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This is YOUR magazine . . . a collectors quarterly devoted entirely
to the treasures, artifacts, relics and collectibles intimately asso-
ciated with the expansion and development of the vast Frontier.
It is put out by the publisher of TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES,
and OLD WEST—First in Western Americana!

RELICS

A LINK TO OUR PIONEER HERITAGE

Shown below are the six issues we've published to date—each one a valuable collectors item
in its own right! In order to insure that new collectors may be afforded an opportunity to ac-
quire a COMPLETE SET of these important reference volumes, we've reserved a limited sup-
ply of each issue. Order these back issues BY NUMBER, NOW!—while they're still to be had
at their original price, 35¢c each. Better yet, SUBSCRIBE NOW, so you won't miss a single issue
from here on out. Your subscription will start with the current issue (#7), shown at top of
page. Treasure hunters and relickers know that bargain opportunities of this sort just DON'T
LAST! So . . . HURRY! (RELICS will not be available at newsstands!)

Are any of your friends spending more time : pprICS.CD
in vacant houses and old city dumps than they : p o, gox 3668, Austin, Texas 78704
spend in the bowling alley or at home? If so,

h S it [] ONE YEAR SUBSCRIPTION (4 ISSUES) VALUE $140 ... ... ... ... $1.25
P::;‘ aag::f {I;;T(sis suee': ti shueI;c:IInPe:no:tr i: ' [] TWO YEAR SUBSCRIPTION (8 ISSUES) VALUE $2.80 .............. $2.50
their search? It isn't often you can be so ; "tV
thoughty and so thrifty at the same time, : RENEWAL
Partners. )
Just get their names and addresses to us :
right away and we'll take care of the rest. | streer
We know they'll be out digging somewhere ; R o

] .
but we “ set the g.°°d news to them WIth (If you don’t want to cut this magazine, order on a sheet of paper.)
your name on the gift card. Ko o Srrm e e i R b e s G iy S S S U



' IS THIS YOUR POT OF GOLD?
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DO YOU LIKE REAL ADVENTURE?

dil ittt Do you like to explore the old ghost towns, old and abandoned home sites,
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SN «. 77 Spanish coins, explore some island for pirate hoards and many other potential

Yo = treasure sites?

THEN DO AS MANY OTHER
D-TEX OWNERS ARE DOING

Mix TREASURE
with Pleasure for that

“EXTRA CASH” IN YOUR POCKET!

THEY SAY:
At the end of the rainbow you’ll find a pot of gold.

YOU DON'T BELIEVE IT?
You’'d be surprised how many people do.
AND ALSO HOW MANY ARE FINDING IT?

When you were a kid you would put your pulled tooth under your pillow.
The good fairy came in the night and left a coin.

As we grow older we stop believing.
But, a little lingers on.

Your ship will come in.

The Prince or Princess Charming will come along.
A long lost and forgotten relative
will leave you a fortune,

or if you've reached the age where you realize wishing and dreaming won’t make it happen
THEN

You will do as thousands of others are doing. You will stop dreaming about it and order your D-TEX
today, and start making those dreams come true NOW.

FORGET THE REST—GET THE BEST—GET D-TEX
(Is This Your Year To Strike It Rich?)

For Full Information and Free Illustrated Catalog Plus Free Treasure Finding Tips Write Today

P.O. Box 451 D-TEX ELECTRONICS Garland, Texas 75040
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Now you can own a piece of
Texas by becoming an honor-
ary life member of the famous
“Texas Cattleman’s Associa-
tion,” the organization that
made the vast Texas ranges
safe against cattle rustling.

For a limited time only, hon-
orary life membership in this
well known law enforcement
group is being offered for the
sum of $1.00.

You will also receive a cer-
tificate of ownership to one
square foot of Texas soil. The
membership certificate is a
beautiful document you will
be proud to frame and hang
in your home or office.

It's easy to order — for
yourself or your friends — by
filling out the coupon below.
But remember — this offer is
good for a limited time only!

THE TEXAS CATTLEMAN'S ASSOCIATION

P.O. Box 5062
Waco, Texas 76708
B 1

dis $ cash or money

order for. memberships in the world

famous ''Texas Cattleman's Association."

Please no C.0.D.'s.

NAME.

STREET.

CITY.

(If you do not want to damage magazine,
order on a separate sheet of paper)

STATE _ZIP.
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“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of great
bistorical value and should be greserved in all the libraries of the country.”’—
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.
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YOU ASKED FOR IT!

ONLY WISH I knew how many you

are asking for! I’'m talking about our
new project, GOLD!, of course, and you
might say that I don’t know what I'm
talking about. Fact is, you could say I
don’t know what I'm talking about!

Funny thing, I started thinking about
a treasure magazine about fifteen years
ago when the first couple of issues of
TRUE WEST brought in more letters
on the treasure stories than any other
type. At that particular time, and for
years thereafter, there wasn’t a single
magazine in the treasure field and I
kept planning on bringing one out but
always had to put it off a little longer
“because.” So, all of a sudden treasure
magazines began sprouting up every-
where. Even the bigger treasure clubs
are putting out their own little magazines.
Still, we keep getting those letters asking
us to publish those early treasure articles
that appeared in TRUE WEST from
1953 on.

One reason we have held out so long
is the fact that we got our tail burned
pretty good on this Index thing. We had
received letters for years—many letters
—asking for an index so we turned out
one dickens of a cross-index job cover-
ing the first seven years of TRUE WEST
(through 1960). If you had a dog named
Fleabites IT and he was mentioned in a
story about you—or even in a letter
about you-—well, old Fleabites IT would
be in that index!

We were so dad-burned proud of it—
until the sales didn’t start coming in. Oh
sure, we sold a thousand or more but we
published ten thousand and were scared
that we hadn’t printed enough.

By golly, did you ever see nine thou-
sand indexes all piled up neatlike against
a storage wall? If you have, you have
seen a heap of indexes! Not knowing
what to do with nine thousand terrific
indexes, we offered them as prizes, handi-
caps, with Christmas gift subscriptions,
and almost threatened you folks with
throwing one in your back door free if
somebody didn’t buy the rest—but
nothing worked. We even thought up
brilliant ideas like stuffing them in
broken window panes in hunting cabins
to keep out the cold air. They still didn’t
move. So stuck with the blamed things
we tried cutting them up, spreading on
cream and sugar and let me tell you
something—they just don’t work as
breakfast cereal either! So it looks like
we didn’t quite feel your pulse correctly
on that particular little venture.

Again, for many, many years we have
had this same deal running on our early
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treasure stories. We have not only felt
your pulse but have blamed-nigh squose
your cottonpickin’ wrists off and the
message still reads, “We want all treas-
ure stories in one package.” So here we
go. You can get all the details on the
inside back cover.

STRANGE, isn’t it? Most of the time

when we get a heavy mail asking for
something (like the color prints, for in-
stance) it is durned-nigh a lead pipe
cinch that we won’t lose our drawers in
the venture. Could be that we will on this
GOLD! thing, but stories of lost mines,
buried treasures, goldrush, mining, buried
loot and all the other exciting aspects of
a treasure magazine are considerably
more interesting than a cross-index and
maybe they’ll sell better. Anyhow, run,
don’t walk, to your nearest newsstand
and you ought to find one there. (I have
always thought that “run, don’t walk”
phrase is absolutely the silliest one in
commercial advertising!)

If you can’t find a copy on the news-
stands, send us fifty cents in any form
or fashion and we’ll get one in the mail
to you. Be sure and read that article on
page 1 in GOLD! for a complete ex-
planation of what it is all about. If you
count the words, and the pages (100 in-
cluding covers) you might just say that
we’ve got the biggest fifty-cent bargain
in the treasure field today. Then again,
after reading the stories, you might not!

I won’t go on explaining more about
this prospecting trip—as I said before,
all the needful details will be on page 1.
But, gents, I've got to tell you something
—if we have a goldmineful of unsold
copies left over, we’ll have to eat corn-
bread, turnip greens, and clabber for
another two years to catch up. If Joe
“Hosstail” Small is wrong this time, our
workers will again be wearing holey
drawers like they did before, and when
the blue northers send streams of windy
ice through those holes—old Hosstail and
his ideas get downright unpopular!

So do everything but downright lie (and
you might get a shade close even to that)
in order to get people to pick copies off
the newsstands so that we won’t have
another “Index” on our hands and cold
drafts of air hunting poorly protected
parts.

Isn’t it a caution how you can step
right out sometime and come up with a
winner, and then you receive a barnful
of letters wanting something else and it
falls flat.

Well, I guess that’s enough trembling
and shaking in my pants when I think of
what could happen. Still, if it does, just
color me blue.—Joe “Hosstail” Small.

FISHER M-SCOPE s

Beminl

THE MOST ADVANCED
PROFESSIONAL INSTRUMENT FOR
LOCATING GOLD, SILVER,
METALLIC OBJECTS AND
ORE BODIES ...
and so advanced we named
it after the Space Probe

* Superb penetration, sensitivity

e Miniature all-silicon transistor
circuits

 Cempact, rugged and lightweight
e Built-in speaker

Write for detailed
Data Sheets and Specifications

FISHER

RESEARCH LABORATORY
Dept. TW
PALO ALTO, CALIFORNIA 94302
Phone: (415) 322-4646

The leading manufacturer of
Scientific Detection Instruments since 1932




Jack Healy
Dear Sir:

Someone from Montana sent me a
recent TRUE WEST and I am so
thrilled with it, for a lot of the stories
in it I know about personally—for in-
stance, the one on Jack Healy. He did
all the things that Jesse Green wrote
and so many more that it would take a
whole magazine to tell all of them. We
lived on a big Montana wheat ranch, and
Jack Healy was a part of the country.
He spent a lot of time at our ranch. I
have seen so many of the things that he
could do with the horses. If a person
didn’t actually see him do some of these
things, it is hard to believe. But he did
indeed have a strange power. It was no
effort on his part—it came just like
breathing.

The first thing that Green told
about in the story—the stuck wagon,
loaded with sacks of wheat—happened
right near our ranch house and I saw
that feat performed. That was my first
time to see Jack Healy in person, though
I had heard a lot about him.

Jack would pull a horse’s ear down
to his mouth and whisper to him, after
he had patted him. But I have also seen
him stop a horse (or several) from a
hundred to three hundred yards, never
open his mouth to say a word, yet con-
trol them as if he had hold of them. He
could make them stop, run, or lie down,
get up—and he would never speak. Then
he would laugh and tell the horses that
they were free. He was indeed a remark-
able man, but he cared nothing about
money or fine clothes—just a drink of
whiskey or a jug. He loved horses and
he wanted everybody to like him—be
friends” he would say.—Mrs. Josephine
Carroll, 804 12th Street, Radford, Vir-
ginia 24141.

Nannie Thomas
Editor:

To me the old June 1966 issue of TW
was really exciting. On two different oc-
casions I lived for a year in Colfax,
Washington, and later often visited a
brother, Arthur Payne, who lived there.
After reading “The Man Who Lived With
Greed,” I am left with a great curiosity
about Nannie Thomas. Whom did she
marry? Are some of her offspring still
living at Colfax? Did her sons bear a
name well known to me, or perchance
daughters and granddaughters have mar-
ried names that I well know ?

1 am acquainted with much of the ter-
rain mentioned in that story—I have
been through Sprague, and often passed
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in sight of Steptoe Butte. There are two
legends about this Butte—both agree
that Colonel Steptoe and his command
took refuge there from Indians, but after
that the accounts are at variance, one
saying that, since there was no water on
the butte, the entire command perished
while the Indians continued to encircle
them on the well-watered plain below.
The other account is that the entire com-
mand succeeded in escaping through the
circle of Indians and reached the fort at
Walla Walla.

The story of Charlie Russell was ex-
tremely interesting. I lived from 1902
to 1918 in the Judith Basin in Montana.
I can understand Charlie Russell’s being
captivated by the beauty of it. My broth-
er, George Payne, was a cowboy and
ranch hand in the Judith Basin for years
before I went there. This story he related
to me, after Charlie had begun to be
famous: “One evening several of us
(cowboys) were sitting around the table
in the bunkhouse by the light of a little
tin lamp. One of the boys took an enve-
lope and a stub of lead pencil out of his
pocket, and began to draw something.
When he had finished it, he threw the
envelope onto the table. One of the boys
picked it up, and it passed from one to
another until one of the boys said ‘Ha!
That’s old Jakie Hoover and his wife.
Look at him trying to get the old buck-
skin across Ross Fork!

“Qure enough,” continued my brother,
“it was Jakie Hoover on the farther bank
of Ross Fork, pulling on the leather line
that he had taken out of the turret ring
and taken with him as he climbed over

the horse and jumped to dry ground. In
the buckboard sat Mrs. Hoover, pounding
the old buckskin that, with all four feet
braced, was balked in the middle of the
creek. Anyone who had ever seen Jakie
and his wife would recognize them from
Russell’s drawing on an old envelope
with the stump of a lead pencil.”—Mrs.
Clara M. Grove, 428 East Tth, Moscow,
Idaho 83843.

0Oil Towns
Dear Sir:

“The 0il Rush Wild West” (Dec. ’66
reminds me of many things 1 wen
through in those days just after World
War I when the young hot-heads had
returned from service. I still marvel that
so many of us young sprouts came
through those rough oil boom days in one
piece.

Things got pretty tough at times in
those days. Many of the workers were
men with records. Employers hired these
men because they had to put up with
most any kind of treatment from the boss
or else. Paydays at times were bluff-offs
at the point of a six-shooter—which
sometimes failed to work when tried out
on a returned veteran. I had the six-
shooter stunt pulled on me in an office
on Main Street in Drumright, west of the
railroad tracks. There were plenty of
touch cookies in those old days, especi-
ally among the construction men; in fact,
one contractor still owes me nine bucks
for three days’ work.

Many lives were saved because so few
of us had a shootin’ iron. I know of
dozens of cases which would have wound
up with some feller biting the dust if
the offended had only owned a gun.—
Frank H. Sellars, P. O. Box 161, Oceano,
California 93445.

Loggers
Dear Editor:

In the logging story I just read, the
author said every red-blooded boy wanted
to be a logger, but I must disagree. I had
two brothers and knew all their friends
and I’'m sure not one ever wanted to go
into the camps. We knew most of the
men from there (staying at my father’s
hotel) and with very few exceptions they
were fine men.

(Continued on page 72)

True West



; g ; LIVE, WORK, FISH & HUNT
; Now...Mail B IN NATURE'S WONDERLAND!

" / A career in conservation is almost like a vacation
(oupon for A ? with pay! Why be chained for life to a desk, a store

s : f hine? P, i
FREE FACTS about Ch el AL el

- job in Forestry, Soil and Wildlife Conservation.
Exciting opportunities in your own state and other
areas —also opportunities with luxurious private
Fish and Game Clubs. For some you may already
have the basic qualifications. Find out all about it
now! Get the facts. Plan to live the outdoor life
you love! Rush coupon for FREE
“CONSERVATION CAREER KIT.”

ENJOY a Lifetime of
Thrills and Adventure!

Every day is a new adventure for the men in
Forestry, Soil and Wildlife Conservation.
Some hunt and trap mountain lions, coyotes,
and wildcats. Some are trained to parachute
from planes or land in helicopters—

L :
> - A\~ to help animals marooned by fire or flood,
: ‘jPrepare at Home to become a ¥— often to save the life of an injured camper

Sl "y : > or mountain climber, Adventure, public
‘\.Q“Aw GAME WARDEN \ : N service, and good pay —an unbeatable
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A LT R Copd ! Exctement secri
o b;/ % GOVERNMENT HUNTER : “/\.- Although not connected with the
e FORESTER, or aid or

Government, private conservation agencies
»
o

- or placement services, we show you how

\ ) 5 e to seek out exciting outdoor positions.
o\ Sores By Assistant Type Positions - Many accepting applications now! Fine
020" . - starting pay, usually with regular advances.

that Require Less - [i= Get 4 FREE GUIDES. .. each jam-packed

Formal Education 7 / with exciting Conservation Career facts.
) Rush coupon today sure!

for our g7 il coupon

'i:srmr';\?é ‘wcAREER KIT

IET—— {L GOND PAY—SECURITY—PENSIONS Most
full time Conservation jobs are perma-
nent. No layoffs because of slow business,
never a worry about getting your pay
check. A pension may assure you a good
income for life. In the meantime, your

SR living costs are low—easy to save money.
=, HERE'S WHAT STUDENTS SAY Investigate! Mail Coupon Today!

2 “Your Course has just Let Experts Guide You. Although you study
helped me get a job at home you are never alone.
here on the post as the North American School’s
ggrt Fe;vmm:/f&mglgas?d Conservation expcrkt‘s 1super—

it " vise your training, help you
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your suc-
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RESIDENT TRAINING AT OUR
SUMMER CAMP Enjoy a full week

AMERICA of summer training in the great out-
2 ‘N‘E'RNTAJ doors. Deep in the heart of Wyo-

gag ming, in the big game country, you
learn first hand from experts the
secrets of conservation. This week
of training in the field is optional—
not required. Rush coupon today!

‘““In April | became a
Conservation Officer —
1st Grade. | will be en-
forcing the fish and
~ game laws of our State.
Your Course helped make

SUMMER FIELD TRAIKING CAN

this life-long ambition a i e
reality.” — Richard Knox, 500,000 NEW joBS — 7’}\ Veterans, Servicemen §
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. "k 20-pg Conservation Career Fact Book — Filled 4500 Campus Dr., University Plaza, Newport, Calif. 92660
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3-Month Subscription to Conservation Topics —
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Walt meets a mysterious stranger
and finds himself in a face-down
above and beyond the line of duty!

Left, John Bludworth, deputy sheriff at Del Mar for 43 years.
Below, Del Mar Station, 1912, showing walkway to the
Stratford Inn, the bath house, and salt water plunge. Arrow
points to the garage where Walt worked.

Courtesy Historical Collection, Title Insurance and Trust Company, San Diego, California

e
True West



By WALT COBURN

Photos Courtesy Author

LONER

ACK IN 1920 the seashore resort

town of Del Mar, California, approx-
imately twenty miles north of San
Diego and about ten miles up the coast
from La Jolla, belonged to the South
Coast Land Company, who owned all the
land along the beach and the sloping
foothills.

In 1910 this company built the Strat-
ford Inn, so named because its architec-
ture was inspired by that of Stratford-
on-Avon and the building resembled an
English inn. There was a large bath
house with a salt water plunge, and the
annex to the bath house afforded living
quarters for the male help—hotel clerks,
bellhops, chefs and the chauffeurs of the
wealthy hotel guests. A brick power
house, adjoining the pergola, furnished
power for the inn. For those who enjoyed
fishing a pier extended out beyond the
breaker line.

North of the bath house and power
plant was the Stratford Inn Garage, its
main purpose being to store the auto-
mobiles of the guests. Gas, tires, spark-
plugs and other auto accessories were
available, and the man in charge of the
garage made minor repairs. The old
coast highway was called El Camino
Real (the King’s Highway) and it passed
by the garage, but for the most part the
garage was maintained only as a service
to the hotel guests.

The Santa Fe Railway depot was a
stone’s throw from the garage and bath
house, and a wide, easy-graded walkway,
with a handrail, led from the depot to
the stately Stratford Inn for the con-
venience of guests who arrived by train,
or those who liked to walk back and
forth to the plunge and beach.

The hotel grounds were beautifully
landscaped with trees, shrubs and
flowers, and on the ocean side the wide
verandas offered a panoramic view of
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Walt Cobum, in charge of the Stratford Inn Garage, 1920.

the Pacific and the hotel’s three-mile
stretch of sandy beach.

In 1920 the exclusive Stratford Inn
was a show place, catering to wealthy
people from Pasadena, Los Angeles, San
Francisco, and points far afield. They
came by train, and in chauffeur-driven
limousines, with nursemaids for the chil-
dren. The Inn maintained a separate
dining room for the youngsters and their
uniformed nurses.

The South Coast Land Company, with
its vast holdings, was formed in 1905
by H. E. Huntington of railroad fame,
William A. Kerchhoff, president of San
Joaquin Power Company and Pacific
Power Company, C. A. Canfield, noted
oil millionaire, and Henry W. Keller, a
pioneer Californian who owned a large
home in Del Mar and whose family
aided greatly in the building of the
Catholic Church. The South Coast Land
Company owned and maintained Del
Mar’s water company and laid out the
town, determined to keep an old English

atmosphere. If this sounds like a Cham-
ber of Commerce brochure, it is because
of nostalgic memories. I spent a few of
the happiest years of my life in Del Mar,
almost fifty years ago.

Comparatively few residents had per-
manent homes in Del Mar, and those
homes were widely scattered in the
brushy foothills, beyond and on both
sides of the open air amphitheatre which
was directly in front of the Inn. No more
than a dozen or so beach cottages were
scattered, hit and miss, north of the bath
house and pier and toward the high
cliffs overlooking the Pacific ocean at
Solana Beach and Carlsbad.

IN 1920 I was in charge of the Strat-

ford Inn Garage. I slept in an attic
room in the front end of the garage.
Access to my quarters was by ladder.
One small lookout window, facing the
dirt highway, afforded a peep hole at
night. A night bell was outside the of-
fice door, and a telephone extension in

7
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LONG SERVICE IS REWARDED |

Walt examines the solid gold badge presented Deputy Sheriff Bludworth by the people
of Del Mar, about 1930.

the office to the hotel switchboard, so
that any long distance calls from the
garage had to be made through the hotel.

Managing the garage was a twenty-
four-hour job, seven days a week. Dur-
ing the summer season I was allowed a
helper, and on summer afternoons 1
acted as assistant lifeguard, for which
I was paid an extra ten bucks a month.
The extra pay ended the day after
Labor Day, and from then on I ran the
garage alone.

The office of the garage, also a stock-
yoom for auto accessories, was head-
quarters for Deputy Sheriff John Blud-
worth. John lived on a small place in
nearby Carmel Valley, and he would
show up every morning about eight
o’clock in his Model T Ford, go home
for noon dinner, and return at one o’-
clock to stay until six that evening.

John Bludworth was somewhere in his
sixties, a native son of California, ranch
raised, and a veteran law officer typical
of the Old West type of sheriff. He was
a self-effacing, soft spoken, friendly man,
not a trigger-happy gunslinger or badge
polisher. During his long years as a law
officer he had become a good judge of
human nature, with a rare understand-
ing of criminals and lawbreakers of all
descriptions. A fearless man, cool and
collected in a tight, and if the occasion
arose he was quick on the draw.

The deputy sheriff always wore a
dark colored business suit, with vest and
white shirt and a necktie. He kept his
ankle-high black shoes well polished. The
wide-brimmed, black Stetson hat, the
cartridge belt and holstered gun were
the only sign of Western garb. John had
his own particular manner of packing
his gun, a double-action Colt Police Posi-
tive .38, in a left-handed, open holster
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of the cartridge belt buckled around his
lean waist. The holster on his right
flank rested near the hip bone, so that
the butt faced forward. Bludworth was
right handed, so to draw his pistol it
required a swift turn of the wrist, and
in a split second the gun would be in
his right hand, and ready for action.

During my many years in the cow
country of Montana and Arizona, and
along both the Canadian and Mexican
borders, 1 have known men, both rene-
gades and lawmen, who prided themselves
on the fast draw that often meant the
difference between life and death. And
on a few occasions I have seen men who
played for keeps when they reached for
their guns. And my old friend John
Bludworth was, I believe, as quick on the
draw as any of them. I use the word
“bhelieve” with due respect and caution,
disregarding the modern-day fast draw
contest artist for a prize. I'm speaking
of the old-time gunfighters, both outlaws
and law officers, who built tough reps
as killers. No two gunfights were alike.
It depended a lot on each circumstance—
whether or not the gun duel was planned
ahead of time by each man—the con-
dition of the men’s nerves, and whether
or not brave-maker “booze” was involved.
Or if one man had the bulge.

A professional gunslinger who traveled
on his reputation with notches on his
gun, was usually a cold-blooded, calcu-
lating killer, and he’d most likely have
the bulge, the slightest edge that gave
him the advantage. But John Bludworth
was definitely not this type of peace
officer.

HE SHERIFF of San Diego County,
with headquarters in the city of San
Diego, twenty-five miles from Del Mar,

was John’s boss. But for the most part
John used his own judgment. Days would
pass when he did nothing but sit in the
garage office or walk around outside, al-
ways within easy call of the telephone
in case he was told to be on the lookout
for a stolen car or some bootlegger. The
motorcycle officers would stop at the
garage and keep John posted, as would
the Immigration and U. S. Customs
officers.

When a stolen car was reported John
would write down the license number
and the make, and then enlist my aid.
He had a little trouble recognizing the
different automobiles by their individual
lines, while I was familiar with every
make that traveled the highway. I could
spot a certain car from a distance and
warn John in plenty of time to flag it
down, and lend a hand if there was any
trouble. As a result I unofficially acted
as John’s deputy during the year or two
I was in charge of the Stratford Inn
Garage. I acted solely out of friendship,
without pay, without a badge of au-
thority, or a gun.

On a few occasions John Bludworth
worked at night to aid in a roadblock
that was set up to watch for bootleggers,
Chinese smugglers or dope runners.
Sometimes John and his Model T car
would be where the roadblock was set
up. Other times he would park the flivver
in the shadow of the garage and wait in
his car, while I would be in the dark
office to answer phone calls from the
sheriff’s office, or be ready to back
John’s play in the event he flagged down
a car with his flashlight, when I’d
switch on the floodlights over the garage
door to light the dirt highway. I would
be unarmed except for a shot-loaded,
leather blackjack with its whang leather
wrist strap. It was the same lethal weap-
on then in use by uniformed city police-
men and plain-clothes detectives. The
blackjack was the property of the Strat-

John Bludworth in front of the Stratford
Inn Garage.
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‘ord Inn Garage and was kept in a desk
lrawer during the day and under my
sillow at night.

I was the proud owner of an almost
lew second-hand Model T convertible
‘oupe, with varnished wooden-spoked
vheels and a canvas top. I kept it spick
ind span, washed and polished, in the
lotel garage.

The manager of the Stratford Inn was
. pompous, paunchy little gent named
jsibbald, and he made it plain to all em-
loyees that he was to be addressed as
Tister Sibbald. A henpecked husband,
vhose tall wife domineered him, he took
is spiteful, petty nature out on the hired
elp, including me.

No love was lost between Mister Sib-
ald and Deputy Sheriff John Blud-
rorth who, by the consent of the South
joast Land Company, made the office
f the Stratford Inn Garage his head-
uarters. I had my orders from the
ompany to keep the deputy’s gas tank
illed, free of charge, keep the oil
hanged, the tires repaired, the spark-
lugs replaced, and do minor repairs. By
ray of returning the favors, John main-
ained law and order on the beach, at
he Inn, and in the town of Del Mar.

Everybody in town, including kids and
ogs, was John Bludworth’s friend.
ivery farmer and rancher in the back
ountry knew, liked and respected him.
iven the hoboes, who rode the rods and
oxcars of the Santa Fe freight trains
nd sometimes jungled up under the rail-
ray bridge, felt no animosity toward
ohn. Of an evening before he went
ome John would drop in at the jungle
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Stratford Inn, Del Mar, California.

camp and visit a while. Those were the
days of the professional hoboes who had
a nation-wide organization and met once
or twice a year in California, Florida
or some other state, and elected their
leaders. The hoboes were a clannish bunch
with strict rules and regulations accord-
ing to their own code of morals.

Secret cryptic signs which had their
own meaning were marked on gate posts,
telegraph poles, bridge scaffoldings,
buildings, and other places, and John
Bludworth knew the meaning of those
symbols. Often before John paid his
daily visits to the jungle camp he would
stop at Marks Store, about fifty yards
up the highway from the garage. Marks
Store was a typical country store that
stocked a little of everything—groceries,
meats, dry goods, medicines, and so on.
John would purchase four bits or so
worth of stew meat, which would be his
contribution to the hobo mulligan that
day.

John knew all the regular, genuine
hoboes by name. If there was a stranger
among them, John asked a few discreet
questions and got truthful answers. When
those arrested over the week end in San
Diego for vagrancy, drunkenness, or
some minor offense, appeared in court
on Monday morning, the judge would
give them the usual “floater” verdict to
leave town. Usually these drifters only
got as far as Del Mar where they camped
for the night under the railway bridge.

An agreement existed between the
deputy sheriff and the hobo fraternity
that there would be no panhandling on
the streets of Del Mar (no house-to-house

Courtesy Historical Collection, Title Insurance and Trust Company, San Diego, California

begging for a handout). That agreement
had long since become an unwritten law
among the Knights of the Road, and the
old-time hoboes saw to it that the
Johnny-come-lately, younger generation
of drifters abided by it. Only on rare
occasions would a tough customer show
up, a real criminal on the dodge, and
by hobo grapevine John would be tipped
off to the situation. He’d make his
arrest at the jungle camp, then by tele-
phone notify the sheriff at San Diego,
who would send a police car to pick up
the prisoner.

John Bludworth was the oldest law
officer in San Diego County, both in
years and length of time he’d served as
a law officer in the State of California.
Thus things stood on that memorable day
of April 28, 1920.

BREAKFAST was served for the help

in a private dining room at the hotel
at 7 am. That gave me time to get in
a daily morning swim in the ocean, rain
or shine, every day of the year. After
breakfast it was part of my job to sweep
out the garage with a push broom, un-
lock the gas pump, and open the garage
for business.

I’d just come back from Marks Store,
where I'd gone to get a ten-cent sack of
Bull Durham, when I heard the phone
ring. It was Mister Sibbald, and I could
tell by the tone of his voice he was ex-
cited and nervous.

“Where in hell were you?”’ Sibbald
shouted. “I’ve been trying to get you on
the phone for fifteen minutes.” Without

(Continued on page 42)



NAVAJU TRADERS FOF

George W. McAdams, trader in 1877.

THE MORNING SUN had not tipped
the high, sharp rim of Navajo Can-
yon when war shouts rose from its
sandy floor. Simultaneously a flight of
arrows and several bullets slammed into
the traders’ camp under the curved wall.
The three white men there had just
begun to stir when the Indian attack
suddenly materialized. The first one up,
Frederick (Fred) Smith, was raking the
firebed into life. He fell over sideways
dead, pierced by arrows and lead.

His companions, W. E. (Billy) Mitchell
and W. C. Siewert, rolled from their
blankets with rifles in hand. The fore-
most Indians were only a dozen steps
away as they opened fire. When their
rifles were emptied the white men re-
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Smith — McAdams — Richardson

sorted to pistols. Their rapid fire drove
the Indians well off, leaving eight dead
scattered over the canyon floor. Several
others, wounded too badly to stand, were
crawling away.

Smith, Mitchell and Siewert had come
west through the vast Navajo country
pack-train trading. The previous day
they had gone all the way to the river.
Then returning about three miles up-
stream along Navajo Creek, they camped
in the protection of a rincon for the
night.

Mitchell and Siewert now had a
breather—time to reload and set them-
selves for a second onslaught. It came,
but dispiritedly, for Indian casualties had
been heavy, and the new charge never
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S. L. Richardson, oldest of the trading brothers.

fully got underway. Hurled back by ex
pert shooting, the attackers disappeares
down the canyon toward the Colorad
River.

Even though the Indians seemed beatel
off, Mitchell and Siewert took no chances
Remaining alert, they dug a grave 1I
the sand at the base of the canyon wal
and buried their companion. One of then
took time to chisel this inscription o
the wall over the grave:

F. Smith Aug 5 1861
W. E. Mitchell 1861
W. C. Siewert 8/5/61
Ceder Oldham Eng.
Because of the final line it is likel
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WANY MOONS

By JOHN R. WINSLOWE

Photos Courtesy Aufhor

hese men form an unbroken link from the days of
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Hubert Richardson, 58 years a trader.

that the Englishman, Siewert, carved
the inscription.

When it was definitely established
that no Indians were skulking around,
the horses were saddled for a getaway.
Then the seven mules were packed with
the trade goods. Somewhat warily the
traders advanced upstream. Where the
floor widened out and visibility ahead
was good, they ran the stock in order
to put some distance behind them.

THE INDIANS as Mitchell and Sie-

wert fully expected, laid an ambush
for them. Thirty miles up the eanyon
toward late afternoon they ran into the
ambuscade. The white men made a dash
for the mouth of a side canyon and took
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the arrow and pony right up to now...

M ARLCEERAL OO

a stand on a low bench under an over-
hanging wall containing an aboriginal
cliff dwelling. This time the Indians
made no open charge. They advanced
slowly behind what little cover was avail-
able. Twice before nightfall they were
beaten off.

When darkness clothed his movements
Mitchell slipped out, 'bringing in their
two saddled horses and some grub. The
red sandstone wall of the cliff dwelling
made a good fort.

That night the Indians conducted
psychological warfare by wild screaming,
firing their guns and sending arrows
futilely at the walls. And under cover
of this confusion they also sneaked up
the side canyon and stole all the traders’

T

W. S. “Billy” Young. still engaged in trading.

goods and pack stock.

The following day and the next night
Mitchell and Siewert stood them off,
and probably concluding that lack of
water would not force the white men
into the open, the Indians took the loot
and departed. While one trader main-
tained watch, the other slept. They did
this by turns until both had recovered
from two sleepless nights. During this
period one of them again cut names and
dates on the wall in the cliff ruin.

The two men emerged from the canyon
near White Horse Mesa. No further in-
cident marred their eastward advance to
the Hopi villages and on to Santa Fe,
New Mexico. Their last fight had been
made in a tributary of Navajo Canyon
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Old Houck Trading Post, established in 1874, where Toney Richardson started as an Indian trader.

about three miles downstream from Neet-
sein. The latter holds the big ruined
cliff city of Inscription House. The first
inscription of the traders’ and Smith’s
grave are now under the waters of
Powell Lake.

FREDERICK SMITH, the forerunner

of a family of Navajo traders
(Smith-McAdams-Richardson) best de-
scribed as a ‘“dynasty,” was born in
Tennessee. While still a young man he
went west to New Mexico, joining the

mountain men in Taos. After 1838 when
high silk hats ruined the beaver trade,
he roved the Far West like most other
footloose old trappers, seeking another
worthwhile pursuit to compensate for
the one gone under.

At intervals of two or three years he
wrote home to his sister, Mildred Ann,
married to Isaac King McAdams. Most
of these delayed communications reached
her from either Taos or Santa Fe. In
one of his letters, written in 1850, Smith
stated that for approximately ten years

he had been engaged in trading with
Navajo Indians west of where Fort De-
fiance was established in 1852.

Since the tribe was constantly at war
with surrounding people and the United
States Army, his' must have been a pre-
carious business. It is probable that cer-
tain ranking chiefs protected him as
they did other pack-train traders. Other-
wise, he could not have retained his
scalp for so many years.

Pack-train traders established no per-
manent posts like those which came into

Blue Canyon Trading Post opened by Hubert and C. D. Richardson in 1913. Formerly the homestead of J. P. Williams, 1882,
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being in the 1860s. Their trade goods
consisted principally of powder, lead,
bullet moulds, dye stuff (indigo), robes,
flints, thread, Green River knives,
cheaply manufactured silver ornaments,
beads, needles, iron bridle bits and cloth.
Outfitting, they proceeded to common
meeting places, not unlike the former
trappers’ rendezvous although on a much
more minor scale.

From his earliest years Smith ventured
through the entire Navajo country all
the way to their sacred Navajo Moun-
tain in north-central Arizona. It was a
few miles south of this mountain that he
lost his life during the surprise dawn
attack by a group of unknown tribes-
men.

The Civil War put an end to his rare
letters home, or so his family presumed.
They did not wonder about him until
after the war had ended.

In 1875 the numerous McAdams family
moved from Tennessee to Texas. George
W. McAdams, Smith’s nephew and the
oldest son in the family, started looking
for him in 1877. The uncle whom he had
never seen had assumed a glamorous,
adventurous prominence in his life.

In Taos and Santa Fe George could
obtain no information about him at first,
not even in the reservation onto which
the Navajo tribe originally moved in
1868. George lived among them for
awhile trading and learning to speak the
language, but the venture proved un-
profitable for they were very poor after
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C. D. Richardson, shown with daughter Harriet and son William Thomas, is still engaged
in Indian trade at Gallup, New Mexico.

four years of captivity at Fort Sumner,
New Mexico.

In Santa Fe George McAdams had
better luck. He located the Mitchell fam-
ily. Billy, married to the daughter of
a prominent New Mexican official, sur-
vived some years after the close of the
Civil War. His widow and two oldest
sons had known Smith well. They told
MecAdams much about him and where
he had been killed. Long before Smith
made the last trading expedition in
partnership with Mitchell and Siewert he
had been named by the Navajos “The-
white-man-who-moves-camp-after-dark.”

Secretly stealing away from a known
campsite was the old mountain man’s
warranty for staying alive.

OING OVER to Las Vegas, McAdams

threw in with the Bowers brothers,
George, Dave and Fred, where they cut
hay on contract for the U. S. Cavalry.
He had come to New Mexico with them
in a wagon.

One Saturday night they all went to
town. During the course of the evening
while they were in a saloon on Sodomia
La Calle de la Amargura (The Road of
Suffering and Bitterness) they were

jumped by seventeen hardcases from
Raton.

Not being armed, McAdams and the
Bowers brothers seized chairs to defend
themselves. McAdams, a powerful man
six feet four inches tall, got hold of an
iron-framed one and laid down the
enemy in piles. When the dust settled
and officers arrived, three dead lay
among the unconscious and bleeding. He
was credited with killing them. The
desperate fight was an obvious case of
self-defense against great odds, so no
action was taken. For weeks this gang
had been running roughshod over local
citizens.

But the next time McAdams went to
Las Vegas he was armed. Alone, he
started gambling in a dive and cleaned
out the poker game. When the angry
heaviest loser drew a gun, McAdams
shot him dead across the green covered
table.

Fleeing to the Bowers brothers’ camp,
McAdams was warned by them that a
posse of Mexicans most likely would al-
ready be after him. If he fell into their
hands he would be strangled to death
on a rope forthwith. McAdams saddled
a fresh horse, intending to streak for
the wilds of Arizona Territory, and the
brothers decided to go with him.

