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“The Lost Greenhorn,” by Alfred
Jacob Miller. Captain William Drum-
mond Stewart’s camp cook bragged of
his ability as a hunter, but when put to
the test, he became lost and nearly died.
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Howdy, Folks,

A magazine editor sure does get asked a lot of questions. Here at
TRUE WEST, folks ask me everything from where they might find an
original copy of The Vigilantes of Montana, by Thomas J. Dimsdale to
who killed Pat Garrett. Some of them are real stumpers, but I try my
best to give an honest answer, even if that means coming out and ad-
mitting I don’t know. One of the questions I'm asked most often,
though, is simply, “How the heck is old Joe Small doing?”

For those of you folks who may not have been reading TRUE WEST
very long, Joe founded this mag back in 1953 and published it for
thirty years. Otherwise known as ‘‘Hosstail,” he’s a familiar figure to
most anyone who has anything to do with western mags, and over the
years many TRUE WEST readers have got to know him personally.

Even if, like me, you've never actually had the pleasure of meeting
Joe, you probably feel like you know him personally because he could
write an editorial that made you feel like you were sitting around the
old campfire drinking coffee—or maybe bellied up to the bar at the local
watering hole for a cold beer—having a nice, friendly little chat.

Of course, one way or another, Hoss put himself into the whole
durned magazine, and you could sure see the father in the child. Now,
every page still shows the unmistakeable mark of its granddaddy,
’cause you just can’t build a TRUE WEST magazine but one way, and
that’s the Joe Small way.

Well, I try to stay out of Hoss’s hair and let him enjoy his retire- °
ment. But every so often it reaches a point where so many folks have
asked about him that I just have to write and find out how he’s doing.
And it seems to me that the best place to share that information with,
you is right here in the editorial, where Joe always used to chat with
you himself. It had been a while since we heard from him, so when his
wife, Elizabeth, wrote to us the other day, we had a lot of catching up
to do.

Last September, Joe and Elizabeth moved to a lifetime care retire-
ment home in Austin, Texas, the town where TRUE WEST was born
and raised. Joe’s health hadn’t been too good (heck, we all know he’d
still be ramrodding this outfit if he were in top shape), and he was pret-
ty unhappy about leaving home. But by Christmas he knew for sure
they had made the right move, and he likes ‘‘everything and
everybody’’ at the new spread.

As for his health, Joe had some problems with side effects from his
high blood pressure medication and once had to spend twenty-two hours
under observation in the hospital. Now the doctor has given him a new
medication, and Elizabeth informs us Joe’s ‘blood pressure is some bet-
ter but at times it fluctuates too much.” We sure hope the new
medicine works!

Hoss still looks forward to getting TRUE WEST in the mail every
month, and he thinks it’s still the same fine reading he used to put out
in the good old days. That made me blush with modesty, but we do try
to live up to the traditions and high standards that Joe established
when he was top hand.

I’'m supposed to tell you, too, that Joe misses you all very much and
that he’s even threatened to start another magazine. If he does, I
fervently hope it’s not another western history rag—I don’t know if we

could compete with O1’ Hosstail!
JO ‘N\, J oS | g
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Shades of Distinc

“Colorado’s Shady Lady,”’ by Marcia
Piermattei (February TRUE WEST), is
a very entertaining article, but the
. details given about Sir Cecil and Lady

Moon are at variance with what has
been recorded over here.

I suggest the following amendments:

1. There was no Lord Moon. Cecil’s
grandfather was only a baronet. One
does not address or refer to a baronet
as ‘“lord”. Not ever. :

2. Since Cecil, in due course, was not
a lord but only a baronet, he did not
have a seat in the House of Lords.

3. Cecil’s father died before, not after,
Cecil’s grandfather.

4. Cecil did not inherit the title
because his three elder brothers had
died before him; there were no elder

_brothers.

5. Kate did not acquire the surname
“Lawder” from her first husband. Her
maiden name was Kate Grattan
Lawder. Her father was a Mr. Lawder
from County Wicklow in Ireland.

I was particularly intrigued by the
assertion that Cecil had two elder
brothers killed in battle. There might be
a good story there, but it does not ap-
pear to have any connection with this
particular family.—Charles G. Heath,
Trowell, Nottingham, England.  ~

Author Piermattei’s Response: Ob-
viously Mr. Heath keeps a well-thumbed
copy of Burke’s Peerage, Baronetage,
and Commoners by his reading chair. Of
course, he’s right that one never refers
to a mere baronet as ‘“‘Lord So-and-so,”’
but the people of Manhattan, Colorado,
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apparently found it easier to say “Lord
Moon” than “Sir Cecil” without sound-
ing like Daffy Duck.

Sir Cecil never seemed to mind being
referred to as ‘Lord Moon,” since he
was always referred to by that name in
the local newspapers and the Denver
Post, especially during his divorce from
“Lady’’ Moon.

As far as Kate’s being the daughter
of P. Grattan Lauder, of The Grove,
County Wicklow, I wonder if that
weren't an attempt by the Moon family
to make Kate a little more palatable as
a bride for their son by creating for her
a more respectable background. Francis
Goodell agrees and thinks that if Kate’s
parents had been the kind of folks to
own a home with a name on it, she would
have let everybody know about it. . . at
length.

There are definitely inconsistencies
between Burke'’s and Cecil’s accounts of
his succession. According to Burke,
Cecil was the first son of Edward, who
would have succeeded the first baronet,
his father, had he lived. According to
Cecil’s own account of his family given
to Ansel Watrous, who compiled a
History of Larimer County at the turn of
the century, Cecil was the third son.
Burke is probably the more reliable
source. Why, I wonder, would Cecil
change the story of his order of birth?
The answer to that question would pro-
bably be worth another article. Anyway,
I still prefer the story as Kate and Cecil
told it to their neighbors. Even if the
facts are muddled, the essence of their
characters comes through.

A Colorful Experience

Since my early years teaching
American history, I have been in-
terested in all aspects of the develop-
ment of the western states. Since retir-
ing to Arizona, I have been occupied
with civic activities and the lapidary art
and did not experience the pleasure of

True West
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reading your magazine until I became
legally blind.

I am enjoying the books and
magazines, both fiction and historical,
provided by the Library of Congress.
High on my list of favorites is the issue
of TRUE WEST which I look forward
to every month.

Thank you for an interesting and col-
orful experience each time I “read” your
magazine.—Roy F. Clifton, Green
Valley, AZ.

Memories of Lavender Camp

The photo of the Lavender summer
camp in “West Slope Bears,”” by Mel
Griffiths (September 1986) brought
back memories. Fifty-two years ago, to
be exact, I worked up there one summer.

There was an old cowboy by the name
of Cy Orr, who worked for the
Lavenders. They said they thought he
came up from Texas. I spoke to him a
piece, and he said he knew Seth Colbert,
the cowboy of whom a poem spoke.

It probably is far too late to find
anyone who knew Cy or Seth in Texas,
but I would like to hear from anyone
who knew those old cowhands.

We could never do without your
wonderful magazine.—Mrs. Roy Hawk,
Delta, CO.

Another Friend of Roland’s

I was pleased to see Mr. Morrison'’s

tribute to Roland Matthews in the May

1987 TRUE WEST. Roland was about
three months over his one hundredth
birthday when he died, as he was born
September 4, 1886.

Roland was my lifetime friend. He
worked for my father on the old ranch
where I was raised on the Missouri
River in Montana. That was during the
summer of 1912, when I was seven
years old. Seventy-one years later in
1983, I had a nice visit with Roland in
Lewiston, Montana.

July 1987

Roland told me that one year when he
worked for the Long X Ranch on the
north side of the river, the X trailed a
bunch of horses to the sales yards in
Miles City. The government was buying
the horses but each one had to be rode.
Roland rode twenty-three bucking
horses in one day.

That summer when Roland and I had
our talk, he told me that a few years
before a man had walked up to him in
the post office and stuck out his hand.
Roland said, ‘I don’t know you.”

The man said, ‘“You should; I knowed
you for a hundred years.”

“No you haven't,”” Roland replied.
“I'm only ninety-seven.”’—Ben Gar-
thofner, Phoenix, AZ.

Writer Wants Ghost Stories

Whoever
Wyoming?

heard of ghosts in

In this, the most sparsely populated
state in the country, we have barely
enough living folks, let alone the other
kind! Or at least that’s what some peo-
ple think.

But I am setting out to prove other-
wise. For over a year, I have been col-
lecting spooky tales from around the
state, and I can certify that ghosts are
alive and well—in a manner of speak-
ing!—in all parts of Wyoming.

The research I have done suggests
that anywhere people have lived, there
are likely to be ghosts. And ghosts are
not only the spirits of dead people—
some are spirits of animals.

Wyoming folklore abounds with tales
of ghostly horses, dogs, and other
creatures, and some supernatural
stories even involve ‘‘ghosts’ of in-
aminate objects such as cars, buses, and
airplanes.

One Wyoming story I have yet to
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In 1923 J. Marvin Hunter began
publishing FRONTIER TIMES in
Bandera, Texas, recording events
exactly as they happened. Today,
original copies are next to impossi-
ble to find. Since 1972, Western
Publications has taken these rare
magazines and has been reproduc-
ing them in their entirety, including
all advertisements.
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check out involves a ghostly stagecoach
that is sometimes seen at midnight.

But my best lead so far is about an
entire ghostly restaurant that
materialized just long enough for four
people to have supper there. Then, when
they returned to town a few days later,
the entire building was gone and had
been, so they were told, for years.

What I wonder is this—were they still
hungry after eating their ‘‘ghost
dinner’’?

According to leading authorities,
many ghostly manifestations are not
caused by spirits at all, but by power-
ful emotions, energy, or habits that have
somehow impressed themselves on their
physical surroundings, to be ‘played
back’ when conditions are right.

A similar story in Powell involves
poltergeist phenomena. As a Northwest
Community College student was listen-
ing to stereo headphones in his living
room, he sﬁddenly heard what sounded
like hoodlums destroying his kitchen.

He heard cabinet doors slamming,
hinges ripping loose, chairs banging in-
to the table, and dishes being shattered.

When he nervously peeked into the
kitchen to see who was destroying it,
there was no one there. Not a thing was
out of place. But the sounds continued
for at least eight to ten seconds more.

Parapsychologists say that such ex-
periences are among the most common
paranormal activities. They are believed
to occur because of the unconscious,
undeliberate releasing of energy by the
one experiencing them.

I am collecting these stories (all sup-
posed to be true) for a book tentatively
titled Ghosts in Wyoming? If you know
of any ghost stories in the state,
whether they happened to you or to
someone else, please call me at (307)
754-5557 (and please don’t hesitate to
leave a message on the answering
machine), or write me at 516 S. Ingalls,
Powell, WY 82435.

I am interested in firsthand and
secondhand accounts, as well as in any
printed material on the subject of
Wyoming ghosts. I prefer to use real
names of respondents, but I will not do
so against anyone’s wishes.—Debra D.
Munn, Powell, Wyoming. :

Bates Postcard

I found this postcard and several
others in an old abandoned hotel in
Wenatchee, Washington. It was written
by a Carrie Bates to a George Bates. A
Flora Bates was also connected. It ap-
pears that some of them were vacation-
ing in Arizona in 1912 near an old

This photograph was made as a postcard
and mailed from Arizona in 1912.

military fort. The lady and child are
unknown.—Walt Thayer, Wenatchee,
WA.

English Reader

I have been reading TRUE WEST for
two years. I found a copy on a bookshop
shelf when I was in America in 1984 and
have been reading it ever since.

I have found all the stories and ar-
ticles very interesting and enjoyable. I
have even visited a few western places
in America.—Malcolm Withers,
Westerham, England.

About the Mowry’s Marriage

Concerning the Mowry family in the
April issue of TRUE WEST, the next
to the last sentence should read: ‘“Did
Oscar Mowry marry and where is he
buried?” It appeared as: “Did they
marry?”—Mrs. J.M. Fish, Mound, MN.

e

Your letters and comments are welcome.
Please keep letters to 300 words or less. All let-
ters received by Western Publications will be
considered for publication unless otherwise
stipulated in the letter. Space does not permit
us to print all letters we receive. Be sure to in-
clude full name, address and zip code. Photos
welcome. Address all letters to Western Publica-
tions, P.O. Box 2107, Stillwater, OK 74076.
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Barron’s Old Mill

The Old Mill is still in perfect work-
ing order. Any time he wants, Joseph
Barron, Jr. can start the motor.
However, the mill was closed down
forever in 1960 when it could no longer
compete with the big modern cen-
trifugal mills. The Old Mill was built in
the small eastern Washington communi-
ty of Oakesdale in 1890. Joseph Barron,
Sr. bought the mill in 1907.

Barron, Jr. is a perfectionist. He’s
very particular about his inheritance
and never allowed the mill to be demol-
ished or the intricate hardwood-and-
steel machinery to fall into disrepair.

In 1980, Barron'’s Old Mill was placed
on the National Register of Historic
Buildings by the U.S. Department of
the Interior. Then to finance some roof-
ing and foundation repairs, he matched
a $10,000 government grant with his
own money.

Today visitors from throughout the
Northwest travel to Oakesdale (between
Pullman and Spokane) to take one of
Barron’s free tours of the mammoth
four-story building—or to buy some of
his flour. Yes, he’s still grinding wheat,
but now with a modern centrifugal mill
in his converted garage, just across the
stream from the Old Mill. He markets
his flour labeled ‘‘Joseph’s Natural
Grain” all around the Pacific
Northwest.

If you would like an excursion into the
world of turn-of-the-century flour-
making, Joseph Barron makes only two
requests: sign his guestbook and
telephone in advance, (509) 285-4652.

Pioneer Days in Ogden, Utah

Annually the enthusiasm of Ogden
Pioneer Days is a highlight of the year.
The celebration is in its fifty-third year
and continues to boast of a world class
rodeo, outstanding parades, cultural
presentations, and commercial festivals.

This year’s event will be held July
20-24. The rodeo, a Professional Rodeo
Cowboy’s Association sanctioned event,
has an annual attendance of forty thou-
sand people. It is the largest outdoor
rodeo in Utah. In conjunction with the
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rodeo and parade, other events are
scheduled.

July 16-19 is the National Western
Film Festival. This year Willie Nelson
will headline this event, giving a concert
on Saturday the Eighteenth. There are
over twenty western film stars commit-
ted for the event. One of the favorites
is Wilford Brimley. The stars have a
kickoff parade through the historic
district to begin the event.

The second largest parade in Utah will
be held on July 24. Ogden’s Pioneer
Days Parade also has an attendance of
over forty thousand people. The entire
downtown area closes to host this event.

Ogden is the home of the Miss Rodeo
Utah Pageant and hosts Miss Rodeo
America each year as a guest during the
rodeo. Miss Rodeo Australia will be on
hand during the 1987 rodeo.

Pioneer Days for 1987 should be the
largest in its fifty-three year history.
Returning events will be: Utah Sym-
phony Pops Concert, Corps Encore,
Chuck Wagon dinners at Fort

Bill London
Visitors are welcome at Joseph Barron, Jr.’s mill so long as they sign his guest book
and call ahead of time.

Buenaventura, and of course, the rodeo
and parade.

For further information and central
reservations call 1-800-All-Utah or
1-801-399-8288.

Lakota Summer Institute

The Lakota Summer Institute at
Sinte Gleska College, South Dakota, in-
vites you to share a season with the
Lakota people and their culture. These
summer sessions offer a unique perspec-
tive based on Native American
knowledge, values and spiritual belief.

Set in the midst of the Great Plains
on the Rosebud Sioux Reservation, the
Lakota Summer Institute will evoke the
power of the ageless Plains and Mother
Earth and the vital relationship all
humankind must share with the land,
the heavens, and all other living beings.

Named for Spotted Tail, last chief of
the Rosebud Sioux, Sinte Gleska Col-
lege is a tribally chartered higher educa-
tion institution. Offering both associate

9
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THIS POWERFUL MAGNET WILL FIND
THE NEEDLE IN YOUR HAYSTACK,
LIFT YOUR ROD & REEL OFF THE FLOOR
OF THE LAKE, AND KEEP THE
NAILS OUT OF YOUR YARD

A magnet like this can be fun, or serious
business. . . or both. It will grab, hold and
lift up to 150 Ibs. on land, much more in
the water. Take it on a treasure hunt; drag
it along the beach; search the bottoms of
lakes, streams and oceans. You never know
what incredible find it'll bring to
you. . .maybe even your own lost tackle
box. On the practical level, you can employ
its astonishing power to separate metal
particles from oil, water and other liquids;
remove parts from tumbling media and in
and out of degreasing tanks; pluck hard-
ware from kegs and storage bins; retrieve
steel parts from pickling, paint or plating
tanks; serve as an instant holding or fixture
device. If you find one use for it, you'll
discover a thousand more. Only 6” long,
weighs 2.2 Ibs. Equipped with heavy
eyelet. Guaranteed never to lose its
magnetic strength. Only $17.95, postpaid
anywhere in the U.S. Two for $34.50, ppd.
Satisfaction fully guaranteed.

H & H Enterprises
Southwest Mail Order Specialists
P.O. Box 582333-T

Tulsa, Oklahoma 74158
Catalog FREE with purchase; $2.50 without.

TIRE'S FLAT! IT'S DARK! TRAFFIC THREATENS!
THE EMERGENCY IS NOW

Plug into your car cigarette lighter
for instant:

“le Grizzly"

long:

Hand-carved wood sculpture 5” high, 9”
$80.00, plus $5.00 postage and handling.
Send $1.00 for brochure about our other
beautiful hand-carved items.

Esther’s E-Z Shop © 1015 W. Mission Blvd.
#198 ® Pomona, CA 91766

RELIVE THE PAST

Through the pages of original
newspapers from the 19th and
early 20th centuries.

Send $1.00 for my latest catalog.

JIM LYONS
Box 608TW Mt. View, CA 94042

Make a smali |nvestmenl today to insure years of
protection for you and your family. Sometimes a car
emergency is only an annoying inconvenience.
Sometimes it's a life threatening situation. Be prepared to
minimize any problem with the Air-N-Lite Compressor/
Spot Light—as important as, or maybe more, than any
accessory kept in your car—including the spare tire

and jack.

Be sure you, your spouse and everyone you care about
has an Air-N-Lite Compressor/Spot Light in the
trunk—always ready for instant use.

$29.95 for one. $27.95 each for two or more.

and baccalaureate degrees, the college
is in the forefront of reservation
development and national Indian
education.

Participants in the Summer Institute
may take any one or a combination of
the following sessions during the Sum-
mer Institute: Lakota Medicine, Song
and Dance; Creative Writing; Lakota

- Art and Art History; Sioux History and

Culture; Lakota Thought and

Philosophy; and Family Wellness.
For more information write Sinte

Gleska College, P.O. Box 490, Rosebud,

SD 57570.
Dodge City Days

If you are around the Dodge City area
this summer, don’t miss out on the an-
nual Dodge City Days held July 24
through August 2. A full schedule of

There is always plenty to see and do at
Dodge City, especially during the annual

events is sure to keep you busy. Ac-
tivities -include a rodeo, western art

shows, pancake eating contest, hot air

WAYMAR MARKETING » 237 E. 39th Street - New York, NY 10016
balloons, demolition derby, watermelon

inch air pressure to inflate flat tires.
Please ship the following order

e Tire Inflator . . . 135 Ibs per square
© Air Pressure Gauge . . . to tell you

TN T RG] (e AT ey
ORDER BY COUPON OR PHONE (AME X ONLY)-212-213-9845

whether tires are under or over ge":’nf;g:;:mv > S N A T

s BTG Cost o A Lite e ss | smE | s feed, street dance, barbecues,
¢ Emergency Flasher SR ipping & Handiing 4 1 :

warnsgoncoyming traffic c% danger Check enclosed $34.20" | $62.15° $82.10° $122.05° chuckwagon breakfasts, anthue shows,

Enclosed is my remittance Charge my American Express: *NY mu aoa

and many more.

For more information, write General
Tourist Information, P.O. Box 1474,
Dodge City, KS 67801, or phone (316)
227-2176.

with flashing red signal.

* Brilliant Spot Light . . . has big 4"
beam to light up work area, road
signs, etc.

o Air Inflator Adaptors . . . for use on
recreational balls, toys, air mattress,
etc.

Account # Exp Date

Name
Address

City State TRUE
Signature, WEST
Note Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery To expedite smpmem remit by Certified )uly ‘87 l
Check. Bank Check or Money Order Sorry. no COD
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South Pass City, Wyoming

Many Oregon Trail emigrants
traveled to California to search for gold,
which had been discovered at Sutters
Mill in 1848. Thousands of people hoped
to strike it rich, but only a few
succeeded. By the 1860s, discoveries of
“Mother Lodes” in Colorado, Nevada,
Idaho, and Montana resulted in hun-
dreds of new boom towns. When the
Carissa mine began producing gold in
1867, a rush to the South Pass area
began, and South Pass City was built
in the fall of that year. The boom con-
tinued in 1868, and Atlantic City and
Miners Delight were quickly erected.
The area’s population soared to approx-
imately 2000 residents, and dozens of
mines and hundreds of placer claims
kept the miners busy.

A busy, dynamic community, South

Dodge City Days celebration, this year from
July 24 to August 2.

Pass City soon developed a main street
one-half mile long. Businessmen arrived
to fulfill the needs of the prospectors. A
resident could conduct business in
general stores, butcher shops,
restaurants, sawmills, clothing stores,
a sporting goods store, a jewelry store,
and a furrier. Visitors could stay at one
of seven hotels and seek an evening'’s
entertainment at several saloons and
“sporting houses,”’ all supplied with li-
July 1987

quid refreshments by two local
breweries and a wholesale liquor
establishment.

But all booms must end. In 1872, a
bust hit the Sweetwater Mining
District. Most miners became
discouraged over the absence of large
gold deposits and the lack of sufficient
capital. By 1875, less than one hundred
people remained in the area. Even Camp
Stamaugh, built in 1870, soon closed.

Many prospectors wandered to other
boom towns to continue their relentless
search for gold. Some folks moved to
nearby settlements and played impor-
tant roles in the founding of such towns

~as Lander, Pinedale, and Thermopolis.

However, a few persistent miners re-
mained and helped start the area’s
future gold booms. A large hydraulic
operation, a copper mine, a dredge, a
strip mine, and the continued specula-
tion in gold created South Pass mining
rushes in the 1880s, 1890s, 1930s, and
1960s. The population of Atlantic City
and South Pass City bounced between
a handful of people and as many as 500
residents. But the busts have always
followed the booms. Today, a few pro-
spectors continue to pan for gold, a cou-
ple of miners are still digging for ore,
and South Pass City has been restored
as a historic site. Gold mining has not
died. It is still a part of life in South
Pass.

San Juan County Historical Society

San Juan County’s Museum, the
former San Juan County Jail, is a fine
little museum located in Silverton, Col-
orado. Situated in the high San Juan
Mountains at 9,318 feet, the museum
sits in some of the most beautiful coun-
try ever.

North on Main Street, next to the
courthouse, the museum offers a variety
of exhibits on early-day Silverton and
the San Juans. The museum opens on
Memorial Day weekend and stays open
until mid-October. Admission is $1.25
for adults, children twelve and under
free. Special groups are free with prior
arrangements. :

For more details phone 387-5838, or

- write to P.O. Box 154, Silverton, CO

81433.

5k

Western Roundup is a report on places to go
and things to see associated with the history of
the Old West. Submissions are welcome. Infor-
mation on scheduled events should be submit-
ted at least four months prior to the event. ltems
on historic places are also welcome. Send in-
formation including photos to: Western Roun-
dup, Western Publications, .P.O. Box 2107,
Stillwater, OK-74076.

Locate from a LONG DISTANCE!

with Ultra-Sensitive DIRECTIONAL Locator

seND FOR FREE INFORMATIVE BROCHURE

g CARL ANDERSON
" BOX 2702708 TAMPA, FLORIDA 33688

GENUINE HANDMADE BOOTS
Bootmakers for over 20 years. Top quality
leather - many styles - reasonable prices.
Write for Catalog, $1.

Austin-Fall Boot (o.
BOX 12368-TW EI Paso, Tx. 79912

Explore old town sites with
PRECISE MAPS OF OLD WESTERN TOWNS
Large prints of thousands of detailed fire insurance
maps are available for $2 a sheet from our stan-
dard library 35mm microfilm. For ordering infor-
mation on either the prints or the reels, write:
VLAD SHKURKIN, PUBLISHER(415) 232-7742

6025 Rose Arbor, San Pablo, CA 94806

COWBOY ... f non
STARS New List sent of other stars

with order.

Wwild Bill Elliot. .. ... (1
Roy Rogers........[]
Gene Autry........
Hopalong Cassidy...[]
Sunset Carson......!
Johnny Mack Brown.!|
Rex Allen 1

Only $4.00 each or any 5 for $17.50 plus $1.50 shipping
N.C. residents add 4% sales tax. Enclose check or money

order to.
Deep River Cowboy Assoc., Inc.
Box 623 High Point. N C 27261

Relive the
Old West!

If you want to enjoy some authen-
tic western drama and witness
“'shootouts” as they took place 100
years ago in the West, then mark
the dates below on your calendar.

Gunfighter competitions are
meticulously and professionally
judged—right down to the boot
straps. SO don't miss the fun!

_Competitions marked (S) are sanc-
tioned by the National Association
of Old West Gunfighter Teams:

May 24 Kanab, Utah (S)
Contact: Ray Lopeman

(801) 644-5688

Kanab, Utah

Contact: Red Canyon Raiders
(602) 643-7486

Old West Gunfighters’
Competition

Rosston, Texas

June 20

July 18

July 25 2nd Annual Mosquito Festival

Competition, Clute, Texas

Aug. 15 4th Annual Westport Posse
- Shootout (S), Grandview, Mo.
Contact: Gary Dunlavy

(816) 761-8605

Treehouse Fun Ranch
Competition (S), Devore, Calif.
Contact: Fran Flesher

(714) 887-7056

Aug. 29




By CHUCK PARSONS

L.and Rush of ’89

Mr. Jay A. Coombes, HCR #64, Box
460, Chester, AR 72934, has been a
faithful TRUE WEST reader ‘‘for the
last thirty years or so, anyway.’’ That
would mean he has been a fan since
about issue number one! Of particular
interest, Mr. Coombes writes, ‘“‘My
grandpa, Charley F. Coombes, was a
United States marshal. He was there
when they opened the great Land Rush
of '89, opening Oklahoma Territory. He
stood betwixt his mules the night before
to keep them from being stolen.”

Some decades after the run, Charles
F. Coombes and his uncle, a lawman
named Chastain, were photographed
together. :

Describing the opening of the land
rush on April 22, 1889, Jay Coombes
writes, “Grandpa and Uncle Chastain
said that there were wagons of every
kind, and people! Why, so many people
you wouldn’t believe. Grandpa was
there, too—everbody was. He almost
~ had trouble on the morning of the run.

He had been up all night. . . and these
three men came bearing down, overbear-
ing, and one was really going to cause
trouble but seeing Grandpa's look
. thought better of it. Grandpa told him,

‘You've come looking for trouble. Well, :

sir, you've found it!’ True grit! There

shore was a lot going on—dust, every-

where men shouting, horses, mules,
every animal nervous, jumping
around—still, it was the most exciting
place to be, and dangerous.”

Mr. Coombes owns a Colt Peacemaker
with holster and belt. ‘It really comes
from the Youngers’ side of the family
...y great-great-great-grandma was
a sister to the Younger brothers before
marrying a Combs. Then about 1876 the
name was changed to Coombes.

