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The Old West....

The Modern Cowboy

By John Erickson
Photographs by Kris Erickson

Erickson brings the cowboy out of the 19th
century, where he's been left to gather
romantic cobwebs, and places him firmly in
the present. He describes the modern cow-
boy's work, his tools and equipment, his
horse, his roping technique, his humor, his
style of dress, and his relationships with his
wife and hisemployer. “'For astraightforward,
highly readable account of today's cowboy,
you can't do better."—Kirkus Reviews. Xxii,
248 pages, 64 photographs. $15.95

Text by Richard Rattenbury and Thomas E. Hall

Begun by Oliver F. Winchester as a reference for the Winchester Repeat-
ing Arms Company, the Winchester Museum collection vividly illus-
trates the history of firearms over the past 600 years. This book presents
and describes 53 pieces from the collection, all guns that helped tame the
frontier between 1725 and 1895. Included are the Sharps 1874 “Buffalo
Rifle,” the Colt Model 1873 “Peacemaker,” and the Winchester ’73, often
referred to as “the gun that won the West.” 80 pages, 11 x 8% in., 57
photographs.

Sights West

Selections from the
Winchester Museum Collections

Paper $13.95
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“Bits and Pieces”

You’ve been asking for it and now
you’ve got it. Look at the type in
this issue. It’s bigger. So many read-
ers have failing eyesight and were
having some trouble with the size
type we have been using. Try this
out for size. Those we have asked to
try it says that it is easier to read —
just the right size. Let us know if it
suits you. :

We are also going from a 30
pound paper stock to 35 pound and
better quality at the same time.
There have been a few mentions rel-
ative to quality of photos. That is
one thing we can’t do much about.
Most of them come directly from
the author and some are not top
notch quality-wise. However, they
are pictures of the people and places
that the article is about. Some of

them have been torn out of albums

and are cracked and creased and
just plain old and not sharp. There
is nothing you can do to these
photos but appreciate their histori-
cal value and get what is there —
you can’t improve the quality. Per-
sonally, I would rather see an old
photo of the subject concerned even
if it is a bit battered and indistinct
than half a dozen sharpies that are
merely of the general subject
involved — and from your letters I
know you would too. This paper will
get everything out of them there is
to be gotten so, again, we have made
an improvement.

That’s all the news of this nature
‘Thave, so I'll just add a few shorts to
fill out the column.

Miniature Wagons
There is a man in Nebraska who
started hand carving and hand
painting miniature wagons over 18
years ago. They proved so popular
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that the project now keeps six
senior citizens busy. The wagons are
constructed of the best white pine
lumber and all have a tongue, neck-
yoke, double trees, single trees and a
front axle that turns. The little
wagons are exactly as wagons were
built in the late 1800s and early
1900s — each and every detail,
including color — and represent all
types of uses. The wagon boxes are
about nine inches long. The overall
length including the tongue is
approximately 18 inches.

The older generation really goes
for this item. The former auto and
farm equipment dealer, railroad
man, milkman, policeman, beer, ice,
mail carrier and others can pick the
replica of their occupation.

This is a project by men who take
pride in what they’re doing, and
plenty of time is devoted to each
wagon to ensure perfect workman-
ship. If you are interested, send for
a picture brochure from Farm
Wagons, 1412-W, 7th Street,
Columbus, Nebraska 68601.

More About Coyotes

“I was born on a ranch at Bosler,
Wyoming which is about twenty
miles north of Laramie. I lived there
till I was twelve. Dad went broke in
the cattle business so we moved to
Laramie. After the First World
War, the bankers said cattle would
be a goin’ gussy. Dad borrowed
$10,000 and went further into the
cattle business. Prices fell. Lots of
folks went broke. My folks moved to
Laramie. Mom ran a boarding house
and Dad ran a filling station. They
paid off the ten thousand — and in
those days that was a heap of
dough!

“There were plenty of coyotes on
the ranch. It was my delight in the
evening to go out in the yard and
bark like a coyote. What a chorus!
We never knew of a coyote getting
any of our livestock. We had
chickens, pigs, rabbits, colts and of
course calves. Calves were the most
vulnerable, being out on the range.

“We had what I like to call our
secret weapon! Jack rabbits! The
Laramie River bottom was only a
mile from our ranch house and it
had rabbits you would not believe
— hundreds, thousands. We lay on
alfalfa stacks in the evenings and
shot jacks. They were so bad they
would eat a stack away until it
would fall over. In the morning we
would load the wagon and haul the
jacks away. We had to do this to
keep our stacks of hay in shape for
winter feeding. I got pretty good
with a .22 rifle in those years. Coy-
otes loved those jacks as food. I've
ridden horseback right up to a coy-
ote eating a jack.

“One thing Dad and I could not
understand. How did those coyotes

(Continued on page 55)
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Readers’ letters for “'Trails Grown Dim’’ are printed
as soon as space permifs, so please be patient! If pos-
sible, please type your query; or If handwritten, print
or write clearly, especially names, dates, and places—
and most of all, please be brief. In accord with the con-
tent of our magazines and purpose of this service since
its beginning, preference is given writers whose trails
have grown dim out West: lost ancestors and relatives
who were sheriffs, ploneers, Forty-niners, muleskinners,
cowboys, Indians and Indian ﬂghfers and so on. We
can’t run current “‘missing persons’ notices or lengthy
genealogical requests, but we do attempt to print all
letters as soon as we can. Any reader having informa.
tion concerning persons referred to below Is asked to
communicate directly with the letter writer; please do
not write to us.

Thompson

I am seeking information regard-
ing Samuel Thompson who was
born about February 11, 1811 in
Campbell County, Kentucky. His
wife, Elizabeth (Betcy) was bo:n
May 23, 1811 in Simpson County,
Kentucky.

Any information on these two
people will be appreciated. — Mrs.
Rella Wardle, 622 Ramona Avenue,
Salt Lake City, Utah 84105

Leifeste

Two Leifeste brothers, Edward
and Mazx, left Mason County, Texas
in the late 1890s and “went up the
trail” with some cattle to the mid-
western states. Edward William
Leifeste was born on April 4, 1877
and Max Carl F. Leifeste was born
on July 30, 1878.

Somewhere in those Midwestern
states, Ed married Ruth ?. They
had at least three children: Carl,
born about 1900; Leo, born about
1902; and Gladys, born about 1905.
Ruth divorced Ed in Montana in
1914 and Ed drifted back to Texas
about 1921. He remarried in 1931
and settled in Kimble County,
Texas where he died in 1954.

Max Leifeste reached St. Paul,
Minnesota by 1905 where he worked
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as a teamster, bartender and truck
driver. He married Lottie ? proba-
bly after 1920 and remained in St.
Paul until his death in 1934.
Whether he and Lottie had children
is not known.

We would like to hear from any
descendants of Edward and Ruth
Leifeste or any possible descen-
dants of Max and Lottie. Any infor-
mation on these two brothers or
their families will be appreciated. —
Julius E. DeVos, Fbg. Rt., Box 55,
Mason, Texas 76856

Schievelbein

I would like to correspond with
anyone related to Schievelbein
(other spellings may be Schiefelbein
or Schiepelbein). I believe my emi-
grant ancestor who came via port of
Galveston and one coming via port
of New York were related. My line is
in Iowa and South Dakota. I have
corresponded with those whose line
is in Texas, Kansas and Nebraska.
— Shirley Whitehead Wiese, 2402
N. Street N.E., Apt. B, Auburn,
Washington 98002

Walker — Hevy
Harding — Lane

My grandmother, Belle (Beverly)
Evelyn Walker was born September
28, 1892 in Syracuse, New York. She
married John Andrew Hevy. Their
daughter was Lulu Cathrine Hevy.

My great-grandmother was Mary
Ellen Harding, from Missouri.
According to my grandmother,
Mary Ellen was a good friend of
Charlie Russell and O.C. Seltzer
when she lived in Montana before
moving to Nevada where she died.
Mary Ellen married Oren J. Walker.
Her parents were Minerva M. Lane
and Andrew J. Harding. My grand-
mother said he was related to Presi-
dent Harding.

I would appreciate hearing from
anyone having information about
this family as they are all deceased
now. — Sheila Huff, 18 Beverly
Court, Bedford, Texas 76021

Rogers
I am looking for relatives of Wil-

liam Oscar Rogers. He served in the

(Continued on page 62)
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Map Dowsing

I was recently disabled with
arthritis in my spine and am now
barely able to walk because of the
pain. However since I have acquired
this disease I have noticed I've been
able to find things very easily. A
friend suggested I try dowsing and I
did and for some odd reason (possi-
bly the spine) have become very
proficient at it.

I am sending along this map in
hope that someone will try to find
this vein and if they do, would
remember where the information
came from and possibly send some
good fortune my way. If whoever
wishes to try for this vein wants the
pin-point location, they should send
me a topographical map of the area
and I’ll mark it and return
promptly. — Thomas W. Cramer,
RR #1, Box 531, Momence, Illinois
60954

The late author of the arti-
cle “Mystery of the Packrats”
which ran in Gold (Annual
1971) would have been

interested in Mr. Cramer’s let-
ter. We are sorry not to be able
to get his opinion of it. Inciden-
tally Tom O’Dwyer was a pen
name for Tom Bailey who, as
our long-time readers know,
wrote many a treasure story
for us.

The Fast Track

My story is much the same as '

“Riding the Rods” (January ’82
True West), only the author of that
story started from the West and
went East and we started from the
East and went West. One summer
in ’21 the only ticket we bought was
from here to Channing, Michigan
which cost 35¢. From there we took
the freight to Pembine, Wisconsin
where we caught the Soo Line to
Duluth, Minnesota. We wanted to
go to the harvest fields in the
Dakotas but we did not ride the
rods. We rode in the empty boxcars
and the tenders where they shot hot
water over the coal which got in our
faces.

At Jamestown, after crossing that

g Prospectors' Cam
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high bridge, we jumped off and took
another freight up north to Carring-
ton, North Dakota. There was a
bunch of guys listening to a IWW
talking about strikes. As we went
by, the engineer tooted the whistle
to get on. Everyone left the speaker
on his box and he got on the train
too. That was a fast way to end that
meeting. -

When we got to Leeds we got jobs
shocking wheat and then got on the
thresher. There were five of us
Finnish boys at first but three went
on to other farms. I was only sixteen
at the time, but turned seventeen in
the fall. From that farm we went to
Butte, Montana. One boy’s father
owned the Bellmont House there, a
boarding house for miners. We
stayed there for two months. Then
we heard that two of the older boys
went to Aberdeen, Washington to
work in a lumber camp up the Sat-
sop River. In the big woods there we
got a job on the railroad until fall
and then decided to go back home.
We got home on November 15 just
in time to go deer hunting.

We changed our money into
dimes and went to the bakery shop
and asked the girl for some day-old
bread. We told her we only had ten
cents and she would load a big bag
full which we could live on for days,
going west through the Jacamo Val-
ley. There were many apple trees
along the railroad that we could raid
as we went along. One time in Sand-
point, Idaho we only had a dime left
so one of the boys suggested we get a
package of W.B. cut tobacco which
would cure our hunger. But I had
eaten so many apples on an empty
stomach that I couldn’t take it and
got sick. That cured me from
tobacco, to this day.

Riding in the fruit cars coming
home was warm but I wouldn’t sug-
gest that to anyone. — Eino A. Nel-
son, 109 Nelson Road, Crystal Falls,
Michigan 49920

Help Us Identify
I'm hoping someone will recog-
nize this group picture which was
taken around 1905 or ’06 in front of

True West



my father’s restaurant at Harrold,
Texas. My father, C.A. Cushman, is
second from the left, sitting on the
porch, with his right arm around a
dog. Any information will be greatly
appreciated. — Glenn M. Cushman,
211 S. Hydraulic, Wichita, Kansas
67211

Apache Daughter

I was reading a copy of the June
1980 True West when a very impor-
tant story reached my eyes. Before
me was a story of a very good friend
I had been with before she passed
into the spirit world of Manito. I am
one-fourth White Mountain Apache
on my mother’s side and my grand-
father was a full-blood Choctaw
tribal chief. So I knew the old
Apache woman written about in
“Was She Geronimo’s Daughter?” 1
had been in Southern California
when she was alive.

The year of 1971 and 1972 1
returned to her home for a visit.
Ruth Hill Wadsworth had nobody
and yes, to our people she was the
daughter of Geronimo whose
mother gave her away, but her story
reaches far among the White Moun-
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tains of the Apache. It has been told
many times around campfires about

the daughter of Geronimo. I've been

to her husband’s old mine camp
with her and I have been very close
to this old woman. I would really
like to thank the people of True
West for putting her in their maga-
zine.

I had been on the run at the time
I went to Ruth for help. She got an
old cloth bag out of a corner of her
room and pulled out an old gun and
a small bag of money for me. As I
left she said, “Son, return shortly.” I
never saw her again or heard from
her.

She was a very close friend of my
grandfather and I met her first in
1962 at San Carlos Reservation

CORRECTION

Two photos were switched in
the layout of “Preacher in the
Gold Rush” (March 1982 True
West). The photo of Oscar Penn
Fitzgerald on page 22 was
actually taken in the 1890s. His
photo on page 25 is the one
taken around 1855, the year he
married Sarah Elizabeth Banks.

where she was visiting friends. At
one time she wanted me to come
and live in Randsburg, California
with her. If she had lived longer
maybe I would know more about
her. I will say she wasn’t one to hide
her Indian ways or her religion, for I
knew her and loved her like a son.
— Lloyd Foster Bennett, 400799,
Box 316, Fort Madison, IA 52627

Snake Bite

If there was ever a creature which
was the most feared by the early day
Arizonans, it would have to be the
rattlesnake. The snakes usually
gave a warning but oftentimes it
came too late. They “buzzed” and
bit altogether when you were too
close to them. Every man who has
ever been bitten by a rattler appears
to remember it real plain the rest of
his life — if he has lived to tell the
tale. Many did not survive, espe-
cially if they were too far away to
get help in time.

It was about noon in the fall of
1918 when we heard the sound of a
wagon and horses coming in at a
dead run. My father thought Uncle
Jeff, who was the driver, had a run-
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— ADVERTISING —

BUNKHOUSE BROWSING

So far in Bunkhouse Browsing I
have talked about a few of our
time-tested favorite books. This
time I'd like to tell you about two
recent additions to our Bunkhouse
shelf, two books that are bound to
become your favorites, too.

At the top of the list was The
Unabridged Mark Twain. Three
people have contributed writing to
this massive book: Mark Twain;
Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.; and Lawrence
Teacher. However, including the
introductory material by Vonnegut
and Teacher, the book has 1296
pages. Of that, Mark Twain wrote
1289! So right off the bat I'd like to
quote editor Teacher’s opening
note:

Because so many typesetters,
writers, editors, and publishers
mucked around with his words, I
have attempted to go back and
set stories and novels from his
first editions. These were the
only works that came close to
being approved by him ... The
Unabridged Mark Twain was
originally conceived as a 1248-
page book . . . There were a lot of
last minute judgments to be
made ... Well, I spent the
money, used the pages, and,
hopefully, have given you three
pounds’ worth of the best one-
third of Mark Twain’s writings.

Well, there’s no “hopefully” about
it! For one thing, I weighed the
book. Three pounds. It contains
twenty-one of Mark Twain’s works
placed in chronological order from
“<After’ Jenkins” to “The Man
That Corrupted Hadleyburg,”
which represents a lifetime of work
by one of America’s greatest writ-
ers.

The name Vonnegut, of course, is
also prominent in the literary
world. In his opening remarks to
The Unabridged Mark Twain,
Kurt Vonnegut, Jr. writes:

His schoolbooks were steam-
boats and mining camps . . .

Although he was raised in what
has been called the country’s

away but no, he was standing up
whipping the running horses.

As he circled the house and came
into the corral we knew something
was wrong. Jeff had gone out early
that morning to cut some cactus for
our poor cows. We were living on
the homestead in the Sacaton
Mountains and my father and uncle
had a few droughty old cattle who
were living on cactus pulp waiting

8

“Bible Belt,” Twain found
church services, especially pray-
ing, to be downright comical.

Why? Because, in an age of steam

engines and dynamos and the tel-

egraph and so on, praying seemed

so impractical, I think.

Twain himself had had tre-
mendously satisfying adventures
with the most glamorous con-
glomerations of machinery imag-
inable, which were riverboats. So
praying, as opposed to inventing
and engineering, was bound to
seem to him, and to so many like
him, as the silliest possible way to
get things done.

In those words we can see the
essence of Twain and the America
of his time. He is remembered as
our greatest humorist for favorites
like The Adventures of Huckle-
berry Finn, Tom Sawyer, “The Cel-
ebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras
County,” “The Innocents Abroad,”
“The Prince and the Pauper” — all
of which are in The Unabridged
Mark Twain — and many, many
more. :

Mark Twain did his share of
traveling, and so did a man named
John Muir. The second newcomer
to Western Book Company’s list is
Muir’s West of the Rocky Moun-
tains, another hefty book put
together in the reliable Muir style.

Muir was a man with a compell-
ing need to be out on the land,
exploring it, being a part of it. He
once lost his sight but was lucky
enough to regain it, an experience
that served to deepen his apprecia-
tion for the earth, and we are fortu-
nate to be able to read his works
and accounts of his adventures.

West of the Rocky Mountains
contains twenty-six chapters, six of
which were written by Muir. His
own contributions are ‘“Peaks and
Glaciers of the High Sierra,” “The
Yosemite Valley,” “Mount Shasta,”
“Washington and Puget Sound,”
“Passes of the High Sierra” and
““The Basin of the Columbia
River.” The rest of the chapters

for rain and grass.

As Jeff got out of the wagon he
couldn’t talk, he could only point at
his leg. His throat was swollen tight
and his face looked bad. Jeff had his
leg tied off with a little rope; possi-
bly that is what had saved his life.

At once my father cut Jeff’s pants
away, cut the wound with his knife
and worked the blood out. He then
put Sloan’s Liniment and chewing

by Perry Peterson

were provided by thirteen other
authors, and nearly all of the book’s
508 pages have detailed illustra-
tions — over 600 in all. As with the
Twain book, it helps to know the
size of this volume to realize what
you’re really getting. West of the
Rocky Mountains measures
107x13”x an inch thick. You know
you have a book in your hands.

In an introduction, Richard E.
Nicholls points out that

This book, originally published
in 1888 as Picturesque California
and the Region West of the
Rocky Mountains, from Alaska
to Mexico, is undoubtedly the
most spectacular.example of how
Muir put his credo into action.
... At the time of its original
publication, there cannot have
been anything quite like this
book available.
Nicholls goes on to mention that
although Muir explored other wil-
derness areas, the Sierras remained
his spiritual home. Muir saw in
himself “a constant tendency to
return to primitive wilderness,”
and he believed that all humans
have the same urge. Muir felt that
“Going to the woods is going
home.” All lovers of the Great West
should own this book.

Both The Unabridged Mark
Twain and West of the Rocky
Mountains will give you hours of
enjoyable reading at an excellent
price. And our 1982 catalog, with
dozens of other books, art prints
and back issues, is free for the ask-
ing. Be sure to see our display ad
in this and other issues of True
West. We’ve added a lot of new
titles, and the best way to stay up to
date is to keep a sharp eye on this
magazine. To order write to West-
ern Book Company, 700 E. State
St., Iola, WI 54990. Book #816, The
Unabridged Mark Twain, soft
cover, $9.95. Book #564, West of
the Rocky Mountains, soft cover,
$12.95. Till next time, watch your
top-knot!

tobacco on the bite, and we cranked
up our old red speed wagon and

‘headed for town.

It was a long way to town and Jeff
got awful sick and seemed to be
burning up. He couldn’t talk and
was having trouble breathing. We
thought he was going to die for sure.
My father said, “I believe he’s a
goner,” so he gave him a drink of
whiskey laced with paragoric and it
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seemed to help him.

When we got to the doctor he
gave Uncle Jeff a full pint of sweet
oil, and he threw it up at once. “He’s
got to keep it down,” the doctor
said, “or he’ll die.” So he poured
some more down him. It looked and
tasted like castor oil. Then he gave
Jeff shots up and down both legs
until he ran out of medicine. The
doctor said he had had some medi-
cine that counteracted poison but it
had all been sent to the war.

Right after the doctor gave him
the shots, Jeff passed out. My father

anymore. -

Uncle Jeff told us that he was
cutting down a giant cactus about
noon. The big snake was coiled at
the foot of it in the shade and my
uncle didn’t see him. He said that
the snake sang and grabbed him at
the same time and hung on like a
bulldog. Jeff said it was a big dia-
mondback — seemed like when he
kicked the snake off he was as big as
a cedar post.

Jeff never did kill him. He said he
just got the team and started for
home. He was afraid because many

had died of snake bites around that
area at that time, so he headed for
the ranch and he made it just in
time. The doctor told us another
thirty minutes and we would have
lost him for sure.

Uncle Jeff said, “Don’t ever let
anyone tell you a snake bite won’t
make you sick, for it sure will.” And
he added, “I don’t care if I'm going
to a fire; if I see a rattlesnake, I'll
stop and kill it.” — Dan Woods,
1497 N.C. G. Ave., Casa Grande,

Arizona 85222 ’

and I and our neighbor, Ramon
Chapa, who came in with us, sat
with my uncle in a little shed in
back of the doctor’s house. Jeff slept
on an old army cot.

He woke up about 2 a.m. and said
he wasn’t sick anymore and he
didn’t hurt anymore, but his leg was
swollen clear to his ribs and up
under his arm. It stayed that way
for over two months, but he said he
never did hurt and was never sick

BOYD PERRY ORIGINALS
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One or Both of These Sculptures!

$895

Send check or money order to:
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HORSE WRANGLER
ON THE
YELLOWSTONE

“Every morning when the cook woke me up
at 3:30, | would say to myself, 'There must be
an easier way to make a living" "’

By MICHAEL (MICKY) MANN to relate, he never saw his family
WALTER E. MANN was born in Limerick, County of again. Times were hard in New
Photos provided by author Cork, Ireland in 1866. He left home York City; bread lines were long on

at nineteen to seek his fortune. Sad the lower Bowery. As many young
men before him had done in similar
circumstances, Micky enlisted in
the U.S. Army and was sent to the
far West, where he served at Fort
Collins in Colorado; Fort Abraham
Lincoln, North Dakota; Fort Buford
on the Missouri River and Fort
Keogh on the Yellowstone, both in
Montana. By this time Micky was
married to Rosa A. Boot and she
lived with him at Lincoln, Buford
and Keogh. It was under bleak and
harsh living conditions — cold in
the winter, hot in the summer, wind
without end.

Rosa was born also in 1866, in
Hornsy, a’suburb of London,
England. She came to the United
States with her parents and broth-
ers and sisters when a mere child.
They settled in Jamestown, in
Lefthand Canyon above Boulder,
Colorado and developed a sheep
ranch in that area. Rosa was in
training as a nurse in Fort Collins
when Sergeant Mann, U.S. Army,
22nd Infantry, first met her.

Robert, their eldest child, was
born in New York City in 1890. The
other children were born at Fort
Keogh, Montana: Margaret, Kath-
leen, Walter (that’s me), and Burt.
Some years later I wrote to the clerk

Fourteen-year-old Walt Mann and his new saddle. The Mann brand (M Lazy M) of C}1§ter County, requesting a'birth
can be seen on the barn at left. certificate. I found out that since I
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was born on the Reservation I was
not recorded in the vital statistics of
Custer County. However, the Adju-
tant General, U.S. Army, could fur-
nish a document certifying to place
and date of birth.

THE ROLLING grasslands of
eastern Montana were the home of
many large cattle and horse outfits.
Miles City was the shipping point
for hundreds of thousands of fat
four-year-old steers. The Northern
Pacific and the Chicago, Milwaukee
railroads provided shipping pens,
chutes, and stock car sidings. The
horse sale yards prospered under
the management of A.B. Clarke, C I
horse brand. Two to three thousand
range horses went through the
monthly sale ring, often in carload
lots of twenty-two head. Many a
boy, myself included, received his
first pony in the form of a free
motherless colt when the mare was
injured beyond recovery in the
rough handling of unbroken range
horses.

Brother Robert first found work
on the John M. Holt L. O cattle
ranch, headquarters on Mizpah
Creek in 1905. The next year he
worked for W. W. Price, Crown W
horse ranch near Knowlton, Mon-
tana.

The U.S. Cavalry, no longer
needed in eastern Montana, was

Michael (Micky) Mann, 1866-1930.
May 1982

Rosa A. Boot riding sidesaddle in the high mountains at Lefthand Creek, near
Jamestown, Colorado. She married Micky Mann in 1889.

withdrawn from Fort Keogh in 1905
and the post was closed as a military
installation. My father was
appointed caretaker of the 100-
square-mile Reservation. We lived
in Col. Nelson A. Miles’ old resi-
dence on the perimeter of the
parade ground in 1905-1909. A luxu-
rious and capacious dwelling for a
sergeant and his family in that day
and age. However the mansion was
cold, heated only with fireplaces;
roast your back and freeze your
belly. (The old residence burned to
the ground in 1965.) A grand log
barn with separate box stalls for
each team, a hay loft, a corral, and
to top it all off, a flowing artesian
well was in back of the house. This
was the only useable water at the
post outside of the Yellowstone and
Tongue Rivers.

A cavalry horse named Morley
was shipped from Fort Snelling, St.
Paul, Minnesota to Fort Keogh for
Father to oversee the Reservation,
bounded by Tongue River on the
east, Lignite Creek and Sadie Bot-
tom on the west, two miles north
paralleling Yellowstone River on
the north and way to hell and gone
through the Badlands on the south.

Morley arrived in a boxcar over
the Northern Pacific Railroad,

accompanied by one soldier. Father .

was afraid of the horse right from

the start. He was not a horseman; he
was a 22nd Infantry “walk-a-heap”
as the Cheyenne Indians called the
soldiers. So seventeen-year-old
Robert rode Morley, with Father on
our old buggy horse, Bird. I can see
them yet coming in from an all-day
round over the unfenced Reserva-
tion to see that no cattle or sheep
were trespassing on the big open.
Father was on a mankiller McClel-
lan Cavalry saddle, eyes bloodshot
from alkali dust, a red bandana
handkerchief around his neck, and
his pants worked up above his
knees. Such a trip usually called for
some relaxation at Jim Willis and
Alice Brown’s Last Chance Saloon.
Father (the Irishman) was no slouch
when it came to tending bar — the
front side of course.

That Morley was some horse. He
was a Cavalry goldbricker, that’s
what he was. Human nature being
what it is, the commanding officer
at Fort Snelling had taken this
golden opportunity to unload a free-
loader. Since the horse did not turn
out so well under saddle, Robert
decided to try him in harness. Mor-
ley was hooked up with our so-
called gentle work horse whose
greatest achievement was running
fast and kicking high. But Morley
did not take to harness either. Qur
rig was called a buckboard — stout
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pole and doubletrees, dashboard,
whipsocket and seat but no springs,
and no brake. I know all this
because I was there on the front
seat. We did not have a rope to fet-
lock through ring in hame. We were
built more for speed, and we got it.

Those horses ran the mile and
one-half from the Fort Keogh black-
smith shop to the Tongue River
wagon bridge in less time than Dan
Patch did his record mile of 2:14. Of
course Robert was beating them
over the tail, just to show old Mor-
ley what a good runaway was really
like. Even today I tremble every
time I see that faint trace of the old
wagon road along the Northern
Pacific tracks. The horse was even-
tually turned over to a Mr. Swartz,
advance agent for the U.S. Cavalry
Remount station yet to come. I hope
old Morley went to horse heaven
when rigor mortis set in, but I doubt
it.

The Montana brand book for
1910 shows the Michael Mann cattle
and horse brand as M Lazy M, and
the range as the Fort Keogh Reser-
vation. I have often wondered how
the Mann clan could claim the Res-
ervation as their exclusive stock
range when other livestock men
were excluded.

In 1909 the Fort Keogh site was
converted to a remount station for
the U.S. cavalry and artillery. The
well-kept barns and corrals were
ideal for handling and breaking

horses. The riders were cautioned to
break them to ride and not to buck.

Great were the goings and com-
ings of young men in groups of five
to fifteen on big solid color horses.
First bucking them out in the cor-
rals and then out on the flats walk-
ing, trotting, loping — dismount,
mount, turn, twist, stand — until
the green-broke horse was ready for
the cavalryman’s high school train-
ing. Artillery horses, sixteen hands
at the withers, in teams of six,
hooked to caissons — running, rear-
ing, kicking, in big half-mile figure
eights — raised dust on the flats
between the Northern Pacific tracks
and the Badlands on the south.
Each team consisted of a gentle
work horse mounted by a rider on a
McClellan cavalry saddle and a
future artillery horse bronc; three
such teams would be strung out in
all, iron collars, open bridles, snaffle
bits, no holds barred.

Dozens of men, young and old,
were there riding (or riding at) those
horses in the days of the Fort Keogh
Remount Station from 1908 to
about 1920. Tony Madsen, Font
Hitchcock, Louie Stone, Smoky
Moore, Kize Eades, Yakima Jim,
Jess Coates, and dozens and dozens
of others including brother Robert.
Finally Robert said to me, “A man
is a damn fool for bucking out
broncs on slick frozen ground.
There must be an easier way to
make a living. I quit.” Poor Brother,

known far and wide as Micky Mann,
died in 1915 and is buried along
with my father and mother in the
Miles City cemetery.

IN 1916 Bruce Mott and I rode
out to Stacey, Montana after cattle.
Stacey is about sixty miles south of
Miles City, near the north boundary
of the Custer National Forest.
Bruce and his father were stocking a
small ranch on the Yellowstone
River at the mouth of Moon Creek,
branding quarter circle box. The
Tom Scott ranch at Stacey offered
high grade white-faced Herefords.
The Motts purchased thirty-five
head of yearling heifers and our job
was to trail them back to Miles City.
We moved along about ten miles a
day, stopping at ranches along the
way. I especially remember our
overnight stay at the John M. Holt
Beaver Slide Ranch on Pumpkin
Creek, Beebe post office. We still
had about twenty-five miles to push
those tired heifers. One ranch hand
asked if we would get to Miles City
the next day. Before we could reply
the cook yelled out, “What do you
think they are driving — giraffes?”
We had a pleasant trip. All the
world is bright and shining to youth
on horseback.

In 1917 I got into the picture at
Fort Keogh. As the cavalry horses,
light artillery and work mules were
readied for service they were
shipped to many places in the West.

