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When youre in a strange country; its good to see a familiar face.

Holiday Inn, your favorite place
to stay in the United States, is now the
best place to stay in Canada, Mexico,
the Caribbean, Africa and Europe.

After a disorienting day of sight-see-
ing, you'll find our clean, spacious rooms-
with-bath a comfort to come back to.
And our cooling pool is often the only
one for miles.

In our dining rooms, you can feast
on the local cuisine in a charming

atmosphere. Or pamper a homesick
appetite with a thick, juicy hamburger.

But perhaps the most comforting
thing about our international Holiday
Inns is that they speak your language.
In case you don’t speak theirs.

So call your local Holiday Inn or
travel agent for reservations. Then relax
and look forward to the trip of your life.

Holiday Inn. The most
accommodating people in the world.
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OLD WEST (OW) sime format as TRUE WEST AND

FRONTIER TIMES—put out solely to accommodate the reader
who wants more than 12 issues a year or the reader who
can get along with four. (Either way, it's sure a bargain!)
$2.00 for 1 year (4 issues); $3.50 for 2 years (8 issues)

RELICS (R) Can’t afford Louis XIV? Can’t afford  to
dabble in futures? Some of the later collectibles are hotter
than the real antiques and pay better dividends than the
stock market! $2.00 for 1 year (6 issues); $3.50 for 2 years
(12 issues).

BADMAN (B) Rustlers, gunfighters, train robbers, rene-

gades—and the lawmen who chased them! Nos. 1 thru 3
available at 60¢ I(‘each. Mark block B in coupon, and indicate
Ber’ (or Py

s) d.

MERBY CHRISTMAS ANIY & TULK!

* BELOW x

Western Publication Annuals, 0

”~

HORSE TALES (HT) Horsedom’s greats,

story roundup ever presented in magazine form.
history, laughter and tears in the horse stories that
rates! 6 issues, $3.00. EXTRA SPECIAL! 12 issues
issue. Specify subscription to start with no. 1, 2

GOLD! (G) Published at irregular intervals for treasure hunters. Lost mines,
camps, outlaw caches and other sub-surface ‘'banks.””
in coupon, and indicat¢ number (or numbers) desired.

PURE ENTERTAINMENT FOR SALE!

A choice of nine nonfiction magazines with a single goal—to
provide a little diversion from today’s woes! Pick out one (or
several) that appeal to you—we’ll do the rest.

Refer to these code numbers when marking selections on coupon.

TRUE WEST—FRONTIER TIMES (TW/FT)

side of the Mississippi between 1840-1920 (and a little beyon
hoot, horseback parsons, Indians, pioneer women,
follow their trail! 1 year (6 issues of each magazine
of each magazine) $9.00! (For instance
years; 24 issues off the rack—
savings like this applies to all

If it happened on the dangerous
d either way) we cover it! Owl-
cowboys—anybody who made tracks, we
) $5.00; or our 2 year SPECIAL (12 issues
, compare what you save over the newsstand price for 2
$14.40; 24 issues by subscription—$9.00!) A high percentage of
the subscription titles on this page!

% YESTERDAY’S BARGAIN RATES NOW!
WANDERLUST (W) The only magazine of its kind—something brand new under the

sun—true, swashbuckling travel-adventure stories of far-away places with hard-to-pronounce
names! Charter subscription rates! 6 issues, $3.00. EXTRA SPECIAL! 12 issues, $5.00. Quarterly
now; Bi-monthly soon! Current is 3rd issue. Specify subscription to start with No. 1, 2 or 3.

HUNTER’S FRONTIER
= TIMES (HFT) Did you ever want

v to kick yourself around the block for
not listening to what your grandparents or great-
grandparents had to say? Well, now you can—in our
exclusive facsimile re-issue of a unique generation’s
personal accounts. $6.00 for 1 year (12 monthly is-
sues); $11.00 for 2 years (24 monthly issues).

nderlust —

UE ADVENTURE iN FAR PLACES

sanrve o 4 HAREM GIRL

KATCHING CONDORS BAVEMANDED » LOST 4 1WE SOUTH JEAS.
DU TG "LABY WE SO0G HAYE A SURVIVON?

past and present, together in the greatest TRUE horse
If you love horses, why don’t you join us for a little
are soon to become your favorites. Charter Subscription
7 $5é00. Quarterly now; Bi-monthly soon! Current is 3rd
or 3.

ghost towns and old
Nos. 1 thru 7 available a 60¢ each. Mark block G
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True West

All True—AIll Fact—Stories of The Real West

Hanest tire information you

can trust plus 100's of things
you've bean looking for and

some you'va never snn'

FLOTATION TIRES & WHEELS PAT WAGNER JOE AUSTELL SMALL ROBERT SMALL
UNIQUE OFF-ROAD & CAMPING Editor Publisher General Mgr.
EQUIPMENT i

12 volt % dril) Books Mary Sanders Bill Seymour Marilyn White Mildred Holley
Quartz - halogen Sleeping bags Editorial Asst. Design / Production Circulation Mgr. Advertising

Tents
Guns

driving lights
Roof racks
Roll bars Fishing rods
Winches Portable 12 volt
G.1. surplus camp shower unit
goodies ® Survival equipment

“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of gref
historical value and should be preserved in all the libraries of the country.”
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.
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¥ please send me your FREE 100-Page

In This Issue—
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SEND TOUMY!~INGLUDE ZIP CODE HERO OF THETACOMA ... ..................... Howard Wylie 1
DICK CEPEN - riofiiinve O e e B S B Jack Smillie 1
THE ASHES OF NORA CUNDELL ... ............... Christina Klohr 2
Rios-Caledonia Adobe SADDLE TANKER OF TURREY TRAIL ... .. .... Zola Farris Ambrose 2
san Miguel C%lifnmi& & THE COVER ARTIST—JOE RADER ROBERTS ........ R. L. Wagner 2
(- LONE WOLF OF WYOMING .. ........ “Old Cowboy” Ed Wright 2
THECHIMNEY MARERS . . ... .. .. ... Harold Mabry 3
. | TEXAS BEAUTIFUL FIRETRAP ... ... . Fred Frank Blalock 3
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liam Reed and Petronillo Rios . . . hacien-
da constructed by Senor Rios, with Indian
labor . . . later used as an inn-stagestop
between San Francisco-Los Angeles from
1868 until railroad arrived in 1886.

Emest Morris . . . nationally recog-
nized Vaguero artist . . . works in media
of oil, watercolor and pen and ink . . .
has exhibited throughout California.

All proceeds from the sale of this print
go toward the restoration and mainten-
ance of the adobe.

LD TIME §19 50

Add $1.00 for postage and handling
— ORDER FROM —

Priends of the Adobes, Inc.

P.O. BOX 293 - PASO ROBLES. CA 93446

Cover: "Changing Mounts”
Artist: Joe Rader Roberts
Courtesy Tom Keilman

TRUE WEST is published bi-monthly by WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC., P.O. Bc
3338, 1012 Edgecliff Terrace, Austin, Texas 78764. 60¢ per copy, $5.00 for 12 issues i
the United States and Possessions, Canada -and Mexico. $6.00 for 12 issues in all oth

countries. Second-class postage paid at Austin, Texas, and at additional entry Dalla
Texas. Copyright 1974 by WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC.

Three weeks’ advance notice and old address as well as new are required f
change of subscriber's address.

Manuscripts, artwork, and photographs will be treated with care, but their safe
while in our hands is not guaranteed. Enclose stamped envelope with all submission
Please inquire before sending in original art.
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SPECIAL OFFER

- TRUE

FOR TODAY'S ACTIVE MAN

12 vy 5350
Half Price!

Enjoy the next 12 exciting issues of TRUE at HALF PRICE!

TRUE is written fof today’'s active man. This fall our
readers enjoyed Ted Trueblood’s tips on taking grouse.
They learned ways to hunt pheasant after opening day,
‘found out how to gel the jump on ducks, got helpful hints

on camouflaging ar

d game calling, and sat in on the

great debate between Warren Page and Jack O’Connor.

Two of the greatest

gun experts of all time presenting

their choice, detailing their reasons, letting you decide

for yourself what is

As the seasons char
ing. In the months a

he best big-game rifle for you!

ge, so does TRUE’s outdoor report-
nead, we’ll be offering fishermen the

expert opinions of Harold Blaisdell and Ted James on
trout, Grits Gresham on bass, George Heinhold on
stripers, Larry Gre;n on sturgeon, Byron Dalrymple on
walleye and other great angling features. Informative
articles and exciting stories by top outdoor writers that
you will want to read, reread and share with your sports-
men friends. These alone would make TRUE well worth
this special price but there’s more.

TRUE’s reporting gges far beyond the out of doors and

cover a wide range of worthwhile subjects. You will not
be served a smorgasbord of sensationalism and sex but
a balanced fare of factual articles, stories and reports.

TRUE has taken its readers to the wilds of Borneo with
the authentic adventure of a young scientist who was
adopted by primitive headhunters. We have presented
the Army’s race to perfect the Death Ray; the secret
training of the CIA; the diary of a skyjacker; the inside
story of the Mafia assassination squads; and the claim
of double-agent Dusko Popov that he warned J. Edgar
Hoover about the Pearl Harbor attack months in ad-
vance!

And there’s still more to TRUE . . . much more of interest
and value. Regular helpful columns: Man and His Health
—Behind the Wheel—This is True—Man and His Money
—Trueviews. Special short features: This Funny Life,
TRUE'S Contest, Strange But True, Man to Man Answers,
It Happened in Sports and the zany cartoons of Virgil
Partch. Order TRUE for men . .. you'll like what we offer!

CLIP AND MAIL TODAY

Act now! Don't lose out on the inside info on
crime, police work, politics and people, the new
discoveries in science and medicine, the ex-
citing outdoor coverage, sports features, help-
ful advice and practical ideas found in TRUE!

The regular annual price is $7.00. You pay only

MY NAME
$3.50—50% discount. That's less than 30¢ an
issue! ADDRESS
Have TRUE delivered to your home each month
at HALF PRICE . its the man’s magazine CITY
that your whole family will want to read!
STATE ZIP

If you don’t want to cut this magazine—order
on a plain sheet of paper, but act now!

TRUE

FAWCETT PLACE \
GREENWICH, CONN. 06830

OK! Here's my payméent. Send me TRUE:
[J 1 year only $3.50 [] 2 years only $7.00

Offer good to US, Canadian, APO & FPO addresses only. P 60 o 4 ‘

May-June, 1974
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Stewart F. (Mac) McClure

Can the Readers Help?

In the February 1973 issue of TRUE
WEST is a story “Fringe Benefits of a
Prospector,” page 13. Does anyone have
any information on the man in the center

of the picture? The name is Stewart F.
(Mac) McClure.

This man looks enough like my father
to be a brother. I am wondering if pos-
sibly he could be related to my dad in
some way.

Would appreciate hearing from any-
one who knew or knows this man. If he
is still alive I’d like to write to him.—
Mrs. Aloha Medlock, Winlock Route, Fos-
sil, Oregon 97830

A Message from Hackberry

To my many good friends throughout
the United States, just a letter of thanks
to you all, and especially to my Navajo
friends in Navajoland in New Mexico
and Arizona. For many years I rodeoed
with my buffaloes in many places and al-
ways drew a proper amount of applause.
I hope you’ll remember me as one of the
great cowboys of the old days. I was
eighty-six years old on February 17. I

(Continued on page 69)

Hackberry Johnson with his butfalo herd.

True West



s Ly rrONTIES SeLulAL!

Subscribe during this special offer and you will save
$3.00 over the regular newsstand price for GUNS
Magazine. Here is how this added saving bonus works
to your advantage. If you purchased individual copies
of GUNS on your favorite newsstand, you would pay
$1.00 per issue, or $12.00 per year. But, by entering
your subscription now, you pay only $9.00 per year—
a $3.00 savings on one-year subscription! And that’s
not all. You also get the New Completely Revised . ..
1974 Edition REDBOOK OF USED GUN VALUES
absolutely FREE! A $2.50 Value. In all you save $5.50.

firearms field. And for the first time in any firearms monthly,
GUNS is now loaded with realistic full 4-color reproduc-
tions of famous weapons—past and present; in use and on
display. Only GUNS is entirely in a class by itself! By enter-
ing your new subscription or renewal now, you get the RED-
BOOK OF USED GUN VALUES absolutely FREE. Don’t
delay, act now!

The REDBOOK OF USED GUN VALUES — the standard
price guide in the field listing the price values of hundreds
of used firearms. Revised annually, in the Fall of the year,
thousands of these REDBOOKS are sold at $2.50 a copy.
This is an exclusive service for GUNS’ readers who want
current price ranges for a wide variety of rifles, shotguns
and handguns.

Bonys,
Mlargep ANTigy,
UN VA‘UES /3

Yes, | want to take advantage of this special GUNS offer. Enter my GUNS subscription at a $3.00 savings over the regular
$12.00 yearly newsstand price. Send me my FREE copy of the valuable $2.50 1974 REDBOOK OF USED GUN VALUES.

[ This is a new subscription
] Renew my present subscription NAME

GUNS MAGAZINE Dept. SW, 8142 N. Lawndale, Skokie, Iil. 60076

during this special offer.
ADDRESS

] One year GUN subscription plus
free REDBOOK—$9.00 enclosed. CITY

ZIP

May-June, 1974



+ HARRY CAREY |

"WESTERN NATURAL

A MAJORITY of early favorites who
epitomized the Western hero on the
silver screen were born east of the Mis-
sissippi and knew little of riding, roping
and rough-and-tumble combat before be-
coming transplanted sagebrush idols.
Harry Carey was no different. City
bred, he won fame and fortune far from
the streets of his native New York. For
more than a decade he portrayed a two-
fisted son of the West, and after a brief
sojourn on the stage, came back as a
character actor in motion pictures. His

6

dedication and durability went unques-
tioned, and his casual approach and
down-to-earth individuality made him
unique at a time when many Western
stars were merely carbon copies of each
other. He has been described as “a stern
Bill Hart and homespun Will Rogers
rolled into one.”

Harry DeWitt Carey II was born on
January 16, 1878 in the Bronx, the son
of a Tammany Special Sessions judge,
Henry DeWitt Carey, who later operated
a hor;se-car line. Young Carey grew up

in City Island, and as a boy learned from
the mounted police some of the rudiments
of horsemanship. He attended Hamilton
College and New York University, where
he took part in track, played tackle on
the football team, and studied law.
While filling in as an emergency horse-
car driver during a snowstorm in 1899,
Carey was stricken with pneumonia. He
was forced to give up his law studies,
and was sent to a friend’s ranch in Mon-
tana to recuperate. During this visit he
became a student of the history of this

True West



Carey was a yohng man who played
strong roles by not troubling
himself with “aeting™

‘Below, Harry Carey. "He was a great
actor, and we didn’t doll him up—
made him sort of a bum, a saddle
tramp, in a dirty blue shirt, and old
BY GLENN SHIRLEY vest and patched overalls. . . ."—John
Photos i Golintasy Authar Ford. Opposite page. Hoot Gibson
i (third from left) goes for his gun as
Harry Carey (fourth from left) re-
strains him with a hand on Gibson's
shoulder. Scene is from “A Knight
of the Range,” a 1916 Universal re-

lease.

great colorful land. It inspired him to
write a melodrama, a burlesque on west-
ern plays, entitled Montana. When the
star “fell down on the job,” he took the
leading role of “Cheyenne Harry.”

Carey made his stage debut in the
Yorkville Theater in 1903, and for the
next four years toured America. His
initial success resulted in a second effort,
The Heart of Alaska, but this play was a
failure. His experience, however, con-
vinced him that he would rather act
than become a lawyer.

N 1908 he found work in a western

two-reeler then being filmed on Staten
Island entitled “Bill Sharkey’s Last
Game.” David W. Griffith was just
starting his Biograph Studios. Griffith
was impressed with Carey, and gave him
an important part in “The Unseen
Enemy,” the film in which the popular
Gish sisters, Lillian and Dorothy, made
their debuts. Lionel Barrymore also was
in the cast. Again, in 1912, Carey ap-
peared in Griffith’s “The Musketeers of
Pig Alley,” ancestor to the gangster
films of later decades.

During the winter of 1913 Biograph
Studios moved to California. The future
of flickers was still doubtful and nickel-
odeons were looked upon as a fad that
would soon pass, but Carey took a gamble
and went along. In the next two years,
under Griffith’s direction, he established
himself as a competent actor in a variety
of roles, both hero and villain.

Meanwhile, the serial as a cinema form
had reached a respectable maturity. In
1912 McClure’s Ladies World, with the
view of increasing magazine readership,
arranged a promotion with the Edison
Company. A series of one-reelers—a
group of short stories having the same
plot— were released simultaneously with
the publication each month. The result
was a twelve-chapter thriller entitled
“What Happened to Mary?”, starring
Edison’s favorite actress, Mary Fuller.
The idea had a far-reaching effect. Com-
panies financially unable to produce fea-
ture pictures turned to the serial as a
product which could be shot in a short
time, at a small cost, and which could
be relied on to make a profit.

In 1913 Selig released “The Adventures
of Kathlyn” in thirteen chapters, star-
ring Kathlyn Williams. The following
year Lubin did “The Beloved Adven-
turer,” and Pathe produced its Pearl
White “Exploits of Elaine” and “The
Perils of Pauline.” Thanhouser made
“The Million Dollar Mystery” and “Zu-
dora,” starring James Cruze and Mar-
guerite Snow; North American Film
Corporation released “The Diamond
From the Sky” in thirty chapters, fea-
turing Lottie Pickford in a role origin-
ally intended for her sister, Mary; and
Vitagraph made “The Goddess” with
Anita Stewart and “The Fates of Flora
Fourflush,” starring Clara Kimball
Young. Not to be outdone, Kalem
launched “The Hazards of Helen” (119
chapters, one reel each!) starring Helen
Gibson and Helen Holmes.

Universal also got into the act in 1914
with “Lucille Love, Girl of Mystery”;
“The Trey of Hearts” and “The Master
Key.” In 1915 the company released “The

2



HARRY SAREX,

_ "BULLGY PROOF

Harry Carey in a typical pose.

Black Box” with Herbert Rawlinson and
Anna Little, and “The Broken Coin” in
twenty-two chapters, starring Francis
Ford and Grace Cunard.

Joe Brandt was then general manager
at Universal. He was always looking for
a new slant. Perhaps the original Me-
Clure’s idea was still turning in his brain.
He conceived the proposition of a round
robin—a continued picture in fifteen epi-
sodes, written by the nation’s leading
fiction authors. One writer would pre-
pare the opening chapter, and the next
would pick it up, until each had handled
a chapter in the manner he felt best.

HE serial title was “Graft.” Hobart

Henley played the leading role of a
young attorney in the first three episodes,
then was forced to give it up. Brandt
looked around for another actor already
in public favor. Biograph, for some rea-
son, had not entered the serial field,
perhaps because the company was on its
way out of business. Brandt prevailed on
Harry Carey to replace Henley. By this
time, “Graft” had been expanded to
twenty episodes, and Carey finished the
remaining seventeen, from “The Power of
the People” battling “The Railroad

8

Scene is from “"Bullet Proof,” a 1920 Universal movie directed by John Ford.

Monopoly,” “The Insurance Swindlers,”
“The Illegal Bucket Shops,” “The Iron
Ring,” “The Pirates of Finance,” and
“The Hidden City of Crime” to “The
Final Conquest.”

With “Graft,” Carey became “instantly
recognizable on-sereen.” Though still far
from being a star, his taciturn character-
izations and humanistic approach had
won him many faithful fans. Nearly forty
years old, with a strong body and rugged
features, he was a natural for a Western
hero. So thought the famed John Ford,
then an assistant director at Universal.
Carey’s contract was running out and

Ford had orders to utilize him. He went

to Carey about an idea he had.

Carey replied, “That’s good, let’s do
it

“Well, we haven’t a typewriter,” Ford
said.

Carey shrugged, “Oh, hell, we don’t
need one—we can make it up as we go
along.”

It turned out to be one of Universal’s
best pictures of the year—released Feb-
ruary 3, 1916, entitled “A Knight of the
Range.”

This picture also introduced Carey to
his leading lady, Olive Fuller Golden, a

blonde charmer of eighteen, whom he
later married. Another member of the
cast, and destined to go far in Western
films, was twenty-three-year-old Hoot
Gibson.

During the next two years, Carey ap-
peared in thirteen Westerns under Ford’s
direction and the Universal banner: “The
Soul  Herder,” “Cheyenne’s  Pal,”
“Straight Shooting,” “Secret Man,” “A
Marked Man,” “Bucking ~Broadway,”
“The Phantom Riders,” “Wild Women,”
“Thieves’ Gold,” “The Scarlet Drop,”
“Hell Bent,” “A Woman’s Fool” and
“Three Mounted Men.”

Excepting for “Thieves’ Gold” (from
Frederick R. Bechdolt’s Back to the
Right Trail) and “A Woman’s Fool”
(from Owen Wister’s popular novel
Lin McLean), the story lines were Ford’s
and Carey’s.

“Carey and I usually wrote our own
scripts,” Ford recalled. “We finally got
a writer to take it down in shorthand
and tap it out for the erew so they would
have some idea what we were doing—
we certainly did not. Then we’d ride our
horses out to location, shoot till dark, and
camp in sleeping bags. We just stayed
till we’d finished the picture, then rode

True West



back. The two-reelers were made in five
—six days at the most.”

With the exception of “Scarlet Drop”
(as “Kaintuck” Harry Ridge) and “A
Woman’s Fool” (as Lin McLean), Carey
appeared as “Cheyenne Harry,” the hero
! of his first melodrama.

G QTRAIGHT SHOOTING” the only

film that exists from Ford’s early
career at Universal, was Ford’s first
full-length - feature, a five-reeler. It
was also a milestone, in that Ford had
only six months of directional experience
behind him and had been working in two-
reelers that were little more than rough-
and-tumble ‘“actioners” with roistering,
rowdy heroes.

In this film there is a surprisingly
slow, methodical build-up as' Carey, a
professional gunman, is hired by cattle-
men to help them fight their war against
homesteaders. It erupts in violent action
when Carey learns that the cattlemen
are terrorizing women and children, and
ends in a spectacular street battle, with
the homesteaders beseiged, and a ride to
the rescue. The William S. Hart influence
is apparent, both in austerity of produc-
tion and the intermingling of good and
bad in both the good guys and bad guys.

In these early pictures, Hart’s “good
badman” style even overlapped Carey’s
role as ‘“Cheyenne Harry.” Generally
there was showmanship and polish, a
more epic and grander view of man and
the land, and a deliberate striving for
realism and detail typical of Ford in
later years. Moving Picture World (Oc-
tober 13, 1917) described “Secret Man?” as
“a generous lot of picturesque scenes,
flooded with California sunshine,” and
commented on “Bucking Broadway”
(December 22, 1917): “Ford again
demonstrates his happy faculty for get-
ting all outdoors into the scenes.” Mo-
tion Picture News (June 29, 1918), re-

At right, advertisement for the Ariclass-
Weiss Bros. 1931 production, “Cavalier of
the West.” Below, Carey plays villain Jack
Locasto in the MGM production of Robert
W. Service’s novel, The Trail of '98.

May-June, 1974
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viewing “Hell Bent,” stressed the
“sustained punch” Ford put in his
pictures.
- In “The Soul Herder,” Carey, a drifter,
is thrown out of town. In the desert he
meets the new minister and his family
en route. When the minister is killed in
an Indian raid, Harry assumes the care
of his small daughter, dons his frock,
and returns to reform the settlement.
In “Cheyenne’s Pal,” Carey, again
down on his luck, sells his mount Cactus
to a British quartermaster, only to learn
that the shipment of horses is going to
France—probably to death. He boards
the boat,in the guise of an employe and
that night jumps ship with Cactus. Carey

is captured, but the captain allows him
to keep the horse and puts him to work
to pay back the sale price.

“They were character stories,” Ford
said. “Carey was a great actor, and we
didn’t doll him up. They had several at
Universal whom they were grooming to
be Western leading men, so we decided
to kid them—made Carey sort of a bum,
a saddle tramp . . . in a dirty blue shirt,
an old vest, and patched overalls. He
seldom carried a gun, and sometimes
didn’t even wear a hat. We tried to do
it in the way it had been done in the
West. In the shoot-outs, he used a rifle
instead of a pistol—mone of that quick
draw stuff and flashy clothes.”



Harry Carey and Winifred Westover in a scene from "Marked Men,” an early version

of Peter B. Kyne's "The Three Godfathers,”

in 1949.

BY 1919 Carey was one of Universal’s

hottest properties. He had been get-
ting $75 a week. He signed a new con-
tract at $1,250, and Ford was elevated to
director. This successful combination
continued another three years and
through nearly a score of Western short
subjects and features: “Roped,” “A
Fight For Life,” “Bare Fists,” “Riders

which John Ford remade with John Wayne

of Vengeance,” “The Last Outlaw,” “The
Outcasts of Poker Flats,” “The Ace
of the Saddle,” “The Rider of the Law,”
“A Gun-Fightin’ Gentleman,” “Marked
Men,” “Overland Red,” “Bullet Proof,”
“Human Stuff,” “Blue Streak McCoy,”
“<If Only’ Jim,” “The Freeze Out,” “The
Wallop” and “Desperate Trails.”

The plots continued strong and un-

Below, Saul Scanlon (Harry Carey) realizes he must let his brother Paul (James Morri-
son) seek the adventure he craves. From “"The Seventh Bandit,” a Charles R. Rogers-

Pathé production, 1926.
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usual, always uncomplicated. While
George C. Hull was a frequent scenarist,
Carey and Ford depended more often on
popular stories like Bret Harte’s The
Outcasts of Poker Flats. Ford’s greatest
affection was for “Marked Men,” an
early version of Peter B. Kyne’s The
Three Godfathers. “ ‘If Only’ Jim” came
from Philip Verrill Mighel’s Bruvver
Jim’s Baby (1904) ; Courtney Ryley Coop-
per’s Christmas Ewve at Pilot Point pro-
vided the source for “Desperate Trails”;
and “The Wallop” was adapted from
Eugene Manlove Rhodes’ The Girl He
Left Behind Him.

Critics continued to take note of
Carey’s steady improvement as an actor
and Ford’s magnificent locations and
first-class camera work. Photoplay called
“The Qutcasts of Poker Flats” an “optic
symphony.”

Carey’s last two pictures for Univer-
sal were directed by Robert Thornby
(“The Fox,” 1921) and Stuart Paton
(“Man to Man,” 1922). Ford became di-
rector at Fox Studios, where he was to
work exclusively for the next ten years,
and Carey left Universal for a more lu-
crative contract with R-C Pictures—Film
Booking Offices of America, one of the
foremost producers of Westerns in the
1920s. He made six features for FBO:
“The Kick-Back,” “Good Men and True,”
(another Rhodes story), “Canyon of the
Fools,” “Crashin’ Thru,” “Desert Driven”
and “The Miracle Baby.”

In 1924 Carey cast his lot with Stellar
Productions for “The Night Hawk,”
“The Lightning Rider,” “Tiger Thomp-
son,” “Roaring Rails,” “The Flaming
Forties” and “Soft Shoes,” distributed
by W. W. Hodkinson; and “Beyond the
Border” for Rogstrom Productions and
PDC (Producers Distributing Corpora-
tion). In 1925 he joined forces with Hunt
Stromberg for a series of features that
ranged across the breadth of the West:
“Beyond the Border,” “Silent Sander-
son,” “The Texas Trail,” “The Bad
Lands,” “The Prairie Pirate” and “The
Man From Red Gulch.” Charles R.
Rogers Productions—Pathe Exchange
kept Carey on the move in 1926 with
“Driftin’ Thru,”“The Seventh Bandit,”
“The Frontier Trail” and “Satan Town.”

All were intelligent, well above average
programmers, and Carey’s fans contin-
uved to enjoy his strong roles. The New
York Times, reviewing “Silent Sander-
son,” described Carey as “possibly the
best of his type portraying Western
heroes,” and, about “The Texas Trail”
commented: “One of his excellences is
that he doesn’t trouble himself about
‘acting’ but just walks through what he
has to do—when he is not riding.”

But none of the series brought Carey
the recognition received from his films
with the Ford touch. Nor did he nail
down the fame being enjoyed by Hoot
Gibson at Universal, and Tom Mix and
Buck Jones at Fox. Independent produ-
cers did not have the distribution facili-
ties of the big studios.

Somewhat discouraged, Carey finished
his work at Rogers Productions with
“Burning Brigades” and “The Border
Patrol.” Pathe did not renew his con-
tract.
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66 AT LIBERTY,” so to speak, Carey

played character roles in Metro-
Goldwyn-Mayer’s adaptation of Rachel
Crother’s play, A Little Journey, and a
sports melodrama built around the pitch-
ing skill of the New York Yankees’ bush-
leaguer, Jim Kelly, entitled “Slide, Kelly,
Slide.” In MGM’s production of Robert
W. Service’s novel, The Trail of ’98,
Carey portrayed villain Jack Locasto,
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whose cutthroat existence in the Alaskan
wastes during the gold rush ended in a
wonderfully realistic brawl, in which
Locasto, enveloped in flames, plunged
from his burning dancehall and gambling
den to his death.

With the arrival of the “talkies” and
the attendant problems of additional
equipment—in some cases, the reorgani-
zation of whole production companies—
Harry Carey was forced into temporary
retirement.

He had no worries. Like Bill Hart, he
was caught up in the West. With the
monetary returns of an already lengthy
career, he had purchased and stocked
a large ranch and trading post in the
San Fernando Valley. He and Olive had
a son, Henry DeWitt Carey III (later
to appear in pictures as Harry Carey,
Jr.), and a daughter, Ada. For a while
he was content to enjoy his family, man-
age the ranch and work with genuine
cowboys. He often made camping trips
into the mountain ranges, covering many
of the back trails of the old frontier.

Then tragedy struck. The St. Francis
Dam was part of the great Owens aque-
duct system supplying Los Angeles and
the San Fernando Valley with water for
irrigation and domestic purposes. At one
o’clock on the morning of March 18, 1928
the dam collapsed, pouring a sudden,
seventy-eight-foot wall of water into San
Francisquito Canyon in a mad race to
the ocean. The dry bed of the Santa Clara
River was able to contain the initial out-
let, but soon the banks broke and it
spread over a strip of country sixty
miles wide. Citrus orchards, roads, and
utility lines were destroyed; state high-
way bridges and a steel bridge on the
Southern Pacific railroad were demol-
ished; more than 700 homes and ranches
that dotted the canyon were crushed like
egg shells and, in most instances, their
inhabitants were swept to their doom.

Within an hour after sunrise, thou-
sands of volunteer rescue workers had
assembled on the Carey trading post
trail and at every other entrance into

(Continued on page 46)

Above left, promotional advertising on an early Harry Carey western, "Hell Bent.” It
was directed by John Ford, and produced by Universal. Below. native drums fill the
jungle as Nina (Edwina Booth), Peru (Duncan Renaldo). and Trader Horn (Hamry
Carey) with his faithful companion, Rencharo (Mutic Omoolu) flee from the pursuing
Isorgi warriors, in the MGM production, "Trader Homn.” It was one of Carey’s most

notable roles.




WHEN Bert Judia was ten years old he

began wrangling horses for a ranch-
er near Clifton, Arizona; when Bert was
thirteen he was drawing a man’s wages;
on his sixteenth birthday, he was top
hand for the Parks Brothers, one of
whom was sheriff of the county; two
years later Bert served as deputy
sheriff for a year.

The Parks boys sent him as a rep,
with a mount of horses, to the Lazy S
wagon, O’ Man Day’s, near Bowie. Day
had a cowboy riding for him, a Texan
who called himself Jim Strickland. He
was a fine looking man and muy hombre.
He was tall, slender and handsome; he
weighed about 190. He had dark hair
and black eyes. Jim Strickland dressed
well, too well for a working cowboy, but
he was as good a hand as Bert had ever
seen. Above all, Strickland had a win-
ning personality.

It was customary for outside men to
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take turns on day herd (which all cow-
boys disliked), and when Bert’s time
came he was teamed with Strickland.
Toward evening, the Mexican wrangler
came and spoke to Bert in Spanish.

“You speak it well, don’t you?” inquired
Strickland.

“Ought to. Anyway, Mex. I grew up
with it.” ;

“I'm figuring on going to Old Mexico
soon, and would like to have you along.
Not now, but later. I’'m going down to
look over the ground and might need
somebody to interpret for me.”

Bert said, “I told him that I might
consider joining him but it would depend
upon what I was doing when I heard
from him.”

Strickland grinned. “This job will be
far more profitable than punching cat-
tle; pay three times as much. I'll write
when I need you.”

Bert was so impressed by the man and

so flattered by his offering him work
that he looked week after week for a
Jetter. Six months later, when he had
almost forgotten the matter, he got word
to join Strickland at Cananea. Young
though he was, working for thirty dollars
a. month indefinitely did not appeal to
him. Strickland had promised much bet-
ter wages, and had sent a hundred dol-
lars in advance.

BERT set out with his one mount and
a bedroll. He followed the Rio San
Pedro up into the mountains to Cananea.
Strickland had written that they were to
meet at a cantina overlooking a deep
gorge on the east edge of the town.
When Bert described Strickland to the
bartender, the man shook his head but
invited Judia to sit at one of the tables
and wait. Bert was hungry. He ordered
a meal and before he had finished eating
he saw a slovenly, stooped man enter and -
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sidle up to the bar. The man ordered
tequila but the bartender shook his head.

Upon the man’s insistence that he could
pay for it, he was ordered out of the
place. As he staggered past Bert he
seemingly, by accident, stumbled against
his chair. Bert got a good look and
recognized Strickland. He waited until
the man got outside, then paid his check
and followed.

Strickland led the way around the can-

tina to a hitching rail. There he untied
Bert’s horse and started down a winding
path to the bottom of the canyon. When
they reached it, Strickland said, “Here
I'm Mescal Jeem, and a drunk. The bar
belongs to Colonel Bill Greene, who owns
almost the whole town. I'm glad you
didn’t give any sign of recognition. I
don’t want anyone to know you are here.”

After Bert had unsaddled, Strickland
brought grain from beneath an over-
hanging ledge. They watered the horse
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and tied him under the same ledge beside
a mule. Beyond, was a good saddle horse.

Soon Strickland led the way up a path
on the side’ of the canyon opposite the
cantina. On a shelf near the top, but well
concealed by chaparral, was a chosa.
Strickland opened the door and beckoned
to Bert to precede him. The place was
neat and clean. There was a fireplace,
and a table and chairs made of mesquite
and cowhide. Along a bench on one wall
was an amazing array of books.

Bert was eager to know the nature of
his job, but Strickland was evasive. All
he would say was that his objective must
be kept secret, bcause he might have dif-
ficulty in getting out of Mexico with the
profits. In that day (1908), people were
careful not to appear inquisitive, but they
kept their ears and eyes open. Bert
gathered that Strickland’s project in-
volved minerals, and since only very val-

uable ones would be conveyed by one pack
mule, the logical answer was gold.

TALES of buried treasure, either coin

or very rich ore, are common in the
Southwest and Bert was convinced that
Strickland was on the trail of something
of this kind. He knew that the Mexicans
reportedly had pack-mule loads of silver
sent to the smelters at Chihuahua.

Bert was convinced that much of
Strickland’s drinking was a blind, and
that he was deliberately creating the im-
pression of being a drunken bum for a
purpose.

Bert had been there several weeks,
drawing his pay and doing nothing except
housework and caring for the animals,
when Strickland produced a map.

“I want you to study this,” he said. “Be-
come thoroughly familiar with it. I’ve
gone over this trail several times with the
horse and mule. Each time I’ve made the
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trip I've stopped at the same place to
camp and feed in order to teach the horse
and the mule the route. Now they know
where they’re going and will stop at the
right places whether or not you know
them. They can make the trip in the dark
and never fail to find the spots where I
feed and water them. You may have to
make it alone sometime. When you do,
don’t depend on your own judgment. Let
them make the decisions.

“This canyon—you take right up it.
You cross a divide and from it you can
see the lights of Naco at night. During
the day the smoke is visible. You pass
the town, and keep on till you come out
close to Columbus, New Mexico. I've a
map here of Columbus, showing the rail-
way station and the stock pens. There’s
a road east of the town.to the place I
want you to meet me if I don’t get off
* with you. The minute I get this stuff on
the mule, you take off. Don’t wait for
me. I’ll follow.”

-

So now Bert knew. It had to be money

or rich ore. Perhaps Strickland had
found some of that buried treasure that
people in Arizona are always talking
about.

Bert was sure of it when Strickland
told him not to cross the Line in a town.
Sure, there were customs officers at
. Columbus, but a mile or so beyond, there
was no fence even. The place he wanted
Bert to wait for him was a deserted
ranch house, a few miles out of Columbus
at the edge of the sand dunes.

Meanwhile, Strickland spent his eve-
nings in the gambling house across the
canyon. It seemed to be the most popular
one in Cananea, and Strickland said it
was raking in the dinero, both American
and Mex. How much he drank, or how
much he gambled, Bert didn’t know, And,
as was the custom, he didn’t ask any
questions. He was getting his pay, and
keeping it.