Indian Scout. In February I men-
tioned Ben Clark among several famous
scouts. Ms. Vera Holding, 15394 Spruce
Grove Road, Lower Lake, CA 95457,
believes she is descended from Clark. “I
believe he is my great-uncle. My mother
used to tell me about an Uncle Ben
Clark who was a scout . . .do any books
12

A man named Chastain (left) and Charley
F. Coombes (right) were U.S. marshals.

on the background and stories of the
scouts include anything about Ben?”

Although Clark is mentioned in many
books on scouting during the Indian
Wars, I am not aware of any dealing ex-
clusively with him. He was born about
1842 and began a long career of service
with the United States Army in 1857.
His first experience was marching west
against the Mormons with Colonel
Albert Sidney Johnston during the
Utah War.

In the late 1860s, Clark was serving
with Alfred Sully and George Custer as
Chief of Scouts. He was appointed of-
ficial guide and interpreter at Camp
Supply in 1869. Clark was a master of
Indian sign language and fluent in
Cheyenne. General Sheridan had high
regard for him and had him prepare a
Cheyenne dictionary and grammar for
his use. Sheridan and Clark maintained
a lifelong friendship.

Showman'’s Service. ‘“Please tell me
what you can about Buffalo Bill Cody’s
service in the Civil War.” That question
comes from Mr. J. Brookfield, Box 424
Jasper, TX 75951. :

Born February 26, 1846, Cody was fif-
teen years old when the war broke out.
He started as a teamster and dispatch
rider out of Fort Leavenworth. He may
have done some scouting for the Ninth
Kansas Cavalry.

On February 19, 1864, he enlisted in
the Seventh Kansas Volunteers and
served fifteen months. He earned no
citations or decorations.

The Seventh saw little action and in
eight minor engagements suffered only
five casualties. In late 1864 it was
withdrawn to the rear with head-
quarters in Saint Louis. Cody was
detached for service as a hospital
orderly. There he met Louisa Federici,
whom he later married.

Legend Deconstructed. A store in La
Honda, California, known locally as the
“Bandit Built Store,” is reputed to have
been built by the Younger brothers.
After mentioning the store in January,
I received a letter from John
Boessenecker, 1001 Jamaica Street,
Foster City, CA 94404.

Mr. Boessenecker, who has con-
tributed several articles to TRUE
WEST, is familiar with the store and
county history. It was located at the
northwest corner of La Honda and
Sears Ranch roads and was torn down
in 1960. He writes: ‘‘According to
legend, John H. Sears, a San Mateo
County pioneer, built his store at La
Honda with the help of Jim and Bob
Younger. That would have been im-
possible, for Sears’ store was built in
1877, and the Youngers were jailed in
1876 following the disastrous raid on
Northfield, Minnesota; they were in
prison at the time Sears’ store was con-
structed.”

Thanks, Mr. Boessenecker, for the in-
formation. We're looking. forward to
Badge and Buckshot, your book about
lawlessness in California.

True West



James Carlisle’s Death. In my answer
to a question about ‘‘Old Man” Keeler
in April, I mentioned James Carlisle.
Keeler and Carlisle were both at the
1874 Battle of Adobe Walls in Texas.
Carlisle later became involved in the
Lincoln County War.

While looking for Reese Gobles in the

1880 Lincoln County census, I found the
same James Carlisle (Carlyle). The cen-
sus identifies him as a white male,
single, age twenty-six, occupation
blacksmith. His birthplace is listed as
Ohio; that of both of his parents is
Scotland. His post office was White
Oaks.
. Carlisle was killed November 30,
1880, in an exchange of gunfire at the
Greathouse Ranch. At the time, he was
a deputy under Sheriff Pat Garrett. Bob
Olinger was also among his friends. If
you know anything about Carlisle (or
Reese Gobles, who I was looking for in
the first place!) drop me a line.

Rosebud. “What happened to Fort
Abraham Lincoln after the Custer
fiasco? Did any soldiers return there on
the Far West? Was there a steamboat
named the Rosebud?”’ Those questions
are from Mr. Russell Hall, 611 Grover,
Warrensburg, MO 64093.

Fort Lincoln was abandoned on July
22, 1891. Today it is a state park. It con-
sists of two units, the infantry post, first
known as Fort McKeen in 1872, and the
large cavalry post built in 1873. It was
garrisoned by the Seventh Cavalry
under Custer.

After Custer’s defeat, the wounded
from Reno’s and Benteen’s commands
were put on the steamer Far West, com-
manded by Grant Marsh. It left for
Bismarck on July 3 and made’a record
run of 700 miles in fifty-four hours. The
Rosebud was not a steamer but a river
in the area of the Big Horn and Little
Big Horn rivers. On June 17, 1876,
General George Crook engaged Crazy
Horse’s warriors on the Rosebud River.
Though not as spectacular as the Custer
massacre eight days later, the battle
was a victory for the Sioux.

R

If you have a question, send it to Chuck Par-
sons, Western Publications, P.O. Box 2107,
Stillwater, OK 74076. Please keep questions
brief. Sign your full name and address, including
zip code. Names and addresses will be pub-
lished if question is used. Space limitations may
not permit us to use all questions.
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share the
latest
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“Man’s Best Friend”

Dr. George

Goodfellow

the O.K. This photo shows the front.

: Arizona Historical Society, Tucson
Ruins of the famous O.K. Corral after Tombstone’s second major fire, 1882. The gunfight took place at the rear of

octor George Goodfellow of
Tombstone, Arizona, was

By PETER SHANDORF

transferred to the U.S. Naval
Academy.

physician to the Earp
brothers, the Clantons, and Johnny Ringo. This amaz-
ing list of clients alone would have made his career one
of the more memorable in the annals of frontier
medicine, but Goodfellow also put his experiences
cleaning up after the gunfighter’s ugly work to fur-
ther humanitarian use that reaches out from their time
to our own. His observations on the deaths of men like
Billy Clanton and Morgan Earp became instrumental
in the development of modern shock trauma treatment
and abdominal surgery as it is now practiced.
George Goodfellow was born in Downieville, Califor-
nia, December 23, 1855. His father, Milton Goodfellow,
was a mining engineer who brought up his family in
the tough Nevada gold and silver camps of Austin and
Treasure City. An educated Pennsylvanian, Milton
Goodfellow made every effort to balance his children’s
rowdy surroundings with the best schooling possible.
George enrolled in the University of California as an

engineering student at age sixteen; a year later he
14

Not surprisingly for a boy raised
in Nevada mining towns, George’s first recognition at
the Academy came as a fighter. Active in several
sports, he eventually won the boxing championship at
Annapolis. Naturally, the title was challenged outside
the ring as well as in. One of the unofficial contenders
happened to be a boy named Conyers, the first black
cadet in the Academy’s history. In an altercation that
began at the top of a stairway, Conyers wound up at
the foot of the stairs, seriously injured. The fight
became a scandal. Pressured by black congressional
leaders, President Ulysses S. Grant ordered Annapolis
to prove itself non-racist by expelling George
Goodfellow.

Unbowed by his experiences at Annapolis,
Goodfellow moved to his father’s hometown in Mead-
ville, Pennsylvania. There, under the tutelage of a
physician’s uncle, he read medicine. Soon he began at-
tending the University of Wooster in Cleveland, Ohio,

as a medical student, graduating on February 24,
True West



|
1876. In August, he married a Meadyville girl named
Katherine Colt and returned to California with his
bride.

His first practice, in Oakland, was unsuccessful, and
he moved to Arizona in early 1877. His initial two
years in the territory were spent in Prescott. A year
in Tucson as a contract surgeon for the Army followed.
Finally, during Christmas week of 1880, he and his
family rolled into Tombstone.

Goodfellow’s first notice in the new camp came in
June 1881, after a fire destroyed much of the Allen
Street business district. A volunteer fireman named
George Parsons, struck in the face by a burning
splinter, had been horribly disfigured. In his office over
the Golden Eagle Brewery, Goodfellow attempted a
procedure that had rarely been tried outside of world
capitals. Using plaster casts, wire, and undoubtedly
much luck, he performed what would today be called
cosmetic surgery on Parsons’ flattened and scarred
face. The results were wonderful, and Parsons became
a walking advertisement for the young doctor.

Less than a month later, George Goodfellow topped
himself by making medical history.

ONE OF THE GREAT myths about the so-called
gunfighters is that the Hickocks, the Thompsons, and
the Billy the Kids always tried to aim for their oppo-
nent’s head or heart to insure a quick finish. The truth
is somewhat different. Doctor Goodfellow explained
it this way: ‘“Their maxim is ‘shoot for the guts,’ know-
ing death is certain, yet sufficiently lingering and
agonizing to afford plenary sense of gratification to
the victor of the contest.”

At the time, a gut shot meant ‘‘certain’’ death
because surgery as we know it did not exist. In 1881,
the word surgeon could be taken as a synonym for
“amputator”. A ruined arm or leg could be removed,
a foreign object like a bullet or an arrow or shrapnel
might be excavated from one of those limbs. A dar-
ing practitioner might cut down to the rib cage to drain
off infection, as the October 26, 1878, Arizona Enter-
prise reported Goodfellow doing for a Prescott man.
Those, however, were the boundaries of surgical pro-
cedures. The torso was considered either a sacred tem-
ple of God or a territory simply too unknown to risk
entering. The vital organs were untouchable. One of
the most tragic consequences of this attitude came
about that summer of ’81. The nation’s finest doctors
stood by and watched for two and one-half months
while President James A. Garfield slowly died from
an assassin’s bullet. The idea of surgery to save the
wounded chief executive never occurred to them.

On July 14, 1881, Dr. Goodfellow was called in to
see one of the patients in Tombstone’s rudimentary
hospital. This was one Jack Smith, a forty-seven-year-
old miner, British in origin. Smith had been shot in
a gunfight ten days earlier. Since then, he had lingered
on, albeit in constant agony, while the single bullet in-
side him slowly poisoned his system. An idea occurred
to Goodfellow as he observed the dying man. It was

such a challenging concept that four more days
July 1987

~ passed before Goodfellow could will himself to act on

it.

During that time, he went with witnesses to the
scene of the shooting. Using the most precise
measurements available under the circumstances, he
studied the heights and positions of ‘“‘shootist’’ and
victim at the moment of impact. Since the gunman was
standing to Smith’s right and slightly above him when
the shot was fired, Goodfellow concluded that the path
of the bullet through the Englishman’s body had to
be downward and to the left. ‘ :

Finally on July 19, 1881, to the awe and horror of
those in attendance, he made a deep, two-inch long in-
cision to the left of Smith’s wound. He probed down
through the intestines, sewing up each of six bullet
holes as he discovered it. Afterward, he cleaned the
organs and the infected abdominal cavity, which was
filled with lymph. Strangely, the bullet itself refused
to be found. Worried that further efforts might do
more harm than good, Goodfellow called a halt to the
operation and closed the incision. Exactly one month
later, Smith was released from the hospital, completely
recovered.

Although Doctor Goodfellow made no secret of the
Smith operation in Tombstone itself, he did not adver-
tise his achievements to the medical community at
large for a number of years. He seems to have assumed
that while the  West would ‘accept anything that
worked, the East would see only the risks involved and
the flaunting of tradition. Goodfellow was, it must be
remembered, twenty-five years old at the time. He was
just beginning to hit his stride in a profession where
reputation is everything, so his caution is
understandable.

By 1889, however, he had established himself as one
of the leading physicians in Arizona. He had also per-

Arizona Historical Society, Tucson
Notice Goodfellow’s shingle in the photo taken from the
front door of his second office in Tombstone.
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Arizna Historical Society, Tucson
Dr. George Goodfellow, photographed shortly after he ar-
rived in Tombstone by C.S. Fly.

formed four other such operations. Goodfellow’s vague .

records of these men are tantalizing. One of them was
a Yaqui Indian warrior. Another he declined to iden-
tify except by physical description, lending credence
to a rumor that he made at least a few professional
visits to outlaw hideouts over the years. At that point,
he was not so reticent about publicizing his ac-

complishments. In an article written that year for the.

Southern California Practitioner, he went so far as to
make what amounted to an indictment of his medical
contemporaries: ‘“My experience as you well know has
been most extensive in the gunshot wounds of civil life
and it is my opinion based upon that experience that
it is inexcusable and criminal to neglect to operate
upon a case of gunshot wounds in the abdominal
cavity.” -
Sometimes the rough conditions under which he had
to work proved too much even for Goodfellow. On
Valentine’s Day, 1889, another miner, R.A. Clark, was
shot in the little mountain town of Bisbee, southeast
of Tombstone. Goodfellow, according to the Tomb-
stone Prospector version, arrived in town on other
business just before the guns went off around mid-
night. Goodfellow was not in his familiar hospital now.
He was in an isolated mining camp and medically
speaking, he was, in his own words, ‘‘alone entirely.”
Regardless, he had to act. Deep in shock, Clark was
laid on a restaurant table. His friends gathered around,
holding lamps over their heads to simulate the lighting
of an operating theater. A barber was pressed into ser-

vice as an anesthesiologist. Audrey Stevens’ American
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Pioneers in Abdominal Surgery quotes the Prospector:
“He opened his [Clark’s] abdomen, took his intestines
out and laid them on his chest, took about two quarts
of blood from the cavity. He having bled internally,
picked out the two bullets in the intestines which had
been cut by them, and replaced them, sewed up the
skin, and the wounded man was conversing with the
doctor a short time afterward.’’ Sadly, this case was
one of George Goodfellow’s few failures. Clark lived
only fourteen hours.

The effects of shock trauma became one of
Goodfellow’s abiding concerns. It was his great enemy
in every bullet wound operation. His use of the then
new and little known Lister Method, which placed
great importance on anesthesia and the kinds of
material used in suturing, accounts for much of his
success. In particular, anesthesia was valued highly
by Goodfellow. He followed the development of new
techniques in the field religiously and was one of the
very first to apply anesthetic to the spine. He quickly
abandoned the technique, saying that it endangered
the patient’s life too greatly. His interest in spinal
anesthesia, however, came during his period of
greatest fame and influence and helped popularize the
method in the United States.

THOUGH HE is generally considered a neutral in
the feud, it was Goodfellow’s forensic testimony on
Billy Clanton that Justice Welles Spicer cited as the
primary factor in his decision not to charge the Earps
with murder at the O.K. Corral inquest. Regardless of
whose side he was on, Goodfellow does seem to have
lost patience with the public’s fascination with the con-
flict. George Parsons wrote that late on the evening
of December 10, 1881, the doctor extinguished the
lamps in his office with a pistol shot—just to see the
crowd collect for a look at the latest victim. According
to Parsons, over five hundred spectators rushed to the
corner of fifth and Allen. Goodfellow would also be in
Bob Hatch'’s saloon when Morgan Earp was shot to
death while playing pool on March 18, 1882.

Interestingly, one of Sheriff Johnny Behan'’s last
hurrahs in Cochise County was an unsuccessful
lawsuit against Goodfellow for alleged back rent to the
tune of $793. That amount, a very substantial sum in
those days, was owed on a house that the doctor and
his family occupied when they first arrived in
Tombstone.

Throughout those busy years, Doctor Goodfellow
also found time to be civic-minded. He was a member
of a rescue and pursuit posse known as the Tombstone
Rangers; he founded and edited a newspaper, the
Record, that lasted one rocky year (1884-1885) before
being bought out by the mighty Epitaph; he gave lec-
tures, including one on February 8, 1888, at the public
school, on the Bavispe, Sonora, earthquake.
Goodfellow had led a massive international relief ef-
fort, arriving to provide emergency medical treatment
for the injured within hours of the disaster. In
gratitude, Mexican President Diaz presented

Goodfellow with a prize stallion, an inscribed sword,
True West



and a medal that had belonged to Emperor Max-
imillian. One of his most amazing civic efforts was his
vigorous stumping for the building of a municipal
swimming pool in 1882, when most Tombstonians
thought ‘“‘quality of life” meant only life without
Johnny Ringo and Geronimo. Goodfellow got his
pool—four years before the Apache passed from the
scene, a passage which he helped facilitate as civilian
scout during several futile pursuits of the old chief.

George Goodfellow had been authoring pieces for
medical and scientific journals off and on since 1879.
He always kept slyly mum, however, about his work
with gunshot wounds until 1887. At that time, he
wrote a small article for a regional magazine called the
Southern California Practitioner about the death of
outlaw Billy Grounds.

On March 20, 1882, Grounds had been shotgunned
in the lower face at close range by Billy Breakenridge.
When Goodfellow examined the still-living Grounds
over an hour later, he found that a silk ascot Grounds
had been wearing over his face had protected him from
one-half the buckshot’s damage. The pellets had ripped
through several layers of skin, but had failed to pierce
the silk. The lead was held like seeds in a pod within
the wound. Grounds was suffering from no lead
poisioning but from the shock of torn flesh and mus-

_cle and ruined nerves exclusively. When his patient
finally died almost a full day after the shooting,

Goodfellow believed his ideas on shock trauma to be

tragically confirmed.
The success of Goodfellow’s article “On the Im-
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penetrability of Silk to Bullets’’ probably encouraged
him to admit to the “taboo” operations that he had
been performing in Tombstone. In its May 1889 issue,
the Practitioner carried a second piece by Goodfellow,
“Cases of Gunshot Wound Treated by Operation.’’ It
became a turning point in Goodfellow’s career. Word
of his experiments traveled west to east, doctor to doc-
tor, across the country. By the time of the Spanish-
American War only nine years later, such operations
had become almost common. The invention of the
x-ray in 1895 helped greatly.

George Goodfellow’s best recognized surgical in-
novation was still to come. In October of 1891, Doc-
tor Goodfellow moved from Tombstone to the grow-
ing city of Tucson. Not long after Goodfellow arrived
in the Old Pueblo, E.B. Gage, one of southern
Arizona’s most important citizens called on him. Gage
owned the Grand Central Mine, the largest and most
successful in the district. Gage had been suffering for
years from prostate agonies that had reached the
point of ruining hs life. He begged Goodfellow for a
cure, any cure. If Gage had been visiting any other doc-
tor in the territory he would have been told what he
had heard many times before—there was no cure. Doc-
tor Goodfellow, of course, had other ideas. The one
possibility, he explained to the stricken magnate, was
the total removal of the prostate. Whether he also
mentioned that no such operation had ever been
recorded in medical history is not known. At any rate,
Gage agreed to the procedure.

Dr. W.V. Whitmore was the anesthesiologist.

Arizona Historical Society, Tucson
Flfth and Allen streets, Tombstone, 1881. Virgil Earp, Charlie Storms, and Billy Claibourne were shot at this intersec-
'tion. Dr. Goodfellow’s office is on the second floor of the building in the right foreground, with the open window.
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Years later he remembered, “Goodfellow used his
scalpel only . . . disection up to the gland . . .[was] done
by the index finger. In a remarkably short time, the
gland was delivered intact.” The operation was an un-
qualified success, but Goodfellow did not advertise his
breakthrough for some time. Apparently he was still
somewhat worried about public censure. In fact, he
always remained vague about when and where the
Gage operation took place. The best guess as to when
is that it happened the last week of December 1891,
or the first week of 1892. His reticence about ‘‘where”’
was probably due to a combination of religious objec-
tions to the operation and a professional confidence.
Goodfellow naturally would have wanted the best
facilities available for this experimental work. In his
part of the world that meant St. Mary’s, near Tucson.
He did perform several surgeries there in the early
nineties, including one mentioned in the Arizona Star
on July 30, 1892: ‘“Doctor Goodfellow on Thursday
performed the operation of laparectomy on a son of
Chief of Police Roche. The boy has been suffering from

Arizona Historical Society, Tucson

George W. Parsons, Goodfellow’s friend and patient.
18

an abdominal tumor for some months. He is doing
well.” Significantly, “laparectomy’’—a partial excision
of the abdominal wall to relieve pressure—was
Goodfellow’s favorite medical term. He used it in his
“Gunshot " article, claiming that removal of damaged
organs was only an extension of the commonplace
laparectomy procedure and not a radical concept at
all. It must be wondered if the Roche boy received a
standard—or a Goodfellow version of the surgery.
If the Gage operation did take place at St. Mary’s,
the doctor’s silence could have been an honorable reluc-
tance to admit that the hospital had permitted a
‘‘violation”’ of the body to be made on its premises.
At any rate, his association with St. Mary’s had ended
in 1893. That year he purchased the Cosmopolitan
Hotel in Tucson, converted one section of it into a top
flight surgical theater and forgot about other people’s
opinions for the rest of his life. :

HIS SUDDEN prosperity was due mostly to E.B.
Gage, who, for his own part, could not be silent. Wild
with grateful enthusiasm, he spread the word among
his fellow magnates and soon Tucson was fascinated
by the numbers of wealthy, middle-aged men visiting
their “Doc” from all corners of the globe.

Eventually Dr. Goodfellow had no choice but to an-
nounce his accomplishments. The response from his
colleagues and the public swept him to stage center
of the medical community. Wags dubbed him ‘“Man’s
Best Friend.”” His articles began appearing in Scien-
tific American and the Journal of the American Medical
Association. He gave lectures and seminars all over
the country on the perineal prostatectomy, as he now
referred to his procedure, and demonstrated it in New
York and Chicago. In total, Goodfellow had performed
seventy-eight such operations by 1904. He lost only
two patients, one from sepsis, one from shock. '

Obviously the country town that Tucson still was
in the 1890s could not hold one of the nation’s most
eminent physicians forever. On December 31, 1896,
Goodfellow sold the Cosmopolitan to Charles De Graff
and returned to his native California, settling first in
Los Angeles.

In 1898 he helped make international news in a non-
medical capacity. General Shafter, commander of the
land forces during the Spanish-American War, was an
old friend of Goodfellow’s. At the general’s request,
Goodfellow' joined Shafter in Cuba. When the
American troops cornered General Toral and laid siege,
the Spanish-speaking doctor suddenly became
Shafter’s interpreter and main negotiating agent.

His first meeting with General Toral was obsten-
sibly humanitarian: to examine wounded American
prisoners. However, a rapport was established and
Goodfellow returned to the Spaniard’s camp several
more times to work on terms for armistice. After fail-
ing to persuade Toral to give up after a week of try-
ing, he resorted in desperation to the oldest trick in
human diplomacy. According to Goodfellow, he got

General Toral drunk and the surrender was effected.
True West



On February 13, 1900, Doctor George Goodfellow was
awarded a special congressional citation for his role
in ending the war.

At that point in his life, George Goodfellow was
becoming a very wealthy man. He invested heavily in
real estate in downtown San Francisco, which became
his home around the turn of the century. The fire and
earthquake of 1906 destroyed all of those properties.
His partners slipped out to let him face the creditors
alone, and the repayment of huge bank loans and other
debts involved ruined him.

Doctor Goodfellow had always been a - hearty

drinker, and starting over at the normal age of retire-
ment did not lessen his enthusiasm for the bottle.
Rumors of alcoholism only deepened his troubles. An
old friend helped him get a job as chief surgeon of the
Southern Pacific’s Mexican Division, headquartered
at Guaymas. There, in April of 1910, he began to lose
" control of his wrist and made a shattering self-
diagnosis: multiple neuritis. He returned to California
to die, telling his old friend and in-law, C.W. Fish, that
he could not imagine life without the challenge of

surgery. On December 7, 1910, in Los Angeles, Doc- -

tor Goodfellow’s troubles were finally ended.
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r I Y hey made a bright and wondrous
spectacle—wild trappers full of .
life and excitement after a hard

winter in the mountains; Shoshones,

Flatheads, Nez Perces, and Bannacks

dressed in their finery and mounted on

prancing, painted ponies.

It was rendezvous! There would be
precious few more of them, and this
would be the only one recorded by an ar-
tist. It was one hundred and fifty years
ago this month that Alfred Jacob Miller
arrived at the thirteenth rendezvous in
July 1837.

Miller earned his place in history by
being the first—and only—artist to
record firsthand the rendezvous of the
mountain men. Others, like Bodmer and
Catlin, might have gone West earlier,
but none took the traditional trappers’
route that would about ten years later
become the Oregon Trail. And none
visited the rendezvous of the mountain
men, held yearly since 1825.

Miller was brought west by William
Drummond Stewart, a Scottish
nobleman who had been in the Rockies
with the mountain men before. Stewart
admired Miller’s work and wanted a
record of the West to take home to
Scotland.

Two reasons usually are given for
Stewart’s desire to preserve the frontier
in art. Stewart loved the life of the
mountain man and knew the fur trade
was dying fast, so he wanted a record

Walters Art Gallery, Baltimore  Of it before it was gone for all time. Also,

Alfred Jacob Miller, self-portrait. his brother, the Earl of Murthly, was
~ seriously ill. If the earl died, Stewart

would have to return to Scotland and
assume the title, as well as the lands,

/. : 3 money, and responsibilities that went
While Miller was sketching Independence Rock, he L ih it 1f he had to make that i e

became so absorbed in his work that he was would want some physical reminders of

. " the A i West.
unaware of anything else. “About half an hour ;s 24500 Vol o born January

transpired,” he wrote, "when suddenly | found my 2, 1810, in Baltimore, Maryland, the son

: # ., of a grocer, George H. Miller, and the
head violently forced down in such a manner that it ¢ =t o e chowed an

was impossible to turn it I‘ighf or left. An impres- early talent for art, and so his parents

sion ran immediately through my mind that this mMmanagedtoget him some lessons. That,
however, would come about only after

was an Indian and | was lost." s schoolmaster, a stern disciplinarian

By JOHN LEGG

The Artist and th

Alfred Jacob Miller's paintings and sketches are the only
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“The Lost Greenhorn.””

named John Craig, had called on him
“to destroy any caricatures that I had
scribbled on paper—these without look-
ing at he would roll up and put in the
fire.” .

Miller went on to study with Thomas
Sully in Baltimore from 1831 to 1832,
showing a great aptitude for
portraiture—a gift he would show to
great advantage for the rest of his life.
Englishman Godfrey T. Vigne visited
Baltimore about 1832 and wrote, ‘I
visited the studios of two very promis-

ing young artists; Mr. Hubbard. . .is
certainly the better painter, but has the
advantage of four or five years ex-
perience over Mr. Miller . . . quite a boy,
and whom I think at least an equal
genius. He has had little or no instruc-
tion. If sent to Europe, as he certainly
ought to be, I will venture to predict
that at some future period he will be an
ornament to his native city, and which
he never will be, or can be, if he does not
leave it.”

So go to Europe he did. William

Walters Art Gallery, Baltimore

Dunlap said of Miller, ‘“He showed such
decided talent for historical painting
that his father was prevailed upon to
send him to France and Italy.” One
wonders what Dunlap thought of as
historical painting, for Miller’s forte
throughout his career was portraiture.
Portraits were by far his best work,
whether of a rich Baltimore matron or
a Crow war chief. ,
In 1833, Miller visited and studied in
France, claiming he was the first
American allowed to copy paintings in

e Mountain Men

firsthand pictures of a Rocky Mountain Rendezvous

July 1987
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the Louvre. He also studied in Italy and,
possibly, Switzerland, the lakes and
mountains of which supposedly were the
inspiration for those he painted later of
the Rockies. In Europe, he met a
number of artists devoted to the new
and vigorous French Romantic move-
ment, which would be much in evidence
in all his American works.

In 1834, Miller returned to Baltimore,
where he opened a studio—three rooms
at 153 Colonade Row, Baltimore Street,
over a music shop. There he struggled
to make a living, selling copies of
famous paintings from Rome, Florence,
and Paris; selling his own works; var-
nishing ancestral portraits; and even il-
lustrating sheet music, for his landlord.