Horse wrangler Mann bringing in the saddle horses, South Sunday Creek in Montana. The circled buckskin pinto in the
bunch is the same horse Saul Nichols is riding in the closeup on the next page.
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In 1916 hundreds were shipped to
the Mexican border for use in the
Pancho Villa war. The next year I
shipped out many times with horses
to such points as Fort D.A. Russell,
Cheyenne, Wyoming; Fort Vancou-
ver, Portland, Oregon; and Fort
Lewis, American Lake, Washington.

What great adventure it was for a
youth to ship out with those horses,
to see the world through a boxcar
door. We traveled in style. These
were not broomtailed wild horses
heading for dog food at Rockford,
Illinois. We were in Arms Palace
horse cars, eight horses in separate
stalls at each end with baled hay in
the middle for the attendant (that
was me) to sleep on. We would have
worked for nothing but mind you we
were paid four dollars a day, with a
day-coach railroad ticket back. We
traveled light. I carried a suitcase
and a little roll containing a piece of
canvas and one blanket. The suit-
case contained sandwiches prepared
by Mother. No matter how long I
was out, I lived on those sandwiches
and the same water the horses
drank. You might call them “thou-
sand mile sandwiches.”

These were the First World War
years. Prices skyrocketed. Wool sold
at 75¢ a pound in Boston and grass-
fed steers at $10 a hundred. Early in
the spring of 1917 Abe Becker,
branding TZ, new owner of a small
ranch on South Sunday Creek
twenty miles north of Miles City,
shipped in 1,200 head of Mexican
steers, turning them out north of
the Yellowstone River. They must
have come all the way from the bor-
der. There were even a few burros in
with those steers. They were reds
and roans, buckskins and brindles,
brockled faces, and hell for horns
and tail. With the war price of beef
on the rise the plan was to pick up a
few hundred pounds per head on
free Montana grass and bring the
owner a profit in Chicago that fall.

Since Smoky Nichols and his two
sons, Earl (Bub) and Saul (Dutch)
had a horse ranch (Rafter T) on
Sunday Creek, Becker contracted
for the Nichols outfit to gather and
ship those Mexican steers. I got the
job of horse wrangler. Smoky picked
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me up in Miles City on July 1 in his
1916 brass radiator Model T Ford.
He rode in and on it just like he
loped a horse through the Badlands.
We were on the road part of the

time. I had a good bedroll, an Al

Furstnow single rig saddle and a
pair of black angora chaps that
Robert bought for me. I joined the
wagon camped near Stoneshack on
Grimes Creek. We had over a hun-
dred head of saddle horses, two
four-horse work teams for the
chuckwagon and a few mules and
burros — no mares. I had five head
of gentle horses to ride.

I SOON LEARNED about the
duties of a horse wrangler. On
camping, unhook the teams, set the
wagon tongue up on the neck yoke,
string the harness on the pole, set
the cook stove (four hole with oven)
on the ground six feet back and
slightly to the right of the grub box
door when let down on one center
leg, put in poles and stand the 12 x
14 foot tent up in back of the wagon
over the stove and guy it good,
because I am going to sleep in there,
stretch a fly out over the wagon,
chuck box and tent and we were in
there as snug as you can ever be in
Montana weather.

Next, set up the rope corral, con-
sisting of one-inch rope, forked
poles and guy ropes, about 200 feet
from the chuckwagon. Flies, dust
and manure did not help the grub
department. I learned to keep track
of those horses (one was belled) day
and night, to corral them three or
four times a day, and to make a
backhand flip of a small loop over
the head of the horse selected. '

We moved about ten miles every
day. Cook Arneburg, with a four-
horse team on the chuck wagon,
pilot in lead, followed by horse
wrangler Mann and the saddle
horses. We traveled northwest
working Louie and Scotty Creek,
Thompson Creek and Little Dry.
We camped in sagebrush on Little
Dry about one mile southeast of
Cohagen. The area looked about the
same fifty years later when I drove
through there in 1968 except the
country is all fenced up.

Saul Nichols at Mann home in Miles
City, Montana.

Bub Nichols, my brother-in-law,
roped out a green horse at this
camp. Quick, two men on the end of
the rope. Bub rode a rough string.
He rode an Al Furstnow saddle, Sid
special tree, three quarter double
rig. He had a long go at it on a
downhill slope and that horse
turned it on. But Bub was still up
there in the end. He started riding
broncs at an early age. He had what
it takes. What a swell fellow he was;
generous to a fault. He later gave me
his silver mounted star rowel spurs.
Outdoor men are like that. I am glad
to say those spurs eventually went
back to him.

Bub was pickup man at the 1919
Miles City Roundup celebration.
That was the year Casey Barth-
elmess rode the famous horse Sky-
rocket. A closeup picture taken that
day shows Casey up on that horse
closer to heaven than he had ever
been before; Colie Ward in the dust
on the ground, knocked down at the
first jump; and Bub Nichols holding
the blindfold in his hand with his
grey rope horse Goatafro in the
background. Bub ran his horse
down that afternoon. Later he came
out of the arena and traded horses
with me. I had a red roan Rafter T
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horse called Doodlebug. He was
heavy and slow but the only change
available. Bub Nichols was killed a
few years later riding Redbird, a rim
rocker but always an unreliable
bucking horse.

We had the Nichols clan all the
way through with that wagon in
1918 — Smoky and his two sons,
and his brother Bill Nichols. Also
we had Howard Tegland, later pro-
fessional rodeo rider; George Whit-
beck; Fred Morris; Tom Dillard,
local wolfer and rancher; Walter
Johnson; and another rider who
joined us at Cohagen. I have forgot-
ten his name, but he was a roper and
a good one. After we gathered a herd
those Mexican steers were hard to
hold on the bedground. A dark
night, a little wind, or a few streaks
of lightning and certain ones would
sneak out at night unless closely
watched. Our Cohagen friend soon
turned to roping the bunch quitters,
busting them mighty hard, tying up
three legs and leaving them on the
flat all night. Many of those steers
only had one horn when we finally
loaded them on the cars. Stock was
treated rough in the open range
days.

SMOKY NICHOLS always met
trouble head-on with both eyes
open. He never backed down and
was in there pitching all the way.
The summer following our roundup
a homesteader on South Sunday
Creek complained to Smoky about
the range cattle getting on his
unfenced claim. The homesteader
said, “If you don’t keep those cattle
out of here I'll shoot you.” It deve-
loped later that he was a man who
kept his word.

Smoky sent Saul and me over in a
wagon with five reels of barbed wire
as a donation to help protect his
crop. A few weeks later Smoky and
Saul were moving a small bunch of
cattle past a corner of this man’s
land and from a perch high in a cot-
tonwood tree the homesteader shot
Smoky, knocking him off his horse.

This was a serious wound, going in
one side and out the other. I don’t
know how Smoky survived. Strange
to report, at the court trial Smoky
was placed on probation to keep the
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Walt Mann decked out for an all-day ride. His lunch was rolled into the slicker
on back of the saddle.

peace. There is a principle of law
here that evades me. Smoky died
early in the 1920s. I have always
believed his constitution was wea-
kened by that wound. He never
fully recovered his strength.

The mail stage out of Miles City
stopped at Angela, Cohagen, Rock
Springs, Hillside and on to Jordan. I
bought Bull Durham at Angela but
it turned out to be Dukes Mixture
in bags. All the Bull Durham had
gone overseas to soldiers in the
trenches.

The postmaster at Angela was a
woman. She told me a lot of good
stuff, some of it true. For instance
she told me why women live longer
than men. It is because they are
girls for such a long time. She asked
me how many steers we had gath-
ered. While I was trying to remem-
ber whether I knew, she said, “Well
do you know or are you guessing,
because if you are guessing I can do
my own guessing.” She kept talking
long after I quit listening.

Actually I had not yet seen the
herd. North, east, south and west all
looked alike to me and I was afraid
to get out of sight of the wagon for
fear of getting lost. Since we did not

have a night hawk the horses drifted
far in the night. Soon every rider
held a bunch quitter for a night
horse. That, plus haltering a few to
a band around a burro’s neck helped
my job of locating the saddle horses
in the early morning. I found out
that a cook and a horse wrangler
work early and late. In fact my bed-
roll was still new when I left in the
fall. What I really needed was a
good lantern. Quitting time and
starting time came awfully close
together. Every morning when the
cook woke me up at 3:30 a.m. [
would say to myself, “There must
be an easier way to make a living.”

I found out about alkali water
that summer. Our water came out of
the creeks on which we camped.
That stuff went through you like —
well, it went through you. You could
not stay on your horse very long at a
time. We had to drink it, cook with
it and wash with it. That water lost
none of its power even when boiled
to make coffee.

I also found out that all the rattle-
snakes were not in Wyoming. There
were some in Montana. In fact they
were everyplace. We slept in bed-
rolls on the ground, in the tent, or
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under the wagon, but the snakes did
not seem to bother us. Not so today.
I would not sleep out on the ground
in sagebrush now for all the steers in
Texas. Somehow you get more
apprehensive and your courage sort
of oozes away as you get older.

THERE ARE many ways to get
banged up in a cow camp but I only
saw one fellow get hurt that sum-
mer. Fred Morris was loping along
on a gentle horse on level sage-
covered ground when his horse
stumbled and turned a complete
somersault. The horse got up but
Fred did not. His leg was broken
below the knee. This happened
about ten miles south of Jordan. We
got Fred to Jordan on a passing
wagon. Saul Nichols went in with
him. There was not a resident doc-
tor in Jordan at that time. Fortuna-
tely, however, a doctor was there
that day from Miles City, called to
treat a man injured in a runaway.
He set Fred’s leg and that was the
end of Fred for the summer. But in
a way Fred was lucky. I don’t know
how good that doctor was but I
heard later he treated a patient in
Miles City for seven years for yellow

jaundice before he found out the
guy was Chinese.

We turned west and then south
before we reached the Big Dry. We
had a big herd of steers by that time
and it took some doing to move the
herd, the chuckwagon, the saddle
horses, and to work new country on
our way back southwest toward the
Yellowstone River. We were a good
team by that time. Every man knew
his job, even the lowly horse wran-
gler.

We camped one night at the old
Parker Ranch north of the Yellow-
stone River. Parker was a freighter
and the yard was strewn with old
wagons, chains, eveners, spreaders,
and other gear for the ten and
twelve horse and mule teams he
used. I found a pair of handmade
steel oxbow stirrups in the sage-
brush and I am sorry to report I
took them. I whittled out pieces of
hardwood to fit in the bottom of
each stirrup to make a flat tread
and bound them up with strips of
OP beef hide (which we had on
hand until we found a secret place
to bury it). I liked those stirrups.
They were still on my saddle when I
sold it many years later.

We did not go as far west as Big
Porcupine Creek. We came down
Little Porcupine into Yellowstone
River valley and shipped the herd
on the C. M. & St. Paul RR loading
from the stock yards at Cartersville.
We got most of Becker’s steers. I
hope he made some money. How-
ever Tom Colleran, then ranching
near Kinsey, brand AX, told me he
shipped a few of those TZ steers in
1921. Saul (Dutch) Nichols was
killed in 1928 near Kinsey while
running range horses. His saddle
horse reared so high he went over
backwards. My friends, Smoky,
Saul, and Bub Nichols are buried in
the Catholic cemetery at Miles City.

I got back to Miles City in Sep-
tember 1918 very little richer but a
little wiser. Livestock prices were
still on the up. I next got a job with
the SH Ranch, again as horse wran-
gler, through Kenneth McLean,
livestock manager for the First
National Bank. The SH Ranch was
about sixty miles south of Miles
City on Tongue River. Fred Moffat
picked me up at 2 a.m. in his old
flatbed White truck, solid tires,
twenty miles an hour. Apparently
he was freighting supplies for the

Rafter T horses in the ranch corral on Sunday Creek. Bub Nichols on his grey rope horse Goatafro with rope on Redbird.

Deloss McBride in white chaps going down rope. Redbird was a long-barreled, lanky range horse that never gentled
down. :

May 1982

15



ranch. I was ready — bedroll, saddle
and all. Moffat was a horse trader.
He also pastured sale yard horses
between monthly auctions at 50¢ a
head. I helped run horses out on
Cottonwood and Moon Creeks and
back, often 300 head at a time.

I recall one trip in particular. We
put sixteen head of saddle horses in
the Northern Pacific stockyards one
evening, planning to get an early
start the next morning. We were out
there at 6 a.m. but someone had run
in a bunch of cattle in the big outer

yard and chained and padlocked the

gate. What to do?

It looked like a big storm coming
up. We were in a hurry. We just ran
those horses up the loading chute,
jumped them off the platform and
were off. Did it ever storm! Rain,
hail, thunder and lightning. I had
my slicker tied behind the saddle.
Two miles west of Fort Keogh just
beyond where the road crossed to
the south side of the N. P. track,
lightning struck and knocked down
several rods of Reservation fence.
We hurried on in the mud.

On the west side of Lignite Creek,
ascending the long hill we came to a
team and wagon stopped and off the
road. The driver was dead. Struck
on top of the head by lightning. It
was a lonely place to die. The dead
man had on a yellow slicker and
apparently had been standing up in
the rain. He had fallen forward and
the front wheel was rubbing his jaw.
The team had wandered off the
road and stopped. We left him as we
found him with lines wrapped in
hand. We unhitched, set the brake,
and tied the team behind the
wagon. We sent word through Hor-
ton railroad station to the sheriff of
Custer County. I never learned the
dead man’s name. He was working
for the Mott Ranch and was enroute
to Miles City. :

Moffat and I arrived at 5 a.m.,
and rowed across Tongue River in a
boat tied to the east bank, just in
time for a six o’clock breakfast.

CHARLEY RILEY was wagon
boss. We left the ranch next day
headed south. There were five men
to start with. The only other names
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I remember are Slim Hanson, Cow-
boy Johnnie and George Badgett
who joined us later on Otter Creek.
The Badgetts were early-day cattle-
men on Otter Creek. They had some
running horses and competed in the
races at Miles City during the 4th of
July show. We had the usual chuck-
wagon, an unusual cook with a
wooden leg, and about fifty head of
saddle horses. I had four horses in
my string this time.

We made fast time. The second
night out we camped on Tongue
River near Ashland, bordering the
Northern Cheyenne Indian Reser-
vation. The next morning Charley
pointed out the last horse in my
string, a high-headed buckskin. He
looked all right except for one thing.
He had an unhealed rope burn part
way around his neck. I was a little
suspicious but I roped him easily in
the corral. He was a little snorty but
with the help of Slim Hanson I soon
had my saddle on. I turned him
around two or three times to see if
he had anything in mind. I was more
afraid of that horse than the devil is
of holy water. The men were all
looking on and there were about
twenty Cheyenne Indians standing
around camp. Who can go chicken
in the face of such an audience? I
gathered old Buck up well, put my
toe in the stirrup and swung on.
That horse jumped sideways away

Bub Nichols doing his thing on Old Signal Butte at the rodeo at Miles City in

from me for what seemed like
twenty feet, but I was still up there.
He trotted off with good action and
we had no problems. I think he had
been jerked around on a rope and
thought I was the s-o-b that did it.

We broke camp and rode into
Ashland. It was still early, but not
too early for a drink. We stopped in
front of the Beehive Saloon and
Charley and the rest rushed for the
bar yelling, “Come on, kid!” But not
me. I had too much trouble getting
on old Buck to get off again in the
first two miles. So I stood one man
guard on the saddle horses. I waited
a long time.

We crossed the Custer National
Forest, turned up Otter Creek,
picked up George Badgett and
moved south into Wyoming. By that
time I found out where we were
going. Nobody ever tells the lowly
horse wrangler what goes. We might
have been heading for the Mexican
border for all I knew, or cared
either. But it turned out to be a trip
to Clearmont, Wyoming on the C. B.
& Q. Railroad after cattle.

Cowboy Johnnie had a bay horse
in his string that bucked a little
every time he was rode. There was a
brand on his left hip that looked
like the outline of bird so the horse
was called Crow. He was slower than
the Second Coming but if you ever
caught up with anything you were
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well mounted. The morning we
broke camp at the Badgett ranch
old Crow was up for his turn. John-
nie piled on carelessly, expecting
the usual hopping around. But
apparently old Crow had decided to
retire. He bucked out across the flat
like a four-year-old and dumped
Johnnie so quick he didn’t even
know what happened. All that day
the joke in camp was: Crow fly high,
Johnnie fly low.

This was all high rolling grass-
lands especially suited to cattle.
You could see the Big Horn Moun-
tains to the southwest. The air was
so clear you could see farther in the
moonlight than you could in the
daytime in most states. No wonder
trail herds from Texas were brought
into this country almost before the
Indians left. We crossed the divide
between Tongue and Powder Rivers
and on to Clear Creek.

We were on high bench lands
looking into the valley. The cook,
driving four horses, was saying,
“Where do I get off?” He found out.
The wagon tipped over, angling
down the bluff. The cook landed on
his one good leg and wooden stump
with the four lines in his hand.
What a joke! Charley Riley laughed
so hard I thought his horse would
jump out from under him. Two

-y,

Walt making snow surveys for the U.
S. Forest Service on the Colorado
River Plateau in southeast Utah, ele-
vation 9,000 feet. Photo was taken
about ten years after his horse wran-
gling days.
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ropes and two saddle horses pulled
the wagon upright and we were soon
at the railroad stockyards at Clear-
mont. The entire setup consisted of
the stockyards, loading chutes, side
track, and railroad section house.
We were in need of grub so Char-
ley made arrangements with the
section foreman to borrow a railroad
handcar for a trip to the store at
Arvada, Wyoming, about eight
miles east. I was invited to go along.
You had to pump the handle of this
car up and down for locomotion, but
horse wrangler power is cheap. It
was dark when we got to Arvada. All
I saw was a section house and a
store about 300 feet south from the
railroad track. (I drove through
Arvada in 1957 enroute from Buf-
falo to Deadwood. The section
house and store were still there.)
There were several men and

SR
Walt’s sister Margaret riding rangelands in 1927 near Las Cruces, New Mexico.
She had married Bub Nichols in 1913.

women in the store that evening in
September 1918, all wearing a sort
of mask over nose and mouth. It
looked strange to me. I learned later
the purpose of the mask was to
screen the air as a safeguard against
Spanish influenza which swept the
country in the fall of 1918. We made
our purchases and left. It was a long
pump back to Clearmont.

WHILE CAMPED at the yards
in Clearmont a rider from the big.
Kendrick cattle outfit of northern
Wyoming rode in. He had been out
all day, with no dinner, and was
mighty tired. Bighearted Charley
Riley got out some of his Hazel
Grove firewater, reserved for medi-
cal purposes only, to strengthen up
our new friend. An empty stomach
and long abstention from anything
stronger than alkali water left that
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cowboy vulnerable. When we helped
him on his horse he could not have
found his way out of the rope corral.
We pointed him toward the home
ranch and turned him loose. I never
heard whether he made it or not.

The cattle arrived early the next
morning. We unloaded 600 head of
two-year-old steers. They were
average range cattle, mostly red
with white or brockled faces, but far
from the types of today. They were
shipped from someplace in
Nebraska. We were not long in
stringing out on the trail headed
north. The weather turned cold. We
were in rain, snow and mud most of
the time. We all agreed there must
be an easier way to make a living.
The early day cavalryman’s slogan
was “forty miles a day on beans and
hay.” We were lucky to make ten
miles a day.

Slim Hanson was a man that
fussed about many things — the
weather, his horses, the cook. One of
the horses in his string was a ring-
tail. Ride a horse all day that rings
his tail every time you touch him
with your spurs, and it wears on
you. Apparently you can feel this
tail action through the horse’s back-
bone. Slim had a cure. He tied a
leather thong to the end of the
horse’s tail, pulled it up between the
horse’s hind legs and tied it to the
rear saddle string. We all looked on

Casey Barthelmess up on Skyrocket at the Miles City rodeo, 1919. Colie Ward
in the dust in foreground, knocked down at the first jump, and Bub Nichols
holding the blindfold in hand with Goatafro in background.

approvingly. Slim swung on and
that gentle horse threw him so hard
I imagine if he is still alive he is
thinking about that morning on
Clear Creek in Wyoming even
today. Someone else will have to
come up with a cure for a ringtailed
horse.

When I first arrived at the SH
Ranch, Cowboy Johnnie gave me a
pair of his old boots. Apparently he
did not want to ride with a sock-
and-shoe man. (I have a pair of
handmade Olathe, Kansas boots
now, but no horse.) I thought I had
a pretty good outfit but someone
was always giving me something.

Casey Barthelmess (left) and Walt Mann in a hotel lobby in Miles City in 1970.

Casey died in 1974 at age eighty-four.
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They seemed to be ashamed to have
me around in my old clothes. I
found a pair of one buckle boot
overshoes in an old shack so I was in
good shape for the cold weather. My
old brown duck sheepskin-lined
coat was a gift from Robert.

In 1915 enroute from the Mott
Ranch on Moon Creek east to Miles
City we ran into five head of shod
saddle horses trotting west on the
wagon road. They were branded
diamond HL. Brother said, “They
are someone’s saddle horses going
back to their old range. We will just
take them back.” We left them in
the Northern Pacific stockyards.
The reward was five dollars and
Robert bought me a coat. What a
bighearted brother he was.

I am a little vague on the route we
followed with those steers. I remem-
ber we again crossed the Custer
National Forest and Charley had to
get a crossing permit from the
ranger. Little did I realize I would
one day wear the same uniform as
that U.S. Forest Service Ranger. We
eventually came out on Tongue
River near Brandenberg, Montana
at the old Craig McDowell Ranch.
The date was November 14, 1918.
We learned here that the war was
over and that the country was just
recovering from a hysterical cele-
bration in spite of the fact that Pro-
hibition was the law of the land. I
heard that Hazel Grove whiskey
took a beating on November 11,
1918.
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THE TRAIL HERD was left here
on cut-over hay land and winter
feed, also under control of the bank.
Next we took on a nightmare of a
job. Five hundred cows and calves
were corralled at the McDowell
ranch and run through chutes
separating cows from calves. The
cows were taken to a pasture about
ten miles away. The calves were
held in the corral for several days.
What a bawling, day and night. And
then the day came to move them.
Catch up your best horse. Get set,
turn them loose. How those calves
did stampede. It was all we could do
to keep up with them and head
them in the right direction — north.

The one incident that sticks in
my mind on that drive was crossing
Tongue River. Not wide, not deep,
late in the fall. But would those
calves take to water? Guess they
would rather have milk. A skim of
ice was frozen out on each bank. We
ran our horses down trying to push
those so-and-so calves into the river.
They finally followed the saddle
horses across. The calves went to
the cutover alfalfa fields on Tongue
River at the SH Ranch and I was
again sleeping in the old log bunk-
house ready for the next job.

I was turned over to the ranch
foreman and went out with a crew to
fence in the hay stacks. I don’t like
digging postholes. Always gives me
hayfever. I tried the standard cure
— eating lots of horseradish. The
horse in the horseradish is supposed
to eat the hay in the hayfever; it was
no go.

But glory be, a new job developed.
Charley was shaping up the last
beef shipment, dry cows, old bulls,
lumpjaws and cripples, about 200
head in all, to be trailed in and
shipped at Miles City. Good old
Charley took me along. We did not
have a wagon and, as I remember,
no change of saddle horses. I picked
a horse that was shod because we
were in mud and snow all the way
down Tongue River. We were five
days on the road. I suppose Charley
had this all planned out but ex-
horse wranglers are not invited to
the summit conferences.

I remember two stops. One at the
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Howard Ranch back up a creek
from the Tongue River road. Here I
renewed the acquaintance with two
lifetime friends, Bruce Ward and
Shorty Howe. Bruce now has a lapi-
dary shop in Miles City. Howe later
had land and sheep near Salmon,
Idaho.

The other stop I recall was at the
old roadhouse ranch at the mouth of
Pumpkin Creek. We slept on the
floor. One of the riders with the first
name of Irvine, a young man and no
doubt still alive, bought a short
shank half breed bit trimmed with
Mezxican silver coins on each side,
from the cook, for five dollars. He
had more money than I did.

The early-day trail herds in this
area, even up from Texas, crossed
Tongue River at the mouth of
Pumpkin Creek, moved on down
Tongue on the west side, passed at
the base of old Camelback Butte in
back of the N. P. yards, swam the
Yellowstone near Fort Keogh, and
went away to hell and gone to the
north.

We stayed on the wagon road on
the east side all the way down,
through the outskirts of Miles City,
right past my parents’ home (they
had no idea where I was), across the
Northern Pacific tracks, across
Tongue River on the old wagon
bridge to the N. P. stockyards, and
it was over. This was November 30,
1918.

I did not find an easier way to
make a living but I did find a differ-
ent route — the U. S. Navy at Bre-
merton, Washington; U. S. Depart-
ment of Interior, U. S. Postal
Service, U. S. Railway Mail Service,
all in Montana; U. S. Immigration
Service, North Portal, Saskatche-
wan, Canada; U. S. Veterans
Administration, Minneapolis, Min-
nesota; and finally U. S. Forest Ser-
vice, from which I retired after forty
years service. A long trail with many
turns, but a merry one. It’s been
said it is very hard for a rich man to
get into the Kingdom of Heaven. I
will have no problem on this score.
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AN ARMY OF MARKSMEN — Douglas C. McChristian

An Army of Marksmen documents the U.S. Army’s
efforts to develop individual marksmanship by U.S.
soldiers. This book covers the regulations, special
awards, weapons, and the officers who promoted the
ideal of marksmanship. Covering the critical period
from the Civil War to the turn of the century, An Army
of Marksmen details the process that resulted in the
superiority of the American soldiers’ remarkable
accuracy with small arms. Over 40 photos &
illustrations. 6 x 9, softcover

BOOTS & SADDLES AT THE LITTLE BIG HORN —
James S. Hutchins

Actual uniforms, hats, guns, saddles, even watches
and rings, are detailed in this study of campaign gear.
Jim Hutchins has produced the definitive work. A rare
manual on saddling and bridling the cavalry mount is
reprinted. Boots & Saddles proudly takes its place as
Vol. No. 7 in the Source Custeriana Series. Many
photos and illustrations. 10 x 7, softcover

Please send orders to THE OLD
ARMY PRESS, P. O. Box 2243, Ft.
Collins, CO 80522. Include $1.00
postage & handling ($1.50 for 2 or
more books)
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LONG WALK
ESCAPEES

One tiny group who survived the siege of
Canyon de Chelly literally blended into the
landscape on the Rio Puerco and became known
as the Alamo Indians

By LANGFORD JOHNSTON
with EVE BALL
Photos provided by Johnston

Explanatory Note: When
during the War between the
States a Confederate army
invaded New Mexico, an ambi-
tious young man in California

of red sandstone.
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Canyon de Chelly. Trees in foreground are dwarfed by the 800-foot-high walls

recruited a regiment for the
purpose of driving the Confed-
erate troops from New Mex-
ico. James H. Carleton was
appointed commander of the
so-called California Column,
and he marched his troops to
the Rio Grande only to find
that the Southern soldiers had
left the territory and there

”

was no need of military forces
to expel them.

Enroute to his destination
Carleton had had an encounter
with the warriors of Cochise
and Mangas Coloradas at
Apache Pass, where Carleton
claimed to have achieved a
great victory and to have
killed many Apaches. The
Indians have a very conflict-
ing account of the battle for
water at the Pass.

In addition, to the disgrace
of Carleton and one of his offi-
cers, Edmond D. Shirland,
First Cavalry, California Vol-
unteers, was the perpetration
of a dishonorable betrayal
when Mangas Coloradas later
went into their camp under a
flag of truce and with the
promise of protection. During
the night of January 18, 1863
he was killed by guards whose
alibi was that it was done to
prevent his escape.

The great Warm Springs
chief had been warned by his
allies Victorio and Loco that
the word of no White Eye was
to be trusted and that the offi-
cers’ promises were merely a
lure to get him into their
power so that they could have
him killed.

Victorio and his warriors
had watched the military
camp from hiding on the moun-
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Frm Scribner's Magazine, Vol. XXXIX, 1906

Left: Navajos in Canyon de Chelly. Right: White House Ruin in the canyon.

tainside. According to them,
they saw their chief buried in
a shallow grave; and what was
to them worse than his death,
was the exhuming and mutila-
tion of his body. The chief was
decapitated and his head
boiled in a big black kettle.

Th Apaches believed — and
many still do — that the condi-
tion in which the body is
buried will be that in which
the dead will go through eter-
nity. That doom for their great
chief was agonizing.

Since Cochise and Mangas
Coloradas were no longer on
the warpath and there was no
other tribe in the territory
causing trouble, there was no
longer a need for Carleton’s
regiment. So Carleton came up
with a means of retaining his
military position — and his
salary. He began reporting
depredations by various bands
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of Apaches, especially those of
Mescaleros and Navajos. It is
possible that there was some
truth in the reports, but they
were undeniably exaggerated.

Then he conceived an idea
that cost the government
many lives and a great deal of
money: he would establish a
reservation in New Mexico
and assemble all tribes in the
territory upon it. They would
be completely under his juris-
diction and the project would
“be the way of promotion and
pay,” as Kipling once ex-
pressed it.

The Bosque Redondo (Round
Wood) on the Pecos, near the
present site of Fort Sumner,
was selected. The first Indians
driven there were about 400
from Mescalero. There was
sufficient arable land for their
sustenance if rainfall and
favorable growing conditions

.had been adequate, but they

were not.

To add to the misery of the
Mescaleros, 7,000 Navajos,
with whom they were inimical,
were placed up-river from
them. The Mescaleros had
been able to raise some crops
and had been permitted to
leave the concentration camp
to hunt before the Navajos
came. Afterward there was
insufficient food for both
tribes, and it was a wretched
situation.

Christopher “Kit” Carson
had been among several con-
sidered for command of the
troops sent to displace the
Navajos and force them to
leave their reservation and be
transplanted to the Bosque
Redondo. He was said to know
and understand Indians.

Though he was only a lieu-
tenant at the time, Carson was
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made a colonel and put in com-
mand of the expedition. The
following is an account of a
group of approximately 2,000
of those Navajos whom Carson
didn’t get to the Bosque.

WHEN THE Civil War began in
1861 the Navajo Nation occupied
almost all of the northwest quarter
of New Mexico and the northeast
quarter of Arizona. They were not a
nomadic people but lived in villages
in their octagonal houses called
hogans.

They raised sheep and cattle, and
farmed the little valleys. They

planted corn, pumpkins, beans,.

peaches, watermelons and several
other fruits and vegetables. They
were a peaceful folk and got along
well with their neighbors, but the
white man’s efforts at settlement
became deeply resented by them.
The government of the United
States had several forts in New
Mexico and Arizona Territories to
keep the Indians under control but
when the Civil War started, the gov-
ernment called its soldiers back to
fight in the Union army, and the

forts were abandoned. The Navajos

took advantage of this, plundering
and killing without mercy, and even
attacking the peaceful Pueblo
Indians. They were completely out
of hand.