One morning at breakfast, Strickland
told Bert he was about ready to make his
play. The miners were due to strike any
time; that rumor had been confirmed by
someone he knew. Colonel Greene owned
practically the whole goshdarned town.
Owned the gambling house. When Strick-
land found out how this strike notice was
going to work, he’d make his play. Get-
ting the stuff out was the only part that
entailed any danger, and he didn’t intend
getting Bert involved; he’d do that him-
self.

Bert was to wait till dark, saddle both
horses, take their gear, and get ready to
ride. He was to take the mounts and
pack mule to the foot of the trail below
the cantina, and await Strickland there.
He told Bert not to tie the animals; and
he emphasized his orders not to wait for
him. As soon as the stuff was in the
kyacks, Bert was to take off up the can-
yon, and to keep riding.

“How’ll I know when to expect you?”

“You’ll hear some explosions. I’ve got
my amigo, Old Lupe, an old miner, to get
some dynamite for me. He is to lay it
close to the works [copper smelter] with
fuses attached.” That should have told
Bert something, but it didn’t.

“When that dynamite goes off, strike
" or no strike, people will think one has
started—or that Villa’s hit town. Old
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Lupe will run into the camtina and tell
everybody that Colonel Greene wants
them at the smelter. Everybody but the
gamblers will go.”

AS— SOON as it got dark enough, Bert

saddled wup, filled the canteens,
checked on the chuck, and took his stand
at the foot of the path from the gambling
house. With the mounts and mule backed
into the brush, he waited. .

Then came the explosion! He could
hear running and shouting. Loose gravel
spewed from above and he knew that
Strickland was descending the path. And
he wasn’t alone. Bert heard voices. There
was more gravel and a man slid to Bert’s
feet. Another followed. Then Strickland.

Strickland gave them a terse order

Bert Judia at 86.

to put the bags into the kyacks fastened
to the mule, and the men obeyed. Though
Bert could see little, he knew Strickland
must have the men covered.

Bert mounted and took off. He could
hear the mule and horse, but paid little
attention to them. He must have been a

‘half mile up the canyon before he heard -

shots. He called to Strickland, but there
was no reply. He urged his mount on
and heard the others behind him.

When he began to climb abruptly, his
horse slowed down and Bert looked back.
Strickland’s horse was riderless. What
was he to do? Just what he’d been or-
dered, he decided—keep on and await his
boss in New Mexico.

Bert tied the reins of the riderless
horse to the mule, and made time. After
he crossed the divide, he slowed down a
little. It wasn’t long before he could tell
by the mule’s wanting to pull to one side
that they were approaching one of the
campsites of which Strickland had spo-
ken. He was right.

They stopped; Bert fed the animals,
and rested two hours. Then he let the
mule take the lead and followed him until
they were past Naco. He kept worrying
about what Strickland would do without
a mount, but he was obeying orders as

he had been given them. Strickland had
insisted, so that was his only course.

Bert spent the day at another of Strick-
land’s camping places, well concealed in a
thicket. And the next night brought him
close to Columbus.

About twenty-eight miles south of
Deming a mountain divides the plain; it
runs down into Mexico. Where the Mim-
bres River sinks, there is a valley which
at that time had water during the rainy
season.

Bert crossed into New Mexico, and
headed for where he thought the house
and dunes should be. He found them
without difficulty. He left Strickland’s
horse tied to the pack, and rode to the
house. Nobody was at home. Bert made
sure of that by looking around, pounding
on the door, and checking the corral. No
tracks going out—no sign of anybody’s
having been there recently.

Bert was tired, thirsty, hungry and
sleepy. Right then and there was a good
time to camp. He watered and fed the
animals. He cooked a real meal for the
first time since leaving Cananea. Then he
pulled out behind a dune, unsaddled, and
turned the horses and mule loose to
graze.

When Bert took the kyacks from the
mule, they seemed pretty heavy. He de-
cided that before going to sleep he’d bet-
ter hide whatever was in them. Turned
out those leather bags were full of
money! Both American and Mexican
money, coin and paper. Bert didn’t dare
risk taking time to count it, but could
see that there was a lot of it—thousands,
he was sure. And thousands in American,
not Mex.

At last his head began to work. Strick-
land had robbed the cantina!

WHAT was he to do? .How was he to .

get rid of that money? He had
to get rid of it, that was for sure. Sup-
pose he were caught with it! Who would
believe his story? He wouldn’t have

‘believed it himself.

Bert went back to the house. Inside
he found some empty cans, fruit jars,
and some lids. He located a shovel. He
went back to the dune, and dug a hole
on the east side so that if the sands
should shift, as they’re said to do, the
stuff would remain covered. Bert
crammed the paper money into the jars.
and cans, and put the lids on them. The
silver he left in the bags. When every-
thing had been cached, he tore up the
kyacks, and buried them in the sand.

So there he was. Strickland had told
him to wait for him, but if he did so,
somebody was sure to discover his pres-
ence, and what was he to say ? Somebody
owned that ranch—that was for sure.
Suppose the owner came to check on the
cattle? He probably had some.

But what was Bert to do with Strick-
land’s horse and mule? When he came
he’d need them. If he left his gear in
sight it might be picked up. He carried
the stuff fifty yards farther into the
dune and buried it. His mule and horse
wandered out toward the tank, and Bert
lit a shuck.

Bert knew he could find the place he’d
left the money, for it was on a direct line
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from the windmill, toward the peak of
a mountain.

Bert Judia stopped at Deming. As he
ate his noon meal a boy came into the
restaurant with the weekly papers.
Spread across the front page in inch-
high letters was the announcement:
“Lone Bandit Killed at Cananea.” Colo-
nel Greene’s canting had been robbed dur-
ing the excitement caused by an explo-
sion. Mescal Jim had held up the two
men who stayed at the saloon during
the confusion caused by what people
believed: was an attack on the ware-
house and commissary. At the point of a
gun, the bartenders had been made to
. descend a path to the foot of the bluff,
and there shots were exchanged. The
robber, Mescal Jim, was killed and one
of the Mexicans wounded. More than

The horse and mule that belonged to
Strickland—wouldn’t they be traced?
Where had he got them? Vaguely Bert
recalled Strickland’s having told him of
buying them at the O K Stable at Naco.
They would probably go back there unless
somebody picked them up. Or it was pos-
sible they might return to the canyon at
Cananea.

When Bert paid his check, the owner
of the restaurant remarked that Jeff
Keeth was in town and looking for a
hand. Bert asked where he could be

found; and he applied for work. His
prospective employer looked doubtful.
“This job,” he said, “calls for a good
cowboy with experience. You look young
to take on anything that may be dan-
gerous.”
“T’d like to try it,” was Bert’s reply.

In the early 1900s, trouble was easy to find “below the border.” These Bisbee, Arizona

miners are marching up the railway to Cananea. Mexico, to rescue Americans from

striking Mexican workers (1906).

one horse had run up the canyon; one
of the men thought there were three. So
far none of them had been found. There
was a widespread search for the animals
for the Mexicans had been forced to put
the money into kyacks on one of them.

“I was petrified,” Bert Judia said. “At
first I could think of nothing except that
Strickland had been killed. I had liked
him and trusted him, and now he was
dead. Then I began to realize that he
had not trusted me, that he had used
me, and that I was in reality, so far as
the law was concerned,; an accessory to
the robbery. The paper had made no
reference to a second man but I had
worked in the sheriff’s office long enough
to know that such an omission is often
made so the suspect will be caught off
guard.”

Though  Strickland had carefully
shielded Bert from being connectéd with
him, it was entirely possible that some-
body knew of his arrival in Cananea and
possibly, too, of his staying at the chosa.
Undoubtedly it, would be searched. Had
he left anything by which he could be
identified? Drawings, yes; but he had
never thought of signing one. Clothes or
other belongings? He could think of
none. What was left in the shack had
belonged to Strickland.

May-June, 1974

“You’ll be absolutely alone on the
ranch for months, maybe for a year.”

“I’d still like to try it.”

“All right. Meet me at five in the
morning. I'll need the afternoon to get
some chuck and other things you’ll need.
Then we’ll ride out. I want to get an
early start.”

THEY had breakfast. Bert noticed that

both Mr. Keeth’s mount and his pack
mule were branded CC, but that didn’t
identify the ranch for him. Keeth headed
south and, as they rode, told Bert that
his ranch was the Diamond C and that
the house was less than a mile from the
Chihuahua line. He could not spend the
night but would take time to show Bert
around a little and let him see how he
liked the place. He had a good remuda
and a big bunch of Longhorns.

Bert carried his gear into the house.
He found an old broom and swept out
the place. He stored his supplies on
shelves, and cooked lunch. Again Keeth
reminded him that it would be a lonely
life. There would be times, of course,
when Bert would have to ride into Co-
lumbus for supplies. Keeth would go back
that way and arrange for Bert to charge
chuck at a little store owned by Tom-
lins. /]

Keeth was to pay. for all thing cus-
tomarily furnished by the owner, in-
cluding ammunition. At the end of the
month Bert could draw his wages from
the merchant. He would send a bill to
Keeth, so Bert would have no responsi-
bility for that.

After Keeth mounted, he hesitated.
“Got a gun?” he asked Bert.

“Six-shooter.”

“Ammunition?”’

Bert nodded.

Keeth nodded. Then he reached for
his saddle gun. “I’'m leaving you this
-30-40; ammunition belt, too. You might
just need it.”

“Coyotes bad?” inquired Bert.

“Not much. Talk Spik?”

“Better’'n English.”

“Bueno! Some pretty rough hombres
travel these parts, something like Koster-
lisky. He’s the colonel of the Mexican
Rurales. Stops at nothing. When his men
get after anybody, and especially a lone
gringo, that hombre just disappears—
blood, guts and feathers.”

Keeth waited for a reaction that did
not come. “Still stayin’?” he asked.

Again Bert nodded, so Keeth rode away.

Though not reassuring, the informa-
tion was not entirely new to Bert Judia.
He had once seen Kosterlisky and he
had often heard of the operations of the
famous officer along the border. He
was said to be a hard man.

Then Bert looked up to see that
Keeth was returning. Perhaps he'd
changed his mind.

“If a. norther comes up there’s no
fence between here and Mexico. Cattle
will drift before a storm, and yow’ll have
to turn them back. If you cross the Line,
the Mexicans are apt to jump you.
Better be ready for them.”

Again Bert nodded. He wondered if
Keeth might be attempting to discourage
him by exaggerating the danger. If S0,
he was wasting his breath. And he won-
dered if by any chance Keeth suspected
that he had been involved in the hold-up
at Cananea. This ranch could not be more
than a few miles from the one where he
had buried the money. = ;

Was Keeth going into Columbus to put
officers on his trail? Well, he was wast-
ing his time.

WHEN his new boss had gone, Bert
examined the place carefully. There
were the ubiquitous windmill and tank,
shed and corral. The tank extended into.
the latter so that animals could drink
from either side of the fence. The house
was built of adobe with walls two feet
thick. It had one window, so high that
a man on foot could not see into the
house. Horseback, it was the right height.
Attached to the one adobe room was a
sort of lean-to built of lumber. It con-
tained, as he knew, a two-burner iron
stove, a crude table, two chairs, and some
shelves. The only opening into the adobe
room was through that kitchen. Better
make sure. Bert walked around the. place
and found that there was another door
to the big room, with unusually large
and heavy adobe bricks piled against it.
The stack extended to the roof, which
was covered with a layer of earth a foot
(Continued on page 65)
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More than a ship had run
aground in the violent winter
‘storm — human courage and
leadership were also impaled
on that needle-like reef in the
sea. ..

BEFORE the wreck of the Tacoma off

the Oregon coast in 1883, John Berg-
man was known to his companions sim-
ply as “the cannery man.” After that
shipwreck, the legend of the young Ger-
man’s bravery in leading the rescue of

eighteen doomed men was an inspiration

to mariners everywhere.

On January 28, Captain George D.
Kortz and his crew were somewhere off
the Umpqua bar on the Tacoma. The new
ocean steamer’s cargo, 3500 tons of coal,
came from mines at New Carbonado,
near Port Townsend on the Puget Sound.
Sometime around nine p.m. this south-
bound collier struck a rocky reef four
miles north of the Umpqua River’s
mouth, ending her maiden voyage in
disaster. The Captain waited helplessly
for morning to assess the damage to his
ship. Dawn came late that stormy Jan-
uary day.

The situation proved to be more peril-
ous than Captain Kortz had imagined.
The Tacoma had run hard aground and,
as any sailor can tell you, there is mno
tide-lift to a steamer loaded with coal.
To add to the danger, the ship’s small
boats were all stove-in or washed over-
board save one. Captain Kortz and a
crew of six launched this one boat into
the churning waves and pulled hard for
the Oregon shore 400 yards away. They
made the beach safely and stumbled

Below., a schooner waits at Gardiner's
docks to be loaded with lumber for Cali-
fornia ports.

Captain Bergman'’s gold medal shows off well against his dark, unpreten-
tious uniform.
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through the boiling surf, but their frail
boat was dashed to pieces on the rocks
and was of no further service. They
could not return for the stranded men
still on board the Tacoma.

Captain Kortz immediately sent word
to Gardiner, the “little white city by
the sea,” up the Umpqua from the bar. A
neat town of red-roofed white clapboard
company houses, Gardiner had long since
given its heart to the sea and the men
who sailed her. When the port city was
founded, land transportation to inland
Oregon was limited. The people of Gar-
diner could make the trip to San Fran-
cisco on a sailing vessel faster than they
could jolt over the mule-team pack trail
to Roseburg to trade. Relying on the
sea for supplies, and living their lives
within sound of that sea, Gardiner resi-
dents well knew the peril of those aboard
the Tacoma. People set out at once for
the beach with blankets, medicines and
food. They built driftwood fires. They
hauled a fishing dory to the spot and
they waited for a chance to launch it,
but still the January storm raged on.
John Bergman took an active lead in all
the preparations.

When the second day dawned, those on
shore could see that the Tacoma’s hull
had broken in two. The men who took
refuge in the officers messroom the first
night were forced now to the open deck
in the full fury of the storm. Gale-driven
sleet, ice forming on rigging, and fog
closing in like a shroud, chilled the poor
crewmen to their very bones.

Captain Lawson took his tug Sol
Thomas out over the Umpqua bar and
steamed north to the site of the wreck.
Helplessly he stood offshore unable to
get near enough to the Tacoma to put a
line on her, while waves pounded the ship
relentlessly. Captain Lawson remained
with his tug while his mate, John Erick-
son, sped down the coast to Coos Bay. At
Empire City, Erickson quickly rounded
up a crew of volunteers to man a life-
boat from the Cape Arago Life-Saving
Station. Arrangements were. made for
the tug Escort No. 2 to tow the lifeboat
from the Cape to the Umpqua on the
following morning. The men who volun-
teered included Tom Hall, C. E. Getty,
C. B. Watson, Andrew Jackson, Joe
Collumber, George Wilson, George Mor-
ris and L. Geiger.

AT CAPE ARAGO, James Desmond

held the post of Keeper but he had
no crew. Activated in 1878, the station
at the Cape Arago lighthouse furnished
a lifeboat when called upon, but volun-
teers manned the rescue craft. Desmond,
the third Keeper at Cape Arago, had
received his position in 1881.

Two days had passed since the Tacoma
had run aground. The tempestuous win-
ter storm had not yet blown itself out
and the pounding waves attacked the
deck, sweeping it clean of everything but
the masts and stack. The Cape Arago
volunteers, knowing how a Pacific gale
could punish a stranded steamer, had
hurried to Keeper Desmond and asked
for aid. At first he seemed entirely
willing to put his equipment in readiness
for the arrival of Escort No. 2. But
when the tug came, he asked the volun-
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Above, Gardiner mills and docks were scenes of bustling activity around the turn of
the century. Below, Captain Bergman (third from left) and the crew of the rescue station
at Gardiner. Bottom of page. a group shot of the Gardiner life-saving crew on the
Umpqua. E
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Above the heads of the rescue crew hangs the name-board from the ill-fated Tacoma.
Below, the wreckage of the Fearless, Captain Hill's tug, which wrecked on the same reef
as the Tacoma in 1889, six years after the first tragedy.

Below, a closer look at the stranded Alpha.
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teers to return to the landing to trim
ship. After an hour of discussion and
delay, Desmond finally told them that
he absolutely would not risk his equip-
ment. He refused to either accompany
the lifeboat to the site of the wreck or
to allow the crew to take the craft. Many
and varied were his excuses.

The editor of the Coos Bay News

wrote bitter words in condemnation of

James Desmond for whom, he stated,
“there is no excuse, and it is only a
pity that our laws cannot reach him
and hang him for the lives of the men
who were sacrificed through his pusilla-
nimity and cowardice.”

Desmond’s lack of response to this
January tragedy would occasion his dis-
missal. Soon after the incident, he was
replaced at the Cape Arago Station by
Keeper William Abbott.

Back at the wreck, rescue attempts
continued. John Bergman directed the
work from shore, and his commands were
obeyed without question. Although he
was only one of many seafaring men
present, there was a special quality of
leadership about him. Perhaps it was
Bergman’s determination, or it may have
been the way he looked straight at . a
man with his honest blue eyes. What-
ever it was, volunteers did his bidding
quickly and took great risks in the long
hours that followed, though none did
more than Bergman himself.

Throughout the second and third day,
a small fishing boat was launched many
times into the heavy surf. The waves
repeatedly capsized the boat, spilling the
men into the icy water and endangering
their lives. Again and again they righted
the boat, waited for what seemed a mo-
ment o¥ calm, and set out once more
for the 'marooned sailors. Four hundred
yards out from the shore lay the Tacoma, -
near enough for those on the beach to
hear the cries of the men when the gale
slackened, but far enough to make rescue
almost impossible in the winter storm.

OHN BERGMAN and his helpers
never gave up. Finally, on the third

morning, two successful trips were com-
pleted. Perhaps eighteen or twenty men
in all—reports differ—were brought to
shore where medical treatment, warm
clothes and hot food awaited them. The
second trip ended in near-tragedy. While
those on the beach watched helplessly, a
great wave lifted the tiny fishing boat
high in the air and then dropped it into
the trough, spilling all aboard into the
breakers. One of these men, First As-
sistant Engineer James K. Grant, had
stayed on board the Tacoma after the
first trip, keeping order with his pistol.
When Bergman’s first rescue craft had
approached, men rushed to pile into the
small boat. Without Grant’s firm com-
mand and drawn gun, the boat would
have been swamped.

On the ill-fated second trip Grant man-
aged to reach the beach from the over-
turned fishing boat, but died of exposure
there on the sand. Other men were flung
ashore by the waves, or waded in as best
they could, or clung to bits of floating
wreckage until pulled from the sea.

Nine men still remained on the Taco-

(Continued on page 42)
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The set of spurs given to the author by Walter Rison.

TOM RISON and his wife left their
small farm one morning in May to
drive to Greeley, Colorado for groceries.
It was a ten-mile drive by horse and
buggy. They would be gone all day, so
they admonished their two little sons,
Walter and Thomas, not to leave the
farm, as it was close to prairie country
which had all kinds of varmints— wolves,
coyotes, badgers, and rattlesnakes.

The little boys promised. Thomas was
ten years old and Walter a year older.
They were good boys who always minded
their mother and dad, so the Risons had
no misgivings about leaving the children
at home alone.

After an hour or so of playing around
the yard, the youngsters became some-
what bored with their usual games, and
they missed having someone to talk to.

“Walt, do you reckon Dad would care
if we took our air rifle and hunted
rabbits ?”” Thomas asked.

“Not if we don’t go out on the prairie,”
Walt answered.

“But there ain’t no rabbits here on the
farm,” Thomas said dolefully.

“Yes, there is—up on that little dry
hill yonder, just inside our fence. I don’t
think Dad would care if we went up
there.”

“Well, let’s go. We might even surprise
somebody with rabbit for supper!”

So the kids took off, not thinking that
the “little hill up yonder,” although with-
in the farm boundary, was part of the
prairie—too high to irrigate, yet avail-
able to varmints.

Soon after reaching the hill they
jumped a cottontail, and Walter shot it.
An air rifle isn’t too high-powered and
though the bunny turned a somersault
he quickly got up and ran into a prairie-
dog hole.
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“I’ll get him!” Thomas yelled in ex-
citement, “I’ll get him!” And running
over to the hole he shoved his hand down,
only to jerk it back quickly, gasping
with pain.

Walter ran up and looked in the hole
in time to see a rattlesnake crawl farther
down, rattling as it went.

The little kids didn’t know what to do.
Mother and father gone, nearest neigh-
bors two miles away, little town of Eaton
four miles away, Greeley ten miles. What
could they do?

Not every memento can
rest in your hands and
tell a story like this one

By JACK SMILLIE

Photos Courtesy Author

They ran to the house and put the
rifle down, then Walter tied a string
around Tom s finger. But the finger still
hurt, and Tom was crying. They walked
out to the gate and called for their
parents, knowing that no one could hear
them. They put their arms around each
other and sobbed as Tom’s hurt grew
worse.

No help, no telephone, no means of
travel, just two little boys in real bad
trouble.

Finally Walt straightened up, dried his
tears and said, “Come on, Thomas, lay
your finger across this log and I'll cut
it off with the ax. It won’t hurt no worse

* than the bite.”

Bravely, Thomas shut his eyes, doubl-
ing all of his fingers but the bitten one;
this one he placed on the log. With care-
ful aim, Walter cut that finger off with
the ax. Quickly they tied a string around
the stub to stop the blood flow, which
probably was a mistake. Then they
started walking down the road, their
arms around each other, both crying for
their mother.

About five o’clock Mr. and Mrs. Rison,
coming home from Greeley, found their
two young sons three miles east of home,
lying beside the road. Walter was hold-
ing his dead little brother in his arms.

THOMAS was buried in the Eaton cem-
etery, the first person to be buried
(Continued on page 62)

Graves of the Rison family in the Eaton cemetery. The small stone on left marks the
grave of young Thomas Eaton, the first person to be buried in the cemetery.
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One look at Arizona’s cliffs and canyons erased all thoughts of Englnnd as
“home — S0 Noru vowed Io return und she dld — never Io lenve ugnm

N a still sunny day in May 1949, a
group of people—some friends, others
‘who had known Nora slightly and a few
who hadn’t known her at all—made their
way along the dim road leading from
Marble Canyon to Lee’s Ferry, Arizona.

The party stopped near a large rock

which ages ago had rolled from some-
where along the Vermilion Cliffs, rising

2,000 feet above, to its resting place near
the foot of the cliffs. This was the fourth
and final trip Nora Cundell made to the
“Color Country,” and the place she called
her second home.

She had spent many hours enjoying
the beauty of these majestic cliffs, with
their ever-changing shadows. Cloud for-
mations, drifting over color reflected by

Below, one of the scenes captured on canvas by Nora Cundell. This is believed to be

the photograph Nora used for studio reference.

the sun, gave them an indescribable beau-
ty. Nora had spent hours and worked
hard to capture this beauty on canvas.
(She had written one book about her
second trip from England to Marble
Canyon which was both humorous and
refreshing. Unsentimental Journey was
never a best seller, but was a treasure to
her many friends.) .

Nora had discovered the Vermilion
Cliffs when she and a party from Eng-
land stopped at Marble Canyon for the
night. Nora later told me she had felt
a peace and contentment she had never
experienced before. It was as if some-
time, somehow, she had lived in this
country before, so much at home she
felt. Yet she loved England, where she
lived in her ancestral home, some 400
years old.

As she and her party resumed their
journey to the North Rim of the Grand
Canyon, Nora knew she just had to
come back as soon as she could. Many of
her paintings, done in the early 1930s
when she returned and spent a year with
the Lowreys at Marble Canyon, hung in
the Royal Society of British Artists Gal-
leries in London.

URING World War II Nora drove

an ambulance at night. After German
bombing raids she and the ambulance
crew would go out and pick up the in-
jured, take them to the hospital, and
render any aid they could. She slept
on a table for five years during the
war, Others of the crew had their own
little corners, the shack was so small.
Nora told me that if the Germans had
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kept coming at Dunkirk, England would
have fallen.

After the war was over, Nora longed
for the peace and beauty of her Color
Country in Arizona. She wrote to the
Lowreys, who no longer lived at Marble
Canyon Lodge, and asked for information
as to a place to stay. Money was a
problem, since she could bring so little
out of England. She figured the most
she could pay for board and room was
a dollar a day.

The Lowreys, being friends of ours
since 1923, came to see us at Lee’s Ferry
and brought Nora’s letter. Jim and I had
never met Nora, having left Lee’s Ferry
in 1925 and returning in 1946. We had
few comforts to offer but were assured
by the Lowreys that the English lady
would be grateful for just getting to
come—so Jim and I decided it would
be fun to have her.

At left, a memorial service for Nora L. Cun-
dell, British artist, in May 1949. Artist-
preacher “"Shine” Smith scatters the ashes.
Below., Christina Klohr (left) and Nora
Cundell.

Unfortunately, 1947 was a very cold
winter in England. Nora sailed the last
of February with her feet and hands
swollen and black from chilblain. She
couldn’t wear her shoes for some time
after arriving in America, so before
coming on to Arizona she spent a while
with friends in New York and Chicago.

The Lowreys brought Nora to Lee’s
Ferry in April and we were happy to
have this artist of note share our rugged
life. We settled her in a little stone
cabin built in 1910 by a mining company.
It sat on a rise above the larger rock
house in which we lived. Our house was
Jim’s office as well as our dwelling.
Nora talked of tea and crumpets, but she
truly enjoyed coffee more than tea, so I
kept a quart ready for her at all times.

After breakfast each day Nora con-
centrated on painting, working on more
than one canvas at a time but working
on each with the same light as the day
before. She was very particular about the
light. She loved to take a stroll just after
the sun dropped behind the Paria Plateau
and the Vermilion Cliffs. Each evening
we would walk up to the spring and old
ferry crossing or over to Paria Creek,
each jaunt about a half-mile. This was
a treasured time, the most spectacular
time of day. Shadows from the Vermilion
Cliffs crawled across the river and up
Echo Cliffs until the tops were magnified
in the afterglow. Rocks that were not
seen during the day along the tops of
the rims stood out in colorful detail—
really rather hard to describe. The river
rushed over Paria Ripple, changing its
sound with the rising and falling of the
river. Bats emerged to fly about and
catch whatever bugs were in the air. As
darkness fell, the stars shone like millions
of diamonds. A feeling of utter peace
settled over the canyon.

TWICE Nora and I nearly got into
- trouble, each time hiking in daylight.
Jim would go up the river to take
measurements, which was a day’s work in
high water. Nora and I would hike along
a bench where we could see for miles
Jooking down on Paria Creek and where
the Colorado River lost itself in Marble
Canyon on its way through the Grand
Canyon and on to the ocean. Nora would
do watercolors which she would re-do
in oils when she returned to England;
I would gather petrified wood. It was at
this time I began to see how many colors
of earth I could collect. The most I
found were forty-two, but I know there
were others that eluded me.

About five miles up Paria Creek was
an old log cabin built by a friend of
ours when we lived at Lee’s Ferry in the
early Twenties. On a day when we felt
on the peppy side, we decided to hike
up to this old ranch. One bad thing
about going was crossing the creek some
twenty times, for we could mnever tell
when a flood might occur. In the sum-
mer, thunderstorms often sent flash
floods from way up in Utah, the head
of the creek.

However, the day was perfect for a
hike so we decided to try it. Nora took
a pair of rubber bathing shoes, and each
time we came to a crossing she sat
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down and changed her shoes—put her
hiking shoes in her carry-all bag, crossed
the creek, and put her hiking shoes back
on. This took a lot of time. I wore a
pair of tennis shoes and waded in them,
for if one’s feet are kept wet the tennis
shoes will not rub or make blisters.

Nora did a sketch or two while I
studied the interesting old wooden flume
built by the early Mormons who settled
the ranch where the Paria enters the
Colorado. The flume was hung on the
side of the bluff above the creek, out of
reach of any high water. Some three
miles up the creek were the remains of
what had been a dam to force water into
a ditch and into the flume to carry irri-
gation water down to the ranch.

The sun was on the west side of noon
when we rounded a curve and there stood
the log cabin across the creek. A beauti-
ful spring of water flowed from under
a huge sand-slide. This spring rose high
up under the Sleeping Chief at the top of
the rim, along Paria Plateau.

The creek made a square turn around
the four acres of bar the cabin stood on,
flowing into a narrow channel, rushing

Above, a memorial plagque placed on a
rock at the base of the Vermilion Cliffs
in Marble Canyon, Arizona.

around large and small stones, and sup-
pressed to a two-foot flow of very swift
water.

While Nora once more changed her
shoes I picked a path and hopped from
stone to stone. But before I could put
the back-pack down and turn around I
heard Nora call out. I turned just in time
to see her slide down between two large

Below, Nora and Chris Klohr, ready to begin a day of sketching.
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rocks before her hat rode the water
downstream and lodged along the edge
where the creek widened and the water
was less deep. Nora was trying to-keep
the bag with her paints and gear in it,
out of the water.

I leaped to the rock nearest her and
took the bag, but getting her up was
something else, we were both laughing
so hard. It was funny to think of all the
trouble she had taken to keep dry, and
here she was stuck between two rocks.
Everytime I tried to pull her up, she
slipped back into the water. At last she
waded, dripping, to the spot I had picked
to enjoy lunch. I rescued her hat while
she ate her lunch, and let the sun dry
her clothing. I recall that the spring sup-
ported a large grove of trees and that
the ferns underneath made a home for
some of the largest striped frogs I have
ever seen.

When one goes on this kind of hike,
the distance home seems twice as far as
it does going. I could see clouds to the
north of us and knowing they were in a
place to bring a flood down Paria, I felt
a little worried as we started our return
trip much later than I would have liked.
I tried to hurry Nora along, and she
tried to the best of her ability.

As we came into the old Mormon ranch
I was relieved to hear the pick-up and
know that Jim was on his way to give us
a hand. We rode across the last Paria
crossing, Nora was a good sport, and it
had been a fun day.

JUNE was getting well underway and
Nora and I knew the long trips would
soon be out; we’d have just our short
walks in the evenings. However, there
was a place we both wanted to go. Nora
had been there on horseback on one of
her previous trips, but we figured that
if we started early enough we could hike
across this big bench under the Sleeping
Chief in a few hours.

We had almost decided our adventure
on foot was not to be when we were
favored with a cool day. The river was
running high and Jim was very busy.
He left earlier than usual that morning
so we packed a lunch, took our canteens
and Nora’s bag of art things, and were
off. We had never gone on a long hike
before without telling Jim the place we
were going, but this day we decided
after he left so we were really on our
own.

We had just left the house on our way
to the old Mormon ranch when a fellow
in a jeep came along. He asked if we
wanted a lift. The government was core
drilling for Glen Canyon Dam and he
was on his way to Flagstaff for some-
thing needed for the job. We immedi-
ately decided to ride with him out about
three miles and climb a cattle trail up
a sand-slide, then hike back across the
bench and come off the trail behind the
6ld Mormon ranch. This lift was a bit
of luck we had not expected.

We found the trail steep and hard to
climb. Often we took a step forward and
slid back two; however, at last we were
on top and the beauty made us catch our
breath, it was so overpowering. Billowy
clouds floated across the richly colored

(Continued on page 63)
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By ZOLA FARRIS AMBROSE
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ONCE upon a time there was a little

old narrow-gauge railroad that
climbed up the side of a mountain to
reach the coal mines near the top of the
Continental Divide. Before that rail-
road was built in 1889, coal was hauled
to Bozeman, Montana in heavy wagons
pulled by six-horse teams.

Turner Brothers of Spokane, Wash-
ington built the short narrow-gauge from
Chestnut, Montana to the top of the Di-
vide with a 5% grade. (Many of the
older railroads have a grade of 2.2%,
but the newer ones covering much of the
same area have grades of only .4 or .5%.)

For twenty-nine years the narrow-

gauge carried coal from Chimney Rock.

or Maxey’s Mine, twelve miles through
Hoffman and Storrs north along Trail
Creek to Chestnut, a point in Rocky Can-
yon on the Northern Pacific Railroad
between Bozeman and Livingston. The
new spur was dubbed Turkey Trail by
Livingston men. All the railroaders hated
the eight crooked-mile climb to the top of
the Divide on the Park-Gallatin County
line, then four more miles down to the
mines.

There was many a wild ride down the

THE SADDLE TANKER OF 2

Slag piles and tumbleweeds
mark a narrow-gauge track
that taxed the patience of
everyone it served. Most
folks just don't have the
kind of nerves that stand up
under a 5% grade!

steep crooked grade. One of the wildest
was piloted by No. 403, short coupled and
built heavy on the rails, good for short
curves and the best engine the N. P.
had for the job. The train started from
the summit with only four cars coupled
in on air, the fourth with its valves open.

A half mile out of the switch, en-
gineer Bill Barker whistled for the
brakes. The brakemen, George Glass,
and Frank Baker could do npthing about
it. This left the engineer and the fire-

(Continued on page 48)
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Bristling action caught at its peak describes this Roberts painting, “Escape From the
Cantina.”

OE RADER ROBERTS, whose “Chang-

ing Mounts” is the cover for this issue

of TRUE WEST, has a straightforward

quality of honesty and candor which car-
ries over into his paintings.

He was ‘born in Lockhart, Caldwell
County, Texas on July 4, 1925. Like most
artists, his interest manifested itself
early, and he sketched from boyhood.
During summer vacations from high
school, he worked for an Austin, Texas

Joe Rader Roberts

sign painter who would leave him all day
in the blazing Central Texas sun armed
with a Fitch brush, bucket and paint can
to block in advertisements on the sides of
buildings—and then complain that Joe
Rader didn’t work fast enough.
Perhaps some good did come out of it,
for action is the hallmark of all Roberts
canvases, whether depicting violence,
work, or play. Of these he prefers work
as a dominant theme. A cowboy riding

herd on the tough old Longhorn cattle,
the chuckwagon boss fighting to control
his team during a thunderstorm, a home-
steader staking out his house—all por-
tray the work ethic.

Violence, too, has its place in Joe Ra-
der’s Western pantheon: a trapper sud-
denly confronted by a band of Coman-
ches; a classic shoot-out in a dusty
frontier town; a couple of compadres
making their hurried exit from a border
cantina to the tune of the six-gun polka.

Yet endemic to all of Roberts’ work is
a concern with character, hardship and
strength. He takes obvious enjoyment in
painting animals and men, and his knowl-
edge of anatomy is encyclopedic. Horses
particularly are central to this theme—
the interplay of muscle against bone, as
well as linear concept, have seldom been
done as well by any other Western artist,
living or dead.

FTER wartime service in the Mer-

chant Marine from 1943 to 1945, Joe
Rader returned to Lockhart and, like
many young vets, found himself at loose
ends. Early in 1946, strictly on the spur
of the moment and with a sense of ad-
venture, he packed up and joined a
friend headed for San Francisco. Getting
a part-time job to carry himself, he en-
rolled in the California School of Fine
Arts in that city. This school, known now
as the San Francisco Art Institute, which

Courtesy Tom Kielman

Joe Rader Roberts' work can be seen
at the Texas Art Gallery, Dallas, Texas
and at the Country Store Gallery in Austin.
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he attended during 1946-47, imposed up-
on him a new sense of discipline.

On returning to Texas Joe Rader
moved to Houston and, in 1949, got mar-
ried. Eventually faced with the respon-
sibilities of a growing family, he took
a job with a paper company as a boiler
fireman, a specialty he had learned in
the Merchant Marine. Blessed with spare
time on the job, he began illustrating
paper flyers for grocery store specials,
and soon was making $150-$200 a week
on the side. This increased prosperity
led in 1953 to his starting his own sign
business, which in turn afforded him
more time to paint and sketch. Even in
the Service, he had ‘“had his little paint-
box along,” and his first painting had
been sold as early as 1947.

Those years in the rough-and-tumble
sign painting business provided a lot of
experience in the use of colors and the
effects which could be derived from wide-
ly contrasting surfaces. To list a few, Joe
Rader has painted on glass, on cement,
corrugated metal, plywood, and masonite,
with probably fifty types of brushes
known to the trade. Using showecard
color, he has even painted a Thom McAn
shoe sign on the flanks of a live elephant
before it walked in a circus parade.

During the late 1950s and on into the
’60s, Joe Rader’s business venture
flourished and his leisure hours were
spent in working with dry brush, water-
color and oil, the latter being his pre-

Trouble on the way! One can sense the rider’s quick decision to make tracks in the

opposite direction.

ferred medium of expression. He found .

time to study with Ralph Dickerman, the
distinguished portrait painter resident in
Houston, and in 1968 he met the im-
mensely successful Hungarian artist,
Lajos Markos, who also has had a marked
effect in Joe Rader’s development.

'"The fact that both Dickerman and Mar-
kos are best known as portrait painters
has not bent Roberts in that direction.
His main interest has never wavered

The title of this work is “Fired On!”

from depicting men and horses, early
days and raw country. There is, however,
a worn canvas from which the direct,
believable gaze of a child looks out—Joe
Rader’s little daughter at age seven.

