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The Fair is where to go this year. Pontiac is how.

All roads lead to the New York World's Fair this year, and the smoothest way to get from here to there is by
Pontiac. Our Wide-Track ride is why. It unkinks a curve so suavely, you're not quite sure who deserves the credit—
us or you. It irons a washboard road so flat, you'll wonder when they paved it and why you never noticed before.
Besides Wide-Track, Pontiacs come with Trophy V-8 power (the kind that answers when you call) and Pontiac

style (the kind that turns heads as you pass). Agreed, then, Pontiac's how to go. The World's Fair is where, okay?

Now see your Pontiac dealer and say when. '64 WIDE-TRACK PONTIAC

PONTIAC MOTOR DIVISION + GENERAL MOTORS CORPORATION



Announcing the most
spectacular, most
heautiful book about
the West ever published

It's called THE BOOK OF THE AMERICAN WEST. No other book about the
West exists today that can compare with it.

Never before has such a wealth of Western history, legend and lore—written
by such a distinguished group of authorities—been assembled between the covers

of a single volume.

THE BOOK OF THE AMERICAN WEST
is an entirely new and original work. Only
from the vantage point of the 20th century
could a book have been written that cap-
tures all the sweep and grandeur, all the
unique flavor of the West during the heroic
days when it was settled and won.

%  You meet the earthy peo-
ple who made the West . . .
» the pioneers and pathfind-
. ers, law-bringers and law-
breakers, tellers of tall
4 tales and singers of songs.
You live .the fevered days of the mining
booms . .. the terror of the Indian wars .
the unparalleled excitement of the coming
of the railroad. You see the land of the
Big Sky through the eyes of Catlin, Reming-
ton, Russell, Bodmer, Bierstadt, Borein,
Moran and other great artists of the West.

Here is the West as it really was—a
region infinitely vaster and more thrilling
than the never-never land of the “Western.”

THE BOOK OF THE AMERICAN WEST
over a

contains more than 600 big pages. ..

July-August, 1964

quarter-million words . . . more than 200
lavish illustrations, many in color. It will
be an inexhaustible source of browsing
and reading pleasure for every member of
the family . .. and an ideal gift for anyone
interested in adventure, history, folklore,
or Americana.

Created by leading
authorities on the West
Editor in Chief: JAY MONAGHAN
Consultant, Wyles Collection of Lincoln-
iana and Western Americana, University
of California; author of several books on
the West. .

Art Director: CLARENCE P. HORNUNG
Archivist of Western Americana, illustra-
tor, graphic arts consultant and author.

m 812" x 11”7
m Over 600 pages.
250,000 words
® Deluxe binding, with
die-stamped illustrations
® Double-spread historical
maps
® ILLUSTRATED WITH MORE
THAN 200 DRAWINGS, PAINTINGS,
ENGRAVINGS, PRINTS, WOODCUTS.
AND LITHOGRAPHS OF THE PERIOD
W Price: $22.50

A magnificent
gift offer:

With every copy of THE BOOK
OF THE AMERICAN WEST,
you receive—absolutely free—a
limited, numbered portfolio of six
choice FREDERIC REMINGTON
WESTERN PRINTS, reproduced
on heavy art stock, 814” x 117,

. They are rare treasures for mount-
ing in your home or office!
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SECTIONS
1. OPENING OF THE WEST: EXPLORERS
AND MOUNTAIN MEN By DALE MORGAN,
Editor, Bancroft Library, University of Cali-
fornia

2. TRANSPORTATION IN THE AMERICAN
WEST By OSCAR OSBURN WINTHER, Pro-
fessor of History, Indiana University

3. TREASURES OF THE AMERICAN WEST
By OSCAR LEWIS, author of 30 books of
Western history and biography

4. INDIANS AND SOLDIERS OF THE AMER-
ICAN WEST By DON RUSSELL, Editor, The
Westerner’s Brand Book; author of The Lives
and Legends of Buffalo Bill and other books

5. THE LAW OF THE AMERICAN WEST By
WAYNE GARD, Fellow, Texas State Historical
Association; author of six books on Western
history

6. COWBOYS AND HORSES OF THE AMER-
ICAN WEST By RAMON F. ADAMS, author
of Cowboy Lingo, Western Worlds, and other
bocks; Member, Texas Institute of Letters

7. GUNS OF THE AMERICAN WEST By ROB-
ERT EASTON, magazine editor, ranch hand,
soldier, firearms expert; contributor to The
Atlantic, Holiday, Esquire

8. WILD LIFE OF THE AMERICAN WEST
By NATT NOYES DODGE, Naturalist,r U.S.
Park Service; author of The American South-
west

9. A SAMPLER OF WESTERN FOLKLORE
AND SONGS By BENJAMIN ALBERT BOT-
KIN, Past President, American-Folklore So-
ciety; compiler of A Treasury of Western
Folklore

10. A GALLERY OF WESTERN ART with
commentary by CLARENCE P. HORNUNG

Send no money. 10-day FREE examination
r---——-_—_—_—---1

To your favorite bookstore, or I

JULIAN MESSNER, INC., Dept. W-20
8 West 40th St., New York 18, N. Y.

Please send me a copy of THE BOOK OF
THE AMERICAN WEST plus free portfolio
of six Frederic Remington prints. I will pay
the postman $22.50 plus postage and han-
dling charges. I understand that I may return
the book for full refund within ten days if
I am not satisfied with it.

Name.

Address.

City. Zone. State

[J SAVE. Enclose payment now, check or
money order, and publisher pays postage
and handling. Same refund guarantee.

r——-————-—————————
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Treasure Headquarters

Abbe Mermets Famous book Principles & Practice
of RADIESTHESIA; the best ever writtén on
dowsing, pendulums, magnetic lines, detecting
depth of hidden objects, and gold. In English from
the French ed. 230 pps. $4.95

Metal Detector Handbook. How they work, what
and what not they will do, various kinds, manufac-
turers names. Find out the facts before you buy
one. Paper back. $2.00

BIG GHOST TOWN Map of 86 sites in Nevada,
California and Arizona—with roads to them. 2 x 3

feet. $1.00
Lost Mines of Old Arizona by Weight with Map
and 20 photos $2.00

Lost Mines of Death Valley by Weight. Map and
17 photos. $2.00

Treasure of the Sangre de Cristos by Campa. Bars
of gold, muleloads of silver, lost mines, 223 pps.
$5.95

Arizona Rock Trails—where to go, 20 maps with
directions and details on 6 x 7 in. cards by
Bittner, 2nd ed. $1.95

Lust For Gold by Hogg. Seekers, smuggling,
sunken, lost, myths, history of nothing but GOLD,
GOLD. 190 pps. $3.95

Lost Desert Bonanzas. Over 100 lost mines and
treasures of SW, with 91 detailed maps, 270 pps.
One of the best. $6.50

Ghosts of Adobe Walls, by Murbarger. Over 400
Ghost Towns described and illus. in 300 pps. The
latest of this author. $7.50

Stampede to Timber Line, a big 544 pages of
ghost towns and mining camps of Colorado, over
100 illus. $7.50

Ask for free catalogue of 100 treasure items.

FOUL ANCHOR
“For Treasure or Pleasure!’
Box 206F Rye, N. Y.
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This authentic old map, which pictures
Arizona's colorful past, is both interesting
and educational. Printed in two colors,
the map is a must for all well-dressed
dens, offices, family and children's rooms.
Size 23" x 29”. Shipped rolled, $1.50 ppd.

MAPS  P. 0. BOX 2656  SCOTTSDALE, ARIZONA

A FORTUNE IN '

GOLD -

A GREAT NEW IDEA!
Scientific system of dry placer
GOLD and PLATINUM recovery!
Complete Blueprints - $5.00

Brochure on Request

FINANCIAL INDEPENDENCE!
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“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of great
bistorical value and should be preserved in all the libraries of the country.”—
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.
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while in our hands is not guaranteed, Enclose stamped envelope with all submissions.
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Plus these other outstanding features . . .

B ZACHARY TAYLOR'S GOLD by Donald Cline. Luck
wasn't running with the Mexicans that day. While they
were losing the battle, they were frantically burying a
treasure—for which they would never return.

B TWO GIANTS IN WESTERN ART by North D. Stark.
A student of Russell and Seltzer pulls the latchstring
to their studios. Once again brushes are busy, laughs
are hearty, and the world of Indians, horses and
buffaloes, is not so far away.

B THE KING AND I AND THE BOWIE KNIFE by Ray-
mond W. Thorp. The Chihuahua Trail was as long as
imagination. It led past an obscure little Arkansas
blacksmith shop straight to the palace of Faisal II

M THE WILD MCLEANS by F. W. Lindsay. Braggarts
and bullies with a penchant for murder and hate
handed down from father to son, were these wild
young men.

B DAYS ON THE DIAMOND-A by Oscar H. Ward as
told to Roberta Marrs. Want to see how cowboys acted
when no women were around? Like the author says—
it takes calico to tame men!

M Also, UNSUNG HERO by Sam Brown, COUNTRY
HICK by Garland E. Dixon, THE MINERS HANGED
JUANITA by Thomas Stimmel, AN OLD MAN’'S GOLD
by Charles A. Kelley, Jr., "HE MESSED UP THE KILL-
ING!" by Olevia E. Myers, TOWN WON FROM THE
DESERT by Marjorie Vandervelde, PAPAGO INDIAN
MEDICINE by Joseph G. Lee, PROSPECTOR WITH A
CAMERA by Eugene L. Conrotto, DIP, PUFF OR CHAW
by Charles E. Eckhardt, BLOOD ON THE FLOORS by
John Carson, plus FRONTIER POST, NUGGETS and
WESTERN ROUNDUP.:

ol fobsedifetsrad Pestot P dtes fifetned i futewe | fietts
THE SEPTEMBER FRONTIER TIMES GOES ON SALE
JULY 20, and it’s just crammed full of great stories.

Don't fail to pick up a copy if you're traveling around
the country. It will be of interest to all vacationers who
are heading west. Stay-at-homes will enjoy it too—one
of the treasure stories will keep you spitting sand for a
week.

=l fettmsud] fotmeslifmtinscd |l TR ot ifastroadfinte
NOT TOO FAR OFF—IN THE NOVEMBER FRONTIER
TIMES WE'RE STARTING OFF WITH THE FIRST PART
OF ANOTHER EXCITING OUT-OF-PRINT BOOK—COW
BY THE TAIL, BY JESSE JAMES BENTON—A CLASSIC

AND CONSIDERED BY SOME THE BEST COMBINED
"COWBOYING"” AND INDIAN BOOK EVER PUBLISHED.

July-August, 1964
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WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC,
Box 5008, Austin, Texas 78703

Publishers of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES

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

Name.
Address.
City. State. Zip.

New_______  Renewal

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

(If you don’t want to cut this magazine, order on a sheet of paper.)
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There Ain’t No Way to Get
There from Here
Dear Sir:

I wish to register a real gripe—not
necessarily at your magazines or -any
specific author, book, pamphlet or bro-
chure. Many are guilty. It has to do with
the serious-type material on treasure
hunting, ghost towns, historical sites, ete.
NOBODY GIVES DIRECTIONS!

For example, here is a typical state-
ment: “It is located north of Highway
49.” Now, that’s really pinpointing it for
you, wouldn’t you say ? Or else they’ll fix
the location by mentioning a town, lake
or mountain which is not even listed on
the map. We are truly grateful for one
thing, however; most are considerate
enough to mention the state said ghost
town or other is in, and some even say
“eastern” or “western’” part. That is why
I like articles by Nell Murbarger and a
few others. They are specific.—Peter S.
Brody, P. O. Box 30, Casselton, North
Dakota.

_Young’uns Can Sure Be Aggravating!
Dear Sir:

This is my first attempt to write a
letter to a publication. I started one
about the discovery of the Blue Bucket
Mine over on the Deschutes River just
under Black Butte. About that time a
horse fell on me. While I was in the
hospital my girls cleaned out my cabin.
They burned up my TRUE WEST and
FRONTIER TIMES and also my paper
that had the account of the Blue Bucket.

Although I was born and brought up
near the foothills of the Cascade Range,
I can’t tell you much about the Old West.
I am just a button—only seventy. How-
ever, I don’t think much of the idea of
long yarns in two or three installments.
I might not live to get the last one and
then where in the hell would I be ? Hoping
you will soon become a daily, I am your
friend.—Milton M. (Mick) Farley, Craw-
fordsville, Oregon.

Some Old Cowboy Had the Pip that Day!
Dear Joe:

Not long ago I read in a TW article
about a man who had taken some of Dr.
Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters. Well, while
walking in the pasture one day, my
husband found such a bottle with that
name written (or rather printed) on it.
I was wondering if some of the readers
know when the last bottle of such stomach
bitters was put on the market so we
would know, just how old the bottle is.
We enjoy your magazines very much.—
Mrs. E. A. Rogers, Box 205, Dryden,
Texas.
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Jim Reynolds
Brother of “Lonesome Charley?
Gentlemen:

There is a rumor that someone in our
family was killed with Custer or Reno in
the Little Big Horn Battle. My curiosity
was aroused by Will Price’s article in one
of your back issues (TW June, 1961).

Enclosed is a picture of Jim Reynolds,
taken from the original tintype. He
married Manervey Bryant, my grand-
mother’s sister. He was out in Kansas
and Nebraska at the time that Lonesome
Charley and his brothers would or could
have been there. Does anyone know if
Charley had a brother named Jim ? If so,
could this be the one ? I'd be very grateful
to get any information—Henry R.
Hanker, Route 6, Box 702, Terre Haute,
Indiana. >

Killing of the Jennings Brothers
Dear Joe:

Roy E. Farmer, mv father, was an
eyewitness'at the trouble between Temple
Houston and the Jennings brothers. Pre-
vious accounts have placed the local
sheriff in the saloon and shooting one of
the brothers while Houston shot the other.
Actually, the sheriff had to be called

(Continued on page 70)

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

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

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

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS

Box 5008-BI Austin, Texas 78703

NOTICE: Western Publications will give a 10% discount on
all back issue orders totaling $30.00 or more.
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THE vast expanse of the Gulf of Mexico

rolled and tossed, restlessly and end-
lessly. Succession after succession of
waves, swelling and heaving, broke be-
fore the everlasting wind.

In the midst of this churning immen-
sity, a ship, her great paddlewheels taxed
to the utmost, pushed her way through
the seas, intent upon her destination
over the horizon—a tiny seaport upon
the Texas coast.

Far to the northwest and converging
on the same spot, a train of many wagons,
drawn by mules and oxen, crawled slowly

along a southern course. Their surround-

ings were the exact antithesis to those of
the ship. The route lay through a desert
waste. There was no water to be had any-
where other than in the iron-hooped bar-
rels lashed to the wagonsides and these
held barely enough for a night’s camp.

Vegetation was sparse and withered
and the teamsters, muffled to their eyes
with neckerchiefs, cursed the dust and
heat. They thought hungrily of the
revelry and entertainment that lay ahead
of them.

These two links in the chain of 19th
Century transportation, the ship and the
wagontrain, were destined for a pre-
arranged meeting, each dependent upon
the other. Many miles to the northwest,
a network of frontier army posts, crude,
lonely advance bastions of civilization,
were helplessly dependent upon both.

The ship, loaded with supplies so badly
needed by frontier towns and isolated
ranches and mines, was also packed with
a huge consignment of quartermaster
and subsistence supplies for the Depart-
ments of Texas and New Mexico. The
empty wagons had been dispatched from
Department Headquarters at San Antonio
to take over the army stores and ultimate-
ly transport them td the Quartermaster
Depot at El Paso. From there they would
be distributed to far-flung forts and
camps in New Mexico, a territory then
extending into present-day Colorado and
Arizona.

The meeting point, -a low-lying pen-
insula jutting out into Matagorda Bay
a few miles south of Port Lavaca, was at
that time the most important seaport
and early-day supply center on the entire
Texas Gulf Coast—old Indianola.

FIRST claimed by Spain, the coast area
now called Matagorda Bay, was taken
over in 1685 by Rene Robert Cavelier,
Sieur de La Salle, with four ships loaded
with settlers and supplies with which to
establish a colony in the New World.

Mistaking the bay for the mouth of the
Mississippi River, La Salle entered ‘and
landed near where Indianola later stood.
There he built shelters for his peeple.
Sickness, defection and raids by the
fierce, cannibalistic Karankawa Indians
reduced his force. Realizing that he had
failed to find the Father of Waters, La
Salle began a search to the east that
ended in his death early in 1687 at the
hands of his own men. In 1689 the
remnants of the La Salle colony were
taken prisoners by the Spaniards and
transported to Mexico City.

Following Mexican independence from
Spanish rule in 1821, Mexico offered large
grants of land in Texas to individuals who
would contract to establish settlements.
Martin de Leon colonized the land about
Matagorda Bay in 1824 and opened the
way for an influx of energetic ambi-
tious Americans and Europeans—German,
French, Irish and Polish. Outstanding
among these were the Baron von Bastrop
and flamboyant, romantic Prince Carl of
Solms-Braunfels.

The latter, an officer on leave from the
Austrian ,Army, represented a body of
German noblemen whose purpose was to
settle large numbers of immigrants in
Texas. Arriving in 1843, his colonists
followed him a year later and established
the community of Karlshaven, later to be
known as Indianola.

Colonization did not take place without
tragic suffering and death. Some 5,000
Germans landed at Karlshaven in the
months immediately following the arrival
of the Prince. Housed in makeshift, in-
adequate shelters, and dangerously under-
nourished, they fell easy prey to disease.

Upon finding that the surrounding land
had been withdrawn from colonization,
they pushed farther inland to found the
town of New Braunfels, where Prince
Carl raised the flags of Austria and Texas
over a fort in which he reigned in near
medieval style. Many more of his country-
men arrived within the next few years.

Then the Mexican War broke loose

BY THE SEA

By LEE MYERS

The dust of oblivion has covered many a mining camp
and cowtown. But the most vital supply center of the
Southwest outposts died under the lash of the ocean |

bringing an excessive demand for Arm;
transportation. Contracts to move im
migrants and their goods to the inlang
settlements were broken when teamster:
abrogated their agreements with the
Germans and took the higher pay offerec
by the Army.

Stranded and desperate from the ter:
rifying threat of plague, many attemptec
to walk to New Braunfels. Some succeed:
ed; many more fell by the way to marlk
the long road with a succession of graves

Sometime during  these years im:
mediately following the arrival of the
German colonists, the name, Karlshaver
or Carlshaven, as it was later spelled
was changed to Indianola. Growth anc
prosperity followed. At least as early as
the winning of Texas’ Independence ir
1836, aggressive American ship owners
had cruised the length of the Gulf Coas!
in search of trade. What they found mus!
have pleased them for their calls con:
tinued and regular trade was establishec
—trade that, though negligible at first
soon began to increase until these waters
were never long without the ' trailing
wakes of ocean-going vessels. Indianola
with water deep enough to accommedate
the largest steamers, rapidly attained the
status of an important seaport.

AMERICAN enterprise has never need:

ed more than one invitation to estab:
lish itself and so it was at Indianola
Business houses, catering to all manne:
of the newcomers’ needs, multiplied al-
most overnight.

Even prior to the Mexican War, Texans
were wondering what to do with thei
vast surplus of cattle. With the coming
of ships, matters changed. Men began
to drive herds to Indianola where they
were killed for their hides and tallow
alone, the carcasses being left to buzzards
and coyotes. It has been said it was in old
Indianola that the homely expression, “to
skin a flea for its hide and tallow,”
originated.

Since ship owners have always abhorred
the thought of returning to their home
ports with empty holds, these by-products
of the range were most welcome. There
was a cargo, or at least part of a cargo,
both ways. The ranchers realized some
small profit from cattle that formerly

True West



Looking west on Main Street,

had been worthless except as meat for
the home table. As a consequence, both
ship owners and cattlemen profited.

Soon another infant industry was estab-
lished in old Indianola—the canning of
wild turkeys and sea turtles, both of
which abounded nearby. Not to be out-
done, another early-day entrepreneur be-
came inspired by the tons of beef which
were going to waste, and set up a packing
house to convert it into “salt junk.” This
also went into the cavernous holds of the
ships headed for eastern markets. This
“junk” had long been famous (or, perhaps,
_infamous) as a part of the English man-
o-warsman’s sea-going rations.

As colonization increased, stage and
freight lines running throughout the
settled portions of Texas and on south-
west into Mexico were instituted. Indian-
ola became the coastal hub of this net-
work and her prosperity gained in magni-
tude and momentum.

The port soon divested itself of frontier.

raiments and began to assume the out-
ward appearance of a city.

Homes and business houses blossomed
forth on every hand, some built of lumber
but many more of a form of concrete
manufactured locally from oyster shell
and lime. The one serious drawback—
no fresh water supply—was surmounted
by constructing cisterns to catch and hold
rain water of which there was an abun-
dance.

In 1846, at the height of Indianola’s
pioneer affluence, Asiatic cholera struck.
As was often the case with this dread
disease, people arose in the morning to
follow their daily pursuits, only to become
corpses before nightfall. And, as always,
terror followed its wake. Many fled—they
knew not where. Death came to hundreds,
some while upon the streets, where their
bodies lay unburied. Eventually the
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epidemic seemed to run its course as
though exhausted by its own ravages.

In 1848 the war between Mexico and
the United States ended, resolved by
the treaty of Guadalupe-Hildalgo, signed
February 2 of that year. With the ces-
sation, Indianola really began to come
into her own as an import and supply
center.

Charles Morgan, whose ships had for
some years been putting into the port at
irregular intervals, established the
Morgan Lines with regular stops at
Indianola, connecting that port with
Galveston, New Orleans and the Atlantic
Coast. A lighthouse under the care of
Captain Coffin, member of a prominent
New England family, was erected to
advise the weary sailor and passenger
that ahead were hospitality, opportunity
and haven.

So promising was Indianola as a port
and so well located in respect to adjacent
regions that, about 1850, the Army estab-
lished warehouses in the city and declared
it the Quartermaster Depot for the De-
partment of Texas. This brought a sharp
increase in business for it meant the
coming and going of not only ships bear-
ing army goods but also of long wagon-
trains. Teamsters and bullwhackers were
always heavy spenders.

IN 1851 an attempt was made to reduce

the cost of supplying the Department
of New Mexico by shipping stores through
Indianola. The previous year freight had
been transported overland from Fort
Leavenworth to El Paso, Quartermaster
Depot for the Department, and the cost
per hundredweight was appalling. Hoping
that a substantial saving could be made
by shipping from Atlantic ports to Indian-
ola, thence by wagontrain across west
Texas, Captain S." G. French, a brilliant
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1873. The section between the two X marks was destroyed by fire in 1874.

and industrious young Army officer, was
sent from Washington to supervise the
overland part of the venture.

One hundred and fifty wagons were
required to transport quartermaster and
subsistence goods to their destination
via San Antonio. The effect on Indianola’s
business resulting from the influx of so
many free-spending strangers connected
with this military experiment is easy to
imagine.

Despite an extended drouth over all
of west Texas which caused extreme
suffering to the train, Captain French
delivered his cargo at El Paso and re-
turned to San Antonio with men and
animals in excellent shape. He saved
$3.00 per hundred over the previous year’s
overland expedition.

Another Army project—and one about
which little has been written—was known
as Captain Pope’s Artesian Well Boring
Experiment east of the Pecos River. This
took place from 1855 to 1858.

Agitation for a railroad to the Pacific
Coast, fostered by the discovery of gold
in California, quickly became a political
issue between various sections of the
north and the slave states.

The Southern states wanted a route
that would traverse west Texas, southern
New Mexico and Arizona. Ideally situated
climatically, there was one serious draw-
back for such a location—a lack of water.
Steps were taken to circumvent this by
boring wells along the route where it
was believed that artesian water would
be found. Brevet Captain John Pope was
chosen to head the expedition.

Accordingly, in the early months of
1855, machinery and civilian personnel
were landed at Indianola and transported
to San Antonio where quartermaster and
subsistence stores, along with a detach-
ment of troops, were added. The party
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Peter Clement's residence after the storm of August, 1886.

headed west into the arid region along
the eastern shores of the Pecos River,
just above the present Texas-New Mexico
state line. Three long years of heart-
breaking labor, worry and disappoint-
ment, compounded by isolation, heat, cold
and divers other privations, ended in total
failure.

ACCUSTOMED as the people of Indian-

ola were to the sight of unusual
activities, it is doubtful if they or any
other western community ever witnessed
a more bizarre and alien proceeding than
on May 14, 1856 when the United States
store ship, Supply, arrived at Indianola
with thirty-four camels aboard.

Much of our vast stretches of desert
land was so barren that travel across
it by horse, mule or oxen was hazardous.
The theory that the camel, touted as
“the ship of the desert” in the Far East,
would prove to be more efficient as a

" Remains of old cisterns dot the site of Indianola.

beast of burden was placed before Jeffer-
son Dayvis, then U.S. Senator. He proved
especially receptive to the idea. When
he later became Secretary of War, he
influenced Congress, somewhat reluctant-
ly, to appropriate money for importing
a number of camels to move Army sup-
plies about the Southwest.

Great indeed must have been the inter-
est and curiosity of Indianolans as the
ungainly animals were released from
their three-month’s term of imprison-
ment on shipboard.

These strange beasts were not per-
mitted to furnish amusement for the
local citizens for long, however, but were
moved to Camp Verde, sixty miles north-
west of San Antonio, where stables were
erected for them. There they were allowed
to recuperate from the rigors of their
long ocean voyage and were thoroughly
studied by their new soldier apprentice
“masters.”
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In 1857, forty-four more camels were
taken ashore at Indianola and marched
to their new quarters at Camp Verde but
the venture proved unworkable and the
beasts were gradually dispersed, tagged
by an unsympathetic public as failures.

Indianola grew and grew. By 1858 one
could secure passage to Galveston three
times weekly and twice weekly to New
Orleans. As early as 1853 the United
States mail was being carried to El Paso
and by 1858 the Butterfield Overland
Mail Company had been established be-
tween Missouri and San Francisco. Mail
was also coming into Indianola by
steamer, and connecting lines fed it to
Butterfield’s stages.

Mexican mines produced fabulous
fortunes in gold and silver, much of which
was freighted by Wells, Fargo wagons
drawn by long teams of mules into
Indianola for shipment to the New
Orleans Mint. Tides and currents in
Matagorda Bay had begun to deposit sand
bars which extended the shoreline sea-
ward, but this handicap was overcome by
docks out into the bay some half a mile,
a(rild busy Gulf traffic continued unhinder-
ed.

City real estate was bringing fabulous
sums with lots reaching prices of several
thousand dollars each. Indianola had be-
come the seat of Calhoun County and a
courthouse had been erected. Well on her
way to being the metropolis of the Texas
Gulf Coast, the Queen City was riding
high—and riding for a fall.

CONSTRUCTION of the San Antonio
and Mexican Gulf Railroad, which had
been chartered as early as 1850, had
proceeded slowly and the line did not
reach Victoria, some forty-five miles to
the northwest, until the early months of
1861. The Indianola Railroad, to connect
with the S.A. and M.G., was chartered
in 1858. Grading was completed and ties
stockpiled but these were destroyed by
invading Federal troops in 1862, so rails
did not actually reach the Queen City
until 1871.
With the coming of the Civil War and
the blockading of Confederate ports by
Federal naval vessels, business took a
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Indianola, September,

nose dive as could be expected. Nor did
Indianola escape the ravages of war. In
November, 1862, Yankee men-of-war
steamed up through Pass Cavallo and
demanded surrender -of the city. Refused,
the Federal ships rained cannon fire upon=
the town, after allowing time for the
evacuation of noncombatants. At 11:00
P.M. a surrender was received.

In February, 1863, Federal troops and
citizens fought a battle within the city
and in January, 1864, Federal troops oc-
cupied the town, destroying homes and
property.

With the end of the war, business
resumed, but reconstruction” was noto-
riously slow in Texas. In their desperation
to convert a glut of cattle into badly
needed cash, ranchers remembered the
old hide and tallow days along the Gulf
and once more turned their herds sea-
ward. In addition to hides and tallow,
ships loaded with wild, lanky Longhorns
steamed away to markets in New Orleans,
Cuba and Atlantic ports. However, the
returns from this venture were infini-
tesmal.

Then an enterprising ship owner in-
stalled a huge refrigerator aboard his
craft and successfully transported some
thirty butchered beeves to market. The
idea spread in popularity. Slaughter-
houses and holding pens were built. The
site of these holding pens became known
as Powder Horn—a name that has en-
joyed considerable controversy. Some
writers maintain it was an early designa-
tion for Indianola, while others think it
most likely that Powder Horn was not
Indianola proper but adjoined so closely
as to be an adjunct.

Indianola’s cattle trade rapidly assumed
proportions of importance. Large herds
of bawling, trampling Longhorns plodded
South Texas trails to end up in Powder
Horn pens and to contribute their un-
willing bit toward the city’s resurgent
prosperity. Other business revived, also.
Blue-clad troops came and rebuilt the
partially destroyed railroad from Port
Lavaca to Victoria and thence to the
wharves. During this period Indianola
reached her zenith as the greatest port
of entry in Texas.
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1860, as seen from the deck of the “Tenana”

THEN came tragedy, sudden and dev-

astating. On September 15, 1875,
excitement reigned throughout the town.
Bill Taylor, a participant in the now
famous Sutton-Taylor feud was scheduled
to stand trial in the Calhoun County
courthouse for murder.

The wind, coming in off the bay, had
been steadily increasing in volume. One
of the dreaded Gulf hurricanes was in the
making. Soon sea water was pouring
through the streets and reaching the
prairie beyond the town limits. Houses,
business buildings, the courthouse and jail
were demolished completely or badly
damaged before the hell of roaring wind
and tidal water. Taylor escaped from the
courthouse before it was completely
destroyed and fled inland.

Two days later only a handful of build-
ings remained undamaged and estimates
as to the total loss of life ran from 150
to 300. The Queen City was reduced to
a pile of rubble. Dazed, sorrowing in-

in Powder Hom Bay. Ellison Photo

habitants buried their dead, cleaned up
the mountains of debsyis, and set about
rebuilding. But Indianola was never again
the same.

Texas cowmen had begun to drive their
cattle overland to the newly built railroad
in Kansas. Few were being held in
Powderhorn pens. Galveston had pushed
through a railroad direct to San Antonio
and much of the trade that had formerly
flowed through Indianola was siphoned
off by this more direct route.

Tragedy came on top of tragedy. Dur-
ing the night of August 19, 1886 another
Gulf hurricane, far worse than the one of
75, descended upon the luckless city. This
time the raging wind and wild water com-
pletely destroyed Indianola. What wind
and water left, fire finished. Streets were
carved into gullies, cisterns were filled
with salt water, the railroad was a twisted
mass of rubble, and death lay at every
hand.

(Continued on page 52)
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A boat dock now stands at the entrance to Powder Horn Bay. Wm. Mahan Photo
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By BILL JUDGE

It was a comedy of errors from the start
because the mountain men were as
“loaded” as their guns

EARLY in the morning of July 18, 1832,

approximately forty trappers in
Pierre’s Hole, Idaho, kicked aside the
covers of their bedrolls, ready to begin the
second day of their journey from the
summer’s big rendezvous.

There was a bit of confusion in their
preparations for the day’s trek for many
were still “greenhorns,” beginning their
first year’s hunt for beaver. These were
Nathaniel Wyeth’s men, enlisted in
Boston and Baltimore.

Milton Sublette was the “bushway,”
or captain, of the mixed company of new
and experienced trappers. The nucleus of
his own party was formed of men under
contract to the Rocky Mountain Fur
Company, and of the cream of the
mountain men—the free trappers—who
owed allegiance to no one and were
jealous of their independent status.

Many of the older and more experienced
were still spinheaded and light-stomached
from their recent ten-day spree at
rendezvous. While they may have been
suffering from their excesses, they
certainly were not regretting their cele-
bration. Rather, they were already look-
ing forward to next year, when they
would try to outdo their present efforts.

Some of the men were engaged in
preparing breakfast, while others were
stowing supplies aboard the mules and
horses of the pack train. Sublette, Wyeth
and Sinclair, leaders of the different
factions in the company, had already
made their distant circuit of the camp,
looking for signs that might foretell im-
mediate danger to men and property in
their charge. Their scout completed, they
had returned to watch while the men were
raising camp.

An ejaculation came from Joe Meek
standing near the convalescing Milton
Sublette. (Sublette had been wounded in
a knife scrape and Joe Meek was acting
as his nurse.) Following the direction
indicated by Joe’s finger, the men were
able to distinguish a long line of dark
objects entering the valley from the
direction of Teton Pass. This was an
entrance to Pierre’s Hole; the latter’s
counterpart, Jackson Hole, was on the
other side of the Tetons.

Everyone thought at first that it was
the overdue supply train of Lucian
Fontenelle. He represented the American
Fur Company, a powerful and merciless
competitor to the Rocky Mountain Fur
Company owned by Milton Sublette, Jim
“Old Gabe” Bridger, Henry “Old Frapp”
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Fraeb, Tom “White Head” Fitzpatrick,
and Jean Gervais. Nathaniel Wyeth
settled the matter when, after focusing
his brass-mounted spvglass, he pronounc-
ed them Indians.

Before proceeding, the Indians divided
themselves into two parties, the foremost
section being led by warriors in battle
garb and paint. The forty trappers
estimated their enemy to be from 150
to 200 fighting men. The warriors had
sighted the white men first. If they had
not been numerically superior, undoubt-

‘edly they would have withdrawn and de-

toured the encampment.

MILTON SUBLETTE hastily dispatch-

ed two messengers to the rendezvous,
informing them of his precarious position.
He then ordered the remaining men to
throw off the packs to form a temporary
breastworks. The animals were led to the
rear while the majority of the trappers
awaited the onslaught behind the fragile
barricade.

Halting outside the easy range of the
mountain men’s deadly rifles, the attack-
ing Indians held a consultation. They were
recognized as members of the treacherous
Gros Ventres, allies of the implacable
;}nemies of all mountain men, the Black-

eet.

The Gros Ventres (Grovants) had been
on an extended visit with their Arapahoe
relatives in Colorado. Even among tribes
friendly to them, they were known as
“Spongers” and “Big Bellies” because
of begging and overeating at the expense
of others. They were now returning to
their Montana homeland which they
shared with the Blackfeet. Rather than
travel through the more open country of
their enemies—the Cheyenne, Sioux and
Crow—they had chosen the mountain
passage.

On the way to Pierre’s Hole, they had
already killed several trappers in the
southern part of Wyoming. Farther on
they had chased Tom Fitzpatrick and
set him afoot in one of the West’s most
talked-of adventures. They had also
attacked William Sublette’s supply train
one night, shooting up his camp of
around 150 men, stealing ten horses and
wounding several others As part of their
village was still moving on foot, they
probably followed Sublette over "Teton
Pass hoping to secure more mounts and
other booty.

After the pause to talk things over, a
Gros Ventres chief rode forward, wrapped
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Illustrated by Joe Grandee

in a red blanket and displaying a cere-
monial peace pipe. Had this been an
overture made by any other tribe of
Indians, the mountain men would have
accepted the pipe as an overture to peace.
But Gros Ventres were known for their
treachery and the whites recognized the
move for what it was, a stall for time
until the Indians could secure an ad-
vantage or opportunity to kill and
plunder.

Those in the little camp were hesitant
about riding forth to meet the chief, since
the parley spot was within easy rifle
range of the watching warriors. It is
said that Iroquois trapper Antoine Godin
(sometimes described as a French-
Iroquois half-breed) recognized the Gros
Ventre chief as the murderer of his father.
The act had occurred two years before on
a small stream only seventy-five miles
from the present location.

Nevertheless, accompanied by a Flat-
head warrior, a member of the tribe who
had suffered much at the hands of the
Blackfeet and Gros Ventres, Godin rode
forward to meet the waiting chief. On the
way, Godin and his colleague discussed
the tactics to be used with their mutual
enemy. When they were face to face,
Antoine Godin, as the number one emis-
sary of the white men, accepted the ex-
tended right hand of the pipe bearer.
Holding it, he turned his head aside to
his accomplice speaking one word,
“Shoot!”

The Flathead fired, hitting the chief
in the breast and killing him instantly.
He immediately rode for the protection
of Sublette and his men. Godin paused
only to snatch the red blanket, then
followed unscathed through a storm of
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avenging bullets, threats and impreca-
tions.

For his part in the sorry affair, Godin
was to pay in full some four years later.
In 1836, Antoine was an employee at
Ft. Hall. Seated in a circle with some
Gros Ventres, Godin was attempting to
barter with them for beaver plews. A pipe
was passed from one to another as a
pledge of peaceful intentions. When it
came Antoine’s turn to smoke and he had
accepted the pipe, the Gros Ventres shot
him dead. They had waited a long time
for the opportune moment, then accomp-
lished the deed under circumstances that
left no doubt they remembered the inci-
dent in Pierre’s Hole.

WITH the two men safely ensconced
behind the barricade, the Gros
Ventres began a great outery, riding back
and forth, making feints toward charging
the whites, gradually working their
courage up to the point of battle. Their
noncombatants had withdrawn to a small
grove of willows and cottonwoods a mile
distant from the scene of action.

Just as the hostile warriors seemed
on the verge of attack, a shout came from
within the temporary barricade, “Hyar
come the boys!”

Whooping and whipping wup their
horses, the “boys” indeed were coming up
from rendezvous. Strung out in a long,
irregular file, the numbers of men, both
red and white, seemed endless. Scattered
as the brigades had been at camp and
with the time needed to catch up their
distant horses, it is probable that the
unorganized, but enthusiastic, reinforce-
ments were strung out along the entire
six to eight miles back to rendezvous.
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When William Sublette, Robert Camp-
bell and Tom Fitzpatrick had received
word of the predicament of Milton’s men,
they had immediately detailed a guard
to watch over their own camp and next
had sent word of what was happening
to the separate fur brigades. Shouting
for the others to follow as soon as they
could saddle up, the elder Sublette and
Campbell made for the beseiged camp.
Along the way they each made the other
executor of their estates in the event
either should be killed.

It is hard to understand some of the
errors that were to follow in the fight
unless one remembers that the trappers
were coming directly from rendezvous.
Cool, deadly, resourceful but conservative
fighters, they always waited for their
foes to make mistakes, reserving their
fire until the exact moment it would prove

- the most effective. The Battle of Pierre’s

Hole borders almost on the ridiculous
considering the type of fight the
mountain men were capable of making.

Contemporary records gloss over the
matter, with the exception of a few hints,
but behind the many written accounts
an element appears that is foreign to
most fights between trappers and their
enemies.

One can picture them, many still cele-
brating their big “fur fair,” riding forth
from rendezvous, cheering, laughing, or
just plain shouting—waving a heavy,
short-barreled Hawkens rifle in one hand,
in the other gripping a camp kettle con-
taining various amounts of mountain
lightning. The latter was made from pure
alcohol, diluted with creek water and
sweetened to taste with sugar or
molasses. The Gros Ventres, nonplussed

by the approaching allies of the beseiged
trappers, gave up their plans to attack
and hastily withdrew to the edge of the
grove where the rest of their band were
waiting.

BILL SUBLETTE was angered by the

indecision of Milton and his men. He
warned that if they let the present chal-
lenge pass unpunished they could expect
nothing but constant attacks on their
camps the following year. There were now
assembled approximately 200 trappers
and about twice that number of friendly
Indians.

With the elder Sublette in charge of
operations, all inexperienced men were
directed to remain in camp. Sublette
shouted for the remainder to follow him
in a charge on the enemy position. Ac-
cording to all accounts, only an estimated
forty white men, with an equal number
of red allies, responded to the call. Ap-
parently the rest were still having too
much fun with their camp kettles.

A second band of Gros Ventres, who
had remained on the distant ridge, dis-
appeared over the rim, presumably to
carry word of what was transpiring in
the valley below to the main body of
their tribesmen. (The numbers of trap-
pers and Indian allies must have made an
impression for the main body never made
an appearance during the fight.)

Reaching the thicket, Sublette’s force
dismounted to drive the hostiles out into
the open. They found the underbrush so
dense they could scarcely see ten feet
ahead and so tangled it was difficult to
force a passage. Suddenly they were
confronted by a hastily erected barricade
of logs and loose brush, covered over by
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“THE TRAPPER” by C. M. Russell °

blankets.

A blast of rifle fire and a shower of
arrows came from beneath the breast-
works. Foxholes or rifle pits had been
hurriedly excavated behind the barricade.
Canny fighters, they realized that shoot-
ing over breastworks exposed the head,
shoulders and arms. Most of the losses
suffered by the whites and their allies
came during this first wild charge. It
was estimated that five whites and as
many friendly Indians were Kkilled or
mortally wounded.

Bill Sublette had crept forward with
the advance. Observing a hostile eye
peering at him from beneath a log, he
promptly put a bullet in that eye and
extinguished the life behind it. He then
noticed that the rear of the breastworks,
which bordered on the creek and the sides
leading to the creek, were still open. This
made the shelter roughly the shape of a
shallow horseshoe.

Standing up behind a tree, Bill attempt-
ed to reload his rifle while shouting
directions to his men to split up and at-
tack the flanks. Milton Sublette assumed
charge of one of the flanking parties,
Nathaniel Wyeth the other. With his mind
busily occupied, Bill grew careless and
exposed a portion of his body. He was
rewarded with a Nor'west trade fusee
ball shattering an arm, passing through
his upper chest, then coming out under
his shoulder blade. Still shouting di-
rections and encouragement to his men,
Sublette sank to a sitting position behind
the tree where he remained until he could
be assisted to a place of safety by Robert
Campbell. The latter had come awfully
close to his appointed duties as executor
of Sublette’s estate.
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It was about this same time in the fight
that a rash and undoubtedly inebriated
mountain man leaped upon the improvised
breastworks, the better to see what was
happening on the inside. He was promptly
punctured with enough bullets and arrows
to have killed several men.