Sometime in the late spring of
1863 the Territorial authorities of
New Mexico summoned Kit Carson
to Santa Fe. When they asked him if
he would lead an expedition to the
Navajo reservation to capture the
people and take them to the Bosque
Redondo on the Pecos, he accepted.

Carson had made a name for him-
self as a soldier as well as a scout.
He seemed to have an uncanny
knack of figuring out the moves of
opposing forces and was looked
upon by the high command as a
very able officer.

Carson asked General Canby for
cannon. Canby said he could spare
only four howitzers but would fur-
nish plenty of ammunition for both
them and rifles. Carson put some
men in charge of the cannon and it
was their responsibility to maintain
and fire them; they were trained in
the operation of the guns by the reg-
ular soldiers.

The expedition had a great many
wagons pulled by oxen and had
obtained immense quantities of
food supplies, ammunition and
medicine from the quartermaster.

Carson’s army numbered about
700 men; with this small force he
intended to overcome 10,000
Navajos. It seemed an impossible
task, but Carson knew the Navajos

-better than any other white man

and had been through their country
many times.

When Carson started for the
Navajo country, he went about 200
miles west through the rough can-
yons and valleys of northern New
Mexico. He made his headquarters
on a creek in Arizona where there
was plenty of water.

Carson didn’t want to destroy the
Navajo Nation, which is why he
requested howitzers. He knew they
would frighten the Indians and they
did. The use of these weapons saved
lives on both sides. Carson’s own
forces sustained very few casualties.

He decided to destroy all crops
and livestock so the tribe would not
be able to get food; then they would
have to surrender. After eight or

e A,
Photos courtesy Rufus Choate

Headquarters on the Alamo Indian Reservation. Right: Hogan on the reservation.
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nine months, and a good many bat-
tles, 7,000 Indians retreated to the
Canyon de Chelly (pronounced
“day Shay”), a deep gorge with high
cliffs on each side. A small group
could keep an army at bay near the
entrance. Previously, when they had
been trapped in the canyon, the
Navajos held the soldiers off a long
time, then retreated to the east end
of the canyon and went out by steep
trails that led to the top.

THE FOLLOWING report is
taken from Kit Carson Days by
Edwin L. Sabin. His book gives long
and detailed reports of the attack
on Canyon de Chelly.

There is no proof that Carson
himself entered the famous strong-
hold of the Navajos. He sent Cap-
tains Pfeiffer and Carey into it with
troops. Theirs was a very dangerous
assignment. The south rim of the
canyon rose 1,000 to 1,200 feet with
no breaks from side canyons. The
Navajos camped on ledges so high
that from the base “they looked
about the size of crows.”

The north rim was broken. It too
was very steep, but numbers of
Navajos scaled those cliffs and
escaped.

Carson remained at Fort Canby
but his troops entered that danger-
ous place in January of 1864. During
that winter there had been at times
twenty-four inches of snow. Oxen
used for hauling supplies could
make about five miles a day.

Not until March did “The Long
Walk” really begin. It was second
only to the “Trail of Tears of the
Five Civilized Tribes” in suffering
and death.

Though the number arriving at
the Bosque Redondo is usually esti-
mated at 7,000, Carson reckoned it
nearer 5,000. They were installed
up-stream from the camp of the
Mescalero, their enemies, who num-
bered about 400.

Both before and during The Long
Walk a number of Navajos disap-
peared. They were the refugees who
settled on the Rio Puerco at Los
Alamos or Alamocito.

CARSON knew the country.
When the soldiers reached the
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Miguel Sacatera holding his great-granddaughter, with his granddaughters in
the background, on the old Chavez Ranch. Photo was taken twenty years ago
when he was ninety-five years old. He died a year or two later.

mouth of the canyon he sent a
detachment around the rim in the
deep snow to block the trails leading
out to the east; then after waiting
awhile to give the detachment time
to reach its goal he started up the
canyon. When he came to a narrow
part the Navajos were entrenched
and opened fire on the troops, but a
few shots from the howitzers and
they retreated up the canyon to be
met by the detachment coming
down. It was then that they surren-
dered.

Before the shooting ended a small
band of about 100 men, women, and
children climbed up an almost per-
pendicular face of the bluff where
there were numerous small pockets
in the wall for hand and toeholds. In
1967 when I went up the canyon in a
four-wheel-drive vehicle driven by a

Navajo he showed me where they
had climbed the rock.

The Indians had some corn stored
in the canyon, and each man who
escaped had a small buckskin bag
filled with it. The Navajo people ate
the corn raw after it had dried. They
had a few rifles and some ammuni-
tion, several bows and a good many
arrows. The small group was never
missed by the soldiers, and made a
clean getaway. After traveling fast
for some distance they were able to .
kill some deer, and there were a
good many pinon nuts left on the
ground from the year before. They
had more to eat than the ones who
made The Long Walk to the Bosque
Redondo on the Pecos River.

People who knew the country and
talked to the Alamo Indians said
they traveled southeast from Can-
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yon de Chelly to east of where
Grants, New Mexico is now. They
continued between the lava flow
and Putney Mesa, then through the
Narrows to the north plains where
they turned southeast to the Rio
Salado. They were looking for a
place where there was timber to
build hogans, and a place to grow
corn, pumpkins and other vegeta-
bles, with plenty of pinon nuts.
When they came to a grove of cot-
tonwood trees on the Rio Salado
where there was good water, they
settled. They had enough corn left
to plant several acres. They had also
some pumpkin seed.

The people living in the area later
gave them the name “Alamo” on
account of the cottonwood trees,
and they have been known by that
name since. At that time no one
lived close to them, and for a long
time no one knew they were there.

There were several herds of
burros running wild along the creek.
They had descended from the wild
ones that escaped from Mexicans
who lived along the Rio Grande.
The Navajos captured a good many
of these for pack animals and for
riding. Later they acquired a few
horses.

It was a precarious existence until
the early 1900s. About that time
Ray Morley, who owned a large
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ranch in th Datil Mountains, began
a big sheep operation. Sheepherders
were very scarce so he hired the
Indians. It wasn’t long until he had
a great many of them working for
him. They treated Morley as one of
their gods; it was akin to worship.

Morley also ran a big cattle outfit
and the cowboys and the Navajos
got along well together. Some peo-
ple thought Morley could speak the
Navajo language but I doubt that.
He always talked Spanish when I
was around, and he could speak it
with perfection.

For many years the Bureau of
Indian Affairs did not know the
Alamo Indians were settled on the
Salado. When it learned of them it
refused to recognize them as a tribe
and never gave them any govern-
ment help.

SOMETIME in the 1920s, at the
insistence of Morley, the govern-
ment bought them the Chavez
Ranch adjoining their reservation,
and the Bureau of Indian Affairs
fully accepted them as the Alamo
Tribe.

Morley took great delight in tell-
ing “big windies” to tourists and
Easterners about the wild Indians
who worked for him.

Later when he built the Navajo
Lodge in Datil for tourists he had

some squaws weaving blankets
where the travelers could watch
them. That helped to sell blankets.
The Navajo blanket is made with
100 per cent pure wool and makes a
fine rug or bedspread and is some-
times used for wall decorations.
Navajos also made saddle blankets
with beautiful designs that would
last a long time if kept free of
moths. The squaws sold all the
blankets they could make.

Morley kept several Navajo men
around to talk to the tourists; the
Indians ordinarily would not talk to
a stranger, but Morley trained them
to entertain the guests and help sell
the blankets and to attract people
to his lodge.

In the evening Morley sat by the
fireplace in the lobby and en-
thralled his customers with tall tales
about the Indians, some of the tales
were even true. It was very seldom
he had a vacant room during the
tourist season. The Navajo Lodge
became well-known to travelers
from coast to coast.

In the fall of the year when the
pinon nuts dropped to the ground
the squaws would gather hundreds
of pounds. They took them to town
where there was always a ready
market.

The young girls were beautiful. A
few of them married white men, and

Left: Navajos heading home with supplies. Above: Navajo
boy herding sheep. Pictures taken in the 1950s.
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reared fine families. They were well
thought of in the community where
they lived.

The Indian sheep boss was called
Capitan. He wore his hair tied in a
knot on the back of his neck and
bound a cloth around his head. He
wore the regular Navajo moccasins,
and he rode a big red mule with
Morley’s Drag A brand on his left
thigh. He always carried two Navajo
blankets tied behind the saddle.
These blankets were his bed winter
and summer. He carried a .30-30
rifle in a scabbard on his saddle.
Capitan’s lesser supervisors were
corporales.

CAPITAN was one of the group
that climbed out of Canyon de
Chelly. I judged his age to be about
sixty years in 1915. He was a big lad
when they escaped from Carson’s
troops.

One day in the late summer of
1915 we were getting ready for noon
dinner when Capitan rode up to our
house. My father invited him in to
eat. I don’t think he could speak
English but Dad knew a little Span-
ish so they got along well. But all
through the meal Capitan never
spoke a half-dozen words; he just
grunted most of the time.

We had brought several sacks of
dried apricots and peaches from Los
Esteros and raisins from California
the previous spring. Mother had
just cooked a big pot of apricots and
old Capitan really tore into them; he
completely ignored the beans and
sow belly. Every Indian I ever knew
loved sweets.

In September, Capitan rode up to
one of his sheep camps on Alamosa
Creek. The sheep were scattered
over a big area in the timber and no
sheepherder was anywhere around.
After driving all the sheep into the
corral Capitan went to get another
herder. Then he took the trail of the
negligent one. Nobody ever saw or
heard from that sheepherder again;
everyone believed old Capitan sent
him to the happy hunting grounds.

One of Capitan’s top sheep-
herders was Miguel Sacatera.
Miguel helped handle the other
herders and take care of the shear-
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ing pens in the spring. He was a
good man. I knew him well and
liked him very much. I last saw him
in 1962 when he was ninety-five
years old. He died a year or two
later. Miguel has several sons,
daughters, and grandchildren living
on the Alamo reservation.

In the late fall of 1915 Morley
sent several hundred sheep to Mag-
dalena to ship to market. They had
camped just outside of town in the
timber, against a hill. It was just a
short walking distance to town.
Early in the evening Capitan went
into town to buy some whiskey, but
at that time no one was permitted to
sell alcoholic drinks to Indians.
After trying all the saloons he
induced a Mexican to buy a quart
for him. When he got back to camp
he piled some pinon logs on the fire
and put his blankets on the ground
just above the blaze. There was a
strong cold wind blowing, and the
temperature was about twenty

degrees.

Old Capitan settled down on his
blankets and started on the bottle.
After drinking two or three hours he
tried to get up but he couldn’t make
it. He struggled awhile and rolled
down into the fire. The herders
pulled him out but he jumped up
and started running directly into
the wind with his hair and clothes
blazing. He ran until he dropped.

Navajo Indians never like to go
around a dead person so one of
them rushed to town to get Morley.
When Morley got to the camp he
went over to where Capitan lay. He
was dead. Morley said that his
stomach had dropped out and lay
on the ground beside him.

It took Morley a long time to get
over that tragedy. Capitan was a
fine sheepman and a good friend.
Beyond that, he was a true repre-
sentative of the Alamo Indians who
escaped the nightmare of the Bos-
que Redondo.
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STAKE YOUR CLAIM ON A NEW BOOK....

#155 The West of the
Texas Kid, by Thomas E.
Crawford; ed. by J.C. Dykes.
Crawford joined up with such
notorious characters as Black
Jack Ketchum and Henry
Starr. Later he tried ranching
in Montana and gold mining in
California. His recollections
form an amazing record of out-
law gang activities of his time.
Important information about
the Jackson Hole and Hole in
the Wall outlaws. Soft cover,
$3.95

#156 Heck Thomas: Fron-
tier Marshal, by Glenn Shir-

' ley. Thomas was a member of

one of the most effective law
enforcement agencies in the
American West. Separately
and together, the Guardsmen
worked to eliminate the ram-
paging Dalton and Doolin
gangs. Tall, handsome, soft-
spoken and deadly with a gun,
heck Thomas was the kind of
man legends are made of. Hard
cover, $8.98.

#160 Younger
Brothers, by C. Brei-
han. Here are stirring
accounts of the infa-
mous brothers who pla-
qued the Middle West
with daring and ruth-
less banditry. With the
James boys they organ-
ized one of the most
savage gangs ever.
Hard cover, $12.95.
#215 Lost Mines of
the Great South-
west, by J. Mitchell.
First published in
1933, this book relates
some of the thousands
of legends about Span-
ish and Indian hidden
treasures. Included are
maps, art and a new
index. Hard cover,
$10.00

TREASURE

#227 How and Where to
Find Gold, by V. Ballantyne.
If anyone knows how and
where to find gold, the author
does. Ballantyne was born and
raised in Montana when pros-
pecting, mining and ranching
were the main occupations, but
it took him awhile to come
down with a serious case of
gold fever. His experience will
help beginner and expert alike.
Soft cover, $4.94

#5566 Across the Wide Mis-
souri, by B. DeVoto. In this
book, Americans may once
more see their plains black
with buffalo, watch the cere-
monial dancing of the Indians
and enter their lodges, and
roam the unknown plains with
the mountain men. Over 400
pages of moving writing by one
of our great living historians —
accompanied by dozens of pic-
tures, many in color. Hard
cover, $8.98.
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$15.95
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141 The Capture of John Wesley Hardin, by C. Parsons. HC
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HC $8.50
451 No Tears for the General, by L. Sully. HC .............. $6.50
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gan. SC $4.50
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504 The Last Cowboy, by J. Kramer. HC .........cccccovnninne $6.95
525 Boots & Saddles at the Little Big Horn, by J. Hutchins.
SC $4.95
528 I Buried Custer, by B. Liddic. HC .......cc.coouvciiecnne $13.95

534 The Hunting of the Buffalo, by E. Branch. SC ....... $4.25
539 My Life on the Plains, by General George Custer. SC
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559 Billy King’s Tombst by C.L. Sonnich SC ...$6.50

560 History of the Lincoln County War, by M. Fulton. SC
$12.50
561 All Hell Needs is Water, by B. Ruffner. SC ............ $3.25
564 West of the Rocky Mountains, by John Muir. SC 512 95
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08 AN OLD FAVORITE!

#568 Old Bill Williams,
Mountain Man, by A. Favour.
Not at all meaning to lead the
course of empire but only to
trap beaver, the mountain men
did exactly that. Of all of them,
none was more colorful or indi-
vidualistic as Old Bill Williams
of the flaming hair. His drun-
ken sprees were magnificent.
His escapades were legendary.
Soft cover, $5.95.

#584 Stickeen, by John
Muir. On a stormy day in 1880,
John Muir set out to explore a
newly discovered glacier in
Alaska. Following him was a
small dog named Stickeen, “so
small and worthless that I
objected to his going,” Muir
recalled. Lost in a tangle of
crevasses, Muir had an adven-
ture with Stickeen that he later
called “the most memorable of
all my wild days.” Peril, excite-
ment and beauty. Soft cover,
$3.95.

#820 Horses &
Tack, by Dr. M. Ens-
minger. One of
America’s leading
equine experts has
written a complete
one-volume reference
for horse owners. Its 18
chapters cover every-
thing and every Ameri-
can breed. “Horses &
Tack will top them
all,” says equine scien-
tist William Tyznik.
Hard cover, $18.50.
#585 The Lewis &
Clark Trail, by A.
Satterfield. This book
recaptures the Lewis &
Clark experience in a
journey today’s tra-
velers can make.
Hard cover, $12.95.

#819 Home Gun Care &
Repair, by P. Ackley. Tells
you how to install sights and
make pads, adjust, convert, fix
and tinker with all types of
small arms including rifles, pis-
tols, revolvers and shotguns.
“Well presented easy to under-
stand . .. reflects the author’s
many years’ experience as a
gun writer and professional
gunsmith,” said American
Rifleman. Soft cover, $6.95.

#821 Enjoying the Active
life After Fifty, by Dr. Ralph
Hopp. This warm, personal
book will encourage you, or
someone you love, to take up
an outdoor activity that could
open up a new, extended and
happier life. Other books are
aimed at physical exercise pro-
grams. This one urges you to
enjoy an active, outdoor life.
Soft cover, $7.95.
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By
JAMES R. SWERKSTROM
Photos provided by author

ED MAXWELL was the oldest
son in a family which had moved
from Arkansas to Fulton County,
Illinois during or shortly after the
Civil War to escape the feuds, raids
and open warfare prevalent in the
South. During his adolescence Ed
became enthralled by the exploits of

DOUBLE

the James Gang and others living
outside the law and wanted to lead
the same sort of adventurous and
exciting life.

After gaining some practical
experience in ways of making easy
money, Ed persuaded his brother
Lon, who was five years younger, to
become his partner in crime.

Operating in five states — Illi-
nois, Wisconsin, Minnesota,

Nebraska and Montana — the
Maxwell brothers specialized in
stealing horses, though that was by
no means all they stole. They often
made their forays on moonlit nights
when they would be least expected.
One of their favorite tricks when
followed was to run a few miles, hide
until their pursuers passed, then
double back — sometimes stealing
more horses from the place they had

YENGEANCE

A brother can lead you right . . . or lead youwrong
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Brothers Edward (left) and Lon Maxwell.
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just hit.

While they were spending a week
at a Minnesota hotel, indulging
themselves with whiskey and
women, a deputy sheriff of McDon-
ough County, Illinois and a Pinker-
ton detective who had trailed them
from Illinois raided the hotel, with
the help of local authorities, and
arrested Lon. Ed escaped, but was
soon captured in Illinois.

Tried separately, Ed was sen-
tenced to five years and Lon to
three years in the Illinois State
Prison at Joliet.

When he was released in 1879
Lon was twenty-three years old.
Determined to go straight, he
changed his name to Williams,
moved to the tiny western Wiscon-
sin town of Hersey, and found a job
as a clerk at a general store in
nearby Knapp. Later, he worked in
the local pinery. At a New Year’s
Eve dance in Knapp, Lon met a girl
named Fanny Hussey and the two
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Brothers Charles (left) and Milton Coleman.

of them immediately fell in love.
They were married the following
July. :

While working in the woods that
winter, Lon cut his left foot with an
axe so severely that one of his toes
had to be amputated. This pre-
vented his working, and debts piled
up. Unable to. provide the security
he wanted for Fanny, who was by
then pregnant, he became deeply
depressed.

LON STILL hadn’t recuperated
at the time Ed was released from
prison and came to visit him. Unlike
his younger brother, Ed was
unchanged by his stint in prison. He
started stealing again as soon as he
got out.

Learning of Lon’s financial
straits, Ed gave him some money
and reminded him there was more
to be made in the same old manner.
Lon, however, wanted no part of it.
Unfortunately, Ed also adopted the

Williams alias and when he
returned from time to time with
stolen horses, he left them with his
brother. Lon turned the horses loose
as soon as Ed was gone, but law offi-
cers assumed that the two were
working as a team.

Finally Lon succumbed to Ed’s
persistent pressure and joined him
on his various ‘“‘business trips.”
They did a lot of target practicing in
the woods around Hersey and
Knapp, displaying shooting skills
which awed local residents — and
aroused their suspicions. It is said
that at forty paces Lon could fire
two revolvers simultaneously — one
with each hand — and hit two pota-
toes which had been tossed into the
air. At the same distance, Ed could
knock an oyster can off a fence post
with a revolver in his right hand,
then put another hole through it
with a revolver in his left hand
before the can hit the ground. They
could fire their Winchester rifles as
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accurately from the hip as most men

could from the shoulder.

In May 1881 the St. Croix Lum-
ber Co. in Stillwater, Minnesota,
thirty-five miles west of Hersey, was
broken into and robbed. Ed and
Lon were seen and identified while
crossing the St. Croix River in a
skiff. :

Authorities at Stillwater notified
the St. Croix county Sheriff at Hud-
son, Wisconsin who went to arrest
the brothers, but Ed and Lon had
little trouble driving him away.
They then left for Illinois, where
they proceeded to conduct a two-
man crime wave.

Sheriff J. O. Anderson of Hender-
son County, Illinois, after trailing
them northward for some distance,
assumed they were returning to
Wisconsin and sent postcards ahead
offering $300 for their capture.

Some time during this period
Lon’s wife Fanny went to stay with
her mother and step-father in
Arkansaw, Wisconsin, about
twenty-five miles south of Hersey.
Some accounts have it that she did
so because she was upset after the
encounter with the St. Croix county
sheriff. Other accounts say she left a
bit earlier to relieve Lon of some of
his financial burden.

Whatever her motive she was at
Arkansaw — feverishly ill — when
Undersheriff Miletus Knight of
Durand received one of Sheriff
Anderson’s postcards and went to
search her parents’ house. This
greatly disturbed Fanny, who died
shortly after delivery of her still-
. born child.

When Lon showed up at Arkan-
saw, accompanied by Ed, and asked
if his wife were there, Fanny’s
mother sobbingly told him what had
happened. The news devastated
Lon. During an all-night vigil at
Fanny’s grave he threatened to kill
both himself and Ed, but Ed man-
aged to talk him out of it. Lon then
vowed revenge on Undersheriff
Knight, blaming him for the death
of his wife and child. Ed, far from
trying to dissuade his brother from
that, offered his full support.

ON SUNDAY, July 10, 1881, the
two went to Durand and were fer-
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ried across the Chippewa River by a
man named Frank Goodrich at
about five o’clock in the afternoon.
Goodrich grew suspicious when the
heavily-armed pair asked where the
jail was located and where Under-
sheriff Knight could be found. After
the crossing Goodrich spread an
alarm about his suspicious passen-
gers.

Undersheriff Milton Coleman of
Menomonie, Wisconsin (Dunn
County) who had stopped at the
hotel in Durand while transporting
a prisoner from Wabasha, Minne-
sota, heard the news and decided to
hunt the men down. The Maxwell
brothers (whose alias had become
irrelevant) were wanted for crimes
committed in Dunn County as well,
and these two fit the Maxwells’
description.

With his older brother Charles,
an ex-sheriff of Pepin County who
lived in Durand, Milton Coleman
set out to capture the two outlaws.
Armed with revolvers and double-
barrelled shotguns loaded with
small shot, the Coleman brothers
proceeded up the street, inquiring

- of people along the way if they had

seen any armed men. Some people
who knew of their mission warned
the Colemans that they were taking
too big a risk and urged them to
organize a posse to help them. The
Colemans declined all offers of
assistance, however.

Ed Maxwell later told a Dunn
County News reporter that he and
Lon had been hiding in the bushes
when they saw two men with guns
running up the road. They con-
cluded their presence had been dis-
covered, he said, and that an
attempt was being made to sur-
round them. They decided to start
up the street, break through the
line, and escape. It was now dusk,
nearly nine o’clock.

While the Colemans stood talking
to two boys across a wooden fence,
Milton looked down the street and
saw the Maxwells approaching side
by side.

“There they are now,” he told
Charles, who stepped out about six
feet away from the fence. Both of
them cocked their guns and held

them in a ready position.

When the Maxwells had come up
very close (newspaper accounts
didn’t give an exact distance), Mil-
ton brought his gun to his shoulder,
leveled it at Lon, and said, “You are
my__”

He didn’t have a chance to add
“prisoner” before Lon put a bullet
through his neck, killing him
instantly. As Milton was falling, his
reflex action pulled the trigger of his
shotgun and the blast riddled Lon’s
right arm and shoulder with shot.

At the same time, Ed Maxwell
and Charles Coleman exchanged
fire. Using a Navy revolver, Ed hit
Charles just below the heart.
Charles’ first shot caught Ed in the
wrist. Charles staggered into the
middle of the street as Ed emptied
his gun at him, hitting him once
more. Falling to one knee, Charles
managed to get off a second shot
before collapsing.

Milton at twenty-four had been
engaged to be married; Charles,

- forty, left a widow and seven chil-

dren.

AFTER THE shoot-out the Max-
wells escaped across the Chippewa
River in an old skiff and plunged
into the thick surrounding wood-
land. About daybreak they reached
the spot where their horse and
buggy was hidden. They changed
into clean clothing they had in the
buggy, hid their blood-stained gar-
ments under an old log, then set out
on foot, hiding during the day and
traveling at night.

Following the killings, posses
were organized to conduct one of
the largest manhunts in Wisconsin
history. At times, as many as 500
men combed the Eau Gaule River
valley northwest of Durand looking
for the Maxwell brothers. Rewards
totalling $1,800 were posted for
their capture — $500 each by Dunn
and Pepin Counties and the State of
Wisconsin, plus the $300 reward
still standing from Henderson
County, Illinois. The governor
called out the 43-member Luding-
ton Guard, stationed in Meno-
monie, to help in the search.

The Maxwells were in the woods
for ten days, suffering from their
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wounds and from hunger. They had
been without food for four days
before finding a milkhouse where
they helped themselves to milk and
molasses.

Once they killed a steer, cut out a
chunk of meat from its flank, and
cooked it over a fire. They often saw
squads of the pursuing party, and
were in turn spotted themselves a
few times — but always by individ-
uals; never by a group.

In early August the search was
abandoned. It was generally
assumed that the Maxwell brothers
had left the region — as, indeed,
they had.

Working their way toward the
Mississippi River, they found an old
boat somewhere near Maiden Rock,
Wisconsin, twenty miles west of
Durand, and crossed over into Min-
nesota.

When in late September two men
killed the sheriff of Calhoun
County, Illinois in a shoot-out, and
wounded two of his deputies, the
Maxwells were believed to be
responsible, though Ed later denied
being involved.

By November 8 they were in
Nebraska, where they posed as
goose hunters and found lodging
with a German farmer near Grand
Island. The farmer had read a
description of the Maxwell brothers
in a Milwaukee newspaper and got
word to the local sheriff that he
suspected his visitors were wanted
men.

As described at the time by the
St. Louis Globe Democrate, the
sheriff and a posse of three went to
the farmer’s home at about five
o’clock the next morning, also pre-
tending to be goose hunters stop-
ping for breakfast.

There were only two rooms in the
house. Sheriff Killian and his posse
were shown into the room where the
Maxwell brothers had slept on the
floor. The two fugitives were just
getting up when the other men
arrived.

After exchanging pleasantries,
Killian plied them with questions
about Hastings, Nebraska, where
they claimed to live. Their inability
to answer his questions, combined
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900 Sypert St., Phone: (512) 876-5023
Carrizo Springs, Texas 78834

WHITE MORNING STAR
By Edythe Little Star*

Edited by Helen L. Hall**

WHITE MORNING STAR, the second wife of
Cheyenne Indian Chief War Bonnet is the main
character in this book: her trials and rewards in a
world once friendly as it becomes an alien holocaust
at Sand Creek, Colorado. View War Bonnet through
her eyes as opposed to the ‘Dime Novels’ once
written about him. Those familiar with the term ‘Far
Memory’ will find that this fits the requirements. The
trifling knowledge that name to be a historical ‘fact’
differs little from the ‘memory.’ For those who like
living history, this book will be one of your most
memorable experiences.

316 pages, 8" x 11, with 12 full page illustrations
taken from large paintings especially done for the
book.

Write: *Edythe Little Star Dept. T3
516 W. Kansas Ave., Greensburg,
KS 67054. PH. 316-723-2626

Or:  *%*Helen L. Hall Dept. T3
Rt. 1, Box 69, Hutchinson, KS 67501.
Ph. 316-665-7381

$25.00 plus postage $2.50 in U.S.A.

$30.00 plus postage $2.50 in Canada.

Send check or money order only!

HISTORY OF AMERICAN
JACK & MULE

Frank C. Mills Helen L. Hall

In 1971 when this book hit the market,
books sold to mule lovers in 50 states and 8
foreign countries. In 1976 we did the
BI-CENTENNIAL ISSUE with hard cover
and colored mule on cover. WE RAN OUT
in DECEMBER, 1979.

HERE IS THE 1980 VERSION, brought up
to date with same material as in the other
book.

258 pages with 160 pictures of jacks,
jennets, mules with stories of their
contribution to our civilization; history of
their importation, breeding and use on our
continent. Many human interest tales of the
men who lived out their lives in this trade.
THE ONLY HISTORY OF THE AMERICAN
JACK AND MULE!

Write: Helen L. Hall Dept. T3

Rt. 1, Box 69, Hutchinson, Kansas 67501
Or call: 316-665-7382

$25.00 plus $2.00 postage in U.S.A.;
$30.00 plus $2.00 postage in Canada.
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with the fact that they were heavily
armed with weapons not normally
used to hunt geese, convinced him
they were the Maxwells. He decided
he would try to arrest them at the
breakfast table since they had
stayed within reach of their guns
while they were dressing.

When Lon left to go to the barn,
though, the sheriff changed his
plans, deciding it would be easier to
take them one at a time. Walking
over to Ed, he announced, “I want
you.”

Ed tried to raise his rifle, which
he had been holding, but the sheriff
grabbed him in a bear hug, wrestled
him to the floor, and got the gun
away from him. Ed was then quickly
secured and bound. At shouted
warnings from Ed, Lon came run-
ning back toward the house. Killian
had run out the kitchen door, saw
Lon coming around the corner of
the house, and commanded him to
halt. Lon, instead, took a shot at the
sheriff, who dodged the bullet by
jumping back into the kitchen.

Lon tried to kick the door open,
but Killian had his foot behind it so
that it opened only a few inches.
One of the posse members was wait-
ing with a shotgun, but Lon jumped
away before it was fired. When he
rose in front of a window the same
posse man had a fine bead on his
head and pulled both triggers. Nei-
ther shell exploded.

At this point Lon took off run-
ning, but the sheriff and his men
didn’t know it until the farmer came
from the barn and told them. They
had not dared to go near a window
or a door for fear of catching a bul-
let.

ACCOMPANIED by Sheriff Kil-
lian, Undersheriff Miletus Knight
of Pepin County, Wisconsin and
Deputy Sheriff Henry Coleman of
Dunn County, Wisconsin (brother
of Charles and Milton Coleman), Ed
Maxwell arrived in Menomonie on
Thursday, November 17. A large
crowd was gathered at the depot to
greet the train and get a glimpse of
him.

Friday morning, several people
were permitted to visit Ed, includ-
ing a reporter for the Dunn County

9

News. The reporter described him
as ‘“‘prepossessing in appearance,
gentlemanly in address, easy and
self possessed in conversation. In
outward appearance the observer
sees nothing to indicate the bold
and desperate character of the
man.” Ed admitted he and Lon had
killed the Coleman brothers, but
insisted the Colemans had fired
first and that they had shot in self-
defense.