The four men traveled all the way to
Flagstaff. The Bowers brothers took up
farming land east of town, and also cut
ties for the approaching Atlantic and
Pacific Railroad. McAdams went north
into country which was uninhabited ex-
cept for roving Navajo Indians who had
eluded capture during the Kit Carson
roundup of 1864. His first trading post
was a stockade cabin on Rabbit Mesa
(1879). It stoad five miles north of Tuba
City which had been settled by the Mox-
mons three years before. Two years later
he moved on north to Redlake, now called
Tonalea. The only other trading posts

(Continued on page 63)

Sunrise Trading Post bought by C. D. Richardson in 1928.
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There are certain times when the exact truth just ain't good enough

WINDIES—PURE and SIMPLE

BADMEN, prospectors and Indians

have stolen the scene in the records
of the Old West. But what about the
liars? Except for Charley Russell, few
have given this select group the recog-
nition it deserves.

There are three kinds of liars: Dirty
liars whose lies are designed to hurt
others; damned liars who are in trouble
and use this means to try to get out
of it; just plain ordinary liars who lie
for fun., The products of the latter are
harmless, without malice, often humor-
ous, always entertaining, and usually
preposterous. “Panther” was a just plain
ordinary liar.

Some of you may remember Panther.
(C. C. Beard was his real name.) He
was an old man when I was a kid. The
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By CHARLES C. PATCH

llustrated by Al Martin Napoletano

last time I saw him he had a liftle har-
ness shop north of Casper, Wyoming.
That was about 1925. He was too old
to ride outlaw horses and rope bears,
but not too old to tell about the way it
used to be.

The way Panther told a story you
never knew how much, if any, of it was
true. I suspect it was based on fact but
embellished with imagination.

One time a serious-minded friend and
I were listening to some of his yarns.

After a particularly wild one my friend
said, “I don’t believe that.”

Panther’s look was understanding—
almost sympathetic. “Hell, son,” he said,
‘“you ain’t. supposed to believe it. It’s
just conversation.”

I was once on a cattle train between
Buffalo, Wyoming and Omaha. There
were three of us—another kid of about
my age, a grizzled old-timer, and myself.
My young companion and I sat on one
side, the old cowboy on the other. I was
entertaining the other youngster with
Panther stories. After each wild and un-
believable episode we would have a good
laugh. The old cowboy was quiet and
taciturn, apparently paying no attention.

I told the one about the time

(Continued on page 58)
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HAD ONLY one experience with log

pirates, a curse on the Columbia and
up at Seattle and the Puget Sound, but
a little after my time. I was working as
a rafter on the Cowlitz River, just off
from where it joins the Columbia, about
where Longview, Washington, is now.
Then it was a big Indian colony, and
that was where I met Rosie Wannassie
and fell in love with her, even with her
being an Indian girl. I called her Rosie
because I couldn’t pronounce her Indian
name, and she said that it meant rose in
American, so why not?

Before I went there, after I left Jud-
son’s, I worked the rest of that winter
and some of the spring at the Sholtz
Brothers’ camp. It was a small outfit
but good to work for. They paid top
wages and no fuss about it, and asked
a man only ten hours a day of work, and
in bad weather less than that, and didn’t
deduct from wages unless the bad

Califomia logging scene

Courtesy Marshall Cartright

DED LOGS

By RENO "“DAD" INGLES as told to RICHARD SUMMERS

weather lasted a day or more. Paid full
for part of a day.

I would have liked to stay longer, but
I got a call from home. My mother had
remarried a year or two before, and
they’d moved onto a little place near
Portland and wanted me to help clear
the land and pay off a $400 mortgage.
So I spent the late spring and early sum-
mer on that job. About the only way a
private party could make money on wood
was to cut it down into cord wood, haul
it to the docks along the river, and sell
it to the steamboats. About $3.00 a cord,
delivered. No railroad then. All the
freight went up and down the river by
steamboat, sternwheelers mostly. The
last sidewheeler I remember was W. J.
Potter, a passenger boat. Sternwheelers
served as passenger boats or freighters,
depending on which was needed. Boats
would back right up and hitch onto a
log raft or a scow full of gravel or grain

and haul it wherever it was consigned
to. They liked big wood and used plenty
of it—sixty-four sticks to a cord.

I liked that work fine because it had
variety—cutting down trees, splitting
them up and sawing them up to the
right size, then hauling them down to the
river with the team in three-tier ricks.
Plenty of time to loaf around and watch
the river, all the traffic on it, and the fir
and spruce and pine bluffs on both sides,
water purring along so quiet and con-
tented.

It was this spring, I was about twenty-
two years old, that I had my first attack
of rheumatics, which was to trouble me
on and off for many a year. How I cured
it is another story.

This time was one of my worst attacks.
Don’t know what caused it. It took my
stepfather, my mother, and a neigh-
bor to turn me over in bed. They had
me swathed in mustard plasters over
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Along the Columbia River. Reno sits second from the right.
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IMBER RUSTLERS

Reno wasn't in the mood to be a nightwatchman—
not with an Indian camp up the river
where Rosie Wannassie lived!

every bit of my body except my heart,
trying to draw out the poisons. But
that didn’t do no good. They finally
brought me into Portland where I was
closer to a doctor. Rubbed my knees with
liniment and all it did was blister them
and blister my mother’s hands.

So then I originated my own treat-
ment. Took a hot bath in a big wash tub,
then had them keep bathing my knees in
ice (or cold water when the ice run out).
Then take another hot bath. I was in
pain all the time. Nothing quite so bad.
Even when my chest was crushed it
wasn’t so bad as that. Finally it begun
to settle in my joints, mainly my knee
joints. They was stiffening up so I
couldn’t bend them atall, and I knowed
they’d stay that way if I didn’t do some-
thing. So I originated my own treatment
for that too. I laid crossward on the
bed, my upper legs on a chair, lower
legs below the ‘knees sticking out be-
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yond the chair. Then I had my mother
set' on my stomach; she was a mighty
heavy woman even then, and a feller
named Gibbs, a neighbor, would put all
his strength to bending my knees, even
setting on them. Hurt so bad and I let
out a yell, all the neighbors come pouring
in to find out who’d been murdered.

But it worked, The rheumatics went
away sudden, and three days later I
was back on the job rafting logs.

WHERE I GOT this job as a rafter

wasn’t far from Rainier, Oregon,
and near Kelso, Washington, sixty miles
or so from the south of the Columbia
on the Cowlitz River, almost where it
empties into the Columbia. Both streams
are very wide at this point.

Twelve, fourteen of us boys worked
there all the time as rafters. Nine, ten
companies cutting timber up the Cowlitz
into Washington, sent logs floating

down till they reached the boom where
we worked, turning them into rafts.
When ready, a tug or sternwheeler would
arrive and tie on; we’d open the boom
gates, and the raft we’d made up would
be hauled off to the mills.

This was a sort of separate company
that made the rafts or you might call
it a cooperative run by all the different
companies involved. Every log which
come down the Cowlitz was branded on
the end just like they brand cows, but
with a hammer and stamp, usually just
the first letter of the company name,
such as R for Ramsey, M for Muckles, S
for Scholtz. Brand didn’t make no dif-
ference to us; we made the raft out of
any logs that come along. But at the
mill each company was credited with its
particular log by the number of board
feet estimated in it, and paid according.

I liked working there. Fine bunch of
boys, mostly young and spry as they had
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to be. You wasn’t considered much of a

rafter till you could take a little run an’
jump twelve feet from one log to the
other without upsetting. Two Indians
from the camp across the way was
among us for awhile; they didn’t do so
well and couldn’t stick at the work. But
a half-breed name of Niel Gristol worked
fine and stayed on. From him I learned
a good deal about the Flathead Indians
and how they lived. They was several
Swedes and Norwegians, couple Ger-
mans, a Dutch boy, and the like, sort of
mixed up and many of them only second-
generation American, while a couple had
been born in the Old Country.

Pay was good, $2.50 per day, very good
for them times, and the work, while
heavy, was not steady because the tide
had to be out if the logs was to stay
inside the boom. We had much time off
to visit in Rainier or Kelso or swim
across the river to visit with the Indians;
or we might go fishing or hunting. Some-
times we wouldn’t get much work done
during a day, so the foreman figured out
a scheme whereby we could work at night
wearing miner’s headlamps, which he
bought for us in Portland. That didn’t
work out so well for logging, though.
The shadow of a log went out beyond
where the log was and looked like it
was a part of the log, and you’d go run-
ning out there and ka-splash you’d go
in the drink. After one or two experi-
ments at night trying to take advantage
of the tide, the foreman give it up.

Most of what you needed to be a
raftsman was being spry and strong
and an expert swimmer and not minding
a ducking three, four times a day or
more. We was all expert swimmers and
we was wet all day long. If we didn’t
fall in the river we was wet anyhow
from our peavey sticks or our poles
dripping on us or rubbing against us.
Always wore wool—wool underwear,
wool shirts in colder weather, shagged
pants, logging boots. Water in the boom
was mostly about forty foot deep. But
we thought nothing of that.

USED TO HAVE a lot of fun playing
and horsing around on them logs—
fellers all young and good-natured and
full of the devil. They had lots of sport
dumping another feller. You could jump
up behind him and start spinning log
with your spike boots and off he’d go
and everybody’d laugh. Next time he had
the chance he’d get even by jumping in
behind you and returning the favor. Or
maybe he was an expert, like Art Pome-
roy, who’d grab his balance somehow,
even when it came unexpected, and start
spinning you the other way and off you’d
go, pole and all. Art Pomeroy was real
agile, about the most expert I ever seen.
Once in a while in competitions of log
rolling with fellers from other camps,
we’d put up Art Pomeroy, and I never
did see him whipped. He could get a log
spinning so fast the end of it looked like
a pinwheel, and never lose his balance
—slow her down just as nice and steady
when he wanted to stop.
I got pretty good myself. I'd had
some experience in the slough, working
with Ed Judson, and I got the hang
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even better after a few weeks as a rafts-
man, but I never did get near as good
as Art Pomeroy, nor even as good as Niel
Gristol. 1

Yes, sir, we had some good times on
the river, but mainly it was work and
more work.

Mostly we made up small to middling-
sized rafts so they could be hauled by
small river tugs. Sometimes we made
bigger ones for the sternwheelers to haul.
But none so big as the ones that was
built about the time of the San Fran-
cisco earthquake when that town couldn’t
get lumber fast enough, and someone
took the notion that it was cheaper and
quicker to ship them as ocean-going
log rafts. These was called cigars, being
long and narrow and running to that
shape. They must have been 300 foot
long; it took a regular ocean-going
freighter to tow them. Instead of ropes
they was chained together. But even so,
many of them tore to pieces in heavy
weather. Forty years later I seen many
of them logs washed ashore all up and
down the coast from Oregon to Santa
Barbara, California. Some of the cigars
was bound for Los Angeles, and I know
a feller at Cayucos about 1915 that set
himself up a mill just to cut them logs
into lumber, that had drifted ashore
around there. He kept in business several
years doing nothing but that and made
a nice profit.

ONE MID-AFTERNOON, soon after

I begun my work as a raftsman,
one of the boys yelled and we all looked
up. Across the river was a bunch of
Indian girls swimming naked. They was
upstream a ways but we could see them
pretty plain, and when they saw us
looking at them, they got out of the water
fast and run back into the woods to
dress.

I was already saying, “Here’s where
one white boy goes native,” and pre-
tending to dive into the water to swim
across and chase after them.

“No need for that,” says Al Peck.

“Hell, no,” says another of the boys.

I was working near Chuck Williams
at the time. “They’re mighty friendly
girls,” he says to me. “All you do, Reno,
is you go over there at night with a
quart of whiskey. You give the chief half
a pint of it. No more’n half a pint. You
got to be careful about government men,
but they savvy pretty well, them Indians.
They’ll let you know. You give the chief
a half pint, vhich is about one good
swaller for him, and he’ll let you pick
out any girl you take a fancy to.

“Then you set down with the girl and
she’ll help you drink the rest of the
whiskey. They’ll get mighty friendly on
some whiskey, them girls. No need to
give them anything else. We go over
there all the time. Change around. That
way you don’t get tired of one girl. You
like to come along with us?”’ Chuck
asks.

I says, “I sure would. You betcher
life I would.”

Here it was in the 1890s, and them
Flathead Indians lived along the Colum-
bia and the Cowlitz Rivers about as they
had for hundreds or thousands of years.
They lived in tepees or buckskin lodges,
hunted, fished for salmon, growed corn.
They wore mostly buckskin and blankets,
not civilized clothes. They still buried
their dead with all their possessions—
only instead of putting them up on a
platform or in a tree; they buried them
in a sitting position. All this because so
many white folks had robbed the tree
graves for souvenirs.

They did their cooking over open camp-
fires, with a stake on each side of the
fire and an iron bar across. From this
bar they’d hang a big iron kettle to cook
their corn mush, which was like bread is
with us. Had it every meal. They was
especially fond of barbecuing venison—
would either hold it on sticks or hang
steaks from the iron cross-bar.

They hunted with rifles and fished
mostly with nets. But their rifles was
real old, some of the oldest guns I ever
seen in use. One of the bucks had a flint-

Carson sawmill near Banks, Oregon. Reno’s wife (far left) and children are in this photo,
taken about 1915.

Courtesy Ingles
bl . :
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lock and used it, a real old gun. A won-
der it didn’t blow up and kill him.

ONE NIGHT three, four of us fellers

decided to pay a visit to the In-
dian camp. We stayed on after work,
instead of going into Kelso where we
was living. Chuck Williams had already
bought three quarts of whiskey in Kelso
—we’d give him the money beforehand—
and we was all set, with that whiskey
hid in the little house where we kept
our tools.

Hank Stevens stayed right there along
with us, snooping around, and we didn’t
want him along. He was a new hand
none of us ’specially liked. Tall skinny
drink of water, with black teeth. Claimed
to’ve had experience as a raftsman, but
was mighty clumsy and awkward at it.

He was fumbling around in the tool
house. Chuck says to him, “Lookin’ for
something, Mr. Stevens?”

“Yeah.”

“What?”

“None of your damned business!”

That’s the way he was. Nasty-
‘empered. He come on our bottles of
whiskey, lifted ’em up and looked at
them. “Where the hell these come from?”

“They belong to us,” Chuck says.

“Payin’ a visit to the Injuns?”

“None o’ your business.”

“It’s my business,” he says. “Boss put
me on watch tonight.” That was a cus-
tom none of us could figure out, which
had been started of late. I guess the
ooss had news of logging rustlers from
some other camps down or up the river,
out we hadn’t heard of it. Just the same
most of us was glad he put it into
sffect because all you had to do was set
iround all night, keep your eye on the
soom, and draw an extra day’s pay. Of
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course, not seeing any reason for watch-
ing the boom, soon’s it turned good and
dark we’d take a smuggled blanket out
of the tool house and go lay down on
the ground and go to sleep, or if it was
raining, we’d sleep inside the tool house.

“You ain’t got no call to watch over
us.”

“I’d like to go along.”

“No chance,” Chuck says, “not ’less
you go alone.”

“S’pose I report to an Indian agent
what’s goin’ on here,” remarks this
Hank Stevens.

“You won’t,” Chuck says, “because
they’s four of us to one of you, and it
wouldn’t be very healthy.”

Them Indians was right glad to see
us. They was just cookin’ their supper
over open campfires all across that wide
clearing, with the river out front and
their lines out in it, and in the twilight
it made a pretty spectacle. The dark
tepees, bright red campfires scattered
all over, the thick dark forest with ferns
growing so thick you couldn’t hardly
make your way through without cutting
a path.

The chief was a big man but stooped
and wrinkled and flat-faced, like his
face had been stepped on by a horse. He
knowed a few words of English but
mostly he just grunted, and you was
supposed to wunderstand the grunts.
Chuck gave him the whiskey bottle and
he took a long swaller, and it was really
a bang-up swaller—just about the half
pint in one long draught. That boy was
a powerful thirsty Injun. Then some of
the other bucks come up. They was chiefs
too, I guess, because they had to have
swallers too, only none of them could
stand up to the first old boy who was
still licking his lips and grunting.

Ph%o’f ourfesy D. L. Ingles
Building a scow along the Columbia River. Reno is standing on the right in this photo taken while he was still a bachelor.

ABOUT THEN Chuck put a stop to

it, so the old boy called around to
different camps and pretty soon a flock
of girls come over. They was very pretty
girls, for Injuns anyhow. Had kind of
olive-colored skins, hair done in braids,
and beads hanging three and four strands
thick around their necks and down to
their waists. They acted shy and gigely
and sort of stuck around together. Chuck
held up what was left of his bottle of
whiskey, and they wasn’t shy or bashful
no more. They liked whiskey just as
well as the older folks.

I picked me out a little girl no more’n
five foot tall or so, light gold skin and
big brown eyes.

“Her no good,” the chief said.

“You don’t want her,” Chuck said.

“Well,” T says, “I guess I know what
I want.”

So the boys took their girls by the
hand and give ’em a drink, and then
they begin vanishing up and down the
river, I likewise. Only I noticed my girl
took just a little drink, not a big one, and
she made a face with it.

We got ourselves a nice grassy bank
up the river apiece, all quiet now and
nearly dark. I says to her, “Have another
drink?”

She says, “I don’t want anymore.”

That surprised me some, because none
of them in camp had talked any English
to amount to nothing—mostly sign lan-
guage and a few words like good, you
like, go, come.

“Aw, you gotta have a drink,” I says.

She answers, very exact, “It is wrong
to drink.”

“Who says so?”

“The sisters.”

“Your sisters?”

(Continued on page 39)
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Zane Grey knew the trick of transforming words into men on horseback, ink into

redblooded courage, paper into sage and sand...

§

&

N &
Courtesy Helen Johnson, Zane Grey Inn

Zane Grey along the Mogollon near Tonto Rim, Arizona.
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THE WEST

FAMOUS

By ELEANOR EARLY

Copyright 1968 by The New York Times Company.

Reprinted by permission.

IN A SMALL cottage on the Delaware

River in 1904, Zane Grey, a fugitive
from both dentistry and semi-professional
baseball, launched his career as one of
America’s most popular writers. The
cottage, enlarged as he achieved success,
is now the Zane Grey Inn, and the room
in which he worked is a fascinating mu-
seum that houses such assorted memo-
rabilia as Grey’s foot-operated dental
drill, his baseball shoes and the Morris
chair in which he wrote from daybreak
to dusk.

Across the arms of the chair rests
the lapboard on which Grey wrote his
first ten novels—a million words and
all on lined yellow paper. On the walls
are the oil paintings for the jackets of
those first novels, and about the room
are the things the author loved most. His
favorite cowboy hats and riding breeches.
Indian mementoes and souvenirs of the
“Wild West.” In Grey’s words, all were
collected by “the man whose books made
the West famous.”

There are also Grey’s books, Mrs.
Grey’s water colors, their daughter’s
baby carriage and her dolls, family pic-
tures, household furniture, china and
cooking utensils. A table is strewn with
scraphooks.

This little known Zane Grey museum
is about twenty-one miles northwest of
Port Jervis, New York, by way of New
York Route 97 and the Roebling Bridge
across the Delaware. It is operated by
Mrs. Helen Johnson, who also owns the
adjoining Zane Grey Inn. Mrs. Johnson
is the daughter of the late Alvah James,
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n editorial writer for the Baltimore
‘un, who introduced Grey to Buffalo
ones. Jones was the man who showed
he author the West and put him on the
oad to success.
The surrounding countryside is wild
nd lovely. Grey, writing of Lackawaxen
fter he had seen much of the world,
sminisced: “The Delaware winds
wough a picturesque mountainous re-
ion where the forests abound with
ame and the streams with fish. My
ears in Lackawaxen represented more
lan a struggle to become independent
irough writing. Here I gained my first
nowledge of really wild country, and
sre T had my first happy times since
wrly childhood.”
The country is not as wild as it used
) be. But it is still a good place for
er and small-game hunters, and for
shermen seeking shad and pike. When
tle shad, known locally as “old slab-
des,” make their annual pilgrimage
( the Upper Delaware to spawn, broiled
iad is a gourmet feast hereabouts.
Grey, who did his first fishing in the
elaware, became the most famous
sherman of his time. He once held
n world records for game fish. An out-
wors editor, Ed Zern, once wrote: “It
probable that no one will ever
tallenge Grey’s right to be known as
le greatest fisherman America ever
roduced.”

'ANE GREY was born on January 31,
' 1875, in Zanesville, Ohio, a town
imed for some celebrated Indian fight-
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Zane Grey and “Night” in the Tonto Basin.

ers who were among his ancestors.
Actually, his own family’s name then
was spelled with an “a” (Gray) and he
was christened Pearl, the toniest name
of the time.

Queen Victoria, a strong influence on
the tastes of the world, had recently
gone into semi-mourning to mark the
tenth anniversary of the Prince Con-
sort’s death. During her semi-mourning,
she popularized a shade known as pearl
gray. The smoky color crossed the
Atlantic and swept America.

Fashionable gentlemen wore pearl gray
cravats, and chic women were attired in
pearl gray ruches and ruffles. Commo-
dore Vanderbilt drove a pearl gray tan-
dem. Everybody, it seemed, was pearl
gray conscious. And a woman whose last
name was Gray naturally could not re-
sist calling her newborn son Pearl. He
grew up hating the name.

At his father’s insistence, Grey be-
came a dentist after having been grad-
uated from the University of Pennsyl-
vania. He opened an office at 100 West
T4th Street in New York City, and lived
there with a tomecat.

Grey quickly became successful, but
he hated dentistry. On the side, he played
semi-professional baseball, pitching for
the Orange Athletic Club of East Orange,
New Jersey. When the team played out
of town, many people came to the ball-
park to have “Doc” Grey pull their teeth.

A handsome young man with a shock
of black hair, flashing dark eyes and
good features, Grey at twenty-four could
boast in his diary: “I have all the young

Courtesy Helen Johnson, Zane Grey Inn

girls in town coming for dental work,
whether they need it or not.”

One weekend Grey came to Lacka-
waxen on a fishing trip. As he paddled
down the Delaware River, he flirted with
a girl on the bank. They met that even-
ing, and both claimed it was love at
first sight. Her name was Lina Roth,
but Doc christened her Dolly. When she
heard about his Indian-fighting ances-
tors, she began calling him Zane.

Soon afterward, Pearl Gray changed
his name to Zane Grey. He married
Lina Roth, and he decided to become a
writer. The newlyweds packed his dental
tools and sign (now in the museum),
gave away the tomcat, and gathered their
few belongings. They moved to the cot-
tage in Lackawaxen.

It was a bitter winter in Pennsyl-
vania that year. Grey wrote in the
kitchen, thrusting his fingers “every
15 minutes in the open stove to keep
them from freezing.” His bride did not
share his enthusiasm for the rugged life,
but she did share his faith in his ability
to become a writer. If it had not been
for Dolly Grey, it is doubtful that her
husband would have made it. She
borrowed money from her mother to sup-
port them, and taught him how to put
words together. His grammar was poor,
so she bought him textbooks to study
and dime novels and classics to read.
Together they worked, he writing la-
boriously on the yellow paper and she
correcting his work.

They sent out short stories, articles and

(Continued on page 57)
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Courtesy Division of Manuscripts,
University of Oklahoma Library

Well near Claremore, Oklahoma,
circa 1934.
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By G. L. SAVAGE

Photos Courtesy Author
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Courtesy Division of Manuscripts, University of Oklahoma Library

Drillers of a« well in a Seminole oil field.

WHEN the wooden rig was standard
equipment in the oil fields and no
one had ever heard of a rotary outfit;
when the men who worked in the fields
said the automobile with glass windows
would never be practical for anyone but
the old ladies with electric cars, there
was laughter in the oil game. Fortunes
were made overnight.

Geologists were looked upon with sus-
picion by the old-timers. Their fancy
maps with curves and curlicues were
greeted with snorts of derision by the
driller with his hand on the cable. There
was only one rule to know if oil were
under a certain plot of ground—drill and
find out. He thought he could tell by
the “feel” of the “rope” what formation
the drill was hitting, better than any
seismograph could. The old and the new
had not yet met on friendly terms.

Oklahoma was booming. Tulsa was
called the Oil Capital of the World and
men from the East in derby hats and
tailored clothes mingled with men in oil-
stained khakis. Everybody was out to
learn what he could from anybody who
might know where a wildcat well was

being drilled. That meant a well in un
proven territory. They were all ready t
gamble on a lease nearby. The ratio of
drilling dry holes to bringing in one
producer was about nine to one. Wher
o0il was found, adjoining leases were sol¢
for a premium. If a man holding off
setting property wanted to hold it am
drill, he might win or lose. If withou
money to drill he could be grubstake
by others who were willing to take :
chance.

Foreign countries as well as Americal
companies with holdings in Pennsylva
nia, Virginia and other fields, brough
experienced men to Oklahoma. The ney
men they hired were young, robust, loya
and ready for a good time. Many of then
were bachelors and spent their mone
as fast as they earned it. Brothers ofte
worked together., Joe O’Laughlin and hi
younger brother, and J. J. Conry and hi
brother all worked for the same outfif
Joe in later years became the Oil Con
servation Commissioner for the State ¢
Oklahoma, and J. J. found himself chose
to sit at the president’s desk of th
Carter Oil Company. When they wer
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‘measure of a man

Courtesy Division of Manuscripts, University of Oklahoma Library
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Well on the east side of the town of Seminole, Oklahoma.

young they worked in the field. Once,
when all of them had their pay checks
at the same time and had turned them
into “rolls of lettuce,” as they called cash,
the boys took rooms in the best hotel in
town and had a whale of an evening.

Some of the money changed hands
and the two older brothers had it under
their pillows when they retired in the
room they were ‘sharing. The younger
brothers jammed the lock as they left
to go to their own room, and waited
there until they were pretty sure the
other two were asleep. They meant to
play a joke on the older boys, take the
rolls of bills that had been hidden, let
them worry a while, and then give the
money back.

They slipped into the darkened room
in their stocking feet and were sliding
their hands gently under the pillows
about the time their brothers woke up.
There was no breath after that for ex-
planations. It was needed for the busi-
ness at hand. No one could stop slugging
long enough to turn the lights on. When
four young athletes work at drilling
wells, their muscles are flexible and
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powerful.

After the fight was over and they had
had time to cool off, a good part of
their pay went to redecorate the room
and replace the broken furniture.

OTHER BROTHERS who played the

oil game and won were the Phillips
boys. Waite Phillips lived in Tulsa and
when he disposed of some of his holdings,
a picture of the check was banner-lined
across the top of the afternoon paper,
along with the caption: “Waite brings
home the bacon.” He not only brought
it home, he left it there, giving generous-
ly to the town where he had made his
fortune. The beautiful home he built
for his youngsters to enjoy eventually
became an art center. It reflects the man
who gave it—one who loved beauty and
wanted to share what he owned with
others.

Frank Phillips preferred Bartlesville,
and it was there he built his home and
turned the surrounding country into a
great park and game refuge. He, too,
liked people. He was a little hard of
hearing and, when conversing, had a way

of looking into a person’s eyes’as if to
read his thoughts. He spoke with a blunt
honesty and had little use for those who
did not do the same.

Frank Phillips’ respect for the pioneers
of the West, the ones who had spent
their time planting, building and im-
proving their surroundings, amounted
almost to reverence. He began assem-
bling an exhibit which would show the
young people just what the settlers
brought with them to establish new
homes on the frontier. It was complete
with everything from plowshares to reli-
gious books bound in raw leather. Today,
“Woolaroc” is a show place visited by
thousands of people every year.

There were other men who struck it
rich in Oklahoma and left gifts there for
generations to come. The Skelly stadium
is one such contribution; the Gilcrease
Museum with its priceless collection of
manuscripts and paintings depicting the
Old West, is another. Scholarships, li-
braries, hospitals, parks, churches—all
have been made possible by ‘men who
seemed to have more fun in acquiring
wealth than in spending it on themselves.
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Courtesy Division of Manuscripts, University of Oklahoma Library

Wagon pulled by six teams cf mules across the Little River carried a boiler—oil well equipment.

The oil fields were not places of glam-
our. Paved streets stopped at the city
limits of the big towns and the little
towns had none. The spring rains turned
the back roads into quagmires and
wagons loaded with pipe needed big
strings of mules to get them to the leases.
All wheeled traffic had to: follow the
mud ruts or get hopelessly stuck on the
side of the road. A few men rode horses
and mud sleds were common rin the
little towns, dragged by a team from the
hotel to the bank or restaurant and back,
charging a quarter or more for the ride.
The rich and the poor held on to each
other to keep from falling off.

The old tin Lizzies seen most frequent-
ly had iron braces fastened to the front
bumpers and fenders to keep the fenders
from falling off. The lease superin-
~ tendents could be easily identified by
the cars they drove. Oil companies
furnished them with more expensive
and powerful cars than most other men
drove. The oil well shooters also had
good automobiles. The turtle backs were
removed and carriers put in their places,
honeycombed with compartments lined
with carpet and each one large enough
to hold one gallon of nitroglycerine.
Shooting the oil well—putting from 80
to 120 quarts of nitroglycerine into a
container and lowering it deep into a
well to shatter the formation and release
the oil—was dangerous business.

The boom towns came and went, de-
pending on the time it took to drill up
a field. If production kept expanding and
wells kept pumping oil instead of going
to dust or salt water, the temporary
shelters of tents and cheap pine shacks
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gave way to good brick or stone build-
ings, schools and churches.

Big oil companies, such as Prairie,
Carter, Gulf and Shell, built lease houses
for the use of their employes while the
field was being' developed. It was easy
to identify the camps. The old Prairie
leases were neat white houses trimmed
in green. Carter used gray, trimmed in
white. Gulf, called “Gypsy” by the oil
men, painted everything in gypsy red,
even the fence posts. Dutch Shell stuck
to the royal orange, but after a few
spring rains, sandstorms and weeks un-
der the blistering Oklahoma sun, their
houses turned a pumpkin color and
blended in with the dry grass around
them. They were hard to see from a
distance.

THE MEN WHO worked in the fields
were geologists, oil scouts, engineers,
lease superintendents, drillers, tool dress-
ers, roughnecks and roustabouts. Oil
field boarding houses fed them well from
dishes of white crockery. Big platters of
meat, bowls of vegetables, salads, cakes,
puddings and pies were put on the long,
oilcloth-covered tables at the same time.
The diners sat on wooden benches. There
were no rugs and the floors were scrubbed
every day. The places were clean.
Good-natured jokes were practiced by
the men who had time for them. Soon
after World War I, the veterans had a
reunion in Tulsa. There was a parade
with men from each state marching to-
gether. When the boys from Minnesota
came by they were the finest looking
group I ever saw—all about the same
size, tall, wide-shouldered, and marching

with the precision of a drill team.

“Oklahoma will never match them,” I
thought, with a feeling of jealousy for
my own state, but when the Oklahomans
came along, I felt like a balloon, swollen
with pride. Leading them was a handsome
young roughneck, dressed in working
clothes of the oil field and twirling a
sledge hammer as easily as he might a
swagger stick.

Some time after that I spoke about it
to Mr. Hinderliter, who owned the Hin-
derliter Tool Company. He laughed as he
told me about the sledge hammer the
young man twirled in the parade. He said
it was made with a balsam wood handle
and a head of hollow aluminum. It was
made to play jokes on visiting brass.

During the big stag dinner that year,
the guest of honor was placed at the
right side of Mr. Hinderliter. Next to
the guest was an Oklahoman who was
presented the sledge hammer by a poker-
faced waiter. It was passed from man to
man, being easily twirled by each as it
went along. Just as it came to Mr. Hin-
derliter he appeared to drop it acci-
dentally as he released a real sledge from
beneath the table, letting it hit the floor
with a thud. The real sledge hammer
was passed to the unsuspecting guest,
who soon felt like a lamb in a bunch of
lions.

The men had so much money to play
with, some went in for cattle ranches,
others for lodges in far-away places, trips
around the world, and seeking out art
treasures which could not be found in
their home territory. One collector
brought back paintings which were worth
a fortune and hung them in the lobby,
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dining rooms and halls of a small hotel
in the oil country, where anyone could
enjoy them by wandering through the
place.

Many of those who had made their
fortunes in oil started building and im-
proving the towns where their fortunes
had been made. Streets were paved and
parks set aside. Fine office buildings
were erected to accommodate various de-
partments needed to carry on enterprises
that ‘a few years before had been so
small the individual oil man himself had
attended to it without outside help. He
could no longer carry his leases and con-
tracts in his pockets; a whole floor was
needed for bookkeepers only.

Warehouses were asked to vacate a
corner of their building where the re-
search department could work while their
own place was being built. If the latter
did not have the needed equipment, they
fashioned their own. A five-gallon water
bottle, hitched up to a washing machine
motor, made a fine sand shaker, and
other devices were rigged up by the boys
as the need arose.

Of course, there was an undesirable
element of people who followed the oil
fields. Some, called “squatters,” would
pitch their tents on leases and run a gas
line from their tents to the big lines to
get fuel for heating and cooking. Pipe-
line walkers would tell them to get off
the property, and sometimes the squat-
ters obeyed; other times they had to be
put off by the sheriff. One winter a
pipeline walker felt sorry for a family
with children and pretended he did not
know they were there. He lived to regret
it, because when their tent burned down,
the squatter sued the oil company. He
said he had not been warned of danger.
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THERE WAS another type following

the oil boom who were even less de-
sirable than the squatters. They came in
like vultures, trying to bribe the geol-
ogists and the oil scouts into giving
them valuable information.

There were gamblers and girls who
followed the pay checks, hoping to share
in them without working. Riffraff fol-
lowed the whiskey crowd. They literally
swarmed into one of the new hubs of
activity, a town called Cromwell. Men
who had brought their families there de-
cided the rough crowd would have to go.

SR TR

First meeting of the “Midcontinent Oil Scouts and Land Men” at Sapulpa, Oklahoma, November 1922,

These citizens could not get any help
from the regular law enforcement offi-
cers, so they hired a man of their own
choosing. His name was Bill Tilghman.
He was about seventy years old and
had retired from steady work, but agreed
to do the job at Cromwell. He was a
quiet man and never bragged about any-
thing but his riding horse. Cowardice was
not in his make-up.

Bill rounded up a bunch of outlaws
and then found out that no one would
help him take them to jail, so he hand-

(Continued on page 40)

Stuck in the mud in Seminole during oil boom days.

Courtesy Division of Manuscripts, University of Oklahoma Library
. = ; .
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“HOW HIGH can he go when he’s

so far underground?” I wondered
as I watched Elmer Snider climb the lad-
der. Light from his torch seemed to make
the lime formation around us move; as
he climbed higher, it showed off the
rust, white, and yellow hues of the pot-
hole above him. Elmer reached the wood-
en platform which was buttressed by
iron and, walking over it, leaned his
torch against the railing.

I held my breath in anticipation as he
lit a magnesium tape and picked up a
small wooden mallet. I was about to
hear a tune played on the Grand Organ
of Musical Stalactites, one of the most
unusual underground ecuriosities in the
world.

It was the summer of 1889. I had re-
cently arrived in Manitou, Colorado, and
one of the first things I had heard about

was that wonderful organ located in
the Grand Caverns in nearby Cave Moun-
tain. I had come from Prince Edward
Island, Canada, and in all that farmland
had never seen a hill taller than a two-
story house, nor a hole as deep as the
Caverns were reported to be.

When I had some time off from hop-
ping bells at one of the local hotels,
I decided to go hear the organ. I walked
up Ute Pass, past Rainbow Falls, and
600 feet above the falls to the Grand
Caverns entrance. Because the cave was
a “must” for tourists a lot of people
passed me riding on burros and in car-
riages.

Across the entrance was a wooden
shed with a doorway, in which a man
stood to take admissions. I joined the
crowd waiting to get in. I was sixteen,
and while we waited I admired the pretty

girls dressed like real ladies in hats and
long dresses. Some of them carried
parasols.

Finally, the man at the door announced
it cost $1.00 to take the tour, and gave
each of us a lighted lantern which
burned oil and had a reflector behind it.
With a guide in front and one in back,
both carrying torches, our party of about
twenty-five started through the Grand
Caverns on a walk which would last an
hour and extend nearly three-fourths of
a mile.

We stopped briefly near the entrance
in Bee Line Vestibule so that some of us
could pay tribute to Ulysses S. Grant.
We added loose stones at hand to a
sizeable pile started originally by an
admirer of the general. The rock pile
had come to be known as the Grant
Monument. 3

A MOUNTAIN’S STRANGE
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By W. S. “BILL"” CROSBY
as told to HANK GIVENS

Photos Courtesy Author

There were three routes from the
vestibule leading to separate groups of
chambers and back again. We took two
of these routes and saw many fossils, as
well as interesting rock formations such
as the Ape, the Owl, the Banyan Tree,
the Wreck, and Horseshoe Tunnel. In a
small room we saw the remains of a
petrified Indian. Owners of the Grand
Caverns had found it in nearby Red Rock
Cafion, and transplanted it to the caverns
for tourists to see.

Whenever we came to something in-
teresting, the guides lit magnesium tapes
whose brilliant blue light lasted about
a minute. The tapes were a foot long,
very thin, and resembled pieces of tin.
They made more smoke than the torches
and lanterns, but you could surely see
the formations while the light lasted.

I TRIED HARD to comprehend the facts

the guide was giving to us. He said
that the twenty-four rooms of the cav-
erns were carved in Cave Mountain
hundreds of thousands of years before,

Left, Guadalupe Dome, one of the more
spectacular rooms in the Grand Cavemns.
Shown is the ladder that Elmer Snider,
back in 1889, climbed to reach the platform
to hammer out tunes on the Grand Organ.
At bottom left is photographer Cloyd
Brunson, and at center Guy S. Boyd, former
traffic manager of the Cave of the Winds
Company.

True West



when water entered the limestone. Rooms
and passages started to form when water
seeped slowly through crevices, remov-
‘ing the firm rock little by little. As the
openings were enlarged the water in-
creased until it was river-like in propor-
tion. Grit and gravel combined with
whirlpool action to cut big pot-holes
and domes. The rooms and passages were
gradually deepened as the water forced
its way through a lower outlet.

