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harles M. Russell Color Prints

Beautiful reproductions of his

greatest paintings. All prints

are ln lull color——suitable for framing.

CHOOSE FROM SELECTIONS BELOW. LIST NUMBERS SHEET OF PAPER.

1—Ambushed, 11x14
2—A Tight Dally & Loose Latigo, 13Y2x9%2
3—A Loose Cinch, 11x8
4—A Wounded Grizzly, 8Y2x11
5—Buffalo Hunt (spears), 11x7%2
6—Boss of the Trail Herd, 8x10Y2
7—Bronc to Breakfast, 15x8Y2
8—Blackfeet Burning Crow Buffalo Range,
11Y2x8
9—Bucking Bronco, 8x11%2
10—Better Than Bacon, 11x8Y2
11—On the Move, 13Y2x9Y2
12—Buffalo Hunt (arrows), 12Y2x8%2
13—On the Trail, 11x7Y2
14—The Pony Raid, 10Y2x8
15—At Close Quarters, 11x8Yz
16—Capturing the Grizzly, 15x82
17—Cinch Ring, 15x8Y2
18—Caught with the Goods, 14x9"2
19—Cowboy Life, 10x14
20—Call of the Law, 13%2x9"2
21—Carson’s Men, 14x9%:
22—Return of the Warriors, 13Y2x9%2
23—Piegan Indian, 9x12
24—Renegades Return, 16x11Y2
25—Chief Joseph, 8x11
26—Deadline on the Range, 14x9Y2
27—Disputed Trail, 11x14
28—Dangerous Cripple, 14x9Y2
29—In The Wake of The Buffalo Runners, 10x8
30—Early American, 13Y2x9Yz
31—Elk in Lake McDonald, 11x8Yz
32—First Furrow, 8x12
33—First Wagon Tracks, 15x82
34—Finding the Trail, 13%2x9%2
35—Heads or Tails, 15x8Y2
36—Heading the Right Way, 13¥2x92
37—The Cattle Drive, 13Y2x9Y2
38—Women of the Plains, 8x6

PICTURE SIZE IS WIDTH BY DEPTH

39—Invocation To The Sun, 13¥2x9Y2

40—Indian Love Call, 13Y2x9Y2

4]1—]Jerked Down, 15x8Y2

42—The Jerkline, 14x9%:2

43—Loops & Swift Horses Are Surer Than
Lead, 10%2x7

44—Last of the Herd, 15x8:2

45—Last Chance or Bust, 12'2x9

46—Mad Cow, 12x8

47—Wagons Westward, 13Y2x9%2

48—The Challenge, 10¥2x6Y2

49—When Arrows Spell Death, 9x7

50—O0ld Fashioned Stage Coach, 10x7

51—At the End of the Rope, 10%2x7

52—Prospectors, 10Y2x8

53—Planning the Attack, 14x10

54—Pipe of Peace, 14x7

55—Who Killed the Bear?, 10Y2x7

56—Queen’s War Hounds, 14x92

57—Rainy Morning in a Cow Camp, 11x8%2

58—Roping a Grizzly, 11x8%2

59—Red Man's Wireless, 14x7

60—Roping a Wolf, 11x8%2

61—Smoking Them Out, 11x10

62—Scattering the Riders, 11Y2x8

63—Strenuous Life, 14x10

64—Sun Worshippers, 16x10%2

65—Serious Predicament, 15x8Y2

66—Single Handed, 14x9Y2

67—Slick Ear, 14x11Y2

68—Smoke of a .45, 12x9

69—Sage Brush Sport, 13%2x82

70—Signal Fire, 11x14

71—When Red Man Talks War, 13%2x9%2

72—In Enemy Country, 13Y2x92

73—The Medicine Man, 11x8:2

74—Trail’s End, 13Y2x9%2

75—The Holdup, 13x8

76—The Bolter, 9Y2x13Y2

77—The Attack, 12x8
78—The Drifter, 10%2x8

79—The Tenderfoot, 11x8
80—Two of a Kind Win, 13¥2x92
81—Last of 5,000, 8x9Y2
82—When Tracks Spell Meat, 13¥2x9%:
83—When the Nose of a Horse Beats the
Eyes of a Man, 13%2x92
84—When Ignorance is Bliss, 11x14
85—Wild Horse Hunters (cowboys), 14x9
86—Wild Horse Hunters (Indians), 12Y2x8
87—Whose Meat?, 13Y2x9%2
88—Wagon Boss, 16x9Y2
89—When Mules Wear Diamonds, 13Y2x9%2
90—A Crow Chief, 7x9
91—Innocent Allies, 14x9%2
92—Where Ignorance is Bliss, 10%2x6 (Cartoon)
93—When Sioux & Blackfeet Meet, 15x8Y2
94—Warning Shadows, 10Y2x7
95—When Horse Flesh Comes High, 15x8Y2
96—Wound Up, 11x8Y2
97—The Scouts (Indians) 9Y2x7
98—Winter Packet, 15x7
99—Mourning Her Warrior Dead, 11x8"2
100—When Horses Turn Back There's Danger

Ahead, 14x9%2
101—The Buifalo Hunt (1898), 13%2x9Y2
102—Cowboy Sport, 13Y2x9%2
103—A Desperate Stand, 13%2x9Y2
104—Rider of the Rough String, 13¥2x9%2
105—Prairie Express, 13Y2x9%2
106—The Fire Boat, 10¥2x8
107—Our Warriors Return, 13'2x9%z
108—When Wagon Trails Were Dim, 13Y2x92
109—In Without Knocking, 14x10
110—Critical Moment, 8x6
111—Land of Good Hunting, 10%2x8
112—Meat's Not Meat Until It's In The Pan,

13Y2x9%2
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IDEAL FOR THE HOME, TACK ROOM, DEN, CLUB ROOMS OR OFFICE. SENT POSTPAID.

5 Pictures—$4.00

10 Pictures—$7.50

25 Pictures—$17.50

50 Or More Pictures- 65¢ Each

List wanted numbers plainly on a sheet of paper. Not necessary to detach this page. (Brochure not available.)
ORDER NOW! Send Cash, Money Order or Check to:

CHARLES M. RUSSELL PRINTS

P.O. BOX 3338

AUSTIN, TEXAS 78764



THERE'S NO USE

WASTING SIX BITS!

By just subscribing to OLD WEST, you can save 75¢ over newsstand prices on a one-year sub-
scription (and as high as $2.00 on a two-year subscription). Plus, you'll get each copy at your
front door! That ought to stretch your gas and shoe leather, too, it you've been in the habit of
hot-footing it up to the newsstand.
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Gy ALL TRUE STORIES!
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1 YEAR 2 YEARS
(4 issues) (8 issues)
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Blevins
Stirrup
Buckles

IMPROVED

625

per pair
Sleeves same as
older style, the
tongue has no
hinge or strap.
Easy to change
shrru? lengths
quickly and easy
to install—won't
slip or  stick.
Made of stainless
steel and heat-treated aluminum, Sleeves covered
with leather prevenf rubbing horse or saddle.
Available in 24" and 3'' widths. Order either
new, improved or the old style buckle. Satisfac-
tion guaranfeed
AT YOUR DEALERS OR WRITE—

BLEVINS MFG. CO.

WHEATLAND, WYOMING 82201

Blevins New
All Metal
Stirrup
Buckles
$400
PER PAIR

Blevins new all metal
stirrup buckles in 3",
2!, and 2'' widths.
The 3" and 24"
widths have the posts
set horizontally and
fit standard holes
while - the 2'' width
has the posts set vertically. Made of stainless
steel and heat-treated aluminum, the same as our
leather covered buckles.

At your dealers, or you may write—

BLEVINS MFG. CO.

WHEATLAND, WYOMING 82201

THE CUSTER ADVENTURE. THE CUSTER BAT-
TLE CENTENNIAL BOOK 1876-1976 by Richard
Upton, illustrated by J. K. Ralston. Everything
you need to know about the Custer battle—
but were afraid to ask! Hardcover $8.95, soft-
cover $2.95. Other Old Army Press books avail-
able. Send for free catalog. ORDER FROM:
UPTON & SONS BOOKSELLERS, 403 Eucalyptus
Drive, Dept. OK, El Segundo, Calif. 90245

INDIAN CRAFT SUPPLIES

ll2 PAGE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG
K Indian craft kits, bulk supplies,
war bonnets, beadwork, etc.
Send 35¢ for catalog.

GREY OWL
s Indian Craft Company
150-02 Beaver Rd., Dept. TW-76
Jamaica 33, N.%.

TREASURE HUNTING, today's greatest hobby! Send
today, FREE CATALOG, widest selection treasure
books, detectors. We make it worth your while to

buy your detector from us. Ask! Carson Enterprises,
801 Juniper Ave., Boulder, Colo., 80302. Dealer
inquiries invited.

January-February, 197!
Volume 23, No. 3
Whole No. 133

Truve West

All True—AIll Fact—Stories of The Real West

PAT WAGNER JOE AUSTELL SMALL ROBERT SMALL
Editor Publisher General Magr.
Mary Sanders Bill Seymour Marilyn White Joe Small, Jr.
Editorial Asst. Design / Production Circulation Mgr. Advertising Mgr.

“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to-be of great histor
value and should be preserved in all the libraries of the country.” ———— The
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.
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FINALLY, ALASICA!

HEN I was a kid on the old farm I

would go to bed at night, close my
eyes and dream I was cracking my whip
over a dog team in the Yukon country
of Alaska and shouting, “Mush! Mush!”
I read everything I could get my hands
on about this last frontier—especially
stories of trappers, the fascination of
snow and deep forests, iced-over lakes
and streams, and men of mighty courage.
I had not the slightest doubt that I would
spend many winters in that white, cold
world of mystery and adventure.

I continued to dream right on up to the
time when a person had better see Alas-
ka, even if it is only a short gnat’s eye
view, because the old Alaska is disap-
pearing at a pretty fast clip.

So when friend Walter Yates started
talking to me a couple of years ago about
a boyhood ambition of spending a winter
alone in a spot where no white man had
ever tried to last out a winter, we struck
up a conversation that wouldn’t stop!
His was to be a test of survival and he
got my promise to get up there some
way, look over that part of Alaska with
him and say goodbye—hopefully until
Spring. My two biggest enemies were
time and money. But when I was offered

an all expense paid trip—I figured I
could take the time.

Walter’s dream grew along with his
knowledge of photography so he decided
to make a motion picture of his boyhood
dream—with no script written for the
ending. He had been talking to a mutual
friend, Richard “Cactus” Pryor, also.
One day Cac and I got together and de-
cided we would talk to Walter about
seeing a psychiatrist. He just had to be
nuts to attempt a fool thing like that!
Then I got to thinking about some of the
boyhood dreams I have realized that could
have cut my dreaming off for good, and
I suppose Cac got to thinking along that
line also because both of us joined up to
form a three-man band to help him beat
the drums. Walter also picked up en-
thusiasm from some brilliant young men
who are just stretching their wings in
the motion picture business—so we all
wound up there in the Post River Valley
this past August. I don’t know just how
strong Walter’s communications with the
Almighty are but it would have been
hard for him to have found a better
example of the Creator’s work without
considerable help from way up yonder.

When you have dreamed about a land

The “Post River Rogues” and their nearly completed cabin. Left to right: Walter Yates
Lloyd Kolbe, Wally Hunter, and “"Hosstail” Joe Small.

Januwary-February, 1976

all your life, merely the statement, “We
are now flying over Alaska. . .” should
bring a rush of goose pimples up and
down your old spine. It did mine and
I looked over to note Cac’s reaction. He
was busy interviewing a man from
Seattle who was headed for Fairbanks
and a bulldozer job on the pipeline that
would pay him $900 a week. I strained
to catch my first glimpse of this fabled
land out the window but saw only milky
looking clouds. So I sat back in my seat,
closed my eyes and wondered how to-
day’s Alaska would compare with my
first and greatest love—the Old West.
The sourdoughs had much in common
with our Old West frontiersmen. My
dreams of “If I could only have lived
a couple of weeks during those roaring
days of the Old West” were about to be
realized in part on another vanishing
frontier a little farther north.

MY FIRST big surprise was the An-
chorage airport. I don’t know quite
what I expected. It is a sort of front gate
to the Orient and “one of the biggest air-
ports in the world” as one of the officials
put it when we asked him where would
(Continued on page 48)

, Tillmin Welch, Ivan Bigley, Cactus Pryor,

i Po——r
P ot



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

BARGAIN PRICES!

BOOKS ABOUT THE WEST!

Ideal for gifts.

+66OUTLAWS AND LAWMEN oo

100—WYATT EARP—THE UNTOLD STORY, by
Ed Bartholomew. (328 pages, softbound.) “Docu-
mented, and unvarnished, a treasure chest of for-
gotten and buried facts. Only $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, tourt
records and archives material. Only $2.95

104—WESTERN HARD-CASES, by Ed Bartholo-
mew. (191 pages, hardback.) This book deals with
a hundred trouble-makers, some notorious, some
hardly known. Regular price $3.50. Now $2.95

105--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. Only $6.95

106—BILL LONGLEY—A TEXAS HARD-CASE,

by Ed Bartholomew. (120 pages, paperback.) One

of Texas’ most colorful -outlaws, born to lose!
Special $1.95

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

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! Only $3.75

115—HOW PAT GARRETT DIED, by Colin

Rickards who has researched for over a decade.
Here’s the inside story of this controversial kill-
Now $1.50

ing. Paperback. Published at $3.00.

USRS v mOM
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116 —JOHN SELMAN TEXAS GUNFIGHTER. By
L. C. Metz. Photos. Action-packed biography of
the Southwest’s notorious 19th century rustler,
robber, who/shot John Wesley Hardin. Pub. at
$6.95. Only $3.50

117—THE LAST OF THE BANDIT RIDERS. By
Matt Warner & M. E. King. 27 Photos. Life and
exploits of Matt Warner, outlaw cattle rustler,
bank and highway robber and killer. One of the
most colorful first-hand accounts of banditry in
the Far West of the 80’s and 90’s. Rare, out-of-
print work of Americana, formerly available only
at high premium prices. Only $3.75

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, ete. Foreword by Col. Wilson E. Speir. A
book to own or to give with pride. Only $6.95

4

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, eruel and gentle person-
ality that was Villa. Our Special Price $6.95

900000606 TREASURE o¢eoeceooe

200—LOST MINES OF THE GREAT SOUTH-
WEST, by John D. Mitchell. (202 pages, hard-
back.) This book has dug up some of the thousands
of legends about the hidden treasures of the In-
dians and the Spaniards. Two fold-out maps and
index. Regular price $7.50. Our Price $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. Now $5.95

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

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 Price $1.75

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

432—EL LOBO AND SPANISH GOLD, by C. E.
Ricketts. True adventures of Richard Thompson
by an author as colorful as El Lobo himself.
Hardbound. A beautiful volume for gifts $8.50

208—CANADIAN TREASURE TROVE, by Garnet
Basque. Tales of treasure and mystery in the
magnificent land the author knows so well.
Pictures and maps. Softbound. Reduced in price.
Special $3.00.

9069000006 INDIANS ¢00000000¢

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

303—THE STORY OF THE LITTLE BIG HORN,
by Col. W. A. Graham. Long accepted as the most
comprehensive account of the great battle. This
edition also includes the facsimile of Custer’s last
message and a reproduction of the N.Y. Graphic’s
sketch of the battlefield. Over 50 photos and maps.
Regular price $5.00 $3.50

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. Now $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 884 x 1114. Regular price $25.00. Special $7.95

b g of the Plang Express
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306—THE LAST CAPTIVE—Herman Lehmann’s
story in his own words and commentary by author,
A. C. Greene. Lehmann, abducted by Indians in
Mason County, Texas when eleven years old, be-
came an Apache warrior, an outcast, and later the

adopted son of Quanah Parker. A classic of
American frontier narratives. Here is your op-
portunity to have the complete, authentic Herman
Lehmann life story in this distinguished volume
with many pictures. Published at $8.95. Only $7.50

308—FIGHTING INDIAN WARRIORS, True
Tales of the Wild Frontier, by E. A. Brininstool.
Accurate accounts of Indian battles, more dra-
matic and exciting than any fiction. (353 pages,
hardback.) Originally $5.95. Our Price $2.95

309--INDIAN MASKS & MYTHS OF THE WEST,
by Joseph H. Wherry, award winning author and
Indian authority. (2783 pages, hardback.) Au-
thoritative mythological index and many illustra-
tions. A must for a real insight into Indian cul-
ture. Published at $10.00. Our Price $5.95

310—DICTIONARY OF THE AMERICAN IN-
DIAN, by John Stoutenburgh, Jr. Here at last is a
comprehensive book of Indian dialect, lore and his-
tory that clarifies terms often used incorrectly.

(Hardbound, 459 pages.) Originally $10.00.
Now $2.95
311—I FOUGHT WITH GERONIMO, by Jason

Betzinez with W. S. Nye. Authentic, exciting text,
pictures, maps. Index. Only $2.95

313—-GEORGE CATLIN AND THE OLD FRON-
TIER, A Biography and Picture Gallery of the
Dean of Indian Painters by Harold McCracken.
36 full-color, 130 black & white reproductions.
Published at $18.50. We're proud to be able to
offer this beautiful volume. Special $6.95

314—OUTRAGES COMMITTED BY THE IN-
DIANS IN THEIR WARS WITH WHITE PEO-
PLE, by Archibald Loudon. Every buff’s Indian
shelf needs this reprint of the rare, 1808 classic.
Eastern tribes. This is a chronicle of grisly atroc-
ities, cruelty and torture on both sides of the
struggle. Absorbing reading. Two volumes in one.
Over 650 pages. Hardbound. Only $6.00

315—THE CUSTER STORY. Ed. by M. Mering-
ton. 17 Photos and line drawings. The life of
history’s “Boy General,” his forays against the
Confederate forces, the carpetbaggers of the South,
and the campaign against the Indians, inel. in-
timate letters between General Custer and his
wife Elizabeth. Orig. Pub. at $7.50.

Now Only $3.75

4066 THE AMERICAN WEST ¢¢¢¢

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 publie
and private forts, and 130 military camps and
posts. Maps. Regular price $10.00. Now $8.50

True West



400-~-THE AMERICAN WEST: The Pictorial Epic
of a Continent. By Lucius Beebe & Chas. Clegg.
More than 1000 rare illustrations and vivid author-
itative text portray the Old West from the days
of the pioneers to the passing of the frontier with
its heroes and villains, the ordinary people, the
Indians, soldlers, hunters, prospectors and cow-
punchers. 814 x 1114. Orig. Pub. at $14.95

Our Price $8.25

402--THE BEST OF TRUE WEST, edited by Joe
A. Small. (317 pages, hardback.) In this sampler
of the West, you will find a wide variety of
stories about our heritage—a colorful, exciting
panorama by such gifted writers as J. Frank
Dobie, Fred Gibson, Homer Croy, Curtis Bishop
and Walter Prescott Webb—selected to excite, in-
form, and always, to entertain. Pen and Ink
sketches. Only $6.95

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’” doctor-
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. 1951.)

Only $2.50

409—COWPOKES, NESTERS, & SO FORTH, by
Judge Orland L. Sims. (297 pages, photos, hard-
back) Written in his eighties the Judge was 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
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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. Only $2.95

)
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

412 -REMEMBER GOLIAD!, by Clarence Whar-
ton. (149 pages, hardback.) A facsimile of the rare,
privately-published volume which sells among
book collectors for $125.00 and upwards. The
moving story of Goliad where 342 American boys
and men died in one of the most dramatic battles
ever fought. Pictures and a new index. Regular
price $7.00. Our Price §4.95
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415- THE OLD SANTA FE TRAIL, by W. H.
Ryus. (159 pages, hardback.) A true account of
incidents that happened along the old Santa Fe
Trail in the 1860s. (Reprint) Only $2.95

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.
Settle. Many unpublished photographs and a fas-

cinating, accurate narrative. (217 pages, hard-
back.) . Only $2.95
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”x
11”7, Makes an outstanding gift. Was $10.00.
Now $5.95

422--THE FRONTIER YEARS, with 125 photo-
graphs from the famous L. A. Huffman originals.
A truly beautiful book, 814”x11”. (272 pages, hard-
back.) Mark H. Brown and W. R. Felton, au-
thorities on the period, provide the text. $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

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

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. Our Price $7.90

434—U. S. WEST THE SAGA OF WELLS
FARGO, by Lucius Beebe and Charles Clegg; two
of this country’s most eminent authorities. Many
excellent pictures. Indexed. 320 pages. A beautiful
book, hardbound. Will make an exceptional gift.

Only $5.00

435--1902 SEARS ROEBUCK CATALOGUE.
Intro. by Cleveland Amory. America at the turn
of the century when a drophead sewing machine
cost $10.45, buggies were the rage and you
could order a sure cure for tobacco habit, a secret
liquor cure. More than ‘40,000 other items mostly
all illustrated. Over 700 pages. Hour upon hour
of antiques, history, nostalgia and entertainment.
Softbound. Now only $4.75

—cowhoy terms. 6% x 914.
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436-—SONGS OF THE COWBOYS. The First
Printed Collection of Cowboy Songs at the Turn
of the Century. By N. Howard (Jack) Thorp.
A facsimile of the 1908 edition—fully annotated,
with variations of text, bibliography, lexicon of
Pub. at $7.95. Only $2.95

437--THE LONGHORNS. By J. Frank Dobie.
With illustrations by Tom Lea and many photo-
graphs. The history, legend and folklore of the
Texas Longhorn and the cowboys, mavericks,
conquistadores, Indians and bull fights on the
vange. Orig. Pub. at $6.75. Only $5.00

438--THE MUSTANGS. By J. Frank Dobie. Illus.
by Charles Banks Wilson. This magnificent beok
traces the descent of the mustang from the horses
brought to the New World by the Spaniards.
Orig. Pub. at $6.75. Only $3.75

439 -THE GREAT AMERICAN WEST: A Pic-
torial History from Coronado to the Last Frontier.
By James D. Horan. 650 Illus., many in Full
Color. The full story of the West from the Con-
quistadores to the 20th Century, incl. many rare
photos, paintings of Remington, Catlin and others,
accounts of lawmen and desperadoes, ete. 9 x 12.
Pub. at $10.00. Now Only $7.25

400000 MISCELLANEOUS ¢¢o00e

703—HOW TO RESTORE AND DECORATE
CHAIRS, by R. R. Blanchard. 111 photos, sketches,
detailed patterns. Amateur’s complete guide to
restoration, finishing, supplies, stencil designs,
ete. Hardbound. Special $3.95

704—COINS AND COIN COLLECTING—An In-
troduction To Coins, Currency & Collecting. By S.
Reit. Illus. in color and black & white. Great
hobby book for children, with authoritative and
helpful tips for beginners, discussing ancient
coins, American coins, animal coins, ete., mints,
how to display and coin dictionary. Pub. at $3.95.

Only $1.49

707—-CANDLE MAKING AND DECORATIONS,
A Step-by-Step Guide, by Valerie Janitch. A
beautiful book with ecolor illustrations. Candlle
making for decorations, lasting art and beauty—
and for fun! Only $2.95

433 -LARGE PRINT BIBLE—KING JAMES
VERSION. A beautiful, durable Bible with print
so large it can easily be read by the youngest
and the oldest. We will mail the Bible postpaid.
Hardbound. Only $8.25

WESTERN BOOK COMPANY
P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Texas 78764
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- a separate 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¢
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Can Our Readers Help?

While doing the research for my story,
“The Lost Garrison of the Cascades”
which appeared in the March 1967 issue
of FRONTIER TIMES, I came across an
old tombstone of one Thomas McNatt
located in a remote area west of the town
of North Bonneville, Washington.

The U.S. Army Corps of Engineers
has purchased most of the property of
North Bonneville and the surrounding
area for a second powerhouse project.
Within this area of construction lies the
gravesite of Thomas McNatt who died
in 1861.

The following news article appeared in
the Columbian, the local newspaper of
Vancouver, Washington on October 4,
1975.

“The U.S. Army Corps of Engineers
is trying to locate any living relatives
of Thomas MeNatt, who died in 1861 and
is buried at North Bonneville, Washing-
ton. The Corps plans to acquire McNatt’s
gravesite in connection with the Bonne-
ville Dam Second Powerhouse project.
The Corps asks that anyone with knowl-
edge of the deceased or any relatives
please call Portland 777-4441, extension

A 1964 photo of the Thomas McNatt grave-
site, located about 200 yards from the
Columbia River.

502, or write the Portland District, Corps
of Engineers, P. 0. Box 2946, Portland,
Oregon 97208.

“Corps officials said that McNatt, who
was a hotel keeper, is buried about one
mile west of North Bonneville. When
McNatt died in 1861 he was survived by
his wife Ellen J. and two daughters,
Frisco Della and Lulu Jane. Mrs. McNatt
later remarried William Wallis, then
moved to Port Ludlow, Washington. Wil-
liam Wallis died in Port Ludlow in 1915.
Ellen (McNatt) Wallis died sometime
before that.”

Perhaps some of the readers of West-
ern Publications could come up with the
answers concerning living relatives of
Thomas MecNatt. The information is
needed as soon as possible.—A. R. Leich-
ner, 121 S.E. 199th Avenue, Portland,
Oregon 97233

Another Good Friend Gone

My father, Dick Wills, was born in
Indian Territory on July 19, 1907—the
year Oklahoma became a state. His early
association with the lead and zinc mines
and Indians in this area became his life-
long interests.

For many years he told and retold
stories of the Southwest to his children
and grandchildren. On one memorable oc-
casion he swapped yarns with J. Frank
Dobie. His stories were written origi-
nally at the insistence of his family and
it was a source of immense gratification
to him to have them published in your
magazines. One of my father’s greatest
pleasures, though, was the many new
friends he met through your publica-
tions.

He graduated from Texas’ Baylor Uni-
versity in 1929. When the mines in
Oklahoma’s Picher District slowed down
he went into color research and the
printing of well logs. At the time of his
death my father was a tool and die de-
signer for several large textile indus-
tries. He died on June 27, 1975 after a
year-long illness.—Ruth Wills, 310 First,
N. W., Miami, Oklahoma 74354

Gann’s Article Is Authentic

T just finished reading “When a Cow-
boy Falls in Love,” by Walter W. Gann
in the August 75 issue. My father and
others who are still living rode for the
Ace Kempton Ranch near Terry, Mon-
tana along the Powder, Yellowstone, and
Cannonball Rivers. They were there in

the years when Mr. Gann was, and from
personal knowledge, I find Mr. Gann’s
article truly authentic and easily the best
I’'ve read. It is the real McCoy.—R. L.
Furo, Center, North Dakota 58530

Information Wanted on Virgil Earp
Grave

I love historical places and I'm a
ghost-town nut. Your stories help me
to find new places to see, even it it’s a
person’s grave, house, or whatever. 1
even check out the places in your stories
on my atlas, just to see the whereabouts
of the happenings.

In your August TRUE WEST I was
surprised to find out that Virgil Earp
was buried in Portland, Oregon and I
was wondering if that grave is avail-
able to see so that I might get a picture
of it. Can anyone down that way help me?
—Jerry Dye, 1214 So. 74th, Tacoma,
Washington 98408

Searches the Superstitions

I have done a lot of weekend prospect-
ing and hiking in the Superstition Moun-
tains for about the last ten years, search-
ing for the old Peralta-Dutchman Mines
and for old Indian ruins. I would like
to correspond with anyone interested in
these mountains—old prospectors, writ-
ers, ete. and will be happy to answer all
letters.—Dan Hopper, 417 W. Riviera
Drive, Tempe, Arizona 85282

Late News

My good friend, the late Bill Edwards,
told me this story more than sixty-five
years ago. He was born in Gainesville,
Texas and in his early teens he wanted
to be a cowboy so he went out to southern
New Mexico where his father owned an
interest in a ranch, to work as a cow-
puncher.

One day after he had been working for
about a year he found himself near a
water station on the Southern Pacific
Railroad. Realizing that it was about time
for a passenger train to stop there to
take on water he dismounted and sat
down in the shade of the water tank to
wait and see the train come through.
When the train stopped, the news butch
on the train saw the lone cowpoke and
jumped off with some newspapers under
his arm. As he approached Bill he made
his sales pitch—“Read all about the ex-
ecution of Czolgosz!”

Bill asked, “What did they execute
him for?”

“For killing the President,” replied
the news butch.

“The President of what?” queried Bill.

At that, the news butch said, “The
President of the U. S.,” and throwing
Bill a paper, boarded the train.

Bill said, “I sat there under that water
tank and read that paper and learned
that President McKinley had been shot
on September 5, 1901 and his assassin
Leon Czolgosz had been tried, convicted
and executed on October 29 and I had
never heard about it. I then and there
resolved that I would never again live
so far away from the source of news. I
went back to the ranch headquarters,
quit my job, collected my back wages
and went to E]l Paso where Pat Garrett,

True West



the Collector of Customs, gave me a job.”
Bill later moved to Purcell in Pickens
County, I. T. where he married the
daughter of a prominent ranch family.
For many years until his death he was a
very successful life insurance salesman
in Oklahoma City.—Charles L. Roff,
Route 2, Durant, Oklahoma 74701

That Barnsour Racehorse

I fell in love with the West when
I was five. I had plunked down a dime
to the ticket taker at the old Rat Hole
Theatre and there on the silver screen
was a cowboy. A duststorm complete
with tumbling tumbleweeds, cactus and
sand was out to subdue the brave rider
and his stout horse. That scene, still
vivid in my memory, caused me to be-
come a cowboy.

Trouble was we were townfolk and it
turned out to be a long time before I
had my own horse. Lucky for me, though,
my Uncle Randall had a farm. There I
learned to ride on his Palomino mare,
Queen.

I was about fifteen when I met the
Barnsour Racehorse but I didn’t know
what barnsour meant. Gary and Ollie
were a couple of boys I knew who were
lucky enough to live on a farm. Their
older sister had won this old racehorse
at a carnival. I didn’t know how old the
horse was but he was big, sorrel in color,
and he looked pretty good to me. I guess
he’d had the run of the farm for two or

three years before I met the boys, and
they didn’t ride him too often.

(A Barnsour is one that is not ridden
often, and kept mostly in the same pas-
ture, stable or barn. This is a habit horse,
sometimes called a barn horse. Once
saddled, he finds it extremely hard to
leave home; he will balk, peer around
behind him and sometimes even buck. It
is only with much prodding, poking,
cussing and spurring that his rider will
reach his destination. But when this
horse is finally turned around for the re-
turn trip, all hell breaks loose. He will
run faster than you ever dreamed he
could! He will take the shortest route,
ignoring posts, curves and stop signs.
Over hill and dale, he’ll jump fences,
gates or anything in his way, and there
are only two things his rider can do—
either jump off, or stay on and pray that
a train doesn’t get in the way!)

Well, I had a motor bike that Ollie
had long had his eye on and I told him he
could try it out sometime. We lived six
or seven miles from the Drenner boys’
farm. One day Ollie rode up to our place
on his sister’s horse. Ollie figured that a
good test for that bike was to ride it
back to his farm while I followed on the
horse. That sounded like a good idea to
me as I'd been itching to crawl on the
back of that horse anyhow. Ollie held
the horse while I mounted and got the
reins in my hand. Then he handed me
a special rope that was attached some-
where around the animal’s head. “If he

gets to running,” Ollie said, “just pull
on the rope and holler, ‘whoa!’” He’ll
slow down.” That rope, Ollie told me,
was fixed in such a way as to be mighty
painful to the horse’s face; it was a sure
way to stop him.

“Well, Ollie,” I said, “let ’im go!” Let
him go, he did. That old horse took off
like somebody had shot at him. We hit
the first turn in the road full speed. I
thought of the six or seven miles of
gravel grades and turns ahead. I pulled
that special rope and hollered, “whoa!”
The horse didn’t pay any attention. It
seemed to me that the more pullin’ and
whoain’ and whoain’ and pullin’ I did,
the faster that darn horse ran! Well,
sir, that’s the day I learned a new word
—barnsour! That was the fastest ride
I ever took in my whole life. Never since
have I had a thrill that would in any way
compare with it.

I thought about jumping off. Then I
figured our speed and decided against
it. We must have been going about thirty
miles an hour but it sure seemed to me
like fifty! That darn Barnsour Race-
horse laid into curves with the same speed
he took the flats. Hills just melted away
behind us. He’ll pile up on one of the
curves and kill us both, I thought, but he
didn’t; and I stuck to him. It’s a good
thing we didn’t meet a car. Probably he
would have just jumped over it.

I don’t know how long it took us to
whisk away that six or seven miles, but
it only seemed like five minutes. That

(Continued on page 62)
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PREFACE

This is mot a story of my life. These are the hours I
spent visiting with a guest who came to my dude ranch
in the Blackfoot Valley. Helen Clark and I hunted to-
gether, rode my mountains, pushed my cattle, and as we
straddled my pintos or sat by a fire in the evenings, I
told her the things I remembered best about the years
I spent in the saddle, as well as the experiences of others
whose trails crossed mine and whose stories I can’t
forget. ;

It is hard at present—I'"m almost ninety—rto remem-
ber all the color and clangor of the rodeo arena. Only bits
here and there stand out. I wish my memory were a
strong magnet to draw them all back. But these accounts
may chance to bring back to others who read them the
fuller picture of the great old days— the wild, carefree,
ambitious days—when the dust of the arena stirred
around us and we didn’'t know we were to grow old
and forgetful.