Friday afternoon Ed was tran-
sported to Durand. “When the
party debarked from the ferry boat
at Durand,” reported the Dunn
County News, “they found a crowd
of about fifty persons waiting their
arrival. Aside from an occasional
threatening remark, the prisoner
passed by unmolested, and was
escorted to the jail and placed in a
cell.”

The preliminary hearing, sche-
duled for ten o’clock Saturday
morning, was postponed until two
o’clock that afternoon. By then the
courtroom was crowded with spec-
tators. Ed Maxwell pleaded ‘“not
guilty,” waived an examination, and
was committed for trial.

The six officers in charge imme-
diately started to take him back to
the jail. Just as they reached the
bottom of the stairs, near the front
door of the courthouse, the officers
were set upon by a dozen or more
men and spirited away. Others
seized the prisoner, who struggled
fiercely but to no avail.

A man with a noose charged in
the front door and slipped it around
Ed Maxwell’s neck. The leader of
the group shouted ‘“Haul away!”
and, according to the Durand Cou-
rier, “the rope tightened with a jerk
that landed Maxwell out on the
porch outside the building. Another
jerk and he reached the ground,
from there he was dragged to an old
oak tree east of the courthouse, and
quickly suspended in the air, with
his handcuffs still on and a heavy
pair of shackles hanging from his
left foot. As soon as they could pos-
sibly get to him, about fifteen
minutes, the officers cut down and
took charge of the body, which was
afterwards interred in the Potter’s

Field of our cemetery.”

Durand was immediately branded
a “hanging town” and severely crit-
icized by newspaper editorials
throughout the country for allowing
this lynching. Wrote the editor of
the Dunn County News: ‘“This
exhibition of an utter disregard of
law and order is degrading and
demoralizing to society in general,
and a disgrace to civilization. We
have no sympathy for the red
handed murderer whose career of
crime was so quickly brought to a
close. He deserved the severest pun-
ishment for his many misdeeds, but
that does not justify his death at the
hands of his executioners. As a mat-
ter of fact, the men engaged in this
affair tramped upon all law, and
that action culminated in the high-
est crime known to the law. It is
impossible to justify their conduct
by any rule of right and justice.”

The editor of the Durand Courier
agreed that Mob Justice should
never be countenanced by respect-
able citizens, “but this was NOT a
mob,” he argued. ‘“Less than
twenty-five men seem to have had a
hand in the matter, and the fact
that all our citizens allowed their
wives and children to go to the
courthouse shows that they were
suspecting nothing of the kind. The
affair was conducted quietly .... A
regular legal execution could not
have been conducted more quietly
and orderly, and as soon as the mur-
derer was suspended from the tree
the crowd commenced to disperse.”

The following April the Pepin
county grand jury investigated the
lynching of Ed Maxwell and
reported it could find no proof of
anyone’s implication in the affair.

Lon Maxwell is believed to have
escaped from a stagecoach near
Miles City, Montana in 1884 while
being taken to the Montana State
Prison at Deer Lodge. The skeleton
of a man wearing handcuffs was dis-
covered in a mountain valley near
Livingston, Montana several years
later.
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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, whose address is usually
given in parentheses directly following
the title of the book. Checks must be
made payable to the publisher, not to
us.

CHIEF JOSEPH

Kopet: A Documentary Narra-
tive of Chief Joseph’s Last Years by
Mick Gidley (University of Wash-
ington Press, Seattle, WA 98105,
126 pages, $19.95 hardcover, 9 x
11% inches).

The word Kopet means “That is
all” in Chinook jargon. Author Mick
Gidley does just that in pulling
together all of the events of Chief
Joseph’s long exile of reservations
years in the Pacific Northwest.

Chief Joseph of the Nez Perces
fought for the land of the Wallowa
Valley in Oregon Territory. He also
fought against confinement on a
reservation. The fight was long and
fierce.

Dr. Gidley has combined narra-
tive and documentary material
including material produced by
Chief Joseph. He also includes
many historic photographs, some of
them never before published.

This work is an objective study of
a troubled period in the history of
Indians in the Pacific Northwest.
The author includes the story of a
few white men closely connected
with the story of Chief Joseph.

Notes, a bibliographic essay and
index are included. Recommended.

WOMEN IN THE WEST

The Gentle Tamers by Dee
Brown (University of Nebraska, 901
N. 17th St., Lincoln, NE 68588, 319
pages, $6.50 paper, 8 x 5% inches).

This is a new reprint of a book
that first appeared in 1958. The
author, who wrote the best-seller
Bury My Heart At Wounded Knee,
focuses on women of the Old West.
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There are those who traveled over-
land to the promised land, the wives
and girl friends of soldiers, the pio-
neer women who homesteaded and
sought the right to vote and hold
office, the schoolmarms and even
the “ladies of the night.”

The stories told by Brown repre-
sent a broad cross-section of famous
women of the 19th century Ameri-
can West. Included are stories about
Esther Morris, Josephine Meeker,
Elizabeth Custer, Virginia Reed,
Lola Montez and others.

Many historic photographs are
included along with notes and a
good index. It is good to see this
work in print again. Recommended.

CHIEF LEFT HAND

Chief Left Hand: Southern Ara-
paho by Margaret Coel (University
of Oklahoma Press, 1005 Asp Ave.,
Norman, OK 73019, 338 pages,
$15.95 hardcover, 9% x 6% inches).

This recently published book is a
carefully researched biography of
the original Chief Left Hand.
(There were two Left Hands. The
other one succeeded Little Raven in
1889.) The subject of this work
learned English as a child. He was
one of the first of his people to
acknowledge the inevitability of the
white man’s settlement of the cen-
tral plains.

The Southern Arapaho relied on
Chief Left Hand’s leadership to
promote an atmosphere in which
the Southern Arapaho and the
whites could share the same land.

Margaret Coel uses previously
unpublished letters by George Bent
to correct misconceptions about

Left Hand’s fate at Sand Creek, and
she examines the role of John A.
Evans, the first governor of Colo-
rado, in the Sand Creek Massacre.

The book is illustrated with many
historic photographs. Notes, bibli-
ography and index are included.
Highly recommended.

THE END AND THE MYTH

The Old West: The End and the
Myth by Paul O’Neil (Time-Life
Books, Alexandria, VA 22300, 240
pages, $10.95 hardcover, 11 x 8%
inches).

This is the latest (and perhaps
last) of Time-Life’s well-executed
and handsomely illustrated series
titled The Old West. Appropriately
the first chapter is a “Farewell to a
fabled era” in which O’Neil states
“— by the 1890’s America’s hea-
diest era of expansion was over. Rail
line crosshatched the prairie, and
farms and towns flourished where
Indians had nted buffalo a few dec-
ades earlier.” Of course, there were
pockets of the Old West in some
remote spots and the author men-
tions a few.

The off-shoots of the Old West
and the attempt to keep its spirit
alive as well as to cash in on its
memories is covered in the five fol-
lowing chapters: “Show time for the
West” covers the Wild West Shows
from Buffalo Bill’s (1883) to Colonel
Tim McCoy’s (1938); “Off the range
into the arena” is the story of rodeo;
“The Cowboy President” deals with
Theodore Roosevelt as a Dakota
rancher, as a hunter and with the
Rough Riders; ‘““A mad rush for
black gold” the story of oil featuring
Spindletop and other Texas fields;
and finally “The Myth in Motion”
which is, of course, a brief look at
Western movies, with stars from
Broncho Bill Anderson to John
Wayne.

As in all other volumes in the
series the numerous illustrations are
outstanding. By far the majority are
from photos, but there is one in
color by Borein; two by Remington,
one a double page in color; a double
page in color by Bierstadt and a

(Continued on page 61)
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By
JAKIE L. PRUETT
Photos provided by author

MANY MEN in the Texas cattle
country were hanged or shot as a
result of their beliefs during the
1870s and ’80s when most of the
larger ranches were being estab-
lished. These “beliefs” were based
upon the premise that other men’s
cattle and horses belonged to those
who could take them. And, in those
early days of swift posses, quick
prairie trials, fast nooses and conve-
nient oak limbs it was often to the
fatal disadvantage of these adven-
turers to be caught with another
man’s cattle. Nevertheless, some of
the big spreads in the state owe
their origin to just such beginnings
— the stolen tithes of the large cat-
tle owners.

There were several types of these
raiders, all with the same basic
moral belief. There were the

KARNES COUNTY
CATTLEMEN’S
UPRISING

The misreading of brands could
poor eyesight — but not when it

5,700 times!

Indians, who would strike the more
isolated spreads, stealing a few head
of livestock at a time and driving
them back to their camps, usually in
the “hill country,” or in the more
arid areas of South and West Texas.
They were more of a pest than a

serious threat, but many battles
were fought between them and the
ranchers as the latter attempted to
half the overall wholesale theft of
their animals.

There were the raiders from
South of the Border, who ravaged

William Green Butler (left) and his son-in-law A. M. (Andy) Nichols. Andy was about sixteen years old when he partici-
pated in the 1875 uprising; this photo of him was taken in 1884.
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be blamed on
happened

far into Texas as any Army on the
march. Under strong and apt lead-
ership they watched, waited,
scouted, planned and attached some
of the larger spreads. This group
often killed the ranchers, their
wranglers and their families when
attempting to steal entire herds of
cattle and drive them back into
Mezxico. The annals of the Texas
Rangers and various stockmen’s
associations are filled with records
of such incidents.

To these two groups may be
added the borderline ranchers and
farmers who took advantage of
“those that had” to increase their
own small herds at roundup time, or
to add to their tables the product of
the larger cattlemen. It certainly
was this third group that suffered
the greatest number of losses to the
nooses or guns of the ranchers if
they were caught.

Occasionally there was another
category of less than law abiding
individuals who preyed upon the
gains of others. It was the activities
of this group that resulted in the
Karnes County Cattlemen’s Upris-
ing.

It was reported in 1882 by a local
chronicler that the western part of
Karnes County was a “stockman’s
paradise.” This area was described
as a portion of the county lying
alongside the San Antonio River,
and covering a strip of land thirty
miles long and fifteen miles wide. It
was owned by some forty sturdy
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KARNES COUNTY ranchers
lost cattle not only to other men.
Some cattle escaped from herds and
became wild, living and dying with-
out a brand. '

For years one of the worst
thickets in Karnes County, Texas
was on a small segment of land
along the north side of Escondido
Creek. The thicket was more than a
mile long and nearly a mile wide.
Know to local citizens as the Casey
Thicket, its brush and undergrowth
was so dense that it was impossible
for a man on horseback to ride
through it. And for a man’s vision to
penetrate the dark shadows was just
as much an impossibility.

In this thicket lived over 100 wild
cattle. Most had escaped from herds
of local ranchers such as Butler,
Pullin, Dailey and the dozen or so
local cattle barons who had entered
the county a score of years earlier.

Casey Thicket furnished the hid-
ing place for these old mossy-
horned cattle. No deer that ever
roamed 'the land were any wilder or
more cantankerous. They would lay
up in the brush during the day, rest-
ing and chewing their cuds. They
would graze on the open prairie by
moonlight, returning to their refuge
just as the streaks of the sun’s rays
broke the horizon.

WILD YOUNG cowboys who
became aware of the cattle’s

Outlaw Cattle

unusual night feeding habits would
gather past midnight and in the dim
moonlight slip between the thicket
and the grazing animals, cutting
them off from their hiding place. As
soon as the livestock discovered the
intruders, they would make a dash
for the safety of the underbrush and
the fun commenced. Each cowboy
singled out a wild cow and was
usually successful in roping the ani-
mal. Sometimes a vicious fight
would be put up by the enraged and
frightened cow. And many a cowboy
suffered broken bones from these
“games.” Nearly all awoke to face a
day riding on the range, or going
about their ranch chores with
bruises and sore muscles. But it was
great fun for the men, and the cattle
suffered little as they were allowed
to return to their hiding places
when the men tired from the night’s
foray.

Many of the cattle lived and died
without ever being captured. They
belonged to whoever could rope and
brand them — and get them to a
willing buyer. Buyers were few as
local people knew the animals
would return to the Casey Thicket
once released on the range. They
were truly outlaw cattle.

The Casey Thicket was grubbed
and redeemed to civilization almost
100 years ago, and placed in cultiva-
tion in 1890. It is now within the
city limits of Kenedy, Texas.

pioneer families, and inhabited by
30,000 cattle, 2,000 horses and 5,000
sheep. In the mid-70s it would have
been similarly inhabited, and it is
this latter period about which we
are concerned.

THE YEAR 1874 was known to
many South Texans as “the year of
the drought,” especially in those
sections to the west and south of
Bee, Goliad and Karnes Counties.
As a consequence, cattle by the tens
of thousands drifted from drought-
stricken territories into that stock-
man’s paradise along the San Anto-

nio River in Karnes County, “to
winter,” their wanderings not being
impeded by fences at that early
date. The influx of these foreign
cattle greatly swelled the already
large number of native Longhorns
inhabiting this region.

With the coming of spring 1875,
the rains returned to the South
Texas Plains and the ranchers,
delighted with the new growth of
grass, headed north to round up
their missing herds. Once in the
river bottoms of Karnes County,
they began gathering their livestock
and driving them back to their
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home ranges. They paid little atten-
tion to the great numbers of local
cattle that had ‘‘got themselves
mixed in with their herds” and sub-
sequently got driven south. It
became evident to Karnes County
men that the intruders were driving
off as many of Karnes County cattle
as they were their own. And it also
became evident that the profits of
their longyears of hard work were
“heading south” with each herd, as
about half of their cattle were miss-
ing. Something had to be done to
stop this pilfering of their herds, but
no plan of action could be agreed
upon. Finally in March of 75 they
were forced to take action because
of an unusually large number of cat-
tle taken by one of the South
Texans, called ‘“rustler,” by some
and by others the “rancher with
poor eyesight.”

On a bright moonlit night, thirty
drought-country cowboys under the
leadership of Frank Fountain came
in quietly on the San Antonio River
and Escondido Creek. They spread
out, fan-like, up the creek and river
covering a territory about five miles
wide, and drove out every head of
cattle they came upon within that
radius. As day was breaking the
next morning the drovers came
together a few miles from the pres-
ent town of Kenedy, Texas. They
had been most prosperous in their
night’s work and had herded
together about 9,000 head. One
grouped, the men drove the herd
west, and by making a hard day’s
drive reached Atascosa Creek at
what was the Peacock Ranch in
Atascosa County by nightfall.

The Karnes County ranchers,
upon finding what had happened
during the night, met for a council
of war at the Brister Ranch on
Lopan Creek. Thus began a sponta-
neous uprising against these legiti-
mate, but unethical, “raids” by the
South Texas cattlemen, and the
ever-present lawless elements who
considered the county easy prey for
their thievery. At the Brister Ranch,
leaders were elected and the men
were divided into four squads. One
group of thirty would head up the
Atascosa River, another up the Frio
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River; the third squad would go up
the Nueces River; and the fourth
would round up any cattle that had
been left wandering along the bot-
tom lands and prairies from the
night’s raid, and the raids of previ-
ous intruders. These would be the
cattle belonging to Karnes County
ranchers, that had become strag-
glers from all of these fast moving
herds. They were now spread out
over the many river and creek bot-
toms along the various routes lead-
ing south and west.

The primary purpose of the first
three squads was to catch the rus-
tlers, particularly Fountain and his
men, and to retake the herd, return-
ing the cattle to their proper
owners. Furthermore, the men were
to locate and “interview” the vari-
ous foreign parties who had prac-
ticed indiscretion in their trips into
Karnes County. Those individuals
thus interviewed were to be con-
vinced that the pilfering was to stop
immediately.

One squad included A.M.
Nichols; J.M. and Bing Choate; Will
Lott; I.M. Hinton; Babe Moye; Fate
Elder, who would later be appointed
Sheriff of Karnes County, and who
was killed in a gun battle with the
Butlers at Daileyville; P.B. Butler,
the son of William Green Butler
who is erroneously credited with

killing the town of Helena; and sev-

eral other local cowmen.

A.M. Nichols years later
described his squad’s involvement
as follows: “We followed up the

Atascosa River above Pleasanton
and then onto the San Antonio
River, and we created a lot of excite-
ment as we rode into town strung
out in pairs armed with .45 pistols
and .44 rim fire brass mounted Win-
chesters, with our belts full of car-
tridges. We put our horses in the
livery stable fronting on the Main
plaza and proceeded over to the
Hord Hotel where we came, by
chance, upon a half dozen of the
parties we wanted to ‘interview’.
J.M. Choate did most of the talking
for us. He was very plain and dis-
tinct in his manner of speech. He
had a habit of calling a spade a
‘spade’, and did not mince words.
He told them what he thought, and
I tell the world that what he said to
them was plenty. He emphasized his
remarks by threatening to stamp
them through the floor, then and
there. His main admonition to them
was that Goliad, Bee and Karnes
County cattlemen were tired of hav-
ing to follow up their herds to ‘cut
out’ their cattle, and the next herd
of cattle they followed in which any
of our cattle were found, that not a
man of them would be left to tell the
tale and that their bones would be
found bleaching on the hillsides.”
To make the conversation more
impressive, two of the squad’s mem-
bers, Tobe Wood and Direce
Rachal, who had taken advantage of
the confrontation in the hotel to
have a few drinks, stepped outside
onto the plaza and fired a few shots
into the air with their pistols.
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Nichols made a mad dash outside,
expected the worst, and stopped the
shooting — but not before the local
police had scattered like wild tur-
keys; it being some time before they
showed up in the Main plaza again.

THE Karnes County men left
Pleasanton the next morning after a
good night’s rest for themselves and
their tired horses; destination,
home. But as they crossed the
extreme western part of Wilson
County they sighted another party
whom they knew were possessed of
poor eyesight when distinguishing
brands. This was the Crunk “gang”
and their leader, who had been
responsible for ‘“‘allowing’ large
numbers of local cattle to become
mixed with their own.

Some members of the squad
wanted to make an example of
Crunk. This meant hanging him,
but some of the cooler heads pre-
vailed before the morning ended. It
was common knowledge in the area
that a man named Crunk was camp-
ing at the head of the West Weedy
where he had built a rail cattle pen
and was embarked upon an exten-
sive cattle operation over the short
route — the branding, or running
iron. The squad first noticed the rail
pen, which contained a few head of
cows, and quietly swooped down
upon it from all sides. Only two
boys, each about twelve-years-old,

were guarding their catch. Securing

- this position the squad then rushed

the camp a few hundred yards away.
When the still sleeping strangers
were startled from their bedrolls,
they stared into the business ends of
twenty-eight cocked Winchesters
(two of the squad had been left to
guard the boys at the pen). The sur-
prised men offered no resistance.
But had they not been caught
unawares, it is doubtful if they
would have been so complacent, and
blood would have surely been shed
on both sides.

Shocked and befuddled, the
thieves immediately tried to offer
some courtesy. Attempting to disre-
gard the seriousness of the moment,
they asked the ranchers to have
breakfast with them. Taken aback
with such an unusual invitation, the
men accepted and used the meal-
time to administer a stern lecture to
their hosts. At the conclusion of this
repast the ranchers ordered the men
to break camp, tear down the pens
and head back to their homes. With
adequate assurance from Crunk and
his men that they would do so, the
cattlemen, elated by the fact that
there had been no killings, headed
for home. It had been a long, hard
trip for the members of this squad,
but each man felt that the ranchers’
uprising had stopped future moles-
tation in the area along the San
Antonio River.

Museum and Eckhardt’s General Store in Yorktown, DeWitt County, Texas

May 1982

Discussing the incident on the
West Weedy years later they agreed

that they just couldn’t have hanged

the leader of a group of men who
asked them to “set a spell and have
breakfast.” The ranchers also
agreed that while they had been for-
tunate in evading serious trouble,
they had been ready for it. Maybe
an invitation for breakfast did save
many lives.

THE OTHER squads, farther
west, were doing their “missionary
work” in much the same manner as
was Nichols’ group.

As Frank Fountain and his band
of thirty men drove the mixed herd
from the banks of the San Antonio
River and the Escondido Creek, Bill
Irvin, an Atascosa cattleman, quite
by accident came upon them and
recognized the brands of many
Karnes County ranchers. His suspi-
cions were aroused as he rode by the
cattle and accompanying drovers.
He waited until they were out of
sight, then put the spurs to his horse
and headed for the Conquisto
Crossing on the San Antonio River.
He knew William Butler was
encamped there, working cattle.
Arriving at about sunup, he notified
Butler of his observations. The
rancher, unaware of the loss to the
county the night before, dispatched
Sam Calvert, one of his cowhands,
on a swift horse with a message to
A.M. Nichols who lived about a mile
from the present site of Kenedy.
The message ordered Nichols to
notify other cattlemen below his
ranch and in Goliad and Bee Coun-
ties of the situation. Butler’s mes-
sage also asked Nichols to get all
available men to the cow camp at
the Conquisto Crossing with all pos-
sible haste. Nichols, as instructed,
sent messengers to the outlying
regions. Word was rushed also to
S.0. Porter, a close friend of both
Nichols and Butler, Ed Lott, John
Wood, John Claire and Pat Burk.

About 8 p.m. Sam Calvert
returned with Nichols, George Lit-
tle, Frank O’Neal, Craig McAda,
Andy Nichols, John Claire and
Thomas Nichols. All rode good
horses and were armed for battle.
The camp was about five miles
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south of present-day Falls City.

William Butler, Manuel Coy and
the eight reinforcements left camp
immediately, and in less than an
hour’s ride they located the trail of
the stolen cattle. It was easy to fol-
low in the bright moonlight and the
ten men rode all night, stopping at 4
a.m. to get a little sleep, and to let
their horses rest and graze. But with
the coming of dawn, the ranchers
were up and proceeding on the trail
left by the fast-moving 9,000 cattle.
It was shortly after ‘“good sunup”
that the men, ascending a hill and
looking down into the valley below,
spied an unusually large herd of cat-
tle a mile or so away. They were
satisfied these were the animals
they sought.

The Karnes County men exa-
mined their weapons as a plan of
action was discussed. Bill Butler
was elected their leader in the
upcoming confrontation with Frank
Fountain and his men. Everyone’s.
thoughts were centered on the fact
that they were but ten men riding
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into an organized group of thirty
“rustlers,” who must be grim and
determined to defend the cattle now
in their possession. But noting
deterred the ranchers’ spirit as they
filed down from the hill and out
onto the valley floor. The ranchers
rode into the herd and up to Foun-
tain and his men, who had now
gathered around him waiting
orders.

WILLIAM Green Butler coolly
rode up to Fountain, who he recog-
nized as the band’s leader from
their focus of attention upon him.
Looking him straight in the eye, he
spoke with a voice that was strong
and emphatic: “My name is William
Butler and I understand that you
have some of our cattle in your herd.
Furthermore, I understand that you
have vowed that you would not
allow us to cut them out. We have
come to do just that, and we intend
doing it now.”

Fountain listened attentively
while the cattleman spoke; he
glanced at his armed and anxious
men, but shifted quickly back to the
mounted man across from him. He
replied, “Mr. Butler, you and your
men, or anyone else who has cattle
mixed in the herd can come cut
them out. I’'m no fighter and no cat-
tle thief, as Sam Calvert, who is
with you, knows. We’ve known one
another for a long time, as he will
tell you.” As the men had ridden in,
Frank had recognized Sam as an old
schoolmate, and had told his men to
“hold their fire.”

Calvert rose to the seriousness of
the situation, which was still dan-
gerously tense, by yelling out,
“Frank, you old son-of-a-gun, I told
them I thought it was you, and that
if you were the same man I knowed
way back yonder, you wouldn’t
fight. I told them you were an hon-
est man.” True or not, the uneasy
situation passed, although there was
considerable grumbling among
Fountain’s group as they turned
their horses to get away from the
center of activity. This was,
undoubtedly because they didn’t
want to be recognized.

After a brief discussion between
the two old schoolmates, Fountain

told his men to bunch the herd, and
the Karnes County ranchers pro-
ceeded to cut out the cattle that
belonged back on the San Antonio
River and Escondido Creek. This
work continued throughout the day,
and by nightfall 2,700 head had
been removed from the original
herd of 9,000. They were kept in a
separate herd which had been
driven up the valley about a mile.

. The ranchers took turns guarding

this stock as the work progressed
through the day and night, and into
the next day. By noon of the second
day, another 1,800 head had been
claimed. In all, over 4,500 cattle
were taken from the herd of Foun-
tain and his thirty men.

The cutting out completed, the
ranchers gave the raiders a stern
lecture, but allowed them to con-
tinue on their way with the remain-
ing herd. This was with the under-
standing that none of the men or
their leader would ever be found in
the territory again. If such a visit
should occur, they were to realize
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that they would find themselves in
no condition to leave.

With the recaptured cattle the
ranchers set out for home, stopping
after about ten miles to spend the
night at “Uncle” Dan Brister’s place
on the Lapan Creek. Early the next
morning a rider came with word
that another group of animals had
been located on the Atascosa. Wil-
liam Butler took four men and went
to look over the cattle and cut out
any belonging to the Karnes County
ranchers. Late in the afternoon the
five men returned with 1,200 cattle
that had gotten “mixed in” with the
herd being driven south. This
swelled the number of reclaimed
cattle to 5,700 head.

Being short of rations, A.M.
Nichols was delegated to barbecue
one of the recaptured animals.
Uncle Dan’s family cooked up a
washtub of beans, mounds of bread
and huge quantities of coffee to add
to the fare — a feast which every-
body was anxious to attack after
several days on the trail.

MEANTIME, the cattlemen
from Bee and Goliad Counties had
been busy gathering with all haste
and coming to the assistance of the
William Butler group, who had sent
word for help. Sam Porter, one of
the men to whom the message had
been dispatched, had not slept for
seventy-two hours as he rode
throughout the countryside round-
ing up men to go to Karnes County
to assist in the ‘“uprising” of the
cattlemen. And, just as the old
speckled cow that Andy Nichols had
prepared was being taken from the
coals, a band of about 100 ranchers
approached Uncle Dan’s place, Por-
ter at their head.

Sam Porter was the most
impressive of the group as they rode
in that evening. His horse was
covered with foam, his beard was
several days’ old, two long six-
shooters dangled from their holsters
and he wore a pair of high-heeled
boots with attached rowel spurs.
Around his neck he had a fresh
handkerchief. At his arrival he
looked as vicious as any Mexican
bandido. The cattleman openly gave
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his opinion that Frank Fountain
had been let off too lightly, friend of
Sam Calvert, or not. And Porter was
certainly not in a good humor after
having sat his saddle for three
nights and days bringing help. All
members present would have agreed
that had Fountain arrived at this
time, he would have been less than
cordially welcomed by Porter that
night at the Brister place. The catt-
leman was caustic in his remarks at
missing “the fun,” as he referred to
the previous few days’ events. And,
he was most emphatic at what his
course of action would have been
had he been present during the
“interviews” with the men from the
south.

But, after a hearty supper things
quieted down and conversations
turned from the “uprising” to the
weather, the market in Abilene and
just plain cowmen’s talk.

THE Karnes County Cattlemen’s
Uprising of 1875 ended without
bloodshed and it settled the ranch-
ers’ problems for several years. But
in 1880 the county’s ranchers

learned that some parties had

embarked upon a similar cattle
enterprise near Fort Ewell in La
Salle County. The largest party,
known as the Altila Pasture Syndi-
cate, was heavily involved in the
same type of operation as had been
the case in the spring of 1875.

A man named Odem from near
Yorktown had followed a herd from
DeWitt County as it was being
driven to the Altila pastures. Odem
overtook it and the drovers near the
Tordilla hills in the western part of
Karnes- County. Here a desperate
fight took place, and Odem was
killed and two others wounded.
This incident brought about
another cattlemen’s uprising this
time involving the Karnes and
DeWitt County ranchers.

Messengers were sent, asking that
the cattlemen of the two counties
come together to put a halt to this
situation, and to take revenge for
Odem’s killing. Ranchers from all
over the territory met in Karnes
County where they proceeded to the
Altila pastures and made a roundup

of their cattle, taking the better part
of a day. Late that evening the cat-
tle were driven up to the pens on the
pasture and as men started to drive
them in for the night a volley of
shots rang out from inside the pens.
Dick McCoy, who was leading the
herd, fell from his saddle, riddled
with bullets. The cattle stampeded,
and so did the men.

The ranchers regrouped and
returned to the pens. But the men
who had fired upon them were gone.
This was the end of the Altila Pas-
ture Syndicate. And with this epi-
sode, the final rustling activities of
the area — at least on the grandiose
scale of the uprisings of '75 and ’80

—: were brought to an end.
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EMMET WIRT-rATHER
T0 THE
INDIANS

Unflagging confidence and
manners were his trademarks,

contributed to his success as

By
DEWEY TIDWELL
Photos provided by author

“WHERE ARE YOU, Doc Dun-
ham, you old Tennessee hillbilly s-
0-b?”

Those words came to my ears
loud and clear one bright spring
morning in the little mountain town
of Chama, New Mexico, where I had
hired on as the chief ramrod in the
Chama Drug Store. I was working
on a window display in the store
when I heard those words, and the
apparent hostility of the speaker
prompted me to stop what I was
doing and step out in front of the
store and try to locate this man with
the voice of a bull drover.

Just as I spied a lone horseman
approaching from the southwest, I
was startled by another voice from
the north end of the town. It gave

vent to the following expletives:
“Here I am, you ugly, no-good son
of a she wolf. For ten cents I would
plug that ugly hide of yours with my
Colt’s 45 automatic.”

Just when I expected lead to fly,

Dr. Harry Huntington Sr., the

retired dentist father of Dr. Harry
Huntington Jr., who had hired me
to operate his drugstore, put in his
appearance. Seeing my apprehen-
sion of the impending confrontation

: From Buffalo Head, Cdurtesy Daniel T. Kelly, Jr.

Emmet Wirt’s trading post at Dulce, New Mexico (see its location on map above) in the Jicarilla Apache reservation. Two

Apaches in foreground.
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From Cram'’s Family Atlas of the World, 1888

unpolished
and both
troubleshooter

between the two opposing forces, he
spoke up and said, “Heh, heh —
don’t get excited young fellow.
That’s Emmet Wirt from over
Dulce way on the horse, and you
recognize Doc Dunham, don’t you?
That’s the way those two old buz-
zards greet each other every time
Emmet comes to town. They are the
best of friends, and in a few minutes
they will belly up to the bar in Pat
Kelly’s saloon down the street and
have a drink and laugh like hell
about the consternation they caused
in the town.” ;
_ Sure enough, when Wirt and Doc
Dunham met in front of the drug-
store they slapped each other on the
back and proceeded to Pat Kelly’s
saloon just like the old gentleman
had predicted they would. But
before they entered the place I got a
good chance to study Emmet Wirt.
He was a short, heavy-set man,
about sixty years old, dressed in
black trousers with the bottoms
loosely tucked into the top of black
cowboy boots, a red handkerchief
around his neck, white collarless
shirt, and on his flat massive head
was perched a typical old-time
plainsman’s low-crown hat with a
wide brim. Around his massive belly
hung a pistol holster and cartridge
belt — but no gun. When he walked
he sort of waddled.