RATEFUL though he may be to
contemporaries, Roberts thinks his
greatest debt is owed to books. Books
on all phases of art line his studio shelves

(Continued on page 63)
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By “OLD COWBOY"
ED WRIGHT

Photos Courtesy Author

Mustrated by Paul Hudgins

N the late 1800s Wyoming was one of

the most unsettled parts of the United
States. The invasion was still unsettled,
the sheep and cattle men’s war was on,
and friends were few. White Caps were
still offering a bounty on what they
called rustlers. A “rustler” in those days
took in a lot of territory. He might be

a cowboy who refused to rustle or brand °

anymore mavericks or cattle for them,
or one who filed on a homestead and was
trying to settle down and make a home
for himself.

The (so-called) White Caps controlled
most of the law and imported gunmen
to support the law the way they wanted
it. A cowboy who had left their side had
to have lots of guts and needed eyes in
the back of his head, to keep from being
slipped up on.
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Thank God there are always two sides
to everything. Most cowboys had friends,
and their friends were not hired but the
kind that stick together. They sure did
or we wouldn’t have the West we have
today, and the real old-time cowboy
wouldn’t be copied so much as he is
today. He had to be a great character to
be copied, admired and loved so much. I
was raised in that country, Johnson Coun-
ty, called “The Powder River Country.”

One year the spring roundup had just
started. I was working with the Hat
outfit, which was about the biggest in
Wyoming. It was owned by Adam and
Lou Webb. Their ranch was on Middle
Fork of Powder River, close to the no-
torious ‘“Hole in the Wall” country.

The Hole in the Wall country was a

place hard to get into without being seen
coming. Most writers have written it up
as a hold-out for outlaws; but most
of the outlaws that went there were
hunted by worse outlaws than they were.
I have been holed up there myself and I
never was an outlaw. I might have been
called one by that side of the law that
made their own outlaws. These so-called
outlaws won over them, in the long run,
the same as right always overcomes
wrong.

The Hat outfit’s roundup wagon range
was south of Powder River. It took in
most of the Salt Creek country as far as
Casper where they shipped in the fall.
Somehow or other those White Caps gave
that Hat outfit plenty of room. Far and
wide it was known as the rustlers’ out-
fit.
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ought to go ahead and kill him right then — and Father Time hardly ever

does anything but bear the feeling out

I was a cowhand; Horace Snyder was
the wagon boss. I think Snyder, myself
and the Webbs were the only last names
in the outfit. Others went by nicknames
or their first names. We had Montana,
Dakota, Two Gun Speck, Cactus, Slim,
Pee Wee, Missouri, Windy, Crip, Step-
in-a-half, Bone Head and Slick. You
name ’em, we had ’em.

Seems like all cowboys ended up with
a pardner. They just seemed to come to-
gether. T never mixed very much, kind
of stayed by myself, and even talked to
myself sometimes. I started talking to a
tall feller with steel blue eyes that looked
right through you. Everybody called him
Tex (he answered to the name so I
called him Tex). He didn’t talk much. The
wagon boss kind of started us off as
pardners. He gave me the same night
guard from eight to ten and we were
always on the same circles. We just kind
of got to talking to each other. Tex was
the home type and wanted to settle down,
so I told him about a good place to home-
stead at the head of Wind River. We
talked more as time went on.

E couldn’t read or write so he asked

me to” write his mother for him and
tell her where he was. I couldn’t keep
- from liking Tex even after he unfolded
all his past to me.

He’d been born on the Mexican boider.
His father was foreman for the Turkey
Track cow outfit; they were about the
biggest spread along the border on both
sides, Texas and Old Mexico—around
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Marfa, Del Rio and Alpine. Tex had
worked with range cattle from wrangler
to rep since he’d been big enough to get
on a horse.

His father married a girl out of one
of the honkytonks at Alpine, which that
was not uncommon in those days. Plenty
of our best settlers in the early West
married girls out of those places and
built homes and raised good families.

The way Tex explained it to me was, he
(Tex) had got off with the wrong girl.
When he was full of puppy love, one of
the gold diggers named Katy got her
hooks into him. She told Tex she wanted
to settle down and get a home, so he let
her save his money for him. Everytime
he got to town he gave her his money.
Finally she told him where he could
make more, if he went to work for an
outfit she knew and kept his mouth shut.
Tex had it bad and took the job.

Tex said he and the others rode for
three days till they met a large herd of
cattle. He didn’t know if he was in the
States or Old Mexico when they took the
cattle. The boss was a stranger, but Tex
had seen most of the cowboys and some
of them called him by name.

The fifth day with the herd the boss
said he was supposed to throw them in
with a trail herd going north. They were
driving through a rough country all the
way. Along about sundown they saw
some riders coming from both sides. The
boss pulled his horse up and yelled, “We
better make a run for it!” About that time
the shooting started. It was quite a
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battle. Six men were killed and the rest
ended up under arrest.

“I don’t know if I killed anyone or not;
my gun was empty,” Tex said. They put
me in the big pasture [the penitentiary]
for one year.

“When I got out I went to see my
mother. I told her the whole story and
asked her about Katy. Mother said, ‘Son,
there have been some fine girls found in
those houses, but they never stayed there
long. Most of them you can figure out
for yourself. I am your mother, and that
other woman is no good. If I was you
I'd throw in with a trail herd going
North, that had not been stolen, and
start over.” |

“Her last words were: ‘Remember, my
boy, a good woman is where you find her.
Just be sure she is good.’ That’s been
over three years ago, Ed, and I never
found a place to settle down. I have never
heard from my folks but I know my
mother is a fine woman.”

I knew Tex had told me more about
himself than he had ever told anyone. I
never passed it on.

THE general roundup was just about
over, and Tex and I had agreed to
go to Buffalo before the beef roundup
started. There he would file on a home-
stead at the head of Wind River. We
were going fifty-fifty on everything. One
of us would work while the other held
the homestead down.
I told him I wasn’t ready to be tied
down so he could tend to the homestead
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*Old Cowboy” Ed Wright

part. Tex was one of the hardest workers,
and could get more done in less time and
done better than anybody I ever saw.

After we got the homestead filed on,
we bought a hammer, ax, saw, wagon,
some barbwire, then a couple mares that
was about to have colts. We worked to
beat the band for a couple of weeks. Then
I had to pull out for the Hat wagon for
the fall beef roundup.

News traveled mighty fast. Everyone
already knew Tex and I were pardners
They always asked, “How you an’ your
_pardner doin’, Ed"”

When the roundup pulled mto head-
quarters in November I headed for the
homestead.

Most cowboys could ride a horse day
and night, wrestle calves and brand them
all day and still stand a two-hour guard
and never kick; but when it came to dig-
ging post holes or building something,
they always got tired quick. Of cpurse it
was a little different when you were do-
ing it for yourself. That pardner of mine
sure didn’t get tired. I never saw a
place, with nothing to start with, look
like that homestead.

He had a two-room shack, big round
pole corral, a forty-acre pasture fenced,
and the spring dug out and fenced with
a reservoir dammed up below it for stock
water. And there were enough poles and
logs to build that much more. He had
been changing help with Step-in-a-half
Jones up the creek. The Jones outfit had
quite a spread. Tex helped put up their
hay, and brand, and it looked like the
Joneses sure paid us back double.

Horace Snyder, Webb’s wagon boss
rode by and stopped overnight with us.
Tex had been running all the stock away
that had been watering at the spring, so
the grass was sure good. All the predic-
tions were for a hard winter and the Hat
outfit had bought a trail herd of Old
Mexico Longhorns. They were pretty
poor and weak from the trip to go into
a hard winter, so Snyder offered us what
we had feed for, a cow with a calf for
fifteen dollars, and we could work it out.

It was only a day-and-a-half’s ride

28

from Webb’s ranch to our place, so we
saddled up and rode home with Snyder.
We ended up buying thirty-five cows
with calves for $500 and Webb told us
we could break twenty head of saddle
ponies at $10 a head. We took the
broncos home with us, along with the
cattle. Webb sent three cowboys with us
to help. When we got home I'm sure
that was the greatest feeling a cowboy
could have. We had an outfit of our own.
Tex acted like a king.

E worked to beat heck till the last of

January. The country was frozen up,
and about all a cowboy could do was keep
the ice off the waterholes so the stock
could get water.

Then Tex had a couple of visitors. He
didn’t say much about them—they were
from Texas—and I figured they must
have been in the pen with him. He called
one Dutch and the other Jobe.

Whiskey Dick, an old bronco- bustmg
pardner of mine, came by and I told Tex
if he could hold down the outfit I'd take
the horses we’d broke back to Webb and
save feeding ’em. Besides, I wanted to go
to town for some tobacco and things.

Tex didn’t smoke or drink, and he
didn’t act like he went for the women
much, but he had been riding over to-
wards Dry Fork of Powder River pretty
often to see a half-breed girl. Her father
was a trapper and had filed on a home-
stead for an English outfit and married
an Indian.

The daughter was teaching about ten
of the ranch kids. I guess she was pretty
smart, for she had Tex so he could sign
his name. Already he knew if we had
thirty-five cows with calves that we had
seventy head of cattle. He even told me if
they all had a calf the next spring, we’d
have over a hundred head of cattle.

Whiskey Dick and I left about day-
light that morning and got to the Hat
outfit the next day early in the evening.
I’d been eating venison and beans at the
homestead all winter, so I stayed a couple
days and filled up on good beef. Did you
ever take an ax and cut off a T-bone
steak about an inch and a half thick
from a frozen two-year-old steer when
you were hungry, fry it in its own taller
with hot baking powder biscuits, and see
how much you could eat? If you never
did, you sure missed something.

I rode into Kaycee on my way home
and tried my luck with the gamblers.
They. all knew me pretty well. I had my
arm broken, and tended bar one winter.
All bartenders off duty hélp rob the
suckers when they come to town. I knew
all the tricks and found out how easy
it was to be robbed. When a feller sat
down in a game, the percentage of the
cards was always against him, and most
always fifty percent of the players were
working for the house. The cards were
most always marked and he always ended
up loser. I was quick tempered and found
out I was being cheated a few times, and
ended up jerking out my gun and taking
my money back.

They were pretty sure I took it back a
few times when I hadn’t been cheated. I
got in what looked like a honest game;
I knew most of them were ranchers and
cowboys. The dealer and I had tangled

8nce and he hated me. I played till day-
light and ended up with $450 to the good.
Then I think I did the smartest thing I
ever did in' my life. I saddled up and rode -

'back to Webbs’ and paid them the $300

Tex and I owed them on the cows and
calves.

0ld Lew asked me if I held up the bank.
I laughed and told him I got lucky in a
card game at Kaycee. I stayed overnight.
Seems like all ranches had a poker game
every night all winter. It was about the
only pastime a cowboy had. I wasn’t
lucky and dropped the $150 I was still
winner from Kaycee. Then I hit the hay
and made a new start for the homestead
early in the morning. I stayed clear of
town and went straight home.

When I got home the Dutchman was
still there and Jobe was gone. I told Tex
right in front of Dutch that I sure hated
that Jobe’s guts, all the time thinking he
was hired by the White Caps and might
lower the boom on us any time.

Tex came right out and told me Jobe
and Dutch were both with the gang that
had been stealing a herd when he and
the rest were caught. They had been in
the big pasture together. Dutch said he
didn’t trust anybody and guessed he
didn’t have a damn friend in the world,
unless it was Tex.

WE HAD a three-day blizzard, and Tex

and I were riding through the pas-
ture looking the stock over. There was a
bull laying down. We didn’t have any
bull so I made him get up so I could see
the brand on him. He had both ears
cropped so you couldn’t tell what his
earmark was, and the whole left side
of his hide was scarred like someone
had cut a brand out. Tex and I looked
at each other.

I yanked Tex’s arm. “Tex,” I said, “we
need bulls and haven’t any, but that
one sure as hell was planted here by
someone that don’t like us. We better
get rid of him.”

Tex was about half smart and said,
“Well, he hasn’t got my brand on and we
sure as hell wouldn’t claim him, so let’s
see what happens. We need a couple
bulls.”

Tex’s girl had told him that Jobe
stopped a lot at the English outfit that
her father trapped for. We knew that
outfit was on the wrong side of the
fence from us, so I told Tex to be sure
and keep that so-and-so Jobe in front of
him.

After the storm settled and the weath-
er cleared I rode up to Step-in-a-half
Jones’ place. While I was gone Jobe rode
in. I learned that the first thing he said
was, “I see you got a bull. Where did you
get hlm"”

Tex faced him and said, “That’s Just
what I was gonna ask you. Where did
you get him?”

“Whose side are you on?” .

“I know you ain’t on our side, so get
on your horse and don’t come back.”

Tex said Jobe doubled his fist. “Now,
hold on, Tex, you and I should be on the
same side. It’s that damn pardner of
yours. He hates my guts, but I don’t
think a damn bit more of him, and you
kin tell him so.”

“Tell him yourself,” Tex said. “Just
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get on your horse and get goin’ like I

told you, and take your bull with you.”.

Dutch was taking it all in. Jobe started
walking off, then grabbed his gun and
wheeled and shot. His bullet went through
Tex’s coat sleeve, but Tex didn’t miss.
We buried Jobe and I told Tex he better
take Dutch and ride to Kaycee and
notify the sheriff it was self-defense and
have the Dutchman swear to it. I told
Tex whatever he did, not to go to Buf-
falo or they would frame him. It worked
out all right, but we could tell the Dutch-
man was scared to death.

WELL it was spring at last and the

Hat outfit was starting to gather
their saddle horses for the general
roundup. I was supposed to be there the
first of April. I asked Tex if he could
hold the homestead together till I got
back, between the general roundup and
the beef roundup.

He said, “Well, I suppose that lazy
Dutchman will be hanging around most
of the summer.” :

I asked him if he knew for sure the
Dutchman was on our side. Tex thought
he deserved a chance because, as he
said, “He saw the shootin’ and told the
truth, so I’m givin’ him a chance to show
his cards. If he isn’t on our side, I'll
find out sooner or later.”

I left and pulled into the Hat outfit
the last of May. I met a feller they
called Cactus, and he was just too easy
to get acquainted with. He told me he
knew Tex and had been in the pen with
him‘. Said he had been offered a job
with the White Caps, and Tex and I
were on their list as rustlers.

I told Webb and he said that the
feller talked a lot, but he came from the
same range Webb came from, and if he
was on the other side it would be easy

to find out. Well, he must have been on
the wrong side, for he got in an argument
and came out on the boot-hill end of
the deal.

The last of June the wagon headed
for the ranch, and I headed for the home-
stead. Tex had sure been putting the
finishing touches to the joint. He had
curtains up and had built on another
room. I told him it looked like he was
gonna get married. “Well,” he said, “I
sure want to. What do you think about
1

“We're pardners; I wouldn’t say any-
thing if you got married.”

I had filed on a section south of the
place Tex and I had. I told him I was
going to relinquish it to the government
as I didn’t want to settle down, and he
should get his wife to file on it before
he married her. I honestly believe Tex
wouldn’t have gotten married if I had
squawked. I told him I would stay till
they got back, if he hurried.

I called his wife “Pocahontas.” She was
sure a good worker, and even quieter
than Tex. Believe me, that’s quiet, and a
wonderful asset in a woman. You know
some say ‘still water runs deep.’

The Dutchman came the day after
they left. I pumped him and he told me
he’d gone to work for the English outfit
Tex’s wife’s father worked for. He said
a man’s life wasn’t worth much unless
he acted like he was on their side. Then
I knew that Dutchman had a yellow
streak in him. I'd told Tex plenty of times
not to trust him. But I knew Tex, and
they’d done plenty together that was on
the shady side and neither of them
trusted the other.

Tex and his wife were a day late get-
ting home. I pulled out right away. I
mentioned kissing the bride, but the way
Tex looked at me, I forgot it and left.
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That was one roundup I’ll never forget.
The sheep and cattle war was in full
swing. They had plowed a dead line, from
Gillette, Wyoming to the south of the
head of Powder River, for the sheep out- °
fits to stay on the other side—or else.
Many a sheep wagon went up in smoke
and every once in a while a herder went
with them.

That was the year in the basin country
that the Frenchman was tied to the wheel
of his wagon and the wagon burnt. The
French Government raised hell about it,
and all it did was make the war worse.
Everybody on the roundup was nervous
and ready for anything. I was sure glad
when the roundup was over and I headed
for home. I worried about getting along
with Tex being married.

I RODE into the homestead and Tex

met. me. He said he saw me coming
when I tipped the ridge. Tex was hard
to slip up on, I'll tell you. He had that
woman of his broken in pretty good. She
was milking a couple of wild cows. She
would shut the corral gate against them
and reach through and milk them. She
had milk, cream, butter and cheese. Tex
had built a bunkhouse and had it fixed
up pretty nice with bunks, a looking
glass, a card table, and a couple spit-
toons.

Next morning we rode down through
the pasture. We had sixteen head of
saddle horses and had started with the
two work mares that were having colts.
I counted eighteen two-year-olds and
twelve yearling colts. I told Tex we sure
made a good buy when we bought those
work mares. The cattle was the same.
Looked like they all had twins though. I
asked Tex what the Dutchman knew
about this.

He said, “He’s just like you and every-
body. He doesn’t know only what ke did.
Everybody brands mavericks; you and I
both have branded plenty for whoever
we rode for. Who in the hell would you
brand them for but ourselves? God helps
those who help themselves.”

Tex about half-way convinced me he
was right. The White Caps had taken
some pretty good beatings and were on
their last legs. If a cowboy or homestead-
er was lucky enough to get a jury trial
instead of getting shot by one of their
hired gunmen, he most always got turned
loose. Most of their picked jurors had
met with some kind of an accident or
weren’t available; I knew one that left
dressed in his wife’s clothes.

Winter was closing in on us. We were
trying to save all the feed around the
ranch. We were riding line on most of
the stock, holding them several miles
north., We changed off on the job, Tex’s
wife taking her turn and relieving Tex
and me about ten o’clock every morning
while we ate. Then Tex and I stayed till
after dark.

I couldn’t help but notice how jealous
Tex was. He watched me all the time and
if T got in the house before him it was
an accident. His wife noticed it, too. One
day Tex had to do something while his
wife was on herd. I told him I'd go let

_her come home, and rode off. His wife

saw me coming and rode to meet me.
I told her, “Go home. Tex had some-
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Ed Wright bulldogging at the Pendleton Roundup (no date provided).

thing to do and I'll take over till he gets
here.”

She laughed, winked at me and said,
“Him plenty jealous. Look, there he
comes already.”

LD MAN WINTER didn’t knock; he

just rushed in. One storm after another
without much wind made it bad for the
stock. The wind always blew the snow
off the feed so the stock could get at it.
A horse will paw for feed, but a cow
won’t. We got busy moving the stock and
finally ended up throwing all of it close
to the ranch.

In a few days one of those blizzards
hit a-howling and a-blowing. All we could
do was feed the saddle ponies. When it
stopped, we rounded up the stock. Then
here came another blizzard. It was a
humdinger. We had a hard time getting
the stock that wasn’t backed up to the
cabin, fed at all. Most of our worst bliz-
zards lasted three days but this one
lasted four. It died down long enough to
get a long breath, then here it came
again worse than ever.

I told Tex, “Well, here goes what we
thought we had.”

The second night the wind died down
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and we went out to see what we had
left. There were only two horses left and
it looked like they were in a snow cave
up against the cabin. Only way we knew
they were there was that they nickered
when they heard us. That snow was
blown in so hard we had to knock a hole
in it to get them out. We had to scrape
about two inches of snow and ice off
their backs where it had melted and
froze on them, before we could put on our
saddles. We hung the nose bags on them
and fed ourselves before starting out
looking for the rest of our horses.

A feller raised in Wyoming was used
to storms, summer or winter, but this was
the worst I can remember. It even went
down in history. Many a cow outfit went
broke that year. There is something
about livestock raised on the range and
wild game—we call it instinct—that
guides them to shelter in bad storms.
After that storm, cattle were found
frozen to death standing up huddled to-
gether in little draws and behind cut-
banks in creek bottoms. The marks of
that winter were left so it could never be
forgotten.

In those days nothing was buried. The
carcass lay where it fell for the coyotes,

wolves, vultures, sun, wind and weather
to get rid of it. The smell came with the
wind to all who rode the range for a
long time after that winter. Some of the
bleaching skulls and bones may be there
to this day.

We got on our horses and rode down
through the pasture. There were no
tracks. Snow had drifted over the fences
and packed so hard we could ride over
them with our horses. There was a pine
ridge that ran along the south boundary
line of the homestead about a mile from
the cabin. We rode up to the top of it
and stopped on a high place and looked
all around, trying to locate any signs of
livestock or life. It was sure clear. We
could see peaks a hundred miles away,
but we couldn’t locate anything alive so
we split up. Tex went up the ridge and
I went down. The tops of all the ridges
were blown bare. The wind had swept
them clean. That was a godsend to hun-
gry livestock.

I finally spotted twelve of our horses
and it took me over an hour to get a
trail to them so I could get them headed
for home. Tex must have seen me, he
rode up to help me. He said he had run
onto a bunch. of sheep piled up on the
south side of the ridge, all frozen to
death. There were at least eight or nine
hundred in the bunch.

We headed the horses for home. They
hit our trail and we followed them. When
they came to where we had come up on
the ridge, Tex’s horse saw something
and shied as he went by. Tex pulled up
and rode back and got off. When he
yelled at me, I rode over to him, and
there lay a man frozen to death. He had
a silk muffler tied around his head and
ears, tied under his chin. We had never
seen him before. Tex rolled him over and
he was stiff as a board. I told Tex to look
in his pockets and maybe we could find
out who he was.

He wouldn’t do it. He said, “When you
find somebody dead you always want to
leave him alone till the coroner or sheriff
sees him.”

“How in the hell are we going to call
the sheriff ?”’ I asked him.

Tex didn’t want to leave him alone,
but I said, “Don’t worry, he’ll be here
when we come back.”

“If anybody found you dead, would you
want them to ride off and leave you
alone ?” Tex asked me.

I told himi I guess I wouldn’t give a
damn if they did. He was alone when we
found him and wasn’t kicking none.

Tex had more excuses to stay with
that stiff than you ever heard. The best
one was that the coyotes would eat him.

“What in the hell would a coyote want
to eat a sheepherder for, with eight or
nine hundred sheep froze just over the
hill?” I said.

We finally agreed if we covered him
good with snow, he’d be okay for a day
or so. It wasn’t hard to get plenty of
snow, so we covered him good and headed
for the cabin.

WE HAD a deep draw in the pasture

heading down to Wind River. It was

a good shelter in storms. We found the

bull with the brand cut out and a few
(Continued on page 54)
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By HAROLD MABRY

Text & Illustration From
Profiles of the Past, by Harold Mabry
Reprinted With Permission

HE CLAY CHIMNEY, one of the

familiar landmarks of my part of
the country, is already rare and is
destined to become extinct within a few
years because it is virtually impossible
to preserve. It would be necessary to put
a roof over one to protect it—left ex-
posed, the weather will inevitably claim
it.

Even so, the clay chimney was re-
markably long-lived and practical when
constructed properly. One at Hurrah
City on Highway 70 E near DeQueen,
Arkansas, probably the best preserved
in the county, is over seventy years old
and survived a forty-four-mile trip when
the cabin was moved there.

Not all chimneys were constructed
right, and there are plenty of stories of
fires caused by faulty ones and others
that collapsed on a cold winter night
(never in the summer). A ladder leaning
against the chimney end of a house,
handy for repair or in case of fire, was
a common sight.

One of the existing pictures of the
log-constructed Hotel De Horse, De-
Queen’s first hotel, shows the clay chim-
ney propped with poles to avert col-
lapse. Three young men posed for the
picture on the ladder. Most communities
had one or more men with experience at
such work and they were usually called
upon when a chimney was to be built.

The framework was built first and
consisted of four upright corner poles
or ‘“scantlings” (2'x4’s) to which were
nailed, ladder-like, horizontal sticks or
laths about five inches apart. The fire-
place or firebox was wider than the
chimney which made necessary the fit-
ting, mortising and pegging together of
the scantling ‘in the better jobs. This
framework resulted in such a chimney
being called a “stick and mud chimney.”

ANOTHER frequently used name was

a ‘“cat chimney,” so called because of
the mud cats that were applied to the
frame work. The making of these cats
probably required the most skill of the

entire operation. The proper mixture of °

sand and clay, choice of grass, and other
factors greatly affected the durability of
the chimney.

A hole was dug near the chimney site
to mix the mud in; clay was added to
make the right proportion and the mix
was allowed to “ripen.” Grass had been
pulled or cut and stockpiled, with the
straw kept straight.

To make a cat, a worker grasped a
bunch of grass and worked it in the mud,
resulting in a loaf-like cat of grass and
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mud, perhaps sixteen inches long. This
he tossed to another worker; and he to
another and so on, brigade fashion, until
it reached the worker on the chimney.

This man draped it, halfway, over a.

lath. He then smoothed the clay on each
side. Another worker inside the chimney
might help by smoothing the inside. One
cat was laid tightly against another,
starting at the bottom, with the row
of cats on the lath above overlapping
the lower.

When the chimney was “topped out,”
attention was turned to the fireplace.
Using mud as mortar, the sides were
lined with rocks. The floor and hearth
were also covered with choice flat stones,
a row up each side helping to support
the mantle piece.

Cat chimneys were not all alike, of
course, depending on the materials avail-
able and the skill of the workers. Some-
times the outside of a chimney was board-

ed up to protect the clay from the
weather but, unfortunately, this in-
creased the fire hazard.

Claude Holt of Green’s Chapel com-
munity east of DeQueen, recalled a
“mud mill” which the community used.
It was a heavy barrel-like contraption
with a vertical center shaft of timber
with holes bored in it for irregular
teeth, or rakers, to mix the mud. It was
turned by a sweep, as a sorghum mill, by
horse or mule power. There were other
such mills in the county.

A few years hence, when these chim-
neys are all gone, it will be hard to make
the young generation understand how a
chimney ' was built of sticks and mud,
and the only proof will be preserved
on today’s shutterbug’s film. So if you
can find one, have your photograph taken
with a mud chimney. It’s a cinch it will
be an heirloom picture.

Sad to say, but the happenings of the last few
months may make this story obsolete!
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Captain B. B. Paddock, pioneer editor, and
guiding spirit of the Spring Palace project.

IONEER business and civic leaders of

Fort Worth, Texas apparently were
seeking to rid the city of its rawhide-
rowdy cowtown reputation and create
an image of progress and sophistication
when they erected the ill-fated Texas
Spring Palace during the winter and
spring of 1888-89.

Yet despite widespread publicity and
seemingly solid public support, the ex-
position ended its first year’s run with a
deficit of more than $23,000. And at the
close of the second season, the Palace
was leveled by a fire so destructive that
the concept of “a grand karporama of
the material resources of the great Lone
Star State” never was revived. All that
remains of the Texas Spring Palace are
a few mementoes—posters, ticket stubs,
theater programs, and a page in the
city’s history telling first of the pomp
and glory of the exposition and then
detailing its wild, fiery demise on the
night of May 30, 1890.

There is also—at the site of the
Palace near the present Texas & Pacific
Railroad Depot in mid-town Fort Worth
—a half-forgotten monument commemo-
rating the valor of one Alfred S. Hayne,
a civil engineer from London, England,
who perished in the fire and became Fort
Worth’s hero of the Gay Nineties.

EXAS BEAUTIF

The idea for the Texas Spring Palace,
a “unique and attractive place of amuse-
ment” that would present “a compact and
realistic view of the products of the state
and bring Texas to the knowledge of the
world in a pleasing and comprehensive
manner,” was introduced in 1888 by R. A.
Cameron, colonization and immigration
director for the Fort Worth & Denver
Railroad. ;

It was an era of expositions. The Uni-
versal Exposition was scheduled to open
in Paris, France in 1889. Toronto, Can-
ada and St. Paul, Minnesota were having
Ice Palaces. Sioux City, Iowa had just
wound up the second season of a sue-
cessful Corn Palace.

The heads of Fort Worth’s business
community were enthusiastic about Came-
ron’s proposal from the beginning, and
wholly convinced that Fort Worth, then
a city of approximately 32,000 people,
was an ideal location for the project. A
company was organized with a capital of
$50,000; Captain B. B. Paddock, crusad-
ing editor of the Fort Worth Gazette
and the city’s biggest booster, was elected
president of it. The eighteen-member di-
rectorate named W. F. Sommerville,
head of a Texas land mortgage company,
as general director. Cameron was chosen
as Sommerville’s assistant.

L I

Below, the Texas Spring Palace as it appeared a few days before it went up in flames. D. H. Swartz was the photographer.
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A contract for the construction of a
building in the shape of a St. Andrew’s
cross (a cross shap;zd like the letter X),
with outside dimensions of 225" by 375’
wasg awarded to the Thos. J. Hurley Loan
and Construction Company of Fort
Worth. The structure was to be erected
on the Texas & Pacific reservation at
the south end of the city’s downtown
area.

E. D. Allen of Chicago was employed
to superintend the decorations. And, dur-
ing the months of feverish planning and
construction, the decorations, displays,
and exhibits came under the close scru-
tiny of both the exposition directors and
their ladies, the Auxiliary Spring Palace
Association. It was everyone’s vow that
the Spring Palace would not be a place
where visitors would “ . . . see crazy
quilts, lace handkerchiefs, embroidery,
threshing machines and the like,” but
would view the products of the forests,
fields and quarries of Texas in “ ... a
beautiful picture, or rather in a karpo-
rama depicting many pictures, a ver-
itable fairyland worked out entirely with
grains and products of the soil.”

The rather obscure term karporama,
which, roughly, means “plants on dis-
play,” was suggested by Alexander
‘Hogg, superintendent of Fort Worth’s

TRAP

The Spring Palace lasted a year
hefore its “expectant throngs”
turned into an anguished,
hysterical mob . . .

By FRED FRANK BLALOCK

Photos Courtesy Author

public schools. “Karporama—The Fruits
of the Earth,” became an alternate name
for the Texas Spring Palace. At times,
the exposition was referred to simply as
the Karporama.

Practically every section of the state
sent representative products to be woven
into artistic displays. Colorado City, in an
area where salt was found in abundance,
furnished a turreted palace of rock salt
which measured 15’ by 25’. Houston sent
palmetto plants, Spanish moss, and
grasses. The citizens of Johnson County
(with reckless disregard for their coun-
ty’s agricultural reputation) agreed to

May-June, 1974

Visitors from all parts of the nation thronged the halls of the Spring Palace, but the
exhibition ended its 1889 season with a deficit of more than $23,000. -

show the largest cockleburrs and sun-
flowers grown in Texas!

N THE early spring of 1889, work on
the project was progressing on sched-
ule. Opening day was set for May 29,

and the directors decided it was time for °

an intensive publicity campaign. “No
expense or pains were spared in adver-
tising the Palace in all parts of the
country,” Captain Paddock recalled.
Special committeemen traveled by rail
to Mexico where they extended a per-
sonal invitation to President Diaz to at-

tend the grand opening of the exposition.
The committee then went directly to
Washington, D. C. and delivered a sim-
ilar invitation to President Benjamin
Harrison and Mrs. Harrison.

“These invitations,” said Captain Pad-
dock, “were the limit of the engraver’s
art and were handsomely bound in
silver.” And the Captain added, “This
was but a sample of the extravagant
management that attended thé work from
start to finish.” .

On May 30, 1889, the day after the
exposition opened, Miss Mary Field, a

A monument to Al Hayne, the lone casualty and hero of the Spring Palace fire, was
erected near the site of the exhibit. The pool degenerated to a watering trough;, and in
1922 vandals carried away the marble image of Hayne, sculpted by a local artist. Lloyd

Bowman.
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sensitive and observant Fort Worth girl,
wrote: “At last—the day! Never have I
beheld such a spectacle as took place in
our city with the formal opening of the
Spring Palace! There were great crowds
of visitors; trains brought car after
eager car full. Each of the main thor-
oughfares has been decorated with the
national colors.

“At an early hour the expectant throng
began to gather for the trades parade.
Finally approached the bands, the mili-
tary and fire companies, and gaily orna-
mented floats in a procession which I
may be moderate in estimating was two
miles in length!

“An opening address was delivered by
Governor Sul Ross, and Governor Thurs-
ton of Nebraska was there, too. While
the officials reviewed the marching from
the balcony of the Commercial Club
Room, enthusiastic cheers were raised.

It gives me a thrill of pride to think how
advantageously Fort Worth and Texas
are being advertised.
" “I am most anxious to be off to the
grounds, for the ladies have spent one
hundred days executing their designs.
Covering the outside are split ears of
corn, while booths occupy the interior.
Each County crowns a section of the
tower with a lambrequin of seeds and
grass containing its name. You can
imagine the uniqueness of the effort.”

The Palace, a two-story coliseum built
entirely of timber ¢ . .. culled from the
pine forest, the cedar brakes and oak
groves of Texas,” featured towers, arches
and ovals and a massive dome that was
“ . .. exceeded in size only by that of
the Capitol at Washington.”

Captain Paddock said, “It was easily
the most beautiful structure ever erected
on earth.”

At right, Al Hayne's portrait in bronze by Fort Worth sculptress Evaline Sellors, adorns
a second monument to the man. It was erected in 1934, using portions of the original
monument. Below, prints of this oil painting by Orin A. McCormick hung on the walls
of most Fort Worth residences during the 1890s.

o

The Burning of the Texas Spring Palace

fO. A. McCORMICK.

On the Night of May 30th, 1890. J. E. DANIEL,
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Opening day was crowded, noisy and
wonderful. American, Texas and- Con-
federate flags streamed from every
spire atop the Palace. Fried chicken,
lemonade, and ice cream were hawked
from booths. And there were sideshows
ruled over by “Yellow Stone Kit,” a bark-
er with diamonds for buttons.

In a pond, near the main entrance to
the Palace, a giant turtle lazed, complete-
ly unaware of his billing as the “oldest
living Texan.”

Inside, the sixty-seven-piece Elgin
Watch Company Military Band of Elgin,
Illinois rendered rousing march tunes
under the baton of the great J. Hecker.
President Diaz was unable to attend the
opening, but he sent emissaries—the
Mexico City National Band accompanied
by tumblers and jugglers.

In addition to matinee and evening
concerts and scores of exhibits, there
were balls, cotillions and plays: The prin-
cipal state production of the season was
“Spring Palace City,” a parody on
“H. M. S. Pinafore,” the Gilbert and
Sullivan light opera. The two-act oper-
etta was written by Fort Worth’s Ed-
ward J. Smith and served the dual pur-
pose of entertaining Palace visitors and
promoting the city. The romantic narra-
tive related the doings of a fictional
family, the Russell family of New York
State who visited Fort Worth and were
delighted with' the friendly reception
given them and the healthy business cli-
mate they encountered. They reacted by
moving their household (and the father,
his business interests) to the thriving
frontier city.

HE “Spring Palace City” programs

carried advertisements promoting
everything from sterling silver to wind-
mills. K. B. Seaton and D. S. Arnold,
livestock and investment agents in
Sweetwater, offered: “Over 500,000 acres
of the finest farming and grazing lands
in Texas, situated in the counties of
Nolan, Tom Green, Runnels, Taylor,
Jones, Fisher, Stonewall, Scurry, Mitch-
ell and Howard. From $1.25 per acre up.
In tracts to suit purchasers. Over 50,000
head of livestock—horses, ‘mules, cattle
and sheep.”

F. F. Collins Manufacturing Company
of San Antonio and Fort Worth, “oldest
windmill men in the state,” listed them-
selves as: “state agents for the Star
and New Improved, Long-Stroke Eclipse
Windmills, conceded to be the best in
use.”

And D. H. Swartz, “leading Fort
Worth photographer and portrait paint-
er” who took several photographs of the
Texas Spring Palace itself, advertised
his. studio at Houston and Fifth Streets
as “ . .. the finest and most complete
gallery in Texas.”

On and on the shows went for the
better part of a month—a smorgasbord
of amusement for the entertainment-
starved folks of the state. Spirits ran
exceedingly high. Newspapers pro-
claimed the uniqueness of the exposition,
and visitors continued to pour into Fort
Worth until the very last day. When on
June 27 the season ended, the Texas
Spring Palace seemingly had been an
overwhelming success.

May-June, 1974

This poster promoted the wonders of the Texas Spring Palace.

Mary Field wrote, “ . .. Spring Palace
closed yesterday with an eloquent blare
of trumpets and firing of artillery. The
featured music was a chorus, of school
children and harmony furnished by the
Elgin Band—really lovely. . . .

“Records proclaim over 100,000 specta-
tors since the opening, and they have not
been merely local but from every State
and Territory in the Union, noticeably
New England! Today regular and special
(outbound) trains alike were filled to
capacity. ;

“Altogether,” Miss Field continued,
“the enterprise has been a success. Sev-
eral thousand dollars were given General
Director Cameron [apparently Cameron
succeeded Sommerville as general direc-
tor during the season], and a gold medal
to President Paddock, who then an-
nounced a second season next year!”

Little did young Miss Field know at
the time, of the financial woes the Spring
Palace directors were experiencing. When
the gates closed, the final tally revealed
a deficit of more than $23,000. It took
President Paddock and the other directors
about half an hour to draw money from

their personal accounts and pay off the
bills of the company. Paddock blamed
overly extravagant management for the
exposition’s failure to pay its own way.