To the yesterdays that are gone, to the waddies I used
to know, to the brone busters that rode beside me, to the
horses beneath me—sometimes, I take off my hat. I
wouldn’t have missed one minute of it for all the to-
morrows stretching ahead into eternity. I lived when I
wanted to, the way I wanted to, and that is saying

a lot for one mortal. ‘ o

WAS BORN March 27, 1887 on a

horse ranch at the foot of Bear Tooth
Mountain north of Helena, Montana, and
if there is a horse in the zodiac then I
am sure I must have been born under
its sign, for the horse has shaped and
determined my whole way of life.

Perhaps it is odd that a woman should
be born with an all-consuming love of
horseflesh, but I have never thought so.
It seems to me as normal as breathing
air or drinking water, that the biggest
thing on my horizon has been the four-
legged critter with mane and tail.

If there are not horses in heaven, I
do not want to go there. But I believe
there will be horses in heaven as surely
as God will be there, for God loved them -
or He would not have created them with
such majesty.

When I was a small child, my parents
could see how the twig was bent. One
day a wild pinto of my father’s came
to drink at the spring that flowed by
the house. According to my mother, I
took a scarf for a lasso and toddled in
its direction. Maybe it was significant
that it was a wild horse I picked, for it
is the wild horse that has held my heart.

How can I explain to dainty, delicate
women what it is like to climb down
into a rodeo chute onto the back of a
wild horse? How can I tell them it is a
challenge that lies deep in the bones— = e

a challenge that may go back to pre- . - 4

historic man and his desire to conquer
the outlaw and the wilderness?

8

A HORSE

Fannie Sperry Steele was selected for in-
duction as an Honoree in the Rodeo Hall
of Fame, the official honor to be bestowed
upon her on December 11, 1975, during the
Rodeo Historical Society luncheon in Ok-
lahoma City, Oklahoma.

Courtesy National Cowboy Hall of Fame, Oklahomg City, Oklahoma.

/
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BENEATH ME

0000000000000000000000000
Below, Fannie Sperry Steele, World's

Lady Champion Bucking Horse Rider, at
the Winnipeg Stampede in 1913.

Photo by Marcell of Calgary

There can be no stop-watch
on courage

Januwary-February, 1976

By FANNIE SPERRY STEELE
as told to HELEN CLARK

Photos Courtesy Authors

. SOMETIMES

I wouldn’t apply the word “delicate”
to myself, yet I was a small-boned wom-
an. When I was eighteen, my waist
measured 22 inches; I stood 57" high
and weighed 122 pounds. But I had the
staying quality of a cockleburr; a bronco
had a hard time throwing me off. I was
light, I was quick. I had balance.

TODAY a good many rodeo fans dis-
cuss the merits of riding by balance
versus riding by strength, but I pooh-
pooh the whole argument. Riding is a
combination of a great many things,
over-ruled and governed by reflex. It’s
strength, it’s balance, it’s timing, it’s
experience, it’s guts, it’s coordination,
it’s practice, it’s will, it’s instinect. Pool
them all together and measure them out
in the right consistency and you get a
natural rider like Casey Tibbs, or the
top brone-riding men of my day: Jess
Coates, Paddy Ryan, Yakima Canutt.
A very petite person can call up a
great deal of strength by focusing the
entire strength of the body in one place.
I always rode with my left hand on the
buck rein, my right one free. But I
could pinpoint strength into that left
hand when I needed it, just as I could
pinpoint strength between my legs when
I gripped the ribs of a sun-fishing bronc.
Every rodeo rider knows that there is
an art to keeping the head from bobbing
or going with the horse. Too many
women rodeo riders, especially those
riding hobbled, have had their necks
broken. I never rode hobbled in my life.
For those who do not understand the
term, it means that the stirrups are tied
underneath the horse’s belly, so that
once the rider puts his feet into the
stirrups and turns them outward, at the

same time digging and keeping the
rowels of the spurs stuck into the horse’s
flanks or into the cinch, he can not be
bucked off. It is the same thing as being
tied on a bronco. It takes plenty of nerve
to ride this way, for to my way of think-
ing it’s exceedingly dangerous.

Above, Fannie with her favorite pinto,
Daisy. Taken at her dude ranch near
Helmville, in the Blackfoot Valley of west-
ern Montana, in the early ‘60s.

Many women have lost their lives
riding with hobbled stirrups. If the
horse goes over backward in the chute,
or falls with its rider in the arena, the
rider hasn’t time to kick loose. I never
have been able to consider it sporting to
ride hobbled, for it isn’t giving the horse

Below, Fannie’s all-pinto pack string. For a number of years it was the only one of its

kind in the Northwest.
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Above, Fannie heading out for the mountains on an elk hunt. She was a licensed
outfitter-guide for many years. On this particular trip Fannie was well into her sixties.

a fifty-fifty chance—{fifty per cent in
favor of him that he’ll buck you off,
fifty per cent in favor of you that you’ll
ride him. Mine is the reputation of being
the only woman rodeo rider who rode
her entire career unhobbled. I confess
it’s a record I am proud of!

“But you don’t look like a rodeo rider,
many people have said to me. I have
never known for certain what conclusions
I should draw from that remark. Should
I be bowlegged? I’'m not. Should I have
had an enormous build, smoked cigars,
waddled when I walked, cussed out of
the side of my mouth, been uproariously
loud? I wasn’t. I was raised to be lady-
like and refined, if rugged and wiry and
independent, and I have remained so all
my life. If I disappointed those who
were expecting something like a three-
ring circus, I'm not sorry. But I did, and
do, dress differently from the average
woman.

In my day you rode in the arena in
a divided riding skirt. I had many, but one
I cherished above all others and I have
it still. It’s of brown and white calfskin,
beautifully tanned and very well made
by an early saddle-maker, Al Fersenough
of Miles City. One day, when some news-
paper people were at my ranch for an
interview, I was asked to model it. I
tried to oblige. Taking it out of mothballs
from the old wooden chest I have had for
many years, I thought to slip right into
it and button it up. But my waist
wouldn’t permit. I'd forgotten to allow
for middle-age spread and old age. We
had, finally, to wire it on me, while I
posed with the opposite side showing!

It was then suggested I put on the
trophy I won at Winnipeg in 1913 when
I won the title of World’s Champion
Lady Bronc Rider. I brought forth the
solid gold buckle and hand-tooled leather

”
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belt that I had been awarded, but again,
time played a trick on me—the belt
wouldn’t circle my waist.

“Was I ever so little?” I gasped to

my amused friends as I struggled trying

to make the ends meet.

Once, in the East, I had an embarrass-
ing experience pertaining to dress. My
husband and I were dining in a very
fashionable establishment, both of us
dressed in Western attire, when a report-
er advanced and asked if he could join
us for an interview. We consented. He
began to direct questions at me, maybe
because Bill was too busy eating.

Fannie Steele and Butch Clark,

just in
from the mountains with an elk. K

PO, od |Gt
/ t’ o8

“Mrs. Steele, what do you think of
today’s styles?” he asked.

Never supposing that he would quote
me, I said, “They’re awful. I don’t like
them a bit!”

To my horror, the next morning’s pa-
per carried an account of our interview,
with my remarks fully disclosed, and a
thorough description of my own looks
added. To show you the reporter’s im-
pression of me, let me quote from that
article which is still in my scrapbook:

“ ‘Present styles in women’s clothes ?’
repeated Mrs. Fanny Sperry Steele,
word’s champion woman rider and bron-
cho buster, as she sat with her husband
in the dining room of the Howard Hote
last night. :

“ ‘They’re awful. I don’t like them a
bit.” There was a finality in her answer
that precluded any further conversation
on that point. ;

“Mrs. Steele’s own clothing spoke fully
as emphatically of her disregard for
convention and her opposition to the un-
comfortable dress of the East, as she
considers this part of the country. She
wore a riding skirt of deep maroon that
showed hard wear in the saddle. The
sleeves of her orange shirt—it was not
a shirtwaist—were held up by black
elastic. Around her waist was a wide
leather belt with gold buckle, a trophy
won, together with $1,000 cash at Cal-
gary, Can. On her breast was a medal
presented to the ‘champion lady rider of
Montana,” while the stick pin in the red
necktie had been won in a twenty-four
mile relay race in Minnesota. A wide,
high crowned sombrero covered her
head, while two long braids of hair hung
down her back.

“Mr. & Mrs. Steele had just arrived
from their ranch near Mitchell, Montana.

“Mrs. Steele, who cannot remember
far enough back to recall her first horse-
back ride and who began to ride bucking
horses at the age of 14, will meet all
women riders during the frontier cele-
bration. She admits no peer, with the
possible exception of her 67-year-old-

‘mother. . .. .”

Incidentally, my mother was in the
saddle rounding up wild horses when
she was seventy-six years old.

PEOPLE were always seeking out my

husband for a story, and most gen-
erous in including me in every interview.
If they sometimes gave me more cover-
age than they gave Bill, he would insist
it was all worthwhile publicity. Bill liked
this paragraph penned in Grand Rapids,
Michigan, in which the reporter said:
“The daring girl is a typical daughter of
the Montana ranches. She is of medium
height, lithe, supple and graceful. Her
pretty face is bronzed by the sun and
winds of the West. When riding she
wears a short gray skirt, white jacket,
and gray sombrero held by an elastic
band hooked under her chin. She rides
ordinarily with the easy, graceful swing
of the range rider, but when in a race
she sits far up on her mount’s withers,
in the Tod Sloan style, with her head
along the horse’s neck, and skirts held
as closely as possible to the racer’s sides,
so that as little resistance as possible
may be offered by the wind.”

True West



Fannie clowns for a photo with elk antlers.

. I recall one particular relay race in
which I was contesting. It wouldn’t be
fair to tell the outfit or the man’s name,
but in one series he competed with us
women dressed in woman’s clothing and
wearing a wig. Those of us who knew
him teased him greatly, calling him
“Mrs. Wigs.” He took the place of a par-
ticular woman relay rider who was al-
ways getting drunk. Since no one could
be found to ride her horse, the producer
decided to dress up this slender fellow.
But the man just didn’t have the knack
for swinging on and off a mount, and
all of us women could beat him when it
came to changing horses and winning a
race.

Relay racing was a part of rodeo I
loved as well as brone riding, and I rode
a great deal in the Irwin Brothers rodeos
as a relay rider. Among my pictures from

Fannie on her dude ranch north of Helm-
ville, Montana.
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their shows is one with Buffalo Bill
Cody and a group of six women con-
testants. My costume was not very
flattering in that picture, but neither
were the clothes of the other females.
That is because styles have changed so
greatly since we were young. Today
these clothes look a bit outlandish.

Let me say here, however, that my
own personal looks were of little in-
terest to me. I attired myself in a man-
ner that was in keeping with my riding,
active life. I wore my long black hair in
two Indian braids. Now that it is white,
I wear it short, a boyish bob. I never have
worn powder or make-up. I have always
dressed ‘“Western.”

Today I own no dresses. I never wore
dresses on any of our rodeo trips across
the country. I wore either divided riding
skirts (no longer fashionable), or Levi’s,
or trousers. I wore a Stetson most of
the time, or ribbons at my braids’ ends.
I have never owned a bonnet, but I
wear a red hunting hat during hunting
season.

I wear no jewelry except my gold
wedding band and my silver or gold
medals, selecting one at random to wear
at rodeo appearances.On my wrist is a
man’s watch. My footwear consists of
cowboy boots, hunting boots, packs,
moccasing, and in deep snow, webs
(snowshoes). Housedresses were never
for me—I’ve never been that domestic,
and an apron is something I never use.

But I was married in a dress. That
was a concession, you are thinking ? No,
it was a lovely dress, and nostalgia for
that day makes me recall it in detail. It
was a deep blue wool-gabardine, extend-
ing to the floor. It had a plunging neck-
line, but the plunge was carefully con-
cealed with a high lace collar and a
wide lace flounce pinned at the throat.
Bill ordered red roses for my corsage,
and they were perfect. I pinned them
over my heart.

Bill was a handsome groom and I
have our wedding picture to prove it!
He wore a high-collared, stiffly starched
white shirt and a tie, which for him was
quite a concession! A carnation in the
lapel set off his dark suit. Bless us—we
made a lovely looking couple!

If I claim my looks were of little con-
cern to me, nonetheless I am pleased
when old-timers pay me the compliment
of referring to me as having been a
comely young woman. And I confess that
I vainly appreciate it when they tell of
the number who stood in line at a
dance to waltz with me,

I hardly saw men, yet let a horse go
down the road and I noted all there was
to see about it! Thank God that the man
who did love me, and taught me in turn
to love him, was a horseman or our
marriage would have been doomed be-
fore it started. Bill Steele was eleven
years older than I. He had been with
horses all his life. He was a saddle brone
rider and rodeo clown, and he owned
his own string of broncos. He produced
a good many rodeos. We met for the
first time when he came to engage me
to ride in one of his shows.

A woman magazine writer embarrassed
me one day when, during the course of
an interview, she asked, “Did you love

Above, the Copenhaver Brothers; (left to
right) Wendel, Howard, and Gene. These
friends often helped Fannie put up her
winter hay.

your husband at first sight?” I was so
unprepared for the question that I got
flustered. I answered, “Damn if I can
remember.” The woman looked askance.
But she was to look more startled when,
as the interview progressed, she asked,
“How did you spend your honeymoon?”

“Rodeoing!” I answered, laughing. It
was the truth. Even to me it now seems
a funny thing, especially when the in-
terviewer followed it up by logically
saying: “But maybe you wouldn’t have
had any tomorrows. Maybe you might
have been killed!”

HOW EASILY we could have been
killed. But death didn’t matter, some-
how, because we met it so often day after
day that, like life, it got to be common-
place. Once during a rodeo, my husband
was knocked unconscious and taken for
dead. There wasn’t even time for me
to go to him, for I had to get ready to
make his ride for him. That may seem
callous, but we were show people in our
own right, and “the show had to go on.”
I could lament for Bill later, but the
horses had to be ridden right then.

The majority of rodeo people become
fatalists sooner or later. We believe that
when our time comes, there’s nothing we
can do about it. When you are of a fatalis-

Fannie readies one of her pack horses
before hitting the trail. .
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tic trend of mind, you never worry
about death; it’s taken care of for you
by someone else. I prefer to call. Him,
God. Through the years, Bill and I just
drew our numbers and rode our horses.

Rodeo brones are numbered, and
matching numbers on paper are put in
a hat. From the hat, the contestants
draw a number which determines the
horse they ride. For years I stood in line
with the men and drew a number, and
rode the horse whose number I had
drawn, But as the years began to creep
up on me, I had to confine myself to
riding my own picked broncs, or horses
I knew. {

I was still riding brones ‘when I was

fifty, and I hope I shall ride a horse to
the day I die. At sixty, however, I had
to concede there would be no more buck-
ers under my saddle.
" The only thought I've given death is
the way I shall be laid out in the casket.
In Western clothes, if you please, as I
have lived! Shirt, and trousers, and my
boots on my feet! I never worry about
the attendance at my funeral. My
friends will see me off, as they have
seen me away so many times in life.
That’s something about the West, and
also about the Indian habit of burial,
too—we go any distance to put our own
away. And there’s a fraternity in rodeo
that defies description—it’s constantly
there in the air of the arena. And it’s
an atmosphere that keeps us all to-
gether, whether near or miles apart.

I like to believe, like the Indian, that
when we die, a horse is waiting for us
to carry us on to the Hereafter. But I
would not want, as the Blackfeet prac-
ticed in days gone by, to have a horse

An old postcard photo of Fannie taken at
the New York City Stampede in 1916. She
is shown riding a horse named “Midnight”
(not the famous “"Midnight” of Canada).

Fannie always hunted game with a Win- -

chester .30/06, with which she would an-
nually bag elk, deer, and sometimes «
bear. When she was a bit younger, she
spent some time tending a trap line on
her ranch. One winter she caught 18 coy-
otes, a bobcat. and a wolf. Fannie is
shown here with one of her saddle mounts,
taken sometime in the 1960s.

killed at my death for that express pur-
pose—I would turn over in my grave!

Because my love of the pinto is so
great, people often ask me if I am part
Indian. No, I am not, but if I were I
would be proud of it. They are the great-
est natural horsemen known. My father
was a Scot; my mother German. Her
name was Fredericka. Henrietta Ernes-
tine Schroeder, but everyone called her
Rachel.

Maybe I have loved the pinto horse
so much because a neighbor we had when

I was a child would kill gll the pintos in
his band of horses.

“No-good Injun cayuses,” he -called
them. “I don’t want ’em croppin’ my
range.” Maybe it brought out the mother
instinet in me, who never in a lifetime
was blessed with children. I connived to
keep away from him all the pinto ponies
I could. I am mothering pinto ponies to
this day, and hope to until the day I die.
And since my husband has been dead
almost forty years now, and my relatives
able to fare well for themselves, my
greatest worry in the after-world will be
the well-being of my pintos. I can leave
the range, since I have loved and had
a full share of life on it; I can quit the
ranch and ranch house and my souvenirs
—but I hate like hell to leave my pintos
behind! Most of them, however, 1 have
had to sell.

Now that I am what young people
consider an old woman, and I look back
at my life, I can truthfully say that if
I had it all to do over again, I would live
it exactly the same. From such a state-
ment you gather that I have liked it. I
have loved it, every single, wonderful,
suffering, exhilarating, damned, blessed
moment of it. And if, with my present
arthritis, I must pay the price of every
bronco ride that I have ever made, then
I pay for it gladly. Pain is not too great
a price to pay for the freedom of the
saddle and a horse between the legs.

WAS the fourth child of Rachel and
Datus Sperry. Our home was a log
house nestled in a gulch of Bear Tooth
Mountain. T lived in that log house until
I was married on April 30, 1913. I was
named Fannie after an aunt on my
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father’s side. I've liked my name—it’s
fitted me. It’s not too pretty. It’s not too
long. It’s just right for a bronco stomper.

My father was called by his initials,
“D. E.,” For Datus seems a very bookish
name, but it fitted him—he was a dry,
scholarly man, a smart man. He made
us laugh easily, even though he himself
never cracked a smile. He would get off
some pun or wisecrack and while we
would go into spasms of laughter, he
would act as if he didn’t know he’d said
anything funny. Because he never seemed
amused, people who were strangers to
our house didn’t know whether to laugh
or be silent. I think this, too, used to
tickle my father, who was laughing in-
side all the time.

Our lives followed the pattern of our
ranching father. Bertha and Carrie, my
sisters, married outdoor men to live on
ranches out of Helena; my brother Wal-
ter became a blacksmith in Plains, Mon-
tana; the other brother, Arthur, was in
ranching in Helena Valley.

I have always liked the poem, “I re-
member, I remember, the house where I
was born.” But more than the houses that
have sheltered me I remember the wide,
blue, pine-scented sky of the West, its
spectacular sunrises and sunsets. I'm
glad I live in the West. I was meant to
live in the mountains. The great, forested
outdoors of Montana have been my
church. I have not been to Sunday serv-
ice in years. My reason seems sufficient
unto me: I lived too far from churches,
in a very remote valley. I go to church
to bury my friends.

For years I lived in one of the most
beautiful valleys in the Northwest, once
a favorite dwelling for members of the
Blackfoot Nation. It bears their name.
Old-timers, both white and Indian, recall
this valley with tenderness, describing
the tepees that whitened its grass. I know
the love for it of the Blackfeet, the most
fearsome and awe-inspiring of the Plains
Indians. A ferocious people, according to
history, these Indians took their might
and pride from the horses they rode—
becoming, because of those acquired
horses, the aristocrats of the Plains.
They are still a proud people; today a
few are wealthy, not only because golden
grass favors their reservation, but gold
in the form of black oil flows beneath
the ground as was the case with the
Morning Gun family.

HE BLACKFOOT RIVER flows

through the Blackfoot Valley, and
many Indian relics have been found along
its banks. The first white boy born in
this valley is now dead; he was Charlie
Young of Ovando. Charlie lived into his
nineties. He remembered well the early
Indian villages, for his playmates were
Indian children. He learned to ride on
their ponies. He learned to love their
country, too, and he became the first
trapper into the primitive area of the
South Fork of the Flathead country, a
region still unblemished by roads.

Charlie had the rare distinction of
trapping two gold marten. He did not
even know what they were. He trapped
them both in a few days of one another
in the same vicinity. Marten are a
brown, furbearing animal with a tiny
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A few of Fannie’s trophies displayed on an
old cowhide. The large silver plate that
adomed her championship saddle is in
the foreground.

splash of gold the color of a dandelion
under their throats. Charlie’s were freaks
—they were all gold in color. When
Charlie came out in the spring with
his cache, packing his furs on his back
and making the trip by webs, he headed
for Kalispell and the closest fur buyer.
Even the buyer did not know what the
golden animals were.

“I got only eight dollars apiece for
them,” recalled Charlie. “I didn’t know
a golden marten could be worth a mint.
I thought I was well paid; we usually
got between twelve and fifteen dollars
for a marten. This buyer liked those
golden pelts so much he had a fur piece
made for his wife, who was, I am told,
a platinum blonde. I’d like to have seen
the combination.”

Charlie and I and our kind loved the
West. I loved my ranch. Let me describe
it to you. It was a log cabin fifty feet
long, built so that additions could be
made, and they were! We picked the loca-
tion for our ranch and buildings primari-

Flags of all the western states are dis-
played in front of the National Cowboy
Hall of Fame and Western Heritage Cen-
ter, in Oklahoma City, Oklahoma where
Fannie was inducted into the Rodeo Hall
of Fame.

ly because Bill loved the spot. Love for
it was to grow with me through the
years. Not many women would envy the
isolated winters I spent alone there on
my shoestring spread, with only my dog
to talk to or a far-away neighbor who
came by on snowshoes to see how I was
making out.

I am independent by nature. I will do
for myself until. the day I die, God
willing. When Bill rode off into another
horizon, I had my roots planted deep,
and I let them be. No, I can’t say that
he remained at the ranch. I think it was
too quiet for him. He’s off in some
heavenly arena, fighting the bulls. And
that’s as it should be. Rodeo was his
pulse.

Too many rodeo injuries stacked the
cards against my Bill. He suffered terri-
bly before he died. He was a complete
invalid. Toward the end I had to tend
him like an infant. People said to me
when he died that I must have felt it was
a blessing, but I did not. When you have
to wait on some one day and night, that
one becomes that much closer and dearer,
and it’s harder to let go. It almost broke
my heart when he left; only the knowing
he would like greener fields made it
bearable.

THERE is a saying in Montana that
there are no people here—we are all
characters. A magazine editor asked me
once, “What rodeo men did you like,
Fannie?”’ He got a startled look on his
face when I replied, “All of them!”

I did like all our rodeo associates.
There is a bigheartedness about rodeo
people that can’t be gainsayed. I suppose
we have a gambling spirit; when we're
in the chips, we share with those less
fortunate; when we’re down and out, we
borrow, or sell or pawn our gear to keep
going. That’s how my world’s champion-
ship saddle won at Calgary got away
from me. I needed hard cash, so I sold
it. A thousand dollars couldn’t pry it
away from me today, but where it went
or who owns it I do not know. It was
beautiful, handtooled with red roses.
First I sold the matching tapaderos, then
the saddle. But I hung on to my solid
gold buckles, my sterling silver-studded
bridle, and my medals.

There were some men in rodeo who
meant more to me than others, of course.
There was Bob Askins, who used to ear
down my bronc for me when I wasn’t
riding out of the chute. Like the men of
my day, I often climbed on my horse in
the arena. When it had been roped and
saddled and blindfolded, I could depend
on Bob holding the bronco until I was
ready to mount and give the signal for
release. There was Paddy Ryan, one of
Montana’s greats, who was full of fun
and never pretentious about his ability.
Harvey Winsor, A. Brassfield, Lloyd
Coleman, Jess Coates—all were good
riders and all fine fellows.

There were many rodeo women as well
as men that T liked, as Lucille Mulhall.
She was a quiet woman. She was not
only a good rider, she was a remarkable
roper. There was Louise Thompson, a
Wild West Show rider back in 1916 who
still writes to me from California. There

(Continued on page 36)
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6 'LORY RIDERS!” That’s the title

Charlie Russell gave the reckless
old boys who rode the rough strings, and
later, when rodeos came into their own,
to the fellows who charged out of the
chutes in the middle of the tough broncs
that bucked and twisted across the dusty
arenas with the roar of the grandstands
in their ears. Glory riders they were and
are. Take it from me; I tried to make the
grade, but failed.

My father took one of the last home-
steads available in Montana’s lower
Madison Valley in 1882. Twelve years
later I was born and, by that time, Dad
had built the homestead into rather a
substantial ranch. The lower Madison
was natural hay country, both native
grass and cultivated alfalfa. Many cattle
were wintered there; consequently, this
~ was the land of many good cowhands
and some of them were top brone riders.

During my young years, several of the
pioneers who arrived on the first wagon-
train in 1864 were still around. When-
ever they’d get together, they’d talk of
old times. My fondest memories are the
many pleasant hours I spent listening
to their tales of the bronc busters who
had drifted into the community and lived
there for a time.

They would recall how Jim Giles, who
hailed from Idaho, could stand in one
stirrup and light a cigarette while the
bronc was putting in his best jumps.
Then there was Herbert Brady, younger
son of a wealthy Irish family. Although
he lost his shirt by going into the horse
business, he learned to be a top rider.
Herb rode every bronc he took a seat on.
But the favorite subject of all was a
tough little rooster named Billy LeRoy
who had drifted in from Texas. He
claimed to be a cousin of “Billy the Kid.”
According to the old-timers, Billy was
the most graceful and active rider of a
bucking horse they had ever seen. He
could get away from a falling bronc
with the ease’ and grace of a cat, and be
back in the saddle by the time the horse
had scrambled to his feet.

Billy left the Madison country when
the valley began to be settled. He had no
~ hankering to dig post holes, pitch hay
or dig irrigation ditches, and this was
the kind of work ranchers began to ex-
pect of a hired cowhand. He rode off one
day with a pal named Brown. They hap-
pened to meet up with three horsethieves
and rode along with them. A posse of
stranglers caught up with all five of
them and they were hanged on a big
cottonwood tree in Musselshell County,
now known as the “The Hanging Tree”
of Roundup, Montana.

It was rumored that Jim Giles met
the same fate somewhere in Idaho. Herb
Brady, being a well educated man, took
a job in the Capitol at Helena after
losing his horse ranch. He held this job
until retirement age.

Seventy-five years ago, the three most
talked-of riders in southwestern Mon-
tana were Jake Ross of Toston, “Peeler”
Weaver of Belgrade, and Joe Redfern of
Twin Bridges. Any one of these three
would take a seat at any time and on
any tough bronc if they considered the
purse big enough or could anange a bet
~ to their liking.
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“Started early in the morning
Always riding on the run
Just to keep those knotheads grazing
"Tween the Dearhorn and the Sunm...”

Above, Jack Williaums on "Okanogan,”

Jake Ross was a well-muscled athletic
type, over six feet tall and strong. He
used to like to prove his strength by
lying on the floor, placing his heels to-
gether and betting any man he couldn’t
pull them apart. He won most of those
bets (which proved that he could get a
grip on a brone that was hard to break).

AKE was still riding broncs when he

was sixty years old and lived to a good
old age. He was still a bronc buster at
heart when he passed on.

Peeler Weaver was well known for his

at the 1923 Pendleton, Oregon Roundup.

toughness and endurance. One summer
when working on the Musselshell, he
rode forty miles to the Fourth of July
Rodeo in Lewistown. He arrived just in
time to enter the rodeo and he won the
saddle bronc contest.

Peeler later settled with his family
on a farm in the Madison Valley. He
was breaking horses until they broke
him. The last time I saw Peeler he was
so crippled he was barely able to get
around. He was that way for many
years until death brought relief.

Joe Redfern was a bronc buster who,

True West



Above, Marcus Crowley on Appaloosa stallion, “The Wagtail Kid,” about 1941.

- s
Above, Pat Owens on “McHaley,”
Pendleton Roundup.

1923

at one time, almost caused a war between
the residents of the Madison and Jeffer-
son Valleys. Now the “Jeffersonites”
were rightly proud of Redfern, and
especially when he rode the “Circle Dot
Gray.”

The Circle Dot Gray was a tough
brone whose owner lived in the noted
little cow town of Ennis, situated on the
west bank of the Madison. This bronc
had bucked off all previous riders, in-
cluding George Williams, an expert
rider from around Billings and Miles
City.

There was a standing offer of $200
for anyone who qualified on the Gray,
but after Redfern made the ride the
owner of the bronc claimed the biggest

share of the purse. This controversy,
was finally settled without bloodshed,

but Redfern’s community still claimed
he was cheated.

January-February, 1976

A year or so after Redfern rode the
Gray, Bert Vetter, a Madison native,
rode him. Vetter was a huge man with a
grip in his legs that could almost crush
the ribs of an ordinary horse. According
to spectators, Vetter rode with bull
strength and awkwardness.

One of Vetter’s favorite stunts was to
rope a two-year-old or a small three-

year-old. He’d walk up the rope, teasing
the colt till it would rear and strike.
Vetter would then grab the ankle and
with a quick jerk, throw the pony to the
ground.

ON the Fourth of July 1908, Manhat-

tan, Montana put on a celebration.
The main form of entertainment at all
small town celebrations was a ball game
and a buckin’ contest. That day, Man-
hattan had a ball game but hadn’t ar-
ranged a buckin’ contest, so a bronec
riding exhibition was arranged on. the
spot.

“Rawhide” George Bennett was in
town, a small wiry lad and a first-rate
bronc stomper. While the ball game was
in progress, a collection was given to
Rawhide to top one off.

After the game was over, Charlie
Conner of the Horseshoe Basin led in
a mean-eyed buckskin with collar marks
on his shoulders. The horse was snubbed
up, eared down and saddled. Then little
Rawhide stepped up and across him.
That horse exploded and went to work in
earnest. He would have made a good
showing at Cheyenne or Pendleton. This
didn’t bother the rider, as he just sat up
there and whipped the outlaw on all
four corners. When the horse quit
bucking and started to run, the pickup
man caught him and led him back on
the run with Rawhide still in the saddle.

The crowd screamed for more, so
Rawhide took the buck-reins, grabbed
the horse with his spurs and away they
went again. The show didn’t last long
as the bronc seemed to go crazy. He
sunfished to such an extent that he ap-
peared to be lying flat in the air. The
horse fell, catching the rider and knock-
ing him out so long that everyone thought
he had been killed. However, he did re-
gain consciousness before midnight to
completely recover.

Rawhide George Bennett was a plea-
sant, smiling young fellow and could

Frank Cable bulldogging at Pendleton.




Main Street in Roundup, Montana during a Fourth of July parade.

be popular in any crowd. He rode with
a wild bunch that ranged from the head-
waters of the Musselshell to West
Yellowstone and beyond to Horse Prairie
and the Bighole. He had a wild streak in
his makeup and the Rawhide nickname
suggested he was a Texan who had out-
raced a posse to get to Montana. One
day he threw his saddle on a borrowed
horse and took off. When a rancher tried
to stop him, Rawhide shot the rancher,
wounding him seriously. For this, he
was sent to the Montana State Prison in
Deer Lodge for a long stretch.

Prior to 1908, there had been a few
wet years. With liberalized homestead
laws and improved seed, the dry upland
which had been free livestock range was
being fenced up, the sod busted and
turned over on its back. It was seeded
to wheat or flax, starting the era of
dry land farming.

Some of the one-time cowboys took
homesteads to become farmers, others
hired out as farm hands. Since it was
all horse farming then, those cowboys

Ranch scene near Roundup, Montana.

just had to trade their saddle seat for
an ‘iron seat on a plow.

When a holiday celebration was held,
many of the now dry farmers would
saddle up, don their woolly angora chaps
and ride into town for the buckin’ con-
test. It was surprising how some of those
old boys could still handle a-bronc after
being plow-bound a few years.

I was always amused to see some
farmer who couldn’t ride a disc in rough
breaking ground walk up to a be-chapped
neighbor and start the conversation with,
“You goin’ to ride today, Tom?”

“Yeah!” Tom would say. “Think I’ll
take a seat on one.” i

“I wanted to,” the granger would say,
“but the old lady won’t let me.” They
always used the same alibi.

ON a July day in 1908, I went into

Logan, Montana on an errand. Logan
is now just a wide spot in the road, but
back then it was quite a town. Each one
of the five saloons had a placard in the

Photos this page from Bunkhouse Ballads, by Marcus Crowley; Wegferd Publications, North Bend, Oregon.
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window which stated that Dick Stanley
of Arizona and Al Taylor of Nevada
were putting on a bronc riding show
the following Sunday there at Logan.
Why they named Arizona and Nevada
as their home states I wouldn’t know.
Maybe those states sounded wilder than
Oregon where they actually had resided
before coming to live in Bozeman. They
picked up what money they could by

'giving riding and trick rope shows.

Bozeman was a pretty good spot. Even
then it was somewhat of a tourist town,
being one of the gateways to the Yellow-
stone Park.

When Sunday arrived, Stanley and
Taylor were on hand as was everyone
else for miles around in every direction.
Dick had to use a crutch whenever he
dismounted because a bull he had been
riding a few days before had bucked
into a gate post and badly bruised Dick’s
right leg.

Dick did some rope spinning and the
“Russian” or “Cossack’ drag, which was
a difficult trick even for a rider with
two good legs, but the injury barred him
from riding broncs; so they hired a good
young stomper by the name of Boyd
Amberson from Spanish Creek for the
job. Al Taylor would snub the horses to
be saddled, then when he turned them
loose he acted as hazer and pickup man.
He knew his stuff and was riding a well-
trained horse.