“Now, you have seen the famous
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Emmet Wirt about 1925.

Emmet Wirt,” Dr. Huntington told
me. ‘“He owns the Emmet Wirt
Trading Post on the Jicarilla
Apache Indian Reservation over at

Dulce, the tribal headquarters, and

just about runs the Reservation.
The Indians trust and like him, and
he is often asked to offer counsel.”
Dr. Huntington Sr. gave me the
history of Emmet Wirt, starting
from the time Emmet first arrived
in the Chama country at the age of
about sixteen looking for a job.
With a twinkle in his eye, and a
corncob pipe in his mouth, the old
doctor told me the following story:

From Buffalo Head, Courtesy Daniel T. Kelly, Jr.

“EMMET WIRT was born on a
farm near Harrisonville, Missouri,
near where I came from when I
came to Chama in the early eighties.
He was born in 1865 and arrived in
these parts about 1881 with no pos-
sessions except a red bandana and a
blanket. His first job was at a saw-
mill located at Azotea, a railroad
siding on the Denver and Rio
Grande Western narrow gauge rail-
road a few miles west of here. The
owner of the mill was Mr. Sullen-
berger and when Emmet applied to
him for a job Sullenberger asked
him what he could do. ‘Anything,’
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was the reply.

“Sullenberger studied him for a
moment. Before him stood a brash
youth, big and strong for his age,
who seemed to be confident that he
could handle any job. A quick
thought came to the mill owner’s
mind. ‘Ever handle bulls, Emmet?’
‘Shore have,” answered the boy
without hesitation. ‘My pa used
bulls, or oxen, on our farm back in
Missouri to pull the plows, and my
main job was plowing.’

“Sullenberger told him, ‘Every
bull herder I have had has come up
with several missing every morning.
Think you can do any better?’
~ “Emmet was started out night
watching the herd, and during his
first month on the job he didn’t lose
a single animal and that made a big
impression on Sullenberger.

“ ‘Think you can drive bulls
hitched to a log wagon?’ he asked
Emmet. ‘I can do anything with a
bull that you want me to,” boasted
the lad. So Emmet was put to work
in that capacity and he did his work
so well, and with so much attention
to his duties, that Sullenberger
decided he deserved a better job. He
was promoted to timber checking
and grading — a job requiring him
to ride through the forests and
select prime trees for cutting. But
Emmet had decided that working
with bulls and timber was too tame
for him. He wanted to be a cowboy.
He thanked the mill owner for the
work and opportunities he had
given him and left to seek a job on a
cow ranch.

“Emmet’s first job as a cowboy
was on a ranch with an outfit called
the Bar U running about 40,000
head in the Four Corners west of
Chama where New Mexico, Arizona,
Colorado and Utah come together.
The Bar U outfit was one of the
toughest in the country with a lot of
its riders being outlaws on the

dodge from somewhere else, and

gunmen doing the only thing they
knew how to do except handle a six-
gun.

“There were plenty of trouble-
makers among the crew, and
Emmet soon found himself in
brawls and even gunfights. Having
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learned to shoot rifles and pistols
when on the farm back in Missouri,
he could handle himself and his
build and strength made him a for-
midable foe for anyone. Soon he was
recognized as a kid who could not be
abused or pushed around.”

“Emmet drew only enough money
for several years on the ranch to
cover the cost of tobacco, cartridges,
and the price of a few clothes when
his work brought him near a store.
He even imbibed in a few drinks of
‘red-eye’ when in the vicinity of a
saloon but never to excess. Mostly
he saved his money. That went on
until payday came around and he
and the other members of the crew
were told that the ranch was short
of cash and would not be able to
meet the payroll until sometime in
the future. Emmet didn’t like the
tone of that news, so at gunpoint he
selected some steers from the
ranch’s cattle sufficient to offset the
amount of money owed to him by
the ranch, and drove them to
Pueblo, Colorado where he slaught-
ered them and sold the meat to local
markets. ;

“ABOUT THAT time Emmet
heard that the Jicarilla Apaches
were being corraled on a reservation
twenty miles west, with the village
of Dulce [New Mexico] being
selected as tribal headquarters. He
decided that that would be a good
place to go into business. He had

tired of cowboying, and the store
business appealed to him, but he
knew he needed some experience in
that field before venturing into it on
his own. He got a job in a country
store owned by a Senor Gomez near
the reservation and remained there
until he believed he was ready to
launch his own career. When he was
granted permission by the tribal
leaders to open a trading post on the

reservation, he went into that busi-

ness with full confidence in himself.
He had acquired a knowledge of the
Apache language which put him in
good stead with the Indians.
“Emmet Wirt was successful
from the very beginning with his
trading post venture. The establish-
ment was practically a part of the
reservation, for the Indians came to
rely on him for advice and counsel.
Many white people living near the
reservation resented the Indians,
especially the cattle people, for the
land included in it was prime graz-
ing ground, and they never left a
stone unturned to try to persuade
the federal government to grant
permission to use the land. Emmet
Wirt was untiring in his fights for
the Indians’ rights in the matter,
and his name was well known
among political circles in Washing-
ton. At times he had to deal with
crooked Indian Agents as well as
unscrupulous politicians and jealous
ranchers. There were many periods
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when he sold his wares to the
Apaches on credit, never knowing
when, or if he would get paid. On
many occasions the bureaucrats in
Washington, in league with crooked
Indian Agents and other factions,
withheld monthly rations from the
Indians which left many of them
destitute. Wirt’s generosity and
feelings for them kept them alive.
So from the very beginning of his
career as a trader on the Jicarilla
Apache Indian Reservation, he
endeared himself to the Indians.

“The Denver, Rio Grande and
Western Railroad ran through
Dulce and when the daily passen-
ger-freight trains pulled into the
station, Emmet was seen at the
depot awaiting merchandise or
something else consigned to him or
his store. His habits were consid-
ered by some to be crude, and he
made no effort to please anyone not
connected with the reservation. His
vocabulary was usually well spiced
with cuss words, and anyone who
crossed him became the recipient of
Emmet Wirt’s salty remarks. He
was often heard to say, ‘White peo-
ple usually give me a bellyache, and
the Indians are the only people I can
trust.’ :

“Once when Wirt was in Denver
on business he stopped at the
famous Brown Palace Hotel, and
because he didn’t have a coat on he
was refused service in the hotel’s

“dining room. He quietly stepped out

to a clothing store and bought a
jacket and put it on and went back
to the dining room where he was
served. It has been said that he was
so incensed by the slight that he
bought the hotel and offered to fire
any employee who didn’t like his
style, but that has never been sub-
stantiated.

“It is a fact, however, that when
he returned to the dining room he
accosted the head waiter and told
him, ‘Serve me my dinner now or I’ll
wreck this joint.’ It is recorded that
he was served immediately, and
after dining he removed the jacket
and handed it to the hat-check boy
in the hotel lobby with the curt
warning, ‘I want this jacket handy
any time I come back to this hotel.
See that you take care of it!” He
tipped the hat-check boy generously
and that individual was always glad
to see him return. Emmet was that
kind of a man.

“Once Emmet was summoned to
appear in Tierra Amarilla, the
county seat of Rio Arriba County
(the same county in which Dulce is
located), as a defendant in a shoot-
ing affray. The sheriff of that
county wasn’t certain that Emmet
would appear for the trial, so he and
a couple of deputies went to Dulce
late one afternoon to inform Emmet
they would escort him to the county
seat.

Doctor Dunham in the snow sleigh he used to make rounds during winter
months in Chama, New Mexico.
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“Emmet assured the lawmen that
he would go with them on the fol-
lowing morning, and that since it
was so late in the day they were wel-
come to take their bedrolls into his
office and bed down there for the
night so they could get an early start
on the following morning. The sher-
iff had second thoughts about trying
to take Emmet from the reservation
at night and he and his deputies
accepted the invitation to spend the
night in the office.

“The Apaches got wind of the
purpose of the lawmen, and figuring
that their friend was in need of help,
they surrounded the Trading Post.
One of the old Indians went into the
store and told Emmet that there
were over a hundred Apaches sur-
rounding the establishment ready
to take care of the lawmen upon his
command. It took Emmet quite
awhile to convince the old man that
he would take care of the matter,
and suggested that he and the other
Indians go about their activities.
They were partially convinced that
their friend was in no danger, and
most of them went their ways. But
several lurking Apaches were seen
in the darkness outside the post
during the night — just in case.

“Early on the following morning
Emmet and the lawmen rode out for
Tierra Amarilla, and the lawmen
were noticeably nervous. But the
trader rode along calmly, and after
the trial it was judged that Emmet
had shot his opponent in self-
defense. Emmet then calmly rode
back to Dulce and was met by a big
delegation of his friends who wel-
comed him home.

“THE APACHES trusted Wirt
implicitly. When the Indian Agent
attempted to enforce some rule they
didn’t understand or accept, a dele-
gation went to the trading post and
told Emmet how they felt. He
always listened carefully to what
they had to say, and if he agreed
with them he went forthwith to the
Agent’s headquarters and told him,
‘No soap. The Apaches will fight
before they will accept your rule,
and I’ll be by their side when they
do.” Most of the Agents who served
on the reservation during Wirt’s
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tenure there abided by his sugges-
tions, and a lot of trouble and some
lives were saved.

“Often when the agency doctor
deemed surgery necessary when an
Indian had been injured, or illness
called for that drastic action, he
first went to Emmet Wirt and asked
him to explain matters to the tribe
before he attempted to go further.
There were several old medicine
men left who resented the white
man’s medicine and they weren’t to
be trifled with. The agency doctor
played it safe by letting Wirt handle
the details.

“About 1910 Emmet was sum-
moned to appear in Santa Fe as a
witness in a case to be heard by
Judge William H. Pope, who was
known as a stickler for protocol.
When Emmet appeared before the
learned judge he was asked,
‘Where’s your coat, Mr. Wirt?’

“‘At home, Your Honor,” ans-
wered Emmet.

“‘Well, go and get it,” admon-
ished the judge.

“Emmet walked out of the court-
room and caught the first Denver
and Rio Grande Western train for
Antonito, Colorado and changed
there from the Chile Line to Chama,
New Mexico, and on to Dulce.
When he reappeared for court in
Santa Fe three days later the judge
was furious. ‘Where have you been,
Mr. Wirt? I should fine you for con-
tempt of court!” Emmet looked the
~ judge straight in the eye and replied
matter-of-factly, ‘Judge Pope, you
told me to go home and get my coat,
and that’s what I did. I live in Dulce,
you know.’

“The empty pistol holster that
Emmet always wore was a carry-
over from the early days when every
man in this part of the country wore
a gun. Emmet was an expert shot
with either rifle or six-shooter, and

he could ride a horse at full speed

and fire at a tomato can and keep it
rolling ahead of him with accurately
placed shots. Quite often he was
deputized by the county sheriff to
go after someone the sheriff was
afraid to try to arrest.

“About 1895 Rosario Ring and
Perfecto Padilla were sentenced in
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the Tierra Amarilla court to be
hanged for the murder of Carlos
Ulibarri, but the sheriff was reluc-
tant to spring the trap that would
snuff out their lives. He was fearful
of vengeance from the many rela-
tives and friends that the two con-
demned men had in the vicinity.
When it looked like they would
escape the noose because no one
had the grit to hang them, Emmet
heard about the dilemma and hied
himself to Tierra Amarilla and told
the lawman, ‘Deputize me and I’ll
hang them varmints.” And that’s
what he did with a lot of people
looking — but there were no reper-
cussions for everyone in that part of
the country knew Emmet Wirt and
they were wise to his reputation.

“In Dulce Emmet was also the
postmaster, with the post office
occupying a corner of his store.
Once when the postal inspector was
making his routine check and audit
of post offices in that part of New
Mezxico he was horrified to discover
that Emmet mixed the postal
receipts with the receipts from his
store sales. Jumping on Emmet
rather hard, he told him he would
be forced to revoke the postmaster-
ship if Emmet did not comply with
regulations.

“¢Go to hell” Emmet told him
bluntly. ‘You can take the post
office and be damned. Neither you
or any other smart alec is going to
tell me how to run my business.’

“The chagrined postal inspector
immediately filed a complaint
against Emmet. In due course of
time another agent of the postal
department called on him and
charged him with willfully insulting
an agent of the post office, misplac-
ing postal funds, and in general con-
ducting the post office’s business in
a haphazard manner.

“‘“That inspector is a damned
liar. I didn’t insult him. I simply
told him I was responsible for the
postal receipts and would handle
them the way I pleased.’

“There being no other building in
Dulce in which the post office could
be housed, the inspector left town
and filed his report and that was the
last that Emmet heard from the
department.

“DURING THE twenties when
the economy over the nation was
reaching a depression level, not one
depositor in any bank in which
Emmet Wirt was involved withdrew
his or her money. The old trader’s
name was his bond. His name in gilt
was listed among the officers of sev-
eral banks in northern New Mexico
and southern Colorado, and every-
one knew he was financially able to
back any of these banks in case the
necessity arose. He has always held
the majority of the stock in the bank
here in Chama, and it was he who
loaned the president enough money
several years ago to enable him to
get the president’s job by control-
ling a certain amount of stock.

“Once when Max Reed from over
Lumberton way stopped in
Emmet’s store in Dulce for some
supplies he told the trader that he
was in danger of losing his own store
to his creditors because of poor col-
lection of debts. As he was about to
mount his horse to return to Lum-
berton, Emmet called to him. ‘Tie
your horse,” he advised, ‘ — and
come back to my office. I have just
bought the Felix Garcia store in
Lumberton and I need a manager
for it. Do you want the job? I’ll give
you a half interest in the place and a
thousand dollars to get started with
if you will accept the job. When you
have made enough money you buy
me out.” Suffice to say, Max
accepted Emmet’s offer and in time
did buy Emmet out.

“Emmet didn’t lean toward any
religious affiliation, and his rough
and ready manners suggested a
direct conflict with religion. But
that didn’t necessarily apply to peo-
ple engaged in preaching the gospel.
When Father Albert, a Franciscan
missionary, was working among the
Apaches and Spanish-American
people of northern New Mexico, he
often walked many miles through
this vast country with no supplies
except a loaf of bread and a canteen
of water. When he visited Dulce,
Emmet always provided him with a
horse and a supply of food, Later
when Father Albert was chosen to
become Archbishop of the Santa Fe
Diocese as Archbishop Albert
Daeger, Emmet was among the
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many from Dulce, Lumberton,
Chama, Tierra Amarilla and Park
View, who rejoiced in his elevation.”

Dr. Huntington continued,
“Emmet once told me what he
thought of Father Albert. ‘You
know, that little s-o-b was the most
Christ-like man I have ever known.’

“Emmet didn’t marry until late in
life. He was forty-seven years old
when he and Christina Shirmer, a
nurse at the Oschsner Hospital in
Durango, Colorado were married.
They had one child, a little girl, but
Mrs. Wirt died several years ago
and Emmet has attempted to be
both father and mother to Cecilia.
He worships her and provides her
with every comfort and pleasure,
except that she is kept pretty much
in seclusion.

“When she was a small child he
hired tutors to school her in his
home, and when she became a teen-
ager he sent her back East to pri-
vate schools. She was quite a young
lady with coal black hair, flashing
dark eyes, and a physique that
bespoke of her prowess as a horse-
woman. It wasn’t uncommon to see
her dashing over the reservation
with her long hair flowing in the
wind Indian fashion, often bare-
back, when she was home from
school. She grew up like an Apache
in spite of her seclusion, and being a
dark-skinned girl she was often mis-
taken for an Indian.

“Emmet owned up to the parent-
age of several Apache children on
the reservation, and he never dis-
owned them. Will Barker of Santa
Fe, his lawyer, once gave Emmet
some wise advice. He told him,
‘Emmet, an old white-faced Here-
ford bull like you had better recog-
nize those Apache kids and remem-
ber them in your will else there is
likely to be hell to pay when you die.
You’ve put your brand on several of
those Apache girls who have pro-
duced a batch of half-Apache, half-
white kids, and they are not likely to
forget that.’

“Emmet followed Barker’s advice
and named his Apache children in
his will and saw to it that they got
good educations. A number of those
kids are college graduates today.

“EMMET WIRT was a staunch
May 1982

Democrat who always supported the
party but he wasn’t averse to lock-
ing horns with the party bigwigs
when he disagreed with them. Dur-
ing Franklin D. Roosevelt’s second
campaign for re-election to the pres-
idency he was scheduled to enter
New Mexico at Raton via train and
be met there by the big Democratic
leaders in New Mexico and ride to
Gallup, New Mexico.

“Emmet was one of the delegates
to board the train at Raton, and
when introduced to the President
he barely acknowledged the intro-
duction before he tore into him.
Like a big bull standing over the
chief executive he thundered out,
‘FDR, I am going to tell you what I
think of you s-o-b. New Dealers!
You are making bums of a lot of
poor people and I am not going to
vote for you!” Roosevelt was some-
what taken aback by Emmet’s
bluntness but he said afterwards, ‘I
like that man.” Emmet left the train
at Lamy and never voted for Roose-
velt again.

“The old trader’s health declined
after he reached his 70th birthday,
and several times he left the trading

post and journeyed to a Michigan
health resort. During his last trip
there he died on August 30, 1938.
His body was returned to Dulce for
burial in the Apache cemetery. His
funeral was the largest ever held in
northern New Mexico; people from
all over Rio Arriba, San Juan and
Sandoval Counties poured into
Dulce for the ceremonies. Denton
Simms, his old friend, gave the
eulogy, and afterwards the Apaches
took charge of the ceremonies and
buried him as one of their own. The
Durango-Herald carried the news of
the old trader’s death in bold head-
lines, which read: ‘EMMET WIRT
PASSES AWAY’; a subhead noted
that the colorful pioneer of Dulce
was ‘FATHER TO THE
INDIANS.’

Emmet was buried with a coat on,
and the familiar empty pistol hol-
ster was noticed to have his faithful
six-shooter encased in it and lying
across his chest.”

Dr. Huntington’s eyes became
misty as he concluded the story of
Emmet Wirt. In recounting the life
of his friend, the doctor’s emotions
couldn’t be hidden. w

E. State St., Iola, WI 54990.
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URTUN T LAT AlD

A BUSTED

HORSE RANCHER

Where there’s a Hill, there’s a way (an
old Western Publications proverb)

By
T. STANLEY HILL
Photos provided by author -

JOHN T. HILL ran a horse ranch
on the Cheyenne River in Stanley
County, South Dakota and was
doing real well until World War I
ended and the Model T Fords
began coming into the country by

the solid trainloads. To further
complicate matters he had gotten
talked into buying a large bunch of
mares that were in the stockyards in
Fort Pierre, South Dakota. The
Stock Growers Bank had obtained
these mares through foreclosure
and were really hurting with the
feed bill that was building up. They
assured Dad that the mares were

Trying to make a hand. Stan Hill, age 9, on Dandy and his father on Shorty.
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“located” in that country, when the
truth was, they were located in the
Badlands of western South Dakota,
a couple of hundred miles west of
us.

A range horse is located where he
was born and raised. When he is

Right: Photo of the Hill family inside

their log cabin. Left to right: John,
Stanley, Alice and Alta.
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taken somewhere else, if he can get
loose and there aren’t too many
fences in the way, he will go back to
his old home no matter how far.

They were beautiful mares. No
one had any horses left to sell the
government. The war in 1917 was
going full blast and no one knew
how much longer it would last. The
deal looked good.

Dad had prospered and the ranch
and his own horses were clear but
he didn’t have the cash to swing
that kind of deal. There were hun-
dreds of these fine mares. The bank
assured him he didn’t need to put
up a dime. “We’ll just take a mort-
gage at 10% compounded semian-
nually on the mares, on your other
horses, on the ranch. You take these
mares out there and in a few years
the increase will make you a rich
man, etc.”” Dad fell for it, bought
the mares, ran them out to the
ranch, vented the old brands, and
branded them JT connected on the
left hip. Then he turned them out
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on the range. From our south fence
you could ride seventy-five miles
southwest without hitting a fence at
that time.

During that summer my mother,
Alta, and Dad were riding con-
stantly and becoming ever more
worried because they would never
see any of these new mares when
they were out riding after the
horses. That fall Dad put on a
roundup and scoured the country
and found not one of the fancy
mares. It was then he learned, via
the grapevine, that these mares had
come from the Badlands and it
would cost more to put on a
roundup to get them than they were
worth. That is a murderous country
for rounding up horses.

So the folks worried, and the next
fall the war ended, and Ford cars
took what market Dad had for his
horses. We used mostly Morgan and
Hamiltonian stallions crossed onto
our mustang mares and we got fast,
flashy little horses, many of them

gaited. Dad was a master horse
breaker. He would take extra pains
with the really flashy ones and
break them to drive and would sell
them just as fast as he could get
them broken to doctors, lawyers
and people who wanted extra nice
driving horses. The heavier ones
went to laundries, ice outfits, dry
cleaners, or grocery stores. All at
once every doctor and lawyer had a
Model T Ford and the laundries
and ice outfits had Model T trucks.
The bank began to yell for its
money and there wasn’t any money
to pay. The bankers took the ranch
away from us and left Dad with a
mess of horses and no headquar-
ters.

He went up to the Orton Flat,
which is some eight or ten miles
south of the Cheyenne, and rented
what was known as the Webster
place. We piled in and built a barn
and two corrals. Next he started
trying to figure out some way to sal-
vage something of the business. We
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John and Alta with their first team, Cap and 66. 66 came with Texas steers from the 66 Ranch. Photo was taken in 1906 in
Ft. Pierre, South Dakota.

had hundreds of horses but you

couldn’t give them away.

THERE WAS NO school on the
Flat and they were holding school
somewhat sporadically in the vacant
Joy Kirley (Joe Kirley’s son)

The Orton School in 1918 or ’19. In front is John’s team of Joe and Shorty

house on the south side of the Flat.
I was in the third grade and my sis-
ter was in the fourth. She is three
years older but had to miss school
on the Cheyenne until I was almost
five so I could ride the 2% miles to
the Lindsey school with her.

hitched to the spring wagon. Coal shed can be seen at left rear.
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My mother had taught school in
Iowa, and in fact was teaching in
South Sioux City, Nebraska when
she and Dad were married. She was
horrified that with all the kids
available they had no school at
Orton Flat. All the rest of the moth-
ers wanted a school, too, but no one
seemed to know where to start. So
Mother hitched up a team to the
spring wagon and drove the fifty
odd miles to Fort Pierre to see the
county superintendent of schools.

She returned with the informa-
tion that if they held an election
and voted to form a school district
and to bond said district they could
have a school that would be
approved. The other mothers
pushed things along. Mr. Joe Valen-
tine was postmaster at Orton. His
wife had died durng the terrible flu
epidemic and he was trying to raise
three kids by himself, but he too got
right into the swing of things and
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helped. By early spring the bonds
were sold and we were ready to go.
Mr. Thoreson offered to donate one
acre for the school but told Mother
she would have to figure out the
metes and bounds. She did so and
we were ready to go — almost.

Everything was ready and they
even had a contractor lined up to
build it but the materials were all at
Fort Pierre. By then it was haying
time and nobody had time to go
haul the stuff out. Mother was fran-
tic. She had been elected president
of the school board. Finally it was
decided that Dad would have to go
after the lumber and let the haying
wait. We didn’t dream how long
that would be though!

SO EARLY one morning we ran
in a bunch of horses, cut out four
broncs and threw them down in the
corral, hogtied them and harnessed
them up laying down. Then Mother
and Dad pushed the wagon tongue

Teacher Martha McRae and mounted
pupils in front of the Orton School
after it was moved to Mission Ridge.

up between the two middle ones
and hitched them up lying down.
When they were untied and hit
their feet, Dad yelled, “Open the
gate!” and we took off like light-
ning.

I was about seven or eight. Now
we had only the running gears of
the wagon, no bed. We had the
roundup bed tied down to the rear

hounds and I was sitting on it,
hanging on for dear life while those
crazy broncs were trying to get away
from that awful thing chasing them.
There was some bucking but gen-
erally they headed for Fort Pierre.
For some reason we had a lot of
trouble that morning and didn’t get
away till mid-day so it was late in
the afternoon when we got to Lacy’s

Courtesy Mrs. Alice Devitt

Orton School students. Front row, left to right: Ruth Wightman, Marian Thoreson, Mina Erickson, Ausbrandt Valentine
and Anton Erickson. Second row, left to right: Ida Erickson, Stanley Hill, Hilda Valentine and Pearl Fravel. Back row,
left to right: Martha Valentine, Lois Baird, Dorothy Baird, Jim Fravel and Herbert Fravel.
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Stanley and his dog Jack on top of the
barn at Orton Flat.

Ranch about halfway to town and
the first place we could water the
team. They had a deep well that
provided natural gas and hot water.
They used gas for cooking and
lighting. The water stank so of sul-
phur that a horse wouldn’t touch it
unless he was terribly dry. We ate a
sandwich and started up Lacy Can-
yon.

It was now pitch dark and sud-
denly a terrific lightning storm
came up. It became so light it was
almost like daytime. Suddenly a
bolt struck right behind the wagon
and the resulting clap of thunder
was deafening. Those four broncs
panicked and started to run full
speed and then I was really hanging
onto that old roundup bed. They
left the trail and took off up the
side of that canyon and eventually
came out on top on a big level area.
By now they were winded and tired
and when a brilliant flash lit up an
alkali bed which had dried out and
was snow white they skidded to a
stop and Dad yelled back, “You still
there, son?”

We weren’t any too sure just
where we were, so we unhitched,
hobbled the horses and rolled up in
the roundup bed. It was raining tor-
rents but we got warm and went to
sleep. Woke up about dawn and it
was still raining so we just covered
up our heads and went back to
sleep. When we woke up next it had
stopped so we located the broncs,
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hitched up and headed for Fort
Pierre. That part of the country has
a gumbo mud you have to see to
believe. I have seen it roll up on a
wagon wheel until it would stick a
team with an empty wagon. We got
into town eventually although that
day we’d had nothing to eat. We put
the horses in Ike Young’s livery
barn, took our roundup bed to the
haymow and spread it out, and then
headed for the Hudson House to
put away a square meal.

I don’t know what Dad was sup-
posed to get paid for that haul but I
do know he sure lost his shirt. We
took the wagon down to Kiser’s
Lumber Yard the next morning and
put on a terrific load of lumber —
and it rained and rained and rained.
Day after day it rained. With that
load we couldn’t possibly travel, so
we slept in Ike Young’s haymow
and ate at the Hudson House for
almost three weeks. Finally it
stopped raining and we pulled out.

The broncs by now were feeling
their oats and were all rested up,
but by the time they lugged that
load up Dead Horse Canyon and up
onto Giddings Flat they were a little
subdued. We made it about halfway
home the first day, hobbled the
horses, ate our sardines and crack-
ers and turned in.

We went home to the Orton Flat
next day, unloaded and returned for
another load (which was a picnic
with no rain and a now broken
team).

Then we piled into putting up
hay while the contractor built the
school single-handed. I still marvel
how Dad could ride that front bol-
ster on the wagon gear and drive the
broncs. I had a bad enough time
trying to hang onto that roundup
bed.

THE SCHOOL was built and a
teacher hired. She was to board at
Thoreson’s place and walk diagon-
ally across a quarter-section to the
school. She got along pretty well
until winter set in and she had to
plow through the snow to school
and then build a fire in the big
Smith heater to get warm. She
lasted until Christmas and said she

had had enough, she was through,
goodbye. The poor girl was just out
of school herself and had no idea
what she was getting into when she
took the job.

Some of the women knew Mother
had taught and they pressured her
to take on the job so we could use
our fancy new school. The upshot
was that Mother hitched up a cou-
ple of broncs to the spring wagon
and again drove over fifty miles into
Fort Pierre to get lined up with an
emergency certificate to teach in
South Dakota. It was in the dead of
winter and bitter cold but she made
it okay and took over the job.

I suppose nowadays people would
accuse her of conflict of interest.
Here she was — president of the
school board (signed her own pay-
check), the teacher, the whole
works. The understanding was that
she would only fill in until they
could find a replacement, but they
couldn’t locate someone crazy
enough to go clear out there and
brave that long hike through the
snow and build the fires, so Mother
finished out the term. At times she
had over thirty kids and all eight
grades, but she ran a tight ship and
we learned something. No frills, just
the basics of reading, writing and
arithmetic. They still didn’t have a
teacher come Fall so Mother was
drafted again, and again the third
year.

In the meantime Dad had

‘rounded up and sold what horses he

could find and turned the money
into the bank. Then we pulled out
for the Black Hills with four good
horses pulling a covered wagon,
plus my horse Bill for us to run
errands and round up the horses in
the mornings.

One of Mother’s students from
the Orton School wrote her shortly
before she died that they had put
the old building on wagons and
moved it over to Mission Ridge to
the east of Orton Flat. So I suppose
our school was still doing yeomen
service in teaching the kids of Mis-
sion Ridge, just as it did well over
sixty years ago when I was a student
and Alta Hill was the teacher.

-
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nU niAUin U nill
i J u ST u B E RAL e susnsfenos

Courtesy Mrs. J. P. Moore

One Missouri town had a
i o With one foot upon the neck of
diverse lot of residents priesteraft, and the other upon

the rock of Truth, we have

With a common belief e thrown our banner to the breeze

S and challenge the world to pro-
“unb e ll e f” duce a better cause of devotion of
' man than a grand, noble perfect,
HUMANITY.”

THIS QUOTE was taken from a
pamphlet circulated worldwide to
entice people to live in a new town
George H. Walser had founded. It
was called Liberal — a town to have
“no priest, preacher, church, God,
saloon or hell.”

George Walser, an ardent follower
of the works of Ralph Waldo Emer-
son and that of the agnostic philoso-
pher, Robert Ingersoll, believed that
given the right circumstances
humankind could overcome the
weakness of the flesh and create
harmony and divinity on earth.

Born in Indiana in 1834, Walser
became a lawyer, served as Lieuten-
ant Colonel in the Union Army, and
was elected while living in Barton
County, Missouri as Superinten-
dent of Schools and Prosecuting
Attorney. He served two years in
the State Legislature.