THE directors were determined to make
the second season of the Spring
Palace a financial as well as a popular
success. In January of 1890 they author-
ized 100’-long additions to both the east
and west wings of the Palace and an-
nounced that they were putting into ef-
fect more economical plans and were
going to observe “more system” in ex-
penditure of funds. :
After Governor Alva Adams of Colo-
rado formally opened the second season
on May 14, visitors found a Spring
Palace greater than the old one. There
were new acts, the most astounding of
which featured a young daredevil who
billed himself as Mr. Leroy. He ascended
1,000 feet in a balloon and then para-
chuted into the Palace enclosure before
the awe-stricken crowd.
Spectators entering the Palace halls
found an exhibit almost as amazing as
(Continued on page 66)
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WHEN WINNERS WERE
GIFTED IN GOLD

By Louise Riotte

ACK in the Gay Nineties, Schultz &

Company, makers of Star Soap,
was a going concern well aware of the
promotional value of contesting. I have
one of the original brochures (two pages)
printed at this time, 1890-1891, and dis-
tributed from the plant at Zanesville,
Ohio.

What impressed me particularly about
this contest was the fact that the winners
were paid off in GOLD. The grand prize
was $100 and on down to one winner of
$50; third prize of $25; fourth, $20; 5
prizes of $10 each; 20 of $5.00; 40 of
$2.50; and 555 winners of $1.00 each. In
all $1,000 was given away, quite a sum
for those days, and competition was keen.
The winning puzzle from a previous year
was run to suggest the manner of solu-
tion.

It wasn’t too easy to compete. Here is
one of the directions: “Competitors must
send in two solutions—one in verse, the
other literal and explanatory.” One not
only had to solve the rebus but explain
how he did it!

The Schultz Company went all out to
convince the public that the contest was
fairly handled. The brochure contained
a “Statement of the Committee who con-
ducted the drawing for the Star Soap
rebus for 1888-'89” and a “Statement of
the young lady who drew the numbers
from the wheel.”

I found extremely amusing a further
bit of information contained on the back
cover. A picture is offered with this
apology: “This is a hastily executed cut,
from a photograph (and we are sorry to
say not doing the lady justice), of Mrs.
Wilson Vogle, South Easton, Pa. who was
fortunate enough to secure the first
prize in the drawing of the last Rebus.”

The picture is indeed an unfortunate
one and the lady does not look at all
happy. As a matter of fact that back
page is quite humorous in several other
respects and should be looked at care-
fully.

ONTESTING is as old as the human
race. Life itself is a constant com-
petition, a never-ceasing struggle. Men
compete against each other, against the
elements, against insects, birds and
beasts. The first known contest occurred
in the Garden of Eden. Satan, in the
shape of a serpent, triumphed over Eve.
The first known beauty contest was
won by Esther, a Jewess, whose prize was
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COMPETITORS MUST SEND IN TWO SOLUTIONS—ONE IN VERSE, THE OTHER LITERAL AND EXPLANATORY.

All persons are cautioned against using the word STAR as a brand for soap.
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THIS REBUS IS AN ADVERTISEMENT FOR THE GREAT, ORIGINAL AND ONLY GENUINE STAR SOAP.

$1,000.00 IN GOLD. 624 PRIZES.

READ THE CONDITIONS CAREFULLY.

The above Rebus is issued to enlighten the public upon the
merits of STAR SoAr. For correct solutions we propose giving
$1,000.00 in Gold, divided into 624 prizes, as follows:

First Grand Prize $100| 6 Prizes, each $10.00
Second o 50| 20 “ * 5.00
Third s 25| 40 o & 2.50
Fourth 34 20! 555 g * 1.00

Answers must be in by noon of July lst, 1881, but the draw-
ing will not take place until July 6th. This intermission is
necessary in order to have time to go over all solutions care-
fully. Solutions as received during the year, right or wrong,
will be properly filed, with date of receipt and name and ad-
dress of sender. In addition, those that are correct in every par-
ticular, will be numbered and registered separately. On the
above date tickets bearing corresponding numbers with the
correct solutions will be placed in a box or wheel, and thor-
oughly mixed, then drawn out one at a time, by some person
blindfolded under the supervision of a committee of prominent
citizens of Zanesville. The numbered ticljets will be thoroughly
mixed after each draw. The first numtier drawn will take the
first prize, and so on down, the last 555'numbers each drawing

$1.00. If there are more than 624 correct answers, of course some
will draw no prizes. A full account of the drawing, together
with the Author’s key to the Rebus, and the names of those
who have drawn prizes will be published soon thereafter, and
mailed to all who have sent in solutions, and best of all, the
lucky ones will receive their prizes. Remember that no solu-
tion will be considered correct unless it is absolutely so. If you
fail'on one word, you nevertheless fail, and as completely as
though you had but one line correct. This is but justice; not
only to Schultz & Co., but to those whose answers are correct.
Also, remember that you must send in two solutions; one in
verse the other explanatory. By looking at the other key for
last Rebus, on page 2, you will understand our meaning. You
can send in a second, third, or as many answers ag you like if
the first don’t suit, but only one correct answer from each per-
son can compete for a prize. Do not write asking what this or
that may mean; we can not answer any such questions.
Neither will we let any one know whether answers are correct,
or not, or how many we have received, until the expiration of
the time. In sending in solutions be careful to write your
name and address plainly.

Each person sending in a solution of this Rebus must accom-
pany it with a wrapper taken from STAR SOAP. We require
this as an evidence that competitors are taking an interest in
STAR SOAP.
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SCHULTZ & CO., Zanesville, 0.
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to become the queen of King Ahasueras.
The first known contest in the New
World was conducted by Columbus who
offered a sum of money to the sailor who
first sighted land. A seaman, Rodrigo de
Triana, claimed thé award. Columbus had
seen a light in the distance before the
sailor did; nevertheless, he paid off.
When the New World was colonized,
settlers from England brought with them
the knowledge and lure of lotteries. For
two hundred years, these drawings were
the prevailing type of contest. It was
not until 1850 that contesting, as we
know it, attained national importance.

In that year P. T. Barnum, the great
showman, sponsored a song-writing con-
test as a publicity stunt for Jenny Lind,
the Swedish Nightingale. Hundreds of
thousands of entries poured in. The fad
that Barnum popularized continued for
seventy years. Publications offered small
sums for verses, charades, riddles, puz-
zles, problems, story endings, and essays.

After World War I, contesting ac-
celerated. Newspapers, magazines and

commercial firms sponsored every imag-
inable kind of contest. These ran the en-
tire range of human contrivance and in-
ventiveness. Sponsors offered prizes for
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SOLUTION TO PRIZE REBUS OF 1888 & 1889,

tately mansion, humble cot,
Im- = yaley, Blli g, plain;

1 TiRat domes 1ls glad et
Btar Soap’

Al do deciare that Star Soap stants,
For washing clothes
Stars uom
Suar's sold by grocers, gr
Bor purity. Biat Soap!

[ Star Bosp!
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L | atars:.eete.
STAR so;r

KEY TO SOLUTION.

Above, a sample of the popular contest rebus puzzles. At left, after contest results

Photos Courtesy Author

Thln I8 a hastily from th and we are
sorry to say not domg the lad) Jusuce.) of Mrs, Wilson Vo le.
South Easton, Pa., who was fortunate enough to secure the
prize iu the dmwmg of the last Rebus.

Owing to limited x}mce we can only publish the few following

acknowledgments of the many received. 1f any one has doubts

aboutthe prizes being given as published, they can satisfy

;.genﬂsglves by writing to any of the parties whose names are in
e list.

SouTH EASTON, PA., July & 1880,
Messrs. Schultz & Co., Gentlemen :—1 was'very muchsurpr\sed
to-gay by a call from ‘our New York manager, Mr. Lester, who
gave me the pleasant u(ormnuon that I was the lucky winner
of the capital prize of $200 in gold. for your STAR SOAP prize
rebus for the past year. 1 lmd no idea of getting $200 in gold
when I sent in my solution. The studying of the rebus was
leasant pastime. Have used STAR SOAP for family purposes
or a long time, buying it from Mr. Aaron Richards, grocer, of
this place. Many thanks for your promptness and fairness,
and with good word: tor STAR SOAP, I am, respectfully yours,

VILSON VOQLE. 416 Wilkesbarre St.

[-TT-1-3 10T T T T deteteReletetoted

Here s the acknowledgment of the happy rectpient of the
second caplbal prize. Mr. Stillson seems to be somewhat of a
nd we aresure will take the publishing of his photogmph

from the orij lnal sketch by himself, as a good joke. We ‘.

say to the 1 that we do not believe that this is an ﬂccurale
picture of m i is only a hapg{ burlesque of about how we
;nmxxslld"nll look \1 we should get $100 in gold.unexpectedly. Go
n, son !

INDIANAPOLIS, IND., July 8, 1889.
,_Mls:!w Schultz & Co.. Zaveaville, Dhio.
entlemen :—1 have this day received One Hundred Dollars in
Gold, being the cash prize drawn on No.
0368 for your STAR SOAP rebus, 1888-'89.
1 cheerfully testify to your fairness and
promptness in honora.bly gﬂylu{ the
prizes as you advertised. This is the
third prize I have drawn, the other two
beg{u%csch for one dollar, for past rebuseﬂ.
w!

its mlk ers. ery ruly
J. O STILLSON.

I send you my photos gmph taken im-
medh'u.el‘yl after receiving the package.
Notice the delicate play of light and
shade on the features, The
cleaned his plates with STAR SOA

Well ! 1 should Smile,

May-June, 1974

- Iron work. Pricesr

were final, the winners were often asked
for their testimonial on the fairmess of the
contest and hopefully an endorsement of
the sponsoring company’s product.The short
rebus below spells out a town name. It is
one of an entire page of similar type puz-
zles that were featured in a 1902 edition of
the Daily Ardmoreite. While we do not
have the solution to the rebus on opposite
page. the town name in the short one
below is Wyandotte.

Treat Your House
To a Fall Hat.

Don’t try to go through the win-
ter with a leaky roof, when a dol-
lar or two spent now will fix if.

Plumbing and Steam Fitting

A specialty. All kinds of Roofing, Guttering, Tin and Sheet
bl Work

teod

A. W. HOLMAN, West Main Street.

guessing how many beans, pennies, or
cigarettes were squeezed in glass jars
that usually contained false bottoms.

Sums of money were awarded for
“best” letters, essays, poems, stories,
recipes, pictures, adventures, scenarios,
criticisms, last lines, puzzles, questions,
and a myriad of other forms of competi-
tion.

Beginning in 1919, newspapers spon-
sored contests consisting of a series of
cartoons depicting titles of books. Other

series, based on the movies, centered
around titled stars’ stories.

Five years later, the crossword puzzle
craze swept the land. Practically every
newspaper and magazine participated.
Large prizes were offered, circulation in-
creased, wives were neglected, husbands
and children raved about emu, Ra, nacre,
ester, obi, boa, goa, moa, and other un-
usual words.

In the early thirties, with the perfec-
tion of radio, contesting reached even
greater heights. Contest announcements
blared from loudspeakers, inviting and
enticing the listeners to participate in
“easy-to-enter” competitions.

FTER World War II, contests entered

another phase, that of huge give-away
programs. Programs such as “Informa-
tion, Please,” “Double or Nothing,”
“Take It Or Leave It,” “Quiz Kids,” and
others were extremely popular. Programs
were presented, with constantly increas-
ing prizes and awards reaching princely
proportions. Contesting became big
business. During this era it was not un-
usual for about five hundred million dol-
lars to be spent every year in such pro-
motions.

One distinctive trait of contests is that
they tend to multiply in times of econom-
ic adversity and decrease in periods of
prosperity.

The rebus contest in its day led all
others in popularity. In the language of
American contesting, a rebus puzzle is
one that contains pictures, some of them
preceded by a plus (+) sign, others by a
minus (—) sign. The contestant is re-
quired to indentify all objects and subtract
the letters in the minus words from the
letters in the plus words. After correct
cancellations have been completed, the
remaining uncancelled letters form
another word or name. !

To solve a rebus, the contestant should
strive to have all the pluses correctly
named, or try to do the same for all the
minuses. Then, by the use of anagrams
(individual letters on pieces of paper or
cardboard), he can begin spelling out the
objects that are missing. Soon a word will
be left over. If he has correctly identified
and accurately spelled the names of the
objects, the word which remains after
cancellation is usually the solution.

Obtaining the correct answer to any
rebus puzzle depends entirely on the
proper cancellation of the letters in the
PLUS words. When cancelling a letter, it
does not matter which of two similar let-
ters is cancelled first. The final result
will be the same. Thus if there are two
B’s in the PLUS objects, it is immaterial
whether the puzzler crosses out the first
B or the second B. The answer is not af-
fected by the cancellation, but by the ac-
curacy of the identifications.

It is not even necessary to get all the
pluses named, or all the minuses, to solve
a puzzle. If enough objects on each side
of the equation are identified then, by
anagrams, the other objects can be de-
termined. This situation frequently oc- .
curs in solving rebus puzzles.

Benjamin Franklin liked the rebus and
used it, along with serip writing, in a

(Continued on page 52)
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THE thundering roar of the flooded
San Juan River peaked with dev-
astating suddenness. Raging dark waters
spread quickly from the main channel
to cover the brushy flats on each side;
from there swirling waves raced onto
higher ground. The few makeshift and
red brick buildings of the Hogback Meth-
odist Indian Mission, one of the first to
be established in that area of New Mex-
ico, were surrounded almost at once.
Sharp headrises, one after the other,
were pouring down the San Juan from
the Las Animas and La Plata, tributary
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streams. Uprooted trees and dead logs
massed and attacked with destructive
force.

Indian Agent William T. Shelton at
Shiprock had informed the mission peo-
ple earlier that no real cause for alarm
existed. According to him the San Juan
had not flooded out of its regular chan-
nel for three years, and was not likely to.
That afternoon, on receiving this assur-
sance, the mission school and medical dis-
pensary quieted down and resumed the
daily routine. Not until disaster struck
during the night did the people at Hog-

Resgonsibilny was like along
lack coat thrown heavily
across her shoulders—
weighing down the hope of
youth and offering disillusion

back realize they had been sadly misled
as to the Mission’s safety.

A half-blind Navajo interpreter, Frank
Damon, who was unable to sleep because
of worry, had gone out from the buildings
when the river roared the loudest. The
ominous sound echoing through the dark
hours alarmed him enough that he woke
Mr. Simpson, the white man in charge,
and warned him that the flood was go-
ing to be a very dangerous one.

Known to Navajos as “Old Age River,”
the San Juan continued rising at in-
credible speed. As the lapping waves

in its stead
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Above, Jessie Smith and a friend at the
Hogback, New Mexico Methodist Indian
Mission, in 1907. Below, the typical kitchen
of a frontier Indian school. Far left, the old
Hogback Mission, down the river from
Farmington, washed away in 1911.

Courtesy Walter Runke
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By MAURICE RILDARE

Photos Courtesy Author

reached the building foundations,
eighteen-year-old Jessie Smith, a school-
teacher at the mission, started getting
the twenty-seven students out of the
dormitory for flight to higher ground.
Simpson, though warned by Damon, ap-
peared in time to berate her for upsetting
the Indian children. He declared there
was absolutely no danger and went back
to bed.

Damon somehow managed, in waist-
deep water, to harness a team of horses
and hook them to a wagon. He and Jessie
got the children hauled from the mission
to the homestead of the Eldridge family
two miles from the river basin. After
water covered the mission grounds on the
river flat and flooded out all the lower
rooms, Jessie and Damon were credited
with saving the schoolchildren from
harm.

Still, the Mission organization failed to
learn its lesson from this flood, and in
1911 all of the buildings were washed
away and a number of lives were lost.
One of the victims was Mr. Simpson.

JESSIE SMITH was born at Sterling,
Colorado in 1884. She went to school
in that state and attended a seminary for
girls. The family moved to Farmington,
New Mexico in 1899 and began farming
irrigated land.

When the Methodist Mission offered
her a job she was just eighteen years
old. Jessie’s father took her there by
wagon, with a small trunk carrying all
her possessions.

The day we talked, this charming lady
of ninety years told me that was the
saddest time of her life. Leaving home

(Continued on page 42)

Jessie in her room at the Indian mission.

Courtesy Jessie Carson
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Readers’ letters for "'Tralls Grown Dim" are rlml
as soon as space permifs, so please be patient! If pos-
sible, please your query; or If handwritten, print
or write clearly, especially names, dates, and places—
and most of all, please be brief. In accord with the con-
fent of our magazines and pu of this service since
its beginning, preference is given writers whese trails
have grown dim out West: lest ancestors and relatives
who were sheritfs, ploneers, Forfy-niners, muleskinners,
cowboys, Indlans and Indlan fighters, and so on. We
can't run current “‘missing persons’’ nofices or lengthy
genealogical requests, but we do attempt to print all
letters as sopn as we can. Any reader having Inferma-
tion concerning persons referred fo below Is asked to
communicate directly with the letter writer; please do
not write to us.

Ress

Am seeking information concerning
Belle Ross. The following is known. She
was in St. Josph, Missouri in 1906 and
was a white woman of child-bearing age.
It is believed that she was illiterate and
worked as a hotel maid. She knew and
might have been a friend of Henry Jack-
son Ford and wife. Henry was my father-
in-law and was an old stagecoach driver
between Buffalo and Sheridan, Wyoming
for years, at the turn of the century.
He died in 1955 at the age of ninety-five.
Who did Belle Ross marry and did she
leave descendants? If she is living, she
would be about ninety years old. All
correspondence concerning Belle Ross
will be answered.—M. F. Longenecker,
Box 156, Ansley, Nebraska 68814

Brown

I would appreciate hearing from rela-
tives or people who might have heard of
Abram (Abe) Brown and his brother
Ewell/Euell Brown. Born in the 1840s in
either Virginia or North Carolina;
served in the CSA, 53rd Regiment, Com-
pany G. They were entered March 20,
1862 into the service in Stokes County,
North Carolina. They had a brother,
Henry Hubbard Brown, who tried to
reach them in the late 1800s in Rocky
Ford, Colorado. Anyone having any in-
formation, please write—Mrs. Kris Le
Vitt, 523 S. Woodward Blvd., Pasadena,
California 91107

Baumcratz

This is a trail exceedingly dim and
cold. Does anyone of this name have a
story that has been in their family for
about seventy-five years as to what ever
became of one Bertha Eugonia Baum-
cratz Tomlinson? She married Charles
Tomlinson sometime between 1880 and
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1885 at Vancouver, Washington. He was
then in the U.S. Cavalry, stationed at
Vancouver Barracks and serving in the
Indian wars.

She left without a trace about 1900
or a little earlier and no one ever knew
what became of her. I know where her
immediate descendants are, those who
are still living, but we are hoping she
may have had brothers and sisters who
may have passed the story on—or per-
haps knew where she is buried.—Mrs. C.
M. Lindsay, 12540 S.E. Powell Blvd.,
Portland, Oregon 97236

Heaton-Stout
I would like to hear from any descend-
ants of the Heaton or Stout families
that came originally from the vicinity of
Chester, Meigs County, Ohio.—George
Hinds, 406 Spark Street, Lead, South
Dakota 57754

1liff-Obenchain-Starr

John Iliff, an ancestor, was in the
Civil War. He died in prison sometime
between 1863-1866 in Richmond, Virginia.
He is buried in Crown Cemetery. Any in-
formation about John Iliff will be ap-
preciated.

Would also appreciate information on
an Obenchain or Obenchains who ran a
grist mill in Roanoke, Virginia. There
was a Starr plantation in Roanoke. These
Starr people are related to the Oben-
chains and Iliffs. Some of the Starrs
changed their names t6 Stair.—Chauncey
L. Kaiser, 602—18th Street, Washougal-
Washington 98671

Barnum

Need information on Joshua D. Bar-
num, born 1820 in New York. His wife
was Anne Brosius (or Brozier) Barnum,
also born in New York. They married in
1846 in New York. Children: Austin,
George Albert, William H., Isabelle, Hat-
tie Ann, Alice Adeline, Allen Ross.

They are in the New York census for
1870, and the Callaway County, Missouri
census in 1880. When did they move to
Missouri and where in New York were
they from—Buffalo County?

Need burial place of Allen J. Barnum,
my great-grandfather. Would also like
to know Joshua’s brothers and sisters
and Ann’s brothers and sisters; also their
parents. /

Relatives, friends or descendants of
any of these please write.—Carol Him-
mel, Box 381, Camino, California 95709

Camp-Clark-Barbee

Would like to hear from descendants of
A. C. (Arthur) Camp born in 1836 in
Georgia. When did he die? His wife,
Josephine P., was born in Texas in 1849
and died in 1925.

Susan Camp was born in 1867 in Fay-
ette County, Texas. Whom did she marry
and when did she die? Martha (Mattie)
Camp Clark was born in 1868 in Fayette
County, Texas. Children were Edward,
Ernest, Estelle and perhaps more.

Andrew Barbee had four children or
more. Kate Barbee Barkley had one son,
Louis. Any information about the above
people will be appreciated.—Mrs. J. M.
McLemore, Box 42, Katemcy, Texas
76850

Miller-Hargis-Boatman-Allen-Lighter

My great-grandfather was James Hol-
man Miller. He married Eliza Boatman
and they lived around Hooker, Missouri.
Were they born there or did they move
there later? They had the following chil-
dren: Ira, George, Ed or Edward, Wil-
liam, Thomas, Rosa or Rose. William
was my grandfather. He married Eloise
Lighter. They had two boys, Harry and
William Roy, the latter known as Roy
around Rolla where he lived until his
death on May 27, 1956. He married
Onetta Hargis. Onetta’s father was
Ethan A. Hargis and her mother was
Lula Alice Allen.

I am looking for anyone related to any
of these people who might tell me where
they were born, and who their parents
were. All of these people lived and died
in Pulaski or Phelps Counties, Missouri.
The Waynesville courthouse burned
around 1900 and records were destroyed.

Does anyone know of the people who
settled the Swauk mining district formed
in 18737 D. Y. Borden was the first re-
corder, elected in 1873. Then there was a
John Black, H. M. Cooper, William EI-
liott and Charles Bigney. Does anyone
know about Thomas F. Meagher who
came to the district in the early ’80s?
They named the town on Williams Creek
after him and called it Meaghersville,
around 1890. Before that it was called
Williams Creek, Washington Territory.
—Mprs. Clara E. Barker, R.F.D. 2, Box
84, Cle Elum, Washington 98922

Doughtery

I would like to find some neighbors
that I lived by in 1930. Their name was
Doughtery: Robert L, Jack or J. C., and
sisters Lorene and Lela Mae.

Lorene married a man by the name of
Earl (?). Their parents’ names were
Lulu, and Lee O. who passed on several
years ago. When we first met, my name
was Merl Mitchell. Later I married How-
ard Nunley whom they also know. Lela
Mae, Lorene and Earl last visited us
in 1936 or 37 at Vinita, Oklahoma. They
lived in Tulsa at that time. Since that
time Mr. Nunley has died and I am now
married to James Bennett. If anyone
knows these folks have them write me.—
Mrs. Merl Bennett, 2207 S.W. 30th, Okla-
homa City, Oklahoma 73119

Lewis

I would like any information about the
family or descendants of John Eric
Lewis, son of Thomas Newton Lewis and
Hannah Skinner Lewis, He was born in
Hebron, Nebraska, on November 24, 1881.
—Minona Lewis Gilmore, 6810 W. Mex-
ico Drive, Lakewood, Colorado 80226

Verner-Logsdon

I am looking for information on my
great-grandfather, John Logsdon. He
served in the Civil War as a Confederate
soldier from Texas. He married Mary A.
Verner in Fannin County, Texas in 1866.
He had two brothers; one, T. J. Logsdon,
got married the same day in Fannin
County to Mary Boutwell. The other
brother is unknown to any relatives. John
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died in 1876, possibly in Burneyville,
Love county, Oklahoma. Anyone know of
this man? :

Also, I'm looking for information on
Verners of Fannin County, Texas, in the
1800s. There were two boys, Jim and

_John. Jim was shot and killed by a fa-
mous outlaw called “Pecos,” and John in
turn shot and killed Pecos, then fled to
Indian Territory because other outlaws
were after him. This story was in school
history books. The Verner boys were born
in Fannin County in 1845. Their father
was Harvey B. Verner. John was in the
Border Patrol before the Kkilling.—
Gloria Logsdon, Route 6, Box 162, So-
nora, California 95370

Webb-Stapp

My great-grandfather, Henry James
Webb, was born in Indiana (don’t know
where for sure, maybe Warrick County)
in or around 1820. He married Nancy
Jane Lee in Fayetteville, Washington
County, Arkansas August 15, 1850. Her
name was Nancy Jane Stapp.

In 1870 they were living in Burnet,
Burnet County, Texas and they had the
following family from 1951-1872: How-
ard W. (known as Dock), Jefferson M.,
Elijah K., William O., Henry L., Joshua
D., Thomas S., Nancy Belle, Benjamin
F., and Sally.

I know where all of the children and
their children are except Henry L.,
Thomas S., Benjamin F., and William O.
It is their families I am hunting. William
0. Webb married a woman named Len-
nie ----. Very little is known about this
man and his family. They lived in Gaso-
line, Briscoe County, Texas in 1915 and
had a couple of boys and about five or
six girls. I think their oldest girl’s name
was Jessie; another one was Nellie. She
had polio or spinal meningitis and mar-
ried a man, name unknown, and had
three children. (This is hearsay).

Nothing is known about Thomas S.
Webb, except that he owned a nice res-
taurant in Dallas, Texas.

Nothing is known of Benjamin F.
Webb. It is not known whether Henry L.
Webb lived to be an adult or not.—Mrs.
Patty Lou (Webb) Eubanks, 3301 N. W.
29th Street, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma
73107 :

Taylor-Adams

Nancy Evelyn Taylor (a native of
Tennessee) married Thomas H. Adams
in the 1830s or early 1840s. Thomas and
Nancy lived around or in Gonzales, Texas
in the 1840s and 1850s. In the 1860s they
were around the Willow Creek, Lampasas
County, Texas area.

Thomas H. Adams was either a native
of Texas or Arkansas. He served in the
Mexican War of 1846 and when he re-
turned home from the war, helped or-
ganize a sort of Home Guard Organiza-
tion.

In January of 1868 a wagontrain left
Willow Creek for California, traveling
over the old Southern Overland route.
The captain of this train was a farmer
from Arkansas, John Adams, and wife
Emily. He was Thomas’ brother. He left
the wagontrain at Maricopa Wells while

(Continued on page 72)
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~ REMEMBER
WHEN WE ALL
~ ACTUALLY
"LIVED SOME
PLACE?

By
STEPHANIE
COOPER
SHULSINGER

Part VI
SOUTH DAKOTA

Academy (Charles Mix Co.)—named for
a school once located there.

Artas (Campbell Co.)—the misspelled
Greek word, “artos,” meaning ‘“bread,”
chosen because the area grew quanti-
ties of wheat. ol

Bijou Hills (Brule Co.)—in French means
“jewel,” the nickname of a local
Frenchman.

Canistota (McCook Co.)—misspelled for
Canistata, a town in New York.

Canova (Miner Co.)—named for the Ital-
ian sculptor, Antonio Canova.

Cavour (Beadle Co.)—honors an Italian
statesman, Count Cavour.

Chancellor (Turner Co.)—named in honor
of Bismarck, famed German chancel-
lor.

Corsica (Douglas Co.)—named for the
homeland jof the many Corsicans who
settled here.

Dante (Charles Mix Co.)—named for the
Italian poet who penned “The Inferno.”

Dirty Woman’s Creek (Haakon Co.)—
from the name of an Indian woman.

Hidden Timber (Todd Co.)—for a grove
of trees partly hidden behind a bluff.

Hisega (Pennington Co.)—this name
contains the first initials of six girls’
names: Helen, Ida, Sadie, Ethel, Grace,
and Ada.

Hisle (Washabaugh Co.)—an original
name adapted from the last name of
an early settler, William Highshield.

Interior (Jackson Co.)—located inside the
Badlands.

Java (Walworth Co.)—named after a
small local railroad.

Kadoka (Jackson Co.)—in Sioux means
“hole,” for an opening in the Badlands.

Keyapaha (Tripp Co.)—Sioux for “turtle
hill,” describes a cluster of low, round
hills.

Lead (Lawrence Co.)—named for a vein
of ore found there.

Lily (Day Co.)—named for Lily Parks,
the first postmaster’s sister.

Loyalton (Edmunds Co.)—settled by for-
mer Union Army soldiers after the
Civil War.

Mahto (Corson Co.)—in Sioux means
“bear.”

Nasty Creek (Harding Co.)—muddy and
hard to ford.

Oacoma (Lyman Co.)—in Sioux means
“the place between.”

Okreek (Todd Co.)—a phonetic spelling
of “Oak Creek,” which runs nearby.

Onida (Sully Co.)—a misspelled version
of “Oneida,” named for the town in
New York.

Owanka (Pennington Co.) —Sioux for
“campground.”

Pactola Lake (Pennington Co.)—named
for the river Pactolus in Asia Minor,
where gold was found in abundance by
the ancient Greeks.

Parade (Dewey Co.)—originally “Para-
dis,” honoring an early pioneer, George
Paradis; later changed because there
was another town named Paradis in
the state.

Porcupine (Shannon Co.)—descriptive of
ridge fringed with pines, which resem-
bled a porcupine with its quills spread
out.

Pukwana (Brule Co.)—in Ojibway means

“peace pipe.”

Pumpkin Center (Wellington Co.)—a, col-
orful name originally chosen as a
sneering description of a small country
town.

Punished Woman’s Lake (Codington Co.)
—named from an old Sioux legend
about an Indian girl who was punished
by being tied to a tree on the shore of
this lake.

Ravinia (Charles Mix Co.)—indicates
that there is a ravine here.

Redelm (Ziebach Co.)—for “red elm.”

Sinai (Brookings Co.)—named for the
Biblical mountain.

Trail City (Dewey Co.)—a waterhole on
a cattle trail.

Wakonda (Clay Co.)—a Sioux word
meaning ‘“spiritual” or “holy.”

Wewela (Tripp Co.)—in Sioux means
“little spring.”

Winner (Tripp Co.)—a triumphant name
selected when this town got the rail-
road.

Yankton (Co.)—an Indian tribal name.

Zell (Faulk Co.)—the name of a pioneer
family.

Zeona (Perkins Co.)—an original name
thought up by local settlers who just
wanted to be different.
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Hero of the Tacoma
(Continued from page 18)

ma. The tug Sol Thomas continued to
stand offshore, waiting for a chance to
put a line on the Tacoma. On Thursday
morning, the fourth day, Captain James
Hill arrived with his steam tug Fearless.
He had gone to North Bend for fuel.

When Hill heard of the shipwreck, he
came back with boatbuilder John Kruse
from North Bend, Captain Nelson of the
Gotama, Captain Falk of the Mary &
Ida, and Captain Bendergard of the
Wing & Wing to help in the rescue
efforts. Like Captain Lawson, Hill was
forced to hold the Fearless back from the
reef because of the high sea and west
winds. (Ironically, Captain James Hill
lost his life in the wreck of the Fearless
in this same place November 20, 1889.
There were no survivors.)

Thursday the storm turned its full
fury towards the Oregon coast. Snow
squalls spit from a darkened sky, and
the sea poured over the wreck with waves
which seemed to break ever higher. John
Bergman found another fishing boat. He
and his exhausted crew tried again and
again to reach the wreck, but the raging
Pacific either swamped or capsized the
boat at every attempt. One man suf-
fered serious injuries. Darkness at last
halted the tired volunteers.

On Friday morning the fog lifted
briefly and those on shore could dimly
see the nine men remaining on the Ta-
coma. Four held to the rigging on the
main mast; five clung to the foremast.
Bergman and his rescue squad were on
the beach again that morning. Later the
official citation described Bergman’s
heroism in these words: “You were the
first to the rescue and the last to quit
the field. But for your skill and indom-
itable leadership, seconded by the fidelity
of your comrades, many if not all of the
eighteen or twenty people saved by you
would undoubtedly have lost their lives.”
The men with Bergman were listed as
Andrew Parsons, Benjamin Dexter, Rob-
ert Breen and two others, unnamed.

Bergman remained at the scene after

S

all hope had vanished for the remaining
men. Then he assisted in securing the
bodies of the drowned sailors and helped
in giving them a Christian burial. His
conduct, the citation said, was “intelli-
gent, persistent and heroic.”

FRIDAY evening the mainmast went
overboard. At sunrise on Saturday,
the foremast disappeared in the storm.
Now all that showed of the Tacoma was
her cylinder head. Captain Kortz listed
ten men lost: James K. Grant who died
on shore, Alexander Allen, Michael Ma-
guire, Patrick Hayden, Patrick O’Neil,
Patrick Maguire, G. F. Casey, Henry
Gardner, Richard O’Farrell, and Edward
Rook.

The nine men who remained on the
ship had clung to the rigging for three

‘days and four nights without food or

warm clothing during the coldest winter
weather experienced in many years on
the Oregon coast. The men who were
saved owed their lives to John Bergman
and his volunteers.

After the wreck of the Tacoma, Cap-
tain George D. Kortz was understandably
reticent in speaking of the cause of the
disaster. Kortz had been the hero when
the side-wheel steamer Great Republic
was wrecked in the lower Columbia
River in 1879. There he had rescued
many passengers under similar circum-
stances. He was familiar with the Pac-
ific Coast and had piloted ships in
Oregon waters before.

Captain Kortz blamed a faulty com-
pass for his misfortune, but the Coos
Bay Times put the blame squarely on
the unfortunate captain’s shoulders. The
newspaper account said ¢ . . . at four
o’clock p.m. on Monday he [Kortz] and
the officers took observations and sup-
posed that they were 28 miles offshore.
The captain then ordered the course
changed to south by east, three-quarters
east, and that’s all he knows about it.
One thing is certain; a terrible mistake
has been made, human life has been
sacrificed unnecessarily. While the exact
cause may not be known, it should be
known that 28 miles offshore, 60 miles

The Alpha, tossed up on the beach by a February storm in 1907, somewhere north of
the Umpqua Bar.
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north of the Umpqua, with a shore trend-
ing westerly, and a northern ocean cur-
rent, is too near for a steamer to bear
east of south in a fog . . . we cannot
but believe that the captain was either
recklessly careless or unpardonably ig-
norant. He ran ashore with plenty of
water west of him; the case is prima
facie against him.” ;

The Coos Bay Times editor was as
quick to condemn the captain as he had
been outspoken in his diatribe against
Keeper James Desmond. He blamed Cap-
tain Kortz personally and gave little
credence to the story of the faulty com-
pass. Whatever the reason, this would
be one shipwreck that could not be laid
to the Umpqua Lighthouse.

In 1857 the U.S. Government had
authorized a lighthouse at the mouth
of the Umpqua, the first one on the
Oregon Coast. In 1861 this structure
toppled from the foundation which its
builders had foolishly placed on shifting
sand. From 1861 to 1894, when the light-
house was finally rebuilt on permanent
footings, navigational maps still showed
the original beacon. Several shipwrecks
were blamed on this error in the charts,
but the southbound Tacoma had found-
ered on a reef four miles north of the
Umpqua bar and absence of the signal
light could not have been the cause of
this tragedy.

The iron-hulled Tacoma, built in the
East for H. S. Crocker & Company, cost
$500,000. She was one of a fleet of four
colliers built to carry coal between Puget
Sound and San Francisco for the Central
and Southern Pacific Railroads. This
tragic trip was the only one she ever
made. In February, a company repre-
sentative bid in the salvage for $500.

The United States Government, in
1892, presented Captain John Bergman
with a gold medal and a citation for
heroism for his part in the rescue of
the Tacoma’s men in 1883. Bergman at
that time had been in charge of the
Umpqua Life-Saving Station at Gardiner
for a year. The new station near Gardi-
ner occupied a site where Fort Umpqua
once stood.

Bergman and his pretty Swiss wife,
Lena Moy, had seven children. After
Lena’s death, the Captain remarried
twice. He settled in Florence, Oregon
when he retired from the Umpqua Life-
Saving Station, and lived to be ninety-
two. At his death in 1939, the Govern-
ment citation was read at his funeral
services; Coast Guard members were his
pallbearers; a brave man received a
hero’s last rites.

Girl on a Strange Frontier
(Continued from page 39)

did not appeal to her at all. She wanted
the job but she realized that it would
take time to become adjusted to the new
environment.

Thus began an association with the
Navajo Indians that has endured all the
decades since. When Jessie arrived at the
Hogback Mission there was a total of
nineteen pupils and, later, never more
than twenty-nine. In addition to school
duties she was also expected to give first

(Continued on page 44)
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WESTERN BOOK ROUNDUP

By The Old Bookaroos

ATTENTION

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

RANGE LIFE

Look What I Stepped In (The Lowell
Press, $8.50) by Paul Swaffar is an
amusing and informative book for any-
one interested in cattle, ranchers, or
rural life. Swaffar, well known in live-
stock industry circles, was Secretary of
the American Hereford Association for
twelve years. Experts Donald Ornduff
(The Hereford in America), B. C. (Bud)
Snidow, Harcld Thierman and Dr.
Arthur D. Weber also make important
contributions. Swaffar’s book is a pot-
pourri of facts, fiction, and philosophy,
all tempered by a cowman’s good sense.
As a result, the book has important in-
formation on such popular subjects as
cross-breeding, dwarfism, and cattle auc-
tions—as well as an abundance of humor.
Delightful illustrations by Tom Phillips
highlight the book.

