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By George Hendricks. A new and recent-
ly released edition of an acknowledged
standard in the field of Western lore and
legend. An analysis of the Western tough

and what made him tick. $3.50

By Frank Cunningham. Civil War
history at its exciting best. A brilliant
record of the only Indian to receive
the rank of General in the Confede-
racy. $5.00
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By May Neatherlin. What of the life of
range cattle? This book will answer that
question, plus many others. Throughout
the Southwest, where cattle are so im-
portant, reader interest is high. $3.50
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By Jo Ann Schmitt.
The thrilling story of
western newspaper

men and how they
helped tame a wild
frontier. Included is
the true account of
the OK Corral gun-
fight. $3.95
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By Emma Dill Spen-
cer. Three times in

the last century
the lure of gold
moved Americans

westward. Here is
that story. $5.00

By Upton Barnard. From a time not too
far distant comes a story of the Livery
Stable and the part it played in settling
the West. An absorbing slice of Western
Americana, nostalgic, accurate, historically
important. $3.95

By Steve Wilhelm. A thrilling docu-
mentary of the growth of the cattle
industry in Texas. Blended with the
fiery history of the State, there’s excite-
ment on every page. $5.00
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By Leland Lovelace.
A map to fabulous
iches, concealed for
‘enturies beyond the
grasp of man. South-
western fact and leg-
end at its most en-
grossing. $4.00

By Oren Arnold. The
Lost Dutchman Mine
in Superstition Moun-
tain near Phoenix —
how and where to look
for it. $2.00

By Dick King. A pen-
etrating glance at
towns of Texas which
exist now only on
these pages and in
the memories of some
old timers. $2.50
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YOU WANT AND SEND CHECK, CASH OR MONEY ORDER DIRECT TO:

TRUE WEST BOOK DEPT. P-O. Box 5008 Austin 31, Texas

By Everett Lloyd. The
original manuscript, the
Story of Judge Roy
Bean, self-styled “Law
West of the Pecos.”

$2.00



His extraordinary book shows you

THE SECRETS
OF WINNING POKER

Be the first in your crowd to get his runaway best-seller
that almost takes the gamble out of poker. The first four
editions were sold out as soon as the ink was dry. A fifth
printing has just been delivered and a sixth is on press.

selling like wildfire when a small frac-
tion of it appeared in The Saturday
Evening Post.

Your best friends won’t tell you what’s in
it — and when you’ve read it you won’t
tell them.

It’s called TaE EpucatioN oF A PoKER
Praver. And it’s a priceless education. In it
Yardley tells the secrets of his systems for

winning. at all the usual (and many of the
rare) kinds of Draw and Stud Poker.

“Never open on two small pair — never”

THE Hersert O. YARDLEY book started

“Fold them,” Yardley says. He’s talking
about Straight Draw, nothing wild, 7 players.
“It’s twelve to one you won’t make a Full
House. If somebody else opens, don’t stay.
Anyone who stays on two small pair should
have his head examined. You fold — or you
bluff by raising before the draw, standing
pat, then betting.”

In the same specific way Yardley looks
over your shoulder at every hand and tells
you exactly when to open, and when to pass
(even though you have openers), when to
call or stay, when to bluff, when to raise,
when to be cautious, when to be brazenly
bold. And when to meekly fold.

He shows you all this by means of actual
sample hands which he plays out for you
and analyzes. And you learn how to play
with the odds instead of against them.

How to develop not only a
poker-face but a poker head

Yardley tells you how to study and “read”
the other players — watching and analyzing
their mannerisms, learning their weaknesses
and their strengths. He makes you a master
strategist at poker’s psychological war.

He tells you wonderful salty stories (prob-
ably not for your Aunt Hermine) out of his
own poker experience around the world —
stories that sharpen your poker sense.

You “sit in” on the game in which the corn
grower “Bones” Alverson bet his farm against
a circus tent show at Five-Card Draw Deuces
Wild — and won under the unfortunate cir-
cumstance of no longer being alive at the
time. (After which Yardley gives you a bril-
liant analysis of how to play your cards at
Five-Card Draw Deuces Wild.)

HOW WOULD YOU PLAY
THESE DRAW POKER HANDS?

The game is Straight Draw —
nothing wild, Jacks or better to
open. There are 7 players

4 ONE
BIG PAIR
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FOUR CARD p a
FLUSH
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4 THREE OF
A KIND

The illustrations are from
the SATURDAY EVENING
POST’S brilliant excerpt
from Yardley’s book.

©® C.P.C.

You watch Jake Moses lose ten trunks full of
sample shoes—and you profit from his mis-
take. You see how good and bad poker play-
ers from the old west to China played their
hands—and how they should’ve played them.

Send for your copy today — at no risk

Yardley’s book could easily turn a steady
loser into a steady winner. With its specific
advice and its great stories out of Yardley’s
own experience, it amounts to a professional
education in the theory and practice of win-
ning — and a post-graduate course in the
art of the bluff.

Mail the coupon for your copy today. Get
hold of it before the others in your crowd.
When the mailman brings your copy, read it,
enjoy it, study it for three full weeks on this
money-back guarantee: If you don’t actually
win several times the small cost of the book
in your next few poker sessions, simply re-
turn the book within three weeks and we will
refund your $3.95. Mail coupon now to:
Simon and Schuster, Publishers, Dept. WP,
630 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

THIS IS HOW YARDLEY WOULD
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About HERBERT O. YARDLEY

Yardley’s mastery of the infinite subtleties of
poker made him just the kind of agile thinker
whom you would expect to crack a wartime Japa-
nese code (he did) and to write the classic book
on codes, ciphers and spies (he did: The Ameri-
can Black Chamber).

“Because he plays such a tight game of poker,”
says The Saturday Evening Post, “Yardley has
been dubbed ‘Old Adhesive’ by his friends. After
his retirement (as a cryptanalyst) three years ago,
Yardley made a scientific study of poker in all its
variations, thus reinforcing his fifty years of ex-
perience as a player. Now he has told all in THE
EpucaTtioNn oF A Poker PLAYER.”

Here’s how good it is
(the first tribute to Yardley’s book)

The New York Herald Trib-
une Book Review says, “It
should be part of every fa-
ther’s investment portfolio for
his son — or for himself. What
Goren and Vanderbilt have
done for the bridge player,
Yardley has now done for that
submerged four-fifths of Amer-
ican manhood that plays poker.
He has given us dignity, wis- |
dom and philosophy.”

—Treopore H. WHITE. i
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To Your Bookseller, or

SIMON AND SCHUSTER, Inc., Dept. WP
630 Fifth Avenue, New York 20, N. Y.

I'm from Missouri and want to be shown.
So send me a copy of Herbert O. Yardley’s
new book, THE EDUCATION OF A POKER PLAYER.
I enclose $3.95 as payment in full. If I don’t
win several times the price of the book in my
next few poker sessions, I’ll send the book back
within three weeks for full refund.

Available at a slightly higher price in
Canada through Musson Book Co., Toronto
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Oh, Heck Fire!

I WOULD use stronger language if it

would do any good. I think we’'ll run
a contest later on—we’ll have prizes for
any one who can work out some gim-
mick, program, plan, idea—anything to
prove to the people of this country that
we are NOT a “Texas” magazine.

We haven’t got a thing against Texas.
We are Texans, for the most part, and
we love the state. But the fact that peo-
ple can read 13 feature articles on other
states in True West or Frontier Times
and one on Texas—and write in to say
“I sure do love your magazine on
Texas!” is more than mere human flesh
and blood can withstand!

We are a Texas magazine like Satur-
day Evening Post is a Pennsylvania
magazine.

It’s the very same comparison—they
are published in Pennsylvania so they
MUST be a Pennsylvania magazine. The
fact, that they seldom run an article on
Pennsylvania shouldn’t enter into the
picture. I'm trying to be funny, of
course. I must say this or we’d get 5,000
letters explaining' that the Post is NOT
a Pennsylvania magazine!

I think maybe I've figured it out. New
York City, plus possibly two other spots,
must be the only places in the United
States where you can settle down and
put out a publication that is not brand-
ed as being a local magazine.

Some days ago I explained to a writer
in one of the northwest states that we
were not a Texas magazine, that we had
always covered the Old West as a whole
and that our circulation was interna-
tional. He wrote back and said that he
would try to send us some material
about his home state. He further observ-
ed that letters he received in answer to
a notice in our “Truly Western” depart-
ment indicate that we do have readers
out of Texas. Yes, we do have a few.
Let me tell you exactly how many. The
only way we can do this is from a “so
many copies” angle, for we have three
to even ten readers to every copy. All
right, out of a print order of 240,000
copies of this issue you are holding in
your hands, 16,000 will remain in Texas.
That’s still a good percentage for any
one state but it is 1,000 behind Califor-
nia, for instance. So, insofar as the
“most readers for any one state” is con-
cerned, we are a California magazine.
And we would be, too—in the minds of

the people—if we were published in San
Jose, California, for instance.

WHY MUST THIS BE! The people
wonder why it is so hard to publish a
successful magazine outside New York.
“The people” are why. They brand any-
thing published out of New York as a
state magazine. I do believe if a publica-
tion got rolling in Texas and never in
its history published a word on this
state and had a large national circula-
tion—in the minds of the people it would
still be a Texas magazine! How can
that be, in a day of so-called enlightened
thinking ?

ACTUALLY, by now (we started in

1953) we have been able to convince
a large part of the people that we are
deeply dedicated to publishing an AU-
THENTIC magazine on the Old West.
Texas was only a part of the Old West
—we want to cover it all. And when it
comes to readers, THE WHOLE WORLD
is fascinated with this most wonderful
era of American history. Our magazines

. are sold by subscription and on the news-

stands in every state of the union, in-
cluding Alaska and Hawaii, and through-
out every province of Canada. More
thousands go to the military in Europe
and are sold on PX newsstands over
there. Pretty soon, they will go to Asia
via the same route. Also, our distributor
wants to put copies on newsstands of
every large city in the world. Our sub-
scription list includes the South Sea Is-
lands, China, Indonesia, the length and
breadth of Africa, a big following in
Australia, Japan, Germany, England—
and in practically every out-of-the-way
spot in the world! Even we didn’t know
Texas was that big!

You are probably getting tired of this
by now. But if you are one of those
“where it’s published, it’s for that state”
people, if somehow we can make you
just 1/1000ths as tired as we have been
since 1953, and through doing it, bring
the TRUTH before your eyes, it will be
worth it a thousand times over.

Why am I going all out on this theme
—maybe risking the ire, impatience, etc.,
of some readers in doing it? Simply
because the easiest way in the world to
kill most any product, personality, maga-
zine, etc., that must gain wide public ac-
ceptance in order to exist, is to TYPE

(Continued on page 6%)

Offers The Best

In Western Books

TALES OF THE SOUTHWEST by Barry Storm
A panoramic sweep across the wild Southwest from
Texas to California. From long forgotten Spanish fron-
tiers to modern wild west, sanguine people struigled
against raw environments, the irony of fate and them-
selves. Some were heroes and some were scoundrels—
here are their stories in fact and fiction. $4.95

STELLA DYSART OF AMBROSIA LAKE
by Merle Armitage
Introduction by Senator Dennis Chavez
The absorbing story of a great and dynamic woman
who spent years of heartbreak and frustration searching
for oil on her vast holdings in bleak western New
Mexico and finally located one billion dollars worth
of uranium, 68% of the world's known supply. $6.00

COURT OF THE DAMNED by J. Gladston Emery
The incredible story of Isaac C. Parker (known as the
butcher (Bloody Parker) and the hanging Judge) and
the Federal Court of the Indian Territory. $3.

BILL SUBLETTE: MOUNTAIN MAN

g John E. Sunder
The life and times of William E. Sublette. He was of
that choice handful of heroes who made the early
western fur trail what it was—an occupation for
brave men. £5.00

THE RAMPAGING HERD by Ramon F. Adams
A bibliography of books and pamphlets on men and
events in the cattle industry—a companion to the

author’s standard Six Guns And Saddle Leather. An

indispensable tool for the collection of Western
Americana. $15.00
INDIANS written & illustrated by Edwin Tunis

A pictorial recreation of American Indian life before
the arrival of the white man. Told in lively text and
more than 230 accurate drawings. $4.95

QUANTRELL AND HIS CIVIL WAR GUERILLOS

Carl W. Breihan
The story of the strange dark figure of William Clarke
Quantrell under whom the James boys and other
Western outlaws got their education. $3.50

BUFFALO COUNTRY by Bob Duncan
A fresh and original combination of legend and history
regarding the buffalo and the great plains he roamed.

$4.00
LONG JOHN DUNN OF TAOS by Max Evans
John Dunn, gunman, professional gambler, stage driver,
honky-tonk proprietor and general opportunist is so
well known to natives of New Mexico that his very
name and existence has become legendary. A book for
every person that loves the West, its truth and its
humor. $5.75

SHOTGUNS ON SUNDAY by Joseph E. Doctor
The story of James McKinney, the last of the western
outlaws, ‘who ‘was shot to death in 1903. Not a book
for squeamish old ladies. $5.75

GREAT TRAIN ROBBERIES OF THE WEST

by Eugene B. Block
Here are the great gun toters—Daltons, Jameses, The
Wild Bunch, “‘Big Nose George’’, Al Jennings, etc.—
all brought back to life with all the enthusiasm and
love of significant detail characteristic of the True
Crime, True West connoisseur. $5.00

ORDER FROM McMURRAY’S ——
—Any Book in Print!'—Any Out of Print Book!
On out of print books we search and find rare
and unusual books and quote price and condition

of book without charge to you or obligation to buy
the book.

j McMurray’s Bookshop [J Cash

. you 1411 Commerce 5 0 C. 0. D.
Dallas 1, Texas g %}e“; N

*ef‘lng *We welcome accounts of anyone with established credit.
Please send the following books I have checked below.
() Tales Of The Southwest .............. $ 4.95

( ) Stella Dysart Of Ambrosia Lake ....... $ 6.00

( ) Court of the Damned ................ $ 3.50
( ) Bill Sublette: Mountain Man .......... $ 5.00

( ) The Rampaging Herd ................ $15.00
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( ) Quantrell and his Civil War Guerillos ..$ 3.50
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( ) Long John Dunn Of Taos ............ $ 5.75

( ) Shotguns On Sunday ................. $ 5.75

() Great Train Robberies Of The West....$ 5.00
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Charles M. Russell
POST CARDS

$2 for full set of 32—3 sets, $5

Printed in 4 colors DIRECT from ORI-
GINAL paintings on high gloss stock.
Each a work of art. Many heretofore un-
published Russell paintings. The heart of
one of the great Russell collections! Noth-
ing like this series ever before available.

16 COWBOY AND OLD WEST GROUP
—Last of 5,000, Wild Horse Fight, Red
Bird (Russell's Favorite Horse), Here's
How! '"'Throwed," Watching the Horse
Herd, Solitude, Busting a Steer, Trouble
Ahead, End of the Rope, The Bolter, Rider
of the Rough String, Dudes, Sunshine and

Shadow, Up a Tree, Charles M. Russell
(Self-Portrait).

16 AMERICAN INDIAN GROUP—Nava-
jo Wild Horse Hunters, When Meat Was
Plentiful, Mourning Her Warrior Dead,
Battle of the Redmen, When Arrows
Spelled Death, His Heart Sleeps, Red
Man's Meat, Nobleman of the Plains, Re-
turn of the Warriors, Russell and His In-
dian Friend, In the Enemy Country, Cross-
ing the Missouri, The Medicine Man,
White Man's Skunk Wagon, Camp of the
Red Man, and The Picture Writer.

ORDER TODAY!

TRAIL'S END

PUBLISHING CO., INC.
Box 1887, Colorado Springs, Colorado

FIND BURIED TREASURE!

GOLD, silver, coins, jewel-
ry, strongboxes, battle re-
lics!: M-SCOPE transistor-
ized electronic Treasure-
Metal Locators  detect
them all. Used world-wide
by successful explorers.
Exciting! Rewarding!
Supersensitive, lightweight
M-SCOPE offers greater
depth penetration, no
gégund interference, over
treasure-hunting day< of
battery life. Indestructible

fiberglass cases. Guaranteed. From $59.50, Easy
Terms. Write today for FREE catalog.

Truly Western

Howdy., Folks!

Just in case you didn‘t read old Joe's
"“Oh, Heck Fire!” on page 3. don't forget
to drop us a card on whether you like a
subject well covered with two to three
articles in one issue, like the Alamo-Gol-
iad-San Jacinto theme in our May-June is-
sue, or all articles on different subjects like
in this issue. A card will do fine. Thanks!

Normnote:

I suppose this could really be called a
Special Report on Gunslingers, as that is
what it’s all about. To begin with, Nick
Nicastro, the self-styled ‘“Shooting Shoe-
maker” of Mar Vista, California, sure
pried up Hell and put a chunk under it
when he claimed in a letter published in
“Truly Western” to be the world’s fast-
est gun draw. Letters poured in to this
office deriding Nick’s claim in language
that seared the paper they were written
on. However, nobody got around to ac-
tually issuing a challenge to Nick until
the members of the Buscaderos Fast
Draw Club, 15230 San Ardo Drive, La
Mirada, California, sent in a blanket
challenge to Nick to meet them. Their
letter, signed by Bill Hazel, Al Ensley,
Lucky Laredo, Jerry Wilson, Don Dunk-
erson, and Ron Naddeo, read as follows:

Editor “Truly Western”:

Quoting Nick Nicastro:

“I have said before and proved many
times that I am the World’s Fastest
Gun Draw.” What a crock of bull! How
many times in the past has some self-
styled gunslinger stood up in public and
tooted his whistle to prove to somebody
that he is the (quote) World’s Fastest
Gun Draw (unquote). Then, when some-
body wants to challenge him to a fair
and square draw in front of witnesses,
he tilts his nose in the air and says:
‘“Why should I waste my time with you?
I’'m the World’s-Fastest-and-I-don’t-have-
to-prove-it-to-anybody-Gun-Draw.”

Now that I've sounded off some, let’s
give the guy a little credit. He has de-
veloped a draw that at best could be
called a stunt and he is good at it. Some

guys can roll on the button (of the tim-
ing machine) and some can’t. He can. So
what ? It’s not a draw, it’s a trick. Also,
anybody that is familiar with quick
draw and/or photography can tell from
the picture you published of Mr. Nick
Nicastro that it was posed and was not
an action shot, as it was purported to
be. In an action shot of this type, no
camera and no photographer could stop
a man in a 7/100ths-of-a-second draw.
The entire area around his hand and
holster would be a complete blur. It is
also easy to determine from his photo-
graph that Nick rolls on the button just
like the rest of the self-styled fastest
guns do. We have a boy on our club who
has rolled on the button for a 9/100ths
draw. Photos don’t prove anything, as
the enclosed photos should prove. In any
fast draw contest—and I mean legal
fast draw contest—Nicastro’s draw would
not be approved. And—speaking of con-
tests—where are all these fast guns
when a contest is held for Southern
California or a National Championship ?
I, Bill Hazel, have attended several Na-
tional Chambionship contests and per-
sonally took tenth place in a National
contest in Yucca Valley some months
ago.

Any member of our outfit, either in-
dividually or as a club, would like to
challenge Mr. Nicastro to a fair and
legal match at any time, any place, and
under a variety of conditions. I think
any one of us is a better gunslinger
than he is, and by the ghost of John
Wesley Hardin, I'd like a chance to
prove it.

How about it, Nick? Put up or shut
up!!)

Well, that was the first shot. The day
after the above communication arrived
at our offices, Dee Woolem called your
“Truly Western” wrangler from Hous-
ton, objecting not only to Nick Nicastro
calling himself the world’s fastest gun
but also to an Editor’s Note that ap-
pears at the end of the article on mod-
ern gunslingers entitled “How Fast Are

FISHER RESEARCH LAB., INC.
Dept. TW-3, Palo Alto, Calif.

Al Ensley, one of the challengers of Nick Nicastro. Taken April 8, 1959.

MAKE IT SNAPPY

With the fanciest Shirt
Snaps you've ever seen,
reqular and removable.
For the largest selection
of Dot Snaps, fringe, pip-
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They ?” in the May-June TW. This note,
based on a newspaper clipping sent in
by Nicastro, listed Nick as the winner
of a fast draw contest staged on the
Art Linkletter TV show. The contest
was between Nicastro, Rod Redwing, the
famous Indian gunslinger and instructor
of movie and TV stars, and Dee, who
calls himself the “Fastest Gun Alive.”

We printed the result of the contest
as stated in the clipping sent in by Ni-
castro: Nick’s time, as winner, 18/100ths
of a second; Redwing second, 23/100ths;
Woolem third, 35/100ths. The test was
of the reflex type— the men drew when
the hand of the electric timing clock
started moving.

Dee claimed that Nicastro “beat the
clock” as a quarterhorse sometimes beats
the starting gate in a race by anticipa-
ting when the starter was about to press
the button of the starting device. Woolem
also claims the title of Fastest Gun
Alive and bases his claim on these
facts:

Never defeated in open competition.
National Fast Draw Champion for the
past four years, with a record of
12/100ths of a second. (It takes
16/100ths of a second to blink your
eyes +)

After first winning the National Fast
Draw Championship in competition in
1955, Dee has successfully defended his
title in open competition more than 200
times against the outstanding fast draw
artists of the country. That’s why he’s
so steamed over Nick Nicastro’s claim
that he is the champ. Woolem states
flatly that Nicastro refuses to meet him
in a match under contest rules, yet con-
tinues to broadcast his supremacy in the
field. Dee, a 35-year-old native of Texas,
was the prime organizer of the Fast
Draw Club of America, and set up the
first National Competition using electri-
cally timed equipment in 1955. Presently
on a nation-wide tour for Crosman Arms
Company, Dee uses a gas-operated Hahn
single-action .45 revolver and a Colt with
interchangeable cylinders for .45 ammo
and .22 blanks.

It was this latter gun some of us
folks at True West used in a test of
reaction time. Dee had us watch the
clock while holding the gun cocked and
ready to fire. When he pressed the but-
ton of the timing device, we were to
pull the trigger when we saw the clock
hand start. The results were quite a-
mazing. My own best time was 21/100ths
of a2 second, but the average on six
shots was 23/100ths. T. J. Terbay, drop-
ping by to pick up his wife Gayle after
work, heard the gunfire in Joe’s upstairs
office—ol’ Joe was out of town—and
tried his luck. Being considerably young-
er than NBW, his time averaged several
hundredths of a second faster. The same
was true for Jay Elliott, a young writer
who just happened to be in the office
at the time. Angel Leshikar, associate
publisher, also took a fling at the game
and proved Dee’s statement that wom-
en’s reaction time was faster than that
of men by posting an amazing
1315 /100ths on her first try. Then Dee—
who had just come in from Houston—
posted a 1415/100ths draw in this type
of reflex test. But while we folks had
the gun out and cocked, Dee drew, cock-
ed and fired in 1415,/100ths after the
clock hand started moving. This is only
214 /100ths off his world record.

Later, Dee did some trick shooting;
drawing and firing before a silver dollar
dropped from the level of his waist to

(Continued on page 58)
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Massai—
Broncho

By ALBERTA BEGAY
as told to EVE BALL

[lustrated by Joe Grandee



A motion picture purporting to be the life story of this famous
Apache warrior has appeared. A book and numerous
fictionalized articles have been written about him. Now read
the tragic TRUTH, as related by his daughter.

/“: s

Y father, Massai, was a Chiricahua
Apache, the son of White Cloud and
Little Star. He was born at Mescal
Mountain, the home of my grandparents.

White Cloud took great pride in the
education of his son. He carefully trained
him for survival; something that can’t
be said for the White Eyes (white men).
White Cloud taught Massai to use the
bow and spear; to go a long time with-
out food or water. He taught him to
run long distances while holding water
in his mouth until his return; this was
to insure proper breathing habits. By
the time Massai was nine years old he
could run to the top of the mountain
and back. After that, he had to run
with a burden on his back. The weight
was gradually increased until he could
carry many pounds with ease, although
he was small of stature.

Next step in his education was his
training as a horseman. In this he ex-
celled.

Marksmanship came next; first with
the bow and then with rifle. To insure his
being a good rifle shot, White Cloud sus-
pended a small iron ring from the
branch of a tree. Through this ring
Massai had to shoot. If he missed, he
was sent to his mother in disgrace. The
distance was gradually increased until
Massai could shoot a hundred yards
without missing his target.

“Enjuh!” said White Cloud at this
accomplishment of his son. “It is well.
Now you can shoot well enough to kill
game for food and protect yourself
against men.”

Massai’s closest friend was a Tonkawa
\,‘,¥ lad whose name in English was Gray
! Lizard. He and his parents had come
from the flat lands of the east and joined

%

the Apaches. They loved the mountains,
and lived among my father’s people.
White Cloud instructed Lizard with his
own son. It is well known that the word
Tonkawa means coward. But nobody
ever mentioned that to Lizard. The
Apaches are people of good manners.

White Cloud often sent the boys for
game and they knew better than to re-
turn without it. It was a hard lesson
they must learn—the lesson of surviv-
al—and there could be no failing it.
From rabbits and birds they progressed
to deer and mountain lions. Once, before
they were fully grown, they were at-
tacked by a bear. Regretfully, they
killed it. The Apache does not kill bear
except in self-defense. Under no circum-
stances does he eat its meat. |

The boys trapped and broke wild
horses. Sometimes they lay hidden at
a water hole and roped the Jproncos
about the neck. They were dragged over
rock and cacti until the animal was

choked down by the burden; then they

rode him home in triumph. !{
Before Massai had completeq ithe four

raids necessary to becoming ajwarrior,

a visitor came to the ranchefia. His
party halted at the mouth of th¢ canyon
and he rode toward the camp HBolding a
white cloth. The men of our caip beck-
oned him to come. When he 'got close,
some of them recognized hi /
\
/4
ERONIMO!” f
“Yes, Geronimo,” he answergd grimly.
“The Mexicans have givenl/, me that

name—me who was namedy/Gokliya. I
have come to meet with yol¥'in council.
I have come to remind gou that the

\




Above: Alberta Begay. daughter of
Massai and author of this story, in
her ceremonial robe. Below: This
very old photograph shows an
Apache with children. Little girls
were always fully clothed.

White Eyes have invaded our land. They
have murdered our Chief. They killed
Mangas Colorados after promising him
their protection when he went to their
camp to treat for peace.

“They have murdered my wife, mother,
and three children. They have Kkilled
your people. They have killed our game,
taken our land and all that is ours. I
came to ask that you join me in fight-
ing them—that all Apaches join me. We
must drive them out before it is too
late.”?

“There are too many,”’ objected one
man.

“They must have litters like dogs,”
said another. “Or how could they mul-
tiply so rapidly?”

Geronimo went on, unheeding. ‘“Co-
chise died of a broken heart because he
foresaw the extermination of his people.
Tah-zay, the son who succeeded him,
trusted the White Eyes. He went to
Washington and they poisoned him. Juh,
the Nedni chief, is dead. Nachai and
Mangus have seen what happened to
their fathers and they do nothing!”

Geronimo paused and fixed us all with
his fierce eyes.

“Who will join me in driving out the
White Eyes?”

“You are not a chief,” said one man.

Geronimo whirled on him. “I have
been the war leader for Cochise. I have
led a band for Mangas Colorados. I will
lead you!”

“We are a free people,”’ said White
Cloud calmly. “Among the Apaches there
is no compulsory military service.”

“So be it,” replied Geronimo. ‘“Let
each man decide for himself.”

White Cloud agreed. “We will hold a
council and let you know our decision.”

Massai and Gray Lizard wanted to go
with Geronimo. They asked permission
of their fathers and were told: “You are
almost men, you must decide for your-
selves.”

They and others told Geronimo they
would join him.

“The time is mnot yet ripe,” he
answered. “It will take two summers,
perhaps more, to prepare and store
food.”

“For what?”

“For emergencies, you impatient
ones! To fight the White Eyes we must
travel fast and ride light. When we
reach a hiding place we must have food,
clothing, a n d—especially—moccasins,
there. We must have cooking pots. We
must have ammunition. It is for you to
secure and place these things where I
shall direct. I know every water hole be-
tween Fort Wingate and Casas Grandes;
between Silver City and Chihuahua. I
know hidden caves where supplies can
be cached. Then, when we have supplies
to last for many months, we will
strike!”

Our people were not all in favor of
joining forces with Geronimo, but all
thought his idea of preparing for war
to be good. They began Kkilling deer,
drying meat, tanning hides and storing
them in safe places. As the cactus fruit
ripened they gathered and dried it. They
baked great quantities of mescal, stored
large supplies of mesquite beans and
acorns, gathered pifiénes when the trees
bore. They worked so hard at storing
food for the future that the supply close
to them was made scarce.

Massai and Gray Lizard got their
fathers’ permission to make a journey
to the west in search of food. Each led
a packhorse behind his mount. They
rode far toward the west, crossing a

high range of mountains and a wide
valley, then another range from the top
of which they could see the Big Water.
Between them and the ocean were some
low hills, which concealed a Mexican
rancheria. But they did not know of
this, and so set to hunting without fear
of being discovered.

There were many deer on the ridge,
and there was a cave on the west slope
with a bench of grass land, and a
spring. They settled in that place and
began preparing meat and hides. They
saw no one, but their training required
that one keep watch while the other
worked. Soon their supplies exceeded
their means of carrying them. They
wrapped jerky in a buffalo hide they
had brought with them and hid it in the
cave. Loading all four horses with food
and buckskin, they left for home. Massai
spoke to his friend as they rode away:

“Now, we must remember this place
and how to return. If you should come
alone the supplies are yours, and the
same for me, but I hope we are always
together.”

“It shall be as you say,”’ replied Gray
Lizard.

WHEN the boys reached Mescal Moun-
tain they found that those who had
wished to join Geronimo had gone to
the Warm Springs Reservation, so they
followed to Ojo Caliente. There they
found that the troops had arrested
Geronimo and taken him to San Carlos.
He and his people, along with Victorio
and Loco, the Warm Springs leader and
his assistant chief, had all been driven
like cattle to San Carlos. And, as every
Apache knows, that is the worst place
in the world.

No White Eye could have captured
them, but Chiricahua scouts, some of
their own people, had joined the White
Eyes. Had the boys known of their
treachery, they could have escaped. But
they thought them men and brothers,
and permitted them to walk into their
camp. The scouts took them, too, to San
Carlos.

“Well, it is one way to see Geronimo
and learn his plans,” said Massai. “When
he is ready, he will leave. The troops
cannot stop him. Meanwhile, the stupid
White Eyes will give him and his people
food and clothing.”

“If they are alive to use it” said
Lizard. “Don’t you know of the terrible
heat, insects, and sickness at San Car-
los? The soldiers could not live there.
They are putting the Apaches there to
die!”

“We can leave when we like,” replied
Massai. “Neither the soldiers nor
Geronimo can hold us. We will talk to
him.”

Geronimo bade them to be patient and
await his word.

T do not know how long they were at
San Carlos. The hot summer weather
was almost unendurable at that place,
so it is probable they slipped away at
that time. Geronimo, with his band, us-
ually left at the beginning of summer.
When winter set in and his people need-
ed clothing and blankets, he brought
them back. The White Eyes gave them
some food, but never enough. All the
while Geronimo was scheming, planning,
recruiting men for his band, getting
ammunition from the soldiers.

At San Carlos my father married a
Chiricahua girl and they had two chil-
dren. He told my mother that he did not
steal her. He never stole anybody but
my mother, and the story of that comes

True West



A typical Apache village, warriors and children.

later. He paid this girl’s father with
horses, as an Apache should. She be-
came the friend of Gray Lizard, and
welcomed him to their tepee as
Chiricahuas do.

Geronimo had demanded that his
people be removed from San Carlos and
finally got them settled at Turkey
Creek, near Fort Apache. That was a
mountainous country, with good water
and grass, and plenty of game. The band
planted corn and raised crops, and for a
time things were peaceful and pleasant.
But the Chiricahua scouts constantly
stirred up trouble with the people on the
reservation. They lied to Chihuahua and
Naichi; told Geronimo that he was to be
hanged. Geronimo took his warriors and
left. My father stayed with his family.
He did not join in the fighting that
followed.

Once a week a member of each family
went to the agency for supplies. Orders
were issued to bring everybody, and this
made the Indians suspicious. But they
went to the agency, unarmed, and
mounted soldiers herded them like cattle
into the corral. Then they were put into
wagons and hauled north to Holbrook,
in Navajo country. There, they were
driven onto the train and told that they
were en route to Florida to join
Geronimo, who had been -captured.
Chihuahua, and many Warm Springs
Apaches had also been shipped to
Florida. All Chiricahuas were to be
sent to be prisoners in Florida, whether
or not they had been at war with the
soldiers. The scouts too were herded
aboard the train, headed for exile in
Florida. So did the White Eyes reward
those Apaches who had betrayed their
own people to help them.

Gray Lizard was in the same car
with my father and his family. Massai’s
wife knew that she could not leave the
children and escape with her husband,
but she urged Gray Lizard to attempt
it.

T -August, 1959

‘“We will have to loosen the bars on
the window when the guards are not
close at hand,” said my father. “We
will have to choose a time to escape
when the train is going up a long slope.
Like a horse it will have to slow down.
We cannot jump off with it going like
the wind, on the level or down hill.”

There seemed to be no place suited
for the escape attempt, yet they spent
three days cautiously loosening the bars
when the guards’ backs were turned.
Then one morning Massai saw low
mountains in the east. They were, he
guessed, almost a ‘day’s journey away.
That evening, if ever, he and Gray
Lizard must make the attempt to leave
the train.

A Chiricahua scout went through the
car. A prisoner himself, he taunted the
other prisoners. ‘“When you get to
Florida, the soldiers will chop your
necks off,” he gloated. ‘“All who wear
red handkerchiefs around their heads
will have their necks chopped.”

“You wear a red cord,” retorted
Massai. “If the soldiers do not get you
first, I will strangle you with it!”

All the scouts wore the red head cord.

When food was brought at noon
Massai pretended to eat, but concealed
most of his portion in his breechclout.
His wife gave him her share, for she
would get more that night. Lizard, too,
did not eat.

The train began laboring up the slope,
moving more and more slowly as it
climbed. Massai looked for a place where
there was much vegetation in which he
could hide. They came to clumps of
bushes, with few rocks. The train slowed
almost to a stop, and Massai and Gray
Lizard slipped through the window and
dropped to the ground. They rolled down
the slope into the thick brush and lay
still. Neither was hurt. The train did
not stop. They saw it disappear over
the hill, then wriggled through the
vegetation to thicker shelter and hid

there until dark. Then they walked
toward the low mountains to the south-
west and by morning had crossed the
little valley and were half-way up the
slope. There they ate, drank, and slept.

They had hoped to find Indians on those
mountains, but saw no sign of any but
white people. When they came near a log
cabin they circled around it. They
avoided lights until they saw the smoke
of a camp fire. That might indicate
Indians, so they crept close enough to
the blaze to smell mutton cooking and
coffee boiling. That night instead of
moving on, they lay hidden near the
camp.

AT daybreak they saw that the camp-
ers were white men, and suspected
that they were miners. If so, they would
leave the camp during the day, leaving
their supplies unguarded.

Massai and Gray Lizard watched the
three men cook breakfast. They could
smell the coche frying, and the smell
made their mouths water. They were so
hungry they could have eaten pork,
much as they abhorred it. Finally the
men finished their breakfast, took their
picks and shovels and went up the
mountain.

When they were out of sight, Massai
led the way to the camp. There was
cold mutton and bread, even some hot
coffee left in the pot. Best of all, there
were rifles. Massai and Gray Lizard
each took a .30-30 and all the ammuni-
tion they could find. They took cartridge
belts and two knives. They cut meat
from a sheep carcass hanging in a
tree, put the food in flour sacks and
each carried one.

Then they walked until they were
tired and hungry, traveling mostly at
night until they were out of the timber.
Still sleeping or resting during the day,
they moved on at night through open
country. They found a trail where the

(Continued on page 44)



Some live, some linger on in a
sort of twilight existence; others have
crumbled to ruin—these fascinating old
towns and ghost towns of Montana

The people shown here are standing in front
of a boarding house in Rochester, Montana.

MONTA.NA is as big as Indiana, Mich-
igan and Illinois put together. It is
bigger than Japan or Italy. It averages
almost 600 miles in length and well over
300 miles in width. Yet this vast terri-
tory of 146,997 square miles contains
only a little more than 600,000 people—
about the population of New Orleans or
Minneapolis, not many more than Seat-
tle. Montana is three times bigger than
New York State; its population one-
thirteenth that of New York City.
Montana has a varied and colorful
history, having at one time or another
belonged to France, Spain and Great
Britain. Eastern Montana was purchas-
ed by the United States from France in
1803, but forty-three years elapsed be-
fore western Montana was obtained
from Great Britain.
The territory was organized on May
26, 1864, but there was no political ef-
fect until December 12 of that year

when the Legislative Assembly met in
Bannack. At that time, Virginia City
was suggested as the place for the next
meeting, scheduled for February 1, 1865.
As of that latter date, Virginia City was
designated as the first Territorial Capi-
tal, retaining that distinction until 1875
when fast-growing Helena was designat-
ed

In 1894, after Montana had become a
state, Helena won the capital from Ana-
conda in a notorious election largely fi-
nanced by the booming fortunes of Mar-
cus Daly and W. A. Clark, the famous
Copper Kings. Clark wanted Helena, and
Daly wanted Anaconda. Clark, who was
considered merely unethical in this mat-
ter, won from Daly, who was—at least
in this exhibition of steamroller politics
—regarded as downright crooked.