The flankers who had converged on the
breastworks now had an additional danger
—they were exposed to the crossfire of
each other. Those who had remained on
the outskirts of the grove and had been
disappointed when the Indians refused to
be driven from cover, added to the indis-
criminate shooting that endangered
friend and foe.

Pushing logs and brush before them,
concealing themselves from the fire of
the Gros Ventres, the mountain men pre-
pared to set fire to the barricade. This
brought a storm of protest from their
Indian allies, who had fought valiantly
by their side and had suffered equal loss-
es. The Nez Percé and Flatheads claimed
that fire would destroy the spoils of war
to which they were entitled but the trap-
pers ignored their protests and went
ahead with their preparations to burn
out the hostiles.

BELIEVING their end had come, the
Gros Ventres began singing their
death songs and shouting that they would
be avenged by the main body of their
nation who were coming along the trail
behind them. Someone either shouted a
garbled translation of this threat, or one
of the celebrants on the outside of the
fighting circle misunderstood. Immediate-
ly a hue and cry went up that the main
body of Gros Ventres had detoured and
were attacking the rendezvous camp!
Located there were the trappers’ wives
and children, their lately acquired
season’s supplies, their necessities and
what few luxuries the wilderness trading
post afforded. Most of the trappers had
expended what powder and lead they had
on their persons in the fight with the
Gros Ventres. If the rendezvous camp
and its ammunition were taken, it would
be a catastrophe of the first magnitude.
So it was off and away to the rescue
for the second time that day. Whooping
and hollering, waving their guns and now
empty kettles, they exited much as they
had entered, strung out over the six to
eight-mile course back to the main camp.
Forgotten and abandoned were their dead
and wounded near the Gros Ventres fort.
Milton Sublette and his company were
left to guard themselves and possessions
against possible retaliatory action as best
they could. Fortunately, the Indians had
received sufficient punishment that such
thoughts didn’t enter their minds.

Back at rendezvous, the returning
trappers found the supply base as peace-
ful as when they had left it on their first
rescue mission. Now some of the men
who had been lukewarm participants in
the earlier stage of the fight became in-
censed with the hoax played upon them
and were the loudest voices in the cries
for vengeance. Nothing would do but re-
turn to the battle and exterminate the
Gros Ventres for the trouble they had
caused! For the third time that day they
rode the six or eight-mile distance, which
made eighteen to .twenty-four miles of
breakneck riding that day.

With or without the aid of the mountain
lightning, they made good time back to
the scene of the fight. Arriving safely at
Milton Sublette’s just as night was clos-
ing in, they found that everything re-
mained as it had been when they deserted
for what they believed to be a greater
crigis. Since the thicket was difficult to

"negofiate even in the ‘da'ytilvne,, it was

decided to suspend further offensive
operations until the following morning.

EARLY the next day, some anxious

risers decided to reconnoiter the situ-
ation in the wooded site. Creeping for-
ward to the edge of the breastworks, the
listened but could distinguish no sound.
The Gros Ventres had fled during the
dark of the night. They had taken time
before escaping, however, to mutilate all
gpza(id and wounded trappers they could
ind.

Their trail was easy to follow by the
travois marks on which they had carried
their own badly wounded people. The
bodies of nine or ten warriors had been
left behind. Thirty-five to forty dead
horses were also found inside the fort.

One woman remained alive. Leaning
against a tree, she was bracing herself
on one leg. The other had been shattered
by a rifle ball during the battle. Her man
had been killed and she had remained be-
hind refusing to be carried away. As
soon as she saw the trappers, she begged
them to shoot her rather than permit her
to fall in the hands of her Indian enemies.
While the white men hesitated, the Flat-
heads, remembering their own women and
children mercilessly and cruelly slain by
Blackfeet and Gros Ventres, unhesitat-
ingly and without compunction complied
with her request.

Following the trail of the fleeing Gros
Ventres, the trappers’ Indian friends were -
more than satisfied with the loot recover-
ed. Lodge coverings, robes, blankets, furs,
food supplies were all found along the

way.

In a little park of trees by the side of
the trail the trappers found a cache of
forty-five horses which the Gros Ventres
had attempted to conceal. Among them
were the horses of William Sublette,
stolen from him on his trip in to Pierre’s
Hole. Reclaimed, too, was the prized per-
sonal mount of Tom Fitzpatrick who had
been subjected to some harrowing adven-
tures by the actions of this same band of
hostiles.

On the trail and in side pockets along
the way were many bodies of slain war-
riors, abandoned in the headlong flight.
Contemporary writers state that on the
trappers’ side, five to seven whites and
as many Indian allies were killed, while
slightly more than this total were serious-
ly wounded. Sublette proved a fast healer
and recovered sufficiently in the next few
days to resume his responsible position
in the affairs of the mountain men.

The Gros Ventres later admitted to
twenty-six of their number slain. Based
on the usual understatement by Indians,
most writers estimate that about twice
this number were killed, or wounded so
badly they later died.

Did the battle teach the Gros Ventres
the lesson that the mountain men de-
sired? Only a few days later three trap-
pers were killed when they left the loca-
tion of the rendezvous. Unfortunately,
they chose to leave by the same route the
Gros Ventres had followed in getting out
of Pierre’s Hole. Two of the men along
with them who narrowly escaped the same
fate were the grandsons of Daniel Boone.

The Gros Ventres always remained the
implacable foes of trappers, and were
noted for treacherously seeking an ad-
vantage whenever, and by whatever
means, possible. Other Indians were
usually predictable, whether for good or
bad, but never the Gros Ventres. They
posed as friends and acted as enemies in
unguarded moments.
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Courtesy Smith & Wesson

THE FIRST heavy cartridge revolver

on the Plains was Smith and Wesson’s
famed Number Three. This excellent
weapon, product of Eastern gunmakers
Horace Smith and Daniel B. Wesson, was
a single-action .44 caliber revolver using
the breakdown system with the frame
hinged at the bottom rather than at the
top. Previous smaller caliber S and Ws,
notably the 1860 .32 caliber revolver
carried by many Union officers and
soldiers during the Civil War, had used
the uncertain and fragile spring-latch-
loading breakdown mechanism.

In 1869, S and W bought patent rights
to William Castle Dodge’s improved hinge
and strengthened spring, and applied it to
their new Model Number Three revolver.
The C. A. King shell extractor, added to
the Dodge improvements, combined to
make the S and W Number Three the first
modern handgun.

The King system of simultaneous shell
ejection enabled the user to flip out all
six empties as the gun was opened. Not
until the automatic pistol was invented
did the Number Three lose its record of
being the easiest and fastest handgun to
load and reload. Today’s “swing-out”
revolvers, in which the shells must be
ejected manually from the cylinder, are
slower in operation than this ninety-five-
year-old weapon.

Army Ordnance placed an order for
1,000 Number Three S and Ws on Decem-
ber 28, 1870, and the order was filled
in March, 1871. Two hundred were nickel-
plated, the rest blued. Six thousand, five
hundred of these weapons were manu-
factued and sold in 1871.

The appearance of a number of these
revolvers with the troops on the Western

Frontier created a sensation among those

fortunate enough to obtain them. John E.
Parsons, in his definitive work Smith
and Wesson Revolvers, gives us fascinat-
ing glimpses of the eagerness with which
this first modern handgun was greeted.

Army scout John B. Omohundra was
so delighted with his Number Three
revolver, Serial Number 2,008, that he
had it inscribed with his famous nick-
name, “Texas Jack.” Lieutenant William
L. Pitcher, writing from Beaver City,
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Utah, for a spare ejector, stated, “Your
Number 38 revolver in my estimation is
the best in existence.” William F. Cody
bought a Number Three equipped with
shoulder stock and had the name “Buffalo
Bill” engraved on it.

Best of all, also quoted from Parsons’
priceless book, are the breezy, typically
Western communications from “Cimmar-
ron” Beach, of Ellsworth, Kansas. “Gents:
Sometime ago I wanted to buy a good
revolver and most of my friends advised
me to buy a Colt’s Improved cartridge re-
volver but I did not like their appearance.
The store keeper had Smith & Wesson
revolvers. I liked them, their apparatus
for throwing out the hulls and general
appearance of the revolvers. But I was
told that they was not a good revolver—
they got out of fix too easy and was not
a good revolver any way. I just told them
that Mr. Smith & Wesson knowed what
they was doing when they made that
revolver. . . . I have been shooting your
make and find it a perfect revolver. I can
kill 2 man at 100 yds with my revolver
every time. I like all frontiersmen like
the Smith & Wesson better than Colt’s.”

WELL, like most men, D. B. Wesson
was not immune to flattery. He
answered this homespun communication
personally, offering to supply parts for
Cimmarron’s S and W. Back came the
reply. “Gentlemen: I received your kind
letter of the 2nd and read your promise
to furnish me with some extras if my
revolver got out of fix. I have been
promised a heap of things from Eastern
gentlemen whom I hunted buffalo with
and sported around with, but they always
seem to forget me when they get back
to the States. . .. There is only one thing
that is liable to get out of fix. That is
the spring to the ejector. No buffalo
hunter’s outfit is considered complete
until he has a Sharps rifle and two Smith
& Wessons. All the notorious despera-
does have your rev. The notorious Hurri-
cane Bill has a pair of your revolvers.
He kills annually 25 to 30 Indians.”
While D. B. was still mulling over this
remarkable letter, he received a third
message from Cimmarron. “Friends: I

SMITH & WESSON +3

Eighth In A Series
By NORMAN B. WILTSEY

address you thus believing you to be
such, as I have received a very kind
letter from you. I and 5 other good men
are going South of Medicine Lodge to
walk down and corrall a herd of wild
horses. They are very plenty in South of
there. We will start within a month as
soon as the men can get the outfit ready.

“Now what I write to you on this is
that I have only one revolver (of your
make) and I would like to have another.
If I had the money I could get it all right
but I have only $225 dollars and all will
have to go on the outfit. I go as guide
& boss of outfit. I will have to have a
Sharps Rifle which will cost $50. We use
said rifle sometimes to crease a horse
that we cannot take any other way. Then
there is lots of Indians down there that
have just went off the reservation on the
war path. Buffalo are very plenty there

too.

“Now S & W, I am stylish—I want one
of your Russian Model Smith & Wesson
Revolvers .44 calibre. For which I make
this promise. I will send you as fine a
wild horse as we take in the herd. By way
of recommendation you ecan write to
American Sportsman, West Meriden,
Conn. I am their correspondent in this
country. I have wrote some about the
game ete. . . . If you will send it on these
terms, send immediately.”

Mr. Wesson sent the pistol but waited
in vain for his fine wild horse. Cimmarron
Beach was too smart to repeat his pitch,
but his bragging induced a flamboyant
friend, sometime dime novel writer and
Wild West character, “Buckskin Sam”
Hall, into trying his luck the following
year of 1875. Hall topped Cimmarron’s
offer of a wild horse by proffering the
names and addresses of 500 frontiersmen
in Texas in exchange for a pistol.

Hall’s timing was bad; he received this
frosty answer from D. Wesson. “We
regret to be obliged to say that we
consider the names to be of no value
whatever to us, as nine-tenths of them,
were they to want a revolver, would want
to purchase it upon the strength of a
promise to send us a wild horse, or a
buffalo, or some other promise quite as

(Continued on page 57)
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* Once this pet bear made good his escape he

pay for his years of captivity

e *

Veniéé his wrath

on both man and beast . . . as though determined to make somebody

R

ONE rainy summer morning back in
1906, Chee-Rosanto and I were riding
up along the bobwire fence that separated
gmy father’s horse ranch from the Hash-
gknife range in the Tonto Basin, Territory
of Arizona. Our horses made very little
noise as we rode through the wet brush,
w50 by sheer chance we came upon a
grizzly bear cub gorging itself on a hive
b of wild honey in a hollow tree stump.
I was a half-grown boy at the time;
LB Chee was a full grown Apache. Innately,
% y x i : e ’“;u% , ‘:

By A. KINNEY GRIFFITH
Illustrated by Al M. Napoletano

the Apaches revere the bear and never
harm one except in absolute self-defense.
But T am only one-eighth Indian and
have no such qualms. I wanted that baby
bear. Quickly tossing my reins to Chee,
I jumped out of the saddle and peeled
off my poncho on the run. I slapped it
over the cub, rolled it up and held it
tight, and was back in my saddle in a
jiffy—and none too soon.

The mother grizzly, which we hadn’t
seen, let out a bawl of anguish and came

tearing out of the nearby choke-cherr S
patch like a Texas tornado. My horse took
off the same way, straight down the slope}
with me and my squealing little prizeg
held between my lap and the horn. Chee,
yelling advice, crossed his pinto in front
of the she-grizzly to delay her and give
me a head start. His bronco was shying
and bucking, but he continued to haze thi
grizzly long enough to confuse her, then
he galloped off to continue checking the
line fence. :



=

I raced the three or four miles down
to the ranch house and the little rascal
fought me all the way. My poncho was
Fpawed and chawed into shreds by the
| time I arrived, and my hands were bleed-
ing from tooth and claw marks.

The folks didn’t like my caper with the
_cub. Their main objection was that the
\'sow-bear would eventually track down
kher offspring and maybe kill somebody
! while trying to rescue it. The mother bear
| did show up about sundown, but my dad
. saw her in time to unlimber his .30-40
! Krag. That did it. Good riddance. Griz-

zlies, although no longer as numerous as
in frontier times, were terrible stock
killers, and the ranchers always shot
ithem on sight.

% In the meantime I had stashed the male

cub safely away in an empty oats bin.
He was about the size and color of a
.jackrabbit, but his ears and hind legs
were not that long. I named him “Billy
! Boy.” I combed his glossy fur. I fed him
cow’s milk through a hole in the little
finger of one of Mom’s kid gloves. I shot
.sparrows for him. I gave him raw beef-
steak and table seraps. I picked berries
and pine nuts for him. I fed him my
Quaker’s Oats.

Billy Boy became used to me in a few
days but to the others around the ranch
‘he was a nuisance. They just put up with
him on my account. Chee and I built a
strong wooden pen in back of the house
away from the barn and corrals. Within
:a month I could take him out on a leash,
and he’d follow at my heels like a trusting
puppy. We would romp and dance around
like' any youngsters. When I ran he
would whimper and try to keep up.

By the time he was six months old
Billy weighed sixty pounds and I couldn’t
keep up with him; but he’d come to me
when 1 whistled or called his name. So

‘long as I kept him away from the live-
»stock everything was fine. Horses in
particular have an instinctive dread of
..the grizzly; even the smell of one spooks
r‘zmost of them, so I had to change my
clothes and wash, after playing with the
cub, before I could help with the stock
‘gchores.
% Billy Boy would tolerate Chee, would
let him pat his head and would even
“make playful swipes with a paw at him,
- but they never got chummy. Chee, twelve
years older than I, was brass tag Number
" CA-69, and a grandson of the late Mogol-
lon Chief Alcheshay, Number A-1, of
inearby Fort Apache Reservation. As
# such he was by nature endowed with that
¥ invisible barrier of distrust between man
¢ and beast. There was no such barrier
' between me and the young grizzly—we
were stmpati

Vil BT
BILLY, BOY at four years

than half-grown, fat and sassy,
silvery, and had become a serious problem
in a different way. The call of the wild
was in the summer breeze and, given
the chance, he would try to escape to
his native hills, ready to kill anything
that stood in his way. Even the enlarged
and stronger pen Chee and I built had
to be kept enclosed with burlap and
canvas so he couldn’t see out. This condi-
tion lasted a month.

At all other times Billy Boy was my
trusting friend. I'd often ride him bare-
back, sometimes four or five miles. He
was easier riding than a horse, but I'd
get galled when we began to sweat.
When I wanted him to run I’d whop him
in the ribs with both heels; to stop I'd
hook my heels under his front legs; to
turn left I’d nudge him alongside the jaw
with my right foot; to turn right I'd use
my left foot; if I whacked him hard it
meant a U turn.

I'd wrestle him, trying to stay on top,
for if he got me when he was down on
his back I was in danger of his pawing
claws. If he got too rough, I'd twist his
stubby tail or, in an emergency, whack
the top of his front paws. A grizzly can’t
stand that.

Whenever he bled me I'd cover his
eyes with anything handy—my hat,
bandana, arm, or a burlap bag. A grizzly
has a keen sense of smell and is observ-
ant, but is nearsighted (I think bright
sunlight bothers their gray-green eyes).
When you take what little sight he has
away from him, even for a moment, it
makes him stop what he is doing and
paw at the obstruction. He becomes so
confused he is almost helpless.

Billy Boy and I became a subject for
discussion- and cussin’, pro- and con,
throughout the vast backwoods of Tonto
Basin. By autumn I had built, with the
help of our old handyman, an iron-bar
cage that fitted the body of our big
Studebaker wagon, and had hauled the
husky silvertip to Payson for the annual
badger fights and rodeo.

Some half-drunk cowboy offered to bet
my grizzly couldn’t lick more than one
badger. A group gathered around and
went along with his idea. I told them off,
but got nowhere so I ran to find my dad
who was in Boardman’s store and post
office. By the time he showed up with
two of our wranglers, the cowboys had
shoved seven badgers into the bear cage.
In no time at all six of them came flying
out, beaten to a bloody pulp. The seventh
Billy Boy decided to eat.

The cowboys got mean. Four of us
lined up against the nine of them, but
before things got too rough Deputy
Sheriff Pyeatte arrived and tol

T
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was more
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boys to “get goin’” or he’d lock themi
u \

p.

Later that afternoon, I put on ang
impromptu show at the rodeo arena that?
turned out to be the feature attraction. &
Billy Boy was in the right mood to let
me do a little fancy riding, and he™
wrestled his best and bawled his loudest.
I earned $12.00 plus a $4.00 bonus.

I also received an invitation to bring}
Billy  Boy to Livingston the following®
weekend. This was headquarters for the§
rough-and-ready construction crews who
were building the big dam at the con-
fluence of Tonto Creek and Salt River.
It also was pay-day. Chee and I hauled
the grizzly down there, we put on a
good show, and a lot of money changed
hands. I was paid $20.00, and Chee got%
all the free beer he could drink. § ;

MARCH 18, 1911 was the day—for
former President Theodore Roosevelt
himself arrived to dedicate the completed
dam. For this event nobody needed an
invitation. I had Billy Boy firmly settled §
in the wagon in his portable cage and;
was favored with a prominent location
at the dam sight. Then TR made his
speech and his sister, Alice, was enter-
tained by the local ladies. Jim MecClintock,
a captain in TR’s Rough Riders in Cuba,
was then Phoenix’s postmaster, a nation-
wide newspaper correspondent and an
Arizona historian. He was master of
ceremonies for the dedication. Politicians
and brown-nosers swarmed all over the g,
place, and somehow my caged grizzly
got overlooked in all the doings. ¥

The President’s party was preparing
to depart when I decided to do something
about it. I knew Billy Boy was getting -
fidgety from the noise and people and
smell of tobacco smoke. I reached in
between the bars and gave him a stiff
thumb in the ribs. He let out one terrific
bawl. This drew everyone’s attention—
it even drew guns! A hush settled over
the crowd.

I jabbed Billy Boy again. He roared'
again. Then TR strode over to the wagon. ¥
I must have held my breath as the great §
man walked around the wagon, his critical
gaze centered on the grizzly. As he eyed
the long-haired Chee and me, he probably
figured we were both Apaches.

“You have a fine—mighty fine—speci-
men of Ursus horribilis there, young
fella,” he stated, and shook hands with ¥
me. “Where did you capture him ?”

I managed to tell him, and asked him
if he wanted to see me wrestle Billy Boy.

“Bully Boy!” he corrected and grinned.
Maybe he said,“Bully, boy,” I wasn’t sure,
but people began to laugh. “Just let me (
see you ride him!”

(Continued on page 4 4)




- Crow’s Cabin

TRAIL OF THE BROKEN DAGGER

.THERE are several conflicting stories

and legends about the Jim Reynolds
band of outlaws, who operated in Park
County, Colorado in the latter part of
1863 and in 1864. These stage robbers
were always of interest to me because

~the first fifty-seven years of my life, I

lived in or near the country the Reynolds
gang frequented and where they were

_ finally captured.

I was acquainted with some of the
pioneers who had first-hand knowledge

of their short life of crime. One, whom

I knew when I was a small boy, was
J. C. Bertolette, an 1859er who claimed
he was in one of the posses who hunted
for Jim Reynolds and his men. Another

 was Silas Eiliott who was living at Hutch-

inson Junction (later known as Conifer)

~ less than ten miles from where Reynolds
- was captured. Elliott said he talked with

the posse after the final battle, when
they were on their way to Denver with
four survivors of the gang. Other pioneers
who were there at the time were James

- Danforth, who lived in Turkey Creek, a
few miles from Elliott, and Joe Walker

of the Platte River country. The stories
I heard these old men tell were all
practically the same. A man, who pur-
ported to be a nephew of one of the gang
members, worked for my father. What
he told varied very little from the stories

- of the pioneers.

Many times I have been in and around
the cave on Elk Creek where the final
battle was fought and where the four
survivors surrendered. Seventy years
after they were wiped out, I found and:
explored the hidden park where they had
their main camp and hideout, and I traced
their trail to the high mountain basin
where the loot was supposed to be buried.
I have been past the grave of one of
the robbers several times and in retracing
their route, I found the grave of another
member. I dug down until I reached the
skeleton, just to satisfy my curiosity.

ACCORDING to Smiley’s History of
Denver, Hall’s History of Colorado,

“. and stories I was told by old-timers, a

band of desperadoes, headed by Jim
Reynolds, was driven out of Texas in

- 1863. They had heard about the rich
- strikes in Colorado, so they headed north
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By VERNON L. CROW

for the Rocky Mountain gold camps.
Arriving in Colorado late in the year,
they may have staged a few robberies
that fall and winter, but little is known
of their operations until the spring of
1864. By this time, part of the gang had
drifted away and only eight or ten men
were left with Jim Reynolds.

It was rumored that some of those
who left acted as spies in the camps and
notified Reynolds when a heavy gold
shipment was due to be made.

Reynolds and his outlaws started prey-
ing on gold-carrying stages from the
South Park -country—Fairplay, Alma,
Buckskin Joe and Tarryall Diggings.
Most of their robberies took place along
the Platte River and on Kenosha Pass
between the Platte River and South Park.
One of the first was staged near where
Bailey, Colorado is now located. In this
robbery, they were supposed to have
taken about $45,000 in gold and money
and none of it was ever recovered.

Their last holdups were farther up the
Platte and on Kenosha Pass. Several
posses tried to follow them, but after
each robbery, the gang seemed to dis-
appear into thin air. Their main camp
and hideout was only about ten miles
away on Kenosha Pass, but this was not
known at that time. Once or twice the
military sent a squad of men into the

* mountains, but the soldiers, not being

mountain men, had no luck in finding
them.

According to legend, Reynolds’ loot
was buried in the high mountain country,
and its value is set as high as $75,000
in gold and an estimated $100,000 in
currency. The latter was supposedly
wrapped in oiled silk before it was
buried. The amount of jewelry taken from
terrified stage passengers is unknown.

Their last robbery occurred on Kenosha
Pass in the fall of 1864. Several posses
were so hot on their trail they decided
to go to their second camp, about thirty
miles away on Elk Creek. This location
is four miles from what is now known
as Shaffer’s Crossing.

They rode down the Platte River about
three miles below the foot of Kenosha
Pass, to Geneva Creek near present day
Grant. When they turned up Geneva

Creek, one of the outlaws, a man named

Showalter, either got separated from his
companions or stayed behind to check
the progress of the posse. He camped
overnight about three miles from the
Platte. Shortly after daylight, the trailers
caught up with him and filled him full
of lead as he was bending over his
campfire. He didn’t fire a shot.

There was a substantial reward offered
for any member of the Reynolds
gang, dead or alive. It was about thirty
miles to Fairplay, and that was quite a
distance to carry a corpse, so the posse
cut off the robber’s head and put it in a
sack for evidence. They then buried the
rest of his body at the side of the trail.
I have been past Showalter’s grave many
times.

The rest of the gang were tracked
up Geneva Creek for another six or eight
miles. There the outlaws turned east,
over the divide between Mount Logan
and Mount Rosalie to the head of Deer
Creek. They traveled down Deer Creek
for about seven miles, crossed a small
divide to the south branch of Elk Creek,
then followed this stream for three or
four miles to the North Elk. A half mile
up North Elk Creek was a large cave
which made an ideal shelter. It was so
far back in the mountains that Reynolds
thought a posse would never find him.

IT was here the posse caught up with

the highwaymen, and in the fight that
followed, some of the gang were killed
and one or two might have escaped.
Four, including Jim Reynolds, who was
slightly wounded, surrendered. No loot
was found—or, if it was, the posse
divided it among themselves and said
nothing about it.

The outlaws were tied on their horses
and taken to Denver where they were
turned over to the military authorities.
The same posse was immediately
deputized to take the prisoners to Fort
Lyon east of Pueblo. This meant a four
or five-day ride for horses that were
already jaded from hard riding in the
mountains. The men were also tired and
were afraid the outlaws might escape be-
fore they could deliver them. As a conse-
quence, about thirty miles south of
Denver, near Castle Rock, the prisoners

True West



The trail is plain . . . the clues are
plentiful . . . the cache is a rich
one; but you'll have more

success looking for a

needle in a haystack!

Photos Courtesy Denver Post

At right Vernon Crow replaces the crude dagger in
the tree trunk where he found it. Below left, he points
out the grave of Dagger Dan O'Malley. Curious, Crow
dug and discovered a skeleton with bullet hole in
skull. He “apologized” and reburied the remains.
Crumbling posts, (below right) mark the spot where
gang is believed to have built a corral for horses
away from the main campsite.
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yYears ago.

were pulled off their horses, lined up;
and shot.

Jim Reynolds refused to talk, but one
of the others told his captors the loot
was buried three or four miles from their
main camp. He said it was marked by a
crude dagger made from a file, which was
driven into a dead tree a few hundred
feet from the cache.

He said Jim Reynolds drove the dagger
into the tree part way, then pulled it
out, broke off the point, and drove the
point deep into the tree ahead of the rest
of the blade. If anybody ever pulled the
broken blade out of the tree, the point
would still be left there for a marker.

Before the location of the main camp
could be revealed one of the posse pre-
maturely ended the man’s story with a
bit of lead. Being short of this important
bit of information, nobody was able to
locate the camp or the dagger. From that
time on, a great many people hunted for
the loot, and assuming it was either in
the Deer Creek or the Elk Creek country,
they always failed. Most searches were
conducted a great many miles from where
the gold was actually buried.

MY father, W. L. Crow, came to
Colorado in 1873, and settled just

a few miles from where the gang was
captured. For the next two or three
years he freighted with ox teams to some
of the camps whose shipments had fallen
into the hands of Jim Reynolds. Being
through this country just nine years after
the robbers were captured, he heard quite
a few accounts of their operations on
Kenosha Pass and along the Platte River.
In 1902, when I was just past nine years
old, my father had a logging contract at
a sawmill on Turkey Creek, about fifteen
miles from Reynolds’ cavern hideout.
One day an elderly Texan showed up at
the mill looking for work, and my father
hired him to help him with the logging.
He was known as Tex Taylor, but
later we had reason to believe that his
real name was Carey Wheeler. After he
had worked for a short time, he told
Dad that he was a nephew of one of the
members of the Reynolds gang. Tex said
that his uncle, although badly wounded,

18

escaped the posse and made his way to
California where he had relatives and
friends. But his wounds took their toll.
Just a few months after he reached
California, where he died, the outlaw
drew a map pin-pointing the treasure site.

Tex told Dad he had seen the map and
had memorized it, and had come to
Colorado to try to check it out.

He was about sixty years old at that
time, and wds never able to find the
landmarks he was looking for. About once
a month he would go down to Morrison
and take on®a few drinks—and maybe
come back with a small jug. When he
began feeling rather mellow, he would
perch me on his knee and tell me about
the Reynolds gang and the map, and the
riches he hoped to find.

He said he was looking for a stone
barricade or breastworks on a ridge.
Behind it several men could lie and guard
the steep trail to the park where the
main camp was located. To the northwest
of the park, a few hundred feet, there
was supposed to be a high ledge of rock
on which a lookout could stand and watch
the valley below.

On a flat knoll up the trail and a
short distance from camp, was a stockade
corral where the gang kept horses
saddled and ready for action. Their spare
mounts were kept hobbled in the wild
meadows farther up the creek.

Tex also told me about Dan O’Malley,
one of Reynolds’ men who was rather
handy with a knife. He was called “Dag-
ger Dan.” One night there was an argu-
ment in camp and Dan attempted to use
his knife. It was a bad move to make; a
fellow outlaw shot him in the head and
cooled him off for good. Dagger Dan’s
body was carried about a mile and a
half up the creek from camp, and buried
in the shade of a big spruce. His mourners
put two small stones at the head and at
the foot of the grave, and carved a large
dagger in the trunk of the tree as a
marker.

I heard Tex’s yarns so many times,
they were indelibly printed in my mind,
and almost oozing out of my ears. And
they have stayed with me the rest of my
life. Tex told me about the dagger Jim

Reynolds drove into the tree near timber-
line in a wild mountain basin at the head
of the creek above their camp. But Tex
never would say how far, or in what
direction, from the tree the treasure was
buried. That was his secret, and so far
as I know, the secret died with him.

THESE tales made a deep impression
on me and I always kept my eyes
open for clues and for any spot he might
have described. But as time went on
and I was faced with the necessity of
making a living, treasure hunting was
sort of put in the back of my mind.

Then in 1983, I located some mining
claims on Handcart Creek only a few
miles from Kenosha Pass and Jim
Reynolds’ major area of operations. For
several years I was busy trying to develop
a mine. Then one day in 1936, I was
several miles up Handecart Creek from my
cabin in a large mountain basin at the
head of the creek. Ute Indians used to
camp in that basin, and arrowheads and
other Indian artifacts were plentiful. I
was on my hands and knees exploring the
ground when I happened to look up.
Right in front of me was a dry tree that
had been dead for many years, and
sticking out of its trunk was a crude
dagger made from a file!

I worked it out of the wood and the
point was missing. I then thought of the
story about Jim Reynolds.

With the long slim blade of my pocket
knife, I felt back into the hole from
which I had pulled the marker. The blade
grated against metal—perhaps the point
of the dagger? This would check with
Tex Taylor’s story of the way Reynolds
had marked his hiding place.

DIDN’T get very excited over my find,

but I did look around for a short time.
Time and the weather had made quite a
few changes in the lay of the country
during seventy years, and there was very
little to go by. So I went back to work
in my tunnel, but I kept the old broken
dagger.

Then in 1938, I found the hidden park
about a mile below my cabin. And on a
ridge, which hid the park from Hall
Valley and the Platte River, I found the
old stone breastworks which guarded the
trail. Some fairly large trees were grow-
ing up among the stones. Across the
park to the northwest, it was easy to see
the ledge where their lookout man had
been stationed. Near the center of the
park was a line of stones and signs of
a lean-to about sixteen by twenty feet
in size.

A short distance up a fairly steep trail,
the slope leveled off into an area roughly
seventy-five feet square. The right bank
of this slope dropped steeply to Handecart
Creek. In the level ground, a deep trench
had been dug in a circle. Several weather-
ed stubs and old rotten logs that had been
a part of the stockade corral were in the
trench.

I now had the dagger that was sup-
posed to be the cache marker and I had
found the old camp. But I didn’t have
the treasure and didn’t know just where
to look, so I kept on mining and looking
for gold that had been hidden by Mother
Nature rather than by outlaws.

One evening in 1939, on my way down
to the cabin from the mine, I left the
trail and took a cut-off through the
timber. Just a short distance up the ereek
and almost opposite my cabin, I noticed
a funny mark on a long dead spruce tree.

A crude cross shaped like a dagger
and pointing upward was cut in the bark

(Continued on page 54)
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an old branding iron? Or a hand-
&3 fashioned ox-bow stirrup cup? Or
the small figurines which were sold by
hawkers at Buffalo Bill’s Wild West
Show ?

The quest for authentic Western
Americana—relics of the old frontier—
has developed into a dynamic collector’s
field during the past few years. With the
exception of firearms, edged weapons
and, possibly, certain articles of house-
hold gear and furnishings, there has been
no published guide or reference book to
establish a comparative value for many
items of strictly frontier origin. In conse-
quence, it’s appropriate that something
along the line of a price index be af-
forded—a reasonably proper evaluation
of worth based upon my own experience
and the competent opinions of other col-
lectors. The key in any assessment of
antique value is.the scarcity factor.