MODOC WARS

Burnt-Out Fires: California’s Modoc
Indian Wars (Prentice-Hall, $8.95) by
Richard Dillon is a comprehensive chron-
icle of the Modoc Indian war, which
resulted in genocide of the Modocs. Cap-
tain Jack, the Modoc Chief, was hopeless-
ly caught up in circumstances and op-
posing forces—his standing in the tribe,
the inefficiencies of the Indian Agents,
the policies of the United States Army,
and the greed and mistrust of the whites.
The actions occurred in the region strad-
dled by the Oregon-California line and the
lava beds in the vicinity of Tule Lake
just one hundred years ago beginning in
November 1872. Although some Modocs
were model Indians, adopting and follow-
ing white man’s ways, they finally
rebelled when the whites pushed for an
unjust treaty which would take all their
lands. Dillion traces thé story with dili-
gence, sorting out fact and fiction and
evaluating previous accounts. He brings
to light much information as a result of
his research. The Modoc was a crafty
fighter, and from his stronghold in the
lavas, held the Army at bay. In the end,
Captain Jack and his lieutenants were
hanged October 3, 1878. Burnt-Out Fires
is a noteworthy addition to Dillon’s pre-
vious writings and will be of interest
to students, historians, and Western
Buffs.

COWBOY ARTISTS
The Sketchbook of Byron B. Wolfe
(The Lowell Press, $20.00) won one of
the 1973 Westerners International Co-
Founders Awards as a best book with a
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Western orientation. Eulogies by Dean
Krakel, of the Cowboy Hall of Fame,
and by cowboy artist Joe Beeler, express
their opinions of Wolfe as a friend and
artist. Now deceased, he has been a pop-
ular Western artist judging by the large
number of admirers who have bought his
paintings. His work covers a broad spec-
trum of western subjects including ex-
plorers, mountain men, overland travel,
Indians, horse stealing, cowboys, round-
ups, trail driving, nesters, rodeos, out-
laws, peace officers and others. The book
would make a neat present for anyone
interested in the West. A few technicali-
ties should be mentioned: swelled fork
saddles were not made until the 1890s;
old-time Appaloosa horses usually had
rattails and thin short unruly manes; in
reference to the painting entitled “Range
Life,” cowboys would never hold a herd
for branding next to a fire where food is
cooking in the Dutch oven and frying
pans—a bunch-quitter might stampede
the campfire, or a roped calf could swing
into it, or his proddy mother might
charge the cook and camp.

We are pleased to recommend to West-
ern art lovers the Eighth Annual Exhi-
bition: Cowboy Artists of America 1973
(Northland Press, $5.50). There are
thirty-two illustrations of paintings,
drawings and bronzes by many outstand-
ing modern cowboy artists. The cover
art in color is by Melvin Warren, winner
of the George Phippen Memorial Award
for the most popular work in the Phoenix
show. A few of the other artists included
are John Clymer, Robert Lougheed, Gor-
don Snidow, James Boren, Joe Beeler,
John Hampton, Fred Harman and Tom
Ryan. We note that poses and action
scenes are realistic and convincing. How-
ever, some of the horses are pretty fat
for roundup and trail work. Saddles in
old-time scenes should have slick forks
instead of swelled forks. The latter didn’t
come into existence until 1890 or later.
The illustrations are beautifully exhib-
ited on handsome paper which allows art
quality to surface. Narrative is limited to
a statement by U. Grant Speed and a
foreword by U.S. Senator Barry Gold-
water, both praising the cowboy art
project. Very good.

LOST DUTCHMAN—MINE OR MYTH?

Many hopeful gold hunters have ex-
hausted themselves on wild goose chases
after the phantom gold of the arid Super-

stition Mountains in Arizona. The Ster-
ling Legend: The Facts Behind the Lost
Dutchman Mine (Ram Publishing Com-
pany, $3.50) by Estee Conatser repre-
sents the best appraisal of the story
we've read. As Karl von Mueller has -
said, “The author has placed the known
facts, rumors, innuendos, myths and
legends into an adventurous perspective.”
The legendary Lost Dutchman’s gold is a
basic part of Arizona folklore which
historians include as part of the state’s
trade baggage. Many writers leave read-
ers with the belief that gold was and is
there and that some have sampled the
rich lodes. But Conatser clinches the fact
that to date, the Lost Dutchman Mine
is only a legend. The author supports
this view with a recent quote: “The
Arizona Bureau of Mines has no factual
information regarding the Lost Dutch-
man legendary mine. So far as we are
aware, no commercial production of gold
has come from within the main mass of
the Superstition Mountains.”

NOT MANY LEFT

The surge of horseback pleasure riding
has created a lively market for busi-
nesses associated with equestrian sports.
Careful foot care is essential in sound
horsemanship and to help with it is The
Complete Horseshoeing Guide (Universi-
ty of Oklahoma Press, $5.95) by Robert F.
Wiseman. The author, a range conserva-
tionist for the Bureau of Land Manage-
ment, is an expert horse trainer as well
as farrier. He describes tools of the trade
and how to use them. Advice on how to
meet and deal with horse owners helps
the farrier stay in business and keeps
customers informed and satisfied. The
author also tells how to calm nervous
horses so they will quietly accept their
new shoes. Several illustrations show a
learner the way to throw and shoe a
mean horse, or make a lazy one hold up
his own weight while the foot is shaped
and shod. Guide for special shoeing needs
and foot care and leg care help make this
a complete shoeing manual. Recom-
mended for horse owners.

FINE WRITER—GREAT TEACHER

Few writer-historians have been hon-
ored with book-length biographies, and
some of those have been rather dry
reading. A great match-up of subject
and biographer, however, in Ray Tassin’s
Stanley Vestal, Champion of the Old
West (Clark, $11.00) gives us an interest-
ing and informative book. Walter Stanley
Vestal became Walter Stanley Campbell
when his widowed mother married J. R.
Campbell, a former Bancroft researcher
and last frontier educator. A move from
Kansas to Guthrie, Oklahoma in 1898
brought Walter in contact with many pio-
neers of the last frontier and more impor-
tant to his writing career, with the Plains
Indians. At eleven he made friends with
the Cheyennes and before he died he was
known and honored by the other Plains
tribes—twice he was adopted by Sioux
chiefs. Dr. Tassin wisely devotes a:quarter
of the text to Walter’s early years. Their
influence on his books and career was tre-
mendous. Walter wrote twenty-four books

(Continued on page 64)
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aid to the Indians of whatever tribe. The
Mission maintained a dispensary of sorts,
when supplies were available, but due to
lack of funds medicines and bandages
were often lacking. The drugs on hand
were only common patent remedies. The
nearest doctor was at the Shiprock Agen-
cy. Most of the time one wasn’t available,
even there.

Jessie never forgot a small boy, seven
or eight years old, who was brought to
the room where treatment was given
ailing Navajos. He had measles, and a
tribal medicine man had covered the
boy’s body with pifion gum, smeared over
the red pustules of the disease.

The child’s fever was high and Jessie
didn’t think there was any chance of

saving his life. Nevertheless, the young

girl—in a quandary without any adult
advice or help— cleaned off the hardened
pifion gum. The patient was then given
a pill, and cold compresses were placed
on his forehead to try to reduce the
fever.

The next day, much to Jessie’s surprise,
the boy appeared to be on the road to
recovery, and that afternoon his father
and the medicine man took him away over
her protests. She felt certain that back
in the family hogan it would be the end
of her little pupil, especially if the pifion
gum treatment was resumed.

Much to her astonishment the father
returned three days later, reporting
through an interpreter.that the boy was
up and walking around. The session with
the measles had ended, and the man held
Jessie’s hand a long time, declaring his
appreciation in flowery Navajo speech.

Each fall and into the winter, Navajos
brought their children to the Mission to
be treated for common colds, or what
they believed them to be, but often the
malady was diphtheria, pneumonia and
other respiratory diseases. The children
were treated as well as possible with
what was on hand. Very rarely did a
doctor come over from the Shiprock
Agency. Hogback was twenty miles west
of Farmington; but with only wagon,
buckboard and horseback transportation,
it might as well have been a hundred.
No medical help could be obtained from
Farmington in time to do much good.
In those days it was a lonely world in
the back of beyond.

The brown-haired, handsome girl who
stood five feet, seven inches tall had been
raised in a home where the conveniences
of the day were available. At the Mis-
sion there existed only the crudest kind
of make-shift kitchen for feeding the
schoolchildren, rude bunks with few
blankets, one sewing machine to make
them clothing, and it often was broken
down. Food consisted of the barest sta-
ples. Only two small huts were available
as lavatories. Washing and bathing was
done from a general bench with water
packed in buckets from the muddy river.

HILDREN attending the school were
from the poorest Indian families.
They were brought in by parents more
to prevent their starvation than for any
other reason|
One of those taught by Jessie was a
bright little boy wearing large gold ear-
rings of the Spanish type. On enrollment
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0. ]. and Jessie (Smith) Carson in the gar-
den of their present-day Navajo Indian
trading post.

the Mission gave him the name of Alfred
Eaton because his Navajo name was
Bake a’sche Liki Begay Begay, or in
English, “The son of White Cow’s son.”

His father, White Cow Begay, was a
Navajo-Mexican. His grandmother, Mar-
guerite, had been captured as a small
child and enslaved by the Mexicans long
before American occupation of the South-
west. Her son was called White Cow
simply because he had once owned one.

Jessie took special pains in teaching
the boy English because he was so avid
for an education. Not many years later
he “joined” her family and spent
twenty-five years with Jessie, her hus-
band and four daughters in a trading
post. He proved to be a man of utmost
loyalty to his benefactors.

Up north in Colorado the Mission was
in bad repute with Indians. This was the
land of the fierce Utes who always pre-
ferred war to peace. They claimed all the
country south to the San Juan, and even
large territories below the stream. They
often sent small war parties south, or-
dering whoever was in charge (at first
two women and then a man superintend-
ent) to move out or be killed.

Sometimes it took police from the
Navajo Agency to force them to desist
and leave the Mission people alone. Nine
times, before and after Jessie served at
Hogback Mission, the agent had to take
action with his Indian police force. In
one instance Agent Shelton asked for
U.S. troops to force the Utes back into
Colorado to their reservation.

The Indian who caused the most
trouble was Chief Kastiana, a Navajo-
Laguna. He had a ranch in The Meadows
among white settlers north of the river
from Farmington. He decided that all

whites in the area, including those at
the historic trading post at Hogback,
should be driven out of the country.

Mounting a large bunch of Navajos he
descended on the Mission demanding that
all whites leave immediately or be killed.
He rode from there, splitting up his
force into small units, to deliver the same
ultimatum to settlers along the north side
of the San Juan. The situation rapidly
reached a climax and appeals were made
to Agent Shelton to put down what was
amounting to an uprising.

The Indian students at the Mission
were extremely frightened and wanted
to return to the safety of their homes.
Jessie and the others experienced con-
siderable difficulty in controlling them.

Before violence erupted, it so happened
that Joe Tanner, a trader and freighter
formerly of Tuba City, Arizona, came
along. When told of what Kastiana was
doing, Tanner started out after him on a
horse. Along the way he told settlers who
had been warned to get out, that they
should hold on. Then he encountered a
large band of whites—men from Tuba
City who had resettled in the San Juan
Valley—armed and determined to drive
out the Navajos or kill them.

Tanner was overtaken by a messenger
from near Jewett (later Liberty post
office) and was told that Kastiana and
part of his band had surrounded Hog-
back, intending to kill the few whites
there and burn all buildings to the
ground.

Tanner, with his brother Syrus (Sy)
and a few armed settlers, turned back.
When they reached Hogback trading post,
then owned by Harry Baldwin, the Nava-
jos were firing into it.

No Indians had been killed by return
fire from the three men inside the trad-
ing post, which was fortunate because
Tanner was able to get Kastiana and his
principal renegades into a conference.
Agent Shelton had been sent word for
help, and Tanner told Kastiana ‘that sol-
diers were surely already on the way.
The outbreak would be put down with
much bloodshed; thus Tanner persuaded
the band to withdraw.

Subsequently Kastiana and several of
his men were arrested, taken to the Ship-
rock Agency and tried before the Agent.
Few got more than six months in jail.

LL of these interruptions caused ex-

citement and fear at the Mission. The
people there hardly knew from one day
to the next what might happen. It was
a precarious existence, with no one know-
ing when someone might be killed.

One day a middle-aged Navajo was
brought in, suffering from what ap-
peared to be appendicitis. For once the
government doctor at the Shiprock Agen-
cy was available and he arrived in a few
hours after being  summoned. He di-
¢ agnosed the patient’s condition, explain-
ing through Damon to the family and
their medicine man that an immediate
operation was necessary.

The medicine man objected, declaring
that if the white doctor cut into the
patient he would die. The doctor operated
anyway.

In those days an appendectomy was:
rare’and very little was actually known
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about such surgery. The patient died
the following day. Strangely, not the doc-
tor but the Mission was held responsible.
Angry Navajos, aroused by the medicine
man, began gathering around the Mis-
sion buildings. Damon slipped out a boy
student who ran all the way to Shiprock
Agency, and mounted Navajo Indian po-
lice arrived just in time to prevent bodily
harm to the Mission people and destruc-
tion of the property.

After each school year ended, Jessie
remained on for most of the summer
while other employes departed on vaca-
tions. She wanted to go home each
Christmas to be with her parents and
numerous brothers and sisters, so she
swapped vacation time.

The beginning of each school year,
in September, was a great trial. Most of
the Indian children had been taken home,
for during the summer months food was
fairly plentiful. When brought back to the
Mission school, a period of three weeks
ensued during which the children were
deloused and refitted with decent cloth-
ing. Ridding the boys of grayback body
lice was easy because their hair was
shaved off; but it took twenty-one days
to rid the girls of vermin.

In addition to lice almost all of the
children had to be treated for skin
eruptions, the worst being impetigo.
Many had stomach disorders from 3 diet
of green corn, a staple food during'July
and August, and from unripened pifion
nuts. These various diseases and ills had
to be treated and cured before the chil-

dren were able to work or do much good -

May-June, 1974

in school. Jessie recalls that the entire
month of September was given over to
doctoring the children brought back to
them from desert and mountain hogans.
Mission authorities tried to discourage
parents from removing their children
from school for the summer but always
failed. Each fall there would be several
who did not return because of some fatal
disease contracted after going home.

One midnight during Jessie’s last year
with the Mission, the girls’ dormitory
erupted in loud noises and confusion.
She got there in a run to find a big
Navajo headman cuffing his daughter
around, with the girl protesting loudly
about something. The matron and Damon
arrived soon after Jessie did; then the
interpreter restored order with a few
words in Navajo.

With patient questioning Damon ob-
tained the story. The Navajo had kept
an older daughter at home in the Chuska
Mountains to herd sheep. She died with
a strange malady which the local medi-
cine man could not cure. Therefore the
father had come to get his fifteen-year-
old to take over the herding of the family
flock.

The superintendent, somewhat angry at
being awakened at one o’clock in the
morning, took the Indian into his office
where it was carefully explained that the
father agreed that his daughter could
attend the full school year. He had no
right to remove her. The girl, when
questioned, stated that she did not want
to return home until the following spring
when school ended.

“Let one of your boys herd the sheep,”
the superintendent suggested to the Na
vajo.

“What?” he exclaimed in horror.
“Herding sheep is a woman’s work, and
if a boy does so, never thereafter will he
be good for anything else!”

The Navajo left without his daughter,
but went straight to the agent at Ship-
rock. A few days later a policeman ar-
rived with an order permitting him to
take the girl into custody. Jessie, dis-
traught because the girl was a fast learn-
er and intelligent, never saw her again.

JESSI E was to endure another unexpect-
ed trial when a Navajo woman died
about three miles from the Mission. The
body was cold before other people sleep-
ing in the hogan discovered what had
happened. As members of the family
began dispersing in a hurry, they found
coyote tracks in the soft soil around the .
home. To them this meant an even worse
calamity—that a coyote in the form of a
witch had come during the night to take
the woman’s life.

Later that morning a man appeared
at the Mission with a request that some-
one come and bury the body. The superin-
tendent and most of the Mission person-
nel were gone to Farmington that
Saturday to buy supplies.

Even Damon was superstitious about
the coyote tracks; there was then left
Jessie, who wasn’t. The two went to the
hogan with the distraught Navajo. Jes-
sie checked the coyote tracks and assured
Damon that the animal had never ap-
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proached closer to the hogan than a
hundred yards. That evidence made him
feel more secure about grave digging,
but he was so blind that the grave he dug
was a shapeless, shallow hole.

Jessie, after wrapping the woman’s
body in a robe left behind by the fleeing
‘family, took the shovel from Damon
and straightened the grave into a rec-
tangle. She helped carry the body to it
and when the grave was filled, said a
prayer while Damon tore out the west
end of the hogan. This was customary
when death occurred inside the dwelling.

When it came to courage and the spirit
to get things done, the valiant Jessie had
it. She never flinched about attempting
the most distasteful duties when others
refused; neither did she display any evi-
dence of fright before an Indian. This
trait she learned from her brothers, who
had all turned to Indian trading at an
early age. (Indeed, her youngest brother,
Pat, was murdered and his body burned
up in his store.)

Once a woman was brought to the
Mission in the last stages of syphilis.
It was rare for a Navajo to contract the
disease. The running sores on the poor
woman’s face and body sent others flee-
ing from the dispensary in horror, for
little was known about the malady.

Jessie put the woman to bed on a
shake-down mattress and got Damon to
hook up a light democrat wagon. The
dying patient, since she couldn’t possibly
be treated at the Mission, was loaded into
it on the same mattress and sheets. Da-
mon took her to the agency where a
small hospital had been established.

On his return the sheets and mattress
were burned due to fear of contamina-
tion. Thereafter the wagon was usually
referred to as the “syphilis wagon.”
None of the women attached to the
Mission, and few of the men, would ride
in it for the next six months.

When a Navajo cowboy was brought in
with a broken leg it seemed as if Jessie
was going to have to set and splinter
the break. This was something she knew
very little about but with her usual forti-
tude, she set about preparing to do the
job. However, before she had begun, the
doetor arrived from Shiprock Agency. A
messenger had been sent there five hours
before the victim was taken to the Mis-
sion. The doctor set the broken leg and,
much to everybody’s relief, had the cow-
boy carried to Shiprock in a buckboard.

The lot of the Indian children nearly
broke Jessie’s heart. They were always
hungry, diseased, and poorly clothed
when brought to the Mission. If they
could be kept there two years, they could
learn the rudiments of the three Rs, but
usually parents left them only one or two
winters. Yet this was the beginning of
the Navajos’ education, which has pro-
gressed so far today.

One of the few pupils who remained
all during Jessie’s time at Hogback was
Alfred Eaton. His grandmother knew the
value of at least a partial education and
insisted that he remain in school. In later
years she visited Jessie often, expressing
her thanks for Alfred’s training and
taking pride in the fact that he then
worked for Jessie’s family.

On one of her Christmas vacations
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home Jessie had met the Carson family.
The father, J. C. Carson, was the first
elected sheriff of San Juan County
(Farmington, the county seat) in 1899.
Jessie and O. J. (Stokes) Carson were
married at Aztec, New Mexico, in 1908.
Their honeymoon was spent in Denver,
a favorite spot for newlyweds in those
days.

Carson was a rough and tough cowboy
but under Jessie’s gentle influence he
calmed down and became a country store-
keeper, entering the Indian trading busi-
ness at Star Lake in 1916.

From that day to this (Jessie, 88 years
old; Carson 86) they have never been out
of the great Navajo Indian country and
are presently owners and operators of
the post at Inscription House in Arizona.

Harry Carey

(Continued from page 11)
the canyon, aiding 600 deputy sheriffs
and police and state motor vehicle offi-
cers in the difficult task of carrying over
200 bodies from the silt and mudwash to
dry land and transferring them by ambu-
lances to temporary morgues at Moor-
park, Piru, Newhall and Fillmore. Many
were clad in nightclothes partly torn off
by the force of the waters, mute evidence
that the little warning given had been in-
sufficient.

IT WAS the worst disaster California

had known in years. Carey’s ranch
was directly in the path of the deluge,
and he lost 750 sheep, 60 horses and 200
cattle. Ruined financially, he worked up
a vaudeville act with his wife and made
personal appearances in the nation’s
theaters.

Both were soon rescued from their
plight, however, by Irving Thalberg,
who cast them in MGM’s new talking

" fashioned adventure.

picture, based on the 1927 Alfred Aloy-
sius Horn-Ethelreda Lewis novel, Trader
Horn. Directed by W. S. Van Dyke, other
featured players were Edwina Booth and
Duncan Renaldo (later popular as “The
Cisco Kid”). In February 1929 the party
left Culver City to spend the next several
months in Africa, filming in such loca-
tions as Nairobi, Lake Victoria, Tangan-
yika, Uganda, Belgian Congo, Masdini,
Butabia, Panyamur, Murchison Falls at
Lake Albert, and Kenya.

The project was not completed without
hardships. Miss Booth contracted a near
fatal jungle sickness. There was consid-
erable delay and difficulty in getting
sound equipment into Africa. Then MGM
was dissatisfied with some of the scenery,
and a number of exterior shots had to
be redone in Hollywood and Mexico. But
the movie “Trader Horn” was a shrewdly
Carey not only
played his most notable role as old Aloy-
sius Horn, but earned enough to rebuild
his San Fernando ranch.

Hardly had this been accomplished
when fire struck, and every ranch build-
ing burned to the ground. Dismayed and
disgusted, Carey worked hard to survive
a second financial crisis, dividing his time
between Westerns, character parts, and
the stage.

Although younger actors had taken
his place for good, he proved that he
could hold his own in “The Vanishing
Legion” (a Mascot serial), “Bad Com-
pany” (RKO-Pathe), and “Cavalier of
the West” (Artclass-Weiss Bros.) made
in 1931. In 1932, he made two more
serials for Mascot (“The Devil Horse”
and “Last of the Mohicans”), three West-
erns for Artclass (“Without Honors,”
“Border Devils” and “The Night Rider”),
and “Law and Order” for Universal—“a
superior specimen of Western heroics” in

Harry Carey in the John Ford-directed, Universal production of Bret Harte’s "The Out-

casts of Poker Flats.”
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which Walter Huston as “Saint” Johnson,
‘“armed with a brace of six-shooters and
a sense of indignation, admirably assisted
by Harry Carey, Raymond Hatton and
Ralph Ince, set out to convert the shout-
ing hellhole of Tombstone.”

Following a character bit in Zane
Grey’s “Sunset Pass” (Paramount, 1933),
Carey made “Wagon Trail,” “Rustler’s
Paradise,” “Powdersmoke Range,” “The
Last Outpost,” “Wild Mustang,” “Last of
the Clintons” and “Ghost Town” for As-
tor Pictures, Paramount, Ajax and RKO,
respectively, and was leader of the Vigi-
lantes in “Barbary Coast” (United Art-
ists, 1935).

The years 1936-1939 saw Carey in his
most widely varied roles. He was com-
mandant in “The Prisoner of Shark Is-
land”; Kit Carson in “Sutter’s Gold”;
Senator Nash in “The Accusing Finger”
(a crusade against capital punishment);
a newspaper publisher in the circulation
war of “Street of Missing Men”’; and cap-
tain of the William Brown, a legendary
slave ship that foundered and sank in
“Souls at Sea.”

In “Danger Patrol,” a story of “the
stern-faced, resolute fellows who ‘fly’ the
high explosives when oil wells are blazing
their heads off and only a douse of ‘soup’
will stop them,” Carey was the “typical,
hard-shelled father with the inevitable
heart of gold—one of the ‘soup’ hustlers
—who forbids his daughter to marry
the young man of her choice because he
is a ‘soup’ hustler too.”

In “The Law West of Tombstone,” he
was a tall-talking, colorful liar named

Harry Carey and Conchita Pinellos in “The Kick-Back,” an R-C Pictures, FBO production
of 1922.

Bill Parker (reminiscent of Texas’ famed
Judge Roy Bean), who takes up resi-
dence in the frontier town of Martinez
and dispenses barroom justice backed
by his quick-speaking Colt.

His versatility was best attested as

President of the Senate in “Mr. Smith
Goes to Washington.”

N 1940, after nearly thirty years on
the screen, Carey made his legitimate
Broadway debut in a play called “Heaven-
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ly Express,” in which he portrayed an
aged locomotive engineer “with seasoned
authorlty ” The following year he was
again on the stage in a revival of Eu-
gene O’Neill’s “Ah, Wilderness!” which
Life magazine called the best play of the
season. In 1944 he appeared in “—But not
Good-bye.”

During this period, he also had charac-
ter parts in such motion pictures as
“My Son Is Guilty,” “Outside the Three
Mile Limit,” “Beyond Tomorrow,” “They
Knew What They Wanted,” “Parachute
Battalion,” “Among the Living,” “The
Great Moment,” “The Shepherd of the
Hills,” “The Spoilers,” “Air Force,”
“Happy Land,” and ironically enough,
“Sundown”—*“a tale of intrigue among
the African blacks and stalwart English
heroes.”

Still straight and lean at s1xty—mne
Carey made his last appearances in three
Westerns: “The Sea of Grass,” from the
novel by Conrad Richter; ‘“Angel and
the Badman” with Gail Patrick and John
Wayne; and David O. Selznick’s multi-
million-dollar, two-hour-and-a-quarter in-
terpretation of Niven Busch’s sex-blister-
ed romance involving a half-breed Indian
girl and two dagger-eyed Texas brothers
entitled “Duel in the Sun.” These three
pictures were released during the early
months of 1947.

Shortly afterward, Carey developed
a heart and lung condition. A Black
Widow spider bite at Balboa Beach in
August aggravated the situation. On
September 21 he died at his home in
Brentwood, near Hollywood, of coronary
thrombosis.

More than a thousand persons, many
wearing ten-gallon hats, gathered at
the Photo Memorial Farm, of which
Carey was a member, for an outdoor
service conducted by Reverend J. Her-
bert Smith of the All Saints Protestant
Episcopal Church. The funeral was ex-
actly as Carey said he wanted it to be.
He was wearing his cowboy boots, a
black suit and shoestring tie. Burl Ives
sang a cowboy lament, and John Wayne
recited a favorite poem.

As further tribute, when John Ford
directed his Technicolor version of “The
Three Godfathers” with John Wayne,
Pedro Armendariz and Harry Carey, Jr.
in the leading roles in 1949, he intro-
duced it with a film clip of Harry Carey

on horseback against a sunset. A foot-

note stated that the feature was dedi-
cated to the memory of this popular
character actor and great Western star.

Saddle Tanker of Turkey Trail
(Continued from page 23)

man open to the “Four Winds of Heaven”
with eighteen loaded cars behind them,
descending a steep crooked g'rade at a
terrific rate of speed.

After three miles the wheels of the
fifth car broke and ditched fourteen
cars, laying them all down at the side
of the tracks. The four remaining loads
pushed the engine down into .Chestnut
and out onto the mainline. Luckily the
track was clear at the time.

Another time the N. P. engine hit a
wagon which was crossing the track at
the . Koontz Mine. The engine was de-

railed and tipped over on its side in the
ditch. A wrecker from Livingston finally
got it back on the rails.

When young Mrs. Audry Ogle left her
home in Bozeman to join her husband
Earl, engineer on the Turkey Trail, she
and her baby rode the N. P. asg far-as
Chestnut. There she had no choice but to
climb up into the engine cab for the
remainder of the trip to Maxey’s Mine.
In a short time she smelled smoke and
when she investigated, she found the
baby’s blanket had been set afire by
sparks from the smokestack of the en-
gine.

It was fantastic railroading with no
fatal accidents but many exciting in-
cidents. The passengers, if any, rode the
caboose, if there was a caboose. All who
rode the train did so at the risk of life
and limb. Schoolchildren had a lark
riding a coal car down to Chestnut—tops
in transportation, as far as they were
concerned.

WHEN a trainload of empties was

brought UP from the mainline to
Hoffman, the cars were left on the side-
track the Turner Brothers had built
there. Later, one to four at a time, de-

pending on the weather and track con-

ditions, they were taken DOWN to the
mines. When loaded with coal they were
brought back UP to Hoffman and held
there until they had a trainload. Then
DOWN they all went to the mainline.

Turkey Trail had been a top-pay job
for enginemen and trainmen, manned by
Northern Pacific crews and equipment
until the N.P. would no longer put its
engines and crews on the short mountain
pike.

The mines in the area sold all their
coal to the N.P. until that company
opened its own mines at Colstrip in
eastern Montana. Trail Creek coal was
medium volatile to high volatile, bitu-
minous, 11.0000 B.T.U. grade content,
nut and slack as it pulverized quickly.

In 1914 the Turkey Trail spur passed
to the ownership of Charles Garnier of
Livingston and Wilford Johnson of
Lewistown. They anticipated a profitable
sale to the Milwaukee Railroad as part
of a projected Yellowstone Park branch
from Three Forks via Bozeman and
Meadow and Trail Creeks to Gardiner.
When the Milwaukee abandoned its Yel-
lowstone Park plans, Garnier and John-
son had a railroad without operating
crews and equipment.

The Chimney Rock Mine was owned
by the Maxey Brothers—Will, Dave, John
and George, sons of Daniel Maxey. They
joined Anderson and Evans of the Mead-
ow Creek Coal Company and leased the
Turkey Trail.

The Maxeys bought an old Porter sad-
dle tank locomotive from the Anaconda
Copper Company and moved it from
Electric near Gardiner where it had been
idle since the coke ovens there had
closed. The Meadow Creek Coal Com-
pany acquired another and larger Saddle
Tanker from a branch road near Helena.
Then both were in business.

The Saddle Tanker was so named be-
cause the water tanks or boilers were
attached to the sides of the engine where
they rode like a saddle on a horse. It
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profits!
e Non Flammable

e Odorless

FURNITURE STRIPPING

Own your own furniture stripping shop. Have a protected Territory. Earn
$200.00 per day or more for removing paint and varnish from antiques, iron
or other wooden objects. This is one of the fastest growing businesses on the
scene today. If you want to get in on the ground floor, join the American
System. We are the leaders in our field in the U.S. and Canada. Using our
. vat dip system you can clean a varnished chair in 3 minutes, earning as much
as $5.00, that's better than a dollar per minute. Small investment—Large

® Low Overhead

® Easy Work

Total Investment $2000.00. (Non protected territories for $1800.00)

For complete information call or write

THE AMERICAN CHEMICAL COMPANY

P.O. Box 471, Springfield, Moi 65801

e New Vat Dip System

e Own Your Equipment

Area 417 833-2929 Day or Night

had no tender, just a box on the cab
platform.

The Maxeys mined their own coal and
at times operated their own trains. Their
little Saddle Tanker would hustle a car
of coal up the grade to Hoffman, pick
up two or three more cars and take off
down the precipitous slope. When the
loads began to push, Engineer Maxey
would “throw her into reverse” and
Trainman Maxey would “tie ’em down
another notch” with clubs. On one trip
when they were bouncing along the rough
roadbed, the engine coupler slipped under
the lead coupler, and the front end of the

car went up into the air. When it got

tired of riding the drives, the engine
rolled over on its side. Wheezing away,
it acted as a roughlock to hold the cars,
by now well tied down on the brakes.
The Maxeys took a long walk home, and
returned the next morning with jacks and
timber. With these they pried and pushed
until they hoisted the small engine back
on the rails. They fired her up and fin-
ished the run by joggling and wobbling
the winding way to the main line.

After World War I boomed the used-
iron market, Garnier and Johnson decided
to salvage as much as possible of their
bad investment. The Turkey Trail rails
were contracted to a junk dealer for
shipment to France. The Maxeys, how-
ever, were not about to give up their
lease on the pike without putting up a
good fight. They won the first few skir-
mishes, then battled it out in the courts
where the dispute was settled.

May-June, 1974

In the spring of 1918 the Turkey Trail
iron was rolled up. Dreams of a coal
empire and of a new transcontinental
rail connection with Yellowstone Park
were ended.

IN THE WAKE of the passing of the

railroad and also of coal mining, you
may prowl around the Turkey Trail and
find three ghost towns along the twelve-
mile stretch of Trail Creek. Storrs, Hoff-
man and Chimney Rock were rough and
tumble settlements but with steady fam-
ilies who built houses, schools and
churches.

Storrs was named for Captain Storrs
who first discovered the rich pockets of
coal three miles south of Chestnut. These
proved profitable for a time. During its
heyday, Storrs had a population of 800.
It was a model Anaconda Copper Mining
Company town with a garbage truck,
fire hydrants and water piped to nu-
merous buildings from a 16-million-gal-
lon reservoir. No saloons were permitted
in an A. C. M. town, but just outside the
limits—on the east and on the west of
Storrs—the miners could find a place to
quench a thirst.

After a disastrous fire in the mines,
Storrs started down the ghost town trail.
The coal supply dwindled and the coke
ovens were closed. Parts of the ovens
remain today, and there are parts of
foundations of houses, business buildings,
kilns and washeries. But slag piles loom
black and silent over caved-in roofs and

coke ovens, and tumbleweeds somersault
over the crumbling ruins.

Hoffman, named for Senator Hoffman
of Bozeman, marked the site of the side
track at the top of the Divide. There all
signs of activity have disappeared.

Chimney Rock or Maxey’s was eight
miles up the creek. Many of the Storrs
homes were moved there to house the
increasing number of miners and their
families. The Maxey Mine at one time
employed 150 men in three shifts, work-
ing twenty-four hours a day. The pop-
ulation of 500 supported a grade school,

‘high school, post office, store and saloon.

Within a few years after the passing of
the railroad, Chimney Rock was a ghost
of its former self. Some of the houses
were moved to Bozeman, some to Living-
ston, others razed. The school building
was one of the last to go. Roofs have
fallen in on those that were left.

Chestnut, an almost ghost town, may
easily be seen by motorists traveling In-
terstate No. 90 between Bozeman and
Livingston. Located on the Northern
Pacific mainline, it held on longer than
Storrs and Chimney Rock—even after all
retail and shipping business had been
lost. But family by family the population
dwindled until today there are just a few
homes and a one-room schoolhouse.
Passers-by seldom give a glance to Chest-
nut where once 800 people lived.

THE TURKEY TRAIL had a precarious
future from the time of its construc-
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BARGAIN PRICES!

BOOKS ABOUT THE WEST!

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

INDIANS

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

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

302—A PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE AMERI-
(CAN INDIAN, by Oliver La Farge. 350 illustra-
tions, many full color plates. The Indians’ story
from the arrival of the first white men to the
present in a handsome 9% x' 1214 volume. Rare
and fascinating pictures. Regular price $7.50. $4.95

304—THE CUSTER MYTH, by Col. W. A.
Graham. Illustrated with over 100 photos, maps,
drawings, as well as the Dustin Bibliography. It
gives a colorful account of the Battle of the Little
Big Horn, the events leading up to it, including
the aftermath, and the famous Benteen letters and
. Indian accounts. Regular price $10.00
Special! $5.95
305—INDIAN AND ESKIMO ARTIFACTS OF
NORTH AMERICA, by C. Miles. Over 2,000 ex-
amples, including 7 color plates, all of the major
kinds of North American native-made artifacts—
tools, weapons, pottery, basketry, boats, regalia,
ete, from as far back as pre-Columbian times.
Size 83; x 1114, Regular price $25.00.
Extra Special! $7.95

306—THE LAST CAPTIVE. Herman Lehmann’s
story in his own words and commentary by author,
A. C. Greene. Lehmann, abducted by Indians in
Mason County, Texas when eleven years old, be-
came an Apache warrior ,an outcast, and later the
adopted son of Quanah Parker. A classic of
American frontier narratives. Here is your op-
portunity to have the complete, authentic Herman
Lehmann life story in this distinguished volume
with many pictures. Published at $8.95.

Our Special Price, only $7.50

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

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

310—DICTIONARY OF THE AMERICAN INDIAN
by John Stoutenburgh, Jr. Here at last is a com-
prehensive book of Indian phrase, lore and history
that clarifies terms often used incorrectly. Hard-
bound, 459 pages. Originally $10.00.

NOW ONLY §$2.95

311—I FOUGHT WITH GERONIMO by Jason
Betzinez with W. S. Nye. Authentic, exciting text,
pictures, maps. Index. $2.95

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

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

101—WYATT EARP—THE MAN AND THE
MYTH, by Ed Bartholomew. (336 pages, soft-
bound) Limited to 1,000 copies. Almost 900
sources, including books, old newspapers, court
records and archives material. $2.95

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

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

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

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

; $1.95
110—A GALLERY OF WESTERN BADMEN.
Fascinating studies of Hickok, Masterson, James,

Earp, Billy the Kid, Bass, Holliday, Ringo,
Murietta and others. Heavy paper. Many pictures.
Only $1.00

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

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

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

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

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

U O ) i
PUBLISHED
A REAL BARG ]

Ideal for gifts!