Much later, the guide said, the cavities
were converted by nature into the present
wonderland. The slow seepage of surface
water through layers of limestone took
up part of the lime in solution, and
when it reached the ceiling it left small
deposits of calcium carbonate. The con-
stant drip and slow evaporation finally
formed a good supply of stalactites and

small delicate growths resembling plant
are shown holding lanternis which each

visitor was given to help light his way on

The cadence might be a little slow for present-day ears, the hour-long tour.

ongers’ Museum

Courtesy Guy S. Boyd Colleﬁo,

This shed was the entrance to the Grand
Caverns near Manitou, Colorado. The men

but it thrilled the straw-hat and wasp-waist crowd

structures. Stalagmites and other decora-
tions were gradually built up when the
moisture on the ceilings dripped faster
than it could evaporate and fell on walls
and floors.

The Grand Caverns were inactive, so
the walls and walks were dry. We didn’t
have to stoop once during the walk. Sur-
prisingly, the air was fresh. I was im-
pressed with all these natural wonders,
but I was still more interested in seeing
and hearing the stalactite organ, and
kept wondering if maybe the guides
had forgotten to point it out; maybe we
had passed it by.

We returned to the vestibule, and
started off in another direction, back
into Cave Mountain. Beyond a large
chamber called the Opera House which
was 500 feet long and had a ceiling at
least 60 feet from floor level, we went
up an iron stairway and into Guadalupe
Dome. While one of the guides was de-
scribing the unusual roem I was watch-
ing Elmer Snider ascend an iron ladder.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the guide was
saying, “if you think youwve already
witnessed how curiosities and beauty
have been blended by means of forma-
tions and hugeness into one of nature’s
magnificent creations, I assure you that
you haven’t seen anything yet!”

Elmer climbed a little higher.

“Ladies and gentlemen, how would
you like to hear a selection played on a
real stalactite organ?” the guide asked.
Organ of musical stalactites. “Just keep an eye on the guide climbing
the ladder.”

(Continued on page 53)
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Courtesy Oregon Historical Society

Neighboring ranchers and their wives having lunch at the chuck wagon with some of Peter French’'s ranch crew in the days when
French had a 120,000 acre ranch in central Oregon.

DEATH COMES TGO

IT WAS the day after Christmas, 1897,
as Tebo Ortego told it later in court.
As head vaquero of the P-Ranch in the
Blitzen Valley of Oregon, he was opening
the gate which separated Sagebrush
field from Wright field when he noticed
a stranger at the north gate. Motioning
for the waqueros to run the cattle into
the new pasture, Ortego had ridden back
around the herd looking for Peter
French, owner of the P-Ranch.

“Boss,” he’d called, “somebody’s com-
ing.”

Peter French pulled up his horse and
turned to look. The stranger had passed
through the gate and was back in his
saddle. “I know that s-o-b,” French said
to Ortego. “T’ll take care of him quick.”

Giving his horse a slap with the wil-
low he’d cut to use in driving the herd,
French rode off. Ortego followed short-
ly, holding back a little to oversee the
movement of the herd.

There had been trouble in Oregon
ever since the homesteaders had come,
when the end of the Indian wars had
made the white man’s scalp safe in that
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An ordinary bullet merely hastened what a lost love

and an endangered empire had already started...

By BEN WERNER

part of the country. Twenty years had
passed, and Peter French was involved
in several dozen lawsuits with settlers
to determine the ownership of Blitzen
Valley land. To protect P-Ranch from
what cattlemen considered the depre-
dations of the settlers, Peter French had
made a ruling that fall that nobody—
absolutely nobody—was to come onto the
P-Ranch holdings without his permis-
sion. This ruling had made him extremely
unpopular with the settlers, and early in
December somebody had taken a pot-
shot at Peter—and missed. Plenty more
would like to get a chance, it was
rumored up and down the valley.

In the 1880s, things had been different.

Then Mrs. French was in the White
House at Peter’s headquarters ranch;
then the great house was opened to
friend and stranger alike, with Western
hospitality extended to all who came;
then the neighboring ranchers drove for
miles to bask in that hospitality, and
remained to burn their brands in the
logs around Peter’s big fireplace.

RTEGO was never quite clear on just

what happened when Peter rode up
to meet the intruder at the gate that
frosty morning. Other people said, at
the trial, that in the argument which
followed, Peter had beaten the man over
the head and shoulders with the willow

True West



Courtesy Oregon Historical Society

The White House which Peter French built
for his bride, the lovely Ella Glenn, daugh-
ter of a wealthy California rancher.

OREGON'S
CATTLE
KING

whip he carried, but Ortego hadn’t seen
that. He only knew that the stranger
had whipped out a gun and, as Peter
wheeled his horse, a shot cracked on the
winter air. Then Peter slumped in his
saddle, the horse reared, and Peter
French toppled to the ground, to lie
there, still and dead.

(Continued on page 50) Courtesy Oregon Historical Society

- Peter French
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Wuld Old Days !

NEW WORD IN THE WEST
By Don Buchan

BLIZZARD! This apt and picturesque

word conjures up shivers and a sense
of roaring wind and driven snow, almost
as fine as flour, filling one’s eyes and
nose and making breathing only a series
of gasps.

Pry to think of another word as per-
fectly descriptive and you will find it dif-
ficult. But the word blizzard as applied
to a howling snowstorm originated only
100 years ago.

Here’s the true account, taken from the
diary of the Rev. Mr. Romanzo A. Coates,
a pioneer in founding the town of Spenc-
er, Towa. The Rev. Mr. Coates was the
first postmaster there and also a Free
Baptist minister.

His home was unusual because, al-
though constructed of native logs, it had
an upper story. During the winter
months, Lephe Wells Coates, his wife,
taught school in the upper room. The
children of Mr. and Mrs. Ridley arrived
there on November 29, 1867. Mrs. Ridley
—the Esther for whom Estherville, Iowa,
was named—wanted her children to
master the three R’s. The Ridleys came
after their children on March 9, 1868
when it was storming. The Ridley chil-
dren called the snowstorm a “blizzard.”

IT BEGAN as a family joke. One day

Mrs. Coates was reading her Free Bap-
tist paper, The Morning Star. 1t con-
tained a story about a man named Mr.
Blizzard who had a raging temper. Mr.
Blizzard demanded—and got—hot corn-
bread with each meal. One day Mrs. Bliz-
zard’s oven failed and the terrible tem-
pered Mr. Blizzard was so enraged he
chased the family out-of-doors and they
were compelled to take refuge in the
barn.

Soon after reading this article Mrs.
Coates looked out her window one day
and said, “My, but this is a regular Old
Man Blizzard of a storm.” The Coates
family had come to Iowa from a wooded
section of Wisconsin and were unaccus-
tomed to the terrible snowstorms that
swept across the open prairie with such
violence.

It became a household byword, used
at every opportunity, and the Ridley
children adopted it. When the Ridleys
were back in Estherville, they continued
to call a howling snowstorm a blizzard. A
village wit used the word and carried it
to the town of Spirit Lake and some
thought it originated there. It first ap-
peared in print in the Estherville news-
paper, The Vindicator.

30

Franklin, Wells Coates of Spencer be-
came a well-known writer, and he used
the word in various short stories which
appeared in The Youth’s Companion.

Eventually it found its way into com-
mon usage and is now in our dictionaries.

THE TALE OF CUDDY FLOUR
By Berta Averett

OHN CUDDY, the youngest of ten

children, came to America when he
was six years old. He learned the ma-
chinist trade and, at eighteen, left Boston
for California, sailing around the Horn.

He hired out in the mines for about
four years, then went to the Puget Sound
country and worked in a sawmill (Meigs
and Company) where he became the head
sawyer and superintendent over 300 men.
Later he was engineer on a tug boat.
Here he met another Irishman, Ed Tyne.

They found things in common right away.

In 1865, when the gold fields were
bringing people to Idaho and homestead-
ers were taking land along the rivers,
these two Irishmen wanted to get in on
the boom. They went to California and
purchased a stock of general merchan-
dise, paint, liquor, tobacco and groceries.
This they shipped up the coast to Port-
land, then down the Columbia to Uma-
tilla. From Umatilla it was hauled by
freight to Boise.

They opened a store called Cuddy and
Tyne’s on what was the main street in
Boise. Their ad was one of the largest in
the tri-weekly Statesman. There were
table and pie fruits and such items as
candles, powder shot and caps. Their
liquor stock was the largest and best ever
brought into the Territory. Below the
list of things they advertised were the
words, “All of which we offer whole-
sale, cheap for cash, call and examine

Courtesy Mrs, W. E. Averett, Council, |daho
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‘our stock and see for yourself, Our motto

is: ‘Small profits—cash down or no
sales?” = : {

It was about this time that settlers
coming in to Boise told of grass chin
high to a man on horseback and of big
pines only seven miles from farmland.
Homesteaders in Boise were building
houses of cottonwood for lack of any-
thing better.

Cuddy and Tyne sold their store, went
to San Francisco and bought machinery
for a sawmill and a grist mill. Cuddy
selected as the site for the mill and his
homestead, 160 acres at the base of what
is now known as Cuddy Mountain. On the
banks of a little stream fed by the melting
snow of Cuddy Mountain, he built his
sawmill. A half-mile flume was built to
carry water to the eighteen-inch turbine.

Late in 1879 John Cuddy and Ed
Tyne made another trip to San Fran-
cisco for more machinery, and Ed’s two
sisters came home with him. Dehlia, the
youngest, had come to America in 1865.
Dehlia met John Cuddy, and it wasn’t
long before John claimed her as his bride.

The first winter they were married
their nearest neighbor was seven miles
away. Mail came only once a week and
snow was so deep they didn’t get out or
their neighbors in for three months. The
people of the valley were glad to have
Cuddy’s Mill as before it was built, from
fourteen to twenty-one days were re-
quired to haul their flour over roads that
were really only wagon trails.

IN THE beginning many jokes were

made about Cuddy flour. In fact, pa-
trons said that the flour was dark and
coarse because the millstones were upside
down. Old-timers say it remained that
way for years, until a couple of me-
chanics happened by and found the
trouble.

It was in 1889 that Cuddy changed his
grist mill to a roller type. Mr. Cuddy
took three friends with him when he
went to Weiser to haul it home. It took
nine freight teams. On the return trip
they camped at the Hitt place on Mann’s
Creek. Dave Allison had bought a paper
while at Weiser, and took it out to read
as they sat around the campfire. In it
he found this poem, written by Seven
Devils Johnson, a miner in the Seven
Devils mining camp.

Cuddy Flour

I’'m setting on a mountain high,

With blood and thunder in my eye,

For I've been trying for an hour,

To bake a cake of Cuddy flour,

But damm the stuff, it will not rise,

And that’s why blood is in my eyes,

It’s not because the dough’s not sour,

For sour as hell is Cuddy flour.

Cuddy laughed as Allison read the
poem. The paper explained that the poem
was written in good spirit toward Mr.
Cuddy, and was aimed as a farewell to
his burr mill flour.

A lady who lived at Brownlee objected
to the Johnson poem and wrote to the
paper about it, signing her name “The
Mono Miner.” By this time the roller
flour was on the market and Johnson
wrote another which was published by
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Boise, 1864

the Salubria Citizen.

Reply to the Mono Miner
Here I am compelled to say
That Mono Miner went astray,
He said I did the flour defame
And call it every ugly name,
"Twas not the flour my dagger hit,
But bran and shorts and millstone
grit,
And other stuff mixed in the flour
That made my even temper sour.
Although I'd rather praise than
blame
No matter what the subject’s name.
And when I know the flour is good,
By tests its merits understood,
I'll wield my pen to help it rise
In glowing tribute to the skies.

FTER this poem appeared in the local

paper, Cuddy sent Johnson a sample
of his flour, and Johnson then wrote the
following poem:

Cuddy Flour No. 2
Friend Cuddy now our troubles cease,
And we henceforth can live in peace!
The flour I've tried from roller mill
In every instance fills the bill.
No better flour was ever made.
By flouring mills of any grade.
Keep up your lick, and make good
flour,
And in the land become a power,
For good that no one can deny,
Although they search with evil eye
Such flour as this in every place,
Would sanctify the human race,
Your customers would never cease
To wave the olive branch of peace
And sing and shout with all their
power,
For roller mills and Cuddy flour.

These questionable works of poetry
brought many laughs to the people of
the valley, but for all the jokes, John
Cuddy was loved and respected by all
who knew him. The whole Weiser Valley
is proud of this pioneer.

At the time of the poem exchange
Cuddy’s Mill was serving many towns
which are gone now. There were the
Cuddy Mountain Mines (Ruthburg, Min-
eral, Indian Valley, the Seven Devils
mines about twenty miles over the moun-
tain from Cuddy’s). There was Black
Lake Town, Curprum, Landore, Decora,
Helena and Copperola. The Blue Jacket
was a little town in itself. None of these
is left now except for a few people at
Curprum. Only four or five live there
all year round.

We sometimes spend days at a time
up in these old camps high in the pines.
Trees are so thick that across the canyon
they look like a great green carpet cover-
ing the mountainsides. The area is full
of beautiful clear creeks full of fish, and
so cold your teeth ache when you drink
from them. It is now one of Idaho’s many
primitive areas where no man may build
a road or a resort, where nature exists
as God first made it.

A deer, an elk or perhaps a bear, a
snowshoe rabbit, or the gray camp rob-
ber is sure to pay you a visit. Legend
has it that the camp robber is the spirit
of an old miner returning to see if his
claim is safe, and if you’re alone in an
old camp digging for bottles, or on the
bank of a lonely stream catching a mess
of rainbows, you sometimes feel that
just maybe the legend is true.

GHOSTS OF
THE BUTCHER KNIFE GOLD RUSH

By H. M. Travis

ASHINGTON has a number of aban-
doned camps and towns, derelicts of
the gold discoveries of the 1860s. Liberty,
a small, quiet community in the Swauk
Valley is such a place, backed by the

. high escarpments of Table Mountain. Lo-

cated some eighteen miles north of
Ellensburg, a party of prospectors in
1867 were following an old Indian trail
and found gold particles. They named
(Continued on page 38)
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N 1886, while North Dakota was still

part of Dakota Territory, a hearty
enterprising Dane named Peter Nels
Filscov drove into Cando, a tiny com-
munity which consisted of a land office
and the great Northern depot, to sign
for a homestead claim. He had selected
a tract of black land a few miles south
of the present site of Egeland and in-
tended to put down a well and build a
farm that people would remember.

Peter Filscov was a pharmacist, drug-
store owner, and Watkins agent and had
been all over the rich Dakota prairie.
From Grafton, a small community near
the Minnesota border, he and his favor-
ite horse, “Johnnie,” had bounced around
from claim to claim selling Watkins’
household and drug products. Pete’s
wages were fifty dollars, plus fifty per-

- cent of the profits from all other agents
he could secure.

Pete claimed Johnnie was the best
horse alive—more than once the animal
had saved his owner’s life, pulling him
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Early thresher in North Dakota.

across unmarked land through snow-
storms so fierce neither could see more
than a foot or two in front of them. All
Pete had to do was give Johnnie his head.
And more than once Johnnie pulled Pete
from his claim to Grafton and back, a
distance of ninety miles each way.

On his claim, Peter had the usual dif-
ficulties at first—building his plank-
and-sod house, doing his cooking, break-
ing up the land. One of his neighbors, a
highly respected widow named Mary
Rein, was a big help. “Hard as nails and
strong as a horse,” Pete described her,
but she was anxious to make something
of herself and provide a home for her
boy. She helped Pete with his cooking
and he helped her with plowing and put-
ting in a crop. Each spoke only broken
English but that, in combination with
Pete’s Danish and the widow’s native
Norwegian, got them through.

Besides helping Pete, Mrs. Rein baked
bread for single men and helped other
pioneer women in the area with their

By RUTH L. REID

Photos Courtesy Author

household chores. Her methods were not
always approved for, among other things,
she fried liver too hard and mixed butter
with her bare hands, but she truly was a
responsible person and was loved by all
who knew her.

Pete’s commuting back and forth to
Grafton was partly business and partly
pleasure, for soon he had proposed to
and was accepted by Frances Smith, a
milliner whose shop was next to Pete’s
drugstore. She had been born “in a
steamboat cabin out on the open prairie.”
The structure had been taken from an
abandoned vessel on the Red River and
hauled to her father’s claim by oxen.

AFTER more settlers had taken up land

near Pete’s claim, a school was estab-
lished (Pete having donated the land for
it) and a teacher was hired to come in
and give instructions to the kids. At that
time, most of the single men in the com-
munity were living in the Paulsons’ new
house, where the teacher also intended to

True West



Gold waited in the earth fof determined men

to discover it. Some used a miner’s spade,

others used a plowshare

Promiised Land

Lunchtime during threshing on Pete’s farm

Cur’resy lla Plemel

near Grand Forks, North Dakota. Pete and wife stand at extreme right. Below, the Filscovs

(at left) with some pioneer neighbors in a field of sugar beets.

live. They ranged all the way from nice
attractive fellows to an ugly, though
decent, man who had a wooden leg and
only one eye. The other eye was glass.
He could not hear well, either, but he—
along with all the others—tried to shine
up to the new schoolmarm. However,
she high-hatted the whole bunch of them
most thoroughly, refusing even the
friendship of Pete Filscov, whose wife
temporarily had remained at her Grafton
shop.

One night the men got back at her.
While she was at a dance, they apparent-
ly persuaded her roommate, a local girl,
to let the one-eyed, one-legged man sleep
in the room’s double bed. Very late that
night (North Dakota dances started at
ten and stopped at three), the school-
teacher returned and retired beside her
“roommate.”

When the teacher awoke the next morn-
ing she saw an unattached wooden leg
leaning against a piece of furniture and—

(Continued on page 36)
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- THERE WAS A

One of our readers decided to "check us out.”

He risked time and money. Our risk was less—

because Maurice Kildare was our author!

By ART GARWOOD

Photos Courtesy Author

IT IS FUNNY sometimes how things

happen. I have some friends, Dick and
his wife Zee. My wife’s name is Betty.
Dick and his wife came to see us one
night. As he walked through the door-
way he had an excited look on his face.
He seemingly could not wait until he got
hold of my arm and sort of pushed me
out into the kitchen where he stopped
under a bright light. He carried in his
other hand a copy of TRUE WEST
magazine. I surprised him when I pro-
duced a copy of my own. The story which
he wanted to bring to my attention was
the one on Dearborn Crossing. Most all
people have hobbies of some sort. Mine
happens to be reading about early days
in the West—pioneer days. I have always
had a desire to actually find gold.

At that time I was working in Helena,
Montana. Dick and his wife lived out of
town, consequently we did not get to-
gether for visits very often.

Courtesy Oscar E. Milot

Above, top: Art and Dick with their dredge,
ready to go up the Dearborn River in
search of the old town. Above, a view of
Dearbormn as it looks today. Right, Hubert
Alphonse Milot's store, post office and vl : e’ |
home built in Dearborn in 1880, shown here ; ook, Ol g % TP :

in 1883. . - §
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DEARBORN

Tressnre

In the days that followed, when at
work I would inquire of some of the old-
timers if they happened to know anything
about Dearborn Crossing and especially
if they knew where it was located. I was
surely surprised to discover that there
were so many people who had lived in
the Helena area for many years who
knew absolutely nothing about Dearborn.
This put my wife and me to thinking.
This article in TRUE WEST magazine
was said to be authentic, but was it?

I went to look up another friend of
mine, Ben. Now Ben had lived in and
around Helena all of his life and natives
looked upon him as a sort of authority
on bygone days. I was quite sure he
would be able to tell me about Dearborn.

Ben actually did have some knowledge
of the place and said that it was located
not too far distant. That was the best
news I’d had so far. But when it came
down to the fine points Ben could not
tell us exactly where I could locate the
site mentioned in the magazine. His
knowledge of it was more or less vague
—just a recollection that Dearborn did

equel |

exist at one time.

This uncertain part continued to re-
main on Betty’s and my mind. We tele-
phoned Dick and his wife, suggesting
that they drive into Helena the coming
Friday with the idea of spending the
weekend on our search for Dearborn
Crossing.

We got a large map of Montana and
using the, clues taken from the maga-
zine, decided we knew where Dearborn
should be. We loaded up our cars and
started out. We had food, picks, shovels
and sleeping bags.

There was a feeling hanging over us
that we’d fail this first time and it would
be a wild goose chase, but nevertheless
we began with lots of enthusiasm. If
nothing else we would enjoy being out
in the open.

RRIVING at a place called Four
Corners, where there was a gas sta-
tion, repair shop and cafe, we decided
to stop for a bit of lunch—and maybe
ask a few questions. Dick asked if he
should be the one to inquire for it seemed

that everyone I had asked about Dear-
born en route had given me a funny look
as much as to say, “You surely are lost.”

Dick asked the cafe owner if he knew
where Dearborn Crossing was, and we
learned that we were only three miles
from Dearborn River. The owner knew
nothing about Dearborn town but we felt
that when we got to the river we would
be able to carry out our own little ex-
pedition. From the crossroads gas station
we had a modern road down to the river
—a bad sign as we were expecting to
have to travel on some wagon trail should
we ever get near the historic Dearborn.

By now all of us had the gold fever
to a high degree—even thinking of what
we would do if we struck it rich. Funny,
what a feeling of that sort is like. It
sort of peps one up. Fills one full of
enthusiasm, blots out all the week-day
troubles. All tiredness left us, and al-°
most immediately.

It was quite a sensation to reach
Dearborn River. Now we could relive the
highlights in the magazine story.

And then came disappointment. After
reaching the river and getting out and
looking around, the magic of it all started
to dwindle. There were too many people
—people fishing, people at picnics, and
motorists just getting some sun. We
were afraid that we were too much in
civilization to be anywhere near Dear-
born Crossing. All of us felt deflated.
Our hope of finding gold was lost, for
here we were in surroundings too mod-
ern.

Only Dick showed some spirit. “Well,
we came out here to find Dearborn,” he
said, “let’s do something about it.”

But I think he, too, shared our feel-
ings that the old town might have been
just a hoax since we had not been able
to locate one person who definitely had
any information about it. Even the peo-

In 1878, Dearborn Crossing had two hotels, a stage station, a saloon and a school.
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ple we met at the river had never heard
of Dearborn. 4 s
 Yet somehow the looks of the river
impressed us as being exactly like the
river in the magazine story; that is, if
‘it hadn’t been so populated. Betty said,
“I know there is gold in that river, but
- we’ll never find it this weekend. Let’s
return sometime and start over.”

THIS WE DID, two weeks later, and
we brought along a portable gold
dredge and a metal detector. This time
we were determined not only to locate
Dearborn but to actually find some gold.
When we reached the river we were
ahead of any fishermen or family gather-
ing. Still, we decided to go up the river
to make our base camp. We wanted to
be by ourselves.

Dick is a little younger than I am so
after making camp he decided he was
going to make a short expedition and
said if he located anything of special
importance he would double back and
get us. The rest of us decided to use
hand pans and try our luck for gold
along the river bank. I kept at it steady
but Betty and Zee could always find
time to stop and examine some strange
looking rocks, which of course were of
no value.

In an hour or so Dick came rushing
back. He had a smile on his face that
reached ear to ear. He had discovered

 the City of Dearborn. We could not get

. back to it quick enough. It seemed im-
possible. But as we neared, behold, there
was the old hotel and one other old
building. Believe me, we were four happy
people. Our expedition was a success.
We had found our town. Now maybe we
would find our gold.

The first thing we did was some good
honest looking. We tried to put ourselves
in the places of the people in the maga-
 zine article. We even ventured around

- the buildings. Dick went down' into the
hotel basement. We found that the back

~ of the hotel had been washed away by

a flood.

We soon got organized and started
to use the detector. I was standing next
to Dick when the detector gave off its
signal. Sure enough, we had struck
something! Our spade clicked as it hit
the metal. We worked carefully. It was
an old pie plate.

However, we did find some very old
bottles which had value, and Betty dug
up a jug. Zee discovered one small bottle
with the label still intact—Lydia Pink-
ham.

After checking around the old town-
site we came to the conclusion that at
one time it had been a rather substantial
town. Even though many years have
passed, some of the trails are still
present. The writer about Dearborn
Crossing in TRUE WEST surely had to
have been there to capture the word
picture presented in the story. We de-
cided the river is not like it was, that it
had less water. And I doubt if anyone
hunting for gold has ever seen a rock
bed like the one we were looking at. If
gold were lost or cached there years ago,
then it surely could still be there.

It is funny how strong one is when
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he gété excited and enthusiastic. The

way we handled our dredge, an onlooker
would think we were professional gold
miners. True, it was a rough job getting
it up there but we were determined to
try our luck. Dick and I could hardly
wait to get it in operation.

Zee got into the water on one side of
the dredge. I worked on the other side.
Betty decided she would record our ad-
venture for the future so she spent mucgh
of her time taking pictures. Dick took
the job of diving.

The trout seemed to be actually tame.
They acted as if they were trying to
help us, or wanted to, and gave us the
impression as they stayed nearby that
they knew what we were looking for.
The water was cool even during this
hottest part of the year. But when one
has hopes—especially of locating gold—
who feels?

I guess professional gold hunters do
not tell everything they know, so T won’t
either—except to state that our dredging
experiences stretched out over a number
of weekends and we plan to continue
next summer. Yes, we found color. Who
can say where it came from!

Maybe payday is just around the cor-
ner. But if it isn’t, all of us have been
having a lot of fun and excitement in the
outdoors due to Dick’s and my reading
the same magazine. I doubt if many peo-
ple check on writers to learn if his or
her stories are true. Certainly that
wasn’t our motive at first. Our idea was
just to relive some of the experiences
told about in the Dearborn Crossing ar-
ticle. But adventure is waiting every-
where.

Peter Filscov’s Promised Land
(Continued from page 33)
realizing with whom she’d been sleeping
—she let out a screech that would have
awakened the dead. That incident appar-
ently cured her of the high horse, how-

ever.

After Pete and his wife were well
established in a two-room wooden house
with regular drop siding, Pete brought
into the kitchen a baby mule which had
lost its mother and tried to keep it alive
by feeding it from a nursing bottle. Be-
cause it was a cute, ornery critter, the
couple made much of it, petting it as
though it were a baby. That was all
right while it was small but as it grew,
it wanted the babying to continue. Even
after the Filscovs assigned it to the barn,
the mule devised schemes to get back into
the kitchen, even rubbing a hole in the
screen door they had put up to keep it
out.

“That’s the biggest pest yet,” Pete
used to mutter. Even after it was nine
months old it considered the house its
home (as the saying went, “A home is a
place where they have to take you if you
come”). The young animal also ate every-
thing in sight, including clothes from
Mrs. Filscov’s line, milk from the pails
while the cows were being milked, and
the hired men’s lunches.

One Sunday Pete’s wife invited Alfred
Peterson and Hans Johnson for a fried
chicken dinner with all the fixings. The

guests had just been served when in
came the mule and began emptying the
plates, one by one. No shooing, shoving,
or yelled commands budged it and finally
the three men had to lift it bodily and
chain it in the barn. But before they
were seated it had pulled itself loose and
was back in the house, dragging the
chain.

Mrs. Filscov burst into tears as she
tried to reassemble the remains of her
meal, and the men carried the mule back
outside, tying it more securely and lock-
ing the barn’s strong outer door to keep
the pest inside.

After that, Pete built a high-sided stall
but the mule climbed into its manger and
jumped over the high side into the next
manger and got out. Anyway, despite all
the trouble that mule caused, Pete
wouldn’t sell or shoot it. He loved equines.

OHNNIE, the horse that had hauled

Pete back and forth from Grafton,
lived to be thirty-eight years old. Near
the last it had to be fed cream of wheat
and milk, much to the disgust of the hired
man, Axel Johnson. The horse ate a whole
kettle of the stuff, at least twenty-five
quarts, twice a day. Once Axel threatened
to shoot Johnnie but Pete warned him, “If
you shoot that horse, Ill shoot you!”

Pete’s friendly patience and enterprise,
added to his confidence in the future,
paid off. Of course, the phenomenal
amount of labor he and his teams put
into the claim were also responsible for
his success. Often he worked steadily,
day after day, from four o’clock in the
morning until long after dusk. Soon a
large, roomy house had taken the place
of the two-room claim shack. His pioneer
neighbors’ homes changed too. I remem-
ber when my mother first visited me in
North Dakota in 1920 she remarked with
delighted wonder, “Why! Every farm-
house here is a palace!”

It was almost true. Impressive, eight-
room, two-story gabled attics could be
seen on each side of the fine graveled
roads all the way from Grand Forks to
Cando.

There had, indeed, been a fortune in
the black soil brought down from Canada
by prehistoric glaciers and deposited on
the northern plains. That glacial drift
and the final melting of the ice had
formed the great Lake Agassiz Region
along the Red River of the North and
the fertile prairies to the north and west.
Northern spring wheat, fine seed flax,
potatoes that were second to none and,
later, prime sugarbeets, enriched the
owners of that homestead land.

In 1913, returning by train from a tour
of three U. S. National Parks, I awoke
to see those fields of harvested wheat. The
great shocks stretched out as far as I
could see as, hour after hour, the train
chugged through the countryside. To me,
no single view in any of the great Na-
tional Parks had as much grandeur as
the sight of that beautiful wheat, Peter
Nels Filscov must have felt the same way
when he surveyed the work he had done,
the land that had responded to his work
and will. T hope so, for it would have
been a fitting and wonderful reward.

True West



CHOOLHOUSE LYNCHING

This time the Three R’s
stood for
Roughhouse
Rafter and
Regret

Pen and ink sketch of the completed

schoolhouse where the Weaver

brothers met death.

HARPER COUNTY, like many other
Kansas counties which were born
during the first two decades after the
Civil War, was marked for trouble from
the start. Its establishment and organi-
zation was an out and out fraud.

Under the laws of the young state,
the various counties were created and
their boundaries located by the state
legislature well in advance of settlement.
As soon as there were 600 inhabitants
in a prescribed area, the law allowed
them to elect officers and select a county
seat. As a result all unsettled counties
were prime targets for swindlers.

In 1873 Harper County’s only “in-
habitants” were a few roving buffalo
hunters. Three of these gentlemen banded
together and built a cabin on the banks
of Bluff Creek. When finished, they
bestowed upon it the official name of
Bluff City. Inside the flimsy structure
they set up a row of buffalo skulls, giv-
ing each one a name, and proceeded to
elect the skulls to the various county
offices. As proof of the number of re-
quired inhabitants, the swindlers pre-
pared a register of over 600 names. With
this document in hand, they appeared
in the state capital and obtained ap-
proval for the final organization of the
county.

When they returned to the Bluff Creek
cabin the swindlers held another election
to vote in $40,000 worth of bonds for
building a courthouse and to cover other
incidentals. Quite naturally, this passed
with a whopping three to nothing ma-
jority. The bonds were taken to St. Louis,

March-April, 1969

By IVAN L. PFALSER

Photos Courtesy Author

sold for $30,000, and the three divided
the money and disappeared.

It was not until 1878 that the county
was legally reorganized by actual settlers
who cleared the county’s name by paying
off the illegal bonds.

Eight years later on the night of April
19, 1886, Harper County disgraced itself
again, but for the last time, by the only
recorded mob action ever taken by its
citizens. It all started when a family
named Weaver settled on a farm near
the town of Danville. Comparatively
well-to-do, the Weavers took possession
of several quarter-sections of land. There
was considerable talk at the time as to
how they obtained possession, as there
was no record of any money changing
hands.

The three sons—Phillip, Henry and
Oliver—ran roughshod over the other
settlers and soon became the terror of
the community. This boldness gradually
turned to lawlessness since their parents
backed them at every turn. The boys did
not hesitate to intimidate neighbors who
had desirable acreage, and many a settler
abandoned his land. Hatred for the Wea-
vers ran much deeper than they knew.

LWAYS on the lookout for a fight,

Henry, while in Danville one day,
picked a fight with Dell Shearer. Though
not suspected at the time, this was the
beginning of the end. Shearer gave Hen-
ry a severe beating and sent him home.
The next day Mr. Weaver and the boys
were back in Danville looking for Shearer
but he could not be found even when a

The Weaver brothers’ gravestone in the
Spring Grove Cemetery was erected by
the citizens of Anthony, Kansas.

reward was offered.

On February 22, a few weeks later,
the boys met up with Shearer but Shearer
ignored their threats and rode out of
town. When he returned they were still
waiting. In the fight which ensued,
Shearer was shot and left for dead.

Sheriff I. P. Couch arrested the three
boys and took them to the county seat,
Anthony, for a preliminary hearing.
Tempers were running high in the
county and rumors were -circulating
about forming a lynch mob. As a pre-
caution, county officials rushed the pris-
oners to Wellington where the nearest
jail was located. Here they stayed for
several weeks until things quieted down
and word was received that Shearer was
not dead.

On April 18 the Weaver boys were

(Continued on page 48)
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" Wild Old Days
i - (Continued from page 31)
 the site Discovery Bar.

 The ensuing rush to the fields in that

area was known as the “butcher knife
gold rush.” Men flocked in using pocket

| knives, kitchen knives or any other im-

plement with which they could pry out

 the gold nuggets. The value of the nug-

gets ran from $65 to as high as $1,350
each. Then when the miners had taken
off the cream of the crop, Chinamen from
the mines in California arrived in 1884
to clean up the diggings of what was

 left.

In the 1950s Liberty had a population of
about twenty-five persons. A tiny wooden
~ building located on a boardwalk with
steps leading down to the main street
is what is left of School No. 4, where
the last pupil left long ago.

John Churchill worked his claim,
the Yellow Jacket, for nineteen years
~ with modest success. So did other
owners of Liberty’s 100 mining claims.
But at the present time the town may
be doomed because its buildings are said
to be located on an invalid claim—an
“occupancy trespass” of federal prop-
erty. The few remaining sourdoughs laid
“aside their picks and shovels to do
verbal battle with Uncle Sam.

A winding, dusty road leads off the
Naches highway to a second ghost camp,
past Goose Prairie, a small natural
meadow alive with the color of wild
flowers in spring, acres of blue lupine
and gay vanilla leaf. Elk feed on the
creeping lichens. Then comes Bumping
Lake, so named by David Longmire, a
first settler, because of the broken ap-
pearance of the water flowing as though
it were “bumping” along.

High in the mountains above the lake
lies Copper City. It was in this region
that Jack and Kitty Nelson came to
spend their honeymoon and stayed for
fifty years. The mining area is several
. miles square and is only accessible in the
summer and early fall months, an annual
snowfall of 204 inches keeping the road
impassable the rest of the time. Here
Ruben Root staked out the first claim,
the copper being found in its native
form. Early efforts to get the mineral
- to market proved to be too costly, and
involved too much effort to be successful.
William Carmack, who later filed on
several claims, learned this when he had
to carry out his ore on horseback to
American River some twenty miles below.

The tumbled-down stamp mill, a shack
or two and a two-story bunkhouse are
the only buildings still standing at Cop-
per City. There is an entrance on the
latter which was used when snow piled
so high that the door on the lower level
was covered.

News of the discovery of gold on the
Moses Indian reservation brought miners
. to Washington Territory from Colorado
and Nevada. In 1886 the reservation was
restored to the whites and the rush was
really on! A mining district was formed
and a smelter built at Colville, the center
of activity. Okanogan County became the
“Comstock of Washington.”

Galena developed the gold fever. In 1891
a camp was platted. A forest road wound
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up Silver Creek through a steep-walled
canyon whose sides are now pitted with
abandoned mine shafts. It passes Min-
eral City, from whence a faint trail
points to the Monte Cristo tic-tac-toe,
three-in-a-row. All rose quickly to pros-
perity, and as quickly died down, al-
though as late as 1898 some ore was
being sacked and shipped to a smelter at
Everett. It was near Monte Cristo that
two men named Peabody and Pearsall
took up two claims on the Fourth of July
and named them the Independence and
the 1776 in honor of the day. The Monte
Cristo outdid them all and produced
$6,000,000 worth of ore.

The ghost cities of Colville, Ruby and
Republic are better known, but old-
timers do not forget the smaller sites
like Kettle Falls, Peach and Wallula,
most of which were buried by the back-
waters of the dams on the Columbia
River, their residents scattering to the
four winds. Wallula was not a mining
town but was the starting point for
numerous pack trains hauling supplies
and equipment to the miners of Okano-
gan, Powder River and on to Idaho. Wal-
lula boasted the biggest number of
saloons for a town of its size and the
smallest jail!

BLOOD RAN ON BORDER
By J. Frank Dobie

I remember as a small boy hearing my

elders of the male sex talk and talk
about this “killing” and that “killing.”
Killings were as much a staple of con-
versation as the weather continues to be.
One atom bomb has already killed more
people, I suppose, than all the six-shoot-
ers ever fired in the West. The atom
bomb and the hydrogen bomb are ter-
ribly, mechanically impersonal-—and un-
romantic; the personality of a man with
a six-shooter extends itself somehow to
the instrument—and the gunman is sup-
posed to be romantic, even when he is
a thug murderer. . . .

It takes some imagination to go back
to the most violent of times, say between
the Mexican War of the 1840s and the
end of Reconstruction about ten years
after the Civil War ended.

Violence was nowhere more brutal than
on the border of Texas. A true record
of it makes some of the border ruffians
loom up about as charmingly as Hitler’s
worst Nazis loomed up in their whole-
sale slaughter of Jews and other help-
less and innocent prisoners. From here
on I’m going to quote from the record
left by Jesse Sumpter of Eagle Pass,
who came there about 1851 and lived
until 1910. Following are episodes from
his unpublished reminiscences.

“A very small man by the name of
Cain, a Jew who had built a store in
Eagle Pass, was in the habit of visiting
Saragossa and neighboring towns in
Mexico on trading expeditions. On one
trip he fell in love with a very beautiful
Mexican woman. An American known
only by the name of “Kaintuck,” had also
fallen in love with the same woman.
This woman lived in Saragossa, and it so
happened that her two lovers met in the

same house in the town, and there got
into a quarrel.