Late in 1836 or early in 1837, a
defeated Miller wrote, ‘A young man
left his home to seek a fortune in New’
Orleans. Trouble of all kinds had ac-
cumulated and in order not to be
burdensome, engaged passage on a mer-
chant ship and in a week reached his

“Trappers Starting for Beaver Hunt.”
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destination with $30 in his pocket.”

Miller took a studio at 132 Chartres
Street, in New Orleans. In March or
April 1837, a distinguished gentleman
arrived at the studio and examined
Miller’s works. One painting was a view
of Baltimore at evening. “I like the
management of that picture and the
view,” the gentleman told Miller, and he
left.

A few days later the gentleman
returned and gave Miller his card. He
was Captain William Drummond
Stewart, of the British Army. He told
Miller he was making plans for another
trip to the Rocky Mountains ‘‘and
wished to have a competent artist—to
sketch the remarkable scenery & in-
cidents. . .now [he said] as I am very
well satisfied with your work I should
like you to accompany me.”’

Doubtful, Miller checked on Stewart.
He found that the nobleman had made
several trips west since 1833 and was
well acquainted with the mountain men,

Walters Art Gallery, Baltimore

rendezvous, and the Rockies. Without
qualms, Miller accepted. Stewart,
Miller, and nine other men in Stewart’s
party left Independence, Missouri, in
May 1837, along with mountain man
Tom Fitzpatrick and some of his

American Fur Company men.

On the Journey, Miller apparently
had to pull his own weight, being
excused only from night guard duty,
though some say he had only to care for
his horse. He sketched during his every
available hour, capturing a startling
record of trader-trapper activities in the
wild.

The men traveled up the Blue River
through present-day Kansas and into
present-day Nebraska to the Platte
River, which they followed west to the
Sweetwater and on to South Pass
through the Rockies and rendezvous on
the Green River. Along the way, Miller
sketched such landmarks as In-
dependence Rock, Devil’s Gate, Scott’s
Bluff and Chimney Rock.

Miller never missed an opportunity to
sketch. But he also listened and
watched, learning the reality of moun-
tain man life as well as the tall tales and
legends. He began to learn also about
the Indians and animals that inhabited
the West.

The hunter for the group was a half-
breed named Antoine Clement, and
Stewart assigned him to help Miller get
sketches of buffalo. Those huge, shaggy
beasts impressed Miller greatly, as they
did all greenhorns. Clement was good at
his job, but he had a nasty streak, as
well as a propensity for having as much
fun as he could while “guiding” Miller.

“SOMETIMES, "’ Miller said, ‘“‘while
absorbed in the chewing the [buffalo]
would suddenly make a dash at us, and
a ludicrous scene would immediately en-
sue...As he [Clement] was with us
almost everyday in these excursions,
there was no lack of incidents and con-
tretemps in which the ridiculous
predominated.”’

But not all was fun and frolic. While
Miller was sketching Independence
Rock, he became so abscrbed in his

work that he was unaware of anything

else. “About half an hour transpired
when suddenly I found my head
violently forced down in such a manner
that it was impossible to turn it right
or left. An impression ran immediately
through my mind that this was an In-
dian & that I was lost. In five minutes,
however, the hands were removed.”
Miller was relieved to find that it was
Stewart who had grabbed him, and not

some wild Blackfoot out to raise hair.
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“Trapping Beaver.”

“Let this be a warning to you,” Stewart
told him sternly, ‘‘or else on some fine
day you would be among the missing.
You must have your eyes and wits

about you.” Evidently Stewart’s words -

had the desired effect, since Miller
returned to civilization unscathed and
with his hair intact.

Stewart and his entourage arrived at
Fort Laramie, then still called Fort
William after its founder, mountain
man, trader, and businessman, William
Sublette. Here Miller was to take his
first step to importance. Miller was the
only artist ever to sketch the original
fort, which was started in 1834 and
rebuilt of adobe farther up the Laramie
River in 1841. In addition to his
sketches, Miller took voluminous notes
on the fort, a common practice among
traveling artists of the day. When they
returned to civilization, the artists
would do oil paintings based on the
sketches. They would use the notes to
refresh their memories of scenes and in-
clude them as explanatory notes when
the paintings were shown or published.

Miller’s group left the fort on June 27
and arrived at the rendezvous on Horse
Creek near the Green River on July 18.
July 1987

Stewart, as he had been on his previous
trips, was accepted by the mountain
men, and he was used to the wild revelry
of rendezvous. He gleefully took part in
all aspects of it. While he and the others
were doing so, Miller worked hard
sketching, becoming the only artist to
paint the mountain men at their annual
bacchanal.

He drew the pageantry of a ‘“‘Snake”’
(Shoshone) Indian parade; buffalo hunt-

.ing; carousing mountain men; beautiful

portraits of Indian warriors. He met Jim
Bridger, Kit Carson, Joe Walker, An-
drew Drips, and others. He sketched
Stewart; he sketched Bridger in a suit
of armor that Stewart had given to him;
and he sketched Joe Walker in what
would become one of his better known
paintings— “Bourgeoise W—r and His
Wife.”” And he sketched what was to
become probably his most famous paint-
ing of all, “Trapper’s Bride.”

Miller spent roughly a month at
rendezvous before Stewart took him on
a sketching trip through the Wind River
Mountains and Crow country. They
headed east in the fall.

Miller arrived back at his studio in
New Orleans with a wealth of sketches

Walters Art Gallery, Baltimore

and notes. Then he began his real
work—full-scale paintings, mostly oils,
from his western sketches. In July 1838,
a collection of those works was shown.
Even better, in 1839, a collection
of his western scenes was shown at the
Apollo Gallery in New York City before -
being shipped off to Murthly Castle in
Scotland. .

Miller went to Scotland himself a year
later to paint more pictures for Stewart.
The Scottish nobleman was generous
and allowed Miller to spend the winter
of 1841-42 in London, where he met
fellow western artist George Catlin. In
1842, Miller returned to the United
States and opened a studio in Baltimore,
where he began a relatively successful
career.

Miller had plenty of material to work
with. He had made more than two hun-
dred sketches on his journey to the
Rockies. They would be copied time and
again for sale, and there was a con-

" tinuous demand for his Western pic-

tures over the years. Miller’s account
book shows that between February
1859 and August 1860 collector William
T. Walters ordered two hundred water-

colors, which are now part of the
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Walters Art Gallery in Baltimore.
William C. Wait ordered fifty-seven of
Miller’s works in 1858 and 1859. Forty-
one were commissioned by Alexander
Brown of Liverpool, England.

Miller painted portraits and local
scenes as well as his Western works, but
it was the latter that made him
something of a local celebrity. His por-
traits of western Indians also brought
him some small recognition outside
Baltimore.

He made a respectable living at his
work. For one painting there is this
entry in his account book, dated 1858:
“July 15, I commenced duplicating In-
dian Sketches for Wm. T. Walters. $12.
each. Also, to furnish small notes.”
Miller never married, and he was cared
for by his two sisters. With his sales,
they made a comfortable life.

From his beginnings as an artist,
Miller was a portrait painter. That was
evident from the very first, and it con-
tinued to be in his portraits of High
Shield and Joe Walker. His abilities at

’

“’Cavalcade.”
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. painting animals were far less. That he

was a painter in the Romantic style,
with all it entailed, was also evident in
all his works, but it grew stronger as he
grew older.

He also changed in “‘perspective’ the
further he got from the West in time.

dreamy. His notes seemed to help him
little during these times.

Two reasons for the deterioration of
realism in Miller’s work over the years
are likely. One, Stewart was a stern
taskmaster and so kept a close watch
over Miller’s work. Since Stewart was

He drew the pageantry of a Snake Indian parade;
buffalo hunting; carousing mountain men; beautiful
portraits of Indian warriors. He sketched Stewart;
he sketched Bridger in a suit of armor Stewart had
given him; and he sketched Joe Walker in
"Bourgeoise W—r and his Bride."

His early watercolors and oils were ac-
curately detailed, but as time passed he
began imposing more and more of his
own ‘‘perceptions’’ on his work. His In-
dians all became Noble Savages; ‘“The
Trapper’s Bride” was converted to
romantic claptrap with little basis in
reality. Mountain scenes became overly

so well acquainted with the American
West—the mountains, the Indians, the
trappers—he could not be fooled by
Miller’s dreamy view of the West.
Others who had never seen the West
could be fooled. Two, even enhanced by
all his notes, Miller’s memory naturally
faded with time and distance. The great

Walters Art Gallery, Baltimore
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demand for Miller’s work
also might have contributed to
its decreasing realism. He
might have rushed some of it,
thereby skipping detail in order
to finish. But most likely, a lot
of it had to do with his Roman-
tic training in Europe, which
would color his view of the
world until he died.

Though the Romanticism of
the period often shone through,
Miller’s work is generally con-
sidered accurate. He brought
home a good collection of ar-
tifacts, which he could study
for realistic detail. Of Miller’s
contemporaries, Catlin was
better at virtually everything
except portraits; Bierstadt was
fantastic at landscapes; Seth
Eastman also was very good at
landscapes. But in portraits,
Miller outshone them all.

While others might have
been better artists, Miller is
remembered in American
history for capturing the
grandeur and wildness of the
Rocky Mountain rendezvous in
all its glory. He was fortunate
to have recorded, in all its
primitive pageantry, one of the
rarest scenes in American
history. As Fred R. Gowens
says in Rocky Mountain
Rendezvous, ‘During the six-
teen year history of the rendez-
vous, neither mountain man,
traveler, missionary or visitor
left a more detailed description
of it than Alfred Jacob Miller.”’

Miller died in 1874 in
Baltimore, where he had been
a success because of his portraits. Out-
side the area of his hometown, he was
known for his western works, and some
of his art had been published in a book
in 1851. But after his death, Miller’s
reputation faded, and he was forgotten
for almost three-quarters of a century.
He was ignored by critics and neglected
by art historians. It was only after the
Great Depression and a resurgence of in-
terest in the Old West that Miller
regained his importance in history.

In the last thirty or forty years, nearly
‘every book on the mountain man period
of the American West has included at

least one reprint of an Alfred Jacob.

Miller work. Miller made only that one
trip West, but by doing so when he did,
he became as much a trailblazer as the
mountain men he so aptly depicted.

A
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““The Trapper’s Bride."”

Walters Art Gallery, Baltimore
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July 4, 1849, on
the Emigration
Road

An Account of the Stansbury
Party’s Independence Day
Celebration on the Trail West,
and an Incident Among the
Sioux Indians

Submitted by PRESTON YOUNG, JR.

housands braved the long journey
T west in '49 in search of either a

new home in Oregon or that more
alluring object, the glittering treasure of
California. Captain Howard Stansbury,
Corps of Topographical Engineers, U.S.
Army, sought neither. His mission was
the exploration and survey of the Great
Salt Lake in Utah.

The Stansbury party of eighteen men,
five wagons, ard forty-six horses and
mules departed from Fort Leavenworth on
May 31, 1849. July 4 found the party
camped on Ash Creek, within eight days
of Fort Laramie, at a place the emigrants
called Ash Hollow. Here the traces of the
great tide of emigration were plainly visi-
ble in the remains of camp fires, in blazed
trees covered with innumerable names
carved upon them, and in scattered ar-
ticles abandoned by those adventurous
souls who found they had brought more
on the journey than they could continue
to carry. Most discouraging, they found
a total absence of grass or other vegeta-
tion of any kind for the animals.

From the Stansbury journals comes this
account of July 4th, 1849, on the emigrant
trail west.

Wednesday, July 4th.

Thermometer at sunrise 68 degrees.
This being a national festival, I deter-
mined to spend the day here and
celebrate it as well as our limited means
would permit. A salute was fired morn-
ing and evening, and a moderate
26

allowance of grog served out to the men,
which, with a whole day’s rest and
plenty of buffalo meat, rendered them
quite happy.

We had observed yesterday, on the
opposite side of the river (the Platte) a
number of Indian lodges, pitched on the
bank; but the total absence of any liv-
ing or moving thing about them induced

slowly, from the yielding nature of the
sandy and marly bottom, which was im-
mediately washed from beneath the foot
every time it was placed on the ground.
If we stood still in the same spot, even
for a short time, the bottom would be
so rapidly excavated from beneath us,
that a hole of sufficient depth would be
formed to render swimming necessary.
After continuing these tedious and
laborious efforts until we had nearly
reached the opposite shore, on advanc-
ing a single step we found ourselves in
water beyond our depth—the channel of
the river running close to the bank—and
the shirts we had so carefully
endeavoured to keep dry were in a mo-
ment thoroughly soaked. We made out,
however, to scramble ashore.

I put on my moccasins, and display-
ing my wet shirt like a flag to the wind,
we proceeded: to the lodges which had
attracted our curiosity. There were five
of them, pitched upon the open prairie,
and in them we found the bodies of nine
Sioux, laid out upon the ground,
wrapped in their robes of buffalo skin,
with their saddles, spears, camp-kettles,
and all their accoutrements, filed up
around them. Some lodges contained
three, others only one body, all of which
were more or less in a state of decom-
position. A short distance apart from
these was one lodge which, though
small, seemed of rather superior preten-
sions, and was evidently pitched with
great care. It contained the body of a
young Indian girl of sixteen or eighteen

Before the lodge of each brave was erected a
tripod of thin, slender poles, about ten feet in
length, upon which was suspended his round white
shield, with some device painted upon it, his spear,
and a buckskin ‘'medicine’ bag. It reminded me of
the scenes of Ivanhoe and the Crusaders. . .

us from curiosity to pay them a visit.
In order to do this it was necessary to
cross the river, here nearly a mile in
breadth, with a strong rapid current. I
was afraid to risk any of the animals, as
the bottom was known to be very
treacherous and full of quicksands; so
it was determined we should wade it.
Having stripped to our drawers, we tied
our shirts and moccasins around our
necks to keep them dry, and, accom-
panied by five or six of the men, com-
menced the passage. The water was up
to our middle, and the strong and con-
stant pressure of the current rendered
our efforts to bear up against it very
fatiguing. We straggled on, but very

years, with a countenance presenting
quite an agreeable expression: she was
richly dressed in leggins of fine scarlet
cloth, elaborately ornamented; a new
pair of moccasins, beautifully em-
broidered with porcupine quills, was on
her feet, and her body was wrapped in
two superb buffalo robes, worked in like

.manner. She had evidently been dead

but a day or two; and to our surprise a
portion of the upper part of her person
was bare, exposing the face and a part
of the breast, as if the robes in which she
was wrapped had by some means been
disarranged, whereas all the other
bodies were closely covered up. It was,
at the time, the opinion of our moun-
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The Stansbury party crossed the north fork of the Platte just above Deer Creek. The ferry was constructed of seven canoes dug
from' cottonwood logs, fastened with poles. The craft was drawn by means of a rope stretched across the river.

taineers that these Indians must have
fallen in an encounter with a party of
Crows; but I subsequently learned that
they had all died of the cholera, and that
this young girl, being considered past
recovery, had been arrayed by her
friends in the habiliments of the dead,
enclosed in the lodge alive, and aban-
doned to her fate—so fearfully alarmed
were the Indians by this, to them, novel
and terrible disease. But the melancholy
tale of this poor forsaken girl does not
end here. Her abandonment by her peo-
ple, though with inevitable death before
her eyes, may perhaps be excused from
the extremity of their terror; but what
will be thought of the conduct of men
enlightened by Christianity, and under
no such excess of fear, who, by their own
confession, approached and looked into
this lodge while the forsaken being was
yet alive, and able partially to raise
herself up and look at them, but who,
with a heartlessness that disgraces
human nature, turned away, and,
without an effort for her relief, left her
alone to die!

Leaving this melancholy scene, we
recrossed the river and returned to our
encampment, where preparations had
July 1987 .

been made for a Fourth of July dinner.
Although deprived of the vegetable lux-
uries upon which our eastern friends
were doubtless feasting, still our bill of
fare would not have been unacceptable
even to an epicure. Buffalo soup, buffalo
ribs, tenderloin, and marrow-bones
roasted, boiled ham, stewed peaches,
and broiled curlew, relished with a cou-
ple of bottles of cool claret which we had
carefully preserved for this occasion,
and crowned by a cup of coffee and a
cigar, made a meal which, notwithstand-
ing the cup was of tin and our table the
greensward, are thought not entirely un-
worthy of the day. In the evening two
men came into camp and requested our
hospitality: they had been emigrants,
but were on their return to the states
disgusted, having fallen out with their
company by the way.

Thursday, July 5th.

We commenced our journey up the
North Fork of the Platte River. After a
tedious march of twenty-three miles we
encamped on the bank of the river. Just
above us was a village of Sioux, con-
sisting of ten lodges. They were accom-
panied by Mr. Badeau, a trader; and,

having been driven from the South Fork
by the cholera, had fled to the emigrant
road, in the hope of obtaining medical
aid from the whites. As soon as it was
dark, the chief and a dozen braves of the
village came and sat down in a semi-
circle around the front of my tent, and
by means of an interpreter, informed me
that they would be very glad of a little
coffee, sugar, or biscuit. I gave them
what we could spare. They told us there
was another and larger band encamped
about two miles above, many of whom
were very sick with the cholera: they
themselves had been afflicted with it,
but had in a great measure recovered,
although they were in great dread of its
return. As soon as they were told that
I had a doctor, or ‘medicine man’ with
me, and received assurances that some
medicines would be prepared for them,
and left with the trader—who had mar-
ried among them—they expressed much
delight, and returned to their villages,
where, soon after, the sound of the drum
and the song, expressive of the revival
of hope, which had almost departed, re-
sounded from the ‘medicine-lodge’, and
continued until a late hour of the night.

. In the meantime, I directed a quantity
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of medicine to be prepared, with the
necessary directions for using it. The
following morning we paid a visit, in
passing, to the upper village, which con-
tained about two hundred and fifty
souls. They were in the process of break-
ing up their encampment, being obliged
to move farther up the river, to obtain
fresh grass for their animals. A more
curious, novel, and animated scene I
never witnessed. Squaws, papooses,
dogs, puppies, mules, and ponies, all in
busy motion, while the lordly, lazy men
lounged about with an air of listless in-
difference, too proud to render the
slightest aid to their faithful drudges.
Before the lodge of each brave was
erected a tripod of thin, slender poles,
about ten feet in length, upon which was
suspended his round white shield, with
some device painted upon it, his spear,
and a buckskin sack, containing his
‘medicine’ bag. It reminded me of the
scenes of Ivanhoe and the Crusaders,
and impressed me with the singularity
of the coincidence in the customs of
what were then the most refined nations
of the world, with those of these wild
and untutored savages. The cholera had
been quite bad among them, and was
still raging. I visited nearly every lodge,

in company with the doctor and Mr.
Bissonette, the trader, and medicine
was administered to all who required it.
It was touching to witness the moral ef-
fect produced by the mere presence of
a ‘medicine-man’ upon these’ poor
wretches. They swallowed the medicine
with great avidity, and an absolute faith
in its efficacy, which, I have little doubt,
saved many a life that would have other-
wise been lost. I shall never forget one
poor fellow, a tall, fine looking young
man of about twenty-five. He had been
sick three days, and we found him sit-
ting on the ground, his blanket drawn
closely around him, and his chin resting
upon his knees, the image of despair—
very quiet, but the expression of his
countenance showing that he had made
up his mind that he must die. To add to
his despondence, a young man from the
next lodge had just been carried out and
buried. The doctor examined him
closely, and then requested the inter-
preter to tell him that the worst was
past, and that, with care and attention,
he would soon entirely recover. Never
did I behold any thing like the change
which, in an instant, came over the ex-
pressive countenance of this poor
savage. His face flushed, the fire came

into his eyes, and a radiant smile of con-
fidence and hope, which was beautiful
to behold, broke through the previous
gloom. He raised his eyes, till now
sternly fixed upon the ground, gently
smote his hands together, turned his
head toward his squaw, who was stand-
ing behind him, and in a low and
silvery tone communicated to her the
joyful news. It was to him a perfect
resurrection from the dead; for he .
seemed now to entertain no doubt of his
recovery, but received the assurance of
the doctor as if it had been the fiat of
fate. It was a moving site [sic]; and
although we could not understand a
single word that passed, the whole scene
was perfectly intelligible. After ad-
ministering to all who stood in need, a
quantity of medicine was left with Mr.
Bissonette, with the necessary
directions. ;

The whole village was much revived
by this visit from the ‘medicine-man’,
and expressed much thankfulness, and
a strong desire that he should remain
among them. As this was obviously im-
possible, we continued our journey, ac-
companied for several miles by the peo-
ple of both villages. The whole scene was
unique in the highest degree. The road

Captain Stansbury camped eight days from Fort Laramie on July 4, 1849. Formerly known as Fort John, it was established by the
American Fur Company and later sold to the United States government.
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At a camp near Promontory Point began the first land circuit of the Great Salt Lake by white men in 1849. Five men and sixteen
mules ventured into a strange and hostile land where the scarcity of water, the treacherous terrain, and the fear of Indian attacks
made vanishing without a trace a distinct possibility.

was strewn for miles with the most
motley assemblage I ever beheld, each
lodge moving off from the village as
soon as its inhabitants were ready,
without waiting for the others. The
means of transportation were horses,
mules, and dogs. Four or five lodge poles
are fastened on each side of the animal,
the ends of which trail on the ground
behind, like the shafts of a truck or drhy.
On these, behind the horse, is fastened
a light framework, the outside of which
consists of a strong hoop, bent into an
oval form, and interlaced with a sort of
network of rawhide. Most of these are
surmounted by a light wicker canopy,
very much like our covers for childrens
wagons, except that it extends the
whole length, and is open at only one
side. Over the canopy is spread a
blanket, shawl, or buffalo robe, so as to
form a protection from the sun or rain.
Upon this light but strong trellis-work
they place the lighter articles, such as
clothing, robes, etc., and then pack away
among these their puppies and
papooses, of both which they seem to
have a goodly number. The women,
when tired of walking, get upon them to
rest and take care of their babies. The
elasticity of the poles makes the motion
easy and pleasant. I afterward saw an
July 1987

old Indian, that had been crippled in one
of the skirmishes which so often occur
among these tribes, whose only mode of
locomotion was a contrivance of this
kind, from which he could not move
without assistance.

The dogs are also made to perform an
important part in this shifting of
quarters. Two short, light lodge poles
are fastened together at the small end,
and made to rest at an angle upon the
animals neck, the other ends, of course,
trailing upon the ground. Over his
shoulders is placed a sort of pad, or
small saddle, the girth of which fastens
the poles to his sides, and connects with
a little collar or breast-strap. Behind the
dog a small platform or frame is
fastened to the poles, similar to that
used for the horses, upon which are
placed lighter articles, generally pup-
pies, which are considered quite
valuable, being raised for beasts of
burden as well as for food and the chase.
I was informed by Mr, Bissonette that
many tribes, having no horses or mules,
used dogs altogether in moving their
villages. We saw a large number of these
animals, with their sharp noses and
wolf-like ears, thus harnessed, and trot-
ting as if it were an occupation to which
they were perfectly accustomed. The

whole duty of taking down and putting
up the lodges, packing up, loading the
horses, arranging the lodge poles, and
leading or driving the animals, devolves
upon the squaws, while the men stalk
along at their leisure; even the boys of
larger growth deeming it beneath their
dignity to lighten the toils of their own
mothers. :

The whole band halted about ten
o’clock on the bank of the river, but
several of the old men and the chief of
the village continued with us until our
noon halt. I invited the chief to lunch
with us, which he did to his entire
satisfaction, devouring as much meat as
the whole mess beside, and I afterward
saw him seated at one of the messes of
the men, as earnestly engaged in laying
in an additional supply as if he had not
eaten for a week. The Indian, in fact,
from his wandering habits and uncer-
tain mode of exist[e]nce, a[c]quires the
faculty of laying in, when opportunity
offers itself, a store of food against the
fast that may follow, thus approx-
imating the instincts of other wild
denizens of the plains and forests.

v
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The Spencer did not have an ejector; emp-
ties were supposed to drop through the
hole.
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ou’ve seen it in the movies a
million times. The cavalry

troopers swing out of their
McClellan saddles into the Arizona
desert, pulling Winchester carbines
from their saddle boots and slamming
a fusillade from their repeaters into the
attacking Indians. There’s just one
thing wrong with the scene. It never
could have happened. Although the
lever-action repeating mechanism of the
Winchester is the only truly American
repeating rifle design, the U.S. Army of-
ficially adopted and issued only one
lever-action repeater, and then only
briefly.
It started in 1862, when a seventeen-
year-old boy packing a peculiar carbine

The younger man was Christopher
Spencer, the older President Abraham
Lincoln. The carbine was Spencer’s
repeater, which had then sold nearly
12,000 units-on the civilian market. Lin-
coln carried Spencer and his repeater
through the War Department.

About a year later at Gettysburg,
14,000 gray-clad soldiers—Pickett’s
Charge, the high tide of the Confed-
eracy—swarmed to the top of a smoke-
covered ridge. As/blue met gray at the
crest, the history of the United States
stood at a crossroads. If the Con-
federates swept over the ridge, they
would win the war; if their line broke,
all would be lost. The gray wave
stopped, pressed forward, wavered, and

A man could pull the magazine follower out of the
rifle butt, insert the end of the Blakeslee tube, let
seven rounds slide, drop the Blakeslee, reinsert
and lock the follower, swing the lever, cock the
hammer, and resume firing in forty-five seconds.
Neither the Henry nor Winchester could compare.

arrived at the War Department. The
1861-1865 scrap brought every
crackpot out of the woodwork, and
every one of them had a magic weapon
to win the war if the govenment would
lay out a bundle of taxpayers’ cash for
the secret. For perhaps good reason the
boy was shuffled from office to office.

When a tall, ugly man with a squeaky
voice finally asked him what the prob-
lem was, the frustrated youth was
almost in tears. He told the man he had
a weapon to win the war but no one
would look at it seriously. Since the man
“knew a mite about guns’’ and had some
slight influence in the War Department,
he suggested that they go to a nearby
woods and try the weapon.

There the boy loaded the piece by pull-
ing a peculiar metal rod from the butt
and inserting a handful of cartridges
through a hole in the stock. He propped
a shingle against a tree. Then he worked
a lever under the stock, cocked the ham-
mer, and fired. In all, he worked the
lever, cocked, and fired seven times.

The tall man was impressed. Under
the boy’s guidance, he loaded the
magazine in the carbine’s butt and
worked the lever. It was a bit tricky, and
if it weren’t done exactly right the
weapon would jam. He cocked the ham-
mer and fired, again seven times. His
shot group was considerably larger than
the youth’s—a problem he blamed on
advancing age and deteriorating
eyesight.

finally broke under a torrent of fire from
seven-shot repeaters—fire the South’s
muzzle-loading muskets couldn’t match.

In 1866 it was obvious even to the
most reactionary of military men that
the day of the muzzle-loader was over.
The weapon of the future would use
fixed ammunition with powder, primer,
and bullet all in one neat package. Two
types of guns could fire the new am-
munition, breech-loading single shots
and . repeaters. There were enough
varieties of breech-loading rifles and car-
bines to hang one from every tree in
Washington. There were fewer
repeaters, and only two—B. Tyler
Henry’s and Chris Spencer’s—merited
serious consideration.

