, and tank batteries sprang
up on the mesquite hills along the river,
and streams of black ecrude oil oozed
down the sandy draws. Borger, a town
which didn’t even exist in 1925, swelled
into a tent and sheet-iron city of fifty
thousand in just six months and estab-
lished itself as the center of the boom.
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By JOHN R. ERICKSON
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Drillers, tool dressers, salesmen, and
promoters poured in from the oil towns
- of East Texas and Oklahoma, and right
behind them came some of the toughest
men in the Southwest: Yellow Young,
Ray Terrill, Spider Gibson, Wireline Yer-
key, and Shine Popejoy.

OHNNY WALTINE POPEJOY was
born in Huntsville, Arkansas in 1885

and came to manhood in Henryetta, Okla-
homa, a part of the world which already
had spawned more than its share of out-
laws. In 1905 he married Rosie Bruner,
a full-blood Choctaw, and when she died
at the birth of their second child Shine
placed the children with relatives and
began to roam.

Since he had never cared much for
sweat-of-the-brow forms of work, he
turned to gambling, robbing, bootlegging,
and moonshining. It was from this last
category that Popejoy acquired the name
Shine, which he carried until the day he
died.

Mozell Eslin, Shine’s only daughter,
first learned of her father’s activities
when she was very young. One day while
playing in the front yard, she looked up
and saw a cloud of dust coming up the
road. A moment later Shine’s steaming
automobile slid to a stop in front of the
house. Leaping out of the car, he pointed
to a pile of canvas bags in the back seat
and shouted, “Grab the sacks, daughter,
they’re after me!” He had just held up
the Henryetta post office.

Mrs. Eslin recalls another story about
her notorious father. It seems Shine had
hired a tight-lipped old man to operate
one of his stills around Henryetta. This
faithful old man served his boss well
until he came down with a hacking cough
and grew so weak he could hardly get
around. When a doctor diagnosed the
malady as consumption, the old fellow
went to Shine and told him about it.

“What are you going to do?” Shine
asked.

The moonshiner shook his head. “I
just want to die, that’s all. I’'m no good
to you or anybody else anymore.” He
looked his boss straight in the eye. “Shine,
I’d like for you to put me out of my
misery. I've thought it over and that’s
what I want. Will you do it?”

Shine stood there for a moment, study-
ing the old man’s haggard face. Then he
shrugged. “All right, if that’s what you
want. Where do you want to be put?”

Since the man had no family and no
money for a cemetery plot, he said that
Shine’s back yard would be fine. When
he had dug his own grave, Shine gave
him enough money to buy a casket, and
when all the arrangements had been
made Shine shot him and buried him in
the back yard.

In relating this story, Mrs. Eslin ex-
plains that the incident never bothered
her father in later years. “He was cold-
blooded. He could have shot one of his
own children and not felt bad about it.”

In 1926 Shine heard about the oil
boom in the Texas Panhandle. Since fed-
eral Prohibition had dried up the supply
of legal whiskey, he figured fifty thou-
sand thirsty roughnecks in Hutchinson
County would provide a lucrative market
for his moonshine. From the Blue Moon,
a bootleg joint he opened in Stinnett on
the north side of the river, Shine oper-
ated his business empire, which by this
time had grown to include prostitution.
Here, wearing a white Stetson hat, a
diamond stickpin, and a pair of pearl-
handled .45 pistols, flashing his four gold
teeth at the ladies, and searching the
crowd with a pair of pale blue eyes,
he reigned like a king in his castle.

SHINE established himself quickly in

this new setting. He wasted no time
getting on the good side of the law offi-
cers and he went to great lengths to
cultivate them. Exactly how far he went
in cultivating them is not clear. Perhaps
he got into their good graces through
friendship alone, but in light of the cor-
ruption of local officials that was exposed
in 1929 (which we shall examine in great-
er detail later on), it would not be too
far-fetched to suppose that he was pay-
ing them off on the side.

Shine also developed quite a following
among the citizens of Stinnett, Signal
Hill, and other little towns north of the
Canadian, many of whom regarded him
as a modern version of Robin Hood. No
friend of Shine Popejoy ever went hun-
gry. A man down on his luck could go
to Shine at any hour of the day or night
and get a loan, with no questions asked
and no papers signed.

This s not to say, however, that he
never had trouble with people. Occasion-
ally at the Blue Moon a fellow would
drink too much and get out of hand, in
which case Shine administered his own
brand of justice. The offender was taken
to a little sheet-iron building behind the
Blue Moon, clapped into neck irons at-
tached to a railroad tie, and left until
he sobered up.

He also made some bitter enemies, and
after spending one peaceful and pros-
perous year in Stinnett he encountered

(Continued on page 49)
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"l guess [ drove more cattle . .. broke more horses

and ran more races than any woman | ever knew ”

FRGRGRGR By THELMA KIMMEL  ZIRIRDIR

‘\gpr\igzpz\*nw Photos Courtesy Author

VIVIAN THORP McCLAREY, grand-

daughter of the first settler in the
Yakima Valley, is believed to have driven
more cattle and broken more horses than
any other woman in the Northwest. A
lot of women helped their husbands drive
cattle of their own, but Vivian did the job
for a living. Life’s “silver platter” was
usually a tin one in some cattle or har-
vest camp, and often she cooked the food
that went on it.

“All of us Thorps were born in the
saddle—us older ones,” Vivian said. “My
mother, Harriet Hattin, was fourteen
when she married my father, Bayliss
Thorp, and she helped him drive cattle
all over Washington Territory—babies
and all. There were six of us and many’s
the time she hid out in the swamps with
us when unfriendly Indians were about.”

In her memoirs, Harriet Hattin Thorp
wrote: “A month before our eldest child
was born we were in the Palouse coun-
try. Snow was getting deep and we set
out for Waitsburg. It was a horseback
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ride of three days. The first night we
slept in a bachelor’s shack, the next day
we made ninety miles and stayed with a
rancher. We finished the trip the next
day. When the baby and I were ready to
travel my husband appeared driving an
old stage-coach.”

“l guess I ran more races than any
woman I ever knew,” Vivian told me
without bragging. “But do you know,
when I rounded up and drove cattle for
Frye and Company they wouldn’t list a
woman’s name on the payroll? I got my
wages, though.

“Cattle and horses were about all I
knew except cooking in a chuckwagon
if T had to. Not my choice of working
for a living but I had to eat. One thing,
I always had was a good horse of my
own. That was something all the Thorps
took the greatest pride in—their Ken-
tucky-bred saddle mounts.”

That statement may explain the drastic
action of her grandfather, Fielding Mor-
timer Thorp, when an Indian stole his
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favorite saddle horse, a beautiful Ken-
tucky grey. The affair caused no little
embarrassment to his family and des-
cendants. Mortimer tracked down the
thief, tied him to a tree and beat him so
unmercifully that the poor man died
soon afterwards. Mortimer’s anger was
unholy but his honesty and courage were
unquestioned. In justifying him his
friends said that “he was not mean or
sneaking” and that he had “a dry humor
and enough wholesome human nature
and original sin to give rich flavor.”
However this deed, to some, was a little
too flavorful.

One day on the Moxee, Thorp saw a
band of Indians in war paint and feath-
ers riding down upon his cabin. He hur-
ried to hide his wife and small children
and with his son Leonard standing be-
hind him with a long gun, and with a
short gun in his own hand, he strode

At left. an old home in the Kittitas when
Vivian Thorp was a child. It is located near
Mortimer Thorp’s last home. Below, the
grave of Blanche and Lorenzo Perkins in
Old Town, near Moxie.

At left, Vivian Thorp McClarey in the ‘50s.
She died in October 1970.

Photos Courtesy E. L. Kimmel Collection

forth to meet the visitors—Smohalla of
the Priest Rapids tribe and eighty armed
warriors. Indian wars were supposedly
over but few Indians had been gathered
upon the newly formed reservation, and
small bands rode through the territory
marauding and sometimes, though rarely,
killing. Women and children knew scarce-
ly a day without fear.

Thorp was a heavy man—over six feet
tall, and his bewhiskered face wore the
“Wrath of Judgment” more often found
in the faces of early-day -circuit
riders—a look that he could open hell
so wide an aggressor would be scorched
by the flames. Thorp grabbed the chief’s
bridle and demanded to know why he
had come in so belligerent a manner.

Chief Smohalla’s feathers literally
wilted before such fearlessness—one man
and a boy against so many warriors.
The slightly cross-eyed pioneer cast a
hypnotizing glare upon the chief who
quickly explained that they had come
only to warn him that a much larger
band was rumored to be planning an at-
tack. He said his band had come to show
Thorp that he and his people were
friends. Thorp knew the wily leader had
come with sinister intent and was glad
to have him leave. No other band ap-
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Above, the oldest log cabin in the Yakima Valley. Various cattlemen lived here.

peared though the family kept on guard.

Smohalla had reasons to be cunning.
He had been beaten bodily by Chief
Moses, leader of the Coulee Indians, and
beleaguered by white men. His huts sat
along the Columbia by Priest Rapids,
though cattlemen, miners and soldiers
had invaded his kingdom. He never once
came upon the reservation but chose to
live (or starve) on fish, dogs, and the
sale or trade of horses while he practiced
his strange Dreamer Faith. Lewis and

Below, the monument to Mortimer Thorp
and family near his home in Moxie.

Clark are said to have traded with the
Priest Rapids tribe and to have been
treated with friendliness. After Smohalla
turned his band homeward, Thorp was
never bothered by him again.

“Grandfather was a pretty scary fig-
ure,” Vivian said. “Put him at the head
of an army and the enemy would run
without firing a shot.”

VIVIAN had his courage, if not his

temper and vindictiveness, and the
world she had to tackle wasn’t too far re-
moved from his own. Fielding Mortimer
Thorp was a relentless frontiersman who
sent his young sons out on man-killing
cattle drives. Beating a thieving Indian
was no more to him than beating a re-
calcitrant slave. Yet there were Indians
as faithful to his family as the blacks on
his Kentucky plantation had been.

Thorp was said to have been indifferent
to any supposed authority of church,
state or society. He was ready to move
when he saw the smoke from another
settler’s chimney, regardless of the dis-
tance.

At the beginning of the Civil War and
at the end of the Yakima Wars, Thorp,
with his father Major John and their
cowboys, drove a fine herd of Durham
cattle into the Moxee. They built a line
camp near the Gap in the hills where
the Yakima joined by the Ahtanum,
cuts through on its way to the Columbia.
A few years before, the Indians had de-
coyed the cavalry to this Gap (known to
them as Pohotecute) at nightfall, with
the pretense of ending a running battle.
The clever natives built great bonfires
on the hills above where the soldiers
felt assured of their capture. By daylight
there was not an Indian in sight, and all
tracks were blurred.

The next day the frustrated soldiers
—young Phil Sheridan among them—
took their wrath out on a little Catholic
mission, which was in their line of march
up the Ahtanum, and burned it to the
ground. Friendly Indians had whisked

(Continued on page 62)
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THE TEXAS GIANTS
By Weldon Shields
Submitted by Arthur C. Ross

The Shields Brothers
Guss Shields 1851 Jack Shields 1859
Frank Shields 1853  Shade Shields 1860

HE four Texas Giants came to Texas

from Troy, Pike County, Alabama,
with their parents, John Franklin Shields
and Penelope Anderson Shields in 1868,
and settled near White Rock.

There were nine boys in all. One was
killed in the Civil War and another died
in Troy; seven came to Texas. All were
pretty tall, but four grew very tall; in
fact, when Jack was twenty, Shade nine-
teen, Frank twenty-six, and Guss twenty-
eight, a man from Barnum and Bailey
Circus came to see them on their parents’
ranch and asked them to join the circus
and be in the sideshow as the ‘“Texas
Giants.” At this time Jack was planning
on marriage, Frank and Guss were al-
ready married, and Shade didn’t care
whether he was married or not.

Photos Courtesv Author

B X Ak T LA TS
THE SHIELDS BROTHERS.

SHADE, GUSS,
mggm,*m.sm. 7 1t. 10 ia,
Age, 18 24

Willies, Hhoto,
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FREANK. JACK,
71t 114 in, ft. 11% in,
24 20

Dalto.

i

Jack Robinson Shields with an unidenti-
fied friend. He and his three brothers were
with the Barnum & Bailey Circus for 8
years (1879-1887).

Money was hard to make. Farming and
ranching were not too profitable and the
salary looked good, so in 1879 the Texas
Giants decided to join “The Greatest
Show on Earth.” The Giants sold their
pictures for ten cents each, plus a salary.
These men were family men, and at first
they had to get used to showing twice a
day, then riding the rest of the night
to another place. But time went on and
the money continued good; each one of
them sent some home—$5.00, $10.00,
$20.00, $50.00 at a time.

On occasion their wives traveled with
them. They wintered in New York City,
or maybe came home on a visit in the
winter time. Jack remained with the
circus until 1887; Frank and Guss until
1888; and Shade retired in the early
1890s.

Shade Shields showed in several places
after the rest of the Shield brothers had
left Barnum. He went with Forepaugh
Sells Circus and one place he showed was
Valley City, North Dakota with Buffalo
Bill’s Wild West Show. Shade’s wife, a
tall woman, was with him at this time.

THE TEXAS GIANTS’ BURIAL
PLACES

A. 0. (Guss) Shields—Kingston Cem-
etery north of Greenville, Texas
J. F. (Frank) Shields—Prairie Valley
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Cemetery, between Campbell and Lone
Oak, Texas
J. R. (Jack) Shields—Webb Hill Cem-
etery, north of Greenville i
Shadrack (Shade) Shields—Kennett
Cemetery, near Hornersville, Missouri

THE first old Shields homeplace, two

miles east of Kingston and a quarter-
mile east of the old Merrick Schoolhouse,
is now 104 years old.

I went to this house about the middle
of 1970, sat down, and silently looked
at the house. After a few moments I be-
gan to think of the years gone by, and
if the house could share my mood, what
would it say to me? I thought it would
say, “Weldon, I am pretty well used up!
I guess it’s time for I have sheltered
three Shields families here: John and
Penelope Shields, Jack and Martha
Shields, and Dora and Willie Shields.
I’ve never been painted since I was built.

Shade Shields and wife.
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Kingston, Texas before the fire of 1908. The first Shields homeplace was two miles
east of Kingston.

“Jack, Shade, Frank, Guss, and Josiah,
along with their parents, built me and
moved in the first part of 1869, and it
was a happy family! Weldon, look around
—see the old cedar tree on the southeast
corner of me? Penelope put it out—and

to the east and north is the land they
worked. Look at the loose shingles and
the loose boards on the side of me. I
can’t keep the wind from blowing them
and making all the noise.

“Now, Weldon, this east room was not
added until years later. At night I can
almost hear the voices of children play-
ing in the yard. I can remember when
John and the boys built the brick chim-
ney on the west side of the front room.
They also dug the well in my front yard.
Four of these boys, as you know, grew
very tall and went to the Barnum and
Bailey Circus.

“Now, Weldon, look west of you and
toward the southwest corner of the pas-
ture. There is where Frank and Laura
Bolton Shields lived after they were
married on January 24, 1874. Bob Shields
was born there in 1875. Today there is
only an old well, even with the ground
and covered over. Frank’s old pool is
visible in the corner.

“If you will look to the northeast you
will see the old hay meadow. This land
has never been cultivated; it has always
been in prairie grass. All land here used
to be in prairie grass, and when John
Franklin and the boys started cultivating
and planting crops they left that square
of about five acres for hay and it has
been cut and baled twice a year since.

“Now I’'m old, run-down, and falling
apart. I still have some memories of the
days gone by, but when I pass on I cannot
go where they have gone—my time is
on earth, to go back to dust.”

Yes, I had heard this in my mind and
it was a sad moment as I left the old
house where I, too, was raised with my
sisters and brothers. When I turned to
leave it, it seemed to me the old house
said, “Weldon, I remember when you
lived here; you have also played in my
front yard. Don’t you remember?”

I turned to go and almost said aloud,
“Yes, I remember.”

THE TWO-STORY DEPOT
By Mike Lowry

S the railroads moved west, one of the
first buildings constructed in a new
town was the depot. Often there would
be little else besides the depot—a simple
structure following a basic design.
The St. Joseph and Grand Island Rail-
road, which later merged with the Union

‘4
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The once magnificent two-story hotel and railroad depot in the small Nebraska town of

pioneer development, it was destroyed by fire 50 years later.

Pacific, was one of the pioneer roads in
the south-central part of Nebraska.

Starting in Alexandria, the railroad
moved westward, naming its towns in al-
phabetical order. The first was Belvi-
dere, then Carleton, Davenport, Edgar,
Fairfield, Glenvil, Hastings, Ingleside,
Juniata, Kenesaw and finally the town
of Lowell where the tracks merged with
the Union Pacific.

HE original depot at Fairfield was a
simple affair and might have re-

mained that way except that in April
1888 a major fire destroyed it. The fire
also wiped out five other buildings in-
cluding the town’s two general stores, a
harness shop, a clothing store and a
small hotel.

Morale among the citizens was so low
that the railroad officials decided to en-
courage the rebuilding of the town by
doing some building of their own. Work
was begun on a large frame two-story
depot and hotel combination. No expense
was spared to make it one of the largest

The community of Fairfield was established by the St. Joseph and Grand Island Railroad.

32

Fairfield was built in 1887. A landmark of

and finest inns west of Lincoln and
Omaha.

Included in the list of famous people
to stay at the hotel in those early years
were Mark Twain and William Jennings
Bryan. The hotel-depot succeeded in stim-
ulating other rebuilding and for a while
Fairfield seemed destined to become a
major Nebraska city. Unfortunately, the
depression of the 1890s stopped the rapid
growth and also closed the hotel. The
upper floors were used only for storage
after the turn of the century.

The town retained a relatively stable
population level even after highway and
major roads were constructed through
other towns. For two decades or so it
didn’t grow, but neither did it die. Then
came the greatest blow. The population
took a sharp decrease in the late 1920s
and 1930s as drought and depression
changed the economy from bad to worse.

By 1937 the once beautiful depot-hotel
had fallen into a bad state of repair. One
hot Sunday evening in that year, H. J.
Gunderfinger, a relief operator at the
depot, saw the reflection of flames in his
window on the first floor. By the time he
got outside to investigate, the fire had
covered the south side of the depot roof.
Sparks from a passing train or a de-
fective electrical wire were blamed for
the blaze.

Fire departments from three other
towns were called to fight the fire but
the structure was too far gone. The
charred ruins of the depot required a
full two days to haul away, The two-story
depot-hotel would have been fifty years
old that year.

Today Fairfield has less than 500
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people and is a quiet town compared to

the wild old days of the frontier era.

The memory of a thriving, prosperous
community remains only in the minds of
some of the older citizens.

TROUBLE IN JUNCTION CITY

THIS report of rowdiness by Fort Riley

soldiers in Junction City, Kansas, and
the resultant action by the police ap-
peared in the Junction City Union, April
8, 1871:

“A number of Uncle Sam’s organized
body of combatants were in the city on
Tuesday night, and having, as is their
custom, ‘unchained the wolf’—intemper-
ance—it is not at all strange that their
action has woven another laurel in the
garland of infamy—that sure reward of
intoxication.

“It was nearly midnight when a party
of six soldiers turned down into Wash-
ington Avenue, from a saloon on Seventh
Street. At Horn’s barber shop one or
more of the party shoved someone against
the window pane, shivering the glass to
atoms. Marshal McCleery, maintaining
the extreme vigilance for which he is
noted, happened to be on the other side
of the street, nearly opposite the Hale
House. He watched the motions of the
men in the clear moonlight, and when
they got in front of Hynes’ store, walked
into the crowd and told them to stop.

“A burly corporal, whom Dan had
arrested before, thought now was his
time to wreak vengeance on the man he
hated. He drew his revolver, which
flashed as he switched it in the air,
walked close to the marshal and began
to shout. McCleery is a man of nerve and
stood like a statue of steel. The corporal’s
pistol was discharged so close to him
that the flash scorched his arm. Quick
as lightning McCleery dropped his re-
volver on the soldier and pulled the
trigger. The faithless weapon missed fire.
A scuffle ensued.

“Just at this critical moment a number
of citizens coming close upon the scene,
the soldiers ran around the corner into
Sixth Street. The marshal pursued them,
firing at the retreating party, while the
malignant corporal kept shooting away
at Dan. One of the blue coats fell wound-
ed, and the remainder hid in the alleys
and back yards.

“By this time a crowd had collected
and hunted up the offending parties. W.
W. Sargeant and J. T. Roberts succeeded
in ‘treeing’ the corporal and brought in
their prisoner, covered with blood and
dust. He confessed he had made all the
trouble himself and said not to hold the
rest of the party responsible for his ac-
tions. Let law and justice take its course
and may the innocent not suffer with the
guilty.”—Courtesy Kansas State His-
torical Society, Topeka.

PAID KILLER
By Daisy Allen Cox

Y FATHER was a homesteader in the
early 1880s; first he settled in Liver-
more, California but before he had
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proved up on his claim the railroad took it
over, so he moved to another location and
later the railroad went through that
claim, too.

Then he moved to Lemoore in San
Joaquin Valley where he started a home
in the irrigation district. An epidemic of
malaria attacked his family (I was not
born then) and the doctor advised him
to move farther west where the white
sage grew. So again Father gave up his
claim. He found a spot in the hills of San
Luis Obispo County where white sage
was plentiful. Here he settled and his
family got well, drinking sage tea to
cure the malaria.

To build a cabin for shelter he had
to haul lumber sixty miles with a mule
team. The first home was a small shelter.
Soon after the family was settled
in the cabin, my father was annoyed by
a neighboring cattleman who kept send-
ing threatening notes by his Mexican
help, accusing Father of being on his
land and warning him to leave. This
finally led to a lawsuit but after a trial
which my father won, the case was
appealed to a higher court in San Fran-
cisco. There my father won again.

This did not end the trouble, however,
as the cattleman tried other ways of
getting rid of him. The law was a long
way off, and many men took things into
their own hands.

One day my mother discovered a Mex-
ican with a gun dodging around in the
brush back of the cabin. My father called
to him in his own language, “Come out
of the brush like a man and tell me why
you are hiding there with a gun.”

The Mexican came out crying and said,
“My boss sent me to shoot you. He said
he would give me twenty-five dollars to
kill you. My family is poor and I need the
money.”