Walser had been raised a Calvin-
ist and it’s not known at what point
in his life his philosophy took a
complete change, but in the 1870s
he founded a society in Lamar, Mis-
souri known as the “Sacred Broth-
erhood.” It was based on his agnos-
tic learning and quickly made him
many enemies.

In June 1880, Walser, forty-six
years old and rather wealthy, broke
with the society and with the citi-
zens of Lamar, and purchased 2,000
acres in the northwest part of the
George H. Walser county. He moved his wife and two
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children to this area and began
building a town.

“Infidels!” became the watchword
as people started moving into
Walser’s community — a “free love
colony.” Average citizens didn’t
understand and were afraid of these
people who lent themselves to
“Freethought,” as Walser termed it.

“Qur standard of morality,” he
wrote in his Liberal newspaper,
“consists of but four words: BE
TRUE TO THYSELF.” Since this
phrase could have many interpreta-
tions, those who gathered to popu-
late Liberal were a diverse lot. Yet
all had one thing in common —
their belief in “unbelief.”

In 1881 a man named Waggoner
purchased land just north of Liberal
and laid out an addition to the town
inviting all Christians to come and
settle. Mr. Walser also owned a neu-
tral strip of ground between Liberal
and the Waggoner addition. He
built on that strip a high, tightly-
strung barbed wire fence. The peo-
ple of Waggoner would have to go
around it to use any of the facilities
of the town and it was a reminder
that they were different, set apart
from the “freethinkers.”

Waggoner soon gave up and sold
the ground to Walser who took
down the fence and erected two
buildings on the neutral strip. One
was the Universal Mental Liberty
Hall and the other the Freethought
Brotherhood Temple. The Hall was
used for lectures and for people to
voice their opinions about anything
they desired and the other was for
Sunday and Day School instruction.
No belief in God was taught, but
temperance, morality and honesty
were acclaimed.

THE CHRISTIANS weren’t fin-
ished. In 1884 August Delissa and
R.C. Goss bought land sites near
Liberal and set up a new town. They
named it Denison and the first two
buildings they erected were a
church and a saloon.

Again the novelty. People began
moving to Denison not only with
their personal property but some
removed their buildings from Lib-
eral to Denison. One of the last
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House used by the Spiritual Science Association for three “Circle Night” meet-
ings. The townspeople called it “Spook Hall.”

buildings to be removed carried a
banner stating, “And the Lord said,
get ye out of Sodom . . .” The popu-
lation dwindled until there were
only a few loyal settlers and one
general store.

But Walser had the ultimate
weapon — his newspaper. He was a
powerful man of words and at his
own expense he kept publishing the
paper, repeating his philosophy. As
luck would have it a new mania was
sweeping the nation — spiritualism.
Walser latched on to this concept
and his fire was fueled by the arrival
of Dr. J.B. Buton in 1887. Buton
was reputed to be one of the most
phenomenal mediums of all times.
He could not only manifest the spir-
its, but they could at times speak
and write notes. People came from
all over the United States to contact
their loved ones and even Walser
claimed to have been “touched” by
the spirit of his father.

Buton was in town only a short
time before a fire in his attic
exposed him as a fraud. But the
interest he had piqued remained
and the fickle public once more
returned to Liberal.

In the meantime the railroad had
requested that the name of Denison
be changed to Pedro and it became
nothing more than a suburb to Lib-

eral. Eventually it lost its post office
and became officially a part of the
town.

Just before the presidential elec-
tion of 1888 a forum was held at the
Universal Mental Liberty Hall.
Anyone having anything to say was
allowed ten minutes. All the speak-
ers held to their time limit except
Walser. He had too much to say to
be crammed into a ten-minute
space, and when the moderator, a
Mr. Baldwin, reminded him that his
time was up, Walser ignored him. It
took repeated remindings before
Walser quit. But he was not happy.
The following day he closed the Hall
for “repairs” and in the fall of 1889
he sold the Hall to the Methodist
Church for purposes of worship.
Perhaps he felt that if freedom of
speech, particularly his, were cur-
tailed, then the hated Christian phi-
losophy had already seeped into his
“heaven.”

Walser had, at this time, already
divorced his wife, the mother of his
children, and had married a woman
who was the local doctor and drug
store owner. His house that he had
moved into when coming to the area
was destroyed by fire and he had
moved to the home of his new
spouse. That marriage, however,
was short-lived and he divorced her.
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Lake at Catalpa Pa

SINCE WALSER was no longer
interested in freethought, he turned
all his attention to spiritualism. In
1890 he laid out thirteen acres and
$40,000 to build a park. He planted
a catalpa grove and named the place
Catalpa Park. After building his
own residence there he built a large
dome-shaped building with a high
roof. He called it the Celestial Dome
and opened it and the park to the
public. He planted flowers, built
fountains and had a lake dug. The
dome and the park could be used by
anyone for any purpose except in
August of each year. Walser
reserved that time to host a spir-
itual encampment that became
world famous.

Mediums, fortune-tellers, clair-

Walser’s last residence at Catalpa Park.
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rk. Dining hall is at left and concession stand at right.

voyants, and those interested in the
occult were welcome to come and
display their talents. Admission to
the park was one dollar a person
and most of the mediums charged a
dollar. Some came every year and
were allowed to build small cabins
in the park. Others rented tents and
cots and other equipment. A dining
hall was erected on the grounds and
there were refreshment stands.

It was also in 1890 that a society
called The Spiritual Science Asso-
ciation was founded in Liberal. The
Association built a house for the
purpose of holding meetings. These
gatherings were called ‘“Circle
Nights” and admittance was by
invitation only. Most of the dis-
course and readings on these nights

were esoterical.

It was during these years that
Walser married his third wife — a
beautiful, vivacious woman of
twenty-three. Walser was sixty. His
new wife Alice shared his enthusi-
asm for the spiritualist movement.
She was, in fact, a spirit photogra-
pher. They were married in 1894
and seemed ideally suited, but Alice
had problems. She drank and took
drugs and finally, in the summer of
1902, she went to Joplin, Missouri,
rented a hotel room and poisoned
herself. By letter she requested to
be buried at midnight in Catalpa
Park. Walser complied. There were
no flowers, no singing, no words
over the casket except those of her
bereaved husband. As the mantle
clock struck twelve her body was
lowered into the grave.

J.P. Moore, a friend of the family,
wrote of it this way: “All was silent
until the swishing of the shovels in
the dirt and the rattling of the clods
on the rough box could be heard. All
the light there was for the burial
was a flickering old-fashioned gaso-
line torch hanging from a nearby
tree, and a few moon beams errati-
cally glimmering through the leaves
of the catalpa trees, quivering
slightly in the breeze.

“Just as the last spadeful of dirt
was being patted down on the
mound, as if by an act of provi-
dence, the eerie cry of a screech owl
was heard from a tree close by.
Then the creature took off into the
night. In the depressing surround-
ings, one imagined it very like a
released soul taking its flight into
eternity...”

The Celestial Dome in Catalpa
Park burned in 1903. In 1906
Walser’s home also burned. He was
at that time devoting his life to
writing and he lost stacks of manu-
scripts as well as a valuable collec-
tion of books.

He rebuilt the house and some-
time during that period of his life
married for the fourth time. His
new wife was a woman twenty-nine
years his junior.

He wrote several books, and pub-
lished for about a year a magazine
called Orthopaedia. The name is a
combination of Greek words mean-
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ing right instruction. Most of his
work were books of poems — Wild
Rhymes, Poems of Leisure and the
Bouquet. He wrote and published
some work on philosophy — Ortho-
paedia and the Magi. His last work
was, strangely enough, The Life and
Teaching of Jesus. It was published
in 1909, a year before his death.

Walser had been an atheist all his
life but in his later years he had
come to acknowledge that perhaps
he had been wrong.

He wrote: “We are all passengers
on the great ship of life going to
another country to encounter new
realities and experiences. Every
person has a ship of his own and is
his own pilot; to reach port safely we
should study the chart which Jesus
has given us.”

At another place he wrote: “I have
wandered in the desert of disbelief,
waded in the river of doubt, and in
the sands of desolation. I have
looked for hope and I found none
.... I felt there was something
more, there must be something
more, or nature is a fraud and life
the gall of a bitter cheat.”

George Walser died of pneumonia
at his home in Catalpa Park May 1,
1910. He had laid out a cemetery
when he platted the town. In the
geographical center was a special
lot, ninety-eight feet in diameter,
bounded by a concrete retaining
wall six inches high. All other lots
were laid in a series of circles
around this center lot, the foot of
each grave toward the center.
Walser was to be laid to rest in this
place so that on resurrection day all
would rise up, facing him.

It’s not known why these plans
were changed but Walser wasn’t
buried in Liberal. Instead his body
was temporarily laid in a vault in
Fort Scott, Kansas while his widow
had a mausoleum built in Lake
Cemetery in Lamar, Missouri. Even
in death Walser was a threat to that
Barton County community. They
tried to bar his burial there, not
wanting their families to lay at rest
with an “infidel.”

No one is buried in the circle in
the Liberal Cemetery. Someone
erected there a tall pole, pointing
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toward heaven. :

Liberal today is a quiet town not
unlike a thousand other Midwestern
villages. It has schools, taverns and
a number of churches. Catalpa Park
was sold in the 1920s to a mining
company, and now is used as the

town dump.
-

Hosstail’s Small Talk
(Continued from page 3)

know when we had a gun? During
the winter we would haul hay for
the stock and those darn coyotes
would run our dogs right up to the
hay wagon — if we had no gun.
When we had a gun they would stay
out of range. We hid the gun in the
hay, wrapped it in a gunny sack but
it did no good — they knew when
we had the rifle aboard. In these
later years I've read about dogs
sniffing out dope, etc. Now I think I
know how those coyotes knew.

“Not long after moving to Laramie,
the Silver Fox Farms sprung up.
The owners liked to feed rabbits to
their foxes and would pay fifteen
cents each at first. Then it went
down so much that the ammunition
was more than one could get for the
rabbits. By that time the rabbits
were pretty well gone too. I have
been out to the old ranch site and
the river bottom in recent times. It’s
very unusual to see a jack.

“So poor ol’ coyote had to find
other things to eat and started on
calves, lambs and whatever. Man,
that two-legged creature who thinks
he is so smart, has done more to

upset the laws of nature than any

other species.

“I hear how the coyote is moving
in on places like Los Angeles. Who
can blame the poor old coyotes! The
two-legged varmints took over his
territory and food supply. It’s kinda
like the white man taking over from
the Indian! Makes me wonder at
times if I'm supposed to feel proud
to be a white! But then, man is a
species all his own, regardless of
race or color. Look at the trouble
God is having with man — and He’s
been at it for years!” — Orville R.

Devitt, 31 Tarra Drive, Prescott, AZ
86301.

Orville, your remark about the
trouble God is having with man, and
man is having with coyotes,.
reminded me of something a fellow
told me not long ago that also had to
do with California, but not the Los
Angeles area. I can’t remember
exactly how it went, but it had to do
with an experiment with a record
player. The rancher would put on a
bunch of hymns and let them go full
blast. The selections didn’t bother
the sheep but they made the coyotes
nervous enough to leave. (I’ve seen
hymn singing do the same thing to
my uncles more than one Sunday
night. After two or three verses
they’d start edging toward the
door!)

Trouble is, in this case, the coy-
otes devloped a tin ear and came on
back for their nightly feast of lamb
whether the gospel tunes were play-
ing or not — and I remember that
my uncles, too, would usually be
leaning in the window before prayer
meeting shut down for good. Sin-
ners are a lot alike — four legs or
two legs — and most of them have
about as many friends as enemies.

Well, guess that about rounds up
the herd for this issue. — Hosstail

-
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Wid Old Days!

THE FORTITUDE
OF GRANDMA BROWN
By C. Kutac

IN 1846, at the age of sixty-six,
Tabitha Moffatt Brown crossed the
plains and lost nearly all her pos-
sessions except the horse she rode
and the clothes and belongings she

could carry behind the saddle.
Although she weighed barely a
hundred pounds, she was blessed
with good health and the energy and
endurance of women less than half
her age. She had been a widow since
her thirties and was teaching school
in St. Charles, Missouri when she
decided to join a wagontrain going

i

Tabitha Moffatt Brown
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to Oregon. Her son Orus had given
her glowing reports about what he
described as “paradise.” Even his
uncle, Captain Brown, who was sev-
enty-seven and retired from the sea,
wanted to go West.

So Grandma Brown outfitted her-
self with a team of oxen, a wagon
and a driver, as well as all the other
supplies needed for herself and
Captain Brown, who was going to
travel along in her wagon.

They left Missouri in April of
1846, and Grandma Brown was well
pleased with the novelty of the jour-
ney — cooking over the campfire,
traveling through strange and beau-

Courtesy Pacific University

tiful country and seeing all kinds of
new animals. Up to a point it was
invigorating, but when they reached
Fort Hall in August, all that
changed.

Fort Hall was a jumping-off place.
One branch of the trail followed the
Columbia River while the lower or
Applegate Trail dipped south and
circled back up into Oregon. There
was a persuasive man there who
talked leaders of four of the wagon-
trains into letting him lead them
through the newer cut-off. He
assured them he could get them
through to Oregon long before those
who went down the Columbia River.

The man charged a fee for each
wagon to guide them, but it wasn’t
long before he stole from them what
he could, and abandoned them to
continue on their own. They crossed
a sixty-mile stretch of desert, with
no available water and no grass for
the animals, followed by a rough
climb up into the mountains. Live-
stock fell by the wayside and
wagons broke up. Some travelers
died — both young and old; none
was immune to death after the
extreme stress they endured.

After her wagon was useless,
Grandma Brown continued on
horseback. She simply declared that
their sufferings were so great, no
human tongue can tell. She added
that during the trek, “I never once
sought relief by the shedding of
tears.” That in itself was an accom-
plishment because on that trip she.
broke her arm. There was no doctor
in the wagontrain. Despite the
severe pain Grandma Brown told
someone how to pull the bone into
place and then how to splint the
arm properly to keep the bone
straight. As soon as the arm was
securely splinted and bandaged,
Grandma Brown climbed up on her
horse and was on the move again.

At times she had to cross jumbled
piles of rocks, slosh through mud,
and ford rivers as high as her stir-
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rups. The travelers still hadn’t
reached their destination when win-
ter set in. Freezing rains turned to
hail and snow. Grandma Brown had
little protection on the back of a
moving horse.

PROVISIONS gave out and a Mr.
Pringle was sent ahead to try to get.
supplies from distant settlements.
In the meantime, Orus (who was in
one of those settlements) had heard
of the suffering emigrants’ plight,
loaded up four pack horses with
provisions and set out. As luck, or
divine providence, would have it,
Orus met Pringle on the trail. Prin-
gle turned around and led him back
to the emigrants’ camp.

Meanwhile, they had put up some
tents and were trying to keep warm
and forget the gnawings in their
empty stomachs. Of the night Orus
and Pringle arrived with food,
Grandma Brown wrote: “Who can
realize the joy?”

It was Christmas Day of 1846
when Grandma Brown entered a
Methodist minister’s house in
Salem, Oregon. It was the first time
she’d set foot in a house for nine
months. The minister asked her to
stay awhile, run his house and care
for the family, which solved her
question of how she was going to
support herself. In return for her
services, both she and Captain
Brown were given room and board.

While getting settled, Grandma
Brown turned one of her gloves
inside out to get a button out of one
of the fingers — at least she sup-
posed it was a button. However,
when she fished it out, she was
delighted to find it was a 6% cent
piece [probably a token equivalent
to one-sixteenth of a Spanish dol-
lar]. She used that little coin and
her ingenuity to make $30. With the
coin she bought three needles. Then
she traded some of her clothes to
the squaws for soft buckskin which
she worked up into gloves. She then
sold the gloves to the ladies and
gentlemen of Oregon.

When she went to visit Orus, she
met the Reverend Harvey Clarke
and learned that he needed a
teacher for the children (settlers’
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children, Indian children and the
many orphans whose parents had
died on the Oregon Trail). Grandma
Brown asked Reverend Clarke,
“Why has Providence frowned on
me and left me poor in this world?
Had he blessed me with riches as he
has many others, I know right well
what I should do. I should establish
myself in a comfortable house and
receive all poor children and be a
mother to them.”

Soon she was the housemother
and driving force at the Oregon
Orphan Asylum. Reportedly she
operated the school with tremen-
dous efficiency and had the chil-
dren’s respect. With the approval
and backing of the local ministers, it
was decided to found an academy
that “shall grow up into a college”
with the orphans’ school as its
nucleus. Thus it was that Reverend
Clarke and Grandma Brown
became the founders of Pacific Uni-
versity, now in Forest Grove, Ore-
go. <

In 1854, at the age of seventy-
four, she wrote her brother that she
was ready to ‘“quit hard work and
live at ease.” She could well afford
to do just that. She had a place to
live, a house that she rented out and
a few lots in town. She owned some
cows that she loaned out for their
milk and one half of their offspring.
She had even managed to contrib-
ute several hundred dollars to the
school she helped found. Not bad
for an elderly woman who arrived in
Oregon with only 6% cents to her
name!

THE WHITE BUFFALO
By G.V. Martin

JIM CASPION and Sam Tillman
were partners. They had traveled
together from Texas, through the
Oklahoma Territory, and across
Kansas, almost to the Colorado
state line. The two drifters had
grown up together. They had
worked as cowpokes, ranch hands,
cooks, miners and hunters.

In October 1871, at Chalk Bluffs,
Kansas, Jim and Sam were looking
for work. One evening, as they sat in
the local saloon having their dinner,
they were joined by a dude from
Kansas City. The man claimed to
represent a tanning factory which
had developed a new process for
tanning buffalo hides; he needed
hunters who could bring in forty a
month. He was willing to pay the
fantastic price of $3.50 for every
hide in good condition.

Sam and Jim exchanged doubtful
glances. However, when the man
offered to furnish them money for
supplies, a wagon and driver, a deal
was made. Sam and Jim would
deliver all the hides they could
obtain to the local store. The man
from Kansas City would pick them
up and leave their money with Ed
Evans, who ran the store.

Early the next morning, Jim and
Sam rode out of Chalk Bluffs on
their horses. They were followed by
a young man driving their supply
wagon. Before long Jim and Sam
were scouting for buffalo far ahead
of the wagon.
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At noon, they stopped to water
their horses and rest. The sun on
the Kansas prairie was hot and
there was little shade to be found.

The two agreed to split up but
stay in sight of each other as they
were in Indian country. Sam
mounted up and rode off to the
south. He wanted to see what was
over the south ridge.

Jim watched him ride out. He
took his time mounting up. His
horse, Banjo Bob, had been shield-
ing his left front leg. Jim checked
the horse’s leg and shoe. Banjo Bob
was just trying to get a few extra
minutes out of the hot sun.

Jim rode toward the hills. He saw
that Sam was making good time; he
was already about a mile to the
south.

JIM followed an Indian trail up
into the hills. The trail forked as he
reached the crest. He took off to the
left for a better view of the valley.
He would be out of sight for a few
minutes but Sam was still riding
south.

As Jim topped the ridge, he saw
the floor of the valley, at least
twenty-five miles across, covered
with grazing buffalo. There had to
be well over a thousand head. With
any luck, he and Sam could get
enough hides before dark to make
them $100.

He scanned the herd more care-
fully. Over on the right, he caught
sight of something electrifying — a
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buffalo, a young bull, snow white.
Jim had heard other hunters tell of
seeing white buffalo, but in all his
years on the trail, Jim had never
seen one. It was said a white buffalo
robe could bring over $500. Indians
were superstitious about what they
called the “gray ghost.” Once Jim
had seen an Indian with a buffalo
robe with only a few white spots.
Someone offered the Indian $100
for it. The Indian’s dark eyes tore
into the man for making such an
offer. He pulled the spotted robe
around him and walked away.

Jim watched the white buffalo
moving among the herd. The large
black brutes paid no attention to
the white bull. Jim could not believe
his good fortune.

He turned Banjo Bob around and
started back down the trail to signal
Sam. An Indian yell reached him.
He spurred Banjo Bob into a full
run. As he emerged from behind the
hill, he saw Sam riding for all his
horse could do. Chasing Sam were
fifty Cheyennes. The Indians shot
Sam’s horse and then closed in on
his partner. There was nothing Jim
could do. Sam was better than a
mile away. Jim could not see what
was happening but he knew Sam
was a goner.

Then one Indian spotted Jim, let
out a yell and started toward him.
Jim swore at himself for having
stayed out in the open. He quickly
surveyed his position. If he rode to
the right or left, the Indians would

cut him off. His only chance was
across the valley filled with buffalo.

Jim rode Banjo Bob down into
the valley, yelling and firing his gun.
The buffalo stampeded. Jim let the
reins fall loose across Banjo Bob’s
neck. He leaned forward and
wrapped his arms around the
horse’s neck. His horse held his own
among the pushing and shoving
buffalo. Jim looked back just once.
He caught a glimpse of the Indians
as they reached the crest of the hill.
Then the dust became so thick he
could not see the sun.

Jim could tell by the feel of his
horse when they left the valley and
started up into the rocky hills. As he
rode on and on, he felt the air cool-
ing; the sun was setting.

The buffalo climbed higher and
higher in the hills, still running at
full speed. When the trail suddenly
split, Banjo Bob and Jim were
forced to take the right fork. Jim
looked around the head of his horse
to see if he could see anything.
There running just ahead of Banjo
Bob and to his left was the white
buffalo. Jim gripped his horse’s
neck as hard as he could. The horse
was sweating and it was hard to
hang on.

Suddenly, the buffalo running on
Jim’s left disappeared. Jim realized
they were running on a narrow
ledge. The buffalo on his left were
being forced over the edge of the
cliff. Above the roar of the stamped-
ing hoofs, Jim could hear the bel-
lows of the animals as they hit the
bottom of the ravine. Jim tightened
his grip on Banjo Bob’s neck. One
misstep by his horse and they would
both go over the side.

BANJO BOB kept his footing
and once they cleared the ledge they
entered a deep valley. The moon
was up and it gave an eerie feeling
to the buffalo stampede. Jim
figured he had to be forty miles
from where he first joined the herd.

Eventually the buffalo started
slowing down; some stopped and
started grazing. Jim took his horse’s
reins and brought him under con-
trol. Banjo Bob was very tired. Jim
found a small grove of trees and a
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stream. He brought Banjo Bob to a
stop and slipped off his back. He
removed the saddle and threw it
down beside the stream. He
dropped to the ground, placed his
head on the saddle and immediately
fell asleep. He was too exhausted to
worry about Indians, white buffalo,
or even his wagon driver.

When he awoke the sun was well
up in the sky. The buffalo were at
the other end of the valley. Jim
found he had no interest in them.

Banjo Bob was not far away. Jim
caught the horse and led him back
into the stream. He washed him
down. The horse’s legs were
feverish. He would not be able to
ride Banjo Bob out of the valley; he
might never be able to ride the
horse again.

Jim had seen some prairie
chickens and a few rabbits. He took
his rifle and went to shoot his
breakfast. Afterward, Jim and
Banjo Bob started walking back
across the valley. When they came
to the trail leading onto the ledge,
Jim heard a buffalo bellow. Leaving
his horse at the bottom of the trail,
he climbed to where he could see
over the edge. Twenty feet below, at
the bottom of the ravine, were some
thirty buffalo. Most were dead but a
few were still alive and suffering
from their fall. The white buffalo
was leaning against an embankment
with both forelegs broken.

Jim went back to his horse and
got his rifle. He slid into the ravine

and shot the animals that were still -

alive. He skinned the white buffalo
on the spot when he found the ani-
mal had pink eyes.

It took Jim and Banjo Bob four
days to walk back to Chalk Bluffs.
Once they had to hide out for
almost a full day from passing
Indians.

At Chalk Bluffs, Jim learned that
the bodies of Sam and the wagon
driver had been brought in. The
townspeople had buried them in the
local cemetery. I am of the opinion
that the young driver was store-
keeper Ed Evans’ son. He had a son
“L. Evans’” who was killed by
Indians and buried two days prior
to Sam Tillman. It seems logical he
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could have been the buffalo hunt-
ers’ driver. There was a Larry Evans
who attended school in Chalk Bluffs
but I have no proof L. Evans and
Larry Evans were the same boy.

JIM DID NOT show off his white
buffalo robe at once. He cleaned the
skin and combed the coarse white
hair. Then one night he threw the
robe over his shoulders and walked
into the local store. It caused quite a
stir. He had to tell the story of how
he obtained it over and over again.
Old Ed offered him $50 for it.
Everyone howled with laughter. A
soldier from Canada offered him
$100.

Jim shook his head no. He had
become as superstitious as the
Indians about white buffalo. He
firmly believed that the animal had
saved him from being scalped. He
would never sell the white robe.

For five years Jim was never seen
without it. It was his trademark. He
became known as “the white buffalo
man.”’ Then one night at Fort
Lyons, Jim drank too much and lost
the white robe on a poker hand.

When he awoke the next morning
and realized what he had done, he
set out to find the man who had won
the robe, and buy it back. It was too
late; the man had already left town.

Depressed over his loss, Jim
packed his bags and started for New
Mexico. Somewhere along the way,
he ran into a band of Comanches.
No white buffalo was there to pro-
tect him that time.

HOMESTEADERS’ BEEF
By Bill Cellers

MANY homesteaders found the
going far from easy. Dry years
arrived when about all they raised
was a big dust. And since home-
steaders had to eat, when they
became too hungry their honesty
could fly out the window. It was
suspected that more than one but-
chered a beef with some rancher’s
brand on it to feed himself or his
family.

In my part of the country, north-
eastern Wyoming, the tale of such a
butchering was told to a few of us in
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NEW YORK PUBLISHER

ing subsidy book publisher seeks manuscripts
of all types: fiction, non-fiction, poetry, scholarl
and juvenile works, etc. New authors welcomed.
Ask for free, illustrated 40-page brochure T-72
Vantage Press, 516 W. 34th St., New York, N.Y. 10001.
Or call Toll Free 1-800-528-6050 Ext. 2254.

IAN CRAFT

SUPPLIES
GI ANT 148 PAGE
CATALOG
World's largest Indian Crafts

catalog. Kits and readymade
items. More than 4,000 items

to choose.
Catalog just $1. Write Dept.37

GREY OWI. Indian Craft Manufacturing Co.
113-15 Springfield Bivd., Queens Village, N.Y. 11429

OF THE MONTH

WE NARROW THE MARKET DOWN!
5 BARGAINS ALL UNDER $5

5 QUALITY STOCKS UNDER $10

New buys monthly & previous

buys updated. Nothing like it!

SAMPLE $10 - 6 M0.$30 - 1 YR.$45
GET IN ON THE REAGAN BOOM!

BESTBUYS
STOCKBRIDGE,MASS. 01262

§ -Famous for Profits- {

Stantue W, Paber

LAS VEGAS

As it began — as it grew
#553 — Here is the first general
history of early Las Vegas ever to
be published. A 9”x12” hardcover,
with jacket, for only $20.00

Western Book

Company
See our ad in this issue.
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a ranch bunkhouse by an old-time
character, Hugh Lyle. He was part
Indian and ran a few head of cattle
and horses. To keep tabs on them he

did considerable riding of the open .

range. I may as well admit what
everyone in the country more than
suspected about old Lyle. He had no
scruples against butchering some
big rancher’s beef for his own use,
nor was he averse to rustling a few

horses when he though he could get -

away with it. Here’s his tale.

“I WAS out a-riding crost the
range one day in late November,
when I happened to ride over top of
a little ridge, and right down in the
draw on the other side, ’bout sixty-
seventy yards away, I spied a man
and woman working over a beef
they was a-butchering. And I
knowed shore as God made little
green apples it wasn’t theirs but
some big rancher’s.

“If I’'d of seen them first 'thout
them a-seeing me I’d of ducked
back out of sight and took a sashay
clear around ’em. But no such luck.
They seen me ’bout the same time I
seen them. I knowed if I'd turned
and rode clear around ’em after
they’d seen me they’d of up and
pulled their freight outa there the
minute I was outa sight, and woulda
left that beef carcass a-laying there
in that draw for wolves and coyotes
to feed on. An’ I shore didn’t want
’em to waste it thataway.

“When they first seen me, the
man he jumped ’bout three feet off
the ground and the woman, poor
soul, she froze there with her face
whiter’n the blaze in my ol’ Nig’s
forehead. Even if I hadn’t knowed
no difference that woulda told me
they was butchering a rustled beef.

“Caught thataway they wasn’t
nothing for me to do but ride down
to ’em as unconcerned as I could,
like I thought what they was a-
doing was plumb honest and noth-
ing wrong about it. When I got down
to ’em I give ’em a big, friendly
smile and tipped my hat to the
woman and said to ’em, ‘Howdy,
folks. I see you’re butchering one of
your beefs for your winter’s meat.
Shore’s a heap nice-looking piece of

meat, all right.’

“By that time I’d stepped down
off ol’ Nig, and I pulled a bottle of
whiskey outa my coat pocket I
always carried with me in case of
snake bites, and handing it to the
man I said real friendly-like, ‘Care
to have a little drink?’ He was able
to squeak out a stammered yes, and
he glommed onto that bottle like it
was his long, lost friend. But his
hands was a-shaking so bad I was
afraid he’d drop that bottle on some
of the rocks in the bottom of that
dry draw and bust it all to smither-
eens and waste it. But he didn’t, and
he took a big, healthy snort of it.
And he shore needed it to quiet his
shaky hands and all-shot-to-hell
nerves.

“Soon as he passed it back, man-
aging a squeaky little, ‘Thanks,” 1
passed it to the woman, not wanting
to slight her, woman or not, and
asked her if she’d like to have one
on me too. She never even hesitated
but grabbed it and took ’bout as big
a snort of it as her man done. I took
’em to be man and wife. And I'll bet
my bottom dollar that was the first
drink of whiskey that poor woman
ever took in her born days. Knowed
it from the way the man looked at
her kind of slaunchways outa the
corner of his eyes from where he’d
resumed trying to butcher out
‘their’ beef. He hadn’t yet come
outa his fright enough for him to git
his hands steady so he could do the
job.

“After the woman give me the
bottle back and nodded me a thanks
I shoved it back in my coat pocket
then took out my pocket knife and
opened it and begun helping ’em
with their skinning and dressing out
the beef they’d laid claim to. And all
this time I’d had my tongue busy,
but not overdoing it so it would
sound like I was putting it on, to
kind of put ’em at ease and give ’em
to understand I was in sympathy
with ’em and they didn’t have noth-
ing to worry ’bout me squealing on
’em none for butchering some big
rancher’s beef for their winter’s
meat. A big AU7 brand on the crit-
ter told me who the owner was. But
he could well afford it; he run sev-
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eral thousand head on free grass.