Amberson rode out four old ponies
that were pretty well bucked out. They
didn’t put on much of a show, so the
crowd began razzing the rider. My dad
spoke out saying that it wasn’t Amber-
son’s fault if the horses didn’t buck.

Stanley, who was close by, heard
Dad’s remark. He said, “If a horse bucks,
that boy can ride him.”

They announced to the crowd that
if anyone there had a horse they wanted
to see ridden, to bring him around. One
young fellow unhitched a little buggy
mare that bucked lively—while Amber-
son rode her standing in one stirrup with
one hand full of mane and one hand full
of saddle horn! Then someone brought
in another horse that Amberson easily
rode.

The handbills had mentioned a horse
called “Black Demon,” a really top
horse in any Wild West show. At last
Al Taylor led out a beautiful little black
horse that looked more like a race horse
than an’ outlaw. Amberson had seen
Black Demon perform or maybe had
even tried him. At any rate, he wanted
no part of that pony. Taylor announced

,that they would take a ten-dollar col-

lection for any fellow who wanted to
take a seat on Black Demon. To win the
money, though, he would have to ride
straight up and rake him with the spurs
from his head to his tail.

A fellow with a very French-Canadian
accent who had been working on a sheep
ranch north of Logan, said he would
ride Black Demon for the ten dollars.
He wanted it understood that he got the
money if he was still in the saddle after
the horse quit bucking. After arguing
back and forth, and with the crowd get- .
ting noisier and more demanding, the
deal was made.

(Continued on page 59)

True West
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Nineteen suiviving letters hetween Bat Masterson and Teddy Roosevelt,
protocol and yet keep a friendship alive that had thrived on the Platte but was

.
- e "
% B

SEVERAL NOTED GUNMEN (in and

outside the law) formed close and
lasting friendships with Theodore Roose-
velt during his Presidency. That is not
news. What is not so well known is- that
Roosevelt corresponded with many of
these men for more than twenty years.

There are almost 600 letters between

 President Roosevelt and ‘gunfighters

such as Pat Garrett, Bill Tilghman, Chris

Madsen, Frank James, Tom Rynning and
many others. This article will examine
only the friendship and letters between
Teddy Roosevelt and one of these men—
Bat Masterson. .

Bartholomew Masterson was . born
November 26, 1853 in St. George’s
Parish, County Rouville, Quebec Prov-
ince, Canada.. Bat wasn’t exactly over-
joyed about being given a name like

[ "THE PRESIDENT

AND THE
GUNFIGHTER

At left, Theodore Roosevelt in 1885 (he was 27 years old at the time of this photo).
Below, a five-page letter from Bat Masterson to President Theodore Roosevelt. It was
written in defense of an old Dodge City friend, Ben Daniels. Roosevelt wanted to
appoint Daniels U.S. Marshal for Arizona, but ran into stiff opposition from the Senate.
(For background on the Ben Daniels affair, and its outcome, see "Fighting Man.” by
William B. Secrest in the May. 1969 issue of Frontier Times.)




spanning the years 1905-17, show the effort each man made to observe
a shade out of place on the Potomac. ..

By JACK DeMATTOS

Photos Courtesy Author

Bartholomew, and eventually he changed
it to William Barclay. Bat was the
second ‘of Thomas and Catherine Mec-
Gurk Masterson’s seven children.

On October 27, 1858 another boy was
born. This time the proud parents’ name
was Roosevelt. The location was 28 East
20th Street, then one of New York City’s
more fashionable neighborhoods. The
boy was named Theodore, after his
father.

Theodore Roosevelt was a near-
sighted, asthmatic child who gave very
little indication of the dynamo he would
become. In 1871, at the age of thirteen,
Theodore was worked over by two teen-
aged bullies. Young Roosevelt vowed to
build his strength. His wealthy father
installed a gymnasium at home. Much
in the manner of the classic Charles
Atlas ad, Theodore developed from the
proverbial “ninety-pound weakling” into
a tower of strength. Never again would
Theodore Roosevelt fall victim to a bully.

During that same year, the Thomas
Masterson family emigrated to the
Kansas frontier. Their home was an
eighty-acre farm about fourteen miles
northeast of present-day Wichita. Eigh-
teen-year-old Bat, along with his broth-
ers Ed and Jim, soon tired of farm life.
Early in 1872 the three Masterson
brothers left the farm to take a fling at

At left, Bat Masterson about 1885.

January-February, 1976 ‘ : ; 19



buffalo hunting. Shooting and skinning
buffalo eventually took Bat as far south
as Texas. During the 1872 jaunt, Bat
met a young hunter whose destiny was
to be closely linked to his own, twenty-
four-year old Wyatt Earp.

While Bat Masterson was busily en-
gaged hunting buffalo, fourteén-year-
old Theodore Roosevelt was vacationing
first-class with his family. The Roose-
velts’ itinerary included England,
France, Egypt, Syria, Greece and Tur-
key.

On June 27, 1874 Bat’s buffalo hunting :

came to an abrupt end in the Texas Pan-
handle at a place called Adobe Walls.
On that day, Bat and thirty-five others
were attacked by a combined force of
two hundred Kiowa, Cheyenne and
Comanche warriors led by the famed
Comanche, Quanah Parker. Bat and his
companions held off the determined at-
tack five long days before the Indians
finally quit and rode off after losing
over seventy braves. The Adobe Walls
defenders lost but two men.

AFTER Adobe Walls, Bat did a brief

stint as scout for Colonel Nelson A.
Miles. Then, on January 24, 1876, in
Sweetwater, Texas he gunned down his
only known victim, U. S. Cavalry Ser-
geant Melvin A. King.

As 1876 rolled along, it brought many
events—the United States’ hundredth
anniversary as a nation, the assassina-
tion of Wild Bill Hickok, the Presidential
election of Rutherford B. Hayes, Custer’s
Last Stand, and the invention of the
telephone. Also that year, Harvard Col-
lege received a new freshman, eighteen-
year-old Theodore Roosevelt. In addition
to his academic studies, Theodore
excelled on Harvard’s boxing team.

A year later, on November 6, 1877,
the citizens of Ford County, Kansas
elected Bat Masterson as their second
sheriff. Bat made his headquarters in

WEW YORK

Col, Thegdore Hoosevelt,
The Outlook,
New York City.

Yy dear Mr. Roosevelt:-

1 enclose you hrwith apage of "he ¥erning Telagrap .
on which you will iind a letter written t« me by Judre Sutton of .
Dodge City, Kansas, Judge sutton, iq my cpinion, is one of 1w ’
best po sted men,politically,in the west. "1: e lived in Kancas

since the buffile days and s alwa s been a congistent and.

akgrosfn repubiican,

Year, I am,

I thing Wglv of Judge Jutton's opinien,
With best wishes fo' a Merry Christmas and a Hippy New

54 terely yours,

Above, William Barclay Masterson around
1908, a period when Bat was a frequent
White House guest. Below, one of Master-
son’s letters to Roosevelt.

the county seat, Dodge City. The brand-
new lawman was still slightly less than
twenty-four years of age.

One month later, Bat’s brother Ed
was appointed City Marshal of Dodge
City. The brothers Masterson now con-
trolled the city and county police forces.

Tragedy struck on April 9, 1878 when
Ed Masterson was gunned down by two
Texas cowboys. Before he fell, the dying
Ed managed to get off four shots that
fatally wounded both his attackers.

After completing a ' two-year term,
Bat was defeated in a re-election bid for
sheriff. On November 4, 1879 he lost by
a vote of 268 to 404 to George T. Hinkle,
a bartender. Bat hung around Dodge for
another year and then drifted down to
Tombstone, Arizona, where he was em-
ployed, along with his friend Wyatt
Earp, as a faro dealer.

During the next year, 1880, Theodore
Roosevelt graduated from Harvard,
twenty-first in a class of 161. Later that
same year, on his twenty-second birth-
day, Roosevelt married nineteen-year-old
Alice Lee. The next year he entered
politics as a New York Assemblyman.
On February 12, 1884 Roosevelt’s wife
gave birth to a daughter named Alice.

Only two days later an unbelievably
tragic event changed the course of his
life. On that day, both Roosevelt’s wife
and mother died, only hours apart. That
double blow all but shattered Roosevelt.
Soon after, he left his infant daughter
in the care of friends, and journeyed
west to establish a new life as a rancher
in the Dakota Badlands.

By this time, Bat Masterson was
thirty-one and his gunfighting days
were over. Bat was busy plying his trade
as a gambler in various Western boom:
towns, and was starting to emerge as a
well-known sportsman. Scandal tainted
Masterson’s life on September 21, 1886,
when he “eloped” with Nellie® Spencer,
who was still married. Though Bat and
Nellie lived together for some time, they
were never ceremonially married.

Theodore Roosevelt returned to New
York in 1886 and married for a second
time. By his second wife, Roosevelt fath-
ered five more children.

On November 21, 1891 Bat Masterson
married (legally this time) Emma Wal-
ters. Emma was a dancer in a burlesque
troupe that Bat was managing in a Den-
ver gambling hall. At the age of thirty-
eight, Bat was already far removed in
time and profession from the wild days
at Dodge City.

On April 11, 1898 President McKinley
asked Congress to declare war upon
Spain. Theodore Roosevelt, almost in-
stantly, resigned as Assistant Secretary
of the Navy, ordered a uniform from
Brooks Brothers, and was off to join the
fray. After the Spanish-American War
was over, Roosevelt emerged as a na-
tional hero. Later that year he was
elected Governor of New York State by
a landslide.

BACK in Denver, Bat had become a

full-fledged sports promoter. On
April 9, 1899 he helped found the Colo-
rado .Athletic Association, but was soon
frozen out by his partners. In retaliation,

True West



Teddy Roosevelt standing in a group of his Rough Riders.

Bat founded the rival Olympic ‘Athletic
Club.

By 1900 the Olympic was in bankrupt-
cy, and the forty-seven-year-old Bat was
unemployed. In addition, hé had devel-
oped a serious drinking problem. Bat’s
drinking caused him to balloon up to 200
pounds, a lot of weight for a guy who
only steod 5'9” in boots.

Theodore Roosevelt’s star, in contrast,
was in the ascendancy. At the very same
time that Bat Masterson’s athletic club
failed, Theodore Roosevelt was being
elected William MeKinley’s vice-presi-

dent. On September 14, 1901 President -

McKinley died from wounds inflicted by
an assassin, and Roosevelt became the
twenty-sixth' President of the United
States. He was only forty-two, the
youngest man ever to occupy that office.

It is interesting that while Roosevelt
was regarded as young, the only slightly
older Masterson was considered middle-
aged during the same period. In 1902
Bat headed east and didn’t stop until he
reached New York City. Almost upon
arrival, Bat was arrested on a bunco

January-February, 1976

Courtesy The Nati

onal Archives

rap and a charge of carrying a concealed
weapon. Another arrest soon followed.
It was at this point that the President of

-the United States, Theodore Roosevelt,

came to Masterson’s aid.

Early in 1905 President Roosevelt
literally created a job for Bat when he
appointed him Federal Marshal for the
Southern District of New York. The
New York newspapers were quick to
criticize T. R. for Bat’s appointment.
Teddy stood firm, but sent Bat a letter
which warned him, in no uncertain terms,
to behave himself:

Mr. W: B. Masterson

The Delavan

Broadway and Fortieth Street,
New York, N. Y.

February 2,.1905

Dear Bat:

It was a pleasure to get you the ap-
pointment as Deputy Marshal. Now, you
‘have doubtless seen that there has been
a good deal of hostile comment upon it in
the press. I do not care a snap of my
fingers for this; but I do care very much

4

that you shall net by any act of yours
seem to justify this criticism. I want you
not only to be a vigilant, courteous and
efficient officer, always on hand, always
polite to everyone, always ready for any
duty that comes up, but I also want you

‘to carry yourself so that no one can find

in any action of yours cause for scandal
or complaint. You must be careful not
to gamble or do anything while you are
a public officer which might afford op-
portunity to your enemies and my critics
to say that your appointment was im-
proper. I wish you would show this letter
to Alfred Henry Lewis and go over the
matter with him.

Sincerely yours,

Theodore Roosevelt

~ Alfred Henry Lewis was a mutual
friend of Masterson and Roosevelt. In
1905 Lewis authored a highly fictionized
biography of Bat entitled The Sunset
Trail. More importantly, Alfred’s broth-
er, William E. Lewis, was editor and
general manager of the New York Morn-
ing Telegraph. After Bat’s term as Mar-
shal expired in 1907, William E. Lewis
provided Bat with a job as a sports
editor on the staff of the Telegraph. Bat’s
daily column was entitled: “Masterson’s
Views on Timely Topics.” During the
fourteen years of the column’s existence,
it was devoted almost entirely to the
world of boxing. :

On April 27, 1908 the New York Times
observed that Bat spent several hours
at the White House urging Roosevelt to
run for a third term. The Times noted
that Bat was “suffering from an attack
of ‘third termitis’ in its most virulent
form.”

Three months later Roosevelt an-
swered a letter from Bat:

Mr. W. B. Masterson

c¢/o The Morning Telegraph
50th Street and Eighth Avenue
New York, N. Y.

Oyster Bay, N. Y. -

July 15, 1908

My dear Masterson:

I have your letter of the 14th. My
present understanding is that Marshal
Hinkle is to be reappointed. As for the
New Mexican matter, that stands on a
different footing. I do not know when
the term of the present incumbent ex-
pires, however, and I am not quite sure
as to how New Mexico would feel as
to having an outsider appointed. That is
something I would have to -carefully
consider.

Sincerely yours,
Theodore Roosevelt

On February 20, 1909 Roosevelt in-
vited Bat Masterson to be a guest at the
last official affair of his administration.
The event was a little too formal for
a man of simple tastes like Bat. He
chickened out and grabbed the first
train for New York. A telegram from
him said it all:

I AIN’T GOING TO THE RECEP-
TION. ’'M HEADED EAST.—BAT.

It was almost three years before Bat
again contacted private citizen Theodore
Roosevelt. When he did, it was to write

(Continued on page 56)
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forge, and then bending them and ham-
mering them out on the anvil, he welded
the various parts together. Like the pio-
neers before him, he had begun to ‘“make
do,” working with materials at hand.

AVE BRECKENRIDGE’S first crea-

tion was a Cowboy, about four inches
in height, made from spikes. He had of-
ten watched as Myrne, an accomplished
guitarist and song writer, sang and
played Western and religious songs. For
her amusement, he placed a banjo in the
hands of his cowboy. The little character
became so popular with his family mem-
bers that he began another, and another.
Soon he had used up all the spikes, so
he began using the teeth from an old
harrow he found in a fence corner, al-
most buried in the dust of the many years
that had passed since a weary horse had
pulled it there.

His new character, fashioned from the
harrow teeth, was made into a Fiddler.
To provide the Fiddler with a seat, he
fashioned a rusty horseshoe into a chair.
To keep this character company, he add-
ed a Bass Fiddler, a Steel Guitarist and
a Drummer. Friends looked at Dave’s
little figures made from horseshoes, and
laughed, then they asked if they could
buy one; soon a nearby Western store
began carrying them in stock.

A friend, David Wright, who is an
artist and potter, encouraged Brecken-
ridge to show his work in the mountain
towns where tourists by the thousands
came for summer vacations. Brecken-
ridge worked up a few samples and
enough stock figures to open up sales,
and made some placements with dealers.

At the Royal Gorge, a businessman
saw his work and ordered a custom-made
piece, the Cowboy swinging a lariat. This
first custom-made order eventually end-
ed up in a New York museum!

Breckenridge  began to think of his

little figure as “Rusty Shoe,” and so .

called him when dealing with the trade.
As demand grew, Breckenridge moved
his operations into a sixteen-square foot
shed which he turned into a workshop
and studio. It was complete with forge,
anvil, work benches, acetylene welding
equipment, and all the tools necessary
for the welder’s trade. Enlisting the
labor of his two sons, to whom he could
now turn over the rough work, Brecken-

At right, “"Dice Players”; below, “The Fence
Builder.”
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Above, Dave with his "Windmill,” and “The Western Writer.” The latter was custom-

made for the author, Harry Chrisman.

ridge concentrated on completing orders

for Rusty Shoe performing various an-
tics.

That first summer, his most popular
character,  the Fencebuilder, was crea-
ted: Rusty Shoe, hammer in hand, driv-
ing the final staple into the fence post
(an iron spike). The three or four
strands of barbed wire used in the fence

never fail to surprise and please the
barbed wire collectors who, see the piece,
for here they observe such wires as
fenced the famous XIT Ranch in Texas,
or the wires that extended across the
Texas Panhandle in a drift fence that
caught and caused the death of thou-
sands of Longhorn cattle in blizzards of
the 1880s.
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Above (left), Dave Breckenridge with a roll of the 100 year-old barbwire used in
many of his creations; (right) Rusty Shoe as “The Fisherman.”

BRECKENRIDGE soon began to. in-
volve each of his figures in some
activity normal to ranch life and the

Western historical scene. His Bar Scene

is reminiscent of Irwin E. Smith’s great
photograph of cowboys at the bar in
Tascosa, Texas in frontier days. At
Breckenridge’s bar, three Rusty Shoe
cowboys stand in typical postures, one
drinking furiously, another (the barten-
der), pouring generously from a bottle,
the third, head lying on the bar, suffer-
ing from his over-indulgence.

In another sketch in rusty iron, the
Dentist, Breckenridge depicts a victim
in the days before Novocain, with Rusty
Shoe’s foot placed firmly on his chest,
as a hard-to-pull molar is dealt with in
true Western. style. Another, the Wind-

Below, "The Carpenter.”

mill (constructed with sheet-iron, the
tower of old barb wire and with a nearby
water tank), is sometimes made without
figures, and other times with Rusty
Shoe bathing in the tank. Mill wheel and
directional fin are moveable, to corre-
spond with the wind direction of the
viewer.

Other characters, such as Piano Play-
er, Miner, Plumber, Hunter, Doctor, and
Preacher,. provide their professions’
characteristics with a comic slant. Yet
Breckenridge’s art plays with people and
their foibles, never with contempt but
always with sympathetic understanding,
the true and earthy humor of the early
West.

In Dancing Girl, a figurine kicks up
her heels, permitting her sheet-iron skirt
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to swirl gracefully in the breeze—and to
make sheet-iron billow, takes talent. Try
it!

Extreme simplicity in design is a neces-
sary ingredient of horseshoe art, learned
by Breckenridge the hard way. Once he
constructed a stagecoach, complete with
horses, driver, shotgun rider and other
figures.

“It was a total failure,” he said. “Peo-
ple just could not take it all in, in a
glance. And that is what they must do
to appreciate my figures.”

“Have you had patrons who refused
commissioned orders after they were
made?” I asked.

“No, I rarely have a dissatisfied cus-

tomer,” Dave said. “Once or twice I have .

created a figure that failed to please. In
each instance I immediately offered to
keep the work, which I did, and later
sold at a higher figure than it had been
made for.”

OR Rusty Shoe’s leisure hours, Breck-
enridge has provided him with con-
temporary sports, so we have the Golfer,

. Skier, Fisherman, and one real switch

—Rusty Shoe, the Cowboy, as the Sheep-
herder, with a faithful dog beside him.
A work of which Breckenridge was
particularly proud was the Hanging
Judge. Custom-ordered by a Vail, Colo-
rado, businessman as a gift for an at-
torney friend, the group depicted a pom-
pous judge on the bench, noose in one
hand, gavel in the other, as a cringing
defendant sits before him. The man’s
lawyer, who already senses what the
verdict will be, is standing nearby.

A recent departure from Dave’s heavy
forge work has been the creation of a
small bolo tie ornament, made from a
flattened staple. It shows Rusty Shoe
using a lariat rope, and may be used
either with a tie, or attached to the
crown of a Western hat.

I asked Breckenridge about his imita-
tors, for there is similar work on the
market.

“They don’t worry me,” he smiled. All
of Breckenridge’s figures now bear his
trademark, with the name “Rusty Shoe”
stamped with a die into the metal.

Standing in an Estes Park, Colorado
store one day last summer, I watched as
a dozen or more visitors passed by a
display window where Rusty Shoe was
building fence within. There were com-
ments from each who noticed the little
figure. Two men went in and made pur-
chases.

When you talk with Dave Brecken-
ridge, you get the feeling that there is
more to Rusty Shoe than a simple,
twisted, rusty horseshoe. To him the
little fellow does exist. No doubt the
little cowboy is Dave’s alter ego, much
as the dummy, Charley McCarthy was,
who spoke out for Edgar Bergen. But
whatever relationship exists between
creator and his creation, we see by look-
ing at the figures and studying their
antics that it took a gifted artisan, as
well as a courageous man, to turn the
tragedy of a badly mangled hand into
rich personal accomplishment and finan-
cial success.

True West



WESTERN BOOK ROUNDUP

By The Old Bookaroos

ATTENTION

We do not handle the books reviewed
below. If interested in purchasing,
please check your local bookstore, or
address your order to the individual
publisher 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.

SADDLE UP!

The common pastime among budding
cowboys of the mail-order house age was
reading the tantalizing wishbooks of the
period, the latest saddle catalogs. Saddle
shops covered the West, and some of the
choice ones we remember were Gallup
and Fraser of Pueblo, Hamleys of Pend-
leton, Mueller of Denver, Porter of Phoe-
nix and Nelson Page and Lon Bradbury
of Colorado’s Western Slope. They Sad-
dled the West (Cornell Maritime Press,
Inc., $10.00) by two of the nation’s best
saddle authorities, Lee M. Rice and
Glenn R. Vernam, is a history of saddle
making in Mexico and the Western
United States. The authors describe the
evolution of Western Saddle manufaec-
ture from the original Spanish war-
saddle in Mexico to the first crude
Mexican horned saddles and on to the
handsome form-fitting swell fork speci-
mens ridden by cowboys and pleasure
riders today. The writers admit that the
old-time Western saddlemaker is a van-
ishing race and many left no “account”
books for the record. Many were better
at saddle manufacturing than business,
and little is known of their brief history.
Westerniana fans will want this book
with its excellent photos and drawings.
Recommended.

MEXICAN ANTIQUITIES

Those of us who are hypnotized by
Frank Waters’ brilliant prose and His-
panic history will enjoy Mewxico Mys-
tigue—The Coming Sixth World of Con-
sciousness (Sage Books, $10.00). The
print is easy to read and the book comes
in two parts. The first deals with the
invasion of Mexico by Cortez and his
Spanish Conquistadores, and the brutal
warfare with Mexican troops and cap-
ture and imprisonment of the weak-
kneed Montezuma. This section also in-
cludes a factual summary of the major
cultures of pre-Columbian Mexico which
were: the Olmecs, Mayas, Zapotecs and
Mixtecs, Zapotecs of Teotihuacan, Tol-
tees of Tula, Aztecs, and Life Spans
and World Cycles.

The second and larger part, The
Myths, covers the known history back
into shadowy reaches of time. In it
Waters analyzes the provocative period
of Quetzalcoatl as projected by the so-
.called scientists of the period who were
concerned with space. He discusses the
Mayans’ preoccupation with time and
presents his interpretation of the Mayan
Great Cycle—our present Fifth World,
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which was to have started 3113 B.C. and
whose destructive end is supposed to
take place in 2011 A.D. Mexico Mys-
tique is a continuation of Waters’ Indian
studies. Very good.

GOOD GUIDE

A sight-seeing vacation can be a pro-
vocative experience, especially when
people such as Dick and Sharon Nelson
have preceded you, photographed the
areas, prepared trail maps and have
written a guide book about where to go.
We enjoyed a vicarious revisit to the
handsome scenes the Nelsons have pro-
vided in 50 Hikes in Texas (Tecolote
Press, Inc., P. O. Box 507, Tombstone,
Arizona 85638, $3.95). They have given
directions to the trailheads; a full-page
photograph taken on the hikes; line-
drawn maps and a description of the
hikes. The hiker will find information
about daypacking, backpacking and
emergencies; outdoor behavior and deco-
rum; and respect and care for natural
resources and facilities provided for
visitors. We recommend this book for
travelers seeking a leisurely scenic trip
through Texas.

DAKOTA HOMESTEADER

One of the last of the North Dakota
homesteaders, Carl P. Gauthier has re-
counted his memoirs in The Bone Trail
which can be purchased from the author
for $4.50 at 416 W. Borchard Ave.,
Santa Ana, California 92707. The book
was named for the rutted road the
family followed north to their home-
stead after they arrived in remote Wil-
liston, North Dakota in 1898. This was
the route followed by buffalo bone-

_ gatherers after the hide hunters killed

off the great herds. Bones were sold to
fertilizer manufacturers and many hun-
gry families survived on money obtained
from bone harvests. A natural born
scribbler, Gauthier began collecting
material for his book while a boy on
his father’s farm which was powered
entirely by horses and oxen. He describes
local entertainment headed by dances
in country school houses where the
dancers were sometimes forced to wait
for a blizzard to blow by. Money was
scarce but neighbors helped one another
in hard times, when sickness prevailed
and during emergencies. They got along.
Most of the thirty illustrations were
shot with a four-dollar Sears & Roebuck
camera. Young Gauthier made his four
dollars by selling two barrels of empty

beer bottles to a brewery. Photographic
details were often vague but still accept-
able because water for his dark room
had to be hauled long distances. Eighty-
five-year-old Gauthier has had a varied
career. Beginning as a farmer, he also
fought in World War I, and worked for
a shipyard and for a title company.

THE GUN CONTROVERSY

Since the shooting deaths of President
Kennedy, Robert Kennedy and Martin
Luther King, Jr., many lawmakers have
tried unsuccessfully to outlaw the tra-
ditional personal and family guns in
this country. Lee Kennett and James
LaVerne Anderson have recently written
The Guns in America—The Origins of
a National Dilemma (Greenwood Press,
$12.95) in which they steer away from
taking sides in the controversy but deal
entirely with the historical question of
“why guns in America.”” The authors
point out that on the ungarrisoned
American frontier, the citizen soldier
with a gun provided the best means for
personal, family and community pro-
tection. They claim this idea became
embodied in the myth of the Minuteman
and enshrined in the Second Amendment
to the Constitution. The gun provided
westward-moving colonists and settlers
with the only means available for self-
protection in a hostile environment. Also
the large amount of food obtained from
wild game was largely procured by the
use of guns. The gun habit is so com-
pletely a part of our national tradition

that pro-gunners have generally won

during controversies with gun  prohibi-
tionists. Well written and interesting.

ALASKAN AGRICULTURE

Those interested in agricultural pos-
sibilities in Alaska will find the best
source of facts in The Frontier in
Alaska and the Matanuska Colony (Yale
University Press, $15.00) by Orlando W.
Miller. The book’s major thesis is the
history of the New Deal’s famous
Natanuska farming experiment begun
in 1935. The author and many others
consider the experiment a failure and
name the reasons for believing so. 1.
Incompetent settlers were chosen from
unsuccessful farms from the Great
Lakes region where the Matanuska
founders claimed the climate was similar
to that of the Alaska Valley. 2. Unfor-
tunately, candidates were selected by
conductors of relief roles, rather than
by officers capable of choosing prospec-
tive settlers with the ability and experi-
ence to make good. 3. A peasant type of
economy was planned based on twenty
acres of land per family from which to
cut timber for houses and all outbuild-
ings. Clearing brush and timber for
crop and pasture on this land was slow
and expensive. 4. Transplanted farmers
and many others complained that twenty
acres were too few to provide a family
a living. The Farmer’s Home Admini- -
stration had already tried similar opera-
tions of this size in the U. S. and failed.
Miller says the number of farms have
decreased and remaining farmers are
tilling larger acreages. We consider this

(Continued on page 30)
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- My; but it cuts down on the strain of livin’ to be Lady Luck’s Number One Boy!

THERE HAVE BEEN many stories

about the California gold rush
during the 1850s, and most of them ad-
mit that the end of the rainbow was
strife, toil, misfortune and death, rather
then wealth. The rag-to-riches narratives
are comparatively few, and even they
lament the many hardships encountered
before the final happy ending. Such was
. not the case of John Percival Jones,
however,

-Jones was a man with a dynamic
personality. He was somewhat of a phi-
lanthropist with a silver tongue. As a
result, helping hands were extended
wherever he turned. He made his for-
tune by manipulating others rather than
by the sweat of his own brow. These
manipulations were such that the other
person seldom, if ever, resented’' them.

John P. Jones was born on January
27, 1829 of Welsh stock. He was brought,
as a child, from Herefordshire, England
by his parents who settled in the Ohio
frontier wilderness. John P. was to be-
come one of thirteen children.

When the California gold rush stam-
peded the nation, John and his brother
Harry, along with other young men from
their community, headed west the easy
way—by water. No overland dust and
heat for him, nor the hardships and in-
sects of the Isthmus crossing at Panama.
He came by boat across Lake Erie and
down the St. Lawrence River. He rounded
the Horn in the fragile old bark Eureka
and arrived in San Francisco in the
spring of 1850.

J. P. Jones brought to the gold dig-
gings a strong back and massive shoul-
ders that were accustomed to shovel and
ax. He looked much younger than his
years when he prospected the Feather
River, Stanislaus and the Yuba. It was
during this time he met another young
prospector, Alvinza Hayward, who was
- down on his luck. Jones gave him a grub-
stake and they became friends.

It wasn’t too long after.this, that Jones
decided he would rather use his head than
his back and left that part of the country
heading north. His travels finally took
him to Weaverville where he got a job
as a store clerk. J. P. Jones’ new em-
ployer, Mr. Farewell, had a store across
the street from the blacksmith shop.
Farewell’s building had been hastily put
together and consisted mostly of peeled
poles and shakes. Weatherwise it was not
very strong. Farewell decided to go down
to the valley to replenish his stock of
merchandise before winter set in, and he
left J. P. Jones in charge as clerk and
bookkeeper.

One Saturday night during Farewell’s
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By CHARLES W. DILLON

Photos Courtesy Author

absence, it began to snow heavily. J. P.
and a few of his friends were playing
cards in the store. As the night wore on,
one of the players commented on how
heavy the snow was getting on the roof;
the beams were sagging. Jones chose to
ignore the situation. He merely shrugged
and said, “I'm a clerk. I was not hired
to shovel snow so I will be damned if
I will.”

The next morning J. P. slept late.

Around nine o’clock the cracking of
Farewell’s building could be heard for
quite a distance in the cold, still air.
When the store at last collapsed, J. P.
was under its ruins. Within a few min-
utes a fair-sized crowd had gathered.
Most were convinced that Jones had been
crushed to death under all that weight,
and shovels were soon put into action
to reach the poor fellow’s mangled body.
Debris was finally removed to the point
where a sturdily built store counter had
stood. Periodically some of the rescuers
would call out Jones’ name; no answer.

Nevertheless, when the snow, poles
and shakes were cleared from around
the counter, there underneath in a stor-
age space lay their future Senator snug
and warm, curled in his blankets, Seeing
Jones in such a comfortable position in-
furiated the sweating rescuers.

“Why in the hell didn’t you answer
us?”’ they demanded. ‘“We know you
could hear us!”

" “Why should I do that?” Jones
grinned. “Look at all the shoveling I
didn’t have to do by keeping my mouth
shut.”

The men were ready to kill him for
that remark, but they satisfied them-
selves with some tall cussing and let it
go at that. Of course, this was the end
of his job with Mr. Farewell, but he soon
had a similar position clerking for Dick
Clifford.

AS THE YEARS rolled on, J. P. Jones

went from one job to another, but
always up the ladder of success. He
became the private secretary of I. G.
Messic; then was twice elected justice of
the Peace for Weaver Township by the
Democrats: When Messic later was elec-
ted sheriff, Jones became his deputy:
This pair became celebrated Indian
fighters.

Jones’ political career was well on its
way in 1861 when he was elected sheriff
of Trinity County by the strong Demo-
cratic majority. At that time the office
of sheriff was the highest post one could
attain in a community. :

Due to conflicting interests in the party
during the Civil War, a split was made
between. the Northern and Southern
Democrats. The Northern group joined
forces with the Republican Party, with
the new coalition calling itself the Union

Party. Jones ran for state senator for

Trinity and Shasta Counties in 1863 on
the Union ticket and won.

In 1867 J. P. Jones received the nomi-
nation for lieutenant-governor of Cali-
fornia on the Republican ticket, but here
he backslid a bit in his political career.
H. H. Haight and the Democratic Party
carried the state.

J. P. quit the political arena for a
time after this and moved to San Fran-
cisco. There he met his old friend Alvinza

Stanford’s Southern Pacific won the competition, beating Jones’ Los Angeles & In-
dependence Line and other late beginners.

True West



Courtesy Nevada Historical Society

Above, San Francisco in the 1870s. At left, John P. Jones.
Below, Sutro’s Tunnel poured out millions for its owner.

Hayward from the Mother Lode days,
and later married Hayward’s sister.
Jones gathered a broad knowledge of
stocks and bonds among the bulls and
bears of the West Coast’s financial
citadel. In San Francisco he became
familiar with a new way of life. Here
he met the powerful men of industry and
politics—Mark Hopkins, Leland Stan-
ford, and Charles Crocker of early rail-
road fame; William Ralston and William
Sharon, the two banking geniuses; and
many others who were to become wealthy
and famous: James Fair, John Mackay,
Adolph Sutro, “Lucky” Baldwin, and
James Flood.

About 1853 two brothers named Grosch

Below, John W. Mackay, one of the richest
men who mined the Nevada Comstock.