TREASURE

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

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

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

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

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

$5.95

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

207—TREASURE HUNTING WITH A METAL
DETECTOR by Marvin & Helen Davis. Pictures
(many in beautiful full color) and prices of hun-
dreds of Treasures, Coins & Relics. Metal detector
instructions by recognized authorities. Published
at $6.76. NOW ONLY $2.95.

True West



THE AMERICAN WEST

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

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

404 —RAILROADS OF THE BLACK HILLS, by
Mildred Fielder. (176 pages, hardback) An excit-
ing history of the railroads, the calamities and
triumphs and the men who fought for their sue-
cess. 200 superb photos, maps, and charts. Bibli-
ography. Regular price $12.95. $5.95

405—RAILS WEST, by George B. Abdill. (191
pages, hardback) “A collector’s album of a vanish-
ing era in railroadiana,” packed full of dramatic
photos, tales and legends of trains, terminals,
tank towns and engines. Regular price $12.50.

& Special! $5.95

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

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

408—THE HOUSTON STORY, by Ed Bartholo-
mew. (240 pages, softbound) A chronicle of the
City of Houston and the man, Sam Houston, from
the battle of San Jacinto to the War SBetweelrs\’atlh;a
- X d printin, ept. 3

States, 1836-1865. (Second printing (x))nly <y
409—COWPOKES, NESTERS, & SO FORTH, by
" Judge Orland L. Sims. (297 pages, photos, hard
back) Now in his eighties the Judge is as out-
spoken as ever and his wit just as biting. It will
‘inform, amuse, entertain, offend, or maybe please
you tg the point of recommending the book to
others. Regular price $8.50. Only $7.25

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

414—HEROES WITHOUT GLORY: Some Good
Men of the Old West, by Jack Schaefer. (323
pages, hardback) The famous author of Shape
rescues ten little-known “good guys” from his-
torical oblivion. Regular price $6.95. :
Special! $3.95
415—THE OLD SANTA FE TRAIL, by W. H.
Ryus. (159 pages, hardback) A true account of
incidents that happened along the old Santa Fe
Trail in the 1860s. (Reprint) Only $2.95

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

\

{ WESTERN BOOK COMPANY
i P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Texas 78764

LIST BOOK NUMBERS AND PRICES BELOW.

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

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

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

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

423—THE "LLV™®% 1. . OF FREDERIC
REM "% \e“ A‘a\‘ab‘g""OWen Wister. Over
200 i“o \.0“9 a~ seuviful hardbound, 192 page
editp -~ +~nN EXCEPTIONAL VALUE. $4.95

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

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

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

A REAL BARGAIN $5.95

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

NOW ONLY $5.50

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

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

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

ORDER NOW and SAVE!
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a separate sheet of paper if you do not wish o damage this magazine.
Please include 25¢ postage per book for U.S.A. orders—all others 50¢

per book. Book orders $30.00 or more shipped. postpaid.
. (TEXAS RESIDENTS ADD 5% SALES TAX.)

ANTIQUES
AND COLLECTING

Originally $7.95
NO?I only $3.9C

How T

t ellcr at $9.95
A?\E:ls. BARGAIN, $2.95

Published at $14.95
SPECIAL $5.95
700—ANTIQUES AS AN INVESTMENT by R. H.
Rush. Hundreds of photos, drawings and charts.
Where and when to buy and sell, detection of
fakes, style and period characteristics, ete. A big
536 pages. Hardbound. Indexed. Published at
$14.95. This new, complete edition is a rare bar-
zain, $5.95.

701—CARE AND REPAIR OF ANTIQUES by
Thomas H. Ormsbee. How to authenticate, repair
antiques, regardless of condition or climate. Hard-
bound. A best seller reduced to $1.95.

702—HOW TO DECORATE FOR AND WITH AN-
TIQUES by E. H. Bjerkoe. American antiques,
their most effective use: decorating and archi-
tectural periods, wallpapers, fabries, etc.. Photos
and drawings. 254 pages, hardbound. Indexed.
Originally $7.95. Now only $3.95.

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

704—COINS AND COIN 3 ING by H.
Linecar. 230 plates, 91“‘"'2\7;;\3 History of
coins and hows” ar ANOV _~ain a collection.
There is % o\ ON®' <A Rbby ! A beautiful
book _ publ! \/\9\ S o’.95. AN EXCEPTIONAL
VALUE 4" “$2.95.

705—GRANNIE’S REMEDIES by Mai Thomas., A
sharming book recording the good sense and good
medicine of a by-gone day. The perfect inexpen-
sive gift, $1.95.

706—OLD DOLLS bty E. St. George. 77 photos,
dolls and doll houses, collectibles. A delightful
book by a recognized authority. Our Very Special
Price, $1.95.

707—CANDLE MAKING AND DECORATIONS,
A Step-by-Step Guide, by Valerie Janitch. A
beautiful book with color illustrations. Candle
making for decorations, lasting art and beauty—
and for fun! A lovely remembrance any time of
the year. Only $2.95

. List book numbers and prices below, or on

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

May-June, 1974
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‘tion until the rails were torn up and
shipped to France. About the last re-
minders of the short-lived line were two
rusty Saddle Tanker engines, half buried
in the willows at Maxey’s. After a few
years they, too, were gone.

A part of the old trail is now a county
road from Chestnut to Hoffman, follow-
ing Trail Creek to Maxey’s. The road
goes on to meet the Livingston-Yellow-
stone Park highway. Coal moved over
this road in trucks until 1947, when all
mining operations were closed down.

With the passing of the railroad, the
whole community began a slow death and
is now reduced to practically nothing.
Dreams of a coal empire just didn’t ma-
terialize. It’s sad to look at the remnants
of the coke ovens and think back to the
time when the miners had to give up and
move on—~for their future was some-
place else, not on the old Turkey Trail.

Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 37)

short tract called “The Art of Making
Money Plenty.”

I have also, among my cherished pos-
sessions, a page from the Daily Ardmo-
reite of 1902, published in Ardmore in the
days when Oklahoma was called “Indian
Territory.” (Oklahoma became a state in
1907).

The rules state: “Something That
Should Interest Every Reader—$5.00 in
Prizes Free. Solve all the following re-
buses and you may win one of the prizes
—all stand for the names of a City or
Town.” The usual series of contest rules
then follow. Many amusing pictures cover
the page. Evidently the Ardmore mer-
chants of the day were the “last of the
big spenders” for $5.00 was the entire
amount of money to be given—$1.50 go-
ing to the first prize winner, a second
prize of $1.00, and five prizes of 50 cents
each!

But money was a bit scarce in the Ter- .

ritory in that early day and I’ll bet every-
body in town entered and tried to win a
prize for the fun of it, as well as the
money.

A STORY FROM BROKEN BOW

Courtesy Jennie M. Melham
Memorial Medical Center
Broken Bow, Nebraskw :
HE WINTER of 1880 was so severe
that residents of Custer County, Ne-
braska referred to it for years after-
ward as the “Black Winter”—the winter
when mourning crepe was as common-
place as the superabundance of snow that
blanketed the region until spring. Tem-
peratures for seemingly endless weeks
ranged from -10° to -20°.

It was into those harsh and desolate
conditions that Jennie M. Reynolds was
born in an area northeast of Broken Bow
known as. Dry Valley. Jennie’s parents
had come from the East, much like other
pioneers of the day, hoping to wrest a
living and a future from a land so bleak
that it was called the “Great American
Desert.” One of five children, Jennie
Reynolds drew her first breath in the
crude, one-room sod house that hugged a
corner of her parents’ 160 acres. The land
had been acquired through a Federal
homestead act and the deed to it was
eventually signed personally by Presi-
dent Benjamin Harrison.

Among the treasured memorabilia of
Jennie’s descendants today is a cracked
and faded photograph of that sod dwell-
ing, taken by an itinerant cameraman in
1889. In it mnine-year-old Jennie, her
brothers and sisters and parents, are
posed in a typical and proud family
group, along with a span of oxen, the ox
master and the family’s work horses.

At about the same time that photo was
taken, but in far off Fall River, Mas-
sachusetts, a young man in his early

twenties stepped ashore from a trans-
Atlantic ship, seeking a new life in
America. Charles Melham was a native
of Syria who, after schooling in Europe,
was eager for adventure and anxious to
seek the bountiful opportunities of a new
land. All but penniless and unable to
speak English, Charles began making
his way as a traveling peddler through
the towns of New England, without
friends or family and with nothing to
recommend him but his enthusiasm and
his simple honesty.

THE MORE Charles heard about the

vastness of the territory to the West,
the more he ached to see it. Within a
year of his arrival in America he set off
on foot to explore the continent, and
worked his way West by hiring out to
farm families for bed and board.

Crossing the Adirondacks, through
Ohio and on to the Great Plains, Charles
worked and walked his way until he ar-
rived in Custer County, where he secured
lodging with the Rapp family on a home-
stead near Berwyn just as winter was ap-
proaching.

It had been his intention to continue
West with the first sign of spring, but
the Rapps had grown fond of the young
man, and impressed with his strength
and courage. They urged that he stay on
and consider operating a wagon that
would supply medicine to local home-
steaders. Doctors were few and wide-
ly scattered, and'settlers had little or no
access to medical aid.

Charles energetically took up this new
enterprise to give Custer County what
today would be called “a mobile medical
dispensary” but in 19th century rural
America was a “medicine wagon.” The
young immigrant thrived on hard work
and in a relatively short time became a
respected member of the community.
With his earnings he purchased land—
slowly, a parcel at a time—until eight

Jennie, at age 9 (on extreme right), poses with her family and farm animals in front of the one-room sod dwelling that was her

home until she married Charles Melham.
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years after arriving in Nebraska he
formally assumed the responsibilities of
a farmer on his own 520 acres in the
Dry Valley area.

One of his first customers for patent
medicines had been the Reynolds family.
Charles now returned to the Reynolds’
household to court their pretty daughter,
Jennie. In the spring of 1900 they were
married. Four children were born to the
young couple. One child died in infancy
but the remaining three—Ralph, Leo and
Kenneth—were raised on the farm and
walked each day to the same one-room
Dry Valley School that their mother had
attended only a few years earlier.

In 1918 the family moved to Broken
Bow on 80 acres of land just north of the
town line. The contemporary frame house
they built there still stands, as neat and
trim today as it was when Jennie and her
brood first moved into it. Four years
later Charles Melham died, and Jennie
assumed sole responsibility for raising
and providing for the family.

The boys regularly visited the grave-
site of their father, for Jennie sought to
instill in them a strong sense of responsi-
bility to family and community, and a
deep pride in their forebears and origins.
It was their mother’s example that led
the boys to pledge to each other that one
day they would create a suitable tribute
to her. e

Ralph, the eldest, and the second son,
Leo, went to Omaha to launch their busi-
ness careers, leaving Kenneth, the young-
est, at home in school. Jennie Melham
remained deeply involved in community
work in Broken Bow. She raised a niece,
Viola Reynolds Koch, and during the de-
pression of the 1930s she housed and fed
farm children attending high school in
Broken Bow. Many of the families of
these, children were unable to pay for
the lodging and care she provided their
youngsters; Jennie accepted whatever
they could afford, including produce and
poultry from their farms. !

BUT there were tears and heartbreak

ahead. Kenneth died in 1932 from
injuries suffered in a school athletic
event. Ralph was fatally injured in an
automobile accident in 1935. Only Leo
remained to comfort his mother—and ful-
fill the pact the three brothers had made
S0 many years before.

With the deaths of Ralph and Kenneth,
Leo returned to Broken Bow as often as
he could. His mother, afflicted with ar-
thritis for years, was an invalid from age
73 until her death. After being hospital-
ized, her only direct contact with the out-
side world, except for occasional visitors,
was through a special telephone which
she was able to-use despite her crippled
hands. Leo had had the phone installed so
he could chat with her from whatever
corner of the world he was required to
be in, and his regular Sunday evening
calls were the highlights of her days,
until her death in 1970 at age ninety.

During those years of physical suffer-
ing for the uncomplaining Jennie Mel-
ham, one of her few joys was the meteor-
ic success of her remaining son. Leo had
become a major figure in the transporta-
tion industry—it was he who conceived
and developed a method to detach and
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Jennie and Charles Melham in their wedding picture, taken at Broken Bow in 1900.

transfer truck-trailer bodies to railroad
flatcars or ocean liners, eliminating the
need to load and unload goods in transit.
Such “intermodal containers” have since
become familiar sights throughout the
world.

During the seventeen years of his
mother’s illness, Leo had visited her often.
And the need for a modern medical facil-
ity for the Broken Bow community had
become more apparent to him each time.
The thought developed that such a facil-
ity would be the perfect memorial he
and his brothers had wanted for their
mother. Immediately upon her death Leo
set aside 10 acres of the family property
as the site for a new hospital, and shortly
afterward he pledged the initial funds
for the Jennie M. Melham Memorial
Medical Center.

Since that Black Winter of Jennie
Melham’s birth in 1880, the sod houses

and barren farmland have given way to
the modern residences of a thriving com-
munity. The mobile medical dispensary
that Charles Melham drove over the dusty
back roads and cow paths are now rele-
gated to photographs on the pages of
children’s history books.

Residents of Custer County will be for-
ever indebted to pioneer families such as
the Melhams, not so much for the scant
material possessions they bestowed on
their offspring, but for the legacy that
nurtures strong family ties, and channels
individual responsibility to the better-
ment of all mankind.

Lone Wolf of Wyoming
(Continued from page 30)

more in there, backed up against a cut-
bank. We left the horses and rode to
the cabin. We argued who would let the
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sheriff know about finding the dead
man. Tex said he’d better stay home
with his wife and take care of the corpse.

There was a barbwire party line tele-
phone that worked sometimes between
Sussex and Kaycee. I headed for there
and made Palmer’s Ranch that night.
Palmer said there hadn’t been a stage
through to Sussex for over a week. Next
morning I headed for Powder River.
When I got to Sussex there was no stage
yet, and the barbwire telephone was as
dead as the sheepherder we’d found.

I got a fresh horse at the Quarter Cir-
cle C. X. and rode on to Kaycee. It was
late when I got there and I was darn
near froze to death. I got my horse put
up and fed, and then got a couple snorts
under my belt. When I found out the
stage had come in that day, I found Old
Shotgun and asked him to tell the sheriff
or Pap Myres, the justice of the peace,
to come out soon as they could and get
the man.

He asked me, “What would they want
with a dead sheepherder? He didn’t do
nothin’ but freeze to death and there
ain’t no law against that.”

He told me to write it all down so he
could give it to them as he wasn’t on
speaking terms with either since the last
time his stage was held up. They’d acted
like he had held himself up:

I sure hated to head back for that
homestead, but I knew Tex was waiting
and I ought to let him know. So I hit the
trail. It was better going back. The road
had been traveled some and I made better
time. I stopped at Old Hank’s and
changed back to my own horse and made
Sussex that night and home the next day.
I had been gone six days.

Tex had a well beaten trail up to where
the stiff was. I asked him if he’d had
much trouble keeping him from leaving.
I had never been able to figure Tex out.
He had a heart in him as big as an ox,
and could get tears in his eyes easier
than any real he-man I ever saw. He
loved all animals. And somewhere in him
there was something that came alive
when he talked. It always showed in
those steel-blue eyes of his. He changed
in seconds, and all who knew him gave
him plenty of room. It wasn’t temper. It
was a form of jealousy like kids have
with their puppy love.

We built a fire and kept it going till
the sheriff and old Pap Myres got there
from Buffalo. All they did when they got
there was eat and sleep half the day and
all night. Then they went up with us and
searched the corpse. They found a watch
with his name on it, a gold chain, and
some homestead papers where Jacob Ri-
zor, the same name on the watch, had
filed on a homestead in Alberta, Canada.
They went off by themselves a while and
held a confab. They finally came back
and told us to bury him and they would
take care of the rest. It made me madder
than hell.

I asked them, “What in hell do you
mean by ‘the rest’?”

Old Pap said, “He was a Canadian
citizen and we’ll have to notify that
government. Go ahead and bury him and
send the bill to Johnson County and we’ll
see you get paid for it.” g

We all went back to the house and
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Tex and I got all the well-digging tools
we had and went back. Where Tex had
built a fire, four or five days while
he was alone with Jacob, the ground was
pretty well thawed out. It was close to
a great big sand rock about ten feet high.

We got down about four feet before
dark. I said, “Let’s roll him in and cover
him up before it gets dark on us.”

I thought Tex would go crazy. He
jumped up and yelled, “What in hell’s
the matter with you? Ain’t you got mno
love for your fellow man?”

I looked at him for a while and said,
“Well, some of them I know I don’t think
a hell of a lot of, others a feller would
go through hell for. But let’s you and I
get rid of this one and get some of our
own work done.”

Tex calmed down and admitted, “I

guess I’'m kinda jumpy. I need some

sleep. But when I die I want to be buried
like a human being, seven feet deep.”
He told me to go home and do the chores
and he’d dig down a few more feet and
for me to bring back the lantern and
we’d bury him that night.

WENT HOME and fed the stock. The

Dutchman was there. He had turned
his horse loose and was getting supper.
Tex’s wife had gone home to her mother
when we found Jacob.

I sure didn’t like that Dutchman, but
I was glad to see him right then. While
we ate I told him what had happened
and he went with me to help finish with
Jacob.

When we got there, Tex was in the
hole making dirt fly. You couldn’t see his
head so I knew the grave was over six
feet deep. Just for a joke I kicked some
dirt in the hole to see if he’d think Jacob
done it.

He didn’t say much, just asked how tall
Jacob was. I said, “About eight feet.”
The Dutchman said he was about five-
foot-eight and jumped down in the grave
to prove how deep it was. It still wasn’t
deep enough for Tex so Dutch got a-hold
of the shovel and finished the job.

Tex had Jacob wrapped up in a couple
of soogans and a piece of tarpaulin. He
said, “Now let’s figure some way we can
get him laid in there without dropping
him.”

I told Dutch to stay down there and
we’d hand Jacob to him. Tex gave him
some instructions about which was the
top side of him and to be sure and not
lay him on his belly. We handed him
down and, while the Dutchman was get-
ting him located, I said to Tex, “Let’s
cover that Dutchman up with him. He’s
gonna get you in a lot of trouble if you
don’t look out.”

I could tell the way Tex looked at me
he knew what I meant.

When Dutch climbed out I rolled a
couple rocks in and Tex said, “Don’t get
in a hurry; keep your shirt on. Someone’s
got to say a prayer before we cover him
up.n

“Who we gonna get to do that ?” the
Dutchman asked.

Tex asked me to do it but I told him
the only prayer I knew started off with,
“Now I lay me down to sleep,” and
Jacob. was sound asleep already.

Tex said, “I’ll do the best I can,” and

he took off his hat and looked at the sky.

I don’t know how Tex and the Dutch-
man felt, standing by that grave with
darkness all around, looking toward the
clouds and heaven and a big bright moon.
But it made me, for the first time in my
life, realize what Tex meant when he
asked me if I didn’t have any respect for
my fellow man. I never heard a prayer
before or since that day that meant more
to me. It made me feel like a different
person. I couldn’t help but see the hidden
side of my pardner. We all have our
faults and as I remember hearing,
“There is some good in the worst of us
and some bad in the best of us.”

Tex ended his prayer with, “Take him
into Your home, O Lord, same as I would
You. Amen.”

TEX and I were sure busy for a while

getting what stock we could find
gathered up. We were lucky; we found
most of them. Dutch stayed with us and
helped. We skinned what we found froze
and hung the hides on the fence. The
only feed the stock could get at was on
the high places, so we kept changing to
places where there was still grass they
could get at.

Tex’s wife came home, so I rode up to
Step-in-a-half Jones’. About half of our
stock was getting so poor and weak we
were scared they couldn’t make it till
spring. Jones had quite a little hay and
sold us all he could spare.

We cut out the weakest ones and
drove them to Joneg’. Tex’s woman went
along to help.

The Dutchman and I got to talking
about how jealous Tex was, and laugh-
ing. We finally figured out we’d pull a
joke on him. When we were almost to
Jones’ ranch Dutch said, “Hell, you all
can make it from here. I'm going to ride
by Palmer’s.”

The three of us drove on to Jones’ and
Tex’s wife left for home to get supper.
Tex and I fed the stock and made a deal
with the Jones kid to feed our stock
every day. They wanted us to stay for
supper but Tex was in a hurry so we left
in a high lope. (Tex’s wife didn’t know
anything about what me and the Dutch-
man had planned.)

Dutch went straight to the homestead
and hid behind the house. When she got
home she went in and started supper. Tex
and I rode over the ridge and down to-
ward the cabin. I saw the Dutchman get-
ting on his horse back of the house. I
didn’t think the joke was gonna work till
Tex said, “Ain’t that that lying Dutch-
man riding off ? Bet he rode straight
home and waited for that woman of
mine.”

Tex jerked out his gun and started
the lead flying. Dutch was sure in a
hurry and headed for the high places.
Good thing he was out of six-shooter
range.

Tex made a bee line for the house.
His wife came running out to see what
the shooting was all about. I was right
behind Tex when he got off and said,
“What kind of a woman are you, monkey-
ing around with that Dutchman?”

I couldn’t help but laugh. I tried to ex-
plain to him, but he was sure mad. His
wife wasn’t afraid of him; just started
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elling him off. She told him he wasn’t
othing but a big kid to let us job him
hat way. Tex was so mad, though, that
e didn’t cool off very fast.

Dutch came back to the top of the hill
nd stood and looked down for a long
ime before I could get him to come down.

laughed till my belly hurt. Dutch was
oo scared to laugh. He pulled out after
e ate.

Tex was still sore the next day. I
tarted laughing a couple of times but he
et me have it straight. “It ain’t funny
o me.”

I never saw a man as jealous as he
vas. He still had a lingering idea that
he Dutchman had been in the house.
)ne thing sure, Tex and the Dutchman
lever got along after that.

The weather had cleared off and we
1ad a chinook wind that sure helped the
eed situation. Looked like spring was
m its way. I told Tex I was going to ride
o Casper and back and thought I'd be
lome in a couple weeks before I left for
he roundup. I took my time and made
Jasper the fourth day late in the eve-
iing. :

Casper was a big shipping point for
attle to Chicago and Omaha. It was like
Jheyenne, full of gamblers, pimps and
irostitutes. The Sand Bar in Casper was
me of the biggest and toughest red light
listricts in the country.

I wandered around till after midnight
naking the different joints. Ran onto
Jurley Brown from the Powder River
ountry. He’d known Tex before he left
lome and told me that Coyote Kate,
lex’s old girl from Del Rio, Texas, had
ieen on the line all winter in the Sand
3ar. She had found out where Tex lived
md had gone out to see him.

I asked Curley when she left. Curley
lad been talking with her the night be-
ore so she must have left that morning,
e said. We went down looking for her
nd found out she had taken the stage
o Ross and was going to get a horse and
ide to the ranch.

I guess it wasn’t any of my business
ut I knew she wasn’t making a visit
hat meant any good for anybody but
lerself. I thought maybe I could catch
ler before she got there and talk with
ler, telling her Tex was my pardner and
ras married, and get her to stay away.

took off across country as straight as
could for the homestead. If I could beat
ler there I could watch for her and head
er off between there and Ross.

MADE it to the 88 ranch, Old Mike

Henry’s, the first night. The stage
idn’t stop there but went by. I had broke
ots of horses for the 88 and knew most
f the boys. They called the 88 the Brown
jprings Post Office where the stage
icked up a flour sack with what mail
here was and left another sack with mail
vhen they passed twice a week. Nobody
1ad seen who was on the stage, just the
[river and guard with the shotgun.
Jur homestead was west of Ross. I de-
oured Ross and rode straight for the
lomestead.

My horse was getting pretty tired when

tipped the ridge where I could look
lown at the light in the homestead win-
low. Seems like whatever horse I was
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riding when I came home always signale
Tex someone was coming. They alway
nickered long before I rode up.

Before I got off, Tex stepped out fror
behind the house and asked, “That yot
Ed?”

When I answered he said, “You go
back in a hurry. What’s wrong?”

I told him his old girl friend Kate wa
on her way to see him.

“What in hell does she want to see m
for 2%

“Remember what your mother told you
That woman is no good. Let’s go in. I'r
sure hungry. And we better talk it ove
with your wife and let her know what t
expect.”

That wife of Tex’s sure was on the jot
When we went in she had the eats o
the stove. I knew Tex wouldn’t knoy
how to tell her so I came right out wit
it. I told her she had company comin
and it was a woman, I asked her if Te
had ever told her about the first girl h
ever had in Del Rio.

“No,” she said.

I told her Tex had told me all about i
and the girl had got him in plenty o
trouble. I told her most of the story, an
when I finished it didn’t seem to bothe
her.

She asked us both how we were going t
get rid of her. My advice was to let Kat
do the talking and get rid of her the bes
way we could without letting a no-goo
woman wreck what was left of our out
fit.

Next day about three o’clock Kat
rode in. I told Tex to stay in the hous
and I’d meet her and have a talk wit
her.

I went out and said, “Howdy, strange:
ain’t you lost?”

She said, “No, I ain’t lost. Tex live
here don’t he?”’ She then got off he
horse and said, “Put my horse away, cow
boy. I'm tired and hungry and want t
talk with Tex.”

I didn’t know for sure what to say o
how to start saying it, but I got of
on the wrong track, I guess. I told he
to keep her pants on and let me do th
talking. “Tex don’t want to see you. He’
married and has forgotten all about hi
past and wants to forget you.”

She blew her lid and asked me who
thought I was. I told her I was Tex!
pardner and was trying to give her som
good advice. I don’t know how long w
argued. I kept between her and th
house and kept trying to get her to g
while the going was good.

Finally Tex’s wife stepped out th
door. “Let her come in, Ed,” she said an
she went back in herself.

I followed Kate in. She looked at Tex’
wife and asked, “Who are you?”

“I am Tex’s wife.”

When Kate looked at my pardner an
said, “Did you marry this squaw?
the fireworks started. Pocahonta
charged. She hit Kate across the bac
with one of those old cast-iron spide
bootjacks.

Kate fell and pulled a two-barrele
derringer from someplace and fired bot
barrels. The bullets hit the cook stove an
glanéed off onto a wash boiler. It sounde
like the Civil War had:broke out agai1
I never have or never want to refere
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another fight like that one.

Those two women sure went to battle.
They pulled hair, bit, kicked and, final-
ly, Pocahontas won. She got up and got
the butcher knife to finish the job, but I
stopped her.

Tex had taken it all in. When it was
over he took his wife in his arms and
thanked her and cried like a baby. We
got Kate in bed and doctored her up..

Next day she was pretty weak but
wanted to leave. I made her stay till the
next morning, when I hooked up to the
buckboard and led her horse and took
her to the stage line. It was sure good
to get that job done.

I had a long talk with Pocahontas
about the whole thing. She was glad the
way it turned out. Like me, she thought
it might help Tex to get all those things
off his mind.

Things were shaping up pretty good
after we got all the stock gathered up
and the ones we had to feed back from
Step-in-a-half’s. We found out we hadn’t
had as big a loss as we thought.

I told Tex, “It’s all yours again till I
get back, pardner,” and pulled out for
the roundup.

WE were camped at Sand Springs

when I heard Tex had shot the
Dutchman and his trial was set for the
last of May. I headed for Kaycee and
took the stage to Buffalo. I got there a
few days before the trial and Tex was
not in jail. The Dutchman had not died
and was going to live.

The trial lasted over a week. It was
the darndest trial I ever heard of over a
shooting. They brought up everything
they could think of against Tex, from
rustling to murder.

When they put the Dutchman on the
stand to testify, he closed up like a
clam. He wouldn’t even say Tex had
shot him. They hated to, but they finally
turned Tex loose. That night Tex told me
the whole story. Someone had told Tex
the Dutchman had turned state’s evidence
against him and Tex was going to be ar-
rested and tried for rustling and horse
stealing.

“It’s just like you’ve been telling me,
Ed—he’s no good and I should of killed
him long ago.”

I told Tex to forget his damn killing
and go home, “The next shooting you get
into will be your last if you ain’t care-
ful.”

I rode with Tex and his wife as far as
Kaycee where my horse was and went
back to the Hat wagon.

When the roundup pulled in after the
last shipment of beef I stayed around the
ranch for a month or so. We had a good
winter and good feed. Tex’s wife was
having a baby and had gone home with
her mother till it was over, and I pulled
out with Whiskey Dick to help break
some horses for the C. Y. outfit.

There was a great change in Tex. He
wasn’t so jealous after the kid arrived.
His wife named it Ed. I asked how that
happened.

Tex said, “We couldn’t think of a better
name.”

Our outfit had a pretty big herd of cat-
tle by then. We were throwing most of it
into the mountains every summer. I
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took the cows and calves to the moun-
tains and Tex went with the roundup.
That fall we shipped over five carloads
of beef to Omaha.

But I told Tex I still didn’t feel like
being tied down. I’d take half of what the
cattle brought and pull out on my own.
He tried to talk me out of it. His wife
cried and begged and said I was the
only real friend they had.

I sure hated to leave and had a big
lump in my throat. I took eight saddle
ponies, my bed on one and rode one and
drove the rest. When I topped the ridge
where we had buried Jacob I looked back
and could see both of them, standing and
waving at me.

1 ended up in Montana that summer
on the Crow Indian Reservation. Some-
how I couldn’t get Tex and his wife out
of my mind. I dreamed about them and
kept wondering how they were getting
along. I stood it till the last of October
and headed for the only home I ever had.
It was a long ride. I cut across country,
changing horses as I went. I seemed to
get a feeling something was wrong the
closer I got. The last day I rode a long
way. My horses were tired like me.

It was late when I got to the top of
the ridge. There was a bright harvest
moon above and it was light as a moon
could make it. I could see the same light
in the homestead window beckoning at
me. I looked for Jacob’s grave and saw
a fresh one alongside of it. I got off
my horse. The rest of the horses were
strung out down the hill, heading for
what they thought was home.

I looked at the board at the head of
the fresh grave and in the bright moon-
light I could read what it said: “Here
lies Tex.”

God only knows how I felt. He was the
only real pardner I ever had. I am sure
he was the greatest cowboy I ever knew.
Hundreds of things about Tex flashed
through my mind and they all seemed
good. I remembered us burying Jacob
and the prayer he said. Kneeling by his
grave 1 said, “Lord in Heaven, forgive
my pardner and take him into Your home
as I am sure he would You.”

When I got up I saw Tex’s wife looking
at me. “Ed, there’s a lot of the Great
Spirit in you. Welcome home, cowboy.”

She didn’t know who had killed Tex
but he was shot in the back standing by
Jacob’s grave. I asked her if she had seen
the Dutchman lately. She told me her
father had had a letter from the Dutch-
man from Texas, before Tex was shot.
So it couldn’t have been him. I told her
that sending a letter to someone to mail
for you was an old trick, but a good one,
and for her to keep her eyes open. “If
that damn Dutchman’s around here, and
I am sure he is, he won’t feel easy till he
kills you. And what he’d like best is to
shoot me in the back like I'm sure he
did Tex.” I didn’t want to scare her but
it was the truth.

I SETTLED down for a few days get-

ting things caught up on the ranch.
Several times I was sure I saw a rider
watching from the ridge where Tex was
resting by Jacob. Pocahontas was sure
she had seen someone several times, too.

Just before dark one evening I was
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shaving myself in the bunkhouse. I had
taken my gun off and hung it on a set of
deer horns in a far corner. I happened
to look out the window and saw Poca-
hontas running through the front door
of the cabin. I watched till she ran out
the back door with a .30-30 rifle.

I ran for my gun, grabbed it and, just
as I reached the door, I heard Pocahontas
yell, “Look out, Ed, it’s the Dutchman!”
Two shots rang out at the same time. I
opened the door and Dutch fell in through
the doorway. I grabbed his gun and ran
to Pocahontas who was down by the
corner of the cabin. I was yelling, “Are
you all right?”

She sat up and said, “Yes, he just
nicked me.”

She got up and we went to work on
Dutch. He was hit bad, but he finally
opened his eyes and started mumbling.

I said, “You’re a long ways from
Texas! What did you kill Tex for?”

He used up the last of his strength tell-
ing us how he hated Tex and should have
killed him a long time ago.

After we buried him I told Pocahontas,
“Well, that letter your father got from
Dutch makes him in Texas. So let’s you

‘and I let him stay there.” And we never

spoke of it again.

A Pair of Spurs
(Continued from page 19)

there. A stone was erected over his
grave, reading:

THOMAS DICK RISON
SON OF TOM AND MRS. RISON

Died May 3rd Eighteen Ninety Eight
Age Ten Years Nine Months and Three
Days
Gone But Not Forgotten

The manner of Tom’s death was a
terrible shock to Walter. Always before
he had been a jolly, happy kid; now he
turned moody and very quiet. He avoided
his companions at school, spending most
of his waking hours with his mother.
Walter loved horses, however, and spent
a great deal of time with them. He
trained his father’s buggy horses for
riding and before too long his mother
bought him a saddle.

One day Walter took his air rifle, got
on his horse, and rode over to the little
hill. It was real hot, a midsummer day,
and he was gone a long time. Finally he
came back, a splendid, victorious look
on his face. “Mom,” he said, “I killed the
Devil and took his rattles. See them?
Eleven of them and a button.”

From then on Walter was more like
the boy he had been before losing
Thomas. He regained his smile, though he
still remained very much a loner, having
little to do with anyone but his mother.

Walter became a good horseman, seem-
ing to have an uncanny command over
the animals. The meanest little bronco
would follow him around like a pet dog,
after just a few days’ handling. Because
of this, he got many horses to break and
train from neighbors, at a pay per head
that kept him in spending money. Walter
became known all over the country as a
top bronc-trainer, and he was well liked
by every man and boy in that country.

Still, he remained quiet and preferred
being alone.

Just as Walter reached early manhood,
his father died. Their farming had been
on a rental basis, so Walter and his
mother moved to the prairie country,
forty miles east, where Walter took up a
homestead. They built a little home on
it and fenced it, and each year Walter
would plant several acres to grain,
hoping to grow enough feed for his
horses. His mother stayed on the home-
stead and Walter took work on adjoining
ranches, breaking horses. It meant living
away from home the greater part of each
year, but he was always close enough
that he could gallop the colt he was
breaking over to see how his mother
was getting along. |

THEIR nearest neighbor was Jerry

McGhan, and north of Jerry lived a
family by the name of Todd. McGhan
had quite a lot of stock, both horses and
cattle, and whether he owned it or not he
controlled a large area of prairie pasture.
He was quite a horseman himself, being
knowh as “Wild Horse Jerry,” but Wal-
ter was considered better and it seemed
to create some jealousy.

Some people claimed that McGhan was
“mean at heart.” Others said he was just
mean toward the Risons on account of
his envy of Walter. Though McGhan did
get along with the Todds, he was un-
pleasant to Mrs. Rison at the store or
post office or wherever they happened to
meet. And he would cut Walter’s fences
and let the range livestock in to eat up
what crop was growing. If he passed
through the Rison homestead he would
leave the gates open—anything to show
disrespect toward his neighbor.

Walter, upon coming home for just an
hour, perhaps for just a dinner with his
mother, would find half a day’s work
ahead of him, fixing fence destroyed by
McGhan. Walter was working at the
Seven Cross Ranch, about fifteen miles
away, so it wasn’t too much effort on
his part to gallop over for a noon meal;
but to have to spend five or six hours
fixing fence every time he came was a
little trying on his patience. He told
McGhan several times to leave the gates
shut and not to cut his fence."

“You know, McGhan,” he said one day,
“me and my mother are poor folks with
just a few old milk cows and some saddle
ponies and we would like to raise enough
feed to winter them. If you would leave
the fences alone, I think God would be
kind enough to send us some rain and
that way our stock could make it till
spring.”

“Kid, you are just a sodbuster and I
don’t like sodbusters. This is open range
and I want it left that way. You got no
business with a homestead. You don’t
live on it the required time each year, and
I doubt if you are twenty-one years old
anyhow.”

“McGhan, I live there as much time as
I can and still make a living, breaking
horses. Now, I made Uncle Sam believe
I was twenty-one years old so he gave
me papers showing that I am the one
who filed on that land, and if you don’t
leave my fence alone I’ll make you be-
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lieve I'm twenty-one years old, whether
you do now or not.”

One day, Walter came home from the
Seven Cross Ranch rather early in the
morning. Before going to the house, he
rode the fence. He found the north fence
cut in two places. This took some time
and a lot of will-power to fix. After it
was done and Walter was riding toward
his house, he saw MecGhan crossing his
homestead with a team and buggy. He
was driving toward a gate about two
hundred yards away, so Walter just drew
rein and watched. McGhan drove up to
the gate, got out of his buggy, threw
the gate down, got back in the buggy and
drove through, driving slowly on at right
angles to Walter.

Walter very calmly got off his horse,
took a rifle from the saddle scabbard,
drew a bead on McGhan and pulled the
trigger. McGhan dropped sideways in the
buggy. The team ran away.

Walter, quickly mounting his horse,
galloped to catch them. He overtook
them, turned them around, drove them
through the open gate and tied them to
the fence. He then rode to his home.

“Mother,” he said, and there were tears
in his eyes, “I killed the Devil. But the
little Todd girl was in the seat beside
him and the bullet went through her,
too. Tell her folks. I'm going to the
sheriff’s office. Goodbye, Mother.”