Father, who spoke Spanish with ease,
talked to him of the crime of murder,
and told him he should leave and not
work for a man who expected him to kill.
A few days afterward, the Mexican came
to say goodbye and to thank my father
for his advice.

The cattleman’s next step was to lock
the gate on the only road out to get food
and supplies. Father responded to that
by hiding near the gate until the old
cattleman got down from his rig to open
the gate, then stepping out with his Win-
chester rifle and saying, “Now 1 have
you right where I want you. I could shoot
you with a clear conscience after your
treatment of me, but I don’t want to
dirty my hands. You give me a key to
the gate!”

The old cattleman begged and said,
“Don’t shoot! I will send you a key in the
morning.” This he did, and our family
stayed on the place for many years after
I was born.

Later, coming to my father and ask-
ing him to forget the past, the old cattle-
man offered to shake hands and be
friends. This my father, being a good
man, agreed to do. By his consideration
for people, he gained the respect of all
the settlers who moved to the commu-
nity.

Blevins
Stirrup
Buckles
NEW,
IMPROVED
$ 5 25
per pair

Sleeves same as
older style, the
tongue has no

hinge or strap.
Easy to change
stirrup lengths

quickly and easy
to install—won't
slip or stick.
Made of stainless
steel and heat-treated aluminum. Sleeves cov-
ered with leather prevent rubbing horse or
saddle. Available in 2/4” and 3” widths. Order
either new, improved or the old style buckle.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

AT YOUR DEALERS OR

BLEVINS MFG. CO.

WHEATLAND, WYOMING 82201

HAT

SAMBLER HAT . . . very sharp looking in
lustrous finish high lualify wool felt. The modern
styling is accented by rugged leather hat band
and its brass studs and decorative feather.
314" rolled brim. Bufflo brn. or blk. Sizes 6% to
7%. $8.95 Add $! handling chg. Free catalog.
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BURIED TREASURL

LOCATE FROM A LONG DISTANCE AWAY
WITH MY SENSITIVE

DIRECTIONAL LOCATOR
Send for my FREE INFORMATIVE PAMPHLET

and read about this remarkable device.

CARL ANDERSON
P.O. BOX 13441- B
TAMPA, FLORIDA 33611
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of maps published between 1830 and 1920. Reproductions
now available for a few dollars each

; DESERT ENTERPRISES )
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APACHE
v, . 4 AUTHENTIC ARROWHEADS
3 Jasper Agate Flint Collect Trade Sell
25—%$5.00 100—$15.00

Dealers Inquiries Invited
1,000 for $150. Keystone

GERONIMO POST TWD 1239
APACHE JUNCTION, ARIZONA 85220

ronts BREE!

Make money. Know how to break and
train horses and ponies. Send name
and zip-code for this free HOOKIPT with
special offer of a course in Anintal
Breeding. f you are interested in Gaiting and
Riding the saddle horse check ( ) Do it today!®

Write to BEERY School of HORSEMANSHIP

1552 Pleasant Hill, Ohio 45359
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FIFTY-ODD years ago (1921) just be-

fore Christmas I stepped off the
train at Prescott, Arizona. That same
depot still stands with no apparent alter-
ations. Mom, my brothers and I walked
east on Sheldon Street to a small frame
house perched on the side of a hill. We
three boys were just recovering from
smallpox which we had contracted in
Fort Towson, Oklahoma. One brother
still had active pox sores. Dad had pre-
ceded us and was working as a carpenter
on an addition to Fort Whipple. The
house on the hill was to be our home
for the winter. Just beyond was open
rolling country which made for good
skiing when the snows came.

Inevitably the day arrived when I
had to register in the fourth grade at
Washington School at the foot of Pleas-
ant Street hill. As I remember, Mrs. Grif-
fin was our teacher. I brought sand-
wiches in a paper bag, for lunch. I never
got to eat them. I was ringed and cor-
nered by a group of boys. One had his
fists up to fight. I did all right that day,
although this pattern went on during
lunch hour for two weeks. Then I was
accepted in the school.

A snowstorm came and sleds were
brought out of storage. Pleasant Hill was
very popular and a good sledder could

reach Gurley Street. There were Ilots
S and Other of places to fool around. Granite Creek,

[ | which ran right through town, often
worry - wart doin’s
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flooded. We liked that. And in the bed of

/
% .,,,” / j \/ @

i/ !
\ 1" ””"/"f\ 'fllum kA Indian Creek, west of Prescott, were
A '\'/ a1 some well worn pot-holes which were
e l \\\i\‘ filled with ice cold, erystal clear water.
~_,, A L We peeled off our clothing and dived in.
=y //""‘/ W e ’J' /f By CLARENCE FENNELL That was a thrill! When I surfaced the

- /AN TR A - Photos Courtesy Author 3 4 5
! 0‘%/ / b air felt like a hot steam room. One dive
§\$ / ” ): was enough! Trying to dry and smooth
T " BT down the goose-bumps was a chore.
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Inspecting an arrastre in Yavapai County, Arizona near the White Horse Mine are Clarence Fennell (on right) and friend.

The following spring Dad rented the
Dearing place. It was located on Granite
Creek just north of and adjacent to the
Covered Bridge. This bridge spanned
Granite Creek on the road to Peoples
Valley and Skull Valley, and there was
a nice swimming hole on the south side
of it where we swam in the nude. If a
car should come along, we simply moved
into deep water. If a girl passed, we also
moved into deep water.

An unusual thing occurring in the
creek waters at this location was what
we called “hair snakes.” They looked like
long horse hairs, but seemed to be alive.
Somewhere in the past I have read an
explanation of this phenomenon, but I
can’t remember the details.

Also located on the road and just south
of the Covered Bridge was Newman’s
Orchard. It provided delicious fruit even
though it was well fenced! On the other
side of the coin, one day while filling my
shirt with fruit, I felt a hand on my
arm. I was up-ended and received a
number of vigorous swats on my rear.
Mr. Newman had observed and caught
boy in act!

Less than 400 feet north of the Dear-
ing place and along the road which
meandered along Granite Creek, I lost a
genuine ruby from a ring. The ruby be-
longed to Dad and I was taking it to a
jeweler to inquire about having it set
again. The ruby was about 4 inch in
diameter; it is likely in the gravel there
today.

THERE was really not much for Pres-
cott boys to do but roam. We roamed
far and wide. Picking up empty whiskey
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bottles was a source of income as we
received ten cents for each bottle from
bootleggers. The “flat pint” bottles were
welcomed most by the sellers of illegal
whiskey because flats contained less
measure. Indeed, the Prohibition agents
could have located every bootlegger in
town by simply tailing the kids selling
bottles.

We peddled papers in the morning for
the Arizona Journal Miner. Then one
morning on the corner at the St. Michael
Hotel, the thermometer read 8 degrees. I
lost interest in selling the morning paper.

The standard cry used by most all of
the newspaper boys was: “All about the
murder!” Usually we could give a page
reference to some kind of a murder, but
if there weren’t any, we’d leave the cus-
tomer with the problem of finding the
“murder.”

We made better money selling the
Prescott Evening Courier. We bought two
for five cents and sold them for five
cents each. While waiting for papers to
come off the press, we flipped coins to
a line. The boy flipping closest to the line
picked up all coins, shook them up be-
tween his palms and threw them into
the air. The coins that came up “heads”
were his. The next closest threw up the
remaining coins and so on down the line.
Anyone failing to throw heads with only
a single coin was considered stupid.
Actually the coin was flipped so that it
wobbled instead of turning over.

ETHODS of boys on the hustle were
really something to see in those days.
One red-headed boy who lived at Stony
Point Apartments could walk by a stalk

of bananas and without breaking stride
could remove some from the stalk. This
same boy could go into a chicken roost,
pick up a hen under each arm and walk
out without disturbing the rest of the
chickens. His family ate well.

Another boy picked up a pile of fifteen
gunny sacks behind the Palace Cafe,
walked around to the front and sold them
back to the Chinese running the restau-
rant!

A delicacy to all the town was real
lemon pie made by the Brinkmeyer Bak-
ery. Three of us boys went to the back
door of the bakery one night to buy a
pie. The door had been locked for several
minutes and what the baker didn’t know
was that his bootlegger had just left a
three-gallon crock of whiskey at the door.
We knocked three times, but no an-
swér. We could hear cleaning up taking
place inside. In our frustration at being
denied a lemon pie, we decided to appro-
priate the crock of illegal spirits.

We carried the whiskey about a block
south to a Chinese noodle joint, where we
set the crock on the floor and ordered
one large bowl of noodles for all of us.
Three young men appearing to be in their
very early twenties kept eyeballing the
jug. Finally one of them couldn’t stand
it any longer. He came over, pulled the
cork, and sniffed. With a very smug
satisfied look, he offered us three dollars
for the jug and contents. We accepted
very quickly and ordered more noodles.
Later we learned that the whiskey was
worth about fifteen dollars a gallon.

We caught bullhead catfish in Tom
Mix Lake, a small lake near Granite

(Continued on page 57)
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Readers’ letters for “'Trails Grown Dim'’ are printed
as soon as space permits, so please be patient! If pos-
sible, please type your query; or If handwritten, print
or write clearly, especially names, dates, and places—
and most of all, please be brief. In accord with the con-
“tent of our magazines and purpose of this service since
its beginning, preference is given writers whose trails
have grown dim out West: lost ancestors and relatives
who were sheriffs, ploneers, Forty-niners, muleskinners,
cowboys, Indians and Indian fighters, and so on. We
can’t run current “‘missing persons’’ notices or lengthy
genealogical requests, but we do attempt to print all
letters as soon as we can. Any reader having informa-
tion concerning persons referred to below Is asked to
communicate directly with the letter writer; please do
not write to us.

MecJunkin-Roberds-Roberts

George McJunkin, black cowboy, was
born in Texas in 1851 and there is strong
reason to think he was born in Madison
or Leon County to a slave couple owned
by a white family named MeJunkin who
migrated in the 1840s to the area around
Centerville (from South Carolina).
George McJunkin later came to the Tri-
nidad, Colorado area (about 1872) when
mustanger Gideon O. Roberds brought
his family north from the Brazos to the
Purgatoire (Picketwire). The Negro cow-
puncher eventually settled in the Folsom
region where he became associated with
various ranches—Pitchfork, Hereford
Park, 101, and Crowfoot as a top brone-
buster. Grateful acknowledgement will
be made to anyone with information or
anecdotes about him.

G. O. Roberds (also spelled Roberts)
brought his bride to Texas about 1859 and
settled somewhere between Comanche and
Stephenville, where he was well known in
horse-raising circles. In 1872, Roberds
began a two-year trek with his family,
chattels, and charges, including several
former slaves, to southeastern Colorado.
Here he settled about 16 miles east of
Trinidad, near the Trinchera Pass, and
became established as a cattle and horse-
rancher as well as a sometime gold-pros-
pector. Gideon Roberds was the father
of the famous breeder of quarter horses,
Coke Roberds. Information about him or
his family will be appreciated.—Mary F.
Germond, P. O. Box 8117, Albuquerque,
New Mexico 87108

Loomis-Tilley (Tilly)

I wish to correspond with anyone, or
any descendants, who can give me in-~
formation on the Loomis family from
Neosho Falls, Kansas area.

My great-grandfather (given name un-
known) and his family settled there be-
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fore the Civil War. He had seven sons of
whom my grandfather Dighton Elisa was
the youngest. I have been told that four
or five of the other sons took part as
deputies or marshals in the “County
Seat War” in Kansas.

My grandmother, Ruanna Tilley (or
Tilly), married Dighton Elisa Loomis
about 1880. She came from Bethany, Mis-
souri. They met near what is now Enid,
Oklahoma, soon after the opening of the
Cherokee Strip. I would like to know if
there are any descendants of her brothers
or sisters living and would like to learn
more about her family.—Dolores Loomis
Martin, Rt. 1, Box 38, Hatfield, Arkansas
71945 )

Morgan

My great-great-grandfather, Martin
Morgan, was born in North or South
Carolina about 1790. His father fought
in the Revolutionary War. What was
his name? Martin went to Tennessee as
a young man and met and married Eliza-
beth McDaniel. They migrated to Chari-
ton County, Missouri in 1816 where they
lived until death. Martin was a justice of
the peace there for many years.

Martin and Elizabeth had a big family
but the only one I know the name of was
Jackson, who was my great-grandfather.
He married Salinda Payne of Chariton
County in 1838 and then they moved to
Sullivan County, Missouri where they
made their home.

I would like to know the names of
Jackson’s brothers and sisters. Also, were
John and Rodamon (Rhody) Payne the
parents of Salanda? Anyone who can
help me on these people, please write.—
Mrs. W. H. Vickery, 2439 ‘Sandy Lane,
Bakersfield, California 93306

Burnett

The parents of John Burnett were
born about 1783 in New Jersey and died
November 16, 1862 in Cedar County,
Towa. He married Esther (Thomas?)
and had the following children: Thomas
(1802-1877), who married Cinderella
Nixson; Daniel H. (1805-), who married
Catherine (?); Wilson (1806-); Issac
(1807-1889), who married Eliza Nixson
Cinderella and Eliza were sisters); Wil-
liam (1810-1852), who married Elizabeth
Hines; Mary (1815-), who married Mr.
Eckard; Louise (1817-), who married
Mr. Fairfield; John (1819-1861), who
married Anna E. Vanness; Sarah (1820-),
who married. Mr. Lange; Margaret
(1882-), who married Mr. Smith; Nancy
(no dates), who married Mr. Smith; and
Cyrus (1826-). John’s wife Anna E. Van-
ness died in 1854 and John married Clar-
issa S. Howe in 1858 and had a daughter,
Mary Ellin.

I have been searching for informa-
tion about these people for over twelve
years and all I ended up with was a
square head from bumping stone walls!
Sure hope that your magazine will find
some help for me.—Howard G. Burnett,
2417 S. E. Ladd, Portland, Oregon 97214

Jones-Heff-Hurd-James-Peterson
I would appreciate information on the
following people. Lena James was from
Missouri. Her parents’ name was Heff,
who had six other children, Minnie,

Mame, Susie, Andrew, Levi and John.
Lena married a preacher named Samuel
Hurd and lived in Iowa. Their children
were John Russell, who married Addie
Annette Shew March 1916 and moved to
California; Samuel, buried in Council
Bluffs, Towa, married Ruth Vickers; Carl
married Mary Whelan and lived in Port
Charlotte, Florida. Floyd is buried in
Council Bluffs also and was married
twice. The first time to Ruby ? and the
the second time to Thelma ? . Frank mar-
ried Helen ? .

Does any one know about Nora and
Lafe Jones or Bessie and Victor Edward
Peterson ? The Jones family lived in Mis-
souri and moved to Omaha, Nebraska.
Their children were Nora, Ethel, Thomas,
Mark and Bessie, who was born February
6, 1884. She married Victor who was born
January 16, 1877 in Gotenburg, Sweden.
He was a cabin boy or stowaway on a
boat at age sixteen.

My father Valdemar Peterson recalls
the only relative ever mentioned was an
August Johnson of Denver, Colorado. I
would appreciate hearing from any rela-
tives, friends or anyone having informa-
tion on the above people.—D. D. Cheney,
7100 Stafford Avenue, Huntington Park,
California 90255

Hackman

I am looking for information about my
great-grandfather. His name was Fran-
cis Exavior George Hackman, (Frank).
He married Phoeby Ann Sherett, daugh-
ter of William Sherett, of or near Placer
County, California.

There may have been a child born to
Frank and Phoeby in California named
Francis Exavior George Hackman, Jr.
(Frank), about 1876. He was a cook on
a submarine during World War I and we
have not heard from him since.

The next two children were born in
Portland, Oregon. They were Charly,
who died a child, and Mary Ann Ellen
Teressa, born September 6, 1879. Laura
Emline was born about 1882 between
Fort Gordon and Burns, Oregon. Cath-
rine Lavina was born November 1, 1883
or 1884 at Burns, Oregon. Ida died from
severe burns while still a child. The fam-
ily lived in Burns about seven years.
Then Frank, Sr. returned to Pennsylva-
nia about 1891 to settle his father’s es-
tate. We never heard from him again.—
Bettie Lou Barker, Box 111, Rockland,
Idaho 83271

McClain-Williams

I would like to have some information
on my grandfather, Harry Claude Mec-
Clain, born in Indian Territory around
1893-94-95. He married Clara E. Wil-
liams. T believe he had a brother some-
where in Oklahoma. Also, information on
my grandmother, Clara E. Williams,
born in Tennessee would be appreciated.
—Mrs. H. C. Cast, 6340 Hildreth, Tucson,
Arizona 85706

Moody
My grandfather was Jefferson C.
Moody, born in Birmingham, Alabama
about 1861. As a young man he lived at
Moody, Texas. Later we heard he was
a border patrol or sheriff and game
(Continued on page 72)
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Explanatory note: This Nevada Christ-
mas story was first published in the Vir-
ginia City Chronicle in the late 1870s. It
was picked up and reprinted nationwide
and later appeared in pamphlet and book-
let form under the title First Piano in
Camp. The author, Samuel Post Davis,
later went on to become editor of the
Carson Appeal and published a number
of books and short stories pertaining to
Nevada.—Prepared by Douglas Mac-
Donald. :

N 1858—it may have been five years

earlier or later; this is not a history
for the public schools—there was a little
camp about ten miles from Pioche, oc-
cupied by upward of three hundred
miners, every one of whom might have
packed his prospecting implements and
left for more inviting fields any time
before sunset.

When the day was over these men did
not rest from their labors like honest
New England agriculturists, but sang,
danced, gambled, and shot one another,
as the mood seized them.

One evening the report spread along the
main street (which was the only street)
that three men had been killed at Silver
Reef and that the bodies were coming in.
Presently a lumbering old conveyance
labored up the hill, drawn by a couple of
horses, well worn out with their pull.
The cart contained a good-sized box, and
no sooner did its outlines become visible
through the glimmer of a stray light
than it began to affect the idlers.

Death always enforces respect and,
even though no one had caught sight of
the remains, the crowd -gradually be-
came subdued, and when the horses came
to a standstill the cart was immediately
surrounded. The driver, however, was not
in the least impressed with the solemnity
of his commission.

“All there?” asked one.

“Haven’t examined. Guess s0.” The
driver filled his pipe and lit it as he con-
tinued: “Wish the bones and load had
gone over the grade!”

A man who had been looking on
stepped up to the man at once. “I don’t
know who you have in that box, but if
they happen to be any friends of mine
I’ll lay you alongside!”

“We can mighty soon see,” said the
teamster, coolly. “Just burst the lid off,
and if they happen to be the men you
want, I'm here.”

The two men looked at each other for
a moment, and then the crowd gathered
a little closer, anticipating trouble.

“I believe that dead men are entitled
to good treatment, and when you talk
about hoping to see corpses go over a
bank, all I have to say is that it will be
better for you if the late lamented ain’t
my friends.”

“We’ll open the box. I don’t take back
what I said, and if my language don’t
suit your ways of thinking, I guess I
can stand it.”

With these words the teamster began
to pry up the lid. He got a board off,
and then pulled out some rags. A strip of
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something dark, like'rosevé.béd; ﬁreseﬁt'ed'

itself.

““Bastern coffins, by thunder,” said
several, and the crowd looked quite as-
tonished. :

Some more boards flew up, and the
man who was ready to defend his friend’s
memory shifted his weapon a little. The
cool manner of the teamster had so irri-
tated him that he had made up his mind
to pull his weapon at the first sight of
the dead, even if the deceased was his
worst and oldest enemy. Presently the
whole of the box-cover was off, and the
teamster, clearing away the packing, re-
vealed to the astonished group the top
of something which puzzled all alike.

“Boys,” said he, “this is a pianner!”

A general shout of laughter went up,
and the man who had been so anxious
to enforce respect for the dead muttered
something about feeling dry, and the
keeper of the nearest bar was several
ounces better off by the time the boys
had given the joke all the attention it
called for.

HAD a dozen dead men been in the box,
their presence in the camp could not
have occasioned half the excitement that
the arrival of ‘the lovely piano caused.
But the next morning it was known that
the instrument was to grace a hurdy-
gurdy saloon owned by Tom Goskin, the
leading gambler in the place. Tt took
nearly a week to get this wonder on its
legs, and the owner was the proudest in-
dividual in the state. It rose gradually
from a recumbent to an upright position
amid a confusion of tongues, after the
manner of the Tower of Babel.
/Of course everybody knew just how

such an instrument should be put up. One

knew where the “off hind leg” should go,
and another was posted on the “front
piece.” Scores of men came to the place
every day to assist.

“T’ll put the bones in good order.”

Pioche, Nevada, no date.

“If you want the wires tuned up, I’'m
the boy.”

“I’ve got music to feed it for a month.”

Another brought a pair of blankets for
a cover, and all took the liveliest interest
in it for business.

“It’s been showin’ its teeth all week.
We’d like to have it spit out something.”

Alas! There wasn’t a man to be found
who could play upon the instrument.
Goskin began to realize that he had a
losing speculation on his hands. He had
a fiddler, and a Mexican who thrummed
a guitar. A pianist would have made his
orchestra complete. x

One day a three-card-monte player told
a friend confidentially that he could
“knock any amount of music out of the
piano if he only had it alone a few hours
to get his hand in.” This report spread
about the camp, but on being questioned
he vowed that he didn’t know a note of
music. It was noted, however, as a sus-
picious circumstance that he often hung
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about the instrument and looked upon it
longingly like a hungry man gloating
over a beefsteak in a restaurant window.
There was no doubt that this man had
music in his soul, perhaps in his finger-
ends, but did not dare to make trial of
his strength after the rules of harmony
had suffered so many years of neglect.

So the fiddler kept on with his jugs,
and the Mexican pawed his discordant
guitar, but no man had the nerve to touch
the piano. There were doubtless scores
of men in the camp who would have
given ten ounces of gold-dust to have
been half an hour alone with it, but
every man’s nerve shrank from the jeers
which the crowd would shower upon him
should his first attempt prove a failure.
It got to be generally understood that
the hand which first essayed to draw
music from the keys must not slouch its
work.

IT WAS Christmas Eve, and Goskin,

according to his custom, had decorated
his gambling-hall with sprigs of moun-
tain cedar and shrub whose crimson
berries did not seem a bad imitation of
English holly. The piano was covered
with evergreens, and all that was want-
ing to completely fill the cup of Goskin’s
contentment was a man to play the in-
strument.