Below, railroads were rushed to completion. At right,
James C. Flood, one of John Mackay’s partners.
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discovered what was later to become the
great Comstock Lode in Nevada; the
towns of Virginia City and Gold Hill
sprang up near the new mines. It was not
too long until the monied men of San
Francisco were attracted to the area.
By 1870 the Ralston-Sharon Bank of
California combine, known as ‘“Ral-
ston’s Ring,” held the controlling interest
of nearly all the mines and mills. They
held their monopoly on the district so
tightly that the few remaining operators
working independently were soon forced
to give up. Some of the Comstock’s best
producing mines were the Yellow Jacket,
Belcher, Ophir, Gould, Curry, Kentuck,
Savage, Crown Pomt Chollar-Potosi,

Mexican and Best. The Ralston' Ring .

eventually gained their control.

When the original owners of these
mines staked out their claims they did
not know in which direction the main
vein lay; it was completely covered with-
in the mountain. The claims were laid
“out up and down the side of Mount Da-
vidson. When the vein was eventually
uncovered it was found that it ran cross-
ways of the mountain. In consequence
each claim held only a block of the large
vein,

The block at the Crown Point mine
extended about five hundred feet across
the claim. A shaft had been sunk on the
property, but the lode was barren at this
point. Worthless rock had been coming
to the surface for years. The share-
holders had been assessed so heavily for
this unproductive work that the stock
was down to two dollars a share. Ralston
believed the pay was there, but that the

ore made a deep dip at this point. He .

.was convinced the Crown Point could be
developed into a mine equally as rich as
the others, and confided this conviction
to one of his trusted members of the
ring, Alvinza Hayward. Hayward agreed
with Ralston and suggested he engage his
brother-in-law, J. P. Jones, to investigate
the situation.

\

Virginia City, Nevada before 1900.
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Wm. M. Stewart, famed lawyer, senator,
and mining partner of J. P. Jones.

ONES WAS KNOWN around San

' Francisco as being expert on mines
—‘“he had a natural nose for ore.” Ral-
ston appointed Jones superintendent of
the Crown Point and sent him immedia-
tely to the mine. For nearly two years
Jones prospected the mine’s old work-
ings. He used up a quarter of a million
dollars just digging into worthless rock.
With all the money spent Ralston shut
down the mine and took Jones off the
payroll.

Though no longer on salary, Jones
stayed on at the mine. He spent- many
days and nights poking around in the
abandoned diggings on his own time. He
also bought up all the two-dollar Crown

Point stock he could get his hands on
(which was not hard to do!). :

Deep in one of the shafts Jones finally
found what he had been looking for—all
the combination of clues in' the rock
that would lead him to riches. He was
still above the water level, but the hard,
barren rock was getting softer. As he
dug, the porphyry became more decom-
posed and crumbled readily in his hands.
The rock grew lighter in color, with the .
tell-tale streaks of red iron rust that in-
dicated ore was close by. His shovel
struck the ever-present sticky blue mud
that always accompanied the Comstock’s
pay shoots, then right on schedule, next
was the white quartz that carried the
greatest values. Lady Luck had smiled
once again.

Jones confided in no one except Hay-
ward, and they decided to “keep it in the
family.” Together, these two plotted to
“steal” the mines away from the Ralston
Ring v
They had to be very careful. Hayward
and Jones secretly invested the balance
of their savings in Crown Point stock,
and borrowed more money for this pur-
pose from their friends. The stock began
to rise. This is exactly what the two men
did not want, so they decided to use a
different strategy. Jones entered the
San Francisco Stock Exchange and
passed around the word that “he had
suddenly been called East because of his
son’s illness, he would have to get out
of the stock business.” The word spread
quickly. The remaining owners of the
Crown Point stock interpreted “his child
was ill” to mean the condition of the
mine. They began to dump their stock
on the market.

Jones and Hayward picked up enough
stock from this scare to gain controlling
interest in the Crown Point mine. They
recalled their miners and within a short
time had recovered $30 million in silver
and gold. The monopoly of the Ralston
Ring had finally been broken.

THE YELLOW JACKET mine had

once had a bad fire, and J. P. Jones
had been instrumental in putting it out.
This had made him a hero of sorts, and
now that he had breached. the Ralston
Ring he was more than ever the man of
the hour. On the strength of this popu-
larity with the miners he was elected
to the United States Senate, represent-
ing Nevada.

‘William Sharon, one of the top men
in the Ralston Ring had wanted this
senatorial nomination very much.
During the campaign he took action
against Jones and tried to discredit him
so that he would lose the election. First
Sharon threw a large block of the Com-
stock onto the market, creating a furious
selling wave. The loss was nearly $500
million; and the losers were mostly all
from San Francisco. A large part of the
city was crippled, and millionaires were
reduced to beggars. There were Kkillings
and suicides. The dirtiest word in the
language of that day was “William
Sharon.”

Sharon had also paid Isaac Hubbell,

" the Crown Point’s underground foreman,

$50,000 to swear that Jones had set the
underground fires in the Yellow Jacket

)
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mine deliberately. This accusation set
the people in Nevada against Sharon for
all time. He was so disliked by then that
even Ralston advised him to forget the
senate race.

Hayward and Jones lost about $3
million between them because of
Sharon’s actions, but the set-back was
not fatal. They still had the Crown
Point to draw on to make it up. It was
a very rich “mine superintendent” who
took his seat in the Senate of the United
States.

BY 1875 the Crown Point mine had
stopped paying dividends; the Bel-

cher in 1876. Most of the big names

quietly withdrew. The mines still had
hundreds of tons of ore left to bring
out, but the cream was gone. Yet there
was still one millionaire to be made—
Adolph Sutro. He had managed to pay
off the tremendous debt for building his
famous tunnel, built into the side of
‘Mount Davidson to tap the lower levels
of the Comstock mines. It was Sutro’s
intention to drain off the troublesome
water, and he charged the miners two
dollars per ton to use his tunnel. At last
he walked away with $2 million in profit.

- Three lone prospectors went in search
of the lost Gun Sight mine in Death
Valley about the time Senator Jones
was taking his seat in Washington.
When Robert L. Stewart, Richard C.
Jacobs, and W. L. Kennedy pushed their
way up the side of Telescope Peak in the
center of California’s hottest desert they
began to pick up good silver float. They
thought for sure they had found the
" Gun Sight mine, a silver-sided mountain
that had been reported in that general
area of Death Valley.

On closer inspection that evening Bob .

Stewart, the assayer, determined ‘it to
be a more basic type ore—horn silver, a
tale-like rock. It was a rich find, to be
sure, but it was not quite a small man’s
operation. They had chanced upon a
whole mountain of silver and could not

work it. Nevertheless, they laid out

claims and prepared a mining district in
the hope of attracting a group of monied
men to help finance the operation, and
began building the first house in the new
town of Panamint.

In San Francisco a small-time opera-
tor, E. P. Raines, read in the newspaper
about the Panamint find and saw a
chance to make his fortune. He talked
to the miners at Panamint and received
an option to negotiate the financial part
of the operation. Then he visited J. P.
Jones to try to make a deal for backing
the mines.

Jones was not interested in the prop-
osition but gave the man $1,000 for his
trouble. Raines, however, did not give up
that easily; he tried another approach.
He was. familiar enough with Jones’
background to know that Jones disliked
the railroad combine and had tried to
pass laws to restrict their actions
through taxation,

Near Los Angeles there was a small,
struggling company trying to build a
railroad line for local use.
thought he could interest Jones in this
railroad. Raines suggested that it be
continued to Ogden, Utah in direct com-

January-February, 1976

Raines -

ARIZONA

Ajo (Pima Co.)—Spanish, meaning “gar-
lic,” for wild garlic found growing
nearby.

Allah (Maricopa Co.)—originally called

“The Garden of Allah,” from the sen- '

sational novel and movie of that name.
Arivaca (Pima Co.)—In Pima means
“little reeds.”

'Artillery Mts. (Mohave Co.)—a volcanic

formation here looks like a cannon
standing on end.

Bagdad (Yavapai Co.)—a desert com-
munity named for the exotic city in
The Arabian Nights.

Barn (Maricopa Co.)—an early landmark
here was a lonely barn.

Betatakin (Navajo Co. )——NavaJo, means
“house on a hillside.”

Bon (Pinal Co.)—short for “Bonorden,”
the name of a local railroad dispatcher.

Bright Angel Creek (Grand Canyon)—
named by John Wesley Powell as a
contrast to the Dirty Devil River.

Bumble Bee (Yavapai Co.)—from the
bees found by prospectors, who
searched their hives for honey.

Carew (Pima Co.)—named for an Eng-
lish vagrant known locally as the {King
of Beggars.”

" Christmas (Gila Co.)—some prospectors

staked their claims here on Christmas
Day, 1902, on land that had- previously
been part of the San Carlos Apache
Reservation.

Cleator (Yavapai Co.)—named for Clea-
tor Moor, a British mining region.

Crown King (Yavapai Co.)—after a fa-
mous mine by that name.

Dragoon (Cochise Co.)—named for the
Dragoon Mountains; honoring cavalry
units that saw plenty of action in thxs
area against the Indians.

Greaterville (Pima Co.)—named for a
prospector named Greater.

Hackberry (Mohave Co.)—a favorite
western shade tree which resembles the
elm and bears a sweet edible fruit.

Hado (Cochlse Co.)—Spanish, means
“destiny.”.

Hog Nose Mt. (Yavapai
really looks like one.

Inspiration (Gila Co.)—named not for a
beautiful view, but for an old mine.

Jerked Beef Butte (Gila Co.)—where
marauding Apaches stopped to- butcher
and jerk rustled oxen after a rain in
Tucson.

Kin Tiel (Apache Co.)—Navajo, means

“wide house.”

Klondyke (Graham Co.)—named by a
well-traveled prospector who had also
tried his luck in the Frozen North.

Magma (Pinal Co.)—named for the Mag-
ma Mine, means “molten rock.”

Ming (Yuma Co.)—not for the Chinese
dynasty, but for a politician and pros-
pector, Allan Ming.

Music Mt. (Mohave Co.)—named for a
layered rock formation which resembles
a musical staff.

Naco (Cochise Co.)—a border town whose
name is composed of the last two let-
ters of “Arizona” and ‘“Mexico.”

Oracle (Pinal Co.)—from a nearby mine,
which was named by a prospector who
came around the Horn in 1875 on a ship
called the Oracle.

Peridot (Gila Co.)—this apple-green
gemstone is found here in local basalt
formations.

Pirtleville (Cochise Co.)—named for its
founder, E. R. Pirtle. |

Show Low (Navajo Co.)— commemorates
a famous card game in which one play-
er lost his share of a ranch on a bet
that his partner couldn’t show low.
The deuce of clubs did it.

Silverbell (Pima Co.)—named for Belle
Caruthers, who rode a silvery-white
horse.

Snowflake (Navajo Co.)—named after
two Mormon settlers, Rastus Snow and
William Flake.

Sunglow (Cochise Co.)—when the sun
rises over the hill in this town, it
spread a glow of famous Arizona light
and color over the whole scene.

Wolfhole (Mohave Co.)—the Paiutes
‘called the local waterhole “Coyote
Spring,” but Powell’s party renamed it.

Co.)—which
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petition to the big railroad companies.
The idea would appeal to Jones, he was
sure. The new line would—just by
chance—pass close to Panamint and the
silver.

E. P. Raines had guessed correctly.
Jones decided to try for another fortune
and possibly get even with some of his
railroad adversaries at the same time.

Jones first sent a veteran assayer,
Charles G. Meyer, to appraise the new
find. He later sent his brother Harry,
and Bill Stewart, to help E. P. Raines
get the ball rolling. Jones then invited
two of his old friends and associates to
join the Panamint venture.

These two men, the senior senator
from Nevada, William M. Stewart, and
Trevor W. Park of Panama. railroad
fame, were currently being sued for $5
million by an English syndicate for sus-
pected fraud in a silver mine in Utah.
The Panamint seemed like the answer
to their current money problems. Jones,
the junior senator from Nevada, had
most of the cash to back this venture
so he became the senior partner in the
newly formed Surprise Valley Mining
Company.

OHN P. was detained in the East for

a while longer, closing business deals.
“Someone is always trying to sell me
something,” he said. Most of the offers
presented to him he took, and all of
these things added to his already enor-
mous wealth. The cash he lent without
hesitation or collateral always paid him
dividends. His return trip home was to
be no different. He acquired a new in-
vention for making ice, a mine in Ari-
zona, one in Oregon, and the “Big Blue”
mine and others at Kernville. These
latter mines were to be one of-his great-

est pay-offs. He also had time in San

Francisco to purchase the salt flats that
surrounded the southern portion of the
bay. “I’ll build a dyke and call it ‘Little
Holland’,” he commented.

Jones married: his second wife, Geor-
gina Sullivan of San Francisco, on this
flying trip. He then sailed for Los An-
geles on the cutter Oliver Walcott to
look at a newly acquired ranch, the
Santa Monica.

Jones had met Raines in San Fran-
cisco and dispatched him to the Pana-
mint with a detachment of Chinese
workers. En route Raines had his legs
broken in a stage wreck and was put
out of commission.

After Jones contributed $200,000 to
further the cause of the Los Angeles and
Independence Railroad, he decided to
visit Panamint. His stay there was brief
—just long enough to look over the sit-
uation and greet a few old friends he
had known in the ’49 days. Bill Stewart
and Harry Jones seemed to have the
situation well ‘in hand.
~ Jones enjoyed reminiscing with his old
buddy Messic from the Trinity Indian
wars. He offered Messic the position of
superintendent of the mines and was
accepted. He also hailed the other miners
he had known in California with:

“Howdy, John! You still working on
your first million?”

“How’s the game leg, Charlie? See ya
got a wooden one now! That will cut
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down the Comstock room-a-tics in half,
eh?”

“There’s old Buzzard Lloyd—the foul-
est cook in the West. One bite of his
cookin’ - and a coyote would bury its
teeth!”

The extremely hard rock at Panamint
would have probably closed those mines
eventually, but the actual closing was
caused by the devaluation of silver. The
Virginia City mines, the Panamint
mines, and the still newer ones at Dar-
win, Leeds, and elsewhere just simply
produced too much silver. A very bad
depression following the devaluation of

-silver created more bankruptcies, sui-

cides, and beggars.

Jones managed to hold onto some of
his savings through it all. The Bank of
California had gone under, and Ralston,

its chief, drowned himself in the San -

Francisco Bay. Then the Stanford-Hunt-
ington crowd of the Southern Pacific
Railroad moved in to force Jones’ hand.
The L A & I ceased construction near
Cajon with 300 feet of tunnel completed
at the pass. When the Bank of California
in San Francisco closed, the bank of
Temple and Workman in Los Angeles
also failed. ‘Mr. Workman committed
suicide, spelling the end of Jones’ rail-
road.

And there was to be another disap-
pointment. J. P. Jones reached San Fran-
cisco from Panamint only to learn that
his old partner and former brother-in-
law Hayward was trying to ease him out
of the Comstock. Jones became enraged
for one of the few times in his life. Not
thinking very clearly and with haste
Jones threw all of his Comstock shares
upon the market, hoping to “kill” Hay-
ward in the process. The strategy didn’t
work and Jones lost considerably. Dis-
gusted, he sold most of his real estate
holdings in San Francisco and moved
his family to Santa Monica. :

Real estate was still selling at a fast
clip in this newly formed community.
J. P. was still comparatively well-heeled.

“His ice plants across the nation were

prospering and his mines at Kernville
were still producing. After -all his re-
verses, Jones was far from walking the
bread lines or ending it all with a bullet.

He built a home overlooking the Santa
Monica beach that he named “Miramar,”
developed the Treadwell mine in Alaska,
and formed a relief commission for the
recently burned-out town of Virginia
City, Nevada. One of his dreams for
years had been to flood Death Valley
from the Colorado River to form a huge
lake, the water to be used for irrigating
the southern wasteland. He did not live
long enough to see this idea come about
in the form of Lake Mead and the
Boulder Dam project.

After serving many years in the
Senate, Jones settled down to a more
placid way of life at the Rancho Santa
Monica. In his lifetime he acquired many
fortunes and lost some of them. He was
often bent by his misfortunes but never
broken. On November 27, 1912 the old,
stout-hearted boomer of the West Coast
passed on to wherever old miners go—
perhaps for lucky J. P. Jones it was
another great silver mine in the sky.

Western Book Roundup
(Continued from page 25)

an improvement. The project store, and
processing plants have gone out of busi-
ness in Palmer, the main town in the
Matanuska Valley.

This reviewer has a more optimistic
outlook on Alaska’s farming future than
Miller. Soil and moisture resources are
good. The climate at Fairbanks, Matanu-
ska, and Kenia Peninsula is comparable
to agricultural areas in northern Russia,
Finland and Scandinavian countries.
The growing population has need for
the vegetables, farm crops, sheep and
dairy and beef cattle that can thrive
there. Marketing is simpler now, with
numerous roads and the Alaska Railway
that serves the major population cen-
ters. Well recommended.

CANADIAN NORTH

The Last Wilderness (Chronicle
Books, $3.95) by Peter Browning pre-
sents an illustrated day-to-day account
of a romantic intermezzo north of the
60th parallel between Hudson Bay and
Great Slave Lake. The summer canoe
trip covered over 600 miles of lakes,
rivers and agonizing portages. Browning
and his companion daily risked their
lives on a trail that had been traveled
only once before by white men and not
at all in nearly twenty years. A line-
drawn map gives the reader a look at
the route through uninhabited forests
and tundra between takeoff at Black
Lake -and the end of the trail at Snow-
drift, a small isolated Canadian outpost
on the eastern shores of the Great Slave
Lake. We were amused at the author’s
description of the Barrens, a large area
lying at timberline. Barrens imiply no
vegetation but the men reported gob-
bling blueberries. Also they burned
limbs of scrub conifers and dwarf wil-
lows. Sparse stands of grasses, sedges,
fireweed, mosses and lichens were com-
mon. While there are no tall forests,
it is hardly a barren area. This book
will charm outdoorsmen. The reader
will recognize a similarity between
Browning’s distinctive prose and that
of John Muir, another great nature
lover.

INDIAN BIB

American Indian and Eskimo Authors
(Interbook Inc., 545 Eighth Ave., New
York, N. Y. 10018, $4.00) is a compre-
hensive bibliography compiled by Arlene
B. Hirschfelder for the Association on
American Indian Affairs. This is an im-
pressive bibliegraphy—our native Amer-
icans have recorded their history, legends
and myths and in so doing have made
a most distinctive contribution to our
literature. There is a Tribal Index that
is quite revealing—as might be surmised
the Cherokees have provided the largest
number of writers. But not many would
guess the war-loving Sioux would be
close behind. Other tribes that are rep-
resented by a considerable number of
authors. include the Chippewa, Navajo,
Apache and Hopi. The compiler has wise-
ly included a brief description of the con-
tents with each entry. Worthwhile.
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For seventy-eight years a brave little one-top plowed through the mud to the
West’s smallest communities—all the places the bigger outfits passed up. It was

the

By DON BUCHAN

Photos Courtesy Author

Tusko the elephant, one of the largest and mecmesl of his time. Owned by the Al G. Barnes Circus, only his trainer dared to ap-
proach him if not securely chained. Most elephants will submit if fastened by one leg, but Tusko required a complex chain arrange-

ment to immobilize him.

IN the heyday of the big circus performing under canvas,

each outfit was a little city. Movement was by rail, man-
aged by a skilled crew who erected and took down the tents
with prec1510n

But in the beginning, things were dlfferent It took plenty
of pioneering spirit, courage and imagination to operate a
circus 125 years ago. Hiram Orton, who was born in Portage,
Wisconsin, only twenty miles from Baraboo where the Ring-
lings began started his circus in 1854. (The Ringling Bros.
Classic and Comic Concert Co. dates from 1882, but it was
1884 before the Ringhngs had a circus showmg under can-
vas.)

It was a risky undertaking for Hiram Orton. He had a wife
and four sons, the youngest but one year of age. There were
no railroads to transport the circus to small towns. Streams
had to be forded; larger rivers were crossed by ferry. Roads
were often nonexistent or impassable because of axle-deep
mud. There were no adequate vehicles to carry the tent and
animals, no way to get advance publicity.

Often a guide had to be hired to lead the troupe to the next
town. There was no flashy street parade. A few circus mem-
bers would gather, play a tune or two, and one of them would
tell of the wonders to be seen and heard at the show.
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After each performance, the tent would be torn down, and
the men would start to the next town by midnight, hoping to
catch a nap en route. Often, though, muddy roads caused
them to labor all night, pushing the wagons out of the mire.

Despite these difficulties, the Orton Circus played in 18
states, crossing state lines 37 times in 123 weeks, and com-
pleted a total of 705 stands in two and a half years. Even
mountains failed to stop them—they crossed the Blue Ridge,
Appalachians, Smokies and Ozarks.

From May 9, 1858 until September 15, 1860, the Ortons
kept 63 dates in Iowa; 21 in Georgia; 46 in Tennessee; 87 in
Alabama, 14 in Florida; 18 in Louisiana and 35 in Mississippi.
In all, the circus played 693 stands in that period.

The Ortons deliberately selected small towns, convinced
that the net would be greater than if they played in larger
places where heavier expenses would erode the gross. Once,
in Nebraska, they put up the big top at a crossroads store
where the only other place of business was a blacksmith shop.
The gross was $80 and Orton said, “I kept it all.” He ex-
plained that $80 profit was more than he would have made
playing Grand Island where expenses would have been harder
to cover.

(Continued on page 47)
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Above, the “crib” or “box” type of pole fence was probably the strongest, and could be
erected without the use of spikes, nails, or wire. Below, the “worm” or “snake” fence,
constructed in a zigzag pattern, with the notched ends fitting together. It also required
no spikes or wiring.

Below, the “buck” railfence as seen in central Idaho’s Sawtooth country.
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THE PICTURESQUE RAIL FENCES:
IS IT ADIOS?

By Ferris Weddle

MANY of us living in the Mountain

West states are feeling nostalgic
about the vanishing pole and rail fences.
Each year time and weather (and mod-
ern fencing) deplete their number.

From an environmental viewpoint, the
picturesque pole and rail fences were
aesthetically right for the landscape,
but pioneer ranchers and farmers con-
structed the fences for very practical
reasons. In forested regions, there was
a plentiful supply of trees suitable for
fencing; the materials were free for the
taking and, depending on the method
used, the fences could be erected with-
out nails, spikes, or wire.

Wire was expensive, and until the
mid-1870s wire suitable for fencing
simply wasn’t available. Then in 1874,
J. F. Glidden of De Kalb, Illinois,
brought forth the barbed variety.

Barbed wire, in the era of the open
range, was slow to take hold. Eventu-
ally, of course, it was accepted—at
least in the more-or-less treeless areas
of the West. Those living in forested
country continued to rely heavily on
pole and rail fences.

Building and maintaining rail fences
was a never-ending, laborious task.
Larger ranches had special crews to
build and maintain fences, and much of
the cutting of suitable timber was done
during slack winter months. In' some
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Photo Courtesy Carroll Foley

Above, Mrs. Carroll (Esther) Foley rides atop a sled loaded with lodgepole pine to be
used for fences on the Foley’'s Sawtooth country homestead. Photo circa 1920. Below,
“stake and rider” fence, also known as “rip gut” fence. It was constructed from materials

obtained by clearing the land.

Below, a “straight-line” pole fence in the
Red River country of north-central Idaho.
One of the fastest type to erect since it
requires fewer poles, but spikes or wire
are needed to attach poles to posts. Usual-
ly the poles are peeled if the tree species
has a heavy bark.

cases, as with cedar, the lengths had to
be split into rails. Other kinds of tim-
ber, such as lodgepole pine, were left
unsplit, thus the result was really a
pole fence rather than a rail fence,

though “rail fence” was commonly used

to describe most of the fences whether
of split or unsplit-lengths.

Most of the building methods came
from the East along with the home-
steaders but from them evolved some
types which were unique to the high
country West.

HILE fence names might vary from
region to region, three styles
emerged as fairly standard—the crib
(or box), the worm, and the buck. The
former was the strongest, followed by
the worm or zig-zag type. The buck al-

" lowed use of smaller poles, but it also

required spiking or wiring.
The aim, when possible, was to select

a design that would require only careful-

notching and fitting. Such fences would
stay in good condition for years with a
little : annual maintenance. Removing
bark from the poles or rails added to the
lifespan, of course.

There were other methods such as the
“straight line,”” with poles or rails ex-
tending in a straight line from post to
post, and spiked or wired to the post.
Another type was known as the “peg
fence.” Holes were bored into the posts
deep enough to securely hold the poles
or rails. This style is popular now
around homes, resorts, and the like—but
the method requires more work and
time, especially if the holes must be
made with hand augers.

A rather unique type utilized all kinds
of short pieces, even stumps and roots
which were available after a timbered
area was cleared for farming. The usual
name is the “rip gut” fence, although
it might be called a “stake and rider.”

Corrals and other structures were also
made of poles and rails, as were most
buildings of an impermanent nature.
Logs replaced the poles for permanent
buildings.

In the West’s high country, a few
of the old rail fences remain, melting
into the landscape. From time to time
new ones appear, but they are primarily
used now for their picturesque qualities,
that “Old West” atmosphere which is
part of our national nostalgia.

ELK MEAT FOR TOM MIX
By "“Old Cowboy’” Ed Wright

DON’T KNOW how it happened, but

one fall I ended up in Jackson Hole
in a whole lot of snow. I had a cowboy
friend from Orin Junction, Wyoming,
Lee Haynes, who was working for Tom
Mix in pictures. Every time the post
office caught up with me, I'd get a
couple letters from Lee, telling me all
about Hollywood, how much money he
was making, and how he could get me
a job in pictures any time I'd come.

About the first of November, when the
snow got hind-end deep to a tall Injun,
I got one of those letters from Lee. I
went over to Nick McCoy’s, got a slug of
moonshine or two under my belt, and
sold everything I had but one saddle
horse. I took a good look in the looking
glass at myself and said, “Look out,
movies, here I come!” I’d never been in
California.

I rode over the Teton Pass, at forty
below zero, left my horse at Harry
Scott’s livery barn, put my saddle in a

sack, and told him I’d write him where

to send it. For a cowboy I was rich. I
had four hindquarters of elk meat
checked as baggage.

When I unloaded in California, Lee
met me. I found out that, like all the
rest of those Hollywood cowboys, he
needed a roommate to pay the rent for
him. I went with him to work, the next
morning, at Fox Studios. Tom Mix car-
ried ten or fifteen boys in stock all the
time, at $75 a week. i

That sounded like a lot of hay to a
cowboy that was used to working for
forty bucks a month, but I found out it
wasn’t near enough to loan to the would-
be cowboys that couldn’t get a job.
Hollywood was just full of yodelin’ cow-
boys with their boots run over, looking
for a job playing music.
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Hollywood put the music and yodel in
the cowboys. I'd never heard omne play
nothing but a mouth organ or fiddle
where I come from. Hollywood made
cowboys out of musicians, hillbillies, and
all the stockholders’ relatives! Soon as a
relative could mount a horse, hanging
onto the saddle horn, they put a big hat
and a six-shooter on him, and made him
a star. Of course, they had to change
his name. Some of their real names
didn’t sound very Western!

Hollywood' was big enough to get the
job done. The producers put up the
money. They owned the release com-
panies. They wrote their own stories.
They owned their own theaters. Their
relatives made such lousy cowboys they
had to start the nickelodeon theaters
where a bum could sleep all night for a
nickel while one of the rootin’, tootin’
Westerns was running.

I WENT with Lee and watched ’em make

pictures for a couple days. Lee told
Tom Mix I just hit town from Wyoming
and had brought four quarters of elk
meat with me. Mix talked with me
awhile, and asked me if I wanted to go
to work for him. He put me on the pay-
roll right away. So I asked him if he
liked elk meat. He said, “Do I! Bring
me a chunk, will you, Ed?”

I wasn’t stingy. I brought him a big-
enough chunk to keep him in meat for
a month. You know, that was good ‘meat.
I didn’t bring no tough bull meat with
me,

Anyway, that meat didn’t last him
near as long as I thought it would. He
must of throwed a barbecue to get rid
of it so fast.

I had a pretty good job, and was set-
ting pretty solid, so every time Tom’d
ask me, “How’s the elk holdin’ out?”
I’'d say, “Okay. Want some more?” He
always did, so the winter meat supply
went down pretty fast.

About the second month I was there,
one of the cowboys working for Mix was
getting married and invited me to the
wedding. Of course, he wanted some elk
meat. If you've never been to a cowboy
wedding in Hollywood, you oughta go
to one. This one was during Prohibition.
When you got a block from the place, it
* smelled like the breath of spring to a
dry, hungry cowboy. That’s one thing
_ they wasn’t stingy with at a cowboy
wedding—booze. Lots of that Hollywood
bootleg whiskey would make a dead man
strike his mother.

It was just as wet inside the home -

as it was outside. It was raining to
beat heck. Everyone was singing, yodel-
ing, telling stories, and drinking at the
same time. Finally we run out. All there
was left was water. Somebody took up’
a collection to get some more. The col-
lection wasn’t very much, so they elected
me to go after it. I had a old Model T
Ford, and they sent a girl with me to
: show me where the bootlegger lived.

I got her in the back seat and started
cranking the flivver. Every time it start-
ed, I’d make a run and climb in, and
when I’d start, kerpoop, she’d die. It
was sure raining. I cranked that Ford
seven or eight times, and every time I
tried to start she’d groan and sputter,
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then go kerpoop and die. Finally I got

in high gear and invested the collection

in ten gallons of Italian red wine.
On the way back, there was a cop
standing at a corner, in the middle of

the street. I nearly ran over him when I .

cut the corner., He yelled and blowed
his whistle. That girl in the back seat

‘come alive and got the cork out of one

of the jugs. T stopped the car.

We had side curtains on. The cop
stuck his head through and said,
“What’s the matter with you? Don’t
you know how to drive?”’” He took a
couple of whiffs and said, “Oh, you
been drinking!”

The girl straight away said, “Course,
we have. We’ve been to a wedding. Have
one on us.” He looked at her, and then
up and down the street, and said, “Well,
I don’t care if I do.” Then he said, “Now
you kids get on back, and be sure you
don’t run over a policeman on the way.”

We took off as soon as I got that
flivver cranked up again. I was sure
glad to get back to the celebration and
unload. When 1 started to leave the
next-day, somebody had stole the tires
off my car. That darn near spoiled all
the fun I’d had.

HAT elk meat was getting pretty
low. Mix jumped me and told me he
was having a party for his director and

-leading lady. They never had tasted elk

meat. He’d told ’em he had some, and
wanted me to let him have just a little

' for the special occasion.

That evening, Bill Rovins went with
me to where I had the meat. We looked
for a piece to give Tom Mix, but there
wasn’t nothing left but a couple of soup
bones. Old Herman, the butcher, had a
shank of beef, pretty well dried up, but
he said it was good, and old enough to
be tender. He didn’t think anybody
would be able to tell what kind of meat
it was. We rubbed some elk hide and
hair all over it and wrapped it up. Then
Bill and me took it over to Mix’s corrals.

Fat Jones and Curley Eagles both had

corrals joining Tom’s. They rented hor-
ses to all the moving picture companies,

“Awright, so it aint done this way,
‘but she’s about loaded, ain‘t she?”

or any kind of equipment from stage-
coaches, covered wagons, or any kind of
buggy that a horse was ever hitched to.
There was always lots of Hollywood
cowboys hanging around there, looking
for a day’s work. Whenever stock went
on location, every four horses had a man
with ’em to take care of ’em.

Tom had told me to give Pat Chris-
man the meat, so he could bring it over .
to him, but Chrisman wasn’t around.

- Bill laid the meat down, but instead of"

keeping his mouth shut he started laugh-
ing and telling everybody about me
sending Tom the beef for elk, Next
thing, I heard someone holler, “Drop
that, you s- o- b!” One of Mike Brem’s
dogs had the chunk of meat in his mouth
and was in high gear, running through
Fat’s corral.

Someone hit the dog with a rock, and
he dropped it, but when one of the fellers
picked it up the wrapper was all tore
to pieces. I finally got hold of it and
wrapped it up again, and located Chris-
man. I told him to tell Tom that was all
I had left, and I hoped they’d -like it.

That was on Saturday. We didn’t go
to work till Monday. When I got to the
studio on Monday, Pat Chrisman told
me to go get my check, I was fired.

“What for?”

“You know what for. What you asking
me for?”

“Well, how do you like that? Keep a
feller in meat all winter, and get fired
for itl>

I then went to work for Two-gun Bill
Hart. He was on location at Chatsworth
Park, making an Indian picture. They’d
undress you and paint you all over with
some kind of stuff so you’d look like an
Indian. After you got a wig on with a few
feathers in it, you.sure looked like one.
We had to ride bareback all the time.

It was all chases; somebody was al-
ways chasing us. We rode off them hills
and through the rocks, trying to yell
like wild Indians. It was sure rough
work.

I pretty soon figured Hollywood and
moving pictures wasn’t any place for
me. That seventy-five bucks a week
didn’t go far enough. I gave the flivver .
to Lee and headed for .the wide-open
places. Being snowbound in Wyoming
was a picnic compared to what I'd been
through.

A LESSON IN HUMILITY
By Bill Rosson

THE following story was told by an

old gentleman many years ago.
Everyone called him Old Man High-
tower. He was a friend of my father’s,
and as to the story’s authenticity I have
no doubt. Everyone in Lampasas County
knew and respected him.

“It was shortly after the Civil War
and our folks lived 'in central Texas.
I was fourteen or fifteen years old, and
a thing that caused me a lot of wonder
was why, at my age, I knew so much
more than people forty or fifty years
old!