%HAT’S a buffalo skull worth? Or

Seventh Cavalry epaulet
~~~0%-bow sfirrup cup

Illustrated by Lester U. Beitz

American Bison Skulls . . . pretty hard
to come by these days. Sportsmen have
recognized their trophy value since the
late T70s. They have been treated quite
protectively and seldom show up at
country auctions or in junk shops. It
took me almost two years to run down
the one I have—a cow skull, fairly well
preserved, and well worth $25.

A magnificent bull skull, with the
entire jawbone intact and the skeletal
structure sound throughout, should bring
$50 to $65 because such a state of pres-
ervation and completeness is exceedingly
rare. Any buffalo skull, providing the
horns, forehead and eye-sockets are com-
plete, is well worth $20.

Bootjacks . . . the quality factor in the
basic craftsmanship of these implements
is pretty much the criterion of wvalue.

- Simple, wooden, hand-fashioned boot-
jacks are worth $5 to $8 whereas the
more decorative metal ones, such as the
“beetle” and ‘“naughty lady” designs,
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should bring $12 to $15. There are some
rather elusive lyre-shaped types that are
highly desirable and $15 wouldn’t be too
much to shell out for one of them. All
of these date from the 1860s to the 1890s
and I know of no great or classic rarities
in patent or pattern. About a dozen
distinctive types would form a fairly com-
prehensive collection, from the simple
wooden “V” notch to the most ornate
metal designs.

Buffalo Bill Statuette . . . Dale Robert-
son, of “Tales of Wells Fargo” fame, owns
a ten-inch-high pot-metal casting of
Buffalo Bill astride a spirited horse. He
prizes it highly and understandably so,
because these items are really scarce.
They were originally sold by vendors at
the Wild West Shows for $1 but today
their value is some fifty times that. I
have inherited one which my grandmother
bought from an Indian hawker at one of
the shows about 1889. My good friend
Herschel C. Logan, distinguished artist,
author and collector of Salina, Kansas
owns a nine-inch-high statuette of Buffalo
Bill seated by a boulder, rifle in hand,
scanning the plains. This is a marvelously
executed model close to eighty years old.
The price range for these figurines is
from $50 to $60 because they’re few and
singularly distinctive as a form of
western “folk art.”

Branding Irons . .. any old hand-forged
brand iron is worth $8 to $10. Watch out
for welded joinery on these pieces since
such construction would indicate more re-
cent vintage and couldn’t qualify as a true
frontier antique. Here, one has to consult
the several brand books to research exact
ownership and period of usage—a fas-
cinating study. As a general rule, the
smaller the spread which employed the
iron, the scarcer the piece. It’s safe to
say that $8 is the least you’d expect to
pay for a fairly old brand from a ranch
of average spread. Expect to pay as high
as $20 for an authentic iron from one
of the Spanish holdings of the early
1800s. Good old brand irons are not as
scarce as many other western relics so
you can settle for a nice one at $10, I'm
certain.

“Snake Oil” . . . tonic and bitters
bottles which were dispensed from the
medicine show wagons are worth $2 or
$3 each. Ones that have impressed letter-
ing with town names, such as Abilene,
Hays City and Atchison, cost more simply
because of the association with famous
outlaws and lawmen.

o
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MELLS-FARGO and Butterfield Stage
strong boxes are so rare, it’s almost
R impossible to determine a fair trade
value for one. Most all known examples
are in important museum collections. If
one shows up in an antique shop it should
be regarded as a find with price almost
no object—depending, of course, on
structural soundness, lock and hinge
fittings, condition of original paint, ete.
$100 is the absolute minimum I’d expect
tol'p,ay to secure one of these classic
relics.

Old Leather Cuffs worn by
wranglers and ropers are still to be
found. A faney tooled pair is worth $7 to
$10. Homemade cuffs of simple pattern
with rawhide lacing are somewhat scarcer
and should bring $15. In. this business
of old leather, the collector must have
a real eye for detecting age. One must
be able to identify the singular character-
istics of well-worn hide in order to
ascertain absolute authenticity. Old wood,
fabric and metal will always carry a
tell-tale patina, but in rawhide and buck-
skin the task is a meaner one. Experience
really counts here.

Old Whiskey Canteens . . . not jugs
but regular canteen-shaped earthenware
containers which the freighters hauled in
from the East are unique items of Western
Americana. Depending on condition, the
price span for a good example is $5 to
$8. Minor chips are expected but if the
looped handle is missing, I’d give no more
than $3. It’s tough to find one without
a few defects.

Spurs, hide hunters’ scales, buffalo
skinners’ knives, early barbed wire,
miners’ pans, picks and gold scales, old
“Wanted” posters and sheriffs’ badges—
all are being eagerly sought. These frag-
ments of frontier life have captured the
imagination and opened a new world of
collecting.

Some of you may live in a storehouse
of such relics and not appreciate their
worth except in a sentimental way.
What’s up in the attic ? What’s out in the
barn? What’s down in the cellar? You
might look around—someday someone is
going to be knocking at your door.
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OR nearly four decades one of the

truly great stories of the West has
lain covered with dust in an old attic.
About three miles north of the little town
of Moro, Oregon, on U.S. Highway 97, is
a shady roadside park. A sign reads,
“DeMoss Springs Memorial Park,” This
is all that is left of a once thriving
country village. It had a general store
and post office, a newspaper office, a
music publishing house, a school a
church, and several homes.

The automobile sounded the death knell
for the busy little town. It was no longer
necessary to have stores and schools
within horse and buggy distance. The
business district of the town lay in the
bottom of a canyon, and since this was
the only logical place for the new highway
to go, its buildings had to come down.
With the loss of the store and post office,
most of the people moved into larger
towns nearby. Lack of worshippers forced
the little white church to close its doors,
and the country school stood quiet and
empty. When it was demolished a few
years ago, the only buildings left were
the old DeMoss home beside the highway,
and the bandstand in the park.

Recently the state highway department
decided it was necessary to widen the
highway, and the residence was con-
demned. The property is still owned by
DeMoss descendants, and before the house
was razed they delved into the dim and
dusty attic to salvage remnants of their
family - history. There were literally
dozens of boxes of old books, some dating
back to the 1830s; faded and yellowed
diaries; scrapbooks filled with brittle
newspaper clippings; carefully penned
original music sheets; pictures; travel
folders and ancient show-bills. Thus it
was that the lives and careers of this
family group who came to the Northwest
over a hundred years ago have come to
light once more.

THF Reverend James M. DeMoss and
his wife, the former Elizabeth Bone-
brake, arrived in Oregon as missionaries
in 1862. DeMoss was an ordained minister
of the United Brethren Church, and he
and his wife were both talented musicians.
He had also studied civil engineering, and
together they made a great contribution
to their new homeland. They settled first
in the Grande Ronde Valley. Rev. DeMoss
saw at once the potential in the towering
evergreen forests and rich farm land, and
proceeded to build the first sawmill in
that part of the country. He helped
establish post offices at Cove and North
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_their valley home to

Powder, in Oregon, and at Weiser, Idaho,
and was instrumental in locating and
building the first bridges across the
Grande Ronde and Powder Rivers.

The DeMoss family was in great de-
mand from Fort Walla Walla to Fort
Boise, and the family made periodic trips
between the two places, holding revival
meetings, “sing meetings,” and officiating
at countless weddings and funerals. Af-
ter each journey they would return to
“rest. up” for the
next trip. Rev. DeMoss’ idea of resting up
was to put in a full day at his mill six
days a week, hold revival meetings two
nights each week, singing school one
night each week, and two services each
Sunday! To him, idleness was one of the
greatest of sins.

There were five children in the DeMoss
family: Henry, George, Minnie, Lizzie,
and little May. All had inherited their
parents’ musical talents, and by the time
they reached their teens, each could play
§eve11ia'11 different instruments—forty-one
in all!

Elizabeth DeMoss acted as her chil-
dren’s teacher most of the time and,
while they had little formal education,
they were far from being unschooled.
Among the other things found in the
attic of the old home were McGuffey’s
and Barnes readers dating back to the
1860s, and dog-eared and penciled texts
covering English, beginning French, com-
position, mental arithmetic, algebra,
health and hygiene, applied science,
geography, history, theology and music
theory. It is amazing that this pioneer
mother not only found time to keep a
home, but also to travel with her husband,
help with his work, and give her family
the type of education that, even today,
is available only in the best private
schools.

IT was ten years after the DeMoss

family arrived in the Oregon country
that they actually began their fabulous
careers as traveling troubadours. In an
article written in later life, George De-
Moss tells of this beginning.

“It was the spring of 1872, when the
balmy chinook was blowing gently and
all nature rejoicing, that Father came
in singing. As he entered our domicile he
turned to Mother and said, ‘Rev. H. K.
Hines wants us to give concerts with our
mgsical family, and he has an organ for
us!’

“After some consultation, it was decid-
ed to undertake this new work and we
were soon busy arranging a program

which consisted of madrigals, vocal duets
by Father and Mother, a solo by each
of us children, and a lecture on the
science of musie.”

In mid-summer they started out with
a sturdy team of horses, full camping
equipment, and a spring-wagon with a
rack on the back for the precious organ.
George described their first night on the
trail. “Ascending the Blue Mountains, we
made camp in beautiful Summit Meadows.
We placed our little organ under a big
evergreen tree, and Father said, ‘We will
build a big bonfire and will go through
our entire program just as we shall in °
our concert.’

“There was a large Indian camp across
the meadow and when we started the
music, the Indians came sauntering over
with their blankets wrapped around them,
and squatted on the ground before us.
Thus, our first concert was given to the
wild men of the mountains!”

The first paid performance was given
in the little schoolhouse in Forrest Cove
where Rev. DeMoss had built his sawmill
ten years before. The program was so
well received and word spread so rapidly,
that they were booked into nearly every
town, settlement, and mining camp in the
Boise River Valley. George tells us that
the miners were much taken with the
lovely voice of his mother and that they
used to throw ceins on the stage. This
in itself is not too remarkable until one
remembers that Elizabeth DeMoss was
not singing the raucous barroom ballads
of those days. She was a quiet, conserv-
atively dressed gentlewoman who sang
nothing but sacred and classical musie!

Future encounters with Indians were
not always as pleasant as their first.
George gives a hair-raising account of an
incident which occurred the third week
on the trail. “After crossing the dreamy
old Snake River and passing through that
same undulating sagebrush waste and
over a divide, we came to the head of the
Raft River and ecamped in a little
mountain meadow with a willow bordered
streamlet coursing through it. Twilight
deepened and the autumn moon cast . . .
weird reflections. Father stepped out on
a knoll and pointing, said, ‘Do you see
those fires ? They are Indian signal fires,
and we are to be attacked in the early
morning !’

“Everything was soon placed in the
wagon and the team hitched up and we
started. Father instructed Henry to stay
behind until we were just out of hearing.
He would then build up a large fire and
then follow us as fast as he could. We
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This 1892 photo shows (from left) Henry, Minnie, Lizzie and George DeMoss with some of the instruments the family played.
Minnie was only two years of age when she and six other members of the family gave their first concert in 1872.

s 3 %

The DeMoss family appeared in concert at the World's Fair Portland. Oregon, 1905.
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Reverend James DeMoss (above right)
with Ezra Meeker (center) who was famed
for marking the Oregon Trail. Elbert De-
Moss, aged 7. (below) followed in the
musical tradition of his father, George.
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drove hastily down Raft River and ar-
rived at City Rocks at daybreak. There
we met the U.S. Cavalry who told us
the Indians were on the warpath, had
massacred hostlers, driven off stage
stock, and there was a general uprising.”

THE family continued their tour into

Utah. At Ogden they sold their wagon
and team, and purchased tickets on the
new Union Pacific Railroad. From
George’s account of that ride, it must
have been quite an experience! A brake-
man was stationed on a little platform
at the rear of each coach to apply brakes
by hand when necessary. This led to a
rather jerky ride. Light was supplied by
means of candles in brass holders fastened
to the walls, and heat was furnished by
a pot-bellied stove in onpe end of each
coach. The speed of the train some-
times caused the flue on the stove
to draw in reverse, filling the coach with
clouds of smoke. The unlucky passengers
had a choice of smothering in the smoke
and heat from the stove, or opening the
windows and freezing in an icy blast
of air. No wonder the Indians called those
gi_rst' ’trains “the Iron horse that breathes
ire!”

The family finished its first tour at
Des Moines, Iowa, in the latter part of
November. Since winter was fast ap-
proaching, they turned back toward
Oregon and home. Many of the places
they visited had invited them to come
back, so they spent the winter and early
spring months preparing a new program.
This was to be their pattern for the next
fifty-five years! Although they were
writing and composing continually, they
did most of their work between tours. In
the next ten years the family was to
cover every state west of the Rocky
Mountains, from the Rio Grande to the
Canadian border!

Those were the days of great cattle
drives and mining booms, and wherever
there were people, there went the DeMoss
family. An itinerary of their travels reads
like a roll call of western boom towns.
Cripple Creek, Dodge City, Abilene, Butte,
Denver, Leadville, Reno, Hornbrook—all
hosted the Lyric Bards, and people were

so starved for some touch of refinement
and -culture that they drove for miles
around to be there for the concerts.

This led to Henry’s becoming the ad-
vance agent for the family. They found if
they did not have accommodations re-
served, the hotels would be so filled with
people who had come to hear them that
there would be no room for the guests
of honor! Cowboys and trail herders turn-
ed out in droves, and George tells of
several times when the cowboys vented
their boisterous approval by firing guns
out the open windows of the concert halls!

In 1882, Rev. DeMoss moved his home
from the forests of the Blue Mountains to
the broad wheat and cattle lands of north-
central Oregon, in what is now Sherman
County. There they homesteaded the quiet
little valley with the free-flowing springs
which now bears their name. They found-
ed their own publishing company and,
before long, a thriving community had
sprung up around them.

Sherman County is bordered by rivers
on three sides, the Columbia on the north,
the Deschutes on the west, and the John
Day on the east. Many of the songs
written by the Lyric Bards gave mention
to “the mlghty Columbia,” the “bountiful
harvests,” the “mountains so grand,” and
the “forests and prairies wide.” The song,
Sweet Oregon, in particular, written by
Henry DeMoss during a siege of home-
lslc]finess, tells of his love for his “native
an

By 1886 Elizabeth DeMoss’ health was
failing rapidly. After consulting several
doctors it was decided to limit the tour
that year to a leisurely swing through
southern California, resting frequently
and remaining there through the winter
to avoid the bone-chilling cold and heavy
snows of Oregon. It was a disastrous
year for the family. In Henley (now
Hornbrook) the family contracted typhoid
fever, and little May, the baby, died.
George wrote, “We laid her to rest among
itﬁa’r}gen under a big evergreen on the

i

The tour was continued in the hope that
hard work would ease the sadness that
had settled upon the family. In Yellow-
stone Park they gave several concerts,
but most of their time was spent at
various hot springs in rest and solitude.
Elizabeth must have known that the end
was near, for she began to talk of going
home.

In December they turned back to
Oregon. The loss of her baby, her own
ill health, and the long, rough trip were
too much. In Roseburg, Oregon, on the
morning. of December 29, just four
months after the death of May, Elizabeth
fell quietly asleep. The twice-grieved
family took her the rest of the way home
in a sealed coffin. She was the first of
many of the DeMoss family to rest in
the tiny cemetery on a sunny hillside
overlooking the park. Elizabeth DeMoss
had always been a deeply religious
woman, and her last words to her children
were, “Never forget to pray. You know
I have always prayed.”

The following year the little group
headed east into Montana where they
were witnesses to a most brutal crime.
Much has been written, in story and song,
of the so-called “code of the west,” but
not all men settled their differences
by facing each other at twenty paces with
six-guns! In his diary, Rev. DeMoss gives
us this vivid account.

“There was one saloon in town and it
was near, right across the street. All
afternoon men were seen going in and
out, and we could hear them yell from

(Continued on page 66)
True West
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The Temple of Inscriptions at Palenque (Chiapas, Mexico) where a secret tomb was found recently with much jade treasure.

TREASURES

MILLIONS of dollars’ and billions of

pesos’ worth of treasure are hidden
in Mexico. Gold, silver, jade, pearls,
emeralds—Indian, Spanish, pirate and
Revolutionary treasures lie in sealed
caves, forgotten mines,” deep wells, the
walls of houses, or perhaps in some
pottery vessel buried only a foot or so
underground. From time to time some-
body finds a cache. Sometimes the papers
carry the story. And sometimes only the
neighbors know that somebody who was
poor is suddenly rich.

Mexico is one of the largest mineral
producers in the world. From 450,000 to
500,000 fine ounces of gold are found
here yearly, not to mention huge quanti-
ties of silver, lead, zine, tin, sulfur,
rutilium, zirconium and other minerals.
Hundreds of years before the Spaniards
entered, Mexico was already rich in mines
and treasures therefrom. That, of course,
is the very reason why the conquistadors
dared anything and everything to reach
the halls of Montezuma. And this brings
us to the story of the most famous lost
treasure.

Axayacatl, father of Montezuma, was
the original possessor of this fortune,
which was later sealed up in a room of
the palace by his son. When Hernando
Cortes, Bernal Diaz del Castillo and their
crew dropped in, Montezuma unfortunate-
ly assigned them to rooms near the
treasure chamber. The Spaniards’ curios-
ity, aroused by the fresh mortar, led
them to break open the door. They were
stunned by what they saw—and the
amount of gold, silver, jade and other
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precious objects.

On the night of their great defeat,
before vacating their quarters, most of
the Spanish soldiers helped themselves
to their host’s wealth. Bernal Diaz writes
that the four pieces of jade he took were
so valuable that they paid all the expenses
of curing his wounds and recuperating
for many months after. Some of the
soldiers were so laden that they drowned
in the canals that cut through the cause-
way leading out of the city. More than
half of Cortes’ band was killed or drowned
in the canals. The Aztecs recovered much
of the treasure from their bodies that
night, but some remained in the ooze
forever. Today, a paved avenue (Tacuba)
covers the route.

When Cortes recaptured Tenochtitlan,
the new Emperor, Cuauhtemoe, and
several of his companions were immedi-
ately put to torture. Fire was applied to
the soles of their feet to persuade them to
tell where the treasure was. One of them,
groaning, looked pleadingly at Cuauhte-
moc for succor and was disdainfully told,
“Do you think I am lying on a bed of
roses 7"’

That famous retort put an end to the
torture, but not to the search. It is fairly
certain that the treasure was taken to
some safe place whose secret has been
well kept. The Hill of the Star is fre-
quently mentioned as a possible hiding
place because of its sacred associations
and its many caves, some of them seem-
ingly artificially sealed. One legend says
it was taken to the Valley of Toluca and

(Continued on page 68)

SOUTH

By
FREDERICK A. PETERSON

Riches so great they
sound like daydreams . . .
but the few that
have been unearthed
have been solidly real
and highly negotiable!
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Lars Ahlstrum was the last pioneer to leave Lake Ozette. Lars
was in his eighties when the above picture was made and he
had not left the area since his arrival in the 1890s. He left his
homestead (below) in 1957 because of advancing age.

Photos Courtesy Author

Author’s note: The querulous cries of seagulls echo forlornly
over the desolate waters. Cold winds shrill plaintively during
wild winter storms. Summer breezes whisper softly among the
hemlocks and alders, all asking the same questions—over and
over. Where is everybody?

Time has forgotten Lake Ozette. Third largest body of fresh
water in Washington State, it ranks first in wild abandonment.
Sixty-five years ago, over 150 people had homes scattered
around the forty-five-mile shoreline. Fenced clearings pushed
back the towering spruce and cedar that completelycovered
the low hills around the lake. :

Today no one is left. The silvery leaves of white-barked
alders smother moldering ruins under a dense blanket. The
passing years are obscured by steadily growing underbrush.
Ozette has remained a wilderness lake deep in the Olympic
Peninsula lowlands.
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Captain Sander Pederson, wife Gina, and their daughter, Esther, holding her pet kitten. Esther (now Mrs. Earl Pickering of

Bellingham, Washington) ' was born here. Mrs. Pederson served as postmistress from 1894 to 1899. Note oar leaning against

fence. Many pioneers had a burial plot on their property. The stone at right is inscribed, “Helen May Loveless, July 16, 1913-
October 3, 1916.” The grave is still cared for by family descendants.

The Soleburg brothers built a home on the east side of the lake.
Notice the hitching rail on the side of the cabin. A visitor gazes
at the stump of a huge fir that was cut down to make lumber.
The Loveless home (below) is typical of many family home-
steads. Rain-forest moss is slowly eating away at the building.




The Nylund home (above) was built in 1905. Mrs. Hilda Nylund Sullivan of Tacoma,
" Washington, stated that every board and shingle in the house was split and planed by
hand. Hemlock trees were squared with a broadax for timber. The second story was
built on the ground, then raised into the air and the lower floor built under it. Circular
staircases like the one on the right were used in many homes to save space. Below,
remnants of old newsprint, dating back to 1894, still cling to the walls of many old homes.
A few advertisements (enlarged) give insight into the needs of the day.
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The storm:-racked beach a mile west of Ozette was the graveyard of many a ship. This tackle block is from the “Prince Walde-

mar,” wrecked in 1886 with the loss of all eight crew members. The Norwegian Monument bearing eighteen names (inset) marks
the grave of the crew of the “Prince Arthur,” which went down in 1903.

The church at Preacher Point on Lake Ozette was « community gathering place in

early years. Built entirely without nails, mortise.and tenon joints were used on doors

and windows. Dovetailed joints (shown below) were used on the walls. The world's

largest Western red cedar (sixty-four feet in circumference) is not far from Ozette.

From trees such as this the pioneers could build houses and bams with lots of
lumber left over.
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Kedinchin, wearing hat, with a group of Mescaleros.

KEDINCHIN

By EVE BALL

An old Apache and a young
greenhorn put a violent end to
each other’s lives. Under different
circumstances they might have

become friends

HE last killing of a white man by ¢
Mescalero Apache occurred on thei
Reservation January 12, 1908. It wa:
reported melodramatically and erroneous
ly by .the Clouderoft Silver Lining
January 25.

For many years the ranchers adjacen
to the Reservation had run cattle anc
sheep on its excellent grazing lanc
without paying fees. A charge of a dolla
a year for cattle and twenty-five cent:
for sheep was levied, but was evaded by
many who made use of the range. It is
not strange, then, that Apaches fell
they were entitled to eat a beef when anc
if they could butcher one without being
detected in the act.

Had it not been for the ignorance oi
a callow youth who knew almost nothing
of the customs of the West, Kedinchir
need not have died. This boy, the younge:
brother of Roy McLane, foreman of the
Flying H, was totally unfamiliar witl
the range. As tenderfeet usually did, he
seemed to think that the possession of
the costume and accoutrements of a cow
boy qualified him for the role.

Roy McLane lived in the ranch head
quarters of the Flying H near the cabir
in which John Tunstall had settled wher
he undertook to run cattle in Lincolr
County. McLane knew the Apaches, paic
his grazing fees, and was on good terms
with them. When his younger brothe:
came for a visit he attempted to explair
the customs of the country but, un
fortunately, the lad took the matte
lightly.

The boy.did what nobody familiar witl
conditions in New Mexico would risk ever
today. He rode up on a man in an isolatec
spot who was butchering a beef. Tec
Sutherland, first Superinfendent of Live
Stock on the Mescalero Apache Reserva
tion said, “I’'ve ridden miles out of mj
way to avoid just such a situation manj;
times. I knew very well no Apache wa:
killing one of the tribal herd; and I knew
too, that if he was hungry he was going
to eat. And if he ate beef belonging t«
some of the adjoining ranchers, I was
for him.”

Not so young McLane.

WHEN he did not return to the rancl
on the Feliz, Roy was apprehensive
Next morning he took his brother’s trail
Don’s horse was shod and the track:
easily recognizable. At the village o
Mescalero, he learned that his brothe:
had stopped at the trading post and pos
office. He had been seen also by Perc)
Big Mouth, whose father, Old Big Mouth
was a famous scout and trailer. Doi
McLane had crossed the Tularosa anc
followed the road down the canyon. Pau
Blazer had noticed him when he passe«
the famous mill. That was the last timu
he was seen alive.

Darkness having overtaken him, Ro;
McLane gave up the chase until morning
Then, with two experienced Apach
trailers, he resumed his search. He ob
served the tracks of unshod mounts ai
well as that ridden by his: brother
They led up the mountain and into thicl
brush. In it he came upon the horse upo:
which Don had ridden away from the Fly
ing H. The horse was still saddled, it
trailing reins entangled in a bush
Roy followed the other trail west unti
he came upon the frozen corpse of hi
brother. A bullet hole was in his head
1])B*esf@de the body was a partially butcherei

eef.

To Roy MecLane’s discerning eye th
explanation was plain. Roy had ridde:
up on a man who was butchering a bee
far off the beaten path—which indicates
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plainly that he knew the penalty for the
act. Roy realized that his brother had
ridden up to the culprit with no idea
that he was acting foolishly. That no
Indian would kill a white man without
provocation, and great provocation, Roy
knew, also. There must have been the
element of surprise.

But how could an Apache have been
surprised ? There was one explanation—
deafness. Had the Indian heard a horse
approaching he would have faded into the
underbrush and disappeared. This one
had not. And who were the deaf Indians?
Many of the older men were deficient
in hearing and a few of the younger ones
were so handicapped, also. A deaf man,
suddenly aware of someone’s presence,
might have fired automatically. That, Roy
McLane thought, was undoubtedly what
had occurred.

Ifl the Apache trailers suspected the
killer’s identity, true to their instincts,
they protected him. The Indians helped
place the frozen body upon a pack horse,
and with it the three descended to the
Agency. There McLane reported the death
of his brother to James A. Carroll, one
of the few wise and understanding
Agents ever stationed at Mescalero. Six
years of experience with the Apaches
had taught him much of their habits and
reactions. Only under unusual ecircum-
stances could this thing have happened,
and the Agent felt that in all probability,
Don had precipitated the shooting. In
this his brother concurred. ;

If the officers at the county seat were
permitted to handle the case, Carroll
could count on serious trouble. An organ-
ized police force of Apaches was used
for law enforcement on the Reservation,
and the Agent permitted little interfer-
ence from outside. This he explained to
the dead youth’s brother, who appreciated
the wisdom of relying upon Indian police.

THE population of the Reservation was

mixed. In addition to the Mescaleros
there were Lipans. Magoosh, their chief,
who as a boy had witnessed the fall of
the Alamo, had brought the remnant
of his people to the Mescalero Reservation
and received refuge. He cooperated with
Peso, leader of the Mescaleros, and with

Tuly-August, 1964

S

By

e s

The Mescalero Agency is seen in the foreground above, and Blazer's place is in the
distance at the foot of the mountain.

Sans Peur, chief of another band of
Mescaleros. Carroll called in the three
for conference. If he asked it, he knew
they would apprehend and bring in the
man who fired the shot.

The Agent inquired if any of their men
were missing and was told that one man
was—Kedinchin, a middle-aged man. His
wife was absent from their tepee, also.
Moreover, Kedinchin was deaf. In addi-
tion, he had lost an eye. He, the chiefs
admitted, would butcher a beef if hungry
—but kill a man without provocation, no.
Young McLane had probably ridden up
unheard and, if he approached Kedinchin
from the blind side, unseen. The sudden
realization of someone’s spying on him
might have brought an automatic act
of defense.

As soon as the Indian realized the
enormity of the almost involuntary action,
he would have fled. Where? Nowhere

Kedinchin was pursued by this posse.

until Ke got his wife. He must have gone
to the tepee, but not until after dark.
Don had passed the mill late in the after-
noon.

Kedinchin had cut meat from the newly
killed animal, they reasoned, and had
taken it with him for emergency rations.
He had ridden to his home, got his wife,
and left. The Apache police took the
trail. Sans Peur directed the search, and
with him rode his brother, Crook Neck.

Others who went were Elmer Wilson,
Comanche, and Sam Chino. Muchacho
Negro and Dana Evans, who had years
before killed Tobacco, were also members
of the police force. And Caje, who had
fled to Mexico with Vietorio, went.

Caje had been hunting to supply meat
for the Warm Springs Apaches when
Victorio’s band was .practically exter-
minated at Tres Castillos. When the

(Continued on page 69)
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BUCKSKIN
JOE

By N. CHEEK

Photos Courfesy Author

‘Doers of good who are fast with

a gun are somewhat in the minority at any

time. In Joe’s day and age they were extremely rare

“GUN FIGHT! Gun fight!” The words

spread like a prairie fire in a high
wind. Tension was thicker than the dust
from Main Street in the little town of
Comanche, Indian Territory.

“That big barrel-bellied deputy and a
two-gun squawman from Duncan are
ridin’ this way to kill Buckskin Joe! I just
now got word to him!” A rider on a
panting, sweaty horse pulled up in front
of a few men standing in front of a
grocery store.

As the grapevine spread the news over
town, the crowd grew bigger and moved
into the street under a big shade-‘tree.
“They’re gonna lay a trap! One of them
will get Joe to face him, then the other
one will plug him in the back!”

For over a year it had been no secret
that Joe Works’ days were numbered if
the tougher element in that part of the
Territory ever caught him when the odds
were right. Buckskin Joe, as he was com-
monly called, had been active in his fight
for the underdog—the little men, the
homesteaders—against the few who ruled
with a gun.

The chips were down that day. Joe’s
hand had been called. The 1880s in that
section of the country saw far too much
authority placed in the hands of the
wrong men. As word spread over town
of the impending trouble, kids were herd-
ed inside and told to stay put. Some
husbands and fathers stayed put with
their offspring. More venturesome fellows
hurried to the big shade tree.

After a few minutes’ wait two horse-
men were seen coming at a good gait.
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“It’s them!” someone in the crowd yelled.
“Wonder where Joe is?”

The two would-be killers ‘pulled their
mounts to a stop and looked over the
crowd. The 250-pound deputy spoke.
“Somebody tell that meddlin’ devil to
get his gun. We’re waitin’.”

Hardly were the words out of his
mouth when George Grider, a young man
who later married Joe’s daughter, Dixie,
walked up to him. “If you’re the men from
Duncan gunning for Joe Works, I’ve got
some word for you,” Grider said. “Mr.
Works is not looking for trouble, but he
said tell you fellows that he is waiting
down the street. That’s him right by that
well curb. He’s holding a .44-40 Winches-
ter that looks like it’s ready. I just
stepped it off—only seventy-five yards
to him. He said come right on.”

Joe, apparently unconcerned and un-
ruffled, stood with his rifle balanced in
his hands. Only a quick tilt would have
the sights on the riders. He stared
steadily at the two and they returned
the stare for a few seconds, then looked
at each other uncertainly.

There was a guffaw from the by-
standers. Some of the more timid moved
back behind the others, but the crowd
held its ground and a few jeers broke
out here and there. Dark frowns from
the Duncan deputy and the squawman
were intended to shut up the noise but
the way Joe calmly stood there gave
the townspeople extra assurance. “You're
two to one,” one man spoke out loudly.
“What you waitin’ on?”

Actually, to the two “badmen” that

hole in the end of the .44-40 was looking
bigger and they were feeling less tall by
the second. With a curse the pair wheeled
their horses and galloped back to Duncan.

IN later years those present recalled that

incident as one fight Buckskin Joe won
without firing a shot. While he was never
classed as a gunslinger, Joe Works was
a man without fear. Guns and gunfire
were nothing new to him but a reputation
as a gunman was something he did not
want.

At age thirteen he had joined the Union
Army in Iowa. It was during this time
that he acquired the nickname, Buckskin
Joe—one that stuck with him throughout
his life. At the end of the Civil War he
roamed over a large part of the country,
landing in Texas in 1883. He soon became
intensely interested in Indian Territory.
His dream was to organize a large colony
of settlers in Oklahoma. The soil was
fertile and he knew the holdings of even
one of the big cattlemen would furnish
homesteads for hundreds of farmers.
Some ranchers and, of course, exploiters
of the Indians were opposed to the idea
of homestead, towns, churches and
schools.

In 1887 Joe founded the town of
Navajoe at the foot of Navajo Mountain.
The citizens added the “e” to Navajo in
honor of the founder and his leadership
in getting things rolling. The first year
he helped settle 5,000 people on a strip
of land lying between the north and south
forks of Red River. At that time it was
known as Greer County, Texas. It was a

True West



Their home in Ederville, Texas, where Joe and his wife spent their last days.

fight every foot of the way. Once, while
leading a wagontrain across the Red,
many of the men balked at tackling a
river which they knew was filled with
quicksand. Joe quickly pulled off his boots
and waded across to assure them the
crossing was safe at that spot.

Greer County was claimed by both °

Texas and the Indian Territory. When
Joe and his co-founders first met at
- Navajo Mountain, Quanah Parker and
some of his Comanche braves showed up
for the free feed. Joe Works and Quanah
Parker shook hands and made a peace
pact which was never broken.

During his years as a colonizer he
published a small paper, Buckskin Joe’s
Emigrant Guide, which he distributed
over the country. Railroad excursions
were run from both north and south and
at the end of the line wagontrains carried
the settlers to their final destination. Joe’s
life was often in danger from those who
were opposed to homesteading, and his
wife endured untold hardships and con-
stant fear. Their first home in Navajoe
was a tent. Joe built the first hotel in
town and helped build the first school-
house there.

After getting his  colony settled in
Greer County and arranging for their
safety and future, Joe Works moved into

The beginning of Navajoe. The tent is where Joe and his family first lived.
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the Comanche- Duncan- Ft. Sill country
where his troubles increased and his fight
grew harder. Here again were those who
opposed statehood and the entry of home-
steaders. Joe’s home was in Comanche
during his last years in Oklahoma, and
the “Court” in Duncan proved to be the
biggest thorn in his side.

Each move he made for the protection
of the “little man” was blocked by the
Duncan gang. Once he was charged with
being the leader of an insurrection by a
man who handled the tribal affairs of
the Chickasaws. The Indian Commissioner
was petitioned to send in troops to drive
out Buckskin Joe and his followers, whom
they called “intruders.”

Joe immediately wrote to Washington,
D.C., and explained conditions in his part
of the Territory. Instead of sending
troops, the Government sent a committee
headed by Senator Dawes to investigate.
Buckskin Joe Works was declared in-
nocent of any wrongdoing and the Dawes
Commission was given power to handle
all land allotments.

Even then it was difficult to weed out
some of the crooks. Among the Indians
and squawmen Joe was known as “The
Long Hair,” as his shoulder-length black
wavy hair was worn in the manner of a
mountain scout. His enemies tried to stir

up Indian hatred by telling them The
Long Hair was trying to steal their land
and give it to the White Eyes. As a
matter of fact, Joe gave the Indians a

fair deal at all times.
A MAN with less determination and
courage would have given up and gone
into something less dangerous and more
profitable. But Joe Works kept trying
to bring in more settlers. He had dreams
of seeing the Territory become a state.
The big deputy that Joe had chased
out of Comanche had immediately stirred
up things in Duncan. The “lawman’s”
father was a judge there. With perjured
testimony they finally managed to bring
Joe to trial on various 'trumped-up
charges. Refusing to pay a dime of the
heavy fine levied against him meant
spending ninety days in the Ardmore jail.
Friends tried to put up bail but Joe
refused. Several church members and a
young Indian testified in his behalf but
their testimony was thrown out on a
technicality. For his part in being on the
“wrong side,” the young Indian was given
a thirty-day sentence in the same jail.
An officer took the two prisoners to
Ardmore by train, arriving there in the
dead of night. In the jail it was pitch dark
(Continued on page 53})




RACE KRENDRICK

e’s how to be
a detective
a bit of glass
and enjoy
a new
d of treasure
hunting
to boot!
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The author discovered how long it had been since the occupant of this cabin closed
the door and walked away for good.

AS you zip across the Nevada desert

100 miles an hour, anxious to leave
the desolate wilderness for San Franciso
or New York, you may notice wrinkles
in the mountainsides. Wright Canyon,
one such wrinkle, opens its mouth just
two miles south of Highway 40. It is
an unusually beautiful little canyon. The
granite outeroppings on the hillsides look
like giant building blocks stacked there
by Paul Bunyan’s children. Some forma-
tions have weird cavities smoothly carved
into their faces by glacier action. Small
plants grow in the crevices of the
boulders, making lovely rock gardens to
be envied by the trained landscape artist.
All the vegetation seems unusually
healthy and the scraggly juniper takes a
lovely conical shape like a stately arbor-
vitae.

Where the road crisscrosses the creek,
you see sections of the terra, cotta pipe
which once carried the water out of the
canyon, across the valley and to the
water taps of Lovelock, twenty miles
away.

In the bottom of the canyon the groves
of quaking aspen trees are orangish-
yellow. Springing from their feet are
brilliant red blotches produced by dog-
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wood leaves. Choke cherries cluster to-
gether and add large patches of purplish-
red to the landscape.

After five miles of traveling up the
canyon, the terrain gets more steep and
rocky, and even the most skilled driver is
forced to abandon the jeep and walk. You
wind your way along the creekbed and
notice the moss-covered rocks, water-
cress, fern, columbine and wild peonies.

Finally the canyon branches off into
two forks leaving a little basin between.
On this protected shelf, almost hidden
among the bushes and willows, are the
eleven log cabins which we came to see.
They are made from poles of the quaking
aspens which grow all around them. Most
of them had flat sod roofs which have
caved in from the weight of winter snows
and become a green carpet in a roofless
home. A wild rosebush grows up through
the toilet hole and fills the doorway of
one of the old outhouses. Native currant
and gooseberry bushes had been dug and
replanted beside the home of some ambiti-
ous housewife.

My guide who ‘“discovered” this pic-
turesque place while deer hunting, con-
tinued filling my ears with tales of old-
timers concerning this settlement. The

True West




iz |

fra?
Cibra

 story was related of the Mormons settling

here “way back when—,” and of their
having dug a hole clear through the
mountain in futile search of gold. It told
of their closing the doors and walking
away from the log cabins when Brigham
Young issued his proclamation recalling
all the wandering members of his tribe
to Salt Lake in 1857.

I HAD gone there to collect old bottles.

An old bottle is one thing that won’t
rot, decay, cave in or disintegrate with
age. It also can tell a more accurate tale
for history than an old-timer’s memory.

The romantic Mormon adventure lost
its claim to authenticity as we gathered
up the bottles which had been left in an
organized dumpsite beside a rocky cliff
on the edge of the community. Some
whiskey bottles which were from Roth
and Company of “San Franciso had a
capping mechanism that works like a
nut and bolt. The lip is threaded on the
inside to accommodate a cap which serews
into the mouth of the bottle. This in-
novation in capping was invented in 1902.
(Besides that, Mormons don’t drink.)

We found a Durkee Mayonnaise jar
which had turned purple from being ex-
posed to the violet rays of the sun. Glass
which allows this phenomenon to take
place was produced between 1880 and
1916, when it was a common practice to
use manganese as a decolorizer.

Beside one of the cabins we found a

it where one neat household had buried

its garbage. At the bottom of the hole,
machine-made bottles were mixed with
bottles which had been blown by the
power of a man’s lungs. This gave us
the information that the vessels had been
placed there in the early part of the 20th
Century. In 1900 Michael J. Owens, an
apprentice with Libby Glass Company,
invented the bottle-making machine. It
took about twenty years before the man-
made bottle became a rarity in the
American home.

I searched along the mountainside
and up the canyon to the mine shaft,
hoping to find some broken pieces of
glass which would indicate Mormons had
been here before 1860. A bottle of that
period would probably have been produced
of a very dark glass, deep brownish-green
in color. Fragments of this old glass
would contain air bubbles and might have
tiny waves on its surface produced by the
wooden molds. The lip of the bottle would
be crudely formed without the yse of a
mold; the base would show a shallow
depressed circle with sharp scratchy
edges, called a “pontil mark.” I found
no such evidence.

As we left this cool 6,000-foot high
Shangri-La, I felt confident of the in-
formation which the garbage dump had
divulged: People lived there between 1900
and 1920, built those homes, drank coffee
and strong whiskey, smoked tobacco,
cured their ills with patent medicines, and
raised little boys who played with toy
trains.

Appendix

To quote Bill Nye, “The idea of an
appendix to this work was suggested by
a relative who promised to prepare it,
but who has been detained now for over
a year in one of the public buildings of
Colorado on a trumped-up charge of
horse-stealing.”

In truth, it was my husband who had
no faith in my archeological detective
work and insisted upon what is described
as “added matter which is not essential
to its completeness.”

Here are the facts diligently dug out
of the historical records in the libraries
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and courthouses of the State of Nevada,
and picked from the minds of several
eyewitnesses who were there at the time:

It all began in 1902 when Jimmy Dunn,
a judge from Winnemucca, found on the
eastern slope of Indian Peak “the largest
slab of silver ever found in one piece.”
This piqued the interest of Jack Wright
who was a mining engineer working at
that time for Pullman Car Company of
Chicago, Illinois.