The economic development of Montana
began with the establishment of Manuel
Lisa’s fur trading post on the Yellow-

GQERIOSTS
AND NERAR
QEIOSTS

By FRANK SIMMONS

Photos Courtesy Montana Magazine

stone in 1807, at a point near present-
day Custer. The American Fur Com-
pany was founded in 1808, with John
Jacob Astor for years the only stock-
holder. David Thompson, of the North-
west Fur Company, followed in 1809 by
establishing Salish House, near present-
day Thompson Falls. Fort Union, an im-
portant post near the North Dakota
line, was erected in 1826.

In 1850, Major John Owen began his
vast trading empire (the original “In-
land Empire”’), after he bought out St.
Mary’s Mission, which the Jesuit fathers
had established in 1841. Fort Owen, lo-
cated at present-day Stevensville, be-
came the unofficial seat of government
between Fort Union and Walla Walla.
The town of Stevensville did not get
started until 1864. Such was the case
with the other trading post areas. De-
pendent upon the fur trade for their ex-
istence, they were set up for quick aban-

Below left: Robbers’ Roost on the old stage road from Virginia City to Bannack. Henry Plummer, sheriff by day and high-
wayman by night used it for a lookout. Below right: The City Book Store in Virginia City. It was operated by Daniel Webster
Tilton, publisher of Montana’s first newspaper. Building, now restored. also housed the "Helena City Express Office.”
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Above: The remains of the old
opera house and union hall at
Granite. At right: the ghost
town of Granite. The town
once had four churches and
eleven saloons.
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At left: Scene of
Helena, taken in
1865, looking up

Bridge Street. This is
now called State St.
Below: The Burkett
Mercantile Company
store Granite,
Montana, taken in

1888.
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Above: An early picture of Diamond City, Montana.

At right: Wickes, Montana. The Wickes Smelter,
operated by the Helena Mining and Reduction
Company, was built about 1883 and closed about
1890 after completion of the East Helena smelter.

donment or transportation to more lu-
crative areas whenever that trade falter-
ed.

Fort Benton, located at the naviga-
tion head of the Missouri River, was a
notable exception. Built by the Ameri-
can Fur Company in 1846 as Fort Lewis,
it was renamed Benton—or Benton City
—in 1850, after the noted Senator Thom-
as Hart Benton of Missouri. The fort it-
self served as a U. S. military post in
1847. Sold to the Northwest Fur Com-
pany in 1864, it was returned to the
Army in 1869. Fort Benton became the
transportation center of Montana, and
the point of distribution for the whole
inland northwest area. The first of the
big paddle-wheeled steamers, the Chip-
pewa and the Key West, landed in Ben-
ton, from down the Missouri, in 1860.

Three other towns can also claim
honors for being among the first in

Montana: Deer Lodge in 1855, Gold
Creek in 1858, and Hellgate (Missoula)
in 1860.

Deer Lodge originated about 1854,
when Johnny Grant, a squawman, be-
gan to raise beef and vegetables to sup-
ply the trappers and drifters between
Fort Owen and Fort Benton, and the
itinerant would-be miners passing
through the valley, headed for the new
discoveries in the Canadian Caribou.
Before 1854, Johnny had traded success-
fully with the Indians.

Grant’s large ranch remained a main
source of supply when discoveries were
later made in the Gold Creek and Pio-
neer areas, not far west of his spread.
In 1858, he, and several other squaw-
men, brought sizeable herds of cattle
into the Deer Lodge Valley from the
Oregon Trail. There were a number of
Mexican trail hands in the party, and

the resulting settlement south of Grant’s
ranch became known as Spanish Fork.
During the period between 1860-62 it
was sometimes called LaBarge City (af-
ter the Fort Benton organizer, Captain
LaBarge). Later it was referred to as

Cottonwood until, in the spring of 1864,
it was officially named Deer Lodge City.

The State Penitentiary was establish-
ed there in 1869, built and operated as
a private venture by Frank Conley and
Archie McTague. The first log struc-
tures were replaced by brick buildings
in 1882. Conley and McTague operated
the institution as a private business,
paid by Montana Territory, until 1889
when Montana became a state. Then they
were listed as state employees and paid
officials, but the prison was still known
as part of Conley’s farm, and prison la-
bor was used in the farming.

Deer Lodge is now a town of about
4,000 people, distinguished for the num-
ber of fine old Victorian homes that
line its streets.

Gold Creek was called American Fork
by Major John Owen in his Journal
entry for February 3, 1862. It was the
site of the first gold strike in Montana,
when, in 1852, Francois Findlay washed
a little color out of the head of Gold

This picture was taken in front
of the H. A. Milot hotel and
saloon in Sun River, Montana,
about 1880.
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Butte, Montana, showing the corner of Alaska and Quartz Streets. The large

building in the center was the old Miners’ Union Building, built in 1885-86.

Creek and became scared and secretive.
He had no proper equipment, no grub,
and no realization of his significant find.

Gold Creek was visited by James and
Granville Stuart in 1858. They, too, were
poorly equipped, and the Blackfoot In-
dians were hostile. The Stuarts moved
on, and Gold Creek lay inactive until
Captain J. L. Fiske, with a party of a
hundred men and thirty women and
children arrived under military escort
from Minnesota. Many of the party re-
mained to develop the area around Pio-
neer Gulch, a few miles south of Gold
Creek. The Stuart brothers returned to
the area and set up their sluices.

Gold Creek boomed and faded and did
not again come into national prominence
until, in 1883, Henry Villard of the

Northern :Pacific Railroad, drove the
golden spike joining the two sections of
the railroad connecting St. Paul with
Tacoma. In 1880 there were 30,000 peo-
ple in Montana. In 1884, one year after

the railroad was completed, the popula-
tion was over 100,000.

The town is between Drummond and
Garrison on U. S. Highway 10, but
motorists have to turn south off the
highway and cross the Clark Fork. Sev-
en miles south on the same road lies
the ghost town of Pioneer, with its de-
serted stone buildings, built in the six-
ties.

About 200 miles east of Spokane, on
Highway 10, is the first large city of
Montana. Missoula, with a present popu-
lation of over 30,000, is an old town
begun as an offshoot from the settlement
known as Hellgate, two miles northwest
of the town proper.

IN August, 1860, Frank L. Worden and

Chris P. Higgins opened up the Wor-
den and Company Store, the first store
in Montana. The second building in town
was P. J. Bolte’s saloon, in 1861. It was
later acquired by Cyrus Skinner, who
was hung there by the Vigilantes in

w

At left: Marysville, Mon-
tana, taken in 1887. The
fabulous Drummlummon
mine is at the left in the
picture, and the trestle
of the Northern Pacific
Railroad is in the fore-
ground. At right: The
Denver Meat Market in
Nevada City, Montana.
Picture was taken in

1864.

January of 1864. For good measure,
they strung up three others along with
C

The saloon became a courtroom for
the first legal case tried in Montana. It
was actually only a miner’s court and
entirely extra-legal. Nonetheless, a ver-
dict was rendered against “Baron” C. C.
O’Keefe, and for “Tincup Joe”’ Dubrieul,
a Frenchman who had been charged
with mistreating O’Keefe’s horse. At
that time, Hellgate was in Washington
Territory; the nearest district court was
in Colville, 300 miles away. Understand-
ably, the Baron did not appeal the ver-
dict.

Tincup Joe was from a French settle-
ment eighteen miles west of Hellgate.
The settlement was established as
Frenchtown in 1862, and in January of
’64 the Vigilantes, having hung four
men in Hellgate, made it an even five
in Frenchtown.

Hellgate, in 1865, merged with the
rival settlement of Missoula Mills to
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become Missoula. Hellgate’s maximum
population was fourteen; average was
twelve; died with their boots on, nine.
Chris Higgins’ store and Cy Skin-
ner’s saloon are still standing—in some-
body’s back yard. The roofs of both
buildings have long since fallen in, and
there are some windows and doors miss-
ing. But the heavy logs that form the
weatherbeaten walls are still in place.
At this point, having sketched the
story of Montana’s beginnings and that
of her four oldest towns, the writer pre-
sents a catalog of twenty-seven old
towns. Some are now nearly forgotten,
some are ghost towns, and some have
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crumbled into dust. Here’s an alphabet-
ical list, with pertinent comment:

Bannack—Twenty-three miles west of
Dillon—began when John White and
William Eads found the first placer de-
posits on Grasshopper Creek, July 28,
1862. They had been part of a party
of prospectors bound for the Idaho gold
camps, but turned back into the Deer
Lodge valley when they heard the Idaho
diggings were already over-crowded. They
had finally worked their way south into
the Beaver Head. N. P. Langford, W. A.
Clark and Conrad Kohrs (later Mon-
tana’s cattle king) all had established

Map by Lowell Butler

claims by the end of the summer, and
$600,000 was taken out by the end of
the year.

Everybody was too busy mining to
build any houses, and Bannack was a
tent-and-cabin camp until the first house
was built in October. A townsite com-
pany was formed and the town was laid
out October 6, 1862; growing to 1,200
inhabitants by the spring of 1863. When
Beaverhead County was formed, shortly
after the territory was organized, Ban-
nack became the county seat and held
that title until Dillon took it over in
1881.

Basin—Near Boulder, halfway between
Butte and Helena, on U. S. 91—has sev-
eral old false-fronted buildings which
date from the town’s establishment in
1870. In the old days, the town was an
important placer camp, dating back to
1864.

Bearmouth and Beartown are on Bear
Creek, which runs down Bear Gulch into
Clark’s Fork. The turn-off is to the
north, about eight miles west of Drum-
mond, on U.S. 10. Bearmouth was, and
still is, the railroad loading point for
the ores from the Garnet range. Other
than loading platforms, about all there
is to be seen there today is the old hotel,
now being used as a private residence.
In the sixties, however, it was the lively
entrance to the Bear Gulch and Elk
Creek districts, which, in 1866, had a
floating population of about 1,500. Bear-
town, three miles up the gulch, was the
wildest mining camp in the Montana
Rockies. Altogether, the narrow gulch
yielded 30 million dollars, but most of
this was during the first four years.
Nothing now remains of Beartown but
two or three unpainted and weather-
beaten cabins or shacks, uninhabited and
uninhabitable. During the middle eigh-
ties, the newly completed N.P. suffered a
rash of train robberies at Bearmouth.
IF you go on up to the top end of the

gulch, about eight miles from the
highway turnoff, you come upon the
ghost town of Garnet. The winding
mountain trail that serves as a road is
impassable during certain times of the
year; but, then nobody lives in Gar-
net except at certain times of the
year. It has many deserted old buildings
and its main street circles a hillside
dotted with cabins and barns. There
are three or four false-fronted stores,
all deserted, on one side of the main
street and, further on, a large three-
story frame building with leaded glass
doors. It is the old hotel, still rather
elegant in an empty, broken-down sort
of way. Placer mining in Garnet was
going strong in 1867, and over three
million dollars in gold was taken out of
the area in the early seventies. There
used to be almost a thousand men work-
ing the district, -but only a couple of
families live there now, and then only
in the summertime. The town got its
name from the garnet rocks and pebbles
you can pick up by the handfuls there.

Blackfoot City—near Finn, about 15
miles north of Avon which is on U.S.
10—was located May 16, 1865 and hit
its peak in ’66 and ’67 when it had a
population of about 2,500. It was par-
tially destroyed by fire in June of 1869

Montana City, Montana, taken in 1864.
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Main street of Elkhorn, Montana, taken just after the turn of the century.

and then started on the downgrade, and
declined to a population of 82 in the
1880. Nothing identifiably significant re-
mains now, but in the sixties a single
nugget valued at $3,200 was taken from
the district.

Boulder—halfway between Butte and
Helena, on U. S. Highway 91—was
incorporated in 1865, but was first
settled in 1862 during the stampede to
this area from Gold Creek. This dis-
trict, including Elkhorn, produced a total
of 30 million in gold and silver. After the
rush declined the town dwindled to a
population of 215 in 1880. It is now a live-
ly town of over 1,000.

Bozeman had its townsite laid out in
1864. Near here, Nelson Story wintered
the first herd of Texas cattle trailed into
Montana in 1866. It was the beginning of
the great cattle drives from Texas and
Kansas, some 1,500 miles of desert,
parched prairie, and snow-blocked moun-
tain passes—with 3,000 rangewild long-
horns. They followed the Bozeman trail
from Fort Laramie to Virginia City,
and this was not the easiest part of the
drive. The town of Bozeman had a
thousand people in 1880, and has a popu-
lation exceeding 12,000 today.

Butte, about which much has been
written elsewhere, got its start as over-
flow from the discoveries at nearby Sil-
ver Bow City, in 1864. The boom at
Butte did not really begin until 1874,
and it was silver—not gold—that start-
ed it. The flamboyant history, resulting
from the tremendous copper strikes made
later, has been well told, and often.
Butte is the largest mining camp, on
the richest hill, in the world. Well over
four billion dollars in mineral wealth
has been taken from under the fabulous
hill.

Diamond City was located about 22
miles east of Townsend at the head of
Confederate Gulch in the Big Belt Moun-
tains. The gulch produced at least fif-
teen million in gold. The early bpros-
pectors were Confederate soldiers who
had been captured by the Union Army
and banished to the wilds of Montana.
Three of the soldiers made the strike in
the summer of 1864. It was fantastical-
ly rich—as high as $180 to the pan. But
in 1865, “Montana bar” was discovered
nearby, from which men washed $1,000
to the pan, from the bedrock. Diamond
City hit a big peak population of about
10,000 late in 1866. But it was all over

Deer Lodge, Montana, taken about 1870,

by 1870. There were 225 there in 1880;
and by 1883, only 64. There is nothing to
see there now; it has disappeared.

Elkhorn—situated on a high slope at
the foot of Crow and Elkhorn peaks—is
about 15 miles northeast o6f Boulder. It
is utterly deserted—not a living soul
there; a true ghost town. In the middle
1880’s, at its peak, there were 2,500. Now,
it is big and well preserved, but empty.
Quartz locations werg made prior to 1870
and some gold was taken out, but not
until 1883, when the Elkhorn Mining Co.
was formed, did it become a big producer.
And this was silver, not gold. In 1884
Elkhorn was paying $5,000 daily into the
First National Bank of Helena. A total
of over $15,000,000 was shipped out in
silver alone. By 1910 it had about petered
out.

Georgetown and Southern Cross: If
you turn east of U.S. 10A, at George-
town Lake, between Philipsburg and
Anaconda, you will make a steep wind-
ing ascent to an altitude of 7,000 feet.
There, on the steep mountain side, are
the vestiges of a town—a half-a-dozen
tumbled-down shacks, a dilapidated hotel,
a ruined false-front store building. This is

(Continued on page 49)




J he turbulent history of the bor-
de ountry began on a hot, peaceful
nodir'in 1855.

Dave Cunningham, a powerfully-built
er, and his two tall sons, Adrian,
2 nd John, 18, were taking a siesta
in shade-lined patio of their South-
er rizona ranch home. The boys’
m r was cleaning up the luncheon
dis . Their sister, 15-year-old Mary,
waﬁrisiting friends on a neighboring
ranc As soon as lunch was digested
Dave would look to the cattle and the
two boys would ride to the high coun-
try to search for some strays. It was a
day like any other—and then, from the
corr came the roar of rifle fire.

Alfhree men had the same thought:
Apactles. They dove for their pistols and
ran toward the corral, shooting as they
went. They soon saw the cause of the
trouble, not Apaches but a band of
sombrgroed Mexicans trying to drive the
horsejiirom the corral. Apparently the
Mexicjlls had thought that nobody was
home the ranch house. Taken by sur-
prise, they wheeled and raced south-
wa, firing wildly. But all their shots
ha ot missed. In the corral, the Cun-
nin found the body of their Mexi-
ca er with the old musket he used
to coyotes lying unfired by his
side.

ningham said. “He had twelve men wi
him. I counted them as they rode off.”

Navarro was no stranger to Arizona
settlers. A squat, pock-faced Mexican
peon, with a jagged scar on his cheek
and two gold teeth in the front of his
mouth, Navarro had sprung up as one
of the most ruthless of the outlaws op-
erating from below the border out of
Chihuahua. He had staged many raids
on the area, stealing cattle, or whatever
he could lay hands on, killing as he
went. Nor was there any way the set-
tlers could stop Navarro and his kind,
except by keeping constantly on the
alert.

Then the Cunninghams remembered
Mary. She was due back at the ranch
about noon, and the trail she would take
was the same one the bandits had used
to escape. On lathered horses the Cun-
ninghams rode.

They galloped the way to the neigh-
boring ranch and there they learned the
worst. Mary had started for home, and
the Cunninghams should have met her
on the trail. They hadn’'t. Badly fright-
ened now, they studied the bandits’ trail.
There, among the unshod hoofprints of
the Mexican ponies, was the unmistak-
able print of a shod animal-—Mary's.

The Cunninghams turned southward,
following the trail until they came to a

“The most audacious feat ever brought to my attention . . .
— that's what a U. S. president called this two-man blood ride

By TOM BAILEY

[llustrated by Joe Gr
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precipice overlooking a dry stream bed.
Below was the body of a pinto po and
beside it the corpse of a girl

The Cunninghams—and the U. ra-
goons who investigated the killin®®had
no trouble figuring out what had hap-
pened. Mary had been sexually assaulted
by the outlaws, then her horse had been
forced over the cliff. Rape in Mexico
was punishable then by death before a
firing squad. Strangely enough, the
American authorities could complain of
theft and murder to the Mexican of-
ficials and be politely ignored, but rape
was another matter. The Mexican police
were willing to go all out. But there was
no possibility of the police going after
Navarro, for Mary was dead and the
Cunninghams would not be able to con-
vince the Mexicans that she had been
raped.

AT Mary’s funeral the next morning,
the Cunningham brothers took an
oath over their sister’s grave. They swore
not to rest until her death had been
avenged no matter how long it took or
what the cost to them.

Some of the neighboring ranchers who
attended the funeral volunteered to ac-
company them, but Adrian said it uld
be better if just he and John wen 'Wo
riders would attract less attentiorfhan
a group. He even dissuaded his her

Just to make sure he was dead, Adrian
drove his blade deep into the chest.




from going, on the grounds that if all
three were killed there would be no one
to look after Mrs. Cunningham and the
ranch.

Dave Cunningham was a durable
Missourian who had brought his family
into Arizona in 1850. He had faith in
God Almighty and in his sons. “I will
pray for you,” he said and gave them
permission to go.

And so, on August 11, 1855, a ride
began that has no parallel in Western
history.

Following the bandits’ trail, the Cun-
ningham brothers entered Mexico at the
little town of Naco, inhabited by half a
dozen peon families who were friendly
to the Americans. They learned that
Navarro and his band had spent the
previous night there, drinking tequila
and looking for trouble.

From Naco, the bandits headed east.
Whether they would turn south to
Chihuahua or pause on the border for
more raids the Cunninghams could not
know. Their only choice was to follow.
“If anybody is going to kill him,” John
Cunningham told his brother, “it’s going
to be us, so let’s go.” .

Both boys were excellent trackers.
They rode hard that day and by night-
fall reached a small settlement, Agua
Prieta, just across the border from the
present town of Douglas, Ariz. Leaving
their horses in a public corral, with a
boy to guard them, the brothers soon
learned that Navarro and his men were
in a cantina, drinking tequila.

Peering through the windows, the
Cunninghams recognized Navarro’s
round, pock-marked face. They had no
immediate plan of action, and were
ready to. slink away into the night if
the whole band emerged at one time.
John had the idea that one or two might
leave the cantina and in that event they
could act. To fire through the windows
would expose the innocent bystanders to
deadly fire from both sides. As John
later said, “We were not murderers. We
only wanted to kill those who deserved
to be killed.”

The brothers also had to reckon with
the fact that they were equipped with
Hawken-type rifles—muzzle loaders,
slow in loading and firing. Their re-
volvers were also of the muzzle loaders,
.44 Colt dragoon six-shooters, effective
enough as long as they would shoot
but useless when the charges in their
cylinders were exhausted. Adrian had
therefore decided to fall back on their
razor-sharp skinning knives.

This bold plan paid off. In a few
minutes, one of the bandits emerged
alone from the cantina to relieve him-

- self. While he was so doing, Adrian
struck a knife through his heart. He
died without wuttering a sound. The
Cunninghams dragged the body back to
the cantina and heaved it into the brush.

“One down,” Adrian whispered. “A
dozen to go.”

Another bandit left the cantina, and
called for his friend. It was John’s turn
to strike—and the bandit died quickly
and silently. No one inside had sensed
that something was wrong.

That left 11 to go. John nudged his
brother as two men and a woman came
out of the cantina. They strolled down
the street toward the corner behind
which the brothers were concealed. As
they turned the corner the Cunninghams
sprang at them, knives in hand.

The woman screamed and fled.

The man John had tackled went down
with his throat slit from ear to ear, but
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the one facing Adrian had drawn a long
knife and was slashing wildly. John
moved in like a shadow and sank his
blade to the hilt between the fellow’s
ribs. And just to make sure he was
dead, Adrian drove his blade deep into
the chest.

“Let’s get out of here!” John said as
the cantina began erupting Mexicans.
“That’s four of the bastards.”

They raced to their horses and barely
got out of the corral before the Mexicans
began firing at them. The bullets had
missed but Adrian had a nasty gash on
the forearm that was bleeding badly.
John bandaged it as best he could.

They stopped on a high knoll overlook-
ing the town and from there they could
hear Navarro’s angry, bewildered men
futilely searching the town, firing their
pistols and cursing.

Four of the outlaws were dead but
nine remained, among them Navarro
himself, the brothers’ prime target.

After a couple of hours the band
pulled out eastward and the Cunning-
hams fell in behind, like a pair of foxes
trailing sheep. They rode 100 yards
apart, so that, in case of an ambush, one
might escape and live to finish the job.

As dawn broke, they saw the bandits
climbing a long ridge a mile off.

ALL that day they trailed the bandits
through the mountains. At night-
fall, the Cunninghams made dry camp,
ate rapidly and pushed on. By midnight
they spotted a tiny fire a few miles
away.

Traveling by moonlight, they rode on
up the steep trails, skirting the jagged
boulders and the sheer drops. John was
to say later, “The way was rugged and
dangerous and we were lucky not to
have an accident. But somehow we made
it:"

Before dawn they had reached the
bandits’ camp. They scouted it on foot.
There were no sentries. The boys de-
cided that at dawn they would attack.

And then John made a startling dis-
covery. His powder horn, which he had
carried on his saddle, was torn at its
base. The powder had run out.

The boys divided the powder in
Adrian’s horn and made ready for a
surprise assault from cover, but the
attack did not come off. The bandits
were up before dawn and pulled out be-
fore there was light enough to look
through a pair of sights.

The trail led into Cuidad Juarez, just
across the border from El Paso, and
here the boys ran into unexpected
trouble. They were halted by Mexican
rurales who had spotted blood on
Adrian’s trousers. They were held on
suspicion and finally charged with trans-
porting guns across the border, obvious-
ly a technical dodge so that they could
be detained for further investigation.

It was customary for armed Ameri-
cans to cross from El Paso to Juarez
with no restrictions and an American
lawyer soon had them out of jail. But
their firearms had been confiscated and
the Cunninghams had to purchase new
guns in El Paso. They were back in
business, but Navarro’s gang had
pulled out of town. They were headed,
the brothers learned, for their home base
at Chihuahua.

The Cunninghams, wary now of the
Mexican police, slipped back into Mexi-
co, west of El Paso and took up the
trail. By now Navarro was far ahead,
and they had little chance of catching
him before he reached Chihuahua un-
less they rode at night.

They pushed themselves to the limit,
stopping only to eat and catch a few
hours’ sleep. When they lost the trail
at night they rode on in the direction
Navarro was traveling, and. then at
dawn scoured the area for the hoof
marks of the unshod ponies. After two
days of solid riding, a dust cloud in
the distance announced that they had
once against overtaken their prey.

“This time we won’t let them get
away,’ Adrian said. “We’ll attack at
night if we have to.”

When the Mexicans camped at dusk,
the brothers were concealed in a juniper
thicket only 200 yards away.

There was a good spring near the
Mexican camp. The Cunninghams’ horses
could smell water and started to stir
restlessly in the brush. To avoid being
detected the brothers had to move the
horses quietly away and return on foot.
It was 4 a.m. before they were poised
again at the edge of the bandit camp.
The Mexicans were sleeping, in their
blankets. But there were only eight
men. The boys decided that the ninth
man had dropped out along the way.

They went ahead with their plans.
While Adrian stood guard, John crept
to the outlaws’ horses and silently cut
their halters, one by one.

ADRIAN let out a low whistle, the
signal of danger. He had seen the
missing bandit on a rock near the camp-
site, apparently on sentry duty but fast
asleep. If he awakened and spotted
John creeping back they were in trou-
ble. Not only would the brothers find
themselves separated at this critical
time, but the sentry would have John
under his gun. Adrian trained his rifle
on the sleeping form and prayed. If the
man stirred, he would have to shoot
him and this, of course, would arouse
the others. But the critical moment
passed. The bandit on the rock slept on
as John returned through the brush.

They were ready now. Adrian would
kill the sleeping sentry, while John
opened fire on the others. “Start shoot-
ing,” Adrian cried.

They fired with their rifles first, kill-
ing the sleeping lookout and a man near
the fire. Then they poured a deadly bar-
rage into the camp with their revolvers.
The Mexicans, taken completely by sur-
prise, were thrown into panic. In the
confusion some ran straight toward the
attackers and were cut down. Others
rolled out of their blankets and took
refuge behind rocks or plunged into the
brush.

When their guns were empty, the
brothers escaped into the darkness, not
knowing how many bandits they had
killed or wounded. They reclaimed their
horses and retreated to a cluster of high
rocks out of rifle range from where
they could see what the Mexicans would
do.

At daylight, after the Mexicans
brought in their horses and rode off
without bothering to bury their dead,
the brother found five dead bandits.
Navarro was not among them.

“Four to go,” John said, “and Na-
varro is still alive.”

Only a little more than a week had
passed since the Cunninghams had
taken the trail, and already .over half
the band was dead.

The trail to Chihuahua led straight
south and there seemed little hope that
the boys could again overtake the band.
Navarro might even stage a surprise of

(Continued on page 41)
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Well, Sir, you've read
a number of versions of the death
of this famous outlaw.

Bet you never read

How Sam Houston Hill

Killed Sam Bass

Through J. FRANK DOBIE by BILL KITTRELL

I HAVE heard my dear friend W. H.

Kittrell, of Dallas, tell this story sev-
eral times. Every time he tells it, it gets
better. An artist in storytelling does a
great deal more than repeat verbatim
what he has heard. Bill Kittrell is an
artist. I took no notes as I listened to
him the other night. I have begged him
fifteen times to write the story down.
Now he will have to forgive my imper-
fect memory.

According to Bill Kittrell, Sam Hous-
ton Hill was a very modest, very unfero-
cious looking and not at all a loqua-
cious man, but at a certain stage of for-
tification by liquid brave-maker, he had
to tell a story. He wore a handle-bar
moustache that had once been jet black.
At proper points throughout his narra-
tive he would twirl first one side and
then the other of that moustache like a

het-up turkey gobbler swiping his bill
right and left on the ground. Only Sam
Houston Hill never got het up; he lived,
drank and narrated as cool as a cloud
sailing on an east wind. From here on
is what he told, according to my imita-
tion of Bill Kittrell. Quotation marks
would be an impertinence.

SAM HOUSTON HILL'S STORY

WELL DO I remember the day I was
born. But I'll have to go back a
little before that. While Sam Houston
was living with the Cherokees up in
the Indian Territory, my Pa gallivanted
around with him some. Pa got to Texas
in time to smell some of the gunpowder
Sam Houston set off. Then in time he
married and settled on Brushy Creek in
Williamson County, up from Round

The grave of Sam
Bass at Round
Rock, Texas., as it
appeared in 1926.

Frontier Pix

Sam Bass at the age of sixteen.

Rock, where, as the ballad goes, ‘“Sam
met his fate.” TI'll explain about Sam
Bass later.

I was born about two o’clock in the
morning, and about two o’clock that af-
ternoon Sam Houston came riding
through the country and turned off the
main road, to see his old friend. Pa was
proud of everything and brung him right
into the room where Ma was lying com-
fortable with me by her side. Sam
Houston said, “Let me see that boy,”
and Ma uncovered me and sort of hand-
ed me over.

‘“What’s his name?”
wanted to know.

“He ain’t got no name yel,” Pa said.

Sam Houston said, “A lot of razor-
headed brats not likely to add to my
honor have been named after me, but I
wish you’d name this fine boy Sam
Houston.”

Ma was just as pleased as Pa over
the idea, and Sam Houston Hill has
been my name from that minute to this.
I can’t recollect exactly when the next
valuable possession was added to my
life. It was a rim-fire, copper-lined,
thirty caliber English sporting rifle, and
there was not another like in William-
son County, nor, for that matter, in any
county joining Williamson.

I WOULDN'T say it myself, but they

do say that by the time I was ten
years old I was as sure a shot as ever
drawed a bead between the Colorado
River and the Brazos. There were
lots of times in those days when food
for folks was mostly meat, and wild
meat at that. Meat for the Hill family
got to coming through me and that rim-
fire, copper-lined, thirty caliber English

(Continued on page 3%)
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It was on this site that the pioneers took refuge when attacked by the Indians.

CAPTAIN Kirkpatrick stood with the

end of a tarred rope in a small fire
on a rock ledge, near the present town
of Port Orford, Oregon. He was about
to touch off the most fantastic Indian
battle that ever occurred during the
settlement of the West. Eight men were
with him, armed with old flintlock rifles;
his only additional armament an ancient
ship’s cannon loaded with scrap lead.
Four hundred painted, screaming braves
were converging on his stronghold.

For anybody but a fighting Irishman
like Kirkpatrick, the situation could
have been considered desperate. The
dauntless Captain had other ideas.
‘“‘Bejasus,” he grunted, “when I lay this
burning rope to the priming of old Betsy
here, them red heathens are going to
think Hell laid an egg!”

It was the understatement of the cen-
tury.

When Captain Kirkpatrick came
ashore from the steam schooner Sea Gull
to prepare a town site for Captain
Tichenor’s projected trading and lumber
center, June 9, 1851, Port Orford
seemed the most peaceful harbor in the
world. Long blue rollers creamed against
the rugged headlands. Green forests
brooded behind the grey sand beaches.

Indians watched the unloading ac-
tivities from the edge of the forest.
While the harbor appeared peaceful, the
I-djans were sullen and uncommunica-
tive. Runners were observed speeding
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along the beaches toward Rogue River.
Others were seen leaving for the Co-
quille River to the north. Obviously, the
tribal clans were being summoned. Cap-
tain Kirkpatrick, wise old frontier man,
observed the actions of the Indians un-
easily. When the ship sailed, he and his
eight men would be on their own.

He asked for the old brass cannon
aboard ship. But Captain Tichenor scof-
fed at the idea of Indian trouble.

‘“Either the cannon, or Bejasus we're
not staying. I know Indians. If them
red devils are not stinking for a fight,
they have me completely fooled.” Kirk-
patrick waggled a finger under Captain
Tichenor’s nose, his Irish temper close
to the surface.

“Alright! Alright! The cannon is
yours. But when I drop anchor here on
my return to Portland from San Fran-
cisco, two weeks from now, I will find
you all lolling around those Indian camp-
fires, or I miss my guess.”

‘“More likely you will find our scalps
drying in the smoke hole of some Indian
lodge.”

The cannon was sent ashore, however,
along with three charges of powder and
several pounds of scrap lead. Standing
beside it and their other supplies, the
little group of men watched the schooner
Sea Gull stand out of the Port Orford
roadstead. A puff of steam blossomed
above the funnel, the echo dying in the
silent firs behind the beach. A chill off-

Battle Rock is in immediate foreground.

shore breeze keened about the shoreline
cliffs.

Captain  Kirkpatrick studied the
curving beach trending away to south-
west. He looked north to where a rock
ledge rose sheer from the pounding surf.
On the beach side a narrow pathway
connected it with the shore at low tide.
“There is our camp site, boys. Let’s get
things in order before dark.”

They hauled their cannon up the steep,
narrow pathway and placed it on a
small flat where it would command this
only approach to their stronghold. They
loaded it with two pounds of black pow-
der, and as much scrap lead cut into
pieces, from one to two inches long, as
Captain Kirkpatrick could hold in his
two hands. Rifles were carefully re-
primed and made ready for any eventu-
ality. Captain Kirkpatrick was method-
ical in his preparations for the Indian
attack he thought was coming.

After attending to their firearms, they
improvised a stockade of trees and brush
to either side of their cannon. A fir
slab about eight feet long, and some
fifteen inches wide was placed at the
breach to serve as a shield.

HEN the Indians saw the schooner
leaving without Kirkpatrick’s little
party, they shot a flight of arrows in
the direction of the white encampment,
then turned away to a series of camp-
fires down the beach. Chanting could be
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One old brass cannon stood between the nine
besieged white men and four hundred war-painted warriors

heard above the growl of the surf at
dark. A big powwow apparently was in
progress. Indians, passing between the
campfires and the small band of anxious
whites huddled on the cliff, cast long
shadows across the dark water. The
whites waited, fearing a night attack,
but none came.

With the first light, however, arrows
buzzed across the white encampment
like angry bees. Some thudded into the
brush stockade, others whispered over-
head to drop into the sea.

The Indians were not pressing the
attack, yet. They seemed to be waiting
for someone, While they waited, those
warriors not actively engaged in shoot-
ing arrows at the white encampment
put on a war dance—whirling around in
a circle just beyond rifle range. At inter-
vals the chanting warriors twanged their
bowstrings at the whites in unison. Their
screaming sent the seabirds spiraling in
white clouds from their nests in the
shoreside cliffs.

Presently, a large canoe containing
twelve warriors came up the coast from
the direction of Rogue River. A tall
painted warrior, wearing a red shirt,
stepped out, and the other Indians ran
the canoe upon the beach beyond the
surf. Red Shirt drew his scalping knife,
set the shoreside cliff to echoing with
his war whoop. Then he started up the
beach toward the rock promontory
where the small band of whites stood
to their guns.

“Easy, boys. Let the red devils come
until I give the word.” One of the men
held the fir slab in front of Captain
Kirkpatrick. Arrows thudded into it un-
til thirty-seven had pincushioned its
length, many of their points showing
through the inch and a half of wood.
The Indians began climbing the narrow
ledge in a compact, howling mob. One

of Kirkpatrick’s men went down with

an arrow through his neck. Another re-
ceived one through his breast.

Captain Kirkpatrick still stood grimly
behind the old brass cannon, the end of
a tarred rope in a small fire of fir chips.
Indians were in less than fifty feet
of the cannon—thirty feet—twenty.
“Now!” shouted the captain, touching
the burning rope to the priming. Muskets
roared. Grass and dust were caught up
in the blast of the cannon. The entire
ledge was a mass of wounded and dying
Indians. Even the whites were appalled
by the execution. Twenty Indians were
killed outright. At least two score were
wounded. Some dragged their way back
down the ledge. Others inched to the
side of the cliff and threw themselves
into the ocean.

A half-dozen braves, surviving the
cannon blast and the musket fire, rushed
up the blood-slippery rocks to fight with
scalping knife and war club. One, hold-
ing his guts in with one hand, and
flourishing a scalping knife with the
other, attacked Captain Kirkpatrick.
The captain shot him through the head.
The big painted warrior ran to the side
of the cliff and threw himself into the
ocean.

After a sharp hand-to-hand struggle,
the rock was cleared of Indians. The
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two wounded whites had the arrows re-
moved, and their wounds dressed. The old
brass cannon was again made ready.

HE beaches were silent now. Sullen

warriors stood on the seaward
dunes, powwowing in guttural tones.
Captain Kirkpatrick carefully studied
the assembled braves. “We haven’t seen
the last of them devils yet,” he warned.
“If they're smart, they'll stage a night
attack. That we can’t beat off.”

An Indian detached himself from the
bunched warriors and walked along the
beach toward Battle Rock. Just out of
rifle range he paused, dropping his bow
and arrow and scalping knife. “Me chief
now,” he yelled to the white men, point-
ing to Red Shirt, lying dead at the base
of Battle Rock. ‘Me want to wawa
(talk).”

Captain Kirkpatrick, his rifle in the
crook of his arm, went down to meet
him. ‘“Well, what d’ye want to talk
about?” demanded the Irishman.