Walter rode his horse forty miles, di-
rectly into Greeley to the sheriff’s office,
and told the entire and exact story. The
sheriff and coroner went back to the
McGhan ranch where they confirmed
Walter’s statements. Walter was then
indicted on two charges of murder. He
was tried and convicted, and sentenced
to life #mprisonment in the penltentlary
at Canon City.

Two cowboys attempting to “warm their innards”
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In a letter from the classification and
records department of the Colorado State
Penitentiary, I have this statement: “Our
records were extremely incomplete at the
time this man was confined in this in-
stitution.” I can believe that, as they give
Walter’s date of entering as December
16, 1910. The date could be correct, but
they have him received from Las Animas
County. The trouble occurred in Weld
County and Walter was tried at the Weld
County Seat, which is Greeley. It was
also said that his sentence was com-
muted to twenty-three years, and that he
was paroled on August 6, 1920. This I
cannot understand.

I have a very good friend, who in 1940
went to see his long-time acquaintance,
the warden of the Colorado State Pen-
itentiary. During his visit, my friend was
given a tour of the institution. He and
the warden came upon Walter making
spurs in the workshop.

“Fellow,” my friend said, “I know a
cowboy from your home town of Eaton.”
“What’s his name?” Walter asked.
“Smillie,” my friend said. -

“Here,”” Walter said, handing my
friend a pair of spurs. “Give these to
him. T went to school with some of the
Smillies.”

I still have those spurs.

Joe Rader Roberts
(Continued from page 25)

—some volumes lovingly encased in ace-
tate to preserve their beauty; others
thumbed and smudged with use. Hun-
dreds of pages drawn from George B.
Bridgman’s work on anatomy are neatly
stacked in 8” x 11” boxes. Magazine
illustrations going back to those boyhood
days in Lockhart lie piled up everywhere

in a mighty cold situation.

in his Austin studio, and the stacks con-
tinue to grow. Much of his professional
collection was lest during a disastrous
fire which destroyed his Houston home
in November 1970.

Joe Rader moved to Austin in May of
72 because it was closer tp Lockhart and
because the state capital is a good
“artists’ town,” boasting numerous gal-
leries, art dealers, and professional art-
ists. It is also within an hour’s drive
of hardscrabble hills, piney woods, rolling
farmland, and cliff-lined lakes that aren’t
so very different from the old days (if
one keeps to the side roads).

Joe Rader Roberts is a compamonable
sort of man, lacking in the self-impor-
tance and temperamental posture that so
many artists either actually feel or quick-
ly adopt. He sees no appreciable dif-
ference between illustrators and painters.
Almost every painting throughout the
history of Western culture has been for
a purpose—an illustration of some theme.
Joe Rader snorts with impatience at
those who would categorize art and make
value judgments based on anything but
the quality of the specific painting and
how close the artist came to achieving
what was intended.

Though the impact of his work is direct
and immediate, the harmony achieved
through line and color, which seems ef-
fortless, stems from much concentration
and hard work. He is always experiment-
ing, always trying to improve, and today
his canvases hang in some of the finest
collections in the United States.

The 19th century American West has
caught the imagination of people the
world over. Many talented artists are
turning out work covering every facet of
it. So what quality sets Joe Rader Rob-
erts’ paintings apart? Perhaps it is the
feeling of bravura which his animals and
men project—and to that ever-present
sense of action that underlies hlS subjects,
even in repose.

The Ashes of Nora Cundell
(Continued from page 22)

rims and their shadows played hide-and-
seek in and out of the canyons and over
the cliffs.

Nora settled herself to do a sketch
while I inspected petrified wood and the
many colors of earth. As we lost our-
selves in the beauty, the sun kept mov-
ing to the west. I filled my pack several
times, then sat and decided which of the
pieces of petrified wood I would keep.

Many trails ran across the bench where
cattle had wandered in and out of washes
looking for grass. Once we jumped a
pair of jackrabbits who took off across
the bench and disappeared up a wash.
Then there was a lone horse track in one
of the trails going farther north than we
were going, but we never saw the horse.

The sun was getting quite low when
we came to the place where I thought the
trail led off the bench.

To my horror, when we came to what
should have been the trail down, there
was a drop of some thirty feet. The trail
had caved straight off. Shadows were
moving across the canyon to Echo Cliffs
and T made a quick estimate of the time
and knew darkness would catch us in
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about an hour. We could never make it
back to where we had come up onto the
bench. It was too far and, in the darkness,
dangerous. A fall could break a leg or
an arm, and Jim would never know where
to look since the fellow who gave us the
ride would not be back until tomorrow.

Nora and I talked the situation over
and decided I would go back to where we
saw the horse track, then follow it and
see if he had gone off the bench. Nora
would stay close to the edge of the bench
and keep in sight so I could motion to
her if I found a way off. My thoughts
were racing as I hurried back up the
trail. My back-pack was getting heavy
and my steps slower.

However, about a half-mile back up
the trail I was delighted to see the tracks
of one lone horse taking another trail
leading more to the north. I followed, and
sure enough he had gone off the rim—in
a place that looked impossible. The first
ten feet were steep and dished out like
a bowl, then the trail went around a
point which stuck out, but I could not
see beyond this point. I stood in wonder
that a horse had gone off that trail,
but there his tracks were.

Nora joined me and after one look,
said, “Chris, I just can’t go off that trail.
I simply cannot do it.”
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The wind was blowing quite strong
along the rim of the bench. I looked at
the shadows and knew it was now or
spend the night just where we were. I
tightened my pack and canteen close to
my body and slid down into the swale,
telling Nora to follow me., The wind was
stronger than I had thought and I
couldn’t stand, just had to crawl. On
reaching the point, I yelled to Nora to
come on, and then I went out of sight
around the other side. What a relief to
see the trail going on down to flat
ground.

I could hear Nora calling to me but I
couldn’t tell if she had left the top, so
I worked back to see around the point
and found Nora around the other side,
but afraid to come farther because the
breeze was so strong. Finally I managed
to get her bag and help her get to the
side I was on. We rested a few minutes
before working our way to the bottom.
What a wonderful feeling to stand on flat
ground! We now only had to cross Paria
and another half-mile would see us home.

Jim had had a long day, too. He was
just coming from the river gauge as we
arrived home. After supper we all sat
around the table and looked over the
collection of petrified wood I had toted
home—about fifty * pounds—many of
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these rocks I still have. All in all, it had
been a wonderful day and was our last
long hike before our friend sailed home
in September.

NORA planned to return to us and the

multi-colored land she loved. We felt
it would not be more than a year. What
we didn’t suspect was that she would fall
gravely ill and die. However, she was not
to be robbed of her promised return.
Nora’s will stated that she wanted to be
cremated and her ashes sent to the
Vermilion Cliffs Country.

On that May day in 1949 the group be-
side the big rock were accompanying
Nora to her last resting place. Preacher
Smith (“Shine”—as the Navajos called
him) gave the memorial service. Smith
was a friend of long standing with the
Lowreys; he had been their trader at
Marble Canyon when Nora had come on
her second trip.

Because of Nora Cundell’s paintings,
thousands of people in England who will
never see Arizona’s canyon country with
their own eyes, have known a little of
the beauty of the place Nora called her
second home. A plaque has been on the
rock for over twenty-five years and I am
sure people have wondered about the
woman whose name it bears.

Fluffy clouds still drift over the rims;
the ever-changing color still bathes a
land so big no artist will ever show its
true breadth, but Nora did her best to
capture the light and beauty.

The road has been changed and no
longer passes the huge boulder Nora's
plaque is on—but solitude never fright-
ened her and, besides, her memory is
warm in our hearts.

Western Book Roundup
(Continued from page 43)

and the graduates of his popular profes-
sional writing course at the University
of 'Oklahoma have turned out hundreds
of books and magazine articles. This re-
viewer’s own favorites among Walter’s
books are The Missouri (1945), Warpath
(1934), Joe Meek (1952) and Kit Carson
(1928) but all of them are good. There
are some interesting photos of Walter
and his family, a bibliography and an
index. Highly recommended.

BEST GUIDE

Treasure Hunters Manual (Ram Pub-
lishing Co., $6.50) by Karl von Mueller
has gone into its Tth edition indicating
that digging for buried loot has become
a consuming avocation for many. The
text carries most of the information
needed for successful treasure hunting.
Snooping for booty is a specialty re-
quiring training and preparation. Von
Mueller’s book provides a guide with
practical tips on how and where to dig,
what legal considerations must be re-
garded, taxes involved, tools and instru-
ments and how to use them, transporta-
tion, first aid and gold dredging for
profit. The author also tells where re-
liable metal detectors may be bought;
what books to read; and where treasure
hunting organizations are located. Every
amateur treasure hunter should own
this book. -

True West



The Buried Money
(Continued from page 15)

thick and nobody could get through that
door without moving a lot of heavy
earth.

Best of all, the adobe room contained
a fireplace, a cot and two chairs.

The kitchen was obviously an after-
thought. It was built of one-by-eights
nailed to joists at floor and ceiling. It,
too, had but one window. In front of the
door, a few feet away, was the windmill.

South of the house was a flat open
country with scant vegetation. It afford-
ed a good view of any rider who might
approach from a distance of four or five
miles. Around the trap was a little worn
trail. Bert rode down it and found that
it led to a railway loading station, with
the name Cerillos painted on a small
building. The railroad, Bert knew, was in
New Mexico, but it couldn’t be far from
the Line. And he also knew the Border
was not fenced.

When Bert returned to the house he
again reconnoitered. It had no opening
except toward the east. That meant that
nobody in Mexico could see a light in it.
Neither could Bert see out toward the
Line without leaving the house. The
windmill platform, however, gave him an
excellent view of all the surrounding
country.

As Keeth had warned him, it was lone-
ly. Except on rare occasions when he met
a cowboy on the range he saw no one
except on one of his infrequent trips to
town. Tomlins’ was a favorite meeting
place of cowhands, and Bert mingled
with those in the store because he hoped
to hear of Strickland’s horse or mule.
He knew, too, that if he didn’t respond to
friendly overtures, his attitude might
arouse suspicion.

Tomlins reminded Bert that his wages
were available, but Bert didn’t draw
them. He bought tobacco and other small
necessities and took a receipt for the
balance due him. He had spent less than
$20 of the $300 of Strickland’s pay, and
hoped to accumulate enough that he could
make a deposit on some cattle.

Strickland had shrewdly judged that
he wouldn’t be happy working for wages
indefinitely, and Bert knew of a small
ranch near Clifton that he wanted to buy.

EVERAL TIMES he rode into Mexico
to bring the herd back, and made
these trips without seeing anyone or,
so far as he could judge, being seen.
Once, midst clumps of mesquite, his
horse snorted and he glimpsed six Ru-
rales riding straight toward him. Bert
had no idea whether or not they had
sighted him, but he knew he would be
wise in assuming that they had. Certain-
ly if they continued their course they
would see him.
Bert was more than a mile below the
Line and he put his horse to a run. So

long as he was in Chihuahua he kept it

in a run. The cattle were headed north,
but the Mexicans were paying no atten-
tion to them. Once he got into the United
States, there would be no more run-
ning, at least not by Bert Judia.

He followed the hills until he reached
the flat open plain south of the ranch
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house, knowing that if he left the hills
the Rurales would round him up. Bert
got off his horse, climbed a small dune,
and took a shot with his rifle at his
pursuers. It stopped them.

Without separating, they attempted to
circle between him and the Line. They
were, of course, armed with six-shooters,
but they might carry saddle guns, also.
He’d soon find out. If they did not, he
knew that if they attempted to rush him,
he could drop every one of them. How-
ever, if that could be prevented he wanted
to do it.

Bert aimed at the noses of the horses
until one man turned to the right and
attempted to circle. Bert’s rifle fire
turned that one back. Another made a
play in the opposite direction, and he,
too, was forced back to the bunch.

During this time, the Mexicans had not
fired a shot. They had a plan, of course.
Their intentions must be to surround
him, Bert thought, and cut him off from
his mount. That he must not risk.

When he reloaded, he found that very
little ammunition was left. That meant
that he must head them south or kill them,
for if they divided forces they had him.
Bert leveled at one of the sombreros and
saw the dust fly. They turned back, but
he knew ‘they would return.

Bert rode quickly to the ranch and
went over everything carefully to deter-
mine his procedure in case of siege. His
supplies of fuel, water and food in the
kitchen were checked. Instead of using
kerosene, he had been reading by the
light of the fireplace. He moved his cot to
a position where he could cover both
window and door.

Upon a recent visit in Columbus, Tom-
lins had given him a cur, which he said
was a good watchdog. He would not
bark at a Mexican, however, and that
being the case, Bert thought the animal
would be of little use to him. But the
dog was so friendly and so pathetic that
he brought him to the ranch anyway.

If Spot were any good, Bert thought
ruefully, he could get a little sleep and
trust the dog to give warning if prowlers
were near. Well, he’d leave the cur out-
side, for he might bark.

ONE NIGHT after the mesquite roots

had burned to embers, Bert thought
he saw a movement at the high window.
If so, it was made by a man’ on a horse.
The dog had given no warning, so the
prowler was a Mexican. Keeping an eye
on the window he covered the coals with
ashes. Then he saw it again, a big som-
brero. The man must be circling the
house.

Bert picked up the .30-40 and went
through the kitchen to the outside door.
There was no lock on it, for at that time
people thought such a precaution un-
necessary. He could not hear a horse, but
footsteps were stealthily approaching.
Bert stepped softly back into the room.
As the door swung toward the inside, he
stayed behind it.

Three men stepped into the kitchen.
Bright moonlight upon them left him in
deep shadow. He knew they couldn’t see
him, but they could see the barrel of
his rifle almost touching the nearest.

A WEST TEXAS
BACKGROUND

by Clayton Williams

Volume 1: B.C.-1821. Williams unfolds
three centuries of Spain in the New
World. $10.00

Volume 2: 1821-1848. Texans are shown
as they struggle for, die for, and
finally win independence from Mex-
ico. The worsening Indian troubles
and the returning Mexican army
force Texas to end the Republic and
accept statehood. The Mexican War
is recounted with impartial detail.

$10.00

Volume 3: 1848-1861. The young state ex-
periencing: the constant terror of
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Bert asked who they were and what
they wanted.

One replied in Spanish that they were
trying to find the road to Cerillos, the
little station near.

“Did you expect to find the railroad
\running through this house?”

“No, Seiior. We just wanted to ask
the way.”

“Cut around the corral and follow the
trail. And do it quick.”

They went out the door just ahead of
the .80-40 and rounded the corner of the
corral. While he could still hear their
voices, Bert lay on the ground watching
and listening. It was, he felt sure, just
horses they wanted. They had left theirs
in a bunch of chaparral along the trail.

When they had mounted and ridden on,
he fired over their heads to speed their
departure. Then he got a blanket and
climbed to the platform of the windmill.
From it, in the bright moonlight, he
. could see a long distance. Bert stayed
there until it began to get light, and then
he cooked breakfast with the kitchen
door standing open so that he could see
the trail. Later he followed their tracks
until he was sure they had returned to
. Mexico.

BERT seldom got a paper but, so far
as he knew, interest in the robbery
at Cananea had waned. Several times he
had considered riding to the deserted
shack near which he had buried the
mosney, but just in case he might be
under surveillance he had refrained
from going near the place. Yet he was,
as Keeth had anticipated, getting weary
of the lonely life, and was considering
sending Keeth word that he wished to
leave and asking for a replacement. Go-
ing away before one came would be in-
excusable. A man didn’t just walk off
and leave horses and cattle without
telling the owner of his intentions.

Before going he must check the money.
Possibly it had been found. If so, his
troubles were over; if not, he was re-
sponsible for it. Strickland might have
heirs. Then he thought of conversations
they’d had and could remember nothing
that Strickland had ever told of his past
or his family other than that he had re-
cently come from Texas.

Strange, wasn’t it, that a man would
rob a cantina, a man who, under no cir-
cumstances, would have stolen a horse or
cow? And he felt sure that Strickland
would not have. Bert recalled hearing
Charlie Parks say that Billy the Kid did
not hesitate to rustle cattle and horses,
but would not have stolen a penny of
anybody’s money. Well, neither would he.
There was no reason, from Bert’s point
of view, for returning it to Colonel

- Greene, who was said to lose that amount
or more in one poker game. Anyway, if
Bert returned it, he would be incriminat-
ing himself. Who would believe his story?

No—if the money still lay buried, it
could just stay there so far as Bert Judia
was concerned, but he must make sure.
Before letting Keeth know he was leav-
ing, he would check.

Bert circled to the north and ap-
proached Strickland’s old rendezvous
site after carefully reconnoitering from
a dune. For at least a half hour he
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watched for a movement that might
identify a rider. There was none. As he
neared the house it looked just as it
had when he left it. If, during the inter-
val, anyone had been there, he had left
no sign. Bert concealed his mount in
some chaparral and climbed to the tower
of the windmill. There was no one within
miles. Some cowboy might ride by, but
he must chance that.

He found the shovel with which he had
dug the hole, and he used the landmarks
for locating the cache. So accurately had
he placed it that he didn’t find it neces-
sary to dig but one hole. Without opening
a bag or can, he hastily covered the
entire lot, and put the shovel back in
its place.

As Bert rode away, taking care not to
go directly to Keeth’s, he debated the
advisability of retrieving the money and
putting it in a bank. Its being in cash
would occasion no suspicion, but the fact
of his having it might. Again he thought
of that fine little ranch he had long
wanted, but he knew that he couldn’t
use that money for its purchase. Bert
consoled himself by thinking that the
ranch might not be for sale.

What he had to do was to continue to
save until he had enough to make a
down payment. So long as he stayed with
Keeth and seldom went to town, there
would be little occasion to do much spend-
ing; if he returned to Solomonville and
his friends, he would be thought chintzy
if he went to town and left with a penny
in his pocket.

How could he ever accumulate a bank-
roll, Bert wondered. If he’d used his
brains he would have taken some of
Strickland’s money. It had cost him dear-
ly, not in work but in worry. But it was
just as much a crime in the eyes of the
law to steal one animal as a big herd. If
he took even one dollar of it he was com-

promised. Perhaps he was, anyway. Had -

he, Bert Judia been a fool not to take
all of it? Maybe—but how was a thirty-
dollar cowboy to account for thirty
thousand dollars?

Texas’ Beautiful Firetrap
(Continued from page 35)

Mr. Leroy’s aerial feat. A device called
an “Edison phonographic apparatus”
was grinding out classical music. In fact,
several of the contraptions were all going
at once. A newspaper reporter called
them “wonderful machines” and said
the exhibit had never before been seen at
any other exposition. Two days later a
new daily attendance record was set
when between ten and twelve thousand
persons passed through the gates that
Friday.

During the following week, two special
railroad cars rolled into Fort Worth.
Aboard the first were twenty-three New
England capitalists; the second carried
twenty-two dignitaries from Chicago,

_headed by Chicago Mayor De Witt Creig-

er. All wanted to see the exposition that
was whipping up such a storm of pub-
licity. They received the grand tour, and
were surprised, they said, at the “pros-
perity and progressiveness of the South-
western empire.”

Addressing an enthusiastic crowd,
Mayor Creiger conceded to Fort Worth
the title of “the future Chicago of the
Southwest.” He said many of the fea-
tures of the “wonderful Texas karpora-
ma” would be suggested for use in the
Chicago World’s Fair in 1892.

As spring began to melt into summer,
success for the exposition seemed assured.
But tragedy was waiting for the last
performance. It was 10:30 p.m. on May
30. A soft wind was blowing from the
south. Inside, the Elgin Band had fin-
ished a concert. Several thousand people
milled about the halls; hundreds of them

“America’s railroads—who needs them? We do, huh, Jessie!”

True West



. 'NEVADA PUBLICATIONS

Publishers of highly-pictorial
two-color Western Americana
announce that their newest title

Death Valley
Ghost Towns

first published last March, is now in its
2nd printing — 20,000 copies. 35 ghost
towns, large format, 50 rare photographs,
$1.95 paper, or $4.95 cloth. Order from your
bookstore or from address below. Nevadans
add sales tax.

The author is STANLEY W. PAHER, known
for his big classic, NEVADA GHOST TOWNS
& MINING CAMPS, now in 6th printing. 492
pages, 705 pictures, $15.00. Paher is winner
. of the national Award of Merit. His other
books are:

LAS VEGAS, AS IT BEGAN, AS IT GREW,
210 pictures, large format ... . .. $10.95
NORTHWESTERN ARIZONA GHOST TOWNS,
3rd printing ... paper $2.95, cloth $3.95
DEATH VALLEY TEAMSTERS ... paper $ .50
PONDEROSA COUNTRY (a scenic and
historic guide to Reno area) ... cloth $4.95

Autographed copies available on all books.

order from

NEVADA PUBLICATIONS

Box 15444-WP
Las Vegas, Nevada 89114

BEAUTIFUL HORSE SHOE RING

- Fully lined with sparkling sims. For
_every cowgirl and cowboy. Written
\ Lifetime Guarantee. State size, and

~ lady's or man's. $24.95 each.

HUTCHISON ENTERPRISE
Box 1094 Woodward, Okla. 73801

ENGRAVING TOOL
A new device for your home or shop.
Write on glass, plastic, ceramics or metal.
Sharp perma-tip engraving tool is made
out of durable Tungsten-Carbide. It
writes clearly on any surface...and
never needs sharpening. This valuable, but
simple to use, instrument will protect
your personal items from loss and theft.
No. 148 Engraving Tool $2.98

Order two for only $5.75

J. Francis Dept. TW
272 Stratford Brooklyn, N.Y. 11218
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ANOTHER BLAMED THING
GONE WRONG!

Have yéu found that your favorite store
can't supply you with our magazines? Don't
whoop and holler and yell at the dealer that
it's just another-blamed thing gone wrong!
Tell him we publish TRUE WEST, FRONTIER
TIMES, OLD WEST, RELICS, GOLD!, WAN-
DERLUST, HORSE TALES, BADMAN & re-
prints of the old HUNTER'S FRONTIER
TIMES.

Give him our address so old Hosstail can
send him dealer rates. You'll be doing him
and us—and yourself a big favor.

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC.

P.O. Box 3338 Austin, Texas 78764
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_ DON/T DELAY!!
- MAKE AWILL-

PROTECT YOUR LOVED ONES
4 Blank forms & Book of
instructions ONLY $3.00
-Order TODAY From-
TEXMO 194B Havard St.
Lewisville, Tex. 75067

Authentic Frontiersman & Indian

BUCKSKIN
OUTFITS

Indian and Frontier weapons,
Buckskin beaded rifle cases,
hunting pouches, powder horns,
moccasins, etc. Catalog 60¢.
Tecumseh’s Indian Trading Post
Strausstown, Pa. 19559

BE AN AUCTIONEER

Learn right in your own home. It's interesting, fun
and profitable. We supply cassette or 8 track
tape. Also LP record. State your choice. Free
booklet. Send $7.95 check, cash or money order.

AUCTIONEER

P.O. Box 97 Aurora, Colorado 80010

RANDALL MADE KNIVES

qu 1988 W A

Orlando, Fla. 32802 X
23 models
for every

purpose 3%.page

catalog

& knife manual

50¢

THE NUTT FAMILY

THROUGH THE YEARS 1635-1974
by Dr. Merle C. Nutt
Family Genealogy. Fully illustrated. Tables, charts,
phofographs. Dr. Nutt, Professor Emeritus of En-
gineering, Arizona State University has thoroughly
researched this fascinating family from the stage-
coach era to moon travel! $10.00 Postpaid, from

author. pr. Merle C. Nutt, P.E.
2115 West Edgemont Ave. Phoenix, Ariz. 85009

LASSO A THOROUGHBRED

OK CORRAL SPECIAL RATES

Only $40.00 per one-inch to appear in ALL THREE
—TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES & OLD WEST.
Fur all rate information write:

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC.
RATE CARD

" Austin. Texas 78764

Box 3338




HEAVY DUTY WELDER
wzg  With special $7.00 gift offer to
readers of this magazine

10-DAY FREE TRIAL
&8 1, Lifetime Guarantee

BUY FACTORY l 95

D SAVE P

FI‘I’S ORDINARY 110V OUTLET o 6 WELDING HEATS

Weld, braze, solder or cut most anything made of
metal. No experience necessary. Follow simple instructions
to make repairs on cars, trailers, farm and lawn equip-
ment, bicycles, appllﬂnces etc. Make cnmpers boats, fur-
niture, hundreds of valuable items. NOTHING ELSE TO
BUY! Comes complete with full face shield, pack of
welding and brazing rods, heavy duty power cnbles special
electric torch attachment, ground clamp, flux, -t0-
follow illustrated instructions, rod holder,
standard 14" rods to weld iron, steel, brass, bronze, alu-
minum, other metals. New improved HEAVY DUTY cir-
cuit gives more welding power. Gives 4 times the heat
needed to melt toughest iron. Plugs into ordinary 110V
outlet. 6 WELDING HLATS for professional quality
welding of ‘‘tough’’ t-weight’’ metals. 10 day
MONEY BACK GUABANTEE Lifetime - parts and
service guarantee. An excellent gift for any occasion.
FREE! Mention you saw this ad in this magazine and
receive a $7.00 gift pack of welding rods free. For
same-day C.0.D. shipment just call (713) 682- 5681
or send only $2.00 and pay postman $16.95 plus small
C.0.D. when delivered, or charge the Wel-Dex to your
BankAmericard or Master Charge card or for postpaid
shipment send $18.95 check or M. O. to WEL-DEX MFG.
CO., Dept.W-218 Box 10776, Houston, Tex. 77018

RUPTURE
RELIEF!

OR YOUR
MONEY
BACK
IN FULL!

Lasting, comfortable relief for your re-
ducible inguinal rupture. Prove it. Give
WEB a trial. If not completely satisfied
return it within 30 days for full refund
of purchase price. Write for free booklet,

WEB TRUSS €0, agaratown; Md.

TRAPS Write for

FREE CATALOG
Traps without injury squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits, mink,
fox, raccoons, stray animals, pets, ete. Sizes for every need.
Also traps for fish, sparrows, pigeons, turtles, quail, etc.
Save on our low factory prices. Send no money. Write for

free catalog and trapping secrets. MUSTANG MFG. CO.,
Dept. N-11, Box 10880, Houston, Tex. 77018

INDIAN CRAFT SUPPLIES

104 PAGE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG
N Indian craft kits, bulk supplies,
; war bonnets, beadwork, etc.
Send 35c for catalog.

GREY OWL

Indian Craf¢ Compan
150-02 Beaver Rd., Dept. -74
Jamaica 33, N.Y.

Poems Needed

FOR SONGS & RECORDS

PUBLISHING CONTRACT guaranteed on selected ma-
terial. Send your best poems or songs for FREE
evaluation to: HOLLYWOOD SONGWRITERS SERVICE,
Dept. Wp- 30 6253 Hollywood Bivd., Suite 1117,
Hollywood, Calif. 90028 (Corner Hollywood & Vmei
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Send $1.00 for descriptive and highly entertsining catalog
. of maps published Letween 1830 and 1920. Reproductions
now available for 3 few dollars each.
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had just arrived by rail from Dallas to
take part in a fancy dress ball which
would conclude the season of 1890.

“Just as the floor had been cleared,
and the visitors were entering the gates,”
said Captain Paddock, “the cry of ‘Fire!
Fire!! Fire!!!’ rang through the build-
ing, carrying terror to every inmate of
the vast structure.”

THE FIRE began in the center of the

building. When first sighted, the
flames were climbing an inside wall to-
ward the second floor. There was plenty
of fuel—cheesecloth draperies, dangling
Spanish moss, stalks of corn.

“It was a beautiful firetrap,” said Mrs.

Ida MclIntosh, who was among those who
fled the blazing Palace.

A reporter covering the closing night
festivities wrote, “ . . . in an instant . . .
a scene of peace, pleasure and happiness
was transformed into a perfect pande-
monium. Upstairs and downstairs could
be heard the shrieks of women and chil-
dren and the rush of thousands of peo-
ple to the many entrances of the building.
It sounded like the roar of a mighty wind.

“In less than a minute after the first
flames were discovered, the entire upper
part of the structure was one sea of
roaring fire, and it spread with rapidity
to the lower floor.”

Above the crackle of the flames and
the cries of the crowd could be heard the
powerful, shrill voice of Captain Pad-
dock as he commanded the frantic throng
to be calm.

A young Fort Worth attorney, E. B.
Randle, had escorted Miss Mary Field to
the Palace that evening. He gave this
account of the fire: “We rushed out of
the building till we came to a water
barrel; and I told Miss Field to stay
there, and I would go and see if I could
help the crowd get out.

“I rushed to the southwest corner en-
trance which was a much wider stairway
than the one on the north, and saw the
people rushing out and headlong down
the stairway which led from the outside
to the ground below.

“Many of them were just rolling down
the stairs, and I saw one man run right
across this rolling mass of humanity.
I called out at once for them to ‘take your
time,” but there was so much excitement
that it didn’t do much good. I helped
some of them who had fallen down and
did all I could to get them out.

“In the mad rush, the top railing of the
stairs had been torn off. After they were
all out, I walked to the head of the stairs
and looked into the dance hall, the roof
of which was all afire, but could see no
one. About that time, a chunk of fire
fell on my neck and burned a hole in my
coat collar. I went back to Miss Field,
who was still at the water barrel. . . .”

A few firemen were stationed on the
Palace grounds, but they were helpless
against such a rush of flames. Then fire-
men began arriving from other sections
of the city.

“My hose company reached the scene
about the same time as one of the up-
town companies,” said Clay Sandidge,
a volunteer firefighter. “A high board
fence topped with barbed wire surround-
ed the building. The flames spread to

the fence. After a hook and ladder com-
pany knocked down the fence, we went
through.

“They told us to confine our efforts to
two stairways on the south side of the
building where a number of people were
thought to have been trapped. Fortunate-
ly, no one was caught there,” said San-
didge.

It was toward the north entranceways
that most of the people fled. There were
several people who remained cool in the
face of impending death and helped di-
rect the hysterical ones outside, but the
heroic deeds of forty-year-old Al Hayne
are those remembered when stories are
told of the burning of the Texas Spring
Palace. :

AYNE went into action the moment

the first cries of alarm rang out.
He rushed to the nursery on the second
floor and began picking up babies and
dropping them out a window into a net
held by rescuers on the ground. Another
account says Hayne lowered the children
on a rope.

After all the children were safe, Hayne
turned his attention to the fear-crazed
adults, heading them toward doorways
and urging them to try to regain their
composure. Flames seared some of them;
others broke legs and ankles when they
jumped or fell from second-story win-
dows.

But sometime during those brief mo-
ments of flight and confusion, a calm
passed suddenly over a portion of the
crowd. Was it Hayne’s efforts, Captair
Paddock’s commands, or an act of Goc
that brought it about? Whatever the
source, the lull allowed hundreds to es-
cape.

Paddock said, “No Sunday school in
the country was ever dismissed with more
decorum and good order. Every person
accepted the direction of those in charge
as if they were on dress parade on &
military plaza. . . .

“That the loss of life was not appal:
ling,” Paddock continued, “is one of the
wonders of the occasion. About 30 people
were injured, more or less seriously
and many were burned. Low-necked anc
short-sleeved dresses of the ladies ex:
posed them to falling cinders and pieces
from the decorations, which were of the
lightest and most inflammable charac:
ter.”

Within fifteen minutes after the shout
of “Fire!” was first heard, the huge
tower atop the Palace collapsed into the
inferno. Hayne had been outside sec
onds before, but he dashed back to see il
everyone had cleared the building. A
Negro, Jesse Williams, ran in and pullec
Hayne away from the flames. The Eng
lishman, Hayne, was badly burned. Hc¢
was wrapped in a sheet, loaded into ¢
horse-drawn ambulance and taken to St
Joseph Hospital.

Captain Paddock, writing about thi
fire several years later, gave a some
what different account of the manner ir
which Hayne was injured. “He [Hayne
seemed to be as cool and collected as an}
person in the building,” Paddock wrote
“But he seemed to have lost self-contro
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it the last minute and ran and jumped
hrough a window to the ground belew,
1 distance of 17 feet.’

“The fall broke both ankles and pre-
rented him from getting away from the
‘ire, which was raging over that part of
he exterior. Some gallant men took the
fly’ from a tent that stood in the garden,
ind, holding it before them, rushed up and
hrew it over Hayne and then dragged
\im away from the building.”

All was confusion on the Palace
rrounds. Fort Worth attorney T. J. Pow-
i1l was there and told of those moments:
‘Frenzied parents looking for their chil-
lren; husbands and wives separated and
n agony about each other. The brilliant
‘lames shooting up hundreds of feet. The
ndescribable babel of mourning voices
ind then the pall of dense smoke that
wvered over the scene like an evil spirit
rloating over his evil deed.”

Lottie Memory was only ten years old
vhen the Palace burned. Her father,
3. J. Memory, had been construction
juperintendent of the building project.
lemory was attending the Palace fes-
ivities that night, but his young daughter
vas at home several blocks away.

“My mother saw the flames from the
yedroom of our house on Daggett Ave-
we,” said the girl, “and she was nearly
rantic before she learned that my father
1ad escaped without injury. There were
‘our of us children then, and Mother had
lust put us to bed. We got up and
wvatched the flames from the bedroom
vindows.

“We could imagine Father and many
sthers being caught in the wreckage
when the huge dome of the building
oppled and crashed into the flaming
nass.” A few minutes later the father
returned home and told his family of Al
Hayne’s heroic deeds and severe in-
uries.

Hayne died at the hospital early the
1ext morning. An official count showed
‘orty-three injured, some of them se-
iously. All of the forty-three recovered;
Jayne was the only fatality.

The shocked citizens of Fort Worth
‘ell into mourning. Hayne’s funeral was
me of the largest ever held in the city.
A\ sad procession, blocks long, trailed the
ortege, and the Fort Worth City Coun-
il attended his services as a group.

Months later the women of the Fort
North Humane Society took up a collec-
ion and erected a statue honoring
dayne. But the engineer’s brother, Eu-
rene, a Fort Worth contractor, created
he first memorial to the hero. For five
rears after the Spring Palace fire, the
rrief-stricken brother paid rent on
Jayne’s office in the Fordick Building
m Main Street. The room remained as
he engineer left it on the last evening of
1ig life.

The Fort Worth Gazette in 1895 com-
nented: “That brother who loved him in
ife loves him in death too much to allow
1is effects to be removed. Men speak in
whispers at the door of that room.
Ladies tell the story it contains to every
acquaintance. Al Hayne will never be
forgotten in Fort Worth.”
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received some nice gifts which made me
very happy. These included a nice pair
of $50 shoes made by the Hall Boot Com-
pany, El Paso, Texas and given to me by
my good friend, Joe Small. I also re-
ceived a $50 hat made by the Texas Hat-
ters of Austin. The next time you see

<me, I’ll really be dressed up. I got kissed

four times by four different women.

I am leaving here in the latter part of
April, in a northwest direction. I'm
rounding up my buffaloes now, hoping
that I can stage some shows enroute be-
tween here and New Mexico and Arizona.
And I hope to sell plenty of subscriptions
to TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES and
OLD WEST, as I am the oldest (and the
only) subscription agent they’ve got. I
plan to make my headquarters in Gallup
and no doubt will use the buffaloes in
big ceremonies and all-Indian rodeos to
be held there in June. I hope to be able
to play other shows in Arizona and sur-
rounding areas. After fifty years in the
business, I find that the buffaloes always
steal the show as a unique attraction.
This will be my ninth engagement in
Gallup. Everyone was so appreciative, it
really made me happy.

You know the buffaloes and the Ameri-
can Indian were truly the first inhabit-
ants of America. The buffalo was the
first cattle and the Indian was the first
American, so the two make a background
of wonderful memories of the past. I can
remember years ago when the Honorable
Lyndon B. Johnson was in the United
State Senate. I wrote him a letter and
asked that he help me gét the buffalo
and the Indian back on the nickel. Tradi-
tionally, they both belong there. In due
time I had a letter from Mr. Johnson and
he told me in his letter that he’d help me
get the job done. Incidentally, he never
got it done for the simple reason that
he didn’t have time. Too bad that a won-
derful man like him had to depart so
early in life.

I guess I have “buffalo” in my blood.
In the early days after my father had
been discharged from the Confederate
Army, he told me stories of when he went
up the trail with big herds of cattle, and
occasionally they would run into large
herds of buffaloes. He told me that one
time he made a bet with some cowboy
that he could rope a buffalo. The bet was
made and Daddy roped the buffalo, and
the girth broke, and they had to shoot the
buffalo to get Daddy’s saddle, as the buf-
falo was dragging the saddle and follow-
ing the herd.

My daddy was discharged from the
army in 1865. He landed in Corpus Chris-
ti, Texas (he was a native of Jackson,
Mississippi). In Corpus Christi he hired
out as a trail driver to my Grandpa Willis
Moore, who ranched in Oakville, Texas.
After two years up the trail, my father
married the trail boss’s daughter (my
mother). My grandmother’s maiden name
was Sarah Allen, and she was related
to Archie Parr of Duval County who
raised a wonderful son known as George
Parr, the Duke of Duval.