“Kaintuck was unarmed, but Cain had
a pistol and a knife on. Kaintuck said to
Cain: ‘I am unarmed, but you are armed,
and I can’t fight you unarmed as I am.’

“At that, Cain pulled off his pistol
and knife and threw them on a table,
stepped away from them, and told Kain-
tuck, ‘Now we are equal.’

“Kaintuck, at that, sprang to the table,
caught up the knife, and killed Cain with
his own weapon. Kaintuck was arrested,
put in prison and guarded by Mexican
soldiers. He bribed the guard to allow
him to escape over the high wall around
the prison. Maybe he did not know about
the guard outside the prison wall; any-
how, when Kaintuck got upon the top
of the wall, the guard on the outside
shot and killed him. Cain’s body was
brought back to Eagle Pass for burial.
(He was murdered in the name of fair
play.)

“Among the desperate men in Eagle
Pass at this time were Varnell, Wash
Russell, Hek Rote, Hank Freeman, Bob
Adams, Bill Johnson, and Bob Augus-
tine.

“Hek Rote on one of his trips to Eagle
Pass met in the street an old Mexican
named Rodriguez from Saragossa, Mexi-
co, and took away from him his horse,
saddle, bridle, and a fine Mexican blanket
worth about $50. The old Mexican made
complaint to the officers; then his prop-
erty was taken away from Hek Rote and
turned over to its owner.

“The next day the Mexican came into
my saloon, and was standing talking to
me when Bob Augustine, a friend of
Rote’s came in. As soon as Augustine
saw the Mexican he made the remark,
‘There is the old . . .” (and ripped out a
lot of oaths) ‘and T’ll knock his brains
out,’ at the same time picking up a chair.
When he drew the chair to strike the old
man, I sprang forward and caught it. He
then let go the chair and started to draw
his pistol. I dropped the chair and caught
Augustine around the waist and thus
fastened both of his arms to his sides so
that he couldn’t draw his pistol.

“While I was holding him in this man-
ner the old Mexican was so: frightened
that he just stood and looked at us. By
that time I hallooed at him in Spanish
to run, which he did, but how fast I
can’t say as I was busy holding Augus-
tine. I held him a good while, for he
seemed to be quite wrathy at me. After
a while he cooled down and said: ‘We’ll
drop this and take a drink. I then let
him loose. That ended the matter. After
Hek Rote left Eagle Pass I heard that
he was killed.

“Bill Johnson on a trip to Eagle Pass
killed the first sergeant of Company E
of the First US Infantry at Fort Duncan.
The sergeant was a very peaceable, sober
sort of man, and very seldom came out
of the fort into town, not more than once
or twice a month. On this occasion he
came down to the Hamilton Saloon, where
several of us took drinks and cigars. I
took a cigar. The sergeant was sitting
on the counter smoking his cigar. Several
of us friends were sitting around and
talking to him,
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- “Bill Johnson stepped up and caught
him by both of his arms and jerked him
off the counter, no word having been
previously, at least just then, passed
between them. I really do not know that
Johnson had ever seen the man before.
After he had jerked the sergeant down
to the floor he kept jumping back and
kicking him toward the door, all the while
saying, ‘Let me go! Let me go!” When
Johnson got right in front of the door
he jerked his knife and stabbed the
sergeant in the breast. Then he turned
him loose and jumped out of the door,
and was never seen in Eagle Pass after
that. The sergeant died a few hours after
he was stabbed, in the hospital at Fort
Duncan.

“Not long after that I heard that John-
son had killed 2 man in or about Waco;
that the citizens ran him down; that he
took refuge in a two-story building; that
he fought them until his ammunition
gave out; that he wounded some of the
men who were attacking him, and that
they hung him out of one of the upper
windows of the house he was in.

“T heard that Hank Freeman and Wash
Russell were both killed up about EI
Paso. Bob Augustine was hung in San
Antonio during the Civil War. From time
to time afterwards I heard of some of the
old desperadoes being killed at different
places, and, according to the best of my
knowledge, they all died with their boots
on.”

Branded Logs and Timber Rustlers
(Continued from page 19)

“The sisters at the school.”

“Catholic sisters?”

“Yes, man.”

“But Catholics drink plenty.”

“They say it is wrong for the Indian
to drink because he gets drunk. They
tell me never to drink because it is easy
to get drunk.” She was tossing pebbles
in the river, flicking them with her
thumb and forefinger, and keeping her
eyes away from me.

“Well, why’d you come then?”

“My father make me for the drink
you give him.”

“Aw, come on, have a drink. I won’t
let you get drunk. I promise I won’t.”

It was then she turned and half
smiled at me. “If you say so, man.” She
tipped the bottle up and took a little
swaller off it and made a face, and it
was a cute face she made and set me to
laughing. So she laughed along with me.

I begun kissing her, and they was
some kisses I give her because I'd got
right fond of her already and she was a
girl sort of made to be kissed like some
of them are, Indian or white.

But that’s as far as it went. She
jumped up and says to me, “The sisters
tell me I am pure till I am in marry to
a man, an Indian man.”

Well, T argued with her, figuring I
was being taken in. But pretty soon I
seen it wasn’t so, and that maybe she
wasn’t like the others, having been edu-
cated some in a convent. Even so my
whiskey was a damn long way from being
wasted ’cause you don’t often get kisses
like she’d been giving, and I wondered
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a heap where she’d got her early train-
ing in that line.

By and by we wanders back to camp,
me with still about a half bottle remain-
ing, which is a powerful inducement to an
invitation to supper, which was forth-
coming right about then. She invites me
over, and I pass around the bottle, first
to her old man and then a couple of
squaws, and they even give the little
kids running around a nip of that fire-
water. I guess why it’s so inducing to
Indians and why they overdrink on it
is because it’s forbidden by the govern-
ment. It’s human nature to overdo on
forbidden stuff right from the Garden
of Eden onward.

Anyway the whiskey come back to me
and T had another swaller and around
it went again, even with this girl I
called, by now, Rosie having a taste.
Whiskey was better than any peace pipe
I ever heard of. Soon had the Indians in
a jolly mood, and I seen it shouldn’t get
any jollier, so time the bottle come around
to me again, I made a martyr of my-
self by finishing it off—an’ there was
quite some left.

I kept watching Rosie trot around and
help with the cooking, and she was some
graceful and pert, bending over that
fire and bringing me some venison and
some of their coarse mush, which wasn’t
atall bad considering. And venison I
always like. By the time I left that Wan-
nassie family, I had that girl stuck in
my mind so she wouldn’t shake loose.

During the next few months I made
many trips to that Indian camp. I’d got
a real attachment to Rosie, thought her
prettier’n any girl I’d ever seen including
all the white ones, and begun to get it
into my noodle I wanted to marry her.
Couldn’t have her any other way. All the
boys hazed me a lot about Rosie Wan-
nassie, but that didn’t make no differ-
ence. I figured my money for whiskey
was well spent, and I didn’t like the
looks of any of the other girls they had
theirselves. It was only Rosie I wanted.

So I says one time, “How about us
getting married, Rosie?” T’d give her
quite a bit of whiskey that day, but not
a half pint. She’d never drink that much.
She’d got so she liked it some, but never

“You take the front. I'll cover
the back!”

took very much.

“No, man.”

“Why not?”

“The sisters.”

“Damn the sisters.”

“The sisters say to me that I must
marry to one of my race. That is the
right way with God. It is a shame, the
sisters say, that the American Indian is
so fast die all the time because she
marries white man and drinks whiskey
and is easy for disease to prey on.”

“I mean a regular marriage,” I says.

“No, man,”. she says, and that was
that.

THE ONLY JOB I ever been fired off
of was that rafting, and it happened
like this.
Boss says one night, “Reno, you like
to stand watch tonight?”
I says, “I sure would.”
“There ain’t to be no sleeping on this
job anymore,” the boss says. “Today I
found three blankets under that wood

“pile in the corner of the tool shed, and I

have a pretty good notion what those
blankets are used for. I am not accusing
you nor nobody else, but I want you to
understand that when I pay a man to
stay awake and watch the boom, I mean
he should stay awake.” s

Well, I nor none of the other boys
had yet figured out a good reason why
a night watchman was necessary on that
boom, for they wasn’t anything there
anybody would want unless he was a
mill owner—all the logs was branded
anyhow. So I says, “It is too cold now
to sleep without blankets, Mr. Greene, so
how can I sleep on the job?”

“You could go home and get more
blankets and come back.”

I says, “I promise you, Mr. Greene,
that I will get no more blankets,” which
was in a way the truth.

So, soon’s everybody had gone off the
job and it was very dark, even the stars
covered by clouds, I take off my clothes
and roll them into a bundle, wade out
into the water, and swim across the
Cowlitz River, swimming with one hand
and keeping the bundle of clothes dry
as I could with the other. I figured to
sleep in the Indian settlement with
blankets that Rosie’s old man will lend
me. And if it rains I will sleep inside
one of the buckskin shelters, although
I prefer the out-of-doors if possible, for
the smell inside of one of them little tents
with six or eight people sprawled around
is not one that is easy to take.

Some of them Indians wasn’t very
clean, I guess, or else they just smelled
different from whites. This was not true
of Rosie, I will state, because at the
missionary school or convent, never did
learn which, she had been taught to wash
often, and she was one of the few In-
dians who bought white man’s soap, and
she washed herself many times a day
in the Cowlitz River. We raftsmen was
mighty clean boys too because we washed
eight, ten hours every day whether we
wanted that much washing or not.

Well, sir, I did as planned, and was
welcomed by Mr. Wannassie and given
blankets and slept out in the open, and
I slept right well too, never once having
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~ that boom on my conscience. But I slept

too late. When I swum back next morn-
ing and went up to the tool house, Mr.
Greene was already on deck, and he
wasn’t looking none too cheerful.

“Morning, Mr. Greene. You don’t have
a headache or something this morning?
I just now went for a dip, everything
being shipshape.”

MYt s VIS 16

“Yes, sir,” I says.

“You looked out at the boom yet this
morning?”’

I looked out. It looked alright to me,
and so I said.

“Does it?” says he. “You do not recall
that as of last evening we had a com-
pleted raft right out there by the gate
ready to be towed? Where is it?”

It was sure enough gone.

Mr. Greene suddenly loses all his calm
and shouts, “Why the hell you think I
pay you s-o-bs to stand watch? Where
you been?”

The way we reconstructed it, the
rustlers had run a tug upriver till they
was close to the boom, then cut off the
engine near shore and poled up close
along the bank, drifted and paddled
out to the boom gate, swung the boat
around into position, backing her up and
tying onto the raft, then drifted down
with the current till they was well out
of earshot before they started up the
engine.

They could take her to some quiet
place along the Columbia, some hidden
inlet, break up the raft, saw off the
butts of the logs where the brand was,
and then peddle them in a new raft to
almoest any mill because they was a great
deal of unbranded lumber being bought
at the mill those days, lumber from the
small outfits, so the mill wouldn’t think
anything about it.

This sort of rustling kept right on,
getting worse and worse, till finally
every log had to be branded and even
the logging chains was branded, down
to the smallest company. But the
thievery kept on, anywhere from two
or three logs to whole rafts. Finally up
at Puget Sound they had to have a reg-
ular staff of deputies with a fleet of
boats to keep lumber guarded, and they
also begun the practice of branding
them, not just in one place but four or
five times all along the trunk.

We figured they must have been some
feller on the inside who studied every-
thing about how we conducted our af-
fairs, and planned it pretty careful. He
must of seen me swim off across the
Cowlitz and knowed darn well where I
was headed. At first Mr. Greene thought
maybe I was the guilty culprit. But
when Hank Stevens didn’t show up for
work that morning, it was easy to put
two and two together and come out with
the right answer. Hank Stevens always
did look kind of fishy, not like a regular
raftsman, toc old and not nimble enough.

“Well,” Mr. Greene says to me, after
I told him I'd slept at the Indian camp,
“looks like in one way, Reno, you ain’t
any guiltier than any of the boys sleep-
ing out here on the job. You just had the
misfortune to be watchman the night it
happened. So looks like you’ll have to

go into Kelso and collect your pay. I'll
make out a time slip for you. Unless you
have something to say.”

From the way he talked, I knowed
I could stay on the job if I wanted to
rig up an excuse, because Mr. Greene
and I always got along fine and I was
maybe his steadiest and hardest worker
even though I couldn’t spin a log like
Art Pomeroy.

But then the water had been getting
colder and colder, winter coming on, and
soon the job would be over anyhow. Be-
sides, that little Indian girl was too much
on my mind. I knowed I could eventually
get her to marry me, but I begun think-
ing a bit and wondered whether I wanted
a flock of half-breed kids around the
house. You got to think of them things.
And what would my mother say? She
wouldn’t like it. Not a bit. She’d be
pretty busted up about it.

So I says, “No, I ain’t got nothing to
say, Mr. Greene. This means I'm fired?”

“] guess it does, Reno. Yep, I guess
it does.”

Nor did I go back to say goodbye to
my Indian girl. Much better to hook
onto a boat and go back to Portland
without ever seeing her. But I often
wonder what become of little Rosie
Wannassie.

The Oil Game
(Continued from page 25)
cuffed them, linked them to a log chain,
and put them into a car and drove them
to jail. The next morning they were
turned loose and said they would “get”
Bill Tilghman.

One evening a prohibition officer there
named Lynn walked down the street,
apparently drunk. Bill took his gun away
from him and had started to put hand-
cuffs on him when he (Bill) was shot
and killed.

Lynn was arrested for the crime and
found not guilty. However, he was fined
fifty dollars for carrying a Colt .45 into
the courtroom. The witnesses who might
have been summoned to appear against
him had all left town without bothering
to leave forwarding addresses.

Eighteen years later, Bill Tilghman’s
widow received an anonymous letter
written by a woman who signed it, “Your
Friend.” The letter stated that the writer
was seated by a window and saw the
shooting. As Mr. Tilghman was fasten-
ing the handcuffs on Lynn, a woman
companion, who had been walking with
Lynn, stepped behind him, pulled a gun
from her purse, and shot Mr. Tilghman.

Cromwell today is a quiet and peaceful
place, with shade trees growing over the
spots where gambling houses and dance
halls used to be. There are no wildcats
being drilled around there now, but some
of the old wells are still pumping.

The men who drive through Cromwell
are in cars with glass windows in them
and they don’t pack guns. Maybe they
are called “the bow-tie, brief-case boys,”
but under the white collars they are the
same type as the roughnecks who tamed
the towns and brought in the crude oil
which kept the wheels turning across
the nation.

True West
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The Loner
(Continued from page 9)

giving me a chance to answer Sibbald
went on, “Lock up the garage. Get up
here to the hotel as fast as you can.
There’s a man here with a black satchel
and from the way he’s acting I'm sure
he plans to set off a bomb to blow up
the Inn. I'll meet you in my office.”

“John Bludworth,” I said, “is due to
drive up any minute.”

“To hell with Bludworth! There’s no
time to waste. Lock up and get up here
on the run!” Sibbald hung up. Mister
Sibbald was a nervous, excitable man, and
a rank coward to boot. An alarmist from
way back.

I closed the garage, locked the gas
pump and office door, put the key in the
usual hiding place where John could
find it, and headed for the hotel at a
trot.

When I went into Sibbald’s office his
face was the color of fresh putty and
there was a wild look in his pale eyes.
“The man left here ten minutes ago,” he
told me. “He has a black leather satchel
and I feel sure it contains some kind of
a bomb. He checked in just before day-
light. Came by taxi from San Diego. I
want you to follow him, but be careful he
doesn’t see you. He might be dangerous.
T'll be up on the sundeck with my bi-
noculars, watching him, and T’ll signal
you if I think there’s any danger. Now
get going!” Sibbald had been talking in
a stage whisper so that nobody would
hear him.

It was the off season for tourists, and
as far as I knew there were only a few
guests at the Inn. A skeleton staff con-
sisted of one bellhop, a day and night
clerk, a chef, one chambermaid, and a
couple of waitresses. The Inn lost money
during the winter season, but the South
Coast Land Company could well afford
to take the loss.

I wore a pair of coveralls over my
shirt and pants and was unarmed save
for a jacknife and a pair of pliers I
habitually carried. I headed up a bridle
path, used by guests who rode horseback,
leading to a long barranca with scattered
patches of chaparral and thorny wild
rose bushes. The slopes were covered
with tall grass and all kinds of Califor-
nia wild flowers in full bloom. The
night’s heavy fog had left the grass and
brush wet with dew.

Most of the summer cottages, like the
Ann Hathaway cottage, Green Gables,
the Keller home, and the summer cot-
tage of the well-known author, Peter
B. Kyne, were closed. The only home
open was that of Maurice Ginn, of the
Ginn Publishing Company, who published
textbooks. Mr. Ginn and his wife and
children lived the year round in the
handsome dwelling which was located on
a high ridge with a beautiful view of
the ocean. His foreign automobile stood
outside the garage. The Ginn family were
late sleepers and no one was in sight.

As I walked around a sharp bend in
the bridle path I met the man with the
black satchel, face to face. We both halted
not ten feet apart, and stood tracked. I
could tell by the expression on his

weathered, freckled face, and the look in

" his eyes, that he was as surprised as I

was. He was bareheaded, his shock of
brown hair, wind blown. He managed a
grin.

“You caught me off guard,” the man
said in a calm voice. “I was out picking
wild flowers for a lady I expect to meet
in Del Mar.” He lifted his black bag and
and I could see where he’d cut open one
end and filled it with flowers. “I lost
the key to my bag,” he explained. “Had
to cut one end open to get the flowers
in.” His eyes were watching me to see
how I was taking in his words, then he
asked, “What brings you up here so
early in the morning?”

I told him I was in charge of the
Stratford Inn Garage. That Mr. Ginn
had phoned me he was having trouble
starting his car and asked me to come
up to see what the trouble was. I lied,
hoping the muscular built man in the
whipeord gabardine suit would believe
me. I pointed to the Ginn house and he
could see the car in the driveway. “It’s
a foreign car,” I went on. “A Fiat, and
I don’t know a damned thing about
foreign cars. I got a Model T flivver I can
take apart and put back together again
blindfolded, but that lets me out.”

“«1’d like to rent your Ford for an
hour or two to take my lady friend for
a drive when she arrives by train—if it’s
for hire.” He made the request sound
off-hand and careless.

“T’ve never rented it,” I told him, “but
why don’t you drop in at the garage
where I work and we’ll talk it over.”

“I just might do that,” he answered,
giving me a faint grin and a farewell
nod as he turned and headed back for
the Inn.

I DON'T KNOW where I got the idea,
but the way I figured it he was some
kind of a bootlegger—that he’d cached
a few bottles of whiskey in the brush
when he’d cut open the locked bag.

Once the man was out of sight I took
a look around. To lend an atmosphere of
truth to my lie I’d stared across the
barranca in the direction of the Ginn
house. From where I now stood, the
slanted rays of the early morning sun
on the wet grass revealed as plain as
the tracing on a landscape map the trail
the man had left. I’d never been a Boy
Scout in my youth, but I’d been raised on
a Montana cow ranch and could read
sign. That mysterious stranger I mis-
took for a bootlegger had left a trail
that a near-sighted schoolmarm could
pick up.

He had followed the bridle path up the
brushy barranca for about fifty yards,
then left the trail to climb the easy
slope of the side hill that was covered
with tall grass, wild clover, and wild
flowers. The trail ended abruptly about
halfway up the hill at a patch of man-
zanita brush.

There was something about the man
with the ruddy complexion and the cold
eyes that belonged to a man who had
been around plenty and could take his
own part. He had the look of a gambler,
poker-faced, sure of himself. He'd seen
my quick glance at the black bag, and

True West



read my thoughts—that no man in his
right mind would deliberately ruin a
handsome leather bag to hastily stuff it
with worthless posies.

I was sure that locked bag had held
something the man had wanted to get
rid of in a hurry, before he was caught
with it. I figured it was either contra-
band dope from across the Mexican bor-
der or bootleg booze. The bag would
hold a dozen bottles of Scotch in straw
containers to cut the risk of breakage,
so I decided the man was a bootlegger.
I was sure curious to find the cache, so
I headed along the bridle path in a
leisurely way. I'd almost reached the
place where the man had quit the bridle
path to head up the hill when I got a
sudden change of mind that stopped me
in my tracks.

Supposing that hard looking gent was
a bootlegger who had cached his booze
under that clump of manzanita? Or a
smuggler who had to get rid of con-
traband? He’d be suspicious of me and
would be watching every move I made.
The very thought of it was enough to
make the scalp of my crew cut hair
crawl. Bootleggers, rum runners and
dope smugglers were dangerous, so I
turned in my tracks and started back
along the bridle path. And sure enough
there was Mister Sibbald on the hotel
sundeck with the field glasses, waving
his arms like a windmill in a strong
wind, frantically beckoning me to come
back. There was no sign of the stranger.

I had to grin to myself as I headed
back for the hotel, taking my time. Sib-
bald was sure scared, and I certainly
enjoyed seeing the pompous little pot-
gutted man stew in his own coward’s
broth.

Sibbald had come down off the sun-
deck and was waiting for me behind the
evergreen hedge on the ocean side of
the Inn.

“That man was hidden in the brush!” he
whispered. “He had a pistol in his hand
and was watching every move you made.
When he saw you turn back he beat you
back to the hotel and went up to his
room. You get back to the garage and
stay there. I’'m going to my office to
phone the sheriff at San Diego!”

On the road John Bludworth passed
me in his Model T. He had the throttle
lever pulled down to the last notch and
the tin Lizzie wide open, keeping his
eyes on the road, looking neither to the
right nor left. There was a grim look
on his face as he passed without seeing
me, and I watched him make the left
turn into the hotel driveway as if he
meant business.

I unlocked the office and opened the
doors to the garage, and when I unlocked
the gas pump, the Stratford Inn Garage
was officially open for the day.

The phone did not ring that morning,
nor did John show up, which was un-
usual. A few cars stopped for gas and
I checked the tires, wiped the wind-
shields, and put water in the radiators,
which was all a part of my job. It was
nearing the noon hour and I was about
to close the garage and go up to the Inn
for lunch when the phone rang. It was
John Bludworth.
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“Close up the garage,” John spoke in
his usual calm voice. “Come up to the
hotel. I’ll be here in the manager’s of-
fice.” And he hung up on that myste-
rious note.

WHEN I got there, I saw the sheriff’s

car parked in the driveway behind
John’s Model T. In the office were John
Bludworth, Under-Sheriff Oliver Sexton,
and a swarthy-faced man in plain clothes
who I later learned was Detective Joe
Lopez. Between Sexton and Lopez sat
the man I had talked with that morning.
He was lazing back in an armchair, legs
spread out, smoking a cigarette, a faint
grin on his lips, his eyes wary. His
brown hair, sprinkled with gray, was
neatly combed and brushed, and he wore
the same whipcord gabardine suit, But
now there was a Masonic emblem in his
coat lapel which I had not noticed be-
fore. The black bag, with the wilted
wild flowers sticking out the cut end,
was on the hotel manager’s desk, but
Mister Sibbald was conspicuous by his
absence.

When I looked at the man, obviously
under arrest although he wore no hand-
cuffs, I felt the wariness in his cold,
gray-blue eyes as he gave me a careless
glance.

“This is the young feller,” John Blud-
worth broke the tense silence, “who runs
the hotel garage, Sheriff.”

Oliver Sexton got to his feet, tugging
at the wide brim of his gray Stetson
hat. He wore high-heeled black, custom-
made, cowboy boots. He was a tall hand-
some man who had the earmarks of
a cowpuncher, which he was. He owned
a sizeable cow outfit in the back country
near Warner’s Hot Springs.

“Let’s go,” the under-sheriff said after
he’d asked me a few questions.

“Think we’ll need to handcuff this
man?”’ Joe Lopez asked.

“It won’t be necessary,” Sexton said,
eyeing the prisoner at his side. “Not yet.
John Bludworth has his gun.”

When we got outside I was told to
lead the way to where I’d met the man
that morning. John and I walked a little
way ahead of the law officers from
San Diego, who kept the prisoner be-
tween them. Nobody spoke until we
reached the spot where I'd met the
stranger.

“I just don’t know,” the man said
when we halted, “what the hell this is
all about. Like I told you before, I'm a
married man meeting another woman at
Del Mar.” He looked into Sexton’s eyes
meaningly, fingering the Masonic em-
blem in his lapel and cutting a look at
the Masonic ring on Sexton’s hand.

“We’ll discuss that later,” the under-
sheriff replied coldly. “Lopez, take this
young fellow on up to the manzanita
bush he told us about. See what you can
find out.”

Sexton and Bludworth, with their
prisoner between them, walked back a
short distance to a higher spot where
they could watch Detective Lopez and
me.

“According to the hotel manager,” the
detective said to me, “this man you met
this morning carried a black leather bag

that had been cut open at one end. What
condition was the bag in when you met
him?”

“Cut open at one end. Stuffed with
wild flowers.”

“The hotel manager, who was watching
you from the sundeck, said that when
you and the man parted, he hid behind
some brush with a gun in his hand,
watching your movements. When you
turned back he headed back for the
hotel. Whatever that locked bag, with
the lost key, contained, it had to be dis-
posed of immediately. You have any
idea where the man hid it?” the detective
questioned me.

I told Lopez I'd take him up to the
end of the man’s trail, but that I had
no idea where the cache might be buried
—that I figured the man was a boot-
legger and had buried some whiskey
somewhere.

I kept my eyes on the slope as I led
the way along the bridle path. The sun
had long ago dried the dew, thus destroy-
ing the plain trail the man had left when
he’d quit the path, and from the looks
of both sides of the barranca, the tall
grass and wild flowers had been tromped
down, thus wiping out any footprints.

Lopez said that Mister Sibbald had
told them that some teen-aged kid and
the man in charge of the riding stable
had been up there riding around.
I knew that would be the Britisher,
Dobson, and one of the kids who hung
around the barn, but I kept that opinion
to myself.

The horseback riders had done a good
job of wiping out all sign the man had
left, but I finally managed to spot the
manzanita clump I’d seen that morning.
“There she is, Mister,” I said. You can
see the fresh pile of dirt where he buried
the cache.”

OE LOPEZ pushed me aside -and got
down on his knees under the manza-

nita bush, digging carefully with both
hands until he uncovered the cache. It
was all in one bundle, wrapped up in a
black-smeared towel. Buried also was a
bloodstained B.V.D. knee length union
suit, a theatrical make-up box contain-
ing black grease paint, part of a gauze
bandage roll, and some adhesive tape.

The detective stood up, holding the
bundle aloft, and shouted jubilantly, “I
got it, Sheriff!” There was a grin of
satisfaction on his face.

From where we were I could see Sex-
ton and Bludworth close in on the pris-
oner, and by the time Lopez and I got
back they had him handcuffed. The man
in the tailored whipcord suit and polished
tan shoes, with the Masonic emblem in
his coat lapel, had the same sardonic
grin on his lips, the same defiant look
in his cold eyes. His face had lost
none of its ruddy color. An unlit cigar-
ette hung from the corner of his mouth.

“We might as well take the prisoner
to town and book him,” Under-Sheriff
Oliver Sexton said. “You better come
along into San Diego with us, John.”

I tagged them as they walked back
and put the prisoner in the sheriff’s car.
John Bludworth went into the hotel to
fetch the black bag and was met by
Mister Sibbald, who was feeling his im-
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portance and asking a lot of damnfool
questions until John shut him up.

“Dry up, Sibbald!” he said, and added,
“And keep all this strictly confidential.”

John asked me to drive his car to the
garage, saying he’d pick it up later, and
said he appreciated the help I’d given,
the only one of the law officers who
took the trouble to thank me for finding
the cache.

I watched the sheriff’s car until it was
out of sight, then drove John’s tin Liz-
zie to the garage, .and opened up for
business as usual. Even then I didn’t
know what the hell it was all about. And
didn’t until Al Howarth, the engineer at
the power house, showed up with the
late edition of a San Diego paper.

There it was in bold, black headlines,
on the front page. The daring robbery
last night of the San Diego mail truck
by a lone holdup man, armed with a
Colt automatic and disguised as a Negro.
The loot stolen from the registered mail
sack was valued at $85,000.

The driver of the mail truck said the
robber with black grease paint on his
hands and face had cut himself in the
thigh with the blade of his jackknife, as
he slashed open the mail sack. No trace
of the lone mail robber had been found
at press time, but the sheriff had road-
blocks set up, and more information
would be available later.

When I went over to Marks Store for
a candy bar and a coke, Mr. Marks told
me that a stranger had come into his
store early that morning and had pur-
thased a B.V.D. union suit, a roll of
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gauze bandage, some adhesive tape, and
three packs of cigarettes. Marks said he
had never seen the man before and
thought he was a hard-looking customer.
The description fitted the man I’d met
and talked to, as did the meager de-
scription the driver of the mail truck
had given, so I added it all up and
figured that Mister Sibbald’s bomb man
was the lone mail robber, and that the
cache I'd found was the $85,000 in
registered mail. But I kept that conclu-
sion to myself, because Oliver Sexton
had warned me to keep everything that
had happened that morning on the Q. T.

So I did as I was told, but I was pretty
excited.

OHN BLUDWORTH arrived back in

Del Mar by police car later that
evening. I was just closing up for the
night, and John and I sat in the office
while he brought me up to date. He
said that since it was a federal offense,
the sheriff had to turn the prisoner over
to the United States marshal—that the
man had been questioned and cross-
questioned all afternoon. He’d admitted
the name on the hotel register was false,
but refused to give his real name.

I told John about the man being in
Marks Store early that morning, and
he sent me over to fetch Mr. Marks to
answer a few questions. John and Mr.
Marks were good friends and John found
out everything he wanted to know.

John said when he drove up to the
garage that morning the telephone was
ringing, so he’d unlocked the office. It

was the San Diego sheriff, and he re-
ported to John about the mail truck rob-
bery pulled off by a lone man disguised
as a Negro, and that a taxi driver had
called the sheriff to say that he had
driven a man early that morning to Del
Mar. The taxi driver said the man was
carrying a black bag, had given him a
five dollar tip, and had entered the
Stratford Inn.

The sheriff told John to take a look .
around, on the off chance that he might .
be the robber, warning John that the
man was armed and could be dangerous.
The $85,000 loot from the registered mail
sack was the biggest mail robbery on
record for that part of southern Califor-
nia.

John said he got in his car and drove
to the hotel. He said he had seen me on
the road but was in too much of a hurry
to stop. When he got to the hotel Mister
Sibbald was in a lather—he was sure the
man who had come in a taxi and
registered that morning had a bomb in
the black bag he carried and probably
meant to blow up the hotel. Sibbald told
John about the man taking a walk, about
me following and talking to him, about
the black bag being cut open at one end
and stuffed with wild flowers. Sibbald
said he had watched from the hotel sun-
deck with binoculars and that the man
hid behind some brush, with a gun in
his hand, watching me as I walked
farther on up the bridle path, and that
when I turned back the man walked back
to the hotel and went up to his room.

Sibbald said he had been trying to
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get the sheriff of San Diego on the
phone, but the line had been busy. J ohn
told Sibbald to stay in his office, not
get underfoot, and he’d handle the situa-
tion.

OHN BLUDWORTH, veteran law of-

ficer, played his own hand after his
own fashion. He had the knack of making
himself unobtrusive. He waited in a far
corner of the hotel lobby until the man
came down the wide stairway and headed
for the front door which led out to the
long wide veranda. John managed to
intercept him in such a way as not to
arouse his suspicions even though a
nickel-plated deputy sheriff’s star was
pinned to John’s vest.

“The hotel manager,” John smiled dis-
armingly, “is a sort of nervous man. He
saw you walking around outside with
your bag and thought you were about to
leave without paying your room rent.”

The man grinned and shook his head.
“T’ve been out picking wild flowers. I'm
expecting a lady friend to meet me here.
I'm on my way down to the Santa Fe
Depot to meet the train from Los An-
geles.”

“Tt’s due about noon time,” John said.
“You have about three hours to wait.
Do you carry a gun?”’

“Only for protection. Want to see it?”

Before he could reach for the gun in
his hip pocket John’s .38 Police Positive
was out. For a man nearing sixty years
of age, John could move fast. His left
hand had lifted the Colt automatic from
the man’s hip pocket, and when John
stepped back quickly he had both guns.

The whole scene had taken place be-
hind one of the wide pillars near the
foot of the stairway in an empty lobby,
with no loud talk, nor even a brief
scuffle. John told the disarmed man that
he wasn’t under arrest, but if he had no
objections they’d step into the manager’s
office and talk things over.

“You have a permit to carry this
gun?” John asked. “It’s a California law
that all hand guns be registered.”

“T just bought the gun yesterday, at a
hock shop. I didn’t know you had to
register a hand gun,” the man answered
in a calm voice.

“Tf that’s the case, I’ll keep it in cus-
tody for now. It will make the hotel
manager feel more at ease about you.”
John shoved the automatic into his hip
pocket, shoved his own gun back into
its left-handed scabbard, and took the
man into the manager’s office.

John said that he had kept a safe
distance from his erstwhile prisoner be-
cause the suspect was young, husky, and
active, and under that cool, calm front
he knew. the man was tough and dan-
gerous.

Sibbald was nervous as a cat on a
hot griddle, so scared he was shaking.
But he did a lot of blustering to cover
up his cowardice.

“Bludworth,” Sibbald’s voice was
shrill, “you’re the deputy sheriff at Del
Mar. I'm ordering you to arrest this
man. He’s armed and his suspicious
actions are a menace to the guests.
Handcuff him! Take him to San Diego
and jail him! I’ll be there at the sheriff’s

I

office to prefer charges!”

“Take it easy, Sibbald,” John an-
swered. “I know my duty as a peace
officer. I take my orders from the sheriff
of San Diego County, not from you. So
far, this gentleman has done nothing to
warrant arrest. He’d have the right to
sue you and the South Coast Land Com-
pany for false arrest. Let me talk it
over sensibly with this gentleman—
alone.”

SIBBALD was fit to be tied when he
stomped out of his office. John kept
the big, flat-topped desk between the
man and himself as they sat in leather
armchairs and talked. The suspect was
outwardly composed, except for smoking
one cigarette after another.

In answer to John’s casual questions
regarding his identity, home and occu-
pation, the man talked freely enough.
He admitted the name and address he’d
signed on the hotel register were false,
because he was a married man and the
woman he was to meet at Del Mar was
also married, and he wasn’t willing to
reveal his real name to anybody. As for
his occupation, he told John he was a
oxyacetylene welder by trade.

John’s questions about San Diego were
as off-hand and casual as the answers
he’d been given. But by mnoon John
figured he’d caught the suspect in enough
contradictions to notify the sheriff in
San Diego.

John consulted his watch and an-
nounced that it was time for noon dinner
and invited the man to eat with him in
the hotel dining room. John managed to
call Sibbald off to one side and tell him
to call the sheriff at San Diego to send
a police car out right away.

“You’ve arrested him?” Sibbald whis-
pered.

“Protective custody, let’s say,” John
answered. “I want that police car as
quick as it can get here. They should
make it by the time we’ve finished eat-
ing.”

John told Sibbald nothing about the
sheriff’s call that had sent him to the
hotel that morning—nothing about the
mail truck holdup last night shortly be-
fore midnight, too late to reach the
newspapers.

John and the stranger ate at a table
for two. The waitress, a neat, middle-
aged woman, handed them menus and
filled their water glasses from a heavy
cutglass carafé that she set back in the
middle of the table. Her name was: Nellie
and she and John Bludworth were friends
of long standing.

“That special sirloin is a good bet,
Sheriff,” Nellie voiced her opinion. g1
tell the chef it’s for you and your guest
and he’ll give you a pair of choice cuts
sourpuss Sibbald was saving for him-
self and Madame Queen. How’s that suit
you?”

“Fine, Nellie, fine,” John said, smiling.
“How about you, Mister?”

“Okay by me,” the man agreed and
drank slowly from his water glass. When
Nellie had disappeared to the kitchen,
the man refilled his empty glass from
the carafé, and set it down within his
easy reach.
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Just as Nellie returned with two cups
of coffee, John took a long drink of
water which emptied his own glass,
reached out a long arm and picked up
the carafé, filled his glass and set the
bottle down deliberately alongside his
coffee cup, out of the suspect’s reach.

“Next time you need a drink of water,”
the deputy sheriff grinned faintly, “pass
your glass and I’ll fill it.” The eyes of
the two men met and held across the
table. No further words were needed.
The prisoner had gotten the message.

John told me it didn’t take a mind
reader to figure out what the suspect
had for a desperate plan. That cut glass
water bottle was a dangerous weapon in
the grip of a husky man. One swift,
quick blow on the head could mean a
cracked skull. The man could have
armed himself with the two guns and
made a quick getaway before the sher-
iff’s car arrived.

The sirloin steaks were the best, John
said, but with both men under nervous
tension, the excellent dinner lost some
of its flavor. Nellie was serving the
dessert when John caught a brief glimpse
of Under-Sheriff Oliver Sexton entering
the hotel lobby.

John escorted his prisoner back to the
manager’s office where the tall under-
sheriff and the plain-clothes detective,
Joe Lopez, were waiting. Both officers
were schooled in the science of cross-
examination. Between them they knew
every trick, and John said it was only
a matter of time until the prisoner be-
came trapped in the lies he was handing
out.

IT WAS LONG past closing time. I’d

already locked the gas pump and
garage doors. The only light was in the
office where John and I sat talking.
Then the phone rang. It was the sheriff
of San Diego County and he did most of
the talking. John told him about the
suspect purchasing a new set of B.V.D.s
and a roll of bandages and adhesive at
Marks Store. en John put the re-
ceiver back on the desk phone, he sat
back with a satisfied smile.

“They found out the man’s real
name,” he said. “He’s Roy G. Gardner,
and he was arrested in San Francisco
for grand larceny in December, 1910,
and sent to San Quentin for five years.
He was paroled in September, 1913. Now
after behaving himself for almost seven
vears he’s in trouble again, and this
time they’ll throw the book at him.”

The deputy got slowly to his feet,
yawning and stretching.