“We want to carry off dead braves,”
replied the Indian. He motioned to the
old brass cannon. “Hiyou Skookum
Gun” (very strong gun) he said
respectfully.

“Alright, me laddy-buck,” agreed Kirk-
patrick. “You can have one man to help

carry off the dead. And remember this:
In fourteen days, a boat is coming back
to take us away. Until then the Hiyou
Skookum Gun will be ready to blast the
guts out of you again!”

“We no fight for fourteen days. But
ship better come then!” The new chief
drew his finger across his throat
significantly.

While the chief and one brave lugged
off the dead, the other Indians busied
themselves behind the dunes collecting
driftwood and logs until they had a huge
pile. As night crept across the coastal
mountains and the sun dropped like a
flaming ball into the Pacific, a keening
wail went up from the warriors. Leaping
flames flared against a backdrop of
dark forest; the savages were burning
their dead. All night the funeral pyre
lit up the beach. All night the keening
for the dead continued.

Just before dawn the fires died down.
There was silence. When the morning
fog lifted, not an Indian was to be seen
by the lonely white garrison on Battle
Rock. Captain Kirkpatrick’s men made
short forays to a shoreside spring for
fresh water. They watched and waited.
Days passed. The wounded men were

(Continued on page 55)

Battle Rock State Park, at Port Orford, Oregon. Each year the City re-enacts the
battle that took place here and stages a celebration in June in memory of the
pioneers who took part in the settlement of this area.
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Stubbornness played a large part

in the winning of the West—

the sheer, dogged refusal to quit
of men confronting seeming disaster.

Such a rugged character was

the

.

perversesi man

TWELVE days and no food . . . star-
vation rations a month before .
the half-score emaciated and discouraged
men of the expedition made camp in the
bitter wind of the Wyoming wasteland
winter. Huddled together, the men de-
bated—with animal hunger in their
eyes—the grim proposition of choosing

one among themselves for food.

Occasionally they glanced back across
the prairie to a single figure huddled
over his own smoky campfire several
hundred yards away. For days he had
done this, refusing to join the main
party. He starved like the rest, although
he packed with him the knife-whittled
skeleton of a wolf from which he gained
scanty nournishment. His name was
Robert McLellan, and of all perverse
and stubborn men, he was the champion.
When he made up his Scotch mind, it
was made up—and neither hell nor high
water, Blackfeet Indians or starvation,
thirst or physical torment could change
it.

In fact, so perverse was he that his
companions—if companions they could
be called, since he had refused any type
of communication with them for days—
deliberately neglected to include him in
the cannibalistic project.

Some years before, just after the con-
clusion of the Revolutionary War, Ger-
man immigrant John Jacob Astor had
landed in New York City. He gazed up
Broadway, noted the opulence there, and
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declared: “Some day I'll build a greater
house than any of these, on this very
street.”

He did. Astor was a shrewd man and
there was much money to be made in
this new country, in a variety of ways.
One lucrative way was to trade in furs
in the far west and the farther north-
west. Astor accumulated a fortune rapid-
ly, and in pursuit of further millions,
organized the American Fur Company.
He dispatched two expeditions to the
Oregon country and the mouth of the
Columbia River there. One went by ship,
the Tonquin, around the tip of South
America; the other overland across the
then-designated Great American Desert
where, it was reputed, mastodons still
roamed at the headwaters of the Mis-
souri River.

The saga of the Tonquin was stark
and simple. The ship reached the mouth
of the Columbia and there, overwhelmed
by hostile Indians, was blown up—but
not before a settlement named Astoria
had been founded.

The overland expedition, under Wilson
Price Hunt, had its difficulties also. A
partner in this operation was Robert
McLellan, who had been an Indian fight-
er under General Mad Anthony Wayne
and had lifted his share of redskin
scalps. His frame, they say, was
“meager” but muscular; his eyes dark,
deep-set, piercing. He was hot-tempered,
impatient, perverse. Nothing was impos-

sible to Robert McLellan if someone told
him it was impossible. Perverse, that’s
what he was.

The Hunt overland expedition organ-
ized in St. Louis, jumping-off spot on
the edge of the “Great American
Desert.” McLellan growled at each new
recruit, including the master hunter
from Kentucky, John Day. Past his
prime, Day was a morose and brooding
figure—he had ‘“lived too fast,” McLel-
lan said. Later Day went insane. Another
in this oddly assorted group was
French-Canadian Pierre Dorion, who
carried on a continuous feud with his
father-in-law. Once, in a savage brawl,
Pierre wrestled the older man to the
ground and had begun to scalp him when
the in-law declaimed: “Hold, my son, you
are too brave, too honorable, to scalp
your father!” Dorion, impressed by the
logic of this, thereupon desisted.

TH‘E expedition headed up the Missouri

River. Men hauled the boats against
the current by means of long ropes called
cordelles. The chief laborers at this
back-breaking work were French-Cana-
dian voyageurs. The voyageurs, a
timid lot, were deathly afraid of the
Sioux, whose hunting grounds lay along
the Big Muddy. Every shadow, every
antelope, any sudden movement on the
banks of the river, set them screaming
“Voila les Sioux!” and rushing to the
boats where they bellied themselves on
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the bottoms, while the hunters, such as
Day, looked to firearms, and McLellan
yelled “Pigs, cowards,” until he was
hoarse.

There were a few actual brushes with
hostile Indians as the expedition con-
tinued up river, then marched over the
prairie to the Teton Mountains of west-
ern Wyoming, across the mountains and
on through the vast, terrible Snake
River desert, down to the mouth of the
Columbia, River and Astoria. When the
decision came to make camp at dusk
each night, McLellan declared, ‘“Plenty
of daylight left!” When, long before
dawn, the camp stirred, he cried out,
“We're burning daylight! Come on—it's
late!” When food supplies diminished to
starvation proportions on the Snake Riv-
er desert, he bawled, ‘“Hunger’'s good
for the bellies! Get moving!”

Somehow he kept them going. On the
Snake River desert the expedition almost
disintegrated, the starved men on the
point of desertion, but McLellan’s iron
will and leadership held them together.

The next year the expedition, some-
what changed as to personnel, returned
to St. Louis. A certain Robert Stuart
took command. McLellan, twice the age
of his companions, concurred in the
choice of a leader. He seldom sought
actual leadership; he was the ramrod
of the expedition.

In late summer they set out. Their
first travail came, as expected, on the
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“Die, damn you.,” McLellan taunted as he gnawed
the barren bones, "you ain’t got the guts to livel”

Snake River desert. The vast, desolate
region of flat country was cut through
by that swift, wild stream appropriately
named by the French “The Mad River.”
The desert supported little vegetation, no
animal life at all. The river flows in a
perpendicular-sided canyon, thousands of
feet deep. All day the sun blazed in
white-hot fury, and at night frost silver-
ed the barren soil.

“The water’s given out!” the cry went
up, and McLellan snorted his disgust.
“You're soft. Whiskey-drinking yellow-
bellies! Keep moving!”

Smoke signals appeared on the hori-
zon, and the adventurers forgot their
thirst. Blackfeet—scourge of the north-
west! They traveled; warily, reddened
eyes fixed on the skyline. In night camp
they dared not make a fire for fear of
being sighted by the Indians.

The horses began to weaken. When
the men complained that the played out
animals were no longer able to carry a
rider, McLellan snarled, ‘Legs were
made to walk on: Walk!”

Rations, first at half, then at quarter,
then at one-tenth, gave out entirely. The
hunters found no game; the bleak desert
lay without life, except for the stricken
men and those human wolves who light-
ed the signal fires and, somewhere out
of sight, stalked the palefaces and wait-
ing patiently for them to die. The men
gnawed at bits of brush, and, when they
complained, McLellan told them sardoni-

cally, “Wild creatures get fat on that
stuff. What are you complaining about ?”

Worst of all was thirst. The tormented
men traveled along the canyon of the
river, and there two thousand feet down,
a sheer drop, they saw the water. Some
of them broke and began to climb down,
shouting incoherently. McLellan dragged
them back, cursing: ‘“You damned, stu-
pid fools! You'll fall and smash your-
selves to bits on the rocks!”

The time came when their only mois-
ture was the urine from their own bod-
ies. It kept them barely alive until they
did find water.

ONE NIGHT, as they slept the sleep

of exhaustion and their weary sen-
try dozed, Blackfeet crept close and took
the horses. Before cold dawn they hit
the trail afoot. One of the party became
ill and had to be assisted forward. But
now the hunters found game, and with
the food strength flowed back into their
emaciated bodies.

Mountains loomed ahead—the Tetons,
whose uplifted peaks suggested the fe-
male breast, hence the French name of
teton. The men, bellies full, jested. But
now a crisis arose.

The leader, Stuart, suggested a route
high in the rugged hills, where the
Blackfeet disliked to travel. McLellan
laughed his hard laugh. “I'm not afraid
of redskins, I'll stick to the flat coun-

(Continued on page 56)
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The lowering sun felt warm in our faces as a gentle breeze moved
in from the north, and the sky. like an inverted bowl of blue,
was filled with winged and feathered friends of the open range.




T WAS in late October of 1892 when

Papa returned to our east Texas home

from his trip west. He was covered with
road dust and his weary eyes peered out
from a stubble of black beard. Looking
over the heads of we children who had
rushed to greet him, he said to Mama,
“Well, Piety, I've found what I was look-
ing for. I've bought land and we are
going to have a new home out west.”

How often in my lifetime I was to
hear those words!

Whenever Papa heard the west call-
ing, as he did now, he lit out on a
prospecting trip, and this time it looked
as if he had found pay dirt.

It was a wild new country, he told us,
where we’d have to live in tents while
a house was being built. There would
be no close neighbors and no school for
perhaps a long time.

Many things would have to be done be-
fore bad weather set in, and there was
so little time left to do them.

Yes, we were going west at last, to
the land of Papa’s dreams, but was it
far enough west, our Uncle John won-
dered. Would Papa be satisfied with this
move, or would there be land farther
on whose siren call would beckon him ?
“Well,” Mama said, “We can only wait
and see. It’s in his blood and always has
been. Some day he will find that place,
and then I hope we will settle down.”

Poor Mama! She knew Papa only too
well. He wanted to move on forever.

an uncle and aunt. The two older girls,
Bertie and Fanny, spent the night with
friends, at whose home we planned to
pick them up by daylight of the next
morning. That was our plan. Aunt Jen-
nie, however, unwittingly planned it
quite differently nine months before,

for this was the night that she gave

birth to her second child.

Long before daylight of the next
morning, I awoke to see Uncle John
hastily throwing logs on the fire. Then,
rushing to the bed, he hauled the four
of us out and had us standing on the
hearth before we were fully awake.

In his effort to dress the four of us
at the same time Uncle John got my
dress on backward and left my high-top
shoes unbuttoned. When he finally did
get us dressed, he gathered three-year-
old Ola in his arms, and, taking me by
the hand, rushed us out into the night;
Ernest and Willie, hand in hand, trot-
ting along behind.

As we reached the front gate, we rec-
ognized Papa as he passed us, riding
swiftly down the road. Sure that he was
riding “out west” and leaving us behind,
we sent up a concerned howl, and in
trying to kick loose from Uncle John,
I lost a shoe.

While down on his knees groping in
the dark to find it, Uncle John tried
to explain, “Aunt Jennie is sick,” he was
saying, “and we are going to Grandma
Burns until morning.”

loose, and the next thing I remember,
Ola was lying limp and white in Ma-
ma’s arms while Papa examined a bleed-
ing gash over her ear. Grandma was
bathing her face with cold water, and
the two Negro men, hovering nearby,
tears streaking down their black faces,
kept mumbling over and over, “De Lawd
knows we didn’t see her.”

The sumptuous dinner, ready on the
table, went almost untouched as we
made ready to get Ola to the nearest
doctor. By the time the doctor had made
his examination and assured us that
Ola would soon be all right, it was too
late to start that day, so we again spent
the night with neighbors.

Early the next morning, after we all
climbed into the wagons and waved a
last goodbye to the neighbors, Papa
lifted the reins and said, “A bad begin-
ning makes a good ending—so be it,
Lord.” And we moved out, faces to the
west.

We made slow progress the next few
days as we pulled through the deep
sandy roads, often stopping after long
pulls to let the teams rest. We children
were always happy at these times, for
then we could climb from the wagons
and fan out into the woods beside the
road in search of huckleberries, hickory
nuts, and chinquepins, all of which were
ripening at this time of the year.

Sometimes Shep, our dog, would tree
a squirrel and refuse to come in until

HE NEXT few weeks were busy ones.
Our whole neighborhood of good
friends pitched in to help us, and, after
what seemed a very long time, a day
was set for our departure. Three cover-
ed wagons stood loaded and ready. Two
of them had slatted frames fitted over
the lower side-boards. On these frames,
mattresses were placed, making it possi-
ble, in case of bad weather, for the whole
family to sleep inside the wagons. The
third wagon was loaded with food for
ourselves, and also with several sacks
of shelled corn for the horses.

Two drivers were hired. Will Forrest,
an eighteen-year-old son of a neighbor,
would drive one of the wagons, and
Mack Stewart, a fifteen-year-old Negro
boy, would drive the other. Upon reach-
ing our destination, he would remain
with us to help elear the new land.

It was late afternoon, and the old
house stood empty and swept clean,
ready for its new occupants. It being
too late for a start on our long journey,
we decided to wait and get an early
start the next day.

Papa, Mama, and five of us younger
children went to spend the night with
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Now, going to Grandma Burns, who
was nobody’s real grandmother but was
“grandma’ to the whole neighborhood,
was always a pleasure, but this time we
didn’t want to go. Grandma must have
sensed this, for later, while tucking us
into her warm featherbed, she said,
“Sleep tight, my little travelers, for to-
morrow you’ll be moving on and I'll see
you no more,” and her cheek felt wet
when she kissed me.

The next morning seemed long and
unending as we followed Grandma while
she went about her daily chores. After
doing the feeding, milking, and churn-
ing, she went to the smokehouse to cut
a big slab of ham, then to her fattening
pen to kill and dress three chickens.
“People travel better on full stomachs,”
she said, as she wrung off their heads.

After we had grown tired of follow-
ing Grandma, Ola and I went out to
the front porch and saw the covered
wagons coming up the road. Instantly
we were off to meet them. The men,
unaware of Ola’s approach, threw a pine
knot into the wood yard just in time to
strike her, and she went down in a
crumpled heap. Pandemonium broke

someone went for him.

AFTER days of slow traveling and

nights camping near farmhouses,
when possible, we reached Bonner’s Ferry
on the Trinity River. A head rise was on
and the rampaging water was filled with
floating logs and other debris. The old
ferryman was reluctant to carry us
across, and it was only after Papa’s in-
sistence and his offer to double the
regular fare that he would agree to try
it:

The two young drivers gladly yielded
their reins to Papa as he, in turn drove
each wagon on the ferry. Each time they
were coaxed and strong-reined on to the
ferry, the frightened horses would rear
up and sit back on their haunches, try-
ing to back away from the raging wat-
ers. Then, after the wagon wheels were
chained to the ferry banisters, they
would stand snorting and trembling un-
til the opposite bank was reached and
the wheels unchained. With a surge of
released strength, they would start the
steep climb up the muddy bank.

It was not until the last snorting and
frightened team was driven on and the
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wheels made secure that we children
and Mama climbed on. Standing huddled
together we watched the muddy water
lapping through the floorboards at our
feet.

As we reached mid-stream, a large
tree top drifted against the ferry, swing-
ing it half way around, while the cables
creaked and groaned. The old ferryman
seemingly unperturbed, stood bending to
his wheel and chewing vigorously, his
long white beard bobbing up and down.

When the tree top finally rolled loose
and drifted downstream, he spat out a
big cud of tobacco and, eyeing us, said,
“I been running this contraption far
nigh onto fifty year an’ I hain’t seen
nobody drown yit.”

This assurance helped some, but not
enough to keep us from hastily leaving
the “contraption” the second it touched
land.

Standing beside the road, we waited
while the wagon wheels were released
and Papa started the long drive up.
When half-way up—and it seemed as if
the horses would never make it—I hid
behind Mama’s long skirts, never ventur-
ing a peep until I heard Mack’s loud
whoop, “Glory Hallelujah!” and looked
up to see him standing silhouetted a-
gainst the setting sun and wildly wav-
ing his old black hat for us to come on

up.

By the time we reached the top, the
wagons were lined up beside the road,
ready to camp for the night.

By crossing the Trinity River, we had
entered what was then considered “Out
West.” (All country east of the river
was “Back KEast.””) To celebrate the
event, it was decided that -we’d have
fried chicken for supper, and with it,
hot biscuits and roasted sweet potatoes.

While Will and Mack watered and fed
the horses, the older children gathered
wood for a campfire. Papa and Mama
killed and dressed three chickens.

Soon the fire was going; and when it
had burned down to a live bed of coals,
the oven lids were laid oh to preheat
before being placed on the three-legged
ovens.

While supper was cooking, Papa bait-
ed two large fish hooks and set out some
lines.

Soon supper was ready, and we gath-
ered to sit around a big oil-cloth spread
on the ground for a table. With a glit-
tering canopy of stars above, and with
ebony walls of darkness closing us in,
we gave thanks for the well-being of
our own little world—eleven wayfaring
souls in three covered wagons. While
we were eating supper, as well as all
through the night, we could hear the
quacking geese as they flew over going
south. “There’s bad weather on the
way,” Papa said, “and we’d better be
getting an early start tomorrow.”

Long before daybreak of the next
morning, I awoke to the smell of ham
frying, and, looking out of the wagon,
I could see Papa and Mama as they
moved about the campfire preparing
breakfast. Hanging from a tree limb
nearby was a large yellow catfish.

After a hurried breakfast while the
packing was being done, Papa dressed
the fish and filled a big stone crock
with the thick slices.

When we got on our way, we found
the roads quite different from those over
which we had been traveling. Now, be-
ing in blackland country, we bounced
over hard clods and deeply cut ruts,
while everything loose in the wagons
rattled and banged. The teams, fretting
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at first, soon settled down and stepped
briskly on.

In midafternoon, the expected norther
struck, bringing a cold driving rain. The
roads were soon muddy and slick, forc-
ing us to an early stop for the night.
With some difficulty a fire was finally
started at the roots of a large tree.
Then, while Will and Mack held a slick-
er over the pans, Papa and Mama fried
fish for our supper, which we ate inside
the wagons.

The rain stopped during the night and
the morning broke clear and cold. After
a late, but hearty, breakfast we were
off again.

THE small towns and settlements were
few and far between as we traveled
westward. We were now entering the
beautiful, rolling prairie lands, cut
through at intervals by small, flowing
creeks. The grassy uplands were dotted
with mesquite and elm, and along the
creeks were many different kinds of
trees.

Touched by early frost, the fine fea-
thery leaves of the mesquite rained down
like slivers of gold, leaving the long
yellow beans hanging in heavy clusters
from the thorny limbs.

Along the creeks, we stopped to ga-
ther the big, plump blackhaws, and the
wild persimmons, now mellow and hon-
ey-sweet in their frost-ripened goodness.

During the late afternoon of our last
full day of travel, we were joined by two
young men who were glad to stop with
us for the night. Their destination, we
learned, was not far from our own. They
were riding out in search of a likely fu-
ture location for a cotton gin. The tale
which they told us as we sat around the
campfire that night made we children
crowd a little closer to Papa, and start
at every movement in the dark.

We were up and on our way by sun-
up next morning, and by noon-time had
passed the last small settlement.

The roads now were little more than
cowtrails as they wound through knee-
deep grass, always following the high
ground. The lowering sun felt warm on
our faces as a gentle breeze moved in
from the north, and the sky, like an
inverted bowl of blue, was filled with
winged and feathered friends of the open
range.

A black cloud of buzzards rose from
the carcass of some dead animal as we
passed close by. And a herd of wild
cattle pawing the earth and bellowing,
moved in to look us over, while Shep,
his tail between his legs, took refuge
under a wagon and stayed there.

Now, nearing the end of our journey,
we anxiously looked ahead and repeated-
ly asked Papa, “How much farther is
it?”h

At last, on an eminence overlooking
a gentle slope to the west, the wagons
were halted. For a long minute Papa sat
in silence, looking over the land. Then
he said, ‘“This is it.”

Instantly, we were all out of the
wagons. Mama and Papa to walk about,
planning for the future, while we chil-
dren, like wild animals from a cage,
romped and tumbled in the tall grass.
The big jack rabbits would sometime
startle us by leaping from the grass at
our feet, and take off like a gray streak,
their ears laying flat to their backs.

Soon we were called back to the
wagons, and Papa said, ‘“Children, your
mama and I have decided to build right
down there.” As he spoke, he pointed to
some large mesquite trees growing near-

by. The wagons moved on toward the
selected location, and before long, like
a hive of busy bees, we were unloading
the wagons at our new home.

First, we set up two tents, one for
the family to sleep in and the other
to serve as a kitchen and dining room.
The early twilight was upon us long
before we were ready to settle down
for this first night in our new home-to-
be.

After a late supper, we younger chil-
dren were put to bed inside the tent.
Outside, the others moved about in the
firelight, casting shadows which took
the form of monstrous animals march-
ing across the darkened walls of our
tent. Wide awake and hardly daring to
breathe, we waited for what seemed a
long time for the others to come in,
bringing with them a lighted lantern.

With the lantern out, we settled down,
quiet and still, in the pitch-black night.
But not for long. From somewhere in
the distance came a timid wail, like that
of a hurt child. Then from the opposite
direction came an answering call, then
another, and still another, joining the
chorus, coming closer and closer as the
volume increased, until it seemed that
the whole world was filled with starving
and yelping coyotes.

Shep, sleeping just outside the tent,
gave a few short barks and then made
a wild leap through the tent door, knock-
ing over the table and lantern. Then,
in his haste to seek a hiding place, he
got hung halfway under our trundle
bed. Sure that the coyotes were close
behind him, we children made a high
dive onto the bed with Papa and Mama.
Under our added weight the slats fell
out, and we all went down in a
scrambled heap.

Papa extricated himself and groping
in the dark, finally found the lantern
and got it lit. First, he pulled Shep from
under the bed; then he and Mama. got
us all back in our own beds. When
order was restored, he gave us a good
lecture. “Coyotes are the most cowardly
creatures on earth,” he said, ‘“They
wouldn’t dare come inside the tent.”
This assurance helped some, and we
settled down once more, too tired and
sleepy to stay awake for long.

EARLY THE next morning, Papa and
Will left with two wagons for Gros-
beck, the nearest town, to get lumber
and building supplies. Mack was left to
help set the camp in order, to cut wood
and haul water from Indian Camp Creek
nearby.

It was long past midnight when Papa
and Will returned. Mack had stayed up
to keep the campfire burning.

The next day the building of our
house was started. While Papa laid the
foundation, Will and Mack built a corral,
and drove two wild cows with young
calves in from the range to be tamed
for milking. Through the next several
weeks, the sound of hammer and saw
could be heard all day and often far
into the night as the building went on.

The week before Christmas, with only
two rooms finished, we moved in; and
never a queen in her castle was prouder
than Mama, when she had us safe with-
in four walls again.

It was the day before Christmas when
we said goodbye to Will, and Papa drove
him into town and bought him a rail-
road ticket home. All through this day,
we were busy with preparatiens for our
first Christmas in this new home. Mack

(Continued on page 38)
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Lost Mine?

By DON ASHBAUGH

Map by Lowell But!

Better think twice before
seeking this elusive prospect!

EY, lost mine addicts, I know where

there is a phantom strike that’s a
lollapallooza. Chunks of gold-streaked
quartz brought back to Belmont by the
discoverer assayed at $15,000 a ton. It
is known in Nevada as the Lost Duckett
Mine. Today, although a road goes right
past it, nobody’s found it.

I'm not a lost mine addict—I have had
this tale in my notes for years and never
written it. Early in my research on the
ghost towns and history of the West, I
learned that most of these mislaid Midas
troves are about as phony as the stock
George Graham Rice peddled to the
suckers in Goldfield and Rawhide. But
through the years I've collected data as
it popped up.

When Doc Harrington blasted forth in
the December True West that he was
“Sick of Lost Mines,” I recalled that I'd
never seen much in print about the Lost
Duckett. Meanwhile, editors continued
buying and printing assorted versions
about the Lost Dutchman, the Lost Gun-
sight, the Lost Breyfogle, the Lost
Adams and others.

Well, by golly, the Lost Duckett has
just as much right to its place in the
literary sun. It has all the romantic trap-
pings the others boast—peevish Paiutes
who objected to white men chopping
down their pifibn pines for fuel and
killing their game, a friendly Indian
who led the parched prospector to a
hidden spring and showed him the
gold— even a map. It also had a TV-
type fracas with a couple of the red-
skins, the prospector hiding most of the
rich ore and high-tailing out of there.

July-August, 1959
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The only difference between the
Duckett and the others is that nobody
ever seems to have peddled promiscuous
maps to starry-eyed tenderfeet showing
its exact location. I'll be glad to supply
this deficiency—at a price.

IT all happened in 1871 when Belmont

was a bustling, rowdy, mining town
chockfull of daily gory happenings. It
was the isolated county seat in those
days of a huge uncharted, unsurveyed
area of desert flats and raw, igneous
and virtually unforested mountains. So
immense was Nye County that even to-
day, after large chunks have been carved
from it to make new counties, it is still
the third largest in the nation. You
could put Massachusetts, Vermont, and
Rhode Island into its 18,064 square miles
and still have enough left to toss in
Brooklyn’s King’s County and the
Bronx with three square miles remain-
ing. Or to put it another way, you
could lose at least two-dozen titantic
Texas counties inside Nye County
borders.

It was from Belmont on a spring
morning that a French-Canadian pros-
pector, who went by the name of Duck-
ett—maybe he didn’t use his real name
for personal reasons—set off on a pros-
pecting trip southward toward the Colo-
rado River, some two hundred and fifty
miles or more away. It's inconsequen-
tial, but some sources say his first
name was Ed, others that it was Char-
lie. He rode one horse and a second
packed his supplies.

He traveled across the valley south-
west irom Belmont, crossed the Monitor
range and went south through Stone
Cabin Valley past Clifford’s Ranch
(about ten miles east of Clark’s Station
on U. S. Highway Six today).

Even Duckett never could tell anybody
exactly the trail he took from there
into the unknown and uncharted desert
yonder, which Lt. Wheeler's 1871 map
simply labeled ‘“Lava Beds.”

Since he said later that he camped on
the third day at Black Mountain, a
7,180 foot high lava eminence, it seems
highly probable that he plodded down
Cactus Flat west of the Kawich Moun-
tains, then across what now is known
as Gold Flat. The latter got its name
during the widening prospecting ripples
which spread afar from the Goldfield
strike. A number of little towns, now
long-gone ghosts, sprung up at that
time—Wellington, Gold Crater, Wilson’s
Camp, Trappman’s, Sulphide and Ka-
wich. This area, now labeled Pahute
Mesa, was some 85 to 100 miles almost
straight south of Belmont. Black Moun-
tain lies at the head of Thirsty Canyon,
which runs southwest to the Amargosa
River Valley.

Today’s maps show Pillar Spring near
where Duckett said he camped.

A letter to Mrs. A. C. Cleveland of
White Pine County sheds light on what
actually happened at this camp. Duckett
recalled, “I was very thirsty and so were
my horses.”

Effie O. Read reported the contents
of this letter in the Ely Daily Times,

(Continued on page 52)
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Captain James Blain at left and Captain Jack Crawford
at right, as they appeared prior to the battle of 1879.

The two miners were in the worst
spot of their lives. It was either

run or be
scalped!

By MABEL PICKERING

Photos Courtesy the Author

IN THE summer of 1875, gold was

discovered in the southeastern part
of the Black Range in New Mexico—
and the little boomtown of Hillsboro was
born almost overnight.

This was in Apache territory, and the
Indians looked upon the influx of whites
as a breach of promise by the Govern-
ment and a brazen invasion of their last
stronghold by the gold-hungry White
Eyes. Angrily they took to the warpath.
Stripped and painted, they flitted along
the lonely trails and through the barren
draws until they spotted a prospector
camp. Creeping close to their unsus-
pecting prey, they’d usually knife or
tomahawk one white man first and then
kill the other as he rushed to help his
partner. Shooting was seldom resorted
to, as firearms were scarce with the
Apaches at that time. Later, as the war
progressed, they acquired guns and be-
came good marksmen.

At the time of the gold discovery, my
father, James Blain, was living in El
Paso, Texas. The gold fever hit him hard
and he decided to try his hand at the
game. He arrived at Hillsboro camp
in the fall of that year and soon he and
a friend, Dick Johnson, had staked out
a claim and were all set to make a
fortune. They did placer mining at first;
later sank a shaft.

So far no Apaches had been sighted
around Hillsboro. As the days passed, the
miners became more careless. Perhaps
the Indians would have continued to ig-
nore this small group of men had not
the government decided to move the
Apaches to another location. According-
ly, the Army attempted to transfer the
disgruntled red men from the Black
Range to the San Carlos Reservation in
Arizona. The Indians refused to leave
their home country and broke for the
San Mateo Mountains. For a time, things
proceeded peacefully.

During this tense period, Captain
Hooker was in charge of the Ojo Cali-
ente (Warm Springs) trading post. The
Captain commanded Company E of the
Ninth Cavalry, composed of about
seventy-five Negro soldiers led by white
officers. Counting packers and scouts,
Company E numbered about one hundred
men.

Knowing that the Apaches had repeat-
edly refused to come in for a parley,
Captain Hooker was constantly on the
alert for an attack. A foresighted offi-
cer, Hooker trained his horses—when
grazing—to rush for the corrals at the
sound of a shot. One afternoon the
Captain’s fears materialized. Apaches
crept up on his herders and killed them.
When the well-trained horses started to
stampede for the corrals, the Indians
cleverly turned them into the hills.

There are many versions of the be-
ginning of the Apache wars. My father
was sure that he took part in the first
battle.

On September 11, 1879, the small
placer mining camp of Hillsboro was at-
tacked by the Indians. Nobody had
figured that the Apaches would strike
that far north, so no guards had been
put out. The miners had gone to work
unarmed, leaving their guns in the large
cabin where they all lived. Two men
were killed in the rush to the house.
Once inside, the others armed them-
selves and held the attackers off.

Further along the hill, my father and
his friend Dick were working their shaft,
unaware of the shooting a scant mile
away. Dick was tamping in sticks of
powder, preparing the last blast of the

True West



day’s work. He was noted for using a
short fuse, so my father Jim lost no time
in climbing the ladder.

THE sight that met his eyes when he

reached the surface was enough to
make him forget the danger below.
There, in a semicircle, astride Captain
Hooker’s horses, were fifty or more
Apaches! The warriors were naked ex-
cept for breechclouts and moccasins,
their bodies glistening in the lowering
sun and their faces so hideously painted
as to scare the living daylights out of
Jim. He took the quickest way back into
the shaft; he simply let go the ladder
and fell.

Dick hurriedly snuffed out the fuse
and bawled, “What the hell’s the matter
with you? You gone loco?”

Hurriedly Jim told him of their pre-
dicament, and they sat down to try to
figure a way out. Their guns were at
the cabin, so they decided to bluff their
way through. My father picked up a
short-handled shovel and stuck it under
his coat, leaving just a little of the
handle protruding. He hoped that the
hostiles might think it a gun until they
could get close to the cabin and be
covered by the rifles of their fellow
miners. Not much of a chance, but the
only one they had.

Jim preceded Dick up the ladder, and
stood menacing the Apaches with the
improvised ‘“gun.” The subterfuge didn’t
work; the warriors whooped with laugh-
ter at this feeble trick of the White
Eyes. As Jim and Dick began to back
away, the grinning Apaches moved with
them. Each time Jim threatened them
with that silly shovel handle, they
whooped again in savage amusement.

My father could hear Dick stumbling
backward and swearing under his
breath, “Why don’t the so-and-so’s
shoot us and get it over with ?”

Presently the Apaches tired of the
sport and began to move in faster.
“Start running, Dick!” yelled Jim. “I
don’t want anything in my road when
I start traveling!” Dick took off like an
antelope.

Giving Dick a chance to get a good
head start, Jim jabbed the shovel at
the oncoming Apaches once more; then
threw it down and ran. By this time,
Dick was nearly a hundred yards in the
lead.

Only one shot was fired by the Indians
as they raced for the cabin, probably
fired into the air to spur them on to
still greater speed.

Dick had always boasted of his
prowess as a runner and had often
challenged Jim to a race. He had his
chance that day, as the men in the
cabin witnessed the strangest and most
exciting foot race they had ever seen;
two men running for their lives. After-
ward, they told of their amazement at
Dick’s fleetness, as with never a
stumble he sped over the uneven ground
as though it were a dance floor. They
solemnly swore that Jim never touched
ground after the first take-off, but
simply flew past Dick to be acclaimed
the winner. “And you know,” my father
would reminisce, “I never felt the ground
either!”

No one will ever know for certain why
the Apaches let their two helpless vic-
tims escape, but probably it was more
entertaining to watch the desperate race
than to kill the racers. Afterward, they
got down to business and attacked the
cabin. The siege continued for several

(Continued on page 34)
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Above: Living quarters were mostly makeshift during days of the Hillsboro
gold strike. Here, an itinerant smithy shoes a miner’s horse. Below: Percha
City. about eight miles from Hillsboro, was outpost for military assigned to
keep peace between western White-Eyes and Apaches.

Thr.ee soldier_s and a civilian take it easy between Indian campaigns. Scout
Blain was hired by Army for each uprising: discharged in quiet times.
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While the Mexican judge pondered the question of whether to let
one-fifth of a man go unlawfully free or hang unlawfully four-fifths of another man

young Ellis Bean made a careful study of the beans to be drawn in the

DEATH-LOT AT,
CHIHUAHUA

By ALFRED POWERS

Ilustrated by Al Martin Napoletano
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jailer lifted the tin cup of
beans and handed it to the constable.

HE ten Americanos, remnants of

Philip Nolan’s unlucky Texas fili-
busters of 1800, finally were given a
trial at Chihuahua. They had been a
month in the calabozo at Nacogdoches;
a few weeks at San Antonio; sixteen
months at San Luis Potosi. Now, at
Chihuahua, they were led forth at last
to the judgment hall.

Upon the judge’s desk were two small
objects, which seemed at first notice to
be the dry, wrinkled halves of a peach.
On closer observance, the objects were
quickly identifiable as the two mummi-
fied ears of Philip Nolan—cut off before
he was buried on Red River, to be sent
to the Governor of Texas. <

Black Caesar, who stood next to Ellis
P. Bean, whispered the fearful ques-
tion: “Do dat mean we-uns gits our’'n
sliced off thataway?”

“Keep still,” Bean whispered back.

The judge politely asked why the
Americanos had come as freebooters into
Mexico, when they knew that all foreign-
ers were prohibited—especially Texans.

As leader and spokesman of the ten
prisoners, Ellis Bean answered: ‘“To
catch wild horses, honorable sefior. We
had three hundred when we were cap-
tured. Only a small herd of wild mus-
tangs, sefior, out of thousands roaming
the prairies.”

July-August, 1959

“Horses are contraband, sefior. Also,
was not Sefior Nolan—whose unfortun-
ate relics I have here—searching for the
reputed gold fields of the Comanches?
To steal Spanish gold would be worse
than to take the horses.”

“We were on Red River, honorable
sefior, where there is no gold.”

The judge looked sternly down from
his elevated desk. ‘“More than anything
else, was not your party stealing into
Texas as spies for the Americanos; map-
ping out the land for many more invad-
ers? This is a worse crime than stealing
gold or horses, sefiores, a crime which is
punishable by death. But we Spaniards
are merciful.”

“Like a suck-egg houn’!” whispered
Caesar to Bean.

The judge leaned forward and asked
sharply, “What did the black sefior whis-
per?”

“Seenuh, Ah said us knows how good
you Spanish gen'lemen treats jailed
folks.”

“We do, black sefior—but justice is
even greater than mercy. So I have been
instructed that the military governor,
the political governor, the ecclesiastical
governor of Chihuahua cannot take the
responsibility for your decree. The three
governors in Mexico City cannot. Your
case is being referred to the King in
Madrid. You will be patient until the
King says what will be done, you will
behave well, you will work well, you will
make sombreros well.”

The ten Americans had been shoe-
makers in San Luis Potosi; now they
made hats. They called themselves the
Ten Mad Hatters, but they made the
best headgear in Chihuahua. Their prod-
uct was in demand by even the most
discriminating caballeros.

THE Mexicans are never so prodigal
of their mafianas as when they hold
prisoners in their calabozos. The tomor-
rows come and go, and they are infinite-
ly patient. The ten Americanos waited
weeks, months, two years, almost
through the third year. It took time for
a report of their case to reach Mexico
City, more time for it to reach Madrid.
The King, being a busy man, did not get
around to it right away, and his deci-
sion was slow in getting back to Chihua-
hua. The royal message finally ar-
rived after the Americans had been in
the Chihuahua prison nearly three years
—a_ full five years after their capture.