Of the two, the Henry was far more
advanced. The rifle version’s tubular,
under-barrel magazine held sixteen
short, fat, rim-fire cartridges. When the
lever was thrown the weapon extracted
and ejected the spent shell, chambered
a fresh cartridge, and recocked the
hammer.

By C.F. Eckhardt

The S
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The Reel and the Real: (top) Winchester M1892 carbine, used in Hollywood; (bottom) Spencer M1863 carbine, caliber .56.

The Spencer extracted the fired shell
(sometimes), dropped it through the ac-
tion onto the ground (usually), and
picked up and chambered another shell
from the butt-mounted magazine
(almost always). It had to be hand-
cocked and held fewer than half as many
cartridges as the Henry. Though the
Spencer’s caliber and charge were larger
than those of the Henry, the weapons’
accuracy and range were similar.

In 1866 the army adopted the .50
caliber M1866 Spencer carbine for
cavalry use. Of the same basic design as
Spencer’s wartime weapons, the cavalry
carbine used a smaller bullet—too small,
according to Spencer, who sold the same
weapon on the civilian market in a .52
caliber version. He felt the crimp of the
.50 caliber cartridge was too tight and
would make the bullet perform errati-
cally. The Spencer also came equipped
with a magazine cutoff switch so the
trooper could use it as a single-shot
breechloader while holding a full
magazine in reserve. The cutoff switch

was in perfect keeping with contem-
porary military thinking, but in reality
it was useless.

The Spencer was a crude piece of
machinery. The extractor, which
removed the fired case from the
chamber to make room for a fresh one,
was a thin, knife-like cam. When the
lever was pulled down, the cam was sup-
posed to catch the cartridge’s soft cop-
per rim and drag it out of the chamber,
allowing it to drop through the action
and to the ground. Unlike virtually
every other repeater ever made, the
Spencer had no ejector to toss the emp-
ties out and away.

IF YOU WORKED the Spencer’s
lever slowly and easily and the case
wasn’t stuck in the chamber by expan-
sion or dirt, the extractor worked
passably. But if you had to throw the
lever in a hurry—as when a Sioux war-
rior was bearing down on you, intent on
adding your hair to his scalp pole—the
odds were good that the cam would

make a neat notch in the soft copper car-
tridge rim and leave the case in the
chamber. Or maybe it would rip the
head off the cartridge and leave you
with a copper-lined chamber.

Assuming the spent shell actually was
extracted, you had to throw the lever all
the way, or there would not be enough
room for the empty to fall through the
action. When you closed the action, it
trapped the empty and mashed it into
a gun-jamming ball of copper that had
to be knocked loose before the weapon
could be fired. Even if you successfully
extracted and ejected the shell, you had
to close the action cautiously or the
fresh cartridge might not align correctly
in the feedway. The nose of the bullet
would slam into the metal of the breech
instead of the open breech, jamming the
weapon yet again.

The absence of an ejector had only one
advantage. When a lot of people stand
firing shoulder to shoulder—like they
did at Gettysburg—the ejected brass
creates a problem you have to ex-

pencer Carbine
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A Spencer with the action opened. The whole breechblock fell out.

perience to appreciate. When a cartridge
case flies out of the chamber in rapid
fire, it is hot. When it goes up, it must
come down, and if it goes down
somebody’s collar the resulting
language is thoroughly educational. If
nothing else, the hot shell will spoil the
victim’s shot, and the Highland fling
that follows as that scalding chunk of

or weren't close to the guy who did,
tough.

If the head were gone, the two sanc-
tioned options were equally unattrac-
tive. Each sergeant was supposed to
carry a ‘‘stuck case extractor tool,” so
you could hunt up Ol’ Sarge and use his
tool to dig the case out. If Sarge were
unavailable—say a couple of Indians

It was obvious even to the most reactionary
military men that the muzzle-loader's day was over.
The weapon of the future would use ammunition
with powder, primer, and bullet in one package.
Two types of guns could fire "fixed" ammunition,
breach-loading single shots and repeaters.

metal makes its way downward to sen-
sitive areas works “to the detriment of
good order and discipline” as well as giv-
ing the enemy an entertaining target.

Various remedies for stuck cartridge
cases were available, some sanctioned
by regulations, some not. If the case still
had its head, you could assemble the
cleaning rod, run it down the bore from
the muzzle, and bang the case out. But
only one cleaning rod was issued per
four troopers, and if you didn’t have it
32

were arguing over who got to take his
hair—the regs instructed you to pull the
bullet out of an unfired case, put it on
a flat surface, take a sheath knife, saber
blade, or similar piece of flat steel, and
roll the slug back and forth until you
reduced the diameter of the thing suffi-
ciently to slide it down the barrel from
the muzzle. Then you put it in the muz-
zle, pointed end first, and pushed it
down with a cleaning rod until it
touched the case mouth. You finally

banged it to stick the bullet in the case
mouth and shoved both headless case
and bullet out the breech.

Before you say ‘nobody in his right
mind would actually do that while he
was being shot at,” let me assure you
that someone actually did. One of the
many finds at the Custer battlefield was
a headless .45 U.S. rifle/carbine copper
case. A 405 grain carbine bullet was
rolled down and stuck nose first into the
case.

Unsanctioned but probably the most
common method of removing a stuck
casing was to pry it out of the chamber
with a pocketknife or long screwdriver.
The practice was forbidden because you
might scar the chamber walls, thereby
damaging government property, but
when someone was after your hair, you
didn’t worry much about scratching
your carbine.

If you managed to avoid all those pit-
falls, to.cock your Spencer and pull the
trigger, the cartridge well might not fire.
Early cartridges were not nearly so
reliable as a well-maintained caplock.
While the muzzleloader could be ex-
pected to misfire one shot in one thou-
sand, rare was the box of twenty car-
tridges that didn’t contain a dud or two.

Yet for all its many faults, the
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TW14—FIREARMS OF THE AMERICAN
WEST, 1866-1894. By Louis A. Garavaglia &
Charles G. Worman. The second part of an ac-
claimed study, this lively written and thoroughly
researched, oversized book examines guns as in-
tegral elements of the frontier experience. “‘A
masterpiece of simplicity and thoroughness.”’—
TRUE WEST. University of New Mexico Press.
Cloth, $40.00
Also available:
TW42—FIREARMS OF THE AMERICAN

TW53—GHOST TOWNS OF TEXAS. By T.
Lindsay Baker. In this new release, the author
brings back to life eighty-eight of the ‘best”
ghost towns in his native state. The description
" of each town contains something about its foun-
ding, its former significance, and the reasons for
its decline. Each town site includes a map and
road directions, along with copious illustrations
from the past and present. University of

Oklahoma Press.
Cloth, $22.95

TW32—JOHN NORWOOD'S WESTERN
COOKBOOK. By John Norwood. The
author’s considerable experience and salty
prose combine to make this cookbook not on-
ly a source of culinary pleasure, but also
delightful reading. Influenced by southern,
black, Mexican, cowboy, and Indian cookery,
Norwood’s recipes range from hunter’s dutch
oven meat pies to grilled west coast shrimp,
from crawdad bisque to antelope curry. Heim-
burger House.

Paper, $9.95

WEST, 1803-1865. By Louis A. Garavaglia &
Charles G. Worman. Part one of a two-part study.
Cloth, $35.00

TW58—BACON, BEANS, AND GALAN-
TINES: FOOD AND FOODWAYS ON
THE WESTERN MINING FRONTIER.
By Joseph R. Conlin. In a delightful and
scholarly study, Conlin examines the social
history of food on the western mining
frontier—a subject often ignored, but
shown here to reveal much about the daily

TW30—-COWBOYS, COOKS, AND

CATASTROPHES. By Reba Pierce Cun-

ningham. Based on the author’s life in
| Wyoming, the hilarious misadventures at
the N Bar N have been warmly embraced
by thousands of readers. Meet some of the
most intriguing characters ever to stir a pot
of beans in this uproarious, entertaining
book. ‘“You may or may not laugh till you
cry . . .but laugh you will. "— Lincoln Journal-
Star. Barbed Wire Press.
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rituals of western miners. The author notes
the amazing and somewhat bizarre contrast
of mundane circumstances and gracious liv-
ing that existed in the mining camps.
University of Nevada Press.
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Paper, $12.95

TW22—HISTORICAL ATLAS OF
THE OUTLAW WEST. By
Richard Patterson. A state-by-
state, town-by-town guide to the in-
famous acts of western outlaws,
this lively written reference meets
the needs of the armchair traveler
and the reader on the road. “An ex-
cellent resource for writer and ex-
plorer...a handsome, useable
volume.”"—TRUE WEST. Johnson
Books. Paper, $14.95
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TW43—GERONIMO: THE MAN, HIS
TIME, HIS PLACE. By Angie Debo. In
this first-rate biography, Debo draws upon
Geronimo’s own account of his life, first-
hand narratives of his warriors and other
contemporaries, and traditional historical
sources. She portrays him not as ‘‘the tiger
of the human race,” as contemporary ac-
counts described him, but as an individual
with his own characteristics. University of
Oklahoma Press.

Cloth, $24.95

Paper, $12.95

TW46—THE SAGA OF CHIEF JOSEPH.
By Helen Addison Howard. This complete-
ly revised edition of War Chief Joseph
presents in exciting detail the full story of
the great Nez Perce leader, with a reevalua-
tion of the five bands engaged in the Nez
Perce War, objectively told from the In-
dian, the white military, and the settlers’
points of view. “‘A priceless contribution to
the history of a great and noble race.”—Los
Angeles Times. University of Nebraska
Press.

Paper, $7.95

TW44—GREAT WESTERN INDIAN
FIGHTS. By the Potomac Corral of the
Westerners. Recreated in this exciting
volume are twenty-odd battles crucial in the
opening of the American West. Among the
conflicts included are Bandera Pass, Can-
yon de Chelly, Adobe Walls, Wagon Box,
Fetterman, Washita, Rosebud, Little Big
Horn, and Wounded Knee. “Good solid
reading, and a whole peck of it."'—New York
Times. University of Nebraska Press.
Paper, $7.95

TW54—THE NEGRO COWBOYS. By
Philip Durham & Everett L. Jones. More
than five-thousand Negro cowboys joined
the round-ups and served on the ranch
crews in the cattleman era of the West.
Lured by the open range, the chance for
regular wages, and the opportunity to start
new lives, they made vital contributions to
the transformation of the West. “‘Described
in lively prose and vivid detail”—77me.
University of Nebraska Press.

Paper, $7.95

TW59—INDIAN FIGHTS AND
FIGHTERS. By Cyrus Brady; intro. by
James T. King. First published in 1904, this
volume embraces almost three decades of
Plains history and contains Brady'’s clear,
fast-paced record of the Plains wars. It also
includes several eyewitness accounts, most
of which appear only in this book. Univer-
sity of Nebraska Press.

NEW SELECTION! Paper, $8.95

PHIL SHER

TW33—THE GALVANIZED YANKEES.
By Dee Brown. Here is the little-known
story of Confederate soldiers recruited from
Union prison camps to serve in the West,
standing watch over a nation they had once
sought to destroy. Exchanging gray for
blue uniforms, they became ‘“galvanized
yankees.’’ ‘‘An accurate, inter-
esting, . . . fresh and informative study.”—
New York Times Book Review. University of
Nebraska Press.

Paper, $7.95

TW35—TEN DAYS ON THE PLAINS.
Ed. by Paul A. Hutton. Originally pub-
lished in a limited edition of fifty copies in
1871, this rare book is an account by Civil
War General Henry E. Davies of a spec-
tacular hunting expedition on the high
western plains. Davies featured a young
scout, William F. Cody, as the central
figure, making this book one of the most im-
portant accounts of Buffalo Bill. Southern
Methodist University Press.

Cloth, $21.95

TW27—PHIL SHERIDAN AND HIS
ARMY. By Paul A. Hutton. This definitive
account of Sheridan's western career not
only traces his central role in the final
military defeat of the Indians but also
reveals much about other important
aspects of his varied life. ‘A completely
balanced study...readable, infor-
mative.”—TRUE WEST. University  of
Nebraska Press.

Paper, $14.95

TW48—FORT LARAMIE AND THE
PAGEANT OF THE WEST, 1834-1890. By
LeRoy R. Hafen & Francis Marion Young.
The authors present a colorful, fascinating
history of one of the most important
trading and military posts in the West.
From its establishment to its abandon-
ment, Fort Laramie proved a vital supply
center and rest stop for the westward tide
of emigrants. The cast of characters reads
like a who's who of the American West.
University of Nebraska Press.

Paper, $8.95

TW50—FRONTIERSMEN IN BLUE:
THE UNITED STATES ARMY AND
THE INDIAN, 1848-1865. By Robert M.
Utley. A comprehensive history of the
achievements and failures of the regular
and volunteer armies between the Mexican
and Civil wars. Utley's work treats many
of the Indian-soldier skirmishes and gar-
rison activities in consummate detail.
“Unobtrusive, entertaining, and objec-
tive."—Journal of American History. Univer-
sity of Nebraska Press.

Paper, $10.95



TW29—COWGIRLS: WOMEN OF THE
AMERICAN WEST. By Teresa Jordan.
Filling an important gap in western
literature, Cowgirls depicts the female
counterpart of the famous American
cowboy. The women are portrayed through
oral histories, photographs, and special
chapters giving an overview of their time.
‘A real ‘page-turner,’ Cowgirls is both a
good read and important source of
documentation.’’— Western  Historical
Quarterly. Doubleday/Anchor Press.
Paper, $10.95

TW36—BELLE STARR AND HER
TIMES. By Glenn Shirley. Known as “a
female Jesse James,"’ Belle Starr’s associa-
tion with some of the most sought-after
outlaws in the West brought her lasting
notoriety. Shirley sifts through the fan-
tastic myths surrounding Belle and
unearths the facts about the intriguing
Oklahoman who ironically was murdered
after she finally had decided to go straight.
University of Oklahoma Press.

Cloth, $19.95

TW1—-DAUGHTERS OF JOY, SISTERS
OF MISERY: PROSTITUTES IN THE
AMERICAN WEST, 1865-90. By Anne M.
Butler. “Frail sisters,” ‘fallen angels,”
“soiled doves'—whatever they were called,
these women lived lives of nearly
anonymous destitution. Anne Butler’s ac-
count of their lives bears little resemblance
to popular depictions in film and fiction. It
reveals instead an existence on the brink of
despair. University of Illinois Press.
‘Cloth, $16.95

offering outstanding western books by leading publishers

TW47—HISTORIC SKETCHES OF THE
CATTLE TRADE OF THE WEST AND
SOUTHWEST. By Joseph G. McCoy; ed.
by Ralph P. Bieber. In 1874, seven years
after he had established Abilene, Kansas,
as the railroad shipping point for Texas
longhorns, McCoy published this enduring
eyewitness history of the great cattle drives
northward. This closely edited reprint cor-
rects many early errors and includes an ex-
cellent introduction. ‘“The first and one of
the best range histories. A classic.”’— The
Book Lover’s Southwest. University of
Nebraska Press.

Paper, $9.95

TW51—-FOLLOWING THE SANTA FE
TRAIL: A GUIDE FOR MODERN
TRAVELERS. By Marc Simmons. An ex-
cellent reader’s guide and traveling compa-
nion, this newly revised and updated work
is the only complete contemporary guide to
the first and most exotic of America’s
western routes. Designed for home or on-
the-road use, Simmon'’s book shows specific
routes, towns, landmarks, and markers.
Ancient City Press.

Cloth, $22.95

Paper, $10.95

TW45—THE STORY OF THE WESTERN
RAILROADS. By Robert E. Riegel. A
leading treatment of the subject, this book
follows the Iron Horse's conquest of the
American West through Indian trouble,
labor difficulties, civil war, and farmer
disillusionment. A thoroughly researched
study, the volume includes a large
bibliography. ‘The narrative is on the
whole accurate.”’—American Historical
Review. University of Nebraska Press.
Paper, $9.95

TW37—TEXAS TEARS AND TEXAS TW34—SONGS OF
SUNSHINE. By Jo Ella Powell Exley. The THE SAGE: THE
settlement of Texas is told through the pro- . : POETRY OF CURLEY
vacatively different perspectives of sixteen FLETCHER.

women pioneers of the Lone Star State. A
patchwork of experiences, from “high socie-
ty " to wild frontier, from Indian captive to
honeymooning trail driver, these stories of-
fer vivid, personal accounts of life on the
frontier. Texas A&M University Press.
Cloth, $16.95

Paper, $9.95

TW55—LETTERS FROM HONEYHILL:
A WOMAN'S VIEW OF HOMESTEAD-
ING, 1914-1931. By Cecilia Hennel Hen-
dricks. A treasury of correspondence from
a young woman in frontier Wyoming to her
. family in Indiana, this collection of letters : i
provides a valuable narrative of a young TW20—ALAMO IMAGES: CHANGING PERCEPTIONS OF THE
family’s life in the West and a commentary TEXAS EXPERIENCE. By Susan Prendergast Schoelwer. Published in
on a woman's role in homesteading. “One  conjunction with an exhibition celebrating the Texas sesquicentennial, this
of the most remarkable documents I have profusely illustrated work focuses on key components of the Alamo story
ever read "—Gene M. Gressley, University  and explores both the myth and the reality of each. Southern Methodist
of Wyoming. Pruett Publishing. University Press.
Cloth, $22.95 Cloth, $75.00
Paper, $24.95

Turn the page for more fine selections.



asty of Western Ouatlaws

By don Tusks

TW25—A DYNASTY OF WESTERN
OUTLAWS. By Paul I. Wellman. Wellman
shows that the organized gangs of robbers
and killers—from Quantrill to Floyd—who
roamed the Midwest and Southwest from
the 1860s to the 1930s went to the same
school and were aided by each other’s
notoriety. First published in 1961, Dynasty
“‘is a thriller. . .but at the same time it is
a cool, sane study.”’—New York Herald
Tribune. University of Nebraska Press.
Paper, $8.95

TW24—BILLY THE KID: A HAND-
BOOK. By John Tuska. Considered the last
word on the legendary outlaw, Tuska's
book explodes the myths and corrects the
errors perpetrated by historians, novelists,
and filmmakers. ‘“An excellent book—the
best to date on the Kid and the making of
the legend."— Western Historical Quarterly.
University of Nebraska Press.

Paper, $7.95

TW40—THE RISE AND FALL OF THE
SUNDANCE KID. By Edward M. Kirby.
A thorough study of Harry Longabaugh,
alias the Sundance Kid, outlaw companion
of Butch Cassidy, Kirby's book explores
the Kid's early life in the East, his entry in-
to outlawry, and his career with Cassidy.
Kirby also stirs controversy by contending
that Longabaugh did not die in South
America, but lived until 1955 in California
and Utah. Western Publications.

Paper, $4.95

TW57—SOLDIERS WEST: BIO-
GRAPHIES FROM THE MILITARY
FRONTIER. Ed. by Paul Andrew Hutton;
intro. by Robert M. Utley. This collection
of biographies of military leaders in the
West emphasizes the wide diversity of
style, temperament, activity, and occupa-
tion that marked the careers of frontier
soldiers. The book includes profiles of Clark,
Long, Harney, Sheridan, Custer, Crook,
Miles, and seven others. Umversny of
Nebraska Press.

NEW SELECTION! Cloth, $19.95
Paper, $9.95

TW60—OVERLANDERS. By Richard
Thomas Wright. Borrowing heavily from
contemporary first-person accounts,
Wright has woven a fascinating story of
those westward travelers whose goal in the

mid-nineteenth century was the British Col--

umbia gold fields. Few men and women
realized their ambition to become rich, but
most remained as the region’s first perma-
nent white settlers. The author’s
“smoothly-flowing chronicle holds the
reader’s attention.”—True West. Western
Producer Prairie Books.

NEW SELECTION! Paper, $12.95

R IR ===

TW41—ROY BEAN: LAW WEST OF
THE PECOS. By C.L. Sonnichsen. A new
edition of a popular, lively biography, Roy
Bean profiles one of the most colorful
figures of the American frontier and one of
its least likely heroes. Sonnichsen shows in
astonishing detail the shady side of western
law and entrepreneurship. University of
New Mexico Press.

Paper, $9.95

TW9—LONE COWBOY: MY LIFE
: STORY. By Will James. In this reprint of
’i a classic western autobiography, a young
. Will James is on his own, drifting from one
] outfit to another, herding cattle, busting
| broncos, and getting into scrapes.
‘‘Undeniable reality.""—Chicago Daily
. Tribune. University of Nebraska Press.
' Cloth, $28.95
| Paper, $9.95

i
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TW16—SCORPION. By Will James. A
delightful account of a completely incorrigi-
ble and high spirited horse, Scorpion is
James at his western best. ‘“We enjoy it
keenly because we feel in it the life of the
range, colorful and sportsmanlike.’—New
York Times. University of Nebraska Press.
Paper, $7.95

WIELE. TABES

TW28—TWILIGHT DWELLERS:
GHOSTS, GHOULS AND GOBLINS OF
COLORADO. By MaryJoy Martin. From
Indian legends through the ghostly pres-
ent, meet a spine-tingling assortment of
Colorado’s rich spectral spectrum of phan-
toms, demons, and spirits in- the lively
pages of Martin’s Twilight Dwellers. Martin
proves that “ghost reading can be con-
tagious.”'— TRUE WEST. Pruett Publishing.
Paper, $8.95

TW52—WILD WEST BARTENDERS’ BIBLE. By Byron A. Johnson &
Sharon Peregrine Johnson. This beautifully designed and illustrated new
book, reconstructs the golden age of the American saloon with chapters
on who became saloonists; saloon architecture, furnishings, and stock; and
the daily routine of a saloon. It also contains more than 500 recipes from
rare bartenders’ guides published between 1862 and 1906. Texas Monthly
Press.

Cloth, $19.95

Turn the page for more fine selections.



Spencer was the best thing the army
had. It could be reloaded almost
unbelievably fast for the time. Its
patented loading device, the Blakeslee
reloader, was a long tube which held
seven cartridges. A man could pull the
magazine follower out of the rifle butt,
insert the end of the Blakeslee tube, let
seven rounds slide, drop the Blakeslee,
reinsert and lock the follower, swing the
lever, cock the hammer, and resume fir-

ing in under forty-five seconds. Neither .

the Henry nor the later Winchester
could compare. To load the Henry you
had to pull the follower out of the under-
barrel tube at the muzzle, feed sixteen
cartridges down the tube, replace the
follower, and lock it before resuming fir-
ing. With the Winchester, even those
with the side-mounted loading gate, you
still had to feed in the cartridges one at
a time.

Blakeslee tubes were slung in a large
box under the trooper’s left shoulder.
The box held three rows of three
tubes—sixty-three rounds. With seven
shots already in the carbine plus six
more in his caplock six-shooter, Joe
Trooper had seventy-six fairly reliable
shots at almost immediate disposal. One
school of military thought, however, in-
sisted that was a bad idea, and that
school was West Point.

DURING the nineteenth century, the

U.S. Army was involved in a “reg'ular”'

war—one that involved uniformed
troops facing one another on a bat-
tlefield and maneuvering according to
classic concepts of warfare—less than
nine years. In much of that same cen-
tury, the army fought an almost con-
tinuous war against a guerilla enemy,
the American Indian. Yet not once dur-
ing the entire century did any military
training establishment provide any
training in the techniques of Indian war-
fare either to officers or enlisted men.
The ‘“‘art of war’’ was taught in terms
of the European set-piece battle. Officer
cadets learned horsemanship, fencing,
close-order drill, and bayonet fighting.
Those who learned to fight Indians did
so nose to nose, in a school in which the
only passing grade was survival.

It stands to reason that prevalent
military thought, then, would concen-
trate on those weapons most useful in
a non-existent European battle rather
than in the Indian wars at hand. Accor-
ding to the best military minds of the
time, those weapons were not repeaters.
Former Confederate Brigadier General
- Basil Duke claimed there was no sense
in arming the average soldier with a
repeater because he would fire all his
July 1987

One of the Spencer’s disadvantages was that it had to be hand cocked for each shot.

ammunition while the enemy was ad-
vancing but still at range. When the bat-
tle closed around him, he would find
himself unarmed save for a bayonet.

That might have been true at times,
but apparently it wasn’t at Gettysburg,
where only the rapid fire of repeater-
armed infantry prevented Pickett’s Con-
federates from'sweeping over the ridge.
And it certainly wasn’t true at
Beecher’s Island. In that fight, a group
of civilians and soldiers armed with
Winchesters and Spencers held off an
overwhelming number of Northern
Cheyennes led by the supposedly invin-
cible war chief Roman Nose, who was
killed. Though the whites suffered
heavy losses, every one of the survivors
insisted he owed his life to the repeating
weapons. Without them, they surely
would have been overrun by the
Cheyenne’s massed charges.

Breech-loading single-shots, however,
had already given a good account of
themselves at the Wagon Box Fight,
and the army adopted them rather than
the repeaters. Officially the Spencer
lasted from 1866 to 1869, when it was
withdrawn and replaced by a series of
test carbines, all single-shot
breechloaders. We do know, though,
that some Spencers remained in service
at Fort Sill as late as 1871. When the
Kiowa war chief Satank was being
transferred from Fort Sill and attemp-
ted to escape, the weapon he grabbed
from his guard was a Spencer. Satank
worked the lever, jammed the weapon,
and was promptly shot to death.

But you'll never see a Spencer in the
old movies. Being a rimfire weapon, it
can't be readily converted to fire
Hollywood’s five-in-one stage and movie
blank cartridge. The Winchester Model
1892 will fire it without conversion, so
when you see Hollywood cavalry
streaming to the rescue, repeaters blaz-
ing, remember that they are supposed
to be Spencers—and after 1869, they
aren’t even supposed to be.
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hortly after the Civil War, the
members of the fierce Kiowa tribe
were moved onto a loosely
defined reservation near present-day
. Fort Sill, Oklahoma. There, although
guarded by units of the Fourth, Sixth,

and Seventh cavalries, the Kiowas made
periodic and routine raids into Kansas,
Colorado, Texas, and even into Mexico.
One of the most fierce and feared of
these raiders was the elusive chief, Big
Bow.

Big Bow—

By ANGIE IRONS

Big Bow’s Kiowa name was Zepko-
Eette, the same as his father’s. The
senior Big Bow was a great hunter and
a powerful war chief famous for wander-
ing alone over great distances. He was
considered a wealthy man by Kiowa
standards and had taken two wives,
Dtoh-oie-day and Dtoh-koi-day. Both
were beautiful women, and it was not
unusual for them to accompany him on
his long forays.

In 1832 Big Bow was struck with
wanderlust. His wife Dtoh-koi-day was
pregnant, so he decided to leave her in
camp while he and his other wife started
for Mexico. After weeks of travel, the
couple were followed into a canyon and
surrounded by Mexican soldiers. Big
Bow fought fiercely, but to no avail.
Realizing the hopelessness of the situa-
tion, he turned his weapon upon his
wife, killing her just as the Mexican
soldiers charged in on him.

By the time word of his death filtered
back to the Kiowas’ village, Dtoh-koi-
day had already given birth to a son.
She called him Zepko-Eette and marked
his birthday as the day before the Cut-
throat Gap Massacre in 1833, when the
mighty Osages attacked the Kiowa
village in the Wichita Mountains.

THE YOUNGER Big Bow was much
like his father and started roaming by
himself at an early age. By the time he
was ten he had strayed too far from
camp and did not return. Warriors rode
out to search, but could find no trace of
him. For months Kiowa hunters
watched for him on their hunts and in-
quired of other Indians after him. Many
tribesmen feared the boy was dead, but
his mother was slow to give up hope.
News of a strange boy living among the
Comanches reached the Kiowa village,
and Dtoh-koi-day implored upon her
new husband to go and see if the boy
was her son, Big Bow.