“During these times most everyone
carried pistols, yet despite the many
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times I asked my father to give me one,
his refusal was always the same and to
the point, ‘It can only mean trouble for
you, and the answer is no.” But some
way I managed to garner my resources
and trade for an old cap and ball. It
would have probably taxed John Wesley
Hardin to have hit a man with it fifteen
feet away, but the fact that it could be
called a pistol brought my ego to the
point of .arrogance.

“I kept it hidden away in the woods,
and when I was sent to look after stock
and no one was with me I retrieved my
precious cache. With it buckled on and
hanging low on my leg I would often let
my imagination run rampant and
visualize what would happen if I met
with a showdown. Of course, I usually
came out winner!

“Early one morning my father
rousted me out of bed, saying that a yoke
of oxen had strayed away and he wanted
me to get out and find them. It im-
mediately occurred to me that here was
another chance for me to buckle on my
gun. After breakfast I saddled up and
was on my way, first retrieving my
trusty hog-leg. After riding three or four
miles I topped out on a hill where I could
view the surrounding country. Looking
down in a valley where a small stream
ran, I saw two men around a campfire
preparing a meal. I decided to pay them
a call.

“One of the worst breaches of camp
manners was to ride a horse directly into
camp, especially while a meal was in
the making. Yet, in spite of knowing
this rule well, I rode right in, sitting
high in the saddle.

“Without extending the courtesy of a
‘hello’ or ‘good morning,” which was
in itself almost reason for justifiable

_homicide, I said, ‘Have you men seen
anything of a yoke of oxen, one branded
“flower de loose” on the right side, and
the other “hell tore loose in Georgia” on
the left?’

“The older man cast a quick look at
his pardner, then turning to me said,
‘Yes, I saw them a little while ago. If
you will wait until I get my horse I’ll
show you where they are.

“His horse was staked some fifty
yards away. I thought it a little strange
that when he passed where the gear was
piled he picked up a twelve- or fourteen-
foot bull whip. He proceeded to his horse
and, ignoring saddle and bridle, untied
the stake rope from the bush, placing

~a half hitch around the horse’s nose
and jumping astride.

“We started out. He dropped behind
me, and at the same time gave my horse
a couple of cuts across the rear with the
whip, which caused the animal to start
kicking up and acting pretty unmanage-
able. At that instant he started laying
the whip on my -back. This must have
continued for at least 200 yards. Finally,
with spurs and quirt, I got my horse
straightened out and left my attacker
behind,; probably because he felt I had
received enough.

“T rode at least two miles, suffering
the most intense pain. My shirt was
split in several places, and my back was
badly lacerated. All the while I was
thinking that if I had had my gun I
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would have killed the so and so. Sud-
denly I looked down and there was my
gun—riding snug in the holster.

“Returning home I told my father that
the horse had become unruly and had
run away, carrying me under the low
branches of a dead live oak. I always
suspected he might have had a different
idea.

“During the years that have passed
since that day, I have relived it many
times, and I consider it the greatest
lesson I ever learned. At the very first
chance I swapped off my gun, and until
this day I have never owned another
pistol. I feel I am a humble person.
Humility and the absence of a gun have
probably kept me out of trouble more
than once.”

PRAIRIE STRANGER
By Mela Meisner Lindsay

HE OPEN PLAINS

Kansas in the early 1900s were very
lonely. Our closest town was WaKeeney,
sixteen miles away. I can remember the
fright we got one evening at milking
time.

A stranger came wandering out of
nowhere to the northeast of us. We
children saw him approaching, and our
hearts tied into knots, for even though
he was still far off, we sensed he was
fearsome. No neighbor lived 'in that
direction and certainly no friend walked
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as though he had given up all hope of
ever finding another living soul, and
now that he had, couldn’t get to us fast
enough.

“Mama! Papa!” we children -cried.
“What can this mean?”

“Wait and see,” our parents said,
standing in the yard, watching the man
enter our pasture on the far side—his
clothes catching on the barbed wire in
his great haste. Our two farm dogs
stood by, necks stretched long, not ex--
actly wagging their tails. The pasture
here was a quarter-mile across.

We were Volga-German immigrants
from Russia and barely knew the Eng-
lish language. My parents’ names were
David and Eva Elizabeth Meisner. Our
newly acquired knowledge of Plains In-
dians and desperadoes was still very
real and frightening, especially to us
children.

Now, all too soon, the stranger would
be coming through the three strands of
wire and into our yard. Then what? The
closer he came, the more our dogs
seemed anxious to take him, but Papa
took command.

Fear gripped my throat and tears
filled my eyes. “Papa,” I cried, pressing
behind him, “maybe he’s come to kill us.”

“Hush, child, it’s nothing like that.
The man looks famished.”

I could tell Mama was frightened,
too. The wind tore at her normally neat
hair-do and blew loose strands across
her worried face. She backed up a little.
But Papa stood firm.
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We youngsters stared wide-eyed from
behind the shelter of our parents as
the stranger came through the fence.
His ice blue eyes and unshaven face
were seared by wind and sun. His city
clothes, rumpled and covered with prai-
rie dust, stamped him-—as far as we
were concerned—as a  fugitive from
justice. And what did he have in the
mysterious leather-bound packet swing-
ing at his waist? We children peered at
it until he became leery of us and se-
cured it with his bony fingers.

, It was not a pistol, I knew that, for
I had seen pictures of guns in holsters.
But, surely, badmen carried other dan-
gerous weapons. The packet wasn’t very
thick and measured about the length of
Mama’s rolling pin.

PAPA had guessed right about the
man. The famished fellow gulped
water as though it would be his last,
even though Papa kept saying, “Not so
fast. First, you cool off.”
Papa poured water over the man’s

' wrists, the way we did it in the field.

when we were overly hot. Then he called
to Mama, “Make a wet cloth for his
face.”

Later, she brought a platter of butter-
ed rye bread and four fried eggs and
gave it to the man sitting in the shade
of the house. She shoo-ed us older girls
out to milk and the little ones out of
sight. j

Because of the language barrier, con-
versation was difficult. It took a lot of
words and gesturing, but finally the
story made sense. The man had left the
Union Pacific Railroad in search of the
Santa Fe, nearly twenty miles to the
south of us.

“Good,” Papa said in his broken Eng-
lish. “Tomorrow, I go over the Smoky
Hill River to help fix a house. I will
take you that far.”

That alarmed us. The man was to stay
overnight! Mama, who had been filled
with suspicion from the minute she laid
eyes on him, would have preferred that
he sleep in the barn, but Papa insisted
that he sleep in the house.
 She made the bed on the kitchen floor,
scolding my father in German for taking
the risk of asking the man inside.

“Go now, nothing will happen,” Papa
- assured her, laying his pocket watch on
the table as he always did.

“The watch,” Mama exclaimed, taking
a deep breath “Surely you—"

“Leave the watch,” came Papa’s reply.
“If he is good, he will leave it. If he is
bad, he will get it anyway and maybe
our lives as well.”

The kitchen was also our dining and °

living room. The only other room was
for our parents. We children slept in
the attic.

The next morning the watch was gone,
sure enough! Our Dbreakfast was
strained and quiet. Father read the
Scripture as usual, though it was clear
that the stranger understood not a word.
Then my father was on his way to the
wilds of the Smoky Hill with the fellow
sitting beside him in the buggy—the
mysterious packet now held securely in

his lap.

: It was awful, not to know what was
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in the packet. I told my father so, on
the sly, the night before when I saw
the man hide it under his pillow. And
my father said, ‘“Perhaps it is better
that you do not know.”

We all cried when Papa was gone,
thinking we would never see him again.
And when he came home late that night
we crowded around him asking ques-
tions:

“What happened—did he try to kill
you—have you the watch—what was in
the bundle?”

“Wait, not so fast,” Papa shushed
“The Watch I haven’t, for sure.”

Then my father explained that the
trip had been made in silence, and that
when he finally asked the man his oc-
cupation, the reply came quickly. He was
a butcher! The packet held his sharp
knives.

“Ach!” Mama gasped, looking at all
of us. “Who needs a watch anyway?”
And we agreed!

FORT NIOBRARA, 1889

OF THE several military posts located

Nebraska at various times, Fort
Niobrara, now a national wildlife refuge
near Valentine, is probably the least
known. It was established after the major
Indian wars and never received much
publicity. Life at the post, however, was
not always dull as items in the files of
old Valentine newspapers show.

March 22nd. “St. Patrick’s day passed
off in a quiet way. Thanks to the pay-
master’s failure in putting in an appear-
ance at his usual time. Nevertheless, a
few of the boys found their way over the
sand hills before night, and the stray
crossed-guns and damaged caps that were
found next morning, together with the
swelled heads, sleepy eyes, and the clay
colored maps which decorated sundry un-
fortunate blouses and pants, without im-
proving the appearance of their owners,
told of high old times on the preceding
night.”

March 29th. “Private White, G troop,

- who has been a prisoner for some time,

will be dishonorably discharged. He will
be missed a great deal.”

April 12th.

horses died very suddenly last week.
It lived but one short week after takmg
sick. A few soldiers followed the rude
mule team that formed its bier and they
quietly laid it down to sleep beside the
waving grass and where the meadowlark
will come and chirrup on its grave.”

May 24th. “The band has been giving
some fine open air concerts during the
week. They take place at night, and look-
ing at the bandsmen from a distance
nothing is seen but the row of lights and
the glittering of instruments. They look
like musicians from a fairy land.”.

June 7th. “The most troublesome things
here are the knats [gnats] which walk
all over a man and defy you'‘to capture
them. You can kill a mosquito, which is
a consolation itself, but a knat seems to
have come into existence to keep the art
of swearing from dying out. Monday was
pay ‘day here and the guardhouse is tak-
ing in its usual numbers of disorderlies.
We are now having dress parade every

night, Sunday excepted.”

“One of G troop’s finest‘

July 5th. “Every guard has orders to
keep horses and cattle off the parade
ground. This can be done during the day,

“but it would take a whole skirmish line

to drive away the stray cows which find
their way to the drill ground during the
night. . . . Erecting a fence to keep them
out would be expensive and inconvenient.
Getting their owners to tie them up for
the night with a tether that would not
reach the parade ground would be a more
simple remedy.”— Courtesy Nebraska
Historical Society, Lincoln.

A Horse Beneath Me—Sometimes
(Continued from page 13)

were many more, but I fear to name
them for fear of unintentionally slight-
ing some by omission. I guess I liked
most of the women, although some of
them were a little wild. Some of them
had to have whiskey to make their rides, |
and for these I felt sorry.

Some of our rodeo women met a hard
‘end, as Prairie Rose Henderson who
vanished in a blizzard in Wyoming,
and whose body was not found until
seven years later. Bonnie McCarroll and
Marie Gibson, whose rodeo husband had
hurt his back and who rode to support
her four kids, both were killed by riding
hobbled and having their horses roll
on them.

There was a man I always thought
remarkable because he had no bad habits
and yet he stood a man among men. He
was Charlie D. Revell, who hailed from
Billings. Everyone called him “Wild Bill”
Revell. The name fitted him, because he
could drive a stagecoach behind six or
eight horses as if he were Satan driving
the steeds of Hell. Maybe he did have one
bad habit—he could swear, but it was
language that fitted the wild horses he
drove. He was always out front in any
of the rodeo stagecoach races.

When he was fourteen years old, Wild
Bill ran away from home. In his whole
life he had only taken one drink, and he
used to say, “A woman made me take it.”
He never smoked; he never gambled.
When he invited anyone to ride with him
in his stagecoach races, he would prom-
ise, “You’re as safe as on your mother’s
knee.” I rode with him in a parade in
Butte and he was, I thought, its most
colorful figure.

One time when Bill and I were -in the
East in one of Charlie Irwin’s rodeos,
Bill was knocked out by a bronc that

‘reared over backwards.

“What will we do? What will we do?”
yelled Charlie, frantic at what had hap-
pened.

“Do ?”” said Wild B111 stripping off his
coat in case he would have to restrain
Charlie. “By God, Fannie will ride these
horses if Bill Steele is dead!”

I’ve - often wondered about Wild Bill.
He vanished completely. In 1916 he en-
listed in the Army. They put him to
shoeing horses, for he was a powerful
man, He sent to us for his spurs, which
he had left in our keeping. He wanted
action overseas but, as far as we learned,
shoeing horses on this side of the pond
is as far as he got. We never heard of
him again.
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Another man who always championed
my riding was Warden Connelly of the
Montana State Penitentiary. He used to
allow his convicts to ride in the shows,
and none of them ever betrayed him by

trying to run away. If there was a bronc
no one wanted to ride, he would always .

say, “Give him to Fannie. She isn’t
afraid of the devil.” He got that notion
because I rode a spinning horse in Deer
Lodge that some of the men turned down.
It was called “Pioneer Outlaw.” Tink
Van Horn had drawn the horse the first
day, and falling off, had sprained his
wrist, but Bill, who was staging the show,
teased him by saying, “You got that
sprained wrist pullin’ leather!” I rode
the horse, who did spin like a top, al-
though I must add that we did not flank
him as they flank broncs today.

THINKING BACK over the friends of

my life, I must include three Indians.
The first time they came to my side as
friends was the one time in my life I
thought I would be killed. It was back in
1913 when we were performing in one
of the Irwin shows in Sioux City, Iowa.
I had drawm a saddle brone that the men
had been bucking out. It was a fast,
quick bucker. In the middle of my ride
it - suddenly stumbled and fell, rolling
with me head over heels. I couldn’t get
up although I didn’t know then that
my hip was only sprained. ;

| Across the arena came three Indians
who were in the show, their feathers
flying ‘as they ran. They were Red
Cloud, Makes Enemies, and Black Hawk.
They took my hands and they kept say-
ing mournfully over and over again in
Sioux, “Wishtow, Wishtow!” I didn’t
know what it meant, but I knew they
meant me well for their dark eyes held
such concern.

I never thought we’d meet again. My
hip mended, and we went on to other
rodeos. But trails have a way of re-
crossing. Six weeks later, when we were
in Winnipeg, Canada, where I was to
win for the second time the title of
World’s Champion Saddle Bronc Rider,
three familiar figures in war dress ran
across the rodeo arena to meet me. It
was my three Indian friends.

| Along with the people I have known
and loved in and out of rodeo have been
the horses I have known and respected.
There was a mouse-colored horse I cher-
ished called Blue Dog. I got him at Fort
Benton. I traded a gentle horse for this
wild one that stirred up blue dust. He
was one of my favorite saddle broncs
for years. Toward . the last, however, he
.began rearing over backward.

There was Silver Tail, a roan with
white mane and tail that I rode bare-
back. She was a fine bucking horse, and
always put on a good show in the arena.
I got her at Miles City. It broke me up
when a train killed her on a railroad
track at Forsyth. We came along just
as the section men were burying her,
halter and all. We had been putting on
a rodeo in the town, and she had broken
out into the yard limits where she had
no business to be. :

The section men felt sorry for my
tears, and told Bill to put in a claim for
her. Bill. shrewd business man that he
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was, decided he would ask twice what she
was worth, for he thought only to get
half of it anyway—if indeed, anything
at all. So he put in a claim for $100 and
he got $50. He listed her breeding as that

-of Hambletonian. Bless her, how she

would have loved that! Bill tried to con-
sole me, saying that she wouldn’t even
have brought $50 had she been auctioned
in an ordinary sale, for who wanted a
bucking horse anyway? But the money
didn’t matter to me; it was her death
that hurt. We lost a lovely stallion, too,
called Chief, hit by a train at Garrison.

Chief was a pinto, and a favorite of Bill’s. -

Then there was a horse that I got at

.Flat Creek, north of Augusta. The horse

was such an excitable dunderhead that I
called him “Bonehead.” He was black
and white, and good to look at. It was
decided one year at Banff that I lead the
parade mounted on Bonehead. He ran
true to his. name. The parade had just
started when the band struck up. That
was all Bonehead needed. He stampeded
through the band, scattering musicians
right and left. He never stopped until
he had put a mile between us and the

- musie. I didn’t lead the parade!

I also loved Daisy, a black, gray and
white pinto, which stood about fourteen
hands. high, and was almost too high
off the ground for me. Yet she under-
stood my talk. The days when I looked at
horses for speed are gone. Sometimes I
find myself wondering: Did it really
happen? Was there never a horse fast
enough to suit me when I was a relay
rider?

My newspaper clippings help bring
back the old days. One lauds me for
giving my quirt to a fellow opponent.
That was an amusing race, but the
newspaper didn’t have all the facts. We
were on our third horses, just before
the finish of the relay race. As we
rounded the final turn before coming
into the stretch, T noticed that the girl
rider ahead of me didn’t have a whip.
It was evident she was trying to make
her horse go faster, but was at a loss
without a rawhide persuader. So as my
horse raced by her, I leaned over and
handed her my quirt.

Naturally the newspaperman on hand
was quick to capitalize on the incident,
and I was praised for my sportsmanship.
What I didn’t disclose, however, was
that T might not have been so generous
had I not known that my horse would

win anyway!

WHEN people ask me to list my fa-

vorite cities, I often put Calgary,
Canada first. I notice that they smile,
and I guess they are thinking it is be-
cause there T won the title for the first
time of World’s Champion Lady Bronec
Rider, plus $1,000, plus a $250 hand-
tooled leather saddle, plus a $300 gold
buckle with hand-tooled leather belt. But
the main reason for my choice is the
city’s friendliness, and its kindness to
my mother.

In 1912, my parents saw to it that
when I went to distant rodeos, I was
properly chaperoned, for I was then un-
married. Mother did me the great honor
of accompanying me to Calgary. It rained

(Continued on page 45)
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OAK ISLAND, about 45 miles south of
Halifax, Nova Scotia, has successfully
concealed the secret to the world’s most
sought-after treasure for nearly two cen-
turies. Since 1795 at least fifteen major
attempts have been made to unlock the
secret of her fabled Money Pit and com-
plex water tunnels. Even Franklin Roose-
velt, former President of the United
States, once engaged in efforts to recover
the elusive treasure trove. Over the years
work crews have employed picks, shovels,
drills, heavy machinery and equipment,
diving gear, and finally television cam-
eras—yet, despite intensive efforts, this
ancient mystery continues to baffle man,
In the intervening years numerous pits
and tunnels have been excavated, until
today the tiny island is honeycombed with
passages and marred with water-filled
shafts. Searchers have funneled an esti-
mated $2,000,000 or more in 178 years of
digging, and have, thus far, recovered
a link of chain, a rectangular stone with
inscriptions, a piece of parchment, a hand-
crafted, heart-shaped stone, fragments of
china, and a few television photos. Yet,
the search continues.

Oak Island, one of three hundred is-
lands in Mahone Bay, is about four miles
south of the town of Chester. About one
mile long and half as wide, the island is
separated from the Western Shore of the
mainland by a narrow channel. Its soil
formation is a very hard blue clay to
about 110 feet, below which is found a

~very hard brown marl. At the island’s
eastern extremity lies a small cres-
cent-shaped bay, Smith’s Cove, whose
shores were once bordered with large oak
trees. None of the old oaks remains on the
island today, though new ones are begin-
ning to grow again,

At the close of the eighteenth century
Nova Scotia’s “Western Shore” was
sparsely populated, with Oak Island com-
pletely uninhabited. In 1795 three young
men, Jack Smith, Daniel McGinnis and
Anthony Vaughan, visited the island, and
while rambling over the eastern part of it,
came to a cleared space where the un-
usual and strange conditions at once at-
tracted their attention.

Anthony Vaughan, who was sixteen at
the time of the discovery, later related
the findings to Robert Creelman. Creel-
man later became manager of a company
formed to recover the treasure. Vaug-
han’s statement was included in a pam-
phlet released by The Oak Island Treas-
ure Co., which was incorporated in 1893.
We quote: '

“Red clover and other plants, foreign
to the soil in its natural state, were
growing. Near the center stood a large
oak tree with marks and figures on its
trunk. One of the lower and larger of its
branches, the outer edge of which had
been sawed off, projected directly over
the center of a deep circular depression
in the land about thirteen feet in diam-
eter.”
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This depression caused by settling
earth, and other signs, one of which was
a hoist and tackle suspended from the
sawed-off branch, induced the young men
to investigate further.

“After excavating a few feet, they
found they were working in a“well-defined
pit, the walls of which were hard and

solid; and in some places on the walls old

pick marks were plainly to be seen, while
within these walls the earth was so loose
that picks were not required.

“On reaching a depth of ten feet the
workmen came to a covering or tier of
logs, the ends embedded in the walls of
the pit evidently for the purpose of carry-

BY GARNET BASQUE

ing the weight above and thereby in-
tending to prevent a subsidence at the
surface. They kept on digging until a
depth of thirty feet was reached, finding
marks at each ten feet. At this depth
the work proved to be too heavy for
them.”

Early settlers were very superstitious
at that time, and because of this, the three
young men were unable to solicit aid to
continue the work, forcing them to aban-
don man’s first attempt to recover the
supposed treasure.

During the next several years news of
the Oak Island discovery spread across
the province, and a Mr. Lynds, of Truro,



N.S., visited the island. He then inter-

viewed Smith, Vaughan and McGinnis.

Lynds became interested and, upon re-
turning to Truro, formed a company for
the purpose of continuing the search.
Several prominent men, Col. Robert Ar-
chibald, Sheriff Harris and Capt. David
Archibald, among others, took an active
interest in it. Work was begun and the pit
was excavated to a depth of 95 feet.

As . before, a platform of logs was en-
countered at each ten-foot interval. An
iron bar, frequently used to take sound-
ings, suddenly struck something solid. On
investigating, a flat stone, on which
strange characters had been etched, was

Photographs and text reprinted from Canadian

found. The rectangular stone, approxi-
mately three feet long and sixteen inches
wide, was later placed in the jamb of Jack
Smith’s fireplace where it was viewed by
thousands of people. Years later the stone
was removed from the chimney and taken

to Halifax where, it was hoped, its char-

acters could be deciphered. Over the years
rumour has it that the stone read; “Forty
feet below two million pounds lie buried,”

“although experts who examined it at the

time were unable to determine a satisfac-
tory interpretation. :

Until the depth of 95 feet was reached,
no water had been encountered. Neither
had sand nor gravel through which water

Treasure Trove by Garnet Basque; Garnet Publishing Co.

Aerial view of Oak Island (1973).

could seep. On Saturday, after the re-
covery of the stone at the 95-foot level,
the crew decided to abandon work for the
weekend. Before leaving the pit, however,
they again probed with the iron bar. It
revealed yet another log platform three -
feet down, at 98 feet, which extended over
the entire opening of the shaft. This Com-
pany had no way of knowing that they
came closer to the treasure than anyone
else would for nearly two centuries.

On returning to the site Monday morn-
ing, the workers were amazed to see that
their pit had filled with water to within
thirty or thirty-five feet of the surface.
Optimistic, they immediately commenced
to bail out the shaft. However, after con-
tinued day-and-night effort, they were
unsuccessful. It was then decided to sink
a second shaft to the east of the original
pit to a depth of 110 feet for the express
purpose of draining what had come to be
called the “Money Pit.”

Work was quickly started on Shaft No.
2, and continued until the desired depth

- of 110 feet was met. No water was en-

countered during the excavation of this
second shaft. But, while driving a tunnel
from Shaft No. 2 in the direction of the
Money Pit the water suddenly burst in
and the workers had to scranible to
safety. It was not realized at this time
that the water that flooded the Money
Pit and thence the 110-foot shaft, was
coming from the ocean; but it was found
impossible to cope with, and operations
by this group were abandoned. It would
probably have been small consolation to
this Company had they known that the
water which hampered their efforts would
forestall man’s best shot for nearly 200
years!

T WASN’T until 1849 that a new com-

pany was formed and operations were
again resumed. At this time, Mr. Lynds
of Truro, and Mr. Vaughan of Western
Shore, who were still living, gave the new
Company valuable information regarding
the old workings. They also expressed
their firm belief in the existence of treas-
ure in the Money Pit, whose walls had
since collapsed and nearly filled in. Dig-
ging was resumed and continued without
interruption until the depth of 86 feet had
been reached. The workers failed to prof-
it from the misfortunes of others for, at
this point, water again invaded the shaft
and they were forced to retreat. An un-
successful attempt was then made to re-
move the water with bailing casks.

Shortly after, men with primitive
boring apparatus, the type used in pros-
pecting for coal, were sent to the island.
A working platform ‘was constructed in
the original 'Money Pit about thirty feet
below the surface and just above the
water line. Boring was then started with
a pod auger, and the results later reported
by the manager, Mrs. J. B. McCulley of
Truro. 7

“The platform was struck at 98 feet,
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just as the diggers found it when sound-
ing with the iron bar. After going
through the platform, which was five
inches thick and proved to be spruce, the
auger dropped twelve inches and then
went through four inches of oak; then
through twenty-two inches of metal in
pieces; but the auger failed to bring up
anything in the nature of treasure except
three links resembling the links of a
watchchain. The auger then went through
eight inches of oak, which was thought
to be the bottom of the first box and the
top of the next; then twenty-two inches
of metal, the same as before; and four
inches of oak and six inches of spruce;
then into clay seven feet without striking
anything else.

“In boring a second hole, the platform
was struck as before at 98 feet; passing
through this, the auger fell about eight-
een inches and came in contact with (as
supposed) the side of a cask. The auger,
revolving close to the side of the cask,
gave a jerky and irregular motion. On
withdrawing the auger several splinters
of oak, such as might come from the side
of an oak stave, and a small quantity of

brown fibrous substance closely resem-

bling the husk of a coconut, were brought
up. The distance between the upper and
lower platforms was six feet.”

John Gammel of Upper Stewiacke, N.
_S., who was present at the boring, stated
that he had observed Mr. Pitblado, the
foreman, remove something from the
auger, wash and examine it closely, then
put it in his pocket. When asked by Mr.
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Gammel to reveal what he had found,

Pitblado refused, but said he would show

it at the next directors’ meeting. How-
ever, Pitblado failed to appear at this
meeting, and shortly after he was acci-
dentally killed in a gold mine. It was
never determined what Pitblado had ex-
tracted from the auger.

It wasn’t until the following summer
(1850) that work was resumed at the site.
At this time a third shaft was sunk to a
depth of 109 feet at the west side of, and
about ten feet from, the Money Pit. Once
Shaft No. 3 had been completed, a tunnel
was driven from the bottom toward the
Money Pit. Just before reaching it, how-
ever, the water burst in and, like twice
before, the workmen fled for their lives.
In twenty minutes there were forty-five
feet of water in the new shaft. Bailing
was then resumed in both Shaft No. 3 and
the Money Pit, each being pumped by
two-horse engines. The bailing was
carried on night and day without appar-
ent success. The only notable difference
was that, with two pumps, the water was
contained at a lower level.

T WAS about this time that the dis-

covery was made that the water in the
pit was salty, and that it rose and fell
according to the flow and ebb of the tides.
Someone also determined that the channel
through which the water flowed could
not possibly be natural. They correctly

“deduced that if it were, the original dig-

gers (supposed to have been pirates)
would have been forced to evacuate the

\

Money Pit like the current treasure
hunters. However, the log platform which
had been carefully implanted at each ten- |
foot interval, indicated that they had com-
pleted the Money Pit without encoun-
tering flooding. :

Acting on this theory, a search for the
artificial channel was at once begun..
Smith’s Cove, on the extreme eastern end
of the island, and about 520 feet from the

~ Money Pit, was first examined. It had

many natural advantages for the starting
point of a tunnel, but more important,

- someone had observed that at low tide,

water bubbled out of the sand near the
center of the Cove.
It took only a few minutes shoveling

.on the beach to prove that this was the

place they were seeking. After clearing
away the sand and gravel, the workmen
found a layer of brown fibrous plant.
When it was compared to ‘the fibre re-
covered earlier from the auger, they were
found to be identical. Tests later con-
firmed it to be coconut husk—definitely
foreign to the island.

This coconut husk, about two inches
thick, covered a surface extending 145
feet along the shoreline from a little
above low water to high water mark.
About four or five inches of eel grass,
underlying the fibrous plant, covered the
same area, and under this lay a compact
mass of beach stones free from sand and
gravel.

To further examine the area, a coffer-

‘dam was constructed along this part of

the Cove to hold back the tide. Once this
was done, the rocks nearest low water
mark were removed. It was then dis-
covered that the clay had been dug out
and removed, and the resultant cavity
filled with beach stones. Emanating from
this excavation were five well-defined
drains, formed by laying parallel lines of
rocks about eight inches apart and cover-
ing them with flat stones. These drains,
though they originated at different points
a considerable distance apart, converged
toward a common center like spokes to a
hub. With the exception of these drains,
the other stones had apparently been
thrown in promiscuously.

Work continued along the beach until
half of the rocks had been removed to a
depth of five feet, where a piece of burnt
oak wood was found. Before further in-
vestigations could be completed, however,
an unusually high tide overflowed the top

.of the dam, forcing workers to retreat.’

Unfortunately, the structure had not been
constructed to withstand pressure from
the inside, so that when the tide re-
treated, the dam was washed away. Re-
placing the dam would have been a costly

“venture, and since it had accomplished its

purpose in allowing them to investigate
the starting point of the flood chamber,
it was decided to suspend work at Smith’s
Cove and return to the Money Pit. Re-
flecting back, one has to wonder about
their decision. Having located the flood
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channel, would it not have been easier to
plug it or rebuild the dam to prevent
water from entering it? This would have
prevented further flooding by this sys-
tem, and allowed the water already in the
shaft to be drained.

In any event, shortly after, a fourth
pit was sunk on the south side of the orig-
inal Money Pit to a depth of 118 feet,
eight feet deeper than any previous shaft
had penetrated. These four pits were in
such close proximity to one another that
a circle fifty feet in diameter would en-
compass them all.

However, due to the tremendous flow
of water it proved a most difficult under-
taking, and because of this and other
obstacles, progress was tedious. It was
comparable to trying to bail out the At-
lantic Ocean which, in fact, was precisely
what they were attempting. However,
since the water had to séep through many
feet of loose earth on the way from the
Money Pit to Shaft No. 4, the crews were
able to contain the water in the 118-foot
shaft below the 100-foot level.

Due to excessive flooding and draining,
the workmen feared that Shaft No. 4 was
in danger of collapsing, and many refused
to enter it. This brought about an exami-
nation by experts who immediately re-
ported it in a unsafe condition and con-
demned it. The pump was withdrawn, the
shaft abandoned, and the work suspended.

At about this time a group of Halifax
capitalists was being organized, and

shortly after this previous Company
ceased operations, an agreement was
reached whereby the Halifax capitalists
would clean out the Money Pit for a share
of any treasure that was recovered. They
sank a new shaft in an endeavour to over-
come the flow of the water, but were un-
successful. ’

A number of tunnels were then driven
from Shaft No. 5 at a level of between
95 to 110 feet in an unsuccessful attempt
to intercept the water-channel or so-
called “pirate tunnel.” They hoped to di-
vert the water to this new shaft, thus
leaving the Money Pit comparatively dry.
Failing, the Halifax Company abandoned
work and returned, with pump and
engine, to Halifax. Left behind were a
number of pits and tunnels that would
hinder those following for years to come.

The operations of the Halifax Company
did prove one important point, though,
and that was a definite connection be-
tween the: Money Pit and the complex
drain system of Smith’s Cove. After it
was noticed during pumping operations
that the water came up clean and pure,
samples were compared in the tunnel and
ocean, and were found to be identical in
color and taste. As further proof, blue
clay from the shaft was deposited on the
beach and stirred up; within half an hour
the water came up muddy in the shaft!

Once the existence of the pirate tunnel
had been confirmed, experienced miners
argued that it was impossible to construct

Operations of the Blair Company, circa 1915.

J(mua'ry-Febrwam , 1976

a 520-foot underground passage without
an air shaft for ventilation. An immedi-
ate search to locate the air shaft was un-
successful. :

Then someone remembered that, years
before, a farmer who had been plowing
ground over the supposed line of the
water channel, suddenly had the ground
drop from under him. He and his oxen
went down in a depression eight feet in
diameter by fifteen feet in depth which
had been caused by the cave-in. Was this
the original shaft?

The answer did not come for a dozen
or so years, 1893, with the formation of
the Oak Island Treasure Company. The
work was begun almost immediately; but
because it was poorly conducted the only
significant result attained during the
first season was to confirm that the
depression mentioned above was a well-
defined pit and clearly a part of the orig-
inal work.

The pit was opened to a depth of 55
feet. Here the workmen encountered salt
water and were forced to quit. This pit
was considered to be the air shaft which,
until this time, could not be located.

A committee appointed by the Nova
Scotian shareholders was then relegated
the task of continuing the operations. The
committee, working with vigor and en-
thusiasm, soon located the platform left
by previous diggers just above high-water
mark in the Money Pit. Below this, the
shaft was opened to about 108 feet, as it
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had been abandoned by the Halifax Com-
pany. The cribbing was so badly twisted
and out of alignment, however, that a
hoist could not be satisfactorily operated.
A connection therefore was made near the
bottom to a shaft that had been opened
up nearby. :

Once this was done, the Money Pit was
‘cleared out and deepened to 111 feet. At
this point an opening about two and a
half feet wide was found on the side of
the shaft nearest Smith’s Cove. It was
loosely filled with beach stones which
permitted the ocean to pour in with great
force. As they dug below this opening,
exposing more of the tunnel, water pres-
sure increased in volume. The tremendous
flow quickly neutralized the efforts of the
pump; flooded the pit to tide level, and
brought operations to a halt.

This opening was, without question, the
pirate tunnel which carried water from
Smith’s Cove to the besieged Money Pit.
Its sides were clean-cut and perpendicu-
lar, and the top was square across. A
small quantity of sand and gravel re-
moved from the upper part of the tunnel
was found to contain a chip of wood, a
piece of bark, and a bird’s hone—strong
evidence that the material in which these
were found was originally on the surface
and placed by man where discovered, as
these articles could not be conveyed by
water some eighty feet below tide level.