It was 1800 then. John Adams was
president. It was 1805 now, and they
didn’t know who was president. Had
bilious old Adams been elected again, or
had Aaron Burr, or Thomas Jefferson?
Ellis Bean had been seventeen then; he
was twenty-two now. And Benjamin
Cooley had died, leaving only nine of
them.

Cooley’s death posed a mathematical
problem for the judge. The King’s de-
cree was that every fifth man should
die. That meant two of the ten referred
to his royal justice. But now one prison-
er was dead, and nine cannot be evenly
divided by two. Ben Cooley had been
very inconsiderate in dying and up-set-
ting all possibilities for a proper divi-
sion. The judge had to wrestle with the
problem alone, as the decree was to be
carried out at once. He could not fur-
ther delay by getting an official opinion
from Mexico City as to what he should
do now, with a dividend and a divisor
that left a fractional quotient where
there could not be one.

The merciful judge pondered it. He
sought local advice from leading citizens

in Chihuahua, and got a number of opin-
ions about evenly supported and opposed
by logic as to what would please the
King. The state could claim for death
one and four-fifths of a man, but a fifth
of a man would be unlawfully condemn-
ed. However, if only one of the prisoners
were hanged, then four-fifths of a crim-
inal would go unlawfully free. Surely it
was a problem to test the wisdom of a
Solomon—and the Spanish judge was no
Solomon!

The constable politely informed the
prisoners of the King’s decree, and told
them of the quandary the judge was in.
“Sefiores,” he said, “you will draw lots
to see which two will hang from the
scaffold.”

“You think it will be two,
asked Bean.

“Sefior,” replied the constable, ‘the
hangman has four times as much right
to the second man’s body as the man
himself has!”

The jailer solemnly announced they
would draw the lots on Monday; it was
now Friday. They asked how the draw-
ing would be done. The sefiores would
draw kidney beans out of a hat, ex-
plained the jailer. Seven would be
brownish-red, two would be black. The
unfortunate sefiores who drew the black
ones would hang. All would be blindfold-
ed for the drawing; each man would
have the same chance to pick up a
brownish-red, two would be black. The
could be more fair, more just. Did not
the sefiores agree?

The Americans had been using kidney
beans, both red and black, as chips for
their card games and dice games. Now,
struck with a dazzling idea, Ellis Bean
began to study these seeds that seem-
ed perfectly identical in form and sym-
metry.

then?”

SECRETIVELY, guiltily yet eagerly,
Bean examined the kidney beans.
Were the reds and blacks different in
any way other than in color? Was there
some slight yet regular variation in
form? His eyes were on the beans
steadily as he played cards, as he threw
the dice. He furtively pocketed seven
red beans and two black ones. Constant-
ly he fingered them, and practiced pull-
ing them out when nobody was looking
to see how often he could tell it was a
black one. He lay awake in his blankets
at night, feeling the beans with his fin-
gers. His touch grew sensitive, percep-
tive, like that of a blind man. In his
study, he noted a tiny difference in the
black beans. His eye could hardly dis-
tinguish it; a casual eye not at all. He
became familiar with that minute dif-
ference. By Sunday morning, he was
able to pull a black bean out of his
pocket eight times out of ten.

Of course, when the fateful time of
drawing came, he would reverse his ac-
tion—he would feel the black bean and
reject it. But how long would he be
allowed to handle the beans there in the
hat, between his sensitive thumb and
index finger, before dropping it or tak-
ing it? Would the Spaniards object to
the brief delay of such selection? And if
the grim and watchful tribunal saw a
blindfolded prisoner discard a black seed
and draw the life-saving red, would they
think that somehow his vision was
piercing the blindfold to make a mock-
ery of justice?

That was one worry Ellis Bean had;
another was his guilty conscience.
Though the youngest of the prisoners,

(Continued on page 53)
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Treasure haul of Frank Fish ranges from skeleton to gold dust and nuggets
worth $2,013.20, as well as gold bars. gold nugget bracelet, pieces of eight,
German dude’s poke, German gold and diamond pin, German, American and
French coins, an amethyst ring circa 1800 and old Spanish silver, 1600-1750.

Too.

Can

With a little luck,
the persistence to make a
careful survey of likely areas,
the use of scientific
metal locating instruments —

Find

HE desert sun blazed down on a dust-

covered, four-wheel-drive jeep station
wagon, loaded with many strange de-
vices, crawling down the steep boulder-
strewn remnant of an old stage trail.
The road pitched sharply into the ruins
of the old California gold camp sprawled
along the bottom of a deep canyon be-
low. The sun cast stark black shadows
across the crumbling adobe and crude
masonry walls lining the single street.
Only the thin scream of a circling hawk
broke the utter solitude.

The driver halted his station wagon
in the sparse shade of an ancient oak
near the end of the long street. He
got out of the jeep slowly, surveying
with obvious pleasure the lonely scene

before him. Humming a tune, he began
to prepare his noonday meal over a
portable cooker. At intervals he glanced
along the ghost town street, alert for
unwanted spectators. For this lone treas-
ure hunter was Frank Fish, expert on
buried treasure, lost mines and ghost
towns, and—though he possessed the
written permission of the landowner to
prospect this property—experience had
shown him that hijacking, lawsuits and
even murder can occur as an aftermath
to such adventures. Eternal vigilance is
the price of safety for men like Frank
Fish.

Following his meal, Frank glanced
over his notes on this particular loca-
tion, and set about a careful study of

At left:

Fish demonstrates his
metal detector in a ghost town
building. Note the old gun and
other results of his discoveries
at that spot. At right: Frank Fish
with a small part of his huge col-
lection of ghost town memorabi-
lia and buried treasure. He plans
to organize museum,

the ruins. With the various landmarks
and buildings identified, he charted a
definite pattern of search to pinpoint
the most likely spots for possible find-
ings. Assured that he was the only
visitor, Frank attached a small pick to
his belt, assembled and tuned in his
metal locator to the conductivity of the
surroundings, and began a precise,
methodical search, starting with the
area about the old oak tree. (It should
be noted here that old oak trees, un-
usual rock formations, or the rock and
adobe walls close to these old ghost
towns should be thoroughly investigated
for possible caches.)

Soon, Frank’s metal locator began to
register. In rapid succession, several
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These objects, all Chmese. date from 1867 to 1890. Fish's findings include glass gambling
counters, shotgun, coins, opium pipes.
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rusty tin cans, pieces of scrap metal, and
many square hand-forged nails were un-
earthed. Then a hand-wrought pick
showed up. As the search coil of the
locator swung into a zig-zag path over
and around the old foundation, more
and more metal objects were added to
the now growing pile. Each separate
piece of metal marked increase in the
audible tone heard in the featherweight
headphones. By moving the search coil
from side to side and backward and
forward, the detector located the exact
center of the buried metal objects. When
the audible tone reached its maximum
volume, the objects were directly under
the exact center of the search coil.
Following the detector’s registering

At right:

gold bars.

One cache
skull and bones (in box). Fish
also exhumed dagger, what looks
like old kettle, horseshoes, coins,

along one of the back walls revealed a
part of a wood-burning stove at a depth
of eighteen inches, along with a huge
mass of broken Chinese crockery and
glassware and numerous Chinese and
American coins dating from 1820
through the years 1865. There were sev-
eral ceramic opium pipe bowls—both
broken and unbroken—and many glass
gambling markers, used by the Chinese
in their early-day gaming houses. These
relics confirmed existing data on the
maps that this spot had once been the
Chinese center of the old mining camp.

A thorough search about the nearby
stone fireplace, standing alone in its
ruins, produced only a few rusted scraps
of tm and some iron plates and bars

included

supporting the masonry. However, in
sweeping the vertical rock wall of the
basement underground in one of the
caved-in Chinese ruins, a strong  sig-
nal indicated a deposit of metal in or
behind the once plaster-coated wall.
After first noting that the signal on
the detector was not caused by some
stray piece of iron-bearing ore or other
metal, as is often the case in these
old rock walls, Frank quickly removed
a section of the wall.

A large recess built into the wall was
thereby exposed. This compartment
contained a ten-inch dagger blade, a
complete opium pipe in excellent con-
(Continued on page 36)
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the accuracy of a b 7
rifle. Compression &
of breath in batrel" - - .J“

gives terrific air ¥ A vorage person i
power. You won't P “bullseye at 30 ft. Exceftant for
believe your % shooting small game. For targe¥ fun
eyes! »> with ;ﬁends, set up in patio or den,
Set includes metal blowgun, rubber mouth-
piece, four 5" steel darts and range target.
Extra darts 6 for $1.

@RIFLE BLOWGUN

hunting weapon A

N hit'a 2

5 ff. Ion

///// ®Guaranteed
togo thru %" plywood.
xtra powerful.Kills without

poison. Collapsible to 2% ft. Hardwood grips!

All Items Postpaid in U.S.A.

CHAS. P. DAVIS HDW. CO.

Box 1033 Austin, Texas

LT

Maps of 48 States—Ilocates all Accessible Camp sites,
with information on road approaches and pertinent facili-
ties, Nothing like it available anywhere! Only $1.95
postpaid. CAMPING MAPS, U.S.A., Dept. WP, Box
162, Upper Montclair, New Jersey.

MANUFACTURE BOW-TIES

Western and Plain
MAKE 500% PROFIT AT HOME

Patterns, Instructions, Material, Tie Clips, efc.
Complete kit, $5.00.

J & V NECKWEAR

210 Fifth Avenue - New York 10, N. Y.

BE A PIONEER

Ride the western trails as our fathers and grand-
fathers used to do. Pack trips during July & Aug-
ust into the scenic wilderness of British Columbia’s
BIG GAME country. Log cabins a days ride apart.
Fishing, gold panning, wonderful photography,
hotses for beginner & expert. Very reasonable rates.
Write
Pat Garrard, Lantzville, B. C.

SMOKERS

A Simple Fact—Not will power—can set you
Frede. Brief pamphlet $1. Refunded if not satis-
fied.

J. W. JOHNSON

1421 Utah SE e Huron, S. D.
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How Sam Houston Hill Killed
Sam Bass
(Continued from page 19)

sporting rifle, and not another one like
it in Williamson County. Pa’s earmark
for cattle was underbit in each ear, and
I got so I'd aim a bullet to nick out
an underbit in the ear of some sporting
deer I didn’t want to kill. A year or so
later, when it grew into a prime buck,
I'd take it for venison. That earmark
sort of made it private property.

When I unsaddled my horse I never
did unbuckle the buckskin scabbard that
carried my rim-fire, copper-lined, thirty
caliber English sporting rifle. Some
horses never do get over flinching and
spoiling the aim when a man draws a
rifle to shoot from the saddle, but I had
a horse that kept as steady when he
heard the trigger cocked as that rifle
itself. I wouldn’t want you to get the
notion he didn’t have plenty fire power,
too. I always rode him when I went
to town, and the more people he saw
looking at him, the more fire he seemed
to get in his blood. His name was Light-
ning.

One day I saddled up Lightning and
took out for Round Rock. I was just
twelve years, five months and three days
old. I never can forget that date. Some-
thing sorter like a magnet seemed to
draw me to Round Rock that day. Of
course I had my rim-fire, copper-lined,
thirty caliber English sporting rifle in
the scabbard.

As I rode around a motte of liveoaks
overlooking Round Rock I beheld an ex-
citement that that town never had be-
fore and hasn’t had since. Men on horse-
back were. chasing this way and that,
like they were after something they
couldn’t see. Some seemed to be shooting
at the sky. But I saw one man empty
his rifle after a man running on horse-
back through a cornfield with corn
growing in it head high. Something told
me that fleeing man was a dangerous
criminal and that it was my duty to
stop him.

I drew my rim-fire, copper-lined, thir-
ty caliber English sporting rifle out of
its buckskin scabbard and setting there
on Lightning while he seemed to quit
breathing drew a bead on the criminal
right ‘where his suspenders crossed. He
fell over into the corn out of sight. I
didn’t have to see him to know his tra-
vels had ended.

I rode on into Round Rock and asked
what the excitement was all about.
“Why, Sam Bass has robbed the bank
and killed a man and got away scott
free,” they said.

“I don’t believe he’s got away, quite
yet,” I says.

About this time three rangers and a
sheriff dashed up, yelling out to know
which way Sam Bass was headed. I
told ’em if they wanted to see where
he’d stopped I‘d show 'em. We rode down
into the corn field. They got down to
examine what was left of Sam Bass and
pointed out to each other how a thirty
caliber bullet had drilled into him exact-
ly where his suspenders crossed. I never
did make any noise about it, but every-
body that knowed anything on such
matters knowed that Sam Houston Hill
had the only rim-fire, copper-lined, thirty
caliber English sporting rifle anywhere
in fifty miles of Round Rock that day.

Run or Be Scalped!
(Continued from page 29)

hours until the miners were rescued by
Major Murrow and 600 Negro soldiers,
who were trying. to catch up with
Geronimo’s band.

During the bloody war that raged
for the next six years, my father was
employed as a citizen scout by Major
Murrow. He also served under General
Buell as a courier. His services were
seldom required for more than a month
a time, as after each campaign he
would be dismissed and later recalled
when needed. He also served as scout for
Captain Jack Crawford, who succeeded
Wild Bill Hickok as chief of government
scouts in New Mexico and Texas.

Like many of the old-time scouts, my
father had little use for the Apaches; in
fact, Chief Victorio was the only Apache
for whom he had a kind word. He said
the old warrior was a fighter all the
way through and as game as his fellow
tribesmen were treacherous. Victorio
was killed like a warrior, facing the
enemy and defiant to the end.

In 1880, my father was chosen captain
of Company E, First Regiment of New
Mexico Mounted Infantry. In 1885 he
was appointed Captain of Company A, of
the Third Regiment of Mounted Infan-
try; being commissioned major a few
months later. These appointments were
in the New Mexico Militia, not the regu-
lar Army.

In 1924, the Major received his first
pension check, in recognition of services
as an Indian scout. He cherished it as
a tangible token that the lonely nights
on dim trails, the dangerous scouting in
unknown territory against deadly hos-
tiles, were not all in vain.

=
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Great oratory was in its flower
a half-century ago, but none
excelled Herman Knickerbocker’s

WHEN ALI the gold in Rawhide’s

towering hills shall have been re-
duced to bullion and not even & post
is left to guide the desert wayfarer to
the spot where was witnessed the great-
est stampede in Western mining history,
posterity will remember Rawhide for the
funeral oration that was pronounced
over the bier of Riley Grannan by H.
W. Knickerbocker . .

George Graham Rxce, notorious min-
ing stock promoter and uninhibited op-
portunist of Nevada’s boom days, never
spoke truer words than in this brief
tribute to the eloquence of Herman
Knickerbocker, whose funeral sermon
over the bier of Riley Grannan has
been regarded, for over half a cen-
tury, as a Western classic.

Grannan, world-famous gambler and
plunger, whose wager of $275,000 on the
outcome of a single horse race is said
to have been the largest track bet ever
laid in the United States, had followed
the boom to Rawhide, where he con-
tracted pneumonia and died, April 3,
1908.

Riley had been a man after Rawhide’s
own turbulent heart, and the desert
boomcamp was determined to give him a
24-carat sendoff, with a fancy sky-pilot
and all the trimmings. Preachers, how-
ever, were few and far between in the
Rawhide of 1908; and with time for the
obsequies at hand, the chagrined funeral
committee was forced to admit that the
nearest approach to a minister it had
found was Herman Knickerbocker, a
has-been preacher, assertedly ousted by
a California church because of his in-
creasingly liberal views.

July-August, 1959

Hustled into the backroom of the
Variety Showhouse, where mourners
were already gathering at Riley’s make-
shift bier, Knickerbocker delivered an
extemporaneous sermon 2,000 words in
length. Taken down in shorthand by
‘“Rattlesnake Shorty”’, a down-and-out
court reporter, the sermon later was
published in Rawhide newspapers,
whence it was seized upon by the world
as a classic comparable to Robert G.
Ingersoll’s celebrated eulogy over the
bier of his brother. Since that day,
Knickerbocker’s sermon has been pub-
lished and quoted throughout the Eng-
lish-speaking world, and brochures con-
taining it have been sold by tens of
thousands of copies.

Condensed to one-third its original
length, the Rawhide classic follows:

I FEEL THAT it is incumbent upon me.
to state that in standing here I

occupy no ministerial or prelate posi-
tion,” said the unfrocked man of God. “I
am simply a prospector. I make no
claims . . . to religion, except the re-
ligion of humanity, the brotherhood of
man . .
“Riley Grannan wag born in Paris,
Kentucky, about forty years ago . .
From the position of bellboy in a hotel
he rose rapidly to a celebrity of world-
wide fame. He was one of the greatest
plungers, probably, this continent has
ever produced.

“He died day before yesterday in
Rawhide.

“This is a very brief statement. You
have the birth and the period of the

Fabulous gambler Riley Grannan
was “laid out” in a back room of the
Variety Show House, still standing at
Rawhide, prior to his history-making
funeral sermon preached by un-
frocked sky-pilot Herman W. Knicker-
bocker, April, 1908.

grave. Who can fill the interim? Who
can speak of his hopes and his fears?
Who can solve the mystery of the quiet
hours that only himself knew? I can-
not.

‘“Sometimes, when I look over the
circumstances of human life, a curse
rises to my lips . . . When I see the
ambitions of man decfeated . . . when I
see his aim and purpose frustrated . . .
when I see the outstretched hand, just
about to grasp the flag of victory, clutch
instead the emblem of defeat, I ask,
‘What is Life?’ ... Dreams, awakening
and death; a pendulum ’twixt a smile’
and a tear; a momentary halt within the

waste . . a child-blown bubble that
reflects light and shadow . . . and is
gone. . .

“ . .. Riley Grannan . . . accepted

both defeat and victory with equanimity.
He was a man whose exterior was as
placid and gentle as I have ever seen,

and yet . . . he ‘was absolutely invincible
in spirit . He was a dead-game
sport . . . I believe that when you can

say one is
have reached the
philosophy .

“I know that there are those who
will condemn him .. . who believe to-
day ‘that he is reaping the reward of a
misspent life . . . They . . . fail to see
the moral beauty of a character lived
outside their puritanical ideas. His
goodness was not of the type that
reached its highest manifestations in any
ceremonial piety . . . (but) of the type
that finds expression in the handclasp

. in a word of cheer to a discouraged

(Continued on following page)

‘a dead-game sport’ you
climax of human
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VACATION - REST
RECOUPERATE

AOT SPRINGS

Vational Partk

IN THE PINE-CLAD SCENIC OUACHITAS
OF ARKANSAS

OFFERING
1. Eighteen modern Bath Houses, Hotels, Hospi-
tals, providing the miraculous Thermal Hydrothe-
rapy Treatments of the world's greatest Spa.

2. The nation's most complete Physical Medicine
Center. Modern Medical Arts Building.

3. Over 300 Hotels, Motor Courts and Lodges,
Cottages, Apartments, Trailer Camps, Rooming
and Boarding Houses, Retirement Hotel and
Ranches in the city limits and Lakes areas.

4. Three Lakes with over 1000 miles shore line.
Good Fishing, all Water Sports, Hunting in For-
rest Reserve of over 1/, million acres, 3 Golf
Courses, 2 Country Clubs, Horse Racmg Track,
Riding Stables, and Community Entertainment.
5. Health Food Store and Restaurant. Nutrition &
Health Lectures weekly.

For Literature Write

CHAMBER COMMERCE

Hot Springs National Park, Ark.

LEE DOT RETICULE

First in the field, first
in sales. A custom pro-
duct, of utmost preci-
sion, by master crafts-

men, Factory equip-
ment, world’s finest
scopes, target and hunt-

ing. Faster, easier,
more accurate aim. Di-
rect 24-hour service, or
see your Dealer. Free
folder and lowest dis-
count price list on new
scopes and mounts.

¢ P. O. 5
'To Ko LEE Co' lirmi:g;::v?,J'A?‘aeg;mTy

e CUSTOM GRIPS

HAND-
MOLDED

Simply apply ABC PLASTIC Dough over your old
grip or butt frame—squeeze with shooting hand. ABC
is_non-shrinking and cold setting. Grips can be slit
with knife for removal during special cutting period
before hardening. ABC is ideal for palm rests, butt
extension, fore-arm grips, raising comb (for scope)
knife grips, skin-diving guns, bow grips, fishing rods,
_golf clubs, tools, hand- molded fishing lures. g an

istol Kit (Walnuf & Black), $4.45. Large kit, $7.95.

ABCCO. « Box283 ¢ CINCINNATI1, OHIO

MOOSE HEAD RANCH

Located in veautitul, historic Jackson Hole, near
Grand Teton and Yellowstone Parks
Infarmal, hospitable, ideai for families. Cool climate,
fine food. modern accommodations. Features outdoor
recreation with plenty of riding, nshin{‘ hunting.
Accommodations for the ladies while t c men folks
hunt—f{un for everyone. References regui
Summer seasen May (5 to Nov. m. Blg aam Hunting
t. 10 to Nov, 10th. No antslepe in Jackson Hole
area. Elk license Timited by the state: were seld out by
June 5th in 1956. Information, rates write
FRED J. TOPPING Jackson Exchange: 029-R3
Moose Head Ranoh, Jacksen Hoh, EIR P.0., Wyo.

UNUSUAL, UNIQUE

and excitingly exclusive are the Big
Chiefs. For something unusual, send
your name and address for full free de-
tails to

SOBC, 781 Wigwam Lane, Stratford, Connecticut

Oil leases could make you rich!
Rental on 40 Acres only $20 per yr.
Now available in potential boom area.
Licensed Oil Broker. Write for free Map.

GREAT WESTERN PETROLEUM CO.
1623 Fremont St., las Vegas, Nevada

%
OIL IS WEALTH

brother . . . in quiet deeds of charity . ..
in friendship . . . in manhood.

% I believe that the man who . .
is able to smooth one wrinkle from the
brow of care, is able to change one moan
or sob into a song, is able to wipe away
one tear and in its place put a jewel of
joy—this man is a public benefactor.

“I believe that some of Riley Gran-
nan’s money was ‘wasted’ in this way.

“We stand at last in the presence of
the Great Mystery. I know nothing about
it, nor do you . I do not know
whether there be a future life or not . ..
I have watched the wicket gate close
behind many and many a pilgrim. No
word has come back to me. The gate is
closed . . .

“This may be infidelity; but if it is,
I would like to know what faith means.
I came into this universe without my
volition—came and found a loving
mother’s arms to receive me. I had
nothing to do with the preparation for
my reception here. I have no power to
change the environment of the future,
but the same power which prepared the
loving arms of a mother to receive me
here, will make proper reception for me
there. God knows better than I what is
good for me, and I leave it with God.

. . As we stand in the presence
of death we have no knowledge, but
always . there gleams the star of
hope. Let us hope, then, that it may be
the morning star of eternal dayis:
Did you ever pause to think that thls
old world of ours is constantly swinging
into the dawn? ... With every revolu-
tion, it is dawning somewhere . . . Let
us believe, then, that in the development
of the human soul, as it swings forward
toward its destiny, it is constantly
swinging nearer and nearer to the sun.

“And now the time has come to say

. Goodbye, old man . . . Let these
flowers, Riley, with their petaled lips
and perfumed breath, speak in beauty
and fragrance the sentiments that are
too tender for words. . . ”

THUS was sped along his Last Trail,
the world-renowned plunger who
had seen millions of dollars pass through
his hands in the halcyon days of ‘“come
easy, go easy,” but who died virtually
broke. At time of his death, Riley Gran-
nan had only $103 in cash and a gold
watch and chain—which assets were de-
livered, intact, to his heirs. The $2000
necessary to meet costs of Riley’s final
illness, funeral, and subsequent transpor-
tation to his burial place at Paris, Ken-
tucky, was supplied “on the house” by
generous-hearted friends at Rawhide,
Nevada—the rough little desert boom-
camp which had taken Riley to her
bosom and made him one of her own.

You, Too. Can Find Buried
Treasure!
(Continued from page 33)

dition, many opium tins still containing
dregs of the drug, a beautiful brace-
let of matched but rough, heavy gold
nuggets, an old gold hollow-ware pin
set with three miners-cut diamonds, and
a well-worn gold ring with an amethyst
setting. It is believed that the gold
bracelet, pin and ring may have been
held in pawn for the miners by some
Chinese who made it his business to
loan funds in exchange, as was often
the practice in those early mining
camps.

The search continued. In the rear of
one site, located only by a raised rec-

tangular mound of earth which ap-
parently marked where once a black-
smith shop had stood, Frank found
numerous horseshoes, several ox shoes, a
very old brass-framed pistol, and several
hand-made locks and keys. Other pieces
of odd-shaped iron were unearthed,
among them a picket pin.

The position of the picket pin intrigued
the treasure hunter; it had been driven
in a vertical position well below the
surface, with a round white quartz bould-
er placed over it. Meticulously, Frank
swept the area with his search coil and
picked up a heavy signal at a spot
three paces from the resting place of the
pin.

Digging down through several inches
of black earth, Frank came upon bone
fragments, a rotted, rusted Mexican
dagger, and a human skull with a bullet
hole in the back of the cranium. Beside
the skull rested a cap-and-ball Colt re-
volver, fully loaded. A re-check of the
excavation with the detector revealed
the presence of still more metal below
the ground. At a depth of approximately
thirty inches, almost directly below the
resting place of the punctured skull, was
found a rusty iron Kkettle covered with
a stove lid. This old kettle contained a
blackened mass of silver coins with six
small bars of the same metal.

Search for buried treasure with metal
locator begins outside abandoned build-
ing at ghost town.

Patiently and carefully, Frank re-
moved the patina of time and the en-
crustations of dirt from these finds and
spread them out on a tarpaulin. Using
a camera fixed on a tripod and operated
by a self-timer, the treasure hunter
photographed himself with his haul.

Stowing away the objects in boxes,
Frank Fish piled them into his station
wagon and headed back up the old rut-
ted road toward home to add these latest
finds to his already large and varied
collection. So ended another fruitful ex-
pedition into the old ghost-town areas of
the West.

This locality investigated by Frank
Fish is but one of the many sites that
still retain relics and treasure in this
year of 1959. Treasure caches which can
be found by nearly anyone with a little
luck, the persistence to make a careful
survey of these areas, and the use of
scientific metal locating instruments.
Many have already cashed in at this
fascinating pastime. Your reward may
be an antique weapon, a beanpot of sil-
ver or a moldy leather bag of gold dust
and nuggets, hidden perhaps from out-
laws. Or, perhaps, you might find treas-
ure hidden centuries ago from the in-
vading Spaniards.

One thing is sure—the treasure is
there for the taking.

True West



Right behind the miners and a

Mlustrated by Curtis Wingate
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venturers and gamblers they

came—the old-time "Devil-fighting'"" preachers. Such a man was

The Remarkable Reverend Long

IN rip-roaring California of the middle

1800’s, the growth of towns and min-
ing camps was little short of magical.
Some excited gold seeker had only to
hint of a fresh strike and the stampede
to the new diggings was on—and an-
other boomtown in the making.

First came the men aflame with gald
fever; next the gamblers, saloon keep-
ers and dance hall girls who would
quickly take the treasure the miners
dug from the earth. Right on the heels
of the latter bunch came the circuit
riding preachers, ready to fight the
Devil tooth and nail. They were hardy
men, these itinerant men of God. Armed
only with courage and righteousness—
backed sometimes by a shotgun—they
rode boldly into the toughest mining
camps and declared their holy mission
in ringing tones that brooked no inter-
ference.

Such a dedicated soldier of the Lord
was the Reverend Samuel Long, famous
even among his hell-for-leather brethren
as a sure-enough fire and brimstone
preacher. To the miners the reverend
was known as Long Sam, and in truth
the nickname fitted him better than his
long black coat. His long face was fram-
ed in long whiskers, and his legs were
so long that when he sat his mule,
he had to tie his spurs around his knees.

July-August, 1959

By DALE MOREY

But the remarkable thing about Sam
was his fiery sermons. Even the worst
sinners got to feeling uncomfortable
when Sam fixed them with his piercing
eyes and cut loose a flood of scorching
oratory.

But the day came when Long Sam
decided to settle down. He felt that it
was time he did some preaching from
a pulpit instead of from the back of a
jackass. So he determined to build a
church of his own in the whooping boom-
town of Columbia, California.

From the beginning of his campaign,
Reverend Long was faced with stiff
competition. His first church—like most
other buildings in Columbia—was a
tent, strategically located between Carl-
son’s Gaming Emporium and a Mexican
fandango tent. The proprietors of those
establishments were naturally perturbed
with the reverend’s presence in their
midst and with his unorthodox and ef-
fective ways of gaining an audience.

Mr. Carlson, owner of the Gaming
Emporium, was particularly upset when
Long Sam stalked into his place of busi-
ness one day and announced that free
drinks could be had next door. The cus-
tomers immediately headed for Sam’s
tent. No free whiskey was forthcoming,
but the Reverend Long—with a Bible
and a six-gun resting on his improvised

pulpit—lashed them with an hour-long
sermon on the evils of drink.

The businessmen of Columbia were
quick to take a stand after this episode.
They held a meeting and decided that
the ‘Bible-totin’ varmint” would have
to go. If Long Sam continued to hold
forth with his denunciatory sermons,
they would break up his outfit and run
him out of the diggings.

If the miners hadn’t intervened, the
lanky preacher might have delivered his
last sermon at his next meeting. They
weren’t worried about being saved, but
thought that Sam was a straight-shoot-
ing old gent and deserved a fair shake
in his battle to rid the camp of the
Devil. So, packing their shooting-irons,
they all turned out for Long Sam’s next
meeting. There were no interruptions
and the disgruntled gamblers and saloon
keepers kicked in with the miners when
Sam passed the collection plate.

Later, these civic-minded miners put
up the gold dust to build Sam a real
church. It was only a small clapboard
structure and lacked a bell to summon
the townsfolk to worship, but the tall
preacher was delighted with it. It was
considerable of a shock to him to real-
ize that the very men who had con-
tributed freely to the building of the
church would be just as quick to wash
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TANNING

Will tan anything from a mouse to a moose.
Hair on, or various leathers. Buck skin, elk, moose,
goat, cattle hides and all others. No tooling
leathers.

MANUFACTURERS

Leather jackets, gloves, RUGS & ROBES.

- IN STOCK -

RUGS & ROBES, tanned furs, pelts, skins, leathers,
buck skin.
FREE PRICE LIST

VALCAUDA FUR CO.

National Bldg., Seattle, Wash.
Quick o Efficient © Reliable

, GET DEER

With the one and only

Sport LORE
DEER CALL

NEW LOW PRICE
$1.50 (Was $2.00)
12th Season! Fantastic Results!
SIMPLEST TO OPERATE—You're told ‘‘how’
in the “'kit" that includes Deer Call, Extra Reeds,
Instructions Folder and ‘‘Lore Card™ (Formerly
$2.00.) At Dealers . . . or SEND $1.50 TODAY
FOR COMPLETE KIT
SPORT-LORE, INC.

2591 Eudora Street
Denver 7, Colo.

HUNTERS!

Bring or ship your game .
heads to us for prompt—
and excellent service!

Write for prices and
shipping instructions.

AUSTIN TAXIDERMIST

2708 South Lamar Austin, Texas
Ph. 7-1414

CREATORS OF LIFELIKE MOUNTS,
GLOVESR, JACKETS AND MOCCASINS,

CUSTOM

IMPORTED FROM
WEST GERMANY

81
HUNTING & CAMPING
KNIFE

o HARDENED SOLINGEN STEEL BLADE
* (ORK SCREW

e BOTTLE OPENER

e TWO FOLD FILE o SCREW DRIVER

o LEATHER PUNCH o CAN OPENER

o SAW $2 95
Leather Sheath Included............only

LEPDEN ENTERPRISES X" kcomvitie s “hiar e

THE

PATENTED

In-built cmisies e =
Shroamline WUZILE BRAKE

Ask the man—or gal—who has one. The modern
brake for particular shooters. A giant in orm-
ance. Controlled escape for better braking and
i‘gasy-on-ears.’”’ Prevents nasty rocket thrust and
jump. Guaranteed workmanship. FOLDER. Dealer

discounts.
223 SE Court Ave,

PENDLETON GUNSHOP 323.%%.R " Gregon

e L T L L L L]
™ T I

E &M FIREARMS
12418 Ventura, Dept. 9, Studio City, Ci
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the foundations from under it if they
thought there was pay dirt there.

Buying real estate was a risky prop-
osition in those days in California. A
man might buy a piece of land one day
and come back the next to find that he
owned nothing but a hole in the ground.
So it was with Sam. His little church
rested upon a small hill adjacent to
mining claims, and the miners kept dig-
ging and washing away more and more
dirt until finally Reverend Long had to
stand guard with a shotgun to protect
his holy edifice from toppling into the
yawning sluices.

As with ministers everywhere, in every
time, the problem of church attendance
also harried Sam. His church had only
a few pews and the fact that he could-
n’t keep even these few filled for ser-
vices troubled him as much as the fact
that the building itself was literally
being undermined. Sure enough, the Dev-
il was getting in his licks and Sam
determined to beat him at his own tricky
game. ;

There was, for example, the time he
spread the rumor to.the gullible public
that the Reverend Samuel Long would
reveal the location of a new lode of
gold at one of his Sunday meetings.
And—in a way—he did. To the expect-
ant crowd of gold-seekers who jammed
the church, the Reverend addressed his
sermon on the text, “There is a place for
gold.” For two haurs he proceeded to
expound that the place for gold was not
on the dice tables or in the saloon tills,
but in the collection plate to do the
work of the Lord. The miners took the
trick in good humor and heaped the
collection plate with dust, but refused
to be caught again when Sam tried to
repeat the dodge a few weeks later.

IT was Long Sam’s privilege to use the
town fire bell to call his fast-dwind-
ling flock to services. However, most of
the townsfolk had become so inured to
the slow, solemn call of the bell that
they could sleep right through the
sound. Late one Sunday morning, every
man in camp was rudely awakened by
the loud, imperative summens of the bell
ringing the fire call.

Half clad, everybody headed for the
town square. The fire chief hauled out
the rickety contraption that passed for
a hook-and-ladder truck, tossed a load
of buckets in the back end, and followed
the crowd. By the time he arrived at the
scene, hundreds of volunteers had al-
ready gathered.

There was no sign of smoke anywhere,
only Long Sam pulling on the bell rope
like a man possessed.

“Sam!’ the fire chief yelled. “Where
in blazes is the fire?”

Old Sam couldn’t have asked for a
better straight man. He dropped the bell
rope and turned to face the crowd.

“So you want to know where the fire
is, do you?” he boomed. “T’ll tell you
where it is. I sure enough will!”

Sam drew himself to his full height
on ithe bell platform to address the mot-
ley congregation he had gathered. His
voice rang over the assemblage like the
voice of doom.

“When I rang the call to church this
morning, not a soul in this town of
Sodom answered. But you've all come
down to find out about the fire, haven’t
you? And I'll tell you where it is. That
fire!ls in Hell—and if you don't come
to church when I ring that call the
next time, youw’ll wind up smack dab in
the middle of it!”

The next Sunday the little church was
full and the collection plate overflowing.
But the revival didn’t last, although for
a few more years Long Sam jousted
valiantly with the forces of evil in Co-
lumbia. When two new churches were
built there, he decided it was time for
him to move on. He heard the call to
the raw frontier, where he would con-
tinue his never-ending battle to save
souls.

On a bright morning in the late 1850’s,
the Reverend Samuel Long bought a
new mule. He rode off into the moun-
tains to spread the Word of God and
to become another legend of the old
West.

“] don't see why he can’t play with
his atomic chemistry set like other
kidsl”

Move On Forever!
(Continued from page 26)

went out for red berries and mistletoe,
and all of us had a hand in the decora-
tions. All day the house was filled with
the spicy fragrance of sweet potato pie,
poundcake, and ham being baked in the
oven.

As night came on, a soft snow started
falling, and soon the earth was covered
with a blanket of white. Mama went
often to the window to peer through the
frosty pane. “Listen, children,” she’d say,
and we’d all be quiet and strain to hear
the sound of Papa’s coming. In the still of
the night, we could hear only the sing-
ing of the tea kettle on the back of the
stove where Papa’s supper was kept
warming, and sometimes the howls of a
hungry coyote out on the prowl for an
unwary fowl or rabbit.

When late bedtime came, Mama sent
us children to bed. But not until we had
hung seven long, black stockings in a
row from the mantle. We never knew
what time Papa came in that night, but,
opening our eyes the next morning, we
knew for sure that Santa Claus had paid
us a visit. Every stocking was full and
running over. Nor was Mack slighted.
On the wall by the kitchen stove hung
one of his big socks, generously filled
with goodies, a pair of warm gloves and
a Jew’s harp.

The world outside, wrapped in a
blanket of newly fallen snow, lay silent
and cold, while within our four walls
there was blessed warmth and a joyous
sound of merry-making.