Mr. Wright discovered that a gold and
a silver vein crossed each other near the
top of Indian Peak. He decided to dig a
tunnel straight into the mountain below
the apex of the two veins, so that the ore
could be brought out and shipped down
Wright Canyon to the Southern Pacific
Railroad in the valley below.

To finance this venture, the La Toska
Mining Company was formed. The entire
capital stock of the La Toska Mining
Company was owned by the Humboldt
Consolidated Mining Company who had
offices in Chicago, Illinois and Oreana,
Nevada, and who recorded their capital
as $1,500,000. Many of the stockholders
were key men of the Pullman Car Com-

pany.

About 1910 the work began. Log cabins
were built and hired help came from
nearby mines such as Star Peak, Rye
Patch and the Arizona.

It took six years to cut the 3,000-foot
tunnel. According to Weed’s The Mines
Handbook, in extending the tunnel two
veins were cut which showed gold-silver
ore running $8.00 and $10.00 a ton. The
main vein was cut in 1917 at a depth of
1,345 feet. Mining on it began in 1918,
and the management announced plans
to erect a mill. By 1918, $73,626 had been
spent on the mine. No returns were re-
corded after that year.

“Scotty” Scott of Lovelock, who acted
as mailman as well as assayer, describes
it this way. “It was discovered that the
veins had changed their courses. I don’t
know whether the gold vein ate up the
silver vein, or the silver vein ate up the
gold vein.”

Concerning the Mormon story, Mor-
mons were the pioneer settlers of the
State of Nevada, and the fact that they
were interested in prospecting is con-
firmed by the records that William

(Continued on page 63)

The whiskey bottle (above) with threads
on the inside of the lip was made in 1902
or a little later. A trash dump, like the one
below, holds many clues to the history
of a community.
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HE GOLDEN

WE had been riding north from Battle
Mountain for several days. It was
getting late in the summer, and we had
figured that we might get on with some
cow outfit for the fall roundup. We were
not having very much luck, however, as
most of the outfits were either full hand-
ed or we were about a month too early.
It was along in the afternoon and we
had not had anything to eat since early
morning. Ranches were -far apart on
the Idaho-Nevada line in those days. We
knew we were getting in the vicinity of
Jarbidge and that was all, as neither
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By HARVEY ST. JOHN

Davis nor I had ever been in that part
of the country before.

It was horse country, we could tell,
and we were beginning to wonder what
kind of outfit we would find next when
we came to a road leading ‘toward some
corrals and ranch houses a couple of miles
away. The road took us down through a
creek and up the other side.

When we were getting in close to the
corrals, a rider came galloping toward
us, and we could see that it was a woman
—a beautiful, golden-haired, blue-eyed
blonde. Her horse was the same color as
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her hair.- The saddle was mounted in
silver and gold, as was the bridle and
all other trappings. She was, from all
appearances, between thirty-five and
forty years of age.

When she reached us, she gave us an
inquiring look and I asked, “Can you tell
us where we can find the boss?”

She looked at me steadily a moment.
“I am the boss.”

It left me speechless. We were not
prepared to find a woman running a big
spread of any kind. Then she asked,
“Are you boys looking for a job? If
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“If a man weren't a good rider when he went to work for Kit

Wilkins he was a good rider when he left or he wasn't
riding at all-unless in a hearse”

you are, ride in to the ranch and when
I get back we will talk it over.” With
that the Palomino was off.

Davis seemed hesitant. “Do you think
you would like to work for a woman 2’
he asked.

Then we talked it over and decided
to ride on to the ranch and see what the
outfit was like, anyway.

At the house we tied our horses to a
hitchrack, and went to look for a drink of
water. Through the open cookhouse door,
we could see a man of about sixty-five
sitg;ling drinking a cup of ¢offee at a long
table.

“Come on in, boys,” he said, “Might as
well have a cup of coffee while you wait
for Kit.”

He filled our cups, got out a plate of
cookies, and asked, “Come far?”

We mentioned that we were from
around Battle Mountain and he volunteer-
ed that his name was Jess Campbell and
that he had worked for Kit for several
years.

When we asked if Kit was the foreman,
he snapped, “Foreman nothing! She is the
boss. Haven't you ever heard of Kit
Wilking 77

We had heard of the Wilkins Company,
all right—the Diamond outfit—but I had
always thought that Kit Wilkins was a
man. Frankly, I was not expecting one
of the biggest names on the range to be
a very good-looking female.

WHEN we went to work for Kit Wilkins
in 1912, T was only seventeen years
old; however, most people took me for
around twenty. Davis was about eight
years older than I, and we thought that
riding for a big horse outfit would be fine.
After Kit came in we talked it over
and she agreed to pay us the going wage
of $40 a month and board. Most of her
riders were working out of the other
ranches so she thought it best for us
to work there with Campbell for a while
until we became familiar with the set-up.
We didn’t know it at the time, but we
had just hired out to the hardest-riding
outfit west of the Mississippi River, be-
cause Kit Wilkins was the “Horse Queen
of the West.”
She was said to have had as many as
20,000 head of horses on the range, but

I never knew her to have over 5,000 at - &

any one time. She claimed every unbrand-
ed mustang, however, from the Hum-
boldt River in Nevada to the Snake River
- in Idaho, and from the Goose Creek
country in Idaho to the Owyhee River in
Oregon.

If a man weren’t a good rider when he
went to work for her, he was a good
rider when he left or he wasn’t riding at
all—unless in a hearse.

She had a contract with a firm of horse
buyers in the East to furnish six carloads
of broke horses every two weeks; and as
a stock car held twenty-six horses, we had
to break 156 for every shipment. That
meant taking the rough off of them:
consequently, we were riding brones all
the time.

This went on for several years, and
many Wilkins riders became among the
finest in the world. Some rode in Buffalo
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Bill’s Wild West Show; others took top
money in rodeos all over the country.

Some of the better known riders, many
of them before my time, were Walter
Scott (better known as Death Valley
Scotty) who, before he became famous in
mining, rode for her and later for Buffalo
Bill Cody; Jess Coates, who rode before
the King and Queen of England at a com-
mand performance; and the famous Hugh
Strickland, Champion of the World
several times.

Lee Strickland, Hugh’s brother; Jack
Coates, the brother of Jess; and Harrison
Dayvis, better known as “Jeff” Davis, were
fine riders, too.

EVEN though I only actually worked

for Kit Wilkins about one and one-
half years, she was my friend the rest of
her life. She encouraged me to get into
better things, to get an education because,
as she put it, “My boy, you will be here
many years after the last mustang has
trotted up the last chute.”

Years later I spent the holidays with
her several times, and she would be wait-
ing as my train pulled into the station.
Her greeting was always the same, “How
is my youngest bronc rider ?”

Kit was one of the most colorful and
picturesque characters of early western
history, and in her youth one of the most
beautiful girls in the West. In the days
when she took her horses to market in
Chicago and Kansas City, mannish attire
for women was unknown. The sight of a
beautiful blonde, dressed in modish
fashion, personally selling her stock and
having a complete knowledge of each
horse’s good points, created a furor.

While in San Francisco sixty years
ago, she was a guest of the city, and
was accorded the Palm for Beauty. As
the toast of San Francisco, she was given

many titles—“The Horse Queen of the -
West,” or “Queen of Diamonds,” because
she owned the Diamond Brand. But the
one I always thought fitted her best was
“The Golden Queen.”

One of her regular customers was the
United States Cavalry. Once I asked her
how she got started in the horse business,
and she told me the following story:

“When I was about fifteen years old,
two friends of my father each gave him
$20 to be invested for me. He bought a
little filly for $40, and from the inerease
all of my bands have come.” What she
really meant was that the little filly got
her interested in the horse business.

In those days the country between the
Humboldt River in Nevada and the Snake
River in Idaho was alive with wild horses.
They belonged to whoever caught and
branded them. Kit Wilkins was a good
business woman and had the foresight to
see the possibilities of future horse
markets. So she had her brand registered,
organized a group of riders, and went into
business.

In due time she laid claim to all the _
unbranded horses on the Diamond Range.
According to my calculations she must
have made over $2,000,000 during her life-
time.

She hired the best riders to be found,
and ruled them with an iron hand. Any-
time a rider got out of line, he was run
off the range and out of the country.
Many were hard, rough characters. There
are still old barber poles in Mountain
Home and Glensferry, Idaho, and some
of the Nevada towns where folks will
point to bullet holes that were put there
by Kit Wilkins’ riders.

But they all respected her, and backed
into_a corner fast when she spoke her
familiar, “What have you been up to, you

(Continued on page 64)

Three Creek, Idaho in 1915 where Kit Wilkins often ranged horses.

Courtesy Author
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From left, Dolph Nevares, John Mills and Shoshone Johnny as they appeared years ago at the time of this interview.

Gnyona. who'd. chooss. 1o live in. a frying. pan is. bound. to be a characton.
WMok a trio of

DEATH VALLEY'S AUTHENTICS

By HARRIETT FARNSWORTH

EATH VALLEY—just the name

evokes thoughts of Indians, the
rugged ’49ers struggling across its sun-
scorched glistening wasteland, fabulous
boom towns, echoes of the rumbling
wheels of twenty-mule team wagons, its
desert rats and prospectors.

The heat, the height, the depth, the
fantastic beauty of Death Valley are
there to stay but the unforgettable and
colorful characters who called Death
Valley home for fifty years or more, are
fast passing. I found only three at the

" time of my visit: Shoshone Johnny, Patri-

“Hund’ed—mebbe hund’ed twen’y,

arch of the Panamints; that venerable
Castilian, Adolph Nevares; and charming
Johnny Mills who said his hands had been
pushed deep into the pockets of the
Pacific Borax Company.

Stoic, white-haired Shoshone Johnny,
eldest of these three, was born in the
Death Valley country, and recalled seeing
the ’49ers. Hidden on a rock ledge above
them, he wondered about the white people
—what they wanted, where they were
going, where they came from. “Valley
no good for white man,” he said, brushing
the incident aside.

Johnny did not know his exact alge;
as
white man tell me.” Then he turned his
back muttering, “Tha’s ’nough, now.”

I learned that Johnny was once Medi-
cine Man for his tribe. He was held in
high esteem until he made a second mis-
take. Perhaps his chants, sing-sings or
herbs failed to cure a sick patient. Any-
way, Johnny suddenly disappeared from
the Valley—because if a Medicine Man

2 ~ makes the third mistake, he can be dealt
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with harshly. Johnny didn’t intend to
take that chance.

When the Government granted the
Indians an income, Johnny appeared on
the scene to become the oracle of old.
He would never speak to a “paleface”
in front of the bucks and squaws at the
Indian village. When I cornered him at
Furnace Creek Ranch, holding out a silver
coin and mumbling a few words in
Spanish, he condescended to answer a
few questions. For an extra coin he
reluctantly posed for ‘a picture, then
abruptly turned his back, saying, “Tha’s
'nough, now,” and disappeared through
the dappled shadows of the palm trees.

Shoshone Johnny had lived through the
Valley’s boom town history and, in 1905,
had picked up the first gold .at a spot
later to become fabulous Rhyolite. Johnny
had missed being a millionaire by selling
his rights of discovery to Bob Mont-
gomery for a pair of overalls and two
shiny silver dollars.

Johnny might have been wise, after all.
In five years the boom at Rhyolite was
over. Picturesque miners and notorious
gamblers moved on; buildings fell into
decay. Rhyolite was dead—a ghost town.

Still in his prime, Johnny stalked back
to his tribe carrying an ironic reminder
of his lost wealth. The mine he discovered
and lost was named the Montgomery-
Shoshone. And the old Indian gained
distinction in another way. He lived to
be the oldest man in Death Valley. Johnny
was proud of this and the fact that he had
never taken part in any of the Indian
raids on white settlers in the Valley.
What was finding and losing a fortune?

Years had settled lightly on the broad
shoulders of this Patriarch of the Pana-
mints. When the summer heat clamped
down, Johnny moved his tribe to cooler
mountain areas. At the first hint of
autumn Johnny, silent yet gregarious,
returned to his Death Valley haunts—a
sg‘rill_(ti‘ng example of an almost extinet way
of life.

SEVENTY-FIVE—year-old Dolph Ne-

vares, soft-spoken, slight of build and
retiring in manner, was born in Ontario,
California. His introduction to Death
Valley was not a pleasure jaunt or a
prospecting trip. He volunteered to go
there on an errand of mercy.

Jimmy Dayton had left the old Green-
land Ranch in Death Valley and had been
gone for days. When word reached Dag-
gett, California (a Death Valley supply
stop), Frank Tilton and Dolph Nevares
volunteered to lead a search. They set
out on a blazing hot August day in 1898.
Their quest ended near the Eagle Borax
works. Death Valley’s mighty triumvirate,
heat, desolation and panic, had claimed
another victim. The little dog that had
led Dolph and Frank to his master’s body
slumped on the hot sand in the sparse
shade of a mesquite tree, a pitiful bundle
of bones.

There was no time for a fancy inter-
ment. Dolph and Frank returned to the
Greenland Ranch and from boards pulled
from a building, made a coffin and
went back to bury Jimmy Dayton. A
shallow grave was laboriously dug in
the sun-baked, salt-soaked earth, and
Jimmy Dayton was laid to rest. When the
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Dolph Nevares and Frank Tilton buried Jimmy Dayton at this spot, August 14, 1898.

last rock was piled on his grave, the
farewell service was: “Well, Jimmy, you
lived in the heat, you died in the heat,
and we reckon after what you’ve been
through in Death Valley, you’ll find hell
a right comfortable place.”

Regardless of this grim experience.
Dolph Nevares felt a strange affinity for
the desolate Valley. While resting up at
the old Greenland Ranch, later known as
Furnace Creek Ranch, Dolph was offered
the job of overseer and accepted it. He
scouted about and 1,000 feet above the
Valley floor, in the brooding shadows of
Funeral Mountains, found a place he
wanted to call home. On the hillside hot
water bubbled up shoulder-deep in sever-
al pools. It was still the Indian’s favorite
campground but Dolph eventually held
a clear title to the only privately owned
homestead in Death Valley Monument.

Boom towns, of course, began cropping
up all around him. Dolph took little stock
in them or the gamble of prospecting.
Trails were needed to mining sites which
would cut the long, hot hours of travel.
So Dolph bought a team and wagon and,
alone, blazed many of the trails leading
over almost inaccessible mountain passes.
One was to the Lee Mine up in the
Funerals, a pick and shovel trail. Hard,
back-breaking toil often was lost in an
hour when flash floods roared down the
Panamint or Funeral Ranges. Weeks
and months of work went for nothing.

When the boom towns emptied their
bulging pockets of gold, and the rough-
and-ready miners, prospectors, girls and
gamblers moved on, Dolph’s energies
centered on his homestead, Cowcreek
Ranch.

Ditches, dug by hand, brought hot
water from the pools on the hill. The
cabin was built of lumber torn from an
old boarding house up at the Lee Mine.
In time hand-dug open ditches enclosed
several acres around his cabin. Then he
planted cottonwood sprouts, small palm
trees, athols, and encouraged the abun-
dance of desert growth already there—
mesquites, arrowbush, desert holly and
flowering water-loving plants that crept
in. Later he ditched water around the
only garden in Death Valley and planted
apricot trees, fig bushes and several rows
of grapes. Besides the usual vegetables,
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he cultivated melons. “But I discovered,”
Dolph said with a wry grin, “that coyotes
also liked melons and always beat me-to
a ripe one. The birds loved fruit but, with
them, I always managed to get my share.”

As we strolled about this charming
oasis in the Funerals, sun shadows played
tricks® with the shimmering salt beds
down in the Valley. Birds sang and
chirped in the bushes and trees about
us—defying the hottest and lowest place
in the Western Hemisphere. Timid desert
creatures scurried in the bushes as we
walked back up the hill to his cabin.

Cowcreek Ranch has since changed
hands. Its abundance of water was needed
down in the Valley, and Dolph, too old
to live there alone, retired to a neat little
cottage in San Bernardino. When he was
past ninety years old he told me with a
twinkle in his eyes, “You know I'm
amazed at myself. Why, last year, I at-
tended Death Valley Days and had a
grand time!”

E’IGHTY-Two-yéaf-old" Johnny Mills
laid claim to being the oldest old-

timer, not Indian, within 150 miles of

Death Valley. Slight of build, keen gray
eyes dancing with humor, he hit a few
of the highlights of his fifty-one years
in the desert. )

Born in a Grass Valley mining camp
in 1865, Johnny Mills was a charming
ornament at Furnace Creek Inn, living
in luxurious surroundings at the expense
of the Pacific Borax Company, because
as he said, “My hands were deep in their
pockets for forty-seven years.”

Adventure was in his blood when he
made his first prospecting trip into the
Valley, searching for the lost Breyfogle
Mine. “Of course I didn’t locate it,” he
said, “but I stayed in and around the
Valley and saw one historic boom town
after another pop up like so many mush-
rooms: Tonopah, Randsburg, Goldfield,
Ballarat, Skidoo and that wild Panamint
City when it was known as Post Office
Springs.”

Johnny took little interest in gold
digging. His shrewd eyes were searching
out rich borax deposits. But he found that
some of his big discoveries had already
been patented. However, upon investiga-
tion, he found also that some of those
patented discoveries didn’t have a leg to
stand on. They had been patented under
the Placer Act, and that patent didn’t
hold under the Ledge Loder Vein.

When Mr. Mills brought these facts
to the attention of the borax mine holders,
it was then that he got on the payroll
of the Pacific Borax Company. “I was
on it steady all those years,” he said.
“On the job every day summer and
winter—except when I decided to play a
little up at Randsburg. Sometimes the
likker and the heat didn’t mix too good
and—well, I'd forget to come back to the
job on time. Made little difference. The
Company always interfered with my fun,
though. They’d send somebody up to see
that I got back to work.”

Apparently none the worse for these
periodic binges, Johnny Mills located
more than a half dozen rich borax de-
posits. Recalling the terrific heat of the
summer of 1898, he said temperatures
soared above 136 degrees in the shade—
and there wasn’t any shade.

(Continued on page 65)

The shimmering salt beds of Death Valley as viewed from the Panamint Mountains,
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By SHINE PHILLIPS
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A FELLER came moseying into my

drugstore the other night—a stranger
to these parts he was—looked like he’d
been dumped out of an airplane that was
grounded on account of the weather. We
had right smart weather that day. At
two o’clock in the afternoon it was 90
degrees in the shade and the shade durn
hard to find. Long about dark a sandstorm
roared in, a real humdinger. At ten o’clock
sharp we had some free electrical fire-
works, with sound effects in the sky like
the world was coming to an end. Then we
had a hailstorm with pellets as big as a
hen’s egg hitting the roof. This was
followed by a waterspout that lasted may-
be half an hour, and then I’ll be John
Brown if we didn’t have a dry norther
that would send you hunting for your long
ones. And the sand began to blow again.
Must have come from way over in New
Mexico because the mud was ankle deep
around here.

Somewhere along the line in this full
house of meteorology, one of our most
revered modern conveniences had to make
a forced landing. Well, this feller—I
reckon he was heading for California—
was plumb disgusted.

“What kind of a so-and-so place is
this?” he griped. “One minute I need
air conditioning; the next I need an over-
coat.”
h.“You don’t like our weather?” I asked

im.

“I do not,” he said, grim-like.

“Well, I'll tell you,” I said. “You just
hold your horses and wait a minute and
it’ll change.”

He looked kind of miffed. “That doesn’t
answer my original question,” he said.
“Where am 1?7”

“You’re in Big Spring, Texas,” I told
hirg.A"‘:I‘he biggest little town in the

“Tt that so?” he said sarcastically.
“Give me a chocolate ice cream soda. My
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Editor’s Note: One of the most entertaining books ever

i written is now out of print. BIG SPRING (Prentice Hall,
——"';‘q 1942) by Shine Philips should be on everyone’s bookshelf
just to take care of those rainy days! It is funny; it is
sad—which is the way life certainly was in Big Spring,
Texas in the days of long handles, pill rollers, saddlebag
parsons, barbershop bathtubs and cherry phosphates.
Other excerpts will follow, but not necessarily in con-
secutive issues. Part will appear in TRUE WEST and part
in FRONTIER TIMES (we couldn’t decide which should
be the lucky magazine if we confined it to one!).

mouth is full of grit.”

“Maybe you ought to keep it shut,”
I told him, fizzing the carbonated water
into the chocolate syrup. He made me
tired, that feller. He looked kind of
surprised, so I -put two scoops of ice
cream into the soda to make up for the
crack.

“Here you are,” I said. “We got no
control over the weather, you know.
Never did have. Don’t reckon they do any
better along that line where you come
from.”

“There’s just one more thing I want
to ask you,” this feller said. “How did
they ever happen to put the biggest

" little town in the U.S.A. in this-particular

Godforsaken spot?”

I’m telling you that got my dander up.
When I thought what it had cost in work-
ing and slaving and living and dying to
put Big Spring here, it made me mad to
have anybody get flippant about it.

“That’s a long story,” I snapped. “A
mighty long story.”

“That’s just what I need,” said Smarty.
“A very long story.”

“Serve you right if I told you,” I said
to him, thinking that in the old days we
would already be out in the street fighting
it out. But I guess civilization has made

s soft.

“T couldn’t feel worse,” he said, sucking
on his straw.

So I told him.

IT looks like God kind of made it easy
for Big Spring to be a town 300 miles
each way from everything,.and a natural

jumpin’ off place. If you don’t know where
Big Spring is, it’s in West Texas in the
foothills of the Caprock, where the Great
Plains start running and rolling all the
way north, clear through to Colorado.
Nary a bush to interfere with your vision,
and you can see as far as your eyes are
good up there on the Baldies—rolling
country, open-faced as a Waterbury
watech, and monotonous as a nagging
woman if you don’t care for it, but it
looks like you get to, in spite of yourself.

Sometimes I think it’s something about
the air—so clear and blue and kind of
unpolluted and so durn much of it—and
the space and the distance. Why, on a
clear day you can stand on top of one
of these little hills around Big Spring and
see to hell and gone, way over to Lamesa,
and that’s forty-five miles.

But a town don’t just up and come
about. Like most things, there’s always
a reason for it. Out here it was water,
just plain drinking water. In the early
days water made or broke men in these
parts and it made towns, too. Big Spring
comes by its name honest. It was one of
the few spots in this great sweep of
country where water was available for
man and beast from a spring which flow-
ed thousands of barrels of crystal clear,
cold water every hour, sort of like a
miracle.

I don’t reckon anybody knows how long
this “Big Spring” has been attracting
humans, but the spring itself is a right
historic spot. A good while before the
Texas and Pacific Railroad came along,
it was a stopping place on the Comanche
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War Trail. The Indian tribes scrapped
over it. Yep, the Indians drank water too.
Most folks never heard of an Indian
doing anything but scalping a white man,
but from what I’ve heard tell, the Indians
were at all times in as much danger of
the white man scalping them. Anyhow,
the Indians were always scalping each
other over Big Spring, and a few coyotes
to boot. There were just a few waterholes
‘in this whole country—Moss Spring and
Big Spring being the only two in a radius
of sixty miles—so it was easy to see
why men and beasts fought for their
rights when it came to a showdown about
a waterhole.

The spring proper gushed out of a
curious rock formation at the base of
one of our bare mountains that towered
over a “draw.” In case you don’t know
what a draw is, it’s an empty gulch, dry
as a Methodist sermon ’till it rains and
then it’s liable to be a raging torrent
that looks like the Mississippi River
gone all out. Most of the time it don’t
rain. Well, this changeable piece of
scenery was named Sulphur Draw, and
the reason Big: Spring got to be an
honest-to-goodness town instead of a
floating population around a waterhole
was because in the Eighties the Texas
and Pacific Railroad followed Sulphur
Draw.

When the engineers surveyed the route
between the hills, they ran the line along
the space where it wouldn’t cost too much
and got a gravity flow from the Big
Spring itself about two miles south of
the railroad. It was just natural to follow
the draw because the Indians and frontier
folks had been using old Sulphur Draw
for a ready-made highway long before
the steel rails and concrete ribbons began
to stray across the country. Sulphur Draw
is the longest dry draw in the State of
Texas, starting way up in New Mexico
and meandering across four whole Texas
counties.

Of course, there were already some
people out here before the T & P started
stringing its rails over this area of
desolation and drouth in an effort to beat
another railroad to the Pacific Ocean.
People were out here for one reason and
another—some of them ranching and
some collecting buffalo bones and hunting
and some for their health—Ilung trouble—
and the fact that something was wrong
with their records back home and they
came out here because it was a longer
distance between sheriffs. When the rail-
road came, a lot more people came to
work on it, and a tent city which was
mostly the hide huts of buffalo hunters
got mighty full of life. Then pretty soon
some of the more enterprising capitalists
began to haul in lumber and build stores
and houses and before you could say
tumbleweed, Big Spring was a going con-
ern.

WHEN Big Spring began to recognize

itself as a municipality it had a
business district that consisted of eight
saloons, two general merchandise stores,
me Chinese laundry, two- efficient
gambling houses (and the things that
vent with them), one drugstore with a
full stock, and one kind of small drug-
store, one bank, one wooden school build-
ng that was two stories high where the
Mlasonic Lodge met upstairs, one white
stone courthouse where the owls and the
slected officers roosted and got to looking
ilike, three churches (never crowded
nuch), and two wagonloads with equal
iccommodations for horses and men, only
he horses were better taken care of.
fach saloon had its pool hall but we had
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a couple of extras for fear there wouldn’t
be enough. We had one saddle shop that
did a good business, two blacksmith shops
where the horses were “re-tired,” wagons
repaired, and spurs sharpened.

Main Street ran kind of north and south
—not too straight—down to the depot.
Here there was a wooden hotel for
drummers, and railroad men who made
enough to stay there. The hotel was where
the champion domino players hung out,
and a game was always on somewhere
in the hotel-—but it mostly wasn’t
dominoes.

The business section was one block long.
The lower end was in a sand pile. The
upper end was topped off by the court-
house “lawn,” so-called only by courtesy
as it was as bare as the back of your
hand, without a sprig of grass and sur-
rounded by a wooden fence.

The buildings were all one-story affairs
with plenty of space between them. The
livery stables were back of the buildings,
facing in the opposite direction from the
business houses, for reasons of fresh air
(not for the horses’ benefit, but for the
folks across the street who had to
breathe). The water, when it rained,
flowed towards the depot. The rains and
the hogs were the only street cleaners we
had. The main streets and the side roads
were covered with horses and what goes
with them.

Sidewalks were of wood, lined with
hitchin’ racks (long poles supported by
two or three sturdy posts), and each home
had a more or less ornate hitching post
in front. At each end of the street we had
water troughs, which were as necessary
as water in a filling station is now. Mr.
and Mrs. Horse had to drink too. The
watering trough was the place where the
population met. The estimates on the size
of this population vary so much that I’ll
just split the difference and say that we
had about 1,200, all of which knew each
other.

The watering trough was one of the
most sociable spots in town. Everybody
got there who was out on the street, and
you could drive up and pass the time
of day with your neighbors while Old
Dobbin filled up. Even the ladies who
led a rather restricted social life due to
the fact they couldn’t walk on the same
side of the street with a saloon—and
saloons were vastly in the majority—and
couldn’t join in any conversations with
the Hot Stove League at the drugstore,
could talk about the weather and things
at the watering trough. About the only
other common meeting ground for the
members of both sexes was at the depot
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where everybody would drive to on Sun-
day and watch the train go through. But
with the watering trough you didn’t have
to wait for the train.

“HOWDY do, Mrs. Perkins. Missed you
at church last Sunday. Hope none
of your folks was sick.”

“The baby had the croup—and Zeb; my
oldest—let that old piebald horse kick
him. F’s a good thing he’s hardheaded
like his Pa. Hardly scratched him. I put
brown paper and vinegar on the knot,
but I just couldn’t get off.”

“You shoulda been there. Mrs. Storey
had on a new poplin with velvet ribbon
on it. And a hat with feathers. I do
believe she’s making eyes at old man
Caraway. These widows!”

“Well, he wore out two wives. Don’t
know what she could want of him.”

“The Reverend preached a beautiful
sermon. About brotherly love, it was.”

“Oh yes. That is nice. I think I’ve heard
that one.”

“I heard Cass Tompkin’s been drinking
again. Poor Arah. She does have a cross
to bear.” (Continued on newxt page)
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“I don’t know why she puts up with
it. I know I wouldn’t. His ranch is going
to the dogs.”

“And all those children!”

“They say the bank turned him down
for a loan. I just don’t know what’ll be-
come of them.”

“Did you hear about Cora Fiddler?
She’s took to her bed.”

“What’s the matter with her?”

“Heard she was just a little bit off.”

“NO!”

“Said it was too lonesome out there
on that claim. She couldn’t seem to stand
the wind and sand no longer.”

“T could of told Arch Fiddler that
schoolma’am was no wife for a rancher,
She was born a city girl and raised in
town. But there’s no accounting what men
will do for a pretty face.”

Just like now, what most people talked
about was each other but you wouldn’t
want to hear more about that. We talked
about the weather, too, but it wasn’t too
interesting, although there was quite a
lot of it. In the spring we had sandstorms
mixed in with our frijole beans until we
thought sand was part of the diet. The
beans just didn’t taste right without it.
On some occasions you could not see
across the street but it didn’t make any
difference because there wasn’t much to
see anyway. In the summer it was so
hot and dry it would sunburn a horned
frog, and we spent our time wondering
how many cattle each ranch would lose
through starvation before roundup time
when they could start driving them or
shipping them to market.

In the winter, we wondered when the
next norther would hit. It wasn’t so cold,
actually, but when one of “them things”
would come rolling off the Baldies to
the north, blowing the freezing breath
of the Rocky Mountains all over us,
desolation would follow in its path and
there would be a secarcity of coal or
mesquite wood or cow chips to burn,
according to what you were using for
fuel in your particular circumstances.
Dead cattle would cover the landscape,
wherever they had drifted before the
storm.

Thousands of cattle went west in these
last roundups of blue northers, and when
they did, they took some of our best
citizens with them. The bodies of some
of these men would be found in the drift
with the cattle days afterward, when the
storm had settled down and the skies
had cleared. So you see, we always had
something to talk about.

THE two large stores were really

general. They carried everything that
anybody could use except a good reputa-
tion and you had to make that. J. & W.
Fisher’s, which was founded in 1882, had
its motto: “The Store That Handles
Everything.” Fisher’s was more than a
firm, it was an institution and played a
great part in the development of th's
country. Joe Fisher was an Austrian Jew,
born in the Old Country, who came to
America and started to California. For
no reason that anybody can remember,
Joe Fisher stopped off at this waterhole
and started a business, and a couple of
years later his brother Will joined him.

. They took a long chance, and they made

it, and for many years when anybody
wanted to know anything or get anything,
the stock answer was “See Fisher’s.”
The Fishers did more than furnish
everything in the way of merchandise.
They provided help and encouragement
to the people, financed them through
drouth and hard times, helped poor
farmers take up the cheap land and

found homes, and extended credit and
financial aid to the ranching interests,
though they sometimes had to carry them
for years. The Fishers never demanded
any mortgage except the best one there
is: the word of a good man. They were
the instigators of most civic moves and
the leaders in charitable ones. No place
was too difficult for them to ship goods
to, and their merchandise was sent all
over West Texas and New Mexico. One
shipment of salt was sent by ox train
to some far-off destination. The salt was
valued at $12.50 and the freight cost $40.

Seems like in every migration since
time began there have been good Jewish
men whom the Lord seemed to send along
to kinda finance the venture and hold
it together. I think it started in the
United States when ‘George Washington
got his tail in a crack and a Jew came
forward and put up the money to finish
the Revolution.

Nobody made more concrete contribu-
tions to this community than Uncle Joe
and Uncle Bill Fisher, and they have
their counterparts all over our <country—
good Americans who always come for-
ward when the time is ripe and give
everything they’ve got to save the
country.

The delivery wagon from one of the
stores was used for a hearse until the
latter part of 1906. The undertaker was
a local furniture dealer who handled
everything for the home except “Mother.”
The graves were dug by the hometown
boys. Volunteer service to everyone. We
had few flowers. If weeds wouldn’t grow,
you know what it would be with flowers.
Anyhow we tried to give to folks while
they were alive.

The Corner Saloon was usually the
tough one. It had a high mortality rate.
The Klondyke was holding a good second
until it closed. It was the village hot
spot and had larger mirrors and bigger
hanging kerosene lamps to amuse the
cowhands when they got frisky enough
to use their guns playfully. The man who
owned the Klondyke bought his hanging
lamps in large quantities and bought lamp
chimneys by the barrel.

The wooden “awnings” were supported
above the boardwalks by wooden posts
until they were whittled down by loafing
cowhands. Every cowhand had a good
knife and every time he sat down he took
it out and engraved his initials or a
heart with somebody else’s initials, or
maybe the brand of his ranch. Main Street
presented quite an art gallery of these
wood carvings. Sometimes they whittled
the post right in two and it fell down and
the awning caved in. Then after the dust
cleared away, we had iron posts, but then
a brone pitched a cowhand against the
iron post and beat them up and him too.

Brone bustin’ took place right on Main
Street in front of the drugstore, and since
the boardwalk in front of the store was
sort of low, we sometimes had to run in-
side and shut the door to keep a visiting
bueking bronc from making the rounds.

The boardwalks with their holes and
patched places were the worst place in
the world for high heels, but women just
had to have them, even then. Every once
in a while a cowboy would get a boot
heel tethered in a hole and there would
be hell to pay. However, most people
walked careful-like. There never was any
reason to hurry in those days unless it
was from a shootin’ or for similar person-
al reasons. The streets had no lights and
anybody that ventured out at night
carried a lantern, but there wasn’t any
special reason to venture out. Law-abid-

(Continued on page 42)
True West



MAIL TRAILS
By Dave Hopkins

IN 1884 a request for mail service was

made, immediately granted, and a con-
tract was let to one Ashton Nebeker to
carry the mail on horseback from Camp
Verde to Payson, Arizona. The terrain
over which he and other carriers -had to
travel was Indian-infested mountains,
canyons and forest.

Three round trips a week kept these
brave men in the saddle as long as
sixteen to eighteen hours daily to make
the fifty-mile trip between these two
settlements. Unlike the pioneer govern-
ment-contract woodchopper, their cal-
louses were not on their hands! Let it not
be overlooked that they had to possess
the proper mettle and stamina to hold
the job.

Most times a single mail sack thrown
across the saddle horn in front of the
carrier was his load for the day, but
ofttimes a pack horse was required,
especially when the mail-order houses
sent out new Spring catalogs.

After a cable became useless that had
been used to cross the mail over the
Verde River in flood time, Jake Weber,
the village blacksmith, would take the
mail across in a handmade boat. At times
he appeared to be a mere dot among the
black muddy waves as the current swept
him down the stream.

Aside from carrying the mail, these
carriers supplied emergency needs to
families and ranchers along the way, such
as medicine for the sick. And it
wasn’t unknown for the carrier to deliver
a bottle of whiskey to his cowboy friends
in some lonely camp in the mountains
along his trail.

The contract was awarded as often as
it expired until June 30, 1914, when C. C.
“Tuffy” Peach of Camp Verde was dis-
tinguished by making the last trip with
the mail, as was Ashton Nebeker by
making the first back in 1884.

With the assistance of many senior
citizens about the state and several of
the old carriers, I have compiled for the

C. C. "Tuffy” Peach
Photo by Fred W. Croxen, Sr.
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Ft. Verde Museum the dates of contracts,
names of contractors to 1900, and list of
carriers (probably incomplete). The car-
riers are not listed in the order that
they served.

OLLOWING are the contractors from

1884 to 1900: Ashton Nebeker—1884

to 1888; W. D. Fuller—1888 to 1890;

W. G. Wingfield—1890 to 1894; Alfred

Fuller—1894 to 1896; Hyrum Williams—
1896 to 1900.

FOLLOWING are the carriers for the

period 1884-1914: Ashton Nebeker
and Wiley Nebreker (brothers), Pret
Gillispie, Newt Tipton, Walter Cox, Pete
Davis, Clarence Hann and Ora Hann
(brothers), Charles Morris, William E.
Johnson, Mart Sullivan, William Goswick,
Bill Lowthian, Willis D. Fuller, Hunter
Wright and Burl Wright and Mick
Wright (brothers).

Dock Lay, Hyrum Williams, Nott Hop-
kins and Dick Hopkins (brothers), Nor-
man Palmer, Garfield Farrell and Jim
Farrell and Milt Farrell (brothers),
Arthur Heath and Ab Heath and John
Health and Frank Heath and Will Heath
(brothers), Tom Hunt, Hank Wingfield,
Gene Holder, Alf Fuller, Pete Lazenr.
Juan Portillo.

Robert Gaddis, Dick Woods, Henry
Hough, Trav Hough and Len Hough
(brothers), Ross Fuller and Hugh Fuller
and Hal Fuller (brothers), Joe Leavitt.
Bud Miller, Hank Peach and C. C. “Tuffy”
Peach (brothers), Jess Earl, Ab Greer,
Ben Nail, Jim Cash, Charles Chilson and
John Chilson (brothers), Dick Clark, Jim
Lowthian and Dave Johnson (half-
brothers), Charles Ryall, George Blod-
gett, Jr., and Lee Patterson.

SARAH WINNEMUCCA
By Mrs. John Cerveri

UCH has been written about the valor,

the wisdom and the farsightedness of
various Indian chiefs who were a credit
to their race. Very little has been said or
written about their women, who either by
training, natural ability, or design were
equally important in the development of
their tribal affairs and in furthering the
cause of their people.

Sarah Winnemucca was the daughter
of Chief Winnemucca of the Paiutes,
familiarly known as the Peace Makers.
She was born about 1844, and was called
Thoecmetony (shell flowers). Later the
whites called her the Paiute Indian
Princess.

. Having a father who was noted for
his respect for the white man and

*TRADEMARK REGISTRATION APPLIED FOR

love of peace, it was only natural that
she showed an early interest in the
affairs of the whites as they related to
her people.

She says in her book published in 1883,
“I was a very small child when the white
men first came into -our country about
1845.” Her father was chief of the entire
Paiute Nation, which was camped near
the Humboldt and Pyramid Lakes. When
Captain Fremont came, he met Chief
Winnemucca and the chief’s father just
where the railroad crosses the Truckee
River, a place now called Wadsworth.
Fremont became very friendly with the
two venerable Paiutes and named the
grandfather Captain Truckee, and also
called the river after him. (Truckee is
an Indian word which means “all
right.”)

Fremont and Chief Winnemucca ac-
companied an exploring party across the
mountains to California. Winnemuceca
liked the white man’s country along the
coast so much that when he returned to
the Pyramid Lake area he resolved to
have his daughter educated. in the Cali-
fornia schools.

At this time Thocmetony was living
in Genoa with Major Ormsby’s family.
As soon as she learned to speak English,
she changed her name to Sarah Win-
nemucca. Before the chief died in 1859
he made arrangements to have Sarah
taken to the Mission school in San Jose,
but after being there only three weeks,
they went home. Wealthy parents had
complained to school authorities that they
didn’t want their children going to school
with Indians.

The Paiutes were docile, friendly and
inclined toward a lazy way of life. Chief
Winnemucca had instilled the love of
peace in them, but on occasions they
fought to the death. Such an occasion
happened after the two Indian girls re-
turned to their family. They went into the
hills to search for roots and when they
did not return for several days searching
parties were sent out to look for them.
Tracks led to the house of two traders
named Williams. These men had tied up

(Continued on page 58)

Sarah Winnemucca in her princess regalia
Photo Courtesy Author
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A Master Hypnotist
REVEALS HIS SECRETS

Melvin Powers, the world’s leading
professional hypnotist and author
of 7 books, offers you by mail the
same course he teaches at his
famous Hollywood school of - hyp-
nosis.

Mr. Powers shows you, step-by-
step, how you can easily learn to
master this fascinating science. He
does not merely write about the
subject, but gives you the exact
words that are used to induce hyp-
nosis and self-hypnosis.

Here’s what you'll learn:

The History of mosis. Facts
About Hypnotism. Every Hyp-
notist Should Know. How to Hyp-
notize Your Subject. The Psycl)':o-
logical Approach and Technique.
You Can Hypnotize Anyone. How
to Hypnotize Difficult Subjects. Ad-
vanced Methods of Hypnotism. 8
Original Techniques for Inducing
““Deep Hypnosis'. Self-Hypnosis:
How to Hypnotize Yourself.

New Procedures for Acquiring Self-
Hypnosis. Waking Hypnosis. Se-
crets of the Stage Hypnotist. How
“Instantaneous Hypnosis'’ Is Ac-
complished. The Psychology of
Hypnotic Suggestions. Psychother-
apy. Hypnotic Techniques in Psy-
chotherapy. The Utility of Sugges-
tions. Hypnotism Does Help. Sleep
and Learn.

#afl MAIL NO-RISK COUPON TODAY! bu

MELVIN POWERS, Dept. 2449
8721 Sunset ¢ Hollywood, California 90069

Gentlemen: Send me the Melvin Powers
HYPNOTISM COURSE. Price $2. | wili use the
course for 30 days entirely at your risk. If
| am not perfectly satisfied, | will simply
return the course for a full refund.

| am enclosing my check [ cash [J
money order [J for $2.

Name

Address
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Waterhole
(Continued from page 40)

ing people stayed home and the rest of
them just slept where they happened to
be. All buggies had kerosene lamps, which
didn’t help much because the horse had
enough sense to know where there was a
hole in the road and he walked right
around it.

HOUSES were made out of wood and

the style was somewhat limited by
the lack of lumber. Most of them were
kind of low on the ground and had a
gallery in front with posts holding it up.
There wasn’t any use in painting them
because if you did they got sandpapered
overnight. The finest ones had a parlor
but most of them just had a bed or two
in every room except the kitchen. When-
ever the family overflowed the size of
the house, we built on a lean-to. The roof
of this usually leaked when it rained, but
as you know, it didn’t rain much.

The center of culture in town was the
opera house which we thought was the
last word. It had three drop curtains. One