It was finally decided that it would be

less expensive to stop the tremendous
flow of water than to resume the
pumping, and therefore the committee
began boring near the shore in an attempt
to intercept and plug the water tunnel.

Five holes, each five inches in diameter,

were drilled at Smith’s Cove about fifty

feet from high-water mark. Dynamite
was then packed in each hole; the hole

filled with water, and the dynamite de- :

tonated. During the tests, fifty pounds of
explosives were placed in the first hole
and about seventy-five in holes number
2, 4 and 5. Water had not been encoun-
tered during the drilling of these four
holes; and when the dynamite was deto-
nated, the water which had been used as
a primer was blasted over a hundred feet
in the air.

In hole number 3, which had been.

drilled on the supposed line of the pirate
tunnel, salt water and rocks were encoun-
tered at 80 feet. This hole (in which the
water rose to tide level, then ebbed and
flowed with the tide) could not be filled
with water. When a charge of 160 pounds
was discharged in this hole, no water
whatever flew from the opening. It was
also observed that the water in the Money
' Pit boiled and foamed for a considerable
time after the explosion, proving con-
clusively a direct link with hole 3,

HILE crews were conducting drill
tests along the shore, others were
préparing to bore into the Money Pit once
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- number 3,

again. With the explosion set off in hole
they were confident the
pirate tunnel had been plugged.

It should be noted that up to this point
none of the searchers gave any thought

to the existence of treasure below 118

feet, the depth of the deepest shaft sunk
to date. Also, as mentioned at the begin-
ning of this story, the soil of Oak Island
is a very hard blue clay to a depth of
approximately 110 feet, below which is
found a very hard brown marl. In none
of the numerous pits and drill holes sunk
préviously all over the island was the

clay formation found to exist below that

depth—except in the Money Pit where
“. .. it was found in a puddled condition
by boring, all the way from 125 to 170
feet.”

William Chappell, lumberman and
manufacturer from Ambherst, N.S., was,
with Capt. John Welling of Saint John,
N.B., in charge of operations on the is-
land. Chappell later prepared a sworn
affidavit on the results of the drilling:

“The pit had been. opened down to 113
feet, the water level being 31 to 33 feet
from (the) surface, varying with the

tides. Operations were. conducted at the
surface. The water was pumped out to
about 100 feet and the holes were located
from a platform placed at 90 feet from
the surface. This was done so as to enable
us to place the holes over as large an area
as possible, and with the assurance that
they were not too close together. The
cribbing of the pit was so badly twisted
that only a small portion of the bottom
could be reached with a plumb line from
the top. A 215" drill was used in a 3” pipe.

“Several holes (more than three) were
bored, and this statement is a Composite
report of all holes drilled except in so far
as is necessary to give in soft and what
appeared to be disturbed ground; blue
clay was encountered between 130 and
151 feet, and also between 160 and 171
feet. In one hole we appeared to be in the
channel in which the water was coming
up and being pumped out at the rate of
about 400 gallons per minute. It was the
generally disturbed and loose conditions,
and the blue clay, that induced the work-
men to drill their first hole below 130
feet.

“Wood was struck at 122 feet and at

Right: There is some question as to whether this water-filled pit had once been an
air-shaft created by the original diggers. Below: Aerial view taken over Smugglets

Cove
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126 feet and deeper, as stated herein. Iron
was encountered at 126 feet in one hole,
and it stopped the pipe. The pipe proved
to be on the edge of the iron, but efforts
made to drive it past resulted in failure. .

“A 1%"” drill was put down past the
obstruction and it went through the blue
clay to 151 feet and struck what appeared
to be a soft stone. Cuttings of this stone
when compared, looked just like cement,
and an analytical chemist subsequently
pronounced samples from this material to
have the composition of cement. We
struck wood, a few chips from which were
brought up. An auger was substituted for
the drill and 5” of oak wood were bored
through. .

“When the auger passed through the
wood it dropped from 1%"” to 2” and rest-
ed upon a substance the character of
which no person would attempt to state.
After considerable twisting of the auger
on the substance, it was carefully with-
drawn and the borings brought up there-
with were preserved by Putnam. The drill
was then again put down when we found
we were apparently on soft metal that
could be moved slightly, thereby forming

a.crevice or space into which the drill,

when in alignment, would drop and stick
or wedge. This happened a number of
times and it was often necessary to pry

the drill loose. After working for  two,

hours or more, we managed to get down
4” when the drill worked easier, but it
would not go down under the ordinary
method of drilling (raising and dropping

the rods) but by a continuous twisting
and turning of the rods under constant
pressure, we managed ‘to get 18” to 20"
deeper, a total of 24” of material bored
through under the wood. The d#ill then
struck a substance similar to that encoun-
tered immediately under the wood. No
special effort was made to get through
this.

“In working down the 20”, the space
made by the drill would fill at once under
the tool as it was raised, and it would
fill up nearly the 20” when the rods were
raised that much. We worked over five
hours in getting down the 2 feet, and the
drill came up as sharp as when it went
down.

“The conclusion was that the first 4”
consisted of metal in bars which were
pushed aside by the drill enough to permit
it to pass, and that the additional 20” con-
sisted of coin or metal in small pieces
that fell into the space left by the tool as
it was drawn up; also, that under these
small pieces, there was more metal (not
iron) in bars.

“It was at once decided to secure this
drill hole by piping below 126 feet and
then to obtain a sample of the small metal
pieces. To that end, a 1%%” pipe was low-
ered through the 3” pipe and forced past
the iron obstruction at 126 feet. It was
discovered, however, that this obstruction
had turned the small pipe from its course
and it struck hard ground, supposed to
be the wall of the pit, instead of going
down to the cement.

“The 11" pipe was then withdrawn and
the drill again lowered through the larger
pipe, but it followed the hole made by the
small pipe below 126 feet and the hole to
the cement. was thereby lost. When the
11%" pipe was withdrawn it was found
that in forcing it past the obstruction at
126 feet, a “V” shaped piece extending for
about one-third of the circumference of
the pipe at the lower end and up about
3", had been cut out.

“The 3" pipe was then reset and an-
other hole drilled, and the pipe put down
until it rested solidly upon the cement.
At 153 feet we apparently touched wood
on one side which extended down about
4 feet, the cement extending about 3 feet
further to a depth of approximately 160
feet, with a total thickness of about 7 feet
from top of wood to bottom of cement.

“We then bored into a quite firm, blue
clay possessing the characteristics of pud-
dled clay. This extended down to 171 feet.
where iron was struck. This iron was very
solid and the metallic sound could be
plainly heard at the surface. We drilled
on it two hours or more, getting into it
not more than 4”. The drill was taken
out, sharpened and tempered for iron and
two more hours were spent in drilling
and getting down another 14”. The drill
showed no wear when withdrawn; it was
given a few raps on stone which took the
edge off. The clay and material at the
bottom of the hole were brought up with
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a sand pump. A magnet was run through
this material and it loaded up with fine
iron cuttings thereby producing conclu-
sive proof that it was iron we had been
drilling on at 171 feet. No further at-
tempt was made to go through this iron.”

Mr. Chappell’s statement was sworn to
by him and recorded by G. Guy Black,
Notary Public in Nova Scotia.

In his affidavit, Mr. Chappell refers to
stone cuttings which he thought resem-
bled cement. Two samples of this stone

were forwarded to London for analysis,
with no information whatever given as to

their source. Boake Roberts & Co., who

examined the cuttings, gave the following
analysis: “Lime 37.40%, Carbonate
33.20%. Silica 13.20%, Iron & Alumina
10.19%, Moisture 0.34%, Magnesium, etc.
5.67%.” Asked their opinion as to the na-
ture of the stone, the analytical chemical
firm replied that it was of the opinion
that “it is a cement which has been
worked by man.”
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LSO referring to Mr. Chappell’s affi-
davit, you will recall that after
twisting and working the auger on the
substance struck beneath the oak wood
at 153 feet, it was carefully withdrawn,
and Putnam personally examined the
borings brought up, cleaning the auger
himself and removing all the dirt and
materials it contained. “These consisted
very largely of small chips of wood, but
amongst them was noticed a few shreds
of something of a very different texture.”
This strange fibre was later examined
by Dr. A.E. Porter of Amherst in the pre-
sence of a dozen men. Under the magni-
fying glass it resembled a compact ball
. .. about the size of a grain of rice with
fuzz or short hair on the surface.” After
a few minutes Dr. Porter managed to
flatten it out, at which time it took on the
appearance of a small piece of parchment.
But immensely more fascinating were the
characters written in black ink which
looked like parts of the letters “. . . ui, vi
or wi.” Experts later confirmed that the
fibre was indeed parchment, and Dr. Por-
ter later swore under oath and by virtue
of “The Canada Evidence Act,” that the
above statements were true.
Frederick Blair, of Brookline, Mass.,
formerly of Amherst, N.S., was the next

. to tackle the perplexing Oak Island mys-

tery. Blair, who had a long association
with the island, obtained the rights to dig
there for a fifty-year period, 1894-1944.
However, his funds were soon exhausted,
and in 1903 operations were halted for a
period of six years.

In 1909 Franklin D. Roosevelt, former
President of the United States, entered
the scene. He had been vacationing at
nearby Campobello Island, N.B., when he
and a few associates raised an estimated
$5,000 for an attempt at the treasure.
Roosevelt was a real treasure buff,
having searched for a lost room of gold
near Fort Huachuca in the U.S,, as well
as the legendary Cocos Island horde. The
Roosevelt group, though poorly financed,
came up with the scheme of sending
divers into the Money Pit. However, this
idea had to be discarded due to the danger
of a possible cave-in. Drills were again
brought in, but nothing of interest was
discovered and work was again aban-
doned. s

William Chappell, whose father had
been associated with the Oak Island
Treasure Hunting Company .of 1893,
made two further attempts to recover the
treasure; in 1922 and again in 1931. Dur-
ing the 1931 effort a steam hoisting en-
gine was taken to the site. Chappell’s only
success came in sinking a new shaft 160
feet deep in the vicinity of the Money
Pit in which no water was encountered.

In 1933 Thomas M. Nixon, of Victoria,
B.C., organized the Oak Island Treasure
Co. Ltd. After securing a one-year lease,
Nixon began sinking a series of holes in
an attempt to chart the course of the

(Continued on page 49)

True West



A Horse Beneath Me—Sometimes
(Continued from page 37)

every day of the show except Monday,
the opening day. It was a five-day rodeo.
Mother was invited to sit in the Duke’s
box. That seemed more sensational on
our return from Canada than my win-
ning the World’s Championship. My
brothers and sisters kept asking over
and over again for the details.

“Mother, did you sit with the Duke?”
they questioned. :

“With the Duke,” said mother proudly,
“in the Duke’s box.”

“What’s his name, mother?”

“Duke d’Connought,” replied Mother.
It was one of her happiest memories.

The one woman in all my career I
would have feared to contest against in
saddle bronc riding would have been my
mother, given back her youth and placed
in the same age bracket as myself. I
think she would have defeated me. She
was a remarkable horsewoman. At the
age of seventy-six, she sat in the saddle
and roped a wild mustang.

It was strange that she could take so
to the West, as if a natural daughter
of the plains. She had met my father in
Detroit, Michigan. He was born in New
York. Father came West first, and
Mother came in 1871 on a steamboat up
the Missouri to Fort Benton, where
‘Father was waiting to meet her. He had

been freighting with mules from Helena -

to Fort Benton.

Though my father ran a large horse
ranch, he never rode. Mother did all the
riding for him. She loved it. Mother gave
me her love of horses; I was truly her
daughter, although I favored Father in
features.

My finest horse was a present from
Mother. He was a colt from her favorite
horse. I wanted to name him after some
big shot, so I called him ‘“Napoleon.” I
taught him to do tricks. He was a hand-
some pinto, and I think he would be the
horse I would choose to ride to Heaven
if, as the Indians believe, I could be thus
ferried there.

But I loved the horses that bucked me
off as well as those that served me
faithfully. There was one called “Watch
Me” that I drew in New York. He was
a wicked. bucker, and piled me hard one
day when the pick-up man came in to
take me off and his horse accidentally
hit my knee, causing me to lose stirrup.
It didn’t take Watch Me but a few sec-
onds after that to unsaddle me.

That same year, I drew Watch Me
again in Kansas City. Some of the rodeo
people bet I wouldn’t ride him again,
because he piled me. But I never turned
down a horse in my life. I rode Watch
Me in Kansas City, and the bronc put
me in the top money.

There were other outlaw brones I
liked: Memphis Blues, Morning Glory,
Dismal Dick, Highpockets, Little Swede,
Midnight. Midnight was probably the
toughest brone I ever rode, but he was not
the Midnight of rodeo fame the songs
sing about. Still, he was a fast, hard-
hitting sun-fishing bronco, and I felt for-
tunate and proud to be able to qualify
on him.

I had many saddles, and was never
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superstitious about using the same one.
Most of my saddles had a 15%"” tree.
One was a Cogshell Saddle made at the
Miles City Saddlery. It was a fine saddle.
I hated to wear chaps when rodeoing,
and seldom came out of the chutes in a
pair of them.

OF THOSE who have complimented
X my riding ability, I think I have
liked best the article penned by Bill Hun-
tington, author of They Were Good Men
and Salty Cusses. Lest I appear immodest
in quoting from it, please excuse an old
woman who holds the past close to heart
(the elderly warm themselves at old
fires).

From “Bill Huntington Spins a Tale,”
June 17, 1953: “In the numerous stories
that I have told about the professional
riders, ropers and bulldoggers I haven’t
mentioned the cow girl. I take my hat
off to them whether they work at home
on a ranch, or in the rodeos. They are
good and do an efficient job.

“Of all the women riders that I ever saw
on the hurricane deck of a bucking out-
law horse, Fanny [Fannie] Sperry had
them all cheated. I.first got acquainted
with her at Deer Lodge in the early 1900s.
At that time she lived in Deer Lodge
Valley and had a reputation of being an
expert on a bucking horse.

“She rode her bucking horses slick,
fair and honest. She never cheated a
horse, never hobbled her stirrups nor
pulled any leather. In later years she was
the undisputed champion woman rider.
She rode at the Minneapolis State Fair
in the early 1900s when the fair manage-
ment got their bucking horses from Miles
City and their cowboys from Montana
and Wyoming. They had the best horses
and riders they could get and it was a
red-hot show. Fanny rode with the cow-
boys and rode in her turn.

“There never were any easy horses
picked for her. They filled the chute and
Fanny rode whatever horse her number
called for. There was several cowboys
that got their backs dirtied but she rode
all her horses.

“Fanny Sperry was a well known rider

in Montana, a quiet, dignified lady, that

everybody liked. She didn’t care for
notoriety, for with her personality, looks
and ability, she could have went far
in the movie world. I never knowed of
Fanny riding in a contest that she didn’t
win first money. She was undoubtedly
the champion woman bucking horse rider
in the United States.”
God bless you, Bill Huntington!

EWSPAPERS in the last of 1956

carried an account of the death of
“old-time woman rodeo performer” Gold-
ie Irene Hillis, who passed away in
Brooks, Alberta. She was Goldie Irene
St. Claire in my day. I rode against her
in 1913 at the Calgary Stampede. Her
death, and those of others against whom
I contested, tell me that I, too, am an old
woman, if my arthritis didn’t already
have a loud say in the matter.

Goldie was a good-looking woman. She
always rode hobbled, which as I stated
before called for a lot of daring, and she
was one of the better women brone riders
against whom I contested. When I com-
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peted against her at Calgary, I was as
always riding “loose,” a term used when
one does not have stirrups hobbled.

At Calgary I stood by her husband
when Goldie’s bronc came out of the
chute. He kept yelling to her, “Look
back, Goldie, look back!” He wanted her
to play to the grandstand a little, for
any audience appreciates a touch of
showmanship. But Goldie couldn’t look
back; the brone she had drawn kept her
too busy for that. They were all tough
horses to ride at the Calgary Stampede,
tough for men, tough for women. Guy
Weadick was known to -acquire the best
money could buy.

I remember Guy Weadick well, and
have among my souvenirs letters and
autographed pictures from him and his
wife. At a rodeo at High River, Guy
called me up to the microphone and
asked that I say a few words. I couldn’t
think of anything to say, but I managed
to mumble a few words about being “glad
to be here.” Then he called on Mrs.
Weadick to say something. She couldn’t
think of anything either, so she echoed
my comment. When his wife finished,
Guy said: “You just ‘heard another
woman of a few words.”

Weadick was a showman, and one of
the most handsome men in rodeo. He was
a clever rope artist, as well as an out-
standing producer. His death was felt
by us all. Yes, Bill Huntington, they
were “good men and salty cusses.”

The rodeo contestants of today are just
as good, but I cannot feel the same about
the horses. I have become involved in a
good many friendly arguments on this
score. I am of the belief that the days
of the bucking horse are numbered, for
no more are there wild horse bands scat-
tered across the country. Here in our
West they are a thing of the past. Where
I was born and raised, they ran in large
numbers and we spent glorious days
chasing them.

Every year the bucking horse auction
held at Miles City dwindles in the num-

ber of horses offered. It, too, I fear, will
become a thing of yesterday. Talk to the
old-timers about the subject, and they
will say what I too have observed—that
the spirit of the brone is not what it
used to be. You may think we are clouded
in sentiment, but the eye does not de-
ceive us. We who have seen thousands of
bucking broncs have our standard of
comparison. But maybe it is better if we
sit in silent judgment. We have had our
day; we have seen the best the West
had to offer. We must not let our re-
marks spoil for today’s generation the
glamour that will always be rodeo.

I have never tired of rodeo in my
life; I have never seen one show too
many, be it good, bad or middlin.’ I hope
there’s an arena in Heaven—that’s where
you’ll find me.

I know exactly what that great old
black man, Will Harbut, meant when
he, grooming “Big Red” (Man O’ War),
said: “I’ve got the biggest job in the
world. I'd rather have this job than be
President!” He loved that horse, and
the horse loved him. Old Will died first,
October 3, 1947, and Big Red one month
later. You can’t tell me that horse didn’t
die of a broken heart—it was just plumb
lonesome.

Sometimes it takes a lot of grit to do
what you want to do, but I can’t see how
people can stand the monotony of doing
work at which they are not happy. Rodeo
teaches you that death is right around
the corner, and the “now” is all you
have, so make the most of it. It may be
the old Anglo-Saxon creed, “Eat, drink
and be merry for tomorrow you die,”
carried over into rodeo, but it fits. We
live each day as if it’s our last.

Bt 7

Note: Fannie Steele now lives in
Helena, Montana at the Cooney Nursing
Home.

s

“Take that bow and arrow and get the unhappy hunting ground out of here!”
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The Orton Circus
(Continued from page 31)

OVER the years, all the Orton family

took part in the show, and Miles, the
eldest boy, developed into an expert
rider. In 1860 the Orton circus had a
big top a hundred feet long. All animals
were housed in the one tent. Hiram’s
sons, Miles and Dennis, took care of the
trick and fancy riding. Hiram’s cousin,
Tyle Orton, was an expert rider, also.
Charlie Tubbs was featured as the
strong man, and George Constable was
the joey, or clown, although Hiram often
donned clown make-up too.

In his novel, Huckleberry Finn, Mark
Twain has Huck tell of sneaking into a
circus ‘and seeing a disreputable looking
tramp ignore the protests of the ring-
master, mount a horse and gallop around
the ring, divesting himself of his outer
clothing, revealing spangled tights, then
doing trick and faney riding. Twain may
have gotten the idea from the Orton
circus, for this was an act used by Miles
Orton to the delight of the spectators.

In April 1857 disaster struck. The
tent burned at Montgomery, Alabama.
By this time Hiram had formed a part-
nership with Pardon A. Older and the
show was known as Orton and Older’s
Great Southern Circus. The partners
were able to survive this setback, and
fortunately were able to leave the Deep
South before the outbreak of the War
Between the States. Fayette L. Robinson,
better known as Yankee Robinson, was

-not so lucky. His horses, wagons, and
canvas were confiscated.

In 1866 the Orton circus played at
Adel, Towa, and after that their winter
quarters were in that area. The family
farm, known as Ortonville, is still on

- many maps. It lies between Adel and
Des Moines. :

In 1867 the show opened as the Miles
Orton American Circus. Miles Orton was
manager and bareback rider; W. W.
Cole, who had a financial interest in the
outfit, was in charge of tickets. -Dan
Leon, Andrew Gaffney, George Williams,
a man named McDougall, Bill Andrews,
Mrs. Miles Orton, Irene Orton, Celeste
Orton and Jesse Orton were all perform-
ers.

A big attraction was the Silver Cornet
Female band. Arzy Orton, then a lad of
fourteen dressed as a girl and played
in the band when one of the regular
cast was indisposed.

W. W. Cole left the Orton group and
started Cole’s Colonial Shows in Quincy,
Tllinois. With him in the enterprise was
his mother, Mary Ann Cole Orton, Miles’
wife. The mother and son broke with the
Ortons because the latter insisted on
playing only the smaller towns, and the
Cole aggregation' wanted to break into
the big time. y

For a time Miles Orton traveled with
the Burr Robins circus, and
started a show that traveled by rail, but
hard times doomed this venture. Un-
daunted, he abandoned travel by rail,
and organized the Mastadon Royal Me-
nagerie in 1882. Al Fields was the man-
ager. Miles continued to star as a bare-
back rider and his act featured a small
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boy in a Lord Fauntleroy suit who stood
on Miles’ head as he galloped around
the ring. Miles Orton’s brothers—Den-
nis, Lester, and Arzy—were with his
show, too.

In 1886 Miles and his second wife,
Lizzie, worked the New Mastadon Dime
Circus and Menagerie in association with
Sam K. Tribby. Instead of investing each

. year’s profit in a larger show, as many

circus owners did, the Ortons invested
in city property. It was also in 1866
that Arzy Orton married and built an

eight-room house at Ortonville. When his -

wife, Sarah died in 1931 she had spent
all of her married life—over sixty years
—under the “Big Top.”

IN 1892 Miles joined George W. Rentz’s

circus and was also associated with
O’Brien and Dearley’s Great American
Circus and Menagerie. This show had
four cages of animals, eighteen cars,
two elephants, three camels, eighty
horses, two bands, and a calliope. Miles
Orton starred with his trick riding;
George Rentz was manager; and H. W.
Link, agent. The performing tent was
110 feet in length and the menagerie
tent 100 feet. There was also a side show
in a tent 70 x 130.

In 1898 the Orton Brothers Circus
joined with the Children’s Lilliputian
Dog and Pony Circus. Miles was man-
ager; Arzy, secretary and treasurer;
Mrs. Miles Orton was in charge of en-
trance; and Mrs. Arzy Orton handled
the privilege. S. K. Tribby was advance
man; Gorton Orton, rider; Norman Or-
ton, jockey rider; Myron Orton, slack
wire artist and juggler; Bernard Orton,
trapeze artist; Miles and Bayard Orton,
acrobats; Grace Orton was a contortion-
ist; and Larry Orton was the clown.

The Ortons toured in 1899 and 1901,
then Arzy took over and it became the
Arzy Orton Family Show. In 1901 Miles
joined the Harris Nickel Plate show as
featured rider. In 1915, one of the Ortons
—most likely Miles—was billed in the
John Robinson show as “Orton’s Great
Buggy Riding Act.” g

Circus life was a series of major or

minor crises. Arzy purchased an ele-
phant called Hero from Honest Bill
Newton which was so unruly one of the
Newtons was hired to handle the beast.
At Elkton, South Dakota, the elephant
refused to push a wagon into place and
deliberately upset it. Newton was asleep
inside and escaped unhurt. Another man,
wearing Newton’s coat, was chased by
Hero, but ducked under a car and got
away. Hero then trotted out into the
country and had to be destroyed by gun-
fire.

After Arzy’s health began to fail, he
spent the winters in San Antonio, Texas.
He died there in 1923 at the age of
seventy and his eldest son, Criley, took
over management of the show.

An idea of the Orton itinerary may be
gained from a review of the first ten
days “in June 1927. On June 3, Homer,
Nebraska, population 320; then nineteen
miles to Wakefield, population 1016 on
the 4th. On the 6th, Winside, population
416; on the Tth, Hopkins, population 587.
On the 8th, Battle Creek, a seven-mile
jump to play to a population of 430.
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Then Meadow Grove, nine miles ,away.
The largest town was Broken Bow, popu-
lation about 3,000, and the smallest town
was Gandy where but 41 persons lived.
The show also played Whitman, Ashby,
Bingham, Lakeside, Eli, Rosebud,
Okreek, Vivian, Vega—and Gann Valley
which had no population at all!

In 1929 Criley Orton died. By then
the show had seven trucks, five horse-
drawn baggage wagons, five animal
cages, and a big top 70 x 130. The me-
nagerie tent was 40 x 60;- the dressing
tent 9 x 14; and the cook tent 12 x 30.
The show had thirty-one horses, an
ostrich, and three elephants.

Since the Orton Circus began in 1854
before photography became widespread,
it is doubtful if any early pictures exist.
Even those taken in later years were
probably snapped by private individuals.
Professional photographers concentrated
on the larger outfits where there was
more glamor and a greater variety of
animals; where costumes were splendid
‘and more demand for colorful pictures
could be anticipated.

In 1932, the little Orton Circus played
a few stands in Kansas, but the great
Depression and low prices for farm pro-
duce proved too much. The circus dis-

banded and the performers and roust- '

abouts sorrowfully went their own ways.

Miles Orton settled down in Orton-
ville, and the saga of a circus that had
lasted from 1854 to 1932 came to an end.
It had been a never-ending struggle, but
readers who remember seeing this show
may well reeall the joy and excitement
it brought into their lives.

Finally, Alaska!
(Continued from page 3)
be the best place to fird a friend who
was supposed to meet us and hadn’t
shown up among the Eskimos, Orientals
and a sort of “sonofabitch stew” of the
world’s people—including a few hippies
with packs on their backs!

After two hours, the bare hint of some
mix-up grew strong .enough that we
caught a cab and headed for the first
hotel that wasn’t full—after seven calls.
Even our taxi driver was a frontiers-
man. He had been in Alaska for twenty
years. His wife was the real pioneer, he
told us. They built a cabin in the wilder-
ness and she stayed with three children
150 miles from where he worked—and
loved it! In the beginning he would only
take sporadic trips to town to work when
they couldn’t live off the country. He had
run a trapline and had just about done
everything else we ever heard of being
done in that wild land. He told us that
wolverines were the most overplayed
animals in stories of cunning and de-
struction. Those people talk about the
unusual and dramatic in such a casual

. manner and with such positive fact that
you've just got to believe them. Every
person we met, including a waitress and
a chambermaid who had been in Alaska
over two years, has a real story to tell!

Bob Hope called Fourth Street in An-
chorage “the longest bar in the world.”
It was partially destroyed by the earth-
quake but two-thirds of a block left
standing across the street from our room
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in the Holiday Inn reeled off a contin-
uous show of what our influence is doing
to some of the Eskimos. There were four
saloons in this partial block and I could
write a book on what we saw! We had a
ringside seat to one of the busiest skid
rows in the world! The Eskimo’s system
has very little tolerance for liquor. Two
drinks and he is reeling. It is the first
time I had seen well dressed, nice look-
ing women staggering and falling on the
sidewalk! One lady of about forty-five
fell down three times, was hoisted to her
feet by the milling humanity and fell a
fourth time, her head striking the gutter
in what I thought surely must have
caused a concussion. She lay there for
a long time before someone finally
dragged her to a taxi and we saw no
more of her. This happened constantly—
they came in taxis and they left in taxis.
Eskimos have money—federal money—

‘and seemingly they can’t resist the lure

of liquor.

A teen-aged girl sat down in a door-
way, keeled over and passed out. A wino
tried to rouse her. but there was no
response. Another teen-aged girl nearly
passed her by, turned back and sat down
beside her. She also tried to rouse the

girl but to no avail. Finally, she too-

passed out, lying partially on the first
girl. No one paid them the slightest at-
tention except the old wino, and he finally
left. They were there when we went to
sleep at 11:00 p.m. I have wondered ever
since what happened to those two girls.

At 3:30 a.m. Cac was awakened to the
sound of fist on flesh. He calied me and
we were at our show window again. Six
Eskimos were fighting in the street. One
fell down and the other five were kicking
the living daylights out of him when we
heard a siren. They dragged him out of
sight and quickly disappeared.

Next morning it was exactly the same
—no one was sober with 'a hangover.
There were four American winos. We
never saw them eat or sleep. They were
seemingly accepted by the Eskimos. They
would pass a bottle of wine around and
each man would take a quick snort. Later
we learned that if he took more than one
drink he wasn’t asked to participate
again!

I am completely frustrated in trying to
condense so much into such a short space.
I was never good at trying to cram
a pillow into an empty Bull Durham
sack but I have got to condense here or
there won’t be any room left for the
good stories!

WALTER showed up next day and Bill

" Howard, Regional Manager for the
Alaska-Canada Division of Marathon Oil
Company, drove us to the airport. At a
highway intersection I nearly had heart
failure when I saw a big twin-motor
plane coming right at us. Bill calmly
pulled off the highway and informed us
that airplanes have priority over auto-
mobiles on Alaskan highways! He
further informed us that there were
more licensed pilots than licensed auto-
mobile drivers! 3

The flight from Anchorage to the Post
River country is just about unbelievable!
It isn’t hard to understand why Alaska
will never be an agricultural state. Snow-

This is the closest I came to a bath while
in the Post River country. Gawd, that
water’s cold!

covered peaks, saw-toothed ridges, up and
down  valleys—raw wilderness beauty.
Only a float plane pilot would have a
chance to come out alive if engine trouble
forced him down in that country.

How do you find one particular stalk
of grain in a wheat field? By the same
measure I couldn’t figure how Walter
found any particular valley in the maze
of wild country we were flying over.
He even found his gravel bar and we
came to a jolt and stopped in a wilder-
ness I’ll never. forget. The film crew

~ was there to meet us—eager for news of

the outside world. We took a brief tour
of the immediate surroundings. I had
to find out about tundra. It consists of
moss, grass, etc. that freezes in winter
and is a very soft cushion in summer.
Muskeg is a sort of marshland—tundra
in water, you might say. Walter lived
in-a tent while carving out a cabin from
the surrounding forest. It is amazing
what some people can do with a few tools
and their bare hands. You can talk about
beauty until people get tired of it, but
that cabin sits on a high spot that over-
looks the valley and is surrounded by
snowcapped mountains in a setting that
absolutely defies description!

Our “Post-Hilton” hotel was a small
tent with a tiny heater—very rough but
it kept us alive and that seems to be the
name of the game in that part of the
country. Our first introduction to wild
life was to witness a caribou trotting
along the opposite bank just before dark.
He was in an obvious hurry. We saw the
reason for that a few minutes later in
the form of a giant black wolf on his
trail.

Walter took us downstream to an old
abandoned silver mine called “Millionaire
Heights.” He had collected several lumps
of silver ore—one of which I could hardly
1ift, The owners of that mine are stymied
—they can’t get in with machinery to

True West



mine it and they can’t figure a way to
get the ore ‘'out if they do.

A great deal of time was spent in
shooting scenes for the movie but there
was plenty of time left for exploring.
A beautiful little creek ran into the Post
River in front of the cabin. I would have
loved to have had time to pan that creek
from beginning to end.

I was beginning to feel like a real old
sourdough when time was about up, so
we packed, took off from that gravel bar
and headed for a lake for a quick fishing
trip. In a matter of minutes the weather
ahead looked rough and we had to turn
back.

We headed for Anchorage while we
could still make it. Next morning Walter
headed back to camp and Bill Howard
flew us to a little stream off the west
side of lower Cook Inlet. We walked a
hundred yards up from where Polly
Creek enters the sea, and started fishing.
In five minutes I had hooked onto some-
thing that had its own ideas about where
it was going. What fighters those silver
salmon are! They fight like a tarpon
and look a little like that great game
fish. They all weighed over ten pounds.
To me, those few hours of fishing
were the high point of our trip. I had
never caught a salmon in my life and
neither had Cac. We were both hollering
and running around like excited young
boys—and that is exactly what we were
during the hours we spent on Polly
Creek.

An old sourdough was fishing just
across from us. He talked almost con-
stantly. “I don’t have to go up to the
fork—plenty of fish for me right here.
I smoke them and lay in a supply that
lasts all winter. Got two boys. They are
rich. The government sees to that.” I
could  see some bleak buildings in the
distance. He had an Eskimo wife and
had seemingly found utter contentment.
“I’'m happy,” he mumbled. “Wouldn’t go
back to the city for all the gold in
Alaska!”

In my excitement of catching those
salmon I didn’t get a chance to talk at
length with the old man. We were lug-
ging our catch and equipment back to
the plane when I began to realize that
I had missed a tremendous story. The
only thing he sees of civilization is an
occasional fisherman or hunter. He is
closer to Russia than to his own state
capital. I think of that old man and his
philosophy every day and I wonder why
life has to speed by so fast that you
can’t crowd in something as important
as finding out more about this old man’s
story. It is one of those fleeting oppor-
tunities you have to grab hold of some-
thing really fascinating—and you miss
it because. . . .

As the plane lifted out over the waters
of Cook Inlet, I looked down on the
bleak little building that was his home.
Even during the exultation of talking
about our successful and exciting fish-
ing I felt deep down sad for a moment
when I realized that I would never see
him again.