“Christmas night, and no piano-
pounder!” he said “This is a nice country
for a Christian to live in!”

Getting a piece of paper, he scrawled
the words:

$20 REWARD
TO A COMPETENT
PIANO-PLAYER

This he stuck up on the musiec rack
and, though the inscription glared at the
frequenters of the room until midnight,
it failed to draw any musician from his
shell.

So the merrymaking went on; the
hilarity grew apace. Men danced and
sang to the music of the squeaky fiddle
and worn-out guitar as the jolly crowd
within tried to drown the howl of the
storm outside.

Suddenly they became aware of the
presence of a whitehaired man crouching
near the fireplace. His garments—such
as were left—were wet with ‘melting
snow, and he had a half-starved, half-
crazed expression. He held his thin,
trembling hands towards the fire, and
the light of the blazing wood made them
almost transparent.

He looked about him once in a while
as if in search of something, and his
presence cast such a chill over the place
that gradually the sound of the' revelry
was hushed, and it seemed that this waif
of the storm had brought in with it all
the gloom and coldness of the warring
elements.

Goskin, mixing up a cup of hot egg-
nog, advanced and remarked cheerily:
“Here, stranger, brace up! This is the
real stuff.”

The man drained the cup, smacked his
lips, and seemed more at home.

“Been prospecting, eh? Out in the
mountains—caught in the storm? Lively

(Continued on page 58)
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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.

HALEY ON BAILEY

John Harvey Bailey, considered to be
America’s most successful bank robber,
was paroled on March 30, 1964 from a
life sentence for his supposed participa-
tion in the conspiring to kidnap Charles
F. Urschel, Oklahoma oilman in 1933.
Robbing Banks Was My Business (Palo
Duro Press, $7.50) by J. Evetts Haley is
the story ¢f John Harvey Bailey. Based
on newspaper files, court records, F.B.I.
files, and especially on personal inter-
views with the subject, Haley’s account
is a sharp profile of a man who survived
a life of crime, paid his debt, and suc-
cessfully went straight. Bailey was the
only one of his crowd, including Pretty
Boy Floyd, Machine Gun Kelly, and the
like, to live. A desperate criminal, Bailey
maintained a modus operandi and a code
of ethics which gained respect by every-
one. He successfully robbed banks
throughout the Midwest and Texas. Ha-
ley’s interpretation of Bailey’s character
sometimes seems too favorably biased.
Yet, in comparison to many thugs oper-
ating during the '20s and ’30s, John Har-
vey Bailey was a gentleman.

PURPOSEFUL HIKING

80 Northern Colorado Hiking Trails
(The Touchstone Press, P. 0. Box :81;
Beaverton, Oregon 97005, $4.95) by Don
and Roberta Lowe. The Lowes hiked each
of the trails described in the summer of
1972 and the photos they made (Don is
a professional photographer) add much
to the enjoyment of the book. An unusual
feature is the use of topographic maps
(U. S. Geologic Survey) showing eleva-
tions on which the trails have been out-
lined in red. Your reviewer hiked a
number of the trails nearly a half cen-
tury ago and it is good to revive mem-
ories of some of the nation’s spectaculars
that you must walk to see. Recommended.

INDIAN LEGENDS

A charming contribution to the juve-
nile trade is Once More Upon a Totem
(Atheneum Publishers, $5.95) by Christie
Harris, a sequel to Once Upon a Totem.
The new book contains three long stories
based upon myths and legends of North
Pacific Coast Indians. The author in-
troduces the reader to Indian life in the
productive northwest wilderness as a
setting for the stories. The cyclic phe-
nomenon of salmon birth in river head-
waters, their subsequent life in the ocean,
and eventual return to the spawning
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grounds where they were born provides
the basis for the legend “The Prince
Who Was Taken Away by the Salmon.”
Indians’ tendency to assign human traits
to birds and animals provides the back-
ground for “Raven Traveling,” the tale
of the wily crow, noted for his pranks
and gluttony. “Ghost Story” symbolizes
Indian religious rites and beliefs in the
hereafter. The book is neatly illustrated
with stylized Indian drawings by Douglas
Tait.

THE FAR NORTH

Alaska-Yukon Place Names, (Univer-
sity of Washington Press, $6.95) by
James W. Phillips should be standard
equipment for travelers to our northern-
most state. An introduction provides a
chronology of pioneer explorations from
Vitus Bering to a variety of British sea
captains. The meat of the book contains
name sources, pronunciations, and loca-
tions of more than 2,000 place names of
geographical features, rivers, towns, gold
camps ete. Aleut and Eskimo names are
common and Russian, Spanish, British
and miners of various nationalities left
cultural imprints on the Alaskan penin-
sula. Sourdough Gulch, Cheechako Gulch,
Nome, Kodiak, Valdez and Mt. McKinley
are names to lure outdoorsmen seeking
unspoiled beauty, glaciers, fishing, mi-
ning and wildlife. Alaska-Yukon Place
Names gives the reader a succinet his-
torical review of North America’s last
frontier.

HIGH ADVENTURE

The classic memoirs of the western
adventures of Luther S. Kelly has just
heen issued in paperback as Bison Book
571, “Yellowstone Kelly” (University of
Nebraska Press, $2.75) is a first-person
account as intelligently edited by M. M.
Quaife to preserve the flavor of the stir-
ring events of a century ago in which
Kelly participated. After brief service
in the Civil War the young New Yorker
went with his company to posts in Minne-
sota and the Dakotas—by the time his
three-year enlistment was up he was a
confirmed Westerner. He explored the
Yellowstone Valley, hunted in the Judith
Basin, served as a scout with General
Miles on his famous winter campaign
and later in the Chief Joseph affair. He
spent considerable time in Yellowstone
Park and was in the Ute War in Colo-
rado. He had much to remember and he
tells his story of high adventure in a
simple matter-of-fact way—readable, in-

formative and entertaining. The reprint
retains the Charles M. Russell drawing,
three illustrations by Deming and a num-
ber of photos plus a brief foreword by
General Miles. Very good and the price is
right.

A CRAZY HORSE “FIRST”

Those who enjoy story telling in verse
will find much about history and current
events in Miss Liberty, Meet Crazy Horse,
(The Swallow Press, $2.75) by Don Jones.
The Northern Great Plains provides the
setting for several poems. This is the
first time we’ve seen the Sioux Chief
Crazy Horse committed to verse. The
stanzas cover Custer’s last stand on the
Little Bighorn, and Red Cloud and the
Wounded Knee Massacre. Nebraska gets
considerable notice, including a descrip-
tion of the making and use of alfalfa
pellets. We have never thought of those
working the graveyard shift as being a
likely subject for poetry but this book
has a poem that will ring the bell for
night workers. Also in this variety of
verse are poems dedicated to letter car-
riers and their uniforms.

CLASSIC REPRINTS

Volume 50 of the Western Frontier
Library is a dandy—Gene Rhodes’ tribute
to the decent people of the West plus.
Paso por Aqui (University of Oklahoma
Press, $2.95) is generally conceded to
be Gene’s “best” and that is mighty good
indeed. Gene used a couple of incidents
in his own life in the narrative and pays
tribute to Pat Garrett, a former foe
who he thought had been maligned by
other writers, as one of the decent people.
The pluses include a spritely introduction
by W. H. Hutchinson who has done more
than any other individual to keep the
fire burning bright in Gene’s memory,
and four double-page plates, two in color,
by W. H. D. Koerner. A classic—and a
bargain.

The Swallow Press Inc. has reprinted
Frank Waters 1947 classic historical
novel The Yogi of Cockroach Court,
($2.75) which exploits the cluttered lives
of Indians, half-breeds, Mexicans and
Chinese. These people lived half-animal
lives on the Mexican-Arizona border
where the muddy Colorado joins the salty
Gulf of Lower California. The three
main characters are the victims of a tide
of illicit traffic in drugs as well as illegal
transfer of Chinese, Mexican and other
aliens into the United States. Barby, the
bastard son of a shipwrecked sea captair
and an Indian girl, is adopted by
kindly Chinese yogi and shopkeeper. Int
their lives come Barby’s paramour, &
Mexican-Indian “percentage girl” wh
later turns lesbian. They live near th
starvation level until a fast-talking dud
embroils the yogi and Barby in an un
lawful project of hiding and transfering
aliens across the United States border
The men are destroyed but the lesbias
continues on with a new girl friend
Characterization of these complex peo
ple is skillfully drawn by Waters, a
artisan of the Southwest scene. Recom
mended.
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Part IV

NEW MEXICO

lelen (Valencia Co.)—Spanish for “Beth-
lehem.” ;

tell (San Miguel Co.)—from a bell-
shaped brand which took its form from
the shape of a nearby mountain.
lelly-Ache Mesa (Grant Co.)—named for
an attack of food poisoning some cow-
boys suffered here because of a panful
of warmed-over spoiled frijoles.

land (Sandoval Co.)—now a ghost town,
was named for “Silver Dick” Bland of
Missouri.

louderoft (Otero Co.)—this town at the
end of a railroad line was situated on
the lofty peak of one of the Sacramen-
to Mountains.

lovis (Curry Co.)—named for the King
of the Franks by a Santa Fe Railroad
official whose daughter was studying
medieval history at the time.

ooney (Socorro Co.)—named for James
Cooney, a scout who found a rich mine

in the Mogollon Mountains and was .
killed there by Apaches led by Victorio. )
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Crystal (San Juan Co.)—translated from
a Navajo term meaning “crystal water
flows out.”

‘Cubero (Valencia Co.)—named for Pedro
Cubero, who became governor of the
province in 1696. _

Graveyard in the Sky (Harding Co.)—a
high stone formation on which some
pioneers lie buried.

Highrolls (Otero Co.)—in the high coun-
try, local jokesters say that if you
started rolling at this town you
wouldn’t stop until you reached the
next county.

House (Quay Co.)—no one is sure which
“House” the town is named for, Lucie

or John, but House was not named for

a house.

Kinaholi (San Juan Co.)—in Navajo
means “drafty dwelling.”

La Union (Dofia Ana Co.)—originally
“La Nuevo Unién” (Spanish for “the
new union”), named to commemorate
improved relations between the U.S.
and Mexico following the Mexican War.

Loving (Eddy Co.)—named in honor of
Oliver Loving, a cattleman associate of
Charles Goodnight.

Lucero (Mora Co.)—Spanish for “morn-
ing star” and the name of a pioneer
family from Mexico City.

Magdalena (Socorro Co.)—named for a
natural formation of rocks and brush
which strongly resembles the face of
a Madonna.

New Hope (Roosevelt Co.)—this name
reflects the feelings of a homesteader
after he finally struck water.

Pie Town (Catron Co.)—apparently this
town has long been famous for its
pastry.

Pojoaque (Santa -Fe Co.)—from Tewa
Indian word meaning “waterhole.”
Pueblo Bonito (San Juan Co.)—in Span-
ish means “pretty town,” descriptive of
a large pueblo complex at Chaco Na-

tional Monument.

Puye (Santa Fe Co.)—a cliff pueblo

whose name in Tewa Indian signifies
“rabbit hunting grounds.”

Quemado (Catron Co.)—in Spanish
means “burnt,” so named because the
town is located near an extinet vol-
cano.

Ruidoso (Lincoln Co.)—means “noisy” in
Spanish, named for a clattering creek
that splashes through the town.

Separ (Grant Co.)—supposedly was first
called “Separation Camp,” a place
where eastern and western railroad
builders met, but it actually was ori-
ginally “Sepas,” from Spanish “cepas”
meaning “tree stumps.”

Shalam (Dofia Ana Co.)—named for a
religious cult which established a colo-
ny there before the turn of the century.

Tesuque Pueblo (Santa Fe Co.)—Tewa
.Indian word for “cottonwood grove.”

Tierra Amarilla (Rio Arriba Co.)—in
Spanish means “yellow earth,” descrip-
tive of local soil which was used to
paint the rooms of ancient pueblos.

Totavi (Los Alamos Co.)—Tewa Indian
word for “quail.”

Wagon Mound (Mora Co.)—named for
a peculiar natural formation which
looks from a distance like a covered
wagon.

"THE WESTERN POLO"

This tall, hand-
some boot offers
the maximum in
-leg protection.
Available in a wide

@ MANY @ roien of imoorted
R leathers. Y
so'l.'rY’III.EEg 1 E c(;laoiczr:f t:l:‘,rhoal
- d toe styles.
| B oo
| 3 leathers you
Made B choose. Made to
To order only. Write
for FREE
Order CATALOG and
Only ordering
instructions.
WESTERN
e HATS, PANTS,
i SHIRTS,
SOCKS, ETC.

Ll., Box 17971T, EI Paso, Texas 79917

JOE HA

HEARING AIDS

COMPARABLE

AIDS

© a0 OF

® BUY DIRECT e 20 DAYS FREE TRIAL
Body Aids $49.95 up. Tiny, inconspicuous All-
in-the-Ear; Behind-the-Ear; Eye Glass Aids. One
of the largest selections ot fine quality aids.

Very low battery prices. Write for FREE litera-
ture. No salesman will ever call. Good hearing

is a wonderful gift. . 96 LLOYD core. Y
Dept. WEB, 905 9th St., Rockford, Ill. 61108

“o, S N
3 7 17
!
251
TRAPS Write for Low as $4.95
FREE CATALOG

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

INDIAN CRAFT SUPPLIES
|04 PAGE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG

S i Indian craft kits, bulk supplies,

war bonnets, beadwork, etc.

Send 25¢ for catalog.

GREY OWL

Indian Craft Company
150-02 Beaver Rd., Dept. TW.74

Jamaica 33, N.Y.

Western Wear

F R E E CATALOGUE

“Western Hat Center of the World”
Boots—Coats—Riding Accessories

LUSKEY'S WESTERN STORE
DEPT. T

101 NORTH HOUSTON ST.

FORT WORTH, TEXAS 76102

For OUT-OF-PRINT
"WESTERN AMERICANA"

YOU NAME IT—WE FIND IT!

FREE search service, and
no obligation.

INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS

Box I- TW Pacific Palisades, Cal. 90272

41




poesnT THE worp SAVE
TIE IN BEAUTIFULLY WITH YOUR
CHRISTMAS GIFT PROGRAM?

INFLATION'S GOT US HOG-TIED—WE'VE
HAD TO GO UP ON OUR NEWSSTAND
PRICES—BUT WE'RE REDUCING
SUBSCRIPTION RATES SO THAT YOU CAN
REMEMBER EVERYONE ON YOUR LIST.

GIFT OFFER FOR YOU FOLKS WHO

WANT TO GIVE SOMETHING

REALLY
DIFFERENT!

OLD WEST’

Easy, simple, economical—instead of bucking nightmarish shopping crowds, fill in the blanks
and write out a check—in ten minutes your gift problems for those friends are past history! You
couldn't send more lasting, more appreciated gifts than OLD WEST  gifts that last so long and re-

mind your friends of you so regularly

REDUC

ED GIFT RATES!

~ _AND DON'T FORGET TO INCLUDE YOUR OWN RENEWAL OR EXTENSION

AT THESE SPECIAL GIFT RATES. 1 vYEAR

3 (4 issues)
1 SUIBSERIPTIG@N f i s i s Ll i S anid T 0 i el $2.00 ea
2 OR MORE SUBSCRIPTIONS , . ... ... . oo, $1.50 ea.

2 YEARS

(8 issues)
$3.50 ea.
$3.00 ea.

OLD WEST, Box 3338, Austin, Texas 78764
NOTICE! If you don't wish to damage magazine, list on sheet of paper.
A R

YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS___

| ENCLOSE $ FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS.
Name Name.
Street Street.
City. State City. : State.
0 NEW [0 RENEWAL ZIP CODE O NEW [0 RENEWAL ZIP CODE
Name Name.
Street Street
City. State City. State
0 NEW [0 RENEWAL ZIP CODE 0 NEW [0 RENEWAL ZIP CODE.
T R AR S P M SRR
Name. Name.
Street Street
City. State City. State
NEW RENEWAL ZIP CORPE S cliad it [0 NEW RENEWAL FIP CODE ol
I R T D T S S R LR SIS )

[0 GIFT CARD TO READ FROM

42

True We



Concords in Africa
(Continued from page 11)
ria to the town of Pietersberg was well
traveled it was the stretch northward
that was to exercise the ingenuity of the
Zeederburg Brothers.

The main problem was crossing the
Limpopo—in dry weather little more
than a lazy trickle between sand bars,
the home of countless crocodiles—in the
wet season a raging ocean of water.

It still is. The main crossing is now at
Beit Bridge. Last year when I crossed,
the grey and greasy river was rolling
down almost half a mile wide.

Higher up than Beit Bridge (which
then, of course, didn’t exist) a pontoon
was built, and service was extended from
Pietersberg to Fort Tuli, a garrison in
the heart of Matabeleland.

From Tuli to Salisbury is 850 miles
and coach service was scheduled to take
fourteen days at a fare in those days
equivalent to $60.

The railway was quick to follow the
coaching pioneers and by 1894 the rail-
head had reached Mafeking. In Rhodesia
Bulawayo had been established as the
capital of Matabeleland following the de-
feat of Lobengula and the burning of his
huge kraal (village). Bulawayo means
“place of the killed” for it was here ‘that
warring factions of the tribe had slaugh-
tered each other.

With a railhead at Mafeking a new
timetable was devised. Each Monday at
nine in the morning the coach, behind ten
mules, began a journey that has been
described by one passenger as “enjoyable
in fair weather, but fraught with danger
in the rainy season” when dry river beds
became impassable torrents, and the road
a morass of glutinous black mud. Teams
were changed every ten or fifteen miles
and the average speed, including stop-
vages, was six miles an hour. ’

North of Mafeking the track cut north
nto what is now Botswana and then ran
lue north along straight stretches of
semi-desert through Palapye and across
‘he border through the Mangwe Pass
nto the high rolling country of giant
oulders to Bulawayo.

It was not cheap. Fares were up as
ligh as a shilling (then 20 U.S. cents) a
nile; and passengers, although allowed
wenty-five pounds of baggage, had to
ray an extra shilling for every excess
round.

The roads that these trusty Concords
rioneered can still be traced. Some have
een covered by modern roads, but, as in
\merica, as mines were discovered and
bandoned, Transvaal was left a heritage
f ghost towns (some incidentally are be-
ng brought back to life again as lone
rospectors and mining companies seek
0 take advantage of the new high prices
or gold).

Stagecoach travel in Central Africa
as many parallels with that of the
Vestern United States. The distances
overed were vast and the hazards were
asically ' the same—weather, steep
rades. But there were few, if any, hold-
ps by armed men, and attacks by hostile
atives were more rare than in America.

In 1896 during a rebellion of the con-
uered Matabele, one coach was attacked
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by an impi (regiment) of warriors, swoop-
ing down with their assegai (spears).

The mules were thrashed to utmost
effort as the driver attempted to outpace
the warriors. But it was necessary to
abandon the coach, and driver and passen-
gers fled to take refuge and defend them-
selves on the top of a nearby kopje (rocky
hill). They watched as the warriors killed
the mules and set fire to the coach, but
the timely arrival of a patrol of troops
from the Rhodesian outpost at Gwelo put
the impi to flight.

The route to Salisbury passed, as did
so many of the routes in the West, from
fort to fort—Fort Tuli, Fort Victoria,
Fort Charter. When the Boer war broke
out the Concord coaches were taken over
by the military and some were used to
move troops across Rhodesia to the relief
of the British forces besieged by the
Boers in Mafeking.

With the end of the Boer War and the
growth of the gold and diamond mines
in South Africa, railways moved ever
northward and the Zeederburg coaches
were used less and less. For a long while
they were needed to take mail from the
railways to outlying settlements, but by
1920 the last Zeederburg coach had made
its final run.

The Concords that played such a big
part in the opening up of Central Africa
have been described as originally being
modeled on the English coaches of the
18th century: “The ample body, almost
egg-shaped, was a fine piece of joinery.
It rested on lengthwise thoroughbraces,
each of several leather strips. These
helped to absorb shocks which would
otherwise affect the team. Concord
coaches weighed 2,500 pounds. Each
wheel spoke was hand-hewn from clear
super-seasoned ash. Each was fitted into
the hub with a nicety that would have
done honor to the finest cabinet-maker’s
art.

Proof of the durability of the ‘“super-
seasoned ash” was the discovery not long
ago of a broken wheel from one of these
veterans by a police patrol near Tuli. It
had lain in the bush for many decades
but most of the spokes of the wheel were
still in place.
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How About Living in a Bank?
(Continued from page 17)

Lodge; the basement houses a piano
studio, the Christian Science Church, and
the Youth Center. The lobby was rented
for a time by the Happy Home, 2 men’s
club. Since I needed the lobby for the
museum, they have moved to other quar-
ters. I have also rented space to an art
teacher who is conducting lessons and
planning to have art exhibits and shows.

If persistence and hard work play a

art in the future of my white elephant,
then I shall surely be successful. At least,
I have kept the building from being de-
stroyed for the present. For that I am
grateful.

The old Ness County Bank building
housed several banking establishments
over the years. The postcard at right shows
it under the name of Citizen's National
Bank. Below, three people with a com-
mon goal—to preserve one of Western
Kansas' most beautiful landmarks. Left to
right: Basil Marhofer, Ness City's mayor:
Mrs. Effie Herrick: and Ted Bryant who,
at the time of this photo, was Superinten-
dent at Fort Larned.

True We
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A Golden Jesus
(Continued from page 14)

cumstances. They brought out some like-
ly ore but it proved to run low in gold
and silver.

The following year Hawkins returned
alone to prospect further. His jumping
off point for the mountains that trip was
Escalante. Staying all night with a
family he knew, he departed their ranch

‘saying that he would return around the
first of September. When October blew in
and he did not show, three cowboys riding
range half-way between Escalante and
the Henry Mountain foothills took it upon
themselves to conduct a search. Know-
ing he had been prospecting around Mt.
Hillers they proceeded there, but not a
trace of Hawkins could be found.

After spending the summer and fall of
1924 in the Henrys, John P. (Johnny)
Lowe came out to my father’s trading
post on Navajo Mountain. Johnny, who
described himself as “The Old Prospec-
tor,” had spent a lifetime in wandering.
He remained camped near our horse
corral until the threatening winter snow-
storms began.