We were to know many days of forced
indoor living in the weeks ahead. The
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winter, mild heretofore, now bore down
with a vengeance, bringing sleet, snow
and rain. Often, after supper on these
long winter nights, when Papa and
Mama had settled down by the fire to
read or make plans for the future, we
children would close the kitchen door.
After shoving the table and -chairs
against the wall, we would play “blind-
man’s bluff” or other games. Sometimes
we’'d pop corn and make candy from rib-
bon-cane syrup, vying with each other
to see who could make it whitest by
pulling.

Every day through the winter and the
spring, weather permitting, Papa and
Mack grubbed and cleared the land,
while the children burned the brush.
First we cleared several acres near the
house; and when the fruit trees, which
had been previously ordered arrived, a
large orchard was set out and a garden
was planted. By late spring fifty acres
were ready and planted to corn.

Planting over, work on our house was
resumed and the building of a barn
was started. A nice comfortable room
was built in the barn loft, where Mack
was glad to move from the tent in which
he had been sleeping.

By this time a few other settlers were
coming in and buying land, and a small
general store and grist mill were built
within a few miles of our place. With
the satisfaction of once more having
neighbors, there also came the realiza-
tion that there are all kinds of people,
both good and bad. This we learned on
an early morning when Ernest rushed
into the house to hand Papa a board
he had found nailed to a fence post
nearby. On the board, drawn in red ink,
was a skull and cross bones, and under-
neath this symbol, in crude lettering,
this warning: “Nigger, don’t let the sun
go down on you here.”

THOUT saying anything, Papa

stood for a long time, looking down
at the board in his hands, as if unable
to understand its sinister meaning,
“Cowardly beasts,” he muttered, as he
flung it into the open fire, while we all
stood watching as it quickly burned to a
coal.

After saying something to Mama in
an undertone, Papa turned to us chil-
dren and said, “Don’t tell Mack about
this.”” Then he strode from the room,
and soon was riding off toward town.

Mama kept Mack working near the
house all day, and when milking time
came that afternoon, the boys were sent
in his place to drive in the cows from
the pasture.

We were waiting supper when Papa
rode in. Before sitting down to the table,
he took from his pocket a new box of
shells and, lifting the rifle from its rack
over the door, slipped the magazine full
of cartridges turning to Mack, where he
sat by the stove. Papa gave him a new
padlock, saying, ‘“This is for your door.”

When bedtime came that night, Papa
took the lantern and, without lighting it,
went with Mack to his room. We never
knew how much Mack was told that
night, but when he came in for his
breakfast the next morning, the broad
ready smile was gone from his face, and
in his eyes there was the mute, appeal-
ing look of a wounded and helpless
animal.

When he sat without eating, Mama
laid her hand gently on his shoulder and
said, “Don’t be afraid, Mack. God will
take care of you.”

‘“Yessum, I knows He will,” said Mack,
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make the most of your rifle’s
ACCURACY...

ies have the latest developments and
that enable you to make the most of
gcision-made rifles and ammunition:

e Fixed constantly-centered reticule combined with
windage and elevation adjustments inside the scope.*

e K Model fixed reticule scopes require no costly
double adjusting mounts. Use any rigid or pivot
type mount.

e All threaded joints sealed with Neoprene O rings—
a positive compression seal. All lenses hermetically
sealed. All scopes nitrogen processed to prevent
fogging.

e These new features are Weaver developments and

only in Weaver Model K Scopes.
New optics—clear, sharp, brilliant. Better than ever.
See the scopes that are way out in front—Model K
Weaver-Scopes. S Ty
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*Except Models KI and KV  Joints Sealed With
NEOPRENE
Model K crosshairs O RINGS
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the image moves
when you turn the
adjusting screws.
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© 1959 W. R. Weaver Co.
K Models are made from 1 to 10
power; prices from about $35 to about

$60. See your dealer for demonstra-
tion and his actual prices.

No more off-center
reticules like this
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Weaver Model K
with fixed reticule
and internal adjust-
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DEPT. 61 W. R. WEAVER CO. EL PASO, TEXAS

Rifle shown is nicknamed “Little Poison.” Caliber 270
Win. Weight, complete with scope, is SIX POUNDS!

Built By
AHLMAN CUSTOM GUN SHOP Morristown 1, Minnesota
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Genuine Cherokee Indian

BULL WHIP

Strong—Durable—Hand Made by Chero-
kee Indians. Genuine Tan Rawhide Leather
—Hardwood Handle—Best Quality ‘at the
Lowest Prices. Guaranteed Satisfaction!
Order Today.

5 ft. Bull Whip ...... 511.65 Ppd.

7 f. Bull Whip ...... 1.98 Ppd.
8 ft. Bull Whip ...... 2.98 Ppd.

CHEROKEE PET FARM
Box 31 Dept. TW Blacksburg, S. C. |

e
WESTERN NECKWEAR

Made of French crepe, full
cut, lined and stitched on all
sides to hold its shape.
Trimmed in Rhinestones and
Lustred Pearls — hand-sewn
and clamped on.

S 5% Colors: Black, white, red,
burgundy, kelly green, water-
melon pink, chartreuse, aqua,
royal blue, sand, gold, brown.

A o $2.00

M & E ENTERPRISES
Box 771 Salt Lake City, Utah

each
postpaid
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and price wanted in first letter.

WALTER YATES

Box 4325 Austin 51, Texas

STAGECOACHES

Stagecoaches, stagewagons, buckboards, conestogas
built to order from authentic plans. Full 2-6 horse
size. Pony % size for 2-6 ponies. Also full line of
buggies, surries, wagons, carts and harness. Prices
range from $265-$3000. Write for new catabog.

CARRIAGE CRAFT (WP-5)

Ph. VE 5-1360, 278 Scott Ave., Winnetka, Illinois

FREE CATALOG

Save on Your Western Needs
Send for complete fully illusirated
Western Clothing and Saddlery
catalog. 64 pages of quality
Ranchwea: and Riding equipment.

Lowest prices. We pay the postage
on all orders.

JACKE WOLFE RANCHWEAR

FREE 62E 2nd So., Sait Lake City 1, Utah
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“put dem whitecap folks nevah heard
uv’ no God.”

In the days that followed, while out
in the field, Papa always managed to
work near Mack. When a week had
passed without another visit from our
nocturnal caller, we felt easier and some-
what relaxed. Then he called again. It
was Mack who found the board this time,
and, when he brought it to Papa, it was
given the same treatment by fire as the
first.

This was a Saturday and milling day.
The sack of corn was thrown across the
saddle, and the two boys went with it
to the mill. On their return that after-
noon, they told of having been ques-
tioned by several men who were loiter-
ing around the mill. “Is the Negro still
there?” they had asked, and, ‘“Where
does he sleep ?”

Willie, who was always ready to talk
and never loath to brag a little, had
answered, ‘‘Yes, Mack’s still there, and
that isn’t all—he’s going to stay. He
sleeps in the barn, and if anyone wants
him, just come on. Papa has a rifle that
will shoot sixteen times, and he can get
a man with every shot.”

Ernest, recounting this conversation
to Papa, expected him to scold Willie for
his big talk, but he only smiled and said,
“Mighty big talk for a seven-year-old.”
Weeks later, there having been no ac-
tion taken or any additional threats
made, Papa remarked, ‘“‘Somebody must
have done a little serious listening to
some big talk that day.” And indeed
they must have, for we had no further
trouble and Mack was never bothered.

It was at the end of our second year
without a school, and the pressing need
was met when Papa and two or three
other men selected a site and built a
one-room schoolhouse. A year later, with
rapid influx of new settlers, the school-
house had to be enlarged to care for a
two-teacher system.

A large number of these newcomers
were from the old states. Some became
discouraged, and went back to their old
homes. Those who were determined to
stay found it possible to do so only
through the kind and generous help of
good neighbors. Our own smokehouse,
for instance, was not only a larder for
ourselves, but for many others, as well.
There was always enough corn in the
crib, enough potatoes stored, and enough
fruit and vegetables in season to share
with the needy.

Our parents’ philosophy, often ex-
pressed to us children was this: “If a
thing needs doing, go out and do it; and
if you can’t do it, just leave it to the
Lord.” And this they were always doing
to the end of their days.

Many times we children stood watch-
ing our parents as they rode off down
the muddy road. Sometimes, after an all-
night vigil with the sick, Mama would
ride in alone, Papa having stayed be-
hind to help build a coffin and to dig
a grave.

Finally the time came for Mack to
leave us and to return to his own home
and kind. With a shoebox filled with
food for eating on the train, and his
trunk loaded into the wagon, he and
Papa drove away toward town. There
was a feeling of loss and sadness as we
waved a last goodbye to this faithful
servant and trusted friend.

BY THE end of this third year, many
more settlers were coming in and
the land was fast being cleared and put
to the plow. Smoke from burning brush

could be seen in all directions, and the
fresh, cool scent of newly plowed ground
filled the air.

Papa had wanted to clear more land,
but with Mack gone, he could find no
one to help. Then early one morning, in
answer to a knock at the door, he found
what seemed to be an answer to this
need. A young Mexican, dapper and well-
dressed, stood at the door. Doffing his
sombrero and speaking in perfect Eng-
lish, he introduced himself as Juan
Lopez, and explained that he and four
of his countrymen were seeking work.
They had made camp nearby where they
could get water from Indian Camp
Creek.

Papa was glad to hire them, but it
soon became apparent that clearing land
was not their vocation. The mystery of
their presence was heightened when
often, in the late hours of night, we
could see a dim light bobbing in and
oyt among the trees, and on the next
day, freshly dug holes could be found
along the creek banks.

“Damned Mirages!”

We had often heard tales of buried
treasure, left by the Indians who once
lived there.

But after a few months the Mexicans
departed as mysteriously as they had
come. We never knew if they were suc-
cessful in finding what they had sought.

Papa was growing restless again. We
could all see it in his actions and in his
growing lack of interest in the farm.

Then one day, a neighbor who had
gone west returned to give a glowing
account of the opportunities for new
settlers farther on.

The west was calling Papa again and
he could no more resist the call than a
bear can resist honey. He was off at once,
a new fire in his eyes. This time we
children, like Mama, awaited his return
more with apprehension than with happy
anticipation. Our roots were too deep,
and there were too many ties to be
broken around this home which we had
helped to build.

Soon Papa was back, and we were
hearing again, “I've found just what I
was looking for,” only this time he had
others than Mama to convince. “Its a
wonderful country and land is cheap,”
he argued. “Out there we’ll never be
fenced in.”

And so, we were off to another home,
there to tame and till-—and then move
on again.

ODAY, as I look back to that first
old home in the West, I see the land
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as it was—as it has been, and as it can
never be again, and a sense of futility
and sadness weighs my soul. Like an
echo from the past, I hear again the
words, “if a thing needs doing, go out
and do it; and if you can’t do it just
leave it to the Lord.” And with these
words comes the blessed assurance that
there will always be those who will
never stay put, but will forever be reach-
ing out, on land, on sea and in the air,
to find a new and better way of life.

13 Had To Die
(Continued from page 18)

his own. The Cunninghams became ex-
tremely cautious, riding 100 yards apart,
on the alert for any sign of danger.

“What fooled us,” John said later,
‘“was the trail Navarro left. The horses
were still ahead of us, and this was
very deceiving. What had happened was
this: Navarro and two others got off
and ambushed us while the fourth man
went on with the horses.”

The attack came suddenly, starting
with a rattle of gunfire from off the hill
side above the trail. Adrian’s horse fell
beneath him. He rolled from the saddle
into the brush, drawing his gun and
opening fire. John leaped from his horse
and took shelter among the rocks. He
found he commanded an excellent view
of the hill side and had good cover. He
saw a puff of smoke and the movement
of a ducking sombrero. Training his
sights on the spot he waited, and when
the sombrero reappeared he fired. The
rifle slid from the Mexican’s hands and
the arms hung limply over the face of
the rock. One more dead.

Adrian decided to try to get back to
where John lay. To do so, he had to go
out in the open. Running toward the
hill side, he took a bullet in the calf
of his right leg. He made it back to
John but the leg was bleeding profuse-
ly. Adrian told his brother he was going
to withdraw into the ravine, out of range
of the Mexican guns, and bandage his
leg.

John laid down a covering barrage
with his revolver until Adrian was safe-
ly out of range.

The next few minutes of this critical
stage of the attack is told in John’s own
words, as reported to his granddaugh-
ter, Mrs. Mary Ann Clark, who wrote
an account of the vendetta, Vengeance
In The Desert, published in 1911:

“Before I realized it, that dragoon re-
volver was empty and there I was with-
out a shooting iron until I'd reloaded.

“After Adrian was out of sight, I
began recharging my rifle. While I was
thus engaged, crouching behind a rock,
I saw one of the Mexicans stand up to
get a better view of the ravine. I was
sure he hadn’t spotted me.

“I never reloaded a rifle faster in my
life. I was through in time to pick.him
off the rock. The way he fell, I knew he
was dead.

“Then I saw another turn tail and run
through the rocks. With but two of the
original band left, I reasoned that this
one was aiming to join the other re-
maining member of the gang, who I was
sure had stayed with the horses, which
had gone on ahead as a blind. I could
not shoot for I had to reload first. He
got away.”

“T cleaned Adrian’s wound with water
from my canteen and applied a bandage
torn from my undershirt. It was the best
I could do under the circumstances for
we had no cauterizing liquid with us.
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CUSTER'S
LAST FIGHT!

FULL COLOR 12" by 18" copy of the
famous old painting depicting the Battle
of the Little Big Horn—Custer's Last
Stand. The picture (only part of which
is shown here) is sent ready for fram-
ing. $2.98 Postpaid

GARRYOWEN HOUSE
Box 923 Racine, Wis.

FORT CHEROKEE

INDIAN MUSEUM &
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Indian Owned. Authentic Indian Crafts. World's
Finest Privately Owned Collection of Indian
Relics. Located 9 miles east of Vinita, Oklahoma,
on US Highways 60-66-69. Come See Us!

WESTERN SADDLE RINGS
{ Authentic!
Cowboy and Cowgirl
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Only $1.00 for both rings.
One size fits all.
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WESTERN RINGS
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Western Americana and Indian Books a
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— NOW AT YOUR BOOKSTORE!
FRONTIER STEEL

Typical battles are described in detail—climaxes in
conquest. So also are the p used including the
complete story of the first army revolver. Through
smoke you see the 1st U. S. oons, regiment
of Mounted Riflemen, the Texas Rangers, Doniphan’s
Missourians, Davis’ Mississippians and others. Old
rosters are noted.

The period covered is one of great inventions in all
lines—production methods as well as tools. And emp-
hasizing these new tools, the book views the great
surge Westward of a young and vigorous Nation in
full stride, occupying nearly two million square miles
of territory.

It was the formative period of a new, professional
U. S. Army rearmed with new weapons, fused in the
Mexi ar, sep d in wide-spread Indian Wars,
finally outside this story, divided and fused again in
heroic Civil War.

This book is an authentic record of men and weapons,
1833-1861, covering 380 es, 75 illustrations in-
cluding maps, 18 of Notes, 25 pages of Appen-
dixes, 5 pages of Bibliography and a 17 page Index.
See it at your Bookstore or Gunshop; price $6.25 or
prepaid at the same price from

C. C. NELSON P'}‘IBlI{lSHING Co.
Appletgl:: Wisconsin
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it Actually
Works

THE BEAR TRAP TIE CLASP $3 50
Sets and snaps like a real trop s
Guaranteed ORDER TODAY! . .. i

THE BEAR TRAP Bennie Baker, Box 54, Lance Creek, Wyo

GUIDE MAP
of the
GREAT TEXAS
CATTLE TRAIL

Facsimile of booklet published in 1875 by the
Kansas Pacific Railway with a concise and ac-
curate description of the route, showing distances
streams, crossings, ping fr ds, wood an
water, supply store, etc; and large map. Only
1000 copies. Order from

PECOS PRESS, Box 1148, Pecos, Texas

SOURDOUGH . ..

From the Old West, from the ‘49'ers, from the
Kiondike Gold Rush comes this delicious bread.
Easy to make—a ''start'’ lasts indefinitely. Learn
the old-timer's secrets and enjoy wonderful eating
the year ‘round! Recipes for bread, rolls and hot-
cakes—all for $1.50 postpaid. GUARANTEED! Send
payment and ask for ""SOURDOUGH" to:

SOURDOUGH
Box 564 - Kemnewick, Wash.

$3.00 per copy

Out of the Past — — —
ARROWHEAD JEWELRY!

EARRINGS:

Lrg., med., sm., $2.00 pr.
NECKLACE:

18" Chain ....$1.50 ea.
BOLO TIE:

Lrg. Arrowhead, $1.50 ea.
Stone Arrowhead Making iIn-
structions. Illustrated An-
cient Methed. .... $1.00
ORDER NOW!

CHIEF BLACKHAWK, Box
564-TW, Kennewick, Wash.
Use postcard for COD orders.

FREE CATALOG Dealers inquire.

ronts BREE !

Make money. Know how to break and
train horses or ponies. Write today for
this book FREE, together with special
offer of a course in Animal Breeding. If
you are interested in Gaiting and Riding the
saddle horse, check here ( ). Do it today—now.

BEERY SCHOOL OF HORSEMANSHIP
Dept. 1588 Pleasant Hill, Ohio

“I went up the hill and found the two
dead ones. Neither was Navarro.

“On one I found half a bottle of te-
quila and I poured it on the bandage
around Adrian’s leg and made him drink
the rest of it.”

Leaving Adrian to rest, John rode
ahead to scout the trail and found a
loose pony. It was still sweaty from a
saddle that had been removed, which
suggested to him that the remaining
pair of bandits had freed the horses of
the slain pair and ridden on.

John put the saddle from Adrian’s
dead mount on the Mexican pony and
they were ready to ride again. With a
little help, Adrian was able to mount.

At this point, John urged his brother
to turn back. Adrian refused. “We will
get Navarro or die in the attempt,” he
said. “We’ve come this far, and we will
go on. Only two more to kill.”

RIDING carefully for fear of another
ambush, the brothers pushed on. In
the late afternoon they encountered a
violent electrical storm which drove
them to cover under some rocks just off
the trail.

As thunder crashed around the peaks
above them and the first drops of rain
fell, they heard the sound of horses.
John went to where he could see the
trail, and the sight that greeted him sent
cold chills down his spine. A band of 30
Apache warriors, in full regalia and their
faces painted were filing past.

But none of the war party noticed
where the two horses had left the trail,
and they went on by. “It’s a good thing
that storm came up and we pulled in
when we did,” John said. ‘We might
have lost our hair.”

Darkness came on and the Cunning-
hams made camp. Adrian’s wound was
again bathed and bandaged. John sug-
gested they turn back.

“With eleven of those devils dead
and only two to go,” Adrian said, ‘“you
ask me to go back because of a bum
leg. Not on your life. My leg will be
all right tomorrow.”

The rain had washed out the trail and
the Cunninghams had to travel by
dead reckoning. Signs of range stock
told them they were nearing an in-
habited area and were not far from
Chihuahua.

Adrian’s leg became so painful he
had to be helped from the saddle. He
slept little that night, and the next morn-
ing they discovered gangrene had set
in. They had to find a doctor immediate-
ly and Chihuahua was the only place
within hundreds of miles where a doctor
would be.

They arrived in Chihuahua that after-
noon and Adrian was rushed to a nurs-
ing home where the gangrenous wound
was opened and treated. But the doctor
could give little hope that the leg would
be saved, and the next morning the leg
was amputated just below the knee.
Now the brothers faced a long stay in
Chihuahua before Adrian would be able
to travel again.

“The folks will think we're dead,”
Adrian said. “You had better go back
and return for me in three weeks.”

“Ill do nothing of the sort, his
brother said. “Don’t you remember, this
is Navarro’s home and I'm going to find
him and kill him.”

“They’ll hang you,” Adrian said.

“T’'ll take that chance,” John replied.
“We've come a long way and I'll never
feel we accomplished our mission until
I see that devil’s blood spilling on the
ground.”

The loss of a leg was a terrible blow
to Adrian who was a good rider and a
mountaineer as well. He loved tramping
through the hills and now he faced a
future on crutches or a wooden leg. He
was so depressed that he cared little
about what happened to him. “Find
Navarro and let me kill him,” he plead-
ed. “If they hang me it won’t matter. I'll
be no good anyway.”

John tried to cheer up his brother,
but Adrian wanted to kill Navarro him-
self. It was not uncommon to see men
in Chihuahua with guns hanging from
their belts, and John, having appro-
priated Adrian’s Colt, went around with
both holsters filled with shooting irons.
Since he was an American, deep in

Mexico, he was being cautious. Only
eight years had passed since the Ameri-
cans under Scott had taken Mexico City,
and the feeling against gringos still ran
high.

John soon learned all he needed to
know about Navarro. The bandit was al-
ready recruiting a new gang. For his
headquarters he was using El Chico, a
cantina on Chihuahua’s main street.

He was taking a deadly chance. If
Navarro saw him he would shoot him on
sight, so John decided on a stratagem.
He invested almost all the money he had
in a Gaucho costume—bell-bottom trous-
ers split at the ankles, a tight-fitting,
waist-length jacket and a wide brimmed
Mexican-style hat, all in black. He let
his mustache grow and cultivated side-
burns, so that when he walked into El
Chico his own parents would not have
recognized him.

He did not encounter Navarro the first
night he went looking for him. He drank
with several of his recent acquaintances
and spread the word around that he was
a wealthy rancher’s son from New
Mexico. But on the second night Na-
varro and the other surviving bandit,
Garcias, showed up. The place was
packed. A gun fight would mean that
innocent people would die.

OR an hour or more Navarro and
Garcias, who soon were joined by
others, stood at the bar drinking while
Cunningham lounged at the end of the
bar, watching and waiting for his
chance.
Once John saw the bandit looking at
him, a curious stare on his face.
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“I was sure he didn’t know who I
wag.” John said later. “He hadn’t had a
good look at me that day in the can-
yon, but I could tell he was curious.
Perhaps because of the loss of so many
of his band he was suspicious of any
American who showed up in Chihuahua.
I was betting with myself that he would
try to speak with me before the evening
was over.”

Navarro did manage to work his way
around to the end of the bar presently.
For a few minutes he seemed to be
studying the half-familiar face.

“Have I not seen you some place be-
fore, yes?”

‘“You have,” Cunningham replied cold-
ly. “Several times.”

“But where? I do not remember too
well.”

Cunningham looked around at the
crowded room. He knew that a gringo
shooting up a Mexican bar would have
about as much chance of getting away
with it as a coyote would have escap-
ing from a pack of Russian wolf hounds.
The twin six-shooters in his belt did not
hold enough bullets to keep them off.

“You've seen me in strange places,”
Cunningham said at last. “And you’ll
be seeing me again some day.” He
turned and walked out, hoping Navarro
would follow.

He did. Cunningham had just stepped
through the batwing doors when Na-
varro’s voice spoke behind him.

“Gringo, come back! When Navarro
asks a question he expects an answer,
no?”

Cunningham turned slowly, deliberate-
ly, as if he were coming back. Then he
drew his guns.

Both Navarro and Garcias, who had
followed his old chief out onto the side-
walk, went for their guns, but a burst
of gunfire already had shaken the town.

Both outlaws crumpled to the side-
walk.

John Cunningham stepped up and
emptied one gun into Navarro, and then
with the other he put a bullet squarely
between Garcias’ eyes.

His pledge over Mary’s grave had been
kept. Thirteen had died.

Within a few minutes he was sur-
rounded by police and taken to jail. He
gave a true account of what had hap-
pened, and told the officers why he had
killed Navarro and Garcias.

If rape had been committed, the chief
of the police said, the shooting would
be called justified, but that remained to
be seen. Meanwhile he would have to
stay in jail.

That night a young Mexican whom
John had befriended came to see the
prisoner.

“Can you ride well?” John asked.

lls‘!l’

“Then take my horse and ride for the
U.S. Dragoons camped near the Rio
Grande just west of El Paso. Tell the
captain there that the Cunninghams are
in trouble and need his help.”

Meanwhile, a detachment of TU.S.
Cavalry under Major Ben Hunt, which
had been on a mission to Mexico City in
connection with the delivery of the pur-
chase money for the Mesilla Valley
(present Arizona south of the Gila River)
had arrived in town. Hunt heard of
the affair and went to the jail to see
Cunningham.

Later he told the Mexican colonel who
was in charge of all police that he be-
lieved the shooting was justified. He
demanded Cunningham’s immediate re-
lease. The colonel was reluctant to act
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without higher authority, but finally he
gave in and Cunningham was released
into the major’s custody.

Adrian was put on a horse, and with
his stump of a leg still needing medical
attention, the brothers rode back to the
United States under military escort.

Juan Alvarez, who had just become
president of Mexico, filed a protest with
the American counsel in Mexico City
charging that the Kkillings had been
wanton and uncalled for and that the
brothers had committed what amounted
to an armed invasion of Mexico’s
sovereignty. President Franklin Pierce
asked to see a report on it, and called
it “The most audacious feat ever
brought to my attention.” Eventually,
the Mexicans forgot about it.

Adrian Cunningham, in spite of his
cork leg, later led raids against the
Apaches and was killed in 1861 near
Tubac. His brother John served as a
captain in the Union Army during the
Civil War and later returned to Arizona
where he became a surveyor. He died
in Tucson in 1919 at the ripe old age of
82. For all the touted gun fighters of
the West, few men could boast of an
adventure equal in courage and daring
to the revenge of the Cunninghams..

Massai — Broncho Apache
(Continued from page 9)

deer came to water and killed one, tak-
ing all the meat they could carry and
purying the rest. The stomach of the
deer was cleaned for use as a water
bag.

I do not know how long it took them
to get back to the Rio Pecos, but it was
a long time. Gray Lizard, who was
carrying the water, fell against a prickly
pear and tore a hole in the bag. Now
they had no water, but they kept mov-
ing. They hoped to kill an antelope, but
did not see any although they were in
antelope country.

My father was making medicine, and
so was Gray Lizard. And Yusen heard, for
soon a heavy rain began to fall. They
made a hole in the ground to catch it.
After drinking all the water they could,
they kept walking to the west. Their
guide was the Dipper, for Indians.know
the stars and use them for directions.

Finally they came to the Pecos, recog-
nizing it by the bad taste of the water.
Now they were sure they were not
far from the Mescalero country. Next
morning; they saw a dark cloud looming
to the southwest, a cloud that gradually
resolved into distant mountains. The
Capitans! They were almost to Apache
country. They were not Mescaleros, but
all Apaches are brothers. They prayed
to Yusen, thanking Him for giving them
the strength and courage to reach their
homeland. That is the Apache way.
There are many who make medicine
when they need help, but few who re-
member to thank Him later, even for
saving their lives.

In the Capitans, they stopped for a
day’s badly needed rest, for they knew
the White Eyes could not catch them
there. Later they killed a deer and
feasted. Some time later they crossed
Capitan Gap and saw the beautiful
White Mountain.

“Tt is not far now to Mescal Moun-
tain,” said Lizard. “We can make it
easily.”

“It is there that the soldiers will look
for me,” said my father. “I will stay on
the White Mountain, at least until the
search is ended.”

“TIt will never end,” answered Lizard.

“Our people are there. You want to see
your parents, don’t you?”

“Yes, but I do not want to be cap-
tured and sent to Florida.”

“Nor do I. But the scouts said that
all but the Chiricahuas were to be
turned loose. I am a Tonkawa and they
will not take me.”

“Go to your people, then, if you are
so sure you will not be hunted. I will
stay on White Mountain until the
search is ended.”

But Gray Lizard persisted. “The White
Eyes will not know how you look. Your
wife said that after our escape she
would tell the guards that you are a
big tall man like Naichi, when they
called your name and you did not
answer. Maybe that will keep the White
Eyes from finding you.”

“Perhaps,” replied Massai wearily.
“But I will stay here awhile. We will
go to the north of the White Mountain,
and around to the west side. There
we will part. I hope that some day we
may meet again and be as brothers, as
we always have.” 2

The next day they divided the food
and ammunition, and filled their new
deer stomach water bag for Lizard. They
prayed to Yusen for their reunion and
then, in the Apache custom, they em-
braced and parted.

Massai stood on the slope above Three
Rivers and watched Gray Lizard walk
away toward the White Sands. He would
go, he knew, by the Malpais Spring and
our sacred peak in the San Andreas.
Then, since he was not a Chiricahua,
Gray Lizard would be safe with our
people at Mescal Mountain. But my
father would be an exile hunted like
an animal as long as he lived.

Heavy hearted, Massai climbed the
ridge of the White Mountain and des-
cended the slope into the Rinconada. It
was well named, for it is so secluded
that to this day few people have seen
that beautiful valley, nestled high on the
peak.

In the Rinconada there is a little
stream, grass, pinions, mesquite and
greasewood. Game abounded there. Diffi-
cult of access from any point, it was a
good place for my father to hide. He
found a cave near a little pool where
the deer came to drink, and began pre-
paring for winter. He knew that he was
not out of danger even in this wild, lone-
ly spot, for Fort Stanton was only a
few miles away and the cavalrymen
liked to hunt. The report of his rifle
might disclose his hiding place to a
wandering hunter, so he made a bow
and arrows for killing deer. He dried
meat and tanned hides until he had a
good supply. He was free—but terribly
lonely. He knew that he would never
see his wife and children again, and also
that his wife would think him dead and
marry again.

So it was with great happiness that
he saw the ripening of the pinions that
fall. Pinions bear perhaps one year out
of four or five, but that fall there was
a big crop. Massai knew that the Mes-
caleros would come to harvest them.
They were Apaches and his brothers.
They would not betray his presence to
the soldiers unless they happened to be
scouts. He would recognize the scouts
by the red head cords and ammunition
belts they wore. Badly as he needed
ammunition, he would not kill a scout
unless attacked. Even if a scout were
ambushed and killed silently with arrow
or knife, his comrades would miss him
and track down his slayer.
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ONE morning, from his lookout ledge,
Massai saw Mescalero women and
children riding up horseback to camp
only a short distance from his cave.
For three days he watched, but no men
joined them. He had food, but the smell
of their boiling coffee tantalized him.
More than anything else, he craved as-
sociation with his people. Finally, on
an evening when he could stand his
loneliness no longer, he slipped quietly
toward the camp.

Two women sat by the fire. Little
children, wrapped in their blankets, lay
with their .feet toward the warmth. One
of the women was telling them the
legend of their people. The scene was so
sweet and homelike, Massai felt his
eyes mist and a lump come into his
throat. He called to the women. They
stood in alarm, and the children sat
up in their blankets.

“Do not be afraid,” he said softly. “I
will not harm you.”

He arose and walked toward them.
When they saw he was an Apache they
were not afraid. The children smiled and
the women stood with shyly downcast
eyes.

“Will my brother sit and eat?” invited
one of the women.

“I have eaten. I have not tasted coffee
for a long time.”

She poured the hot liquid into a gourd
and handed it to him. He drank slowly,
enjoying the delicious flavor.

“Enjuh!” he said. “I cannot say how
good it tastes.”

Then he sat across the fire from
the women and visited with them. They
were sisters who had come to gather
pinions. There were no White Eyes in
that place, so they had nothing to fear.

“You are brave women; don’t you
fear strange Apaches?”

One of the women, the wife of Big
Mouth, smiled and shook her head. ‘“‘Now
that my brother is close, we feel very
safe.”

Nor was there reason for them to fear
Apaches, even strange Apaches, for
they did not molest women. Other bad
things they sometimes did, but they did
not molest women. Not even white
women.

When Massai rose to leave, they gave
him all the coffee they had brought. He

thanked them and left. As he went back
to his cave, he thought of the women
and of his lonely life and tried to put
the thought out of his mind. He knew
too that they would not betray him to
the White Eyes.

He did not. come again to their camp,
nor did he visit any of the others who
came to harvest the pinion nuts. He
did not hunt while they were there. But
when he thought all had left the Rin-
conada, he took his rifle and concealed
himself at the pool where the deer came
to drink. He concealed himself and
waited.

Massai may have slept, for a splash
in the pool suddenly alerted him. Three
young women were bathing in the pool.
He did not move, for according to age-
old tribal law spying upon.women was
punishable by death. Yet he watched
fascinated as the girls bathed; then got
out of the water, dressed, and took down
their long hair and braided it. An idea
possessed Massai. Already he had for-
feited his life; he would take one of
these young women. He jumped from
his place of concealment and reached the
startled girls.

“Come!” he ordered the first.

“Do not take me, my baby would die,”
she pleaded.

He turned to the next. She stood trans-
fixed like a frightened deer, slender and
beautiful, poised for flight. Her long
braids swept the ground. Massai caught
the end of one and motioned her to walk
in front of him.

The others followed, pleading with
him not to take her. He motioned them
to leave. “Do not take her,”’ one begged.

“Shall T take you instead ?” he asked
grimly.

They turned and fled.

With his rifle Massai motioned his
captive on. They climbed to the mouth
of the cave. He took the knife from her
belt and tied her in the cave. Then he
took food and water and placed them
within reach of her.

“Here you will sleep tonight.” he told
her. “There are blankets to keep you
warm.”

He slept lying across the cave en-
trance that night. Awaking at sunrise,
he lay for some time watching Holos
brighten the east with his fiery glow and
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thinking out his future plans. Finally he
arose, his mind made up.

Working quickly, Massai packed his
supplies on a wild horse he had tamed,
then returned to the cave and motioned
to the girl to make ready to travel. He
freed her and waited outside the cave
for her.

Both walked beside the laden pack-
horse, heading up the trail and crossing
the ridge between the Rinconada and
Three Rivers. All that day they walked.
Massai wanted to get beyond reach of
pursuit that he knew would come. He
took the winding trail between the White
Sands and the Malpais, walking on the
rock as much as he could. He knew
that trail and where to find water. Late
that night he tied the girl, hobbled the
horse, and they slept a few hours.

Before daylight they took the trail
again. In the foothills of the San An-
dreas was water; there they camped and
rested. Massai tied the girl to a tree
while he hunted, telling her that if she
escaped he would follow and kill her.

During the journey she spoke only
in answer to questions, and then in
monosyllables. After a week’s traveling,
Massai asked: “Have I mistreated you?”

She shook her head.

“Why, then, will you not talk to
me ?”

She raised her head to look him
straight in the eyes. “You brought me
by force. An Apache does not do that.”

“Would you have come otherwise ?”’

MNO!"

“Listen to me, then! It is true I
took you, but I have respected you. Now,
unless you continue the journey to my
people willingly, I will give you the
horse and food. You will be free to re-
turn to your home. If you go to my
people, my mother will make the wed-
ding feast for us. It is for you to
decide.”

My mother lowered her head.

“Which is it to be?” Massai's voice
was stern, but my mother looked up into
his eyes and saw what was in his heart.

“T will go with you,” she murmured.

For the rest of the journey she rode
the horse. She was happy, for—despite
all—she knew that my father was a good
man.

Massai’s mother made the feast as she
had promised, so that all the people
of Mescal Mountain knew that this was
a marriage. There were no vows to be
broken, as White Eyes do. To Apaches,
marriage is a sacred thing—not to be
lightly undertaken nor ended. And
though Massai had a wife, though he
might never see her again, there was no
obstacle to his marriage. Such was the
custom of my people.

And so they were married.

THE years passed and my father and
mother were very happy together;
happier still when we children came.
But still my father had to dodge the
White Eyes, for the danger of dis-
covery always threatened him. One dark
day we fled Mescal Mountain to seek
safety in the back country. Food was
scarce on the trail; I remember clearly
my father coming back to camp one day
empty-handed.

He carefully placed his bow and ar-
rows beside the rifle he had left with
my mother; then seated himself with
his back against a pine. I ran to him
and nestled against his chest. He cuddled
me in his strong arms and bent his head
over mine.

“My little daughter, I brought no

food. The deer have gone to the high
mountains.”

‘“You brought yourself; that is better.”

“She speaks true, Massai,” said Zan-
a-go-li-che, my mother. “When you are
with us we can endure hunger.”

My father smiled tenderly at her.
“You are a good wife, and my children
are good. I am sorry you must share
my danger.”

My mother’s face was beautiful to
see. ‘“Danger, like happiness, is to be
shared, my husband.”

As she spoke, she slipped the tsach
from her back and took the baby from
it. My little brother was old enough to
walk and he liked to be free of his
cradle. Zan-a-go-li-che reached for the
buckskin food bag and gave each of us one
handful of pulverized, dried venison,
and mesquite bean meal. We dared not
build a fire, but this is a good food
raw and very nourishing. Though the
portion did not satisfy our hunger, no-
body asked for more. Each knew that
when food was available there was no
need to ask, for our mother fed us when
she could.

My older brother, who was later
named Albert, had brought a wicker jug
of water from the spring. (Apaches did
not use much pottery because they
moved constantly and it was easily
broken. They coated the reed jugs inside
and out with pinion gum. The mouth
was narrow and could be closed with
a handful of the fine grass which they
also used for packing the babies in the
tsachs).

After we had drunk and lain on the
ground, my father spoke:

“I should have left Mescal Mountain
when the warnings first came. When
Yusen speaks, the Apache should obey.
He warned me first by the twitching of
the eyelid that always means one is to
see danger. But I knew that old Santos
(a Mexican friend of the family) could
not live long, and I would not leave
him.”