I have got to cut this off somewhere
and I guess this is as good a place as
any. See you later.—Hosstail.
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Fantastic Money Pit
(Continued from page 44)
troublesome pirate tunnel. After a dozen
unsuccessful attempts, claimed Nixon,

. the auger struck timbers at 142 feet,
and then dropped until it hit something
solid at 176 feet that sounded like a
hollow drum.” It should be noted that
these holes were not.in the Money Pit.

Just when Nixon appeared confident
of success, his funds ran out and his
lease expired, and before new funds could
be obtained a New Jersey firm took up
the option. It was an unfortunate break
for Nixon who had apparently accumu-
lated enough money to purchase the is-
land outright—just two days late!

Headed by Gilbert Hedden, the Ameri-
can group attacked the problem with
modern machinery, including a powerful
1000-gallon-per-minute electric pump.
This pump kept the water under control
while powerful electric drills probed the
subterranean depths for the treasure
chamber. The mutilated Money Pit was
again tackled and cleared to a depth of
155 feet. In the next two years Hedden
sank yet another shaft, about 25 feet in
diameter, near the fabled Money Pit. A
tunnel was then driven into the Money
Pit so as to form a diversion for the
water-filled shaft. In the end, however,
it was always the same; the water pro-
blem could not be overcome, and this
group had to abandon work also.

In 1950 Oak Island’s fantastic Money
Pit was ravished first by a 12-ton, then
20-ton, steam shovel. Both were unsuc-
cessful.

In 1955 a group of Texas oil firms
began drilling in the original Money Pit
which, over the years, had been all but
obliterated. Their findings tended to con-
firm the existence of a massive, cement-
encased vault or treasure chamber. This
led to the contention that the “metal-in-
pieces” detected at 98 feet had merely
been a ploy to discourage searchers from
locating the massive treasure chamber
below.

T IS ALMOST as astonishing as the

rebuffed treasure attempts that no
lives had been lost on Oak Island. On
several occasions collapsed pits and
flooded tunnels had nearly crushed or
drowned the workers; but it wasn’t until
1965 that a tragedy occurred.

Robert Rextall, a former circus per-
former from Hamilton, Ontario, acquired
search rights to the island in 1960 and,
together with wife Mildred and sons
Robert Jr. (24) and Ricky (14), took up
residence there. With finances totaling
$80,000, which included his life’s savings,
Rextall resolved to solve the mystery of
Oak Island. He was determined he could
succeed where others had failed. Part of
the equipment with which he hoped to
accomplish this feat was a powerful gaso-
line pump whose purpose would be to
control the flow of water.
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. - The day of the accident, in August 1965,
°ln WEST WAREHOUSE SALE! Rextall was digging along the shore of
Smith’s Cove, working in a pit, when he
was overcome by carbon monoxide fumes
-y | emitted by the gasoline pump. Robert and
' - two local workers leapt into the 27-foot
SAVE OVER . A . shaft to rescue him, but they also died.
. o ‘ o The tragedy came only a few short
months after Rextall announced that he

had located the drain.

The death of these four men, however
tragic, did nothing to dampen other men’s
enthusiastic search for the legendary
treasure. Robert Dunfield, a petroleum
geologist from Los Angeles, California,
first became interested in the treasure
while Rextall was working on the island.
To raise money to continue the search,
Rextall had been forced to sell Dunfield
more and more shares, and thus, more
and more control. The two men then be-
came involved in a power struggle over
how to proceed. Dunfield preferred heavy
excavations, while Rextall maintained
that such work would destroy all surface
and underground clues.

After Rextall’s death, Dunfield and his
eleven-man group brought to the small
island a 97-ton claim digger. He was in-
tent on excavating a 50-foot-wide trench
across the Money Pit to a depth of 180
feet, if necessary.

Through the later days of November
and early December the work progressed
smoothly, and Dunfield reached a depth
of 136 feet in the first thirty days. Then
Christmas rolled around and the crew,
refusing to work over the holiday, re-
turned home. They ignored his pleas to
continue. Dunfield tried without success
to hire a new crew to ecomplete the dig-
ging. An unseasonal thaw hit the area
and the ground grew softer with each
passing day. When the workmen returned,
the pit was in danger of collapsing; and
Dunfield, poorer by $100,000, was de-
feated.

It was shortly after this effort that
David Tobias, a Montreal manufacturer,
became interested in the island. Tobias
approached Mr. Chappell for permission
to dig. Chappell, you will recall, was
directly involved in the treasure hunt of
1932, but his association with the island
dates back to his father’s unsuccessful
efforts of 1897.

In 1967 Tobias contacted Dan C. Blank-
enship, a Miami construction contractor
who was one of the men who had been
involved with the Dunfield ‘Company.
Blakenship had first visited the island
after reading an account of the treasure
hunt in Readers Digest. At first he was
content with purchasing shares in the
Dunfield operations, but in the next three
years he become disillusioned with the
massive and fruitless excavations, and
was determined to be in charge of the
work himself. Unfortunately, he had in-

s mﬁ omaniis ST <

Seeanir=y vested heavily with Dunfield, and when
: ; the latter failed, Blankenship did not have
the finances to continue on his own.
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Under Tobias, Blankenship was put in
complete charge of the operations. His
first order of business was research. He
spent weeks going through all pertinent
data on Oak Island and the work which
had been done there. He examined maps,
diaries and correspondence—some dating
back to 1795. After examining every lead
and clue Blankenship proceeded to go
over the island inch by inch.

Finally they began drilling with a new
kind of percussion drill which was de-
signed to reach great depths quickly. The
first tests detected a number of cavities
(considered to be rooms) in the vicinity
of the Money Pit. Some were below bed-
rock at a depth of 212 feet. This was a far
greater depth than any of the previous
diggings, and when the drill was with-
drawn it brought up small chips of wood,
tiny fragments of china, and even a
piece of brass—the latter from 196 feet!

Encouraged by the early results, Tobias
returned to Montreal for backing, and
early in 1970 Triton Alliance Ltd. was
formed. The Company included Donald
Webster, a Toronto financier; George
Jennison, former president of the Toronto
Stock Exchange; Kerry Ellard, and of
course Tobias, Blankenship and Chappell.
With backing from nearly two dozen in-
vestors, they amassed over $500,000 for
the search.

In the spring of 1970, Triton began
construction of a new cofferdam at Smug-
gler’s Cove (formerly Smith’s Cove) in an
attempt to block off the drain system
first discovered in the 1850s. Remains of
the old cofferdam were quickly located
and, to the satisfaction of the workers,
were found to be 120 feet within their
own.

Then they made a new discovery.
Buried beneath the sea bed near the in-
side of the 1970 dam was found the first
of three 30-foot logs. The logs were pre-
cisely notched at each four-foot mark,
and each had Roman numerals carved in
them. It was supposed that the notches
had been cut to hold square uprights
doweled into place. The logs when found,
formed a “U”-shaped structure with the
open end facing the shore. It was there-
fore assumed to have been part of a cof-
ferdam constructed by the original dig-
gers to protect the workers on the
complex drain system.

Kelly Ellard, in a 1971 issue of Week-
end Magazine declared; “Carbon-dating
performed on samples of the uprights in-
dicate that they are approximately 250
years old, and a nail drawn from the logs
has been identified as handmade wrought
iron, probably forged prior to 1790.”

T IS SAID that the Triton organization

recovered a hand-crafted, heart-shaped,
stone which was forwarded to the Smith-
sonian Institution for examination. The
Institution reported that identical stones
had also been found in pirate communal
banks in Haiti and Madagascar. The dis-
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covery was considered important because
it seemed to indicate that pirates were the
mysterious builders of the Money Pit and
its supposed treasure chamber.

The most exciting discovery was yet to
come, however. Encouraged by prelimi-
nary drillings, Triton Alliance brought to
the island a special waterproof television
camera which was gently lowered into the
bowels of the earth. On September 16,
1972, while Blankenship monitored in a
nearby shaft, the closed-circuit camera
was eased down the 27” wide shaft. At
240 feet below the surface the camera
recorded what appeared to be a large
vault or chamber. Blankenship was cer-
tain he saw three chests, though’ he
cautiously admitted, “After all this time,
I may be seeing what I want.”

The technology of television soon re-
vealed an even more dramatic and grisly
scene however, for in the same chamber
as the three-chests, Blankenship is con-
vinced he also saw a hand. The hand,
still with flesh, was thought to have been
severed at the wrist by the drill. This
discovery also lends credence to pirates,
for it was their common practice to bury
one of their own men with a treasure so
that the spirit could stand guard.

Excitedly Blankenship summoned other
members of the group to view the object.
One by one they confirmed his opinion
that it was indeed a hand. One man,
replying to Blankenship’s suggestion that
the object was a glove, declared, “Glove,
hell! I can see the damn hones sticking
out!”

It was generally reported that there
were no photographs of the treasure
chamber with its chests, hand, or skull.
Recently I examined hundreds of photos
of the work done by Triton Alliance, none
of which included closed-circuit pictures
of the underground vault. However, in the
February 1973 issue of Esquire were two
photographs of particular interest. One
was supposed to be a picture of a human
skull, while the second was said to depict
a chest and a hand.

After close examination, I failed to
find any resemblance whatsoever be-
tween the photo and a human skull. How-
ever, the other picture was much more
promising.  Although ' understandably
blurry, it did indicate a box-like object
which could be a treasure chest. To detect
a hand in the picture requires an even
greater imagination. True, the stump of
a wrist with finger-like protrusions is
vaguely apparent. Overall, however, the
picture is much too vague for such a de-
finite assumption as was put forth.

Borehole 10X, the name given to
this particular shaft, is located some 200
feet northeast of the Money Pit. Blanken-
ship, like a growing number of people,
felt that the Money Pit was merely a di-
version to keep searchers from discover-
ing the treasure chamber in another loca-
tion. The images seen on the closed-circuit

(Continued on page 56)
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THESE FOLKS?

iystery photos!

The following fragments of information are
all we have. On photo number 1, the fol-
lowing is written on back: Drs. Miller,
Caldwell, & Furguson. Photo 2: on front,
Purcell’'s Studio; Little Sioux, Iowa. Photo
3: on front, West Side Studio; Nevada,
Missouri. Photo 4: on back, L. Bumo, Pho-
tographer; Little Sioux, lowa. Photo 5: on
back, Will L. Hoff, Portrait & Landscape
Photographer, South Side lowa Avenue,
Dunlap, Iowa (1882). Photo 6: no informa-
tion. Photo 7: on back, Grandma, Grandpa,
Ella, & Doctor: Mrs. E. F. Miller, Verdella,
Missouri. Photo 8: postcard photo, no in-
formation. Photo 9: on front. Dixson (photog-
rapher):; Liberal, Missouri. Photo 10: on
back, W. P. Groube, Photographer: Logan,
Iowa.
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(Continued from page 53)

camera in borehole 10X led Blankenship
to conduct a series of dives into the nar-
row water-filled shaft. Borehole 10X
extended 240 feet below the surface and
bedrock, and into some sort of chamber.
The first 180 feet of the shaft was re-
inforced with a 27" wide metal pipe.

Because of the murky waters Blanken-
ship was unable to distinguish anything.
He was certain, however, that he was in-
deed within a chamber, but he could not
tell whether it was natural or man-made.
During one of these dives, 120 feet below
water-level, Blankenship nearly became
the island’s fifth victim. During a routine
dive his air hose got kinked and his main
oxygen supply was cut off. An article
written by Tom Tiede for the Saint John
newspaper, Evening Times-Globe in 1972,
records Blankenship’s statement. “I had
this emergency air tank strapped to my
leg. Good thing. I told my men to get me
out of there. As it was, by the time I got
out (slowly to prevent the bends) I had
one breath of air left.”

Although Oak Island has stymied treas-
ure seekers throughout the years, regard-
less of equipment, ingenuity, or finances,
Triton Alliance Ltd. continues to search
for what is considered to be the greatest
treasure trove of all time. No one can
confirm or deny the existence of such a
treasure, but let us consider the facts.

(1) A shaft was sunk to at least
170 feet and systematically refilled,
placing logs at each ten-foot mark. ]

(2) The shaft was protected by at least
two artificial tunnels which conveyed
water from the ocean. One entered the pit
at 111 feet, with a second entering at
about 150 feet.

(3) A complex drain system was con-
structed along a 145-foot stretch of
Smith’s Cove nowcalled Smuggler’s Cove.
From it five sub-drains led into the water
tunnel.

Ignoring for a moment the discoveries
of parchment, link of chain, inseribed
stone, metal-in-pieces, iron at 171 feet,
large treasure chambers, etc., consider
the time and energy required to complete
the above construction, It is estimated the
task must have taken at least 200 men
at least two years to complete. Calcu-
lating the work involved, it is sheer fan-
tasy to imagine there is nothing buried
below; that, as skeptics would have you
believe, it is merely one fantastic hoax.
Imagine, if you can, 200 men busily em-
ployed at hard labor for two years just
to create a hoax—and in the 1500s at
that! Tt is absurd to visualize the con-
struction of such an elaborate system for
any purpose other than the concealment

of a massive fortune.

What is the treasure and who buried
it? Although its value can only be con-
jecture, most agree it must be fantastic
indeed for someone to have taken such
elaborate measures to protect it. What
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the treasure is, and who the original dig-
gers were, are considered the greatest
mysteries of all. Although other sugges-
tions have been brought forth, pirates are
considered the most likely. However it
seems unlikely that pirates would have
the patience to complete the task. More
important, they were a rough and lawless
breed and weren’t exceptionally adept in
the skills and ingenuity required for such
a massive undertaking.

Dan Blankenship offered another theory
which is not as far-fetched as some of the
ideas put forth. During the mid-1500s the
Spaniards were busy transporting gold
and silver from the Americas. Blanken-
ship suggests that it would have been
easy for a large fleet of treasure-laden
ships to divert part of the convoy to Oak
Island. While these vessels buried the
wealth they had on board, the remainder
of the fleet continued to Spain. Once there
they would record the diverted ships as

. having been lost in a storm, not at all

uncommon. Using this procedure it would
not take long to amass an unbelievably
large fortune.

Over the years many theories of what
the treasure actually is have been brought
forth: Inca treasure, the treasure of Tum-
bez, Crown Jewels of France, the booty
of Captain Kidd, and even the Holy Grail.

Since its discovery, the Money Pit has
been ravaged so many times its precise
location has long since been lost. Mean-
while the surface of the small crescent-
shaped island has been marred by the

‘relentless efforts of at least fifteen major

operations. Shafts have been sunk, tun-
nels pushed through, holes drilled, dams
built, and huge pits excavated; yet no
one seems to be nearer to recovering the
treasure and unlocking the secret of Oak
Island than were the original finders.

According to a write-up in The Wall
Street Journal of August 26, 1975 the
“go-for-broke” effort by Triton will take
place in the summer of 1976.

The President and the Gunfighter
(Continued from page 21)

of an old Dodge City crony, Michael
Westernhouse Sutton:

Office of the

Advertising Manager

The Morning Telegraph

Long Acre Building

Broadway, 43rd and 44th Streets
New York

Dec. 21, 1911

Col. Theodore Roosevelt
The Outlook,
New York City.

My dear Mr. Roosevelt:-

I enclose you herewith a page of the
Morning Telegraph on which you will
find a letter written to me by Judge Sut-
ton of Dodge City, Kansas. Judge Sutton,
in my opinion, is one of the best posted
men, politically, in the west. He has lived
in Kansas since the buffalo days and has
always been a consistent and aggressive
Republican. I think highly of Judge
Sutton’s opinion.

With best wishes for a merry Christ-
mas-and a happy new year, I am, ....

Sincerely yours,
W. B. Masterson

During the latter part of their Dodge
City years, Bat and Mike Sutton were
bitter enemies. Obviously the passage
of thirty years had healed their differ-
ences. Roosevelt’s reply was short and
sweet:

Dec. 23rd, 1911
Dear Bat:

That is an interesting letter from
Judge Sutton. Do come and let me see
you sometime.

Sincerely yours,
Theodore Roosevelt

AT the same time Roosevelt wrote this
note, he was emerging as a key
figure in a notable political movement.
Many Republicans were dissatisfied with
Roosevelt’s successor, William Howard
Taft. There was a serious party split,
and several Republicans, called “Pro-
gressives” established what was dubbed
the “Bull Moose” party. During 1912
Theodore Roosevelt became its standard
bearer. He coined a phrase when he told
reporters: “My hat is in the ring.”

Before he became the official head of
the Progressive Party, however, T. R.
made one more stab at winning the reg-
ular Republican Convention in Chicago.
Bat sent him this message on the eve
of the big event:

The Morning Telegraph
June 1, 1912

Col. Theodore Roosevelt
Associate Editor,

The Outlook,

New York City.

My dear Colonel:-

I have arranged to attend the Chicago
convention to do all I can against you,
of course. Before going, however, I
would like to have a few moments talk
with you and would like for you to sug-
gest a convenient time for me to call.

It seems to me that the only place
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in which you have not slugged the bosses
over the ropes is right here in New York,
but you’ll get to them in time and when
I see them taking the count maybe 1
won’t laugh. !
Sincerely yours,
W. B. Masterson

June 3rd, 1912
My dear Mr. Masterson:

Your letter has come to the office this

morning and I think the best plan is to
reply straightaway that Mr. Roosevelt
could see you at the Outlook office either
tomorrow morning or tomorrow after-
noon before four o’clock.

Faithfully yours,

(Unsigned)

Secretary

The Republican Convention opened in
Chicago on June 18. Roosevelt suffered
a resounding defeat when President Wil-
liam Howard Taft was renominated by
his party. The final tally was 561 votes
for Taft and 107 for Roosevelt. The
latter now had little choice left but to
join the Progressive Party.

Office of the
Advertising Manager
The Morning Telegraph
Long Acre Building
Broadway, 43rd and 44th Streets
New York
July 9, 1912
Col. Theodore Roosevelt,
Outlook office,
City.
My dear Colonel:- .

I would like to see you sometime
Thursday afternoon on what I consider
a matter of more or less importance in
connection with the Progressive cam-
paign this fall. I think I can explain
matters so that it won’t be necessary
to take up more then ten minutes of
your time. If you will have your sec-
retary indicate to me if the time I have
suggested will be convenient for you, or,
if not, fix the time for me to call, I will
make it a point to be there.

Very truly yours,
W. B. Masterson

Roosevelt’s reply is not included in
his papers. On election day Roosevelt
beat Taft by a vote of 4,119,507 to 3,-
484,956, and was defeated in turn by the
Democratic candidate, Woodrow Wilson.

The next few letters between Bat and
Teddy Roosevelt dealt mostly with
Progressive politics:

Office of the
Advertising Manager
The Morning Telegraph
Long Acre Square
New York

March 1, 1913

Col. Theodore Roosevelt
Outlook Office,

287 Fourth Ave., City.
Dear Mr. Roosevelt:-

I enclose herewith a letter from Frank-
lin Bernard which might interest you.
You will probably remember that I
showed you one of Mr. Bernard’s letters
some time ago and you told me the next
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time Mr. Bernard came to the city you
would like to see him. You can read this
letter at your leisure and if there are any
suggestions you wish to make you can
advise me of same or write to Mr. Ber-
nard personally. Mr. Bernard is an ac-
tive Bull Mooser in Colorado and a
stanch supporter of yours.
With very best wishes for your good

health, I am,

Sincerely yours,

W. B. Masterson

March 4th 1913

Dear Bat: :

I am much interested in Mr. Bernard’s
letter, but I hardly like to advise when
necessarily I cannot know all the facts.
I wish that Democratic Progressives
could be taken in as well as Republicans,
and I think it would be ruin for the
Progressives to make an alliance with
any of the old gang of the Big Steve and
Archie crowd. I wish I could answer you
more definitely.

Faithfully yours,
T. Roosevelt

Sept. 1, 1913

Col. Theodore Roosevelt,
The Outlook,

287 - 4th Avenue,

New York City.

My dear Col. Roosevelt :-

I send you herewith communications
which I received from Mr. Franklin
Bernard this morning. Mr. Bernard seems
to be having some trouble in keeping the
politicians and office seekers of the
Progressive party in Colorado in line.
I conclude from his letter that he would
like to have you lay down the law to the
Colorado Progressives.

Mr. Bernard is a sincere, conscientious
worker for the Progressive cause and
knowing the character of the general run
of Colorado politicians as I do, I can well
imagine the trouble Mr. Bernard is hav-
ing in holding the Progressives together.

I’m satisfied you’ll know what to do
and say \when you read these communica-
tions.

Very respectfully yours,
W. B. Masterson

September 2, 1913

Dear Bat:
In the same mail with your letter came
a letter from Mr. Bernard to me. I
thoroughly sympathise with Mr. Ber-
nard’s difficulties, but I do not want to
lay down the law anywhere at present.
I shall take the matter up with the
heads of the Progressive Service. I am
just about to start for South America,
and I will have to take this whole matter
up when I get back in the spring.. .
Sincerely yours,
Theodore Roosevelt

Sept. 23, 1913

Col. Theodore Roosevelt,
The Outlook
New York City.

My dear Col. Roosevelt:-

I would like to drop in before you
leave for South America and pay my
respects to you. If you will kindly set
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the day and hour for me to call I will
be greatly obliged.

Sincerely yours,

W. B. Masterson

ROOSEVELT and his party of six
sailed for South America on October
4, 1913. Their purpose was to collect
specimens for New York’s Museum of
Natural History and to map Brazil’s
River of Doubt. Roosevelt’s health was
broken permanently by this trip. He con-
tracted jungle fever and almost died.
When he arrived back in New York on
May 19, 1914 Roosevelt was thirty-five
pounds lighter, and had to be assisted
down his ship’s gangplank. It is not
known if Bat was aware of Teddy’s
health when he wrote his next letter:

The Morning Telegraph
June 23, 1914

Col. Theodore Roosevelt,
¢/o The Outlook
287 - 4th Ave., City.

My dear Col. Roosevelt:-

It would afford me great pleasure tc
call and see you at the office of The
Outlook whenever convenient to you. ]
made no effort to see you on your return
from South America for the reason tha
I realized you would be in something of
a jam with leaders of the Progressive
party and well wishers generally, and
that your time would be fully occupied
until you left for Spain.

If you will kindly let me know when
to call I will regard it as a very greal
favor. Meanwhile I wish you the best
of health and good fortune.

Sincerely yours,
W. B. Masterson

June 26, 1914

W. B. Masterson, Esq.
Morning Telegraph

New York City.

My dear Mr. Masterson:-

Mr. Roosevelt asks me to say that if
you will call at this office next Wed:
nesday morning at ten o’clock he will be
very glad to see you.

Sincerely yours,
(unsigned)
Acting-Secretary to Mr.
Roosevelt.

Most likely, Teddy really wanted tc
see Bat. Unfortunately, upon arrival for
his appointment, Bat was informed of
Roosevelt’s serious illness, and Bat was
discreet enough to leave. He sent a let-
ter to Roosevelt in which he played
dumb on his friend’s actual condition:

The Morning Telegraph
July 6, 1914

Col. Theodore Roosevelt,
Oyster Bay, N. Y.

My dear Col. Roosevelt:-

I didn’t wait to see you last Wednes-
day morning as I was informed by your
secretary, Mr. McGrath, that you were
pretty well tired out from your ftrip;
also, that you would be quite busy with
personal matters after reaching your
office.

As I had nothing important to take up
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with you and called merely to shake you
by the hand and express my gratifica-
tion at your safe return from the jungle
I decided to leave and wait for a more
convenient time for you to see me.

I would like, however, to make an
appointment with you for Wednesday,
the fifteenth, at Progressive headquar-
‘ters in the Forty-Second Street Building
at any hour you name. Also, I would like
to bring along Captain Donnelley, of
Nevada, whose card I enclose herewith.
The Captain is a Western pioneer and
an excellent citizen and informs me that
he once met you at Reno some years
ago when you spoke there and would
be delighted to renew the acquaintance.

With very best wishes, T am,

Sincerely yours,
W. B. Masterson

Bat was obviously optimistic enough
to think that it would only take Roose-
velt nine days to bounce back from his
illness. In truth, Theodore Roosevelt
never really recovered from the effects
of his South American jungle fever.

At this point a lapse of three years
oceurs in which, presumably, no letters
were kept. By then Bat Masterson was
sixty-three and Roosevelt was fifty-eight.

On April 2, 1917 President Wilson
asked Congress to declare war upon
Germany. One week later, the fifty-
eight-year-old Roosevelt saw President
Wilson, and requested permission to lead
a Rough Rider-type regiment against
the Germans in France. While Roosevelt
was waiting for Wilson’s reply he got
some good-natured kidding from his old
friend Masterson.

The Morning Telegraph
Editorial Department

W. B. Masterson

May 14, 1917

Col. Theodore Roosevelt
- Metropolitan Magazine,
432 Fourth Avenue,
New York City.

My dear Col. Roosevelt:-

I wish you would arrange for an ap-
pointment with Tex Rickard and myself
to meet you at your office when con-
venient. We want to tell you how to
organize your European expedition and
how to win your battles when you get
there. You know Tex and I are wonders
in matters of this kind. Anyway, I
would like to have you make a date for
us.
With kindest regards, I am,

Sincerely yours,
W. B. Masterson

Tex Rickard was, of course, the famous
boxing promoter who built the new
Madison Square Garden and promoted
prize fighting’s first “Million Dollar
Gate.” Rickard was a highly colorful
character whose friends included Wyatt
Earp and Al Capone. When Bat Master-
son died Rickard was one of his pall
bearers.

May 15, 1917
Dear Mr. Masterson:

With reference to your letter of May
14th, will you call at Metropolitan Mag-
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azine office, with Mr. Rickard at about
12 o’clock noon, Saturday next, May
19th?
Sincerely yours,
Theodore Roosevelt

Thus ends the known correspondence
betweeen Bat Masterson and the twenty-
sixth President of the United States.
Roosevelt never got a chance to serve in
World War I; President Wilson turned
him down. Teddy’s four sons did serve,
however, and one of them, Quentin, was
killed in an aerial battle on July 14,
1918. Roosevelt was a broken man. On
January 6, 1919 he died in his sleep at
the age of sixty.

The end came for Bat Masterson only
two years later, on October 25, 1921, in
his office at the Morning Telegraph.
After finishing his daily column, he took
out a pack of Chesterfields. Bat never
lit his cigarette. A massive heart attack
killed him instantly.

I want to express special thanks to
John Kavanaugh of the Microtext Divi-
sion of -the Harvard College Library,
Cambridge, Massachusetts, for his tire-
less assistance in locating and photo-
graphing the Roosevelt/Masterson let-
ters that were buried in a collection of
over 100,000 Roosevelt papers.

Broncs and Stompers
(Continued from page 16)

“Frenchy” borrowed Amberson’s
spurs, chaps and saddle. Boyd snubbed
Black Demon up to be saddled while
Taylor got set to keep the bronc from
bucking into the crowd. Stanley had
already ridden among the spectators and
his hat was heavy with silver coins he
had collected.

The little horse was saddled without
trouble, then Frenchy stepped up and
across him. The horse went straight up,
so Amberson threw the buck-rein in the
direction of the rider and the show was
on. Frenchy never did get his foot in the
“off” stirrup. He froze to the horn with
both hands, hung on and rattled. Speak-
ing of rubber necks, he really had one,
for at the top of every jump the back of
his head would whack him between the
shoulder blades. When the horse hit the
ground, his chin would bounce off his
breast bone. Black Demon was a running
bucker. He jumped fast and lit hard. He
bucked away from the crowd, toward
a church and ‘schoolhouse standing side
by side with a twenty-foot space be-
tween. The horse whirled and went be-
tween the buildings. When he emerged,
Frenchy’s head was still attached, so
Al Taylor took out after them. The
horse bucked about fifty yards farther
then settled down to .run, but Taylor
soon had the buck-rein and brought him
to a stop. The rider dismounted and
walked back with a big smile while the
crowd razzed and kidded him.

Stanley rode up and said, “Say, feller!
That was the damndest ride I ever saw,
but I reckon you sure earned the ten
dollars!”

About a month after this Logan rodeo,
I read a news item stating that Dick
Stanley had become champion rider of
the world at the Cheyenne Frontier Days
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Celebration by riding “Steamboat,” the
greatest bucker that ever was, to a
finish.

It was in September, 1914, at the
Montana State Fair in Helena that 1
saw “Steamboat.” Irwin’s Wild West
Show was putting on the entertainment
between races. During the show, a cow-
boy led out a black horse with three
white socks and the announcer intro-
duced him as the original “Steamboat.”
He was showing his age but still buck-
ing, not like he did in younger days, of
course, but his spirit was never broken.
As a contest horse he was successfully
ridden only twice. Once at the “Moun-
tains and Plains” Denver celebration
at the turn of the century by Lew Minor
of the Owyhee country of Idaho, the
other being Dick Stanley’s ride at Chey-
enne in 1908. ;

Soon after his Helena appearance, the

horse was killed accidentally at Ogden,
Utah., The Irwin Wild West Show was
unloading its stock from railroad cars
and the old horse fell and was crippled
so badly that he died.

Dick Stanley was also killed while he
was riding Black Demon on exhibition.
The horse fell with him while bucking.
After riding bad horses most of his life,
after riding Steamboat to become world
champion, and after making many rides
on Black Demon, it was that showy little
horse that did him in.

MONTANA has produced many lady

bronc - stompers. There was Brown-
ie Reynolds, mother of the riding Rey-
nolds boys Ben, John, and Louie. They
hailed from Melrose. Then there was
“Buckskin” Marie Gibson from around
Havre; and the Greenough girls, Marge
and Alice, of Red Lodge to name a few.

The best of them all, though, was Fannie
Sperry of the Helena Valley. She was
the gal who would bring the crowds to
their feet when she would come out of a
chute with her spurs hung high in the
brone’s shoulders. There were no hobbled
stirrups for Fannie. She rode like a man.
The only thing unmannish about her
rides was the hair she wore in a long
braid that would swing and pop in the
air with every jump.

When I was attending the St. Charles
boarding school in Helena, I chanced
to notice a beautiful hand-carved silver
mounted saddle hanging in a hardware
store. The printed inscription read: “This
is the saddle won by Fannie Sperry of
Helena, Montana, a world champion
brone rider at Calgary Stampede, 1912.”

That fall Fannie got permission to use
the St. Charles baseball and football
park to stage a show, with the stipula-
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tion that all students be admitted free.
It was a chilly, blustery day and I don’t
believe there were six paid admissions
on the grounds. All we students were
there, so the show went on anyway.
Fannie, her husband Bill Steele, and
her brother Walt each rode a couple of
saddle brones and a couple of bareback
brones.

Fannie made most of the North Mon-
tana and Canadian shows for many
years. In the early days Margaret Getts,
a champion relay race rider, and Fanny
made the shows together. Margaret, a
good cowgirl, grew up and got her
training on the N. S. Ranch northwest
of Cascade, Montana. Those two were
‘a hard pair to beat in their respective
acts and generally came home winners.

Margaret married a cattle buyer
whose name was McCartney. They set-
tled on a ranch in the vicinity of Square
Butte between Cascade and Fort Shaw,
and she gave up race riding. Fannie, on
the other hand, didn’t give up bronc
riding for many years.

Her husband, Bill Steele, was quite a
horse trader and somewhat of a stomper
but not as good as Fannie, and he ad-
mitted it. Once when a rancher was
dealing with him for a saddlehorse, he
inquired if the horse were gentle.

Bill said, “That horse is plumb gentle.
My wife rides him!”’

The names, Margaret Getts McCart-
ney and Fannie Sperry Steele, are both
entered in the Cowboy Hall of Fame. I
know of no other names in all Montana
more entitled to the honor.

e\Y/HO CARES” was a bucker that

made quite a name at the big-time
rodeos. I first saw this horse when our
family was living at St. Peter, Montana,
where my dad had leased the Mission
Ranch.

As a yearling, Who Cares strayed
from his range in the Sullivan Hills into
a pasture belonging to Laurin LeFevre,
our neighbor. Since he had no brand,
Laurin notified the stock inspector. No-
body ever claimed the colt, so the brand
inspector called an auction sale. Some
man bid five dollars, then Laurin bid
six, and the colt was his. Right then the
colt was named “Five and One” which
was the title he bucked under the first
couple years of his career.

As a four-year-old, Five and One was
turned over to Tommy Lemire to be
broken to ride. Tommy was a good rider
but strong on using the spurs. If a horse
had a jump in him, he would surely buck
with young Lemire in the middle of him.

The horse was inclined to be gentle,
though, and Tommy had no trouble with
him on the first ride when he used Five
and One to bring in a bunch of horses.
After the horses were corralled, Five
and One was turned in with them, still
wearing the saddle and bridle, while we
roped out a couple of brones. Nothing
seemed to bother him; he just” walked
around keeping out of the way. I was
amazed to see a green horse act so calm.

Next morning, Tommy rode Five and
One to the Sullivan Hills accompanied
by his brother and a young neighbor.
They started a wild bunch of horses in

the Sheep Creek vicinity. The horses
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took off up the side of the high steep
Sheep Mountain with the boys in hot
pursuit. About half-way to the top, some-
thing went wrong—something that
caused a good saddle horse to be spoiled
in the making, but caused a good rodeo
horse to be born. Maybe it was the fact
that the horse was out of wind and the
pain of those everlasting spurs in his
ribs aggravated him. At any rate, Five
and One whirled and came back down
the hill making fifty-foot jumps with
plenty of twist in them.

Young Tommy Lemire was uncon-
scious when the two boys reached him,
so they carried him to a spot where they
could pick him up with a Ford Model-T.
He was bruised badly and was crippled
for a week, but no bones were broken.
A month or so later he decided to try the
horse again, but was barely seated in the
saddle when he again hit the ground.