Between Mt. Hillers and Mt. Ellsworth
Johnny found a man’s skull with a bullet
hole in the back of the head. Parts of
the skeleton were scattered around by
wild animals. Johnny thought the re-
mains might be those of Hawkins.

Over a period of years Johnny had-

been in the Henrys eight times. Most of
his prospecting elsewhere had been done
in northern New Mexico and it was in
the small, isolated pueblos, largely com-
posed of Mexican-Indians, that he heard
numerous tales about the golden Jesus.
In Santa Fe and Albuquerque he searched
ancient Spanish documents, but Johnny
was a man of a type few people would
dare to question and just what he ran
across to convince him that the statue
story was a fact, he did not reveal.

On his first trip into the Henrys, about
seven years before Hawkins went there,
he had found a carreta wheel. It was
about five feet in diameter and made by
crossing one layer of hard oak over an-
other. The pieces were fastened together
with malleable iron pins, through holes
burned in the wood. The ends of the
pins, half an inch in diameter, had been
bradded hard against strips of flat iron
to hold fast the several crossing parts.

The wooden wheel was still solid and
Johnny found evidence that at one time
iron in the form of a rim had been
fastened around the operating edge. A
square hole had been cut in the center
about six and a half inches in width.
Through this a wooden axle had once
been pinned. Nothing more was found on
the site, but all his searches thereafter
were conducted in that one area. The
ground that might have been disturbed
was prodded, and several trenches dug in
the most likely places.

When Johnny came out in 1924, over
the Colorado River below the junction
with the San Juan, he crossed by using
a dug-out boat. He had made one more
find, several pieces of iron so rusted it
was impossible to determine for what
purpose they had been used. Certain that
they were from the vehicle that hauled
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An artist’s portrayal of Navajo warriors similar to the ones that attacked guards on
the wagontrain transporting the Golden Jesus. !

the statue, Johnny was puzzled because
they were picked up at least two miles
from where the wheel was found.

OHNNY LOWE refused to sleep in a
cabin, or even the mule barn, but he

did eat in the kitchen when invited. He
would relax for an hour or more after
eating, talking of his experiences while
prospecting and hunting for lost or buried
treasure. The golden Jesus fascinated
him no end, but he related only what
came to his mind on the spur of " the
moment, never completing a story. For
instance, he mentioned finding parts of
the old trail into the Henrys from the
east, but not of following them to any
particular site.

These trail sections were up steep in-
clines of rock, or over uneven stretches.
A bar about four feet long had been cut
into the stone surfaces with metal tools.
The cuts were solely for footing and no
mere stock trail would have been made
that wide. Being familiar with the same
thing in New Mexico, Johnny stated his
belief that no Mormon explorers had
made them. They had been cut long be-
fore Mormon settlers ventured into
southern Utah.

It was Johnny’s conviction that the
escort with the statue mistakenly tried to
cross the mountains where no passes
existed. Their worst difficulty—and one
important reason for turning back—was
that they could not have progressed much
farther. The items he found were in
about the most impassable terrain in the
Henrys.

He was sure that Indians spied on him
for a week or ten days. They must have
been Piutes hiding out following the
brief war with settlers around Bluff that
flared up in 1923 and during which
Posey was' killed. Becoming uneasy,
Johnny moved his camp after dark each
night. He never saw an Indian but he

did hear a few rifle shots in the moun-
tains. Johnny finally pulled out with his
burro train for old haunts in New Mex-
ico and never hunted for the statue
again.

The next man to search the Henrys
and who came to eternal grief, was
known only as Nell. Another wanderer
of isolated places, he shunned all civiliza:
tion and bought his supplies at lonely
trading posts. No one ever knew how
long he had been roaming the Henrys
He simply appeared one day at the trad-
ing post of John Taylor on Oljeto Wash
riding a sorrel horse and leading a pack
mule. A medium-sized, spindly man near-
ing sixty, he spoke only when necessarj
while buying provisions. Nor did Taylor
familiar with such wandering prospec
tors, ask him any questions.

This first visit must have been abou
1929. Nell returned the next spring rid
ing north, mentioning nothing abouf
where he had spent the past winter
Certainly it had not been in the Henry:
where the snow piled deep and tempera
tures dropped twenty to forty below zero
After buying provisions he told Taylo:
that a letter might come there for him
giving the name “Nell.”

The following August he appeared a
Oljeto, where a letter had been waiting
for at least eight weeks. Taylor coul
never recall the initials but he had en
tered Nell’s name in a daily journal kep
during those years.

Nell extracted a check from the enve
lope in the amount of $1,500 from
government mint. Few trading posts kep
large sums of cash so the check wa
left with Taylor to turn into money. Re
supplying himself, Nell returned to th
Colorado and went back into the Henrys
By his next trip, trading at Oljeto rathe
than crossing the desert west to som
small town, Taylor felt he had becom
fairly well acquainted with the old ma
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This time Nell asked for a good strong
box and some shipping tags. Returning to
camp he filled the box with something
heavy and addressed it to a person in
California. Taylor surmised that the con-
tents must be gold. On request he dis-
patched it for Nell from Kayenta, thirty-
odd miles down in Arizona.

Later, while Nell carefully selected
provisions, Taylor made the remark that
maybe he was having a little luck on the
river.

“No,” Nell replied in a crusty voice.
“I'm working in the Henry Mountains.”

Not until hearing that statement did
Taylor have any idea that Nell traveled
so far to supply himself where the only
whites around were members of Taylor’s
family.

“Never heard gold might be found in
there,” Taylor remarked.

“Might be,” Nell returned. “I’m after
gold all right, an eight-foot statue of
Jesus Christ.”

“Qh, that! I’ve heard a lot of stories
of it being buried up 'there.”

Beyond that Nell did not enlighten
him further. The old man returned that
September of 1933, however, and coming
over after making camp in some trees
on the wash, he displayed a little excite-
ment.

“I found the gold, more than any man
ever dreamed of,” he declared. “The big
one is bound to be in the bottom of the
hole.” He meant the statue was beneath a
pile of other golden articles.

“Bring any of it out?”

“I’'ve been watched. Indians trailed me
all the way to near the river. Ran them
off one night with my rifle. But I think
they came on after me and are still
snooping around. I'll get me a couple of
partners and go back with a pack train
to fetch it out.”

SOME of Taylor’s trading post custo-

mers were Piutes who dwelled in
southern Utah and he found it hard to
believe that they would have molested
Nell. But the prospector assured him that
it was a fact. He had seen them at dis-
tances and found their sign snooping
around. At night he slept in hiding, ready
to shoot if they entered his camp—which
he moved frequently.

Beyond saying that the hole was filled
with gold, at least a wagon load, Nell did
not explain anything more. Sometime
during the night he packed up and pulled
out.

Early the next morning two renegade
Navajos, the older one already wanted
for murder, entered the store. They were
an uncle and his nephew. After buying
a few articles the uncle asked who the
white man (Nell) was and what he was
doing.

Shrugging his shoulders, Taylor re-
plied that he supposed he was a prospec-
tor. When asked where Nell went, he
didn’t know that either. However, since
they were Navajos, he did not then
imagine they had been the ones molesting
Nell so far north across the Colorado as
the Henry Mountains.

The years went by, but Nell never
came back. Sometimes Taylor speculated
on what had happened to him, thinking
perhaps that he had gone into the Hen-

rys from Escalante with the help men-
tioned. Then in August 1941 the remdins
of a white man were discovered twenty-
two miles west of Kayenta, Arizona. The
man’s head had been chopped with an ax,
and the side of a wash pulled down tc
cover the body. Since the murder had
been committed on the Navajo Reserva-
tion, Indian Service special officers and
the U.S. marshal were called in to in-
vestigate.

There was nothing on the corpse tc
identify the slain man so officers then
paid calls to several remote trading
posts. One of them was Redlake (Tona.
lea), seventy miles south of Kayenta ir
Arizona where Taylor was then engagec
in business. On hearing a description of
the dead man his memory began to fune:
tion. Getting out his journal, Taylor
identified the victim as Nell, but he hac
not written down a surname or initials
He then named the two Navajos who hac
asked questions about him at Oljeteo.

Both were arrested for investigation
and almost immediately confessed to the
crime. They had taken up Nell’s tracks
and entered his first night camp. Slip
ping up behind him they killed the olc
man for his stock, supplies, a Wincheste:
rifle, and the money he carried.

At the time of the murder that part o:
the reservation had not been extended t
the San Juan River so the two Kkiller:
were first taken to Salt Lake City to b
tried. But the presiding judge refused t
accept the case since it was not in hi
jurisdiction. The two Indians were re
turned to Arizona and indicted, but the
jurisdictional dispute continued anc
charges against them were finally dis
missed. Later both died under mysterious
circumstances during World War II.

AYLOR, a friend, had talked to my

years before about the mysteriou
prospector. . Often Taylor speculate
about what might have happened to him
Did he actually find the gold articles an¢
the statue? Pondering that, he decide«
that Nell gave him the exact truth. Hi
would have had no reason to lie.

When the case broke I was managing
Inscription House trading post, twenty
eight miles from Redlake, the neares
post office. Visiting Taylor there we dis
cussed the situation at length. Botl
slayers were known to me, sometime
trading at the post.. After their releas
and return home I talked to them. Th
uncle would say little but his nephev
talked readily.

He said that at the time of the slaying
his uncle was hiding out in the Henr)
Mountains. Suspected of more than on
murder, he felt that officers wanted t
arrest him. Besides that, both Navaj
and Piute Indians had taken a few long
distance shots at him. They wanted t
kill him for molesting some of thei
families.

The nephew knew where he hid ou
alone and took him some grub. The uncl
was already watching Nell, wonderin;
if he had found a pile of gold. Th
nephew then joined him in periodicall
checking on the prospector. When Nel
pulled out suddenly they believed that h
was packing a load of gold. Taking afte
him, they were driven off temporarily b;
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ifle fire but followed on and killed him.
That the dead man had no gold dis-
ippointed them. He did carry nearly
600, however, which they divided be-
ween them, along with the property.

Then the nephew astounded me by
aying, “I spent some of my money right
lere in your store.”

One other man claimed to have found
he hidden gold artifacts. Cass Hite
pent almost his entire life at Hite’s
rossing on the Colorado River east of
he Henrys. Most of it was wasted look-
ng for two things—a lost silver mine
nd the golden Jesus. His searching ap-
arently began soon after he arrived on
he river in the 1870s. Actually he was
n old outlaw hiding out. Before his
eath he claimed to have found both,
ndians taking him to the lost mine and
he cached statue. This is doubtful for
'ass never had wealth of any kind and
ied a poor man.

In southern Utah around Kanab, Pan-
uitch, Escalante and other border towns
len who were born and raised in
»uthern Utah, now eighty and ninety
ears old, believe in the existence of the
olden Jesus as they do in'day and night.
[ost of them have searched for it.

Those I knew who thought the golden
alic was worth a hunt were Jess Johnson,
ill Mackleprang, Bob Adams and George
‘atch. The newcomers, only there fifty
ears, like George Fellowes, Ernest Dade
nd Ralph Smith, also have done their
1are of the unending search.

In recent years four-wheel drive ve-

‘hicles have been taken into the Henrys.

But from there on, into the right area
where the old trail entered, it is all foot-
work or riding a horse.

Panhandle Outlaw
(Continued from page 27)
trouble from two sources—Bill Parks
and the Texas Rangers.

Parks worked for Popejoy as a boot-
legger. Early in 1927 Shine discovered
that his man was stealing whiskey and
selling it out of his own little joint in
Electric City. On March 10, while Shine
was hauling a load of whiskey to Borger,
Parks, Bob Hannah, and two other men
ran Shine’s truck off the road, robbed
him, and shot him in the head. The bullet
struck in the middle of the forehead, but
instead of penetrating Shine’s skull it
traveled upward, leaving a bloody wound
in its path and passing through the
sweatband of his Stetson hat.

Shine crumpled to the floor and played
dead, listening as Parks laid his plot for
disposing of the body. The men decided
to take him into one of the isolated can-
yons along the river, cover the body
with gasoline, and set it on fire. Shine
waited for his chance to escape. When
the men stopped in GeWhitt to fill a five-
gallon can with gas, he jumped out of
the car and disappeared into the night.

ON March 26, a shiny new Buick coupe
pulled up in front of the Stinnett

post office. A neatly dressed man in a
white hat reached behind the seat, pulled
out a sawed-off shotgun, and walked into
the post office. The man was Shine Pope-
joy and he had come to make his final
settlement with Bill Parks, who was buy-
ing stamps at the window. Shine raised
the shotgun. :

“Bill, I’ve been looking for you. Turn
around.” When Parks turned, the first
blast struck him full in the chest. Dazed
and bleeding, he staggered to the door
where Shine gave him the second barrel
and blew the top of his head into the
street. Shine then stepped over the body,
walked to his car, and drove away.

He was indicted for murder and the
case came to trial on April 14. Because of
the notoriety of the killing, the trial was
moved to neighboring Roberts County on
a change of venue. Arguing that Parks
had deserved killing, the defense lawyers
produced Shine’s Stetson hat as evidence
that Parks had tried to murder him.
When the jury saw that the hole in the
hat perfectly matched the scar on Shine’s
forehead, they returned a verdict of not
guilty.

But by this time Shine had other
problems to worry about. On April 8,
1927, while he was under indictment for
Parks’ murder, a squad of Texas Rangers
(including Frank Hamer) raided a Pope-
joy still and charged him with violation
of Prohibition laws. This still, located
north of Stinnett, was built entirely un-
derground and could be reached only by
a narrow mule trail which led to a small
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cave-like opening. The operation was so
well concealed that the Rangers found it
only after an airborne spotter noticed a
curl of smoke drifting up from the
barren hills.

But in spite of his problems in 1927,
Shine managed to stay out of jail. The
Rangers moved on to other trouble spots
in Texas and business returned to its
normal state. Fortunes in oil were
pumped out of the ground, thousands of
gallons of illegal whiskey bubbled away
in the canyons along the river, and the
corruption of public officials continued
at a brisk pace.

Two years later, 1929, the winds of
change were beginning to stir. A young
and vigorous district attorney, John A.
Holmes, began going after the moon-
shiners and left everyone with the dis-
tinet impression that he intended to clean
up Hutchinson County. In July, Shine
Popejoy suffered his first setback when
he was arrested for possessing and trans-
porting intoxicating liquor. On Septem-
ber 15 John Holmes spent the day putting
the finishing touches on fourteen liquor
cases he intended to prosecute in federal
district court. That evening he was mur-
dered in his front yard by an assassin
whose identity remains a mystery to this
day.

The audacity of the killing sent a
quiver through the entire State of Texas.
Governor Dan Moody expressed outrage
at the crime and within three days had
dispatched a squad of Texas Rangers and
special prosecutor Clem Calhoun to the
troubled city of Borger. On September
22 Ranger Captain Frank Hamer, the
same officer who had led the raid on
Shine Popejoy’s still two years before,
brought this report to the Governor:
“Hutchinson County possesses the worst
organized crime ring I have observed in
my twenty-three years, as a Texas
Ranger. Many of the officers of the law
are either ex-convicts or under indict
ment of criminal offenses at the preseni
time.”

Three days later Governor Moody issued
this statement: “There exists a conspir:
acy between officers and the crimina
element, and there have been obtainec
affidavits of instances of money passing
to peace officers for protection from en-
forcement of the law. The peace officers
for some reason are failing to suppress
crime and bring criminals to justice.”

Those were harsh words and the Gov
ernor backed them up with actions
match.

ON September 30 one hundred anc
fourteen men of the Texas Nationa
Guard arrived in Borger on the morning
train, and at 9 a.m. Borger and Hutch
inson County were placed under martia
law. Troops occupied all county and cit;
offices, and under General Order Numbe:
6 law violators were detained in jai
without bond.

Among the first to be “detained” wer
Clint Millhollon, Borger police officex
and Deputy Constable Sam Jones, th
latter charged with accepting bribes. B;
the time martial law was lifted on Octo
ber 30 the county had seen the resigna
tion of every major official, includin;

True West



Sheriff Joe Ownbey, Mayor Pace of Bor-
ger, all the city commissioners, six police
officers, and a state representative.

We don’t know to what extent the re-
forms affected Shine Popejoy, but court
records suggest that for the next two
vears he lived in Obar, New Mexico, on
two hundred acres of land. This would
seem to indicate that the reform move-
ment hit him hard, in fact probably
closed down his Texas operations entire-
ly. On his return to Texas in 1932, one
detects a certain desperation in his ac-
tions as if, deprived of his “legitimate”
business of moonshining, he had turned
to more serious forms of crime.

On March 15, 1932, G. W. Newsom,
president of the First State Bank of
Stinnett, drove to Borger to pick up a
shipment of money. On his return he was
stopped by Shine Popejoy, who poked a
gun in his face and made off with $4,-
657 in cash. A month later Shine was
charged with armed robbery. In the
meantime, he was brought to trial on the
1929 charge of possessing and transport-
ing liquor. The jury found him guilty
and assessed punishment at two years in
the state penitentiary. His lawyers first
sought a new trial, then vowed to appeal
the decision to a higher court.

The hand of the law was closing in on
Shine, but he wasn’t through—yet. On
November 15, while out on bail on the
charge of armed robbery and awaiting
the higher court’s opinion on the liquor
conviction, he robbed the Stinnett bank
again, this time with the aid of Joe Wolfe,
Jelly Stewart, and W. H. Burke. Less
than a week later he was arrested in a
orivate home in Oklahoma City. Officers
found two pearl-handled .45 pistols in his
lap and $216 in his pocket, which he
:laimed to have earned picking cotton
1ear Carnegie, Oklahoma. So once again
Shine saw the inside of the Hutchinson
County jail, and this time it appeared he
vould be there for a long time.

On January 15, 1933, jailer Dan Cam-
ern and his son DeWitt were in the
ail picking up dishes after the prisoners
1ad eaten their evening meal. Cambern
rave this account of what happened to
he Borger Daily Herald:

“DeWitt and I went in around 4:30. I
pened the door and Henry Letterman,
me of the prisoners, handed me an empty
ray. I had given orders that the prison-
rs always were to stay out of the run-
vay. I think Shine came out of the sec-
nd cell. He came out like a flash and
aced me, and as he came around the door
le shot me in the fleshy part of the left
g,

“DeWitt was directly behind me and
rhen Popejoy fired, DeWitt grabbed his
ight arm, caught him around the neck,
nd turned him around so that his side
7as toward me. DeWitt had no gun, and

was afraid the rest of the prisoners
rould come.

“While he was fighting DeWitt like a
iger, I fired the shots. He tried to turn
is gun on DeWitt. They wrestled to the
loor right in the doorway and I had
) pick my time and place to shoot. At
ne time he had his gun nearly up to
hoot DeWitt. Right before I fired the
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fifth shot he looked up at me and said,
lYou ___________ !, I

Shine Popejoy died that afternoon on
the floor of the county jail. According to
law officers, he had lowered a rope out
the window and someone on the outside
had tied a .32 Derringer, a .45 pistol,
and four hacksaw blades to the end of it.

Ironically, Shine and the bank he
robbed twice died only two days apart.
On January 13 the beleaguered G. W.
Newsome had locked the door of the First
State Bank of Stinnett and moved to
another town.

War Horse No. 9
(Continued from page 23)
on a dozen horses’ necks—*“inspected and
condemned.” Among them was No. 9. I
went to the stable sergeant and told him
they had condemned the best horse in
the troop.

Dutch Anderson told me he had ridden
that horse clear to Parral after Villa less
than a year ago. Five hundred miles each
way with nothing to eat but sagebrush
either.

The stable sergeant said, “Kid, that
horse has shot his bolt.” He said the
horse was old and that he went down
occasionally, and I would get hurt or
killed. He said, “You encourage him to
run away sometimes and bring a lot of
that on yourself.”

I retorted that in a Cavalry charge you
weren’t supposed to hold your horse back,
but the sergeant said that No. 9 was in
Cuba with the 11th in 1909 and before
that he was chasing gugus around the
Philippines. I then tried to buy that horse
asking what they were going to do with
him anyway? I said that they were only
going to kill him and that my grand-
father could use him on the farm and
would come down and get him.

The stable sergeant told me to go see
the first sergeant and get permission to
speak to the troop commander as he was
the only one who could do anything for
me.

When the first sergeant asked what I
wanted to see the troop commander for,
[ said I wanted to buy No. 9 because they
were going to kill him. I said my grand-
father back in Connecticut would like to
have him. “Say, when my grandfather
slaps the harness on that horse and
irives him downtown he’ll have them all
ooking his way, believe me.”

I didn’t get anywhere talking to him.
He said the horse had been condemned
ind would be destroyed. He said that no
yuck private was going to change the
dolicies of the War Department and that
- couldn’t see the troop commander on
1 foolish matter like that. Right then I
tnew No. 9 didn’t have many more days
0 live.

A few days later at mounted drill I was
‘iding him and the command was given.
‘Left front into line. Draw saber. Trot.
Sallop. Faster! Faster!” shouted the
:aptain.

The horses were all snorting and fight-
ng the bit. The flashing sabers really
ixcited the horses. They had all been
‘hrough it before. Then came the com-
nand “Charge!” Everyone yelled like
naniacs. We had the long straight sabers
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that we thrust and lunged with, and in
less time than it takes to tell it I was
abreast of the captain.

I looked over at him and yelled
“Charge!” He looked at me hostile-like
and I saw him rake his horse’s flanks. I
knew it was No. 9’s last charge and I
did my best. I'd stick an imaginary
doughboy on the ground and meet another
imaginary mounted man coming toward
me with my saber stuck right straight
out.

If I had met another mounted man
at the speed I was going I’d have gotten
a broken arm or been knocked out of the
saddle or both. I was going to show the
boys how to do it right. But I got no
compliments. I was charging alone then
and the rest of the troop had formed in
columns of fours and were going back to
camp. As long as the saber was flashing
around No. 9’s head I couldn’t stop him
or return the saber to the scabbard. So
I dropped it and stopped him, and it took
a few minutes to dismount and find the
saber.

I rode back to the column and the cap-
tain asked where I had been. I said I had
been looking for my saber.

“You had your saber when you rode
by me,” the captain said.

“I dropped it,” I replied.

The captain asked if I had my saber
fastened to my wrist. I said I did but I
dropped it anyway. He looked at me and
glanced at the IC on the horse’s neck
and turned away and rode to the head of
the column.