Eager to please his pretty wife, the
new husband and one of his friends rode
out, looking for the Comanches, who
ranged over a territory that extended
from present-day Kansas down across
Oklahoma and Texas and into parts of
Colorado and New Mexico. Each camp
they came to directed them on to

Terro
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Oklahoma Historical Society, Oklahoma City
Big Bow was considered by many to be a womanizer. He is shown here with his wife.




another camp; thus, they traveled until
they found themselves many hundreds
of miles from their own Kiowa camp.

Tired and discouraged, the two men
decided to try one more Comanche
camp. If the boy was not there they
would return home. Dispirited they
entered the next camp and wearily in-
quired after the boy. Yes, came the
answer, a Kiowa boy was with the tribe.
He was living with the chief and his wife
but was away with the chief and would
not return until sundown.

Anxiously, they asked more questions
and then sat down to wait. Just before
sundown the Comanche chief returned
with his small band of men. At his side
rode a handsome young brave, and both
Kiowa men stared up at him. His face
was that of the elder Big Bow.

Dtoh-koi-day’s husband leaped to his
feet. ‘“‘Big Bow, " he yelled to the youth.
I am your step-father and your mother
has sent me to bring you home.” The
boy slipped from his pony and stood
hesitantly at its head, wondering uncer-
tainly just what going home would
mean.

Big Bow’s leaving brought great
sadness to the Comanche chief and his
tribesmen, who had come to respect and
love this genial and personable young
man. Many shed tears of grief as Big
Bow, leading several horses laden with
gifts from his friends, rode from the
Comanche camp toward home.

HIS ARRIVAL home brought an out-
" cry of joy, and the tribal members ran
out to meet him. ‘“Your medicine must
be good!”’ they exclaimed, and Big Bow
stuck out his chest proudly. “How like
your father your are!”’ they shouted and
shoved close around him. “This is a
great day. The day that Big Bow came
home shall not be forgotten.”

But forgotten it was, by Big Bow
himself, who was soon out roving the
wild, free land that he loved so much.
He and the land were becoming one, and
he could feel its heartbeat. He knew all
the watering holes and all the river and
stream crossings, and the hunters who
rode with him were always sure to find
game.

By his eighteenth summer Big Bow

had a following of young warriors.
Under his leadership, they had made a
series of successful raids against the
Utes. Big Bow was fast becoming a war
chief, but his unusually good looks and
attractiveness to women nearly caused

Oklahoma Historical Society, Oklahoma' City
Big Bow, around 1874. The right side of his hair is cut short in the Kiowa war fashion.

his downfall. His exploits were so well-
known among the tribe that one inci-
dent was recorded on their history
calendar for the winter of 1851-52. “The
Winter the Woman Was Frozen” is
denoted by the figure of a woman drawn

r of the Plains
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above the black bar that stands for
winter. :

Big Bow had just turned twenty and
was passing the winter in a neighboring
camp. There was little for the men to do
except tell stories around the fire and
cast amorous glances at the women. But
Big Bow was casting more than glances
toward the pretty wife of another Kiowa
brave. The warrior was away on a
_revenge raid, and the young woman
made no secret about her attraction to
Big Bow.

‘‘Stealing”’ another man’s woman was
contrary to tribal mores, but Big Bow
stole her anyway. Late one night the
couple slipped from the village and
made their way through deep snow to
a woods a short distance from Big
Bow’s home camp. “Stay here,”’ Big
Bow told the woman and rode off
toward his home camp with the idea of
getting supplies from his step-father.

At first, Big Bow’s step-father was

40

glad to see him and welcomed him into
his tipi. But as the young man disclosed
his intentions, his step-father’s face
grew dark. ‘“No,” he shouted indig-
nantly. ‘“You shall not do this thing.”’
His clenched fist lashed out, catching

/

changed to pleading; still the outraged
step-father stood firm. Outside in the
cold, the woman waited and waited un-
til finally her feet froze.

There the story ends. It is not clear .
if the woman survived. If she lived, her

Ignoring the army, Big Bow struck hard at the
Texans, hitting the scattered farmers and smaller
settlements with renewed fury. His very name
struck terror in the hearts of all whites south of the
Red River, and they began packing up and leaving
Texas.

Big Bow in the side of the head. The
young warrior buckled. Quickly his step-
father bound his arms with rawhide and
stepped back as Big Bow slowly
regained his senses.

“Let me go!” Big Bow shouted, but
the old man: refused. The shouting

husband no doubt ‘‘threw her away”
(divorced her), as was the Kiowas’
custom. Big Bow, on the other hand,
was saved from disgrace and the next
summer rode out to visit the Pueblo In-

dians who lived far to the west.
By 1856, Big Bow’s following had
True West



grown to include some of the most
ferocious fighters in the tribe. He joined
forces with another up-and-coming war

chief named Stumbling Bear. Together

they led a force against the Navahos
" and returned home with many horses
and much booty.

With one successful raid after another
against the Utes, Navahos, and
Pawnees, Big Bow turned his efforts
against the hated Texans and struck at
them with wrathful fury. He skirted the
bands of Texas Rangers and Indian
fighters that had been sent after him
and attacked deeper into Texas. Killing
and pillaging, he crisscrossed the state
and then for amusement plunged into
Mexico, raiding along its border.

Big Bow’s medicine was growing
stronger. Then a mysterious incident
‘was to give him great strength and
power among his tribesmen. The story
has become a legend. Big Bow was hunt-
ing with a friend in Texas when they
found themselves surrounded by Mex-
ican soldiers. Taking cover on a hillside,
the two friends fought desperately,
holding off the Mexicans for nearly half
a day. Fire from the Mexican guns was
a furious hail of bullets that ripped
through the ground cover and into the
Indians. Seven times their bullets cut in-
to Big Bow’s chest and stomach, and he
rolled into heavier cover, screaming
curses at them in broken Spanish.

AMMUNITION SPENT, Big Bow
threaded an arrow into his bowstring
and waited. From high on the hill and
to his left, a Mexican general wearing
an iron helmet charged down at him. Big
Bow staggered up on one knee and drew
his bowstring. The general’s metal
breastplate glimmered in the sun. Big
Bow raised his aim and let the arrow fly.
Its sharp point smashed into the
general’s eye. With a scream, he pitched
backwards off his horse and lay still.

A moment of silence passed, and then
a Mexican bugle blared. Big Bow sank
weakly into the grass as the Mexicans
lowered their flag. Two troopers rode
uneasily up the hillside, and Big Bow
watched from the grass as they
retrieved their general’s body and re-
joined their retreating forces. ;

Moments later Big Bow’s companion
rose from his cover and hurried over to
Big Bow. ““Go,” Big Bow said, looking
up at his wounded friend. ‘Tell my
people that I am dead. Tell them that
the Mexican soldiers have killed me.”’
Sadly the Indian looked down at the
wound on Big Bow's stomach. The en-
trails were showing. The Indian turned
July 1987
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and trotted away, knowing that Big
Bow's words of death were true.

The sun burned hot overhead, and Big
Bow turned on his side and crawled a
short distance to a stream. He drank
some water and then lay back to die. His
vision failed and he sank into
unconsciousness.

After a time, someone spoke to him
as if out of the sky, and he opened his
eyes. An eagle circled in the sky above
him. “Big Bow,” the eagle said as it flew
closer, “take the green moss that grows
close to the stream. Stuff it in your
wounds and then bind up the wounds.”’

Big Bow did as the eagle directed.
After, he drank from the stream again
and lay down in a terrible fever. His
wounds pussed and became infected. As

the hours lingered on, his condition
began to worsen, and he opened his eyes
and searched the sky for the eagle. As
he watched, a big cloud formed and rain
poured down, washing him and his
wounds with clear, cool water. The fever
left and the wounds began to close. The
eagle brought him liver to eat so that
his strength would come back, and Big
Bow lay for days watching the eagle in
the sky.

Finally when he was able to stand, the
eagle approached him. “You are a good
and brave warrior,” the eagle said.
“Your medicine is now that of the eagle
and you shall be victorious over your
enemies and protected in the path that
you take.”

Big Bow understood. He listened in-

Oklahoma Historical Society, Okinhorﬁa City
Poor Buffalo (seated, left) was among those who joined Big Bow in the fight against
the whites.
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Old Files, Fort Sill Museum Library, Fort Sill, Oklahoma

Agent P.B. Hunt was afraid of the Indians over whom he had been made guardian.
He requested that Big Bow, who had personally afronted him, be arrested. This letter

was Lieutenant Colonel Hatch’s reply.

tently as the eagle made him a gift of
the eagle tipi and instructed him on how
to put it up and paint it. After many
days Big Bow’s wounds had completely
healed and he stood before the eagle. “I
have given you a new name,’’ the eagle
said. “It is Keah-baud-ay-ah.” The eagle
rose into the sky. ‘It means Just-Barely-
Came-To-Life,” it shouted and disap-
peared into the clouds.

Big Bow returned home after many
months of travel. His people, who had
thought him dead, rejoiced to see him.
They put up the eagle tipi, which was
the only one of its kind in the entire
Kiowa Nation, and declared that no one
except Big Bow’s descendants could
claim the right to have one.

In 1869 when the Kiowa tribe was
ordered onto their reservation near Fort
Sill, Big Bow and his band did not go.
Instead, they joined the Quahada Com-
anches on the Staked Plains in the
Texas Panhandle. From there, Big Bow
42

and his braves roamed and raided

throughout Texas and parts of present-

day Oklahoma.

As the winter of 1871 was ending, Big
Bow and his warriors rode out to join
forces with two other great Kiowa war

It should have been a successful raid
for the Kiowas, but the next Saturday,
when Satanta and Satank went into
Fort Sill to collect their annuities,
Satanta foolishly boasted of the attack.
In front of Indian agent Lawrie Tatum,
Satanta named Satank, Big Tree, and
Big Bow as his accomplices. Immedi-
ately Satank, Satanta, and Big Tree, all
of whom were at the fort, were arrested
and put in the basement guardhouse.
Big Bow, who was smart enough not to
go to the fort, escaped onto the open
plains, and a military warrant for his ar-
rest was issued.

Ignoring the army, Big Bow struck
hard at the Texans, hitting the scat-
tered farmers and smaller settlements
with renewed fury. His very name

.struck terror in the hearts of all whites

south of the Red River, and they began
packing up and leaving Texas. More
soldiers were sent out from forts Sill and
Concho, only to end up chasing a trail
of dust on the plains.

By 1873 bands of Quadahas, Chey-
ennes, Arapahos, as well as the Kiowa
Chief Lone Wolf, joined Big Bow in the
Texas raids. The army was reinforced
and mobilized, but Big Bow just
laughed at their efforts and slipped on-
to the reservation to visit his more
peaceful tribesmen anytime he liked.

One white man, Thomas Battey, a
Quaker who had been sent to teach the
Kiowas, saw Big Bow on the reservation
in 1873. He wrote, ‘‘. . . an Indian rode
up to me, asking me if I knew him. I at
once recognized in him the notorious
Kiowa raider Big Bow, who has pro-
bably killed more white people than any
other living Kiowa; and who, with his
brother raider, White Horse, has been
for years the terror of frontiers, not only
of Texas but of Kansas, Colorado and
New Mexico.” ‘

Indian attacks continued to increase
in 1874. By fall, General William T.

Stealing another man's woman was contrary to
tribal mores, but Big Bow stole her anyway. Late
one night the couple slipped from the village and
made their way through deep snow to a woods a
short distance from Big Bow's home camp. "Stay

here," Big Bow told the woman and rode off.

chiefs, Satanta and Satank. Together
they attacked the Warren wagon train
as it stopped to camp on the Jacksboro
Road in Texas. Seven teamsters were
killed and their bodies mutilated. The
cargo of corn was burned and the trains’
forty-one mules stolen.

Sherman threw all his military might at
them. Dispersing his forces into five
strong columns, he attacked the Indians
and dogged their retreat relentlessly,
giving them no rest. Exhausted and
starving, the Indians started drifting in-
to the reservation agencies to surrender
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their arms and draw food rations. By
December, most of the warring Indian
bands had come in. Only Big Bow, Lone
Wolf, and four other chiefs remained
out. What the white leaders did not
know was that these chiefs could not
have mustered a hundred warriors
among them.

Realizing that Big Bow exerted a
great influence on these chiefs, Colonel
Davidson, commander of Fort Sill, sent
for him. Under the cover of night and
with Davidson’s pledge of protection,
Big Bow slipped into the fort, where the
commander offered him amnesty if he
would agree to bring in the other war-
ring chiefs and their people. Big Bow
knew his people’s war days were over
and sadly agreed. Davidson made him
sergeant of scouts; in that capacity, he
rode out after his people. On February
26, 1875, he returned, bringing in the
war chiefs. With them came 180 women
and children, 475 horses and mules, and
68 warriors.

THE TRANSITION to white man'’s
ways did not come easily to Big Bow,
but his friendship with Lt. Hugh L.
Scott helped. Scott had been assigned
duty at Fort Sill and later would be a
white officer for the all Indian Troop L
of the Seventh Cavalry formed at the
fort in 1892. He did not speak the Kiowa
tongue, but he had a competent work-
ing knowledge of their sign language.
He liked Big Bow and enjoyed being
with him.

Big Bow often scouted for Scott, and
the young lieutenant told of a trip he
took with Big Bow in the summer of
1891. “While driving into Texas with
Big Bow I noticed his fine buckskin
costume. His leggings each had twenty
parallel rectangular marks three-eighths
of an inch wide and three inches long,
down the outside. Putting my finger on
one, I asked what it meant. Big Bow
counted it several times very carefully
from the top to make sure of its identi-
ty, and then announced that it
represented a member of some tribe he
had killed—Pawnee, Cheyenne, Ute, and
many . others—and if he had told the
whole truth I have no doubt that some
of those marks represented white peo-
ple he had killed while at war.”

Later when Scott asked if he wanted
to sell the leggings, Big Bow said, ‘“My
uncle, I don’t want to pick up money for
these leggings. I am getting old and
soon my die day will arrive. Then my
women will plait my hair, paint my face
red, and put these clothes on me, and
my spirit will go out of my mouth up to
the Wolf’s Road [Milky Way]. When I
July 1987

get there they will look me over and say,
Big Bow, you are well dressed.”

Big Bow died in 1901 and was buried
near Hobart, Oklahoma. In 1964 his re-
mains were removed to Fort Sill, where
he was reburied with full military
honors. A white headstone marks his
grave on the Chiefs Knoll at the post
cemetery.
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ntil a few years ago,

family members occupied

the “mansion” that W.P.
Brown built in 1906. In 1973,
shortly before her death, Mr.
Brown'’s daughter, his last heir,
sold the home and furnishings to
the Coffeyville, Kansas, Historical
Society at a much reduced price.
The wholesale cost of having it
built in 1906 was $125,000.

The city of Coffeyville, Kansas,
had prospered at the turn of the
century, as brick and glass plants
were located there to make use of
the abundance of gas. W.P.
Brown'’s dealings in gas, lumber,
and grain made him a wealthy
man.

With his wealth, he built a
grand, three-story showplace in
Coffeyville on a bluff above the
Verdigris River. There he enter-
tained distinguished guests with
parties in the third-floor ballroom.

There is a total of sixteen rooms

in the house. Each room has a
fireplace of a different design.
Some rooms have original hand-
painted canvas wall coverings. The
three full baths feature imported
marble and tile.

Most of the furniture was pur-
chased from Marshall Field of
Chicago and Sloans of New York;
some was obtained during family
trips to Europe. A hand-operated
elevator connects the full base-
ment to the upper floors. The
home was designed in 1904 by
Wilder and Wright of Kansas
City, Missouri.

The Mansion, located along U.S.
Highway 169, is open from 9:00
a.m. until 5:00 p.m., seven days a
week between Memorial Day and
Labor Day. After Labor Day, the
Mansion is open from 1:00 until
5:00 p.m. Tuesday through Sun-
day; it is closed on Monday.
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Central City rebuilt in grand style after the disastrous fire of 1874.

Claude and Muriel Paul

By PATRICIA WENDLETON

The Cradle of Col

old! “My children will be

educated and my wife will be a

lady.’’ The ringing shout
reverberated off the mountain tops,
shattering the pristine stillness of that
spring day in 1859. John Gregory fell to
his knees and clutched the shining rock.
At that moment, the tall, bearded
Georgian was the personification of
Manifest Destiny. He had struck pay
dirt. The frontier was his!

Gregory had difficulty fathoming his
good fortune. He was a gambler of sorts.
One of the tens of thousands of men who
had come west to seek a better life, he
had tried the Fort Laramie area. Find-
ing nothing and down on his luck, he
drifted south to this place near the
banks of North Clear Creek in the part
46 :

of Kansas Territory that would soon be
known as Gilpin County, Colorado.

It is not known whether Gregory
knew of George Jackson’s substantial
placer find a few days earlier at the junc-
tion of South Clear Creek and Chicago
Creek near present-day Idaho Springs.
If he did, we can only wonder if he
understood the impact the discoveries
would have on the future of the ter-
ritory. The stampede was on, and like
a herd of Texas longhorns, nothing
would stand in its way.

Within the wink of an eye, Gregory's
find in that lonely gulch changed the
course of history in Kansas Territory
and the entire West. Thousands of gold-
seeking miners descended upon the
area. The promise of gold was wonder-

ful, heady, and intoxicating. It could put .
a man on a pedestal overnight and, just
as quickly, knock him off.

During that kaleidoscopic boom,
miners settled in tent cities, and if they
took time from gold-seeking, they
quickly threw up log and clapboard
cabins. After working his claim for a few
months, John Gregory sold it to two
men, Henderson and Gridley, for
$21,000 and disappeared from the scene.
In 1862, Henderson and Gridley would
take $200,000 from the Gregory
diggings.

The little settlements that sprang up
around Gregory Gulch went by the
romantic names of Mountain City,
American City, Eureka, Apex, Black
Hawk, Nevada City, and many others.

True West



But from the beginning, a small settle-
ment grew up central to all other areas.

There men talked, traded, and assayed

ores. It was called simply “Central.”
By 1863, Central had become the
largest community in the area. It was
absorbing settlements rapidly. The
osmosis created a small metropolis
which needed to be formally recognized.
The City of Central was chartered in
1864. Right from the start, it was bus-
tling and prosperous. Newspapers of the
time tell the story of a busy city, full of
fraternal organizations, saloons,
meeting halls, and stores with miner’s
implements side by side with “Italian
Sunset Prints.” Macbeth, performed by
the National Theatre Players, opened on
August 18, 1862, followed closely by
The Marble Heart or The Sculpture’s
Dream. Presbyterian' and Methodist
churches held two services a day. It was
a season of finery, culture, bawdiness,
parlor houses, and zany characters.
Colorful events and colorful
characters have always taken their
places center stage in Central City.
There was Billy Updyke and his careen-
ing stagecoach. Billy prided himself on
his punctuality. General Grant
reportedly said that none of his jaunts
had ever equalled the harrowing ride
from Central City to Golden aboard
Billy’s conveyance. The ride frightened
the wits out of many other notables who
ventured to the Gulch, among them
Mark Twain and Horace Greeley. Grant

orado

Jack Wendleton
Saint James Methodist Church is the oldest Protestant church in Colorado.

suggested to Henry Teller that it might
be wise to build a railroad into Central
City to save the nerves of visitors. When
Grant returned as President Grant in
1873, he came by railway. In honor of
his visit, the miners paved the street in
front of the Teller House Hotel with
seventeen ingots of silver.

EVERY WESTERN city had its
dedicated lawmen. Central City was no
exception. It would be difficult to find
a more dedicated public servant than
Sheriff Billy Cozens. It is rumored he
chained two prisoners to his bedpost on
his wedding night. The jail was under
construction at the time, and there was
no place to house the wrongdoers. His

house still stands and is pointed out to
July 1987

visitors with admiration and pride for
a man who “loved” his work.

Without an influx of entrepreneurs
and simple merchants who demanded
“law and order,” there would have been
little need for the likes of Sheriff Cozens.
They came by the thousands: Henry
Teller, who would later serve twenty-
nine years as a United States senator;
Nathaniel P. Hill, a metallurgist from
Brown University who organized the
Boston and Colorado Smelter Company;
the scandal-beseiged Elizabeth Doe,
before she set her cap for silver king
Horace A. Tabor.

There were others. Horace Greeley
wrote so descriptively of the city that
his work still paints a lively picture of
the gold camps. Clara Brown, a

remarkably sensitive and gentle freed
slave, made her living as a laundress
and cook. She still found time to nurse
the sick and to comfort the dying. She
was the driving force behind the estab-
lishment of Saint James Methodist
Church, which still exists as the oldest
Protestant church in Colorado.

Peter McFarlane, owner and operator
of the Central City Opera House, owned
a foundry and machinery business in
Central City. He was a dynamic force in
the establishment of culture and fine
arts in Central City. He instilled a love
of the city in his descendants so that in
the 1920s Ida Kruse McFarlane was in-
strumental in the old opera house’s
restoration. The Central City Opera

House’s tradition of professional opera
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productions is still carried on every
summer.

Inevitably with the presence of so
many lonely men came the women of
“‘questionable reputation,’”” who
followed the gold camps. Early-day
miners adored a young dancer, Rose
Haydee. When she eloped with a
“gambling man,” Sheriff Cozens had to
intervene to keep the poor bridegroom
from being hunted down and lynched.

Claude and Muriel Paul
The Presbyterian church was very active, holding two services daily as early as 1862.

Life was good in Central City. The
first fraternal organization, the Lodge
of the Good Templars, was established
in 1862. It was dedicated to temperance.
That same year the Masons organized
as the Chivington Lodge Number 6. The
number of other fraternal organizations
in Central City is striking. They
evidently served as relief societies; a
miner knew that if he diéd he would be
buried in the organization’s cemetery

Newspapers of the time tell the story of a busy ci-
ty, full of fraternal organizations, saloons, meeting
halls, and stores with miners' implements side by
side with "ltalian Sunset Prints.” Macbeth,
performed by the National Theatre Players, opened

on August 18, 1862.

The most lasting influence on Central
City came not from an individual but
from a group of tough, independent,
devout, family-oriented immigrants.
The Cornish were hard rock miners from
the tin mines of Cornwall, England.
Their skills were much in demand. They
could shore up a mine, and they could
find and follow valuable veins of ore.
They knew their worth, and they were
proud of it. Their stamp is visible
everywhere in Central City, from foods
such as pasties to the wonderful crafts-
manship immortalized in the Saint
James Methodist Church.
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and that his wife would be cared for and
his children would be fed, clothed, and
educated.

Death was common. Many children
died in infancy, and whole families suc-
cumbed to cholera and diphtheria. Many
a young Cornish ‘“Jack’ miner died in
the holes. But between the sad times
there were Fourth of July picnics, Old
New England style Thanksgivings,
plays, musicals, and school pageants.

Then came a fire, the nemesis of fron-
tier towns. On May 21, 1874, a Chinese
family on lower Spring Street started a
fire in their cookstove for their morning

meal. The little stove was poorly con-
structed, and within minutes the sparks
had ignited the wooden shack. Soon the
fire had spread to the wooden false
fronts of Main Street.

One anecdote of that terrible day was
related by John Robins in a 1939 issue
of the Weekly Register Call. Robins was
a small schoolboy that spring, and he
recalled the children’s reactions: ‘“In
answer to the question, did the teachers
dismiss school? Mr. Robins replied,
‘Well, no, school dismissed itself. First
one kid would leave his desk and run to
the window to look at the fire, and the
teacher would tell him to take his seat.
Then, another would be at the window,
and another, until finally the whole
school was looking out of the windows.
Then we all made a dash for the door
and not a kid was left in the building,
except one.

‘“‘In the stampede, as the children left
the building, Agnes Brown fainted and
fell to the floor. We did not stop to pick
her up, but stepped over her as best we
could, thinking she was dead.’

‘“Mr. Robins says he does not
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remember any serious effects to Agnes
from her fainting spell and the children
all running over her, but he thinks the
teachers had plenty of time to revive her
as the rest of the children had gone to
the fire.”

 While the children may have found
the fire exciting, the adults were
devastated. In the span of a few hours,
most of the town was gone. With the
destruction of the buildings, the life of
the city, too, was suddenly gone. To
rebuild or to abandon was a huge deci-
sion. But as in most disasters, there was
really no choice. The people rebuilt in
beautiful stone. Little Central City
became a showcase of beautiful Vic-
torian architecture. Today, the outlines
of the city remain essentially
unchanged. The beautiful stone
buildings of the last century still house
the people and events of the ‘‘Richest
Square Mile on Earth.”

Central City has always been a place
of contrasts. The beautiful opera house
opened in 1878. On March 23, 1878, the
Daily Central Register printed rave

reviews of ‘“Miss Buckingham'’s" perfor-
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The Oddfellows cemetery is one of several fraternal organization cemeteries still in

existence.

Claude and Muriel Paul

mance in Marzeppa. The Massoit Hotel
served such luxuries as oyster soup,
roast beef, plum pudding, and fresh
strawberry and peach pies in each din-
ing room.

Evenhandedly, this same city that
played host to Horace Greeley and Miss
Buckingham welcomed the “Girls on
the Hill.” There were two ‘Parlour
Houses” in the area known as “The
Hill” as late as 1916. In 1897 Lizzie
Thomas Warwick and six girls occupied
one house, Mary Martin and seven girls
the other. If a girl stayed in Central City
long enough, she would be given a
nickname such as ‘‘Slu-foot Kate,”
“Buckskin Nell,” or the ethereal ‘“White
Hope.” The. last madam, Lou Bunch,
finally left the area in 1916. Today local
residents remember those colorful ladies
with Lou Bunch Day every June.

There were some very good saloons in
Central City. In 1897, twenty saloons
operated in the city and neighboring set-
tlements. The names of their owners—
Zanella, Reckling, Plemmens, Rothouse,
Schneider, Crook—attest to the melding
of northern and southern European na-
tionalities. Two of the saloons still ex-
ist, the Gold Coin in Central City and
Crook's Palace in nearby Black Hawk.
To step into the interiors of those

Mines and mine owners’” homes dotted
Central City’s landscape, circa 1880.
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establishments with many of their
original fixtures still in use is to step
back in time.

Probably one reason for the prolifera-
tion of saloons was that one of Central
City's earliest enterprises outside of
mining was a brewery. The stone re-
mains of the old brewery still exist
about one mile up Eureka Street from
the opera house. Built in the 1880s by
brothers Martin and Jake Mack, the
brewery was complete with a beer
garden. The brew was hauled to Central
City and neighboring towns by way of
a four-horse hitch and wagon. The
brewery existed until the turn of the
century, when Martin died and Jake left
to prospect elsewhere. Two more
breweries existed near the Dory Hill
region north of town.

Since that spring of 1869, 128 years
have come and gone. The little
cemeteries above Central City hold the
earthly remains of those resilient peo-
ple who came to establish a community
and a life. Watching a gray winter dawn
or a rosy summer sunset, you can
almost hear that long-ago shout echo-
ing off the mountains—Gold!

The mines are not as active as they
once were. Main Street is paved now,
and autmobiles line the roads instead of
horses and wagons. But if you stop and
listen to the silence, you can still hear

Jack Wendleton

Abandoned at the turn of the century, the old Mack Brewery now plays host to a four-

legged clientele.