During the summer of 1925, the town
of Wolf Creek, Montana staged a rodeo
every Sunday. Each time Five and One
drew a different rider, and each time
was able to unseat him. Finally Mick
O’Mara managed to make a ride on him
in a clamp saddle, or a “saddle with a
roof” as they were called. Those saddles
were built on a Fremont tree with high-
dished cantle and a sixteen-inch fork
that came back over the rider’s thighs.
Clamp saddles were barred from rodeo
competition but could be used for ex-
hibition rides.

Mike and Fred Reed, rodeo performers
of Stanford, were buying up stock to
put on their own shows, so they bought
Five and One. They immediately
changed the brone’s name to “Who
Cares.”

On the Fourth of July in 1925, I was
in the bleachers at a Great Falls rodeo
where they were using Reed stock. Out
of a chute came John Shipp riding Who

) Cares. Now, John was a threat for first

money at any rodeo, but on the fifth
jump he went out of the saddle and came
down behind the horse, standing straight
on his feet. He never moved a muscle,
just stood there and watched the brone
buck away from him. I can imagine the
language he was using as he stood there
like a statue.

Who Cares successfully unseated
many more bronc busters. Finally, a
qualified ride was made by Pete Knight,
a world champion and travelling profes-
sional rider.

And speaking of rodeo riders, when
someone tells me that brone riders
aren’t as good as they used to be, I have
to disagree. For one thing, the stock
they use in the big shows are in top
condition, full of oats and rearing to go.
They are stronger and more willing to
perform than the grass-fed buckers of
years gone by.

Also, since rodeo riding has become
a top sport in our nation, we have plenty
of professional cowboys around. The
competition is tough and the rider’s
rules are more striet than they used to
be. To get in the money, they have to
be good; damned good! My battered
Stetson is off to every one of them.

Even so, my heart is still with the old-
time bronc riders, long gone, that I
heard about, saw perform and personally

—ROACHES?

WIPE OUT
THE NEST

Guaranteed
Chain reaction
of death to all!

PROKEM has the formula to rid homes of
roaches and waterbugs—up to 5 years.
Simply place PROKEM where roaches and
waterbugs will readily eat it, then return
to their nests to die. A chain reaction starts
and all roaches, waterbugs and their eggs
are overcome. Death eliminates them as
health hazards and pests.
ODORLESS—SAFE TO USE
PROKEM—a pure white powder, odorless
and harmless to humans and pets but sure
death to roaches and waterbugs. Buy from
the manufacturer and save.
Rid Roaches From an 8 Room House
for Only $3.95—2 for $6.90 ppd.
Guranteed effective up to 5 years if used as
directed. Send check or M.O:

TEXMO guite 16068

64 Surf Dr.
Lewisville, Texas 75067

:Il‘lIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII:
H “SECRET SYMBOLS & NUMBERS— ™1
H ABORIGINAL AMERICA,” by Parry, ™
R G e e S e $3.00 @
m “AMATEUR GOLDFINDERS' GUIDE,”

F by OISOR -~ s il 2o e S lnescn 7 $2.00
H “WHERE—HOW SEARCH—GOLD & I~
i SILVER MINES,” by Pomeroy, o
| (1881), 110 pages’ o i ik $3.95 m
u FRONTIER BOOKS !
= Dept. 805, Ft. Davis, Texas 79734 :
DO U T O N O O W O M O D D

! 2
TRAPS Write for Low as $4.95
Y FREE CATALOG
Traps without injury squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits, mink,
fox, raccoons, stray animals, pets, etc. 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-1|| Box 10880, Houston, Tex. 77018

PUBLISH YOUR BOOK IN 90 DAYS

Wanted: book manuscripts on all subjects.
Expert editing, design, manufacture and
marketing—all under one roof. Completed
books in 90 days. Low break-even. Two FREE
books and literature give details, costs, suc-
cess stories. Write or phone Dept.478

Exposition Press, Inc., 900 So. Oyster Bay
Rd., Hicksville, N.Y. 11801 (516) 822-5700

f’ vt
MEXICAN ?7% s

\
$ 995
Plus 75¢ Post.

Hand made, 12}, long,one piece steel polished to
mirror like finish.  Hilt guard,with 5'knuckles’
ives you a devastating fist of steel! Overall
ength 121", Engraved on one side with Spanish
Broverbs on honor and manliness,on the other with
eautiful local scenes. Comes with hand tooled
leather sheath. Sorry,no c.o.d. Not sold to N.Y.S.

residents.
BIG 3-DEPT. TW11MF, 150 NASSAU ST.N.Y.,N.Y.10038
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knew. It’s my hope that they are all
on the heavenly range with good salty
broncs between their knees, or are
walking the golden streets in high-
heeled boots.

STATEMENT OF OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT,
AND CIRCULATION required by the Act of
Congress, August 12, 1970; Section 3685, Title
39, United States Code. TRUE WEST, published bi-
monthly in Austin, Texas. Location of Publication
and General Business Offices: 1012 Edgecliff Ter-
race, Austin, Travis County, Texas 78704. Pub-
lisher, Joe Austell Small, P.O. Box 3338, Austin,
Texas 78764, Editor: Pat Wagner, P.O. Box 3338,
Austin, Texas 78764. Managing Editor: None.
Owner: Western Publications, Inc., 1012 Edge-
cliff Terrace, Austin, Texas 78704; Joe Austell
Small, sole shareholder. Average number of copies
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single issue: 26,361. Average total paid circulation
during last twelve months: 114,124; last single
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last twelve months: 500; last single issue: 500.
Average copies distributed during last twelve
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last single issue: 92,143. Average total distribution
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108,559. Average number during last twelve
months unaccounted, office use, left over, spoiled
after printing: 1,000; last single issue; 1,000.
(Signed) Pat Wagner, September 23, 1975.

Truly Western

(Continued from page 7)
fool didn’t even slow down when we hit
the farmyard driveway—just nicked my
leg on the open gatepost as he sailed
through. Straight to the barn he ran
to set ’er down on a dime with the fastest
stop in history. Any other time I would
have sailed head over heels, but this time
I stuck.

Ollie’s brother Gary stepped out of
the barn grinning from ear to ear and
I knew right off I'd been had! He had
to pull me off because I was stuck like
glue. ;

Sometime later Ollie rode in on my
motor bike and we all had a good laugh.
That was the first and the last time I
ever rode the Barnsour Racehorse.—
Gene Lamoreux, 313 Bartlett Street,
Muscatine, Iowa 52761

Wealthy at Six; Bankrupt at Seven

Regarding “Outwitting the Daltons,”
in the August 75 TRUE WEST, so did
I get ‘“outwitted” at Taloga, Dewey
County, now Oklahoma. Dad and both
my grandfathers made the “run” in ’92.
Granddad Marlett, Mother’s dad, put in
a grocery store just south of Taloga a
few miles. But Dad and his father went
back to Old Erin Springs and “Murray
Mansion,” now an historical monument
in central Oklahoma. I was born nearby
in 1901.

In 1907 Dad, Mother, and I moved
back to Dewey County and settled just
across the road from Granddad’s store
at Oakley. The fall before, Dad had paid
me the unheard-of price of $5 per 100
pounds for picking cotton for him. Moth-
er and Dad had bought me a coin purse,
a big one. I stuffed ’er full—nickels,
dimes, quarters—I wouldn’t spend a
penny. “A tightwad,” Mother said I was.
“The original Mr. Scrooge.”

In the fall of 1907 Dad had another
crop of cotton to be picked, but I had
money—I’d retired. A candy store across
the road influenced me more that fall
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than ANY cotton crop. So I advised Dad
to pick it himself, turn the cattle in on

- it, or whatever. Sad but true, before the

snow fell I had wised up and gone broke
—well, first T went broke. I learned there
were two types of people in this world,
capitalists and damfools. At six years
of age—wealthy; at seven years of age
—a bankrupt. Still am at 74!—Lem
Ball, 55317 Onaga Trail, Yucca Valley,
California 92284

DECEMBER ‘75 OMISSION
We {ailed to credit Mr. Warren
Loose’s book, Bodie Bonanza, as the
source of photos and text for his
article, “Bodie—Archangel of the
Mining Camps.” It was published
by Exposition Press, New York, 1971.

Old Ways of Hunting

Would you like to know some of the
hunting tricks used by the Indians of
Texas 300 years ago? They lived in
villages of domed straw houses that
somewhat resembled oversized beehives
and prepared for their hunting forays
with imagination and meticulous care.

Deer calls were fashioned from hol-
lowed pieces of cane, and elaborate de-
coys were constructed to lure deer into
the Indians’ hunting blinds. To make a
decoy the Tejas hunter selected the head
of the finest deer that had been killed
the year before and carefully scraped the
flesh, cleaned out the brain cavity, and
drew the skin back into place, much as
a modern-day taxidermist might do.
Then he placed the head on sticks until
the hide and head dried.

Tejas hunters were masters at using
their decoys to lure deer toward places
of concealment. Holding the deerhead on
a stick the hopeful huntsman would
imitate the mannerisms of deers he had
observed and coax his victim within
arrow range.

When a deer was slain the tribal priest
would examine the fallen animal, then
whisper in its ear begging its spirit
not to be angry for the violent way
it had met death. :

The deerskin was used many ways—
for shelter, clothing, bedding and the
making of faons. These watertight bags,
sealed with a cement made from tallow
and cinders, were filled with valuable
bear oil and considered quite precious
possessions.

Duck decoys, made from gourds, were

part of the Tejas hunter’s stock in trade. -

The hunter, sighting ducks on a likely
pond, would release his decoys and
watch them bobble across the pond,
frightening the ducks, then patiently
retrieve them and repeat the process
until the ducks had grown accustomed
to seeing the gourds on the water. Suc-
ceeding in this the hunter would cut
eyelets in a special gourd and fit it over
his head. Wading across the bottom of
the pond, bobbing his head in the same
motions made by the gourd-decoys
around him, he would carefully creep
up on the ducks, grab them one-by-one
by the feet and shove them into a sack.
The ducks, thus imprisoned, would drown
noiselessly and the gourd-headed hunter
could creep about taking his pick of the

flock until his sack was full. Try it
sometime!—W. O. Hatfield, Jr., Box 181,
Tilden, Texas.

“Smart” Attorneys and a J. P.

It’s easy for me to understand why
people rushed out to western North Da-
kota to homestead, but I don’t know
why so many professional men left the
cities to settle in small towns in the
West.

Beach was the county seat of Golden
Valley County, which was split off of
Billings County, and was only a couple
miles from the Montana line. Somehow,
Beach had more than its quota of skilled
doctors and lawyers. One of these law-
yers, long after he had left Beach, told
me this incident when I visited him at
his office in Southern California.

Doc Stoddard was the justice of the
peace in Beach, when I was a youngster.
He appeared to be a kindly old man to all
of us kids, although I doubt if he was
sixty. He never doctored anything that
I ever heard about, but he was liked and
trusted, and the people elected him to
be their judge.

Keohane and Gallagher were two able
attorneys, and they handled most of the
legal ¢ases until a young, brilliant col-
lege graduate hung out his shingle. His
name was Mark Jones, and it was he
who told me about a head-on collision
with Mr. Gallagher!

The case came before Judge Stoddard,
with Jones for the defense. Mark said
he knew he did not have a very strong
case, but thought that he might get the
case thrown out of court through some
technicality, so as soon as he could he
challenged Mr. Gallagher on a point of
law. Soon the argument took off on
tangents, and law books and reference
books were brought out as each lawyer
tried to outdo the other. At last, the
judge pounded the desk with his gavel
and announced recess for lunch.

When court resumed at two o’clock,
Mr. Gallagher addressed the court:
“Your Honor, before resuming presenta-
tion of the case before the court, and
with the consent of the defense, could
we have the opinion of the Court on the
question argued before the Court ad-
journed for lunch?”

Mark said to me that he thought he
had done everything he could to muddy
the water, and gave his consent for a
ruling.

The judge tapped the desk with his
fingers, peered down over his glasses
at one, then the other, lawyer, leaned
over and spit toward the spittoon, then
said, “Well now, gentlemen, just what
was the question?”—Howard Steiner,
Route 1, Box 700-6, Tuolumne, California
95379

Trails Grown Dim
(Continued from page 17)
Oldham may also be related.— W. F
Barrow, 511 3% N. Geneva Street, Glen-

dale, California 91206 .

Daniel W. Gray )

I am trying to trace descendants ol
Daniel W. Gray, born February 10, 1811
who lived in Shell Knob Hill, Missouri

True West
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BACK ISSUES, (785 total), 12 different publications.

2 complete True West, Frontier Times. Excellent to

mint, best offer over $350.00 for lot, you ship. List

t;‘)/r_ Ia?> g]ISASE. John Snow, Box 11546, Shorewood,
isc. A

T T S e LI A I R SRR
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,
1296/, Yosemite, San Jose, Calif. 95126.

BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS: Service is our
product. No charge for search. Satisfaction guaran-
teed. D-J Book gearch, Box 3352, San Bernardino,
Calif. 92040.

BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION: Names and pictures hun-
dreds of old bottles. With price guide. $2.75. Put-
nam West, Box 578, 7783 Sierra, Fontana, Calif. 92335.

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.

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA TREASURES by Rascoe.
Over 80 Treasure Tales! Has been called the best
True-Clue treasure book ever done on this rich old
. 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 military history—
THE TEXAS ARMY: A History of the 3&th Division in
the ltalian Campaign. Hardback, 300 pages with
hotos, maps, biblio. and index. Limited edition.
gIO.SO postpaid. Order direct from author-publisher:
Robert L. e‘/agner, P.O. Box 13488, Capitol Station,
Austin, Tex. 78711.
SOUTHWEST HERITAGE BACK ISSUES. Rare op-
portunity to acquire back issues of a worthwhile
magazine which has recently ceased publication. A
must for any Western Americana library. No complete
sets exist except in private collections. Soon all
available back issues will be gone. Exciting history;
beautiful, original art. We have only the followin
and will fill on a first-come, first served basis: Vol.
1 I, Winter 1966: Vol. |, #2, Spring 1967; Vol.
I, #3, Summer 1967; Vol. 2, #1 Winter 1968; Vol.
2, #2 Undated. $2.00 per copy plus 25¢(§os*age and
handling. Western Publications, Inc., P.O. Box 3338,
Austin, %ex. 78764.
ATTENTION TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES and OLD
WEST back issue collectors. We have a limited number
of the following unavailable issues for $3.00 each. We
have less than a dozen copies of some. They must be
sold on a strictly first come-first served basis. TRUE
WEST 15, 18, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 27, 28, 29, 30, 31, 32, 33,
35, 36, 37, 38, 39, 40, o i 2 .4 < 3 i Dl
51, 52, 53, 54, B, 57, 61, 62, 63, 82. FRONTIER TIMES 5
PREIIAT B VT 8,59 SN0 Sl LS AL A8, T
B9 =2 222625, 28,2930, -31 325 33, OLD
WEST 17, 18, 27, 29. WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC.,
P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.
“DEAD_MEN DO TELL TALES' by Erie Schaefer,
about Frank Fish's mysterious death. $3.00. ''Buried
Treasure and Lost Mines'' by Frank Fish, $2.00. Both
poszaid. Amador Publishing Co., Dept. 6, 14728 Pey-
ton Dr., Chino, Calif. 91710.

OLD MAPS AND ATLASES of your state. Enclose a
stamp for catalog and Northwest Treasure News.
Christensen, Drawer C, Sprague, Wash. 99032.

" trimming,

RANCH LIFE IN THE OLD WEST, by Charles Great-
house. 238 ‘pages, clothbound. Signed, ‘limited, first
edition. Regular $10.00. Now only $4.00, postpaid,
while they last. Satisfaction™ guaranteed. Ernest
Sackett, 150 Susan Lane, Grants Pass, Ore. 97526.
OKLAHOMA TREASURES OF THE RED RIVER BASIN.
Guide _and Map of Butterfield Stage Route and sta-
tions in Choctaw Indian Nation. Locations and in-
formation researched. $2.25. W. M. 1712
Easley Drive, Ardmore, Okla. 73401l.

FRONTIER TIMES in binders. | to 32, $100.00. True
West, Frontier Times, Old West, Western Adventures,
hundreds of back issues. American Bandits, $3.00 plus

Freeman,

40 ACRES near U.S. border—Rainey River, Ontario,
Canada. By owner. Will sell for contract for deed.
Write Triangle-A-Sales, Box 27008, El Paso, Tex. 79926.

Recipes

WINEMAKERS . . . FREE Illustrated Supply Catalog
of yeast, equipment. Recipes. Continental, Box
68016-W, . Indianapolis, Ind. 46268.

AUTHENTIC CORNISH PASTIES—plus two budget
stretchers. First in series of 50 collectors recipes.
$1.00. S.A.S.E. to Recipes, Box 3861, Butte, Mont. 59701.
ENCHILADA SAUCE RECIPE. Sensational, nothing
like it. Complete instructions for everything. $1.00.
Kadin's, 2148 16th Street, Oroville, Calif. 95965.

MOUTHWATERING Sourdough Biscuits. Send $1.00 &

two Free! Western Books, Jack Bennett, Box 362, stamped envelope. Western Recipes, Box 1642, Carls-
Miami, Okla. 74354. bad, N. Mex. 88220. ) :
FOR SALE: 5 issues of TRUE WEST_FRONTIER WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE. Original 1833, recive:

v asy to make. Economical. Delicious. $1.00. Sauce
Ea'\rff,s'Frilpo(:R. lﬁ'eszmg)szer. P Embry, 42 Hillview King, 1501 Cherokee Place, Bartlesville,Okla. 74003.
P e

Treasure Hunting

GOLD & SILVER—Locate up to !4 mile away with my

Business & Employment
Opportunities

sensitive locator. Send for my free, informative AUSTRALIA INFORMATION from one who has been

pamphlet. Carl Anderson, P.O. Box 13441-BC, Tampa, there. Details 25¢. Gerald Edward Kellogg, 1016

Fla. 33611. Devendale Avenue, Las Cruces, N. Mex. 88003.
EXPLORATION, TREASURE HUNT- SELL YOUR PHOTOS. Over one million photos

PROSPECTING,
ING, Mining—Equipment, Kits, Books. Free Catalog.
Miner's Exchange, Box 64C, Nampa, |daho 8365l.

TREASURE FINDER LOCATES buried gold, silver,
coins, treasures. & powerful models. Instant financin

available. Write or call for free catalog. Phone (713
482-2728 day or night. Dealer inquiries invited. Relco,
Dept. AA32, Box 10839, Houston, Tex. 77018.

GOLD & SILVER ORE from the cB;oId _mines hi%h in
the Colorado Rocky Mountains. Beautiful sample in
ore sack $2.00 postpaid. Petrified Wood $2.00. Gen-
erous sample oip both $3.00. Cochran House, Box 6B,
Olathe, Colo. 81425.

LONG DISTANCE Gold-Silver Pendulums,
Stamped envelope. Write Mercury Magnet,
Gregory, Rt. 3, Box 100, Anson, Tex. 79501.
BEAUTIFUL QUARTZ ORE SAMPLE in plastic display
case with Quantitative Analysis as to mineral content
from a New Mexico Mine. Onl; $1.00. Triangle-A-
Sales, Box 27008, El Paso, Tex. 79926.
GOLD-FUN-PROFIT. Find those big Gold Nuggets
easily with the 49er recreational gold retrieving line!
Send for FREE brochures. Dept. U, Heinz Plastics, Inc.,
555 Skyway, Paradise, Calif. 95969.

Rods.
M.

and color slides are bought each year. Report tells
how and where. ldeal second income. Send $2.00
for Booklet #54PTW to Al Gray, 24501 Los Serranos,
Laguna Niguel, Calif. 92677.

Miscellaneous

ZEBRA SKINS, $250.00. Caribou skins, $42.00. Cowhides,
$75.00.,Goat skins, $20.00. Calf skins, $15.00. Sheep-
skins, $15.00. Polar Bear skins, $1000.00. All beauti-
fully tanned with hair on. The Freed Co., Box 394,
Albuquerque, New Mex. 87103.

TEXAS ROCKSLINGER! Handle made from beautiful
maple wood. Quarter-inch surgical tubing with leather
pouch. TEXAS ROCKSLINGER imprinted on both
sides. Very professional. A nice gift or just keep it
yourselfl Postpaid, only $3.50. Rockslinger, P.O. Box

3338, Austin, Tex. 78764

IMPORTED WOOL TROUSERS from Australia in con-
servative patterns of Bankers Gray, Country Club
Brown, Navy Blue. All sizes available and satisfac-
tion unconditionally guarateed. Price $32.00 per
pair delivered anywhere. The Freed Co., Box 394,

Western Merchandise

SNAP FASTENERS, fancy westerrn shirt snaps, shirt
pearl and metal snaps in many colors
and designs. Also nailheads and rhinestones. Send for
free catalog. Campau Co., Box 5I18-A, Rose-
mead, Calif. 91770.

* BARBED WIRE of the Old West! §1.25 piece. J. Rey-

nolds, Box 384, Palm Springs, Calif. 92262.

COPIES OF OLD REWARD and advertising posters,
8!4""x11'". Wells Fargo reward $500.00, 22nd (?avalry,
Head of Joagum Murietta to be displayed, U.S. Army
in Arizona, Custer's 7th Cavalry, Saloon in El Paso,
Bonnie & Clyde, Arizona Mail and Stage line, Wells
Fargo $250.00 Reward, and Opera House in Virginia
City, Nevada. 25¢ each or 5 for $1.00. 25¢ postage
& handling. Calif. residents 6% tax. Countryside
Pozsters, 10406 Copperopolis Road, Stockton, Calif.

Indian Relics

IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,
jibwa, 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. 94001.
TWO ARROWHEADS, CATALOG, $1.00. No fakes.
476 Riggs, Independence, Ky. 41051,
FIFTY BIRDPOINT ARROWHEADS, $7.50; larger 25,
$5.50. Free list. Beattys TW276, 1405 S. West, Sioux
Falls, S. Dak. 57105.

WESTERN BOOKS. Bought and sold. Send us your
lists. Red Marie's, Tombstone, Ariz. 85638.

RARE, ORIGINAL HUNTER'S FRONTIER TIMES. Not
all issues; not all mint, but good condition. $3.00 for
a spe.cific 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 Marilyn White, Western Pub-
lications, Inc., P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.

BACK ISSUE MAGAZINES. We buy, trade and sell.
Western railroad, plane, car and pulp magazines,
lus 200 more titles, 1890 to 1975. S.A.S.E. Every-
ody's Bookshop, 317 W. éth St., Los Angeles, Calif.
90014. ¥

LOST MINES AND TREASURES OF THE SOUTHWEST
by Jimmie Busher. 200 stories. 200 maps. Every
treasure hunter needs this fantastic new book! Won-
derful Gift. $5. Treasure Guide Books, Box 368,
Mesilla Park, N. Mex. 88047.

Rare Coins & Stamps

JAPANESE INVASION NOTES. Malaya l¢ to $1,000
nine notes. Unc. $2.50. Price list 50¢. Schultz, Box
746, Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.

100 DIFFERENT U.S. OR FOREIGN, $1.00 Postpaid.
Mint U.S. accepted as payment. Send Cash, Check
or M.O. to Thomas Lewis #6, 305 Tradewinds Dr.,
San Jose, Calif. 95123.

Real Estate

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-KM, Wash, D. C.

January-February, 1976

Albuquerque, New Mex. 87103.

CONFIDENTIAL CARE for pregnant, unwed mothers.
Edna Gladney Home, 2308 Hemphill, Fort Worth,
Tex. 76110. Tel. (AC 817) 926-3304.
MAPS. OLD STATE, RAILROAD, COUNTY maps. 70-
110 years old. SASE. Northern Map, Dept. FT, Eagle
River, Wisc. 54521.

PHOTOS—AUTHENTIC OLD WEST photos of gun-
fighters, Indians, Mexican Revolutionaries and more.
Our archjves catalog is invaluable for historians,
writers, collectors, educators. Prints for decorating
home or business. Published and Unpublished. For
catalog write: Old West Collectors, P.O. Box 3459,
E! Paso, Tex. 79923.

LONELY? Join ''Friends Through Letters," 4645 Ocean
Drive, Apt. 3-C, Corpus Christi, Tex. 78412. Send
$1.00, no stamps please.

NATIONAL FIDDLIN' CONTEST ALBUMS, $5.25. Other

top fiddlin' records and tapes. The Fiddlers, Box

216, Payson, Ariz. 85541.

WHISKEY STILL. Old solid copper bootleg still.
i $500. Charlie

Good Condition. Partial history. Price
Parks, Rt. 3, Plainview,. Tex. 79702.

READ ABOUT THE
NEW GOLD RUSH

and all of the other activities of pros-
pectors and miners in the new monthly
paper, the Western Prospector & Miner.
$5.00 per year. Sample free. Box 146,
Tombstone, Az. 85638.

WRITE YOUR OWN WILL! )
Be certain your valued possesions are

divided according to your wishes. Kit in-
 cludes four (4) Will Forms, Personal As-

 set Sheet and 64-page hooklet, ‘‘What
Everyone Should Know About Wills.”” All
for only $2.25, postpaid, ‘

. Robert Kettler, Esq.,
23411 Meadow Lark . Ok



The best information I can gather is
that he was married twice. His first
wife’s name is not known, but their five
children were John, Thomas, Amy, Alice
and Elizabeth.

His second wife was Hanna Goodrich
and their seven children were Unice
(spelling questionable), Will, Nat, Ab-
ner, Homer, Ruth and Ross. I will an-
swer all correspondence.—Jerry W.
Johnson, 44 Finance Section, APO New
York 09164

Andrew Jackson '(Jack) Cox

I would like to hear from any friend
or relative of Andrew Jackson (Jack)
Cox, born May, 1900, I think. He was in
Palmyra, Missouri in 1921. He married
my mother, Lena Meyer, in April, 1921
and they separated in August of that
year. I have never seen him -and would
like very much to hear anything about
my father.—Louise Elizabeth Barnard,
4822 Steele Street, Denver, Colorado
80216

Easterwood

I am seeking relatives or people who
knew my father, William James Easter-
wood, born in Milam County, Texas,
February, 1876. He cowboyed in Texas,
Oklahoma, Wyoming and Montana. It is
believed that he was married in one of
those states prior to marrying my

mother in Canada in the early 1920s. -

Any information will be greatly appre-
ciated and I will answer all letters.—
Rod Easterwood, P. O. Box 527, Colusa,
California 95932

Williams

My great-great-great-grandfather,
John Williams, was born in 1804 in
North Carolina. He married Annie Con-
ner and they had four sons: Wm. L.
(Bill), who was a Texas Ranger in the
late 1880s; George W.; John T.; and
James Daniel, my great-great-grand-
father.

John and Annie founded a town in the
heart of Texas called Williams Ranch.
They are buried there. James Daniel
married Eliza A. Conner. They had six-
teen children, the second born was my
great-grandmother, Martha Ellen Wil-
liams. I will appreciate and answer all
letters.—Mrs. F. R. Alread, 4057 Debby-
ann Pl., San Diego, Callforma 92154

Case .

My parents were Elisha S. and Nar-
cissy Burnett Case. I am the eldest of
their three children, and the only one
living. The younger two were boys, Roy
B. and Carl S. Case. Roy and I were born
in the Cherokee Strip before it became
a state. Mother died in 1911 and is buried
in Monett, Missouri. Dad remarried a
woman named Mary Alice Scott. I would
be delighted to hear from anyone who
thinks they might be related to me and
promise to answer all letters.—Jeraldine
Case Ryder, 2805 I St., Apt. 4, Sacra-
mento, California 95816

Wise-Massey
I would like information on my great-
grandparents. I do not know their given
names but their last name was Wise.
They lived on Cow Creek in Coryell
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County, Texas. My grandmother, Evelyn
Louise Wise, was born on Cow House
Creek May 4, 1867. She was married to
Mont Hardin Goode of Bell County on
June 10, 1886 in Gatesville. They re-
mained in Coryell County until 1898 when
they moved to the Pecos River Country
of west Texas. Five of their nine chil-
dren were born in Coryell County before
they moved west. I think my great-
grandmother’s maiden name was Mas-
sey. I have always been told she was
Indian or part Indian on her mother’s
side of the family. I have been told her
father was killed by Indians in the “Big
Foot Massacre” but I cannot find any
history relating to this massacre. I would
appreciate any information about the
Wise and Massey families.—Mrs. Cecelia
Goode Stirman, 8080 Greenwood Court,
Denver, Colorado 80221

Lamb
My great-great-great-great-grandfa-
ther, Thomas Lamb, was born October
11, 1793 in Derbyshire, England and im-

. migrated to the United States in July,

1819 by way of New York with his cous-
ins, William and Mary Davids North.
He settled on a farm on Lamb Road near
Millbrook in Mercer County, Pennsyl-
vania. In 1821 he married: Elizabeth
Grace, daughter of John and Milcah
Redding Grace who had immigrated to
Pennsylvania from Ireland by way of
Maryland.

Thomas and Elizabeth Grace Lamb

- had six children: John B.; Nancy, who

married a Westlake; Mary N., who mar-
ried Isaac Jacobs; Milcah, who married
a Hogue; Elizabeth, who married a
MecLain; and Sarah, who first married
Andrew Jacobs, brother of Mary’s hus-
band, Isaac, and then married a Stod-
dard. He helped found the Wesleyan
Methodist: Church near Millbrook and
served as its third pastor.

Thomas Lamb also established the
anti-slavery movement in Mercer County
and personally aided many slaves en
route to Canada. He died in Mercer
County in 1881. His farm was willed to
his son, John, who died in Mercer County
November 2, 1893, leaving the farm to
his sons, Charles and George. They sold
the Lamb farm and left the area. No
one has heard of the Lambs since then,
and I would like to get in touch with the
descendants of Johm B. Lamb. I hope
they will be able to tell me who the
parents of Thomas Lamb were, where in
Derbyshire he was born and anything
else they know about the family.—Gail
Habbyshaw, 515 East Market Street,
Mercer, Pennsylvania 16137

John H. (P.) Weaver
- Since older members of my family,
who might have known my grandparents,
are gone, I was wondering if any of
your readers might remember. My grand-
father was John H. Weaver, although
we have seen  the middle initial listed
as “P.” on occasion. Born in Massachu-
setts in 1845, he was very young when he
came to the Searchlight-Eldorado Can-
yon area and spent nearly all his life
there. In his early years he carried mail
between some of the small Nevada towns.
He married Nancy Jane Riggs, daughter
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“Pinto Kid, you're under arrest for
hoss stealin"—and quit sayin’ ‘What
hosses?'!”

of Washington L. Riggs and grand-
daughter of James B. Riggs who came to
Oregon in 1845 by way of the “Lost
Wagon Train” through Meek’s Cut-off.

John and Nancy married in 1875 in
Mohave and had three children, two of
whom, Laura and Frank, were born in
Eldorado Canyon. Eva Ann was born in
Polk County, Oregon. Nancy Jane died
near Creswell, Oregon in 1898 and is
buried there. John also mined and dealt
in mining stocks, etc.-He remarried about
1900 or 1901. Although he spent most of
his life in Nevada, it is known that he
was also in Arizona, California and
Oregon. He died in 1922 in Searchlight.

I do hope someone can give me more
information on my grandfather as this
is all anyone seems to know and he must
have been quite active in those exciting
times.—Mrs. Glen Hulsey, P. O. Box 133,
Veneta, Oregon 97487

Robinson-Pitman-Cole-Hall

George and Dinah Pitman Robinson
died between 1863-1870 leaving their
three children with relatives in Wiscon-
sin. The children were: Thomas Fredrick,
born June 8, 1858, Brandon, Wisconsin;
Susan Mary, born January 5, 1863, Iola,
Wisconsin; and Anna, on whom there is
no information.

Thomas Fredrick married Marguerite
Stuart-Carter Hall on January 28, 1886 in
Alto, Wisconsin. T have an old photo of
“Aunt Della” by a Hall grave. The date,
1773, has been pencilled in, but who is
Aunt Della, and which Hall grave is she
near? The Halls and Robinsons were
farmers in Wisconsin in the 1800s.

I’d also like to hear from anyone who
had an ancestor who served in the 49th
Missouri Volunteer Infantry, Company
H. in the Civil War. Barnard Cole en-
listed at Mexico, Missouri, August 11,
1848 and served as captain. Timothy
Cole, his brother, enlisted November 2,
1864, a private. Barnard was wounded at
the siege of Spanish Fort, April-May
1865, and I would like to know more
about this battle and others the Missouri
49th fought.

Th Cole family lived on the old Mac-
Kay plantation near Clarksville or Han-
nibal, Missouri. Relatives say Jesse and
Frank James were related to the Coles,
and I would like to verify this.—Bette J.
Cole, 4157 West 170th Street, Lawndale,
California 90260

True West
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When youre in a strange country; its good to see a familiar face.

Holiday Inn, your favorite place
to stay in the United States, is now the
best place to stay in Canada, Mexico,
the Caribbean, Africa and Europe.

After a disorienting day of sight-see-
ing, you'll find our clean, spacious rooms-
with-bath a comfort to come back to.
And our cooling pool is often the only
one for miles.

In our dining rooms, you can feast
on the local cuisine in a charming

atmosphere. Or pamper a homesick
appetite with a thick, juicy hamburger.

But perhaps the most comforting
thing about our international Holiday
Inns is that they speak your language.
In case you don'’t speak theirs.

So call your local Holiday Inn or
travel agent for reservations. Then relax
and look forward to the trip of your life.

Holiday Inn. The most
accommodating people in the world.