In my rodeo life, I would like to call
the names of some top cowboys that

“";w"c'é?ucm ) PUBLISHING!

«Business Promotions
§ == . Money-Making Offers
Fortune-Building Ideas
An explosive "series” of excmng,
instant short-cuts to fast, easy
profits...and, early retirement.
- (20 tightly-edited, typeset 8%’x11*
double-column pages). Send for
“exclusive” FIRST EDIFION—today!

BIG $2 Value-Only $1 Postpaid. =]
sarseacrion]  Parmer Business Service
GUARANTEED |oX 213 T« DALLAS, TEXAS 75201

W“"'“‘““W‘M

R

Quality 1

Seasoned Hardwood
Steel Bt

1/, Ft. Long

STEEL TOMAHAWK
Forged in the Flames of History, this hand-
crafted axe is guaranteed to please any out-
doorsman who needs a rugged trail axe to
use as a camp tool or unique decorator item.
PLAIN—$5.98, DECORATED—$6.98. Cash,
check or M.O. Send for FREE brochure.

HIGH RIVER MFG. COMPANY Dept. L
P.O. Box 2886l . Dallas, Texas 75228

2forl WAREHOUS CLEARANCE SALE

Two $998 $3.96 VALUE ¥ 10 Year Guarantee
FOR TWO FOR THE PRICE OF ONE

Razor sharp lifetime steel blade opens easily and auwmau
cally locks in place. PUSH-B N release. Tough, razol

steel blade honed and polished to mirror-like finish, Bal-
anced for target throwing. Blade GUARANTEED

YEARS. If blade breaks we replace free. 30-day MOI\EY
BACK GUARANTEE. A favorite with sportsmen. Priced
for quick sale of 200,000 knives. Makes excellent gift for
any man or boy. Two for $1.98 plus 50c¢ shipping. Send
cash, ck. or M.O. to VIKING KNIVES, Dept. K.g  Box
10880, Houston, Tex. 77018

Huge savings on tiny, all-in-
the-ear, behind the ear, eye-
glass and body models. New
space aFe models are so tiny
and well concealed your clos-
est friends may never even
notice. FREE HOME TRIAL.
Low as $10 monthly. Money
back guarantee. Order direct |
and save. Write today for free
catalog and confidential booklet.
PRESTIGE, Dept. T-37" , Box 10947, Houston, Tex. 77018.

GUARANTEE
PUBLISHING
CONTRACT

on selected
material

set to music and recorded,

40 styles including - C &W, Soul, R &B, and
New Orleans Funk. Sénd your Poems NOW for
Free examination, and our BEST OFFER TO:

TALENT SEARCHERS OF HOLLYWOOD
Suite 12-6, 6311 Yucca Ave., Hollywood, Cal. 90028

FIND TREASURE
GOLD « SILVER o RELICS « METALS

Metrotech Locators

Money-back Guarantee, Wr‘he for Details Dept. [-A

UNDERGROUND EXPLORATIONS

Box 793 Menlo Park, California 84025
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CLASSIFIED

(35¢ per word, cash with order)
Send all ads or correspondence to
MILDRED HOLLEY
Classified Advertising Mgr.

P.O. Box 3338 Austin, Tex. 78764

3 Facts about Frank Fish's mysterious death,

Books & Magazines

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1200 place
name glossary; mines, camps, Indian reservations, etc.
$1.50. Theron Fox, 12%6H, Yosemite, San Jose, Calif.
95126.

NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps Camel Trail, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox,
12982 Yosemite, San Jose, Calif. 95126,

""DEAD MEN DO TELL TALES' by Lake Erie Schlalefer.
still un-
explained. Sequel to ""BURIED TREASURE and LOST
MINES'' his Treasure Hunters Manual. Prepaid $3.00.
L. E. Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, Calif. 91710.

TOMBSTONE EPITAPH copy_ free for asking. Also
western book list. Epitaph, Tombstone, Ariz. 85638.

BOOK HUNTING OUR. -BUSINESS. Service is our
product. No charge for search. Satisfaction gquaran-
teed. D-J Book Search, Box 3352, San Bernardino,
Calif. 92404.

BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION: Describes, names and pic-
tures hundreds of old bottles. With price quide.
$2.75. Putnam, West, Box 578, Fontana, Calif. 92335.

A GALLERY OF WESTERN BADMEN. Fascinating
studies of Hickok, Masterson, James, Earp, Billy the
Kid, Bass, Holhday Ringo, Murietta and others.
Heavy paper. Many pictures. Send $1.00 o GALLERY,
Western Book Co., P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.
FREE! SEND FOR FREE LIST of our Bargain Priced
Western Books. Badmen, Lawmen, Cowboys, Indians,
Treasure. Fascinating, excmng books about the West.
all at special Bargain Prices. Write to WESTERN
BOOK CO., Free Book List, Box 3338, Austin, Tex.
78764.

WESTERN MAGS & OTHERS. Back date. Send us your

lists. Everybody's Bookshop, 317 W. 6th St., Los

Angeles, Calif. 90014.

SOUTHWEST HERITAGE BACK ISSUES. Rare op-
portunity to acquire back issues of a worthwhile
magazine which has recently ceased publication. A
must for any Western Americana library. No complete
sets exist except in private collections. Soon all
available back issues will be gone. Exciting history:

beautiful, original art. We have only the Tfollowin
and will fill on a first-come, first served basis: Vol,
I, #1, Winter 1966; Vol. l, #2, Spring 1967; Vol.

Iy #3 Summer I967 Vol. 2, #| Winter l‘768 Vol.
2, #2 Undated; Vol. 4, #1, December 1949. $2.00
per copy plus 25¢ pos?age and handling. Westetn
Publications, Inc., P.O. Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.
NEEDED BY SCHOOL CLASS—TRUE WEST | thru II,
plus 16 & 23. A. A. King, Greenville Junior ngh|
320 Stanford St., Greenville, Tex. 75401.

- ATTENTION TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES back is-

sue collectors. We have a limited number of the fol-
lowing unavailable lssues for $3.00 each. We have
less than a dozen copies of some. They must be sold
on a strictly first come-first served basis. TRUE WEST
308 17.18,419, 21,2223, - 24. 2526, 2%; 28,29, 30,

31, 32, 33, 34, 35, 36, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 43, 44 45,
46 52, 53, 55, 58. FRONTIER TIMES 12 3, 5, 6,
8,9, 10, 11. 12, 13, 14, 15, 15, 17, 18, 19, 20 21, 22,

23. 24 25 2627, 98, 29, 30.' WESTERN' PUBLICA:
TIONS, INC., P. O. Box 3338 Austin, Tex. 78764.
TRUE WEST, 1953, VOL. NO. I. FRONTIER TIMES,
Winter 1957-58, Vol. 32, No. |. Make offer, all or
part. Complefe to date. Doyle, 8222 Camargo Rd.,
Cincinnati, Ohio 45243.

HILL BILLY NAPIER'S book, '"Ozark Men."
$3.00 postpaid. Soon a collectors' item.
Clauide Napier, 7167 Elenore Ave., Oakdale,
95361.

Calif.

Treasure Hunting

GOLD & SILVER—Locate up to !4 mile away with my
sensitive locator. Send for my free, informative
pamphlef Carl Anderson, P.O. Box 13441-BC, Tampa,
Fla. 33611

PROSPECTING EXPLORATION, TREASURE HUNT-
IN Mining—Equipment, Kits, Books. Free Catalog.
Miner's Exchange, Box 64C. Nampa, |daho 8345I.

TREASURE FiNDER LOCATES buried gold, silver,
coins, treasures. 6 powerful models. $19.95 up. In-
stant financing available. Write or call for free cata-
log. Phone (713) 682-2728 day or night. Dealer in-
quiries invited. Relco, Dept. A-91, Box 10839, Houston,
Tex. 7701&.

FAMILY FUN! OUTDOOR ADVENTURE! Find valuable
coins and treasure with world famous metal detectors.
Free illustrated booklet. Detectron, Dept. TW, Box 243,
San Gabriel, Calif. 91778.

WALT COBURN STORIES. FREE LIST. Over 45 Walt
Coburn stories are available in back issues of TRUE
WEST and FRONTIER TIMES. Walt grew up on the
Coburn ranch, the Circle C, a neighbor and blood
brother to the Assiniboines. He knew Charlie Russell
and many of the men whose names are synonymous
with the West. Tom Mix spent his last evening on
earth in the company of Walt and, friends. For Free
List, write Western Publications, Inc., P.O. Box 3338,
Austin, Tex. 78764.

RARE, ORIGINAL HUNTER'S FRONTIER TIMES. Not
all issues; not all' mint, but good condition. $3.00 for
a specnfnc issue. Only 52 50 for an |ssue of our own
selection  (that is, you leave it up to us to sen
what's available). These are the ORI(vINALS Address
correspondence to Susan Washburn, Western Pub-
lications, Inc., P.O. Box 3338, Austin. Tex. 78764.

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA TREASURES by Rascoe.
Over 80 Treasure Tales! Has been called the best
True-Clue treasure book ever done on this rich old
state. A best seller at $4.00—our SPECIAL PRICE,
$1.75, plus 25c postage & handling. Western Book
Co., Box 3338, Austin Tex. 78764.

FOR COLLECTORS OF TEXANA or military hlsfory—
THE TEXAS ARMY: A History of the 3éth Division in
the Italian Campaign. Hardback, 300 pages with
photos, maps, biblio, and index. Limited edition.
$10.50 postpaid. Order direct from author-publisher:
Robert L. Wagner, P.O. Box 13488, Capitol Station,
Austin, Tex. 78711

FOR SALE: BOOKS by B M. Bower,
Mrs. Lolly Walker, 312 East Dauvis,
82301.

MONEY BOOK. FREE informaﬁom
844-CT, San Antonio, Tex. 769

WESTERN BOOKS. Out-of prm? and new. Write for
Free Lists. Santa Paula Books, Box 384-W, Santa
Paula, Calif. 93060.

I9TH CENTURY REPRINTS OF LEGENDS of the Old
West, by authors such as Ned Buntline. Every Old
West' history buff should have these. Stories about:
Custer, the James Brothers, Billy the Kid, Calamity
Jane and eleven more 'of your favorite Wild West
charactérs, in pamphlet form. 75¢ plus 2?1; shipping.
PIONEER PRESS, Box 684, Union City, Tenn. 38261.
AUTHENTIC MAP REPRINTS. Choose from hundreds
of old maps back to 1838, for research and to locate
old towns. Order Northwest Treasure News and cata-
log for a stamp. Christensen, Drawer C, Sprague,
Wash. 99032. 5
"EMPTY MONEY PITS," (Texas Treasure Finds), Bar-
tholomew, $3.50. “Texas Burwed Treasures," Rascoe,
$3.00. "'800 Texas Ghosttowns, " Bar‘rholomew, $3.50.
All 3 books, postpaid, $8.95. Frontier Books, Fort
Davis, Tex. 79734. )

Curwood, etc.
Rawlins, Wyo.

Hobbytronics,

-and small,

PRACTICE GOLD PANNING! Packet of black sand
and generous amount of newly mined gold. In-
structions, $1.00. Also beautiful, small gold nuggets,
$2.00 each. Prospector Jack Ward Box 380, Sandia
Park, New Mex. 87047.

Real Estate

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS. Full price $385.00.
40 acres $10 month. Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
fishing investment Frees information. Land Corpora-
tion. 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.

NEVADA VACATION RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
ELKO. V4 Acre lots, $395. $1.00 down, $5 per month.
Hot Springs, deer, rock and mineral hunhng Water.
Send $! for confract. returnable. None offered to
Californians. Write Silver Crescent Ranchos, P. O.
Box 4, Crescent Valley, Nev. 8982I.

GOVERNMENT LANDS FROM §7.50 ACRE!
Vacationing, Farming, InvesfmenH Excluswe "'"Gov-
ernment Land Buyers Guide" . . . plus ''Land Op-
portunity Review'' listing lands throu hou'{ U, S. Send
$(I) .00. SURPLUS LANDS, Box 6588-KM, Wash D. C.

GOVERNMENT LANDS DIGEST. A Monthly review of
government Real Estate offerings throughout the
U.S.A. Free subscription mformahonI EST, Box
25561-WP, Seattle, Wash. 9812

PUBLIC LANDS. Exercise your right to own oil,
leases awarded monthly by U g ovt. Write for

free maps. Government Lands Box 15051,
Ariz. 85018.

Phoenix,

Recipes

WINEMAKERS . . . v
of yeast, equipment. Recipes.
18223-W _ indianapolis, Ind. 46218.

HUNTER'S COOKBOOK BY BETTY MELVILLE, former
high altitude test cook for Betty Crocker. Over 200
recipes for wild game, common and exotic, large
It's more than a cookbook—a culinary
handbook for the authentic sportsman—and for his
wife. Published at $7.95. We have a limited number
for only $6.50 Postpaid. WESTERN BOOK CO., P.O
Box 3338, Austin, Tex. 78764.

ORIGINAL RUSSIAN RECIPES—-Rye Bread, Rivelcuga,
Grebble. Send $1.00. P.O. Box 97, Aurora, Colo. 80010.
GOULASH—A MAN'S RECIPE. One dish meal.
$1.00 to Box 14, Malakoff, Tex. 75148.
PIONEER RECIPE. FRUIT BUTTER. Made without
sugar. Delicious. Send $2.00 for grandfather's recipe.
Also tips on canning without jar caps. Epperson,
1341 Clark Mill Rd., Sweet Home, Ore. 97386.

Continental, Box

Send

FREE lllustrated Supply Catalog:

'WESTERN
ART LOVERS!

3 NOW AVAILABLE— %

a limited edition of beautiful full color wester
prints by the well known western artist JO
RADER ROBERTS. (His painting, “FIVE A.M.
appears on the cover of the April '73 TRU
WEST issue.)

COLLECTORS NOTE!

We have 1,000 of each of the prints offered thai
are signed by the artist and numbered. (Buy all
4 signed prints and get the same number on all
4—while they last) Signed and numbered prints
are $25 each, unframed (Price includes postage).

DON'T DELAY! Fill out coupon at left!

FIVEAM. 20x24

JOE RADER ROBERTS PRINTS

P.0. Box 3338

Austin, Texas 78764

Send me prints at
$15 each, ppd.

Send me signed and

E numbered prints at

v $25 each, ppd.

i [ HIGH COUNTRY

¢ [J THE MAKINGS

x [J FIVE AM.

: [] A RACE TO THE CHUCKWAGON
! [] COMPLETE SET OF 4

. Enclosed check/money order
i for§ e o et

NAME
ADDRESS

Business & Employment
Opportunities

FORTUNES RAISING POTTED HERBS at home! Free
seeds. Instructions! Herbalism Institute-WP, Box 968,
Glendora, Calif. 91740.

MAKE $1.00 PER SALE selling engraved metal Social
Security plates. Free Sales Kit, Engravaplates, Box
10460-163, Jacksonville, Fla. 32207.

$178.00 WEEKLY. Work one hour daily. Free brochure.
FAS, Box 13703, San Antonio, Tex. 782I3.

Firearms

MODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement
of thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-
ers. Rifles, p»sfols and shof_?uns of new manufacture—
and priced realistically. Ton of antique gunparts.
Send $1.00 for catalog No. I17-T. A must for any fire-
arms collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Tenn.
38261

70

True West



Fishing & Hunting

IVE CATCH animal, bird, fish traps. Free cahlog
lustang-NC23, Box 10880, Houston, Tex. 77018.

Western Merchandise

.ACER GOLD, $2.50. Pocket %Ald $2.50. Gold dust,
1.00. Aifracflvely displayed. oneyback guarantee.
aster Lea, Box 237, Mt. Shasta, Calif. 96067.
EARL AND METAL SNAP FASTENERS for Western
lirts. Many styles and colors. Free . catalog.
ampau Company, P. O, Box 518-G, Rosemead, Calif.
1770.

UTHENTIC MESQUITE THORNS from West Texas. |
ich long. 5—$1.00. Postpaid. Box 90552, Houston,
3x. 770%0.

/ESTERN MOVIE POSTERS! Big selection. Originals
nd reproductions. Send stamp. Free catalog. Box
103W, Austin, Tex. 78703.

RROWHEAD BOLO TIE, $2.98. Horsehair Hat Band,
10.00. Triangle-A-Sales, Box 27008, El Paso, Tex. 79926.

Indian Kelics

ROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,
liibwa, Eskimo crafts. Lists 50c. Irografts, Box 7,
Yhsweken Reservation, Ontario,: Canada.

(UTHENTIC GEM-TYPE, some serrated edges, mostly
)bsidian points. From Sacramento River area, About
' long. 4 for $5.00. Frank Estes, 1617 Willis St.,
edding, Calif. 96001.

UTHENTIC WESTERN ARROWHEADS—Perfect Con-
ition, 25—$5.00 100—$15.00. Broken Arrow, TWDI208,
cottsdale, Ariz. 85252.

RROWHEAD COLLECTORS: Books always a fine
ift—free brochure "'Detecting Reworks and Mod-
rn_ Arrowheads'' with samples, $1.00. "Idenhflcaﬁon
ruide for Columbia Plateau Pr0|echle Pomfs $2.25.
HE TEPEE, Box 749, Richland, Wash. 52.
‘RROWHEADS 25—$3.98. 50—$7.50. IOO——SI3 98. 500—
5.00. 1000—$50.00. Triangle-A-Sales, Box 27008, El
aso Tex. 79926.
ARGE INDIAN MADE ARROWHEADS: 10—$4.00,
agular size. 20—$4.00. 60—$10.00. Free List. Beah‘ys
W, 1405 S. West Ave., Sioux Falls, So. Dak. 57105.

Rare Coins & Stamps

ARE Silver Dollars, 1880-81 S, 1883-84-85-1899-1900-
1-02 O mint. Unrcirculated, $8.00 ea. Coin Catalog
Oc. Shultz, Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.

ARE COIN COLLECTIONS. Historical, informative.
lecorative investments. Information $2.00. J. Starry,
arkers Prairie, Minn. 56361.

‘ROM OLD MEXICO. Genuine Mexican Silver Dollars.
2.50 ea. postpd. Los Guajolote, Box 308, Black Can-
on Stage, Phoenix, Ariz. 85020.

PANISH TREASURE: 200 yr. old cut-bit of "8'"—$1.00
catalog included%. Colonial Coins, Inc., 909 Travis,
{ouston, Tex. 77002.

Miscellaneous

HEUMATISM-BURSITIS? Stops stiff, painful shoulder
nd legs overnight. Free information. M. F. Wooten,
909 San Francisco St., San Antonio, Tex. 78201.
1EARING AIDS. HUGE SAVINGS on tiny, all in the
ar, eyeglass, behind the ear and body models. Free
ome trial. Low as $10. monthly. Write for free
a?alo? Prestige, Dept. R-10, Box 10947, Houston,
exas 77018.

AEN'S WHITE DRESS SHIRTS, up to size 20, im-
rediate delivery at $6.00 each. The Freed Co., Box
94, Albuquerque, New Mex. 87103.

{EARING AIDS. HUGE SAVINGS. Buy direct. Elimi-
ate dealer markups. 20 days Free Trial. Terms ar-
anged. No salesman will call, LLOYD'S—76, Rock-
ord, . 61108.

‘EBRA SKINS, $250.00. Caribou skins, $42.00, Cowhides,
75.00.,Goat skins, $20.00. Calf skins, $15.00. Sheep-
kins, $15.00. Polar Bear skins, $1000.00. All beauti-
ully tanned with hair on. The Freed Co., Box 394,
\lbuguerque, New Mex. 87103.

\WNTIQUE RAILROAD NAILS. Rare. Assorted dates
rith descriptive pamphlet. $2.00 each or three for
5.00. Grandma's delicious homemade bread and
ngel biscuits recipe, $2.00. Terrariums, gardens under
lass. All details, 3200 Griffith's, 4125 Ben Ficklin
d. #59, San Anqelo Tex. 76901.

WAVE GAS! UP TO & mi. per gal. Easy, no cost
:arburetor modification. Guaranteed! Plans, $3.00.
A. M. S., Box 486-C, Osseo, Minn. 55369.

ALASKA—A LOT OF PEOPLE have questions about
t. Hunting, fishing, jobs, housing, pipeline, vacation-
ng, gold, homesteading, etc. To get any queshons
nswered, send $2.00 to Cymhla Van Meter, Kodiak,
Alaska 99615.

\ARE GIFT. For the man who has everything. Sur-
srise him with a Genuine Prospectors Kit from Ari-
wona. Comes in genuine burlap sack. Only $23.95
Postpaid. Los Guajolote, Box 308, Black Canyon
stage, Phoenix, Ariz. 85020.

'ALASKAN HOUSES." A unique Dog House with
vrap around entrance and hinged top. For com-
slete set of drawings with instructions, send $2.00.
Yostpaid. Flight Services, P.O. Box 1275, Ardmore,
Dkla. 7340]. With these plans, it's both fun and
rasy to build.

May-June, 1974

Who Is to Blame? What will happen to this nation when in-

formation you want can’t be distributed

because of prohibitive postage costs? If
’ : you agree that this is an infringement on

lT s A DEATH NOTICE * e your constitutionally guaranteed right to
for thousands of smaller publications free speech, access to all shades of opinion,
(AND THAT'S HOW WE'RE CLASSI- that this amounts to a new and dangerous
FIED) if YOU let proposed postal in-  kind of censorship—WRITE YOUR SEN-
creases go through. Harper's May '73 issue  ATOR—WRITE YOUR REPRESENTA-
shows “Billy Graham s Decision faces a TIVE. It's YOUR Congress, YOUR laws,
hike of 1,400 percent” and the “American  YOUR postage, YOUR publications,
Legion Magazine confronts a postage in- YOUR country. WRITE WASHING-

crease of 800 percent”’—that's only two of TON! YOUR letter and YOUR vote
the seriously endangered periodicals. count!

$87182
SPRINGFIEI.D BUCHLE ¢0.

OFFERS THE FOLLOWING QUALITY R V_,°RE‘5°N—°R
U.S. MADE, HAND FINISHED ‘
WESTERN BELTS & BUCKLES FOR SALE

TEXAS-TX OKLAHOMA—OK

7 » /)
FEATURING AN SATIS FACTlON MATCHED WITH | b
ORIGINAL HAND S 5% A GENUINE o o 2

FINISHED 4 OZ. il HANDMADE 1%
SOLID BUCKLE WIDE BELT OF
(NOT PLATED). & = DURABLE
3% x 215", Sy STEERHIDE WITH
FINELY DETAILED ¥, J SNAPBSUFOR EASY 1
WITH LIFE CH A%%Es. * nited Wiates Laup *

A

UNITED STATES NAVY—USN

BELT & BUCKLE PRICED DIRECT FROM
MANUFACTURER, ONLY $11.95. BUCKLES MAY
BE PURCHASED SEPARATE AT $6.00 EACH
POSTPAID.

SPRINGFIELD BUCKLE CO.

Route 11 Londonderry, Vi. 05148
Please ship Buckles & Belts at $11.95 ea.

Extra or separate Buckles at $6.00 ea.

Enclosed is $ Check M.O
Deduct 10% on orders over $15.00

x| az|nmlLa [or[mTlok|usn

<@~ Check Buckles
L % Write in

belt sizes

NAME.

ADDRESS

CITY.

LOUISIANA—LA
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helped me in shows in various parts of
the United States: Johnny Mullens;
Huey Strickland; Payton, Bob, and Dee
Boone; and above all, Charles W. John-
son (my oldest son). At one time, he
was one of the top cowboys.

The following places are where I
showed in the early days: in 1918, Globe
Arizona (WWI war effort show—we had
to raise $30,000 that day). Ward Bond,
who was just sixteen or seventeen at the
time, helped me in that show, also Neal
Hart and Perry Montana; Z. Hayes; and
others.

Next I showed in Douglas, Arizona
(the Douglas Stampede); next, a big
show in El Paso, Texas (Cattle Raisers
Association); next, I put on a show in
Tueson, the first big show that they ever
had—that was back in 1919. From
there I went to Santa Fe and put on the
dedication of the Santa Fe Fiesta. I also
put on a show for a rodeo in Willecox and
Safford.

That is all the time I have now. Thank
you all for listening. I could write until
next Saturday, but I do not have the
space.—Hackberry Johnson, P.0O. Box
3338, Austin, Texas 78764

Courtesy Willis E. Cooney, Holton, Kansas

The Holton, Kansas bank that Mr. Smith
knew so well.

Another Venerable Bank Building

I truly enjoyed “How About Living in
a Bank” in the February 1974 issue of
TRUE WEST.

That old bank building in Ness City
brought back memories of my old home
town bank in Holton, Kansas. A friend
. in Holton took a special color picture of
the old bank and sent it to me. It hasn’t
changed much since I walked past it to
and from school over sixty years ago.—
Wendell E. Smith, 1635 Alpine Terrace
Road, Alpine, California 92001

Trails Grown Dim
(Continued from page 41)

Thomas and the rest of the train con-
tinued on to California.
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Any information of these people will
be greatly appreciaed.—M. M. Adams,
2004 Vesta Street, San Diego, California
92113

Rish-Oldham

My grandfather Madden (Maden) Rish
was married to Cynthia Florence Old-
ham in Texas in 1885 or 1886. They sep-
arated before my mother was born in
November 1886 in Wise County, Texas.
It was said Rish moved to Oklahoma,
married and had eight children. He sup-
posedly got rich from the oil boom.
Would like any information on any of
his ancestors or descendants.—Mrs. O. F.
McLendon, Route D., Lamesa, Texas
79331

Parent

I am seeking information about the
Parent family. My dad, Earl Parent, died
about 1987 in New York State. I would
like to know where he came from or
héar from anyone who may have known
him.—Earl Parent, Jr., ¢/o Box 26, Mee-
teetse, Wyoming 82433 g

Mefford

James Burns Mefford was born in
Pike County, Missouri in 1821. He came
West, probably from Iowa, about 1856.
His wife was Hannah Pritchett Mefford.
Children were: Henry Alfred, born 1843,
Pike County, Missouri; Cornelius, born
1848, Macon County, Missouri; Emmaril-
la, born 1851, Dubuque County, Iowa;
Elmira, born 1853, Dubuque County, Io-
wa; Hiram G., born 1857, Amador Coun-
ty, California; and James B. Oscar, born
1861, Solano County, California.

We think James came West by the
Santa Fe Trail in a covered wagon and
landed in Solano County, California.

The descendants of Henry Alfred are
very anxious to learn what happened to
James and Hannah and the other chil-
dren. We have information about James’

ancesfry.—Mrs. Clarence Mefford, 1312
Jimeno Lane, Woodland, California 95695

Ivy

We are seeking information about the
parents of Robert Henry Ivy. We do not
know their names, only that there were
ten children born to them in Gonzales
County, Texas. Our grandfather, Robert
H. Ivy was born February 15, 1881 in
Leesville, Texas but we can’t find any
records of his birth. Other children’s
names we know are Buck, Hubert, Polp,
Drue, Martha and Sally. Drue Ivy had
twenty-five children, all twins and trip-
lets. He died in San Antonio, Texas in
1965. Any information about Robert H.
Ivy and his parents would be greatly
appreciated.—Linda Ivy Anderson, 730
B Street, Yuba City, California 95991

Bryant

I would like any information on my
grandfather, J. C. Bryant, born in Polk
County, Texas about 1841. At sixteen
years of age he was a member of the
Bourland Regiment of the Confederacy
—stationed on the Frontier during the
Civil War to hold the Indians in check.
He was an Indian fighter, scout, sheriff
of Montague County (1895-1896), a cat-
tle inspector on the Chisholm Trail and
one hell of a man. I am seventy-four-
years-young and would appreciate any-
thing in regard to him or his family.—
Hubert E. Bryant, 3013 Veteran Avenue,
Los Angeles, California 90034

Young-Crockett

I am seeking information about the
parents, brothers and sisters of my great-
grandfather, Thomas Madison Young,
born in Tennessee October 25, 1806. He
married Ruth Crocket born in Tennessee
October 10, 1807 (she was a niece of
Davy Crockett).—Gertrude Boyer, 5127
East 31st Street, Tulsa, Oklahoma 74135
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harles M. Russell Color Prints

Beautiful reproductions of his greatest paintings. All prints are in f

l—Ambushed, 11x14

2—A Tight Dally & Loose Latigo, 13Y2x9'2
3—A Loose Cinch, 11x8

4—A Wounded Grizzly, 8/z2x11

5—Buffalo Hunt (spears), 11x7Y:

6—Boss of the Trail Herd, 8x10Y:
7—Bronc to Breaktast, 15x8Y2
B—Blsckieet Burning Crow Buffalo Range,

X

9—Bucking Bronco, 8x11%:

10—Better Than Bacon, 11x8:

(€ 11—On the Move, 13Y2x9Y:
12—Buffalo Hunt (arrows), 12Y2x8%:
13—On the Trail, 11x7Y2
14—The Pony Raid, 16x11Y:
15—At Close Quarters 11x8:

[E 16—Capturing the Grizzly, 15x8Y:
17—Cinch Ring 15x8Yz
18—Caught with the Goods, 14x9Y:
19—Cowboy Life, 10x14
20—Call of the Law, 13Y2x9Y:
21—Carson’s Men, 14x9Y:
22—Return of the Warriors, 13%2x9Y:
23—Piegan Indian, 9x12
24—Renegades Return, 16x11Y:
25—Chief Joseph, 8x11
26—Deadline on the Range, 14x9Y:
27—Disputed Trail, 11x14
28—Dangerous Cripple, 14x9Y:
29—Buffalo on the Move, 16x11Y2
30—Early American, 13%2x9Y:z
31—Elk in Lake McDonald, 11x8Y:
32—First Furrow, 8x12
33—First Wagon Trdcks, 15x8Y:
34—Finding the Trail, 132x3':
35—Heads or Tails, 15x8Y:2
36—Heading the Right Way, 13Y:x9:
37—The Cattle Drive, 11%2x16

CHOOSE FROM SELECTIONS BELOW. LIST NUMBERS ON A SHEET OF PAPER.

(PICTURE SIZE IS WIDTH BY DEPTH)

38—Women of the Plains, 8x6

39—Invocation to the Sun, 11Y2x16

40—Indian Love Call, 13%2x9"2

41—]Jerked Down, 15x8:2

42—The Jerkline, 14x9Y:

43—Loops & Swift Horses Are Surer Than
Lead, 10Y2x7

44—Last of the Herd, 15x8Y:

45—Last Chance or Bust, 12'2x9

46—Mad Cow, 12x8

47--Wagons Westward, 11Y2x16

48—The Challenge, 10Y2x62

49—When Arrows Spell Death, 9x7

50—Old Fashioned Stage Coach, 10x7

51—At the End of the Rop2, 10%2x7

52—Prospectors, 10Y2x8

53—Planning the Attack, 14x10

54—Pipe of Peace, 14x7

55—Who Killed the Bear?, 10Y2x7

56—Queen’s War Hounds, 14x9Y:

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

58—Roping a Grizzly, 11x8%:

59—Red Man's Wireless, 14x7

60—Roping a Wolf, 11x8%2

61—Smoking Them Out, 11x10

62—Scattering the Riders, 11%2x8

63—Trail of the Iron Horse, 16x11Y2

64—Sun Worshippers, 16x10%2

65—Serious Predicament, 15x8Y:

66—Single Handed, 14x3%:

67—Slick Ear, 14x11%2

68—Smoke of a .45, 12x9

69—Sage Brush Sport, 132x82

70—Signal Fire, 11x14

71—When Red Man Talks War, 13%2x9'2

72—In Enemy Country, 13%2x9%:

73—The Medicine Man, 11x8%:

ull color—suitable for framing.

E

74—Trail’'s End, 13Y2x9:2

75—The Holdup, 13x8

76—The Bolter, 9%:2x13%:2

77—The Attack, 12x8

78—The Crifter, 16x11%2

79—The Tenderfoot, 11x8

80—Two of a Kind Win, 13%2x92

81—Last of 5,000, 8x9%:

82—When Tracks Spell Meat, 13%2x9Y:

83—When the Nose of a Horse Beats the
Eyes of a Man, 13¥2x9'2

84—When Ignorance is Bliss, 11x14

85—Wild Horse Hunters (cowboys), 14x9

86—Wild Horse Hunters (Indians), 12Y2x8

87—Whose Meat?, 13Y2x9Y2

88—Wagon Boss, 16x92

89—When Mules Wear Diamonds, 13Y2x92

90—A Crow Chief, 7x3

91—When the Trail Was Long Between
Camps, 10%2x6Y2

92—Where Ignorance is Bliss, 10%2x6 (Cartoon)

93—When Sioux & Blackieet Meet, 15x8Y:

94—Warning Shadows, 10Y2x7

95—When Horse Flesh Comes High, 15x8":

96—Wound Up, 11x8Y:2

97—The Scouts (Indians) 9%.x7

98—Winter Packet, 15x7

99—Mourning Her Warrior Dead, 11x8Y:

100—When Horses Turn Back There's Danger
Ahead, 14x92

101—The Buffalo Hunt (1898), 13Y:x9Y:

102—Cowboy Sport, 13Y2x9Y:

103—A Desperate Stand, 13'2x9Y:

104—Rider of the Rough String, 13Y2x9Y2

105—Land of Good Hunting, 16x11Y:

106—The Fire Boat, 16x11Y2

107—Our Warriors Return, 16x11Y2

108—When Wagon Trails Were Dim, 13Y:x9%:

GG

IDEAL FOR THE HOME, TACK ROOM, DEN, CLUB ROOMS OR OFFICE. SENT POSTPAID.

$1.00 Each. 5 Pictures—$4.50

10 Pictures—$8.50
List wanted numbers plainly on a sheet of paper. Not n

ORDER NOW! Send Cash, Money Order or Check to:

CHARLES M. RUSSELL PRINTS

P.O. BOX 3338

25 Pictures—$20.00

ecessary to detach this page. (Brochure not available.)

AUSTIN, TEXAS 78764

50 or More Pictures—75¢ Each.



ugh, hard-workmg,
men called cowboys. Here is

Sd wxldemess as it really was — captured
spectacu!ar bock af great art and

ng, monfh~,after month, always

savings off publishers’ prices.
nd every book you choose — illustrated
tory, biqgraphy, or action-packed novel

THE WESTERN WRITERS OF AMERICA
Dept. EN180, Garden City, New York 11530
Please accept my application for member-
ship in the Western Writers of America
Book Club, in accordance with the terms
and conditions presented on these pages.
Send me THE AMERICAN CowBoYy right
away and bill me just 10¢ plus shipping and
handling; I need buy only 4 books in the
coming year to complete my commitment.

NO RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted,
I may return THE AMERICAN COWBOY with-
in 10 days. Membership will be cancelled.

MR.
MISS
MRS. (please print)

ADDRESS

CITY STATE

ZIp PHONE

The Western Writers of America offers
its own complete, hardbound editions, some-
times altered in size to fit special presses —
thus ensuring that members get the biggest
possible discount off publishers’ prices.

~ bers have had their choice of

~ Judge Roy Bean, Butch Cassidy and the
Sundance Kid. Great fiction by Max Brand,

9-WW .\"\\

Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only.
Canadian members will be serviced from

% Toronto. Offer slightly different in (lnuh/

and drawin
artists of

rﬂlyxdarhisltm mth ¢

int}
h‘ ﬁmmm
e old West

AM.EEICAN
COWBOY

Harold McCracken 4

— is endorsed by the associ-
ation of the country’s leading
Western writers.
During the past few
months, for example, mem-

Selections and Alternates
such as Oklahoma Crude
(before it became a hit

reproduced in full color

Prairie Sun" by W. H. D. Koerner

movie). All-time classics like True Grit and
Little Big Man. Biographies of the real-l

A. B. Guthrie, Jr., Dee Brown, and Will
Henry. Choice current bestsellers like T
Cowboy and the Cossack. Top Western
writers hke Harry Sinclair Drago and the
legendary J. Frank
Dobie. Famous histor-
ians like S. L. A. Ma
shall and Stephen
Longstreet. And other

AMERICAN COWBOY

prices.

How the WWA works:
Start by taking THE
_ AMERICAN COWBOY, a
$15.00 value in the publisher’s edition, for
just 10¢ plus shipping and handling (upon
acceptance of your application for member-

Drawing of “A Texan Cowboy’
by Frederic Remington

_ ship). If you're not delighted, return it with-

in 10 days; membership will be cancelled
and you will owe nothing. If you decide to
continue, you will begin receiving a copy of
Spurs, the WWA bulletin, about every 4
weeks (14 times a year). Spurs describes
the 2 current Selections and lists a number
of Alternate choices. Most Selections are
priced at just $1.69. Extra-value Selections
are more — but always well below pub-
lishers’ prices.

special books like THE

at attractive discount

There’s never been a more spectacular
book ahout the real American cowboy!

m Over a foot high — a luxury-size col-
lector’s edition = More great master-
pieces of Western American art (many in
full color) than ever hefore in a book
about the cowhoy = The best of the
West's most famous artists — Reming-
ton, Russell, Catlin, many others — 148
paintings, drawings, photos in all ® Plus
fascinating full-scale history by the
world’s top authority, Harold McCracken.