was a parlor scene, one was a street scene,
and one was a woodland scene. This last
was the most popular. Since none of us
had ever seen any woods, it was worth the
price of admission just to get a good look
at a green woodland.

We didn’t have any hospitals—don’t
suppose anyone had heard of one. The
sick had to stay at a wagonyard or the
hotel if they were strangers. But folks
in town from the churches and the lodges
didn’t seem to know there was any such
thing as a stranger, and they took turns
“sitting up” with sick people they had just
made the acquaintance of, sometimes for
weeks at the time. Many of them had to
buy the sick man’s medicine and pay for
his horse feed at the same time. Of course,
this was in the days before we found a
substitute for “my brother’s keeper.”

There were three churches in town—
wooden buildings, too, like everything
else, except the churches were always in
bad shape. No paint on ’em and kind of
rundown looking. Seems like we were so
hard put to make a living we hardly ever
got around to fixing up the meeting-
house. The good people went to church the
year round, but in the summer we built
brush arbors out east of town and then
everybody went to church. Everyone look-
ed forward to the revivals when they
could bust their lungs singing hymns, eat
up a lot of good home-cooking and repent
of their wickedness all in one fell sweep.
This didn’t seem to have much to do with
church, which turned out to be mighty
long-winded and pious in the wintertime.

Early cowhands had a sense of direction
that was uncanny. When the country
around here was opened up, these boys cut
out across the country and hit the mark
just as well as they can now by air. In
fact I was talking to a pilot on one of
the airlines not so long ago and he said
that the old trails were still visible from
above 5,000 feet. He said when he passed
them he noted how direct and straight
they were from one waterhole to another.
They were always following in the
general direction of Colorado and Abilene,
Texas, or going towards Kansas. Just
kind of looks like when a man really made
up his mind to go West that he went
regardless of the odds against him, and
God only knows that these men who
started across the country had many odds
against them.

EAST of Big Spring is the “Old Road”
that led to Colorado (Texas) where

most of the lumber came from. It was
shipped to Colorado by train and then on
out here by ox trains with long wagons
coupled together. It had to come over hills
that it would be hard to make in even a
modern car and then when they got the
wagon on top, the hard part of it was
to get the durn oxen out of the way and
let the wagon roll. One hill in particular
is terribly steep and the old wagon ruts
show that it must have been a dilly to
try to steer some dumb oxen over, pulling
a string of big-wheeled wagons. Often as
many as sixteen yoke to two to four
wagons, loaded with lumber, moved at the
speed of from three to ten miles a day.
The weather had a lot to do with it and
if you haven’t seen any West Texas
steers, I’ll tell you they are mighty
temperamental. Cowhands and wagon
hosses carried the difference in the long
whips they toted and their aim was
accurate. They could hit the rear of a
steer twenty feet away and where it hurt
most. These long whips were great
“persuaders,” but a steer has only two
gear shifts—one low and the other back-
ward.

After hearing all this you probably
cannot imagine just how, when, and
where this country got started and it
has been a mystery to everyone living
in it as to why anybody ever stopped here
in the first place. It has also been a
mystery to all of us who have lived here
so long why we have done it.

But in the many years that I have hung
out in Big Spring, I have never seen one
single solitary person who ever left this
country that did not want to come back
as soon as he could. We haven’t got any
trees, we have got constant wind, very
little rain, lots of prairie dogs, rattle-
snakes, sagebrush and sand, and plenty
of doing without things that people have
in other places. The local Chamber of
Commerce used to offer rewards to those
who wanted to go back East after having
lived here one year and, so far as I’ve ever
known, none of the prize money was ever
taken up.

Still, I’ve never seen a single day since
I’ve been here, that I didn’t hear some-
body say, “What in the hell does anybody
ever live in a country like this for?” In
most cases the ones who say that are the
ones who have lived here the longest, and
you couldn’t pry ’em loose with a Gatling
gun. I'm wondering why someone does
not explain this to me, and have wondered
about this so many years that I’ve nearly
worn my wonderer out. I feel the same
way and don’t understand myself.

It may be the altitude; it may be the
wide, open spaces; it may be that our
fathers were lonesome and got together
more often and developed a fellowship
that has lasted down the years. Or it may
be that the ones who came here first got
together and lied to each other so much
about the splendid possibilities of this,
their chosen land, they were too proud to
leave it. Anyway, something caused folks
to like it out here, and here we are.

Big Spring in the Nineties looked like
the place the Lord had forgot, where the
Devil had cleared out a new range to take
care of the overflow from Hell. You can’t
say it had a consarned thing to recom-
mend it in the way of natural gifts, except
maybe people, but I liked it then and I
like it now.

When I look off toward Signal
Mountain or out to the prairies and
remember how it used to be—how the
bald, open stretches reached for mile on
mile, and the herds of antelope and wild
burros and the coyotes and rattlesnakes

(Continued on page 69)
True West



N\

O

0
1///1113

R

N

N

Illustrated by John R. Jones

ERHAPS the old-time cowboy wasn’t
the World’s Champ where arguments
were concerned, but he certainly was well
up among the top ten. For unless he was
verbally engaged in a difference of
opinion he just didn’t have much to say.
He wasn’t particular about the subject
matter, so long as it furnished a good,
hot discussion, but a favorite topic of
dispute around lonely cow camps had to
do with saddles.

A phenomenal feature about these
saddles was that every man in camp
owned the best one ever built. Even
though one might be casting secret covet-
ous glances at the newer, more elaborate,
or more expensive rig of his friend, he
would have died before he’d ’fess up to
it in an argument.

The cowboy was a dedicated and loyal
supporter of brand-names and trade-
marks. When he found a saddle he
especially liked, its maker usually had
an unswerving drumbeater for life. And
during the latter days of the open range
there were about as many different
brands of saddles as there were saddle-
makers. Collins, Porter, Clay, Welder,
Meyers, Seigler, Hyer, Keystone, Cogshell,
Mann, Bacon,” Houston—all had their
followers.
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Enthusiasts often became so embroiled
in praising the virtues of their respective
equipment that they, themselves, were
saddled with its brand as a nickname. As
a result most cow outfits had at least one
“Ol’ Hyer,” “0O1’ Cogshell,” “Ol’ Porter,”
ete. Usually these nicknames lasted only
as long as the puncher stayed with the
same outfit. But if he gained such a nick-
name in an area where his brand of saddle
wasn’t popular, he might wear it for life.

Most saddles came in a wide range of
tree styles, but all used one of three
different types of rigging—centerfire,
three-quarter, or double-rig. These des-
ignations were determined by the position
in which the cinch was anchored to the
tree.

The centerfire was rigged by two straps
of equal length, with a cinch-ring between
them, attached to either end of each side
panel. This draped the cinch back around
the soft barrel of the horse instead of
forward around the more solid section of
the rib-cage. Unless it was tied on with
both a breast-strap and breeching (usual-
ly called britchin’) one could never be sure,
when roping, whether the saddle would
remain upright or turn under the horse’s
belly.

The double-rig hung two cinches. The

SET FASTS

AND
SADDLE

SORES

By LEO D. FRANKLIN

“To the dude, one saddle

might not look much
different to the next
one...but to the guy who
spends 12 to 14 hours a
day in one there’s a great
deal of difference

front cinch was moved forward on each
side panel and a flank-cinch, buckled to
hang loose, was attached farther back.
This is the most popular type of rig in
use today. The three-quarter rig swung
the cinch about half way between the
positions used by the centerfire and the
double-rig and could be used either with
or without a flank cinch.

Most cowboys hated to ride a saddle
with a britchin’, probably because it made
their pony look like a plowhorse with the
harness still on him. On the other hand,
most of them liked a breast-strap. It
seemed to “dress up” a saddle and, at the
same time, prevented it from working
back in rough mountain riding.

The breast-strap was adopted from the
European riding rig which included the
martingale. But as far as the cowboy was
concerned the martingale might well have
stayed in Europe or in the eastern United
States. After crossing the Mississippi its
rse was relegated mainly to public shows,
rodeos, parades or fairs. In actual range
work it kept all the hair popped out of
a horse’s tail by catching on brush and
flipping him head over heels. And who
likes to ride a bald-tailed horse?

TO the uninitiated (that’s town-talk for
‘“‘dude”) one saddle might look much
like any other saddle. To the men who
spend twelve hours, or more, each day in
one there is a great deal of difference.
Three principal factors determined a cow-
toy’s like or dislike for a saddle.
One was the way it sat a horse. Some
seemed to anchor themselves firmly with-
(Continued on page 57)
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A New FREE BOOK for

&

MEN PAST40

Troubled With Cetting Up Nights,
Pains in Back, Hips, Legs,
Nervousness, Tiredness.

This New Free Book points out that if
you are a victim of the above symptoms,
the trouble may be traceable to Glandu-
lar Inflammation ., . . a condition that
very commonly occurs in men of middle
age or past and is often accompanied by
despondency, emotional upset and other
mental and nervous reactions.

The book explains that, although
many people mistakenly think surgery
is the only answer to Glandular Inflam-
mation, there is now a non-surgical
treatment available.

NON-SURGICAL TREATMENTS

This New Free Illustrated Book tells
about the modern, mild, Non-Surgical
treatment for Glandular Inflammation
and that the treatment is backed by a
Lifetime Certificate of Assurance. Many
men from all over the country have
taken the NON-SURGICAL treatment
and have reported it has proven effec-
tive.

The Non-Surgical treatment desecribed
in this book requires no painful surgery,
hospitalization, anesthesia or long
period of convalescence. Treatment
takes but a short time and the cost is
reasonable,

REDUCIBLE
HERNIA HEMORRHOIDS

Non-Surgical treatment for both Reducible Hernia
and Hemorrhoids, the book explains, can usually
be taken at the same time as treatment for
Glandular Inflammation.

FREE VEW
ILLUSTRATED BOOK

This New Free Book is
fully illustrated and
deals with diseases
peculiar to men. Tak-
ing a few minutes
right now to fill out
the coupon below, may
enable you to better
enjoy the future years
of your life and prove
to be one of the best
investments you ever
made.
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§ EXCELSIOR FILL OUT THIS
§ MEDICAL CLINIC COUPON TODAY
Dept. M 8350

Excelsior Springs, Mo.

Gentlemen: Kindly send me at once, your
New FREE Book. | am interested in full in-
formation (Please Check Box)

[J Hernia []Hemorrhoids [ Glandular
Inflammation
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Old Three Tush
(Continued from page 15)

I proceeded to unhook the chains but
soon saw that Billy Boy was not in the
mood for horsing around—too many
people had him riled up. He was pacing
back and forth and bawling in a low,
ominous tone, his gray-green eyes glitter-
ing. Dad noticed it, too, and ordered me
to keep him in the cage. The President
nodded, whopped my shoulder, shook
hands with Chee, and as he turned to go,
he took one more look up at the raging
silvertip.

“Mighty fine,” he said again, then
grinned at me and remarked pointedly,
“And that silver-coated hide would look
even better on your folks’ living room
floor!”

On February 14, 1912 the Territory
became a State. I wanted to take Billy
Boy down to Phoenix for the celebration
but Dad wouldn’t let me.

‘Some months later the rutting season
arrived and the grizzly became exception-
ally unruly. I made my regular daily
check of the pen at daybreak one morning
and was just in time to prevent him from
escaping through a hole he had burrowed
under the heavy log pen during the night.
I yelled for Dad and Chee and our
wranglers, and between us we beat the
raging bear back away from the hole.
To keep him from attacking us we over-
powered the brute with cedar poles and
a big tarpaulin, then tied him down with
a twenty-foot trace chain. We all got
hurt in the scuffle.

His savage struggling and bestial
bawling put all the livestock on the ranch
in a sweat of fear. Only my pleading
kept Dad from shooting the grizzly full
of holes. Finally the hole was plugged
with a wagonload of pumpkin-shaped
rocks and the pen reinforced to our satis-
faction. Then we proceeded to retrieve the
heavy chain. We had just worked it loose
when Billy Boy gave a terrific lunge,
freed himself, and leaped at Chee who
was closest at the time.

The handiest weapon I could seize on
the spur of the moment was a cedar pole
about five feet long and four inches thick.
I swung it full force against Biliy Boy’s
head, hitting his lower jaw. He staggered,
twisting his head, and ‘Dad and Chee
whopped him across the forepaws, his
most vulnerable spot. To hit a grizzly
across the top of its forepaws is numbing
—Ilike a ruler across the back of an
obstinate schoolboy’s hand. A hard blow
there can even break the long-clawed
prehensile bones and render ineffectual
the entire front foot.

In a fight a grizzly is usually up on
his haunches like a man, and he flails
those long forearms all around. The trick
is to strike the top of his paws as he
draws them back for another blow; when
he strikes out and down, the movement
is too swift to be parried. The underside,
or palm, of a grizzly’s front paw is so
well padded with leather-like gristle that
it is impervious to a blow and is the
beast’s most powerful and deadly weapon.
A single swipe from a full grown grizzly’s
forepaw can drop a horse, and virtually
“knock a man’s head off.”

We all knew this, so we concentrated
on hitting the top of the front paws
of my silvertip. Blood and hair and
slobber flew as we beat him down, half
senseless with pain. We had to do it.
A grizzly will fight anything and eat
anything except rocks and porcupine
quills; he weighs 800 pounds at full
growth, is unpredictable, and frequently
turns vicious in captivity even when not

in a concupisecent frame of mind. I never
claimed to have trained this one to be
a family pet, but (especially when well-
fed) he was quite trustworthy when alone
with me.

During the melee I noticed one of us
had knocked out his lower left tush, a
tooth two inches long of which a prime
grizzly has four. I sadly picked up the
tush when things quieted down and we
climbed out of the pen.

Several days passed before Billy Boy
would touch even the best food I had to
offer. I figured his lower jaw was broken.
Dad had a fresh batch of homebrew going
and when he wasn’t around I'd skim off
some of the wort and feed it to the
grizzly. That perked him up some. I re-
peated this medicine several days before
Dad caught on and booted my britches.

A week passed before the grizzly and
I were pals again. The rutting season
had passed, but so far as Chee was
concerned, whenever he came near the
pen, the grizzly immediately reared up
in rage. I changed Billy Boy’s name to
“Old Three Tush” and warded off all
advice from others to “Shoot the damn
thing.”

“One of these days,” they said, “that
grizzly will cause serious trouble.”

I had ideas of my own. I was enter-
taining the notion that “one of these
days” I would make some real “scratch”
with that big grizzly brute, and my
long-haired Apache friend, Chee-Rosanto,
would fit right into the scheme of things.

HORSE raising had never been so good.

Mexican revolutionists were raiding
along the border and the U.S. Army, our
biggest customer, was expanding. Horses
for the cavalry and field artillery were
in great demand.

I had grown to where I was doing a
man’s work in all phases of ranch life.
I was self-reliant, proud, stubborn, and
called “ornery” by some folks.

The Phoenix newspapers were our main
source of news and rumors. When war
broke out in Europe, people got all riled
up. Quartermaster Remount Officers
began coming to us, prices went up, and
ranchers were making money for a
change. Fast cavalry horses were urgent-
ly needed in the European armies as
well as our own.

Our outfit and others pooled men and
equipment and went on a wild-horse hunt
that lasted five months. Every week or
so, we’d cull the broomtails from the
accumulated herds. We’d shoot and skin
them and send the hides to the tanneries
and the carcasses to other dealers. Prime
broncos would be ridden till they could be
tagged saddlebroke, after which the Army
would buy them.

Everybody was cussing the Kaiser. The
Mexican Border situation got worse, and
General Pershing rode into Mexico after
Pancho Villa. Our Government wanted
more and more horses and most any
ornery bronc -would do as the demand
increased. We worked from dawn to dark
and Old Three Tush languished in his
reinforced pen, forlorn but not neglected.

Suddenly it dawned on me that I was
plumb- fed up with horses—horses,
twenty-four hours a day, year in and
year out. I told my folks that I would
enlist. Mom began to cry, but dad “allow-
ed” they could make out somehow with
me gone. Then he added, “But before you
go, you shoot that damn grizzly bear!”

Chee said, “T’ll enlist with you—if
they’ll take me.”

We had a lengthy family discussion,

(Continued on page 46)
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There's nothing like a bunch of seasick steers and a "pilot” who can't find his own hat to
make a man wish he'd never started a

YUKON CATTLE DRIVE

By ERNEST J. SHAW as told to C. V.

NOT all fortunes made in the Yukon

during the Klondike rush were made
by digging or washing raw gold. For
those not afraid to take chances there
were scores of ways of making moéney
fast, though the odds were heavy against
a man’s getting through with a whole
skin. I made a worthwhile stake myself
by taking fifty head of beef steers over-
land from Bennett to White Horse, and
thence by scow down the Yukon to Daw-
son. In those days two and three-year-old
beef steers could be purchased in southern
Alberta, western Canada, for an average
price of $22.

In 1902, at age twenty-four, I inherited
$3,000. The money released me from a job
I detested, for in those days hours were
long and wages extremely small. Working
for the other man was a miserable busi-
ness.

The White Pass Railroad had been
completed as far as Bennett, and I had
brought the cattle that far, traveling over
700 miles by steamer and a half-day’s
journey by train. With a helper, I drove
the steers over the mountains to White
Horse in two days. The weather was
good but the traveling was not, for the
young steers, frisky after long days of
confinement, would keep scattering.

Monday morning found us down at the
river’s edge bargaining for a scow on
which we loaded the animals. I hired a
pilot who swore he knew every inch of
the Yukon River—which later was to
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prove a lie—and another man to help

with the sweeps.

First we had to build an enclosure five
feet high around the hold where the
cattle were, then put up a covering at
one end to protect the baled hay, and
one at the other as a shelter for ourselves.

I soon learned to use the sweeps as well
as my helpers, and also learned what a
tough job it is to steer a heavily-laden
barge down the turbulent waters of the
Yukon. We were swept along at a fast

_clip, and obstacles were plentiful. Making

a sharp turn we would come upon a
great rock thrusting itself out of the
water, or a fallen tree whose branches
were spread out just under the surface
like a net to catch the unwary boatman.

But I looked upon the risks as a chal-
lenge, being thrilled at being on my way
to Dawson, where men made fortunes
between sunrise and sunset. I'd heard
men were so careless with their gold dust
that many dollars’ worth was salvaged
from the sawdust swept off the saloon
floors.

Late that night we ran out of the
river into a broad lake. La Barge was
noted for its furious storms which would
spring up unexpectedly, but I had no
idea it was so large. It was three to four
miles wide and thirty miles long.

WE tied up that night becallxse we could
not find the channel. I fretted over
the delay, for I was in a hurry to get

TENCH

my stock to Dawson. Ours was not the
only cattle-scow on the way downriver,
and the earlier we arrived the better price
our steers would bring. I began then to
have doubts as to Manley’s ability as a
pilot. The next day and the next, we
found our course only to be driven back
by a terrific headwind. The third day we
were joined by another scow with a cargo
of hay and, favored by a fair breeze,
raised our sail at noon and left the
mouth of the river far behind.

Soon the breeze began to freshen and
the sky became overcast. A riverboat
coming toward us with full steam up,
panted hard against the wind and current.
As she passed, a crewman megaphoned,
“Better try and make shore! A big storm
coming!” :

I did not fully appreciate the treacher-
ous nature of the lake and as Manley,
the pilot, agreed with me, we continued
straight ahead, although the hay-laden
barge began to tack. Then I saw my
mistake. The wind increased rapidly, pil-
ing water into heavy waves which smash-
ed against our boat. We were soon drench-
eg. Too late, we endeavored to make the
shore.

THE worst of all craft to handle in a
storm is a sixty-foot scow, with thirty
feet of almost unmanageable canvas and
a hold full of frightened, stamping cattle.
Neither did I like the way Manley was
(Continued on page 55)
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o1d ngi’rl'ee‘ Tush
(Continued from page 44)

and compromised by rebuilding and rein-
forcing the bear pen with ten-foot high
cedar poles and flooring it with more
pumpkin-size rocks. Oddly enough a
grizzly can’t manage those round eroded
rocks, but one with irregular sides he
can throw fifty feet. The twelve-by-
fourteen enclosure was covered with sheet
metal and loaded down with stone and
gravel. That would hold four or five
grizzlies, we figured.

Chee and I then headed for Phoenix to
sign up. I had gone several years without
a haircut and my hair hung to my
shoulders. The Army cut it for me and I
looked like a peeled potato. Chee, whose
hair was much longer, took one look and
started 1o “go over the Lill.,” An old time
capiain, formerly stationed at Fort
Apache, recognized Chee and intervened
The nltimate outcome Wwas that Chee
Rosanto became one of the few Indians
in the Armed Forces permitted to wear
his hair its natural length.

Then came the crowning irony of it

all. We—-Arizona hor anch boys—were
assigned o the cave and the drill ser
geants tried to teach us how to ride!
We wound up in AEF, and event-
ually returned to our native land, both

the worse for wear. The TB
b us. That French

soruew!
bug had caught up w

weather was no good us Arizona boys
(,i I PHREE TUSH. iow thirteen years

o'd, was still in kis pen, bigger, fatter,
ornesier and move silvery than ever. His
shoulde s stood up to my belt. He nuzzled
me. rearved up and tried to hug me, licked

my face and neck; bui for Chee he had
nothing but a ferocious bawl.

I proceeded to revive our close com-
panionship of former years. I'd whistle
a certain way when 1 approached. Enter-
ing his pen several times daily, I’d talk
to him—use the same commands, over
and over. I fed and watered him, horsed
him around, brushed and curried him as
I would my favorite saddle horse.

He was as clean as could be expected
after being penned up so long, but soon
I stank like he did. The habit of changing
to the same clothes before entering the
pen was resumed, and I would not allow
smoking in his immediate vicinity.

T taught him some new tricks—even to
roll over and play dead. Soon I was riding
him again, guiding him with my feet; he
seemed to enjoy this the most.

For several months, there wasn’t much
else for me to do. The war was over
and the demand for horses had hit zero.
Only ranchers raising thoroughbreds and
cross-breed stock were still living in
clover. I was restless.

The former notion I had to make some
scratch with Billy Boy, now Old Three
Tush, revived. With Barnum & Bailey
Circus, or Ringling Brothers, or the 101
Ranch Wild West Show, we and my long-
haired “wild” Apache friend Chee, play-
ing the villain, could put on a great act
and travel all over the world.

I talked my idea over with Edd Haught,
the game warden for the Gila-Coconino
district. He in turn contacted Zane Grey,
the author, who contacted a Mr. Under-
wood of the San Francisco Zoo. Mr.
Underwood brought a Barnum & Bailey
scout named Scotty to see me.

It was a big day at the old S/R ranch
when the four men arrived to find out
if my big silvertip would perform as
claimed. My parents set up a prime beef
barbecue and plenty of homebrew, and
neighbors were inyited. -

The time had come for me to put up
or shut up. I cautioned the people
against smoking, then I opened the feed-
ing chute which was about six feet above
ground level. The door was barred, and
I erawled into the pen as I usually did.

Old Three Tush was in a foul frame
of mind and I reasoned this was due to
the many people outside the pen, peering
through its cracks and joking and laugh-
ing. I talked to the grizzly and he mind-
ed me well enough.

The.chute gate swung inward to open
and back to close, which was always the
big risk T had to take, as neither the
grizzly nor I could escape very easily if
something went haywire. T started to
show the bear off.

He responded to my commands, but
seemed somewhat hesitant and leery, as
if trying to make up his mind. What I
failed to notice was that the B & B scout,
a stinking cigar stuck in his face, had
pushed the chute open from the outside
and he and Chee had leaned in through
the opening—an idiotic act stimulated by
homebrew

But Old Three Tush did not take that
into consideration. He saw only an open-
ing and two faces he did not like. With a
terrifying ‘bawl, 1 1ade a prodigious
leap, knocked a loop, and made
for that open chute. Chee and the B & B
man were slammed to the ground and
people scattered in all directions. Several
shots were fired and missed ags he headed
for the hills

There followed a flurry of hectic riding
in fruitless pursuit, then when the brew
was all gone everybody went home. “Goad
riddance,” was the general opinion

OLD THREE TUSH had reverted to

the wild, but during the following
weeks he was heard from with alarming
frequency. One of my dad's prize Copper-
bottom-mustang colts was found dead and
partly eaten in a pasture only a few
hundred yards from the old bear pen.
The mother mare was severely mauled. A
neighbor lost some pigs. Over in Star
Valley the Jorgensons lost a calf every
night for a week, even with a rifleman
staked out on guard. Cattlemen in
Pleasant Valley threatened to sue some-
body. Sheepherders along the Rim above
Beaver Valley twenty miles away com-
plained about losses.

Old Three Tush was like a gray ghost
—besides, he knew people. He may have
had a one-track mind but he used it in
the right direction. Invading scattered
ranches and farms at night, he killed and
ate and disappeared. Trappers with their
big Number 9 doublesets, tried for him
and failed. Then came the news that he
had killed a solo trapper up in Long
Valley, and “that Griffith boy” got the
blame for it all. I had been popular; I
was now notorious.

Chee-Rosanto, who had been spending
much of his time with Indian veterans’
affairs, moved back on our ranch. Both
of us had the TB bug arrested, so we
took two saddle horses and three pack
horses and went hunting for the grizzly.
Once we joined up with three other
hunters with dogs. A week was spent
combing the rugged Cibicu Canyon
country and we ranged the remote Mogol-
lon Rim country from Kinnikinick to the
Cooley Ranch at Show Low. The nearest
we ever came to Old Three Tush was the
day we found a colt he had killed that
morning. Fifty yards away we couldn’t
even find his tracks.

That big silvertip was already a legend
and yet still in his prime. To the best of

(Continued on page 48)
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William (Billy) Pickens

MANY articles have been written and

published about Gold Rush stampedes,
but there was one that never got into
the history books.

Two men were responsible for it. One
of them was my paternal grandfather,
Billy Pickens, and the other was his half-
brother, Harry Pearson. Grandfather,
who died a long time ago, told the story
many times and had a lot of hearty
chuckles over it.

In the years 1865 and ’66, the gold
pan and pick still held sway, and the
yellow rock was king. Virginia City,
Alder Gulch, Helena and Last Chance
were still mining camps, but there had
been no new strikes for some time and
all the good claims had been staked.
Newcomers combed  the hills as long as
their grubstakes lasted, and then either
found jobs or went back East much wiser
and sadder.

The Vigilantes had been formed and
had cleaned out the lawless element to
their satisfaction. The road agents had
all been hanged or banished and Montana
had been made safe for the law-abiding
and more peaceable citizens.

Harry Pearson was almost a mountain
man. When hardly more than a boy, he
had left Jowa with a party of trappers,
and had made it as far as Oregon. On his
return home, two years later, he ran
into a wagontrain also headed for Oregon,
and was prevailed upon to guide it
across. His knowledge of the country and

"understanding of the Indians brought him
great luck in this venture, and several
more times he acted as guide and wagon-
master.

The last train in which he acted in
this capacity held more interest than the
others, as his mother, stepfather and
two half-brothers, Billy and Charley, had
“wagoned up” and were heading west. On
reaching Fort Laramie, there was much
talk of the gold fields up north around
Bannack and Alder Gulch. Most of the
party decided to go there, keeping Harry
as guide. The other wagons were to lay
over until another train came along.

The family arrived in Virginia City
during the big Vigilante clean-up. After
trying their luck at mining with small
success, they had split up. Harry and
Billy stayed in the camp and the rest
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moved on to Deer Lodge Valley to try
farming.

After a season of freighting from Salt
Lake City, the two boys sold out and were
prospecting the various creeks and bars in
an ever-widening circle from Alder Gulch.
An early snow and hard freeze caught
them low on supplies and miles from town.
The cold had driven them out of their
blankets, and they were shivering over
their breakfast when Harry, the older of
the two, told Billy that they had better
pull out, as their luck had been bad all
season and they stood a good chance of
getting snowed in. He sent Billy out to
look for the team of oxen while he
broke camp.

They had kept one wagon and a span
of oxen from their freight outfit, with
the idea that if they were unlucky at
placering, they could, as Harry put it,
“get a job of hauling.” It was rather a
clumsy outfit for prospecting, but they
had clung faithfully to it. Now it was
going to be difficult to get out. Billy,
returning late in the afternoon with the
oxen, found Harry in a vile mood, cursing
the early snow, their bad run of luck,
and winding up with a blistering oath for
the country in general.

Billy noticed that the crucible was
sitting over the fire and that Harry was
brsy with his sheath knife. On coming
closer, he observed that their pitiful col-
lection of gold dust had been emptied
onto tin dinner plates and the leather
pouch that held their rifle bullets had
been dumped in a pile. It was on these
that Harry was working.

He would pick up a lead bullet, lay
it on a block of wood, place his knife
on top of it, and drive it through the
bullet with a hammer. Some of the bullets
were left in halves; others he would cut
up quite small and in different shapes,
laying them aside and never letting up
on his cussing. Billy knew better than
to ask questions. so he hunched down by
the fire to dry his wet clothes and watch
the proceedings.

AFTER Harry had all the bullets cut

to his satisfaction, he spilled part of
the gold dust into the hot crucible, where
it melted to a liguid. Then he carefully
dumped in some of the chopped-up bullets

BOGUS
GOLD RUSH

By DELMAS PICKENS

Bad advice department: If you
can't find gold—manufacture some!
These kids found out it spends
just as easy, but the troublesome
part is the getaway

and quickly poured the whole thing out
to cool before the lead could melt. He
kept this up until the gold dust was gone
and most of the bullets had been used up.
When he finished dipping and cooking,
there was a sizable pile of gleaming gold
nuggets. Next he scraped aside the camp-
fire and carefully removed all the ashes
down to the bare ground. Stirring up an
inch or so of soil into a mulch, he then
rolled his “nuggets” around in this dirt
to dull the color a bit. When this was
done, he had two imposing-looking pokes.

They broke camp early the next
morning. What should have been a short
and easy trip turned into a regular night-
mare. The snow kept piling up, and the
oxen could hardly wallow through. The
boys took turns going ahead to break
trail. One day, while crossing a partially
frozen creek, one of the oxen fell and
broke a leg. They abandoned the wagon
and made a crude pack, which they placed
on the remaining ox. One led the animal
while the other plowed along behind.
After several more days, they reached
Last Chance, hungry, weary, and half-
frozen.

Due to the early snow, most of the
miners were in town whooping it up, and
were on hand when Harry and Billy
arrived. The ox was led down the street
to a feed lot, amidst hoots and jeers of
the onlookers. Harry’s temper was begin-
ning to wear thin, but he managed to
keep outwardly calm. Speaking to Billy
in an undertone, he said, “Damn ’em, they
think they’re purty smart, but you just
wait! 'l make ’em feel so cheap they’ll
wish they’d never been born.”

Harry led the way back from the feed
lot to the first saloon, where he stepped
inside and ordered drinks for the house.
Then he tossed one of his pokes across
the bar, saying, “Take it out of that.”

When the bartender poured out a few
nuggets onto the scales, the place sudden-
ly went quiet, and just as suddenly broke
into a uproar. Everyone present tried to
elbow his way up to the gold scales.
They began to shout and ask questions,
such as; “Hey, fellers, look at that gold!”
“Did you ever see any like that before?”’
“By Gawd, do you know what that is?
It’s new gold, that’s what it is!” Another

(Continued on page 52)
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Old Three Tush

(Continued from page 46)
my knowledge his toll was ninety head
of stock killed and one, possibly two,
people. One man might have died of a
heart attack, and twenty of the stock kills
attributed to him I believe were made
by other grizzlies or cougars. All we
had to do was ride over to Babe Haught’s
ranch, or to Lou Kohl’s, for a visit, and
we’d get all the latest reports about the
old predator.

One morning, just as we were starting
another hunting trip, we got lucky. Old
Three Tush was spotted in a big patch of
scrub-oak and sumac on the hillside not
over a mile from our home ranch.

Chee’s Winchester fairiy leaped out of
his saddle boot.

“No! Wait!” I yelled.

Sticking a finger between my teeth,

1 let go a shrill whistle which I knew

the grizzly would recognize, wild or not.
He reared up to full height in the brush
and looked toward us. He remained that
way, idly waving his arms, as we rode at
a walk toward him. The wind was in our
favor; he had not scented us, nor could
he clearly see us. We then saw another
grizzly slink through the brush and
scattered pines, and disappear—undoubt-
edly a sow with whom he had been
mating.

As we advanced I began a cheerful
chatter of words and commands to hold
Old Three Tush’s attention. Chee had
promised that he’d help me try to take
the big grizzly alive.

When our horses began to snort and
shy, we knew we were close enough. We
dismounted and tied them to the brush.
I took my lariat and hog-tie, checked the
claw-hatchet looped to my belt; Chee took
his ropes and kept the carbine in hand,
plus a skinning knift in his belt. We
cautiously spread out about twenty paces
and advanced, flanking the bear. When
within roping distance, down he dropped
on all fours and stood his ground, bawling
threats and pawing the earth. He wasn’t
acting natural. There was a malevolent
ig%:aam in his deep-set eyes that I didn’t
ike.

“You’re a better roper than I am,” I

said to Chee. “I’ll horse him into rearing
up again. Then you try and get him
around at least one front leg, and I'll try
to rope him around the neck.”

“Yeah, hobble him, then stretch out
and tie him up to trees. This could get
stosco.”

If our first throws were true, we stood
a good chance of strangling him. into
submission. We could then hog-tie him.
If one or both of us missed, we’d have to
“play it by ear.” I made an underhand
toss of my Barlow pocketknife and it
glanced off the grizzly’s neck. He froze
for a moment. He had my scent then
and reared up quickly, but let forth a
slow bawl as if still uncertain. We spun
our loops carefully, threw simultaneously,
and were successful.

MMEDIATELY there followed the wild-

est flurry of action ever kicked up in
the Tonto Basin. That grizzly exploded
into a whirlwind, and his bawls could
be heard over half of Gila County. We
couldn’t get him tied to a tree. We hung
on to the rawhide ropes and got jerked
and thrown right and left. He had us
licked but we didn’t dare let go. Root hog
or die. This was suddenly no mere lark
but a desperate fight for survival.

I tried half-loops at his legs, and
always missed or got tangled up in the
brush. I swung my hatchet, trying to
chop his head or forepaws. It was hard

to tell how much damage 1 was d‘oif;g,

~ but blood and stuff flew; after the hatchet

handle broke, I threw rocks and some-
times scored. Chee broke his carbine and
the barrel was wrenched out of his hands.
He used his knife but soon lost it.

I finally got a hind leg snubbed up
to the opposite front leg. Chee grabbed
up his rifle barrel and swung a terrific
wallop on the brute’s big skull. The spasm
response was horrible, but the grizzly
flattened out, quivering and moaning.

How long the struggle lasted we’ve
never agreed on, but when we finally
had that bear beaten down into bloody
submission, we were a gory mess and in
a daze. Our hats were gone; our shirts
were: gone; the right leg of my leather
chaps and levis were half ripped off at
the crotech; and I had five bleeding claw
marks from groin to knee, plus lesser
scratches and bruises all over my body.

Chee had a bleeding scalp and a large
tuft of his long hair lay under the
grizzly’s paws; his arms and shoulders
were bleeding and his left hand was
badly bitten. We were both exhausted,
and frankly scared. I found a large part
of my shirt in the brush and used it for
a bandage around my leg. Chee wrapped
his bandana around his head. We fixed a
tourniquet above his crushed hand, and
then tied it up to his shoulder to clot the
bleeding.

Our horses, spooked by the melee, had
broken loose and disappeared. In spite
of a leg wound I was in the best shape
to walk, so I limped down to the ranch
barn while Chee remained with the
grizzly, the barrel of his carbine held
ready in case it revived.

I kept out of sight of the house so
my mother wouldn’t see me. The
old handyman helped harness the big
mule we kept around the ranch for heavy
hauling and packed up a wagon tarp,
a twenty-foot chain and some more rope.
I crawled on top; the old-timer saddled
a horse for himself, and we headed back
up the hill.

-Chee was rested up some, but the
grizzly was still moaning. I felt sorry
for Old Three Tush. We chained him up,
then spread the tarp alongside and rolled
the brute into the middle. We had him
in the bag.

With the big mule pulling valiantly—
not scared like a horse would be—and
Chee riding double with the handyman,
we dragged the silvertip down to the bear
pen out back of the house. There was a
block-and-tackle in the barn and, pressing
two wranglers into service, we worked
the bear through the door into the pen.

Once out of the tarp and untied, he
groggily started to get up. Then Chee
and I both saw for the first time that
this big grizzly had all four of his tushes!

REACTION set in. We were plumb
scared all over again. Old Three Tush
hadn’t been captured at all. That pred-
ator was still roaming the hills. The one
we had so foolishly risked our hides for
was a wild one—maybe his brother.

Well, we went into the bunkhouse,
stripped off what was left of our clothes,
and took a shower which hurt like hell.
Mom and the Indian woman came and
applied Sloan’s Liniment, Dakin’s Solu-
tion for the Sterilization of Wounds,
Analgesic Balm, and bandages. We then
tanked up on Dad’s homebrew and rested
for a while.

What to do with that blankety-blank
wild grizzly was the problem. Having
gone this far, neither of us felt like
quitting so we sent a rider over to Zane
Grey’s cabin where Edd Haught usually

(Continyed on page 64)
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THE FATE
of
OLD McCABE

Third in a series about little
known ghost towns

By TOM BARKDULL

" WO STRANGE, coincidental events—
: 5 i | . Photos By Author one created by man, the other a ca-
Disastrous results of the flood are still evident in the picture above. The price of Nature—marked the demise of
building below was probably assayer's office. Upright timbers mark collar McCabe, Arizona. The old Gladstone

of small shatt. Mine, later the McCabe, was first dis-
covered by John H. Marion in the 1860s.
After Marion was routed by the Indians,
the mine lay idle for several years until
f‘srsagnk McCabe began operating it in

The town was flourishing by 1897 when
a post office was established. Old news-
papers and magazines display advertise-
ments indicate that McCabe and Chapar-
ral were regular stage stops on the Pres-
cott-Phoenix run. There were stores and
saloons, and the town was wide open. By
this time John Marion had become part
owner and editor of the Prescott Miner,
a fact which goes far in establishing
many of the tales regarding the life and
death of McCabe.

There were no reports of the mine’s
production during the ’70s and ’80s, but
from 1898 to 1913 the reported yield
amounted to $3,000,000. Life was full,
business was good; but as the residents
went busily about their daily work, Fate
was already plotting the end of an era
for this lusty camp.

One afternoon thunderheads began
building up like enraged giants. They
moved northerly over the Bradshaws un-
til they hovered tall and ominous above
: Chgtparral Gulch and the villages clinging
Colorful wax flowers had recently been placed on the four graves in the to its sides. Darkness came earlier than

family plot below. : usual due to the approaching storm.

At the same time, under the sandy
channel of the Gulch, either a foreman or
a level boss was stoping dangerously close
to the surface. Suddenly 1,000 yards of
ore and river-bottom sand let go and col-
lapsed into the workings below, ledving a
gaping hole 30 feet across. Fortunately,
no lives were lost in the mine, but rain
had begun falling in torrents higher up
in the mountains and a flood was already
roaring down the canyons.

All night the downpour continued. As
the relentless head of water persisted, the
cave-in became a huge catch basin. Men
were evacuated from the mine swiftly,
racing against the rising tide in the tun-
nels and stopes below. There was no time
to salvage the expensive equipment which
had to be abandoned under hundreds of
feet of water. After the storm passed on
to the north, McCabe’s people came out
of their houses to stare with dismay at
the disastrous results below. All mining
camps were one-economy towns—and this
one had run its course.

In 1917 the post office was discontin-
ued and closed forever. From that time
forward McCabe was to take its place

(Continued on page 63)
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TRANSISTOR

TREASURE DETECTOR

FOR BURIED TREASURE! GOLD & SILVER! EXPLORING
GHOST TOWNS! Use the Model 12T for locating all
types of metal and detectable mineral. It works
through mud, concrete, water and wood.

The Sensational.......

Visual Indicator Assists in Pin-Pointing Object
The 12T has a range of several feet for large

Handle Adjustable to suit Operator's Height metal objects. For instance, it will detect a three foot

square treasure chest about five feet deep. Smaller
objects are detected at shorter ranges.

FANTASTIC
LOW PRICE The 12T is lightweight and easy to carry. lts flash-
light battery powers the RELCO 12T and needs re-
$ 9 5 placing only once or twice a year under normal
JUST ® operating conditions. The 12T is transistorized—there
: are no tubes to break or become weak. Use it on the
KIT beach, parks, around abandoned houses—anywhere.
It is not affected by salt water.

v Folding handle for easy carrying in hand or car. The 12T is designed for use with any kind of port-

Removable handle for easy storage able radio. The detection signal is heard in the radio’s
: speaker. The 12T is one of the most completely func-

tional metal detectors available. It actually uses the
highly stable signal from a radio station (tuned in by

v A 2 pound featherweight that does the work of a

giant. the portable radio) as a reference signal for greater
stability. This serves to prevent false indications due

v Fully Transistorized, Sensitive, Rugged. to reference signal drift. It is not necessary to make
any connections to the radio as it can be several feet

Y Not affected hy salt or fresh water. Works through away from the locator. If you don't already own a

d t d k : Ideal f portable radio you will find that many five and six
UG, CONCIese, 'Wooo, (064, SNOW, 1e6. jueat 1o/ transistor models are now quite inexpensive. Chances

heach combing, exploring ghost towns, detecting are you have been wanting one anyway.
war relics, gold deposits. Additional literature available.

ASSEMBLE YOUR OWN LOCATOR AND SAVE

Even if you have no electronic experience you can follow our clearly illustrated instructions and assemble the 12T. All holes are pre-
drilled. Simply insert the leads from the color-coded components in the numbered holes in the mounting plate and make o few simple