Billy Updyke stampeding his team;
Sheriff Cozens daring the young toughs
of the town to ignore his orders;
beautiful Rose Haydee dancing. You
can hear the gentle, caring Clara Brown,

Jack Wendleton

the running and shouting of Johnny
Robins and his classmates. They exist
just the other side of the shadows, so
close you can almost touch them.
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The Central City Opera House, built in
1878, still is the home of fine performances

every July and August.
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REEL COWBOYS

Gunfight At The
O.K. Corral

he most famous shootout in the

Old West was the 1881 gunfight

at Tombstone’s O.K. Corral. Doc
Holliday, Wyatt Earp and his brothers,
the Clanton and McLaury gang, and the
historic setting of Tombstone long
fascinated movie makers. Law and
Order (1932 and 1953, with the latter
film starring Ronald Reagan), Frontier
Marshal (1939), John Ford'’s classic My
Darling Clementine (1946), Warlock
(1959) and Doc(1971) are among the bet-
ter cinematic efforts to portray the in-
triguing events of 1881. One of the most
entertaining and rousing versions
reached the screen in 1957, appropri-
ately titled Gunfight at the O.K. Corral.

Gunfight at the O.K. Corral was filmed
at Old Tucson and other scenic western
locations. Burt Lancaster, big and
athletic, starred as a solemn, no-
nonsense Wyatt. Co-star Kirk Douglas,
equally athletic, played the tubercular
Doc Holliday. Although Douglas
coughed on cue, his robust physique
belied a dying gambler-dentist. Still, his
vigorous, angry portrayal created one of
the screen’s most memorable interpreta-
tions of Doc Holliday.

Jo Van Fleet was fiery as Kate Fisher,
Doc’s paramour. Other fine perfor-
mances were turned in by John Ireland
(as Johnny Ringo), Dennis Hopper (Billy
Clanton), Ted De Corsia (Shanghai
Pierce), Ken Tobey (Bat Masterson),
Jack Elam (Tom McLaury) and Lyle
Bettger (Ike Clanton). Lovely, red-
headed Rhonda Fleming plays a fic-
titious woman gambler, mainly to pro-
vide feminine decoration and an un-
necessary love interest for Wyatt. John
Hudson (Virgil) and DeForest Kelley
(Morgan) were bland as Wyatt’s
brothers; Tim Holt and Ward Bond
were far better in My Darling
Clementine.

Gunfight at the O.K. Corral is episodic,
spanning several years in the lives of
Doc and Wyatt. The film opens in Fort

By BILL O’'NEAL

Griffin, Texas, with Wyatt and Kate
springing Doc from a lynch mob. The
scene shifts to Dodge City, then to
Tombstone. Most of the incidents and
characters have historical connections,
but broad liberties with the facts are
taken throughout the film. For example,
James Earp (played by Martin Milner)
is portrayed as the youngest Earp
brother, foully murdered by the Clan-
tons, while Johnny Ringo supposedly is
slain by Doc Holliday at the O.K.
Corral.

THE SHOWDOWN gunfight is a
battle royal, lasting more than five
minutes on-screen (it took forty-four
hours to film, although the real shootout
was over in about thirty seconds) and
involving far more participants and
casualties than the 1881 fracas. But the
gunfight is well-staged and exciting, a
fitting climax to a forceful, if often in-

Paramount Pictures Corporation
Doc Holliday and the Earp brothers march toward the O.K. Corral. Left to right: Doc
(Kirk Douglas), Wyatt (Burt Lancaster), Virgil (John Hudson), Morgan (DeForest Kelley).

accurate, motion picture.

Ten years later, director John Sturges
reassembled his production crew and
filmed another version of the historic
shootout. Hour of the Gun (1967) opened
with the gunfight at the O.K. Corral,
proceeded through the bloody after-
math, and ended with the last days of

‘Doc Holliday in a Colorado sanitarium.

Jason Robards played Doc and James
Garner was Wyatt. Robards, Garner
and company were dressed like Douglas,
Lancaster and company, but the on-
screen shooting at the O.K. Corral
lasted less than a minute. Sturges must
have read the complaints about the in-
accuracies of Gunfight at the O.K. Cor-
ral, because the fast, violent opening of
Hour of the Gun is the most accurate
version of the shootout ever filmed.

A
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t the height of the Gold Rush, .

wealth was being extracted from
the California mountains in
unheard of quantities. Gold dust was
the common currency. Everything sold
was valued in terms of so many grains
or ounces of dust to the item. Neither
the miners nor the merchants could con-
duct their daily business without a
scale. Still, in the midst of all the wealth,
there was an unusual shortage—money.
California, it seems, was gold rich and
cash poor.
As a means of exchange, gold had its
drawbacks: its price fluctuated; a good

sneeze could scatter a day’s work, and
it was just plain heavy. It was gold’s
weight and the resulting difficulty in
transporting it that was a particular
problem for the miners. Life in the min-
ing camps was dangerous. If a man
wanted to keep his gold he had to keep
it with him. A pound of gold carried in
a pouch suspended from a cord around
a man'’s neck got to be uncomfortable
very quickly.

What the miners needed and wanted
was paper money. Its advantages were
obvious. Its value was relatively fixed;
it was easy to conceal; and a man could

carry the equivalent of a hundred
pounds of gold in his pocket. But just
any paper money would not do. As
much as the miners wanted it, they also
distrusted it.

In those days, the United States
Government did not issue paper money.
It was printed by private banks, and
private banks were not necessarily
stable. Newspapers of the day regularly
carried listings of banks that had gone
bust or whose notes were worth less
than face value. At the very base of the
miners’ distrust was the fact that most
of them had lived through the

By WALT ROWINSKY

The Lost Treasure of Da

Was this California Con Man's Bankroll Gold or

Sacramento in 1850. After selling his supply of Missouri notes to brokers, Dan West retired to Sacramento to live the life of a gentleman
and to supervise the distribution of more money, fresh from the printing press.
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-disastrous Panic of 1837-42, when
many had seen notes issued by banks
they weren’t familiar with become
worthless in their hands.

Since the Panic, the worst problems
had been corrected. States had set up
safety, funds to back paper money
issued within their boundaries and had
completely revised their banking regula-
tions. Still, the miners felt comfortable
only with paper that they were familiar
with and that had a solid reputation.

Another factor was that most of them
planned to return to their homes in the
East with the wealth they won in

n West

Chicken Feed?

California. Gold was too difficult to
transport. They could transfer it
through a California bank and pay a
stiff premium for the privilege, or they
could ship it with an express company
and pay high freight fees. What they
wanted was money that they could
carry with them and that they knew
would be accepted at face value when
they returned home. In other words,
they wanted paper money issued in the
East.

Money changers and brokers were
already trying to meet the need in 1850,
but their small stock of eastern notes
was quickly swallowed up. They had to
make due with whatever was being
issued in California. As miners began to
return home, the demand for eastern
notes grew so great that the brokers
could charge more than face value in
gold for them.

Things changed in the fall of 1850. A
tall, well-dressed gentleman sporting a
Vandyke beard and calling himself Dan
West came into the camps. Instead of
the usual wash pan and other mining
gear, he carried a valise. It contained
fifty- and one-hundred-dollar bills issued
by the State Bank of Missouri, a bank
having a good reputation throughout
the East.

West represented himself to the
miners and to other brokers as a
representative of the State Bank of
Missouri. His purpose for being in the
goldfields was simple. The bank wanted

.gold to further strengthen its position.
July 1987

In the mining camps of California, West traded Missouri Bank Notes for gold.

Of course, the bank was going to realize
a profit from the venture; gold was sell-
ing for less in the fields than it was in
the East. He set up his traveling bank
in the various camps, exchanging his
paper money for dust.

West’s offer was very attractive to
the miners. Not only were they getting
bank notes drawn on a bank they knew
and trusted, but West was willing to ex-
change on an even basis, one hundred
dollars in gold for one hundred dollars
in paper. The offer was so attractive
that even the local money brokers got
in line.

The demand was matched only by
West s seemingly inexhaustible supply
of money. The valise, it seems, was only
a sample case, the bulk of his notes be-
ing stored in another place. West was
overwhelmed and found no difficulty in
working off large blocks of his currency
to the local brokers, who carried it to the
camps in the mountains. West then
retired to conduct business in
Sacramento, where conditions were less
harsh and he was able more nearly to
live the life of the gentleman he
obviously was.

In Sacramento, the epidemic of
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cholera that so recently had ravaged the
eastern part of the country broke out.
Hundreds of forty-niners died. Dan
West contracted the disease but was
lucky enough to survive, although it left
him weak. With providential foresight,
he decided to leave California for the
sake of his health. Late in the year, he
left San Francisco on board a ship
bound for the Isthmus of Panama. With
him he had four morocco leather valises
full of gold, each weighing one hundred
twenty-five pounds.

It had taken months for the Missouri
notes to work their way out of the
goldfields and into the cities. But within
a week of West’s departure men more
knowledgeable about banks and bank
notes discovered that both Dan West
and the money were counterfeit.

Word quickly got back to the
goldfields. California justice in those
days was administered on an ad hoc
basis. The angry miners and ruined
brokers used the occasion to fully exer-
cise their democratic tradition. Mass in-
dignation meetings were held, during
which public debates as to how best to
handle the situation took place. In cross-
ing the plains and mountains to get to
California, the forty-niners had endured
great hardships. They were a tough lot
and were unwilling to let anyone take

-

advantage of them, least of all someone
as seemingly soft as Dan West.

Their response was to form a Commit-
tee of Vigilance. The committee decided
to rescue the gold and bring West back
for trial. A delegation was sent in pur-
suit. At San Francisco the vigilantes
discovered that West had departed:
During their wait for a ship to follow
him in, they made inquiries and found
one man who knew West too well.

Samuel Alanson Lane was a former
newspaperman and reformer from
Akron, Ohio. Unable to resist the lure
of gold, he had joined one of the com-
panies of Akronites who had crossed the
plains to California. Through a mutual
acquaintance by the name of William T.
Mather—West’s uncle—Lane had but

recently become aware that West had

been in California. Lane was unsure of
the nature of West’s business, but he
had his suspicions.

When the hue and cry about the
counterfeit Missouri notes began, Lane
made the connection and offered his ser-
vices to the vigilantes. The story he told
them was startling. It seems that Lane
was intimately acquainted with West
and West’s family, though he knew
them under another name. Lane had
spent the.last ten years of his life try-
ing to hound them out of Summit

Miners weighing gold. Gold dust was the standard means of exchange. No one could
do business without a scale. But the miners wanted something easier to handle—paper

money.
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Ship unloading forty-niners in Panama

County, Ohio. He had had small success.

West’s real name was Daniel M.
Brown, and he had learned the trade of
counterfeiting at his father’s knee. His
father was the Hon. James Brown,
Justice of the Peace of Northampton
Township, Ohio, and King of the
Counterfeiters.

No one is sure when Dan Brown's
career started, but his first brush with
the law came in 1838 at the age of eigh-
teen. He was arrested for passing his
father’s counterfeit currency in Lorain
County, Ohio. But as was often the case
with anyone connected with the Brown
gang, both the evidence and the charges
disappeared before he came to trial.

Even at that young age, Daniel was
a figure to be reckoned with. While
under arrest in the village of Elyria, he
had nearly escaped a number of times.
He finally had to be transferred to the
jail in Cleveland, because it was more
secure.

His family had been involved in infor-
mal banking operations since the early
1820s. His father was already a legen-
dary figure, noted for his flamboyant
escapes and his daring vision of how far
he could carry his illegal schemes. By

True West



on their way back to the States in 1850. West landed in Panama with four leather valises, each containing 125 pounds of gold.

the Thirties, James Brown was the head
of a huge organization whose operations
covered the entire United States and
Canada. His associates were as skillful
as he was. They were reputed to include
some of the most prominent and influen-
tial men in Ohio. That virtually
guaranteed the gang’s immunity from

Although the family specialized in
counterfeiting bank notes and forging
mortgages and state bonds, Dan ex-
panded the repertoire by producing

- bogus coins so finely executed as almost

to escape attention. He was extremely
successful for a number of years.
But about 1849, his secure position

Dan West had the last laugh. From the time of his
death, rumors circulated that there was a large
cache of gold hidden in the area. In 1936, the first
evidence came to light. On the Boston township
farm of Walter Tesmer, a tantalizing discovery was
made. The chickens had gold dust in their craws.

pursuit and prosecution.

In the early 1840s, after a short ap-
prenticeship under his father’s watchful
eye, Daniel M. Brown took the name
Dan West and left home to take charge
of the gang’s western territory. It in-
cluded western Ohio, Michigan, Indiana,
and the Mississippi Valley. Branch
operations he controlled directly were
located in the cities of Detroit, Saint
Louis, Natchez, and Little Rock.

July 1987

was threatened. He found that one of his
dogged pursuers, a United States mar-
shal in Detroit, had made a deal with
one of West’s former lovers to betray
him. West saw in the Gold Rush an op-
portunity for both escape and gain. Like
other forty-niners packing the tools he
thought he would need in the promised
land, he made the arduous trek across
the plains and mountains. He arrived in
California in late summer, 1850. He ap-

pears to have set up shop in or near
Sacramento. There, he quietly provided
himself with the wares he would be
trading in the goldfields.

After hearing Lane’s tale, the
vigilantes chose four of their number to
continue the pursuit. They were han-
dicapped by the fact that they would
have to conduct the pursuit in person.
Neither telegraph nor swift means of
transportation connected California
with the East Coast.

They left San Francisco for the
Isthmus on the first ship available.
Making inquiries upon their arrival in
Panama, they discovered that their
quarry was just two weeks ahead of
them. They hurried to the East Coast
and just missed him. Brown'’s ill health
had delayed his passage.

Dan Brown landed in New York in
late December 1850. His weakened
health ruined during his passage
through Panama, he arrived more dead
than alive. Knowing death was near, he
contacted influential friends and
arranged swift transportation to the
family home in Northampton Township,
Ohio.

He arrived home just after Christmas.
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Dan M. Brown’s Northampton, Ohio, home. Brown died almost immediately after arriving home in January 1851. He was buried
near the house, but the grave was later moved. Since then, gold dust has been reported in the vicinity of the house.

His poor condition was so obvious to
him, his family, and his friends, that
both the family physician and the family
attorney were called in. On December
27, 1850, Dan M. Brown divested
himself of all his earthly possessions.
Wily to the end, he distributed his pro-
perty and money with his own hand. It
would not do to leave a trail. Of the gold
acquired in California, nothing was
mentioned.

Brown died on his Northampton farm
on January 21, 1851, at the age of
thirty-one. He was buried there.

The pursuing vigilantes arrived in
New York in early January. They knew
“West” had landed there and had little
trouble tracing him to Ohio. They
followed his trail to Cleveland, but when
they got there, they were informed their
man was dead. Sam Lane, however, had
warned them about the Brown family’s
influence and connections, so they
believed that was just a trick to throw
them off the trail.

They decided to continue the in-
vestigation using a trick of their own.
One of the vigilantes, an experienced
56

California detective, was sent to the
family farm to get permission to disinter
the body. The story he used was that his
father, in one of the western states, had
guaranteed Dan M.’s bail at some time
in the past. Proof of Dan’s death would
relieve him of the responsibility of mak-
ing the payment. The detective and the
other vigilantes, who posed as officers
of the court, were given permission to
exhume the body.

THE CORPSE was disinterred and
clearly identified as that of Daniel
“West.” The vigilantes took advantage
of the situation to search the grave and
the property for gold. They found none
and returned to California disappointed.

Dan West had the last laugh. From
the time of his death, rumors circulated
that there was a large cache of gold hid-
den in the area. In 1936, the first
evidence came to light. On the Boston
township farm of Walter Tesmer, not
very far from the Brown homestead, a
tantalizing discovery was made.
Tesmer’s chickens had gold dust in their
craws. Tesmer attempted to discover

where the chickens were picking it up,
but after a few weeks gave up the
search.

Somewhere in the quiet hills of north-
east Ohio lie five hundred pounds of
gold dust, mined from the miners by
Dan West, Banker to the Gold Rush.
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Davenport

I would like any information concern-
ing my grandfather and his children.
His name was Thomas Alonzo Daven-
port, Jr. He was the son of T.A. Daven-
port, Sr. and Caroline Hall. He was a
veteran of the Civil War and served
under Captain C.S. Coffey. He entered
Oklahoma Territory after the war. He
married Elizabeth Trimble and they had
twins, Elmer and Delmer. They may
have had more children. I would like to
hear from any descendants.—Turner
Ashby Ross, P.O. Box 1271, Verona, MS
38879. :

Brownlee-Stevens-Bursheres

I am seeking information on my
father’s family. George Arthur
Brownlee was born on March 12, 1891,
in Oakcliff, Texas. He had three older
sisters. His grandparents and great-
grandparents came up the Trail of
Tears. Another grandfather lost an arm
and leg in the Battle of Wilderness dur-
ing the Civil War. His mother’s name
was Lucy Jane Stevens.—Clara
Wingfield, 8200 Bolsa, #109, Midway Ci-
ty, CA 92655.

Osborn

I am seeking information on my great-
grandfather Aaron Farmer Osborn, who
lived in the Platte County, Missouri,
and Wyandotte County, Kansas, area.
He was born on December 20, 1829, and
died in 1911. He was buried in Weston,
Missouri.

Aaron had a twin sister named Sarah,
who married a man named Lewis. In
September of 1863, Aaron was made
captain in the newly formed 82nd
Enrolled Missouri Militia, or “Paw
Paws.” It is believed that Aaron was a
spokesmith or wagon maker at
sometime in his life.

Osborn’s wife, Winifred Ann Mer-
chant, died in 1896, and sometime after
that, Aaron moved to a 360-acre farm
in Kansas with his daughter, Lena, and
her husband, Will Thorp. There he lived
out his final years and was buried in the
Weston cemetery. :

Any information on .Aaron, Sara
Lewis, or the ‘‘Paw Paw’’ militia would
be appreciated. —W.A. Osborn, P.O.
Box 7571, Klamath Falls, OR 97602.
July 1987

Flinn

I am looking for information on a Jack
Flinn, said to be born in Ireland. He
married Julia Grounds Richardson in
Iowa. Julia had four children: Mary
Richardson, Elizabeth Richardson, Sant
Richardson, and Katie Richardson.

Julia and Jack had one son, Sidney B.
Flinn, born January 20, 1869, in Iowa.
Jack and his family moved to Califor-
nia sometime after Sidney’s birth. It is
said that Jack went to California to
mine for gold.

Julia left Jack and went to Nolan
County, Texas, sometime in the 1880s.
Jack remarried and had other children.

I would appreciate any information on
Jack Flinn because he is my great-great-
grandfather.—Shonna Lawhorn, 501
Walnut, Sweetwater, TX 79556.

Herrin

My great-grandfather Isaac Francis
Herrin was said to have settled in
Boerne, Kendall County, Texas, before
the Great Rebellion. His tombstone in
Patton Cemetery at Boerne reveals he
was born on October 25, 1833, and died
on October 10, 1887. He was first mar-
ried to a lady named Elizabeth who was
born June 8, 1834, and died May 18,
1875, after having seven children.

In 1874, Isaac married Annie B.
Cupps, daughter of Fred Cupps. Annie
was born on March 17, 1848, in Quincy,
Illinois, and died in Boerne, Texas, on
August 21, 1932. Isaac and Annie had
five children, all born in Boerne. Annie’s
parents were said to have owned the old
Menger Hotel in San Antonio, Texas,
and disowned her because she married
a man of Irish blood.

Isaac and Annie had owned more than
six hundred acres of land in Boerne, long
fought over by heirs after Annie’s
death. Annie was said to have had a
half-brother named Frank Moore, who
lived by the Blanco River.

I would like to hear from anyone hav-
ing information in regards to this family
or their history.—David Cheesman, 1805

Shoshone Drive, Apt. 24, Lafayette, IN
47905.

Luker

Elizabeth (Eliza) Luker was born in
Clay County, Alabama, around 1847.
She married a Mr. Roberts and they had
two sons and two daughters. La Vada,
the name of the youngest daughter, is
the only name of a child known. After
the death of her husband, Mrs. Roberts
went to Houston, Texas, and bought or
built a hotel. Shortly after World War
I, she sold her hotel for a fair profit and
bought land on the Texas Plains.

I would appreciate hearing from any
of her descendants.—Joe Hearne Moore,
12410 La Lira Drive, San Antonio, TX
78233.

Quattlebaum

I would like to contact anyone that
could help me locate the Quattlebaum
families. They came from Georgia and
settled in White County, Arkansas. My
dad and grandfather are no longer liv-
ing, and I would like to know about
others in my family.—Bobbie Quat-
tlebaum Nichols, P.O. Box 867,
Monahans, TX 79756.

Jones-Page

I am looking for the descendants of
Joe Joseph Jones and Pearl Page. They
are the parents of my mother. I believe
my grandfather was born in Arkansas.
He married and lived in Oklahoma. He
and his wife had three surviving
children: Emma, Betty, and Robert.

I would like to hear from anyone that
could give me information on my fami-
ly.—Mrs. Irene Bornn, P.O. Box 1096,
Victoria, TX 77902.

Jennings

I am seeking information on the life
and times of Al Jennings. Who was his
father and mother? Where and when
was he born? Where and when did he
die? Did he have a wife and family?

I would like to hear from anyone who
may have information about this person
or his relatives. I will answer all let-
ters.—Robert G. Willis, 970 Harney
Way, Sunnyvale, CA 94087.

: e/

Readers letters for ““Trails Grown Dim”’ are printed as soon as space permits, so please be pa-
tient. Please type or print your query and limit letters to 150 words or less. Photos are welcome.
We can’t run current “missing persons’ notices or lengthy genealogical requests, but we do at-
tempt to print all letters as soon as we can. Any reader having information concerning persons
referred to above is asked to communicate directly with the letter writer; please do not write to us.
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A Pioneer Woman’s Letter’s

LETTERS FROM HONEYHILL: A
WOMAN’'S VIEW OF HOME-
STEADING, 1914-1931. By Cecilia
Hennel Hendricks, edited by Cecilia
Hendricks Wahl. Pruett Publishing Com-
pany, 2928 Pearl Street, Boulder, CO
80301. $22.95, clothbound.

Cecilia Hendricks did not bump along
rutted trails in a Conestoga wagon or,
fearfully watch for hostile Indians while
making the trip west in 1913. She was
a pioneer, nonetheless, as she moved
with her new husband to his homestead
in northern Wyoming.

The United States Reclamation Ser-
vice had opened an irrigation project in
the Shoshone Valley and offered
homesteads to bring the barren acres
into good farm production. The land was
cheap and John Hendricks, a Spanish
American War veteran, believed he
could become a financial success by rais-
ing bees and selling honey.

~ Cecilia Hennel was a professor at In-
diana University, Bloomington, when
she and Hendricks were married. Dur-
ing their train ride to the western
homestead, they stopped in Chicago
long enough to buy an Underwood
typewriter. Cecilia used it to write let-
ters almost daily to her parents for the
next seventeen years. They saved her
letters, thousands of them, and her
daughter has compiled them into this
book.

Arranged in chronological order, the
letters reveal much about Cecilia. She
was a practical, sensitive person, who
grew to love Wyoming. The letters also
record the history of these years, as she
was a keen observer and an accurate
reporter of events. She describes the
first automobile in the neighborhood,
their prized Victrola and first battery
radio, how they got electricity, the first
airplane, changing styles in clothing,
and political events.

Although Cecilia didn't write as often
when postage soared to three cents a let-
ter, she continued to send her parents
descriptions of life in Wyoming.

“September 14, 1917: This morning
the clouds lifted a while...and you
should have seen the new white snow on
the mouintains to the west and north.
Bear Tooth has a new sprinkling, but
the tall mountains over in the Park and
the tall ones to the southwest were
dazzling. Even Cedar Mountain, the one
58

west of Cody...had a new white
bonnet . . .

“August 21, 1919: If you had been
here yesterday you would have seen the
queerest weather we ever had. There are
big forest fires somewhere and the air
is thick with smoke. . .The air was a
queer green color all day, like twilight.
The crickets sang all day and the bees
did not fly or hum at all. . .

“July 25, 1923: The Mrs. Harry Payne
Whitney art exhibit (in Cody). . has
been shown only in three places
heretofore. . .New York, Paris and
Chicago . . . since Mrs. Whitney is mak-
ing the Buffalo Bill statue for Cody she
decided to put the exhibit there this
summer. . .

“November 8, 1929: At the quilting
party Mrs. Gillett got to telling about
what happened once when she went east
for a visit, leaving Mr. G. and their five
sons at home. The boys ranged in age
from 8 to 20 years. . . A week after she
left one of them broke his arm. .. The
house caught fire three times. . .once
was when the boys (9 and 11 years old)
lighted a lamp and set it on a chair
beside their bed so they could read. It
was a very hot night and they went to
bed without the formality of a nightie,
there being no mother around to see
they observed the proprieties. . . They
awoke to find. . .the room on fire and
chased to the neighbors for help. . . The
neighbors were just returning from the
chautauqua, so the boys shouted their
news to them and started back toward
their house . . . The two little boys had
a slight start and they kept ahead of the
car all the way down the road the
quarter of a mile. .. absolutely
naked. . . with the full glare of the
headlights on them all the way."”

By 1931 the Great Depression was in
full force. The financial situation was so
bad the Kendricks were ‘“‘up against it "’
and their neighbors were losing their
farms for taxes. Cecilia managed to get
a teaching job in the English depart-
ment at Indiana University. She had to
leave John and their beloved Honeyhill
and returned with their three children
to Bloomington, Indiana. There she
helped care for her aging father, saw
their children got an education, and sent
money to John to pay bills and taxes to
save Honeyhill.

Anyone who has lived through the
Depression will appreciate the heart-
break in the final pages of this book. It

does not have a happy ending, but it is
a true story and one that should be
read.—Willah Weddon, Stockbridge,
Michigan.

The South Platte Trail

DESTINATION: DENVER CITY.
THE SOUTH PLATTE TRAIL. By
Doris Monahan. Swallow Press/Ohio
University Press, Athens, Ohio 45701.
1985. $29.95 clothbound, $14.95
paperbound.

Destination: Denver City is a good ex-
ample of thorough and detailed
research. Doris Monahan shows a
remarkable knowledge of the historic en-
vironment surrounding the Colorado
Gold Rush and a dedicated attention to
the smallest details.

In general, the twelve chapters deal
with the people and the events of the
South Platte trail during the ten-year
period between 1857 and 1867.
Monahan explains how events like the
incursions of fur trappers, Indian buf-
falo hunts, and the gold rush affected
the area to the point where newly-
established settlements scattered along
the trail created a need for communica-
tion and transportation links, military
protection, and a news service.

Every aspect of life on the South
Platte Trail during this period has been
analyzed to its core, whether it concerns
the treatment of animal skins, the
geological characteristics of the trail, or
the habits, physical features, and even
the nicknames of the people involved.
The general framework of the book is
good, and well-linked to the clear and ac-
curate footnotes. Each chapter leads
smoothly into the next and the twenty-
five pages of old photos, drawings and
maps add a pleasant pause during the
course of reading.

Destination: Denver City will be con-
sulted primarily as a resource for
details, prominent names of the period,
or family background. However, it is far
from being pleasant reading. The ac-
curate and detailed research is unable
to translate itself into a fluent, readable
essay. Throughout the book, names,
places, and facts alternate quickly and
unceasingly, leaving the reader
perplexed about how much he will be
able to remember and how much is
worth remembering. It is a condensed
essay in which some of the chapters
could have been diluted into a less
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crowded, more pleasant volume. It also
seems to be mainly dedicated to the
select few who are already familiar with
the region and its history and know
what to expect from these pages.