“It’s been a long day, Walt,” he said
with a tired, satisfied smile. “Time I
headed for home, before the missus gets
to worrying about what’s become of her
old man. I'll probably have to appear in
court at ten o’clock in the morning when
Gardner comes up for a preliminary
hearing. Thanks again for the help you’ve
given me and the sheriff’s office.”

Despite the fact that John Blud-
worth was tuckered out physically and
mentally, he was vastly, and rightly,
proud of having done an excellent job
as a veteran law officer. It was there
in the youthful spark in his eyes, and
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in his long-legged stride. After all was
said and done, he was the law officer
who, single handed, had captured Roy
Gardner.

In due course of time the mail robber
was sentenced to twenty-five years at
MecNeils Island Penitentiary near Seattle,
Washington. But en route to the prison
on June 7, 1920, Roy Gardner escaped
from a moving train near Portland,
Oregon.

He remained at liberty almost a year,
and was credited with many daring rob-
beries, largest of which was the theft of
$175,000 in securities from a train near
Roseville, California, where he was cap-
tured on May 23, 1921, while playing
cards.

When another twenty-five-year sen-
tence was tacked onto his previous one,
Gardner told the court, “I’ll escape
again.”

On June 11, 1921, while en route to
MeNeils Island Penitentiary in charge
of a deputy U. S. marshal and a guard,
Gardner escaped from the train, through
the aid of a confederate, at or near
Castlerock, Washington, at about one in
the morning. After eluding a posse for
gseven days, he was recaptured at Cen-
tralia, Washington, and actually placed
in prison.

Leaving a companion slain in a gun
battle, he bolted from the prison on Sep-
tember 2, 1921, and remained at liberty
until November 15, when he was over-
powered by a mail clerk while at-
tempting to rob a mail car near Phoenix,
Arizona.

Meanwhile, there was the question of
the U. S. Government reward for the
capture of Roy A. Gardner in connection
with the San Diego mail truck robbery
on April 29, 1920.

Mister Sibbald, manager of the Strat-
ford Inn at Del Mar, filed his claim
for the entire reward, maintaining
Deputy Sheriff John Bludworth, Under-
Sheriff Oliver Sexton, and Detective Joe
Lopez, were salaried law officers, paid
to do their duty, and had no right to
any part of the reward. He had a lawyer
draw up a petition to that effect.

But John Bludworth had gotten word
what Sibbald had in mind and had a law-
yer draw up a petition that it was he who
had, single handed, placed Roy A. Gard-
ner under arrest, and my name was on
John’s petition, along with others who
were aware of the facts.

When Mr. Sibbald wanted me to sign
his petition I had the satisfaction of
telling him that I’d already signed John
Bludworth’s petition. And when he
threatened to fire me on the spot, I
told him he had better take it up with
the South Coast Land Company—that
they also had signed John Bludworth’s
petition. This took the wind out of Sib-
bald’s greedy little sailboat.

1 was never quite sure how the reward
money for the capture of Roy Gardner
was divided. I heard rumors that Under-
Sheriff Oliver Sexton and Detective Joe
Lopez got their split. I never asked John
Bludworth, because I figured it was none
of my business how much of Uncle Sam’s
reward money he got.

And that about winds up the story of
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my meeting the notorious Roy A. Gard-

ner that day in Del Mar, which could

easily have cost me my life.

THE CAREER of Roy A. Gardner, who
used several aliases, was one of the
strangest in criminal history. Always a
loner, he planned every robbery and
carried it out to the best of his ability,
without ever killing a man. His nu-
merous escapes from law officers who
had him in custody were bold and re-
quired courage, quick thinking, and
plenty of guts.

At liberty after his second escape
from McNeils Federal prison in May,
1921, where his companion was killed
and he was wounded in both legs, Roy
Gardner wrote a San Francisco news-
paper telling how he had engineered his
escape. Another letter was directed to
President Harding asking a pardon if
Gardner gave himself up.

Every officer who ever had direct con-
tact with Roy Gardner was willing and
ready to vouch for his charm and good
nature. And upon his final release from
prison in 1938, it was one of the police
officers who had captured him after
one of his escapes; who gave Gardner
a job, saying he felt he owed it to him
because the reward money he had col-
lected had provided the capital he needed
to go into business for himself.

Shortly after his release from prison
Gardner went to Hollywood to help ad-
vise on a motion picture of his life, and
he was also writing (or ghost writing)
a series of newspaper articles on his
criminal career, along the lines that
“crime does not pay.”

Then in January, 1940 Roy Gardner
killed himself, at the age of fifty-six.
Seventeen of those years had been spent
in prison. The manner of his suicide was
in itself as spectacular and dramatic as
his criminal life.

In a bayside hotel in San Francisco he

sealed off a small bathroom, filled the.

wash bowl with water, into which he
dropped a lethal dose of cyanide pills,
filling the small room with deadly gas.
Thus Roy Gardner constructed his own
gas chamber, as truly as if he had
condemned himself to death.

Even in planning his own death Roy
Gardner had been thoughtful of others.
Tacked to the bathroom door he had
left this notice: “Do not open this door.
Poison gas. Call police.” And he had left
behind several notes stating that he was
“tired of the struggle” and asking news-
paper men “to go easy on him.”

Roy Gardner, alone and all alone, on
that January day in 1940, a loner in his
spectacular criminal life, had chosen the
manner of leaving it.

Schoolhouse Lynching
(Continued from page 37)

returned to Anthony to stand trial. Bail
was set at $30,000. Continuance was
granted until the following Monday for
raising the bond money. In the meantime,
Shearer took a turn for the worse.

At the thought of the Weavers going
free while Shearer was fighting for his
life, citizens around Danville again grew

excited. And this time the mob was not
so verbal. The sheriff was taken by sur-
prise. Due to the lack of a jail, the
Weavers were being held at his house.
Before sunrise on April 19, Sheriff
Couch found about fifty men in his front
yard. While he held the mob at bay, the
boys slipped out the back door and
made their way to a schoolhouse which
was under construction a few blocks
away. Their flight was observed by one
of the mob and a volley of shots split the
air behind them.

Taking Sheriff Couch in hand, the mob
proceeded to the schoolhouse where the
boys had holed up in the basement. Bul-
lets spattered into the unfinished walls
of the school. Couch told the mob to hold
their fire as his deputy had escorted the
boys on their flight and was in the
building with them.

Couch was told to call his deputy out,
then the firing commenced again. The
deputy had left his pistol with the
Weavers. By this time most of the town’s
residents were awake and descending on
the scene of battle. Mrs. Weaver and the
wife of one of her sons had been staying
at the old City Hotel while Mr. Weaver
was out getting bail money. At the first
shot, the women knew what was taking
place and made their way to the school-
house. Recognized by the vigilantes, they
were stopped and obliged to watch the
finish from the top of a nearby rock
pile.

While the mob’s main body made a
terrible commotion, shooting into the
building and yelling threats, straw was
thrown into the basement from a side
window and set afire. It was only a few
minutes before smoke drove the boys from
their refuge. Execution took place inside
the unfinished first floor area by means
of ropes strung to the rafters. As a
parting gesture the mob fired into the
limp bodies, and allowed the ropes to
drop their loads into the basement. When
the work was finished, the masked men
disappeared as silently as they had come.
The townspeople placed the Weavers’
lifeless bodies in what later became
the third grade room.

Shearer recovered from his wounds
and left the county, never to be heard
from again. The boys were interred in
the Spring Grove Cemetery west of An-
thony and a shame-faced public erected
a monument over the grave. The in-
scription reads: Phillip H. Weaver, age
27 years, 6 months, 21 days; Henry S.
Weaver, age 25 years, 8 months, 16 days;
Oliver F. M. Weaver, age 23 years and
21 days. Also included are the names of
two of the wives although they are not
buried there—Lou D., Wife of Henry;
and Rebecca M., Wife of Oliver. There
are a couple of additional lines but these
have faded away with time.

The remaining Weaver family stayed
around for a few years and then moved
on, leaving no trace. The school was
completed but seems to have been jinxed
by its first use as a scaffold. After
graduating its first class of three girls
and one boy in the spring of 1888, it was
struck by lightning and burned to the
ground.
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MEADOW VALLEY g
RANCHOS B

i JEVADA 1B

THE BOOM THAT HAD TO COME IS NOW
ON IN NEVADA. Ground floor buyers have
reaped fortunes from small initial invest-

ments. A factual example of skyrocketing
a7 values is Las Vegas, Nevada. Land that orig-
W%a inally sold for $200.00 an acre, now sells
28 for $20,000.00 an acre, a profit of 1000%!
ARPSY The first offering of LAS VEGAS land was
N open to everyone. Buyers who took advan-

% $I o 00 —
MONTHLY

FAMILY RECREATION

FISHING: A fisherman's paradise. Huge
Rainbow, Brook Trout and German Browns
abound in Alpine-like lakes and mountain-fed
bottom streams.

GOLF: Enjoy leisurely golfing, with never 24,
a rush for starting times, at the city owned —= _
Ruby View Golf Course. This beautiful golf —____ -.-=
course is enly minutes from the property.

tage of low opening prices have become wealthy. The ground floor op-
portunity of Las Vegas is gone, BUT ANOTHER AREA OF PROSPEROUS
NEVADA IS BEING RELEASED FOR PUBLIC SALE!

This area has such a tremendous growth potential, such a fantastic,
unlimited future, that wise investors have purchased large acreage.
Bing Croshy’s ranch was one of the largest cattle ranches in the county.
James Stewart is honorary sheriff. Yes, the smart, experienced investors
have sensed the future and are buying MEADOW YALLEY RANCHOS in Elko

LAKE OSINO: No charge to Rancho owners for full privileges at
nearby Lake Osino. Fish, Picnic and Relax with your fellow Ranch owners
at this private lake and recreation area.

HUNTING: You will find the hunting of your life, Big game species
such as Mule Deer are abundant. Duck, Quail and Chukar are plentiful.

YOUR PROFITABLE TOMORROW =—
YES, wise investors are buying in MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS, but
America’s largest corporations, whose research closely follows the

County, Nevada, trend of increasing land values and population growth, are also busy
investing throughout Nevada. U.S. COMMERCE BUREAU FACT: Per capita
income in Nevada is highest of all 50 states.

TAX RELIEF — No State Income, Gift or Inheritance Tax. The low

Real Estate Property Tax is actually limited by the State Constitution.

WHAT ARE THE TOTAL COSTS?

The full price of the title to your 1% acre Rancho is only $695. Total
payment schedule is $1 down, and $10 per month. No interest, no carry-
ing charges. John D. Rockefeller said, “The big fortunes of the future
will be made in Real Estate.” You are not required to do anything te
your land. You can live or vacation on it, or simply watch its value
grow, then sell all or part of it for a profit. Your profitable tomorrow
z 1s here today in MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS.

$ THIS OUTSTANDING OPPORTUNITY!

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS

5990 STOCKMEN BLDG., ELKO, NEVADA 89801 MAIL COUPON TODAY =
Yes!—Reserve acreage at MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS for me - $695 for each 1% acre parcel-
payable $1 down and $10 a month. No other charges, Send purchase contract and map l

showing exact location of my holding. You will return my $1 deposit if | request same l
within 30 days, I enclose $1 deposit for each 1% acre Rancho desired.

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS has all the factors needed
to boom...to prosper...to skyrocket its land /
values. Ideally located in the prospering Elko Valley,
The Ranchos have the backdrop of the statuesque
Ruby Mountains. The sparkling Humboldt River actu- :
ally flows through the property and is a valuable
asset of the Ranchos. Every Rancho fronts on a
graded road. The City of Elko, with its long estab-
lished schools, churches, and medical facilities
is MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS friendly neighbor.
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ARE YOU INTERESTED IN

Treasure Hunting?

The Outdoors?

Thinking About Getting A

Metal /Mineral Detector,

Or Own One Already?
Before your decision is made, a sug-
gestion—CONTACT THE “ASSO-
CIATION” FIRST! Ask for our
FREE 16 page tabloid newspaper,

dealing with treasure hunting and
related subjects. It is written By

treasure hunters For treasure hunters
—the novice as well as the Old Pro.
We recommend and sell WHITE
and FISHER detectors.

Write or call for our assistance.
Good advice and honest dealings is
our standard.

You don’t have to be confused or
frustrated over the many conflicting
claims made by the various manu-
facturers any longer. Don’t delay—
contact us now. You will never be
sorry you did!

THE ASSOCIATION

Treasure Bank Building, Box 412, Dept. M,
Oscoda, Michigan 48750

Phones: Day 517 739-8101  Night 517 362-2454
517 362-5422

Wild s Woolly West Books

30#t RAILS, on Narrow Gauge Trains, Mark
Twain’s JUMPING FROG, Service’s YUKON
POEMS, Uncle Jim’s BOOK OF PANCAKES,
and Matthews’ NAVAJO WEAVERS & NAVAJO
SILVERSMITHS, only $1.00 each. Cushing’s
ADVENTURES IN ZUNI, and Englert’s OLIVER
PERRY WIGGINS, on pioneer life, only $2.00
each postpaid. All quaintly and profusely illus-
trated. Send stamp for FREE illustrated cata-
log of Western Books.

FILTER PRESS

Post Office Box 5 T Palmer Lake, Colorado 80133

o FREE!

Make money. Know how to break and

train horses and ponies. Send name
and zip-code for this free booklet with
special offer of a course in Animal Breeding.
1f you are interested in Gaiting and Riding the
saddle horse check ( ) Do it today!

Write to BEERY School of HORSEMANSHIP
1554, Pleasant Hill, Ohio 45359

Find TREASURE and RELICS with new [969 medels.
Used by professionals and amateurs the world over. /

Guaranteed to detect Gold, Silver Coins,
battlefield relics. FREE INFORMATION.

RAYSCOPE =" @/

Box 715 No. Hollywood, Calif. 91603

“Sta-Trim”
WAIST BELT!

Ruggedly constructed non-porous Belt
that causes waistline area to perspire
with slightest exertion. Exercise pro-
gram and instructions show how to
uild muscle and at same time trim
waistline. Wear to work or a workout.
Send waist size—and $2.98 to:
“STA-TRIM’ Suite 1204-TW-4
28 East Jackson, Chicago 60604
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Death Comes to Oregon’s
Cattle King
(Continued from page 29)

It all happened so quickly, Ortego
said, that the herders were thrown into
confusion. Somebody had ridden over to
the Sod House, not far away, to get
Dave Crow, the overseer of that section
of the ranch. He remembered the vagque-
ros, standing bareheaded, crossing them-
selves by Peter’s body, and that one of
them had taken a bright-colored serape
from his shoulders and covered the dead
man.

The body lay undisturbed where it fell,
as Crow ordered as soon as he arrived
and satisfied himself that Peter was in-
deed dead. He sent a- waquero to Burns,
the seat of Harney County, to get
Sheriff John McKinnon and the coroner.
Having posted a guard at the body to
await the sheriff’s arrival, it occurred
to Crow that French’s lawyers and busi-
ness associates in Winnemucca, Nevada,
should be notified. He decided to make
this trip himself.

The ride he made to Winnemucca goes
down in Oregon history as a classic.
Changing mounts nine times, Crow was
in the saddle for forty-eight hours,
riding across the Blue Mountains and
into the Nevada desert, spreading the
news to the ranchers as he passed. At
Winnemucca, which was the market for
Peter’s vast herds, the news of the cattle-
man’s killing' struck like a bombshell.
Within minutes, via telegraph, the story
spread from station to station; and
within. hours, headlines in the San Fran-
cisco newspapers spilled the black ti-
dings: OREGON CATTLE KING MUR-
DERED!

PETER FRENCH was only twenty-

four years of age when he first set
foot in Oregon, but already he had
proved himself, at least in some measure,
to Dr. Hugh Glenn whose wheat-and-
cattle ranch spilled for hundreds of
miles over the Sacramento Valley in
California. Peter had risen from a strip-
pling who’d run away from his home
in Red Bluff, California, to one of Dr.
Glenn’s top hands, and he was engaged
to marry Dr. Glenn’s pretty daughter,
Ella.

California in the early ’70s was al-
ready putting curbs on the large land
holders—cattlemen—by passing a series
of fence laws. Not one to be swallowed
up by the trend of the times, Dr. Glenn
sent his future son-in-law on a mission
which had two ends: It would be a final
test for the young man who aspired to
become his heir; and it would, if success-
ful, extend the holdings Glenn had now
and provide desperately needed range
for his cattle. He’d heard of the lush
valleys to the north, and congratulated
himself that in Oregon there were no
fence laws—land was still to be had
practically for the taking and wun-
hampered by law.

Thus challenged, and full of determi-
nation to make good, Peter set out to
make a horseback journey which took
him through the buttes and marshes,
through the deserts and into the val-
leys, and at length he came to his valley

of enchantment—the Blitzen Valley.
There a river, the Donner and Blitzen,
cascaded its white water down the rocks
of grim old Steens Mountain, to flatten
out in a channel which would meander
through a marshy meadow seventy-five
miles long. A few ranchers ran cattle in
a lackadaisical sort of way in this area
as large as the State of Maine, where
grass grew lush in the spring and dried
out when the weather got hot to form
ideal forage for cattle.

When Peter first saw the valley, it
was spring, and water was everywhere.
A multitude of wild fowl arose from
every marshy basin as the horseman
passed, and the earth lay clothed in
succulent green. From the very first
day, he felt a passionate love for this
valley, and he dreamed of the day when
it would be all his own. When he would
build a great house upon a small knoll
that overlooked the wild marshes—which
he would drain—where he would bring
his bride.

Peter bought a small holding from a
rancher, and was pleased that the
branding iron which went with it car-
ried the single letter P. He christened
the place the P-Ranch, and he threw
himself into his project with an en-
thusiasm that was shared by Dr. Glenn.
Together they bought up the small ad-
jacent ranches, one by one, expanding
the herds to fill the valley as far as the
eye could see. Peter worked with the
vaqueros, brought up from lower Cali-
fornia, from daybreak until dark. He
pushed his men hard, and himself still
harder; and he would have nothing but
the best on the P-Ranch.

Eventually he built his White House,
hauling lumber for it over the Blue
Mountains in wagons drawn by twelve-
mule teams, from a site 150 miles away.
He surrounded it with poplar trees, and
with corrals made of stakes bound to-
gether with rawhide, and fences of juni-
per stakes and unbarbed wire. He set
up a store for his employees, and erected
barns, cookhouses and bunkhouses, all
of the sturdiest material, for all he
touched was meant to last. It was said
that on any clear day you could look
out over the Nevada desert and see,
somewhere in the distance, the dust’ from
one of Peter French’s wagons bringing
lumber or supplies to the big ranch.
And Ella was there, as his bride.

Then suddenly, Dr. Glenn was dead—
murdered by his own bookkeeper—and
P-Ranch was Peter’s, and all his fab-
ulous dreams had come true.

BIG JOHN DEVINE, who was six-
feet-six and who was building up a
ranch like Peter’s on the other side of
Steens Mountain, and “Colonel” Jack
Hardin, who was just as tall but weighed
850 pounds and who owned a big ranch
on the King River in Nevada and smaller
holdings as a neighbor of Peter’s, became
his intimate friends. Between these
jovial giants, Peter stood five-feet-six,
and was black-eyed, sober, and taciturn.
Still, he was king of P-Ranch, the
monarch of them all; and his fences were
always reaching out to enclose more land
until, in the end, they encompassed a

True West
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s American Course in Drafting.

¥ Precision Drawing Instrument Set,
Professional Drafting Board Outfit &
Fingertip Tilting Drafting Table are
given to you with your complete North

still learning!

Earns $820 Month!

‘‘My first position after com- ¢
pleting your course jumped my %
income from $350 to $820 per
month.’'—G. W. , Tenn.

Big Promotion!
[ | was promoted from the pro-
duction line ahead of 4 others
% ;lnd got a good pay raise.”’—

. A., Wisc. ——
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Rush Coupon

APPROVED FOR VETERANS

Coast-to-Coast Shortage of Trained Draftsmen
Opens Thousands Big Salary Jobs for Beginners!
Now you can take your pick of thousands of big
salary jobs open to Draftsmen (see “help
wanted” sections of metropolitan newspapers).
Huge nationwide demand ... U.S. Dept. of Labor
reports “42% more Draftsmen needed in next 10
years—not enough applicants to fill drafting jobs
available now!” Our easy “Quick-Learn” Meth-
od has helped hundreds toward good income, se-
curity and prestige as Draftsmen. Why not you?

YOU NEED NO DRAWING SKILL. .. NO TECHNICAL ABILITY

NASD’s staff of Professional Draftsmen guide you step-by-
step. With our spare time home-study plan you work on ac-
tual projects. Makes learning fun — easy to remember, too.
Many graduates have succeeded with only grade school
training. Others report good earnings drafting part time while

® when you train at home with NASD for a

HIGH PAY JOB IN DRAFTING!

RUSH COUPON FOR FREE KIT...

Mail coupon today for FREE ‘‘DRAFTING CAREER KIT,”
Sample Lesson, Drafting Aptitude Test including intrigu-
ing new 5-Way Drafting Instrument & 20-page Book
‘“Your Future in Drafting’’ — jam-packed with revealing
facts on your opportunities to win top pay and job se-
curity in Drafting. No salesman will call, Everything
sent FREE and WITHOUT OBLIGATION. Write today!

SRR NN E NSNSV SRR NS
s North American School of Drafting, Dept. 1034
4500 Campus Dr., University Plaza, Newport, Calif. 92660
Rush ‘‘DRAFTING CAREER KIT'', including Book,
Sample Lesson, Aptitude Test & Drafting Instrument —
ALL FREE! No salesman will call. G.|. Approved.

NAME. AGE
today! € == ADDRESS
a Cl STATE zip
- A home-study program in association with Cleveland Engineering Inst.

good 120,000 acres.

Peter’s right arm was his top vaquero,
Ortego, who had been with him almost
from the start. He’d given Ortego a
small herd of cattle of his own, and
allowed him to run them with the P-
Ranch herds. Ortego marketed them in
Winnemucca with the P-Ranch cattle,
then would happily gamble away all his
earnings in the hell-halls of the dusty
town. He never bemoaned his losses, for
he was a man without ambition, but he
declared that for every penny the gam-
blers got, he, Ortego, had made them
work for it.

The ranches of the Blitzen and ad-
jacent valleys were all patterned on the
style of the Spanish grandees in lower
California whom Peter had envied in his
youth. His riders were mostly Mexican,
and both ranch boss and waquero wore
colorful serapes and buckskin rosideros,
forerunner of the present-day chaps.
Hair ropes were called mecates, and the
very long rawhide ones, riatas. Each man
owned many horses, the best he could
afford; and they equipped their mounts
with Spanish saddles and bridles em-
bellished with silver trim as much as a
man could afford—which in Peter’s case
was plenty, indeed.

Every fall Peter bought up cattle from
smaller ranchers—strictly on credit—
and drove them with his own herds to
Winnemucca, after which he vacationed
in San Francisco over the holidays with
Ella, returning in January to pay off
the ranchers in gold.

Mzrs. French liked San Francisco and
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maintained a house there. Unlike her
husband, she had always been rich, and
in a day when rich women were expected
to be fashionable and genteel, she soon
found little in common with the hearty
folks who came to P-Ranch. By San
Francisco standards, the marshes of
Oregon were exceedingly dull. The White
House, Peter’s pride and joy, was a far
cry from the mansions of the rich in San
Francisco.

She took to spending more and more
time in the city, where Peter would
often join her. It gave him pleasure to
be recognized as the Oregon Cattle King
as he passed through the lobby of a swank
hotel or dined with his lovely wife at a
luxurious restaurant,

There was, of course, one disappoint-
ment in Peter’s world. He had no heir.

AND THEN there had been the trouble

during the Indian uprising. Chief
Egan, who headed the impoverished tribes
around Steens Mountain, took part in
the dreamer rebellion, hoping in final
desperation to drive the white settlers
out of the country and to regain for his
Indians the fowling ground in the
marshes which had formerly been the
tribe’s chief food supply.

French and his men were holding
spring roundup at the Diamond Ranch
holdings when the news sifted through
that the settlers were evacuating to
Camp Harney, where General C. O.
Howard and a handful of men were
holding skirmishes with the Indians al-
most daily. The Indians seemed more

interested in collecting horses than in
fighting, but they paused at every ranch
long enough to burn down the buildings
while they rounded up the horses.

Across the fields one afternoon came
settler Coon Smith, followed by an In-
dian war party, yipping and yelling
close on his heels. Peter’s first thought
was for the White House, so as soon as
he understood what was happening, he
ordered his vaqueros to cut out for the
ranch. He, himself, grabbed Coon’s rifle
and, leaping to the top of the corral, got
off a few shots at the advancing red-
skins.

The Indians milled around, studying
the situation, while the vaqueros escaped
out the back way, and Peter soon fol-
lowed them at break-neck gallop, head-
ing for the gap through which the trail
led to P-Ranch. Sure that the Indians
would not give up the chase he con-
cealed men and horses behind some large
rocks beside the trail.

Peter began firing as soon as the
Indians entered the gap, and a melee
followed in which Coon’s horse was shot
down, sending the settler scurrying for
the rocks. The Chinese cook, unused to
riding, fell off his horse and was over-
come by the Indians. French grabbed the
reins of the cook’s terrified horse and
led the animal over to Coon, who mounted
and rode off. One of Peter’s Mexicans
was hit in the thigh before the attackers
scooped up their several dead and rode
away.

_Peter and his ranch hands secured the
White House as best they could. Then
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they set out for the fort, over a hundred
miles away. On their arrival, they per-
suaded General Howard to go out on a
search for the marauding band. Instead,
Howard ran into Chief Egan and fought
an undistinguished and uncertain skir-
mish. A short time later Chief Egan
was killed and the war was over.

Peter was a hero. Moreover, though
Hardin’s ranch was burned to the
ground, along with many others, the
White House and its environs remained
unscathed.

THE END of the Indian problems,

which had plagued Oregon for many
years, opened the way for settlers. They
poured into the valleys and put down
roots, some of them homesteading on
land which the cattle barons considered
their own. Court decisions on the hun-
dreds of lawsuits which followed were
long delayed, and trouble continued to
brew.

Peter could have learned a lesson from
wily old Dr. Glenn who, when the fencing
laws curbed his cattle empire, took to
plowing up his fields to plant wheat, be-
coming in time the largest wheat rancher
in California. Instead, Peter became em-
bittered and fought back with all the
forces at his command, striving to hold
what he had taken and was still con-
tinuing to take.

About this time it was noted through-
out the valley that Mrs. French had
packed up and gone to California for
good. Whether she had quarreled with
Peter, whether he missed her, nobody
ever knew. Not the slightest whisper of
explanation ever escaped Peter’s lips. It
was clear, though, that the old, happy
days at P-Ranch were gone. Now all was
bitterness and a ruthless struggle for
power.

The homesteaders lost the suits Peter
brought against them, the courts having
decided that the lands in dispute were
swamplands and came under the Swamp
and Overflow Act. This finding increased
the bitterness against the rancher, for
it was well known that he had his own
ways of establishing that the lands were
swampy—he built dams at strategic
points, later releasing the water to flood
the area, which he could then buy up for

$1.25 an acre. Then he would drain the

land and use it for its original purpose—
grazing land. He established his title to
many, many acres by this strategy, and
built over a hundred miles of drainage
canals in the process.

Peter French offered to buy out the
settlers, but many of them had estab-
lished homes on their little farms. The
money Peter offered them for the land
was small inducement by their standards.
But when the court ruling was given,
more and more of them were forced off
their property under the Swamp and
Overflow Act. Some said Peter went so
far as to hire one “Hen” Owen who for
a price would ride over the land in a
skiff pulled by a team of horses, after-
wards swearing in court that he had
“been over the land in a rowboat.”

Settlers took to calling the Act which
made this possible the “Swamp Rat
Act,” and some of Peter’s dams burst

with loud explosions in the dark of night,
making it impossible for him to flood the
land below when the spring run-off came.
Understandably, the bitterness was not
all on the side of the settlers.

NE OF THE homesteaders who'd

refused to sell to Peter, and whose
land was located in a spot which could not
be flooded, was a young family man
named Ed Oliver. Peter’s new ruling that
nobody could come onto P-Ranch closed
Oliver’s little farm in a tight pocket of
French holdings, nor would Peter allow
him an access road. It was this man who
was taken into custody for the killing of
Peter French. He readily admitted the
shooting, but said he thought Peter was
going for his gun. Self-protection was
his defense.

The way Oliver explained it in court,
he had taken his family to town to live,
since Peter had cut off access to his
farm. He said he knew Peter well, and
had worked for him as a cowboy before
he became a homesteader. On Christmas
Day he had heard that Peter was moving
his herd to the Sagebrush range and was
allowing ranchers to come pick up any
strays which had gotten into the P-Ranch
herd. He figured this was a good time
to catch Peter to talk to him again about
the problem of the access road. For that
reason, he had gone to the Sagebrush
pasture the morning of December 26,
and although he was armed, he had
anticipated no trouble. To his surprise,
he said, Peter had attacked him in a
blind rage, beating him with a whip.
Thinking that Peter was going for his
gun as he whirled his horse, he’d drawn
his own gun and got in the first shot.

It was established at the trial that
Peter French was unarmed that day,
but as Ortego and a couple of Mexican
vaqueros were the only eye-witnesses,
and they gave conflicting statements as
to just what happened, there was no
clear-cut indication as to just where
justice lay. The courthouse at Burns
seethed with excitement as cattlemen and
homesteaders drew into tight, opposing
factions. In the end, both groups were
considerably sobered by the fact that a
man had been killed in the struggle over
Blitzen Valley, and a newspaper re-
ported that the verdict “Not Guilty”
brought only “mixed emotions” on the
part of interested citizens. The jury had
debated for four hours before arriving
at that decision.

The brother of Peter French came up
from California to claim the body. Fol-
lowing the inquest, held at the Sod House
by the sheriff, the body was put into an
improvised tin-lined coffin and taken
in one of Peter's big wagons over the
mountain passes in the dead of winter to
Baker City, California. There it was em-
balmed and sent to Red Bluff by rail
for burial. Thus Peter returned to the
bosom of the family he had. left almost
fifty years before.

As for Peter’s ranch, it soon began to
take on its original wild state, where
waterfowl whirred up as a man rode
by on horseback. The big White House
burned down; and the reversion to the
primitive was complete when the United

True West



States Government bought the original
ranch house site and surrounding land
in a 65,000-acre parcel to be added to the
Malheur National Wildlife Refuge in
1985.

Today Peter French’s domain is re-
membered only by a name on the map—
Frenchglenn. Both Peter and his father-
in-law, Dr. Glenn, are thus commem-
orated by a village of about seventy-five
souls in the almost wilderness region
of central Oregon.

A Mountain’s Strange Music
(Continued from page 27)

In. the brilliant light from the tape
I watched Elmer strike the stalactites
as if he were playing a xylophone. He
didn’t need to announce, “I’m now going
to play ‘Nearer My God To Thee’,” for
the tones of that organ were so perfect
that the tune was immediately recog-
nized. We took off our hats and joined
in singing the words, and it was a mighty
impressive moment.

Fully fifteen feet high, the organ was
formed against one wall of broad, thin,
and highly reverberative stalactites,
tuned by nature to an almost perfect
pitch. It had a range of two octaves.
There were three guides who played the
organ, but Elmer was the one who ex-
celled. He had mastered five tunes, in-
cluding “Yankee Doodle.”

THE GRAND CAVERNS were dis-

covered in the winter of 1883 by
George W. Snider, when he noticed steam
coming from openings in some rocks.

In 1909 the public got its last look at
the Grand Caverns. The temperature
was always 52 degrees, and the caverns
had been open to the public winter and
summer. For twenty-six years they re-
mained a favorite attraction in scenic
Colorado. Then because of litigation be-
tween the owners of the Cave of the
Winds Company nearby, and the Grand
Caverns, the Ilatter came under the
management of Cave of the Winds.
The Grand Caverns had larger rooms,
more formations, and were more spec-
tacular, but the new owners shut them
down because the road to them was not
particularly scenic or interesting. The
road to the Cave of the Winds wound
through Williams Cafion and added much
to the attraction of the cave itself.

The entrance to the Grand Caverns
was filled in and rocked up, but vandals
broke in and cracked one of the stalac-
tites in the organ. It doesn’t have the
perfect pitch now it had before. At
present the entrance is filled in with
rock for 100 feet, and a wall of cement
and steel is on the outside of this fill.

For many years owners of the Cave
of the Winds Company tried without
success to find an opening into the
Grand Caverns from their cave. About
thirty years ago they finally broke
through. It’s highly unlikely, however,
that the Grand Caverns will be re-opened
to the public, for it would take visitors
at least two hours to tour both the cave
and the caverns. Most sightseers
wouldn’t allow themselves the time for
it—not for just a tune played on the
pipes of antiquity.
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Need A New

PLAYMATE?

We believe we have the hottest one going! Our com-

pletely new PLAYMATE coin finder has been designed
and constructed for locating lost and buried coins, rings,

nuggets,

and other treasures.

The PLAYMATE will

easily detect the smallest coins to depths of several
inches or larger treasures to depths of five feet.

You no longer have to end your search at the water's
edge. The PLAYMATE can be submerged right up to
the control housing so that you can find the lost coins

and other valuables that

other detectors have missed.

We have incorporated all of the most desirable fea-
tures of our famous HUNTER into this low priced
instrument to give you the best possible detector for

the lowest possible price.

Write for full literature on our new PLAYMATE plus
our FREE treasure hunting guide book.

ARRETT

Room 215 Complete
only
P.0. BOX 28434 $99.00
DALLAS, TEXAS 75228

LECTRONICS

See What Natural Gold Really Looks Like
with this new beautiful 5 power pocket battery
ifying glass. A
uses. Comes with a small NUGGET, ready to
operate. Weight 415 oz. Price only $3.95, pre-
paid and insured to you. May be shipped C.O.D.
WHITE'S ELECTRONICS, INC.
1011 Pleasant Valley Road, Room 40|
Sweet Home, Oregon 97386

powered flashlight

This branding iron features
intricate detail—original de-
signs only. 1 x %" (up
to 4 letters, symbols) . . .
$9.95. 3" x 1" (drawings,
signatures, lettering, or com-
binations) . . - $15.95. High
tensil metal . . . fully guar-

o7 e e anteed. Choice of handles.
Branded western design on hardwood, standard.
Polished stag horn, $20.00 extra. Stag horn and
jade, $40.00 extra. Distinctively packaged in burlap
case. Write for free brochure.

BANTY BRANDS

Box 144-W Douglas, Wyoming 82633

host of

S0-0-0-0-0 . .

THE ISSUES OF TODAY ARE
THE RARITIES OF TOMORROW!

Hardly a mail goes by but that we get letters saying ‘‘I
missEed this or that issue of TRUE WEST or FRONTIER
TIMES

By golly, many of 'em are now unavailable.
. bend your good ear forward and . . .

DON'T MISS A SINGLE ISSUE!

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC., P.O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704

| enclose: $4.00 for & issues of each magazine
$7.00 for 12 issues of each magazine.
Name.

Address

City. State Zip.

New____ Renewal
This is a Gift Subscription. Please send one of your special
gift announcement cards with my compliments.

Sent by
(If you don't want to cut this magazine, order on a sheet of paper.)
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T r E } o IO“ ¥ | I BEFORE IT'S
Fui_ o TOOLATE...
If you secured the first eighteen issues of OLD WEST as they hit
the newsstands, you now have a set of COMPLETE rare book re-
prints worth $937.50 (book dealer value of the original editions).
If you did not, then latch on to these collector issues while our
limited stock is still available at the original newsstand price! These
books, in addition to the bonanza of stories, articles and features by
America’s top western authors, go to make up a stockpile of great
western reading that will be as interesting ten years from now as it
is today.
OLD W 5T OLD g_m‘i‘ OLD WEST (I M)

L —

OW?9-50¢ OW10-50¢c

! =

o BOME Y. VINEINLA
- ——
 RISTUNG THE BUSTUERS
- e o o e
 BALION 260 RoRSTRT

OW13-50c OWI14-50c OW16-50¢c OWI17-50¢c OW18-50¢c

THEY SIMPLY WON'T LAST LONG ... SO ORDER NOW!
WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, P. O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704

THE WAr

TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES
never get out of date. Filled with the
timeless sagas of the Old West, the back
issues are fascinating to read, and to keep.
Begin the interesting hobby of collecting
them, and watch their value grow as they
become more and more scarce. As soon as
we sell out of a back issue, collectors im-
mediately begin asking $1, $5 or more for
a copy—and getting it!

Issues on this page are available now,
but won't be for long. Why don‘t you take
advantage of this offer—pick a few back
issues to try. Each issue has the same high
quality, factual Old West material you ex-
pect and get from current issues.

And don't forget that TRUE WEST and
FRONTIER TIMES are really the same type
magazine—we are just sneaky enough to
issue them under different titles so they
will stay on the newsstands longer. Order
now, before it's too late!

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS

Box 3668-B1 Austin, Texas 78704

NOTICE: Western Publications will give a 109 dis-
count on all back issue orders totalling $30.00 or more.
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SECRET LOANS!

Pay As Little
As $5.00

Now you may get the money you need . ..
FAS'B; Borrow $100 to sl.oooy with a Money-
By-Mail “Secret Loan” from Dial. Absolute
privacy. No co-signers needed. ABSOLUTELY
§° MORTGAGES OF ANY KIND REQUIRED.

'ou use {zur own signature. Pay up old
bills and have cash left over out of every
paycheck. ( ial: Credit life insurance
available, at nominal cost). Whatever you
nepdmomylor...‘etitFAS’l"...an in
privacy by Mail from Dial. Write today.
No Obligation.

DIAL FINANCE CO., Dept.D-521
410 Kilpatrick Bidg., Omaha, Ng& 68102

[DIAL FINANCE CO., Dept.D-521
410 Kilpatrick Bidg., Omaha, Nobr. 68102

| Please rush FREE Loan Order Blank. NO AGENT
I o WILL CALL '
Address
(ot Al R R Stata Ly Zip Code..——_—.
Amount you want 10 borrow § e
it el e g
FINDING .
FOST {
&
TREASURE X

+ « » an exciting hobby
for the great outdoors
that really pays off!