solder connections.

If you prefer we can ship our 12T-B kit, same as the 12T, but with the entire electronic circuit pre-assembled and tested at slightly addi-
tional cost. You need then only to assemble the exploring coil, base, and attach the handle. No soldering is necessary. The only tools
needed are pliers and a knife.

RELCO, Dept. TWB, BOX 10563, HOUSTON 18, TEXAS

Please ship the following immediately: b ek MO
( ) 12T ($19.95), ( ) 12T-B ($24.50). Add $1.00 for postage Amt.enclosed $_________ (cash, ck., M.O.) ;
and shipping. All items shipped parcel post. C.0.D. orders require $10.00 de-
P 3 posit. No dealer discounts.
( ) Send additional free literature.

NAME : ADDRESS CITY. STATE
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e COIN-RANGER -powes vc:

e HIGHLY SENSITIVE TO BOTH SMALL AND LARGE METAL OBJECTS AND

DETECTABLE MINERALS.

e WILL DETECT A SINGLE DIME, FIVE DOLLAR GOLD PIECE OR SMALL

NUGGET.
e EXTENDED RANGE FEATURE.

e NOT AFFECTED BY SALT WATER, DETECTS THROUGH MUD, WATER,

WOOD, CONCRETE, ICE, SNOW, ROCK.

e LIGHTWEIGHT, ADJUSTABLE HANDLE FOR OPERATOR'S HEIGHT,
HANDLE DETACHABLE FOR EASY STORAGE. WEIGHS ABOUT

2 POUNDS.

e IDEAL FOR BEACH COMBING, EXPLORING GHOST TOWNS,

SEARCHING BETWEEN WALLS OF SHACKS.

e EXTREMELY SENSITIVE. TWO MODELS TO CHOOSE FROM.
e FULLY TRANSISTORIZED. USES MODERN LOUD SPEAKER

TECHNIQUE.

e USES ONE SMALL, INEXPENSIVE BATTERY. ABOUT 5c

A DAY OPERATING COST.

DETECTS GOLD, SILVER, NICKEL, COPPER,
IRON AND ALL OTHER METALS
AND DETECTABLE MINERALS!!

The transistorized CON-RANGER ’"Power King” is one of the
most popular members of RELCO’S family of fine treasure detec-
tors. It is designed specifically for detecting small metal objects
such as individual coins and rings as well as larger metal objects
and deposits at greater depths. In fact, the “Power King” is so
sensitive that it will easily detect a small gold nugget or coin.
There are no annoying earphones or meters to bother with on
the COIN-RANGER “Power King”’ as it uses the modern loud-
speaker technique that has gained such great favor with both
amateur and professional treasure hunters from coast to coast.
Incidentally, reaction to this feature, EXCLUSIVE WITH RELCO,
has been overwhelming. Seasoned prospectors who say they have
“tried them all” tell us that this one outstanding feature has
added more to the sheer enjoyment they get from prospecting
than any other feature they have ever seen. You can adjust the
volume for a comfortable listening level, whether alone or with
companions, and not be bothered with the problem often found
in some conventional “earphone’’ models of extreme sound varia-
tions from ear-splitting screams directly in your ears to a faint,
barely audible whisper. A plug-in earphone is included for use
when prospecting in complete privacy is desired.

ONLY

85

COMPLETE WITH ALL ACCESSORIES,
READY TO OPERATE.

Additional literature available.

V

TRANSISTOR

TREASURE
DETECTOR

The COIN-RANGER in action. The “Companion
Receiving Unit"” containing the loud-speaker is
shown clipped to operator’s belt.

The powerful COIN-RANGER “Power King’ is equipped with
an additional “range extender” feature for greater penetra-
tion. Just select your range, small objects near the surface
or larger objects at greater depths. You can change from one
to the other in a matter of seconds. Here is a typical example
of how the “Power King’’ can be used. Suppose you are
down on the beach or park-site and want to search for coins,
rings, watches and such other valuables as are often lost in
the grass or sand. You need a detector that will detect these
small objects that are usually near the surface. THE “POWER
KING” IS THE DETECTOR FOR THIS JOB.

Now suppose you decide to search deeper for “bigger
stakes.” You need a detector that will detect these larger
objects at greater depths. THE “POWER KING’ IS THE
DETECTOR FOR THIS JOB TOO. Here’s where the “extended
range’”’ feature of the ““Power King” pays off. The COIN-
RANGER "Power King” is like two detectors in one. No

wonder it has become a leader in its field.

CITY. STATE aber o o lar s

() Ship “Power King" at once. ( ) Send additional free 'Amt. enclosed $ e o eidcashicks i MIO.)
literature. We ship parcel post. C.0.D. orders require $10.00 deposit.
NAME E ADDRESS



Handmade
Leather Lined
Hand Finished

Genuine
Handlasted
Benchmade

“oe Hall

Imported
=)
Goaals

i Satisfaction Guaranteed — Free Catalog

Sizes 6% thru 13, Narrow,
Medium and Wide

Black or Brown

YOUR CHOICE

$2250

2% TC 611A
‘Western Jodhpur Shoe
Invisible elastic side gore

TC 500 Yo
Gentlemen’s Jodhpur Shoe
Strong :11:““0 side gore for

trim a One piece | vents. Good ankle sufport
calf upper. Round toe, | Calfskin, 155-inch slightly
shoe heel tapered heel.

Flight Boots
SAME SIZES
AS FOR ABOVE BOOTS
BLACK OR BROWN
HIGH QUALITY CALFSKIN

YOUR CHOICE

$2495

TCV10 5 TC 5006
10-Inch Wellington Style 7-Inch Jodhpur Style

Round toe. Shoe heel. Round toe. Shoe heel.
Note: These boots not recommended for very narrow
sizes. $5.00 dep. on C.0.D.’s. You pay postal charges.
Prepaid orders Dpostpaid.

HALL BOOT (0.

P.0.Box 17246
El Paso, Texas

A FORTUNE IN

TREASURE!

BUILD YOUR OWN transistorized Treasure Detector!
Save $100 or more! Easy construction! Complete
Schematics and Design—$5.00. Brochure on Request.

FINANCIAL INDEPENDENCE
DU-AL ENTPR. [ Box149.w

Marysville, Calif.

SNAPS FOR WESTERN SHIRTS ‘

Plastic & Snyperl: Attaching Tools.
Write for FREE FOLDER and PRICE LIST!

FASTENER SUPPLY COMPANY
1508 So. Robertson, Dept. E
Los Angeles 35, Calif.

STOP TOBACCO]

Banish the craving for tobacco as thou-

sands have with Tebacco Redeemer. Write.

Today far free booklet telling of & mm

effect of tob and of a

has relieved over 300,000 people. FREE
In Business Since 1909 200K

THE NEWELL COMPANY

Dept. 582 Chesterfiold, Me.

WIPE OUT ALL DEBTS

Yes, it's possible to stop suits, bill collectors
and attachment of wages. An unpublicized
law enables ANY wage earner to do just
this—and help wipe out all debts fast. Send
$1 for simple report—extremely easy to
follow. ARTEK Financial Report. Dept. 2449,

862 No. Fairfax, Hollywood 48, Calif.

Watch for the
September FRONTIER TIMES
.+« on sale July 20
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Ellison Photo

Indianola, looking east on Main Street toward Powder Horn Bayou.

Ghost Town by the Sea
(Continued from page 9)

Survivors were evacuated to Port
Lavaca and Victoria and few ever return-
ed. They had had enough. Feeble attempts
were made to rebuild the city once more
but there was no heart in the effort.
The railroad was never rebuilt and Port
Lavaca became the county seat.

The vast expanse of the Gulf of Mexico
still rolls and tosses, restlessly and end-
lessly, off her coast, but no ships head in
that way, for Indianola is a ghost town
and has been for better than half a
century. In all probability she is the most
historic ghost town in Texas. A landmark
in the steadfast thrust of an empire,
through here once passed a flamboyant
parade of cowboys, drovers, seamen,
pioneers and immigrants.

Descendants of the storm’s survivors
hold annual meetings at the old townsite
on Matagorda Bay. It has been said that
of all the state’s early settlements, “none
lived longer, none thrived better, none
died as tragic a death as Indianola.”

Bogus Gold Rush

(Continued from page 47)
was heard to shout, “They struck the
Mother Lode! There must be millions to
look like that!”

The whole shebang wanted some of the
new gold, and offered to trade their dust
for the nuggets. The bartender acted as
banker and carefully weighed out the
gold until Harry’s poke was filled with
real dust, and the miners who had been
“lucky” enough were now the proud
owners of the nuggets.

THE NEWS quickly spread the length
and breadth of the gulch, and the
boys were wined and dined in the hope
that they would tell the location of
their fabulous strike. The next morning
Harry told Billy to go to the feed lot
and try to pick up a couple of horses
and a pack mule, because, as he put it,
“We’re gonna have to get out of here
and get fast if they ever find out the
truth.”
Billy took a circuitous way to the feed
lot, while Harry openly went back to the

saloons. Billy bought two riding horses
and another to use as a pack animal. The
two boys met in the general store to get
more supplies, but in spite of their
caution, the news went out that Harry
and Billy were trying to pull a sneak.

Soon all the men in town began to show
up with stampede packs, which they set
behind bars, on top of pianos, or anyplace
else that offered a chance of speedy
recovery. There weren’t too many animals
in camp, but the ones that were there
were tied in handy places all along the
gulch.

“Hell,” Harry said to Bill, “it looks like
the whole damn camp is gonna follow once
we start out of here. But we've got to
leave. Maybe we can give ’em the slip.”

The next morning, long before day-
light, the boys quietly saddled up and
started out, staying in the back of the
buildings and riding at a slow walk, They
hadn’t traveled more than half the length
of the gulch when lights began to appear
and shadowy figures began to fall in
behind them.

The weather had turned warm and the
snow had turned to slush, which made
traveling hard. Daylight revealed a long
line of men, some mounted, but most on
foot with packs on their backs, plodding
along their trail.

The boys made camp early, in the
mouth of a draw, tying their horses in
a small thicket. Billy built up a fire and
cooked a leisurely meal, going about the
business of setting up camp as if they
intended to stay several days. Their
followers had all stopped a short way
from them and proceeded to set up their
various camps.

Shortly after midnight, Harry roused
Grandfather and they cautiously gather-
ed up part of their belongings and led
the horses up the draw, where they
saddled up and packed the extra horse.
They swung in a wide circle around the
camp and cut back toward Last Chance.
After getting out of hearing distance,
they set heels to their mounts and kept up
a fast pace until after daylight. The boys
rode wide of the gulch and cut the trail
that led up to the pass and over to Deer
Lodge Valley.

At the top of the pass, they pulled up
and looked back to the east. Harry smiled

True West



for the first time in days and said, “I told
’em I’d made damn fools out of ’em. You
can bet that’s one stampede they won’t
brag about.”

With their folks they wintered at Deer
Lodge, then the next spring all of them
pulled out and settled on Lolo Creek in
the lower Bitterroot Valley.

Buckskin Joe’s Trail
(Continued from page 31)

and freezing cold. Joe felt his way around
in the bull pen and moved slowly to avoid
stepping on the inmates who were scat-
tered about over the floor. Finally he
found an unused spot near the bars and
sank to his knees. As he did so his hand
touched a blanket which covered a sleep-
ing man.

Thinking he might get the benefit of
an edge of the blanket to keep from
freezing, he tried to slide under the edge
Immediately there came a growl from a
second man of whom he had not been
aware.

“You've got a lot of gall trying to
swipe a man’s cover!” the fellow spat
out. He jerked the blanket his way and
Joe shivered the rest of the night. With-
out knowing it at the time, Joe had tried
to share a blanket belonging to Al and
Frank Jennings!

ORKS soon became “Uncle Joe” to the

inmates and they were staunch in
their friendship and respect for him. Al
and Frank Jennings, as well as the
O’Malley brothers, were especially con-
siderate and took care to warn any young
and tough arrival that Uncle Joe was
not to be pestered in any way.

One big punk who had worked overtime
to establish himself as a badman decided
not to be impressed by this Warnmg His
first night in-jail he stole Joe’s smoking
tobacco That jail had its “Kangaroo
Court” as many others did. Morris O’Mal-
ley did the talking when it was in session.

He called all the prisoners together and
announced that someone had stolen Uncle
Joe’s smoking tobacco. Turning to Al and
Frank Jennings, he asked what they
thought of such a thief. What they said
could not be printed, but their meaning
was clear.

“Uncle Joe has helped every man in
this jail in more ways than one,” O’Mal-
ley said. “Anybody that would steal from
him is a dirty s-o-b.” O’Malley did not
use the abbreviation. “We’ll give the
thief a chance to make good. If he
don’t come across—” O’Malley looked
around the room and drew his finger
across his throat.

Just then the jailer appeared and
shouted, “All out.” The prisoners filed
out into the courtyard where they were
counted, inspected, and returned to the
bull pen. By some hocus-pocus’ Joe’s
tobacco was returned to his pocket while
they were in the yard. He reported this
to O’Malley. The latter quickly announced
to all present that such a trick would
be mighty unhealthy if pulled a second
time.

Soon after her husband’s imprisonment
in Ardmore, Mrs. Works sent a large box
of food. This Joe divided with the other
inmates. As only two meals a day were
served to prisoners, the food boxes became
the biggest event in their dreary life.
Joe also helped with letters for those
unable to write.

As the time drew near for his release,
the Jennings brothers composed and sign-
ed a letter of recommendation and praise.
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They then told Joe he was not obhgated

to accept the letter since they were not
considered top society by most law en-
forcement officers.

Joe thanked them for it, saying that
he valued it highly. He went on to say
that he realized some of those present
had broken many laws, but in his opinion
there was more justice and consideration
among the inmates than there was among
the men who sent them there. He added
that he felt certain there was more than
one man in prison far less guilty of crime
than those who had pronounced sentence.
Uncle Joe was given a rousing farewell
the day he was released. He remembered
that farewell as long as he hved

THE CURTIS BILL was passed while

Joe was in prison. Among other things
it gave the town of Comanche the right
to incorporate and establish local govern-
ment. In the heated election which follow-
ed, the peaceful element won over the
toughs two to one. Joe Works wrote the
platform. This at once made him the
prime target for the vindictive and
dangerous losers.

His friends warned him constantly to
be on the lookout, to take no chances.
Joe was said to have told them that life
was nothing but a big chance anyway
and that he had been taking chances all of
his life. He would not turn back now.
One friend accused him of being Just plain
hardheaded. Joe agreed, saying, “I've been
that way a long time. Having a hard head
may have saved my life once or twice.
My hard head helped me get 5,000 colon-
ists settled in Greer County, in the face
of threats. I'm going to try to stop this
claim-jumping by squawmen and this
business of scaring decent homesteaders
out of the Territory. I hope to see justice
done here before I die.”

At that time no one was certain just
when that might be, so the men who
wanted him out of the way planned to
make their big try while court was in
session. This was a few months after
Joe returned from his unpleasant stay
in Ardmore.

A couple of tough characters facing
serious charges were being tried in
Comanche. A lawyer from Duncan was
there to defend the two men, accompanied
by a U.S. Deputy Marshal who was very
friendly to Joe’s enemies. When the case
was given to the jury and they retired
for deliberation, all those attending the
trial 1mmed1ately left the courthouse for
lunch and other matters.

Buckskin Joe had just reached the side-
walk when a man stepped out of an alley
between two buildings and slugged him in
the back of the head. He then dragged
Joe into the alley where he and two other
assailants stomped their vietim into un-
consciousness. Joe’s scalp was laid open
and his ribs crushed.

George Grider rushed in and knocked
one of the men down but was immediately
grabbed from behind and his arms pinned
to his sides. The Marshal drew his pistol
and ordered everyone to stand back while
the savage stomping continued. Suddenly
John Montgomery, a big fighting Irish-
man, waded in with dynamite in both
fists. Ignoring the drawn pistols he
slugged the attackers, using fists and boot
heels until two or three of them were
stretched alongside Joe.

He and George Grider then carried
the battered man to the nearest drug-
store. Grider hurried to bring a doctor.
After having eight wounds sewed up, Joe
was carried in a buggy to his home. He
was accompanied by the mayor and some
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neighbors who gathered to protect him
against a possible return of the men
determined to kill him.

Badly injured and extremely weak, Joe
insisted that his .44-40 rifle be placed near
the head of his bed within easy reach.
He told those present that nothing in the
world would please him more than to have
some ‘“visitors.” He asked his friends to
pass that word around. The fire in his
eyes convinced everyone there that he
would furnish the undertaker with a job
if any attempt was made to further
molest him.

THE U.S. Deputy Marshal had quickly

arrested the would-be killers in order
to keep them under his protection and
away from Comanche’s officers. He tried
to get the mayor to agree to accept a fine
from each of the men on nothing more
than a charge of fighting. The mayor
refused, reminding him that murder, or
attempted murder, could not be settled

with a mere fine. The Marshal then

rushed his prisoners out of Comanche, all
of them doing some wild shooting as
they raced away.

Buckskin Joe’s convalescence was slow
and he never fully recovered from the
vicious beating he had received. After
many weary weeks he was able to go
to town. His spirit was undaunted but
his strength to carry on his, fight was
gone. The task was turned over to
younger, more vigorous men.

Before leaving Comanche, Joe saw
most of his dreams come true. Greer
County was declared by the Federal
Government to be a part of Oklahoma;
Oklahoma became a state; and many of
the grafters who had dealt him so much
misery were given their just deserts. He
lived to see the day when that horde of
horsemen, and homeseekers in wagons
and buggies, made the mad rush across
the line to stake out a homestead.

Although he helped thousands to win
a home in the Territory, especially Greer
County, he drew no allotment for him-
self. During the years he put in opening
up the Territory all of his income was
spent on his project and he remained a
poor man to the end of his days.

Joe S. Works was born in Wisconsin,
February 14, 1847 and died in Ederville,
Texas, October 24, 1928. He was one of
the original Oklahoma Boomers. In an
era when lawlessness was riding high,
Buckskin Joe chose initiative, courage and
determination over blood and burnt
powder. The descendants of thousands of
homesteaders can be grateful for his
decision.

Trail of the Broken Dagger
(Continued from page 18)

and in the trunk of the tree. A few feet
from the tree, like two gravestones, were
two small rocks set in the ground—
Dagger Dan O’Malley’s grave. The land-
marks Tex Taylor had told me about
wefe cropping up one by one m Handcart
Gule

A few days later, my nephew, Ray
Snedeker of Denver, and I dug down
between the stones. About four feet
underground, we uncovered some old
rotten poles underneath which was the
skeleton of a man who had been buried
with his boots on. There was a bullet
hole in the forehead, and the back of the
skull was shattered. Tex’s story checked
again.

THE WAY everything had fallen in

place sort of boosted my enthusiasm
again. I laid off for a few days and went
into the basin where I had found the

True West



dagger to do a bit of treasure hunting.
It was like looking for a flyspeck in
a barrel of pepper.

I didn’t know the right direction or
how many feet from the tree to look.
Also, directly across a small branch of the
creek about one hundred feet from the
marker tree and directly in line with the
point of the dagger, the top of a ledge
was sticking out of a large rock slide.
At the time Jim Reynolds was there,
the ledge could have been out in the open
and he might have buried the loot at
its foot. If that were the case, several
hun((lireds of tons of rock had hidden it for
good.

Presuming the treasure is still there,
it’s somewhere near this tree—but
where ? You could dig blindly for years,
and what would it get you but a back-
ache ? .

A detector is no good, as the whole
country is heavily mineralized and gives
the equipment fits. There is so much iron
in the ground that a magnetic compass
goes crazy. Anyone can dig there, how-
ever, who cares to; it’s public area in the
Pike National Forest. For my part, I
gave up the whole idea several years
ago.

Even if a man had Tex Taylor’s map,
giving the direction in feet and inches,
he still might find an empty hole. Joe
Walker, who grew up in the Platte River
country and was a small boy when the
Reynolds gang was operating, told me
there was a rumor about a Texas sheriff,
who treated a prisoner well while he was
waiting to be hanged. The doomed man,
who claimed to be a former member of
the Reynolds bunch, drew a map and
told the sheriff where to dig.

According to Walker’s story, the Texan
appeared in the Platte River country,
stayed but a short time, then returned
home. He never admitted finding the
treasure, but the story goes that shortly
after returning to Texas from Colorado,
he retired to a life of ease. The ex-sheriff
never revealed the source of his wealth,
and the secret died with him.

People in the Platte River country have
been hunting for Jim Reynolds’ gold for
the past ninety-nine years, and ninety-
nine years from now they will probably
still be looking for it.

Yukon Cattle Drive

(Continued from page 45)
acting. All color drained from his face
and he gave so many contradictory orders
that Jones and Simmons, the other two
men, did not know what to do. Finding it
impossible to make land, I ordered the
barge to be turned about. Letting the
wind fill the sail to bursting point we
scudded along through great waves that
threatened to engulf us.

Presently, through the storm, we saw
another steamer approaching. She passed
very close. The glass in her pilot-house
was broken and even as we watched, the
wind swept her deck clean of several
chairs and a bucket. Trying to recover
them, a deckhand was blown violently
against the brass railing of the stairway
leading to the upper deck, and collapsed.
Simultaneously a huge wave boiled full
across our own deck, knocking down
Simmons in the bow and crashing against
the enclosure about the hold.

The cattle were lowing pitifully so I
crawled along the deck and looked into
the pen. They were being flung about
from side to side and many were seasick
but none had suffered broken legs.

Then Manley shouted, “Oh hell! Look
behind!”

We looked. Far in our rear and nearer
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the land we saw the hay-laden scow, her
sail in ribbons. Then down into the trough
of a wave we plunged, rising in time
to see the other barge being smashed
against the rocky shore and a few dark,
struggling specks in the water.

The little steamer turned from her
course and fought her way slowly toward
the wreck. After that, everything was
swallowed up in the darkness of the
storm. It was raining hard, a rain that
was half sleet and chilled us to the bone.
Water continued pouring in through the
enclosure to the hold.

Looking at the white, set faces of Man-
ley, Simmons and Jones, I knew they
shared my thought that it was only a
question of minutes before a huge wave
would swamp us and end everything.
We clung desperately to our sweeps, for
all that, and waited grimly for the
inevitable.

The shoreline had vanished and we were
scudding wildly along in almost utter
darkness when the rain abruptly ceased
and the wind lessened. I heard breakers
beating hard against something ahead.

“We’re heading straight for wreck!” I
shouted.

“Hard-a-port!” Manley ordered. “Hard-
a-port!”

With everything we had we bent to
the heavy sweeps. Suddenly the clouds
blew away from the moon and we saw
that we were entering the channel of
Thirty Mile River, the banks protectingly
high on either side. That night we tied
up near a wood camp.

AT BREAKFAST the men cutting cord
wood fuel for the river steamers tried
to dissuade us from going farther. “Better
wait for the next boat sailing for Dawson
and transfer your stock,” the foreman
told me. “Even at that you’ll get a small
fortune for your beef. But you’ll never
make Dawson in your scow. Almost a
dozen barges have smashed up on Thirty
Mile alone this spring.”

I could see that my helpers were none
too anxious to continue the journey, but
I had no intention of paying half the
worth of my cattle to a steamboat com-
pany after what we had already come
through. It was sobering, however, as we

set off down the foaming river, to come.

upon scow after scow stranded on a rock
or a sand bar, smashed and the cargoes
sunk or else floating around in the water.

Manley began to talk about Five
Fingers, he being the only one of us who
had been down the river. Two or three
times a day he would tell us that we
were taking our lives in our hands if we
attempted to shoot the rapids. I was
disgusted with the man. He had lost what
little nerve he had ever possessed and was
scaring Simmons and Jones.

“What other boats have done we can
do,” 1 told him angrily. “Why did you
undertake this job if you didn’t mean to
see it through?”

He had no excuse to offer, but when-
ever he had an opportunity he would talk
with Jones and Simmons, taking good
care that he was not overheard by me.
Just before we left Thirty Mile, Manley
came within an inch of losing his life.

It was always difficult to tie up close
to the shore because of rocks and up-
rooted trees. This particular night we
had steered to the bank. Jones had leaped
ashore and I had tossed the rope to him.
After slipping the noose about a stout
stump, he turned away to hunt for fire-
wood. At the same time a swift current
caught us and the scow commenced to
swing around. Manley jumped forward
to lay hold of the line and slipped on
the rapidly uncoiling length of rope.

His booted leg was caught in a knotted
loop and, in a flash, he was being dragged
across the deck and overside, screaming
in pain and fright. Simmons reached the
pilot as he was half suspended over the
water and caught him under the arms.
For a few moments Manley endured real
agony. It was worse than useless to cut
the rope and we expected to see his leg
torn off. I pushed with my sweep to bring
the scow around and slacken the line.
Fortunately, the high boot was wrenched
off by the rope and Manley hauled himself
back aboard.

THERE were no more close calls until

the morning we came in sight of Five
Fingers, the most dangerotis point on the
whole river. Here five huge rocks block
the turbulent waters, the widest point
betwéen any two barely permitting a
small river steamer to pass.

It has been the scene of many a wreck
and many a drowning. Manley had done
his best to frighten us and, when half
a mile away I stared through the rainbow-
mist of that morning on what seemed a
solid wall of rock, I realized that the
slightest miscalculation would finish us.
My heart sank.

“The opening to the right looks widest,”
I called to Manley as we rapidly ap-
proached the falls.

“No, to the left,” he shouted back.

The water was sucking us along at a
tremendous rate and its dark, oily surface
looked menacing. Then we were plunging
down that hill of foam and, in spite
of all our strength upon the sweeps our
barge was flung like a piece of driftwood
against the jutting teeth of the rock on
our right. The deck rail splintered and
the force of the blow sent me flying over
my sweep. Ironically, by the time I could
sit up, we were out in the wide stream
again, the danger over, and the rapids
thundering far behind us.

A great hole above the water line had
to be mended and the fence rail pieced
together, but for a day and a half after
that I thoroughly enjoyed the trip. The
weather was fine and daylight lasted
until quite late. We met a steamer whose
crew gave me the cheering assurance
that the price of meat animals was sky-
high in Dawson.

My cattle were well fed and in top
shape again, but there was more trouble
and danger waiting.

Where the Stewart River joins the
Yukon there are several channels, all
broad and misleading to an inexperienced
navigator. Trusting Manley, we took what
we supposed was the right one. It wasn’t.
When I later angrily asked where we
were, he told me we were in a blind
slough.

“Well, you are certainly one hell of a
pilot!” T blasted him.

Dropping his sweep, Manley came up
to me.

“I’'m through with this job,” he scowled.
“T won’t work for you any longer. This
blasted barge is about finished, anyhow.”
Ejmmons and Jones were standing behind

im.

“Are you supporting Manley ?” I asked
them.

They both nodded, and Manley said,
“Now pay us what you owe us and we’ll
go ashore as soon as we can land!”

The pilot and Simmons were both wear-
ing revolvers. I had considerable cash
on me. I could easily become the victim
of one more of Yukon’s many tragedies,
for probably nowhere else in the world
at that time, could you encounter as many
hard and utterly unscrupulous men as
in and around Dawson.

True West
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“'The‘ mai'n channel is there on the :

other side?” I asked.

Manley nodded. I then suddenly drew
my revolver.

“You two toss your weapons over-
board,” I ordered sharply. There was a
moment of hesitation, then they complied.

“Manley, return to your station at the
bow, and you two others to the stern.
You’ll see this job through or you’ll never
leave this slough alive.”

To the other men I made clear, “You’ll
take no orders from him. I’m in charge
and we’re going to get this boat cut of
here and have the cattle in Dawson within
three days. If we do, you’ll each get an
extra $100.”

At that Jones and Simmons bent to
their tasks willingly. I went forward
with Manley and working together we
soon had the scow out into the main
channel again.

That evening we were overtaken by
another steamer. A crewman shouted
that there was a double barge not far
behind us loaded with livestock. If we
wanted top prices, we had to beat them
so we traveled that night to lose no more
time.

“We should reach Dawson in about
six hours,” Manley told me the next day.
There was a fresh breeze blowing, the
sun was bright and warm, so we raised
our sail and made good time. His whole
manner had changed since I had dis-
armed him-—and had told him he also
would get an extra $100 if our cattle
sold well.

Things could hardly have been going
better when we felt a sudden shock and
heard a grinding, tearing noise under us.

“Oh, hell, we’ve struck!” Manley shout-
ed. We were on top of a sand bar, and
the barge was listing heavily to star-
board.

“Water is pouring into the hold,” Sim-
mons called out. He had run to the cattle
and I climbed down beside him.

There was a hole in the port side of
the boat, but, listed as she was, the
water was only creeping in. She must
have struck a rock and slid off again,
I decided. Only six hours from Dawson
and then to be stuck like this! My heart
dropped to my boots.

We hurriedly patched up the damage,
but it was not a good job and I realized
it would not hold for long. Then for three
hours we sweated and swore. When she at
last floated free, water began pouring
into the hold.

Leaving the other two at the sweeps,
Simmons and I went down into the cattle
ven. For almost four hours we stood
knee deep in water bailing for dear life.
Manley and Jones, relieved us but the
boat started leaking even worse. It was
dark, too, for the moon had gone.

An hour later, while Simmons and I
bent all our strength to the sweeps, Jones
called strainedly, “We're about swimming
down here. It’s no use. We're all going
to drown.”

“Keep bailing,” I shouted back, and a
moment later added, “I see lights!”

“Why, it’s Dawson!” yelled Simmons,
“Dawson!”

“Bail like hell for a few more min-
utes,” I urged them.

Simmons and I swung the barge to the
right and glided along close to the bank.
Then leaning on the sweeps with all we
had, we made a sharp turn just in time,
and nosed onto the beach. Within a few
minutes the scow would have foundered.

I sold my cattle the next morning. They
brought me $500 a head and the profit
over and above all expenses amounted to
a little over $20,000. I earned it.
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Guns of the Old West
(Continued from page 13)
valueless, and generally never intended
to be kept. We have already relied too

much on these promises.”

The Russian Model S and W success-
fully wangled by Cimmarron Beach re-
ferred to a slightly different Model Three,
of which approximately 150,000 were sold
to the Russian Imperial Government from
1871 to 1878. In 1874, Smith and Wesson
named its regular Model Three “The
American” to distinguish it from this
Russian Model. (As the latter weapon
was the subject of a recent True West
article, there is no point in describing
here its statistics and specifications.)

Eventually Smith and Wesson turned
to manufacturing double-action revolvers,
but collectors of Old West weaponry will
always cherish Smith and Wesson’s
famous Number Three revolver as the
first truly modern six-shooter in use on
the frontier.

The amateur can quickly check out a
new find’s chances of being a coveted
S and W Number Three by observing
barrel length (eight inches) and weight
(two and three-fourths pounds). The
center-fire cartridges contain a 218-grain
bullet backed by twenty-five grains of
black powder.

Set Fasts and Saddle Sores
(Continued from page 43)

out benefit of too much cinching. Then,
of course, there was the matter of person-
al comfort. But of even greater im-
portance was the comfort of his mount.
Any good cowboy would rather sport a
saddle sore himself than ride a sore-
backed horse. Some saddles had a ruinous
reputation for eating a horse’s back.

There were also minor points of person-
al preference such as style of tree and
looks. Actually the latter was not so
minor for the cowboy was very fastidious
and finicky about the appearance of his
equipment. Real fancy embossing on a
saddle ¢ould override a great many other
shortcomings.

Man has been using saddles of one type
or another almost since he first discovered
he had a leg for each side of a horse.
The leather-covered wood tree we know
today came into being with the cattle
industry. Earlier models sported a high,

flat back (or cantle) and a high fork (or

pommel) with almost no swell.

Later makers started shaping saddles
to fit the contour of the human body,
higher in the center toward the front,
sloping toward the back. The cantle was
dished and curved to fit the hips and more
and more swell was added to each side
of the fork. Some candid cowpoke once
said swells were designed solely as a
place to rest the hands when not busy.
Others maintain a solid swell jammed
against the legs has a mighty comforting
feel when a hammer-headed brone decides
he’d rather not have your company.

Like everything else, the saddle in-
dustry didn’t stop at the sensible. It went
right on to the extreme—the extreme
being an outsized monstrosity called a
Form-Fitter.

The Form-Fitter was exactly what the
name implied—only too much so. The
cantle was exceptionally high and dished,
making almost a half-circle around the
hips. The pommel, if met head-on, looked
like something Hans Christian Andersen
might have dreamed up. The horn reared
to a level with the third shirt button
(from the top) and massive swells ex-
tended out over each leg, tilted a little
back, and cupped underneath.

(Continued on mext page)
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spins, stalls, in both a Jennie and a twin engine transport.
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Booklets, Dept. 2449, 6311 Yucca St., Hollywood 28,
California. 3

.58

DOUBLE-RIG

THREE-QUARTER

CENTER-FIRE

These contraptions, of course, were
designed to give the bronc-stomper a big
advantage over the “bad ones.” And in
this they more than succeeded. When a
rider” slid down into one of these man-
traps, nothing short of a crowbar could
get him out. Just a little leg pressure
under those guard-rails and, if he could
stand the beating the high cantle gave
the small of his back, his seat was assured
to the end of the line.

Like the bricklayer without a plan,
however, the designers failed to leave
an exit in case the rider needed to get
out fast. They forgot there are times

‘when it is even more necessary to leave

a saddle than it is to stay in it. If a horse
should fall or rear over backward a
saddle horn in a man’s belly, with a
half-ton of falling horse driving it down,
is hardly conducive to proper digestion.

Even in ordinary range work the
Form-Fitter was worthless. The contrap-
tion weighed in the neighborhood of
ninety pounds, almost a double load for
a hard working pony.

So the Form-Fitter flopped and the
recession in saddle contour began, speed-
ed by demands from the rodeo cowboy.
He was, after all, the man with the money
and the best market for fancy equipment.
He was the boy the saddlemakers wanted
most to please.

Working against the clock as they did,
rodeo hands (especially the ropers and
bulldoggers) wanted a saddle they could
leave in a hurry. The once proudly up-
right pommel dropped almost to a level
with the horse’s withers.

The cantle went all the way down to
two inches; then some added a wide roll
at the top. This cantle-roll was a very
necessary innovation for, with today’s
quick moving rodeo ponies and only a
two-inch roll of leather to stabilize the
hip pockets, almost as much time is spent
on top of the cantle as on the seat of the
saddle.

The next step should be a saddle with
a rumble-seat. "Twould save a lot of claw-
ing and scooting after the first jump.

Old West
(Continued from page 41)

the girls and hidden them under a trap-
door in their cabin. When the Indians
found the children they immediately kill-
ed the two brothers and set fire to their
house. Three days after, word was sent
to California for some soldiers to ap-
prehend the murderers of the Williamses,
but none were available at the time.
Major Ormsby then collected 160 volun-
teers and attacked the Indians without
asking for an explanation. This caused a
war which lasted for three months, and
at least 100 white men and many Indians
were killed.

DURING this period the flow of mi-
gration to the Pacific Coast contin-
ued, and it marked the beginning of

Sarah’s career as a peacemaker between
the Paiutes and white men. Many of the
Indian bands escaped conflict with the
whites through her skillful efforts. Her
brothers, Lee and Natchez Winnemucca,
lacked the qualities of leadership that old
Chief Winnemucca had possessed and
they had considerable trouble keeping
the restless warriors from going on the
warpath. This factor also strengthened
Sarah’s determination to help her people
adjust to their changing environment.

Since she was able to speak both
English and Paiute she became an inter-
preter, and served in this capacity for
most officials who visited Nevada Indians.
At this time she was an interpreter at
Fort MecDermitt, and while there she
married a Lieutenant Bartlett. Later he
was dismissed from the service and went
back East.

Sarah won the friendship of Governor
Nye of Nevada, who was one of the
few who helped her tribe improve their
living conditions.

Although the Paiutes had been given
the Pyramid Lake Reservation in 1860,
they were moved to the Malheur Reserva-
tion in Oregon. This was brought about
by pressure from the miners around
Virginia City and various settlers and
officials of the overland stage companies.
Sarah served as an interpreter at this
agency and taught school there for $420
a year.

Sarah Winnemucca, when necessary
traveled hundreds of miles to help her
people. While at Camp Lyon, Idaho, she
received news that the Paiute band had
left the Malheur Agency to join the
Bannocks led by Buffalo Horn. They were
trying to run the settlers out of southern
Idaho. Sarah realized that her people
were doomed to destruction as soon as
the soldiers mustered their forces, and
knowing that the Paiutes did not really
wish to fight, she persuaded the captain
in charge to hold off fighting the Ban-
nocks until she could get her tribesmen
out of Buffalo Horn’s camp.

Under cover of darkness she crept into
the hostile camp, and by chance met one
of her brothers, Lee. He was in agreement
with her that the Paiutes should withdraw
from the alliance. Together they found
their father and led most of the Paiute
warriors away before the Bannocks were
aware of what was happening. During
the remainder of the Bannock war, the
Paiutes stayed at the Fort McDermitt
Reservation while Sarah remained with
General Howard’s command rendering
valuable service as scout, guide and inter-
preter.

After the Bannock War in 1878 she
worked as interpreter near the Vancouver
Barracks, Washington. Later she and her
father traveled all through the East
where she lectured about the injustices
rendered her people by various govern-
ment officials and unscrupulous Indian
agents.

True West
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The grave of Calamity Jane and George Leeman (inset).

It was on tour in 1882 that Sarah
married for the second time. Happiness
did not seem to be a part of Sarah’s
destiny, however, for just four short
years later, her husband, Lieutenant Hop-
kins, died. Sarah was so filled with des-
pair that the rest of her life was spent
in poverty near the village of Monida,
Montana—a poor reward for a lifetime
of service.

CALAMITY JANE'S LAST DAY
By Cliff V. Abrams

WHERE was her birthplace? Wyo-

ming ? Missouri? Iowa? Utah? or
Illinois ? Perhaps only God alone really
knows. But we do know she followed the
Trail of Men west, drank her whiskey
straight, had the vocabulary of a mule-
skinner, the amorality of a streetwalker,
a troubled soul, a heart of gold, and that
she died at the age of fifty-three.

A wanderer all her life, her last trip
was in the end car of an ore train bound
for Terry, a small mining village a few
miles from Deadwood, South Dakota. It
was in Terry, in the Calloway Hotel, on
August 1, 1903 that she passed away.

Although she had been cared for by
a doctor, neighbors and friends, if any-
one was at her bedside at the time of her
death, his name is not known. Her
body was returned to Deadwood by F. X.
Smith and Charlie Robinson, the under-
taker, where it was prepared for burial.
Many persons assisted in this.

The ladies made her dress; the Society
Of Black Hills Pioneers made the funeral
arrangements at the Methodist Church
where Reverend C. B. Clark delivered the
sermon.

On August 4, the day of the funeral,
when the casket was to be taken from
the horse-drawn hearse and carried to
the church, a rather unusual incident
occurred. Of the six pallbearers appointed,
only five had arrived. Then George Lee-
man, a man who was never mentioned in
story or newspaper, stepped in.

“I was standing in front of the church,”
George says. “The funeral was ready to
begin. The boys were ready to take
Calamity out of the hearse, but there
were only five of them. One—I think
maybe it was F. X. Smith—was sick.

“So I was asked to be pallbearer at
Calamity’s funeral. She had a nice coffin
and a new black dress. There was a.good
crowd and a lot of them followed up to
the cemetery.”

The other five men who carried Calam-
ity Jane to her grave on Mount Moriah,
the high hill overlooking Deadwood, have
been dead many years. George Leeman is
living. He came to Deadwood in 1879 at
the age of three. He was in the bar busi-
ness for sixty-three years and a Dead-
wood resident most of his life.
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Although now eighty-eight, he is still
hale, hearty and as friendly as the West
is big. He and his wife live in Spearfish,
just fifteen miles northwest of Deadwood.

As for the woman he carried that
August day, the stone urn marker of her
grave is gone—literally picked away by
souvenir hunters and vandals. But native
stone set in concrete protects the grave,
and a plain marble plaque carries the
name of a colorful character who will
rest forever in the shade of a Black Hills
pine.

JACK OF ALL TRADES
By M. R. Krythe

THE old pueblo of Los Angeles during

the 1850s and 1860s really had its full
share of eccentrics. One of the most
popular was a Negro, Peter Biggs. He
was familiarly known, especially to the
gringos, as “Pete”; the dignified Cali-
fornia Dons, however, usually spoke of
him as “Don Pedro.”

He had been born a slave in Virginia
and taken to Missouri by his owner.
There, for some time, Peter acted as
bodyguard for the Governor. He was
intelligent, composed, and liked things
done correctly. In 1846 Biggs went with
his master, an officer in the Dragoons,
to California. At the close of the Mexican
War, the Negro stayed in Los Angeles,
married a Spanish-Californian, and his
freedom from slavery was recognized.

Back in Liberty, Missouri, he had
known Judge Ben Hayes, and when the
lawyer reached Los Angeles in 1850, he
was delighted to see Peter again. The
latter helped Hayes find a place to live
and to get settled. Later, when Emily
Hayes, the judge’s wife, arrived at San
Pedro after a long journey via Panama,
Don Pedro drove her up from San Pedro
Bay to rejoin her husband.

Close to that well-known hotel, the
Bella Union, on North Main (just across
from the present City Hall), Peter Biggs,
an expert barber, had his “tonsorial
parlor.” ;

In 1862, he advertised shaves at fifty
cents and haircuts at $1.00. A year later,
he cut prices 50%. Then, when the second
barber, a newcomer, Felix Signoret,
reached the pueblo, Biggs announced re-
duced prices-at his New Orleans Shaving
Saloon, “to keep up with the times.” A
shave became 12% cents, and a haircut
or a shampoo, 25 cents. In addition, Don
Pedro was available for “bootblacking,
window cleaning, waiting and attending
on parties and balls, and other like
services.”

As Peter was a born gossip, his shop
was the rendezvous for those eager to
catch up on the latest local happenings.

(Continued on next page)
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He especially catered to the Americans
and was quite popular with them. When
he finished a job, he applied some bear’s
grease to his customer’s hair, along with
a sprinkle of Florida Water. It’s true that
he often used the same dingy towel on
several patrons, but in those days most
people weren’t too fussy.

Since Peter was liked by various
classes, and was ‘“up” on etiquette, he
often was asked to serve as El Baston-
ero, or Master of Ceremonies, at social
affairs staged by the less -cultured
gringos.

He sometimes became a bit too brash,
and thought the pueblo couldn’t get along
without him. Once, at a fandango, where
several hard characters, including Cap-
tain Aleck Bell, were present, Don Pedro
asked Dona Ramona for the opening
dance. She promised him the second, say-
ing she was engaged for the first one.
Captain Bell was furious when he saw
Peter (all dressed up in a white vest and
long-tailed blue coat with big brass but-