“This couple, this man and
woman, didn’t open up and talk no
more’n they thought they had to
’cept enough to be halfway friendly-
like.

“Soon as we got the beef all gut-
ted out and skinned to where I
knowed I couldn’t be of more help
to ’em I put my pocket knife back in
my pocket and took out my bottle of
whiskey and give ’em both another
drink which they wasn’t slow in tak-
ing. And after I'd forked my bronc
to pull my freight the last words I
said to ’em was, ‘Now, you folks be
sure and take good care of that
there beef of your’n. Soon as it’s
froze hard as a rock it’ll keep out-
side all winter. But it’s best to keep
it in a shed or a building of some
kind.’

“I didn’t know either one of ’em
from Adam’s off-ox. But there was a
homestead shack ’bout a mile and a
half or two miles from there I took
to be theirs. And I hope they took
care of that beef and made good use
of it. It was too good a piece of meat
for wolves and coyotes to fight over.
And I’'m sure they did.”

Western Book Roundup
(Continued from page 33)

double page in color by Thomas
Hill. There is an index and bibliog-
raphy — your reviewer noted that
the entries in some cases indicated
that the author used reprints
instead of the originals in his
research — the first and last serve
as examples: Ramon F. Adams is
shown as the author of Prose and
- Poetry of the Live Stock Industry,
1959 — Adams did write an intro-
duction for the 1959 issue but did
no editing of the text which was
edited by James W. Freeman in
1905. For Owen Wister’s the Virgin-
ian, he used a 1976 Pocket Books
edition, instead of the first issued in
hard covers in 1902 with illustra-
tions by Arthur I. Keller. Using
reprints in research is often done
but for the readers who may want to
go directly to the original source,
well a parenthetical addition stating

May 1982

“a repriht of the original edition of
”” would be helpful. —

Jeff Dykes

TOMBSTONE

Tombstone by William Hattich
with foreword by John D. Gilchriese
(University of Oklahoma Press,
1005 Asp Ave., Norman, OK 73019,
56 pages, $9.95 hardcover, 1272 x
9% inches).

This is a reprint of the rare 1903
first edition published by William
Hattich, editor of the Tombstone
Daily Prospector. Hattich wrote the
book at a time when he and other
residents of Tombstone were look-
ing hopefully toward the town’s
resurgence as the most important
city in Arizona Territory. Their
hope was based on the fact that the
railroad was arriving in Tombstone,
but as historians have recorded, the
resurgence never occurred to the
degree that townspeople hoped.

In the foreword by John D.
Gilchriese, a well-known collector,
reviewer and author, the point is
made that writers ‘“unfortunately
relegated Tombstone’s historic past
to a few moments of sanguinary
action in a place called the O.K.
Corral.”

This facsimile reprint includes
many historic photographs plus bio-
graphical sketches of Tombstone
residents in 1903. Until now the

book has not been available. The -

first edition has been so rare that
many writers who have written
about Tombstone did not know of
the book’s existence. Highly recom-
mended.

HIGHGRADE

Highgrade: The Mining Story of
National, Nevada by Nancy B.
Schreier (The Arthur H. Clark Co.,
Box 230, Glendale, CA 91209, 150
pages, $19.75 hardcover, 9% x 6%
inches).

In this nicely produced and well-
illustrated book, author Nancy
Schreier narrates the story of the
National Mine in the Santa Rose
Range north of Winnemucca,
Nevada. Discovered and claim-
staked in 1907, the National Mine
was one of few in its day to be
located by an early automobile-

KEROSENE
MANTLE LAMP
The original authentic Aladdin Lamp. Features

patented kerosene burner, produces brilliant
white light. Replacement parts for old and

ALADDIN

0

ey NEw lamps.
at. Dept.
Eg CAMPBELL LAMPS
&N 1108 Potistown Pike, West Chester, PA 19380

brand

Save Money! on

WESTERN
éa $2 DISCOUNT COUPON

Delivered to your door POSTPAID!
JID /LGN ECH sTore

Writ%for FREE COLOR CATALOG
1408 West Davis ® Dept. TW e Dallas, Texas 75208

HANDMADE BUCKSKIN
Frontiersmen's outfits, moccasins,
rifle cases, hunting pouches, knives,
tomahawaks. Everything for the |
mountam man. lllustrated catalog.

$1.5
Iecumeh's Trading Post
P.0. Box 369-TW
Shartlesvillle, PA 19554

L
T TYLER'S T GRik -
BETTER SHOOTING
with this improved
cast Aluminum Grip
ADAPTOR. For Colt,
S & W and Ruger D.A.
Revolvers. DURABLE, PRAC-
TICAL—EASY TO INSTALL.
THREE ATTRACTIVE FINISH COLORS.
POLISHED or BLACK $5.00; GOLD $5.25

TYLER'S TRIGGER SHOE
Durable light weight cast aluminum for Colt, S & W
and many other modern pistols, rifles and shotguns.
POLISHED or BLACK $3.75; GOLD FINISH $4.00
ORDER DIRECT OR AT YOUR FAVORITE DEALER. Send
make & model of gun. No C.O.D.’s please. Add $1.00
for Shipping Charges. Fully Guaranteed. Genvine
Stag—Wood & Synthetic Gun Grips. Lee Loaders—
Bullet Molds — Gun Accessories. Buck Knives — Hand-
made Holsters & Belts. Leather & Clarino.

— Dealer Inquiries Welcome —

MELVIN TYLER MFG. AND DIST.
1326 W. Britton Rd. ¢ Oklahoma City, Okla. 73114
Call toll free 800-654-8415 Outside Oklahoma

[ BE YOUR DOG’S BEST FRIEND! \
S

end for the most comfortable dog house ever
offered. All aluminum, double wall construc-
tion, insulated, lasts a lifetime, easy to assemble
and light weight. We are the company that
makes the ‘“‘Sear's Best’” pet shelter. The
Ameray Dog Palace is veterinarian approved.
You can buy it through Sears catalog or save
money and buy it factory direct with this
promotional offer. Money back guarantee.

o Send check or

money order to:
Ameray Manufacturing
345 Minnesota Dept. 408
Troy, MI 48084

Place your order or
send for brochure

—?

For those who like entertain- |
ment with their pursuit of his- |
tory, | recommend this book

like something out of the blaz- |
ing pages of Zane Grey. The :
author relates the exper
iences of her husband, Joh
W. Poe. 1850-1923 as a buf-
falo hunter during the 1870’
and later as a respected law- d
man in some of the most lawless towns of the
Southwest. It was one of Poe's stoolies that
furnished the information that led he and Gar-
rett to the "“Kid's"" hideout the nite the “Kid"
was shot. Poe was there. Why not read his
version.

290 pages. H/C: $14.95 P/B: $8.95
Order by mail from:
BILL HARRIS
51 Forsythia Lane

Paramus, NJ 07652
Please include 75¢ postage per book.
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- driving prospector named Jesse
Workman. The camp and mine were
named “National” after the make of
Workman’s automobile.

This interesting book includes
fifty-three illustrations and maps.
The author explains that the word
“Highgrade” has two meanings —
as a noun, “very rich ore,” and as a
verb, “to seal.” She points out that
the mine was so rich that mine
employees and thieves would line
their pockets with pieces of the raw
ore.

Her story of the mine includes
material on mining camp life, how
highgrading was controlled, the
development and operation of the
mine and a great deal more. Of
numerous mines in the district, only
the National Mine was a profit
maker.

This book is a valuable contribu-
tion to the history of mining in
Nevada and a welcome addition to
the literature of mining in the
American West. Recommended.

-

Trails Grown Dim
(Continued from page 5)

Civil War and died in his early 40s
shortly after the war. He was from
Elk City, Oklahoma (or ten miles
north of there) where he supposedly
had land. His three sons were: Wil-
liam Walter Rogers, John Rogers,
and Cornellis (Niel) Rogers. Wil-
liam Walter Rogers was my grand-
father. He lived around Elk City in
1860 and was married to an Indian
woman. — Billy M. Rogers, Rt. 1,
Box 163-A, Broken Bow, Oklahoma
74728

Benskin — Wilder

I would like to hear from anyone
who knows about John Marbrook
Benskin who was born in England
in 1799. He probably came to
America between 1827 and 1830.
His son, Charles J. Benskin, was
born in Ohio in 1844. Charles’ wife
was Laura Minerva Wilder, who was
born in Pennsylvania in 1850. —
Alma Benskin Childers, Box 122,
Thatcher, Arizona 85552
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Parker — Crist
Starnader — Wallace

I am interested in locating
descendants of some pioneer fami-
lies of Texas who are my ancestors.
They are Steven and Anna Parker
Crist of Palestine, Texas; Daniel
and Martha Parker of Elkhart,
Texas; and Benjamine J. and Mary
Jane Starnader Wallace of Coolidge,
Texas. Any help will be gratefully
appreciatd. — J.R. Starnader, 8225
Mestina, Houston, Texas 77078

Watson

I am seeking information on
Richard Watson, year and place of
birth unknown to me. He may have
lived in Centerville, Appanoose
County, Iowa. His wife’s name was
Amaicas Gorden Watson. They had
three sons: Glen, Charles, and
Howard W. (my grandfather) who
was born on March 25, 1863 and
died September 13, 1944 in Center-
ville. Charles Watson worked on the
railroad; Howard was a coal miner.
Glen’s wife’s name was Bessie ? and
Charles’ wife’s name was Lizzie. She
and Charles lived in Centerville.
Later she went to Sacramento, Cali-
fornia to live with her son (I believe
his name was Billy; he was in the
Navy at one time). The last I heard
from Lizzie was about 1955.

I would like more information on
James B. Watson who was born in
1830 in Maryland and lived in Bel-
lair Township, Appanoose County,
Iowa, to see if he is a relative of
Howard Watson. I also need infor-
mation on James’ wife, Elizabeth,
who was born in 1837 in Pennsylva-
nia (maiden name unknown). Their
children were: Jacob, born in 1859;
Mary F., born in 1862; Sara E., born
in 1865; Anna W., born in 1866; and
Limini (spelling may be incorrect)
who was born in 1869. All were born
in Iowa. Information on any descen-
dants would be appreciated. — Mrs.
Richard Freer, P.O. Box 621, Gold-
endale, Washington 98620

Parker — Latham —
Middlebrook
Christine Francis ‘“‘Fannie”’
Parker and Betty Parker were
orphans raised by Tom Latham, a

Texas ranger, and his wife Hannah
in the 1850s and ’60s.

Christine was my grandmother.
She married Thomas Jefferson
Middlebrook in 1871 when she was
fourteen. They built a cabin in
Hillsdale, Coryell County, Texas
only to have the cabin burned down
and horses stolen by Indians. They
escaped by hiding in the brush.
Thomas and Christine moved to
Florence, Texas where Sim was
born in 1872; then to Topsy where
my mother, Hannah, was born. She
was named for Hannah Latham.
They bought a farm near Lampasas
and Grandpa ran a blacksmith shop
in town. About 1900 Grandpa, Sim,
Sime, and Tom went to Ballinger, a
new town on the end of a new rail-
road, built a house, and returned for
the family. It took a boxcar to haul
their belongings to the new home.
The children were Sim, Sime, Tom,
Clara, Hannah, Ida, Minnie, and
Elizabeth.

Can anyone tell me why Christine
and Betty Parker were orphans and
what happened to Betty? — Frank
Strom, 1115 Circle Drive, Clinton,
Oklahoma 73601

Burns — McNew

I am trying to locate someone
with knowledge of my great-great-
grandfather, William Wilson “Bill”
Burns (possibly Burnes) who was
born about 1850 in Texas. I believe
his parents were John and Charlotte
Burns and he had a brother named
Uriah W. Burns. It is believed they
lived around central Texas as Bill
was in Travis County in 1880 with
his wife, Susan B. McNew Burns,
and daughter Nancy. Other children
born after this were Alice, Joe Wil-
son, Mattie, Amanda, -Melvin and
David. Bill Burns left the family
after David was born in 1893 or ’94
and to my knowledge was never
heard of again. It was rumored that

-he married again and had another

family. There are a number of Wil-
liam and Bill Burns who show up in
the census records. I would like to
know what happened to this blank
in my family’s history. — Reba S.
Teal Parks, 2504 — 54th, Lubbock,

Texas 79413 ’
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SQUARE NAILS, assorted sizes, from the heart of the Cali-
fornia gold country, interesting history is included, five for
$4.95. Don Diggin's, 12178 Boreham Mine Rd., Grass Valley,
CA 95945.

WAR MEDALS, military books, insignia, war relics, catalog
50¢. Historical Americana, Box 310TW, New York, NY
10028.

TELEPHONES (ANTIQUE) oak, brass, phones. Restoration
parts catalogue, $1.00 (refundable). Shipments daily. Bil-
lard's Old Telephones, 21710TW Regnart Rd., Cupertino, CA
95014.

AUTHENTIC CIVIL war newspapers, excellent condition,
$12.95 each. Dick Payne, 1462 Baron Court, Stone Moun-
tain, GA 30087.

ANTIQUE WEAPONS, relics, militaria, and early western
items for sale. Thousands in stock. lllustrated catalog -
annual subscription $3.00. William Fagan, Box 425AB,
Fraser, M1 48026.

STRAIGHT RAZERS, old, good condition, $18 each postpaid.
Razers, Lot 71, 954-16 Ave. NE, Calgary, Alta. Canada T2E
1LL.

200 BOOKS & MAGAZINES

OUT OF print books found. Send wants. Western catalogue
$1.00. Booklook, Dept. 2, 51 Maple Ave., Warwick, NY
10990.

"NEVADA LOST Mine & Buried Treasure"”, 76 stories, two
color maps, illustrations, color cover, 128 &ages, $5.95 &
80¢ postage. Nevada Publications, Box 15444, Las Vegas,
NV 89114.

SADDLEMAKING TEXTBOOK: Widely used patterns and
instruction guide takes you from start to finish, includes
where to buy list, no previous experience necessary, $19.95
ppd. KS Saddlery, Box 692, Covelo, CA 95428.
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RARE, OUT of print, free list. Book Haven, P.O. Box 87534,
Houston, TX 77287.

WANTED: BIG Little Books. Send complete title, full descrip-
tion or condition, your price. Books of the West, P.O. Box
4577, Santa Clara, CA 95054.

FREE CATALOGS with unusual gifts. Postage handling $1.
Robinson, 514 Stuart Court, Savannah, GA 31405.

A NEW logical process. Help for those who have a product
or service for sale and those who want to increase their
money inflow, double, triple or more. Send $35 to: W.E.
Douglas, 10621 Mallard Drive, Garden Grove, CA 92643.

JUST RELEASED! Available direct from author, Volume 1 of
“Guide to Ghost Towns and Mining Camps of Nevada
series. Covers 175 ghost towns, 200 photos, autographed
copies, $12.95 plus 75¢ postage. Shawn Hall, Box 282,
Charlton City, MA 01508.

CLASSIC BOWIE knives 8-1/2"x11", finest book on subject,
gégbgobert Abels, 2881 N.E. 33 Court, Ft. Lauderdale, FL

SOUTHWESTERN COLORADO books, maps, prints. Mining
history, ghost towns, recipes, San Juan jeep trails, Indians,
railroading, gold panning. Catalog with 250 titles, forward
$1.00 refundable with order. Bear Creek Publishing, 514
Main, Ouray, CO 81427.

BUY, SELL, trade True West, Frontier Times, Old West. Buy-
ing anything by Louis L'Amour. If selling, include asking
price. Books of the West, Box 4577, Santa Clara, CA 95054.

FREE! WESTERN Publications 1982 Catalog. Full of color
prints by Russell, Remington and others, back issues of True
West, Old West, Frontier Times and others, magazine bind-
ers and over 200 books about the Great West, treasure and
collecting. Get your free catalog by writing to: Western Book
Co., 700 E. State St., lola, W1 54990.

Original Garcia Spurs

The Garcias started making their ‘‘famous’’
bits and spurs in Elko in 1896. An historical
sketch of the company is enclosed in cata-
log. Send $2.00 for your up-to-date cata-
log of handmade originals.
Send for free current price list.

GARCIA BIT & SPUR CO.
5th & Commercial Sts., Elko, NV 89801
Ph: 702-783-7713

200 BOOKS & MAGAZINES

“NEVADA TREASURE Hunter's Ghost Town Guide™. Large
folded map 1881, small early map, 800 place name glos-
sary, mines, camps, wagon roads, etc., $1.95. Also same for
Arizona and eastern California, $1.95 each. Write for list of
Ghost Town books. Nevada Publications, Box 15444, Las
Vegas, NV 89114.

FINALLY AVAILABLE! A complete, comprehensive index for
True West, Frontier Times and Old West. Covers six cate-
gories: authors and titles; people, places, things; illustrations
& photographs; letters; family names; books... 225,000 list-
ings, over 450 pages. Only $7.95 ppd. Send to: Western
Index, 700 E. State St., lola, WI 54990.

100 POLACK fishing, hunting jokes. $2.00. Box 356, Griffith,
IN 46319.

MAIL ORDER opportunity!! Start profitable home business
without experience or capital. Free details. Capital Publica-
tions, Dept. T, Box 7764, Chicago, IL 60680.

MOUNTAIN MEN books, journals, biographies, old, rare &
new. Informative book list, $1. Rendezvous Books, P.0. Box
2627, Taos, NM 87571.

"STRING HER up, Boys!"" Detailed, authentic accounts of
four women of the old west who swung from a noose. lllus-
trated. $4.95 to: Shadow Trails, P.O. Box 14102-W,
Columbus, OH 43214.

INDIAN TRAILS magazine. It's new. True legends, philoso-
phy, poetry, of the mysterious American Indian. Collector’s
first issue $2.00. P.0. Box 92, Elk Falls, KS 67345.

"THE KNIFE Guide". An illustrated book containing a wealth
of information about old and unusual knives. An excellent
reference for the collector. $7.55 postpaid. Knife World
Books, Box 3395TW, Knoxville, TN 37917.

FREE BOOK catalog. Novels, westerns, romances, childrens;
old, out of print - found barns, attics. Authors: Grey, Bower,
Curwood, Kyne, Raine, Wright, Fox, Porter. Postage appre-
ciated. Pierce, 4408 Pine Cluster, Oroville, CA 95965.

UNUSUAL WESTERN Americana. Free brochure. George
Williams, Box 413. Riverside, CA 92502.

HOW TO Prepare Big Game. Field dressing, ageing, bon-
ing, cutting. Details fully illustrated. Beef, pork, fowl
included. Recipes for cooking, curing, sausage, Indian jerky,
smoked duck, turkey, pheasant, price $3. Pacific Press, P.0O.
Box 1733, Corvallis, OR 97339.

KNOW NUKES! Professor Beckmann's pro-technology
monthly “‘Access to Energy"”, free sample. Box 2298-TW,
Boulder, CO-80306.

TO KILL An Eagle: Indian Views on the Last Days of Crazy
Horse - Kadlecek. New light on his life and the mysteries sur-
rounding his death. Paper. $7.95 plus $1.00 postage. John-
son Books, Dept. TW, Box 990, Boulder, CO 80306.
MARIANO MEDINA: Colorado Mountain Man - Gates. Trap-
per, Indian fighter, army scout, he was cut from the same
cloth as his friends, Carson and Bridger. Paper. $5.95 plus
$1.00 postage. Johnson Books, Dept. TW, Box 990, Boulder,
CO 80306.

TRAIN ROBBERY: The Birth, Flowering, and Decline of a
Notorious Western Enterprise - Patterson. Exciting story of
famous outlaws and their war against the railroads. Paper.
$7.95 plus $1.00 postage. Johnson Books, Dept. TW, Box
990. Boulder, CO 80306.

63



200 BOOKS & MAGAZINES

250 BUSINESS VENTURES

280 EMPLOYMENT

MAKE MONEY buying, selling old books. Earn big profits
operating your own Book Search Service. Free details.
Bazaar Books, Box 496, Chico, CA 95927.

NEED MONEY? Like to tirker? I'll tell you how you can
make all the cash you need, no investment. Send $3 to:
Stanton, P.O. Box 727, Jacksonville, TX 75766.

JOBS: COLORADO, Wyoming, Utah, Idaho, Montana. Com-
puterized weekly newsletter with 200 plus jobs. Free details.
Mountainwest, 925-J Canyon, Logan, UT 84321.

ACHIEVE SUCCESS! Financial, social and physical. Detailed
guidelines $2. Success, P.0. Box 10998 #528, Austin, TX
78766.

T.W. F.T. others. Rare issues, reasonable. SASE. PH:
512-432-0211. Hal Clayburne, 554 W.Broadview, San Anto—
nio, TX 78228.

MONEY MAKING and saving books at low prices tell how
Send one dollar for catalogs. LaVern Pettera, 1018 Pine St.,
LaCrosse, Wi 54601.

SPORTSMEN'S CATALOG: fishing, hunting, camping items.
Send 50¢ refundable. S & S Tackle, Box 1533, Manchester,
CT 06040.

COLORADOS COWTOWN, 100 pages, 55 photographs, 600 -
listings, index, autographed copies, $5.50. Jack Fletcher,
12705 East Frontage Rd., Yuma, AZ 85364.

TRUE WEST 24 - 72, Frontier Times 2 - 38, 73 total issues,
very good, 15 rare. $225. Jack Fletcher, 12705 East Front-
age Road, 204, Yuma, AZ 85364.

OLD BOOK treasure hunt. List of 100 most valuable western
books, $2 98. Mountain Craft Books, Rt. 7, Box 54, Moore,
0K 73170

OoLD ISSUES Frontier Times, True West, Old West,
1964-1970; True Magazine 1967. PH: 918-542-5702. Jack
Journeycake, P.0. Box 108, Miami, OK 74354.

250 BUSINESS VENTURES

BIG OPPORTUNITY! Make money selling satelite receivers
and microwave antennas that receive pay TV - free! Whole-
sale catalog, $2.00 (credit towards purchase). Box 35293,
Phoenix, AZ 85069.

$300 WEEKLY! Home malllng program. Start immediately.
Details: Delta, Dept. W, Box 2902, Rock Hill, SC 29730.

WOODWORKERS MAKE extra money building and selling
original wood items. Complete plans for multipurpose lathe
you build, plus 10 unique plans guaranteed money makers.
All 11 plans plus marketing tips only $9.95. The Woodwi-
zards, Dept. C, P.O. Box 2042, Kalispell, MT 59901.

MAKE BIG profits on thousands of products, full or part
time, free information. Act now! J. Brown, P.O. Box 721-T,
Ottawa, KS 66067.

SMALL INVESTMENT, big dividends! Tan rabbit skins suc-
cessfully! Make novelties and garments Complete |nstruc-
tions! Send $10 to: William's “‘Rabbitree’’, PH:
3(7)34676 -6405, 594 Detrick Drive, Space 7, Grants Pass, OR

526.

250 BUSINESS VENTURES

MAKE MONEY. Complete line of manuals covers banking,
taxes, home business, investment. For details send SASE.
IBE 5034 Holt #B—14, Dept. TWM, Montclair, CA 91763.
OUR FREE brochure tells you how you can build a profitable,
full or part time business of your own, supplying gift shops,
local businesses and friends with unusual gifts wholesale!
Contact: Switchboard Sales Co., 438 West San Ignacio,
Green Valley, AZ 85614.

MAKE MONEY selling books by mail! Free information.
Westland, Dept. TW, 3601 Manchester, Colorado Springs,
€0 80907.

260 COINS

BUYING .999 silver, 90 to 40 percent coin. Call:
702-356-8202, between 10 a.m. and 5 p.m. Pacific time.
D.B.C. Inc., 429 Pyramid Way, Sparks, NV 89431.

FREE DETAILS... $$$ in mail order. Flamingo, 4316 Boyer,
Long Beach, CA 90807.

$1,200 MONTHLY possible raising earthworms for us. We
buy and sell from coast to coast. Many possiblities. Free
detail45. Baker Enterprises, Box 149TW, Millersburg, OH
44654.

BUFFALO NICKELS: 4 for $2.00. 2 Indian cents, $2.00. All
for $3.75 postpaid. Olen Riggs, Box 327, Oakview, CA
93022.

GENUINE BUFFALO nickel over 45 years old plus 5 Wheat
cents, only $1.50. Terry Smith, Box 1411, Pittsburg, KS
66762.

FREE MAIL order beginners journal! “Vasquez”, Twin Falls,
1A 83301-0229.

DISTRIBUTORS NEEDED for Dr. Hills Spirulina Plankton,
ground floor opportunity. For information write: Spirulight,
S.P.A, P.0.Box 851, TW-1, Artisia, CA 90701.
MAIL ORDER opportunity!! Start profitable home business
without experience or capital. Free details, write today! Cap-
ital Publications, Box 7764, Chicago, IL 60680.

CLOSEOUT JEWELRY 55¢ dozen. Wholesale craft supplies.
Catalog 25¢. Roussels, 107-2050 Dow, Arlington, MA
02174.

EARN $3,000 _ monthly. Natural vitamin distributors
wanted. Buy vitamins wholesale. Interested? Starter kit $3.
Charles Possick, Box 3125-TW, Seminole, FL 33542.

DEALERS WANTED for exciting new product that eliminates
fleas, flies, roaches, rats, mice, mosquitoes electronically.
This is no gimmick, it really works. Excellent profits. For
igrg(l)rln;ation write: Pest-B-Gon, 7030 15th N.W., Seattle, WA

1982 Western Publications

CATALOG

Now available — your COM-
PLETE guide to enjoyable read-
ing! Everything we've ever pub-
lished is listed. Includes profile
information-and order forms for
all back copies and current sub-
scriptions to ‘our Western maga-
zines, books and color art prints.

Write for yours NOW!

Western Publications
lola, WI 54990

OLD SILVER dollar, 1878 to 1935. $16 or swap your
damaged, unwanted class ring, weddm; band, dental scrap.
Write: Remelt. Box 3916. Bavtown. TX 77520.

275 COLLECTIBLES

TERRITORIAL DOCUMENTS, antique stocks, bonds, checks
sold. Historical, perfect for framing! Send $1 for catalog.
Also buying. Distinctive Documents, Box 1523, Cedar Clty,
UT 84720.

HISTORICAL JAPANESE invasion notes, Malaya nine notes,
$6, catalogue 50¢. Schultz, Box 746, Salt Lake, UT
84110-0746.

ORIGINAL STOCK certificates! Round Mountain Gold Mining
Company, Nye County, Nevada. Dated 1909 to 1926, often
with stock transfer stamps on verso, cancelled, suitable for
framing. $6, includes first-class postage. Nevada Publica-
tions, Box 15444, Las Vegas, NV 89114.

SOLDIER MOLDS, soldier sets, collectables, illustrated cata-
Io7g(,)6$91 (refundable). Coastal, Box 44-T, Cedar Grove, NJ
0 ]

MILITARY MEDALS bought/sold. List 50¢. Yearly subscrip-
tion $4.50. Vernon. Box 387TW. Baldwin. NY 11510.

1000'S CALIFORNIA jobs. Los Angeles and Orange County
helg ;%ged newspaper ads $4. Schill, Box 1692, Santa Ana,
CA

JOBS: OREGON Washington newspaper ads. Send $4 to: B.
Autwell, 16729 S.E. Alder Ct., Port, OR 97233.

CALIFORNIA EMPLOYMENT. Sacramento help wanted,
newspaper ads $3, or complete newspaper $3. Willard
Crawford. P.O. Box 2031, Oroville. CA 95965.

290 ENERGY SAVING

FANTASTIC! TO 40% mileage increase. Cost below $10.
Simple instructions $3. H. Yeaw, 7437 Moeser, El Cerrito,
CA 94530.

295 GENEALOGY

JESSE JAMES astrological computerized birthchart yours or
anyones, $3. SASE. Send name, birthdate, time, place. Al-
Jays, Box 77W, Woburn, MA01801.

FIND YOUR ancestors, do it yourself, where to look, who to
write. Send $1 plus 35¢ postage or self addressed stamped
envelope. Chavon, Box 1000, Westminster, CA 92683.
GENEALOGICAL KIT. Charts, forms, addresses - everything
needed to get started tracing your roots, $15. Marvel Com-
pany-TW, Parkers Prairie, MN 56361.

IN SEARCH. of...your ancestry? Are you trying to locate an
old friend or relative? Try placing a classified ad in our
newest category...Genealogy. For more information, see the
classified ad form in the beginning of this section.

FAMILY HISTORY research. Estimate given. Include
stamped envelope. Baccus Genealogical Research, Janet
Nixon Baccus, 5817 144 St. E., Puyallup, WA 98373.
CENSUS RECORDS. 1790-1850. Send $3 per family name
and state per census. Also SASE to: ESRO, P.O. Box 540-W,
Gardendale, AL 35071.

SAVE TEARS, buy the best; personally designed copyrighted
family recording forms will satisfy you. 20 large forms,
instructions, illustrations, $8.25 promptly prepaid. Paul Ellis,
8-B Breezy Tree Court, Timonium, MD 21093.

315 GUNS

HUNTERS! DRESS up your rifle with a custom handmade
Cobra style sling, with your initials, $21. Ron Campbell,
1215 N. Sth St., Neodesha, KS 66757.

GUNSTOCKS BY H & H Small Arms. Catalog $2. PH:
916-671-4570. Custom Manufactures, 3420 Industrial Dr.,
Yuba City, CA95991.

THOUSANDS OF antique guns, swords, daggers, polearms,
armor, militaria, and accessories for sale. Detailed illus-
trated catalogs - annual subscription $3.00. William Fagan,
Box 425BB, Fraser, M 48026.

325 HOBBIES

UNDER $1 each: Six full size woodworking plans of useful
gifts for all ages, only $5 for GPAC to: H. Russell Designs,
5370 Kirkwood North, Seattle, WA 98103.

STRONG CIDER from supermarket apple juice. Instructions
$2.00. Mountain Craft Books, Rt. 7, Box 54, Moore, OK
73170.

GOLD, SILVER, coins, relics - find with unique patented trea-
sure finder units - none better, low prices. Free information.
Write: Techna, Dept. TW, 11900 Montana Avenue, El Paso,
TX 79935,

LICENSE PLATES for sale: foreign and states 1910, 1981.
SASE for list. Don Lipe, 6407 N. Devonshire, Peoria, IL
61615.

"CASINO MATCHBOOKS" $2 each. Limited supply. Send
casl:mor M.O. Adventure's, P.O. Box 636, Plttman NV
890

350 INDIAN RELATED

MAKE FLOUR from acorns - 25 other little known rare Ozark
and Indian recipes, $5. C. Yates, Salem, AR 72526.