FEW DAYS later I was answering

stable call and I picked up a nose bag
and was going to put it on No. 9 when
the stable orderly came over and said not
to do it. I asked if they weren’t going to
let him eat first. He said no, that he
didn’t need to eat anymore, and that they
were waiting for him. He said I could
lead him out if I wanted to. I said I didn’t
want to.

I stood and watched the two horse-
shoers, stable orderly, saddler and stable
sergeant each lead a couple of horses
out there. I saw the veterinarians put the
pistol to No. 9’s head and I saw him drop.
I turned away kind of sick.

Chow call was sounding and I went for
supper but I couldn’t swallow very easy.
The stable orderly came in and stated,
“Kid, he was dead before he hit the
ground.”

One other soldier spoke and asked,
“What do they do with them horses,
anyway?”’ &

Another soldier said, “What do they

do with them horses? What do you think

those big cans of corned willy are that
come with no label on? That’s where them
horses go,” and to me, “you’ll see No.
9 again, kid, but you won’t be riding him.
He’s going to be loaded with saltpeter,
too. Ha, ha, ha.”

The stable sergeant came in and joined
the discussion. He said we were getting
some remounts and I would get on the
remount squad. I said no, that No. 9 was
good enough for me.

Now, fifty-five years later, it all comes
back to me like a dream. I see the plains
north of Fort Bliss and there stands a

chestnut horse with a blaze face tossing
his head. Here comes a boy wearing a
pair of old issue brass spurs that tinkle.
He grabs the pommel and reins and
mounts. He’s off. There is No. 39 sten-
ciled in the corner of the saddle blanket.
Why, that’s my old troop number! It’s
me, it’s that crazy kid on that crazy
horse again. Captain Gaujot stands there
watching. He shakes his head slowly and
mutters. Not a hope. Not a hope. Good-
bye No. 9.

Ah, but it was great to be seventeen
years old—to wear the yellow hat cord
and a pair of brass spurs that tinkled,
and to ride an old warhorse with fire
in his heart. I wouldn’t have traded
places with anybody else in the world.

Maybe someday, No. 9, you and I can
get together and make that ride to Hidal-
go del Parral again. We'll take it easy
this time. Might meet Major Frank
Tompkins that led a detachment of the
13th Cavalry in the shot at Parral—o1
maybe Lieutenant George S. Patton, Jr
who was on the Expedition fifty-five
years ago, no commonplace company
there. But you were no commonplace
horse, either. ¢

The Stringfield Massacre
(Continued from page 15)

“Some Mexican people lived in thal
house nearby, but I was too weak to walk
to their house. They were afraid to com
to where we were, till late that evening
when the Mexican man came and carriec
me to their house. Then the Mexical
woman dressed my wounds and stoppec
the bleeding. I stayed with them for fou
days before they could move me. It wai
two years before I could draw a ful
breath, on account of the wounds they in
flicted upon me, and I have never entirel;
recovered from suffering caused by thos
wounds.

“My two brothers . . . were captured b;
the same band of men at the time I wa
thus assaulted and my father and mothe
killed. I and my relatives and friend
have tried every way possible to locat
the two brothers or get some trace o
them, but they have never been seen o
heard of since they were carried awa;
by those men. After this happened !
number of ranchmen and neighbors gath
ered at the house where I went, an
talked to me. They then took the trai
of the band which had done this. I knoy
it was common knowledge and unques
tioned, that this was a mixed band o
Mexicans and Indians from Mexico; tha
they came from Mexico and went bac
into Mexico; that the ranchmen wh
trailed them were in close pursuit of ther
when they recrossed the Rio Grande int
Mexico.”

The pursuers did find the unidentif
able body of a boy along the trail towar
the Rio Grande, and assumed it to b
that of one of the Stringfield boys.

IDA ALICE STRINGFIELD recovere

slowly, and lived with a relative, Ta
mon Hobbs, until she married Willia
Hatfield and moved to Medina, in Bar
dera County. As she related, fruitles
efforts were made to trace the wher
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abouts of Adolphus and Thomas. Then
in 1908 an incident occurred which re-
newed the old hopes of learning the fate
of her brothers, and which placed a great
deal of stress on Mrs. Hatfield.

Author’s note: Certain names have been
thanged from this point on to avoid em-
barrassing living descendants of the par-
ties involved.

[N the fall of 1908 a San Antonio news-

paper carried several stories about a
raveling showman who was performing
n the South Texas area in order to
'rect markers on the graves of his par-
nts, Thomas and Sarah Stringfield.
Jalling himself “Tom Three Moons,” he
:laimed to be Thomas Stringfield, one of
‘he missing sons. He related a believable
itory about the massacre, his long period
f captivity, living with the Indians who
1ad captured him, and his final release
vhen the band succumbed to reservation
ife in Indian Territory.

Tom Three Moons operated a show in
vhich he and his daughter, Prairie Blos-
lom, performed feats of horsemanship.
’rairie Blossom would pick up coins
hrown into the arena while riding full
ipeed. In this manner the pair raised
mough money to mark the graves of the
stringfields with a granite tombstone.

Ida Alice (Stringfield) Hatfield, who
1ad always prayed that something would
ventually be heard of her brothers, had
» resurgence of hope when she read the
lewspaper stories. She went to San An-
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tonio from nearby Bandera to see if
her prayers had been answered.

Tom Three Moons greeted her with a
kiss, claiming to recognize her as his
sister, but Mrs. Hatfield was immedia-
tely dubious as to the truth of his claims.

Tom Three Moons had brown eyes,
while she distinctly remembered Thomas
as having blue eyes. However, he could
have been Adolphus, whose eyes were
brown, but Three Moons insisted that his
sister was mistaken—that he was indeed
Thomas Stringfield.

MRS. HATFIELD tried to accept Tom

Three Moons as her brother, because
she believed there was a chance that his
story was true until flaws began to
appear in his version of the massacre.
He claimed to have been captured by
Apaches, but evidence found along the
trail by the ranchers in pursuit indicated
that the Indians in the band of raiders
were Comanches.

Mrs. Hatfield’s uncle, Alexander Mills,
visited with Three Moons, and gave his
opifiion that the man was neither of the
Stringfield boys. And .with that, the
worried sister began making some in-
quiries in Oklahoma and Kansas. Her
investigations resulted in exposing Three
Moons as Ira Goodson, and his daughter
as Bonnie Goodson.

Goodson had operated a medicine show
in addition to his horse show, and was
at the time, wanted for illegally trans-
porting mortgaged horses from Oklaho-
ma into Texas.

What possessed Goodson to perpetrate
the hoax remains a mystery. He left
Mrs. Hatfield bitterly disappointed, but
she never gave up hope of finding some
evidence of the fate of her brothers. No
clue was ever uncovered, however, and
Ida Alice Stringfield Hatfield died in
Kerr County on April 8, 1937 still
puzzled and dejected about the whole
bizarre circumstance.

Methods of Boys on the Hustle
(Continued from page 35)

Dells. We sold them to the Home Cafe,
receiving 25¢ for two. The only fish [
ever saw on the menu, however, was
“black bass.” 5

Catching bullsnakes for the Smokis
for their snake dance paid off to the
tune of one dollar each. Pulling a bull-
snake out of a gopher hole is quite a
stretchy problem.

We also found that selling ice cream
at the fair grounds during the rodeo was
remunerative.

IN a large pile of rocks near the Pio-

neers Home we found a hole opening
into a very small room amid the rocks.
We could see a gunny sack. In seconds
we had the sack on top the rocks. Inside
we found a .41 revolver and a .32 pistol.
We took the weapons to the sheriff’s
office in the south end of the courthouse
and surrendered them to a deputy. A
week later they were unclaimed and much
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to our amazement were given back to
us. What a haul!

And then on top of the Courier Build-
ing, hidden behind a signboard, we found
stashed a case of “Canadian Club.” If
the firemen that year had anything in
their punch for their Christmas party,
they had to find a new source.

All of the boys I knew were very
capable with a slingshot. They  could
throw a stone almost a block to land on
the tin roof of the Chinese laundry.
However, the owner never came out to
remonstrate so the boys soon tired of
the fun.

There was one theatre in town, The
Elks. Not having the admission fee was
painful when the movie was popular. On
the south side of the building was a fire
escape to the balcony. As soon as the
lights were dimmed and projection
started, the usher would open the door
for ventilation. We allowed him about
one minute to get back to his station;
that was our signal to enter unobtrusive-
ly and find a vacant seat. When we
couldn’t make money, we at least tried to
save money.

Halloween night of 1924 was to bring
an event which ended my participation in
future Halloweens. Parked on the west
side of the courthouse was one of
the old-time gravel wagons. It was built
for at least four mules and had a long
solid tongue. Someone released the brake
and six of us boys started rolling it north
toward Gurley Street. The street sloped
slightly to the north. The wagon started
rolling faster and faster and when I
saw the other boys taking off, I did too.
Suddenly the big heavy carrier made a
90-degree turn to the west, crossed the
street, crashed the curb, and went over
the sidewalk and the tongue of the wagon
punched through the plate glass window
and the first two booths of the cafe. No-
body was hurt as the place had been
closed for about five minutes, but I was
stunned at the results of that prank and
went straight home, crawled into bed and
stayed there.

ONE DAY our newspaper carried a

story about a robbery in which a
large amount of money was taken. It
seems that the bandits, being under pres-
sure from the law, decided to bury the
money rather than be captured with it.

After being caught, one of the prison-
ers disclosed that the money had been
buried near a rock pile located in the
center of three large pine trees. Sup-
posedly the location was not too far
from Indian Hill, a low rounded knoll
located a short way west of Prescott.

We were off, may I say, in a “cloud
of dust.” Our sole equipment consisted
of a shovel and a gunny sack. We had
energy to burn. The search commenced
as soon as we had crossed to the west side
of Granite Gulch.

We searched all around the Pioneers
Home first, because there were numerous
piles of rocks. Luck was with us! We
were sure to find the treasure! Then a
rain squall came up suddenly and we
waited beneath a large pine tree for a
little protection it gave us.

As soon as the rain let up, we walked

away from the tree——when whoosh—a
crashing sound! We looked back at the
tree we had just left. Bark was flying
in all directions. Lightning had struck,
burning a path through the bark to the
ground wheré we had been standing less
than a minute before. Lucky we were!
Smoke was rising from the pine needles
so we used our gunny sack to beat oul
the fire before returning to our searck
for the buried money. Even lightning
could not stop our hunt for very long.

The day was wearing on when We¢
found a spot which fit the description o
the Rainbow’s End. Also there was ¢
sunken spot to feed our imagination
Zowee! The shovel was put to work im
mediately and we soon struck something
Digging it out, we discovered it to be ¢

air of bloody Levi’s. :

The situation had changed. Instead o
treasure we wondered if there might be :
body underneath. The thought was rathe:
disconcerting. We decided to call in som
help from the sheriff’s department.

I had a friend in school named Donal(
Poulson. His father was a deputy. Thei
home was located nearby on the east sid
of Granite Creek. We scurried to tell Mx
Poulson of our find.

Deputy Sheriff Poulson accompaniel
us back to the scene, and digging deeper
he found more bloody clothing. Thes
there was nothing more than har
ground. He concluded that the clothin,
had probably belonged to a rustler wh
had killed a calf or a beef and ha
buried his clothes after butchering th
animal.

That ended our treasure hunt and t
the best of my knowledge the treasur
is still intact wherever it was buried (i
there really was one). Anyhow the searc
was exciting and we had actually foun
something tangible to show for our et
forts.

So it was in 1924 in Prescott, Arizon:
Growing up there was a real pleasur
In October 1972 I returned to Prescoi
with my wife. Together we drove aroun:
Most of the familiar buildings wez
exactly the same as a half century ag
only the faces on the streets were di
ferent.

A Con-Man’s Christmas Carol
(Continued from page 39)
night, this! . . . Must feel pretty dry?

The man looked at his steaming clothe
and laughed, as if Goskin’s remark w:
a sarcasm.

“How long out?”

“Four days.”

“Hungry?”

The man rose up and, walking over f
the lunch counter, fell to work upon son
roast bear, devouring it like any wi
animal would have done.

As meat and drink and warmth begz
to permeate the stranger he seemed °
expand and lighten up. His features lo
their pallor and he grew more and mo:
content with the idea that he was not
the grave. As he underwent the
changes the people about him got merri
and happier, and threw off the temp
rary feeling of depression which he h:
laid upon them.

True We
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“Do you always have your place dec-
orated like this?” he finally asked of
Goskin.

“This is Christmas Eve,” was the
reply.

The stranger was startled. “December
24th, sure enough.”

“That’s the way I put it up, pard.”

“When I was in England I always kept
Christmas. But I had forgotten that this
was the night. I’ve been wandering about
in the mountains until I’ve lost track of
the feasts of the church. Where’s the
player?” he asked.

“Never had any,” said Goskin, blushing
at the expression.

“I used to play when I was young.”

Goskin almost fainted at the admission.
“Stranger, do tackle it and give us 2
tune! Nary man in this camp ever had
the nerve to wrestle with that music-
box.” His pulse beat faster, for he feared
that the man would refuse.

“«111 do the best I can,” he said.

HERE was no stool but, seizing 2
candle-box, he drew it up and seated

himself before the instrument. It only
required a few seconds for a hush tc
come over the room.

“That old coon is going to give the
thing a rattle.”

The sight of a man at the piano was
something so unusual that even the faro:
dealer, who was about to take in a fifty
dollar bet on the trey, paused and dic
not reach for the money. Men stoppec
drinking, with the glasses at their lips
Conversation appeared to have beel
struck with a sort of paralysis, and cardi
were no longer shuffled.

The old man brushed back his long
white locks, looked up to the ceiling
half closed his eyes, and in a mysti
sort of reverie passed his fingers ove
the keys. He touched but a single note
yet the sound thrilled the room. It wa
the key to his improvisation, and as h
wove his chords together the music lai
its spell upon every ear and heart.

He felt his way along the keys like |
man treading uncertain paths, but h
gained confidence as he progressed, an
presently bent to his work like a master
The instrument was not in exact tune
but the ears of the audience did ne
detect anything radically wrong. The
heard a succession of grand chords,
suggestion of paradise, melodies here an
there, and it was enough.

“See him counter with his left!” sai
an old rough, enraptured.

“He calls the turn every time on th
upper end of the board,” responded
man with a stack of chips in his hand.

The player wandered off into the ol
ballads they had heard at home. All tk
sad and melancholy and touching song
that came up like dreams of childhoo
this unknown player drew from the key
His hands kneaded their hearts lik
dough and squeezed out tears as fro:
a wet sponge.

As the strains flowed one upon tt
other the listeners saw their homes «
long ago reared again; they were pla;
ing once more where the apple-blosson
sank through the soft air to join tl
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7iolets on the green turf of the old New
Zngland states; they saw the glories of
’he Wisconsin maples and the haze of
‘he Indian summer blending their hues
ogether; they recalled the heather of
Scottish hills, the white cliffs of Britain,
ind heard the sullen roar of the sea as it
eat upon their memories vaguely.

Then came all the old Christmas carols,
uch as they had sung in church thirty
rears before; the subtle music that brings
1p the glimmer of wax tapers, the solemn
hrines, the evergreen, holly, mistletoe,
ind surpliced choirs. Then the remorse-
ess performer planted his final stab in
very heart with “Home, Sweet Home.”

When the player ceased, the crowd
lunk away from him. There was no more
evelry and devilment left in the au-
ience. Each man wanted to sneak off
o his cabin and write the old folks a
stter. The day was breaking as the last
nan left the place, and the player, with
is head on the piano, fell asleep.

“I say, pard,” said Goskin, “don’t you
rant a little rest?”

“I feel tired,” the old man said. “Per-
aps you’ll let me rest here for the
1atter of a day or so.”

He walked behind the bar, where some
Id blankets were lying, and stretched
imself upon them.

“I feel pretty sick. I guess I won’t
ist long. I've got a brother down in the
avine—his name’s Driscoll. He don’t
now I’m here. Can you get him before
orning ? I'd like to see his face once
efore I die.” :

Goskin started up at the mention of
1e name. He knew Driscoll well.

“He your brother? I’ll have him here
1 half an hour.”

As Goskin dashed out into the storm
le musician pressed his hand to his
de and groaned. Goskin heard the
ord “Hurry!” and sped down the ravine
» Driscoll’s cabin. It was quite light in
1e room when the two men returned.
riscoll was pale as death.

“My God! I hope he’s alive! T wronged
m when we lived in England, twenty
:ars ago.”

They saw the old man had drawn the
ankets over his face. The two stood a
oment awed by the thought that he
ight be dead. Goskin lifted the blanket
ud pulled it down, astonished. There was
1 one there!

“Gone!” cried Driscoll, wildly.

“Gone!” echoed Goskin, pulling out his
sh-drawer. “Ten thousand dollars in
e sack, and the Lord knows how much
ose change in the drawer!”

The next day the boys got out, fol-
wed a horse’s track through the snow,
id lost it on the trail leading toward
oche.

There was just one man missing from
mp. It was the three-card-monte man,
10 used to deny point-blank that he
uld play the scale. One day they found
wig of white hair, and called to mind
at the “stranger” had pushed those
ks back when he looked toward the
iling for inspiration on the night of
«cember 24, 1858.

muary-February, 1974

* BUFFALO BILL AND HIS WORLD CHAMPION COWBOY'S *

Collectors Item: A 19°* x 25’ print of this famous photograph taken in 1898 during
Buffalo Bill's heyday. A must for your western collection, suitable for framing.

gend $4.95 to J & J Enterprises 500 East 63rd Street, Marathon, Florida 33050
ept. B.

[ CeremoniclDance  [B] Tribal Costume Pointing Toward
Trouble

: s
4
] Gold On Padre Island 2] Stay Out Of My
Territory!

] Spring’s Drama 1n 3
The Desert

% REDUCED RATES! %

SR i b
BEAUTIFUL COLOR PRINTS- COVERS OF Austin, Texas 78764

PAST ISSUES OF TRUE WEST, FRONTIER
TIMES AND OLD WEST-PRINTED ON
HEAVY DUTY PAPER, 10%s” X 14”7, READY
FOR FRAMING . .. AND AT ROCK-BOT-
TOM PRICE, TOO.

I $1.00 12 .$ 8.00
4 . .....$3.00 20......$13.00
8. . $5.50 24 . $15.00

CUT OUT COUPON OR LIST ON A SHEET OF PAPER

Circle prints desired




All of Us Thorps Could Ride!
(Continued from page 29)
the patient priests away. Though they
never talked Kamiakin out of his several
wives, the missionaries were friends of
the leader and his people.

Mortimer surveyed the great spread
of the Central Yakima Valley through
which others had herded but not stopped.
Chief Kamiakin, whose home had been on
the Ahtanum, fed his herd—started
from Hudson’s Bay stock—here before
the wars. He was never captured but
moved from place to place, wanting
nothing to do with treaties or reserva-
tions. The rye grass was higher than
the stock and the bunch grass so thick
it crowded the sagebrush. Water for
stock, gardens and orchards was every-
where. There was no smoke from a neigh-
bor’s chimney and Fort Simcoe, the only
point of civilization in the wilderness,
was over forty miles away. The Indians
who built their willow dams across the
river at the Gap were friendly unless
upset by some white trader’s firewater.
They made their tent camps and fish-
drying racks and the men fished while the
women cleaned, smoked and dried the
salmon.

Thorp decided to build a larger cabin
and bring his wife and many children
from the Klickitat. Four years before
the Whitman massacre he had come with
his wife by covered wagon and taken a
donation claim of 640 acres in the Oregon
wilderness. As other settlers began to
intrude upon his kingdom, he moved, after
a dozen or more years, to the Klickitat
area of Washington Territory where
Goldendale now stands. Here he made a
county and became its probate judge. His
stay here was brief. The North was call-
ing; mines were opening and cattle driv-
ing had become big business. Ben Snipes,
the Cattle King, was on his way to glory,
but several others were well along in the
field also.

Soon after the family came to the
Moxee, Helen Dulcena Thorp married
cattleman Charles Splawn, and Thorp’s
sons later would marry the daughters of
cattlemen.

THE WINTERS of 61 and ’62 were

cattle killers. Snow was drifted to the
roof tops and a freezing rain covered the
snow over the grass lands. The legs of
the stock were cut and bleeding. Thorp
was not about to see his fancy Durhams
and Kentucky Thoroughbreds die even
though the cost to humans in saving them
could be high. With his boys’ help and
his own man-killing determination he be-
gan chopping ice to open wide areas of
feed. The Thorp cattle wintered through,
while ninety percent of the other cattle
in Washingon Territory died.

“That winter,” Vivian Thorp said,
“wasn’t the only bad one; I’ve seen some
pretty bitter ones myself. Ben Hutchin-
son, a bachelor, had a horse ranch on
Crab Creek and he was the best man with
a lariat between Denver and Calgary.
After the winter of 1890, he had nothing
but heaps of bones you could smell for
miles around, and everywhere you went
there were carcasses of livestock. Milk
cows were fed flour and water. Hay was

62

a hundred dollars a ton if you could get
it.” ¥ 3

Everyone had heard about Dr. Prague
whose Kentucky stallion named Roderick
had cost $900. He had some fine Ken-
tucky mares, too. That winter of 1889
when Washington became a state was as
bad or worse than the Sixties, and Prague
put Roderick into a lean-to kitchen and
fed him bits of hay, boiled potatoes and
flour, and the salted flesh of other ani-
mals that had died out in the cold. Rod-
erick survived.

“Horses were sometimes more impor-
tant than people, for people were help-
less without them,” Vivian reflected.
“Blooded stock mixed with Indian cayuses
developed a pretty sturdy breed. Charlie
Newell, the Horse King, raised a lot of
those horses to sell to armies all over
the world.”

The commandant’'s home at Fort Simcoe,
home of the Indian agent.

Mortimer Thorp prospered on the
Moxee, sending his sons out with herds
of cattle for the mines to Canada and
even Montana. The trip to the Caribou
Mines in British Columbia took forty days.
There were rivers to cross, Indians and
bandits to elude, weather to battle, as
well as cattle to feed as they traveled so
they wouldn’t lose flesh. On one of these
drives Leonard Thorp returned with $50,-
000 for old Mortimer—and frozen limbs
that would cripple him for life. He had
parts of both feet removed by the Indian
Agency doctor at Fort Simcoe, without
anesthetic. ‘

Mortimer hired a teacher and held
school for his own children in an upstairs
room of his cabin. Their playmates had
always been Indians, as his had been
slave children in his father’s home, and
though Mortimer held great “dislike for
both races, he had never been so close to
any white people.