tons) lead the dark-eyed senorita out
on the dance floor.

Bell went up to her and asked, “Do you
prefer to dance with him?”’

Don Pedro was Master of Ceremonies,
Dona Ramona said, and she considered it
an honor to be chosen for the first
number. At once Aleck took a shot in
Peter’s direction. The barber ran for the
door and a general fight followed.

Next morning the barber didn’t appear
at his shop, and some Angelenos thought
he had been shot. Then from San Pedro
came messages of apology to Captain Bell
and the other gringos and he promised to
behave properly if they’d let him return.
So all was forgiven and Peter was soon
back doing business at the shop.

MANY Southern Californians were of
Southern extraction and when the
Civil War started, several slipped over
the border by night and joined the
Confederates. Those of Secessionist sym-
pathies who remained in the pueblo used
to meet at the Bella Union and “whoop
it up” whenever the Southerners won a
victory. They had quite a celebration the
night they heard that Fort Sumter had
been fired on.

It seems strange that Peter Biggs, a
former slave, was such a firm Southern
adherent and strong for secession. During
the war he often loudly expressed his
views in public. As a result, one day in
1864, some Union soldiers, quartered at
Drum Barracks in Wilmington, rode up
to the pueblo and arrested the barber.
They fastened a ball and chain to his
ankle, and while they rode their horses
that warm August day, Peter had to walk
the twenty or more miles to the post.

This didn’t seem to exhaust his en-
thusiasm, for when the cavalcade passed
some acquaintances, Don Pedro threw his
hat into the air and gave three loud
cheers for the Confederacy and Jeff
Davis. After a few days’ stay at the har-
racks, Pete was released and returned to
his tonsorial parlor.

One day, Biggs, always ready to make
money in.any possible way, got a fresh
idea. He had heard that San Francisco
was overrun with rats, and that cats were
scarce there. Why not supply them with
cats? Pete decided here was a chance
to make his fortune. Los Angeles had
more cats than it needed, so he gathered
all the strays, put them in cages, and
took passage on a northbound steamer.

News of the unusual shipment had
reached the city, and when the ship
docked, many San Franciscans were on
hand to buy the animals. They sold for

sums ranging from $16 to $100 apiece.
Elated over his success, Pete made the
rounds of the stores, and after buying
new clothes, strutted about town. Un-
fortunately, he couldn’t resist the temp-
tations offered by the gaming parlors and
qui}clkly lost the rest of his lately acquired
cash. :

On the northward trip, two cages of
cats had been left on deck by the crew,
and died from exposure. In San Francisco,
Biggs had a lawyer force the Captain to
pay damages, and with these funds he got
back to. Los Angeles.

Like many other Angelenos, Don Pedro
met a violent death. In May, 1869, at a
Main Street cafe, he objected to the
waiter’s service and lack of etiquette, and
hurled dishes at him. The waiter grabbed
a knife and stabbed Biggs, who died soon
after the attack.

Almost everyone in town went to his
funeral, for Peter had been “a local
institution” for about twenty-five years,
and this well-liked “Jack-of-all-trades”
was long remembered by inhabitants of
the sleepy pueblo.

WILD WEST TRAVEL RULES
By Agnes M. Pharo

IN the early days, it took courage to

board a stagecoach and travel “out
West.” It was a thing not to be entered
into lightly or without thought. You could
usually spot a man who was about to
make the journey. He had a worn and
worried look on his face. And, from the
way he said goodbye, his family and
friends knew that he really never ex-
pected to see them again.

Magazines and newspapers of the time
tried to be helpful by printing these rules
for the traveler:

1. Allow at least five days each way
for a distance of 100 miles, provided the
road is good.

2. Take a gun.

3. Make out a last will and testament.

4. It is recommended that you shave
your head. Indians have no interest in
hairless scalps.

5. If the stage teams run away or are
pursued by Indians, stay in the coach
and take your chances. Don’t jump out,
for you will be either injured or scalped.

6. In cold weather, abstain from liquor,
for you are subject to freezing quicker
if under the influence than if you are
cold sober. But if you are drinking from
a bottle, pass it around. It is the only
polite thing to do. Be sure to procure all
stimulants before leaving the station, for
ranch whiskey is not nectar.

7. Don’t smoke a strong cigar or pipe
on the stage, especially when women and
children are present. If chewing tobacco,
spit to the leeward side.

8. Don’t swear, snore or lop over on
neighbors when sleeping. Let others share
the buffalo robes provided in cold
weather.

9. Don’t shoot firearms for pleasure
while en route, as it scares the horses.

10. While at stations don’t lag at wash
basins or in privies. Don’t grease hair
with bear grease or buffalo tallow, as
travel is very dusty.

11. Don’t discuss politics or religion.
Don’t point out sites where robberies or
Indian attacks have taken place.’

12. Don’t imagine you are going on a
pienic, for stage travel is inconvenient.

What an understatement! Those were
the days when nobody but a fool or a
mad adventurer might dream that travel
was a pleasure.

True West



WESTERN BOOK

By The Old Bookarcos

As a service to those of you who do
not have a bookstore handy—or a
library from which you can obtain
publishers’ addresses—we will forward
your requests and orders (until fur-
ther notice) provided the letters are
addressed as follows: Name of pub-
lishing house, ¢/0 Western Publica-
tions, Book Review Section, P. 0. Box
5008, Austin, Texas 78703.

RANGE AND TRAIL

The Trail Drivers of Texas (Argosy-
Antiquarian, ($37.50) is a handsome two-
volume reprint of a cow country classic.
J. Frank Dobie tells the story of its
genesis this way: “George W. Saunders,
founder of the Old Time Trail Drivers
Association and for many years presi-
dent, prevailed on hundreds of old-time
range and trail men to write autobio-
graphic sketches—he had a passion for
the history of his people. The chronicles,
though chaotic in arrangement, comprise
basic source material.” The late J. Marvin
Hunter, then publisher of Frontier Times,
served as compiler and editor. This re-
viewer has observed with interest the
growing scarcity of the Trail Driver
books, all long OP and in the last few
years quite expensive. It is good to have
these down-to-earth narratives back in
print in an attractive format. In addition
to the facsmile reprint of the text, this
set contains an introduction by Harry
Sinclair Drago, long-time western novel-
ist turned historian. An alphabetical
index, that boon to the student and
researcher, has been added to Volume 2.
A sturdy cardboard slip-case is provided
with each of the 750 sets.

TRIGGERNOMETRY

Some Western Gun Fighters (Frontier,
$4.50) was compiled by publisher Ed
Bartholomew and is limited to 225 copies.
The four biographies included Clay Alli-
son by 0. S. Clark; Cherokee Bill and
Belle Starr by S. W. Harman and Robert
McKimie by J. W. Bridwell. Each was
issued as a separate booklet in 1954 and
1955 by Ed’s Frontier Press. It is good
to have these classic narratives in a
more permanent format. Ed has added a
number of photos of gunmen and peace
officers from the famous Noah Rose
Collection.

FOLKLORE OF OIL

Folklorist Mody C. Boatright was a
good choice to write the Folklore of the
Oil Industry (SMU Press, $5). Most
readers will be amazed at such an ani-
mated story about life in an oil field,
which usually has been considered a drab
monotonous existence. However, we are
entertained with numerous tales about
pranks and frauds in locating and
spudding in paying wells and dry holes,
and there are newsy stories about other
phases of the business.
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The well witchers, the long-haired
geologists, the brawling drillers and the
promoters with their well-salting and
cunning dodges for selling worthless oil
stock all come in for lively description.
Finally, there are songs, poems and tall
tales written about the young industry.

The Dying Toolie emerged as one of
the folk songs and yards of vigorous
poetry have been unfurled. This book
adds much to a mneglected phase of
Americana. It is fun to read.

LOCAL HISTORY

Denver Dwellings and Descendants
(Sage Books, $5) by Sally Davis and
Betty Baldwin, two professional photog-
raphers, presents a vivid account of how
living and styles changed in three genera-
tions. The authors have written about
fifteen families who lived for at least
three generations in or near Denver, with
each generation building a home of dis-
tinction.

Included are the homes of Dr. Charles
Denison, John Evans, Platt Rogers,
Henry Swan and Charles Spaulding
Thomas. The authors alse have told of
the great achievements these people made
toward business, architectural, cultural
and industrial developments of Colorado
and the West. Two hundred sharp photo-
graphs illustrate this excellent album,
including, besides the pictures of houses
of the fifteen families, a featured section
of photos of Denver homes with especially
fascinating - differences in architectural
design.

San Antonio: A History for Tomorrow
(Naylor, $4) is the first book printing of
five Sunday supplements that appeared
in the San Antonio Light as edited by
Sam Woolford. This book packs a lot
of history in the 176 pages of three-
column text despite the fact that much
of the space (perhaps 509%) is occupied
with advertising. The small size of the
type will deter many readers and the
illustrations have not reproduced well
in this offset job. But if your tired old
eyes can take it, the facts are there.

The facsimile reprint of A. J. Sowell’s
History of Fort Bend County (W. M.
Morrison, P. O. 8277, Waco, Texas, $10)
makes it available to many readers and
collectors for the first time. The first
edition was issued in Houston in 1904
and according to Wright Howes in U. S.
IANA (New York, 1962) consisted of
less than 100 copies. It is one of the
real rare Texas county histories and is
much sought by collectors. In addition

to the usual material included in a county -

history, the author briefs many events
in Texas history and the participation of

—
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Fort Bend residents in them. There are

numerous biographical sketches of the
pioneer settlers. If you have been denied
access to this good Sowell book in the
past, do not delay your order too long—
this attractive reprint is hmlted to 600
copies.

Whispers from “Old Genesee” in Idaho
and Echoes of the Salmon River (Private-
ly printed by the author, 407 Delsol Lane,
Lewiston, Idaho, $4.50) is by John A.
(Pop) Platt who had a hand in just
about everything set down in this book.
There is much on Idaho ranching, lumber-
ing and transportation problems but Pop
is at his best on the family and social
life in the communities where the Platts
lived. The recollections of the old-timer
may not be precise but they are usually

- true to the times and entertaining. There

are some family and community photos.
We liked Pop’s memoirs.

GREAT ON THE HOPI

Book .of the Hopi (The Viking Press,
$10) by talented Frank Waters, author
of The Colorado and The Man Who Killed
the Deer, is a book of revelations on Hopi
Indian life. This sensational volume is by
far the most comprehensive ever written
about Hopis. Classic stories revealed for
the first time are unique because they
come direct from elder tribal spokesmen
who decided it was time that their closely
guarded history, legends and ceremonies
were recorded for new generations of
Hopis.

Waters reveals that Hopi existence al-
ways has been patterned upon the uni-
versal plan of world creation and main-
tenance. The purpose of their religious
ceremonialism is to help maintain the
harmony of the universe. It is a mytho-
religious system of continuous ceremonies,
dances, chants and prayers as complex
as any in the world. Easy to read, the
book also is lavishly illustrated with
handsome sacred Hopi drawings and
sharp photographs of Hopi ceremonies,
people and desert scenes.

THE FIGHTING CHEYENNES

The Cheyenne Indian Wars (Monarch
Books, 40¢) by Joseph Millard has the
punch of a dramatically stirring novel.
We certainly can agree with the author
that Cheyennes, as well as other redmen,
were brutally subdued, humiliated and
forced to become beggars on an in-
adequate dole. Whites regularly broke
treaties with them and the carpetbaggers
hired to represent them often swindled,
lied to and abused them.

However, we disagree with Millard’s
thesis that Cheyennes were all good and
whites generally were all bad. Many of
the mountain men and white emigrants
and settlers were people of integrity
and befriended Indians who often repaid
kindness by killing benefactors like Whit-
man, Jed Smith, Meeker and many others.

Looking back 75 to 100 years, it is
easy to name the horrible atrocities which
red and white enemies inflicted upon
each other, Each was fighting to the death
for supremacy. Warriors like Dull Knife,
the Bent boys, Little Wolf, Red Cloud,
Gall, Custer, Phil Sheridan, Crook, Chiv-
ington and She{man were trained in the
art of annihilation. In conflict, all were
equally brutal; all were equally lethal.
Cheyennes, the losers, suffered most.
While we disagree with many of the
author’s viewpoints, we found the book
immensely interesting.

True West
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The Fate of Old McCabe
(Continued from page 49)

among the Southwest’s ghost towns. A
not too vigorous attempt was made to re-
activate the old workings in 1934, but it
was short-lived and today the town lies
baking in the sun along both slopes of
Chaparral Gulch.

What’s left of McCabe lies six miles
west of Humboldt. A few houses and of-
fice buildings still put up a stubborn fight
against the relentless destruction of sum-
mer and winter storms but when you ar-
rive, you will be greeted mostly by sag-
ging roofs, crazy-angle walls and the
bleached skeletons of ancient head-
frames. Cottonwood trees alleviate the
desolation of the Guleh and, during cer-
tain seasons, the stream rambles along
the sand and rocks, creating several tiny
waterfalls. Then it suddenly disappears
into the drowned-out stope, which is still
wide open.

The trip from Highway 69 at Hum-
boldt to-old McCabe is a rugged and
treacherous one. Even with a back-coun-
try vehicle, proceed with great caution.
Any conventional car can reach the old
cemetery with ease, however. Stop there
and read part of the history on the old
headstones. On one trip in 1963 I was
pleasantly surprised to find wax tulips
on each of four graves in a family plot,
giving testimony that while McCabe is
gone forever, the people who lived there
are not forgotten. :

Closed Doors and Old Bottles
(Continued from page 33)

Prouse, who first discovered gold in Gold
Canyon, Nevada (below Virginia City),
was a Mormon on his way to California
in 1848. Near the mouth of Wright
Canyon lies Big Meadows, where all early
travelers stopped to recoup their live-
stock before beginning the dreaded trek
across the forty-mile desert. It is very
probable that these early Mormons ven-
tured up Wright Canyon and prospected
on Indian Peak long, long before the
men of La Toska Mine Company drilled
that hole in the mountain and built those
picturesque log cabins.
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JUST 12 MILES from ELKO, NEVADA

NOW... Start Enjoying "THE BEST of TWO WORLDS”

CiTYy
and...

WESTERN
LIVING

-

$ 060
sl DOWN / $‘° PER MONTH / :o‘{nl;:mpnlcrg culan,cscnncss

MEADOW VALLEY RAINCEHOS

THE VERY BEST FEATURES OF TWO WORLDS

... THE WORLD OF THE WEST: Located in prosper-
ous Elko County, the ranchos have the backdrop of
the majestic Ruby Mountains. The sparkling Hum-
boldt River is a short 12 mile away. Every Rancho
fronts on a graded road that leads into coast to
coast U.S. Highway 40. Amidst these spectacular
surroundings MEADOW VALLEY RANCHO owners can
relax and enjoy the wonderful life of the Golden
West.

.. THE WORLD OF CITY CONVENIENCES: The bus-
tling city of Elko with its modern schools, shops,
theaters, hospital and airport is only 12 miles
away. New homes, with FHA financing committments
issued;, are now under construction ... less than 1
mile from the property. The Experienced, Successful
Developers of MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS are not
offering remote land where purchasers have to hope
for progress and expansion. They offer you the
opportunity of a life time, a chance to participate
in Nevada’'s continuing boom ... Minutes from the
conveniences of hospitable Elko, in the midst of
current growth and progress, MEADOW VALLEY
RANCHOS has all the necessary ingredients to sky-
rocket in value!

RECREATION UNLIMITED:

GOLF: A mere one
mile from MEADOW
VALLEY RANCHOS
is the Ruby View
Golf Course. No
rush for starting
times on this city
owned and main-

KT ~ tained golf course,
but golfing as it should be enjoyed. Play a leisurely
9-18 or 36 holes surrounded by breathtaking scen-
ery, minutes from your rancho.

HUNTING: Hunters from all corners of the globe
come to Elko County to hunt the big game species
Mule Deer...Quail, Chukar, and Partridge are
found in abundance.
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MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS | 15
2449 STOCKMEN BLDG. : 5
ELKO, NEVADA :

BOOMING NEVADA IS EQUALED BY ONLY A FEW PLACES IN THE WORLD.
Population has surged Westward in ever increasing numbers. Westward
to Nevada, where the air is fresh and clear, taxes are low or non-
existent and opportunity is open to all. Yes, Nevada is booming and
real estate investors are prospering. It is a proven fact that many
purchasers of Nevada acreage have realized fabulous profits from small
investments. Now, a NEW Nevada Real Estate Opportunity exists for
you. This Ground Floor Opportunity is MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS,
located only 12 miles from the thriving city of Elko, Nevada.

2w ]

FISHING: In jewel like
lakes, and mountain fed
bottom streams you’ll
catch trophy size Ger-
man Browns, Rainbow
and Brook Trout . . large

mouth fighting Bass.
RANCHO owners can catch their dinner within easy
driving distance of the property lines.

YOUR OWN LAKE . . .
You, and your invited
guests will spend many
happy hours boating,
fishing and picnicking
at nearby Lake Osino.
There is no charge to
Rancho owners for full rights to the use of this
private multi-acre lake and park area.

PROVEN OPPORTUNITY: Yes, individuals are taking
advantage of Nevada opportunity. But the coun-
try's leading corporations are also investing in
their Nevada futures. Industrial giants, who erect
plants where increasing land values and population
demand them, are building or have secured acreage
throughout Nevada.

LOW OR NON-EXISTENT TAXES: As a result of Ne-
vada’s low realistic tax structure, Profits And
Wages Are Kept; not paid out to the state. NEVADA
HAS NO STATE INCOME, INHERITANCE, CORPORA-
TION OR GIFT TAX. The low real property tax is
definitely limited by the state constitution. YES,
NEVADA IS ONE OF OUR LAST FRONTIERS OF TAX
FREEDOM! 3

TOTAL COSTS: The full price of the title to your
21/2 acre Rancho is only $595.00. Complete payment
schedule is $1.00 down and $10.00 per month.
No interest, no carrying charges. Live, Vacation or
Retire on your land, or simply hold for investment
security. Wise men like Andrew Carnegie said,
‘““More money has been made in Real Estate than in
all industrial investments combined.”” Make MEADOW
VALLEY RANCHOS' PROSPEROUS FUTURE — YOUR
FUTURE. DON'T MISS THIS GOLDEN OPPORTUNITY!

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS
2449 Stockmen Bldg., Elko, Nevada

Yes! — Reserve acreage at MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS for me — 2% acre
parcel, $595 — payable $1 down, and $10 a month — no interest no carrying
charges. Send purchase contract and map -showing exact location of my
holding. You will return my deposit if | request same within 30 days. |
enclose deposit for each 2% acre rancho desired.

MAIL COUPON TODAY

Address.

City: Zone: State:

Indicate No. of Ranchos —Total enclosed §.
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RELIEF!
GUARANTEED!

OR YOUR
MONEY
BACK
IN_FULL!

Lesting, comfortable relief for your re- ,
ducible inguinal rupture. Prove it. Give
WEB a trial. If not completely satisfied
return it within 30 days for full refund
of purchase price. Write for free booklet.

WEB TRUSS C0. nagelsiown, ma.

FREE FLASHLIGHT

This fantastic offer is being made to acquaint you with our below-
wholesale line of outdoor, nmEm: fishing and hunting

equipment. We'll send you F
flashlight  pic- 2

i Fiashlight
Box 123-TW Gresnpoint Sta.

handling and
. Brookiyn 22, N.Y.

mailing to:

Authors!

Your book can bo publuhod promoted, dis'rib-

non-fimon, poefry, sdvolnrly, religious and sven
controversiaol manuscripts welcomed. Free Edi-
torial Report. For Free Booklet write Vantcgo
Press, Dept.Tw, 120 W. 31 St., New York 1

“Norman B. letsey belongs to those
western story authors whose writings
made history in the world of good, re-
liable and interesting western literature.
And among all those writers he is in
truth one of the most understanding and
qualified.”

The above quotation is from a portion
of a letter sent to us from one of our
readers in West Germany. BRAVE WAR-
RIORS is being read all over the world!
It's a single volume of authentic, fast-
moving, highly readable accounts of
seven important tribes of Western In-
dian 51 pages . 38 illustrations—
Published by the Caxton Printers, Ltd.
Only $6.50 pp. If you don't want to cut
this magazine, order on sheet of paper.

- e

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC.
! P.O. Box 5008, Austin, Texas 78703.

i Send me copies of BRAVE WAR-
RIORS at $6.50 each. I enclose §
—cash, check, or money order.

Name.
St. or Box No
City. State.
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The Golden Queen
(Continued from page 35)

rotten serub of the country!” The way
that she said it made the toughest of
them wither in their boots.

She never loved but one man; he was
her top foreman and superintendent for
several years. They were engaged to be
married when he was shot in a range
dispute over a waterhole. She lived true
to his memory the rest of her life.

HE WILKINS COMPANY was Kit

and her two younger brothers, who
were both married and had families, but
she was undisputedly “the Boss” at all
times. They never questioned her author-
ity, and very seldom rode on the horse
outfit at all. They handled the cattle.

When the First World War was over,
so was the horse business; the large bands
were gone from the ranges of the West.
Big irrigation projects were being built
where we had once run fleet-footed wild
horses.

In the meantime Kit had sold all of
her ranches and retired to her beautiful
home in Glensferry. She was always
interested in the development of the
country, and tried to keep pace with prog-

'+ ress.

During the winter of 1934, I went back
to that country to take charge of the
survey of a 670,000-acre, proposed ir-
rigation project on the Bruneau Desert,
where we had run wild horses twenty-
three years before.

Several times I dropped in for a cup of
coffee with Kit, and she was always
interested in the progress that we were
making with the surveys on the south
side of the Snake River. Once she asked
me if T had a fellow by the name of Van
Curren working for me. He was a loecal
man who had been employed because he
was a friend of the Governor, and his
only excuse for being on the payroll at all
was his meager knowledge of the country.

“Yes,” I told her, “Van is our official
guide.” She had a good laugh, and then
said, “Can anybody imagine that tender-
foot guiding a man who was at one time
a Wilkins rider?”

Two years later on October 8, 1936,
she died following a heart attack. Al-
though she was seventy-nine years old
at the time of her death, no one had ever
considered her an old lady. She always
looked at least fifteen years younger than
she really was, and her beauty actually
never faded.

When I stood looking at that lovely
lady in her casket, with very few gray
hairs among the gold, it seemed that
through the mist before my eyes, I could
again see a golden-haired rider on a
golden Palomino horse, galloping toward
us as she had that day, twenty-five years
before. I could hear her say, “I am the
boss.”

She was in death, the same as in life,
“The Golden Queen.”

Old Three Tush
(Continued from page 48)

hung out. Maybe we’d work out a deal
with Barnum & Bailey yet.

Bud Young returned at midnight with
the information that Grey and Haught
were on a pack-trip up into the Wild
Horse Mesa country of the Navajo Reser-
Kati}gn to gather material for another

00k.

The wild grizzly in the meanwhile had
recovered some from our recent fracas
and was raising the roof in the pen. All
our stock around the ranch were riled up

on account of it. Dad baek £rom a i:np'

to Globe, delivered an ultimatum. “Shoot
that damned thing now! Or I will!”

When daylight came Chee borrowed
a carbine and I checked the shells in
mine and side by side we pushed the
chute door open. Each of us pumped two
shots into that big brute’s ugly skull.
That fixed his feet.

We skinned out the hide, stretched it
flat, salted it thoroughly, rolled it up and
sent it by fast buckboard to Payson and
from there by Reo auto to Ace’s Tannery
in Phoenix. §

Several months passed and Old Three
Tush continued to be heard from—a colt
here, a calf there, or some sheep some-
times thirty miles away.

The Autumnal Equinox came and with
the first week in October there was snow
up on the Mogollon Rim. The prime mule
deer bucks and bull elk would soon be
getting cold feet up in the high country.
Frost had tinted the sumac red and
the serub oak brown along the rimrock.
The quaking aspen turned bare.

ORDON YOUNG, Editor of The Los

Angeles Times, and two of his re-
porter cronies, arrived in a surrey rented
in Payson. They hired saddle horses and
pack horses and a wrangler from us for
their annual deer and elk hunting trip
into the rim country.

By then the wild silvertip grizzly hide
had been tanned and was stretched out
on the puncheon floor of our front room.
The guests walked over it—as everyone
else did—and Young stopped, eyed the
rug, and remarked, “Hey! Is that Old
Three Tush? Must be all of nine feet
long! Want to sell it?”

“No,” I replied, figuring that answered
both questions.

“I’ve got two double eagles ($20.00
gold pieces) I'll give you for it.”

“Four,” I replied, firmly. I’'d already
collected the bounty on it, and Chee and
I had split it, but I wanted all I could get.

“Three,” Mr. Young grunted.

I nodded. He frowned and counted out
three dougle eagles.

In due time he and his companions got
fine trophies of both elk and deer, and
he took the hide back home. No telling
what floor it landed on or what stories
went with it.

The hunting season was then in full
swing, and Chee had been made a deputy
game warden for the season. Men from
a dozen states hunted the hills from Clay
Springs to the Kaibab; deer, elk, antelope,

‘cougar, one young grizzly and several

black bear were taken but nary a shot
at Old Three Tush.

The crafty old predator just kept circu-
lating around. Reports drifted in of
stock killed here and there—five, ten
miles apart, some as far as forty miles
away, but for some reason he never in-
vaded the Fort Apache or San Carlos
Indian Reservations. Hunting parties,
mostly greenhorns and amateurs but
some well-organized professionals, failed
to find more than spoor and tracks of the
wily silvertip Chee and I had captured
and raised from a honey-eating cub.

At last the weather got so cold and
the snow so deep we knew Old Three
Tush had hibernated for the winter. For
some perverse reason, I had begun to
hope the grizzly would live to a ripe old
age and create a reputation for himself
that would live forever in Tonto Basin
folklore.

The first sign that Old Three Tush was
“up and at ’em again” appeared right in
our own foaling corrals. The first colt
dropped that spring of 1922 was by one

Tyue West
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Grizzly Bear . . . Photo courtesy San Diego, California, Zoo.

of Dad’s prize Copperbottoms, and the
hungry silvertip ate darn near all of it.

Dad was infuriated. We tracked that
grizzly day and night for four days and
although his hibernating den was found
right on our own property, we saw neither
hide nor hair of the brute.

Former Governor George W. P. Hunt,
campaigning for re-election, got into
the picture, and the State offered a
reward. All together, Old Three Tush had
become worth around $800 to some sharp-
shooter. Soon hunting parties from as far
away as Chicago were prowling the hills.
They came but neither saw nor conquered;
some got a cougar, a wolf, a black bear;
most got nothing but saddle sores and
blistered feet.

In August a well-organized outfit ar-
rived at our ranch headed by Sheriff John
J. Montgomery of Maricopa County, his
Chief Deputy Jerry Sullivan, and four
professional hunters. They had engaged
Edd Haught as guide. We fed their horses
and their hounds and, after having dinner
with us, they rode off with a snide remark
that “these Gila County brush-poppers
can’t see the woods for the trees.”

Maybe they were right. Maybe they
were just lucky. Chee-Rosanto, the age-
old Apache manhunter instinet still within
him, trailed behind without their knowing
it. Chee saw the hunters pick up Old
Three Tush’s trail only five miles from
our ranch. He watched them trail from
the Upper East Fork of the Tonto, over
to the headwaters of the Chevlon, back
down to Horton Creek, then way over to
Bill Williams Mountain.

They had Old Three Tush on the run
all right, and after a week they cornered
him in a box canyon along the Tonto Rim
near Baker Butte. Chee, too, was within
range when they pumped twenty-one rifle
shots into the most famous grizzly of
the Tonto Basin.

Chee rode in on them as they started to
skin the big silvertip. The hunters, evi-
dently tired and soured on the whole
shebang, were quarreling among them-
selves. He suggested they also skin the
horse their own men had accidently shot
in the excitement! But they claimed Old
Three Tush had killed it.

With the barrage of bullet holes and
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so many cuts by the inept skinners, what
could have been a Boone and Crockett
grizzly trophy record hide—it stretched
ten feet from nose to tail—turned out

to be a worthless mess. They packed the .

hide down to Kohl’s ranch and nailed it
to the side of the barn. It hung there
several weeks, drying in the sun, un-
tanned, unsalted, its silvery hair falling
out in patches, an object of awe: to
passers-by and an object for feasting for
squirrels and other rodents.

One morning it was gone. It disappear-
ed one weekend night. A few days later
some “valiant trophy hunter’” brought the
mangy hide into Ace’s in Phoenix and
wanted it made into a rug. Ace shrewdly
figured out what had happened, saw there
was no chance to restore it, then gave the
stranger a lecture and some advice about
sportsmanship. The “hunter” sheepishly
disappeared. The hide was turned over
to the Mission Indian School drill team,
and they managed to salvage a piece large
enough to cover a first-class kettle drum.
Old Three Tush was finished.

Death Valley’s Authentics

(Continued from page 37)

“But I worked right straight through it.
By taking plenty of salt and drinking
gallons of water and wearing long-
handled wool underwear to keep my body
from cooking. I got along fairly well.
After I learned to stick a wet rag or
handkerchief in the top of my hat to
keep from fryin’ my brains, I went about
my business as usual. Folks here had
to learn to take the summer heat or get
out. Lot of us old-timers stuck. We may
be dryin’ up but we ain’t dead,” he said,
between puffs on his pipe.

“The hot weather was pretty tough on
the horses, though. We made wide
blinders to put on their heads so’s to
keep the sun from cooking their eyeballs.
But with plenty of water and frequent
rest stops the horses and mules stood
the heat pretty good. Some of the teams
lasted here as long as eight years, but
the alkali water finally got ’em—affected
their kidneys.”

(Continued on mext page)

Weelreml Prospectors |

Here are some of the books and pamphlets
you can'get FREE or at very low cost from
the government: (and there are hundreds
more )
“Hand Placer Mining Methods” ....... FREE
“"Placer Mining in the Western U.S.” ... FREE
“'Guide fo Prospecting for Lode Gold"* ... FREE

“Locating Claims on Public Domain™ ....FREE
“Field Tests for the Common Metals” ....30c
“Exploration and Development of Small

Mines o Turti By e s B 25¢
“"Skin Diving for Gold”* ...............FREE

GEOLOGICAL SURVEY MAPS

of any area only 18c each. These maps are
the best produced and show all mines, all
water, all buildings, all trails, etc., etc. All
addresses and lists of publications will be
sent postpaid for $1.00. You cannot dupli-
cate this for any price so send now for
your copy of

GUIDE TO GOVERNMENT PUBLICATIONS ON
PROSPECTING AND GOLD MINING

In a hurry? Send $2.00 for above guide
plus "BASIC PLACER MINING," both sent
airmail same day order received. We also
have available gold dredge plans, ghost
town and lost mine books, and mineral and
metal detectors (best made). Free list and
information. We guarantee best deals with
best service. Thanks,

FOOTHILL MINING COMPANY

Dept. 4, Box 83 Folsom, California
Office at 325 Montrose

°
Blevins
L3
Stirrup
Buckles
NEW,
éMPROVED
per pair
Sleeves same as
older styls, the
tfongue has no
hinge or strap.
Easy to change
stirrup lengths
quickly and easy
to install —won't
slip or stick.
: ; Made of stainless
steel and heat-treated aluminum. Sleeves cov-
ered with leather prevent rubbing horse or
saddle. Available in 212" and 3’ widths. Order
either new, improved or the old style buckle.
Satisfaction guaranteed.
AT YOUR DEALERS OR

BLEVINS MFG. CO.

WHEATLAND, WYOMING

See What Natural Gold Really Looks Like
with this new beautiful 5 power pocket battery
powered flashiight magnifying glass, A host of uses.
Comes with small natural gold nugget, ready to
operate. Weight 4', ez. Price only $3.95, pre-
paid and insured to you. May be shipped C.0.D.

WHITE'S ELECTRONICS
1218 Main 8t. Dept. TW  Sweet Home, Oregon
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" DOCUMENTED SOURCE BOOKS
WYATT EARP, The Untold Story (Book 1}

By Ed Bartholomew

The final truth, in detail; the life of this
Western gunfighter, from birth in Illinois in
1848, through lowa, California, Missouri, Texas,
Oklahoma, Arkansas—and detailing his life and
escapades, as a gambler, officer, etc., in the
Kansas cowtowns through 1879. The Old Bookaroo
said: . . . with devastating result to the myth
for which Earp was primarily responsible. A
tremendous amount of research in court records,
the files of the Kansas newspapers of Earp’s era,
and the various historical archives buttress the
facts set forth by Ed—and they destroy the
myth.” Said the School of Library Service:
“There’s little left of legend in this painstak-
ingly documented history of the Earp family and
every person and place even remotely connected
with Wyatt.” Said the Editor of The South-
westerner: ‘I, as well as a majority of experts,
consider Ed the foremost living authority on
western gunmen and law and order, in general,
from the opening of the West until the 1900
period.”” Many more like statements are in our
TS TR v 0 ) A O SR O e D $6.00

WYATT EARP, The Man & The Myth
(Book 2)
By Ed Bartholomew

The sequel to The Untold Story, starting in
late 1879 detailing Earp’s experiences, and that
of The Dodge City Gang, in New Mexico, and
detailed treatment of his life, that of his
brothers, and the Earp gang in Arizona—at Tomb-
stone and area. Much untold history, garnered
from years of research of the old archives, rec-
ords and newspaper files of the area and era
has enabled the author to further devastate the
Earp myth! And little known, untold details are
given on the life and times of John Ringo,
Curly Bill, Russian Bill, Big Tip, Turkey Creek,
Texas Jack, Sherman McMasters, and a hundred
other Arizona desperados, confidence men and
frontier gunfighters. From 1879 to 1882, and flight
to Colorado. Ready April, or early May.....$6.00

(Both books, $11.00 postpaid)

FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY
TOYAHVALE, TEXAS

Six unusual horse pictures,
reproduced from rare
ons:‘avlngs. Size 8 x 10
Incl

black on white. Set of six
all _different, Only $1.00
postpaid.

WEINMAN ART PRINTS o P.0. Box 275

es, printed in brilliant

Find TREASURE and RELICS with new 1963 models.
Used by professionals and amateurs the world over.
Guaranteed to detect Gold, Silver Coins,

COMPLETE INDEX
This index
lists every
place and
everybody
ever mention-
ed in TRUE
WEST or
FRONTIER
TIMES from
‘ ] the first

issues right

- through 1940.
Printed same size as your magazines and
fits right into your binder—so order yours
today, only one dollar (cash, check, or
money order), and order direct from
Western Publications, Inc., P.0. Box 5008,
Austin, Texas. 78703

TRUE WEST
FRONTIER TIMES

INDEX

66

e o S

S \
bottefied i FREE INFORMATION. V/, @\’i
mm J8  Sisco) w .

California <5

Box 715 - North Hollywood,

; a cove or a canyon in Death y
was unfamiliar to chipper little Johnny

Mills. At one time or another he had
walked, climbed or ridden burro-back
through them all. Often he carried only
a handful of jerky and a canteen of water,
trusting to find a waterhole. When he
found none, he kept a pebble under his
tongue and sucked on it to keep his
mouth moist. This, and taking the trip
easy, he said often saved him from a
slow and terrible death.

Johnny Mills was sworn in as Death
Valley’s first deputy-coroner. This honor
was bestowed upon him after he had
found and buried four dead men whose
death, he explained simply, was due to
the fact that heat and likker don’t mix.

“On one of my jaunts through the
Valley I came across two dead pros-
pectors. So to keep the coyotes from
gnawing their bones, I buried ’em the
easy way. I just set ’em down against
the banks of a deep wash, then pushed
the loose sand down on ’em—and left
’em in peace, I hope. Never did find out
who those fellows were. Nobody ever did.
Of course I had no right buryin’ anybody
without first notifying the proper author-
ities. Who in the devil was going to
notify ‘the proper authorities’ in them
days of slow travel—in the summer down

-here ?”

Johnny Mills had provided some his-
toriec facts and incidents recorded by
Chalfant in his books on Death Valley.
“This writer,” Johnny said with a glint
in his eyes, “walks up to me here one
day and says he’s just finished my life
story. That was all right, but he hadn’t
asked me a damned word about it!”

The chief interest in Johnny’s life was
“what nature does to rocks; how they
get full of minerals and stuff; how many
ages it takes for them to get that way—
and why?”

Here in this paradoxical desert land
filled with threats, promises and dis-
appointments, these rugged old-timers
lived on in mellowed memories. With
their passing many unrecorded sagas of
Death Valley’s days of high adventure
is gone forever.

Lyric Bards of the West
(Continued from page 22)

our hotel rooms. At length a man named
Pete Nelson and the saloon proprietor
got into a quarrel. . . . The saloon man

]  Pete down and k him in
the face and head. Then they carried him
out and dumped him in a manger in an
open stable to die, and there he lay
groaning. At a late hour in the night
the moans ceased.

“I went to sleep, and awakened the
next morning to hear that Pete Nelson
was dead. A doctor was sent for, and
a coroner’s jury called. The verdiet was
that Pete died of pressure on the brain!
I learned that Pete had come into an
inheritance from his mother, some $1,500.
He had been treating the boys and
gambling, and some of the bystanders had
heard enough to cause them to think that
the saloon man had gotten most of the
dead man’s money. I, with others at the
hotel, did not dare to interfere, as it
was considered a dangerous place to be,
on the wrong side of the street!”

This was not an unusual case in those
days. Many of the “cowtowns” had one
street that was the dividing line between
the saloon district and the “nice” part
of town. The nice people did not cross the
street or interfere in things on the other
side; and the cowboys and saloon workers
could not cross over to the nice side with-
out first checking their guns with the
sheriff and getting permission!

Because of the tension in town that
night, there had been very few at the
concert, but those who did come were
pleased. “The saloon proprietor sent me
word,” Rev. DeMoss wrote, “that if we
would stay another day he would not open
the saloon at all, and that he and his
wife and all would come. We had a full
house and took in over $100 that night.
When my girls were singing a sacred
song I noticed the saloon man’s head
drop into his hands. I asked Minnie to
recite the temperance poem she had
written the night before as she listened
to the dying man’s groans from her room
at the hotel!”

Winter caught up with them in the
Montana badlands, and it was very nearly
the last trip for the family. “The distance
from our hotel to the next town was
twenty miles. As we left the hotel it
began to snow, and it snowed all day.
Frank and John Cook, two brothers from
Texas, traveled with us, breaking trail
for our light rigs with their heavy
wagons. It was a regular storm, and soon
the snow was over two feet deep. “The
weight of the wet snow caused many
large branches and small trees to fall,
and Henry and George were forced to
walk ahead with their axes to cut the

*I think I heard a discouraging word.”

True West



Interior of the plane

4 s s
on which the DeMoss family flew from London to Paris during

.

their 1926 tour.

fallen trees out of the trail. The mountain-
side was so slick that the girls were
afraid, and walked behind the hack. It
turned over once, but we managed to get
it upright and continue. I was standing
on the step, driving with one hand,
weighting down the upper side of the
hack, and one of the men had to hold
down the rear upper wheel. It was 3 a.m.
when we arrived at the village and warm-
ed ourselves and went to bed. By that
time, the snow was four feet deep, and
we were the last party to cross the
mountains that winter!”

YEAR after year the concerts grew

more successful, and in 1889 the
family troupe headed down the Missis-
sippi River to New Orleans. By 1893 they
had been in every state in the Union.
In the summer of that year they decided
to go to Chicago to see the Exposition
and to vacation. George R. Davis, Director
General of the Fair, invited them to give
a concert for the Exposition directors. It
was so well received that they were of-
fered a contract for daily concerts for
the remainder of the summer and Mr.
Davis commissioned them to write a song
for each state.

At the Chicago Exposition the DeMoss
family entertained the Governors of each
state, the President, and many groups
of visiting European royalty. This led to
their invitation to come to London to
study at the Royal Academy. As it was
necessary to fulfill advance bookings and
to prepare for the trip, it was the spring
of 1895 before they were ready to leave.

After their stay at the Royal Academy,
the DeMosses performed in England and
Wales, then ecrossed the channel and
toured France, Belgium, Germany and
Switzerland. They were an immediate hit,
and the newspapers were soon calling
them “Our American Cousins.” Even the
English critics relaxed their traditional
aloofness and hailed them as “fabulous,”
- “extremely talented,” and “beyond all
expectations”! ; :

While programs consisted mainly of
sacred, classical and patriotic musie, the
DeMosses were tremendous showmen,
and embellished their concerts with oc-
casional touches of humor. On numerous
occasions, Henry brought down the house
by playing Old Hundred on the organ with
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one hand, Yankee Doodle on the piano
with the other hand, and singing Home,
Sweet Home, all at the same time. George
was noted for his ability to play two
cornets, an alto and a soprano, simultane-
ously and in perfect harmony! He had
another act that the crowds loved—a
combination of music and acrobatics. He
played a guitar and banjo alternately
while swinging them over his shoulders
by means of leather straps. Among the
forty-one different instruments played by
the group was a set of Chinese stringed
lutes, and their Oriental numbers were
always favorites of their listeners.

THE winter of 1896 brought further

tragedy and, again, it happened in
California. Minnie, the lovely young con-
tralto of the quartette and a bride of
three months, contracted blood poison-
ing. A few short days later, she was gone.
The San Francisco Examiner of December
2 carried the news of her death in an
eight-inch column, with headlines half
an inch high—“Death Stills the Voice of
Song.” For many years newspaper critics
had been calling her “Minnie of the
Golden Voice,” and her death was a
crushing blow to the group. They canceled
the remainder of the tour and took Min-
nie home to DeMoss Springs to rest be-
side her mother.

The following year, they found a con-
tralto to take Minnie’s place, Mamie
Aurelia Davis, and once more started
off with high hopes for a sueccessful
season. En route to Antelope, about forty
miles south of their home, their coach
struck a deep hole in the road. A loaded
shotgun on the driver’s seat fell to the
floor, and it was Lizzie’s misfortune to
be seated beside the driver! The gun
discharged the full force of both barrels
into her left thigh, tearing a gaping hole
and ripping the flesh on her left hand.
Some of the pellets entered her chest just
below the heart.

While her brothers worked desperately .

to staunch the flow of blood, the coach
made a mad run for the nearest doctor
at Condon, some thirty-five miles away.
Lizzie survived the agonizing ride over
the rough roads, but the beleagured
family was forced, once more, to cancel
the remainder of the season.

George and Mamie Davis were married

' HANDMADE WESTERN BOOTS

Comfort, Style, Quality, Econemy

The vamps and 16-inch
tops with 6-inch Zipper
in back are of beauti-
ful soft glove leather.
Nylon stitched, steel
shanks, leather lined,
walking heel, narrow
toe.
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Same Boot in
Rough-Qut
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No. 2006 Black 52675
Same Style Boot in

Suede Dress wear only,
No. 2002 Royal

No. 20(?7Iukeed 52675

Give measurements in inches of calf of your leg.
$5.00 deposit on C.O.D. orders — You pay postal
charges. We pay postage on prepaid order.
Our guarantee — for exchange or refund return
boots undamaged and unworn within 10 days.

FREE CATALOG — Adults and Children’s Boots
Western Shirts and Pants

YSLETA BOOT COMPANY

Box 17971 El Paso, Texas

BURIED
TREASURE

Find buried gold, silver,
coins, Indian Burial
Grounds, nuggets, un-
derwater freasure, ancient ruins with im-
proved DYNATECTOR. New low price. Un-
conditional moneyback guarantee if not satis-