THE MODEL 7=T AND
711-T METAL DETECTORS

ARE WORLD FAMOUS IN
DESIGN AND PERFORMANCE

FREE
LITERATURE

Vot

Division of Tinker & Rasor
DEPT. TWA, P.O. BOX 243, SAN GABRIEL, CALIF. 81778

Send for your free copy of

"Western Americana”

Latest catalog of much-wanted out-of-prin
books at reasonable prices. Also: send your
lists of books wanted. Free search service!

INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS

Box 3003-TW, Beverly Hills, Calif.
Western Wear

F R E E CATALOGUE

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

LUSKEY'S WESTERN STORE

DEPT. T 101 NORTH HOUSTON ST.
FORT WORTH, TEXAS 76102

MAPS TO GHOST TOWNS

New Book Titled ““California Ghost Town Trails’
has 36 maps showing the way to 90 California
ghost towns with mileage to the tenth of a mile,
36 photographs show the old towns as they appear
today. Find old bottles, western relics, antiques,
buried treasure. Satisfaction guaranteed or money
back. Order now. Only $2.95. A. L. Abbott, Dept.
73, P.O. Box 4262, Anaheim, California 92803.

California residents add 5% sales tax.

DON'T LET US DIE!

If you do not collect TRUE WEST, OLD
WEST and FRONTIER TIMES, how about
passing them along to a friend, an old timer,
a hospital? The greatest need of all how-
ever is to the military. Our readers tell us
that they love these magazines. Send a copy
to our boys in uniform and you have done
your good deed for the month. Seems like
when we get the magazines into the hands
of a new person, we have added another
reader—so this help from you would be a
terrific boost!
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WESTERN BOOK
ROPUMOUEF

By The Old Bookaroos

_ ATTENTION

We do not handle the books reviewed
below. If interested in purchasing,
please check your local bookstore, or
address your order to the individual
publisher in care of this office and
we will be glad to forward.

RECOLLECTIN’

Papa Didw’'t Spare the Rod (The Nay-
lor Co., $3.95) by Jerry Lackey is the
author’s choice experiences as a boy
growing up in the Texas hill country. The
chief characters are the author and
William—“a combination of several peo-
ple” Jerry grew up with. Deer hunting,
church at the river, cowpen rodeo,
drenching sheep, and Saturday night
dances are just a few of the settings for
the episodes Jerry and William are in.
Jerry Lackey is editor of the Sheep and
Goat Raiser Magazine in San Angelo,
Texas. At the tender age of twenty-six
he already had a solid background in
West Texas newspaper work and writing.
Papa Didn’t Spare the Rod is mighty en-
tertaining reading and we’ll be looking
for more books from Jerry Lackey. Jerry
has already scored in top western maga-
zines such as True West and Frontier
Times.

Trail to Marked Tree (The Naylor Co.,
$4.95) by Roy Swank and edited and
with an introduction by Nolan Porter-
field covers the experiences of Swank
and his brother, 1891-1926, when they
carved a farm from the backwood low-
lands of northeastern Arkansas. The
time and place are described as when
“houses were farther apart and people
closer together.” Rigors of clearing land,
lowland diseases, boll weevil and army
worm infestations were offset by simple
pleasures of the night—silent woodlands,
flavor of field-ripened watermelons,
animals of field and wood which were
kept at a respectful distance. The area
today is cleared of timber, roads are
hardsurfaced, and antennas from tele-
vision sets dot the horizon. The pioneers
are long gone, but Swank’s book tells
their story in detail and color.

TEXAS FRONTIER

Your reviewer was delighted with the
facsimile reprint (including the cover)
of The Quirt and the Spur (Steck-
Vaughn, $6.95) by Edgar Rye. A long
time ago J. Frank Dobie put me on the
trail of the first edition issued in 1909
with laconic comment, “Rye was in the
Fort Griffin, Texas, country when buf-
falo hunters dominated it.” Up to that
time I had found but little on the hide
trade in Texas and when I finally did

get Rye’s book I had quite a lot. And as
I had suspected, it was also of some
Texas Ranger interest. As a matter of
fact it covers just about every facet of
frontier life—Indian fighting, ranch be-
ginnings, vigilante justice, cowboys on
the trail and in town, frontier courts
and a cast of characters (and what a
cast!) numbering in the hundreds. Rye
was a lawyer and a newspaperman and
he was there. James M. Day, formerly
State Archivist of Texas and now a
member of the faculty at The University
of Texas at El Paso, wrote the intro-
duction. Your reviewer strongly recom-
mends that you read Dr. Day first so
you will know when Rye was off on
dates, spelling, or stretched the blanket
2 mite—then settle back and enjoy your
Rye.

NEGRO POLITICAL LEADER

Norris Wright Cuney (Steck-Vaughn,
$5.95) by Maud Cuney Hare is a biog-
raphy of the Negro political leader in
Texas during the last half of the nine-
teenth century written by his daughter.
The book is a Steck-Vaughn reprint in
their Life and Adventure Series and is
from the first edition published in 1913.
Cuney was the son of a Swiss plantation
owner and one of his slaves. His mother
was of Negro, Indian, and Caucasian
blood. Cuney was educated as a boy in
Pittsburgh before the Civil War and
not only furthered his personal educa-
tion throughout his life, but championed
better education for Negroes and whites
alike. Cuney became a major Texas
political figure in the Republican party.
He was a delegate to national conven-
tions, a power in Galveston city and
Texas state politics. He ran a long-
shoreman’s business on the Galveston
docks and fought successfully for better
wages and conditions. He was a man of
high principles and, because of his forth-
right and enthusiastic political efforts,
developed strong opponents. He was in-
spector of customs for many years and
served on the city council. Cuney’s biog-
raphy, long out of print, presents many
viewpoints pertinent to current racial
problems.

WESTERN ART

Peter Hurd, The Lithographs (Baker
Gallery Press, $16.95) is a big handsome
book edited by Pete’s friend and protege,
artist John Meigs. John contributes an
informative foreword and Pete’s brother:
in-law, Andrew Wyeth, a brief introduc
tion that reflects even now a mite of his
boyish worship of the young Westerne:

True Wesi



who married his sister Henriette. But
this is Pete’s book—he provides informa-
tion on the history and technique of
lithography and appropriate comments
on the lithographs reproduced in this
book—and, of course, the magnificent
lithographs—fifty-eight of them! There
are photos of Pete at work and repro-
ductions of several of his working
sketches. Jim Baker, John Meigs and all
those who labored to make this book
possible have placed the Western art
buffs deep in their debt for Pete is one
of us—a Westerner’s Westerner. For the
dedicated Hurd and Western art fans
there is a limited edition of 300 copies
(for sale) bound in leather, each copy
containing a new Hurd lithograph '(his
first in twenty-five years), “Home for
Supper,” in a sturdy cloth covered slip

case—$125.00 and worth it. Strongly
recommended.
He Made the West Famous

(Continued from page 21)

verse. Nothing sold. Grey talked of re-
turning to dentistry, but his wife would
not hear of it. She borrowed money to
pay for the publishing of his first novel,
Betty Zame, a romanticized version of
his ancestors’ adventures on the Ohio
frontier. It did not sell either, and Grey
was despondent.

Then spring came.

“Soft sweet day,” wrote Grey, “with
2 smell of burning forest in the air, the
sale blossoms of trailing arbutus peeping
from dead leaves, white pines and brown
iisles, the lonely silence of the hills where
‘he fringed gentian and ladies’ slippers
10d in the wind, alder swales deep in the
voods where deer browse and grouse
foams: o

DN A VISIT to New York, Grey met

Buffalo Jones, one of the last of the
’lainsmen, and suddenly life changed.
‘ones had an idea: He wanted to try
reeding buffalo with Black Galloway
attle, and he wanted a writer along to

tovernor Raymond P. Shafer at the Zane
Grey Inn, Lackawaxen, Pennsylvania.
ia Fish ommissfon
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Treasure Finder.

gets,

* No cumbersome earphones . . .

a powerful speaker is used.

Easy to operate,

Comes with two special loops.

A small loop for detecting nug-

gets and one for detecting treas-
ures.

* Instructions . . . and fresh bat-
teries included.

Detects Gold and Silver Nug-
Rings, Coins, Mineral
Float, Veins and Treasures.

A small NUGGET goes with each instrument which it will detect.

Buy the GOLD-MASTER on
Easy Terms! Just $29.50
down and balance at $10.57
per month . . . Also available
thru your local Finance Co.

DISCOVER THE TRUE WEST

with the new GOLD-MASTER Super

Sensitive Mineral, Metal, and

COMPLETE...ONLY
$169.50
Send for FREE literature now! ! !

WHITE'S ELECTRONICS

Room 401

with no down payment upon
approved credit.

1011 Pleasant Valley Road
Sweet Home, Oregon 97386

COIN
SALE!

LINCOLN CENTS — —
1909P 14P 17D 18D 18S
1919D 19S 20D 20S 21P
19255 26D 27D 28D 29D
1929S 30D 30S 34D 35D
19355 36D 36S 37D 37S 38P 39S 425 43P 43D 43S 47P
19485 49S 52P 54P 54S 40D Sm. Date.

YOUR CHOICE AT .I5¢c each.
JEFFERSON NICKELS — —
1938P 40D 40S 41D 41S 42D 43P 43S 44P 44D 44S 45p
1945D 45S 465 47S 48S 49S 50P 52D 525 53S 545 58P

YOUR CHOICE AT 25¢ each.
ROOSEVELT DIMES — —
1946P 46D 46S 47P 47D 47S 48P 48D 48S 49P 49D 50P
1950D 50S 51P 51D 51S 52D 525 53D 535 54S 555 58P

YOUR CHOICE AT 30c each.

Monthly bargain lists—$1.00 per year
(coin or stamp)

MONTEREY COINS, DEPT. A-1

311 Homeland N.W., Albuqueque, N.M. 87114

C. M. RUSSELL COWBOY NOTES

3 CHARLES M. RUSSELL paintings in an
unique, new set of western correspondence
notes. 18 full color scenes with envelopes,
packed in an attractive gift box. Order ““Cow-
boy Notes” today! Only $1.25 per box. Money
back guarantee! Or send for a FREE CATA-
LOG of western Christmas cards, prints, notes
and stationery. Our 20th year of happy cus-
tomers by mail! Thank you kindly.

THELEANIN ‘S TREE ranc

Box 1500 Boulder, Colo. 80302

SMART, TOP VALUE FOX WESTERNS

HAND MADE IN OUR FACTORY, TO YOUR ORDER

Order a Fox Western
hat exactly as you
want it, Select from
12 colors, all sizes,
also select style,
crown height, brim
width to 415*°, and
band width. Greatest
value at lowest cost. The choice of
hundreds. This quality buy only Fox
available from Fox. All hats made of
heavier weight, imported felt. Money Low

back guarantee. PRICES
Send for FREE illustrated Folder— | $12,50
gives ordering details. T
FOX HAT CO., Hatters Since 1910
477 Wabasha St., Dept. TW-4 $2000

St. Paul, Minnesota 55102

Quality
Steel

Seasoned Hardwood
12 Ft. Long

STEEL TOMAHAWK

Forged in the Flames of History, this hand-
crafted axe is guaranteed to please any out-
doorsman who needs a rugged trail axe to
use as a camp tool or unigue decorator item.
PLAIN—$5.98, DECORATED—$6.98. Cash,
check or M.O. Send for FREE brochure.

HIGH RIVER Mfg. Co. Dept. L

1853 S. Haskell Dallas, Texas 75223
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Genuine
Handlasted lrapoidse
Benchmade Boots

Satisfaction Guaranteed—Free Catalog

“Toe Hall’? Handmade

Leather Lined
Hand Finished

The vamps and 16-
inch tops with 6-inch
Zipper in back are of
beautiful soft glove
leather. Nylon
stitched, steel shanks,
Jeather lined walking
heel, narrow toe.
No. 2100, Sun Tan
No. 2101, Black
Ne. 2102, Brown
No. 2103, Red
No. 2104, Royal Blue
;| No. 2105, White
Tk SAME BOOT IN

v ROUGH-OUT
No. 2000, Sun Tan
No. 2001, Brown
No. 2002, Royal Blue
No. 2006, Black
No. 2007, Red

$29.45

Give measurements in_inches of calf of your
leg. $5.00 deposit on C.0.D. orders—You pay
postal charges. We pay postage on prepaid
order.
Our guarantee—for exchange or refund
return boots undamaged and unworn with-
in 10 days.
FREE CATALOG—Adults’ and Children’s Boots,
Western Shirts, Pants, Hats

HALL-YSLETA BOOT CO.

BOX 17971-T. EL PASO, TEXAS 79917

ROUGH RIDER

REDUCIBLE

UPTURE AGONY

Removed (or trial
COSTS YOU NOTHING)

WHEN you slip into a
low-cost, contour-designed
Brooks Patented Air Cush-
ion Appliance! Your re-
ducible rupture will be held
in securely yet gently—or
the trial costs you nothing! This invention
has made millions of sufferers happy. You
can enjoy heavenly comfort night and day at
work and play—or the Appliance costs you
NOTHING. Isn’t this worth a no-risk trial by
you? If interested, write for free facts now.

BROOKS CO., 364-F State St., Marshall, Mich. 49068

BILL PROBLEMS?

WE CAN HELP YOU — TODAY
NOBODY REFUSED UP TO $18,000.00
Bad Credit No Problem ® Not a Loan Co.

Send Your Name and Address
For FREE Application To Nearest Office

INTERNATIONAL ACCEPTANCE, dept. M-76

* 5133 N. Central Ave., Phoenix, Ariz. 85012, *
711 - 14th St. N.W. Washington, D.C. 20005

% 507 Carondelet St., New Orleans, La. 70130 *

AT HOME IN THE
WILDERNESS

Tells how to live off the land, and about
edible wild plants, hunting and fishing,
trapping, home tanning. Order direct. Only
$3.00 postpaid.

SUN BEAR
P. O. Box 5835-WW Reno, Nevada 89503

BLUE STAR OINTMENT STOPS ITCHING IN
FIVE MINUTES OR MONEY BACK!

Stop athletes foot, ringworm, fetter,
other itches. Get fast relief. A house-
hold standby since 1913. At better
drug counters or send $1.00 to:

NC =) BLUE STAR OINTMENT
P.0. Box 21088W  HOUSTON, TEXAS 77026
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record his experiment.

Grey agreed to accompany Jones. Their = =

trip took them to the Far West, which
gave the author material for the first
of his Western novels. The two men
journeyed to Arizona, crossed the Paint-
ed Desert of the Navajos with a Mormon
caravan, lassoed mountain lions in the
Grand Canyon and lived with rangers
from Texas and wild-horse hunters from
Utah.

Back in Lackawaxen with their first
baby, Dolly Grey received accounts of
her husband’s adventures: “No boy
dropped into the West could have more
magnificent experiences! This wild, lone-
ly purple land of sage and rock has
taken possession of me.”

When he returned to Lackawaxen,
Grey wrote The Heritage of the Desert,
the story of a girl who escapes from a
Mormon colony and falls in love with an
Easterner recovering his health in
Arizona. Harper & Brothers, which had
turned down his previous efforts, ac-
cepted it. At long last, Zane Grey was
on his way.

The Heritage of the Desert, his first
Western, launched Grey on the road to
wealth., Riders of the Purple Sage, his
second, sold more than two million
copies in the first few years, and still
goes on and on in paperbacks.

With success and money, the Greys’
way of life changed somewhat. Three
women secretaries came to Lackawaxen
and were installed in a cottage on the
river. But Grey continued to write on his
old lapboard and his wife continued to
edit. The secretaries typed and retyped.
He kept them busy.

Grey wrote eighty-six books in all.
Literary critics scorned his use of clichés
and awkward words, but millions of
readers reveled in his purple prose. His
stories were translated into twenty
foreign languages and made into more
than one hundred movies. He became the
king of popular novelists, the second
best-seller of all time (after the Bible).

His most popular novels were Riders of
the Purple Sage and The Spirit of the
Border, both violent, bloody and crudely
written. But as Grey wrote in the in-
troduction to the latter, a story of fight-
ing against the Indians: “The author
does not intend to apologize for what
many readers may call the ‘brutality’ of
the book.” And apology was the last
thing Grey’s readers wished.

Although his writing is said to lack
style and substance, Grey’s books have
color and authenticity, his plots display
an unusual talent for invention, and the
narration is swift. Grey belonged to that
rough-and-ready school of letters whose
hero was a superman with a will of iron,
nerves of steel and heart of gold.

While gathering material for his books,
Grey lived as he wished, satisfying his
love of adventure and the outdoors. He
bought horses, yachts, and properties
from Pennsylvania to Tahiti, among them
hunting lodges and ranches in Arizona
and Oregon, and a big house in Altadena,
California, and 'a place on Catalina
Island.

The author traveled throughout the
world, fished in New Zealand and the
South Seas and hunted in countless

Courtesy Helen Johnson, Zane Grey Inn

Zane Grey at work.

places. Eventually he lost his desire to
kill animals, but his passion for deep-sea
fishing never abated.

While Grey fished in faraway places,
his wife remained at home, patiently
editing his work and protecting his pub:
lication and subsequent movie rights. Ir
1937, Grey went fishing on the Umpqusz
River in Oregon. There, in a remote
camp, he had a stroke. His son Romel
and a guide carried him out of the
wilderness. He recovered and continuec
to write.

The next year Grey visited Australia
Returning to his home in Altadena, he
wrote a book on fishing and made plani
for a trip to Lackawaxen. “I'd like t
see the woods when the leaves turn,” h
said. But he suffered a heart attack and
in October 1939, died at the age of sixty
four.

Grey is buried in old Union Cemetery
next to what is now Zane Grey Inn. Mrs
Grey, who survived him by eightee
years, is buried at his side.

Windies—Pure and Simple

(Continued from page 15)
Panther was riding a mean old outlaw
He spurred and whipped until the hors
quit bucking and broke into a run. H
then decided he would have no more ¢
that critter. He pulled the horse’s hea
around, leaned far over, grasped th
hackamore noseband in both handi
threw himself from the saddle, plante
his heels in the dirt, threw his hip int
the horse’s shoulder, then with perfe
timing threw the horse to the groum
breaking its shoulder.

We laughed loud and long at the in
possibility of that feat.

The old-timer spoke for the first tim
“You kids can laugh if you want to, bl
1 saw Panther do that.”

HERE ARE SOME more Panth
stories. They have been passed on
bunkhouses and around campfires bl
never written in the record. I quote:

I was driving a freight string dow

True We
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in Texas one time. I don’t remember
how many teams I had strung out.in
front of the wagons, but I do know that
when the wheelers got to where the
leaders started, they were wading knee
deep in horse manure.

One day me an’ Slim Davis was on
circle on the South Fork of Powder
River. I was riding an old outlaw. Mean-
est horse I ever saw.

We come up over a little rise an’ saw
two bears feeding on a carcass in the
gulch below. You could see they was
plumb full of dead meat, the way they
was just picking an’ sniffing around.

“Let’s rope ’em,” I said to Slim.

“No thanks,” he said, “I ain’t mad at
them bears.”

“Then let me have your rope an’ I’ll
ketch both of ’em.”

He gave me his rope an’ I tied hard
an’ fast an’ jumped that old outlaw
right down amongst ’em. I ketched one
with the first rope, then changed hands
an’ ketched the other one with the sec-
ond rope. An’ there I was with two bears
tied hard and fast to an outlaw horse.
[ didn’t like that damn horse nohow, so
[ just stepped off an’ let him have ’em.

Back in the early days we had a bunch
>f young Englishmen in northern Wyo-
ming. They were all hell-raisers an’
‘heir families had sent them West an’
raid them just to stay away from home.
We called them the Remittance Men.
Some of them settled around Sheridan
i’ with all their money they soon built
ip big ranches. They liked the West all
ight but missed the things they used
© have in England, so they had organs,
silliard tables an’ stuff like that
‘reighted in.

One day Lord Gallatin an’ the Earl of
foncrieffe were playing billiards in
allatin’s parlor. They got into an argu-
nent about a shot Moncrieffe had made.
he argument got pretty hot an’ finally
sallatin called Moncrieffe a “liah.”

Moncrieffe said, “I say, don’t you
ingvs,r,, it takes an awthlete to call me a
iah.

Gallatin swung the butt end of his cue
nd caught Moncrieffe on the side of the
ead. Moncrieffe fell to his knees,
rawled under the billiard table, stuck
is head up on the other side an’ said
By Jove, you know. You are an
wthlete, old chappie.”

It was about the time the first auto-
lobiles showed up when we had the
ig wind in northern Wyoming. It blew
own a lot of trees an’ scattered sheds
n’ small buildings all over the country.
: was a real humdinger.

Some tourists were going up Goose
reek in a Model T Ford. The wind was
) strong they were afraid it would tip
16 car over so they pulled off into
grove of trees under a bank. They were
tying to set up a tent when Bob Cum-
lings come by on his saddle horse.
He could see that they had more than
tey could handle so he stopped to help.
hey would drive a stake in the ground
i one corner but before they could get
le next stake in, the wind would ketch
le canvas an’ pull the first one.
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$ TREASURE HUNTING $

PROVES TO BE LUCRATIVE HOBBY!

Ernest J. Clark writes; “‘In three weeks since | received my Gardiner
Model 190A Metal Detector, | have found a total of approximately
$685 worth of miscellaneous coins, jewelry and artifacts. Some of
the coins dated back to 1802. | think the features of this metal
detector are really way ahead of all the other makes, especially in the
fact that it will distinguish bottle caps and other worthless items.”

Free catalog of our patented metal detectors gives comparison tests of different makes.

GARDINER ELECTRONICS

Dept. 7 4729 N. 7th Avenue e Phoenix, Arizona 85013

BURIAL 40 TIMBERED ACRES
... NSURANCE | ] $1650 TOTAL PRICE
WASH.-IDAHO-MONT.

not a pile of billa o 0o

$2,000 Policy to age 80. No salesman
$50 Down—$25 month, in Northern Ida-
ho, Northeastern Washington, and West-

will call on you. Money Back Guaran-

teen ey For FREE details write

Crown Life of Illinois, 203 N. Wabash,

Chicago, Illinois, 60601. Dept. 2266 ern Montana. In the heart of lakes and
big game country. All covered with grow-
ing timber. Access, Title insurance with

each tract. This is select land with natural

beauty, recreational and investment val-
ues. Your inspection welcomed. Write us
for free list, maps and complete informa-
tion. We have tracts of many types and
sizes from which to choose, including
beautiful Northwest Waterfront property
on the Pend Oreille, Priest, and Kettle
rivers; and property on Pend Oreille Lake.
Write to: Dept. HID

SILVER DOLLARS!

Choice Mint Condition
Silver Dollars availa-
ble monthly to mem-
bers of “Dollarama
Club.” New, conven-
ient collection builder.

2 i Membership limited.
Write today for Free Details. You'll be de-
lighted. No obligation of course.

MONTEREY COINS

311 Homeland N.W.
Albuquerque, N.M. 87114

P.O. Box 8146, Spokane, Wash, 99203

e —— VT T T T —————
The OREMASTER ‘‘POCKET MAGNETOMETER"® :
This is another sensational instrument developed in our Research Laboratory and added to
the famous OREMASTER line of super sensitive space age, prospecting and research instruments.
This is an exceptionally sensivitive magnetic meter and will automatically react to either
a detectable positive or negative magnetic field in an ore sample, vein, ore hody or piece of
float. Will pinpoint the source or sources of these fields to show the richest ore. Will react
through wood, aluminum, quartz, water, ice, snow, mud and dirt. Add one of these to your
odern Oremaster equipment. No batteries required—weight only 7 oz.—size 24 x (.
Price—$29.50. No Sales Tax 10.00 down—Balance $5.00 per month
4 WHITE'S ELECTRONICS, INC.
- Special Models Available For Mobile Prospecting
1011 Pleasant Valley Road Room 401 Sweet Home, Oregon 97386
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IND BURIED IRES
|10-DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

| TWREASURE.Z

: I
| PROEBE é , g i
| 88 Al |
Ppd. DEALER INQUIRES INVITEDl

3 MODELS AVAILABLE

ALL TRANSISTORIZED !

All models find buried metal objects and signal location I

' thru earphone with loud sound. Detect gold, silver,

| metallic ore, and nuggets of all kinds. Find lost colns, '
jewelry, Indian artifacts, civil war souvenirs. All models

| guaranteed to equal instruments selling for much more
or your money back. Each model includes sensitive
earphone, battery, and instruction booklet.

| Send for FREE phamplets on the exciting new hobby 1
of el ic treasure finding.

o NEW TREASURE PROBE KIT — only $14.88 Ppd. @ |
complete do it yourself instrument that we guar- l
antee to work when completed.

o ORIGINAL TREASUREPROBE-only $18.88 Ppd. l
completely assembled and ready to use. l

o NEW TREASUREPROBE MKll—only $24.88 Ppd.
an advanced model that includes a powerful built |
in speaker that ically is di ted when I

l earphone is in use. completely assembled .

7O ORDER—send cash, check, or money order. I
$3.00 deposit for C.O.D. In N.J. add 4% sales tax |

jowes TREASURE PROBE DEPT. TAJ

PO Box 64 LAKEWOOD N.J. 08701

LIVE-CATCH ALL-PURPOSE TRAPS

FREE  N& SO/
CATALOG

Trap without injury squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits, mink, fox, rac-
coons, stray animals, pests, etc. Sizes for every need. Also traps for
fish, sparrows, pigeons, crabs, turtles, quail, etc. Save 40% on low
factory prices. Send no money. Free catalog and trapping secrets.

TRAPFACTORY, Dept. M11, Box 10880, Houston, Texas 77018

H
f

WORTH 50 /

Powermaste). HUNTING/
CROSSBOW_ KIT /

KILLS DEER, BEAR, Etc.
RABBITS. SQUIRRELS,
ALL SMALL GAME
COLLECTOR'S

ATEM

o T Centuries old, crossbow =N

tarrifi i shooting is now a fast, modern sport. Powerful
targot g and silent. A precision instrument, beautiful as itis
sport > accurate. Hunters knock down game at 200 ft. Two-way
sights — open and peep — windage and elevation. Anyone can target-
shoot right in their own backyard. Harpoon fish with free line attachment.
34" hardwood stock. 33" bow. } den display. F ion is
legal in all states. .. Money back if not completely satisfied. Kit includes
2 Target Arrows, Hunting Arrow, Fishing Attachment and Leather Quiver.
S&R RESEARCH, Box 20-G San Gabriel. California 91778

Send for FREE
WESTERN CATALOG!

96-page fully illustrated
catalog with many styles
in full’ natural cotor!
Widest selection of all
types of Western cloth-
ing and saddlery. Low-
est prices.

Satisfaction = guaranteed
or your money back!

"E Ranchwear
st Second South
y, Utah 84111

INDIAN CRAFT SUPPLIES

. 84 PAGE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG
S Indian craft kits, bulk supplies,
war bonnets, beadwork, etc.
Send 25¢ for catalog.

GREY OWL

Indian Craft Co.
150-02 Beaver Rd., Dept. TW-69
Jamaica 33, N.Y.

" Authors!

Your book can be published, promoted, distrib-
uted by successful, reliable company. Fiction,
non-fiction, poetry, scholarly, religious and even
controversial manuscripts welcomed. Free Edi-
torial Report. For Free Booklet write Vantage
Press, Dept. TW, 120 W. 31 St., New York 1.
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This went on for quite awhile an’ Bob
finally gave up. He told them they would
either have to wait it out in the car or
try to get to the mext town, about fif-
teen miles away.

When he started for his horse an old
woman grabbed him by the arm. “Does
the wind blow like this all the time in
Wyoming?” she yelled.

“Naw,” Bob said. “It’ll blow like
this three or four days an’ then just
cut loose an’ blow to beat hell.”

I WORKED for the Circle T down in
Arizona for a few years. It was owned
by a New York syndicate an’ Tex Bowers
was foreman. Tex didn’t have any trouble
running the ranch an’ making it pay,
but he sure had trouble with the in-
spectors that come out of New York.

One time he got into an argument
with one of them an’ before it was over,
Tex got mad an’ called the inspector a
stupid s-o-b. The inspector went back
to New York an’ complained to the main
office. The president of the company
wrote Tex a letter.

“Dear Tex,” he wrote. “I understand
that when one of our inspectors was at
the ranch recently, an argument got
started and someone called our inspector
a vile and uncomplimentary name.
Please report to me personally, giving
all the pertinent details.”

Tex wrote on the bottom of the letter
an’ sent it bacK. All he said was, “It
ain’t a question of who called the in-
spector a s-o-b. It’s a question of who
called the s-o-b an inspector.”—Tex.

Another time Tex got a letter from
New York. “Dear Tex,” it said, ‘“we are
sending Mr. Freeman Abernathy, vice
president in charge of our Arizona hold-
ings, out for a visit. He will want to see
all the assets and make a general re-
view of the whole operation. Please take
whatever time is necessary to show him
around and explain everything to him.”

Tex wrote back, “We will be glad to
have Mr. Freeman Abernathy, vice presi-
dent in charge of your Arizona holdings,
come out to visit us. But there are a
couple of things we need to get straight.
In the first place, we don’t have all the
fancy doodads here on the ranch that
you folks have in New York. For in-
stance, we still use a privy in the back
yard. We call it our asset. The other
thing is, I want to know how much Mr.
Abernathy weighs because if he should
fall through one of the holes in the
privy, I want to know how much to
ship back to New York.”—Tex.

I SPENT ONE winter in Deadwood,
South Dakota. Me an’ Hank Blevins
rented a cabin an’ just batched. We just
played poker all winter—never did work.
We got pretty well acquainted with
Butch Thompson who run a little butcher
shop.

Hank always got up at daylight an’
took a walk before breakfast. He might
walk on the streets or down the alleys,
or maybe even out of town in the hills.
One evening just before time to go homie
an’ cook supper, Hank come into the
back room of the saloon where I was
playing cards.

“Let's go for a walk,” he said,

I cashed in my chips an’ we started.
When we passed the butcher shop we
saw a big sign in the window that said
RABBIT SALE. The place was full of
women buying rabbits for supper. Hank
grinned.

When we got to the alley Hank said,
“Let’s go down the alley.”

About half-way down the alley we saw
a dead cat. Hank picked it up. by the
tail an’ carried it along till we come to
the backdoor of the butcher shop. He
opened the door an’ tossed the cat in
amongst all them women.

“Hey, Butch,” he yelled. “That’s three
you owe me for.”

One time Hank went into the back
room of a saloon where four fellows
was playing draw. He watched until
one of them went broke an’ left.

“Set in, Hank,” one of the others said.

“What’s it cost to get in?”’ Hank asked.

“Twenty dollars.”

“Table stakes?”

“Yeah.”

Hank took his place at the table an’
bought a twenty-dollar stack. The fellow
on his left anted twenty dollars. Every-
body had to stay in the ante. Since
it was table stakes, Hank was entitled
to a full hand. He caught two aces be-
fore the draw an’ another one on the
draw. He took the pot.

He shoved his chips into the middle an’
said, “Cash me in. You were going to
take my twenty an’ get me out. I'll just
take your sixty an’ go.”

Me an’ Tim McCarthy was on circle
one day. We come out of the timber into
a little park and jumped a bobeat. We
didn’t have no quarrel with bobcats but
we wanted to have some fun, so we
jerked down our ropes and built to him.

Across the park was a high cliff with
a bunch of boulders at the foot of it. The
cat headed that way. He was sure hurry-
ing. Tim wasted a loop an’ I missed one
too. By that time the cat reached the
foot of the cliff an’ made a dive for a
hole ' between two big rocks. The hole
was shaped like a triangle an’ the cat
got his front end in all right but his
hip bones caught where the triangle
narrowed at the top. He was spitting
an’ clawing an’ yowling, trying to get
on into the hole out of sight.

Me an’ Tim got off our horses an’
looked the situation over. I said, “I could
maybe put a double half hitch on one
leg an’ pull him out with my horse.”

“Naw,” Tim said, “your horse would
get spooked an’ buck you off an’ then
we’d be in a hell of a fix.”

“Well then, maybe I could just pull
him out by hand, turn him loose an'
you’d get another chance at him.”

“Naw,” Tim said, “you’d have bobcat
tracks all over you.”

I was gettin’ mad. “Then you think
of something.”

Tim scratched his head an’ spit a gok
of tobacco juice out of the cormer of
his mouth.

“T always did want to kick,a bobcal
in the rear.” He pulled back one foot an
booted the cat on into the hole.

True Wesi



LIVE LONGER AND BETTER

In The Healthiest, Sunniest Climate
In All America —
Deming, New Mexico!

Your Own Ranchette
Only *299
Only *5 a Month!

Do you know people who wake up to sunshine 355 days out of each
year . . . people who don’t know what it is to be oppressed by humid
heat in the summer or by the cold clutch of winter damp? Do you know
people who can say that in their State the rate of cancer and heart
disease is half of what the Nation as a whole faces? Do you know peo-
ple to whom a suntan is a year 'round commonplace, who work and
play in a climate called America’s healthiest? We know such people.
They live in New Mexico.

There isn’t a state in the entire Union that gets more sunshine than
New Mexico . . . not California, not Florida, not Arizona, not even
Hawaii. There isn’t a place on earth where the air is purer, where body
health is more lavishly bestowed. No place where the words at the top
of this page—LIVE LONGER AND BETTER—fit more than they do in
New Mexico.

And in all of New Mexico itself it would be difficult to match the
climate and beauty of the region surrounding Deming. As spectacular
as the northern portion, but without the cold of winter. As dry and pure
as over the border to Arizona, but not as hot in the summer. As
strangely appealing as the desert yet fertile. And as actively vigorous
and prosperous as the city you now live in (maybe more so) yet with-
out the fever, without the tension.

To live anywhere in New Mexico is to live better. The superb climate,
naturally air-conditioned in the summer and brilliantly sunny in the
winter—the breath-taking beauty of a lavish Nature—the young vigor of
a state that is causing an unprecedented business and investment
boom—the record which shows that one lives longer, that health im-
provement is almost miraculous—these are the reasons that tens of
thousands of Americans already have come here to live, and hundreds
of thousands of others will be following in the immediate years ahead.

Consider then: Here in the center of this miraculous climate and
beauty are towns which have grown amazingly in the last 10 years.
Las Cruces, for example: In 1950 it had 12,000 people. By 1960, 37,000
... arise of 300% in 10 years! (How about your town? Has it grown 3
times its size in 10 years?) Like Tucson and Phoenix, this area has the
same desert allure, where the good fortune of pure air, pure drinking
water and a salubrious climate permits lovely towns to flourish. Sta-
tistics show the same 85% of possible sunshine, summer and winter,
of Phoenix and Tucson; these same figures reveal even purer, drier air.

Beginning 3% miles from the flavorful town of Deming (population
8000) are 14,000 acres of former ranches whose farthest boundary is
20 miles from town. Spectacularly set off by the breathtaking’ Florida
Mountains, this land is so typical of the romance of the southwest that
it has been photographed for the covers of many magazines including
the official publication of the State of New Mexico. What better way to
describe its Southwestern flavor than to tell you that when the pro-
ducers of the movie THE TALL TEXAN sought an authentic locale for
their picture, they chose some of the very land we have sub-divided
into the DEMING RANCHETTES. THE TALL TEXAN was filmed on our
ranch, the same place where you may have a Ranchette or your very
own. In this lovely basin every DEMING RANCHETTE fronts graded
earth roads already dedicated to Luna County in widths of 50 and 80
feet. Every Ranchette has direct access to avenues leading to three
major highways—U.S. Highways 80, 70 and State Highway 11.

DEMING is blessed with water which is called “America’s finest
drinking water, 99.99% pure.” (Shop windows in Deming display this
proud claim.) There are homes already built on DEMING RANCHETTES
and they all have electricity. When you are ready to build your new
home, electricity will be made available to you. Schools, hospitals,
churches, shops, movies, golf course, tennis courts—these are located
in the charming growing city of Deming. Fertile soil is yours for the
planting, and wait until you see the stunning landscape of cotton
fields in bloom. Almost everything will grow here when watered —fruits,
vegetables, flowers, trees.

The one thing that captivates the fancy of people from every state
in the Union is the sincere friendliness of Deming’s people. To visit
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Deming is like going back to the warmth of one’s own family. But don’t
overlook the very practical benefits of living anywhere near Deming.

HUNTING AND FISHING—What are you after? Deer, antelope, wild
turkey? Or maybe bear, mountain lion? Well, you can get deer, quail
and big jack-rabbits right in your own backyard, in the Floridas. For
really big game, and great fishing, try the Gila National Forest 60 miles
directly north. Almost 2,000,000 acres set aside for camping, hunting
and fishing. And just 65 miles northeast is the beginning of the mighty
Caballo Dam-Elephant Butte Reservoir, the second largest man-made
lake in the United States where you can rent a boat, fish, swim or go
water skiing.

INVESTMENT—More than 10,000
through the mail and on site.

The new U.S. Interstate 10 is now being built with an interchange
right in the heart of Deming. Consider other developments such as the
new Retirement Home (now being constructed) and the new road being
built from Palomas, Mexico (33 miles south of Deming) into the interior
of Mexico and you will agree with us that Deming has a tremendous
future.

And the price of your Ranchette? Just $299 complete for a full half-
acre and low monthly playments of $5. That's the complete price—no
extras, no interest! At this moment you may reserve as many half-acre
sites as you wish but please bear this in mind: DEMING RANCHETTES
is not an enormous development and land such as this goes fast. At
these prices, you may want your Ranchette to be larger—one, two—
even five acres. An immediate reservation will guarantee that your
half-acres will adjoin each other (this is becoming increasingly difficult
because of the shortage of available lots). And you take no risk. Your
reservation does not obligate you. You have the unqualified right to
change your mind within 45 days after we send your Purchaser’s Agree-
ment, Property Owner’s Kit, Maps and Photographs—15 days to go
through the portfolio, check our references, talk it over with the family.
If, during that time, you should change your mind, your reservation will
be cancelled and your deposit returned to you. Then you have an
ADDITIONAL 30 DAYS AFTER you have made your first monthly pay-
ment to change your mind and request a full refund of every dollar you
have paid in. If this makes sense mail the coupon.