All over Washington Territory log ca-
bins were being built. Some washed away
in the spring floods or were burned by
Indians, and some were deserted when
their owners lost their stock from freez-
ing winters or summer droughts. But
they were re-occupied or rebuilt again
and again, and sometimes lone ranches
or small trading posts became villages,
or occasionally towns in time. Fielding
Mortimer Thorp was not for long the
only settler in the Central Yakima Valley
area. Smoke began to come from chim-
neys in the Ahtanum, one from the
home of little Harriet Hattin who in a
few years would marry young Bayliss
Thorp. ;

A small settlement called Yakima City
was beginning to develop not far from
Thorp’s cabin, which meant that the
time had come for Mortimer Thorp to
move again despite his liking for the
luxuriant valley. This time he chose a
wilderness area several miles from Rob-
ber’s Roost—that became Ellensburg. But
Thorp did not move again from his big
ranch. Perhaps he was tired or perhaps
he realized that he couldn’t get away
from the onward march in the West.

IVIAN THORP was born in Ellens-
burg the year the railroad cut through

Washington Territory, bringing more
settlers and easier methods of transport-
ing cattle to market. By that time the
country had gone through the terror of
the Custer massacre, Chief Joseph’s run-
ning battle, and the Paiute-Bannock war.

The Perkins murder in 1878 brought
much fear and considerable action to the
Yakima and Kittitas area. A cattleman
and his young wife were murdered in an
area east of the Moxee. Blanch Bunting
Perkins had often stayed or visited in the
Thorp and Hattin homes. The couple was
hurrying home from their cattle camp on
the Columbia to beat the stork, and they
were somewhat worried by the number
of' canoes they had seen on the river.
Seven Indians, fleeing the gunboats of
the soldiers that had fired on them and
killed some of their number while they
were attempting a crossing, came sudden-
ly upon Perkins and his wife eating their
lunch at a place called Rattlesnake
Springs. The Indians’ hearts were full of
revenge for all white men and here were
two chances to let their feelings be known

The trapped couple gave them thei
food, and quickly mounted up in vair
hope of escape. Perkins was downed by
a shot and Blanch was thrown from he:
horse in an attempt to cross a smal
ravine. When a searching party founc
them, both were buried under rocks anc
it was claimed that Blanch had beer
buried alive as one hand was reaching
up pushing the stones from her tomb
Naturally the whole area from Golden
dale to Ellensburg was thrown into panic

Men from Yakima and Kittitas joine«
Agent Wilbur at Fort Simcoe, with hi
faithful Indian Police, in tracking dow:
the murderers. Forts were built, or cabin
and towns fortified. Guns were sen
from Olympia and a state of emergenc
prevailed. The guilty who had not dies
elsewhere were hanged on a new scaffoli
in Yakima City. It is said that Blanch’
brother followed one escaping member o
the seven and beat him to death.

‘It was young Bayliss Thorp who wa
to move this time. Deciding to leave hi
father’s kingdom and go it alone, Baylis
took his family into the great wastelan
east of the Columbia and settled in th
Crab Creek country.

“Ellensburg was a good-sized tow
when it burned in 1889,” Vivian remen
bered. “That same year Spokane, the big
gest inland city, burned, too, but bot
were rebuilt. North Yakima had gone ug
river a few miles with the railroad an
a lot of houses were moved from the Ol
Town, a name it took until it was calle
Union Gap. In 1889 Washington Terr

True Wes
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tory became a state, but there was still
plenty of pioneering to do.”

Steamboats had long been on the Co-
lumbia, and the railroads made some dif-
ference in the length of cattle drives, but
a lot of folks still lived in log houses miles
from school, town, railroad or river.

“Colfax in Eastern Washington had
been the center of cattle raising, lynch
law and vigilantes,” Vivian said, “but
when I was growing up and the trains
began to thunder through, some of the
people started to raise wheat and fence
in the desert.

“Then they started using horses for the

crops.and harvest, but the cattle business
never stopped. One of the biggest drives
was by Lang and Ryan who moved 30,-
000 head of cattle with 800 horses, 120
cowboys, 40 wagons, 160 loaded rifles and
30,000 rounds of ammunition. Cattle were
gathered from here to Wyoming and
from there driven to Chicago and Oma-
ha.” :
The year the railroad came through Ya-
kima, 100,000 head of cattle were shipped.
The coast cities were also a place
of sale and much of the hard drive over
Naches Pass could be eliminated.

Vivian Thorp, by the time she was in
her teens, could drive cattle, break horses
for riding, driving, farm work, and rac-
ing, as well as any man. “I grew up in a
big, raw country,” Vivian explained. “My
father died young, leaving my mother
with six children to raise, so we all had
to go to work early. My brother Shannon
went to Alaska with a boatload of cattle
and was drowned. The Thorp Hotel in
Skagway was named after him. I re-
member the Thorps and a lot of others
went to Alaska and the Yukon with cat-
tle. The Status Stock Company on the
Yakima Indian Reservation sent a lot
of cattle up there by boat and rail. The
big boss of the company dealt in cattle
and reindeer. He brought reindeer down
from Alaska to raise on the headquarters
ranch and tried to get his cowboys to eat
reindeer meat. He even had it canned,
but it was quite an insult after Yakima
beef.”

N the Big Bend Country Vivian slept
under the cook shacks and cooked for
cattlemen and harvesters. She broke hors-
es and raced them from Spokane to Top-
penish where the rodeos were bigger than
at Pendleton. She went on any cattle

A cattleman’s cabin on the Columbia.
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drive that would hire her and she cooked
if she had to. :

“T felt much better on a horse than
cooking. I learned to pick out racers; I've
forgotten how many races I rode in—
clear to Montana sometimes. I wore a
big hat and boots and a riding skirt. My
own saddle mount was always a Ken-
tucky Thoroughbred. As I said, the
Thorps were as proud of their horses as
their family—maybe more so.”

Vivian Thorp’s riding life knew no
fences. She went where she had to, to
earn a living, but like many of the
Thorps she always came back to the Ya-
kima Valley. By the time I knew her,
though, she wasn’t riding horses but try-
ing to herd a big old second-hand road-
ster with a stubborn motor down the
road when she traveled. Neither did she
wear boots or riding skirt or big hat, but
sturdy shoes and rayon dresses that didn’t
do much for legs long curved by the
saddle.

She was a tiny woman with wispy hair,
suffering from arthritis, and the eyes be-
hind her glasses were much more sym-
pathetic than those in her Grandfather’s
picture. She had a contagious enthusiasm
that made her—even in old age—attrac-
tive. Her husband was a big old cowboy
who still rode for a loecal rancher, but
Vivian did not live with him. She had her
own neat apartment and cared for an
invalid sister. She saw to it that her
spouse had food and clothes and care if
he needed it. Big friendly McClarey had
a failing for liquor. He died as he lived—
in the saddle with his boots on.

I once asked Vivian what the most
exciting moment in her life had been. “I
guess it was Halley’s Comet—no, I think

maybe it was when they chased Harry-

Tracy, the bandit, and caught him over
near where I was working in Creston.

“Wait a minute,” she stopped thought-
fully. “I know! It was when my horse
beat Maude Lillie’s in a race—because
you just didn’t beat Maude Lillie in any-
thing. Maude was a beautiful, educated
part-Indian girl whose mother owned
much of the town of Toppenish. That fine,
three-story mansion over there is hers
and she still lives in it. She married a
lawyer.

“Well, Maude used to ride with the
cowboys just for the fun of it—she had
fine horses. Later she got an airplane
and flew from Canada to the cattle camps
for the thrill. So naturally there was
money put up on that race, though I
don’t think anyone expected me, who had
to ride for a living, to come out the
winner, much as Thorp horseflesh was
respected. It wasn’t a very joyful time
for the Toppenish Queen, though she
really had a heart of gold.” The little old
woman fairly glowed with the memory
of that long ago victory.

In 1941 a marker was placed in the

‘Moxee near Thorp’s first home honoring

Mortimer and his family. Another grand-
daughter and a great-granddaughter par-
ticipated in the event.

“There ought to be a marker for Grand-
father Hattin, too,” Vivian said. “He
built the first courthouse and hotel in
Vancouver—you know, the year Ulysses
Grant was there as a soldier. When he

went to the Ahtanum he rebuilt the
mission and built the first sawmill. He
developed a beautiful place he callec
Hattin’s Gardens after his father’s home
in England.”

Personally, I think. there ought to be
a marker to Vivian Thorp McClarey
Thorp’s and Hattin’s granddaughter, whe
drove more cattle and broke more horses
than any other woman in Washingtor
State.

Desert Cowboy
(Continued from page 22)
be plenty to drink and refill the contain
ers. There wasn’t a one of us but wha
wanted a drink mighty bad by the tim¢
we rounded the mountain and pulled uy
to the spring.”

Sam shook his head and gave a lov
laugh, “You should have heard the groan:
that went up. The spring was bone dry
and the chuckwagon that carried barrel
of water was nowhere in sight.

“Ben Roberts, a half-breed Indian, wa
usually very calm and slow to anger bu
I think he would have killed that cool
right then if he could have got his hand
on the fellow. The barrels of water in th
chuckwagon were just for such times a
this.”

Roberts apparently well understoos
both men and animals as he asked fo
a few volunteers to stay with the horse
that had slowed down in the mid-da;
heat and needed fewer men with them
The riders who were suffering mos
from thirst were told to ride on to th
next spring and catch up with the chuck
wagon.

“As the day wore on and the heat grey
worse, Roberts let one man after anothe
ride on ahead until there was only him
self, Big Johnnie Weldon, and me left.
Sam paused a long time remembering o
choosing his language. “It was a hellis
hot day. The horses traveled slower an
slower and I thought we’d all die fo
want of water. Once Big Johnnie cut of
the trail for about a mile and went ove
to where the old Sixteen Mile House ha
been. All he could find was a ruste
oyster can half full of water from th
last rain—which had been in early spring
It didn’t taste good but we each got t
wet our mouth—it was wet!”

As it grew dark the three men becam
alarmed. They should have caught u
with the wagon and cowboys before sun
down. “There was nothing to do but pro
the animals and keep going to the nex
spring where there was sure to be wate
and feed for the horses. It was two a.n
when we finally caught up with tha
chuckwagon!”

Sam laughed as he recalled, “That coo
was sprawled out in a drunken sleej
Roberts kicked him awake and told hir
to head for the home ranch—or just ‘get
A few hours without water would sobe
him up. That cook was a good one, an
good cooks were hard to find but if Rok
erts hadn’t taken care of him, Big Jonni
and I would have. We would have prot
ably added a couple of black eyes to hel
him on his way.”

SAM SAID that some years there we:
long drives to sell the cattle whe

True We:
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the markets near the ranch became ovel
loaded. “It took us a good six months t
move a herd from Kern River countr
to Virginia City, Nevada where we got
fair price for the beef. Day after day o
trail was tiring, and quarrels easil
started. The trail boss had to be might
choosy as to who he took on the trip i
he was going to get by without troubl
somewhere along the way.

“When we camped near a settlemer
some of the boys were given time off t
go into town and relax; you always ha
your turn and if you didn’t take it yo
waited till the next time around. A nigl
on the town sometimes left some of tk
fellows in poor shape the next mornin
so they were loaded into a supply wage
and hauled along until they could hol
their heads up and sit in the sadd
again.”

By the age of eighteen Sam had te
years of experience working the desel
range and bit by bit had built up h
own herd, feeding them on his father
land. He knew the hazards of cattle rai
ing—from drought conditions to rustle:
—and had watched the big cattleme
hunt, sometime as long as five years, for
profitable market. Sheep and goats, n
to a cattleman’s liking, were showing
quicker and larger profit so Sam swa
lowed his cowboy pride and traded h
180 head of cattle and 2 saddle horses fi
1,000 goats.

He took the goats high in the Sier:
and stayed away from cattle ranges wh
possible. Compared to raising steers; t!
goats multiplied fast and were ready f
market in a very short time. “When t!
herd reached 7,500 I brought them o
to the railroad and shipped to Kans
City. I had to accompany the shipme
and that was an interesting experience
cleared $3.00 a head. The only problem
had in that whole fast money-making de
was that I had to raise money for freig
costs before the shipment got on its way

In spite of the quick profit made
goats, Sam returned to the cattle wor
From his father he leased a ranch ne
Lone Pine in the foothills of the Sier
and shipped cattle in from Arizona.
stayed in the cattle business that ti1
until 1919.” All he would say of the
years was, “I made out but nothi
special.”

When he sold out he returned to 1
boyhood home at Tehachapi and tried
number of things from operating a butc
er shop, a movie house, and dance h
to promoting boxing matches. “I s:
more fights and bloodshed in and out
the saloons of Tehachapi than I like
think of, but there was one good one,

“A family by the name of Chaj
moved to town and it wasn’t long un
it became evident that they liked to pi
on anyone they could lick. Farrel, one
their older boys, was always tormenti
the younger kids and any young fell
half his size. He was fond of yanking
guy’s rope off the saddle or untying
pack saddle just to start a quarrel—tk
he’d dump the little guy in the ho
trough for laughs.

“There was a real quiet kid that ca
in from one of the ranches and Far
started picking on him. He followed °

True W



<id into the saloon and kept tormenting

1im until everyone quieted down to
watch what was going to happen. The
¢id put up with it a long time and then
Death Valley Scotty, who was in town
‘or the night, offered to buy drinks for
weryone. I don’t know if it was to break
1ip Farrel’s play or whether there was
iome betting on what would happen.

“Anyway, the kid whipped out an Owl
Jead—a Smith and Wesson .32 rim-fire
ind pumped five shots into Farrel. When
he gun appeared, Scotty started for the
loor yelling, ‘Run, boy, run—if you can’t
hen, damn you, get out of the way and
et a man that can!’”

Sam continued, “Every one was in sym-
rathy with the kid and glad that Farrel
1ad met his match. Old Doc Perry dug
hree of the bullets out but two were too
lose to the spine; Farrel never did pick
n anyone else after that.”

[T WAS evident that Sam preferred to
talk of ranching as he switched to the
ubject of horses and the excitement of
reaking wild ones. “There were lots of
7ild horses and plenty of range land for
hem. The ones we caught were fine ani-
1als with ancestors dating back to the
'panish times, crossbred with eighty
egistered Morgan mares that Landers
rought in and turned loose. Those horses
ould survive under the most difficult
onditions, were extremely sure-footed,
nd carried the most desirable charac-
sristics of the Spanish and the Mor-
ans.”

Sam said that every man had his pet
1eory of how best to break the wild
orses which usually weren’t captured un-
1 they were five or six years old. “I’ve
sen both man and horse killed in the
ider’s effort to conquer some spirited
reature. Some animals would commit
zicide rather than be penned up.” He
ave an example of a fine stallion that
ad given the cowboys the slip for a
umber of roundups but was finally cap-
ired. “They put him in a high-fenced
irral where he couldn’t possibly jump
it. That beautiful horse just lowered
s head and ran full force against the
ls, breaking his neck. There are people
ho can’t stand to be fenced in either,
1t they can usually figure a way out;
le horse has less and less chance of
eedom as years go by.”

Sam explained that he broke most of
s horses in the Kern River. “It is a
et job but neither you or the horse is
orn out. He can’t buck if he can’t get
s head down. With between two or
ree feet of water pulling his feet down
id a2 man Sitting on top of him, that
limal is going to quiet down in a hurry.”
In 1926 Sam went back to raising cat-
2 on the Mojave Desert where there
2re more gold mines than cattle. “I did
little gold panning but never did find
1ything that would equal cattle. I bought
iares in some gold and cinnabar mines
tt I let the other fellow do the digging.”
Sam was nearing seventy when he sold
it his spread, moved into a small trailer
id became a self-employed fence con-
actor. The tall, slender, soft-spoken
an in blue jeans, boots, and old felt
t was always easily talked into tem-

wuary-February, 197

porarily looking after a ranch while a
friend went on vacation—fences could
wait. Sam Cuddeback was a cowboy to his
death at the age of eighty-two.

Delta County Sheep War
(Continued from page 10)
arguing. However, it so happened that
within the near future Cash was to testi-
fy against Ben at a grand jury investiga-
tion concerning a cattle-sheep fight in
which some woollies had been killed and

a sheepherder’s mules shot.”

If Rockwell is right, none of us knew
that Sampson was that close to solving
the mystery.

It should be said that we didn’t stam-
pede any sheep over high bluffs and we
didn’t shoot at any herders. Don Musser
and I did shoot the herder’s horse as he
was being saddled—and for the herder,
I’'m sure, that was the same as being
shot at.

All I can say is, that if we had intend-
ed to shoot at the herder, we wouldn’t
have hit the horse.

We resented, a little, being called Night
Riders because writers had tried for
years to conjure such an organization of
outlaws within the Cattlemen’s Associa-
tion, whose duty it was to run the sheep
off the range. I doubt that there was
ever any deliberate organization or
planned action of this kind.

As in our case, when pushed by sheep-
men, the cattlemen pushed back. At least,
we forced them off and we kept them
off. I didn’t feel that we were outlaws
then and I don’t now. We simply did
what had to be done in the quickest, most
direct way possible.

The country was up to its ears in
World War I by the time of the Lowe-
Sampson fight and that, more than any-
thing else, allayed curiosity and pre-
cluded further investigations into what
had happened in the Escalante. I came
home in late August 1917, and went into
the Army almost immediately and, for
all of us, the war intervened and put an
end to it.

My father eventually lost his ranch
because of heavy snows, high feed costs,
depression, and mortgage, and of the
original ranchers, only the Mussers are
represented in the canyon. Cal Musser,
Don’s brother, still runs cattle in the
Escalante and owns most of the old
ranches.

A sequel is the story of the longevity
of the Lathrop sheep. We didn’t kill all
of them and those that lived must have
been real hardy because they endured
and propagated; there are still Lathrop
sheep.

Years later, when I was in the auto-
mobile business in Montrose, I sold cars
and trucks to Howard Lathrop and his
brothers, all sheepmen, without regard
for the past.

I’ve been urged by a few close friends
and relatives to tell this story and I've
done it the best I can. In reflection, I
have but one remark: From that day to
this, there have been no sheep south of
the Gunnison River in Escalante Coun-
try.
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crafted axe is guaranteed to please any out-
doorsman who needs a rugged trail axe to
use as a camp tool or unique decorator item.
PLAIN—$5.98, DECORATED—$6.98. Cash,
check or M.O. Send for FREE brochure.

HIGH RIVER MFG. COMPANY Dept. L

Quality
Steel

P.O. Box 2886l Dallas, Texas 75228
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CLASSIFIED

(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.
$1.50. Theron Fox, 1296H, Yosemite, San Jose, Calif.
95126.

NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc, $1.50. Theron Fox,
12982 Yosemite, San Jose, Calif. 95126,

"DEAD MEN DO TELL TALES" by Lake Erie Schaefer.
Facts about Frank Fish's mysterious death, sfill un-
explained. Sequel to ''BURIED TREASURE and LOST
MINES" his Treasure Hunters Manual. Prepaid $3.00.
L. E. Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, Calif. 91710.

TOMBSTONE EPITAPH copy free for asking. Also
western book list. Epitaph, Tombstone, Ariz. 85638.

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 7old bottles. With price quide.
$2.75. Putnam, West, Box 578, Fontana, Calif. 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.
WHAT ARE YOUR BOTILES WORTH? Some bring
$2,000! '‘Bottle Collector's Handbook/Prlcin? Guide'
identifies, prices over 3,000 collectible bottles. $3.95.
Infobooks, 5001-TEB, San Angelo, Tex. 7690I.

FREEl SEND FOR FREE LIST of our Bargain Priced
Western Books. Badmen, Lawmen, Cowboys, Indians,
Treasure. Fascinating, exciting books about the West,
all at special Bargain Prices. Write to WESTERN
788?1( CO., Free Book List, Box 3338, Austin, Tex.

4.

15TH CENTURY REPRINTS OF LEGENDS of the Old
West, by authors such as Ned Buntline. Every Old
West history buff should have these. Stories about:
Custer, the James Brothers, Billy the Kid, Calamity
Jane and eleven more of your favorite Wild West
characters, in pamphlet form. 75¢ plus 25¢ shippin%.
PIONEER 'PRESS, Box 84, Union City, Tenn. 3826l.
TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES, OLD WEST, GOLD!
complete. Excellent condition, Best offer. Garthofner,
1019 Laredo Circle, Boise, |daho 83705.

EARLY, RARE TRUE WEST & FRONTIER TIMES. Send
self-addressed stamped envelope and list_ wanted.
A. A. King, 3201 Stanford St., Greenville, Tx. 75401.
COLORADO GHOST TOWNS, maps, exact loca-
tions. "'Guide to Colorado Ghost Towns' $2.00. Bill
Bennett, Box 629, Woodland Park, Colo. 80863.
TRUE WEST (No. 3 through 1972). FRONTIER TIMES,
all issues. OLD WEST, first 10 issues. Hart, 1107 N.
Fillmore, Little Rock, Ark. 72205. $100.00 plus package.
FORT FETTERMAN'S CEMETERY. Soldiers and Pio-
neers! Indian Fights and gunbattles! All carefully
documented. Indexed. Sharon Lass Field, 5005 Grey-
bull, Cheyenne, Wyo. 82001. $1.50 Postpaid.

Treasure Hunting

GOLD & SILVER—Locate up to !4 mile away with my
sensitive locator. Send for my free, informative
pamphlet. Carl Anderson, P.O. Box 13441-BC, Tampa,
Fla. 33611.

PROSPECTING, EXPLORATION, TREASURE HUNT-
ING, Mining—Equipment, Kits, Books. Free Catalog.
Miner's Exchange, Box 64C, Nampa, ldaho 8365l.
FREE 156 Page Detector Catalog. General Electronic
Detection Company, Box &7, Bellflower, Calif. 90706.

GOLDAK TREASURE Locators—new for '73. A hobby
you'll enioy for fun and profit. Find coins, gold, sil-
ver, Charge on BankAmericard. GOLDAK, Dept. TW,
1101-A Air Way, Glendale, Calif. 91201.