He was silent, staring, into the dark-
ness. We waited.

“Now the White Eyes are on our
trail,” he went on. “Two mornings past,
when I went to the place where I had
hidden the horses, a man tried to am-
bush me. Not till he raised his rifle was
I sure that he had seen me. Then I had
r.o choice—I had to kill him. You heard
the shots and asked why I wasted bul-
lets on a deer. There was no deer, but
a man.”

My mother spoke. “His horse ?”

“It got away.”

“It will go home and there will be
soldiers on our trail from his place.”

“Yes; sheriffs too, perhaps. Cowboys
maybe—and those I dread more than
any soldiers.”

There was silence again for a long
moment. “They cannot know who fired
the shot,” ventured my mother.

My father’s laugh was short and
bitter. “When has there been a White
Eye killed west of the Rio Bravo that
his death has not been charged to
Massai? When have I not been hunted
like an animal ?”’

“But soldiers and Chiricahua scouts,
too, came into our rancheria and did
not find you, even though you were
present when they inquired.”

“They were looking for a tall man—
one like Naichi—not for a short thin one
like me.”

UWhy ?n

“My friends, who were left on the
train after my escape, must have told
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them I was very large to protect me
from being caught.”

My mother said no more. After a time
my father spoke again: “I must tell you
that Yusen has again warned me. This
time He has spoken clearly so that
there can be no mistake. I am not to
reach Mescalero; I may not reach the
Rio Bravo with you. But we are only
one day’s journey from the village of
which I have told you.”

He turned to Albert.

“My son, you are young to become
the protector of your mother and the
younger children. But you are well
trained. Always I have forseen the
need and have made a brave of you, boy

Mescalero woman and baby.

though you are. You are skillful with
both bow and rifle. Bullets are swift
and far-reaching, but arrows are silent
and sure. Remember to use the rifle only
when attacked by White Eyes. For
game—the bow. It will obtain food for
you.”

‘“My father, I hear,” replied Albert.

“I may not return in the morning. If
I do not, take your mother and the
children to the Mexican village on the
Rio. Stay hidden in the brush until dark,
for there may be White Eyes.at that
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town. Watch for a house where there is
no man, no big boy. Then, after dark,
tap on the door and in the language of
Santos, ask for help.

“I have talked with those who know
the place. The railroad crosses the river
there on a trail built of logs. You too
can cross that trail, no matter if the
river is high. Hide by day and travel by
night toward the Rising Sun till you
reach the spring at the foot of the moun-
tains. Your mother knows that place.
Stay by the water until you can kill
game. Then head for the White Moun-
tain and skirt it to the south. There
you will find a trail into the Rinconada.
Your mother knows that place also.”

I saw my mother’s sad face light in a
smile of happy memory.

‘“From there she will guide you to
her family. Stay on the Mescalero Res-
ervation. It is my order.”

“It will be obeyed, my father. But the
horses ?”

‘“You may not have the horses. The
White Eyes cannot trail us, but they
may be able to follow horses. I am
telling you what to do if that happens.”

My mother pulled the blanket over
her face. My father went on, speaking
quietly. “In the early morning I will
go to the place where we hid the horses.
You are to remain here. It is my order.”

My brother bowed his head.

“If T do not return, my son, you are
not to wait—you are to leave at
once. It is safe to travel by day be-
cause of the dense undergrowth. Now
we must sleep. I have spoken.”

When I awoke it was still dark, but
my mother was sitting up, listening.

‘“My brother ?” I whispered.

She laid her finger on my lips.
followed your father. Hush. . . ”

I huddled close to her in fear and
she drew me under her blanket. The
others slept. Just as the first gray light
stole into the east I heard a shot, then
another, crashing loud in the stillness.
My mother hugged me to her. She made
no noise, but her body shook.

IT was daylight when I heard the

light patter of moccasins. I touched
my mother in the darkness. Soon my
brother crept through the dense brush
and joined us.

“They killed him?”

“I think so. The White Eyes had
trailed the horses and were waiting for
us. As he reached to untie his bay, there
was a shot and he fell. Even as he
did so he called to me to run. I did. I
crossed the little hill and slid down the
high, steep bluff. Then I circled widely,
walking on the rock ledge so that they
might not be able to follow. Let us
start now, as he commanded.”

My mother shook her head. “He may
not be dead. I cannot go till I know.”

“They will be hunting for us. We must
go!"

‘“‘Not even to save you children can
I leave now. Take them and I will stay.
Go to my people, as he told you. I do
not fear death.”

“But the baby! My sisters!”

“We will all stay. What does death
mean now, that Massai is gone? I hope
he is dead. Death is better than being
a captive of the White Eyes.”

We lay in the thick brush at the edge
cf the mesa and watched. There was a
camp in the canyon, with many men
and horses. Scouts left the camp, fan-
ning out in all directions; some horse-
back and some walking. Toward evening
they came straggling back.

“He
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My mother again gave each of us a
handful of our emergency rations. We
drank from the jug; and with the re-
maining water mother bathed the baby,
warming the water in her mouth and
letting it trickle over his little body.
Then she wiped him dry with soft, clean
grass and packed him again in the tsach.
He wore no clothing, but she covered
him with the soft skin of a lynx before
lacing the buckskin straps across him.

The White Eyes were building a big
fire—a much bigger fire than was need-
ed for cooking. It burned far into the
night, and must have been frequently
replenished. Not even White Eyes kept
a big fire going all night. I wondered
why these were so foolish. Twice I
awakened to find my mother still sit-
ting, still watching.

Next morning we could see nothing,
for the canyon was filled with fog. When
it lifted there were no White Eyes,
no horses, and only a little smoke.

My mother spoke. “I will go down and
see if I can find his body. It must have
burial. No Apaches would leave a rela-
tive or even a friend to the c¢oyotes and
vultures.”

“But they may be waiting to ambush
us,” my brother objected.

“Trye. We must wait, keep careful
watch all day. If we see nothing, we
will risk going tomorrow.”

“We are almost out of food,” said
my brother.

“Keep watch. L will try to find some-
thing.”

“Let me try to kill a rabbit, mother ?”’

“Are we animals to eat raw meat?
You know that we cannot cook it. No
Apache would eat raw meat. There is
still enough food for each to have a
small bit. T will try to find some roots.”

“Do not leave us, mother. On the way
tomorrow we may find cactus food.”

She sat down beside us and covered
her head.

That night we went to bed without
eating; the food must be saved for morn-
ing so that we would have strength
for the walk. We had water—and with
that alone an Apache can endure much
hunger.

My brother spoke again before we
slept. “My father was a good man. Why
did the White Eyes hate him, hunt him
like a mad wolf, and finally kill him ?”

“It is a hard thing to understand, my
son. We cannot know why they want to
kill all Apaches. Already they have
robbed us of everything we had; our
game, our land, our freedom. It was
not enough. They want our lives also.
That is all I can tell you.”

“May I go with you to the camp,
mother ?”

“Yes, my son. Very early in the morn-
ing. Try to sleep now .. .”

T think my oldest sister was about
twelve. (We kept no records, of course.)
She kept the baby and we three younger
girls while my mother and brother were
gone. We did not ask to go, we did
not cry. Apache children do not disobey,
they do not argue.

We huddled under the blankets until
they returned. My mother carried a sack
of meal and she gave each of us some
of the food before she spoke. We ate
it very slowly and when we had finished
she gave us more.

“There is some for morning,”
said.

We wanted to know about our father,
but she did not tell us till long after.
They had approached the camp cautious-
ly, even after they felt sure there was

she

no one there. They crept to the still-
smoldering fire.

My mother took a long stick and
stirred the ashes. There were partially
burned sticks among them—and some-
thing else. Bones—charred bones. She
raked them out of the ashes, laying
them aside in a little heap. She tried to
get every fragment. With them she found
a small, blackened object—the buckle of
an ammunition belt. She recognized the
buckle by a dent made by a deflected
bullet. She held it in her hands and
talked to it:

“This is all I have left of you, my
husband. All these years you took care
of me and the children, and were kind
to us. Now you are nothing but bones
and ashes.

“The White Eyes thought you a bad
man and hunted you like an animal.
They shot you down like a wild beast.
They burned you, so that in Yusen's
land you would have no body. But Yusen
knows all things and He can make you
another body. To Apaches, the man who
bravely defends his family, his home,
and his people is a good man. He will
not walk in darkness. To Yusen you
are a good man. To me you are a good
man, for I am an Apache. And I call
to Yusen to avenge your death.

“T have mothing but this buckle and
your memory. That is a good memory;
one for your children to cherish. I have
nothing to give your children but that
memory, but it is-enough. It will always
give them courage. It will give them
respect for the memory of their father.

“Right now your spirit may be here,
listening. I cannot go with it on its
journey, but always we will be with your
memory.”

She fastened the buckle to her belt
with her knife and fire sticks. Then she
wrapped the bones carefully in her
shawl, and she and Albert scooped out
a hole with their hands and a sharp
stone and buried what was left of my
father there. They heaped stones upon
the grave, and left him to make The
Journey. No horse. No weapons. Not
even a body. But Yusen would know
that an Apache and a brave warrior
came. Yusen would understand.

We started toward the Rio. My mother
carried the baby on her back and the
rifle in her hands. Albert went ahead
with his bow and spear. My oldest sis-
ter had one blanket; the rest we had to
leave for we had no way to transport
them. Cora had the water jug, and the
third girl the food bag. I walked till
I was exhausted, and then they took
turns carrying me for short distances.
We kept on the ridge as long as we
could, and then stole from one clump of
vegetation to another until we got near
the village. We hid in a big clump of
underbrush near San Marcial while my
brother crept close and scouted the
place.

He was gone about an hour; it was
dark when he returned.

“There is one White Eye family at
the tepee where the train stops,” he
reported. “The rest are Mexican. There
are men at every house but one—that
of an old woman at this edge of the
rancheria.”

“We go to that tepee,”
mother, ‘“and ask for help.”

When we tapped on the door a voice
asked, “Quien es?”

In Spanish, mother replied: “A woman
and children, cold and hungry.”

The door opened.

“Pasen,” said the old woman.

said my
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Bannack—the first territorial capitol of Montana.

Ghosts and Near Ghosts
(Continued from page 15)

Southern Cross. Further downhill and in
about the same worn-out condition, are
the remains of Georgetown. Discoveries
in the area began in 1867. Southern
Cross was a lively gold camp in the
seventies and had about 500 people in
1880. But only three or four of the little
houses are occupied now. In one of these,
living alone, is a retired miner and pros-
pector whose name is John Ruskin. And
when the snow is deep around his cabin,
during the winter that goes into May,
he sits by the stove and reads Schopen-
hauer and Immanuel Kant, Thomas
Carlyle—and John Ruskin.

Helena and Montana City: As you
drive north to Helena on U.S. 91, you
pass by what was Montana City. There
are only weed-covered mounds of gravel
and tailings to see there now, but one
Hurlburt had found colors there on
Prickly Pear Creek in 1862. The town
boomed after the big strike of August
18, 1864, helped when the discoveries at
nearby Last Chance Gulch also came
into fruition. Then, the swarming Last
Chance Gulch stampede shaded it, and
it began sliding down hill. The post of-
fice was moved to Clancy in 1872, and
by 1880 only 50 people remained.

THE discovery in Last Chance Gulch,

by John Cowan and company, was
made July 21, 1864. In the spring of the
year, twenty-five adventurers had left
over-crowded Virginia City, hoping to
find something better in the Kootenai
Country. When they got a little west of
Prickly Pear Valley, they met up with
hostile Indians, and were turned back
into the valley. Tired, broke and low on
supplies, they resolved to take a last
chance in a gulch they had passed up.
As a result about 20 million dollars in
gold has been added to the wealth of
the country. Two years later, a more dig-
nified name had been given the place,
and Helena (named after a Minnesota
town) had a population of 7500. However,
photographs of the town, taken in the
hectic spring of ’'65, picture excited con-
fusion; miners were housed in log cabins,
“wickiups”, shacks and tents; narrow
streets were blocked with men, ox trains,
mule teams and pack trains. Wild cay-
uses plunged through the streets, every
saloon was crowded, and carpenters
sweated and pounded as they built store
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buildings, log cabins, sluice boxes—and
coffins.

_ Jefferson City—on U.S. 91 halfway
between Boulder and Helena—was set-
tled in 1864 by the men stampeded from
Alder Gulch en route to the new diggings
at Last Chance Gulch (Helena). There
were 200 people listed in the census of
1880; less than half that many are there
today.

Laurin—on State Highway 34, between
Twin Bridges and Virginia City—was
established by J. B. Laurin, a French-
man, who began operating his general
merchandise store there July 15, 1863.
The local residents call it “Loray”, and
Dimsdale refers to the place as
“Lorraine’s ranch” when he describes
the hanging of G. W. Brown and “Red”
Yeager. These two, among the first of
Plummer’s gang of road agents executed
by the Vigilantes, were hung from a
cottonwood tree on the Ruby River,
about a quarter of a mile west of the
store, January 4, 1864. The store is still
standing, and so is the tree.

If you go to Laurin, you will also be
duly impressed by an imposing red stone
church called “St. Mary of the Assump-
tion.” The interior has beautifully carved
woodwork and gilt work. The edifice
seems incongruous among the weather-
beaten sheds and vacant buildings around
it. But they were there first.

Marysville—is 20 miles northwest of
Helena. It began in 1876 when Tom
Cruse, an illiterate Irish immigrant, dis-
covered, or at least claimed, a strike he
afterwards named the Drumlummon—
after his birthplace in Ireland. It con-
tained silver and gold in quantities, and,
in 1880, he erected a five-stamp mill.
Two years later, he sold out to a British
company for one and one-half million
dollars. He moved to Helena, founded a
bank, rode around the city in an elegant
carriage driven by a liveried coachman,
and religiously attended every board
meeting, although he had only recently
learned to write his name. The British
Company eventually went broke.

Marysville hit its peak about 1887,
when it had a population of 2,000. The
1950 census showed 150. Most people
doubted it.

Nevada City—about three miles west
of Virginia City on State Highway 34—
was one of the several smaller mining
camps that sprung up along Alder Gulch
after Bill Fairweather’s big strike near
Virginia City in May of 1863. The others
were Centerville, Adobe Town, Junction,
and Ruby. Hardly a trace now remains
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of any of these, except Ruby. And at
Nevada (for some reason, pronounced
Nevayda by the local citizenry) only a
few original buildings are left. You may
see an old ore-wagon, posed prominently
in front of a rather well preserved house
still occupied as a residence. There are
plans to restore the place. But that would
take some doing—if restoration, rather
than improvement is the object.

The town was incorporated February
9, 1865. There were once several thous-
and people there, but it fell below 300
by 1880. The first victim of vigilante
justice, George Ives, was hung there
December 21, 1863.

New Chicago—is reached by a turn-
off, two miles south of Drummond, on
U.S. 10A. It is about a mile and a half
east of 10A on a good road.

In 1872, John A. Featherman, who had
come to the territory in ’64, established a
general store in the community. It was
on the old stagecoach line from Deer
Lodge to Missoula, and the town flour-
ished, until August, 1883, when the N.P.
railroad was completed and the stageline
was discontinued. At one time the popu-
lation in the immediate vicinity reached
about 550, but dwindled away toward the
end of the eighties. Mrs. Linda Meyers,
of Drummond, now in her middle seven-
ties, was born here. She is the grand-
niece of John Featherman.

Several of the old structures, including
several cabins and residences, the stage
station and the school—built in the
eighteen-sixties and seventies—are still
standing.

Philipsburg, also on U.S. 10A, was
founded in 1864, rose to a population of
800 in ’67, fell back to 600 in 1880 and
is back up to about 1000 now. Up in
the hills nearby, was the town of Granite.
At one time, it supported 3,000 people
from the wealth of the Hope mine, which,
between 1885 and 1892, produced
$20,000,000 in gold and silver. There is
nothing much to see there now.

THE old ghost town of Pioneer is not
far north of Philipsburg, but is
reached by driving south from Gold
Creek, about seven miles. It was founded
by some from the party of Captain J.
L. Fiske who arrived from Minnesota
on September 26, 1862. However at
about the same time, there were many
prospectors drifting in from the Pike's
Peak district and the Cherry Creek dig-
gings, near Denver. The miners con-
sidered these areas about played out
and the strikes in the Deer Lodge coun-
try looked better. Pioneer hit its peak in
’66 and ’67 when the population was up
to 800 or 1,000. But in 1885 there were
only 300.

Francis “Slim” Slaughtner who was
born in Pioneer about 65 years ago, still
lives there in one of the cabins. But
there are few neighbors, and he is one
of a handful that remains. Several of
the old houses are still standing. And
there are three old stone commercial
buildings which have stood since the
1860’s; one was a store, one was a saloon,
and the other was a postoffice.

Pony—six miles west of Harrison
which is on State Highway One—was es-
tablished in 1876 after a gold discovery
the previous year. In 1877, W. W. Morris
and Henry Elling, who were most in-
strumental in Pony’s development, came
to the camp from Virginia City, where
Elling had established “California
House”, a men’s clothing store, in 1863.
By 1880, they owned the Clipper and
Boss Tweed mines, the bonanzas of the
camp, which, during their operations pro-

duced $5,000,000 in gold. At least
$10,000,000 more was taken out from
other sources.

Pony must have been quite a town in
its day. In the residential district, there
are several old Victorian two-and-three-
story mansions still standing—much like
those in Deer Lodge. Many old houses
and outbuildings stand unused and va-
cant, and the business district is, for the
most part, deserted. However, there is
one lively business establishment, func-
tioning in a brisk and efficient man-
ner. It is located in a big old brick
building and is an interesting com-
posite of a hotel, general store, museum,
curio shop, restaurant and saloon. One
of the attendants behind the bar is Jim
Flint, probably the oldest working bar-
tender in the Northwest. He is ninety-
five. His companion bartender in this
multifarious establishment, named “Pony
Club”, is Bert Smith, who is also the
owner. “Bert” is a woman.

Ruby, north of the highway between
Laurin and Virginia City, is reached by
following a side road diagonally south-
east from Laurin. It was named for the
ruby-colored garnet gravel, on the
ground surface, which glints and glistens
after a rain. During the rush into Alder
Creek in ’64, it became one of the satel-
lite camps at the edge of the main Alder
Gulch Development. It was never a large
town, but it experienced a revival in the
1890’s when a huge dredge was put into
operation under the sponsorship of Har-
vard University.

There are several miners’ cabins and
larger residences, some built in the
sixties, still standing there. Some are
still used as dwellings and are now
occupied.

Sun River, is located 20 miles west of
Great Falls, a mile south of the high-
way (U.S. 89) on the stream of the same
name. A gold strike of relatively small
proportions was made here in 1866. But
it caused a tragic rush which stampeded
some 3,000 people into the district, where
they congregated, without provisions or
shelter, in mid-winter. Many were frozen
in seven feet of snow and were not found
until spring.

Sun River was established in 1867, but
the first house had been built in ’65. It
never was much of a town; by 1883 there
were only 150 people there. Fort Shaw
was established nearby and Gibbon
marched from there, in 1876, to join Cus-
ter, on the Little Big Horn. Nothing
much of historical interest remains in
Sun River now. And, Charley Bovey has
removed some of the old buildings to his
Great Falls museum, which he calls “Old
Town”.

Wickes—is south of Corbin, about five
miles southwest of Jefferson City, which
is on U.S. 91. The town was settled in
1877. The biggest mine was the Alta,
and three hundred miners were once em-
ployed there. There are thirty-nine miles
of tunnels underneath it, and the total
yield in lead, gold and silver was over
$32,000,000. In 1886, when the N.P.
completed a branch line into the town,
there was a population of 1500, with
five dance halls and 22 saloons. After
disastrous fires in 1900 and 1902, there
was not much left of the town. Even less
remains now—but the smelter stacks are
still standing.

Sheridan—nine miles south of Twin
Bridges, is on State Highway 34, on the
way into Alder Gulch. It is not historical-
ly important, but it became a town when
nearby Bivins’ Gulch was developing,
during the rush of 1864, as part of the
Alder district.
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As we go through the Ruby area, and
into the Gulch, we come to ‘Robbers’
Roost”, only a few yards off the road,
and about fifteen miles northwest of Vir-
ginia City.

Robbers’ Roost—between Sheridan and
Laurin, was Pete Daly’s place, stage sta-
tion and roadhouse. It became a hangout
for a cutthroat gang of criminal “road
agents” that intriguing bunch of social
cast-offs which drifted in from the
Idaho camps of Florence, Elk City and
Lewiston. During 1862 and ’63, it became
the headquarters for Henry Plummer and
company. This big two-story building is
still well-preserved, with porch and
veranda.

IF you stop there, and are met by the

caretaker, who may be a gentleman
of disagreeable appearance, you may
have just cause to regard him with scep-
tic appraisal. He may possibly be some-
body’s hired lackey, who recites memo-
rized portions of Dimsdale’s account of
the Vigilante activities, while selling his
sleazy store of curios. He may turn out
to be a relative newcomer in Alder
Gulch, from North Dakota.

Bill Fairweather, age 39, died here
August 25, 1875. His strike set off the
explosion of Alder Gulch.

Virginia City—(Sometimes called ‘“‘the
Williamsburg of the West”), on State
Highway 34, has been so widely pub-
licized that not much more should be
added here. That will give us space for
the sort of comment which follows:

To begin with, Virginia City was
founded by Bill Fairweather’s strike May
26, 1863. The town was incorporated De-
cember 30, 1863, by an act of the United
States Congress; Montana was not yet
a state or territory. That action was
unique. It never happened before—or
since—and can’t happen again. The Sec-
ond Legislative Assembly voted Virginia
City the capital of Montana Territory
February 2, 1865. At its peak there were
about 6,000 people in the city proper, and
twelve to fifteen thousand in the Alder
district. On November 2, 1866, the tele-
graph line from Salt Lake City to Vir-
ginia City was completed, and the first
telegram was sent to President Andrew
Johnson.: Postal deliveries began short-
ly after Fairweather’s strike. But, since
there were no post offices in Montana
Territory in '63, letters were brought in

from Salt Lake at a cost of $2.50 each—
later the charge was dropped to one dol-
lar. By 1869, there were thirty-eight
post offices in Montana, and mail was
delivered three times weekly.

Virginia City is still the county seat of
Madison County; but the Court House,
which was erected in 1876, was opti-
mistically built as a State Capitol. The
last desperado hung, by Vigilante ac-
tion, was on the grounds of this build-
ing, in 1878. During 1863, 198 murders,
justifiable or not, took place. That was
in six months—about one a day. During
January 1864—the Plummer gang was
wiped out by the Vigilantes and thirty
desperadoes were hung—about one a
day.

The upstairs portion of ‘“‘Bob’s Place”,
a saloon which used to be called ‘“Con-
tent Corner”, was Montana's first capi-
tol building. It is directly across the
street from the Fairweather Inn, a hotel
which used to be the ‘“Anaconda Saloon”,
but is now a composite building whose
front porch and veranda were attached
after being taken and transported from
the old Goodrich Hotel in Bannack. In
the earlier years, Tom Farrell operated
the “Madison House”, called the ‘Five-
story Hotel”, established in the ’60’s, of
single story construction, but descend-
ing downhill the equivalent depth of five
stories. Tom was a prominent horseman,
auctioneer and Confederate soldier.

The first name given Virginia City was
Varina, often mispelled and written
Verona. This was the name of Jeffer-
son Davis’ wife; but the name of the
town was speedily changed by an in-
fluential judge of strong Union sympa-
thy. Professor Thomas J. Dimsdale, Eng-
lish and eccentric, wrote a complete his-
tory of the “Vigilantes of Montana”.
The ‘“Montana Post”, the first territorial
newspaper, established August 21, 1864,
serialized this work from August 26,
1865 to March 14, 1866. Dimsdale died
shortly thereafter. But, he had estab-
lished himself as the first teacher in the
first school in Montana, August 22, 1864.

The present population of Virginia
City is about 350—but you now see it
as a restored ‘“‘ghost town’. It is for-
tunate that, through the efforts of
Charles A. Bovey, the old town has been
restored. He spent a good deal of his
own personal fortune in the process. It
may be somewhat unfortunate for his-

"Old Robbie” Robinson, last remaining resident of Diamond City, Montana.
Original building before which he is standing was once a stage station, and

burned down in December, 1958.
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torical authenticity that some of the
restoration should be labeled ‘“‘improve-
ments”’.

If you go to this old place, look up
the Town Marshall, Harold Gohn. He
was born here, and his grandfather, who
came from Colorado to Virginia City in
1863, was a prominent citizen, in the
wild old days.

Before we conclude this directory, let
us once again mention old Bannack, a
town originally named East Bannack to
distinguish it from Bannack City, in
Idaho. When they named Bannack City,
“Idaho City’”’, East Bannack became just
“Bannack”. Major John Owen’s Journal
of May 22, 1863, reports that “Between
two and three thousand emigrants from
Pike's Peak, the States, and Salt Lake
have already arrived in this country, this
spring—and the road from Bannack is
lined with them and their wagons”.

A highway marker near Bannack
reads: “Henry Plummer, Sheriff and se-
cret chief of the road agents was hanged
at Bannack in ’64 by the Vigilantes. It
tamed him down considerably”.

Now, if, at this point of conclusion,
some disputatious gentleman should care
to remark about the many ghost towns
not included here in comment or report,
let him have his way. He’s right.

Not all of the dead towns are acces-
sible. Not all are very old, or very in-
teresting or colorful. And not all of
them have much historical significance.

The mere fact that a town—sometimes
only a station is deserted, with some por-
tion still standing, is only prima facie
evidence that it should be considered
among the great old places herein
reported.

I have picked a few—probably most
of the important ones—in the region of
the Montana Rockies where the first
gold discoveries, and the resulting mining
camps, were located. And I have tried to
give greater emphasis to those settle-
ments which have been less known and
not so much publicized.

Some of them are not yet asleep—not
by a long shot.

Some have crumbled to ruin. Dead and
gone. But vivid memories linger, to
thrill the casual traveler or the earnest
student of Western history.

Anybody Want a Lost Mine?
(Continued from page 27)

October 29, 1956. She quoted Duckett as
relating that he followed a faint trail
about three-fourths of a mile up the
hill among the dwarf junipers and pifion
pines and suddenly met an Indian. By
signs, he made the Paiute understand
that he needed water. The Indian led
him along a trail until they came to a
large ravine. They followed it downhill
about a quarter of a mile where the In-
dian uncovered a hole in the rocks con-
taining water.

Duckett dipped out the fluid in a can
to refuel himself and his horses.

Then he asked the Paiute if he knew
the location of any gold. Reluctantly at
first, the Indian finally admitted he
knew the location of some rich ore. He
showed Duckett two or three specimens
of picture rock to prove his statement.
Duckett knew real high-grade when he
saw it and he wanted some. He dickered
with the Indian, who finally agreed to
show him the location in exchange for
the prospector’s pack horse. They made
the deal and the Paiute led him over
the hills a couple of miles to an out-
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cropping that was so rich Duckett's eyes
bulged with surprise, he later declared.

The Indian, who didn’t need the gold,
rode away happily on his new nag, prob-
ably figuring that white men were crazy
to trade a well-broken horse for a pile
of rock.

Duckett gathered up a sackful of the
rich ore weighing about fifteen pounds
and returned to his camp.

Then he began to get scared and
thought to himself, “The best thing I
can do is get the hell out of here be-
fore those Indians come after me and
my other horse.” He quickly filled his
canteens at the spring, cached most of
the ore nearby and hurried north.

THE next morning he spotted two In-
dians on his trail. They caught up
with him after awhile. One had a pistol,
the other a bow and arrow. The latter
jumped off and reached for the reins
of the prosecutor’s horse.

“He mine—gimme,” the Indian grunt-
ed.

“No,” Duckett snorted, at the same
time pouring a load of buckshot into
the Paiute’s belly.

“That's funny. The map says three
paces forward, then it endsl”

The gun shot made the other Indian's
horse rear and the prospector swung.
taking a shot at his second attacker.
He later said he thought he had killed
him, too, but didn’t stay to see, ‘‘head-
ing home in a hell of a hurry.”

He made the return trip in less than
two days and was back in Belmont on
the fifth day after he left; evidencz that
he hadn’t wasted any time.

Anyway, that’s the story Duckett told
and the four pounds of ore he did bring
back which netted him thirty dollars.

Three years later Ed Gobin and Frank
Hamilton, the latter being the fellow for
whom the stupendous White Pine silver
strike metropolis of the late sixties was
named, furnished an outfit and with
Duckett headed south to locate the rich
outcrop. This time the group went south
from Hamilton, down the White River
Valley to Hiko, proposing to cross the
Irish Mountains and enter the Pahute
Plateau country from the east. Indians,
more irate than ever at the continued
influx of white men into their hunting
lands and forests, halted them, threaten-
ing death if they continued into the Pai-
ute country. They turned back.

Mrs. Read wrote that Duckett tried
several times later to find his treasure
trove but never located it and finally
departed for the Cripple Creek strike.
Before going he turned over a map to
a friend, an Ely man named Pierce. The

latter passed it on to his sister, Mrs.
Clara Dunwoody, who is said to have
sought to chase down Duckett’s hidden
pot of gold for fifteen years without
finding it.

Old-timers are pretty certain that
Duckett’s rich outcrop lies on the flank
of the Black Mountains and that the
Indian’s waterhole probably was Pillar
Spring. Anybody can find these on a
good Nevada map, about twenty five
miles north of Beatty, the old Amargosa
Valley mining town one hundred four-
teen miles northwest of Las Vegas. A
desert road swings north from U. S.
95 about ten miles northwest of Spring-
dale and goes right over a flank of
Black Mountain and across Gold Flat.

There seems little doubt that Duckett
had four pounds of $15,000 a ton ore
he’d found someplace and apparently no-
body has yet located that spot, since no
subsequent mine ever was located in
that section of the desert. So you see,
this may be really a rich lost mine yet
to be rediscovered.

But it appears doubtful that anybody
will ever get Duckett’s lost gold because
Black Mountain today is inside the U.S.
Government’s gunnery and atom bomb-
ing range and travel is entirely restrict-
ed to those having official business in
that region. It is only fair to warn any
overly-enthusiastic lost mine addicts that
the least that can happen if they get
caught out there, hunting the Lost
Duckett, probably will be a stretch in
the federal pokey. There is a possibility
they might become a target for a big
bomb and become even more “lost” than
Duckett’s mine ever was.

So, don’t buy any maps showing the
Lost Duckett unless you want to use
them to paper the den wall or start a
fire. That’s all they’re good for.

Death-Lot at Chihuahua
(Continued from page 31)

he had become their leader. He was now
taking a base advantage of his com-
rades. The old jailer had proved incor-
ruptible. The judge had not wavered
from his stand of stern and impartial
justice, though it meant the. possible
loss of the best hatmaker in Chihuahua
—Ellis Bean. Blind chance was the exe-
cutioner—an executioner he could, if he
would, escape.

He did not want to die. Life was
infinitely precious—and wasn’t he the
most worthy to live. He was the young-
est—and wouldn’t the six survivors of
the fatal drawing need him to lead
them back to Natchez on the Mississip-
pi? His brain whirled with conflicting
emotions, he could not rest in his bunk
or carry on a conversation with his un-
suspecting mates.

On Sunday afternoon, the old jailer
brought a tin cup half-filled with kidney
beans. Outside the prisoners’ barred
window, the old man sat down beside
an up-ended box and sorted out seven
brownish-red and two black beans, all
exactly of a size. He threw the rest into
the dust of the jail yard, where scrawny
chickens gobbled them up. He left the
tin cup on the window ledge, out of
reach of the fowls; ready for use the
next morning. The prisoners could see
the nine fateful beans sprinkling the
bottom of the cup.

Ellis Bean went time and again to
the window to stare at the beans, until
his comrades warned him, ‘“You'll go
plumb loco, Ellis, if you don’t stay away
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/E'VE been hearing the above statement from readers
more and more lately. By golly, if Frontier Timed
IS better than True West, all I've got to say is “Wd
didn‘t GO to do it!”
Both magazines are edited by the same team—comd
from the same file. As we explained in the beginning
it’s like a row of canned peas without labels. You labe

* halt one brand and half another, for some good reason

and you'll have people all over the country saying ond
brand is better than the other!

In this particular case, we had to put the label “"Fron
tier Times” on some issues of True West SO WE COULD
STAY ON THE NEWSSTANDS LONGER, for that is ouj
life’'s blood and makes the difference of squeezing
through or hitting the skids like so many other maga
zines during these extremely difficult days of publishing

Now you be the judge. Take this issue of True West
read every article—then compare it with the Summe
Issue of Frontier Times. Sure, there may be some dif
ference—but there is no more difference than there is
in one issue of True West over another.

So folks, BELIEVE ME, if you are not reading Frontie
Times, you are, in effect, missing four issues of True West
a year!
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FRONTIER TIMES, Box 5008-TW, Austin 31, Texas

| am enclosing [] $! for 4 issues; [ $2 for 8 issues;
[ $3 for 12 issues (check one) of FRONTIER TIMES.
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from that window. Get your mind off’n
the beans.”

Their unsuspecting concern and their
greater calm made him feel inferior in
manhood, and all the guiltier for the
secret advantage he possessed over them.
His keen eyes noticed that the two black
beans did not fail to have the minute
differentiation in form which he had
come to recognize. But what if it rained
during the night, and the beans swelled
irregularly ?

PUNCTUALLY at ten o’clock on Mon-
day morning, the constable came
with two assistants—the tribunal of the
death-lot. One assistant had a pencil
and a tablet of paper. The other carried
a drum, upon which rested a bundle of
scarfs.
The jailer lifted the tin cup of beans
and handed it to the constable. The con-
stable threw the beans out upon the

ground and the frowsy chickens came -

running.

Inside the jail, the constable said,
“Sefiores, you have played mucho dice.
you play now for the big stake. Each
of you will throw a pair of dice at once
upon the drumhead. The added two num-
bers will represent each man’s score; the
lowest and next to the lowest totals will
be the ones to satisfy the King’s decree.
Do you understand, sefiores?”

Ellis Bean felt almost faint with relief
—with release from the terrible burden
of treachery on his conscience. Then,
illogically, he felt a flash of anger at
the sudden twist of destiny. He was a
poor hand at throwing dice, it seemed
hardly fair to force him to gamble his
life on a single cast of the devilish
cubes . . . After all his study and prac-
tice with the beans, he felt somehow
that the crafty Spaniards were cheating
him out of all chance for his life.
Had they suspected his treachery ?

“Scarf them, Pedro,” commanded the
constable. “Cover their eyes with dou-
ble folds.”

Pedro first tested the blindfold on
himself. Then, satisfied, went swiftly a-
bout the job of blindfolding the prison-
ers. The other assistant stood ready
with his pencil and tablet. When the
eyes of the nine Americans were cov-
ered, he began inquiring their ages and
listing them in downward order from
Ephraim Blackburn, the oldest, to Ellis
Bean. “You will throw the dice in that
order,” declared the constable.

They stood in a circle around the
drum. Blackburn, quickly and without
a word, knelt and made his throw.

The rattle of the dice upon the drum-
head, the movements of the thrower,
and the pencilling of the clerk were the
only sounds to break the tense stillness
until the clerk called out the name of
the next man to shoot.

The third man, Tony Waters, asked.
“Sefior Constable, can’t we remove the
blindfold after we’ve shot?”

“Sefior, consider the unreasonableness
of your request. You would be freed of
suspense the moment you saw two low-
er totals than your own—and how
great would be your agony until you
saw them! No, Sefior, I must deny your
request.”

Seven men had cast, each hoping that
his dice had not been the lowest. None
spoke; only their heavy breathing be-
trayed their tension.

“Caesar,” called the clerk.

“Yessuh,” replied the Negro, extend-
ing' a yellow palm for the dice. He lifted
them to his lips, kissed them, and cried

fervently, “OlI’ Lady Luck, you shore
ain’t gwine leave me now!”

Caesar knelt, whispering ‘“Seben come
eleben,” and limbered up his arm with
a few circular swings. The other could
hear the faint clicking of the bones in
his palm—but they did not hear the two
dice fall upon the drumhead.

“Cast!” ordered the constable impa-
tiently.

“Jest a minute, seenuh, suh. Ah’s a
little nerv’us.”

“Cast, I say!” commanded the con-
stable.

“You makin’ me mo’
when you holler like dat.”

The taut drum gave out a little rum-
ble at the simultaneous impact of the
two cubes. Bean’s sharp ears caught no
after-sound of their rolling; they lay still
where they had fallen. Bean suspected
that the cunning Caesar, in the time he
had played for, had felt the big numbers
before he threw.

As Bean’s name was called, a messen-
ger came pounding at the jail door. “I
come from the judge, sefior,” he said to
the constable. “Only one must die. The
judge talked to the padre, and the padre
said if he killed a fifth of a man un-
lawfully it would be murder enternally
upon his soul.”

nerv’us, suh,

TXBAYIS —re

“It's from Washington. They want to
know how soon we can re-tool and
start making bombsights.”