L e e T T SR

SELECT WESTERN LANDS INC. DEPT. DP 661-A
108 No. Platinum, Deming, New Mexico 88030

Gentlemen:| wish to reserve the following site in Deming Ranchettes:

[0 %2 acre for $299. Only $5 a month.

[ 1 acre for $598. Only $10 a month.

[J 1% acres for $897. Only $10 a month.

[J 2 acres for $1196. Only $15 a month.

Please rush complete details, including my Purchaser’s Agreement, Property

I

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

| Owner’s Kit, Maps, Photographs and all data. It is strictly understood that |
} may change my mind for any reason within 45 days after | receive my port-
|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

people have bought Ranchettes

folio.

NAME___
ADDRESS

CITY. STATE ZIP.

“A statement and offering statement has been filed with the Department of
State of the State of New York. The filing does not constitute approval of the
sale or lease or offer for sale or lease by the Departmnt of State or any officer I
thereof or that the Department of State has in any way passed upon the merits |
of such offering. A copy of the offering statement is available, upon request,
from the subdivider.” FLA. AD 67LB183 l
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If you have information concerning
rnons referred to below, do not write
o us. Communicate directly with the
letter writer.

Schaeffer

I would like to hear from anyone with
information about my ancestors on my
father’s side of the family, especially any
family members still living in Illinois.
My father’s grandfather, John Maurice
Schaeffer, was born in Sangamon Coun-
ty, Illinois in 1837. He was married to
Cynthia Ann Glass in 1868 in Dallas,
Texas. They lived in Wise County, Tex-
as, and later moved to Healdton, Okla-
" homa. I believe John Maurice Schaeffer’s
father came to this country from Ger-
many in 1812.—Mrs. Virgil G. Mangram,
1211 Avenue “E”, Lawton, Oklahoma
73501

James

- Samuel “Sam” James supposedly lived
in Williamson County around Round
Rock or Georgetown, Texas. My grand-
father knew him and claimed he was
an outlaw, that he had lost one eye in a
robbery of some kind. My grandfather
gaid he rode with him in the late 1890s.
This man has just died recently, and we
were wondering if anyone could send us
any information.—Marvin Schulent, Box
423, Driscoll, Texas 78351

5 Reeder

I am seeking information about Annie
May (Reeder) Fallert. Annie was adop-
ted by people by the name of Fallert
who lived at Porterville, California. I
~would also like any information on O. R.
(known as Orville) Reeder or any of his
people. At one time he lived at Cam-
bridge, Nebraska, Coffeeville, Kansas,
and Tulsa, Oklahoma.—Stella Brennen,
299 Sunnyview Courts, Twin Falls, Idaho
83301

Tutorow

1 would like to hear from anyone hav-
ing the name Tutorow. Everyone T have
known with the name are all related.
I have heard it is Russian; some say
German. There were four brothers (all
passed on)—Oda, Frederick, Everett,
and I never knew the other one’s name.
1 heard they came over here (from where
I am not certain) to settle in North
Carolina. My father-in-law many years
ago said there were some Tutorows liv-
ing in Quincy, llinois.—Mrs. Virgil W.
Tutorow, 82-641 Kenner Avenue, Indio,
California 92201
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j McKinney

Seymour McKinney, my mother’s twin
brother, was born in Palo Pinto or Young
County, Texas. His father owned cattle,
sheep and goats and was killed on a
trail drive around 1880. A ranch hand
told my grandmother, Esther Poole Mec-
Kinney, a fall from a horse killed him
but she believed he had been shot during
a card game somewhere. She drove a
chuckwagon all the way to Kansas City
to try to locate his grave but I don’t
think she found it. She died in Gaines-
ville, Texas, in 1888, when my mother
was six years old.

My grandmother was half Chickasaw
Indian, the daughter of a chief and his
captive wife. Her father was killed on
the warpath and his wife took their
daughter and fled. Finally they found a
ranch houge and stopped to asgk for help
and food. This was the McKinney ranch.
My great-grandmother lived only three
days after that and Esther was taken
in, cared for, and eventually married
one of the McKinney boys. If anyone has
any information, I would like to hear
from him.—Lucille A. Backus, P. O. Box
185, Ada, Oklahoma 74820

Napoleon A. Finney

Oscar Will Finney, my father, lost his
mother when he was a small boy. His
father was Napoleon A. Finney. When
my father got sick, my grandfather let
some cowboys rear him. He became a
brone rider and a good one, I've been
told. He was born in Louisiana in 1873
and died in 1921.

Napoleon A. Finney died in Austin,
Texas. I think he was a guard at the

Huntsville prison for a while. I would"

like to know more about him.—Mrs.
James H. Robertson, 8835 M. M. Star
Route, Oroville, California 95965

Messick

My great-great-grandfather’s name
was William P. Messick. My great-grand-
father was J. P. Messick. He married a
woman named Owens (either Nancy or
Mary Genetta). They had four children:
Laura Belle, Mary Genetta, Bonnie Alice,
and Bose Vestel.

I believe the Messicks came from Ken-
tucky about 1850. Some lived in
Clarksville, Texas, and Brownwood,
Texas; others around McAlester, Okla-
homa. J. P. Messiock died in Wichita,
Kansas, however. I hope some readers
can give me information about them.—
Mrs. Glenna Lyles, 9814 Washington
Blvd., S. W., Tacoma, Washington 98498

Frank Davenport
Frank Davenport was born June 12,
1877, in Indianapolis, Indiana. Both of
his parents died when he was small and

he was reared by his aunt, Alice Wilson.

She had a brother, Jason, and she raised
his grandson, Harold. She also took care
of a girl named Fern. Frank ran off
and joined the circus and never returned
to the home of his aunt. It is said he was
related to Edward Loomis Davenport, an
early-day. stage actor. I hope someone
can help me find out about his family.—
Warren W. Davenport, 604 SE 115, Port-
land, Oregon 97216

Vaughan’s Wagontrain

I have been trying to get informa-
tion on a wagontrain, coming to Oregon
in 1847 from St. Joseph, Missouri. Wil-
liam Tyler Vaughan was my husband’s
great-grandfather and was the wagon
master of this wagontrain. With Mr. and
Mrs. William Vaughan came their nine
children, Alexander Hamilton, Thomas
Jefferson, Floyd Gouvenor, Nancy,
George Washington, John Quincy, Wil-
liam Tyler, Lafayette, and Amanda N.
There were three more children born
after they arrived in Oregon—Sarah E.
and Alcebadice, being two of them. Alce-
badice was my father's grandfather and
lived at Coburg, Oregon and Walterville,
Oregon until his death in 1931, Some of
the other families in this wagontrain
were the Dishers; Robert and Elizabeth
Allen and two daughters, Rosemary and
Pamelia, who was married to Michael
Crane; and an uncle of Mrs. Allen, Dan
Morrow. Also, Cyrus and Henrietta Ran-
som, the Babcocks with a parcel of small
children, the Macys, the Spoors, the
Stevens, and the Morgums with their
families, a young man named Billy
Lynch, a man known ag Littleton Young-
er, and many more whose names I do not
have.—Mrs. Ralph Vaughn, Route 2, Box
275, Vale, Oregon 97918

Hillman-Masson

My grandfather, Benjamin Franklin
Hillman, left Mississippi when he was
a young man and came to Louisiana.
Here he married Abbie Gail Masson, also
from Mississippi. My grandfather had
one brother who remained in Mississippi
(what part I do not know). His name was
Pink Hillman. I would like to hear from
anyone who may know of relatives of
Pink Hillman or Abbie Gail Masson. We
know nothing of her relatives, except
that she had one sister by the name of
Nancy Masson who came with her to
Louisiana.—Lois Hillman, Route 1, Box
15, Lena, Louisiana 71447

Lile

I hope someone can help me find my
ancestors by the name of Lile, as I can
find almost nothing about them. I do
know my great-uncle told me his father
had been in the West at one time. Any
bit of information would be greatly ap-
preciated.—Thomas R. Lile, RA17660197,
Trans. Mdm. Hel. Co. (N), APO Seattle,
Wash. 98731

Morris
In 1944 I talked with a man about
seventy-five years old when we rented
his grandmother’s farm in Evendale,
Ohio (Cincinnati). His grandmother,
Mrs. Morris, was scalped by Indians
there, and the farm is still there now.
The cemetery on the farm doesn’t show
the name of Mrs. Morris on the tomb-
stone. I know the story about the place.
It was built in 1800. I hope some descend-
ant remembers hearing what happened
to Mrs. Morris. The name is chiseled
around the barn. The farm is on Milford
Road about a quarter of a mile north
of Sharon Road in Evendale.—Mrs. Cap-
itola Farrell, 15157 Sylvan Street, Van

Nuys, California 91401
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Avant-Humphreys

My great-grandfather, Francis Marion
Avant (Avent), who was born in Georgia,
and his wife Harriet (Humphreys)
Avant, with their family of children
Tom, Andrew, Sarah, Joe, Ben, Leondis,
Cicero, Francis M., Jr., Jesse LaFayette,
Ira, Molly and Emma, owned farm
and/or ranch property near the San An-
tonio, Texas area and lived there for
more than forty-one years. Both Francis
Marion, Sr., and son Andrew, served
together in the Civil War in Texas in
1863. Francis Marion, Sr. died in San
Antonio in December, 1902, possibly at
the home of the son, Andrew, who is
believed to have owned a cotton gin and
store in San Antonio in the late 1800s.
If anyone has any knowledge of Francis
Marion Avant, Harriet ‘Humphreys
Avant, or their children, please let me
hear from them. I am the granddaughter
of Jesse LaFayette Avant.—Mrs. Marie
Buck, 603 W. 8th St., Truth or Con-
sequences, New Mexico 87901

Simon-Bellrey-Darrell

I would like to know something of my
family. I was placed in an orphanage in
1931. My father was a hardrock miner
who worked all over Montana, Idaho,
and Wyoming. My mother was called
Mary Ellen Bellray and my father was
called Joseph Edward Darrell. Any in-
formation would be welcome.—Oma, Max-
ine Simon, 415 Hudson, Storm Lake,
Towa 50588

Heath

Need information on John Heath from
Utica, New York, who lived in Lead-
ville, Colorado from 1887 until 1907. He
owned a store that is still standing in
Leadville. Did any of his children re-
main in Colorado when he and his wife
returned to New York? Will greatly ap-
preciate hearing from anyone who may
have any knowledge on this.—John C. F.
Heath, 1228 So. Ogden, Denver, Colo-
rado 80210

Shrimplin-Critchfield

I would appreciate any information
concerning the children of John and
Honor (Honour) Shrimplin, living in
Baltimore County, Maryland from 1757
to 1768, and in Bedford County, Pennsyl-
vania, 1790 to 1800. Families of John,
Jr., Samuel, and Abraham Shrimplin are
all found in Ohio in Knox and Cochoston
Counties in the 1800s. Rachel Shrimplin
married John Critchfield, a Revolution-
ary War soldier, and lived in Wayne
County, Ohio. Sarah Shrimplin married
Absolum Critchfield. I would like to
prove these other family members as
being sons and daughters of John and
Honor Shrimplin.—Frank E. Shrimplin,
R. Ph., Kinreco Products Company, 324
Broadway, Valley Falls, Kansas 66088

Joe Wolfe

My grandfather, Joe Wolfe, lived in
Nowata, Oklahoma. My dad, William
Risly Wolfe, was his only son. Joe Wolfe
was a Cherokee Indian and I believe he
had some kin by the name of Bean. My
grandmother died in Claremore Indian
Hospital in Claremore, Oklahoma, and I
think my grandfather moved to West-
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ville, Oklahoma. If anyone knows, please
write to me—Mrs. Frances Tracy, 661
Hiway 50, Grand Junction, Colo. 81501

~ Boettger
William Peter Boettger, my grand-
father, was believed to have been born
in East St. Louis, Missouri, in 1862. He
ran away from home when he was six-
teen years old. In 1886 he married Anna
Hyde of Seelyville, Indiana. He died in
1923 without telling anyone of his par-
entage. I would appreciate any informa-
tion about his birthplace or parents.—
Mrs. Harold Wolverton, R. R. 3, Craw-

fordsville, Indiana 47933

Hunt-Peterson

Ralph Hunt was probably born in Erie
County, New York, between 1810 and
1840. A letter written by his brother
Lyman, dated August 11, 1859, in Buf-
falo, New York, mentions that their
mother had a letter from Ralph and he
was in Mexico. Can anyone tell me if
he stayed in the West, when he was
there (and where), and wHen and where
he or his wife and children (if he had
any) died?

I’d also like information on the broth-
ers of James Peterson, born in Hellarid
Socken, Sweden, April 1851. Parents’
names were Peter Anderson and Chris-
tina  Jacobson. We believe several
brothers came to the U. S. at the same
time he did and that they went to Minne-
sota. James Peterson was naturalized in
Galesburg, Illinois, on February 15, 1886,
and died at Omaha, Nebraska, in 1902,
—Mrs. Fern Hunt Warnes, 323 South
Jackson, Pierre, South Dakota 57501

Crossley-Tetherow

I need information on five Crossley
brothers, reportedly all ministers in the
1850s. Bennett born about 1815, Ten-
nessee (?) married Lucinda Melton,
lived in Mercer County, Missouri; in 1852
went to Oregon. Daughter, Nancy Jane,
married Solomon S. Tetherow in 1865,
and sister, Amanda, married his cousin,
James K. Polk Tetherow. Any informa-
tion on all three families would be
greatly appreciated.—Mrs. Margie Gray,
Box 207, Wilbur, Wash. 99185

Navajo Traders
(Continued from page 14)
in the entire western Navajo country
at that time were at Tuba City, Willow
Springs and Lee Ferry on the Colorado
River, many miles apart.

The Redlake post was a stockade oc-
cupying a salt and sagebrush covered
hummock in what appeared to be a
permanently dry lake bed. But the next
spring’s run-off filled the lake with
water, leaving the post marooned on an
island.

Rafting his goods south to high ground
under the hill where Redlake trading
post now stands, he built another stock-
ade which had four rooms in a line and
was dirt-roofed.

In 1882 a Ute war party crossed the
San Juan River, raiding down along
the stark escarpment of Black Moun-
tain. McAdams joined the Navajos to
meet their advance, furnished ammu-
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| am enclosing $........... Send.......
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nition, and hurled them back into Utah.
It was that same year that McAdams
obtained the full account of Fred Smith’s
death in Navajo Canyon. Navajos took
him to the gravesite and he saw both
sets of wall inscriptions.

Redlake was then a trails crossing into
central Arizona from Colorado and Utah.
Down this route came herds of cattle
and flocks of sheep to be sold at Prescott
and in the Salt River Valley around
Phoenix. Returning stockmen often threw
in with McAdams for a couple of days.
These visits included poker games, the
trader usually winning heavily. Other-
wise it was a lonely life, so in 1888 he
sold to Sam Dittenhoffer. The following
year the new owner was shot and killed
in an argument over a woman. McAdams
then took back a half-interest in the
post with Babbitt Brothers Trading
Company of Flagstaff as partners.

Having re-established the former one
at Willow Springs in 1885, McAdams
continued managing them both until
1893, but lived at Willow Springs. He
traded there until 1895 when he again
bought into Redlake. Meanwhile, the
stone post building there today had been
built by S. S. Preston, the Babbitts’ res-
ident trader during MecAdams’ absence.

Later that same year he got Joseph
Hyrum Lee, Sr., and his son Joe to run
the store while he returned to Texas to
visit his several brothers and sisters.
None of the family had the least idea
where George McAdams had been for
twenty years and believed him dead. The
tales he told on his visit of the wild
Indian country intrigued his several
nephews, and would induce them even-
tually into becoming traders also.

BACK IN ARIZONA McAdams put in

another trading post at Tuba City,
which was soon turned over to a brother.
Later closing it out and selling his in-
terest in Redlake and Willow Springs,
George followed the Klondike gold rush.
He stayed for only a few months, during
which time he dug for no gold but
gambled in the Yukon towns.

When George returned to Arizona he
and a nephew bought old Wolf Post on
the Little Colorado River upstream from
Grand Falls. He sold it in 1902 and
moved a few miles up the Little Colo-
rado to Benton Mesa. There he put in
another of his favored stockade stores
with a flat dirt roof. The site soon be-
came the main river crossing to the
Hopi Indian country. When the travel
became too heavy for his taste, he let
R. M. Bruchman of Winslow have the
store in 1904 for $900.

Going east to Chinle he traded there
until 1910, when he bought Houck Trad-
ing Post, one of the oldest in Navajo
country. He remained there for nine
years before selling. In 1923 he disposed
of his store at Chinle and his invest-
ment property in Gallup, and went to
Farmington, New Mexico where he en-
gaged in the mercantile and banking
business. At the time of his death in
1931 he had retired to an apple orchard
on the city’s edge.

George McAdams was an unusual man
in many respects. Entering the Indian

country when there was nothing, where
few white men dared tread, he adapted
to it. Probably his only real friends were
Navajos, as he associated with them
almost exclusively. His first wife was
Chischilligie Bitce (the daughter of
Chischilligie, who was a famous district
chief), whom he married at Redlake in
the middle 1880s. From this union came
a daughter and son, both now deceased.
From two later white marriages there
was no issue.

In the trading post he joked, laughed
and talked with the Indians, his atti-
tude always a happy one; once stepping
beyond the bullpen door he was alone,
aloof, his mood one of deep study. Near
sundown each day he would put on his
hat and walk beside the store at Red-
lake, or along the river edge at Wolf
Post and Benton Mesa, or at Houck on
the Rio Puerco. After an hour or so he
would return to his living quarters for
supper.

A big, strong and handsome man, he
could whip three or four of the best bar-
room scrappers single-handed. He had a
violent temper when aroused, and tried
to keep it under control. One instance
in which it flared wildly was the time
two trader brothers at Canyon Diablo,
shooting at another man, missed and
killed a leader of the four-horse team
driven by George’s favorite nephew.
When he learned of this shooting, he
harnessed his buckboard and drove to
the brothers’ trading post. When
they were knocked unconscious in short
order, George invited their clerks to
take up where the fight ended, but the
helpers were having none of McAdams.

His word was utterly reliable. He
never lied and performed exactly as his
promise given. Men now long gone to
the happy hunting grounds often men-
tioned this after his passing.

George McAdams did not associate
much with his own kin—the nephews and
grand-nephews or any of the family. Not
that he disliked them; on the contrary,
he did. His attitude stemmed more or
less from an inability to meet on a
common footing. There were, however,
two exceptions, the nephew with whom
he was once in business, and a grand-
nephew, Toney Richardson.

THE FAVORITE nephew was Samuel

Irby (better known as S. I.) Rich-
ardson who came back to Arizona with
McAdams in 1896. At Redlake, working
for his uncle, S. I. learned to speak
Navajo.

After McAdams sold his posts the
first time, S. I. worked for a water con-
struction company at Flagstaff and a
cattle outfit in Prescott until asked to
go partners with his uncle again at
Wolf Post. In 1901, S. I. returned to
Texas to marry Susan Annabel Meador.
For awhile he engaged in the cattle
business in Oklahoma before returning
to Arizona as an Indian trader at Shon-
to, Kaibeto, Cameron and elsewhere on
the western Navajo Reservation.

In 1924 with a brother and a son, he
built a road over the ancient Ute war
trail seventy-four miles across the desert
and deep canyons from Redlake to Nava-
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Mountain. Rainbow Lodge Trading
st was constructed on the slope at
illow Springs on the Utah border.
Around the edges of this great area
e only trading posts were at Oljeto,
ayenta, Kaibeto, Shonto and Tuba City.
» reach them for necessary supplies
avajos traveled to the “outside” twice
yvear in wagons and by pack train.
iinbow Lodge was a vast step forward
the betterment of the tribesmen.
ibal government, Indian officials, doc-
rs and nurses, stockmen and agronom-
s, teachers and schools followed over
e first crude road which cost $50,000.
In addition, a stock trail fourteen miles
ng was cut through canyons and Red-
\d Pass to Rainbow Natural Bridge
onument, making that great wonder
sily available to the general public.
tior to this pioneering in road con-
ruction the few who viewed the natural
idge had to engage expensive pack
tfits.
The “dude” guest business was an
pportant adjunct to Indian trading but,
ing of handling it, S. I. sold his share
Rainbow Lodge to his brother who
aced Stanton K. Borum in charge.
Moving down the road thirty-four
iles, S. I. put in Inscription House
rading Post in 1926. For the next
renty-eight years he remained in busi-
ss there before selling to Stokes Car-
n, another old-time Indian trader.
For awhile S. I. owned Two Guns Trad-
g Post on U. S. Highway 66 halfway
tween Flagstaff and Winslow. He did
at the time of his death in 1959 at
e eighty.
George McAdams’ brother, Joel Hig-
ns, the famous “J. H.” among early-
iy traders, reached Arizona in 1896. At
e Tuba City post he was joined by
ill a third McAdams brother, Richard
(Pink).
When the Spanish-American War
ke out in 1898, J. H. and Richard
:nt to Albuquerque where they enlisted
the Rough Riders, Company H., 1st
S. Volunteer Cavalry.
After service in Cuba Richard did
t return to the Southwest, but J. H.,
suming Indian trading, established a
st at Chavez, New Mexico. This was
llowed by stints at Wolf Post and Cuba,
2w Mexico. The latter post was sold
1907 to the famous Wetherill brothers,
hn, Richard and Al.
In partnership with E. J. Marty, J. H.
cAdams’ next store was established in
07 at Sunrise Springs, Arizona, deep
Navajo country. Hardly had the two
en opened for business when John
wrenzo Hubbell, Sr., boiled down on
em from Ganado, officiously informing
em that all that region was his ex-
1sive trading territory. In fact, he
dered them to be gone by the next
ndown.
Marty went to Gallup but J. H., his
otch temper aroused, told Hubbell and
5 Navajo cronies that he wasn’t run-
ng a foot in any direction. And he
dn’t. Marty’s share of the business was
id for with two big freight-wagonloads
blankets delivered in Gallup the fol-
wving spring.
While other traders turned to pro-
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‘moting the sale of hand-woven Navajo
blankets, J. H. gave exclusive attention
to the wholly neglected Navajo silver
and turquoise jewelry craft. He pur-
chased the Indian Wells Post in 1909,
sold Sunrise Springs and made a trip to
Texas to be married.

On his return he sold the post and
went to Gallup where he established the
McAdams Trading Company in 1910.
From it he promoted the making and
selling of Navajo jewelry, hiring native
craftsmen for its manufacture. To pub-
licize this new field of Indian crafts
he advertised extensively in eastern
newspapers, and mailed out descriptive
brochures by the tens of thousands.

Navajo silversmiths were placed under
contract at a figure which would assure
them of a nice profit. During his years
in the business, 3,800 silversmiths
learned their trade in J. H.’s warehouse
shop behind the store. The business be-
came so remunerative that several com-
panies began producing ‘“genuine hand-
made” Indian jewelry with machines.

Disillusioned about the vanishing mar-
ket in favor of the spurious cheap
jewelry, J. H. sold this first business to
John Kirk in 1918 and devoted himself
strictly to the trading post business. He
bought stores at Ganado, Keams Can-
yon, Jeddito and Oraibi, as well as in-
vesting in the Winslow Indian goods
wholesale house of two nephews.

Two years later a doctor warned him
to leave the high altitudes so, selling
everything, he returned to Texas. But
by 1921 he was so much improved that
the ever-calling Indian country drew him
back. His second company to deal ex-
clusively in production of silver and
turquoise jewelry was established in
Gallup. Once more he advertised widely
and employed hundreds of smiths. In a
few short months the handcrafted In-
dian product caught public fancy. It was
J. H. McAdams alone who promoted the
craft into an annual million dollar in-
come for the tribesmen. Not only did he
train them, he provided the best in mod-
ern smithing tools and equipment. Al-
most all of the designs, types and styles
of Indian jewelry sold today were
originated by him.

Deciding to retire in 1928, he disposed
of his Gallup trading company to Hubert
Richardson and moved to California. He
died the following year.
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Cameron Trading Post, 1929, established by Hubert Richardson in 1916.

Toney Richardson

EN Hubert Richardson turned
eighteen years of age in 1908 he
hurried to Arizona, going to work for his
Uncle J. H. at Sunrise Springs. The fol-
lowing year he bought the post, sold it
in 1910, and purchased Indian Wells. He
married and started raising a family
there and was joined by his brother,
Claude Dick Richardson, in 1913.
Claude with another brother, Julius
Caesar, had been briefly in Arizona in
1903. Julius went to work for the Santa
Fe Railroad at Winslow and was never
interested in Indian trading.
Claude and Hubert opened a trading

post at Blue Canyon in buildings leased.

from the government and owned it un-
til 1920. Even before World War I Hu-
bert and Claude had moved their fam-
ilies off the reservation to Winslow.
There they put in a traders wholesale
supply house, first backed by their uncle,
J. H. McAdams, and then for awhile
with E. J. Marty as a partner. The sup-
ply house furnished goods to their own
several trading posts and to many others.
Their principal customers were Hubbell
family members of Ganado and Oraibi
who owned a dozen trading posts.
Prior to this partnership Claude bought
the cabin store of Joe Lee and John

Wetherill in Shonto Canyon, and co
structed the large stone building in u
today. Northwest of Tuba City he bui
Kaibeto Post that same year. Later 1
sold it to Earl Morris who turned
over to Hubert in 1922. In 1916 Clauc
opened The Gap store.

Hubert bought the Leupp Tradin
Post, and in 1916 established the or
at Cameron north of Flagstaff on U. !
Highway 89. These stores were run b
resident managers.

The brothers retained individual owne:
ship of their posts, taking over person:
operation when the Winslow partne
ship was dissolved in 1920. Hubert ¢
tained the wholesale business, runnin
it himself until disposing of it to L«
renzo Hubbell, Jr., in 1925. Finally i
1966 Hubert, in ill-health and after fift;
eight years as a Navajo trader, dispose
of his posts at Cameron and Kaibet
Bellemont, established during Worl
War II, had already been closed out.

IN 1925 Claude opened a new store :
Tuba City. Three years later he sol
it, The Gap and Shonto. Out of the de:
he obtained Sunrise Trading Post dow
the Little Colorado River from Leupj
He quit reservation Indian trading er
tirely in 1935, but owned Indian good
stores elsewhere in both Arizona an
New Mexico until retiring in 1960 du
to a bad accident which cost him a leg.
A number of Richardson in-laws hav
engaged in Navajo trading. The line o
traders in the family since Smith’s tim
passed from uncles to nephews—Smit
to two McAdams to three of their nept
ews, the Richardson brothers. But thi
rule changed when two sons of S. I
Toney and Cecil, became traders.

Toney, when seventeen years ol¢
started trading at old Houck on the Ri
Puerco River, and later a few miles nort
at the new post of Pine Springs. Even i
1921 those areas were known for renegad
Indians and as hideouts for criminals ¢
two races. Old Houck was then on th
Old Trails Highway (U. S. 66) where ]
crossed the Rio Puerco. But the “tourist
traffic was more wishfully talked abou
than an actual happening. At Pin
Springs no whites ever came along, fo
it was far off the regular path.

Outlaws, fleeing from one state t
the other, still came through there ove
secret trails. Buying supplies, the
hurried on, except for one lone harg
case who attempted to hold up the pos
Spotting his move for a gun Tone
brought one up faster from under th
counter and ran him off. Three day
later officers near St. Johns arreste
the man for robbing a bank in New Mex
ico. The loot was found in his sadd)
roll.

In subsequent years Toney manage
family-owned trading posts at Rainbo
Lodge, Sunrise, Kaibeto, Shonto, Camas
ron, and longest at Inscription House.

Cecil, now sheriff of Coconino County
did his initial Navajo trading at Leum
when he was only sixteen, running tf
post for Hubert until it was sold 4
Borum. He next ran Kaibeto. Afte
some years as a schoolteacher, Cec
returned to trading early in 1942 whel
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oney went to World War II. He en-
rged the present stone building which
oney and “seven other Indians,” as his
ither always said, put together with
ud in 1928.
Periodically after World War II Toney
turned to Inscription House but was in
orea when his father sold the business.
oney was trader at Two Guns, east of
lagstaff, until 1961.
Hubert’s two sons, John Hubert (Jack)
1d Keith, also became Navajo traders.
ollowing service in World War II, Jack
anaged Cameron until his tragic death
1958. Keith also traded at Cameron,
1d managed Kaibeto some years for
s father.

Only one other Richardson son—Wil- i W77 == /// 0

am Thomas, son of Claude—engaged NN 7 21 /// il
the long-time family profession. For A N\ 777 g "«‘“’J"W,ﬂm.:
e last several years he has owned and . sl L ..
rerated his own Indian store in Gallup, ///////////l/////// £y it B g

lying and selling Indian jewelry and f;@,,; Z W’~ 3

ankets. g
'F THE IN-LAWS the most noted
trader has been William S. (Billy)
»ung. He began learning the business
Leupp as a boy. While working up to

anagement of that store he married the Vel tondi

chardson brothers’ sister, Freeda. T AL_MARTIN

Later he traded at Cameron, before ey

lying Redlake (north of Leupp) in part- TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES, two ac-
rship with Stanton Borum, from the . . .
mous old trader William (Billy) Wil- tlc_)n-packed magazines your whole outfit
ims. He ran this store until 1942. That will want to read. True accounts of the Old
ar he assumed management as partner i I

th Hubert, in the store established at West, as it really was! Watch for these two
fsth;‘fh%fllags‘;’;‘;‘fs camp at Bellemont | §  magazines at your local newsstand or better
Leaving there in 1959 he managed his yet, just fill in the subscription blank on page
m Flagstaff market until going to v .

Gile Teuding Post 2 Hionnier thiee 53 to make double sure you don't miss a

ars later. Today he operates the one
recently created Lorenzo Hubbell Na-
mal Monument, Ganado.

In the early trading years of Me-
lams and Richardson, perils beset
em on every side. Danger was an un-
:ntioned part of their daily lives. Com-
inications were non-existent. In case
serious accident or fatal illness the
arest medical attention was south on

&5

- 4 2

. _ o

3 transcontinental railroad, often as “
- 4 4

- 4 o

copy. Thanks Podner!

FIND TREASURE
GOLD = SILVER « RELICS « METALS

r as 200 miles away. This meant from
e to two days’ travel by automobile
ter such vehicles were available. That
wel was anything but swift. In the
mmer, blowing sand created a hazard
d often stuck cars for hours. During
¢ winter months snowstorms could, and
1, close all exit roads.
The one fear at Rainbow Lodge for
: three years the S. I. Richardson fam-
lived there, was that someone
uld die. From late November until
airch or April no passage out was
ssible. If death had occurred then, the
dy would have been kept frozen until
ring.
The situation was only slightly dif-
‘ent when Tom Turpin, Claude Rich-
dson’s brother-in-law running Kaibeto,
'«d with influenza in 1918. His death
S concealed from the Navajos until
lp reached there from the outside.
en Turpin’s body was secretly placed
a car and hauled out at night to
mslow for burial. The superstitious

- Low Cost ¢ High Performance -
—

= (¥ ) — Money-back Guarantee

BNl - WRITE FOR DETAILS TO DEPT. 1A = i -

®  Menlo Park, California 94025

$9.95
i Husky Remington
| l model knife, broad
] blood groove. Thick
% 7 inch blade. Extra
& heavy. Sturdy
L leather sheath.

He [”'l, Guaranteed.

Lasting, comfortable relief for your re-
ducible inguinal rupture. Prove it. Give

WEB a trial. If not completely satisfied L]

r?tum l'ixt within 30 days t’orf fullb rcll:imd COM PTON S

of purchase price. Write for free booklet. . . , . o
Dept. TW-4 The Working Man's Friend

WEB Tnuss ﬂu. Hagerstown, Md. P. O. Box 147 New Iberia, La. 70560
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Establishment of trading posts in northeastern Arizona

1. FRED SMITH killed August 5, 1861

GEORGE W. McADAMS

2. Rabbit Mesa, 1879 (No more)

3. Redlake, 1881 (No more)

4. Re-established Willow Springs Post on
Mormon Trail, 1885 (No more)

5. Tuba City, 1896 (No more)

6. Wolf Post, partnership with S. L. Rich-
ardson, 1899 (No more)

7. Benton Mesa, 1902 (No more)

8. First Chinle Post, 1904

9. Houck, 1910 (No more)

10. Second Chinle Post, 1921

S. I. RICHARDSON

6. Wolf Post, partnership with McAdams,
1899-1901

11. Rainbow Lodge, 1924 (Burned 1951)

12. Inscription House, 1926
13. Two Guns, bought 1952

HUBERT RICHARDSON

Sunrise Springs, 1908

Indian Wells, 1910

Blue Canyon, partnership with Claude
Richardson, 1913 (No more)

Cameron, 1916

Leupp. bought 1914

J. H. McADAMS

14. Sunrise Springs, 1907

15. Indian Wells, bought 1909

19. J. H. McAdams Trading Co.. Gallup,
N. M., established in 1910

20. Jeddito (Jadito)

21. Ganado

14.
15.
16.

17.
18.

22. Keams Canyon

23. Oraibi

(20.-23. were owned at various times
McAdams between 1909 and 1924)

C. D. RICHARDSON

16. Blue Canyon, partnership, with Hub
Richardson

24, Shonto, 1914

25. Kaibeto (Kaibito), 1914

26. The Gap, 1916

27. New store at Tuba City, 1925 (No mo:

28. Sunrise, bought in 1928

W. S. YOUNG

29. Redlake, bought with a partner

30. Now manages old Hubbell Post I
tional Monument

Navajos would never have entered the
post to trade again had they known a
death occurred in it.

Even the summers held perils. One
year S. L’s daughter, Irbymae, returned
home from Winslow school and imme-
diately came down with measles, run-

68

ning a temperature of 107. Among the
home remedies always kept on hand was
nothing to combat fever except aspirin.
It would require twelve to eighteen hours
of the best driving, barring road acci-
dents, to get her within reach of a
doctor.

In this dilemma Homer Arhn, the ch
guide, rode up onto the top of Nav:
Mountain, found a patch of crystalliz
snow and brought a sack of it back. T
snow reduced her fever and in two d:
she was recovering without furtl
trouble.

True W,



Home remedies, consisting largely of
itent medicines, were kept in large
ock for the trader’s family and sick
avajos. Usually these potions sufficed
common illnesses, but there were cases
herein they failed. For instance, John
owell, temporary trader at Shonto, had
be hauled out in a Navajo wagon to
adlake because roads in were impass-
le for a car. He was bleeding to death
om the lungs.

The McAdams and Richardson families
iried Indian dead when necessary.
1eir womenfolk brought babies into the
»rld and nursed the ill. White women
«d Navajo women helped each other,
lasked and loyally.

YHE WESTERN Navajo country was
long known as the “land of vanishing
1ite men.” Sometimes they did and
e bodies were never recovered. But
st were found—murdered. Wandering
ospectors, just plain wandering fools,
d men who had business in the coun-
7y were the mysterious vietims.
Hardships were many. Harsh, stormy
nters meant trading stock ran low.
len the traders went hungry as did
2 Navajos themselves. Families were
sarated when children had to be sent
tside to school.
Bad years for the Indians always
ant a loss to the traders. They never
an Indian starve to death, and paper
counts could not be paid when the
lians’ products dropped to the bottom
ice. In the end such accounts were
rown away.
Too, there came into the Indian coun-
7 wanted white outlaws. One of these
led three men in southern Utah as
e as 1934 and escaped south on the
venta road. He was a man who would
ve killed again had he been recog-
ied and stopped.
But despite many intolerable condi-
ns, the Navajo country was home and
wonderful place to the trading Me-
ams and Richardsons. As pioneers
'y established permanent trading
sts at new places, opening up the
al largest Indian country in the
ited States. They developed water at
h post and laid out roads necessary
freight merchandise into the back of
rond. Their old roads were the usual
ces of frontier times, a thread mean-
'ing off seemingly into nowhere. Later
t trails were improved for automobiles
1 trucks.
dbviously Smith created no new trails,
ng those of the Indians or none at
George McAdams instituted the
te off Mormon trails following up the
tle Colorado River, north of Wins-
" across the Denebeto Valley via Blue
iyon to Redlake (Tonalea). Hubert
I Claude rebuilt part of this route to
le Canyon, and on to Shonto and
ibeto. By that time the old McAdams
ce had worn out itself and three dif-
ent names.
TcAdams also laid out the short road
enty-eight miles) from Redlake to
sa City directly over Rabbit Mesa
lch Mormon immigrant routes had
sed around. He also stretched trails
m Redlake to summer trading camps

rch-April, 1969

into remote areas including Cowspring
Canyon, Red Valley, Tseghi and into
the unknown vastness of Black Moun-
tain where before only gold hunters
dared venture.

Claude Richardson was responsible for
the direct route through the sandhills
from Tuba City to Kaibeto (no longer
used) and one from Kaibeto to'The Gap
and one to Redlake, both still in use. He
made the first road down over the can-
yon rim into Shonto. Then when sand
covered it he worked another through
the canyon to the Kayenta road past
several small lakes that today are corn-
fields.

The last family road-building was
from Redlake to Willow Springs on
Navajo Mountain when Hubert, S. I. and
Cecil hired Indians and spent $10,000
blasting a fourteen-mile trail via Red-
bud Pass into Rainbow Natural Bridge
Monument. Other trails made by Nava-
jos and white guides were from Rainbow
Lodge into Surprise Valley, to the San
Juan River, to the top of Navajo Moun-
tain, into Navajo Canyon and on to Kai-
beto and to Tower Butte on the Colorado
River.

At the end of these off-shoot trails
and roads there stand today other trad-
ing posts, schools, mission stations and
various establishments such as rodeo and
fair grounds for the benefit of the
Navajo. Some trails were long ago
abandoned, but those around Navajo
Mountain have been improved and re-
routed by the tribe and the federal
government, becoming main arteries of
travel into the undeveloped wilderness.