TREASURE FINDER LOCATES buried gold, silver,
coins, treasures. & powerful models. $19.95 up. In-
stant financing available. Write or call for free cata-
log., Phone (713) 682-2728 day or night. Dealer in-
1gulrle;o||révh‘ed. Relco, Dept. A-91, Box 10839, Houston,
ex. 7 5

SPANISH TREASURE. Pieces of 8, Buried and Sunken
treasure. Bargains in bulk silver, gold, gold doubloons.
Special Bit of 8 cut for | Real size with large cata-
logue, $1.00. Colonial House, 909 Travis, Houston,
Tex. 77002.

Real Estate

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS. Full price $385.00.
40 acres $10 month. Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
tshing. investment. Free information. ,Land Corpora-
tion. 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.

WALT COBURN STORIES. FREE LIST. Over 45 Walt
Coburn stories are available in back issues of TRUE
WEST and FRONTIER TIMES. Walt grew up on the
Coburn ranch, the Circle C, a neighbor and blood
brother to the Assiniboines. He knew Charlie Russell
and many of the men whose names are synonymous
with the West. Tom Mix spent his last evening on
earth in the company of Walt and friends. For Free
List, write Western Publications, Inc., P.O. Box 3338,
Austin, Tex. 78764.

RARE, ORIGINAL HUNTER'S FRONTIER TIMES. Not
all issues: not all mint, but good condition, $3.00 for
a specific issue. Only $2.50 for an issue of our own
selection (that is, you leave it up to us to send
what's available). These are the ORIGINALS. Address
correspondence to Susan Washburn, Western Pub-
lications, Inc., P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.
TREASURE HUNTERS' GUIDE TO WASHINGTON #2,
$2.50. For Northwest Treasure News on treasure, ghost
towns, old maps, send a stamp. Christensen, Box 5075,
Spokane, Wash. 99205.

NEVADA VACATION RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
ELKO. Y4 Acre lots, $395. $1.00 down, $5 per month.
Hot Springs, deer, rock and mineral hunting. Water.
Send $! for contract, returnable. None offered to
Californians. Write Silver Crescent Ranchos, P.
Box 4, Crescent Valley, Nev. 89821.

IDEAL 5.ACRE RANCH. Lake Conchas, New Mexico.
$5,475. No down. No interest. $40.00 month. Vacation
Paradise. Good investment. Free brouchure. Ranchos,
Box 2006YS, Alamenda, Calif. 94501.

GOVERNMENT LANDS . FROM $7.50 ACRE!
Vacationing, Farming, Investment! Exclusive ''Gov-
ernment Land Buyer's Guide'' . . . plus "Land Op-
portunity Review'' listing lands throughout U. S. Send
%0%% SURPLUS LANDS, Box 6588-KE/|. Wash. D. C.

GOVERNMENT LANDS DIGEST. A Monthly review of
government Real Estate offerings throughout the
U.S.A. Free subscription information! DIGEST, Box
25561-WP, Seattle, Wash. 98125.

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA TREASURES by Rascoe.
Over 80 Treasure Tales! Has been called the best
True-Clue treasure book ever done on this rich old
state. A best seller at $4.00—our SPECIAL PRICE,
$1.75, plus 25c postage & handling. Western Book
Co., Box 3338, Austin Tex. 78764.

FOR COLLECTORS OF TEXANA or mi!itarB history—
THE TEXAS ARMY: A History of the 36th Division in
the Italian Campaign. Hardback, 300 pages with
photos, maps, biblio. and index, Limited edition.
$10.50 ‘postpaid. Order direct from author-publisher:
Robert L: Wagner, P.O. Box 13488, Capitol Station,
Austin, Tex. 78711.

THE BONANZA TRAIL by Muriel Sibell Wolle, 510
pages, beautiful, rich paper and hard binding. Many
pictures, maps, complete index. Old West ghost towns
and near ghost towns by an authority. Published at
$10.00. An exceptional value at $4.70 plus 25¢c postage
and handling. Western Book Co. P.O. Box 3338, Aus-
tin, Tex. 78764.

FOR SALE: BOOKS by B. M. Bower,
Mrs. Lolly Walker, 312 East Davis,
82301.

MONEY BOOK. FREE information.
844-CT, San Antonio, Tex. 76901.
WESTERN MOVIE CATALOGUE—Over 30 pages of
Movie Material, magazines and books for sale. Only

50¢ in stamps or coin. Now available. Collectors
%’O%lé Store, 6763 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif.

Curwood, etc.
Rawlins, Wyo.

Hobbytronics,

WESTERN BOOKS. Out-of print and new. Write for
Free Lists. Santa Paula Books, Box 384-W, Santa
Paula, Calif. 93060.
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Business & Employment
Opportunities

I'LL SHOW YOU how to earn $20,000 yearly—collect-
ing discarded industrial silver! Free _information:
Silverman 5A-16, Box 548, Woodville, Tex. 75979.
FORTUNES RAISING POTTED HERBS at home! Free
seeds. Instructions! Herbalism Institute-WP, Box 968,
Glendora, Calif. 91740.

YOU CAN MAKE $150.00 weekly addressing spare
time at home for 25 firms. Send $1.00 to Barkley's,
IC40 SJh St. N. W., Portage la Prairie, Manh‘oéa.
anada.

FREE!
SEND FOR FREE LIST

OF OUR
BARGAIN PRICED WESTERN BOOKS

Badmen, Lawmen, Cowboys, In-

dians, Treasure. Fascinating, ex-
citing books about the West, all
at special Bargain Prices.

WESTERN BOOK CO.

ox 3338 764 |

700—ANTIQUES AS AN INVESTMENT by R.
Rush. Hundreds of photos, drawings and chai
Where and when to buy and sell, detection
fakes, style and period characteristics, etc. A
536 pages. Hardbound. Indexed. Published
$14.95. This new, complete edition is a rare k
gain, $5.95.

701—CARE AND REPAIR OF ANTIQUES
Thomas H. Ormsbee. How to authenticate, rex
antiques, regardless of condition or climate. Hz
bound. A best seller reduced to $1.95.

702—HOW TO DECORATE FOR AND WITH .
TIQUES by E. H. Bjerkoe. American antiq
their most effective use: decorating and ar
tectural periods, wallpapers, fabrics, etc. Phe
and drawings. 254 pages, hardbound. Inde:
Originally $7.95. Now only $3.95.

703—HOW TO RESTORE AND DECORA
CHAIRS by R. R. Blanchard. 111 photos, skete
detailed patterns. Amateur’s complete guide
restoration, finishing, supplies, stencil desis
ete. Hardbound. SPECIAL $3.95.

704—COINS AND COIN COLLECTING by
Linecar. 230 plates, many full color. History
coins and how to start and maintain a collect
There is a fortune in this hobby! A beaul
book published at $9.95. AN EXCEPTIO}
VALUE AT $2.95.

705—GRANNIE’S REMEDIES by Mai Thomas
charming book recording the good sense and {
medicine of a by-gone day. The perfect inex
sive gift, $1.95.

706—OLD DOLLS by E. St. George. 77 ph¢
dolls and doll houses, collectibles. A deligh
book by a recognized authority. Our Very Sp(
Price, $1.95.

707—CANDLE MAKING AND DECORATIC
A Step-by-Step Guide, by Valerie Janitch,
beautiful book with color illustrations. Ca
making for decorations, lasting art and beau
and for fun! A lovely remembrance any tim
the year. Only §

Please add 25¢ postage and packaging for |
book ordered, U.S.A.; others 50¢. Book order
$30.00 or more shipped postpaid.

WESTERN BOOK CO.
P.O. Box 3338 Austin, Texas 78764

Fishing & Hunting
LIVE CATCH animal, bird, fish traps. Free cate
Mustang-NC23, Box 10880, Houston, Tex. 77018,
SPRING LYNE FISH CATCHER. May be used
ways—casting and tie on branch of tree. Keeps
head under water. Set today and run it tomor

Game Warden approved. Cummings Fishing Tal
Box 295, Lonoke, Ark. 72086. Price, $1.00.

Recipes

WINEMAKERS . . . FREE lllustrated Supply Cat
of yeast, equipment. Recipes. Continental,
18223-W, Indianapolis, Ind. 46218.

HUNTER'S COOKBOOK BY BETIY MELVILLE, fo
high altitude test cook for Betty Crocker. Over
recipes for wild game, common and exotic, |
and small. It's more than a cookbook—a culi
handbook for the authentic sportsman—and for
wife. Published at $7.95. We have a limited nur
for only $6.50 Postpaid, WESTERN BOOK CO.,
Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.

GRANDMA'S OLD FASHION BURNT SUGAR C
with special burnt icing. Send $1.00 with self-addre
stamped envelope to Marie Burch, 119 3rd
Nampa, ldaho 83651.

True W



Miscellaneous

UMATISM-BURSITIS? Stops stiff, painful shoulder
legs overnight. Free information. M. F. Wooten,
San Francisco St., San Antonio, Tex. 78201.

ARING AIDS. HUGE SAVINGS on tiny, all in the
eyeglass, behind the ear and body models. Free

e trial. Low as $10. monthly. Write for free
slog. Prestige, Dept. R-10, Box 10947, Houston,
lss 77018.

'S WHITE DRESS SHIRTS, up to size 20, im-
iate delivery at $6.00 each. The Freed Co., Box
Albuguerque, New Mex, 87103,

JNTRY RECORDS AND TAPE CARTRIDGES. Jimmy
ers, Carter Family, Bob Wills, Hank Williams,

‘illonroe, Curly Fox. Polkas. Fiddle Tunes etc. Free
Jlar. Uncle Jim O'Neal, Box A348, Arcadia, Calif.

.

\RING AIDS. HUGE SAVINGS. Buy direct. Elimi-
» dealer markups. 20 days Free Trial. Terms ar-
'ecl:ll.' N’ciossalesman will call. LLOYD'S—76, Rock-
, 1. 61108,

Western Merchandise

PLACER- GOLD, $2.50. Pocket gold, $2.50. Gold dust,
$2.00. Attractively displayed. Moneyback guarantee.
Lester Lea, Box 237, Mt. Shasta, Calif. 98067. -

PEARL AND METAL SNAP FASTENERS for Western
shirts. Many styles and colors. Free catalog.
Campau Company, P. O, Box 518-G, Rosemead, Calif.
91770.

BOOMTOWN NEWSPAPERS. AUTHENTIC offset re-
production of January 29, 11879 issue of the Daily
Chronicle—first issue of Leadville, Colorado's earliest
daily. Also October 2, 1891 edition of the White
Pine Cone, a weekly from a Gunnison County, Colo.
mining camp. Receive both reproductions postpaid
for $1.00 from Carbonate Camp Publishers, ~Box
72, Leadville, Colo. 80441.

BEAUTIFUL INDIAN SHIELD. Multicolored designs.
I5" or 115" diameter. Can be adhered to T-
shirts, sweaters, denim, wood. $2.85 each postpaid.
Bear claw, turtle, thunderbird, peacepipe, buffalo-
skull, whirlwind, snake, buffalo, horse. Great Plains
Designs, P.O. Box 8440, Minneapolis, Minn. 55408,

PRA SKINS, $250.00. Caribou skins, $42.00. Cowhides,
0.,Goat skins, $20.00. Calf skins, $15.00. Sheep-

%, $15.00. Polar Bear skins, $1000.00. All beauti-
tanned with hair on. The Freed Co., Box 394,

muquerque, New Mex. 87103,

P BY MAIL! For gift items. Catalog 10¢. Roddy's,
.. Dept. WP, EI Campo, Tex. 77437.

»-TIME RADIO SHOWS on tape. Reels-Cassetfes,
ose from over 600. Free catalog. Garant, Box
Greenville, Tenn. 37743.

Firearms

OLD GUNS WANTED, all kinds.
holsters, bayonets. Send description (markings, cali-
ber, barrel length, photo or sketch) ‘and price.
Bratlien, Huitfeltsat. 35, Oslo 2, Norway.

OLD GUNS WANTED, all kinds.
holsters, bayonets. Send description markings, cali-
ber, barrel length, photo or sketch) and price.
Bratlien, Huitfeltsgt. 35, Oslo 2, Norway.

Also law badges,

Also law badges,

NT LIST OF FORMULAS for curing different
pases in year 1905. Available now! Send $5.00 to
ian Nash, Box 16, Black Hawk, So. Dak. 57718.
«E YOUR WILL! 4 Will Forms, "Easy"" instruction
val, $1.00. Guaranteed! Sawyer-2T, Box 8484,
ryville, Calif. 94662.

ACK TAPES—$3.50. Over 800 titles. Send 10¢ to
)DY'S, D.S.R., El Campo, Tex. 77437.

Rare Coins & Stamps

RARE Silver Dollars, 1880-81 S, 1883-84-85-1899-1900:
01-02 O mint. Uncirculated, $8.00 ea. Coin Catalog
50c. Shultz, Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.

RARE COIN COLLECTIONS. Historical, informative.
Decorative investments. Information $2.00. J. Starry,
Parkers Prairie, Minn. 56361

WHAT A
TREMENDOUS HELP!

N et N
Our newsstand sales are our life's blood
and you just can't sell a magazine when
nobody sees it! So if you will join the "Pull
‘em Out" brigade, Podner—you'll have us
smiling like a pussycat lapping warm milk!

Indian Relics

IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,
Oijibwa, Eskimo crafts. Lists 50c, lrografts, Box 7
Ohsweken Reservation, Ontario, Canada.

AUTHENTIC GEM-TYPE, some serrated edges, mostly
Obsidian points. From Sacramento River area. About
I'" long. 4 for $5.00. Frank Estes, 1617 Willis St.,

Redding, Calif. 96001.

AUTHENTIC WESTERN ARROWHEADS—Perfect Con-
dition. 25—$5.00 100—$15.00. Broken Arrow, TWD1208,
Scottsdale, Ariz. 85252.

ARROWHEAD COLLECTORS: Books always a fine
gift—free brochure. ''Detecting Reworks and Mod-
ern Arrowheads' with samples, $1.00. "'Identification
Guide for Columbia Plateau Projectile Points'" $2.25.
THE TEPEE, Box 749, Richland, Wash. 99352,

- NAVAJO RUGS. FINE TEECNOSPOS, Two Gray Hills,

Yeis, etc. Also have Navajo, Hopi, and Zuni jewelry.
Lists for 25¢. Charles Rhoton, Jr., Box 152, Keyes,
Okla. 73947.

4

to get these special issues from here to there except to ask (for the very first time) for a little help on the
increased costs of postage and handling. POSTAL RATES FOR MAGAZINES ARE GOING UP AS MUCH AS
1509%—and there’s not much we can do about that but holler! We CAN send the issues of your choice for
50¢ plus 25¢ postage (a total of 75¢) for each copy. You don’t need to cut the magazine—just list the
ones you want, enclose 75¢ for each with your name and address. OR FOR A SPECIAL BARGAIN, order all
12 for just 50¢ each, a total of only $6.00, and we’ll ship 'em POSTPAID.

#e vt

HORSE TALES #2

THE DAY THE DALTONS

BADMAN #3 HORSE TALES #1

S SPECIAL ANNUALS &
WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC. P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Texas 78764

BADMAN #1 BADMAN #2 WANDERLUST #1
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0ld Red Mountain City
(Continued from page 25)

day I witnessed a remarkable case of
carelessness of life. While passing the
said saloon, a man rushed out to the mid-
dle of the street, whom I found to be
Major Dorwin, with hair dishevelled, and
immediately another man with a revolver
in hand rushed to him and pointing his
pistol was about to fire, when Major Dor-
win, who being an old veteran and ac-
customed to seeing danger of that sort,
coolly tore open his shirt and said,
placing his hand on his heart, ‘Put it
there, d--- you!’

“The desperado, seeing the nerve dis-
played by Major Dorwin, dropped his
pistol and said, ‘No, you are too good a
man. Come in and get a drink.” And they
both did so, and afterwards were fast
friends. Many such incidents occurred
during the early days of Montana, and
many hairbreadth escapes from death by
starvation and thirst which were en-
countered by the old-timers that will
never be seen in print, and much less
talked of, as some of them are sad to
contemplate while others are best let
alone.

“Sickness in those days was very little.
The only sickness was the dreaded moun-
tain fever, which killed a few, till they
knew that sage brush and wild tansy tea
could cure it and those who were buried
were mostly killed by desperadoes and a
few by accident.

“Snow fell deep sometimes in High-
land, and on the Fourth of July, 1867, it
fell in the streets of Highland four feet
deep. Mr. E. 8. Stackpole of Deer Lodge
measured it and called my attention to it.
That year there was a great swarm of
grasshoppers and sometimes the sun
would be darkened with them, so great
were the swarms.”

MANY MINERS, like Thomas Rutter,
came to the Highlands, made their
fortune and then moved on, but one man
did not follow this pattern. He was John
Kern, who was to gain great notoriety
for finding probably the biggest nugget
ever taken out of the Highlands and one
of the largest celebrated in the Territory.
It was found in December 1908, some
forty-two years after Kern’s arrival in
the area. The nugget was approximately
half an inch thick and was in the shape
of a bear with hanging head and huge
hindquarters. It measured five inches
in length, with the hind legs three inches
long and the front part of the head two
inches long, and weighed five pounds
seventeen pennyweight. Valued at that
time at $1,228, the nugget’s present
whereabouts is unknown. Possibly Kern
sold it. He died March 11, 1923 in his
mountain home at Highland City.

Kern was born in Minnesota in 1846.
He came west with Captain Fisk’s third
wagontrain expedition. The train was
headed for Fort Hall, but news of the
gold strike at Red Mountain City reached
the train, and its members joined in the
stampede. They reached Red Mountain
in September 1866. Twice Kern left Red
Mountain City, both times returning to
Minnesota, the first time with the inten-
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tion of making a trip around the world,
<0 the earth with its gold must have been
good to him. But both times he was lured
back, and finally decided to spend his
days there. He was well loved.

There are families living in the High-
lands who have been residents for several
generations, and they live with the firm
faith that a rich strike will one day be
theirs. Such are the Stratton brothers,
who have taken much gold from the area
and who love the location and their way
of life. Bill proudly shows all visitors a
Madonna in gold which he owns. It is
very beautiful, very impressive. He calls
it “Venus” but visitors prefer to think
it looks like a Madonna. He is an au-
thority on the Highlands, and is respect-
ed by all who know him.

Red Mountain City’s future may be
even brighter than its past, or so think
men like the Strattons, and they could be
correct that here in western Montana an
El Dorado exists.

Queenie Danced!
(Continued from page 19)
people claimed it Egyptian in origin—
once danced for Royalty only—tradition-
ally the dance Salome performed for
Herod, for which she was awarded the
head of John the Baptist.

I don’t remember how many instru-
ments were in the -orchestra, but I re-
member the graceful, fluid movements
of the dance, from the time Queenie sort
of skipped from the wings to front-center
of the stage where the master of cere-
monies introduced her, till she was danc-
ing “sans veils, sans beads, san every-
thing (Albert McRill).” It was then she
took her gleaning trip down into the
audience—at the end of her second dance.

I have to describe her dance as two
dances. Like all country boys, curiosity
had taken me into the “Men Only” side-
shows at various circuses and carnivals
as soon as I was old enough to attend un-
accompanied by an adult. Kooch shows
were never strip tease. An Irish saloon-
keeper, questioned as to how he judged

Author, Albert S. Gilles, Sr. was a young
lawyer at the time of Queenie’s Oklahoma
City “debut.”

if a customer were adult, is reported 1
have said, “If he can stand on the foo

" rail and shove a dime onto the bar an

say ‘whiskey,’ he is an adult in m
opinion.” Correspondingly to the Me
Only sideshow ticket seller at the circu
if you were tall enough to stand on ti
toe and shove your fifty-cent piece oni
the sill of the window, you were a man

1 mentioned country boys, because w
always had money to pay our admittanc
We had numerous ways of making a litt
money—picking wild gooseberries an
selling them in town, working for
neighbor, ete. Sometimes even our dac
paid us for extra tasks. Town boys hs
to crawl under the tent if they got i
They had few opportunities to mal
money.

I am not sufficiently versed to give
technical description of either the mus
for Queenie’s dances, or her interpret:
tions, but always her dancing follows
the music. A gentle, and sometimes
lilting, waltz, a stately two-step, the
suddenly a ribald polka. Sometimes mo
of the instruments would seem to fad
as they decreased in volume, a dru
emerged from the background and tot
a commanding position, only in turn
fade in volume and let the other instr
ments emerge. I’m sure the music hi
been arranged around Queenie’s perso
ality. I gained the impression the Arti
was dominating the Dancer—the danc
were merely a vehicle to display h
beauty and talent.

Queenie, always moving gracefull
covered a circle of possibly twelve fel
front-center. She must have appear
many times before stag audiences, in a1
around her home town Chicago, but T'
sure she never appeared before an a
dience more appreciative or more Ii
eral than ours. Silver dollars beg:
showering onto the stage. Many land
in the dancing area, endangering h
footing.

Queenie’s act had been preceded by
man-wife act. The couple remained
the right wings to watch, and I cou
see them from where I sat. They came
her aid, first picking up the dolla
which might have caused a fall, then t
others, piling them together on the stay
The dollar shower increased in temy
when at the end of her version of t
Hootchy-Kootchy and responding to t
pleas of her audience, she began
“take ’em off.”

AT LAST, Queenie, following a mul
tude of invitations, went gleanir
She was not only an artist, a beautii
woman, but courageous as well. Co
pletely disrobed, smiling, she stepr
down into that sea of shouting, bill w:
ing men, as unperturbed as if alone
her boudoir, and stepping into her ba
Depleted of silver dollars, the bill wavi
were true to their promises and s¢
her hands were festoons of paper mon
Queenie worked her way down {
crowded middle aisle till she was perhs
twenty or twenty-five feet from the sta
and about even with my balcony se
Some of the audience, fearing for 1
safety, began demanding she return
the stage, but by this time the space |

True W
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- FIRST LADY
ON HOME CREEK

by Leona Bruce

Leona Bruce is still writing Central Texas
history! Her fourth book, FIRST LADY
ON HOME CREEK, tells of the coming
of Tye Overall to Home Creek in 1876,
year of the last Indian raids. Tye saw
Coleman County change from lonely
grass prairie to fenced lanes, orderly
schools, brick houses. Drouths, bliz-
zards, fence-cutters, tragedies, she saw
them all, and Leona Bruce tells it all in
her smooth, readable style from Mrs.
Overall’s own memoirs. A valuable edi-
tion to the true history of Texas. $6.95
plus tax and mailing, total $7.50.