CHIEF JOSEPH and Sitting Bull plus many more! Large hand-
signed art prints. Four prints just $20. P.0.Box 43732, Las
Vegas, NV89116.

GENUINE INDIAN made, real hair bone chokers. Send $20.
Donation to: Cato Springs Indian Mission, Box 1165-TW,
Fayetteville, AR 72702.

WYATT EARP'S autobiography; long lost, manusript facsim-
ile; 99, numbered, leather. No others ever. $300. Wyatt's
Gunfight Maps, introduction by Glenn Boyer, Box 4275, Bis-
bee. AZ 85603.

FREE LIST to serious collectors. 30,000 Indian artifacts,
pots, spears, axes, slate, beadwork. Caddo Trading Co., Box
669, Murfreesboro, AR 71958.

ANCIENT INDIAN relics for sale. No shop. Mail only. SASE.
Charles A. Hester, Guntown, MS 38849.

271 EDUCATIONAL
"LEARN LOCKSMITHING From a Locksmith”. Send $25 to:
Freds%rsds, (a first-rate locksmith), P.O. Box 5822, Tucson,
AZ8 E

WANTED: INDIAN masks, carvings, blankets, war clubs, bas-
kets, anything Eskimo or Indian. Collector, 385 Deerfield,
Watermill, NY 11976.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN arrowheads, artifacts. We have the
best, free list. Morris, Box 4771, Anaheim, CA 92803.

FREE CATALOG of self-hypnosis tapes. Over 112 titles.
Rational Living, Box 820-W, Havertown, PA 19083.

PLAY GUITAR in 7 days! 66 page instruction book, plus 100
songs! Chord finder and tuner included. Only $4.98. Satis-
faction guaranteed. Westland, 3601 Manchester, Colorado
Springs, CO 80907.

OBSIDIAN SPEAR points, knives, 6"-9" long, $25 each. Jas-
per agate gem points, $15 each. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Frank Estes, 1617 Willis St., Redding, CA 96001.

IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave, Ojibwa.
Eskimo crafts. List $1.00 (refundable). Irografts, Box 7, Ohs-
weken Reservation. Ontario. Canada NOA 1MO.

True West



350 INDIAN RELATED

450 RECIPES

NO FAKES, $1 for huge packet. Box 246, Independence, KY
41051.

BEANS OF the west. Five great new recipes $1.00. SASE.
JnG Products, 485 Calle Higuera #TW, Camarillo, CA 93010.

HANDCRAFTED INDIAN peace pipes, effigies on bowl - bald
eagle, kicking bronco, buffalo, bear, Indian chief's head, etc.
Colored brochure $2 applied on first order. Chippewa Craft
Shop, Goodridge, MN 56725.

$500 GRAND prize, additional cash awards, exciting
monthly contests, Recipe newsletter, enter your favorite
recipes, instructions rush SASE. Recipe Contests, 20R East
Sahuaro, Tucson, AZ 85705.

~ BIB FRONT SHIRT ~
Authentic 1880 pattern cotton
blend in navy or wine. S, M, L, XL,
XXL, $32.00, UPS $3.00.
Also: Dusters, Vests, Hats, and
patterns catalog, $2.00

RIVER JUNCTION TRADE CO.
312 Main St., Dept. TW, McGregor, 1A 52157  319-873-2387

DOZEN SELECT birdpoint arrowheads $9.00. Four 2" - 242"
obsidian arrowheads $7.00. Artifact list 25¢. Beatty's TW,
1012 Bullet, Sioux Falls, SD 57103.

369 PETS

SPACE COAST Ceasar salad dressing and two good luck
gifts, $2 plus SASE. Sunshine Enterprises, Box 2012T Merritt
Island, FL 32952-2012.

TEXAS MESQUITE chips add authentic Texas flavor to your
cookout, enough for 20 cookouts, $7. 121 W. Pipeline,
Hurst, TX 76053.

REPTILES, AMPHIBIANS, birds, mammals, arachnids. Com-
plete listing and information of all current U.S. wholesale
and retail animal dealers. Send $5 to: Biological Research
Center, Box 893, Ross, CA 94957.

BRIGHT EYED and bushy tailed! 12¢ per day adds essential
nutrients to your dog or cat's diet. Money back guarantee. 2
1/2 months' supply $8.85 postpaid. Olexer, Dept. 100,
8603 Rocking Horse. Klamath Falls. OR 97601.

375 PHOTOGRAPHY

FREE! 100 rolls Kodak color film. Limited offer. Details, rush
stamped envelope. Johnsons PhTW, Box 364, Rochester,
MN 55903.

7x36 PHOTO, first Negro World Series. Suitable for framing,
$1.75. Dixon Paper Co., 2725 N. 7th, Kansas City, KS
66101.

400 REAL ESTATE

GOVERNMENT LANDS... from $7.50/acre! Home sites,
farming, vacationing, investment opportunities! *'Govern-
ment Land Buyer's Guide" plus nationwide listings $2
(guaranteed). Surplus Lands, Box 19107-KM, Washington,
DC 20036.

OZARK MT. land: lake view & trees, 2% acres, $3,950, $50
down, $48 per month. For details see March issue of True
West or write: Box 829, Blanchard, OK 73010.

450 RECIPES

“FLUFFY LIGHT" scratch biscuits. Send $1.00 to: Eloise’s,
P.0. Box 686 (TW1), Springtown, TX 76082.

SALSA, DELICIOUS as a dip or condiment, $1. SASE. Karen,

P.0. Box 138, Mill City, OR 97260.

VEGETABLE BEEF soup, Ozark Mountain Country, three
eneration favorite, recipe $1. Send to: Catherine Sanders,
407 Mitchell, Oak Grove, MO 64075.

“NAVAJO FRY bread”, you can make delicious fry bread

(easily & quick!) Also Navajo tacos & dessert ideas plus spe-

cial history bonus... try it, you will be delighted & surprised,

$2.75. Out West Kitchen, Box 117, Dolores, CO 81323.

INFLATION CAKE, $2 and SASE. Bowmans, 226 East 1st

North, Moab, UT 84532.

EASY DELICIOUS recipes. Shrimp dip, ambrosia delight,
chicken wings, chicken unusual. $1, SASE. Aljays, Box 77,
Woburn, MA 01801.

20 GREAT recipes of the old west, $1.00. 311 E.8, Hutchin-
son, KS 67501.

BALANCE MALTED: will correct your illness. Enclose $25 in
checks or money order. Frank Resnick, 780 Howard Ave.,
Brownsville, NY 11212.

AMERICAN FRONTIER recipes, 8 authentic favorites, $2.00.
Mountain Craft Books, Rt. 7, Box 54, Moore, OK 73170.
GRANDMA YOUNG'S blackberry wine cake, “unique $1.
Cabin Creek, P.0. Box 50484, Midwest City, OK 73140.
JERKY FROM your own oven, venison or beef, four great
r7e3clipes, $2. Cabin Creek, P.0. Box 50484, Midwest City, OK

40.

COUNTRY WESTERN cookbook, 70 great recipes Tex Mex
style: beer bread, Texas chili enchiladas, lemony sweet
potatoe pie, pizza-in-a-pan. Jewels, TW1, 3810-2 Coast High-
way, Corona del Mar, CA 92625.

OLD RECIPE. Never fail sponge cake, $1.00. SASE. Marge,
P.0. Box 27008, El Paso, TX 79926.

DELICIOUS BUNDT pan prune cake, $2.00. SASE. Marge,
P.0. Box 27008, El Paso, TX 79926.

OLD FASHIONED hot water devil's food cake, $1.00. SASE.
Peggy, P.0. Box 27008, El Paso, TX 79926.

WILD GAME recipe, cottontail, pheasant, etc.; makes own
gravy, never fails! $2.00, SASE. Jim Anderson, 215 E.
Charles, Tucumcari, NM 88401.

475 RECORDS & TAPES

WESTERN RADIO heroes! From the 1940's and 1950's! Two
complete half hour programs! On each full hour, high fideli
cassette! ‘Lone Ranger”, “Gene Autry”, “‘Gunsmoke'’,
“Cisco Kid", “'Death Valley Days", “‘Hopalong Cassidy""!
Great listening! $6.95 each! All six $35! Hannonhouse, Box
11400W, Chicago, IL 60611.

RECORD ALBUMS. Recordings from 1920's-70's Rodgers,
Carters, Autry, Dalhart, Tanner, Acuff, Stanleys, Callahans,
0'Day. 1,000 others. Huge catalog $2. Country Sales, Box
866-TW, Hot Springs, AR 71901.

BOOKS ON cassette! Westerns, romances, mysteries. Free
catalog. Travel Tales, Box 141267, Spokane, WA 99206.

480 STAMPS

COLLECTING STAMPS is rewarding. How and starter
gss7%r6tment $1. TEB, P.0. Box 10998#528, Austin, TX
8766.

490 TRAPPING
FREE: TRAPPING supply catalo%, custom dressing and tan-
ning price list. PH; 208-882-0601. MHF, Dept. Tw, Box 8918,
Moscow. ID 83843.

CHEYNEY'S COFFEE liqueur popular recipe, also other
liqueur recipes available. Send SASE and $1. Cheyney's
Liqueur, Box 2050, Minden, NV 89423.

INDIAN FRY bread plus fantastic corn bread recipe. $3 and
SASE. Von Camp Enterprises, Dept. MI26, Box 446, Collins-
ville, IL 62234.

CHILI RECIPE - easy and delicious. SASE plus $1.00. L.
Johnston, 15017 S.E. Rhone, Portland, OR 97236.

CHILI CON Queso, 4 recipes. Entree, sauce, vegetable, dip,
completely original, plus serving suggestions and variations.
Satiffaction guaranteed, $3. Novac, Box 4055, Virginia
Beach, VA 23454.

500 TREASURE HUNTING

GOLD - SILVER analysis: rocks, ores, concentrates. Free
de;zz)ills_bi’lnlaspector Labs, T, P.O. Box 111, Golden, CO

FOR SALE: Mine and 9 adjoining claims 6 miles north of
Butte; four to thirty oz. silver per ton, gold, platinum, 15
other metals, and the rare earths. Bill Hicks, 1644 Thomas,
Butte, MT 59701.

LIVE-
CATCH TRAPS

Write for

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

POWDER HOR

omes with horn stopper an
separate horn powder meas-
- Ure.
. $8.95 ea. Doz. $
UNIVERSAL PRODUCTS CO. TW5
3005 Juarez Ave.
Laredo, TX 78040

Locate from a LONG DISTANCE!
with Ultra-Sensitive D/RECT/IONAL Locator
seno FOR FREE INFORMATIVE BROCHURE
g CARL ANDERSON
" Box TAMPA, FLORIDA 33688

FOR COMFORT!

When you slip into a gen-
uine BROOKS Appliance
you can enjoy heavenly
comfort night and day at
work or at play! Thirteen
million sold, since 1880. You buy direct from the
factory - never sold in stores - beware of imitations.
Only the highest quality materials and workman-
ship. (Especially for older people who wish to avoid
unnecessary operations for reducible rupture). Send
for our FREE illustrated booklet with no obligation.
BROOKS APPLIANCE COMPANY (Medicare
Dept. 85, Marshall, Mich. 49068 Pays 80%)

HEY! LOOK THIS OVER!
CHERRYBOMBS
FIRECRACKERS
CANNON FUSE
M-50's, M-60’s. Books to make M-80's, silenc-

ers, fireworks, etc. Catalogue $3.00. Refunded
1st order.

CAPITOL FIREWORKS CO.
1805 West Monroe St., Springfield, IL 62704

FREE GOLD weight table, send SASE for table and pros-
pecting, treasure hunting catalog. Exanimo Press, Box T,
Segundo, CO 81070.

SIX LIQUEUR recipes, easy, cheap way to make tasty
liqueurs, no special equipment needed, $2. Nedtex, P.0. Box
2864, Garland, TX 75041.

ATTENTION MINERS, prospectors, 50X pocket microscope
$7; 10X all metal folding loupe, $6. Tom Vesely, P.0. Box
441-E, Baldwin Park, CA91706.

SCRUMPTIOUS RECIPES: fresh strawberry pie, torte, pis-
tachio salad, plus 2 homemade granola recipes. $1 SASE to:
Recipes, Box 272, Scandinavia, WI 54977.

METAL DETECTORS. World's best at the lowest prices! Call:
913-888-3130. White's Detectors, Dept. TW, Box 14545,
Shawnee Mission, KS 66215.

WILD WEST cookout recipes, atmosphere, activities, $3.50.
Leunlimited, P.0. Box 2761, Joliet, IL 60436.

ATTENTION "COUNTRY and Western" food lovers! 12 origi-
nal and authentic recipes. Only $2. FLTC, Box 4055, Virginia
Beach, VA 23454.

TREASURE - LOCATE quarter mile away with ultra-sensi-
tive locator - brochure free. Carl Anderson, Box 1344-BC,
Tampa, FL 33611.

SLOW DOWN your electric meter!!... Perfectly legal... only
$4.00. Capital Publications, Box 7764, Chicago, IL 60680.

PEPSI COLA cake, delicious, different, $1. SASE. Queen,
P.0. Box 148, Mt. Sterling, IL 62353.

BAKED BEANS are my very best. With my rice custard
“colossal”’, always man-fillers, pleasers. Never shared
before. Both $5, either $3. SASE. Paul Ellis, 8-B Breezy Tree
Court. Timonium, MD 21093.

May 1982

FIND IT! Gold, silver, lost treasure, oil, water. Dowsing
learned easily, inexpensively. Details: Onaway-E9, 28 Lucky
Drive, San Rafael, CA 94904.

BURIED CACHE in Texas. Split with finder if found. $1.00 for
general information and agreement form. A. D. Lafferty,
615 - 176A Street. Surrev. B.C.. Canada V3S 4G8.

REDHEADS ,

Discover the truth about redheads: our
unique problems and challenges, our
roles in society and contributions to
history. Get “Redheads: the Search for
a Homeland,” the only social study on
redheads. If you are redheaded (or
know someone who is), you need this
booklet. Money-back guarantee.
Send $1.00 to:

SOAR P.O. Box 2231
Denver, CO 80201



500 . TREASURE HUNTING

650 MISCELLANEQUS

GOLD AND silver dowsing rods. Find buried treasure. Free
brochure. Fred Stewart, P.O. Box 267, John City, TN 37601.
TREASURE LOCATOR, locate metal, oil and water. Com-
plete instructions, $12. Invented by a master dowser. Free
brochure. Vee Ell Enterprises, Box 705, Heyburn, ID
83336-0705.

IT'S A cinch saving fine gold with a dr "ywasher Build your

own. Plans and instructions $5.00. Calif. res. add sales tax.

élogcég(a)gd Enterprises, 3701-T California Ave., Carmichael,
A :

CYPRESS WOOD slabs for clocks, tables, $1.96 each. 100
minimum. Jim's, P.O. 46, Otter Creek, FL 32625.

650 MISCELLANEQOUS

PRAYING MANTIS eat destructive garden insects, egf cases
$6 dozen postpaid. Order from Jim Overby, 4531 Shop
Street, Chester, VA 23831.

OWL COLLECTORS: Bimonthly newsletter “‘The Owl's
gzsgt $10 year — $2 sample. Howards, Box 5491, Fresno,

GOLD RUSH! Three pieces of natural gold and a map of the
recovery area, $5. From: The Northstar Claims, Box 1539T,
Ridgecrest, CA 93555.

JOURNEYMAN CREDENTIALS granted legitimate! Write:
National Craftsman Union, 210 Fifth Avenue, Suite 1102,
New York, NY 10010.

HANDCRAFTED WOOD Shelving catalog, all original designs,
22 gg;uznldable) The General Press, P.O. Box 3815, Dalton,
A {

BURIED TREASURE- We have electronic equipment and
staff to research, locate and recover. You supply docu-
mented area or leads. Percentage only, no fees. Send
details to: Salvage, P.O. Box 42809, Dept. 444, Houston, TX
77042.

THE CALIFORNIA Gold Rush game. High stakes mining
adventure! Real gold, ore, etc. At local stores or write:
Arrowhead Gold Rush Co., Lake Arrowhead, CA
92352-1013.

525 TREASURE LOCATORS, ETC.

GOLD AND silver located from a distance. Make your own
professional dowsing rod. Has large sample chamber and
sensitivity adjustment. For complete plans and dowsing tips,
ZgnSdZ gG to: S & W Enterprises, P.O. Box 368, Cheraw, SC

950 WESTERN MERCHANDISE

"COVERED WAGON Cavalcade”, twelve mint U.S. stamps

depicting the old west. Yours for $1 with approvals. Your

g%ﬁaction guaranteed. Alan Touche, Box 422, Gualala, CA
B,

RUBBER STAMPS: low priced, made to order for your own
needs or to sell (like hotcakes) on commission. SASE brings
full details. Gerald Standley, 1124 N.W. 40 Ave., Gainsville,
FL 32601.

LEARN HOW to refine your scrap gold and silver into .999
fine gold and silver. Detailed How - To - Manual, $3. Mere-
dith, Box 11216WE, Reno, NV 89510.

CHEMICAL LIGHTSTICKS! Safe, completely waterproof,
cigar-size, excellent source of temporary emergency light-
ing. Use anywhere, no batteries required, 4 for $10.50, 10
for $24.95. Edbo Sales, Box 909TW, Glendale, CA
91206-0097.

FIREWORKS - FUN, safe, patriotic, over 100 items, top qual-
ity, lowest prices, illustrated catalogue, 50¢. Pyro-Sonic
Devices, Box 711-TW2, Grand Haven, MI 49417.

HEAVYWEIGHT SURGICAL stainless steel cookware, $190
set, regularly $800. The best made. Lifetime guarantee.
Write or call: 205-547-4763 nights. Byram's, 924 West Tom-
ahawk Trail, East Gadsen, AL 35903.

ALL LEATHER handmade billfolds, old west quality not found
in stores, $25. Ron Campbell, 1215 N. 9th St., Neodesha,
KS 66757.

SILVER NUGGETS, sterling silver pendants. Save, direct
from miner /refiner. Regular size $3.95, large 7.95, 16 inch
sterling silver chain, $7.50 ppd. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Nevada Silver, Box 390-W, Fallon, NV 89406.

RATTLESNAKE HAT hat bands, belts, and expertly tanned
skins. Earl Huff, Box 121, Wickenburg, AZ 85358.
HANDCRAFTED BASKETS, each an original western design.
grseaesgatalogua Country Crafts, Box 121, Wickenburg, AZ

PHEASANT FEATHERS for colorful feather creations, 5 pelts
for $25. Also mounted pheasants (flying or standing) $60,
and bobwhite quail (standing on driftwood) $30 ppd. James
Graham, 517 W. 2nd Ave., Miller, SD 57362.

FAMOUS TAOS “Indian Maid" moccasins for tots under one
year; sizes 0-4. Fringed, laced leather-lovely! $8.00 pair;
two for $15. Lifetime memento! Absolute guarantee. Check,
money order to: WestMark-TW1, 632 Peralta, Santa Fe, NM
87501.

CUSTOM BELT buckles, sandcast bronze, hand finished.
Buckles By Mike, 1225 Manzanita, Dept. TW, Los Angeles,
CA 90029.

HANDMADE BILLFOLDS, all leather old west craftmanship.
Personalized, 6 letters or less $24.95, unpersonalized
$19.95. Tri-fold wallets unpersonalized $24.95, personalized
$29.95. Leatherworld, 104 Lake Shore Dr., Mabank, TX
75147.

HAT RACKS, Texas longhorn in wrought iron, wall hung.
Free catalog. Write: Box 9456, El Paso, TX 79985.

600 WANTED TO BUY
CORKSCREWS: COLLECTOR needs your patented, mechan-
ical, sterling, tusks or unique corkscrews. Box 5904, Mission
Hills, CA 91345.

WANTED: RAW furs, porcugine hair, rattlesnakes, bear galls,
etc8.4 F3ree price list. MHF, Dept. TW, Box 8918, Moscow, ID
83843,

KNIVES... SAVE $$... free brochure! Fansler's, Box 18TW,
New Albany, IN 47150.

SONGWRITERS. LEAD sheets and demos reasonably priced.
Collarboration on worthwhile lyrics. Jupiter Records, 2521
No. 10th, Sheboygan, Wi 53081.

DOCTORS AGAINST Health: Booklet on antinuclear physic-

ians, $2. Golem Press, Box 1342-TW, Boulder, CO 80306.

RARE MOVIE material, comics, original art, pulps, much

more in Monthly Auction Catalog. $1 for sample copy to:

g&l)lgctors Showcase, 6763 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, CA
8.

METAL DETECTORS! The best for less, free shipping too! Sil-
\ﬁ (1)3207"% Electronics, 25-D Greenbrier Ct., New Bedford,

1886 MAP reprints of all states west of Mississippi showing
old mining camps, military outposts, ghost towns, etc.,
$6.95 for all 22 - postpaid. Territorial Quartermaster, Box
565, Tombstone, AZ 85638.

THOUSANDS OF quality radio programs, war news, bands,
comedy, soapers, drama, 1930's material, old music, cylin-
ders, related material. Giant catalog for reels, cassettes,
cartridges $2.00. Since 1954, Blalcok’s Sound Library, 1614
Davison, Richland, WA 99352.

CHEWING - SMOKING tobacco!! Do you chew - smoke?
Free samples - prices. FREDCO'S, Dresden, TN 38225.

YOU CAN have good friends in many countries throughout
the world through International Correspondence. Info free.
Send name and address: TSC International, P.O. Box 673,
Hawkinsville, GA 31036.

LAND FOR taxes! Tells how? When? Where? Get ranches,
farms, campsites, etc., for almost nothing! Complete, easily
understood instructions, $2. Grandcees, TWT6, Hamilton,
GA 31811.

OLD STATE, railroad, county and Civil War maps. 70-120
years old. All states. Stamp for catalog. Northern Map Co.,
Dept. TW, Dunnellon, FL 32630.

NEED CREDIT? Get Visa, Master Charge card - with no
credit check. Guaranteed! It's simple, legal. Plus other credit
secrets. Free details! Send SASE to: Inflation Reports, (TW-
E), P.O. Box 60148, Los Angeles, CA 90060.

DON'T DRINK that water until it's purified by Aqua—Pura.
Aqua—~Pura filters out chemicals and impurities to crys-
tal clear water. Drink to your health. Ten d%money back
guarantee. Mail $39.95 to: D & M Sales, Box 252, Mansfield,
WA 98830.

ION GENERATORS: Control indoor air pollution. Make your
air old west fresh. Free brochure. Wellspring, P.O. Box 3202-
TW, Winchester, VA 22601-2402.

WANTED: INFORMATION on any big foot snghtmgs as
source for upcoming illustrated book. Roberta Phillips, Box
1073, Fritch, TX 79036.

WORLD'S GREATEST Fisherman's Club - certificate, patch,
newsletter, $12/yr. Jerry Starry, Director, Parkers Prairie,
MN 56361.

FIREWORKS! CATALOG "T" $2.00. Kevsar, Box 215, Logan,
UT 84321.

GOVERNMENT BENEFlTSl Collect all you can! Eight special
reports, send 25¢. Grandcees, TWG82, Hamilton, GA 31811.
HEARING AIDS from $89.50 - 30 day trial, gigantic savings
on batteries. Write for free gift offer and brochure today.
Electronic Products, Box 2005-TW, Pinellas Park. FL 33565.

OLDTIME RADIO broadcasts on high quality tapes, including
these Westerns: The Lone Ranger, Gunsmoke, Gene Autry.
Free 7c:?;glogue. Carl W. Froelich, Route One, New Freedom,
PA1 ;

FACTORY SAVINGS. Knitted all cotton dish cloths. Soft,
absorbent, sanitary. 64¢ each, postpaid. Sangamon Mills,
Dept. TW, Cohoes, NY 12047.

HOW TO start beekeeping. Harvest honey for fun and profit,
in country or city. Only $2.00. Box 356, Griffith, IN 46319.
100 POLACK fishing, hunting jokes. $2.00. Box 356, Griffith,
IN 46319.

AUTHENTIC ANTIQUE barnboard picture frames and
clocks. Write for free brochure. Barnboard Products, Box
419, Niantic, CT 06357.

PLAY STEEL guitar, Dobro. Dale’s (TW), Route 3, Hemp-
stead, TX 77445.

BEST PRICES for Bowie knives, sheath, belt, Civil War
knives, Indian tomahawks, clothing. Robert Abels, 2881 N.E.
33 Court, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33306.

OLD LETTERS, envelopes before 1900. Collector, 385 Deer-
field. Watermill, NY 11976.

WANTED: ORIGINAL photographs of early western persona-
lities. Lawman, outlaws, Texas Rangers. | must have photo
or Xerox copies first letter. | will consider any quoted price.
Emory Cantey, P.O. Box 17582, Fort Worth, TX 76102.
WANTED: RATTLESNAKE skins, rattles, furs. P.0. Box 2278,
New York, NY 10017.

WANTED: OLD postcards, western style. Walter Lozoski,
910 4th Ave. No. #102, Seattle, WA 98109.

RATTLE SNAKE wood cane. Lola Hall, E 310 Cooper, Colfax,
WA99111.

BUYING OLD fishing tackle. Especially split bamboo fly rods.
K. Kettunen, P.O. Box 157, Grand Marais, MN 55604.

BUYING CLASS rings, wedding bands, damaged or good.
Dental scrap 10K or 14K broken jewelry, etc. Write or ship:
Remelt, Box 3916, Baytown, TX 77520.
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HISTORIC OLD Fort Bridger remails, confidential, 25¢ each.
PJ's, Star Route, Fort Bridger, WY 82933.

NEW! COMPUTER Nutritional Profile! Good food is your best
assurance of health. Find out if you're missing important
nutrients. Send for computer questionnaire -- no obligation.
Olexer, Dept. 100, 8603 Rocking Horse, Klamath Falls, OR
97601.

18¢ PER job cleans grease off machinery, washes wood-
work, mirrors, floors. Two ounces biodegradable concen-
trate in gallon water. Money back guarantee. 1 quart $5.45
postpaid. Olexer, Dept. 100, 8603 Rocking Horse, Klamath
Falls, OR 97601.

FREE, MQM catalog: Features dozens of attractive gifts and
useful household items, plus several things for the little
folks. Send name and address to: MQM, Box 308, Romulus,
MI 48174

GUIDE TO Oklahoma Territorial Ghost and Outlaw Towns,
$3/stamp. Box 92, Glencoe, OK 74032.

MIDGET BIBLES! Just 1-%" by 1-%",
Youngquist, Box 83, Windsor, CT 06095.

only $1 each. Eric

FREE CATALOG of self-hypnosis tapes. Over 112 titles.
Rational Living, Box 820-X, Havertown, PA 19083.
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AMERICA’S PROUDEST SYMBOL OF FREEDOM
CELEBRATES ITS 200TH ANNIVERSARY

Shown
al

THE AMERICAN EAGLE BUCKLE

A LIMITED EDITION COLLECTOR’S BUCKLE
IN SOLID STERLING SILVER AND
HIGHLIGHTED IN 24 KARAT GOLD ELECTROPLATE

THE AMERICAN EAGLE, our nation’s symbol
of strength, vigilance and freedom, was adopted
as the Great Seal of the United States by the
Continental Congress on June 20, 1782. Today,
the eagle continues to soar strong and free over
the greatest nation the world has ever known. To
commemorate this important anniversary, our
master engravers and minters have struck the
soaring eagle in a Solid Sterling Silver belt buckle
accented with 24 karat gold. It’s a piece you, your
sons and grandsons will wear proudly for
generations to come. The American Eagle buckle
is a strictly limited edition available only until
June 20, 1982, and then never again, as the hand-
engraved minting dies will be destroyed on that
date.

PLEASE ACT AT ONCE. The price shown is based on
current silver cost and is guaranteed for 30 days only.

©1982 The Historic Providence Mint

r———————— ORDERFORM — — — —— _ __ __ _ _

The Historic Providence Mint

Dept. M TRW-3, 222 Harrison Street
Providence, Rhode Island 02901

Yes, pleasesend . . . . .. American Eagle Buckles in Solid Sterling
Silver embellished with 24 Karat Gold at $185 (plus $2.50 for
special postage and handling). M40

You must be pleased with the quality of this buckle or return it
within 15 days for a full refund,

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

I I prefer to pay as follows:

: [J Cash (Check or money order enclosed)
| [J Credit Card (Please check which one)
| UJ American Express [] Mastercard [J Diners Club [ VISA
|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

I

CardNo. ............................ Exp.Date............
PEaSE SIN. o.vc v vren soarssans oniv's €515 5 5 5590 = momsmse o sormre ot o afocems oo
NGNS iz iivarsn a5t 20788 5 551t o i s et 3 wieeetd s vedly WPt e
AAAIESS s cravri = o 7 i shess o sassone o it = mrepers 8 v e s
CIY e 9550 G685 B tbrmn mmssiois State ............ ZiD vy 35t i
For Faster Service - Charge Orders Only
Call Toll Free ... 1-800-543-3000 Operator # 212
(In Ohio please call 1-800-582-1364)

The Historic Providence Mint is in no way affiliated with the U.S. Mint or any other government agency.




Through homesteading.
Indian skirmishes. Gold
mining. Stagecoach
holdups. Railroading.
Ranching. Building
towns. In fact, pieces of
the West were lost
everywhere that the
West was won!

Where ever people
traveled, lived or fought
during the settling of
the Old West, personal
belongings were bound
to be lost or buried.
Items were discarded
along a difficult trail.
Broken tools and
household utensils were
thrown away. Guns
were lost in battles.

People lived in
temporary camps,
leaving behind traces

of their haphazard
existence. These relics
of a by gone era are
scattered throughout the
Western region. And,
on remote homesteads
or in ghost towns, there
are many “‘post hole
banks.” Money caches
buried for protection
against marauding
forces. Western history
is written with details
that include these kinds
of things. A metal
detector can locate
such facts and bring

them to life for you.
Electronic treasure
hunting is the hobby of
searching for, and
recovering, valuable
relics from the past
with the aid of a
metal detector.
White's Electronics,
manufacturers of the
world’s most popular
metal detectors, has

1011 Pleasant Valley Road, Sweet Home, OR 97386

been helping people
recover the past for over
thirty years. Their Series
2 line of handheld and
hipmounted metal
detectors make it easy
to locate items of
historical and monetary
value. Once you've
learned how the West
was lost, White's will
show you how to find it!

FOR FREE LITERATURE
AND THE DEALER
NEAREST YOU CALL
TOLL FREE 1/800-547-6911.