Many MecAdams and Richardson roads
are now paved highways or improved
dirt roads over the lengths originally
laid down. After these pioneer traders
came government agents, explorers,
scientists, missionaries, and always the
tourists. It can be truly said that the
newcomers camped by the cold ashes of
the traders’ dead fires and used their
watering places while passing safely
through once forbidden, impassable
country.

Many of the family’s undertakings
were total financial losses, but it is cer-
tain they accomplished many “firsts”
in this last frontier. Firsts were of
doubtful importance, of course, in the
days of old. There exists nowhere a
chronicle of what they did and when.
The men associated with them, who knew,
are dead and gone. No historians were
around to write of their exploits for
posterity. Others gained the credit in
later decades. But as for that, no Mec-
Adams or Richardson cared anything
then and less today for accolades in dry
history. Even Fred Smith would prob-
ably turn over in his grave if he knew
that he had been given the honor of being
the first Americano into the Navajo
Mountain country.

To them all, the one and only important
fact was that by choice they became part
of The People, the Navajo, playing a
prominent 7vole in the tribe’s ad-
vancement from the so-called savage
state to the industrious, upstanding citi-
zenry these Indians are today.
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An action packed western magazine
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by G. K. Martin

® THE MAKING OF A RENEGADE
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(35¢c per word, cash with order)

Books & Magazines

AMERICAN INDIAN Magazine. History, lore and
. current news. 35c sample copy. $1.50 a year. Write
Many Smokes, P.O. Box 5895 Reno, Nevada 89503.

BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS. Service is our
product. No charge for search, Satisfaction guaran-
teed. D-J Book Search, Box 3352 San Bernadino,
California 92404.

NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox,
1296/ Yosemite, San Jose, California.

GHOST TOWN DIRECTORY OF THE WEST—347 lo-
cations—10 states—Gold Panning Instructions—Pictures
—Maps—Price $1.00. Other books tor the Rockhound,
Prospector, Treasure and Bottle Hunter, etc. Free
brochure on request. Pierce Publishing, Dept. T-22,
Box 5221, Abilene, Texas 79605.

Books & Magazines

Indian Relies

BASIC CHORDS for the FIDDLER. A book for all
fiddle players. Shows chord positions, notes, and
fingers used in diagrams. Price $1.50 postpaid, Emer-
son Smith, P.O. Box 333, Kelseyville, California 95451.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

RARE, AUTHENTIC INDIAN DOCUMENTS for sal:
(3) original Indian Land Grants dated May 10, 189
signed by President McKinley. Rare historical valut
$1,000 each. Hattie- Logie Duke, Box 322, Crane, h
diana 47522, ; %
ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET: Legends—Northwest India
—Totem poles. $1.00. Paul Luvera, Dept. TW, An:
cortes, Washington 98221.

FREE BOOK '"990 Successful, Little-Known Businesses.”

112c>'lr8l< home! Plymouth, 337A, Brooklyn, New York
AUSTRALIA WANTS YOU! Good Pay, Adventure,
Government Paid Transportation Allowance! Send

$1.00 for ''Australian Opportunities Handbook." In-
ternational Services, Box 12-K4, Greenfield, Indiana.
OUR FREE MAP and BROCHURE. Shows how you can
win valuable oil leases which oil drilling companies
will buy immediately. Big profits plus oil income
can be yours. Write Independent Oil, Dept. 102, Box
28042, Dallas, Texas 75228.

BOOMING AUSTRALIA WANTS YOU! Government
assisted passage. Details—$1.00. Send fo: Western
Sales, Box 19115, Salt Lake City, Utah 84119.

SELLING TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES. Nation's
largest stock, Send your list for prices. Stamped en-
velope appreciated. Miller, 2626-A Spring Lane,
Austin, Texas 78703.

GHOST TOWNS and MINING CAMPS of IDAHO,
also Idaho Treasure Tales and Treasure Trails, Descrip-
ftive maps. $2.25 each. Alturas Enterprises, Dept. W,
Box 7193, Boise, Idaho 83705.

GHOST TOWNS and FORTS of WASHINGTON. New
large map. Prospectors, collectors guide to British
Columbia. Illustrated. Treasure hunters guide to Wash-
ington. Booklet with 227 leads—numbered map. Cap-
tain Mullan's Map of Northwest 1861, $2.00 each. Send
stamp for Winter issue Northwest Treasure News.
Christensen, Box 5075, Spokane, Washington 99205.
BOOKS: New books, old books, unusual books, all
kinds of books. Thousands of books. Large list for
stamp. Bradley's Variety, P.O. Box 281, McGregor,
lowa 52157.

SPECIALI TRUE WEST 15, 18—$3.00; 21, 23, 24, 26,
27—$4.25; 32, 36, 37, 39, 41, 42, 43, 45, 46—$8.00. Charles
Crum, 4322 Victor Street, Jacksonville, Fiorida.
ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1200 place
name glossary; mines, camps, Indian reservations, etc.
$1.50. Theron Fox, 1296H, Yosemite, San Jose, Cali-
fornia.

CHOCTAW TIMES, monthly newspaper about South-
eastern Indians. $5.00 per year. Box 12392, Nashville,
Tennessee 37212,

DILLINGER MAGAZINE. 34 years old. Written while
a Nation-wide search was being made for him. Good
condition—lots of pictures. Make offer, Box 191,
Eustace, Texas 75124,

BOTTLE BOOKS by PUTNAM. "BOTTLED BEFORE
1865""—lists hundreds of patent medicines, Dbitters,
liquors, waters, fruit jars, etc., as advertised in news-
papers from 1708 through 1864. Locates old factories,
breweries, wine cellars, warehouses and bottling works.
"BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION'' this reference book de-
scribes old time botties, gives their trade name, size,
and use, Over 1,000 pictures, all taken from old time
bottle makers catalogs. Each $2.75 postpaid. House of
gg;sam‘ Dept. West, Box 578, Fontana, California

"DEAD MEN DO TELL TALES." The Frank Fish story.
The unexplained mysterious circumstances of his death.
Was it murder or suicide? Read this book and judge
for yourself. For the many admirers of Frank Fish,
Treasure Hunter, this is a must. $3.00 postpaid Pub-
lisher, Erie Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, Cali-
fornia 91710.

HISTORY MAPS—TRULY DIFFERENT. "Entire Pioneer
East and South' (26 + states) 36" X 45''. ''Entire
Pioneer West'' (23 states) 50'" X 45'. $5.00 each.
(They match.) Old forts, roads, trails; traces towns,
stage lines, railroads, river steamer, canal and emi-
grant routes, telegraph lines, Indian areas, battles.
Hundreds of historical notes. Most everything dated.
Maps, Box 566, Tijeras, New Mexico 87059.

SELL: Lifefime Metal, Social Security Plates. Big
Profifs! Sample and Sales Kit Free. Russell, Box
286-TW, Pulaski, Tennessee 38478.

HUNT, FISH, Work out West. Send $1.00 for informa-
tion. WSIS, P.O. Box 1476, Carson City, Nevada 89701.
$350  MONTH—HOME ADDRESSING! Plan, details
$2.00. Money back guarantee. Happy-N, Box 1161,
Battle Creek, Michigan 49016.

FERTILITY IDOL HEADS. 1000-2000 years old. Authei
tic Pre-Columbian treasures of Aztec and other Mic
dle American Indians. Only $4.00 postpaid. Fre

illustrated list with purchase or 12c stamps. D. Ducat
506T Dixmyth, Cincinnati, Ohio 45220.
TDETECTING FAKES and REWORKS'" (sample ii

cluded) plus "Reasons For Cataloging' all for $1.0
Free brochure listing important anthropological bool
including the new "ldentification Guide For Colun
bia Plafeau Projectile Points'' $2.25. The Tepee, B¢
749, Richland, Washington 99352,

HOW TO FIND ARROWHEADS. Illustrated book tel
how, where, when to look. $2.00. Canyon Publishin:
Canyonville, Oregon 97417.

INDIAN ARROWHEADS Collected along the plail
of the Rio Grande and San Luis Potosi, Mexic
Samples—I5 for $3.50; 100 for $15.00; 1,000—$120.(
postpaid. Oscar Cavazos, Jr., 3010 Salinas, Lared
Texas 78040.

THE SINGING WIRE: Past and present Indian lor
Photos, craft articles and more. For free samp
send to: Tyrone Stewart—TW, 8410 Mammoth Avenu
Panorama City, California 91402,

ANNOUNCING HOME STUDY COURSE in com-
mercial baking. Practical basic training. Good field
for those with aptitude. Free booklet, "Opportunities
in the Baking Industry.' National Baking School, 835
Diversey Parkway, Dept. 712-514, Chicago, lllinois
60614.

Firearms

MODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement
of thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-
ers. Rifles, pistols and shotguns of new manufacture
—and priced realistically. Tons of antique gun parts.
Send $1.00 for catalog #117-T. A must for any fire-
arms collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Ten-
nessee.

WILL PAY CASH for Winchester rifles, carbines,
Colts and other guns—any condition. Send full descrip-
tion and make. | have Federal Firearms License No.
36552 and you can accordingly legally sell guns to
|I'ne‘ R. Sorgel, 871 Crescent Boulevard, Glen Ellyn,
Ilinois.

Fishing & Hunting
COLLAPSIBLE FARM - POND - FISH - TRAPS; Animal
traps. Postpaid. Free information, pictures. Shawnee,
3934W Buena Vista, Dallas 4, Texas.

LIVE TRAPS, All sizes Mouse to Dog. Collapsible or

Rigid. Carrying Cages. Free literature. Regional
Sales, 420 W. Oak, Flagstaff, Arizona 86001.

Inventions Wanted

TNVENTORS! We will develop, sell your idea or i
vention, patented or unpatented. Our national man
facturer-clients are urgently seeking new items f
highest outright cash sale or royalties. Financi
assistance available. 10 years proven performanc
For free information write Dept. 49, Wall Street |
vention Brokerage, 79 Wall Street, New York 5, N.
PATENT Searches including Maximum speed, full a
mail report and closest patent copies, $6.00. Quali
searches expertly administered. Complete secre
guaranteed. Free Invention Protection forms a
“patent Information.”" Write Dept. 16, Washingt
Patent Office Search Bureau, 711 l4th N.W. Wa:
ington 5, D.C.

TNVENTORS! Sell your invention for cash or royalti
Our client manufacturers eagerly seek new ifen
Patented. Unpatented. Financial assistance if neede
25 years proven performance. For free informatic
write: Dept. 28, Gilbert Adams, Invention Brok
80 Wall St., New York, New York 10005.

Leathercraft

EREE! World's largest leathercraft catalog. Hundre
of Make-it Ideas. Tandy Leather Co., Dept. S
Fort Worth, Texas.

Treasure Hunting

JEEPS (used) LOW AS $6250 . . . Autos, Boats,
Thousands Others (on bid) direct from Government
as available! Send $1.00 for ''Surplus Buying Direc-
tory.! Surplus Disposal. Box 9091-WD, Washington,
D. C. 20003.
CRAWEISH TRAP PLANS—easily constructed. $2.00.
Eree crawfish and catfish bait recipe. Orville Broden,
113 Roberts Road, Hot Springs, Arkansas 71901.
FISH TRAPS. Collapsible, Pond-Lake types. Animal,
Bird traps. Free catalog and trapping secrefs. Sensi-
tronix, 2225-F9 Lou Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018.
INCREASE CATCH WITH "Old Timers' bait recipes
and fishing tips or money back. $2.00. Fish dial free.
%Ieslern Market, 5113 Flagstone, Fort Worth, Texas
14.
SEND FOR FREE WHOLESALE CATALOG. The most
complete and fully illustrated catalog of reels, rods,
beads, spinners, jigs, lure bodies and parts, sinker
molds, feathers, tools, hooks, rod blanks, rod parts,
swivels, wire, etc. Finnysports, TR Sports Building,
Toledo, Ohio 43614.

BOTILE COLLECTOR'S HANDBOOK  PRICING
GUIDE. Lists over 1850 new, old bottles. Identification
easy. lllustrated. Tells where to buy, sell. Guaranteed,
$3.95 postpaid. Cleveland, 320 AZ Main. San Angelo,
Texas 76901.

CHEROKEE COUNTRY by Elizabeth Baker. Action-
paced authentic historical novel of Oklahoma's famous
Cherokee Strip Run, world's greatest race, 1893.
Pioneer photos, map, cookery. $5.95 postpaid. North-
west Olympic Company, Indianola, Washington 98342.
THIDDEN GOLD Of The GUADALUPES" by Pauline
Wattson. Second edition. A true story; firsthand ac-
count of treasures of the Guadalupes east of El Paso.
$3.00 pospaid. Treasures Galore, 3307 Van Buren Ave.,
El Paso, Texas 79930.

Indian Relies

AUTHENTIC ANCIENT INDIAN RELICS—Send $1.00
for ancient arrowhead and extensive listing. Horse-
shoe Bend Indian Relics, Box 7412-A, Birmingham,
Alabama 35223.

ARROWHEAD MAKING: Complete illustrated in-
structions on ancient methods. Includes 1 hand
chipped arrowhead. $1.00. Canyonada, Route 2, Box
12, Mountainair, New Mexico 8703é.

THE ART OF CHIPPING ARROWHEADS. Descriptive
booklet, well illustrated showing various methods

- used in this ancient arta$1.50 postpaid. Chief Tellum-

how, Box 51, Chiloquin, Oregon 97624,

HEAP FINDINGEST DETECTORS YET for metals, m
erals, coins and underwater. Latest far out impro
ments. Information 25¢. IGWTT, Williamsburg, N
Mexico 87942.

PROSPECTING, EXPLORATION, TREASURE HUF
ING. Equipment, kits, books, catalog. Miners
change, Box 64C, Nampa, |daho 83651.

PROSPECTORS—TREASURE HUNTERS! Metal Det
tor $3.00 sold world wide on money back guarant
Will locate metal many feet underground. Wei¢
8 ounces. Users have traced underground veins

cated covered mine shafts, located treasure articl
old Spanish graves, etc. Complete instructions. Se
cash, money order or check—we pay postage
c.o.d. Plastino Mfg. Company, 6907 W. 12th, Den
15, Colorado.

TREASURE, Gold, Silver, Relics. New 1969 detect
now available. Free information, Rayscope Dept.
Box 715, North Hollywood, California 91603.
TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Read the bi
Separate fact from fiction! Sample Copy 1
The Treasure Hunter, P.O. Box 1888, Midway C
California 92655.

FREE 128 Page Detector Catalog. General Electro
Detection Company, Box 67, %ellﬂower‘ Califor
90706.

LOCATE VALUABLE COINS and TREASURES—a
where. Thousands of dollars located every day. Gc
Yours for the taking. No Detector needed. No ot
chargers. Send $2.00, check, cash, or money order
Silver-Turn, Box 566, Dallas, Texas 75221,

TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Relco's 1
instruments defect buried gold, silver, coins, miner
historical relics. Transistorized. eighs 3 pour
$19.95 up. Free catalog. Relco-A-91, Box 10839, Hc¢
ton, Texas 77018.

TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES—Any lIssue. Write
for prices. Box 356, Keosauqua, lowa 52565.

TRUE WEST. REAL WEST, TRUE WESTERN AD-
VENTURES, TRUE FRONTIER, AMERICA'S FRONTIER
WEST, others. Your list, stamp; my list, Western books
glnzlr2 H. Brooks, 106 Catlin, Canon City, Colorado

IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,
Oijibwa, Eskimo crafts. Lists 25c. Irografts, Ohswenken
Reservation, Ontario, Canada.

OBSIDIAN KNIVES and SPEARPOINTS 3" to 10"
long, $1.50 an inch. Obsidian arrowpoints, average
2" lonqg, 4 for $5.00. Frank Estes, 1617 Willis St., Red-
ding, California 96001.

GHOST TOWN EXPLORERS: Over 400 Mother Lode
locations in ‘'California Pioneer Towns.'" $2.50 post-
paid. Gold Bug, Box 588-T, Alamo, California 94507.

BEADWORK, COSTUMES, Weapons, Saddles, Cere-
monial Items. Catalog 50c. Tecumseh's Trading Post,
Strausstown, Pennsylvania 19559.

WILL YOU GAMBLE $4.00 fo save $200.00? B
one or several detectors from our 20 page b
"Build Transistor Treasure Detectors." Easily follo
instructions. $4.00. Trionics, Box 1796L, Costa M
California.

URANIUM? You need: Model 415 Geiger Coun
Under $70.00. Daniel Stoicheff, 701 Beech, Burnh
Pennsylvania.

MAKE TREASURE HUNTING PAY. Free Informat
Box 112, Alameda, California 94501.
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Treasure Hunting

fAL DETECTOR HANDBOOK. Best guide available
selection and operation of detectors. $3.00 post-
i. Gold Bug, Box 588-T, Alamo, California 94507,

Rare Coins & Stamps

RE Silver Dollars, 1880-81 S, 1883-84-85-1899-1900-
2 O mint, Uncirculated, $3.50 ea. Coin Catalog
Shultz, Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.

NANHEAD PENNIES . . . from private collection!
00 per roll (G-F). Prompt service. Steve Dobbs,
4Homeland N. W., Albuquerque, New Mexico

W TO COLLECT COINS for Investment and
fit! One roll of 1926S buffalo nickels are now worth
000.00! Where to buy and sell coins. How to find
unes in buried treasure! How to become a fran-
ed coin dealer. Why coins are a better invest-
it than stocks and bonds! How to get started.
book is worth its weighf in gold-coins, of coursel
k 53, only $1.00. MISCO, Dept. C, 14550 E. l4th
San Leandro, California 94578. (A Division of
wfacturer's Industrial Services Company.)

AY $250 EACH FOR 1924 Ic green Franklin stamps
iry perforated 11 ($2,500 unused). Send 25¢ for
itrated folders showing amazing prices paid for
stamps, coins, collections. Vincent, 85 TW, Bronx,
v York 10458,

_LIFORNI|A SOUVENIR GOLD DOLLAR—$1.50; Half
Silver Dollar—$2.50. Edel's, Carlyle, Illinois 62231,

F T
Miscellaneous
"OVERLOOKED FORTUNES" in the rarer minerals
and gemstones. Here are a few of the 300 or more
you may be overlooking while mining, prospecting or
gem hunting: Uranium, vanadium, columbium, tan-
talum, tungsten, nickel, cobalt, selenium, germanium,
bismuth, platinum, beryllium, golden beryl, emeralds,
etc. Some minerals worth $1 to $2 a pound, others
$25 to $100 an ounce. Some beryllium gems worth
a fortune; get out of the agate class into the big
money; an emerald the size of your thumb may be
worth $500 to $10,000 or more. Learn how to find,
identify and cash in on them. New simple system.
Send for free copy 'Overlooked Fortunes''—it may
lead to knowledge which may make you rich. Duke's
Research Laboratory, Box &b6, Dept. F, Truth or

Consequences, New Mexico,

LIVE-CATCH ANIMAL TRAPS. A size for every pur-
pose. Also fish, sparrow, turtle, and other traps.
World's largest selection. Free catalog. Trap Factory,
2225-MC23 Lou Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018.

FOUR "WILL'" FORMS and 64 ﬁage booklet by Law-
yer. Complete, Only $1.00. ational Forms, Box
48313-WP, Los Angeles, California 90048.

GERMAN SHEPHERDS: Since 1926 AKC registered.
White or gray: males $125.00, females $115.00. Ship
air freight., (1-517) 846-4693, H. Lahar, Pinconning,
Michigan 48650.

LIKE "IRISH LOVE APPLES''? 600 assorted plants
(sweet onion) with free planting guide, $3.60 post-
paid. Tonco, ''Home of the sweet onion," Farmers-
ville, Texas 75031.

Real Estate

NADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $385.00.
acres. $10 month, Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
Ing, investment. Free information. Land Corpora-
, 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.
DVERNMENT PUBLIC LAND (400,000,000 Acres)
5 States. Low as $1.00 acre. 1968 REPORT. DETAILS
0. LAND INFORMATION, 422U WASHINGTON
LDING, WASHINGTON, D. C. 20005."

WINCHES FOR: Jeeps, boats, pick ups, or hoisting.
12 volt, PTO. Write for free information. Deer Tug
Winches, P. O. Box 11192, Fort Worth, Texas 76110.
AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS AND DANCES on
Phonograph Records—Ca'falo% on request from
8Csz:)r"agon Records, 4050 No. 3rd Street, Phoenix, Arizona
POEMS, songs wanted for new song hits and record-
ings by America's most popular studio. Tin Pan Alley,
1650-TW Broadway, New York 10019.

'ADA VACATION RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
O. Y4 Acre lots, $395. $1.00 down, $5 per month.
Springs, deer, rock and mineral hunting. Water.
d $I for contract, returnable. Write Silver Cres-
’il Ranchos, P.O. Box 4, Crescent Valley, Nevada

MESTEAD LANDS now available 160—&40 acres.
te: Land Information, Dept. 711, P.O. Box 148
-al Station A, Vancouver, British Columbia. Enclose
0 for Bulletin & Map index.

VERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS $1.00 ACRE.
ions Acres! For exclusive copyrighted report . . .
i "Land Opportunity Digest'' listing lands avail-
+ throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction Guar-
:eg! Land Disposal, Box 9091-WD, Washington,

Recipes
{EMAKING . . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelion,
en Juices, etc., Brewmasters Secrets Revealed!

erful Methods! Instructions, Recipes and Supplies.
alog, $1.00. Continental, Box [1071-WD, Indian-
lis, Indiana 46201 .

PRE-COLUMBIAN ART Southeastern American In-
dian—Send $3.00 for Introductory Series. Gorget En-
terprises, Box 98, Calhoun, Tennessee 37309.
ATTENTION RELIC HUNTERS! Learn! Recognize valu-
able items! Make money! Booklet, ''501 Collectors'
Items."" Comments, descriptions, suggestions for re-
sale. $1.00, Collectors, Dept. TW, Box 43, San Marcos,
California 92069.

SUFFERING FROM ARTHRITIS? Try Ginseng. In-
formation free. Write: Ginseng, Asheville, 52, North
Carolina.

50,000 ITEMS WHOLESALE. Example—radios—85c! De-
tails free. Western Market, 5113 Flagstone, Fort
Worth, Texas 76114,

12 CALIBER
SPECIAL FACTORY
OFFER !

USES POWDER CHARGE

This small bore gun shoots 12 cal.
steel pellets fired by small 44 mg.
/ powder charge. Not a CO, gun! You'll
like the handsome lines, grip, and bal- |
ance. Western in style, but patented ball and
cap action allows this low price. 10”steel barrel
cased in knurled styrene stock, overall 13%%
Develop pistol form, accuracy at a fraction of
cost of large caliber pistols. Comes with 50steel
balls, powder caps at stores. Guaranteed.
HAIG MFG. CO., Box A-26, Alhambra, Calif.

D SLIM-master®
for that slim youthful look

Takes years off your figure in seconds! Pulls stomach up and in. Wide,
no-roll abdominal panel. Flat, foam rubber back pad supports back,
eases minor aches & pains of back-strain. Unique design prevents rid-
ing or slippi Cool mesh pouch. An amazing value at
$6.95. Send waist size. G to slim your ap| e or money
back if returned postpaid within 30 days. Add 35¢c postage.
PIPER BRACE ° Department TT-49A
811 Wyandotte . Kansas City, Mo. 64105

MAKE BIG MONEY IN AN
IMPORT BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN

Our genuine stone jewelry novel-
ties, gifts, premiums are terrific
sales and profit makers—all For-
mosa imports. Sensationally low
g:iced—unusual values: llent profit il
nd $3.00 Postal Money Order or American Ex-
press Money Order for 15 different samples plus

LEARN CARTOONING AT HOME! Free book ''Key
To A Cartoon Career.'"" Write: Cartooning, Box 3176-
XA, Colorado Springs, Colorado 80907.

DID YOU KNOW-—Cars don't need all gas used?
(Unless hot rodding.) Only new engines burn gas
clean, others just waste gas. Scientific tested trick—
saves wasted gallons. §$1.00, do it yourself, with
master sheet sent free. Franklin's, Box 245, Bay City,
Oregon.

WINE, BEER RECIPES. Illustrated manual. $2.00.
;':Iles—-Dominae, Box 584-W, Ft. Wayne, Indiana

ARTHRITIS CURED. A simple Home Remedy cures
arthritis in one week! Send for free information, M. F.
Wooten, 1909 San Francisco Street, San Antonio 78201,

|OKE HOUSE'" Build yours, Detailed instructions.
pes Jerky, salami, thuringer, smoked fish. $1.00.
or Leeper, Box 391A, lone, Washington 99139.

50 OLD GHOST TOWN BOTTLES—postpaid  $12.95.
Some colored, clear, embossed, corkers. Bottles, 904
Tanglewood Lane, Kerrville, Texas 78028.

R—bc quart. Modern recipe, supplies [ist; error-
brewing with hints, etc. $1.00. Niemannsbrau En-
rises, P.O. Box 4192, Los Angeles, California.
EE'" SOURDOUGH recipe, from the '""Ole West."
I 25c cover handling and mailing. Box 174, Bat-
round, Washington.

URDOUGH" Recipes, Chuckwagon Biscuits, Hot-
s, Donuts, $1.00. Dough Pot $2.50. BAR-B-Q
ckwagon Recipes, Sauces, Beans, etc. $1.00.
RKY'" Make your own from fresh or frozen beef
)amee.bol;,ecipe $1.00. Box 111, Brush Prairie, Wash-
on i

Western Merchandise

\CHE TEAR KEY RINGS! Only $1.00. Splawn, 921-A
Place S. W.. Birmingham, Alabama 35211I.

CER GOLD, $2.00. Pocket gold, $2.00. Gold dust,
). Attractively displayed. Moneyback guarantee.
er Lea, Box 237, Mt. Shasta, California 96067.
RL AND METAL SNAP FASTENERS for Western
s. Many .styles and colors. Free catalog.
wpau Company, Box 76055G, Sanford Station, Los
eles, California 90005.

B-WIRE—Antique and rare. Send 25c for skefch
Demco Barb-Wire Sales, Box 1025, Littleton,

srado 80120.

STERN STYLED PEARL and Metal snap fasteners
shirts, etc.). Wide assortment of colors and

's. Discount prices. Send for free color catalog.

OM Sales, P.O. Box 1348, South Gate, California

Miscellaneous

IAN METHOD OF TANNING HIDES. No chemi-
n§5e3%§d—$2.00. Tanning, Box 276W, Tolleson, Ari-

EUROPEAN HOME RECIPE! Get rid of those freckles
—girls and boys on the farm—improve your looks.
Send $1.00 for complete information. T. Mollers, Box
165, Radium Hot Spring, British Columbia. Canada.
LOOKING FOR SOMEONE? Need their new name
or address? We can help you. Write for free informa-
tion. National Rivergate, Box 03126-A, Portland, Ore-
gon 97203.

"HOW. TO SELL EVERYTHING YOU WRITE." Au-
brey, Box 3124, Industry, California 91744.
PICTORIAL MAP OF THE WEST. Just out! 11 Wes-
tern states on one map. Decoratively illustrated. Over
750 sites including ghost towns, lost mines, old
mines, military forts, routes and trails, missions,
massacres and more! Excellent for reference or fram-
ing. 23 x 29, parchment color. Only $2.50. Cooper
Enfelrprises, 2690 Santa Rosa, Altadena, California
91001.

BE GENUINE COLONEL. Confederate States Armv.
Members 45 states. Personal engraved commission, ID
card, lapel emblem. Enrollment fee $5.00, C.S.A.
Inc., 540 Nokomis, Venice, Florida 33595

PLAY AMERICA'S FINEST Adult Horse Racing Game.
Free information. Funanza, Box 2513A, San Bernardino,
California.

DISTINCTIVE GIFTS . . . for every occasion. Catalog
on request. De Bracey Enterprises, Dept. 12 W 7019
Sunny Brae Ave., Canoga Park, California 91306.

Watich for the
May FRONTIER TIMES
... on sale March 20

reh-April, 1969

featuring 120 items. Satisfaction guaranteed.
TAIWAN VARIETY, P. O. Box 24029
Dept. 25, Taipei, Taiwan, Formosa

treasures
/\/\“Tmﬁﬁ’@
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METAL L
LOCATE GOLD, SILVER, CO‘;NE, MlSnIOclieInlzCss 21052“

m ROTH INDUSTRIES, BOX 2548 F HOLLYWOOD, CALIF. 90028

THE GOLDEN TREASURES

of the San Juan (Colorado) by John B. Marshall
and Temple H. Cornelius is in reprint edition at
$4.50, book with maps, photos, and information,
233 pages. Write to

SWALLOW PRESS, INC.
1139 S. Wabash Avenue
Chicago, lllinois 40605

FREEC
|_ oAt

NEVADA LAND

NEAR BOOMING MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS
Land is just off U.S. 80 freeway and Humboldt
River near Meadow Valley Ranchos and Elko,
Nevada. Ranches, hunting and fishing in area.
Nearby similar land is selling for $475 per acre.
Excellent investment at $80 per acre. 20 acres
$1600 full price. $20 down, $20 month. Write
Owner, Box 1667, Glendale, Calif. 91209.

HOW DO I SUBSCRIBE?

Podner, it's easy! Just see
page 53 of this magazine.
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Truly Western
(Continued from page 4)

I have a lot of years to look back on
since I am now seventy-eight, and think
it would be wonderful if some of the
terrible things that are happening now
could be changed, but we must take it
as it comes and make the best of it.

I do so enjoy your magazines and
hope they go on and on and I'm here
to read them.—Mrs. Henrietta Ferrey
Minter, 541 Medford Avenue, Hayward,
California 94541

. Weather Talk
Dear Sir:

Just read in “Wild Old Days”
about the 1888 blizzard which brought
back some memories of my own. When
I was a knock-kneed kid in bloomer
pants I lived in Michigan, and in “them
there days” it could really get cold. Folks
tell me that it isn’t nearly as cold now
as then. The last year I spent there, we
were walking on packed snow four feet
deep and you had to count the tunnels
from the corner to know which was your
hut, so you could turn in and walk down
to your front porch. Our local pump sta-
tion says it reached 45 degrees again
and again and again. We would caulk the
bedroom windows with towels, but even
then the snow would pile up all over
the room. I was smarter than some, for
I stuck a stick in my shoes so I could
dig right down to them quicker. It was
so miserable that the cold would go right
on down the warm air registers and put
the fire out. (My sister says now that
putting out the fires isn’t a fact. But it’s
as I remember it, and I am older than
she is!)—Earl R. Gilbert, 6026 Rose,
Houston, Texas 77007

Western Authors
Dear Sirs:

Thank you very much for the back
issues of magazines you have sent to
me according to my order. The stories I
was proud to read are excellent! In my
opinion only the truth is exciting and
worth to be read. Here in Germany we
are provided with stories about the
American West which are so untrue and
mad that you would not even read a line,
but the authors here are people who
have never been in the States and they
don’t even speak your language. But most

of the folks do not know that and think
they read true facts. Just an example:

one of our writers here brings out stories
about Wyatt Earp week after week. You
can read about the town-tamer Earp,
fire-eating and bullet-dodging. Maybe he
did some gun practicing, but what this
author is writing here has nothing to do
with the True West, how it really was.
He just only looks for his profit and so
the Wyatt Earp story goes on and on.—
Edgar Lamaack, 208 Pinneberg/Holst.,
Platanenweg 14, Germany

Rich Coffey
Gentlemen:

In one of your back issues of TRUE
WEST you mention Uncle Rich Coffey.
I want to give you two stories about
him, told me by pioneers who knew him.

The first is from my wife’s mother,
Mrs. H. S. Moran of Weatherford, Texas.
As a child, Mrs. Moran was in the last
raid the Comanches made close to Fort
Worth. That was in 1869. Her father
moved his family then to Weatherford
for protection from the Indians.

Mrs. Moran told me that Uncle Rich
Coffey used to visit them in Weather-
ford. He and her father were friends.
Here is her story:

Uncle Rich was a great Indian fighter.
He was noted for being very witty and
gave play to his wit on this occasion.
The Indians used to lay for him, but he
always went armed. Once, however, he
forgot to take his gun along and they
jumped him. He had staked a horse over-
night some distance from his cabin. Early
next morning he went to get the horse
and forgot to take his gun. The Indians
were waiting. He ran for his house, and
it was a hot foot race!

His wife was standing in the door,
hollering, “Run, Rich, run! Run, Rich,
run!”

He was going so fast when he went
through the door that he couldn’t stop.
He hit the opposite wall of the cabin and
it knocked him down. When he got up,
he eyed his wife and in mock severity
said, “Woman, I want you to understand
ther('e was no jockeying needed in that
race!”

The other story was told me by Louis
Jones of Glenwood, New Mexico. Louis
died last year in Silver City, at the age
of eighty-six. His father, Uncle “Wash”
Jones, settled on Pecan Bayou and was a
neighbor of Coffey.

Louis told me that his father took him
to a nearby town one day. They met
Uncle Rich on a corner and were talking

to him. A young man came up and mal
a very discourteous remark to Uncle Ric
Rich promptly knocked the young m:
down, then he held up his doubled fis
observed it, and said, “I haven’t shot tl
old gun for many years, but it will st
shoot!”

When I first moved to Reserve, Ne
Mexico, in 1926, Mrs. Moran came °
visit us. Uncle Bill Jones, a brother
Louis, came by the house on foot with h
milch cows. Mrs. Moran was sitting ¢
the porch. I wanted the two elder
Texas pioneers to meet, so I called Unc
Bill in and introduced him to Mrs. Mora
The first thing he said to her was, “D:
you know Uncle Rich Coffey?” Mr
Moran said, “Law, yes!” and the two ol
timers were instantly acquainted.—Rhs
Kuykendall, 1100 Santa Rita Street, Si
ver City, New Mexico,

More on John Turnow
Dear Editor:

About the February 1967 TW’s “Te
ror in the Mist,” my dad’s name was D«
Pedro Bush. He was there at Camp Sew
when they brought Turnow out of tl
woods. He also visited the place of tl
killing. Turnow was not crazy. He a
tended a lot of dances my mother a1
dad played at.

John and Will Bauer were Turnow
nephews. They were bear hunting a
had taken a couple of shots at a bear ne
where Turnow was. He thought they we
deputies hunting for him to take hi
back to Salem. He had a horror of priso
He just wanted to be left alone, so |
shot them.

The story went around that his rel
tives put him in Salem so they could ga
control of his timber holdings.

Lathrop probably did hit Turnow, b
the death shot was made by Louis Bla
The shot that killed, Turnow was in ti
right side just under the armpit. I
would have died even if Lathrop had:
shot him.

He lived in a swampy section and h
a log across the water to his lean-to. T
place was infested with frogs; when th
stopped croaking, he knew someone w
near.

Turnow shot Quimby first. In the mea
time Blair shot Turnow in the right sic
Lathrop couldn’t have shot Turnow
the ride side because Lathrop was |
Turnow’s left, Quimby in the center, Ble
on the right of Turnow. I have heard r
dad tell this many times. Lathrop was
scared he ran the four miles back to canr
—D. R. Bush, 320 S. E. Pine, Rosebm
Oregon.

TUMBLEWEEDS

IT WON'T WORK,
HILDEGARD! | WON'T

wls wlm =fe L3 L]

ITLL TAKE MORE THAN
A PIT IN THE GROUND
TO HOLD ME AG-plNST
MY WiLL U

—=hy Tom K. Ryan

| KINDA
THOUGHT
IT MIGHT!




#eresa  STRIKE GOLD!

At your local newsstand!

(If the stand is already
panned out, send 50c to GOLD!,
Western Publications, Inc.,
P. 0. Box 3668, Austin, Texas,
78704 and we'll get a copy to
you right quick like!)

Published by the same outfit that
gives you TRUE WEST, FRONTIER
TIMES, OLD WEST and RELICS,
here is truly a collector’s item:

Our 1969
TREASURE ANNUAL

e Cover painting by Ben Carlton Mead
Reproduced on back suitable for
framing

e Five stories by the late J. Frank Dobie,
1op probably the best known and most
simpatico of all treasure writers
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The start of more action
than you may be able to take

Zane Grey’s famous novels are written for tough-
minded readers about some of the roughest characters
who ever roamed the frontier: broken-nosed, bullet-
scarred men who had to ride hard and shoot fast in
order to survive.

If you enjoy this kind of story, we’ll be glad to
send you—for the token price of §l—three of the
greatest books Zane Grey ever wrote.

The Call of the Canyon. What happens to a
soft-living Easterner who gives up the good life to
face an outlaw’s vengeance alone on the Arizona
frontier.

Wildfire. For a stallion who wouldn’t be ridden,
a girl who wouldn’t be kissed, Lin Slone gambled
everything.

The Hash Knife Outfit. The softest among them
lived only to kill. What chance for their hostage,
beautiful Molly Dunn, or for the hot-tempered cow-
punchers trying to free her?

These rugged books are hard bound in sunset red,
desert tan, and cavalry blue. And they’re stamped in
real gold. They’re the first of what could be a library
of Western classics you Il be proud to own.

You may wonder why we offer you three Zane
Grey books (which are regularly $10.17) for only $1.

We think you’ll be impressed. And that you’ll
want to own others in the series as they come from
the presses.

They will include: Riders of the Purple Sage,
The Dude Ranger, Wild Horse Mesa, Arizona
Ames, Thunder Mountain, The Vanishing Ameri-
can, Maverick Queen, and many more.

Because we print in quantity and cut out the
middleman, we can still offer our subscribers these
distinctive, cloth-bound books for only $3.39 each
plus shipping.

Send no money. Just mail coupon to get the first
three books at the introductory price of only $1.

Please send me The Call of the Canyon, Wildfire,
and The Hash Knife Outfit. I may keep all three for
only $1 plus shipping or return them within ten days
and pay nothing.

Also reserve for me the right to get other volumes
in the Zane Grey Library as they come from the
presses.

I'll get advance descriptions of all future volumes.
I may reject any book before or after I receive it.
For those I keep, I'll pay just $3.39 each plus
shipping. And I may cancel my reservation any time.
(Books shipped in U.S.A. only.) 9-TT
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