There were eight breathings-out in a
concerted sigh. The chance of escape for
each prisoner had been doubled. Caesar
was the sighless one. “Seenuh, suh,” he
asked concernedly, “us don’t got to shoot
all over again, do us? Not ev'ry bit?”

“No,” said the constable, “it alters
nothing except that now only the low-
est one is condemned instead of the
lowest two.”

AST, Sefior Bean,” said the clerk.
Immediately after Ellis had cast,
the blindfolds were removed from all the
prisoners. The clerk began to read off
the scores, but not in the same order
the throws had been made.

“Caesar,” he called out.

“Yessuh.”

“Don’t you have a last name?”

“Nosuh, jes’ Caesah.”

‘“Are you a freeman?”

“Befo’ bein’ in de calabozo, Ah was
Cap’n Nolan’s man, seenuh, suh. Dese
white genle’'men bosses me a heap, but
Ah reckon Ah'm a freeman now, suh.”
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“By the bald-headed Elijah, sefior!”
cried out Tony Waters, ‘“don’t keep us
waitin’ forever. Give us the scores!”

The clerk ignored Waters’ outburst.
“Sefior Caesar, will you hold out your
open right hand?”

He laid a dice in the Negro’s palm.
Caesar cuddled the cube tenderly.

“What is the number? The number
next to your sensitive skin?”

“Ah reckons it’s a five, suh.”

The clerk permitted himself a slight
smile. “Your score, Sefior Caesar, was
the highest of all—six and six.”

“All right—it ain’t goin’ to be him,”
half-shouted Tony Waters, ‘“but who is
it goin’ to be? The other scores, sefior,
in the name of mercy!”

“No,” agreed the unruffled constable,
“Sefior Caesar is not for the hangman.
He has won his life, and sefiores, it is
not to be the life of a slave. There was
once a black sefior, Estevanico by name,
whom we very much honor. He came to
Chihuahua two hundred and sixty-nine
years ago, all the way across the con-
tinent with Cabeza de Vaca in 1536.
Then he guided Friar Marcos to the
neighborhood of the Seven Cities of Ci-
bola. And this led to the great expedi-
tion of Coronado—"

“Sefior!” cried Tony Waters, “do you
enjoy dragging out our agony?”

The constable bowed from the waist.
“Indeed, sefiores, I lack consideration
to forget your great interest in the other
scores. The clerk will give them without
further interruption on my part.”

“Joseph Reed,” read the clerk, and
paused to glance at Reed’s blanched
face, “six and five, a total of eleven.”

He went on rapidly and without inter-
ruption through five others to Ephraim
Blackburn, two and one.

Then the clerk paused again. Ellis
Bean was the only one left. “I reckon
I'm it,” he said hoarsely, drawing a deep
breath.

“You were, Sefior Bean, a quarter of
an hour ago,” corrected the constable.
‘“But the padre’s last-minute counsel to
the judge has saved you from execu-
tion, though four-fifths of your body
belongs lawfully to the hangman. Your
score was four and one.”

All looked at Ephraim Blackburn. The
constable ceremoniously shook hands
with him. “I am. sorry, sefior,” he said
gravely. “Your execution will take place
at ten o’clock tomorrow morning.”

‘“That padre,” murmured Ellis Bean,
“that blessed, blessed padre!”

Siege at Battle Rock
(Continued from page 21)
recovering nicely. On the fourteenth day
all eyes were on the blue Port Orford
roadstead. Would the ship return ? Morn-
ing spilled over into afternoon. Night
came, but there was no sign of the

ship.

Before dawn on the fifteenth day they
could hear the war chant of Indians
down the beach. When the sun broke
through the morning mist they saw at
least four hundred warriors. Again, they
were doing their war dance—round and
round, screaming and chanting, turning
to twang their bow strings at Battle
Rock.

The chief who conducted the “wawa’”
with Captain Kirkpatrick was their lead-
er now. The war dance ceased. The
whites could hear his war talk above the
angry growl of the surf. Then they came
on for the attack; the chief well out
in front of his painted warriors.
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FISH! HUNT! RETIRE! ON GOOD INCOME!

Own the finest location in Northern New
Mexico and Southern Colorado! Surround-
ed by Game and Fish Department and
National Forest lands, streams, and lakes.
Not posted. Plenty of wild game, deer, elk,
bear and record brown and rainbow trout.
This place is a natural money-maker. Well
established. Unlimited possibilities; low
overhead. It will pay outin 5 years or less.
A river filled with trout is at your door.
There are 12 beautiful, modern, fully equip-
ped log houses worth $10,000 each, plus
12 semi-modern rental units. Campgrounds,
store, office, modern living quarters. Couple
can operate. Plenty room for expansion.
Good roads, R. E. A. electricity, telephone;
year-round business and fishing season;
perfect climate and altitude. Will triple in
value in 10 years. Reason for selling:
Doctor says we must slow down. Sacrifice
pricel Will take $38,500 down, terms bal-
ance, or all cash.

ACT NOW! BEST INCOME MAY THROUGH NOVEMBER.
Publishers Note: My family and I have va-
cationed at this place for 15 years. I be-
lieve it to be one of the best INCOME
properties in the West.

Write: Western Publications

P. 0. Box 5008, Austin 31, Texas

FOLDING BOAT ANCHOR (anti-fouling)

Amazing new Patton Anchor folds
down to 33/4”x12”"—handy enough
to be stored in a tackle box or under
boat seats. Unique ‘‘release spring”’
makes loss of anchor practically im-
possible—even in water with sunken
logs, rocks, etc. Holds up to 21-ft.
boats. In red enamel, only $4.95
plus p 1009% cadmium-plated,
only $5.95 plus postage. Money
back if not exactly as advertised.

For every fisherman who uses plugs . . .
“THE BAIT-SAVER”

Enables you to retrieve your lure when
it gets snagged or caught. Can save you
the cost of hundreds of plugs in a few
years time! Handiest tool you can have in
your tackle box. $1.25.

Send check or money order to:

PATTON MACHINE CO., Dept WP4. Dover, Ohio

MAGIC
FLOAT >

LITES WHEN FISH BITE . . . oNLy $150
Excellent for nmite fishing. Red and white color
for best daylite visibility. Complete with battery
and bulb. Waterproof. SEND CHECK OR M.0. TO

LEPDEN ENTERPRISES P bz P 0 BOX 2608

AUTHORS WANTED
BY N. Y. PUBLISHER

Leading book publisher seeks manuscripts of
all types: fiction, non-fiction, poetry, scholarly
and religious works, etc. New authors wel-
comed. Send for free booklet TW.

Vantage Press. 120 W. 31 St., New York 1.

5 INDIAN HEAD PENNIES AND
CATALOGUE

"Cash for Your Coins" price list on U.S.
coins, all prepaid for $1.00. We pay cash
for old and gold coins, paper money. Send
what you have for top dollar to JAN-GEE

SATISFACTION
GUARANTEED

COIN SALES CO., Box 6117, Orlando, Florida

3

SNAKES, LIZARDS, ETC.

SNAKES are worth up to $25 each, Lizards $8,
Turtles $25, Toads and Frogs $1.75. We buy all
kinds, sizes. Full details and collectors Brochure 25c.

BIOLOGICAL EXCHANGE
1211H Wagner Lane, El Paso, Texas
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Captain Kirkpatrick and his few men
watched silently, gripping their rifles,
the tarred end of the rope in the fire
again.

“B'Jasus, let’s try that chief with
our rifles. Take him at a hundred yards,
and we will still have time to reload be-
fore the red devils get on the rock. I'll
give the word to fire.”

Kirkpatrick and his riflemen took
careful aim. ‘“Fire!” The reports of the
rifles blended into one. The chief pitched
forward on the beach, rolled over on
his back and lay still. It stopped his
warriors in mid-stride. They stood star-
ing at his body. There was silence, save
for the pound of the surf and the
raucous cries of the startled seabirds
along the cliffs. They carried their chief
down the beach.

More warriors appeared from the di-
rection of Rogue River. They were led
by another chief. He soon collected ad-
ditional warriors about him and started
another charge. Again, Captain Kirk-
patrick and his men dropped the chief
of the attacking warriors, stopping the
attack dead in its tracks. The Indians
drew back to the dunes for another
‘“wawa’”. More warriors came up the
coast to join them.

After a long talk, a small detachment
of Indians were left to watch the whites.
The others withdrew a mile down the
beach, where a number of campfires
were built.

“They have decided on a night attack,
boys. No chance for us to slip away,
either. They have left that bunch to
watch us until dark. If we could get
into the wood, we might make the
settlements up the coast.”

THE schooner Sea Gull, which was sup-
posed to call within fourteen days,
lay in San Francisco harbor, a writ of
attachment for debt preventing her from
sailing. Captain Tichenor prevailed on
the steamer Columbia to touch at Port
Orford on its way nlorth to Portland,
Oregon.

When the steamer Columbia stood in
for the Port Orford roadstead, there
wasn’t a sign of life on the beaches.
The Indians were gone; the whites had
disappeared. The ship moved inshore
as close as the Captain dared bring it
before dropping anchor. The commander
personally led the shore detail. Standing
in the stern sheets of the small boat,
the Captain studied the shore through
his spyglass and shook his head. “I don’t
like the looks of this. It’s too quiet.”

Beaching their boat, the men fanned
out cautiously along the shore. Sudden-
ly a sailor called out, “Captain! Here’s
a dead white man behind this pile of
seaweed!”

The sailor had made the discovery
near the foot of Battle Rock. The
battered corpse was that of a white
man, wearing a red shirt.

Another sailor, spotting the deserted
cannon atop Battle Rock, walked up the
narrow ledge. “There’s blood all over
the ledge!” he yelled. ‘“The rocks are
scarred with shot.”

The shore detail, led by the Captain
of the Columbia, made its way up the
steep trail to the scene of the terrific
struggle.

Penciled on a stump of a tree was
a _cryptic sign, “LOOK BENEATH.”
Digging below the sign they found a
sheet of paper. The Captain read the
message aloud: “We are surrounded by
four hundred Indians hungry for our
scalps, on the one side; by thousands

of miles of water on the other. We are
at least a hundred fifty miles from the
nearest settlement. We have little grub,
and are nearly out of ammunition. If the
Indians make a night attack and rush
us, we certainly cannot defend our-
selves against so many . . .”

By the time the Captain finished read-
ing the message, all hats were off, heads
bowed.

After further investigation, the little
group returned to the beach. They
scouted along the sand dunes until they
came to the spot where the Indians had
made their funeral pyre. Charred bits
of human bones and teeth in the ashes
convinced them that the little garrison
had died to a man.

But they hadn’t considered the re- -
sourcefulness of Captain Kirkpatrick.
When the Indians became convinced that
the whites indeed planned to stay on
Battle Rock, they withdrew their
sentinels down the beach. Kirkpatrick
took advantage of this unguarded inter-
val to get his men into the woods.

They abandoned everything except
their rifles and what little ball and pow-
der remained. For rations the men had
three sea biscuits each. Traveling light,
they headed up the coast toward the
settlement on Oregon’s Umpqua River.
They moved at a dog-trot until night-
fall—rested until moonrise, then re-
sumed their flight. Eventually, Captain
Kirkpatrick guided his party to safety
in the Umpqua River settlement. Other
whites awaited their coming, hav-
ing been informed by a friendly Indian
that some Boston men with a ‘“Hiyou
Skookum Gun” had killed many Indians
at Port Orford, then escaped up the
coast.

The white man, which the party from
the Columbia found dead on the beach
was Red Shirt, the chieftain who led the
first attack. Later investigation indi-
cated he was saved from the wreck of a
Russian trading vessel which came
ashore on the southwestern coast of
Oregon. He had lived with the Indians
since he was fourteen years old. Being
white, the Indians refused to cremate
him with their own dead. Captain Kirk-
patrick’s men buried him on the beach,
but an exceptionally high tide had
washed him out of his shallow grave.

This fight at Battle Rock was the
first time the Rogue River Indians and
allied tribes had lost a battle to the
whites. TUsually they inflicted more
casualties than they received in their
engagements with the explorers and
settlers, which fact probably accounted
for their foolhardy tactics in the Battle
Rock fight. Fearless, red-headed Captain
Kirkpatrick and his “Hiyou Skookum
Gun” became a legend among them.
They called that battle bad medicine,
but Captain Kirkpatrick called it the
luck of the Irish.

The Perversest Man
(Continued from page 23)
try. I'll fight my way on foot, right
through the pesky Blackfeet. Damned if
I'll climb over rocks and wade through
snow!”

The party voted to take the mountain
route. McLellan looked at the priming of
his rifle and swung his pack to his
shoulder. “The hell with you then,” he
growled, “I go alone!”

Go alone he did. The mountain party
encountered .deep snow, although the
season was now only early October. Men
fought their way waist-deep through
drifts; they climbed cliffs half a thou-
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sand feet tall. And when they came
again to the flat prairie of Wyoming,
there was McLellan! They hailed him.
He did not reply. When they made camp
that night, he made his own a few
hundred yards distant. His tiny camp-
fire blinked against the darkness, defy-
ing man, beast or devil.

The sick man hindered the party.
Game had now vanished once more and
the men were close to starving. The
last scraps of bear and elk meat were
devoured, and the men talked constantly
of food. McLellan killed a wolf, from
whose gaunt carcass he ate. The time
came when nothing was left except the
skeleton. He carried the bones with him,
occasionally gnawing upon them.

One evening the party spotted beaver
signs near a stream, and set a trap.
Next morning they rushed to the set.
A beaver had been in the trap, sure
enough, but had gnawed his way free
leaving a paw behind. The men boiled
the paw and drank the water. Then, in
black despair, they sat with heads bow-
ed.

f=—
“You probably didn’t notice, but that
pass isn't wide enough for a car with
fenders to get through.”

From a distance, McLellan hailed
them with biting scorn. “Cowards!” he
shouted hoarsely. “Die, damn you, you
ain’t got the guts to live! I'm going on!”

Stung and ashamed, they lurched to
their feet and stumbled wearily along
in the zero-cold wind. For the following
twelve days they had nothing at all to
eat. The twelfth night, more dead than
alive, they discussed the gruesome sub-
ject that had been on all their minds—
cannibalism. They would throw lots to
determine the victim; Stuart to be ex-
empt, the lone wolf McLellan also to
be exempt.

Stuart, hunkered before the fire, reel-
ed to his feet. He lifted his rifle, club-
bing it, and smashed the butt into the
face of the man who had first made
the grisly suggestion. The other mem-
bers of the party huddled back, eyes
gleaming wildly in the last stage of
desperation.

“No, by God!” gritted Stuart between
clenched teeth. “If he can be a man, so
can we!”

Maybe their starvation-crazed minds
bred fantasies, but it seemed to them
that McLellan’s harsh voice cried out
from his solitary camp, “Cowards, Call
yourselves men, do you? Cowards!”

The bestial gleam went out of their
eyes, and they dropped panting beside
the fire, awaiting another day.
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TOWARD mid-morning they came a- »

cross an old buffalo bull on the point
of death from age. They scarcely wait-
ed to kill it before they slashed strips
of meat from the carcass and crammed
them down their throats. Hunger ap-
peased, they looked around. McLellan
had not come into sight. When he failed
to appear, they sought him, and found
him at last collapsed.

“I'm not ready to die—just resting,”
his wasted lips muttered. They did not
urge him to join the main party, but
join them he did, eating buffalo meat
as tough as sagebrush and just about
as nutritious. But to these starving men,
the meat was more delicious than the
finest steaks.

The buffalo meat didn't last long. Day
after day the men plodded on, hunger
twisting their bellies once more. They
were out of Blackfeet country now, into
the land of the Sioux. No game appeared
anywhere. Miraculously, the stricken
member of the party had improved and
was able to walk without aid.

Again starvation set in. The men
stumbled on dazedly—emaciated, dirty,
bearded, ragged automatons. On the sky-
line appeared an abandoned Indian vil-
lage. The men scrounged around, but
everything of value had been removed
by the nomadic tribesmen, except for
three dead warriors, buried as was the
Sioux custom, above ground. The starv-
ing men stared at the bodies and hunger
surged in them. Only the wail of the
wind across the prairie sliced into the
deathly silence.

Stuart turned away, his bloodless lips
tightly compressed. He staggered east-
ward, away from the three bodies.

Nobody moved to follow him. A man
laughed, high-pitched. McLellan drew
himself upright and cried, “Think your
animal thoughts, turn into beasts if you
want! But, as for me, I eat no man’s
flesh—white or red!”

He followed Stuart, and the rest of the
party, one by one, dragged after him.

Luck now turned. Presently the gaunt
wanderers came upon a camp of friend-
ly Indians, short of rations, but with
enough food to spare to alleviate the
white men’s starvation.

Prospects were still dark, however. A
man grumbled, “We’ll never find food
again. There’s no game anywhere in this
section of hell. We’ll starve to death in
this damned wilderness!”

McLellan glared at him. “For the love
of God, man, stop whining! There’s game
somewhere. We'll find it.”

He got up painfully from his blanket,
loaded and primed his rifle. Nobody of-
fered to accompany him; he went out
alone. An hour passed—and then, from
a distance, came the boom of McLellan’s
heavy rifle. The men crawled to their
feet and moved toward the spot whence
the shot had sounded.

McLellan had killed a fat, fully grown
buffalo. Plenty of meat now. Enough
food to give the men strength to reach
Fort Osage on the eastern edge of the
Great American Desert; St. Louis was
only a relatively short distance beyond.
Here would be beefsteak and whiskey
and women. Later the party would go to
New York City and report to John Jacob
Astor the situation of his fur trading
post on the Oregon coast.

Robert McLellan ? He was the pervers-
est man. Although history does not re-
cord it, he probably spent the rest of his
life being perverse.
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Truly Western
(Continued from page 5)

his knee; dropping an empty cartridge
box from his waist and drawing and
hitting it with the wad and muzzle blast
of his shot before it hit the floor, etc.
All in all, we had a bang-up good time.
The silver dollar exhibition was particu-
larly interesting to me, since I knew
the old-timers used that stunt to deter-
mine their speed. Dee showed with the
timer that it takes a silver dollar, drop-
ped from a height of four feet, 40/100ths
of a second to hit the ground. Figuring
from that standard, a crack modern
gunslinger like Dee is better than three
times faster than the storied gunmen of
the Old West. Incidentally, he rates
Keno Henderson as the fastest draw on
TV.

Now that the gunsmoke has cleared
out of the office a bit, I think this
whole “fast gun” craze can best be
evaluated in relation to the man-killers
of the Old West in the words of the fol-
lowing writer—a gent who is getting a
bit fed up with all the modern day gun-
slingers.

”Dee Woolem in Joe's office.

Dear Editor:

Your magazines are OK, so I'm not
going to tell you how to run them. You
know more about that than I do.

There seems to be a lot of argument
and confusion about this fast draw
craze. People think that all that is ne-
cessary to win a gun-fight is to be quick
on the draw. This is childish conversa-
tion for 10-year-old boys. Let me illus-
trate the fallacy of this idea.

Jesse James was quick on the draw;
Charlie Ford didn’t mind that.

Ford was quick on the draw; Kelly
didn’t mind that.

Bill Hickok was quick on the draw;
Jack McCall didn’t mind that. :

Charley Ricker, sheriff at Casper,
Wyoming, was quick on the draw; Wood-
ard didn’t mind that.

Woodard was quick on the draw,
but ranchman Owens didn’t mind that.
Owens just knocked Woodard on the
head with a clawhammer. Woodard’s
six-shooter was still in its holster on
his belt when they lugged him off.

I was tending bar in different places
in Wyoming fifty years ago and saw
two men killed. I carried out both of
them. One was a construction gang
worker, the other was Mike Kennedy,
killed by Jack Heffron at Laramie.

To sum it all up: If a man wants to
kill you and thinks you are quick on
the draw, he’ll just be more careful do-
ing the trick and that will help him to
get the job done. Being quick on the
draw is entertainment for children, ei-
ther at the movies or in TV shows. Being
a quick draw artist don’t mean a damn
thing in a fight. Good luck to all of you.
—Frank J. Casey, Casey’s Gun Shop,
Albion, Nebraska. S

You're so right, Frank, Back in the
depression days I saw a man gun down
a foreman on a woodcutting crew. We
all stood there, wondering what to do,
when a lumberjack called Frenchy solved
the problem by heaving his double-bit
axe and bring the murderer down like a
dead duck. No fast draw artist he!

Critical Letters on TW Articles

Gentlemen:

I enjoy both your magazines. Of
course, the more certain you are that all
articles in your magazine are actually
true, the more valuable my collection of
your magazines will become, historically
speaking. I know you strive toward this
end, as I have read your statements in-
dicating your screening of all true arti-
cles.

Therefore, the Groesbeck version of
the “Mountain Meadows Massacre”
leaves me a little confused. Of course,
none of us alive today has any way of
knowing the complete truth of that black
episode. We can only do research and
then try to reason out the most logical
answers to the things research does not
explain, by use of common sense.

I quote the fourth sentence in Mrs.
Groesbeck’s presentation: “The massacre
was not only a crime against the Ar-
kansas emigrants . . but a crime
against the Latter Day Saints (Mor-
mons) who have borne for years the
odium of a deed for which they were in
no way responsible.”

Immediately the story leaves the sub-
ject at hand and delves into much prior
history in an effort to justify the Mor-
mon attitude that led to the massacre.
This may be true—but why go into that
if the Mormons were in no way respon-
sible ? If author Groesbeck means to im-
ply that the Latter Day Saints are still
bearing the odium of this crime, I can-
not accept her reasoning. It would be
just as sensible to say you and I are
still bearing the odium of Cain slaying
Abel. Certainly the Mormons of that
time should bear the stain of the mas-
sacre, for they did it. It is equally true
that later generations of Latter Day
Saints did deplore the terrible deed and
were in no way responsible for it.

Further in the article, when the Mor-
mons learned of the coming of the U.S.
troops (before the massacre had been
committed) for the avowed purpose to
give new civil officials a ‘‘posse comita-
tus” to secure .. . the offices to which
they had been appointed (which Mrs.
Groesbeck says “we are constrained to
allow on the part of some of its repre-
sentatives was sincere”), I find this is
also grasped as an excuse of the Mor-
mon. act.

Now, considering. the fact that history
proved this Mormon accusation of U.S.
troop intentions to be false, considering
the lack of any precedent to justify such
a base belief on the part of the U. S.
military forces, and bearing in mind
that there were no phones or telegraph
for the dissemination of information
preceding the arrival of the troops, and
noting that this was all dug up after

True West



the massacre, I believe it is quite ap-
parent to any thinking mind that it con-
stitutes more desperate searching for
justification of the vile massacre. I cer-
tainly don’t think anyone has any rea-
son ‘to say things about our military
purposes, before or since.

Regarding John D. Lee: The author
states he was placed in charge of Moun-
tain Meadows (Massacre). She further
states that he regretted his role, but
“he, as all Saints, believed in the doc-
trine of his church not to question the
authority of its leaders,” so he made
plans for the murder of the Gentiles.

To me, this seems to clearly indicate
the leaders of the Mormon church pre-
meditated and planned the wholesale
slaughter of the Fancher party. The
statement that the men of the Fancher
party had threatened to return and wipe
out the Mormons as soon as they got
their women and children to safety, is
another reason, apparently, for the Mor-
mon act. They had to protect themselves
from this danger! However, there were
only fifty-seven men in the Fancher
party. More scraping of the alibi barrel.

I also note that Lee later stated that
he would have given.anything to have
avoided the massacre. (Perhaps this was
shortly before he knew he was to be
executed.) But he assigned himself the
duty, as his part in the massacre, of
helping the wagon drivers kill the sick
and the wounded. Was Lee so afraid of
the healthy men, even though they were
unarmed and he wasn’t, that he chose
to help kill those helpless ones?

Statement was made in the story that
“he (Lee) had agreed with the other
leaders to place the blame on the In-
dians, and that is the report he gave to
Brigham Young.”

Do you begin to see why Mrs. Groes-
beck’s statement confuses me . . . that
the “Latter Day Saints . . . have borne
for years the odium of a deed for which
they were in no way responsible.”

I quote another questionable state-
ment from the article: “It would seem
that Lee was a martyr whose life was
sacrificed to justice and given to save
the good name of the Church.” (This
sentence refers to Lee’s abandonment by
his church to the fate of death by a
firing squad.) I think the sentence would
be better put as follows: “It would seem
that Lee was a murderer, to whom the
_ death penalty was justly assessed by
proper legal procedure and endorsed by
his church in a desperate effort to im-
prove upon the bad name the dark stain
of this massacre had given it.”

No stigma for this crime today at-
taches to anyone who may be descended
from the Mormons of that day nor to
anyone who may belong to the present
day Church of Latter Day Saints. There
is now no reason to try to present the
facts as they were. It is true that the
Fancher party hit Utah at a very bad
time, it is true that they were a cocky
and even arrogant group at times (main-
ly to keep up their own morale), and it
is true that they could have done more
to try to get along peacefully with the
Mormons. BUT it is also true that the
Mormons eommited a heinous crime with
insufficient justification.

But who is qualified to judge the peo-
ple of another time and era? We, of
this generation of so-called civilization
and culture, can recall the far greater
horrors of German concentration camps
in World War Two, of Russian mass
murders, of the frightful Japanese rape
of Nanking. Oh, the world is still far
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from attaining the peaceful ideals taught
in our churches today. Let us try to im-
prove the present rather than fruitless-
ly attempt to justify the dark past.—
Tom B. Nicholson, 2006 Schley Avenue,
San Antonio, Texas.

Your letter brings out some profound
truths, Tom. No one now living can
know the facts of this terrible tragedy;
neither does any stigma attach to any
descendant of those responsible. But, in
my estimation, the most significant sen-
tence in your letter is the last. What a
world this could be if we all did just
that.

Dear Norm:

Your story on Almighty Voice (April,
1959, TW) was fine but you left out
some interesting details. You barely
mentioned the Saskatchewan Rebellion
ten years before, for which about a doz-
en of Almighty Voice’s tribesmen were
hanged. That is probably one reason he
sought to escape when captured and
told he was going to be hanged for kill-
ing the steer.

It would also explain his killing the
Duck Lake postmaster, who was not shot
down charging the Indians but was kill-
ed under a flag of truce when he went
up to them and tried to get them to sur-
render. He was well known to all of
them and he did it against the advice
of the Mounties, who realized how des-
perate the Indians were.

All three Indians, had English names,
but the only one I remember is that of
Going-up-to-Sky, who was called Dublin.
When the three were attacked by the
Mounties, they took cover in what is
called a “bluff” in Saskatchewan. These
are dense clumps of willows and poplars
and are almost impenetrable to men
on horseback, which explains how three
men armed with old single-shot rifles
were able to turn back a charge by a
dozen well-armed police.

When the Mounties charged, Sergeant °

Raven and Inspector Allen fell badly
wounded in the open near the bluff
where Almighty Voice lay hid. Corporal
Hockin and Constable Kerr jumped from
their horses and charged into the brush.
Both were killed almost at once and
their bodies were not recovered until
after the battle. The two wounded of-
ficers were rescued by two Mounties
who borrowed a democrat from a ranch-
er who had driven up to watch the battle.
They drove up to the wounded Inspec-
tor at a gallop, jumped to the ground
and loaded him in the bed of the demo-
crat. They then drove over to the Ser-
geant, loaded him in the back, jumped
back on their seats and galloped their
horses out of range. Almighty Voice
and Dublin fired on them several times
but missed. (A democrat in Saskatche-
wan is a two-seated buggy—in this case
with one seat removed—so the two
wounded men could lie on the floor.)

All these details were in the original
story as I read it in the “Winnipeg
Free Press”. Tt created quite a sensa-
tion, as it was written by an author who
claimed to be an Indian named Buffalo
Child. He wrote other stories about
Western Canada, all as interesting as
this one about Almighty Voice.—Harold
W. Slye, General Delivery, Anaconda,
Montana.

Thanks, Harold, for filling us in on
the story of Almighty Voice. I didn’t
see Buffalo Child’s story in the “Win-
nipeg Free Press,” but I did read his
book ‘“Long Lance” which contains a
chapter devoted to Almighty Voice. The

GALVESTON

A sparkling isle in the Gulf of
Mexico, sprinkled with palms,
oleanders, and other tropical
plants. 32 miles of beach and
sparkling surf to enjoy. All sports
and entertainment facilities. Fish-
ing is tops—night life bright—
perfect for your vacation. Write
today for color folder and full
information. .

Your hosts on the beach are

hotel BUCCANEER
and hotel GALVEZ

SWIMMING POOL
COMPLETELY AIR CONDITIONED
TELEVISION — RADIO

SUPERB SEAFOOD

AFFILIATED NATIONAL HOTELS

ALABAMA
HOTEL ADMIRAL SEMMES .......... ... Mobile
HOTEL THOMAS JEFFERSON ....... Birmingham
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA
HOTEL WASHINGTON ............ Washington
INDIANA
HOTEL CLAYPOOL ............... Indianapolis
e LOUISIANA
TEL . -New Orls
HOTEL DESOTO ................ N:: O:I::::
NEBRASKA
HOTEL-PAXTON, %, .. 0. Sl b ins Omaha
NEW MEXICO
HOTEL CLOVIS ....................... Clovis
SOUTH CAROLINA
HOTEL WADE HAMPTON ............ Columbia
TEXAS
HOTEL STEPHEN F. AUSTIN.......... ... Austin
HOTEL BROWNWOOD Brownwood

HOTEL BAKER ...
HOTEL TRAVIS ..
HOTEL CORTEZ .....
HOTEL BUCCANEER
HOTEL GALVEZ ....
HOTEL JEAN LAFITTE
CORONADO COURTS
HOTEL PLAZA ...
HOTEL LUBBOCK
HOTEL FALLS .
HOTEL CACTUS ...
HOTEL MENGER ..
ANGELES COURTS ...

..-.San Antonio
......... San Antonio

VIRGINI
HOTEL MOUNTAIN LAKE.
HOTEL MONTICELLO

TELEPHONE
NEW YORK—Murray Hill 66990
CHICAGO—Mohawk 45100
WASHINGTON—Executive 36481
MEXICO CITY—10-4800
GALVESTON—5-8536
CLEVELAMD—Prospect 1.7827

/ARFILIATED
NATI
i

oA

NAL HOTELS

59



"YOU ARE UNDER ARREST!"

There’s a Thrill
in Bringing a
Crook to Justice
Through Scientific

CRIME
DETECTION

We have taught thousands of men and women this

exciting, profitable, pleasant profession. Let us teach

f'ou, 00, in your own home. Prepare yourself in your

eisure time to fill a responsible, steady, well-paid

%(;sition in a very short time and at very small cost.
hat others have done, you too, can do.

Over 800 of All American
Identification Bureaus

employstudentsor graduatesof I.A.S.
This fascinating work is easy to learn
and the training is inexpensive. You,
too, can fit yourself to fill a respon-
sible crime detection job with g
pay and steady employment. But don’t delay—get
the details now. Let us show you how easily and com-
pletely we can prepare you for this fascinating work,
during spare time in your own home. You may pay as
you learn. Write today for free Crime Book.
F RE E § “"THE BLUE BOOK OF CRIME”
® It’sa thriller. Tells about the most in-
teresting crimes—how they were solved by methods
taught by I.A.S. Send now. No salesman will call.

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
(A Correspondence School Since 1916)
Dept. 1994 1

Ator DD 512

g AND UP-LESS
(0

1o¥ 72 'YARD POST
** " ppD ANYWHERE IN U SA
@y SAVE OVER %2 BY BUYING
\."_#/~ PIPE FOR YARD POST LOCALLY
TR &0UR FACTORY-TO-YOU PRICE

o 5010 ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE,
#1095 oeo. Ypnte for FREE folder of many styles.

Wfillor Designs BN ns

TRUE WEST
P. O. Box 5008
, Austia 31, Texas
12 Issues (2 yrs.) $3.
24 Issues (4 yrs.) $5.

| lose §. Send True West
for years, starting with your next
issue to:
NAME
ADDRESS.
CitY. STATE

New. R ]

This is a Gift Subscription

Please send one of your Special Gift An-
nouncement Cards with my compliments.

Sent By.

Any Housewife or Janitor can trigger
this new Flush Gun shooting air
pressure on a solid shaft of water
n es up to
200 ft. Toilets, Bathtubs, Sinks,
Urinals, Sewers clogrred with Grease,
Rags, & Roots melt away when struck
by the hammer-like blow. Worth
many times the Cost in Plumbing
Bills. Write now for FREE BOOKLET,
or Phone Kildare 5-1702, Miller
Sewer Rod, Dept. WS-F 4642 N.
Central Ave., Chicago 30, Hli.

60

need for condensation in a magazine ar-
ticle where space is necessarily limited
forced me to omit a number of details
and concentrate on presenting at greater
length the final dramatic phase of the
tragic affair. Detailed mention of the
Riel Rebellion was also omitted for the
same reason. But now—thanks to you—
we have a fuller picture of the whole
story. —N.B.W.

Extracts From The Letters
Of New Readers

Dear Joe:

You sure did get into new territory
with True West, Hosstail—clear up into
the tall spruce and tamaracks of north-
ern Minnesota! And you can count on
old Iron Ore Ernie being your friend
even after readin’ that “Turrible Rag.”

Well now, Joe, if you're going to try
to reach perfection in your magazine as
you stated in your editorial, you might
as well save your strength and breath.
T’aint possible—but we all know you're
trying and that’s what’s different about
VOu, sy i

Nigh onto fifty years now, since boy-
hood, I've been readin’ tall Western
yarns mixed up on the alkali and sage-
brush squeezin’s, with mebbe a little
red-eye and cowpoke blarney on the
side. 've enjoyed ’em too—but I'll sure
enjoy the true yarns in your magazine a
lot more. Leastwise, the yarns will be
as close to truth as you can make ’em
and that’s a mighty comfortin’ feeling
to have when you pick up a magazine
and settle down for an hour or two of
reading . . .

Ever walk down a woodland trail in
Minnesota territory with spruce, balsam,
tamarack and birch lining the path? Or
walk along a creek in springtime with
the ground still bare after the winter
snows, with here and there a patch of
snow still remaining ? Gosh, that’s re-
freshing—just like Mom’s home-made

“bread and marmalade. It's real, it's gen-

uine, and True West has that same au-
thentic flavor. The State of Minnesota
is not heralded as a Western state, but
your magazine will fit in here like bacon
and eggs with coffee on a frosty win-
ter morning . ..

Here in Minnesota we had the lumber-
camps and lumberjacks instead of cat-
tlemen and rustlers. They weren’t bad-
men—but man, they were rough and
tough! . ..

Well, Hosstail, here’s the way I see it:
With that April issue, with the story
about Charlie Russell, Wild Old Days
and sich, you don’t only nibble a vein—
you struck the whole dadburned bonan-
za! Keep ’em comin’ like that issue and
your worries are over.—Old Iron Ore
Ernie (no address given)

Will do, Ernie, will do! If all our new
readers are as enthusiastic as you, we’ve
got it made.

Dear Joe:

Well, you can tally up another maver-
ick. The May-June issue of True West
has made me a member of the herd and
I am proud to belong. I am an Eastern
dude from a small town in New Jersey
. . . I have always been interested in
the West and have read every true ac-
count that I could find. The pickings
were pretty slim until I went to college
in Kansas and found 7True West and
Frontier Times on a local newsstand. At
first I thought they were just some
more run-of-the-mill Western pulp mag-
azines until I bought a copy of True
West, and then my opinion changed. I

found that the stories in the two maga-
zines are, as you say, ‘“as true as we
can make them.” You are to be con-
gratulated on your efforts, and I hope
you keep going for many more years.

TV and motion pictures have seldom
had stories as interesting as those print-
ed in TW and FT. Why don’'t you try
to interest one of the national TV net-
works in presenting a series using se-
lected stories from True West and Fron-
tier Times?

Well, Joe, I could go on and on about
how good I think True West and Fron-
tier Times are, but I think by now you
get the idea. I was sure glad to hear
that you went national in your distribu-
tion, especially since I found your two
magazines on a newsstand back home
during Easter vacation.

All I can say again is keep up the
good work and how about putting out
a bigger magazine and/or publishing it
more often? I for one would be willing
to pay more than a quarter if you pub-
lished bigger or more often. After all,
your two fine magazines are about the
only true link we of the younger genera-
tion have with the Old West.

Afterthought: I would be honored to
correspond with you, or any member
of your staff, or any of your contribu-
ting critics. If such a correspondence is
possible, my permanent address is—
Harry Lewis, 25 Buttonwood Street,
Lambertville, New Jersey.

I sure appreciate your fine letter, Har-
ry. It so neatly pinpointed some of our
biggest problems that we selected it for
publication over hundreds of letters from
our new-made friends. First, our very
biggest problem is to get folks to give
us a chance—to buy a copy of the maga-
zines on the stands and spend a few
minutes getting acquainted. So. many,
many people pass up TW and FT on
the racks in the belief that they are
“just some more run-of-the-mill pulp
Westerns” that it is heartbreaking to
us who are doing our durndest to perpe-
tuate the West as it really was. If only
they’d give us the chance we need, their
opinion, too, would change just as yours
did.