In spite of the several fascinating
episodes of frontier life described, the
work lacks the vivid imagery which is
the key to any literary success. But
because the book is well-researched,
largely from primary sources, it
represents a valid document in the
history of the South Platte Trail.—
Lorenza Marcin, Colorado Springs,
Colorado.

Bovine Genealogy

THE TEXAS LONGHORN: RELIC
OF THE PAST, ASSET FOR THE
FUTURE. By Don Worcester. Texas
A&M University Press, Drawer C, Col-
lege Station, TX 77843-4354. $12.95
clothbound.

Don Worcester, a noted historian and
author of books about the American
West, proposes an iconoclastic theory in
this brief monograph: the Texas
Longhorn, he says, is not just a descen-
dant of the Spanish, or Criollo, cattle

but owes many of its characteristics, in-
cluding unusual horn growth, to another
source—the Bakewell Longhorn,
England’s first improved breed of cat-
tle. Worcester supports his hypothesis
with extensive research documenting
the importation of English cattle into
the southeastern states in the late eight-
eenth and early nineteenth centuries
and their subsequent introduction into
Texas in the years between statehood
and the Civil War.

Having traced -carefully the
Longhorn’s English line of descent,
Worcester gives equal time to the
Criollo in a chapter full of anecdotal
descriptions of the dominant wild cat-
tle of Texas. The mixing of those wild
or Spanish cattle with the Anglo stock
resulted in the present breed of
Longhorns, according to Worcester.

The value of this slim book—number
eight in a series of essays on the
American West—lies as much in its
stories as its theory concerning the
Longhorn’s origins. Worcester has un-
covered a wealth of examples, complete
with names and dates, that enliven the
history of the breed. For example, a
Texas rancher imported some Short-

horns and had them hauled by wagon
from the port in New Orleans. When his
breeding experiment failed, another
rancher said wryly, ‘“A man has no
business with cows that can’t light out
and walk from New Orleans.”

But Longhorns fell into disfavor in
spite of their well-known characteristics
of disease-free survival and their
acknowledged rescue of Texas from
financial chaos following the Civil War.
Worcester chronicles their demise—
brought about by careless breeding, im-
ported Shorthorns, and the barbed wire
fence—and the resurgence of the breed
due to farsighted men like Emil Marks
and Graves Peeler. Today, says
Worcester, America'’s first home-grown
beef breed, risen phoenix-like from the
ashes of oblivion, still has contributions
to make.

In this concise study, Worcester gives
a thorough and easily grapsed history
of the cattle which captured the im-
agination of Westerners. It’s no wonder
the Longhorn has become the symbol of
Texas.—Judy Alter, Fort Worth, Texas.
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fter many years of retirement
from the hobo trail, I once
decided to rejoin the knights of

the road and enjoy some carefree travel
over the old cinder trail. I wondered if
I would find any of my old friends,
whose company I used to enjoy while
living in the hobo jungle.

I boarded a passenger train in Bil-
lings, Montana, and rode the blinds in-
to Coeur d’Alene, Idaho. I went into a
jungle there and stayed a week.

An old black man that I had traveled
with years before was there. His hair
had turned snow white. He was seventy-
five years old, and he told me that he
had been hoboing for fifty years. I had
first met him when I was a young kid
riding in the shade on a vinegar car on
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By GUY BAILEY
lllustrated by AL MARTIN NAPOLETANO Ton;

Hood River Blackie
Remembeed
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the Nickle Plate Railroad in Ohio. He
had taught me many things about
riding the rails, and he had told me to
be sure to write to my mother every
week.

There in Idaho, he told me he was on
his way to Seattle. After spending his
whole life as a hobo, he was going into
an old folks’ home.

When I left Coeur d’Alene, I went to
the yards and climbed into a boxcar
headed for Wenatchee, Washington.
Several of the fellows at the hobo camp
there were waiting to pick Bartlett
pears. I helped replenish the mulligan
pot and enjoyed my stay for a few days.
Times had changed a lot since the old
days when we rode the trains pulled by
steam engines. One thing, we didn’t
have to eat cinders.

I left Wenatchee and headed for the
Yakima Valley a hundred and fifty miles
south. The ’bos had a good camp there
and were ready to start working on the
pear crop. The second day I was there,
we had a great surprise. Hood River
Blackie walked into camp. I had never
met Blackie, but some of the other boys
had. They introduced me to him, and he
told us of many of his experiences.

One I will never forget: years before,
he had been on a freight train in Mon-
tana when a bad rail put ten cars down
the thirty-foot bank into the river. When
everything came to a stop, Blackie
found himself in the river in an upside
down boxcar.

Blackie wasn’t hurt—just shook up.
He could hear someone hollering for
help, and he knew that there had been
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A Well-known

Hobo's Story
Reminds His Pals
&i that Hoboing

,,,f @g Wasn't All

some hobos in a gondola car behind him.
When he got out of his car and went to
help, he found a young fellow about
twenty years old lying in the cold water.
The corner of the boxcar was on his leg.
Blackie held up the young hobo’s head
and called for help.

The train crew, the conductor, and the
brakeman came, but there was no way
possible to rescue the boy. The
brakeman suggested cutting his leg off
at the knee with a jackknife. He would
surely bleed to death; he was already
losing blood in the water. Blackie held
the boy up out of the water for another
half-hour, but he finally died.

When Blackie got through telling his
story, tears were running down his
cheeks. It reminded me that hoboing
isn’t all fun.

I left the valley and never saw Hood
River Blackie again. But I have always
remembered him as a great man.
Everyone who ever met him loved him.

Hood River Blackie was a great hobo.

Bl
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SAN FRANCISCO, SUNDAY MORNING, AUGUST 2. 1891—SIXTEEN PAGES.

SAN FRANCISCO
- IN EARLY TIMGS,

——

When the Metropolis of California Was
- Kiiown as Yerba Buena.

One of the Traditions of the Indians in Regard
to the Golden State—A Correspondent’s
Views of the Bay City.

Just think of General Vallejo telling some
American tourists when standing in the
court-yard of the Palacea Hotel, that in
earlier times he lassoed a bear with his ri-
ata, or rope, junst where they were all stand-
ing, writes a San Francisco correspondent
to the Cincinnati Enquirer. That was in
the days of lang ago, when this city was
called by thedignified name of Yerba Buena,
and, as the General remarked, it was a little
better than a forest of wild beasts.

As late as 1839 the name was retained,
and the inhablitants were chiefly Indians.
1r 1833 a Boston bark visited the Coast, it
was called the Volunteer. Thomas Shaw
was the captain, J. C. Jones the owner and
supercargo. Jones went to the Sandwich
Islands in about 1820 or 1821,,and became
United States Consul. From there he often
made voyages, going to Boston, returning
to the islands, and then visiting other
points. In 1833 he came to the harbor of San
Francisco, anchoring in the cove known as
Yerba Buena or Loma Alta Cove. Loma
Alta is known to the residents here as Tele-
graph Hill and Yerba Buena was San Fran-
cisco proper. W. H. Davis was one of the
party and had come fo this city in 1831, sav-
.enteen years before the gold discovery at
the old Sutter mill. From him welearn that
Captain Shaw prided himself on having the
fastest boat on the water, but ag the test had
.never been made it was still a matter of
opinion with the ecaptalh, for the English
vessel, the A-ecucha, was known and ac-
ceded by all the captains, save Shaw of the
Volunteer, to be the very fastest on the
Coast. On this trip, when fully twenty-five
miles from the bay, being pecalmed. and
compelled to lis to on account of a dense
fo,

" IMAGINE 8SHAW’S DELIGHT
When at about noon the fog vanished, and
very near by was the celebrated English
boat Arecucha, Dbecalmed, also. Here,
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‘on me fast.”

thought the captaip, is the longed for op-
portunity. It was evideunt the one idea had
tnken possession of the English captain too,
for both Dboats were preparing for a race.
It was very exciting, both vessels doing
their best. For a time the Arecucha was
ahead, but slowly the Volunteer was gain-
ing on.her. When almost abreast Captain
Shaw shouted through a spgaking trumpat:
‘“How do you do, Captain Wilson?”
Wafted back over the waters came
the reply: “I am very well, thank
you, Captain Shaw. You are gaining
Not only did they -gain on
them, butanchored fully a quarter of an hour
before its rival,” and beating her record
of being the fastest boat on the Coast. Both
boats were flying their national colors when
racing. In the evening the defeated captain
camme aboard of the victorious bark and
spent several hours talking over the race
and ‘drinking many glasses of something
stronger than water. The Eindest feeling
prevailed, but each c¢aptain was intensely
proud of his own nationality. :

At the military post all-the soldiers were
native Californians, and Captain M. G. Valle-
jo, afterward General Vullejo, was In come
mapd. Castle Point was also under his’com-
mand. It was well garrisoned and had the
Spanish nnme of Puunta dek Castillo. The
trade was at that time water trade, the cur-
rency being lides, tallow, sea and land otter,
beaver skins, ete.

AT THE DOLORES MISSION,

In 1833, there were fully 2000 Indians, well
fed, well clothed, learning t, be industrious
and becoming Christianized. Awvrong them
were some gnod masons, shoewmakers, car-
peniers, biacksmiths amk shipwrights, All
spoke Spanish, and many could both read
and write. At the head of this mission was
Padre Quijas, who had thous&nds of "horses
and mates, 10,000 head of critle, besides
vast numbers of sheep. Tie Padre was
very sociable and entertained his guests
with native California wine (red), manufac-
tured ai the Santu Clara aud San Jose mis-
sfons, and which was considered very fine.
Rich in stock as” the Deolores Misgion was,
it was poor, very poor, when compared
with the two ahove mentioned.

I quote from an old résident, who says in
1833 there was “not a single inhabitant of
what is now known as the city or county of
San Fraacisco outside of the Presidio and
the Mission.”

The first merchant of Yerba Buena and
Monterey was Nathan Spear of Boston.
T'he goods were shipped from point to point
by little schoonsrs,

In 1839 Captain John Sutter was making
excursions and ‘examining the country,
searching for a suitable plaece to settle. He
was desirous of obtaining large grants from
the Mexican Government. He finally came
to what is now Sacramento City, and there,
with his Swiss mechanics and several others,
he planted his brass cannon and had all his
arms ready for defense against the 700 or
800 Indians that had met bim in their tule
canoes on.his arrival. 'The precaution was
unnecéssary, for they gave no trouble.
However, he thought it

WISE TO BUILDiA FORT
In case of any hostility or any trouble of
the Department of California. Captain

Sutter was a native of Switzerland, and
an accomplished, cultivated gentleman and
delightful companion.

The Russian Fur. Company held a lease

from the Mexican Government, and under
this lease they weore shocting from their
boats the sea otters, whick: were not only in
San Francisco Bay, but both north and
south of it. Their skill in killing these ani-
mals was so great that they nearly exter-
minated them. Aft:r skinning them the
hides were shipped to St. Petersburg, Rus-
sia. About 1841 .John A. Sutter purchased
everything the Russian Fur Compary had
for the sum of $50,000. He was to pay in
wheat, stock; suap and furs, and five years
were given hit to cancel his indebtedneSs,
and it was doneée in the time named. All
about Sacramento, in that great valley, he
raised his acres of wheat.
“ Fourth of July was first celebrated here
in 1839 by a, few_ Americans. They invited
their friends, and in patriatic style kept the
national holiday. 5

There is & curious tradition among the In-

*dians in regard to the Golden Gate, as it is

called, or eutrance into the bay. An old
servant of Captain Ri¢hardson named Mon -
ica related it to a party of gentleman in 1838
when he was 80 years old, very vigorous and
still a good boatman, his work being to con-
vey goods by boat to the different points.
This man said his ancestors had handed
down the story fromm a very remote pericd.
It was as follows: In the long ago there was
only a mountain where now is the famous
Golden Gate. The natural outlet for the
waters was through the Santa Clara Valley

across the plains to the Bay of Monterey,

and by a mighty convulsion of nature
the mountains were in' part uprooted and
the entrance from the bay to the ocean mmade,
which i3 now the only'passage to sea, and
through which all ships' must pass, and is
called :

. THE GOLDEN GATE.

As seashells have been brought to the
surface from the depth of 100 feet .in many
places where fhis natural outlet was said to
exist, it seems Lo be proof that it is not alto-
géther imagination. A sclontific French-
man hearing the story was very much inter-
ested, and spent much time making observa- .
tions, and finally expressed himself as being
of the opinion, from the geological evidénces
and indications, that the siory was founded
on fact.

In tiie very center of the business portion
of tnis city, about Kearny and Washington
streets, was a lake of salt water, and influ.
enced by the tide, being fed by a little
creek with water from the bay. As the city
built up this became a troublasome thing
with muddy banks, and finally it was deter-
wined to Lridge over the creek. When it
was done the people camne from all direc-
tions to see the wonderful structere, for
they were getting progressive, and took
very soon to public improvements. Then
jumping and wading daily was getting to be
100 primitive. )

Captain Hinckley, the Alealde, who was
the first to see,the necessity of having the
‘bridge, and to whom it was due, had a sur-
vey of Yerba Buena made, the streets lo.
cated and named. This was the first thiog
of the kind ever done here, and that was

True West



when the Mexican Government had full
control,

If any one supposes ﬁold was first discoy-
ered at Sutter’s Mill, he or she is greatly in
the dark. As eargu 1840, in Los Angeles
County, up the San Ferpando Valley, a
party of Sonora Mexicans made the first
find. Being familiar with their own placer
mines, they took out a good deal of dust. It
is estimnated that in two years fully $100,000
had been taken out. The mining was con-

tinued, but with very small resuits, Lill the

great gold fever broke out all over the
land on the Sacramerto discovery, which
was in 1848, ¢
YET TWO PADRES

Hed kndwn of the existence of the preclous
metal as early as 1843 and ’44, but kept the
news secret to prevent—what actually did
take place—an inpouring of people from
everywhere. The gold and precious
picees of stone filled with gold had
from time to time been broueht to these
Padres by the Indians. The Fathers would
ascertain th:e locality and get all the infor-
mation they could, and then tell these poor
creatures if they “uttered a word about it
the wrath of God would be visited upon
them.” Poor, trusting, superstitious crea-
tures, blinded by law and authority, their
discovery was of mno profit to them, theif
knowledge of no use to the world.

A grist-mill was needed, 8o all the way
from Baltimore was the machinery brought.
A two-story frame building was put up on
Clay street, near Kearny. The miller was
Daniel Sili, and he had six mules at a time
grinding this grist, and kept twenty, all
told, for the relief of the others. He daily
turned out about twenty to twenty-five bar-
rels of flour. The primitive way—and to
this day many Spanish and Mexicans will
have no other—is to use a metate; or large
flat stone, mounted on three unequal legs,
which lets the stone incline sharply. The
operator uses a hand-stone and crushes the
grain between the two, which falls in a dish
below at the lowest end. The women
do this work' and not only grind ¢orn and
wheat, but chili, or the dry and sweet
red peppers, which form the season-
ing of unearly all their dishes. Even cocoa
was prepared by them, as they are very
fond of it.

THE LAST PIONEER RELIC,
A building, is now being torn dowa. It was
the first four-story brick building ever
erected in the city. Itis on Sansome street,
and built about 1850, Ther rear end was
only a short distance from deep water at
that time, and goods from vessels coming
in from Ckina were tracked directly into
this warehouse—all the bricks, timber, lime
and nails; in fact, nedrly everything that
came around the Horn trom Boston. No
one seeiug it now would €ver dream it was
a water-front warehouso of importance.
The last Governor under Mexican rule was
that charming, courtly gentleman, generous
to a faalt, beloved by all and finally robbed
of'all his wealth by not understanding the
American ways and laws, vet uncomplain-
ing in his dire poveity—Governor Pio Pico.

Wihen the new Awmerican flag first floated
over the old Monterey Custowm house, July,
1846, the old Mexican was laid aside. Then
Commodore Sloit was military commander;
then R. C. Stockton, then J. C. Fremont,

military Governor in 1846, followed by Gens °

erals Kearney and Mason. It was under
General Riley’s regime thatthe State was
formed, and the election took place Septem=
Dber 13, 1849, when the newly clected Govern-
of, Peter Burnett, came into office. Thus
this great State was fairly launched on her
course. From' 1849 to 1891, only about forty-
two years, and they sepin shoct to accom-
lish all that has been done—the desert
and grown with fruit and flowers, irrigated
by energetic peopte, who expect. to make
fruitful every unproductive acre that can
have water piped upon it; the sandlots of
Yerba Buena covered with sowme of the larg-
est and finest buildingsin the world—houses
of stone ten-stories high in this land where
earthquakes sometimes eome, but when diffi-
culties come they seem to be met as quickly.
AS THEY PRESENT THEMSELVES.

Here, too, on coarse, gravelly soil, bnoches
of grapes of enormous size and weight are
grown, one I saw yesterduy weighing four-
teen pounds, and some ‘have weighed nine-
teen; seven and a half pounds is not an an-
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. most exquisite foot-gear fashionable.

common weight. But tell these things to
the average Eastern person in a whisper,
and I see them look unutterable things, and
afterward hear the m speaking of the won-
derful growth of the imagination, as well as
fruits, trees and flowers, and have every
fact heavily discounted, till even the grass-
hopper becomes a birden; then, not darin,
to tell one-half the truth, you subside.
did want to tell of an Ohio man picking
1800 buds and blossoms off one running
rose and, getting tired of counting, did not
know how many were finally taken from the
bush that mornivg, and I did not waut to
tell how for three mornings a wagon-load of
rosebuds alone were cut from a small yard
in Powmouna and sent to the flower festival,
and how I remarked, as others had, “Well,
no flowers bave been cut in that yard for
the rose festival,” when Miss Marita
Thomas™ remarked, “A wagon-load every
morning for three-mornings, that is all.”

1f T could have you see this young city,
which in sumwmer time merits the name of
windy as much as Chicago ever did, and go
up Murket street, which ja sometimes as
crowded as Broadway, you would wonder
whether it was possible for any other city so
many wiles from the seatof Government
to have accomplished all that has been done
here. No other American city resembles
New York as this does, and still the foreign
elament and peculiar ways of maby people
make you think more.elten .of Paris than
any other place,” ‘J think it-is the jnost

INDEPENDENT PLACE KNOWN.

Living 13 /s cheap here as elsewhere, room
rent higher in proportion than other places.
In mauny of the very best houses you rent a
roow and have hous¢keeping privileges—
thau is, the usé ox the Xircnen to cook for
yours’e\f or have your coal-oil or gasoline
stove. hvis_ expected yon will ask for house-
keeping vrivileges as much as a parlor—in
fact more, and for a single person to do so
as well as a person of family takinga flat.

Iu San Francisco go to-a fine house, ask
torent a room with housekgepmg privileges
and then prepare to Tup—if you are not re-
markably courageous. Board and room
can be had as low.as $1 perday at thor-
oughly respectable places in private fam-
ilies. Rooms alone at fashionable hotels
from 8t up per day. In fact, if you desire
to live on-the European plan get a fine
roomn at the hotel and excellent meals are to
Lbe had at the very lowest rates within a
block or two of any of them. More than a
fourth of the people live in this way, doing
away with housekeeping and paying from
$20 to $40 for the cook alone, not saying
anything about™ the other servants, for a
cook will do nothing but cook in this part of
the Union. A servant for general house-
work is not known here. ;

I did want to write of the park,.the

drives, the thousand and one interesting
things that go to make this city a pleasant
place to reside in at all seasons, particularly
in winter, when the winds do net blow
every afternocn and the sand does not come
dowa from the suryounding hills with such
force as to make you wear your eyes a la
squint to keep from making small sand lots
of them or go deaf from the quantity of
artificial deposit acquired on a promenade,
One thing the wind does do is to makerlg:lhe

18
shog-stores keep a line of exquisite goods.
The size of the children’s feel is something
remarkable, and in the majority of the
ladies, too, for that matter, something
tremendous; but you forget the size wien
you see the high insteps and beautiful
modeling and exquisits boots.

SANTA CLARA COLLEGE

SANTA CLARA, CAL.

THE FALL TERM WILL OPEN AUGUST &, 1891.
Entered students must be present on opening

dnzy.
__28 TuThSu 3t JOHN PINASCO, 8,J., President.
)t:)‘ﬂ effects of
docay, wasting weakness, lost S v esd
wﬁl [ .‘::lu le treatise (se eonw.:{g"‘
SR ey e TR o
man who is nervous and_ debilitated. ?ddreq
Prof, ¥.C. FOWLER, Moodus, Gonme

FAT FOLKS REDUGED
DR. SNYDER,

The Successful Obesity Specialist,

HER HUSBAND 1S SURPRISED

FORT BIDWELL, Cal., June 4, 1891.—Dr, Snyder—
DEAR B1r:—" It xsdjusz forty days since I began with

have bsen reduced just forty-
five pounds, over one pound Iper day. husband
is surprised at the result and I am gratified, as § feel
perfectly well and am greatly improved in complex-
jon and form. Send me another moath’s treatmens
at once.” MRES. GEORGE FREEMAN,

- PATIENTS TREAT%D RY ™ n'o"\'nd

No starving, no inconvenience,
fid For and tes-
Gl A T

your treatment an

3al.

DR- o- w- Fl SNYDER.

McVicker’s Theatre Bldg., Chicago, iil.
myl17 8u tf

IT PAYS
YOUNG !

ESIDES BEING A PLEASURE, IT PAYS TO

look a8 young as you are at least. In business
and other matters gray-haired people are at a dis-
count. Nonée but the rich caun really afford to allow
their hair to remain gray, and they do not often
want to. !

MRS. GRAHAM'S HAIR RESTORER

Restores gray or faded hair to 1ts original color. You
can apply it yourself and no one need know you are
using it. 1t has no nopleasant odor; dees not inake
the halir sticky; does not.stain the hands.er scalp.
1tisa clear ligu-d and contains o sediment. Guar-
antoed harmless, ' It requires about ten days’ use to
restore the color. Frice $1. Get your druggist to
order it for you. If you have any trouble with your
hair or scaip, call on or write to
MRS, GERVAISE GRAHAM,
“Beauty.Doctor,”
103 POST STREET, Swn Francisco, who algo treats

ladles for all blemishes or defects of face or figure,
Lady agents wanted.

We would like to thank Jim Lyons of Mt.
View, Californza, for contributing this copy
of an 1891 issue of the San Francisco Call.
Jim has sent us several old newspapers for
“Western Archive” in the past and promises
to submit many more in the future. His
advertisement can be found on page 10 of

this issue.
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LOST TREASURE. Ghost Town, Western Americana
books. Old City, County, State maps. Free catalog.
Slocum Books, Box 10998A, Austin, TX 78766. 388

FREE CATALOG, HARVEY DUNN PRINTS and Western
books. Write North Plains Press, P.O. Box 1830, Aber-
deen, SD 57401. 887

FREE CATALOGS of western fiction. Canford, Drawer
2167, Freeville, NY 13068. 288

RARE, OUT-OF-PRINT BOOKS. Western Americana,
Civil War, firearms, hunting, fishing, natural history.
Catalogs issued. Specify interests. Marcher’s Books,
Dept. TW, 6204 N. Vermont, Oklahoma City, OK 73112.

1087

MAKIN' CIRCLES WITH A ROPE: The Lore of the Lasso
Wizards. Unique Western Americana by former pro
roper. Hilarious and moving stories about the trick-
roping greats of rodeo and Wild West Show yesterdays.
64 full-page photos. Deluxe hardcover edition with
dustjacket. Autographed $13.00. Marv ““Slim”* Girard,
1217 Pearce St., Owosso, MI 48867. 787

EVER MEET A BLUE OX? Hey, now'’s your chance! Read
“A Giant Walked Among Them” by H. B. Girard, noted
chronicler of lumberjack lore. Trail west through 170
fun-filled pages with those timber legends, Paul Bun-
yan and Babe. 31 illustrations. Limited hardcover edi-
tion/dustjacket. $9.00 postpaid. Free library cover!
Girard Books, 1217 Pearce St., Owosso, MI 48867.

3 887

ED BARTHOLOMEW wants all hes gunfighter books.
Price, condition please. Box 805, Ft. Davis, Tx. 79734
887

A CONNOISSEUR'S SELECTION OF SCARCE and un-
common Western Americana books in exceptionally
nice condition. Outlaws, lawmen, cowboys, Indians,
mountain men. Catalogs available upon request. B&G
Fine Books, Box 7546, Burbank, CA 91510. 887

FREE CATALOG WESTERN HISTORICAL Non-fiction,
frontier-cowboy books. Send 22¢ postage. Maverick
Publications, 10245 West 14th Ave., Denver, CO 80215.

1187

TRUE WEST, OLD WEST, FRONTIER Times, Relics. Most
in binders, some loose. Write for prices, details. S.E.
Haygood, 2821 Sacramento, El Paso, TX 79930. 1087

FREE BOOK CATALOG. Novels, westerns, romances,
childrens; old out of print, found barns, attic. Authors:
Grey, Bower, Connor, Fox, Curwood, Kyne, Raine,
Wright, Fox, Potter, many others. Postage appreciated.
Pierce, 4400A Pine Cluster, Oroville, CA 95965.