Still available first editions by Leona
Bruce are BANISTER WAS THERE, the
story of John Banister, who was Indian
fighter, Texas Ranger, trail driver, Nem-
esis of cattle thieves and smugglers.
$6.95 plus tax and mailing, total $7.50.

Also, THEY CAME IN PEACE, stories
of Coleman County pioneers from 1862
to 1900. Your family name may be in it!
Good people they were. $6.00 plus tax
and mailing, total $6.50.

The first book by Leona Bruce,
TRICKHAM, TEXAS, is out of print and
now a collectors’ prize. GET THESE
FIRST EDITIONS NOW! The ‘author will
autograph all books. Order from

BANISTER

Box 335 Santa Anna, Texas 76878

HAVE YOU EVER
ADVERTISED IN
TRUE WEST &
FRONTIER TIMES?

We'll be glad to send you rates
and information pronto!

OK CORRAL SPECIAL RATES

Only $40.00 per one-inch to appear in ALL THREE
—TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES & OLD WEST.
For all rate information write:

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC.

RATE CARD

Austin, Texas 78764

Box 3338

NORTH TEXAS FARRIERS SCHOOL

One of the oldest and most successful—
teaches anatomy, physiology, race plating,
sadcle horse, corrective and performance
horse shoeing. Two weeks and $400 in-
cludes tuition, room, board. State approved.
For further information write

Box 666 ¢ Mineral Wells, Texas 76067

DICTIONARIES
WEBSTER

Library size 1973 edition, brand new,
still in box.
Cost New $45.00

Will Sell for $15

Deduct 10% on orders of 6 or more

Make Checks Payable to

DICTIONARY LIQUIDATION
and mail to
Dept. 26
TORONTO DOMINION CENTRE
Suite 1400, Fourteenth Floor
Toronto, Ontario, Canada M5K 1B7

C.0.D. orders enclose 1.00 good will deposit.
Pay balance plus C.0.D. shipping on delivery.
Be satisfied on inspection or return within 10
days for full refund. No dealers, each volume
specifically stamped not for resale.

Please add $1.25 postage and handling.

BOOBY TRAP
larness a LIVE fishing bait—Minnow, Frog, Baby-
iel., etc. ldeal for fishing through
ce or open water, Pro-: 2 e
ongs the life of a live
ishing bait. $4.00 each
>Rd. uy 3, get one ;
‘REE. Guaranteed
atisfaction. W. W. |
Mays, P.O. Box 1984,

iladelphia, Pa. 19105.2‘,>

QUICK, SURE WAY TO EARN EXTRA CASH.
SELL OUR LIFETIME SOCIAL SECURITY
PLATES. SEND FOR FREE SALES KIT.

D &R SALES

GENERAL DELIVERY, GATLINBURG, TENN. 37738

IT'S A GAMBLE!

Newsstand sales these days are a gam-
ble! The odds are against your finding
x copy of every magazine you want at
your favorite dealer’s. DON'T MISS OUT
ON WANDERLUST! Every issue is a Sure
Thing when you SUBSCRIBE AND SAVE!
5 issues $3.00 12 issues $5.00

WANDERLUST

2,0. Box 3338 Austin, Texas 78764

Authentic Frontiersman & Indian

BUCKSKIN
OUTFITS

Indian and Frontier weapons,
Buckskin beaded rifle cases,
hunting pouches, powder horns,
moccasins, etc. Catalog 5
Tecumseh's Indian Trading Post
Strausstown, Pa. 19559

RANDALL MADE KNIVES

Box 1988 W

Orlando, Fla. 32802
23 models
for every

= catalog
& knife manual

GENUINE

HATS

Finest genuine fur felt,
satin lining, excellent
quality sweat bands
and bindings. Work-
manship and material
is guaranteed to be
fine quality.

BOOTTOETIPS AND
HEEL GUARDS
RAISED STEER HAND ENGRAVED

HEAD DESIGN DESIGN

TO BEAUTIFY AND PROTECT YOUR BOOTS .
BRIGHT NICKEL PLATED METAL

Regular: Tips fit up to 34” Toe .44 pr.
Wide: Tips fit up to 1v4” Toe 4.95 pr.
Heel Guards: Fits all Heels 5.44 pr.

P.O. Box 17971T
El Paso, Texas 79917

JOE HALL

This completely dry teflon spray lubricant
leaves no oily residue to collect dirt, stops
sticking, is non-corrosive and repels moisture,
oil, dirt and dust. Comes equipped with a 3”
flexible spray tube extension for hard-to-reach
places. Satisfaction guaranteed. 16 oz. bomb
$2.49 or 12 bomb case $24.00 with a Spray
Control Gun Handle included. Order direct or
inquire about available dealerships.

MAGNOLIA CHEMICAL CO., INC. = DEPT. 102F
P. 0. BOX 20179 - DALLAS, TEXAS 75220

0 BE A MILLIONAIRE?

DO YOU HAVE WHAT IT TAKES?
NEW! MILLIONAIRE APPITUDE TEST will
(¢ help reveal YOUR POTENTIAL for success.

your capacity for realizing your millionaire
dreams. Test and instructions $2.00 P.PD.
Money Back Guarantee.

wRITE: IDEAN COX perr. A

THROWING KNIFE
Eight sharp, piercing points make this knife unique.
Even the amateur can make this knife stiek, firs
time and every time. Great for small game, or jus!
target practice. Full 6 inches overall. Precisiol
made from 1/8 inch thick steel. Only $3.95 — f§
California residents add sales tax.
J. KLAUS .
P.O. BOX 3741, ANAHEIM, CALIF. 92803

SREDUCED GIFT RATES
SEE CONVENIENT
ENVELOPE INSIDE.
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Easy-to-use, self-scoring. Learn instantly

BOX 357 « JOHNSON CITY, TN. 37601 J
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tween her and the stage was packed so
tightly with excited humanity, she could
make no progress. Then someone had a
bright idea. She was hoisted up over the
heads of the crowd, and lying flat on
her back, was passed safely back to the
stage. Once on her feet, smiling still, as
though she had enjoyed her experience,
she gracefuly glided into the wings,
bringing her unusual act to a close. The
applause and curtain calls were all an
entertainer could have desired.

A portion of McRill’s description reads,
“The attraction was Queenie, a tango
dancer from Chicago, who danced before
the banqueters in ‘September-Morn’ rai-
ment, after a strip tease performance
that threw thousands of whooping rev-
elers into the seventh heaven of hilarity.

“As Queenie started the ‘wiggle-worm’
and began slowly disrobing, throwing her
garments piece by piece into the roaring
crowd, a ‘bushel’ of dollars was thrown
upon the stage. A stocking circled the
neck of a cowman, a garter hung from
the ear of a local banker, and another
unmentionable fluttered about the head
of a church deacon. . ..” The delegates left
town with pleasant memories.

Locally the word was mum. Reporters,
editors, and owners of the local news-
papers attended the smoker, but the
Fourth Estate gave the affair the silent
treatment. But as you might imagine,
Queenie was too good to keep. A news
bureau soon had it on the wires, and
other Oklahoma papers gleefully pub-
lished the spicy dispatches.

Two city-wide indignation meetings
were held by local women. Churches
voted condemnation of those who had
backed the entertainment. The Women’s
Christian Temperance Union had its say.
Federal authorities were advised to pros-
ecute under the Mann Act—*“transport-
ing Queenie to Oklahoma City for im-
moral purposes.” :

Our dancer was gone, of course—not
to be found. The story I got was that
the Cadillac of a local contractor was
waiting at the stage door at the end of
her act, and it never stopped rolling till
it crossed the state line. Under pressure,
County Attorney Pope filed a Conspiracy
Information against a theater manager,
a factory owner, and one John Doe.
Twenty-seven city businessmen and bank-
ers signed the appearance bond. This
Information gave Queenie’s correct name
as Theo Buchanan. The case died on the
docket of the justice of the peace, where
it was filed.

MANY society women, wives of cham-

‘ber of commerce members, felt them-
selves deeply wronged. Urged by their
husbands, they had arranged a party for
the cattlemen’s womenfolks so the dele-
gates could attend the smoker, the final
entertainment. Albert MecRill reports
that many well-to-do homes were closed
for the summer!

I left the auditorium about midnight
to catch the last street car home, though
the night was still young at the smoker,
hearts were gay, and cold bottles could
be found in most of the barrels. I had
fed too much water-soaked corn and wheat
to my father’s hogs, while we lived on the

72

Kansas farm, to appreciate beer. The.

smell is the same.

However, just before leaving, a chap
back of me was having trouble locating
the bottle’s cap, and when he finally
succeeded in removing it I was well
showered by the foaming and spewing of
the agitated bottle of St. Louis’s best
brew.

Once on the streetear, I went into exec-
utive session with myself. Many of my
near neighbors knew I had been working
with the entertainment committee but
were unaware in what a minor capacity.
I expected the news of the smoker’s en-
tertainment to be spread over the front
page of next morning’s Oklahoman.

We had but one little child then, and
he was an early riser. I had a vision of
my wife taking him out into the yard so
as not to disturb me, and getting her
first news from the paper or from a
neighbor who had read it. I decided to
wake her and tell of the disgraceful af-
fair I had attended. Then she could
“mew”’ back, “Yes, my husband told me
about it when he got home last night.”

But the news wasn’t to break for home
consumption for another twenty-four
hours. Have you ever outsmarted your-
self like that?

Truly Western
(Continued from page %)
inclined to believe Truett’s article in view
of the fact that other records show that
Jesse James was in Bowie County, Texas,
camped out north of DeKalb, where his
supplies were restored, necessary black-
smithing, horse replacements, and rations
furnished, plus a few days rest.

Now that property belonged to my
grandmother and her husband, Thomas
Hamilton Lenox, who came out of Phelps
County, Missouri under duress following
the Civil War, having been a friend of
Quantrill’s, and I believe at one time, a
boyhood friend maybe with Jesse James.

/

I am not certain that they did not rid
together under Quantrill at one time.

The records there in Texas shoul
show that this Thomas Hamilton Leno:
served in the Legislature about 1885 o
thereabout.—Lenox D. Baker, M.D., Stat
of North Carolina, Department of Huma;
Resources, 112 West Lane Streel
Raleigh, North Carolina 27603

Trails Grown Dim
(Continued from page 36)
warden (I think he was a border patrc
about 1924 in the Rio Grande Valley)
In 1930 he built a big house on a hi
at Marble Falls, Texas.

Jefferson’s father was John Moody wh
lived at Old Perry Moody, Texas. He wa
buried about 1883 in the Old Perry cen
etery at Moody. His wife and son Bar
Moody are buried there also. We wer
told Bart had eight children.

John Moody’s children were Davi¢
Wylie, Sally, Martha J., John (a Baptis
preacher), Bart and one other whos
name I do not know.

Jefferson  C. was the youngest. H
married Clara Jane Norton, daughter ¢
Dr. John Norton. Dr. Norton and famil
and Jeff Moody, his wife and daughte
lived at Victoria, Texas about 1883.

My father, James Blake Moody ws
born in Victoria in 1884 and raised nes
Moody. If anyone has heard of Jefferso
or his father’s family, please write.-
Mrs. Lorena Robinson, 914 E. Fai
mount, Phoenix, Arizona 85013

Canary

I would like information on any a
cestors of my father, Curtis Hugh Ca
ary, born in Union Star, Kentucky i
1898. He is believed to be a relatiy
of Martha Jane Canary (Calamity Jane
Will answer all letters gratefully.—Lx«
J. Canary, 10501 Marion Street, Nort]
glenn, Colorado 80233

By FRED RHOADS
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“I know you're not scared in this ghost town, Killer, but why do you always
sleep in the middle?”
Reprinted with permission from RHOADS' WEST, published by Northland Press, Flagstaff, Arizona; 1972 ¢

True W



Chamrles M, Russell Color Prints

Beautiful reproductions of his greatest paintings.

THIS IS NO. 102, ““COWBQOY SPORT”’

CHOOSE FROM SELECTIONS BELOW.

l—Ambushed, 11x14

2—A Tight Dally & Loose Latigo, 13V:x9:
3—A Loose Cinch, 11x8

4—A Wounded Grizzly, 8'2x11

S—Buffalo Hunt (spears), 11x7Y:

6—Boss of the Trail Herd, 8x10Y:
7—Bronc to Breakfast, 15x8Y:

8—Blackfeet Burning Crow Buffalo Range,
11%2x8

9—Bucking Bronco, 8x11Y2
10—Better Than Bacon, 11x8Y:
11—On the Move, 13%2x9":2
12—Bulfalo Hunt (arrows), 12V2x8Y:
13—On the Trail, 11x7:

14—The Pony Raid, 16x11Y:

15—At Close Quarters 11x8Y:
16—Capturing the Grizzly, 15x8Y:
17—Cinch Ring 15x8Y:

18—Caught with the Goods, 14x9Y:
19—Cowboy Life, 10x14

20—Call of the Law, 13Y2x9Y:
21—Carson's Men, 14x9Y;
22—Return of the Warriors, 13Y2x9,
23—Piegan Indian, 9x12
24—Renegades Return, 16x11Y2
25—Chiet Joseph, 8x11
26—Deadline on the Range, 14x9Y;
27—Disputed Trail, 11x14
28—Dangerous Cripple, 14x9Y:
29—Buffalo on the Move, 16x11Y
30—Early American, 13Y:x9Y:
31—Elk in Lake McDonald, 11x8':
32—First Furrow, 8x12
33—First Wagon Tracks, 15x8Y:
34—Finding the Trail, 13Y2x9Y:
35—Heads or Tails, 15x8Y:
36—Heading the Right Way, 13Y2x9:
37—The Cattle Drive, 11Y2x16

B P R R e Y e R R R R R R R R R R R R R R R AR R R R R RRRR

@

(PICTURE SIZE IS WIDTH BY DEPTH)

38—Women of the Plains, 8x6

39—Invocation to the Sun, 11V:x16

40—Indian Love Call, 13%2x9Y:

41—Jerked Down, 15x8Y:

42—The Jerkline, 14x9Y:

43—Loops & Swift Horses Are Surer Than
Lead, 10%2x7

44—Last of the Herd, 15x8Y:

45—Last Chance or Bust, 12Y2x9

46—Mad Cow, 12x8

47--Wagons Westward, 11¥2x16

48—The Challenge, 10Y2x62

43—When Arrows Spell Death, 9x7

50—O0Ild Fashioned Stage Coach, 10x7

S51—At the End of the Rop2, 10:x7

52—Prospectors, 10Y2x8

53—Planning the Attack, 14x10

54—Pipe of Peace, 14x7

55—Who Killed the Bear?, 10Yz2x7

56—Queen’s War Hounds, 14x9Y:

57—Rainy Morning in a Cow Camp, 11x8Y:

58—Roping a Grizzly, 11x8Y:

59—Red Man's Wireless, 14x7

60—Roping a Wolf, 11x8Y:

61—Smoking Them Out, 11x10

62—Scattering the Riders, 11Y2x8

63—Strenuous Life, 14x9Y:

64—Sun Worshippers, 16x10Y

65—Serious Predicament, 15x8%2

66—Single Handed, 14x9:

67—Slick Ear, 14x11Y2

68—Smoke of a .45, 12x9

69—Sage Brush Sport, 13Y2x8Y:

70—Signal Fire, 11x14

71—When Red Man Talks War, 13Y2x9Y:

72—In Enemy Country, 13%2x9Y:

73—The Medicine Man, 11x8Y:

All prints are in full color—suitable for framing.

LIST NUMBERS ON A SHEET OF PAPER.
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74—Trail’s End, 13Y2x9Y:

75—The Holdup, 13x8

76—The Bolter, 9Y2x132

77—The Attack, 12x8
78—The Drifter, 16x11Y:
79—The Tenderfoot, 11x8
80—Two of a Kind Win, 13Y2x9Y:
81—Last of 5,000, 8x9Y2
82—When Tracks Spell Meat, 13Y2x9Y2
83—When the Nose of a Horse Beats the
Eyes of a Man, 13Y2x9Y:
84—When Ignorance is Bliss, 11x14
85—Wild Horse Hunters (cowboys), 14x9
86—Wild Horse Hunters (Indians), 12V2x8
87—Whose Meat?, 13Y2x9Y:
88—Wagon Boss, 16x9Y:
89—When Mules Wear Diamonds, 13Y2x9Y:
90—A Crow Chief, 7x9
91—When the Trail Was Long Between
Camps, 10Y2x6Y:
92—Where Ignorance is Bliss, 10Y2x6 (Cartoon)
93—When Sioux & Blackfeet Meet, 15x8Y
94—Warning Shadows, 10Y2x7
95—When Horse Flesh Comes High, 15x8Y:
36—Wound Up, 11x8Y:
97—Western Warriors
98—Winter Packet, 15x7
99—Mourning Her Warrior Dead, 11x8:
100—When Horses Turn Back There's Danger
Ahead, 14x9Y:
101—The Buffalo Hunt (1898), 13Y2x9Y:
102—Cowboy Sport, 13¥2x9:
103—A Desperate Stand, 13Y2x9Y:
104—Rider of the Rough String, 13Y2x9Y
105—Land of Good Hunting, 16x11Y2
106—The Fire Boat, 16x11Y:
107—Our Warriors Return, 16x11Y;
108—When Wagon Trails Were Dim, 13Y2x9Y:

IDEAL FOR THE HOME, TACK ROOM, DEN, CLUB ROOMS OR OFFICE. SENT POSTPAID.

5 Pictures—$4.00

10 Pictures-—$7.50

25 Pictures—$17.50

50 Or More Pictures- -65¢ Each

sist 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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WRITERS OF AMERICA

Dept. EL026,
Garden City, New York 11530

Please accept my application for

- membership in The Western Writ-

ers of America Book Club. I agree

to all the terms and conditions of

membership presented on this page and will pur-
chase 4 books in the coming year. Send me the
4 books whose numbers I have written in the
boxes below. Bill me only 10¢ plus shipping and

handling.

Mr.
Mrs.
Miss

Address

(please print)

City

State Zip

The Western Writers of America offers its own
complete, hardbound editions, sometimes altered
in size to fit special presses—thus ensuring that
members get the biggest possible discounts off
publishers’ prices.

Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. Cana-

dian members will be serviced from Torontd. Offer
slightly different in Canada.

.

Join Now, TAKE 4 For10°

THE WESTERN Ak

2139 THE COWBOY AND
THE COSSACK By Clair
Huffaker. Epic bestseller
of American cowboys in
Siberia. (Pub. ed., $7.95)

8672 OKLAHOMA CRUDE
By Marc Norman. Oil field
adventure. Big bestseller,
movie. (Pub. ed., $6.95)

8839 CRIMSONED PRAI-
RIE By S. L. A. Marshall.
Top military historian on
Indian Plain Wars. “A
masterpiece” — Cornel-
ius Ryan. (Pub. ed., $8.95)

0794 TRAILS PLOWED
UNDER By Charles M.
Russell. Stories, color
paintings, drawings by
famous cowboy-artist.
(Pub. ed., $9.95)

7302 THE GUNFIGHTER:
Man or Myth? By Joseph
G. Rosa. The truth about
great legendary gun-
fighters. (Pub. ed., $5.95)
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| with membership

0919 THE STORY OF ROY
BEAN: Law West of the
Pecos By C. L. Sonnich-
sen. Truth about self-
created legend. (Pub.
ed., $5.95)

0885 OUT OF THE OLD
ROCK By J. Frank Dobie.
Vivid portraits of western
old-timers by the South-
west’s best-loved story-
teller. (Pub. ed., $6.95)

0901 JORY By Miiton R. -

Bass. 15-year-old gun-
slinger. Extraordinary...
tops ‘True Grit’.”” Wor-
cester Telegram. (Pub.
ed., $5.95)

0992 THE COWBOYS By
William Dale Jennings.
Wayne film and a best-
seller. (Pub. ed., $5.95)
2006 DRIFTER'S VEN-
GEANCE By Max Brand.
Stranger in hostile town
is marked for murder.
(Pub. ed., $4.95)

0869 GREAT STORIES OF
THE WEST Ed. by Ned
Collier. (Pub. ed., $5.95)

7005 WAR CRIES ON
HORSEBACK By Stephen
Longstreet. Vivid history
of the Indian Wars of
the Great Plains. Illus.
(Pub. ed., $7.95)

3251 CHEYENNE GOLD By
Max Brand. Authentic,
action-filled —one of his
best. (Pub. ed., $4.95)

7682 THE BADGE AND
HARRY COLE By Clifton
Adams. Suspenseful man-
hunt by a battle-scarred
marshal. (Pub. ed., $4.95)
7773 CHIRICAHUA By
Will Henry. “First-rate
. . . Filled with savage
and beautiful Apache
lore.’”” —Publishers
Weekly. (Pub. ed., $5.95)
1040 THE WILD BUNCH
AT ROBBERS ROOST By
Pearl Baker. True his-
tory and lore of Butch
Cassidy’s stamping
ground. "Illus. (Publish-
er's ed., $6.95)

1644 LITTLE BIG MAN By
Thomas Berger. Modern
classic. (Pub. ed., $5.95)

2147 ROAD AGENTS AND
TRAIN ROBBERS By Har-
ry Sinclair Drago. Doc-
umented true saga of 50
years of outlaw life.
(Pub. ed., $7.50)

2014 THE BEAR PAW
HORSES By Will Henry.
Desperate Sioux attempt
to get herd of stolen
horses. (Pub. ed., $5.95)
8136 SOME MORE HORSE
TRADIN’ By Ben K. Green.
15 of Doc’s irresistible
yarns. (Pub. ed., $6.95)

2022 THE CHILD STEAL-
ERS By Fred Grove. Cav-
alry vs. renegade kidnap
band. (Pub. ed., $4.95)
1081 BUNKHOUSE PA-
PERS By John Upton Ter-
rell. True reminiscences
of pre-WWI life as cow-
boy. (Pub. ed., $6.95)

2055 SPANISH STIRRUP
By John Prebble. 5 su-
perb stories of frontier
life. (Pub. ed., $6.95)