Second: On your idea of an authentic
TV show from TW and FT stories: Man,
we’ve sweat blood trying to find some
producer with enough imagination and
plain, ordinary horse-sense to recognize
the tremendous potential in such a se-
ries. Every mail brings us letters by the
score from TV viewers who are sick of
the Badman-Lawman routine and the
Western “soap operas” now cluttering
up their screens. I've shown producers
these letters, flown to Hollywood sever-
al times to talk to them personally about
a True West series. No luck, just the
old run-around. I can only draw the
conclusion that the TV operators don’t
want the truth about the Old West.
How else can you figure it?

Third: As to making our magazine
bigger and publishing them oftener—
well, we’d sure like to. The reason we
don’t, of course, is lack of money. Once
the newsstand sales even approach our
hopes and expectations, we’ll start pub-
lishing Frontier Times bi-monthly, which
in effect will give our readers a new
magazine every month. Monthly publica-
tion of both magazines is still our goal,
if and when finances permit.

Fourth: On the question of corres-
ponding with readers: We at TW and
FT would like nothing better than to
carry on a correspondence with all our
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good friends, but unfortunately our small
staff lacks the necessary time after get-
ting out the magazines, handling adver-
tising, subscriptions, and all the other
multitude of chores that go with publish-
ing. But I'll bet you this: You’ll be get-
ting plenty of mail from other readers
and fans!

Best of luck! Joe
Typical Letter on True West TV Show

Dear Norm:

I've just finished reading the editorial
comments column in the current issue
and I'd like to puff off a few bits of
steam. What particularly interested me
was the bit about you fellers getting
them TV big shots to consider an au-
thentic True West TV series. Or, rather
trying to get them to consider it.

Of course it’s too good to be true,
but wouldn’t it be ‘“loverly” if we could
sit and watch a movie or TV show and
not get disgusted with the wild excur-
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"Good crop you got there, Old-timer,
what is it?”

sions into fancy them writers take with
the facts? I do get tired explaining to
my kids, “No, horses didn’t stand nice
and quiet like that; they usually bucked
first and then submitted to their rider’s
will.” If one of the old-time broncs had
stood still while his master was mount-
ing, it’s likely said master would have
figured he was sick and reached for the
medicine bottle. And again, “No, men
didn’t wear them fancy shirts and doo-
dads that would let either an Indian or
an outlaw keep track of them a mile off
without straining.”

Aside from details like that, I also
get disgusted when some gent falls after
being shot by a gun that is pointed to
the floor or the ceiling or when he just
stands there after being hit with a .44
or .45 slug. When a guy got hit with one
of them slugs, mister, he went stagger-
ing or down if he was a weakling. And
he sure didn’t have much interest in the
girl friend, either!

That’s about all I'm gonna blow off
about this time, but by golly I ain’t no
more than started on my list of beefs
about so-called Western yarns as dream-
ed up by fellers who think a mule kick
is what you get out of a bottle instead
of the business end of a four-legged
animal. Larn ’em, Norm! I refuse to go
to a show lots of times because I know
the picture will be of a phony West that
never existed except in some writer's
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imagination. And I find something else
to do when Westerns come on TV.—
Dorothy E. Holzbauer, P. O. Box 183.
Arkhoma, Oklahoma.

Well, Dorothy, I sure wish we could
Iarn ’em-—but how ? We’ve tried in every
way possible and all to no avail. Maybe
in time folks will get sick of a “phony
West” but in the meantime we’ll just
have to keep on plugging away and
hoping. NBW

Short Shots

Dear Editor:

Enjoyed the story about Dee Harkey.
I feel our civilization wouldn't be what
it is today if it were not for men such

as Dee Harkey, who had to be ‘“Mean-

as Hell” to survive and uphold the laws.
—Mrs. John Rogers, Harlingen, Texas.

Dear Ailin’ Joe:

I was real sorry to hear of you let-
ting the flu bug get the drop on you

. . I offer the following as a very
simple and effective way to rugged
health. Go vegetarian! Eat nothing that
ever breathed the breath of life.

A few years ago a friend of mine
made this suggestion and here is how it
worked. (Since you publish a TRUE
magazine, you may repeat this testi-
monial.) After taking the above action
I went along for thirteen years without
losing a day’s work. Except for two
weeks of pneumonia, I have continued in
good health the past five years, also
without losing a day’s work. Have never
drawn Social Security or sick benefit.

One vegetarian family with sixteen
children state that they have never re-
quired a doctor or dentist. They add
dried grass to all their food.

Hope these suggestions don’t sound
too simple to work. They are a step to-
ward natural living. Gonna try dried
grass myself sometime.—Dan K. Conger,
Rough and Ready, California.

Howdy, Dan!

Man, you don’t know how appropriate
your letter was! We are so poor now
from trying to expand with this con-
founded publishing business that we
were wondering what in the devil we
were going to eat. The fact that dry
grass makes a mighty fine food is wel-
come news.

Dadgum, if I knew I wouldn’t have
another cold or get the flu for ten years
if T ate nothing but vegetables, I'd move
off on a farm and grow my own!

—Joe

NOTE TO WRITERS

Boys, let’s let Texas, Arizona, New Mex-
ico and Old Mexico rest awhile. We're
crammed-jammed with good, photo-packed
articles on these states. What about the
rest of that part of our country lying west
of the Mississippi? Good lost mines and
buried treasure articles are always in de-
mand. Also, we could use a few on ghost-
towns, unusual phases of Indian life, and
adventures of the little men who made
the West—NOT JUST THE SAME OLD
THING. And, men, I'm a'telling you—they
GOT to be authentic down to the last lit-
tle detaill We've got a million readers that
will pick your flesh to skeleton-white if
you make a single dad-burmed errorl

Immediate Comfort and Relief for You
with Patented

RUPTURE-EASER

T.M. Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. (A Piper Brace Truss)

For MEN, WOMEN and CHILDREN

Riht or Left
Side 3495

Double $595

A strong, form fitting wash-
able support designed to
give you relief and comfort.
Adjustable. Snaps up in
front. Soft flat groin pad—
back-lacing and adjustable
leg strap. No steel or leather bands. Unex-
celled for comfort, invisible wunder light
clothing. Washable. Also used as after opera-
tion support.
® A MOST EFFECTIVE SUPPORT FOR
REDUCIBLE INGUINAL HERNIA
Hundreds of thousands of people have dis-
covered wonderful new comfort with Rupture-
Easer. Compare it yourself with conventional
steel and leather trusses!

® RUPTURE-EASER IS SANITARY
Can be washed without harm to fabric—
you never offend when you wear Rupture-
Easer.

e NO FITTING REQUIRED

Just measure around the lowest part of
the abdomen and specify right or left side
or double.

Over 1,000,000 Grateful Users
Read What Others Say:
R. C. of Corvallis, Oregon, Air Mails: “Send
me another Rupture-Easer so I will have
one to change off with. It is enabling me
to work top speed at my press machine
8 hrs. a day.”
M. S. of Anderson, Ind., thanks us and says:
“It is one of the fmest things I have ever
worn and has made my life worth living. It
has given me untold ease and comfort.”
L. C. H., Blackburn, Mo., writes: “The Rup-
ture Faser I bought from you has done so
much good I couldn’t forget you this Christ-
mas season.”

Pat.
No.
2606551

Order two for change-off
= when laundering.
-‘l‘ PIPER BRACE CO.
2 Dept. TT-79
Kansas City 5, Mo.

811 Wyandotte,

Canadian Orders—
Mail to: PIPER BRACE (Canada)
1242 McGILL COLLEGE AVE.
MONTREAL, CANADA

USE THIS HANDY ORDER FORM

Piper Brace Company, Dept. TT-79
811 Wyandotte, Kansas City 5, Mo.

We Prepay Postage Except on C.0.D.'s
Please send. ... | RUPTURE-EASERS by return mail.
Right Side [] $4.95 Measure around |owest part
Left Side (7 $4. 95 of my abdomen is

Double EJS595 Tt st INCHES.
Enclosed is: (] Money Order [ ] Check for $.._

] Send C.O.D. Be sure to give size and side.
Name
Address
City and State

RUSH THIS COUPON NOW!
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SAFE! IMPROVES BEST OF DOGS!

pr O

OLD PROVED FORMULA OF
A FAMOUS DOG BREEDER

DOG-TONE TABS

GBS PROTECTS » PREVENTS

1. An Effective Wormer

2. A Fast Conditioner
...TONER . .. HEALTH BUILDER

' 3. Quick Relief AGAINST Symptoms
of COLDS and DISTEMPER

Great for growing puppies. 3 or 4 tablets keep
them in perfect condition. Satisfaction guaranteed
or your money back.
_ Kennel size bottle of 500—$7.50
At your druggist, pet shop or 3100
by mail postpaid. Box of 50 it
Dealer Inguiries Invited
HICKORY LABORATORIES, INC.
ADDISON, MICHIGAN

MAKE BIG MONEY

ralsing either Chinchil-

opportunity to get start-
ed on the road to pros-
perity with us, and to
have an Income for life.
Send 25¢ for full infor-
mation that explains ev-
erything about the big proposition we have to offer you.
KEENEY BROTHERS FARMS
New Freedom, Pa. R. ¥2. Box #108

Earn While You Learn at Home

C 33— Millions of jacks in gas & auto-service stations,
truckers, body-shops, riggers, factories, farms

need servicing. We show you HOW—easy step

by step directions—what tools to use. EARN UP

‘0 $5 an hour, in spare time, in your own base-

ment or garage. Start your own business NOW.

Write for folder NoTW.7& free bonus offer.

Institute of Hydraulic Jack Repair
P.O. Box 50, Bloomfield, N. J.

Only
5300

each
Postpaid

o Now you may obtain a sturdy binde
with fine simulated leather cover for
our coples of TRUE WEST at just
3.00 ecach, postpaid!

e TRUE WEST is stamped in gold on
the cover and the backbone. There
are beautiful, four-color
on inside front and
covers.

o Convenient, easy to handle, it holds
12 issues. (Back issues available at
25¢ each). No punching or mutila-
tion of your copies necessary. You'll
like it on your bookshelf!

hotographs
nside back

Circulation Department

TRUE WEST
P. O. Box 5008, Austin 31, Texas

i am enclosing $..........Send.....ou0ne
binders at $3.00 each to the followling:

CHY.ooveecosescsoscacoco StOR@ . o0neononn s
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By The Old Bookaroos

RANGE LIFE

Cavalcade of Hooves and Horns (Nay-
lor, $5) is the latest by Texas writer,
Steve Wilhelm, author of Cowboy Poet
and the television show, Trackdown.

A well documented history, Cavalcade
of Hooves and Horns presents the chron-
ology of cattle in North America since
Cortes brought Andulusian cattle into
Mexico in 1519 to present-day rodeos
and 4-H beef clubs.

The Padres introduced cattle to feed
the residents of early border missions
and the surplus production from these
centers led to the development of the
first Southwestern ranches and provided
the she-stock that mothered the Western
cattle industry.

Colonial Texas grew from hide and
horn and her surplus herds were trailed
to California, New Orleans, the Cornbelt
and Montana. Her tough cowboys trailed
Longhorns, wild as buffalo, over trails
encumbered by stampedes, rustlers,
floods, Indian raids, fever quarantines,
droughts and blizzards.

Cattlemen settled the frontier, kept
pace with civilizing influences, formed
cattlemen’s organizations, improved their
herds and co-operated with 4-H clubs
to train youths in progressive cattle
growing beef clubs.

A lot of good research provided the
source material for this book which is
worthy of a place in all cattle libraries.

Twenty-Four Years a Cowboy and
Ranchman in Southern Texas and Old
Mexico (University of Oklahoma Press,
$2) by Will Hale is volume twelve in
The Western Frontier Library. The first
edition is a rare book—there being only
three copies known—and the Press has
performed a real service to all Range
Life collectors by reprinting it. A. M.
Gibson, head of the Phillips Collection
of the University of Oklahoma libraries,
wrote the introduction. He tells the story
of his search for information about the
book, the author, and the publisher. If
the author was a Will Hale, he was
there when many of the important
events in Western history occurred, in-
cluding fighting against Billy the Kid in
the Lincoln County War. If the book
was the product of piecing together in-
cidents in the life of several frontier
characters by Will Hole Stone (the pub-
lisher) of Headrick, Oklahoma Terri-
tory, it still reads the same. With copies
now available to the many, one feels
that additional information is sure to
turn up about the author.

WESTERNERS ALL!

George Curry, 1861-1947, An Autobi-
ography (University of New Mexico
Press, $6.50) was edited by his friend
of many years, H. B. Hening, publisher
of The New Mexico Stockman. If one
can believe some of folk tales one hears
in New Mexico, they left out a few
things but not much. Curry arrived in
Lincoln County, New Mexico, in 1879
and, of course, he encountered Billy the
Kid who taught him a lesson in practi-
cal politics. With time out to serve in
the Rough Riders in the Spanish Ameri-
can War (followed by military and ci-

vilian service in the Philippines) and to
operate a real estate business in El Paso
for a short period, Curry was up to his
neck in New Mexico politics for well
over half a century. Sheriff of two New
Mexico counties and governor of the
territory, he was elected to U. S. Con-
gress in the first state election. Curry
was a keen, if partisan, observer and he
didn’t miss much that went on in his
adopted state. The only visit this review-
er had with him was while he was serv-
ing as first state historian and custodian
of the old Lincoln County Courthouse in
the mid-forties (he died in 1947). He
was working on this book at the time
but seemed glad to take time out to talk
(visitors at the old Courthouse were few
indeed then, as gasoline was rationed).
He was well over eighty at the time but
his memory seemed remarkably clear,
particularly on the events of long ago—
his encounter with the Kid, the Fountain
case and the Oliver Lee-Pat Garrett
feud. All this and much more is set
forth in this highly entertaining account
by a fearless participant. A portrait of
Curry in color, as the frontispiece, and
five drawings by Sam Smith, plus elev-
en photos, add to the value of the book.

Owen Wister Out West (University
of Chicago Press, $5) consists of the
journals and letters of the famed author
of The Virginian as edited by his daugh-
ter, Fanny Kemble Wister (Mrs. Walter
Stokes). Wister kept a day-by-day rec-
ord of his fifteen western trips and he
wrote long letters to his mother in the
East. Mrs. Stokes found the journals in
her father’s desk in 1938, fourteen years
after his death, and she has done a fine
job of combining excerpts from the let-
ters and journal entries into a highly
articulate account of the Western ex-
periences on which Wister based so
many of his short stories, articles and
novels. Mrs. Stokes has also provided
an entertaining preface containing much
family history, an introduction and an
epilogue. The book is illustrated with
drawings by Frederic Remington and
with photos of Wister in the West. Rem-
ington, who illustrated many of the
Wister writings, is also mentioned sev-
eral times in the text.

Frontier Newspaper: The El Paso
Times (Texas Western Press, $6) by
John Middagh is also the history of El
Paso. In the pages of The Times appear-
ed the stories of Dallas Stoudenmire,
Jim Gillett, John Selman, Jeff Milton,
John Wesley Hardin, Pancho Villa, and
other noted characters. The Times cru-
saded against the Ku Klux Klan; for
pure mesa water; against prohibition;
against gambling; and, of course, against
the rival Herald. A group of distinguish-
ed journalists served The Times includ-
ing Juan Hart, Jim Black, Duncan Aik-
man, Dorrance Roderick, and H. S. Hunt-
er. In 1956 the paper saluted its city
and the Southwest on the occasion of its

True West



seventy-fifth anniversary. The author of
this book is a former reporter on The
Times and now co-chairman of the De-
partment of Journalism and Radio-Tele-
vision at Texas Western College. That
the typography of the book is excellent
goes almost without saying since Carl
Hertzog directs the Press and it was
produced under his personal supervision.

COLORADO CENTENNIAL

A hundred years ago (Valentine's
Day) Colorado became a state. Many
events are planned to celebrate the cen-
tennial year and, of course, there will
be a rash of books on Colorado. Already
demanding attention are two brief his-
torical volumes.

Colorful Colorado (Sage, $3.50) is a
handsome, pint-sized, fact-crammed book
by Caroline Bancroft, one of Colorado’s
best-known historians, who surveys the
period from the Ice Age to the present.
Primitive citizens grunted like pigs and
trailed like coyotes behind herds of bis-
on, horses and elephants preying on
young or weak animals for food. They
supplemented this diet with wild fruits,
nuts, roots and insects within season.

Later came community clansmen like
Folsom and Yuma man which were fol-
lowed by pueblo and mud hut dwellers
of the type discovered by Coronado on
his mission for “Gold, Glory and Gospel.”
Coronado’s entourage brought in the
first European livestock to Colorado in
1540-41. Later horseback Indians be-
came some of the more formidable hunt-
ers and cavalrymen of all time.

The advent of European civilization
with its pioneering, settling and develop-
ing was fraught with rugged drama and
color. The stories of the wiry mountain
men, freighters, ranchers, miners, farm-
ers, city builders and engineers are am-
ply portrayed in the changing panorama
of colorful Colorado.

The text is illustrated with 80 photos,
pictures and maps, thirty-one of which
are in elegant colors. The illustrations
include two by Frederic Remington and
three by Charles Schreyvogel. A handy
reading list is included. Also there is a
paperback edition, less the last 16 pages
of the hard-back edition, for $2.

Centennial Colorado—Its  Euxciting
Story (Chambers $1.98 in wraps, $3.45
in pictorial boards) is by Robert G.
Atheran and Carl Ubbelohde. As does
Colorful Colorado, it briefly covers the
high spot of Colorado history but the
emphasis is on the pictorial. There are
thirty-two full color illustrations plus
many others in pastel or black and
white, including one by Frederic Rem-
ington.

FIGHTING INDIANS

General Stand Watie’s Confederate In-
dians (Naylor, $5) by Frank Cunning-
ham is the story of the fighters of the
Five Civilized Tribes for the Lost Cause.
Stand Watie was a Cherokee and a lead-
er of the faction opposed to Principal
Chief John Ross, who tried, unsuccess-
fully, to keep the Cherokees from fight-
ing for the South. Albert Pike was the
agent sent by Jefferson Davis to seek
Indian support for the South—Pike was
well known in the Southwest and his
efforts were immediately crowned with
success. Stand Watie raised an indepen-
dent company and was a four-year parti-
cipant in the war. He was promoted to
brigadier general in 1864 (the only In-
dian to attain this rank) and his troops
were among the last Confederates to
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surrender in 1865. The Confederate In-
dians fought mostly on the Western
frontier—Arkansas, Missouri and Kan-
sas. They harassed the Union forces in
the West in much the same way that
Mosby’s Rangers did those on the East-
ern front. The book also contains a good
summary of Cherokee politics during Re-
construction and photos of the princi-
pal Confederate Indian leaders. Recom-
mended.

TOP JOB!

Desert Voices, A Descriptive Bibliogra-
phy (Westernlore, $12.50) by E. I. Ed-
wards is a scholarly, readable volume
covering the history, physiography, and
natural resources of California deserts.
This first comprehensive reading biblio-
graphy covers over 1,500 separate cita-
tions about books, pamphlets and peri-
odicals that include enlightening infor-
mation about the mysterious California
desert area. Also there is a check list
of scientific and technical items relat-
ing to California deserts. This limited
edition, of only 500 copies, comes in a
large book format and is beautifully
printed and bound. It is worthy of the
best Western libraries.

HIGH ADVENTURE

The diary of Jacob H. Schiel, geolo-
gist and surgeon of the Gunnison Expe-
dition in 1863, provides enlightment on
Indians, settlers, wildlife and vegetation
in the Rocky Mountains when the U. S.
Government was exploring for railroad
routes across the nation. Schiel’s diary,
entitled Journey through the Rocky
Mountains and the Humboldt Mountains
to the Pacific Ocean is the latest in
The American Exploration and Travel
Series by the TUniversity of Oklahoma
Press ($3.75).

The diary, originally written in Ger-
man, is translated and edited by Thom-
as N. Bonner who has developed a pleas-
ing introduction giving supplements from
the writings of other Western explorers
to help clarify a number of facts only
vaguely covered by Schiel. The Ger-
man’s report of Captain John Gunni-
son’s massacre by Piute Indians ab-
solves the Mormons who had been blam-
ed by some for killing that excellent
officer (Gunnison) and several of his
party near the present town of Deseret.

Lieutenant Beckwith then took com-
mand of the expedition which wintered
at Salt Lake where Schiel became ac-
quainted with Brigham Young and num-
erous other Mormons. As was common
with many Eastern writers of the period,
Schiel ridiculed the Mormons and warn-
ed his friends in Germany considering
settlement in Utah that there were noth-
ing but ugly women in the whole terri-
tory.

The report covers surveys into the
Greenriver Basin and concludes with the
Humboldt River reconnaissance in Ne-
vada before the party reached the Paci-
fic Coast following the winter with the
Mormons in Utah. This is a record of
great adventure.

The True Story of the Killing of Billy
the Kid (Frontier Press of Texas, $1)
by John W. Poe is the first reprint of
this little classic in a quarter of a cen-
tury. Poe was there when Garrett killed
the Kid and his book has long been re-
garded as the most accurate account of
the events leading up to the climax.

SLIM FOR HEALTH

Lifts Sagging Stomach 5498

Rests Weary Back et

Improve your health while you improve
your looks! Get rid of that nagging back-
ache caused by sagging, dragging stomach;
ease strain on your whole system; relieve
unnatural cramping of internal organs. New
SLIM-R belt, with modern scientific ‘“lift-
and ease’ design, carries the extra load of
your “bay window,” slims your waist by
inches, improves your posture — actually
makes you look taller. Made of special high-
grade elasticized fabric. Supports without
binding or compressing. No bulges!—no
‘“‘corseted” look. New no-gouge stays pre-
vent rolling and wrinkling. Comfort-design
detachable pouch support. Results guaran-
teed or money back after 30-day trial. Buy
two—one for change-off—and get third
pouch support FREE! Order now-—specify
waist size.

Piger Brace Co.
ept. TT-79R

811 Wyandotte St.
Kansas City, Mo.

| Piper Brace Co., Dept. TT-79R |
: 11 Wyandotte St., Kansas City, Mo. 1
i1 accept your 30-day trial offer with,
| money-back guarantee of satisfaction.,
: Send me............... SLIM-R slenderizing belts
I
]
|
I

® v

at $4.98 each. Waist size........... inches. |
I enclose $............. ] Check [] Money Order:




"CLASSIFIED

(18c per word, cash with order)

Indian Relics

SELLING over 100,000 ancient Indian relics, arrow-
heads, spearheads, tomahawks, pipes, water bottles,
etc.; Small perfect stone tomahawk, $2.00; Large per-
fect grooved tomahawk, $3.00; Indian skulls, $25.00;
Clay pipe $4.00; Grooved war club, $2.00. List Free.
Lear's, Glenwood, Ark.

2 INDIAN WAR ARROWHEADS, Scalpin% Knife, Flint
Thunderbird, Spearhead $4.00. Catalog Free. Arrow-
head, Glenwood, Arkansas.

GENUINE ANCIENT RELICS—Doz, good arrowheads
and flint knife—$5. All types of relics in stock. Lists
for 10c. Charles Rhoton, Jr., Box 152, Keyes, Okla.
FREE PECOS DIAMOND with each flint arrowhead
making kit, Complete kit of tools, materials and
instructions—$3. Instruction booklet alone—$1. Satis-
faction guaranteed. Lobo, Box 144-A, Carlsbad, New
Mexico.

INDIAN RELICS, arrowhead jewelry, gifts. FREE
FOLDER. Chief Blackhawk, Kennewick 14, Washington.

Miscellaneous

FREE CATALOG on WESTERN and CSA books. W.
M. Morrison, 118 North Sixth, Waco, Texas.

BLACK SAND AND GOLD! By Ella L. Martinsen.
Alaska-Yukon adventures of Ed Lung. Has 419 pages
and forty gold-rush pictures, some rare! Photos of
Dawson, Bonanza, Eldorado, Klondike Kate, and
many others, Eyewitness account with some diaries.
Autographed copies $3.95 C.O.D. or money orders.
Ella ?Aarﬁnsen, 30 East Victoria, Santa Barbara, Cal.
SEW Aprons at home for stores. No charge for
material to fill orders. In our fifth successful year.
Write: Adco Mifg. Co., Bastrop 57, Louisiana.

CALL ELK, deer, bear, javelina, coyotes, foxes, cats,
etcl Also, deer lure and scent for trapping. Write
Original Animal Calls. Dept. TW, Burley, Idaho.
ARTHRITIS, RHEUMATISM, BURSITIS sufferers! Stop
agonizing pains and swellings. Quick vital relief
with _new home treatments. Amazing results. Write
for FREE literature. Jay Bruington Company, Onamia,
Minnesota.

Train horses by circus methods. Write for free book-
lets. Special: Mail $1 for five good tricks to teach
your horse. American Horse-Training Institute, Dept.
250 Scammon, Kansas.

AUCTIONEERING CAN be for you. Write for infor-
mation. Western College of Auctioneering, Box 1458,
WP, Billings, Montana.

LOST MINES and TREASURES OF THE PACIFIC
NORTHWEST, book with many clues and maps for
treasure hunters. Aufo?raphed copies $3.95 postpaid.
MOSER-BOOKS, Box 1110, Portland 7, Oregon.
WANTED! Old ragtime large sheet music from 1890
to 1920 only. Must say rag on it somewhere. Send
list. Robert Darch, Keystone Hotel, Joplin, Missouri.
WANTED! TRUE WEST lIssues 1, 2, 3, 4, 7, 9, 12.
Troy Kemper, 709 Van Buren, SE, Albuguerque, New
Mexico.

CONCORD STAGECOACHES for sale. Write William
Thomas, Box 422, Delta, Colorado.

WANTED! TRUE WEST 1, 2, 3. Max Cagle, 1326 S. W.
32, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.

BALLADS OR LYRICS WANTED for songs. One has
84 notes. 50/50 on royalties if ballad is used. Send
with self-addressed stamped envelope to: Kunnas, Box
1952. Modesto, California.

ANCIENT COINS. 2000 years old. $3.00. Allets, Box
164, Denton, Texas.

TRADE Issues 1-28 TRUE WEST for relics. Chahawa,
Box 1242, Lincoln, Nebraska.

BEER AS YOU LIKE IT! Four different versions of
making beer at home. Complete know-how $1.00. Do
not confuse versions 1 or 2 with home brew, this is
Beer. That's right, buddy, BEER.
436, Texas City, Texas.

}NANTED TRUE WEST NO. 2. Lonny Bartels, Westside,
owa.

GROWING CACTUS IS FUN! Generous portion of at
least six varieties of native cactus seeds 25c. Desert
Seed, Box 68, Morristown, Arizona.

CONSIDER SELLING complete set of TRUE WEST.
David Dart, 8016 San Joaquin SE, Albuquerque, New
Mexico.

LAST CHANCE, Tombstone, Arizona, snapshots. $1.00.
Box 24, Center Ossipee, New Hampshire.

WANTED! TW Vol. 1, 2 & 3. Trade Vol. 7, 11 & cash.
L. Psencik, R. 2, Temple, Texas.

"YOUR SECRET GOLD MINE". Make $$$ finding
curios, artifacts, relics, heirlooms and antiques. Free
details, Putman, 100 Hull Avenue, Jerome, Arizona,
America's Biggest Ghost Town.

WILL PAY $3.00 each for Issues 1-2-3-4-7-9-12-11 of
TRUE WEST. LeRoy Beving, Ackley, lowa.

BOOKS, 5/;'" x8,", paper covered; Kate Bender;
True Buried Treasure Tales; Wildcats in Petticoats
(Female Desperados); Stories about Indian Maidens
(wow); The Texas Rangers. $1.00 each. A. Maurer, 908
E. Diamond, Pittsburgh 12, Penna.

TRUE WEST WANTED! 4322 Victor Street, Jackson-
ville, Florida.

Brewmaster, Box

64

Leather Craft

FREE ""DO-IT-YOURSELF'' Leathercraft Catalog. Tandy
Leather Company, Box 791-H29, Fort Worth, Texas.

Business Opportunities

JOBS—HIGH PAY: USA, So. America, The Islands.
All trades. Many companies pay fare. Write Dept.
72F, National Employment Information, 1020 Broad,
Newark, N. J.

False Teeth

Dentures Loose? Painful? Troublesome? Sore gums?
Valuable new helpful information free. Baker 85(WP),
Elyria, Ohio.

Western Merchandise

BOOTS—High grade, Fancy, Western style, made to
your measurement, Latest catalog. Crichet Boot Com-
pany, El Paso 31, Texas.

SOMETHING NEW IN FAST DRAW BELTS &
HOLSTERS! Also standard belt holsters. Reasonably
priced. Write for literature. Eimer Pickens, Colorado
City, Texas.

FREE CATALOG OF MEXICAN IMPORTS. Purses,
shoes, jewelry, gifts, Save—buy direct from importer.
Northern Import Company, Reed City 129, Michigan.
BUCKSKIN: hand-tanned; smoked or white; S Left-
hand, Box 28, Elmo, Montana.

For Salel One pair 93 in. Texas Horns. Emile Rea,
Burnside, Illinois.

LARIATS MADE TO ORDER! 33 ft., waterproof, metal
hands with horn loop braided in. $6.85. Will Rogers
Ranch, 106 Townline Avenue, Beloit, Wisconsin.

Oh, Heck Fire!
(Continued from page 8 )

it! The general public’s acceptance will
be narrowed down somewhat because of
a misconception and it may be that mar-
gin that means life or death for the sub-
ject at hand. So this would be the most
important discourse I ever wrote in my
life, if it could make even the first step
in doing away with a confounded as-
sumption that has killed so many prop-
erties. That’s why publishers stay in
New York—it’s the only place the peo-
ple of our country will let them stay and
acctiaPt their products as national in ap-
peal! ;

I KNEW we’d add to the fire by pub-

lishing three articles on Texas in the
last issue. I almost didn’t do it. But
we're making an experiment. I NEED
YOUR VOTE! Again, we’re democratic
as the very devil here and I blamed
sure like to hear from the readers now
and then on especially important sub-
jects. Last issue, we covered the Alamo,
the Goliad Massacre, and defeat of the
Mexicans at San Jacinto. It told the
story of Santa Ana’s expedition and
defeat in three short articles on different
phases of his campaign. It didn’t tell
the whole story. That’s impossible in
even three articles of limited wordage.
But three rounded out the picture,
wherein one would have touched only
one important battle, etc. Now, on
the important characters, battles, move-
ments, etc., in our Old West history,
shall we hit them from several an-
gles with two and three articles ON THE
SAME SUBJECT per issue, then follow
with ten or eleven articles on other
phases of the Old West, different sub-
jects, different locales—trying to cover
every possible state and region? Or,
had you rather EVERY ARTICLE be
different? I know, a big group will
write in and say let’s have all lost mines
and buried treasures; another group, all
badmen; another, Indian; etc. But we'd
go out of business in a hurry catering
to one taste only. So, let us know if you
like one subject thoroughly done, with
two or three articles on it from every

possible angle, or if you’d rather have
them all different.

ANOTHER thing that makes it very

difficult for us (tying True West to
one locality) is that 809 of the material
they send in is on Texas, New Mexico,
Arizona and Old Mexico. We never knew
that the Old West consisted of the a-
bove! We have enough articles on this
particular section of our country and
Mexico to last four years! We have to
dig to get a good article on Montana,
Wyoming, Idaho, Oregon, Washington,
the Dakotas, Nebraska, and the rest of
the Old West. There’s worlds of material
on that part of our country lying west
of the Mississippi, but you folks are lay-
ing it aside and digging up something
on the Southwest, mainly good old
TEXAS!

We are overstocked completely. We
could stop accepting articles and run
TWO YEARS on what we have on file
right now. But if you are going to send
in something, remember we cover the
rest of the West, and that you have a
much better chance of getting one ac-
cepted if it happened outside the South-
west! Lost mine and buried treasure,
badmen (hit the ones not so well known
and overdone), ghost towns and Indian
material is our top menu but we’ll al-
ways be open to a really authentic,
downright good story on any phase or
period of the Old West, preferably with
good pictures. Incidentally, our appeal
in the last issue for you boys to hold up
west! Lost mines and buried treasure,
your manuscripts since we were so over-
stocked and snowed-under, brought the
greatest deluge of manuscripts we’ve
ever had sent in at any one time!

We’ll probably get jolly heck from
Texas readers. Again, we love you to
pieces, but we started out to publish a
magazine on the Old West as a whole—
a subject that has no geographical limi-
tations insofar as appeal is concerned—
and we aim to do just that, IF THE
AMERICAN PEOPLE WILL LET US!

ABOUT THE COVER

Dear Joe,

Regretfully I must write that Buck
Reilly has recently passed away since
doing the cover picture for your maga-
zine.

I would like to let you know a little
more about him and his work as we
feel that we have lost a true artist on
the brink of his career.

Your magazine is bringing back from
history the things he was also trying
to portray on canvas and he wanted very
much to be a part of it and grow in
recognition as you are.

The Indian and buffalo picture was
painted to revive a small portion of the
Old West. Since the Indian hunts are al-
most a forgotten past, Buck enjoyed do-
ing research on them and wanted to de-
pict the perils as well as the fruits of
the hunt.

Buck had made a number of trips to
Montana and Wyoming as well as other
states to gather ideas and to picture the
terrain and surroundings for his type of
art. This Western artist continually
strived to paint the West as it truly
was. Having been a rancher in Texas
and New Mexico most of his life, this
was very close to his heart.

Wishing you the greatest of success.—
Sincerely, Mrs. Dick Reilly.

True West



THREE OUT--THREE TO GO!

Ol' Numbers 10, 14
and 19 Just Bit the
Dust--We've Sold
Them Out! And » ,
Numbers 6, 8 and . . o s s o
17 Will Soon Follow!

Folks, if you’ve been
hankerin’ for any of these
valuable back issues,
you’d better bog your
spurs and build a loop fast!

The demise of these issues
brings to eleven the total
of back issues we’re

plumb out of!

To encourage only those

who are keeping complete

files to buy, we’re upping
the ante on Numbers 6,
8 and 17 to four bits.
And we may have to
do the same with some

others before too long!

The inStant Dy “ 29—25¢ 30—25¢ 31—25¢ - 3225c i 33—25¢ ’ wmvvin_ '57—50c

supply of a back number is oNTIER <o T o AN Frontier “ e FE0HG
exhausted, many dealers =
and collectors charge from
$1 to $5 per copy—so
here’s your chance to stock

up while we have them— AR kgl
- e b2 e e e

and that won’t be long!

Spr.—25¢ Sum.—25¢ Fall—25¢ Win, '58—25¢ Spring—25¢

List those you want by number on a sheet of paper. If you really want them, DO IT
RIGHT NOW, because fully half of the issues you see above are getting low and, at the
rate they’re going, won’t last for “‘three shakes of a sheep’s tail.”

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS @y



Thete is aGuoeaaoo line to meet
Every Test of

FINBACK FURY
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FOR SPINNING

G 6 BRAIDED

- DACRON* SQUIDDING<BAITCASTING
Smaller diameter and less visibility helps you spook the
fish. No stretch of line hooks ’em with snap of rod tip.
Greater strength and resistance to fraying make sure
you land *em. Popular sizes, tests, colors.
*DuPont Polyester Fiber.

GUDELINE
BRAIDED NYLON
BAITCASTING LINE
Long, smooth casts are as-

G-6 pacron

TROLLING IN BLUE SPOT

The big ones will only see
your lure when you take ad-
vantage of the camouflage
action of the new, sleek, sub-
tle, blue fleck line. Same small
diameter and no stretch of
other G-6 Lines. Popular
sizes, tests.

- BRAIDED

.

- TROLLING LINE

- 100 varos
TE5750 18, '

sured by the special lubrica-
tion and waterproofing of
GudeLine. GUDEBROD’S
own diathermic process also
reduces stretch and diameter
for top line performance.
Popular sizes, tests, colors.

Mastlacisred by

z?{g(gg&qg;gulk(ln;
i vm *

, G-3 BRAIDED NYLON ... A favorite of “‘Spin-
y ners”” who want specially processed line for ac-
curate casting, greater strength.

G-4 MONOFILAMENT . .. Invisibility in water
and flexibility for casting ease make G-4 a first
for salt and fresh water.

G-5 NYLON FLOATER'. .. Exclusive GUDEBROD
b finish keeps water from seeping in, keeps line
floating perfectly on surface.

GUDEKING SILK and GUDEQUEEN NYLON
FLY LINES ... Vacuum processed and oil im-
pregnated for casting accuracy.

Philadelphia 7, Pa.

ASK YOUR DEALER ABOUT OTHER GUDEBROD LINES

FOR ALL TYPES OF FISHING IN SALT, FRESH WATER

UDEBROD BROS. SILK CO., INC.

Founded 1870

“First In Line For Better Fishing”

FREE WEATHER
FORECASTER

16 full-color photos
of cloud formations
help you tell when
weather’s best for
fishing. Ask dealer,
or write DEPT. TW89.