188

| DIDN'T KNOW THAT ABOUT WYOMING | by Lavinia
Dobler. Wyoming’s own trivia book! 139 pages of ques-
tions answered in this fascinating capsule history! $9.00
postpaid. Wolverine Books, Greybull, WY 82426.
788

WHO'S WHO IN RODEO. Rodeo Hall of Fame
honorees. 224 pages; 290 photograghs; $14.95
autograghed. Willard H. Porter, 5654 SE Harbor Ter-
race, Stuart, FL 33494, 787

"PIDGE" A TEXAS RANGER FROM VIRGINIA by Chuck
Parsons, TRUE WEST’s ““Answer Man.” “’Pidge”’ served
as a McNelly ranger and fought in the Sutton-Taylor
feud and against Cortina raiders on the Rio Grande.
Gunfighter - ranger - journalist whose life was a
Romeo-Juliet tragedy. This well-researched book
presents his letters, thoroughly annotated, new infor-
mation on the Sutton-Taylor feud and cattle wars.
Many photographs, 157 pages, 8”2 x 11 inches. Limited
edition. Large, hard-cover only. Signed and numbered
by author. Price: $25.00. Order: Chuck Parsons, Box
203 TW, South Wayne, WI 53587. 787

WESTERN-TREASURE-DESERT-AND OTHERS. Rare back
issues magazines for sale. Write Harold Moody, Box
803, Project City, CA 96079. 787

FREE  AMERICAN TREASURE BOOKS-EQUIPMENT
CATALOG Hundreds, newest items - coinshooting
water/land, prospecting, western history, Indians,
ghost towns, Civil War, maps. Treasures of Texas, Box
1695-4, Kerrville, TX 78029. 388

MISTER RODEO! TRUE STORY of Leo Cremer and his
fabulous Montana Broncs. New 1st edition by Patrick
Dawson. 170 pages; 122 rare photos, including
beautiful “Rodeo Wrecks.” $16.95 includes postage.
Wolverine Distributing, Greybull, WY 82426, 788
CHUCK WAGON COOKIN'. 165 pages recipes, round-
up lore, cowboy humor. Dutch even cookery; deep-
pit barbecue. $9.50 postpaid. STELLA HUGHES, Eagle
Rt., Clifton, AZ 85533. 1087

BOOKS! Montana and Wyoming Histories. Write for
Free catalog. Wolverine Distributing, Greybull, WY
82426. 788

COWBOY BOOKS. Free catalog. Bunkhouse, Star
Route, Box 30A-3, Bastrop, TX 78602, 787

A CHRONOLOGY OF THE OLD WEST. 270 page, hard-
cover book deals with the highlights of life in the Old
West from 1860 to 1900. 94 pictures. Complete Index.
Autographed by author. $15.95, plus $2.50 postage.
W. Hardy, 651 Pheasant, Frankfort, IL 60423. 987

FREE SINGLES' CORRESPONDENCE MAGAZINE folks
seeking pen pals, friendship, marriage. Hotline, 720-02
Morrow, Clayton, NJ 08312-2101. 787

ZANE GREY WITH DUSTJACKET BOOKS and $6.75
Americana books. Send $1.75 for Grey catalog. Grim-
shaw, 15 West Druid Hill Avenue, Randolph, MA
02368. 787

SURVIVAL BOOK—'"CLOTHING MADE IN THE
WILDERNESS. " $11.00, 72 pages, paperback, 8% “x11”
postpaid. Rodent Press, Dept. TW, P.O. Box 205,
Swisshome, OR 97480. 1087

BALLINGER'S TREASURE TABLOID, “The Association,”
5 1969 issues, $5.95 postpaid. Ed Bartholomew, Ft.
Davis, TX 79734. 1087

TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES 1954 thru 1986. Complete
set 1957 to present. Make me an offer. Clinton C.
McDaniel, P.O. Box 68, Clovis, NM 88101. 787

TRUE WEST, OLD WEST, FRONTIER Times. Complete
collections. Make offer. Noel Wolff, 9431 47th Drive
N.E., Marysville, CA 98270. 787

FREE GOLD PANNING TRIP BROCHURE, free catalog

of gold prospecting books and supplies. Gold Country

Prospecting, 3119 Turner St., Placerville, CA 95667.
1087

"'CAMELS IN THE WEST, " 16-page booklet about camels
imported to.work in the West. Rare illustrations, color
cover. $2.95, plus 55 cents postage/handling, 20 cents
sales tax on California orders. Arcade House, P.O. Box
214744, Sacramento, CA 95821. 288

Use TRUE WEST Classifieds!

TRUE WEST Classifieds

Only seven easy steps put you in touch with your best prospects nationwide
at a very reasonable rate of only 50¢ per word (15 word minimum).

i Choose your number of insertions: (11 (02 03 O4 05 0O6 07 0O8 0O9 010 011 12

2 . Mark your category: [ Antiques [J Artifacts [J Books & Magazines [] Business Opportunities (] Coins [J Collectibles
(] Educational [J Employment [J] Farm & Ranch [ Genealogy [J Government Supplies [J Guns [] Hobbies [] Indian Related
[0 Photography (1 Real Estate [] Recipes [] Records & Tapes [] Travel [] Treasure Hunting [J Videos & Films [] Western

Merchandise [J] Want to Buy [J Miscellaneous

3. Write your copy: Please print or type copy. Show punctuation marks. For additional words attach separate sheet.

4. Determine your cost: Number of words ______ x 50¢ x number of issues =38
Full payment must accompany all classified space orders. Deduct 10% for running in 3 consecutive issues and 15% for 12 issues.
Zip codes are FREE. Up to five initial words highlighted in bold italic FREE; $1.00 per word for each additional héghlighted word.

Post office box numbers count as three words. == r‘r‘
E N/

5. Fill in your name and address: Full name and street address must accompany all orders.

Name Credit card orders: 0 VISA 0 MC

Firm Account #

Address Expiration Date

City State Zip v 7. Mail to: Western Classifieds

P.O. Box 2107

6. For deadline dates see advertising schedule on page 50 of this issue. If your ad
Stillwater, OK 74076

arrives after the deadline date, we will insert it in the next available issue.
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250  BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

275

COLLECTIBLES

350 INDIAN RELATED

EARN 16% annual interest on $5,000.00 minimum in-
vestment. Application $25.00. LOANS from $5,000.00
to three million. Application $25.00. Transworld Foun-
dation, P.O. Box 226006, Dallas, TX 75222. 887

INDIAN WARS, western military, ghost town,
Precolumbian, Indian relics/collectibles. Gemstones.
Catalog, $2. HD Enterprises, Box 22082F, Denver, CO

IMPORT 14,279 PRODUCTS CHEAP. 1,568 Asian
sources revealed. Free details. Mercantile, 1023/89F
Adams, Olympia, WA 98501. 887

EARN EXTRA $$ selling Western Publications products!
Magazine subscriptions, books, posters, prints, back
issues, and much, much more. As a sale representative
of TRUE WEST and OLD WEST magazines you will han-
dle quality western products that will bring extra in-
come and at the same time make you eligible to
receive valuable discounts. For more information
write: Western Sales, Dept. T-1, 205 West 7th Ave.,
Suite 202, Stillwater, OK 74074. Ph. 405-743-3370.
987

TIRED OF WORKING 9 to 5? Learn how to start your
own business at home! Free information, don‘t delay.
DJ’s Publications, 819 Pochard Way, Suisun, CA 94585.

787

FINDING AND FIXING OLD HOUSES for fun and prof-
it. 110 page book tells how. $7.95 to J.L. Enterprises,
Box 463-WP, Laporte, CO 80535. 787

RAGS TO ROLLS—incredibly simple method took
welfare level teacher to Washington Post interview and
cash purchase of Rolls. Have helped thousands, Ill
help you. For info. LSASE to J.L. Enterprises, Box
463-WP, Laporte, CO 80535. 787

SEVEN MOST profitable businesses you can work at
home. Free details. Royale Publishers, 14100 Del Papa
#5, Houston, TX 77047-D-2 887

EARNINGS UNLIMITED! Mail our burglar alarm adver-
tisements from home! RBM Merchandising, Box 59314,
Chicago, IL 60659. 887

$500.00 WEEKLY! IMMEDIATE HOME INCOME
Opportunitie$. Guaranteed! Free information. Send
Stamp. ALCO, B769TW2, Socorro, NM 87801. 887

SELL BIBLES! Big profit! $1.00 brings colored wholesale
brochure. Fosterw’s, 1047 14th, Suite 14, Oroville, CA
95965. 887

MAKE MONEY WORKING AT HOME. Selling informa-

tion by mail. FREE defails, rush self-addressed stamped

envelope. KJ, P.O. Box 4173, Bayonne, NJ 07002-8173.
787

THE NEWEST M/M AND MAILORDER! Music!! For in-
formation send $1.00 to: Hopkins Enterprises, 307-3101
Western Road, Weston, Ontario, Canada M9M 2Z9.

987
MAKE MONEY WORKING AT HOME selling informa-
tion by mail. Free details. Rush self-addressed,
stamped envelope. Bargman, 2531 W. Laurel, Dept.
C, Fort Collins, CO 80521. 987

GUARANTEED! $1.00 pound from ‘“junked” tires!
(Send stamp.) La Walleys-92, Fountain, FL 32438.
987
MAKE MONEY WORKING AT HOME selling informa-
tion and advertising by mail. Free details. Rush self-
addressed, stamped envelope. TH Enterprises, Box 92,
Melbourne, AR 72556. 987

DOLLARS UNLIMITED! EVERYTHING FURNISHED. Mail
advertisements. Satisfaction guaranteed. Details free.
Write: Brightside, Box 1190-TW, Battle Creek, MI 49016.

887
MAKE MONEY EASY READING BOOKS. Receive big
commission checks. Get exciting details today. Harding
House, 100 South Harding, Dept. Money, Enid, OK
73703. 788

EARN $8,000.00 monthly writing/selling booklets. Free
details. Parnell Publications, Box 1940-TW§,
Blytheville, AR 72316. 1087
ADVERTISE FREE! ! ! In over 100 national publications.
Moneyback guarantee. For list and instructions, send
$3.00 to: MODS, Box 15232(TW), St. Petersburg, FL
33733-5232. 1087

MAKE MONEY working at home selling information

by phone. Free details rush SASE to G. Clarin, Rd. #1,

Box 93A, Chemung, NY 14825, 987

$500 WEEKLY MAILING CIRCULARS in your spare time.
Send a self addressed, stamped envelope for details
to S and A Enterprises, P.O. Box 351, Rosemead, CA
91770. 787

260 COINS

INDIAN HEAD CENTS $1.00 ea. or 12 different $10.00.
Grady Derryberry, Rte. 1, Box 165, Madison, KS 66860.
987

80222. 188
OLYMPIC COLLECTORS NEWSLETTER sent free. Max-
well, Box 41630, Tucson, AZ 85717-1630. 788

WESTERN STOCKS & BONDS for collectors, dealers,
decorators: mining, railroad issues, etc. Advise of your
specialized interests for most appropriate listings. Also
buy. American Vignettes, Box 155-TW, Roselle Park,
NJ 07204. 488

LAW BADGES AND PATCHES for collectors. Send $2.00
for illustrated catalog. B-PEC, Dept. FT1186, Box 444,
Los Alamitos, CA 90720. 688

COLLECT AUJTOGRAPHS, historical letters and
documents. Subscribe to The autograph collector’s
Magazine, PO Box 55328, Stockton, CA 95205. $12.00
year U.S., Canada, Mexico; $17.00 elsewhere. 887
ARIZONA HIGHWAY MAGAZINES. Complete years
1942-1986. Complete years of many duplicates. T.
Glass, 27701 Murrieta, #212, Sun City, CA 92381.
987

MEXICAN STATE SERAPES, very colorful, 70% cotton,
size 75x60 inches - $18.95 each. Heavy weave Eagle
Ponchos, 70% cotton, size 75x39 inches - $17.95 each.
Horse Rider’s Poncho, 70% cotton, 75x35 - $17.95 each.
Lambswool Horse Blanket heavy weave - $18.95 each.
Casas Grande Reproduction Pottery, 7 inches high by
8 inches diameter - $12.95 each. Umversol P.O. Box

' 9593, El Paso, TX 79986-0593. 887

ARROWHEADS, 1-2%42", perfect, assorted types,
flint-25/$6.75; 100/$22.50. Obsidians—1", 25/$6.99.
Hooks-2”, 3/$5.50. Hothem Arrowhead book, $7.95.
All postpaid. Refund if not delighted. M-B Company,
345TW, Turpinwalk, Christiansburg, VA 24073. 887
OBSIDIAN AND AGATE ARROWHEADS.Smooth edge
$15.00 per 100. Serrated edge $18.00 per 100. Plus,
$1.75 shipping. Universal, P.O. Box 9593, El Paso, TX
79986-0593. 887
NOT REPRODUCTIONS. Send $2.00 for 50-80 page
catalog. Huge inventory. Indian Shop, Independence,

988

KY 41051.

THE ORIGINAL STAR-X "COKE" wall mount bottle
opener, a must for every country kitchen or bar. Only
$3.75. Goeppert, 3342 So. Sandhill Rd., Suite 9-402,
Las Vegas, NV 89121. 787

FREE MEXICAN SILVER DOLLAR when you send $2.00
(refundable) for our catalog. Chesscoin, Box 153-87,
Wyoming, PA 18644, 1087

375 PHOTOGRAPHY

FILM — KODAK OR FUJI, color print or slide—40¢ a
rolll Send $10 postpaid for 25 coupons, each
redeemable for one roll (any size). O.J. Enterprises,
3243 Arlington Ave., Suite 128-A, Riverside, CA 92506.

787

NEW PHOTO PROCESS. Ceramic beer mug, kiln fired
with photo of Buffalo Bill. Sepia tone. $12.50, plus
$3.00 shippingZhandling. Ceramic coffee mug with Sit-
ting Bull. Sepia tone $7.50, plus $3.00 shipping/handI-
ing. Sanderamics, 1319 N. Ridel Avenue, Fullerton, CA

OLD AUTHENTIC WESTERN PHOTOS. Sitting Bull,
trains, stagecoaches, Indians, Buffalo Bill, many more.
From original glass plates. 11” x 18” sepia. $18.00
retail, plus $2.00 shipping/handling. Wholesale/retail.
Sanderamics, 1319 N. Ridel Avenue, Fullerton, CA

92631. 787  92631. (714)738-8535. Satisfaction guaranteed! 288
277 EDUCATIONAL
"HOME OF CHAMPIONS" Write for Free booklet. 400 REAL ESTATE

Western College of Auctioneering, P.O. Box 21116,
Dept. WW, Billings, MT 59104, Phone 1-406-323-1596.

588
PATENT YOUR INVENTION — 46 page report shows
you how! Includes official U.S. Patent Office applica-
tion form. $4.00. ADM Co., 961 W. Ray Rd. #4,
Chandler, AZ 85224. 787

280 EMPLOYMENT

JOBS, CRUISESHIPS, TUGS, SHIPS, RIVERBOATS,
oilrigs: Women-Men. Work month-Home month. USA
+ Overseas. Information $3.00. Marine Employment,
Box 231, Central, IN 47110. 1188

JOBS! Learn how to find the job you want! Send for
our proven guide to successful job hunting. Includes
info on Locating Jobs, How to Apply, and Interview-
ing. $5 postpaid to O.J. Enterprises, 3243 Arlington
Ave., Suite 128-A, Riverside, CA 92506. 787

292 FARM & RANCH

STOP ODOR WITH ODOR-NO. Removes odors per-
manently without masking. Nontoxic. Free details.
Royale Distributing. 14100 Del Papa -5, Houston, TX.
77047. 887

350 INDIAN RELATED

PLAINS INDIAN BUCKSKIN GARMENTS, weapons,
beadwork, moccasins, pipes, riflecases, belts. Catalog
$2.00. Tecumseh’s, Box 359-TW, Shartlesville, PA
19554, 787
OKLAHOMA INDIAN CRAFTS COMPANY. Warbon-
nets, porkyhair roaches, buckskin clothing, fedthers,

costumes. Free catalog. 32 Verano Loop at Eldorodo,
Santa Fe, NM 87505. 787

ANCIENT INDIAN RELIC'S mail_order. SASE Charles
Hester, Guntown, MS 38849. 1187

MILLIONAIRES ONLY: Privacy in bedroom of the
Rockies. 170-acre farm near famous skiing, golf,
fishing, hunting, Glacier Park. Loaded Gun Ranch, 764
Prairie View Road, Kalispell, MT 59901. 787

NORTHERN IDAHO 5-10-20 ACRES. Trees, meadows,
creeks, springs; wildlife. Northwest lake country. Hun-
dreds of choice parcels. Homesites, miniranching,
recreation, retirement. Easy terms. FREE brochure,
maps, photos. National Associated Properties, Dept.
B, 1111 Sherman, Coeur d’Alene, ID 83814. (208)
664-8161. 288

HANDYMAN SPECIAL, 72 UNIT motel. Excellent loca-
tion, being renovated. Overnighters increasing daily.

Worth twice asking price $425,000.00. Mgr., 3307 W.
Front St., Midland, TX 79701. 987
450 RECIPES

GUIDE TO COOKING WITH EDIBLE Flowers by Jay and
Pamela North. $6.95 ppd. Goeppert, 3342 So. Sandhill
Rd., Suite 9-402, Las Vegas, NV 89121, 787
FOUND! WILD WOLF McCOY'S TRAIL chili recipe.
Together with other mountain and trail recipes in an
illustrated booklet. $3.00. Mandrake Enterprises, P O
Box 4173, Evansville, IN 47711.

475 RECORDS & TAPES

OLDTIME RADIO broadcasts on superior quality tapes.
Free catalogue. Special offer: Three-hour western
assortment — Gunsmoke (two broadcasts), Have Gun
Will Travel, Fort Laramie, Frontier Gentleman, Hawk
Larabee, The Six Shooter; all for only $7.95. Specify
cassettes, eight-tracks, or open reel. Carl W. Froelich,
Heritage Farm Drive, New Freedom, PA 17349.

788

DESERT COUNTRY MUSIC. Original songs from the
Oregon desert country. Cassette $4.99 postpaid. Sonny
Allyn, Grizzly Mt. #2, Prineville, OR 97754. 887

AUTHENTIC INDIAN ARROWHEADS, artifacts. We
have the best. Giant list 75 cents. Morris, Box 4771FT,
Anaheim, CA 92803. 1187

AUTHENTIC INDIAN CRAFTS & HANDWORK. Quilts,
handbags, jewelry, dolls, stationery, water color prints
and much, much more. Catalog $1.00. Lakota Develop-
ment Council, Box P-9, Chamberlain, SD 57326.
1287

“RIFLES AND RHYMES" (60 min. cassette) Juanita
Coulson’s unique voice and a feeling of stark realism
to Keller’s original folk ballads of American history.
$10.00 to Quicksilver, W1400 Ironhorse Dr., #11T, Post
Falls, ID 83854. (Free folk music catalog upon reques;)

987

COWBOY RECORDS. Free catalog. Bunkhouse, Star
Route, Box 30A-3, Bastrop, TX 78602. 787

July 1987

65



500 TREASURE HUNTING

650 MISCELLANEOUS

TREASURE—Locate quarter mile away with ultrasen-
sitive locator—brochure free. Carl Anderson, Box
270270-BC, Tampa, FL 33688. 488

GOLD AND SILVER are from historic mining camps
western U.S. P&S Enterprises, PO'Box 743, Veradale
WA 99037. Wholesalers wanted. $10.00, plus $1.50
shipping and handling. 887

LEARN THE ART OF DOWSING to assist you in finding
treasures and most anything on or beneath the earth.
Book 1-Fundamental Dowsing-$6.95. Book 2-Map
Dowsing-$6.95. Both-$12.00. Send to: Jones
Publishing, Box 271-2B, Ulm, MT 59485. 1187

SCRATCH PADS, HUMOROUS, PRACTICAL, USEFUL!
Also hand sketched stationery from your picture of a
favorite animal or outdoor scenery. Write for free
samples. The Auguston Co., P.O. Box 641, Snohomish,
WA 98290. 787

ASIAN WOMEN desire correspondence! Overseas,
sincere, cultured, attractive. Sunshine International-
Dept. ZM, Box 260, North Hollywood, CA 91603. (818)
769-1717. 1087

HELP YOURSELF TO HEALTH. Natural therapeutics
catalogue $1.00. PsiTech, P.O. Box 291T, Wadsworth,
IL 60083. 1087

TREASURE HUNTERS: Subscribe to the premier publica-
tion on treasure hunting. 4-issues/year. $5.00. Plus
yearly Huge Treasure Book Catalog. Treasure Hunters
_ Exchange, Box 448-W, Fremont, NE 68025. 787

525 VIDEOS & FILMS

EXCITING CLIFFHANGER SERIALS/WESTERNS on VHS.
Lowest prices!! Free list—Serials, P.O. Box 173-TW,

MEN! GIANT LIST 200 ladies. All ages, shapes. From
all over, $5.00. Details 3 stamps. Henry Campbell, 7619
S. Ferdinand, Z, Bridgeview, IL 60455. 787

TRUE WEST
AD SCHEDULE

Boyertown, PA 19512. 787  AD ISSUE ON
DEADLINE DATE NEWSSTAND
550 WESTERN MERCHANDISE June 9 Sep. 1987  /Aug. | - Sep. 1
OLD WESTERN STYLE COFFIN. Plans $5.00. P&M  Jyly 9 Oct. 1987  Sep. 1 - Oct. 1
Associates, Box 1717-B, Paintsville, KY 41240. 787
SOLID BRASS BELT BUCKLE. Insert your own lucky siver  Avg. 9 Nov. 1987 Oct. 1 - Nov. 1
dollar in buckle. $15.00, plus $1.75 postage/handling.
199 South St., Port Jeffarson, NY 11777 A ey tge 198% How 1 < Dec..]
@t .9 Jan. 1988 Dec. 1 - Jan. 1
Nov. 9 Feb. 1988 Jan. 1 - Feb. 1
600 WANTED TO BUY Dec. 9 Mar. 1988 Feb. 1 - Mar. 1
INVENTIONS, IDEAS, TECHNOLOGY WANTED! In-  jqn 9 Apr. 1988 Mot} - Apr. 1
dustry presentation/national exposition. : i ; ’
1-800-528-6050, X831. 788 © Feb. 9 May 1988 Apr. 1 - May 1
OLD STYLE FRONTIER TIMES MAGAZINES and old sad- Marto June 1988 Mag 1 uhe

dlemakers* catalogue. Chas. Schreiner, Box 1443, In-
gram, TX 78025. 887

CASH FOR 78 RPM RECORDS! Illustrated catalog, in-
cluding thousands of specific prices paid, $2.00
(refundable). Discollector, Box 691035(WP), San An-
tonio, TX 78269-1035. 488

650 MISCELLANEOUS

MUSICAL SAWS. C. Blacklock Specials, designed for
more range of music. Tenors, baritones, mini-bass, ac-
cessories. Charlie Blacklock, 1821-A St. Charles St.,
Alameda, CA 94501.

ROLEX President look $150 & others available. #1
Wholesaler. Order (404) 963-3872. 987

TOBACCO! Sweet chewing or “Smokeless”” samples.
Send stamp. Fredco’s, Box 707, Dresden, TN 38225.
288

COUNTRY MALE would correspond any subject with
same from anywhere. Snaps appreciated. Box 8998,
Saskatoon, Sask., Canada, S7K 7E7. 788

PREGNANT? Looking for that unique, different name?
Send $3.50 for over 2,000 unusual names and spell-
ings. Names, 2830 Payne Road, Medford, OR 97504.

787

JESSE JAMES? BUTCH CASSIDY? Wyatt Earp? These
names interest you? You should be a member of the
National Association for Outlaw and Lawman History.
Write for membership details, P.O. Box 1701,
Hamilton, MT 59840. 787

RAILROAD GIFTS, WATCHES, Oshkosh overalls,
buckles, whistles, books, free catalog. Depot, Dept.

TW, Sullivan, IL 61951. 887
FREE MOCCASIN CATALOG GIFT Mart, Box 207,
Manistique, MI 49854 ; 987

DO YOU CHEW—SMOKE PIPE? Free samples. Fred—
co’s, Dresden, TN 38225.

THINKING OF RELOCATING? Complete information
about town and area: Relocator Services, 510 First St.,
Gladstone, OR 97027. 887

DISCOUNT KNIVES — Sale prices on Victronex, Buck,
Case, and Solingen knives and scissors. Have over
2,000 items — Swiss Army, filet, hunting, survival, kit-
chen, and collectors’ knives. Send SASE for price list
and free brochure to: Northern Knives, P.O. Box 4035,
Racine, WI 53404-0035. 787

For more information about advertising in TRUE
WEST, both display and classified, write Steve
Gragert, Advertising Manager, P. O. Box 2107,
Stillwater, OK 74076.

AD INDEX

Carl Anderson . i 11
Austin-Hall Boots............ 11
Book Mart o gl 33-36
Deep River Cowboy Assn.....11
Esther’s E-Z Shop. ............ 10
Frontier Times, back issues. . .67
Gold!, back issues........... 61
H & H Enterprises. ........... 10
Hunter's Frontier Times....... 8
dimelyonss @i i w v 10
National Assn. of Old West

Gunfighter Teams.......... 11
Old West, subscription. ...... 59
Relics, back issves............ 3
Viadii Shicurkin - inh nikiic 11
True West, subscription. ... ... 13
Waymar Marketing. ....... 710
Western Art Prints. . ........... 2
Western Graphics............ 66
Western Publications, Index. . .66
Please remember to patronize these fine
advertisers, and when you do, mention
TRUE WEST magazine. Thank you.
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STOP DIGGING! ...

. . . through back issues!

Get the
Western
Index!

Tired of thumbing through old
copies of magazines trying to find
some obscure fact or photo that you
just can’t put your finger on?

It’s easy to find anything ever
published in TRUE WEST, Frontier
Times and OLD WEST with our
Western Index!

470 pages with over 225,000
listings of Book Reviews, Letters to
the Editor, Trails Grown Dim, Titles
and Authors, Maps, Photographs
and Illustrations, and Mentions of
People, Places and Things.

So stop digging through back
issues—get your Western Index
today!

= o o o e o o e e e o e

TW787

| Send with payment to:

WESTERN INDEX
P.0. BOX 2107
STILLWATER, OK 74076

U Enclosed is my check or money
order for $7.95.

O Charge to
VISA

Account No.

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|
my MC or {
Exp. |
|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

| Signature

: Name
| Address

: City
| State

Zip

‘ Oklahoma residents, please add 6.25% sales tax.
A - ——— — — - - — ———— =

True weésr



GET ALL

5 LOTS!
18 s ONLY *
$99.95

&
HABCR THUNGER
T THE HE0F

THAT'S
LESS THAN
$1.70
PER COPY!!

LOT #1 includes:
LOT #2 includes:
* LOT #3 includes:
* LOT #4 includes:

* LOT #5 includes:

FRONTIER TIMES Back Issues
P. O. Box 2107 .
Stillwater, OK 74076 |mumm D

Frontie
Times

ARCTHIR “ALARY 4

it
N

PRISON BERRE
i

onfier
Times

From out of the past, but
never out of date! These

issues are definitely collec-
tors’ items and a must for
historians and researchers!

Nov. 1966, Jan. 1967, Sept. 1967, Nov. 1967, Jan. 1968, Mar. 1968,
May 1968, July 1968, Sept. 1968, Nov. 1968, Jan. 1969, Mar. 1969

July 1969, Sept. 1969, Jan. 1970, May 1970, Sept. 1970, July 1971,
Sept. 1971, Nov. 1971, Jan. 1972, Mar. 1972, May 1972, July 1972

Sept. 1972, Nov. 1972, Jan. 1973, Mar. 1973, May 1973, July 1973,
Sept. 1973, Nov. 1973, Jan. 1974, Mar. 1974, May 1974, July 1974

Jan. 1975, Mar. 1975, May 1975, July 1975, Nov. 1975, Mar. 1976,
May 1976, July 1976, Sept. 1976, Nov. 1976, Jan. 1977, Mar. 1977

May 1977, July 1977, Sept. 1977, Jan. 1978, Mar. 1978, Jan. 1979,
Mar. 1979, July 1979, Sept. 1979, Nov. 1979, Jan. 1980, Mar. 1980

QUANTITY

] LOT #1 $29.95
[ LOT #2 $29.95
LOT #3 $29.95
LOT #4 $29.95
[1 LOT #5 $29.95
L] ALL 5 LOTS

$99.95

| Address

Add $2 shipping

| City

per lot for orders of
1-4 lots; shipping is

free for 5 or more.

: State/Zip

[J Enclosed is my check or money order.
| [] Charge to my: [J VISA [J] MasterCharge

Okleahoma resi-
dents, add 6.25%
sales tax.

TOTAL

Please allow 3-5 weeks for delivery. For

|
i Account #

foreign orders, including to Canada and

Mexico, send us your order without payment.
We will notify you of the shipping charges

before payment. Sorry, we can only accept
U.S. funds. This offer is good through
November 30, 1987.




Chuck DeHaan

750 limited edition, signed lithographs
Printed on 100% acid-free, museum quality
paper. Hand signed and numbered by the
artist. First 200 orders will receive a
complimentary copy of the award-winning
FRONTIER TIMES issue $95.00

Poster

Oklahoma residents add 6.25% sales tax. U.S. funds only.
Dealer inquiries welcome.

“Winter Songsinger”

Spur Award
Best Cover Art
1984

Available through:

WESTERN GRAPHICS
Dept. C

P.0. Box 2107

Stillwater, OK 74076
405-743-3373