fied. Free copy of "Where and How to Find
Buried Treasure" with order. Complete, ready
to operate and postpaid. $3.00. Free infor-
_rrnaﬁon. Dee Co., Box 7263-N13, Houston 18,
exas.
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7> A POPULAR HANDICRAFT
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Now . . . with simple drug store materials you can treat
plain window glass so YOU CAN LOOK OUT through it, but
the person on the other side CAN'T LOOK IN AT YOU.
To get your complete ‘One Way Glass Formula®

send only $1.00 to: E-Z FORMULAS,
Dept. 2449, 6311 Yucca St., Hollywood 28, Calif.

NAVAJO INDIAN RUGS
At Wholesale Prices
Mexican serape drapes if many colors—Velvet tap-
estries in brilliant animal and hunting scenes—Money
belts with two secret pockets—Mexican Chaleco
Jackets—Bedspreads, in Madras, Morocco and India
Print—Saddle blankets, Navajo Indian.
THE FREED COMPANY
Box 394, Dept. TW, Albuquerque, N.M.
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“CLASSIFIED

(20c per word, cash with order)

Books & Magazines

NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox,
1296/, Yosemite, San Jose 26, California.

WESTERN AMERICANA BOOKS, Old, rare, and new.
Catalog free. Out of print Western books found.
Non-fiction Western books wanted. Round-Up Book
Company, 1358-35th Avenue, San Francisco 22, Cali-
fornia. .

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1,200
place name glossary, mines, camps, Indian reser-
vations, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox, 1296H Yosemite, San
Jose, California.

CAMPFIRES ALONG THE TREASURE TRAIL—Brand
new, many photos, actual experiences, hints, tips,
U"different'’ lost mine and treasure leads. $2.50 Nug-
get, Dept. T, Box 462, Tucson, Arizona.

* Farrow, 116 S.

"PROSPECTOR'S LIBRARY'—three top-noich books
on buried treasure. $2.00. Deeco, Box 7263-TW, Hous-
ton 8, Texas. 2

"BURIED TREASURE & LOST MINES" by Frank Fish
—Successful Treasure expert. Fish spent 42 years
researching this information, An authentic guide and
reference book. Make treasure hunting your Hobby
—make it pay. Price $1.50 post paid. Publisher—
Erie Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, California.
TREASURE HUNTER'S BIBLIOGRAPHY! Lists all
known treasure books, maps, authors, publishers.
Every true enthusiast needs this valuable, time sav-
ing reference. Only $2.00 postpaid. Shelby, Box,
4266-D, Saticoy, California.

"TROUBLESOME TIMES IN TEXAS'—a new book

on stormy days in Texas, 1850-1900. Covers hectic
period of Civil War, reconstruction, Indian raids,
outlaws and history of Texas Rangers. $3.95. M. H.

Abbott Street, Hillsboro, Texas.

LOST MINES, BURIED TREASURES. Pictures, stories,
maps, locations, waybills. Lots morel Free informa-
tion. Western Treasures Magazine, Box 864-T, Tar-
zana, California.

NEW! "LET'S GO PROSPECTING'' by Shultz. A book
that is a Must for anyone interested in Buried
Treasures, Ghost Towns, the Supernatural, etc. Prices
and descriptions of many Farms and Ranches at the
turn of the Century. 'The Lost Dutchman,' lus
much more! Photos and drawings by _the author.
Postpaid $1.00. David E. Schultz, Rt. 1, Tipton, lowa.
OLD BOTTLES AND GHOST TOWNS. 400 sketches,
history. $2.15 postpaid. Mrs. Adele Reed, 272 Shep-
ard Lane, Bishop, California.

FRONTIER TIMES-TRUE WEST for sale. Write for
price to F. Willis, Box 404, Cottage Grove, Oregon.

TREASURE BOOKS! "Treasure Hunter's Manual," von

Mueller, $7.50. ''Lost Mines of the Desert West,'
Weight, $2.00. "'Coronado's_Children," Dobie, $2.50.
"Gladson's Nevada Ghost Town Map," $2.00. ''Atlas

of Treasure Maps," Coffman, $10.00. Postpaid—Guar-
anteed, Free Catalog with order. Joe Shelby, Box
4266, Saticoy, California.

TRUE WEST FOR SALE—Nice copies! | TW 22—50c;
23—75¢c; 25—50c; 28—50c; 30—50c; 32—$1.00; 33—50c;
35—75¢; 36—50c; 37—75¢; 39—50c; 40—50c; 41—$1.00;
42—$1.00: 43—9$1.00; 44—50c; FT 4—75¢; 5—50c; 6—
50c; i .00; : 10—=50c: 11—50c; 12—
50c; 14—$1.50: 15—50c; 16—50c. Charles Crum, 4322
Victor Street, Jacksonville, Florida.

WORLDS LARGEST BOOK AND MAGAZINES LIST-
ING. 35c. Unlimited Selection, Gigantic Discounts.
Please state interest. Books and Magazines wanted,
please offer. Large assortment of Mail Order publi-
cations with hundreds of amazing offers. 30c. Aston-
ishing Self Help Moneymaking catalogs included
gpe. Rhodes, 411-TW Davidson, Indianapolis 2, In-
iana.

TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES REAL WEST, TRUE
WESTERN ADVENTURES—Out of print issues only for
sale! Charles Crum, 4322 Victor Street, Jacksonville,
Florida.

BOOKS, RARE, OLD, new. Hundreds. Catalogue. 25¢c.
Holt, R3-TF, Waverly, Ohio.

THIRTY DIFFERENT EXCELLENT issues True West,
Frontier Times. $26.00. Bob Page, 2509 Englewood
Avenue, Durham, North Carolina.

""YOU CAN SURVIVE IN THE OUTDOORS'"—How to
live off the land. What to eat. How to travel. Actual
experiences of men in survival circumstances. Illus-
trated. $2.00. Nugget, Dept. T, Box 462, Tucson,
Arizona.

TRUE WEST, BOUGHT, SOLD, Selling Buffalo Bill,
Nick Carter Weeklies, others, U.S. coins. Clarence
Orser, Washington Avenue, Bemidji, Minnesota.
""RATTLESNAKE HUNTING,'"—53 photos, story Okla-
homa's famous sport, $2.00. Mickey, Box M, Ottawa,
Kansas.

EARLY ISSUES TRUE WEST and Frontier Times. Rea-
sonable. Niles Carlson, 801 Larrabee Street, West
Hollywood, California.

"HOW AND WHERE TO PAN GOLD'"—AIl the de-
tails, Nineteen placer location maps for US, Canada,
Mexico. Profusely illustrated. Sluice, rocker plans.
$2.00. Nugget, Dept. T, Box 462, Tucson, Arizona.
TRUE WEST AND OTHERS. Reasonable. Lists Free.
Peter Brody, Casselton, North Dakota.

in 1898, and ¢oncert tours were resumed.

Success followed success, and every major
city and every provinece in Canada hosted

the DeMoss Lyric Bards. For fifty-five

years they lived with the dust of two
continents clinging to their shoes. They
traveled more miles, made more personal
appearances, and wrote more music than
any other family group, before or since.

In 1912, The Rev. James DeMoss joined
his wife and daughter in the little
cemetery, but his last request to his
children was that they continue the work
he had started, and ‘“make the people
happy.” This they did, and even the
children joined in. Elbert, George’s son,
made his debut on the violin at the age
of five and in succeeding years was hailed
as a “virtuoso with faultless technique.”
The other children were equally talented.

In 1926, the family made its last tour
of Europe, and in 1927 their trunks were
closed for the last time. Some of the
group went into teaching; other retired
to private life. Occasionally, on the
Fourth of July or some other special
occasion, they would give a concert. But
the days of the big tours were gone for-
ever. Fifty years’ accumulation of
souvenirs and mementoes were carefully
packed away in the attic of the old home.
People began to forget.

Now that the old house has given up its
memories and the faded notes once more
pour forth from the keys of a modern
piano, perhaps a new generation will re-
member. Here in Sherman County they
will, for the old songs of the Lyric Bards
are being sung again, and the words of
Sweet Oregon are dear to native hearts.

I’'m thinking tonight of a beautiful
land,

Oregon—Oregon!

With rivers and valleys and
mountains grand,

Oregon—Sweet Oregon!

From the mountains high peaks, all
covered with snow,

A sweet, limpid streamlet doth flow

Past the home of my youth, which I
ever adore,

0, Oregon, my home!

“WHAAAT! No raspberry?”
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- Treasures South
(Continued from page 23)

thrown into one of the two lakes in the
crater of the snow-capped Nevado de
Toluca. Wherever it is, whoever finds
it will be rich beyond his wildest dreams.

TORIES of treasures, buried and

hidden, go back beyond history into
legendary times. Probably the greatest
of all Indian treasures belonged to Ce
Acatl Topiltzin, also called Quetzalcoatl,
the famous Plumed Serpent who ruled
the gold-expert Toltecs. An Indian
chronicle, Los Amnales de Quauhtitlon,
written shortly after the conquest, re-
lates:

“And Quetzalcoatl said, ‘I must leave
this town (Tula). Make a stone coffer
for me.” And when the coffer was carved,
Quetzalcoatl laid himself down in it.
He stayed there four days and began to
feel ill, so he told his courtiers, ‘This is
sufficient. Let us leave. Close up every-
thing and let us hide all of the riches
that we have found and all of the goods
that we have accumulated’ And his
courtiers did as he commanded. They hid
all of the treasure in the bath which
belonged to Quetzalcoatl in the place
called Atecpanamochco.”

So, all you have to do is find a place
called Atecpanamochco. Quetzalcoatl’s
wealth can be estimated from historical
references, which also say that his palaces
had one room of wood mosaic, one of
coral, another of colored shells and a
fourth of precious feathers. A fortune
in jade, fine turquoise, gold, silver, rock
crystal and various precious materials
was used to make ornaments and other
luxuries. Several years of archeological
excavation at Tula have not yet uncovered
any of it, which only means that Tula and
Atecpanamochco are not one and the
same.

In Oaxaca, around the mountains of
Zempoaltepeque near the town of Atitlan,
there is a huge cave where the Indians
used to bury their dead. According to
Bishop Burgoa’s history, the powerful
chief, Condoy, had all of his tribal treas-
ures brought into this cave during a
major battle with the Zapotees, which he
was losing. Wanting to die undefeated, he
retreated into the cave and sealed himself
in.
Another legend concerns the Sacred
Well of Chichen Itza into which the Maya
hurled human sacrifices carrying valuable
ornaments and jewelry to the Rain God.
American Consul Edward Thompson, who
once owned the hacienda at Chichen Itza,
site of the ruins of one of the most
spectacular of the ancient Mayan cities,
used a diving suit to dredge up hundreds
of objects made of gold, silver, copper,
wood, rubber and pottery. This treasure,
over the objection of the Mexican Govern-
ment, is now in the Peabody Museum of
Harvard University.

The famous Tcgnb 7 of Monte Alban,
with its fortune “in necklaces of highly
polished rock crystal, amethyst, and gold;
intricately worked gold breastplates,
rings, chalices; carved jaguar bones and
loose pearls; obsidian and other valuable
stones and metals was discovered during
routine archaeological work by Dr. Al-
forson Caso and Martin Bazan.

Every town near any of the ancient
ruins has its legends. Some claim that
a golden cock perches on the ruins and
crows at midnight. A golden bell can be
heard ringing from another’s ruins on
certain nights of the year. Archaeologists
have been warned to dig only at night
because of the belief that the ancient gold

True West



The necklace of solid gold (above) and

the intricately carved breastiplate (right)

are from the treasures of Monte Alban
in Oaxaca.

will turn to ashes if uncovered in sun-

light. Could it be mere coincidence that

archaeologists who ignore the warning
sometimes find only layers of ashes in
their excavations?

Not all of Mexico’s hidden wealth is
archaeological. Tales of pirate gold in
many seacoast towns certainly have a
factual basis. Pirates sailing the Spanish
Main buried great parts of their loot
when things got a bit hot from time to
time. Several persons in the region of
Campeche and Tabasco have reportedly

- acquired rapid and mysterious wealth
which has been attributed by their neigh-
bors to accidental finds of pirate chests
filled with jewelry, gold services, silver
bars and maybe even the traditional
pieces-of-eight.

During the Revolution many wealthy
landowners buried their possessions,
dropped them down wells, or mortared
them up in their houses’ thick walls. If
they were killed, the secret died with
them. Almost every year some welldigger,
housewrecker, or construction worker
comes up with a small trove.

Zapata, Villa and other revolutionary
leaders are said to have secreted large
amounts of easily negotiable goods in
various spots in order to have a quick
source of supply. The National Railways
of Mexico recently gave Major Ramon
Sepulveda a concession to search for
one of Pancho Villa’s caches. Several
years ago his diggers were shoveling like
mad in the railroad yard at Torreon,
Coahuila. Unfortunately, the well where
the Major says Villa ditched his ac-
cumulated loot lies directly under Track
Nine. The Major was trying to get per-
mission to relocate the tracks, the last
I heard. :

If you want to bet on a surer thing,
try the “natural” treasures of Mexico.

The Sierra Madre Occidental comprises '

more than 2,700 miles of the richest
mining area of Mexico. Quite a few
respectable finds have been made via the
old-fashioned gold-panning way—and to-
day’s prospector sometimes carries a
Geiger counter, too.—Courtesy Mewxico
This Month.

Waterhole

(Continued from page 42)
and wolves and skunks were the principal
part of the scenery (mow practically all
these animals have been wiped out; we
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still got a few skunks, but they’re mostly
two-legged ones)—when I remember how
Big Spring used to be a sleepy little
cowtown sprawled up and down both sides
of the railroad track, surrounded by a
prairie wilderness with no cotton or
grain or oil or anything, in fact, but
cattle—and not enough of them unless
it rained—and I look at it now—it makes
me feel good. It makes me feel like I
had a real part in the building of America.

“Say,” this feller said, when I stopped
gabbing. “That stuff’s interesting.”

“Stuff!” I said. “That ain’t stuff, that’s
the truth.”

It looked like I was going to have to
whip this guy in spite of myself. “I got
to close up,” I told him. “Git!”

“’I"hanks,” he said. “Thanks for telling
me.”

“Well, now,” I said. “Thanks for listen-
ing. Been wanting to get that off my
chest.”

He didn’t seem like such a bad feller
after all.

Kedinchin
(Continued from page 29)

Mescaleros who escaped that terrible
massacre returned to their reservation
they camped on the Penasco; they were
attacked by cavalry who fired into their
camp at night and shot several of their
party. In addition to the women and
children killed, Caje’s wife, a Mescalero,
received a bullet wound in the lower leg,

“as did another woman of the group.

Their horses were captured by the
soldiers. The injured women were unable
to walk, and their men carried them until
they found horses for transporting them
the long miles up the Penasco and north
to Mescalero. For that task Caje received
a new name—Packs on His Back.

ROY McLANE accompanied the police
in their search. They picked up the
trail at Kedinchin’s tepee and followed
it easily. It led south. Had the man re-
mained on the Reservation Carroll might
have been able to protect him. But he
left it.
. The sheriff’s posse, ‘led by a deputy,
joined the Indian trackers, but if the
Apaches resented the intrusion, they did
not indicate it. It is possible that they
welcomed it, for the officers were well
supplied with food.
The . trail led through a rough and

Books ?Mﬁgaziﬁes"

UNDERGROUND TREASURES—How and Where to
Find Them. A reprint of the prospector's handbook,
first printed 1881, Areas to prospect; what to look for;
field tests, $2.00 from Nuggetf, Dept. T, Box 462,
Tucson, Arizona.

SELLING BACK ISSUES OF True West-Frontier Times
and other authentic True American Western Publica-
tions. Houston, Texas residents only. Phone UN 2-8961.

"THE BOOKLOVER'S ANSWER'"—giant bimonthly
magazine features used book bargains for sale plus
interesting articles. Introductory one year subscription
only $2.00. Sample copK for 50c. (Special: Five back
issues  $2.00). The Booklover's Answer, Webster 44,
ew York.
OLD TIME BOTTLES PUBLISHING COMPANY pre-
sents—''Old Time Bottles'' 74 page guide book with
gicfures and values of over 300 ghost town boftles,
lus—ghost town pictures and instructions for the
amateur collector. $2.00 per copy. Write—Old Time
Bottles, 3915 Rivercrest Drive, Salem, Oregon.
TREASURE HUNTERS! Here is the most complete list-
ings of Signs, Symbols, and Measurements ever
compiled for locating Treasure, Mines, and Artifacts.
Over 500 listings and ten years of actual experience
went_into the making of this publication. Send $2.00
to Georgia Publishing Company, O. Box 3133,
Dallas, Texas.
COMPLETE SET TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES. Make
offer, James Nelson, 630 Jewell, Topeka, Kansas.

GUIDE FOR ROCKHOUNDS & PROSPECTORS—G. G.
Hayes' new book, Helps you identify what you find.
Field tests. Huge glossary, Every rockhound needs it.
$2.00 from Nugget, Dept. T, Box 462, Tucson, Arizona.

WESTERN BOOK ROUNDUP, any books reviewed in
this issue can be ordered from the Round-Up Book
Company, 1358 35th-Avenue, San Francisco 22, Cali-
fornia. Include Check or M, O. California residents
add sales tax.

FREE. YOUR COPY OF Fur-Fish-Game Magazine.
Please send 25¢ to cover mailing. B.E.R. Service, Box
530-W, North Hollywood, California.

TRUE WEST numbers 10 through 42—75c each. Very
good condition, Art Fielder, 1302 Morningside Way,
Venice, California 90291.

GOLDMINE OF BOOKS. Choice almost 2,000 titles
only 15¢ each. Catalog 10c. Joaness, W-6505 So.
26th Street, Omaha, Nebraska 68107.

TRUE WEST 5, 6, 8, 10, 11, 13, through 39. FRON-
TIER TIMES 1 through 8. Sell all for $20.00. J. Mc-
Carthy, 1728 Chelsea Road, Philadelphia 26, Penn-

sylvania.

GHOST TOWN, LOST MINE, AND WESTERN
AMERICANA books are our specialty. Best deals.
Free catalog. Foothill Mining Company, Dept. 4,
Box 83, Folsom, California. Office at 325 Montrose.
TRUE WEST 9 to 62, except 17, 19. FRONTIER
TIMES 1 to 22. Good Condition—$40.00, | will pay
postage. Allen W. Lahtinen, 416 Cleveland Avenue,
Elgin, Illinois. 60120, SH 2-7434.

BULLETIN' NO. 1 OF THE SOUTH plains archaeo-
logical society:" Valuable information on archaeo-
logical work in the south plains-caprock region of
West Texas. 63 Pages, with site_ maps, photos and il-
lustrations. Price $2.00 postpaid. South Plains Ar-
chaeological Society, 321 North Bell Street, Brown-
field, Texas.

FREE CATALOG! Fabulous selection of new and
out of print books on the Southwest! Write Pioneer,
Drawer 400, Ruidoso, New Mexico.

FOR SALE—Complete set of True West and Fron-
tier Times, except 2, 3, and 4 True West—$39.00. Rob-
ert Bruckner, 3409 19th Street, Lubbock, Texas.

"THE MAN THEY COULD NOT HANG." Absolutely
true. 75¢ coin-stamps. Johnson, 215TT East Severn,
Shawnee, Oklahoma.

JUST OFF THE PRESS! New Prirgﬁn% of ''The Ro-
mance of Davis Mountains and Big Be

Edition Texana, Carlysle Graham Raht's much-sought
history of the greaf Trans-Pecos region, also known
as the Bloody Penninsula across which Anglo-Ameri-
can civilization flowed from East to West, first pub-
lished in 1919—381 pages illustrated with added
table of contents and index for your convenience.
List price, $6.95, postpaid (add 2% State sales tax
if purchased in Texas.) Send no money, pay on de-
livery of order. The Rahtbooks Company, P.O. Box
2512, Odessa, Texas. A

Rare Coins & Stamps

RARE SILVER DOLLARS: 1883-1884-1885-1899-1900-1901-
1902 O Mint or 1880-1881 S mint Uncirculated, $3.00
ea. New Catalogue 50c. Schultz, Box 746, Salt Lake
City, Utah 84110.

CHOICE AMERICAN GOLD COINS FOR SALE. $5.00
@ $25.00; $10.00 @ $35.00; $20.00 @ $60.00. Grant
t}Aorhris, 1440 Canterbury Drive, Salt Lake City 8,
tah.

Western Merchandise

FANCY WESTERN SHIRT SNAPFASTENERS. 75 colors
and kinds. Shirtmaking supplies. Free catalogue.
Campau Company, Box 76055 G, Sanford Station, Los
Angeles, California 90005.

"PEARL SNAPS" for Western Wear. Free catalog.
Bee Lee Company, Box 20464-TW, Dallas 20, Texas.
TEXAS CATTLE HORNS—Make your own western
wall decorations. Selected pairs, 10 to 20-in. lengths,

25¢c per inch. Free instructions. Texas Trophy, Box
506, La Porte, Texas.
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Western Merchandise
"LONGHORN' SPANS MEASURING 5 to 6 Feet
$24.95; & to 7 feet $29.95, Check with order. Shipped
express collect. Dime for circular. Western Products
Co., P.O. Box 771, Laredo 8, Texas.

MOCCASINS, JACKETS, MITTENS, Gloves, FurJackets,
Caps. Beaded-Fringed, Hand Made by Indian
Women. Orders Taken. Laura Hancock, Gakona,
Alaska,

GUN RACK. Two_ polished aluminum horseshoe
hangers. Leather trim prevents scratching, Satisfac-
tion guaranteed. $2.49 ppd. Mac's Flying M Corral,
Dept. 68, 9889 W. Colfax, Denver, Colorado 80215.
WESTERN CRAFTS—Deer, Elk Antler Jewelry and
Novelties. Catalog. Dealers Wanted. Wolf's Den—
Story, Wyoming.

Fishing & Hunting

SILENCERS: MAXIM AND O.S.S. Models latest is-
sue, illustrated with pictures and drawings—$1.00.
Maxim, Box 44-W, Santa Cruz, California.

COLLAPSIBLE ~ FARM-POND-FISH-TRAPS;  Animal
traps. Postpaid. Free Information, pictures. Shawnee,
3934W Buena Vista, Dallas 4, Texas.

FREE . . . Catalog. 170 pages. Save on Reloading
Equipment, Calls, Decoys, Archer, Fishing Tackle,
Molds, Tools, Rod Blanks. FINNYSPORTS (TR),
TOLEDO 14, OHIO.

""MERCURY WORM" fishing lure, new, different.
Shifting mercurY causes lure to dive, jump, dart.
Cast, spin, troll, $1.45 Post Paid. HOD Specialties,
2814 N. Spaulding Avenue, Chicago 18, lllinois.

"GUN COLLECTOR'S ATTENTION.'" Bids will be ac-
cepted on 25-20 Lever action Winchester repeating
rifle. Model 1892—Pat, Oct. 14, 1884. Rifle is in
shooting order. No information on this rifle is
available from Winchester M.F.G. Rights are re-
served to reject any and all bids. Bids will be ac-
cepted until August 30, 1964. M. Holeman, Box 214,
Mullinville, Kansas.

Real Estate

§1 ACRE—CANADIAN BORDER—Hundred campsites,
islands, farmlands, directly from Tax Authorjties.
&Nomprom. Lists, photographs

oom 208 92 King St., E.,

mailed. Register,
Toronto 1, Canada.

UTAH—THE FABULOUS LAND for hunfin%, fishing
and retirement is just bein? discovered. Properties
of all kinds are available from 2\, acres to 1,
and the prices are low, Write for complete listing
sheets. No obligation. D. W. Corry Real Estate Co.,
Box 903, Cedar City, Utah.

GOVERNMENT LAND NOW AVAILABLE in 25 States.
450,000,000 acres low as $1.00 acre. Exclusive copy-
rngfﬂed rewrfl Send $1.00 to U.S. Land Disposal,
Box 18177-WH, Indianapolis 18, Indiana.

GET IN ON THE SILVER BOOM! Silver prices up!
Mines, closed for years, now re-opening. You can
et deeded claims for $15.00 per acre while they
Jaéfﬂ %end $1.00 bill for sample list, details to:

CO, WPI, Box 5473, Terminal Annex, Denver,
Colorado 80217.
LARGE LEVEL LOTS, Kingman, Arizona. Water,

power. $495 full price, $10 down, $10 month. No
interest. Write Box 486, Kingman, Arizona. Free pic-
tures, maps.

20 ACRES WILDERNESS RETREAT, in central Min-
nesota, Down payment $40.00. Monthly payment $20.00.
The full price is $300.00. J. E. Bush, Route No. &,
Brainerd, Minnesota.

NEW LAW. ALASKA HOMESTEADS 640 acres. No
residence required. Wife also 640 acres. Detailed in-
formation. $4.95. Clyde Lee, TW, Mountain View,
Oklahoma.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

"~ WRITERS—PHOTOGS—ARTISTS—Wanted for Assign-
‘ments. B.-R. Press Service, Box 530, North Hoﬁy-
wood 3, California.

ACTUAL JOBS OPEN, U.S., Europe, South America,
Far East. Travel paid. Write only, Employment Infor-
-mation enter, Room 906, 739 Boy‘s’ron Street, Boston,
Massachusetts.

WANT TO TRAVEL THE WEST, selling to curio, gift,
tourist shops? ldeal for couple. Travel in summer,
winter in southwest. Exclusive line of ARROWHEAD
JEWELRY. Advertised nationally for eight vyears.
er 300,000 items sold, We originated and own
the line, $50.00-$100.00 daily easy. Will sell entire
line, with exclusive distribution rights to reliable
par{'y at reasonable price..We are opening a museum
and can no longer travel. Blackhawk ~Arrowhead
Jewelry, Umatilla, Oregon.
EXPLODING OPPORTUNITIES with your camera. Big
earnings. Amateurs and professionals. Free informa-
tion. Photoprofits, 1802 N. Nevada, Colorado Springs,
Colorado.
HOME-TYPING: $65. week possible! Instruction book-
let, $1. Rutward, 3091 Bryant, Columbia Station, Ohio.

HOW A $5.00 INVESTMENT COULD MAKE YOU A
FORTUNE. Never has there been a deal like it . - .
Certain oil and gas leases are offered to the public
domain by the Federal Government each month.
fifty cent per acre lease (all leases are pegged
at fifty cents per acre) could easily be worth
$100.00 per acre, ﬁlus an over-riding royalty. Book-
let on ""How YOU Can Get Federal Oil Leases"
gostpaid for $5.00, Supply limited. Write: Oil Basin,
ox 157, North Cowden, Texas.
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mountainous country. From time to time
the Apaches, but not the white men, found
bits of calico. They may have been ac-
cidentally torn from the woman’s dress
by thorns—or they may have been left
intentionally so that the inevitable pursuit
would end quickly.

It was evident that the horses of the
fugitives were worn down, and that the
quarry could not be far ahead. But the
sheriff’s posse did not realize that; they
became discouraged and returned to

Alamogordo.
The next morning, at dawn, the
pursuers closed in on the hunted.

Kedinchin’s wife had built a very little
fire in a deep canyon, and was cooking
meat when they first glimpsed her. As
she stooped to take it, one of the police
called to her very softly and told her
not to move or give any indication of
their presence, that a rescue party was at
hand.” She was to stand, take the meat
to her husband, and then go to the op-
posite side of the fire and remain motion-
less, well away from him.

There was nothing she could do but
obey. There was nothing San Peur’s men
could do but obey. They brought Kedin-
chin’s body back to Mescalero.

The man who wrote the article for the
newspaper evidently confused the identity
of the brothers McLane, for he wrote that
the skilled cowman had been ruthlessly
murdered on the Reservation. Those who
were living at Mescalero and really knew
the circumstances, reported an entirely
different version. The generally accepted
story was that a vicious Apache had killed
a whité man, and without justifiable
cause. From the knowledge Mr. Carroll,
Ted Sutherland, and Paul Blazer had of
what actually happened, that was far
from being true.

Truly Western
(continued from page 4)

from the other end of town after the
shooting was over. Thinking you people
at TW would be interested in what really
happened, here is the straight story.
Houston always got the best of Al
Jennings in a courtroom. It caused con-
siderable hard feelings on the part of the
whole family, including Judge John Jen-
nings, the father. Ed and John, brothers
of Al, were the most vicious of the boys
and had been in several gunfights. They
made some pretty strong threats against
Houston, and he was aware of it.

A successful hunting trip on the Mescalero Reservation

It was 10:30 in the morning in Wood-
ward, Oklahoma (1900) when my father
and Joe Heath stepped into the Woodward
Saloon for a drink. Both boys were about
seventeen years of age, but in those days
if you could do a man’s work you could
also drink with the men. Houston was
standing at the bar about ten feet away,
sipping a drink and talking to the bar-
tender.

Ed and John Jennings came through the
swinging doors and after a moment began
to argue with and abuse Houston. After
they made several threats, Houston chal-
lenged the brothers to a fight. Ed said,
“Houston, you know we haven’t a chance
with you in a gunfight!” Being a dramatic
type man, Houston then ripped open the
front of his shirt with both hands and
said, “Shoot, you dirty—! You haven’t
got the guts!”

About this time the youngest brother,
John, who had moved over behind Ed,
drew his gun and fired over Ed’s shoulder.
The shot missed and Temple shot Ed
between the eyes as Ed tried to draw.
As Ed fell, Temple shot John in the chest.
Ed never got his gun out and died instant-
ly, while John never got off another shot
and died within an hour. Temple Houston
then left the saloon and walked to his
home about five blocks up the street. No
one dared to stop him.

My grandfather, C. D. “Dick” Farmer,
who was a very personal friend of
Houston, arrived in town on the noon
train. Several groups of men were stand-
ing on the street and talking excitedly.
Contrary to what you might have heard,
this kind of thing was not a common
practice in western towns. He approached
the group where the sheriff was and
learned what had happened.

The sheriff was trying to raise a posse
to bring Temple in. Grandfather said,
“You go after him with that posse and
he will just about kill all of you before
you get him. But if you really want him,
I can go alone, as his friend, and bring
him in.”

Grandfather Farmer then went to
Houston’s home. When he opened the
front gate, Temple opened the front door
and said, “Hello, Dick. Come on in. Guess
you heard the news.” Farmer said, “Yes,
and I was sorry to hear it.” Temple re-
plied, “Well, it was a case of have-to.”

When Grandfather told him he had
been sent to bring him in, Temple pulled
his gun, reversed it and handed it to
Grandfather butt first. “You are the only
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damn man in Oklahoma who could take
this from me,” he said. Farmer then hand-
ed it back saying, “You keep it and if
they try for you on the way down, we will
go together.”

The two men walked down the middle
of the street to the J. P.’s office. Temple
was a veritable giant and Farmer was
five feet, two inches. It might have been
comical wunder other circumstances.
Temple posted the proper bond for his
freedom and the two friends again walked
the middle of the street back to. the
Houston home. Temple was later found
innocent. He nearly always carried two
.45 calibre revolvers but on the occasion
of the Jennings shooting, he was only
wearing one gun.

My father, R. E. Farmer, is eighty-
one years of age and if Joe Heath or any
other of his old friends should read this,
he can be contacted through me. I am a
deputy sheriff of Multnomah County.—
Melvin L. Farmer, 5535 N. E. 3ist
Avenue, Portland 11, Oregon.

Peg-Leg Hoover

Dear Editor:

In the early days, the Centropolis area
in Franklin County, Kansas, was noted
for fights between local residents. At the
coal-mining settlement of Hackett’s Hill,
about two miles southeast of Centropolis,
rugged young miners would get into an
argument while down in a mine. Because
of a state law against fighting under-
ground, they would ride a horse-powered
elevator to the surface and proceed with
the fight.

One of the miners at Hackett’s Hill
was a not-too-bright fellow called Peg-
Leg Hoover, who had had a leg crushed
in a mine accident. One day in February,
1904, old Arthur Johnson and his son
Jim, a pair of miners from Arkansas,
heard that Hoover had been spreading
some unsavory gossip about the Johnson
womenfolk.

Peg-Leg was with Elmer Hodge, Jake
Pitzer, Jess Evans, Charley Rose, and
Frank Melcher at one of the coal mines,
preparing to go to work, when the John-
sons found him.

The Arkansas men were going to beat
Hoover up, but he protested that he
hadn’t been talking about their women,
and that Jess Evans’ mother, with whom
Hoover boarded on the south side of the
hill, could vouch for him.

The Johnsons started to march Hoover
down the hill to the Evans home, with
young Jim Johnson holding Hoover by
the collar. Shortly, they came to a barbed
wire fence. Hoover leaned against a post
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and complained about his leg. Jim John-
son released Hoover, who reached down
and unbuckled his wooden leg.

Suddenly, Hoover swung his artificial
leg as a club and struck Jim Johnson
hard enough to break one stave of the
leg. Hoover and Jim Johnson fell to the
ground and wrestled around. Hoover
grabbed young Johnson’s nose and cried,
“Get him off me! I'm just a cripple. 1
can’t hurt him!”

As Hoover and Jim Johnson were being
separated, old Arthur Johnson picked up
Hoover’s wooden leg and was going to

" “knock Hoover in the head like a hog,”

perhaps to kill him.

“Here, old man, that won’t do!” re-
monstrated Elmer Hodge. The miners
forced old Johnson to put down the
wooden leg and release Hoover. According
to Frank Melcher, the only surviving
eyewitness to this fight, Hoover went to
the Evans house, packed up, and “left for
parts unknown.”—Leon B. Graves, Route
4, Ottawa, Kansas.

A Friend in Need
Editor’s Note: To any of you who have
been reading TW or FT for very long,
Randy Steffen is a familiar name. He
has illustrated many a story for us and
you’ve seen his work on the cover. Just
recently a fire destroyed the collection
of a lifetime. It’s to Randy’s credit that
he’s going to start over. Not many people
can face the term, “from scratch.” At any
rate, he’s on the long hard road of trying
to locate items to replace those he lost—
and here is the situation in his own words.

“Sure do appreciate. your offer to run
some sort of an announcement on things
I need that were lost in the fire. So much
of the stuff was one-of-a-kind that can
never be replaced—I mean, with definite
historical significance. But there are
many things that are still existent, but
blamed elusive. For example, regulations
for uniforms of the U.S. Army, from the
Revolutionary War to 1943—especially
those that concern the cavalry arm—are
hard to find. And in order for my book
to be completely accurate, I must refer
to those regulations. There are virtually
no complete sets in the country, so my
information has to be dug from a multi-
tude of nooks and crannies. That’s what
makes the book so time consuming. I've
been gathering material for it for better
than ten years.

“I have a real need for any piece of
equipment that was used by the cavalry-
man, enlisted man or officer, uniforms,
arms, horse equipment, leather accoutre-
ments—just anything—from the smallest
button to a Grimsley saddle! I do have
almost every model of McClellan saddle
from the Civil War on, the first to the
last one made in 1942. But I’m sure short
on real definite pictorial information on
the saddles used before the Civil War.

“Perhaps the most useful research
material to me, outside of the actual
equipment, are photographs of cavalry-
men and their equipment—old-time ones.
I do have photographic copy equipment.
I’ve been able to replace some of the stuff
(equipment) I lost in the fire, so that I
would be able to make photographic
copies of any pictures or documents your
readers might send me so the originals
could be returned in a week or two. Same
goes for copies of regulations and other
printed matter.

“Many readers of my historical series
in other publications have sent me things
ranging from books to saddles, and I can’t
tell you how much these things are ap-
preciated. I’d gathered the plunder that
burned for better than twenty-five years,

: Leathercraft
VELVET: Three 'pounds $3.00 Postpaid. Satin $2.00.
Rainbow, Estill “Springs, T

Indian Relies

2 INDIAN WAR ARROWHEADS Scalpin?; Knife, Flint
Thunderbird, Spearhead $4.00. Cafalog ree. Arrow-
head, Glenwood, Arkansas.

INDIAN RELICS, relic books, arrowhead jewelry,
agates, supplies. Circulars, 25c. Blackhawk, WUmatilla,
QOregon.

BUYING. SELLING AND TRADING Indian arrow-
heads, spears, Axes, Historic Iron, Gorgets and
Pottery, Ed Hyde, Rosemar Road, Parkersburg, West
Virginia.

RELICS, FLINT ARROWHEAD MAKING SECRET, an-
cient illustrated methods. Guaranteed. $1.00. Black-
hawk, Umatilla, Oregon. ~

PRIVATE COLLECTION, Columbia River Gempoints.
120 selected, perfect gempoints in two glass frames,
$115. Antiquity guaranteed. Photo, 50c. Dick Sher-
man, Umatilla, Oregon.

SELLING 20,000 ANCIENT INDIAN RELICS, arrow-
heads, spearheads, flint knives, &eacp pipes both
stone and clay. Ancient skulls $25.00. Birdstones, Ban-
nerstones, flint and stone Maces and Sceptres, boat-
stones, Eorgefs. game balls, bell pestles, bird arrow-
heads. List free. Lear's, Glenwood, Arkansas,

Miscellaneous

"OVERLOOKED FORTUNES'" in the rarer minerals
and gemstones. Here are a few of the 300 or more
you may.be overlooking while mining, prospecting or
gem hunting: Uranium, vanadium, columbium, tan-
talum, tungsten, nickel, cobalt, selenium, germanium,
bismuth, platinum, beryllium, golden beryl, emeralds,
etc. Some minerals worth §1 to $2 a pound, others
$25 to $100 an ounce. Some beryllium gems worth
a fortune; get out of the agate class into the big
money; an emerald the size of your thumb may be °
worth $500 to $10,000 or more. Learn how to find,
identify and cash in on them. New simple system.
Send for free copy "Overlooked Fortunes''—it may
lead to knowledge which may make you rich. Duke's
Research Laboratory, Box 666, Dept. F, Truth or
Consequences, New Mexico.

FOUR "WILL" FORMS and "Booklet by Lawyer."—
Scltl)of NATIONAL, Box 48313-TW, Los Angeles 48,

alifornia.

FINEST TRANSISTOR METAL LOCATOR, $34.95 to
$275.00, Informative folder, ""Metal Locating Kinks,"
25c. IGWTT, Williamsburg, New Mexico,
AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS AND DANCES on
Phonogra{)h Records—Catalogue on request from
Canyon Records, 834 N. 7th Avenue, Phoenix 2, Ari-
zona.

AMERICAN INDIAN COLOR SLIDES. Superb museum
specimens covering archeology and ethnology of
Western Hemisphere. Excellent for teachers, col-
lectors, artists. Free list. American Indian Museum,
3753 Broadway, New York 32, New York.

DRUG SUNDRIES, Complete line of rubber goods.
Nationally advertised brands. Vitamins, etc. Write
for free catalog. Federal Pharmacal Supply, Inc.,
?ﬁij North Western Avenue, Suite 110, Chicago 45,
1nois.

TEXAS TREASURE MAP. Geographic locations of lost
mines and treasures based on old legends. Suitable
for study or framing. Money back if dissatisfied.
$3.50 pqgstpaid in tube. C. A, Gaedecke, 9524 Truscon
Drive, Houston 24, Texas.

GOLD AND SILVER INDICATORS—AIlso Mexican
Dip Needle, Jacob Rod, Hall Instrument, Spanish
Rod and other instruments. For information send
10 cents to CLARENCE STADTER, P.O. Box 51,
Plant City, Florida.

SUPERSENSITIVE TRANSISTOR treasure finders - lo-
cate buried gold, silver, coins, nuggets, Indian
burial grounds, ancient firearms, $19.95 up. Free cata-
log. Kits available. Relco-A17, Box 10563, Houston
18, Texas.

PLACER GOLD, $2.00. Pocket gold, $2.00. Gold dust,
$1.00. Attractively displayed. Moneyback guarantee.
Lester Lea, Box 1125, Mt. Shasta, California.
PROSPECTORS—TREASURE HUNTERS! Metal Detec-
tof $3.00 sold WORLD WIDE on MONEY BACK
GUARANTEE. Will locate metal many feet under-
ground. Weight 8 ounces. Users have traced under-
ground veins, located covered mine shafts, located
treasure articles, old Spanish graves, etc. Complete
instructions. Send cash, M.O. or check—we pW post-
age or:c.o.d. PLASTINO MFG, CO., 6907 W. 12th,
Denver 15, Colorado.

BUILD YOUR OWN SLUICE BOX. Complete draw-
ings. Send $2.00. No COD. R. KING, Rt. 1, Box 256,
Cheyenne, Wyoming.

LEARN WHILE ASLEEP. Self-hypnosis, prayer-plant
experiments! Details, catalog FREE esearch As-
sociation, Box 24-TW, Olympia, Washington.
BEAUTIFUL, NATURAL COLOR PRINTS of Charles
M. Russell's Masterpieces, suitable for framing. 50c
each, Over 100 subjects. Send 10c for list and small
reproduction. Strobeck, Box 62, Seal Rock, Oregon.
LORE AND GORE from days of yore. Collectors,
try $1 for 3 of these big, colorful oldtime Western
posters, and you'll airmail us for more. Posters of
the Past, 1369 Solano Avenue, Albany, 6, California.
"LOSE 45 POUNDSI"—No drugs, exercises, hunger!
Guaranteed Plan $1.00. GLICK, Box 369-Y, South
Pasadena, California.
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- THERMOGRAPHED BUSINESS CARDS only $3.95 for

1,000 postpaid. Raised letter printing. Black and
colors. For type style chart and sample cards write,

 Hill & Hill Co., 1254 Gardenia, Houston, Texas 77018.

JESSE JAMES' homefown souvenir. Send $1.00: Jesse,
Box 178-TW, Lathrop, Missouri.

A COUNTRY STORE—Bargains galore! Catalog 25c.
Fox's, Box 914-TW, Memphis, Tennessee 38101.
FIND BURIED GOLD, SILVER, COINS, INDIAN
Burial Grounds, ancient ruins, underwater treasures
with improved DYNATECTOR. Free ''where and how
to find buried treasure' with order. Unconditionally
guaranteed, $3.00 postpaid. Dee, Box 7263-N13, Hous-
ton 8, Texas.

"SOURDOUGH"" recipes, Delicious chuckwagon bis-
cuits, hot cakes, donuts. $1.00.

“"CHUCKWAGON BAR-B-Q' recipes, sauces, beans,
etc. Favorites with Sourdough. $1.00. Box 99, Brush
Prairie, Washington.

BEER, LIQUORS, WINES! Strong Formulas! Manual,
$2.00. (Supplies, Hydrometers, Barrels, Saccharom-
eters, Prices included.) Research Enterprises, 29-F7T,
Samoset Road, Woburn, Massachusetts.

GHOST TOWN TREASURES. Old mining, ranching,
railroad, auto items. Desert purple glass, old bot-
tles, books, Send 25c for descriptive folder, history
and over 1,000 items for sale, or $1.00 for small
sun_purpled paste jar, folder included. Roberta's
in Garlock ghost town, Box C, Randsburg, California.
SUFFERING FROM ARTHRITIS? Try Ginseng; Infor-
mation free. Write Ginseng, Asheville 52, North
Carolina. ‘

GHOST TOWN MAP—Arizona, Nevada, and Cali-
fornia. Over 450 camps shown on 20" x 26" 3 color
map. $1.75 postpaid. Southwestern Maps, 902 S.
Eli Drive, Tucson, Arizona.

DISCOVER BURIED LOOT, gold, silver, coins; bat-
tlefield and ghost town relics, with most powerful,
sensitive transistorized metal detectors available. Two
Year Warranty. Free Literature. Goldak, Dept. G-8,
1544 W. Glenoaks, Glendale, California 91201.
"YOGURT RECIPE''—Homemakers! Make easily for
6c Quart! Natures Heaith Food! Promotes Long Life!
Recipe, $1.00. Brugenheimer Company, Box 201-H5V,
Lexingfon, Massachusetts.

PACIFIC OCEAN DRIFTWOOD. Floral artistic deco-
rative box 18 x 6x 3. Postpaid $4.00. Send check or
money order to: Johnson Enterprises, P.O. Box 534,
Puyallup, Washington.

"WINEMAKING " "'BEER, ALE." Strongest Methods.
llustrated. $2.20 (Supplies, Hydromefer Headquar-
ters.) Eaton, Box 543-R, Hopland, California.
GOLD SWINDLE! How and Why we lost our Gold!
How you can ]
VICTOR, Box 999-W, Yuba City, California.

""FREE'"" SOURDOUGH RECIPES, from the ''Ole
West"'—Send 25c cover handling & mailing. Box 174,
Battleground, Washington.

TREASURE, RELIC, ARTIFACT hunters—club now

- forming for purpose of exchangin?f information re-

garding discoveries, locations, efc. If interested write
A. T. Evans, 1401 Glenwood, Odessa, Texas.

50 FRONTIER RECIPES, formulas, remedies used be-
fore 1867, authentic, $1.00. Mickey, Box M, Ottawa,
Kansas. i
TREASURE, METAL DETECTOR. Guaranteed! Find
buried treasure, gold, silver, iewelrr, coins, relics.
Free! ""How to Buy Government Surplus' with order.
Send $3.00 to Metal Indicator Company, Box 7262-F,
Fort Worth 17, Texas.

INDIAN METHOD TO STOP SMOKING! No cost!
No will-power! One Dollar. Guaranteed! VICTOR,
Box 999-W, Yuba City, California.

25¢ IN COIN, SELLING-OUT BARGAIN. Mayan
Brew (Tropical Beer) formula from Yucatan. Simple
ingredients. Powerful. Formerly $1.00, Carden, Box
5104, Austin, Texas 78703.

SAMPLE SILVER ORE or fools gold—$1.00. 211—17th,
Corpus Christi, Texas.

HYDROMETERS—AIlcohol Testers, Barrels; Saccharom-
eters. Free Price Sheet. Research Enterprises,
29-GM3 Samoset Road, Woburn, Massachusetts.

OLD WEST CHRISTMAS CARDS by Napoletano. 12

for a dollar ‘with envelopes. Horse Art, P.O. Box

512, Novato, California.

"HAVE POLAROID, WILL TRAVEL." Ghost. Towns,
etc. . . ..500 mile radius from Sacramento. Your
request is my command. 25c_per mile plus_ film &
as. $10.00 minimum fee. Chuck's, 6824 Falworth
treet, Citrus Heights, California. Phone PA 5-3203.

CINDER . BLOCK PAINT, mix your own, use on stuc-
co, bricks, concrete. Mix 50 gallons for $5.00. Water-
proof, Iashn%. Sharpy contractors have used this
formula for 50 years! For outside use. Ingredients
available anywhere. Satisfaction or your money back.
Formula $1.00, Box 424, Moore, Idaho.

"HOMEBREW RECIPES." 32 page book. $1.00. Box
322A, Aurora, Colorado.

"WILL FORMS''—six personal blanks, with instruc-
tions, $1.00. Brugenheimer Company, Box 201-WQ7,
Lexington, Massachusetts.

OREGON GHOST TOWN & Treasure Map $2.00. G.
W. James, 2836 N.E. 19th, Portland, Oregon.

EXOTIC IMPORTS. Send 25¢ for wholesale lists.
h?_rsop Company, 2223 Eleventh Street, Rockford,
1nois.
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et Gold! One Dollar and One Dime. .

Miscellaneous

""MAN 25, WANTS SINCERE partner for prospect-
ing." J. gelian, 326 N, Avenue 53, Los Angeles 42,
California.

RECIPES FOR MAKING CACTUS JELLY, MESQUITE
Bean Jelly and syrups. All for $1.00. See article on
how to gather and process Prickly Pear fruits in
April issue of True West magazine by Tony B. Wil-
burn, TONY'S ROCK SHOP, 429 South Main, Kermit,
Texas 79745.

"INDIAN .BRAVE" PORTRAITS. Authentic, original
oil paintings on burlap, ready for framing. 16'' x 24"
—$25.00 postpaid. Vandenbark Studio, P.g. Box 651,
Twin Falls, Idaho 83301.

HAVING STORY TROUBLE? No need. ''The Story
Pattern'' responsible for my selling 24 western novels;
over 300 shorts and novelettes, A blueprint for per-
fect story framework. Not a formula, but a pat-
tern against which you lay  your story to assure
strong, dramatic story lines. Simple to use—sure
resulfs. 2500 golden words for $2.00. Money back
if not delighted. Galen C. Colin, 5631 East Mabel,
Tucson, Arizona.

LOOKING FOR A METAL AND MINERAL LOCA-
TOR? We think we give the best deal on the best
one made. Free literature. Foothill Mining Company,
Dept. 4, Box 83, Folsom, California. Office at 325
Montrose,

MILITARY ANTIQUES, large illustrated catalogue
35¢c. Jacobsen's Military Antiques, 60 Manor Road,
Staten Island, New York 10310,

SURFACE SLUICE GOLD DREDGE PLANS. Included
ree, ''Basic Placer Mining." Satisfaction guaran-
teed. Foothill Mining Company, Dept. 4, Box 83,
Folsom, California. Office at 325 Montrose.

MEXICO—3 SILVER DOLLARS (Rare) $1.00. 20 Fa-
mous Mexican Recipes $1.00. Unusual Surprise Gift
From Mexico $1.00, Complete Travel and- Informa-
tion Guide to Mexico $1.00. Beautiful (Rare) Uncir-
culated (Aztec Calendar) Crisp Peso Bill $1.00.
Complete set (10) Mexican Coins (Rare) Each Dif-
ferent $1.00. Package Speciall All (6) $1.00 Items
Only $5.00 Limited Supply. Mexican Border Ex-
change, 607 Montana, El Paso 2, Texas.

Truly Western

and losing it was an experience that’s
hard to describe.

“But I'm back in there pitching again
and I have another good start on a col-
lection of reference artifacts and books.
But it’ll take a good many years to re-
place the more than 3,500 reference
volumes that made up my library.

“If you do want to run something, Joe,
I’ll blamed sure appreciate it. And I sure
do thank you for the offer.”—Randy
Steffen, 5101 Ruscal- Way, Fair Oaks,
California 95628.

Our Man in Canada
Dear Sir:

I ran across the name “F. W. Lindsay”
in an old issue of TW (December, 1962).
He was the author of “The Fabulous
Richard Willoughby.” I wonder if your
Mr. Lindsay is a Canadian? Some years
ago I heard a funny story about a F. W.

Lindsay who lived on a red shale bluff

overlooking the mouth of the Quesnel
River. He was the publisher-editor of a
small local paper.

It seems he hired a man with a keystone
drill to put down a well. They drilled
something like 170 feet without success,
then, figuring a clay ridge was defeating
their efforts, they moved the drill and
began at a new location.

Meanwhile, F.. W., being of Scotch
stock, decided to use the dry hole for the
receptacle of an outdoor privy. The edifice
was duly built and, on completion, F. W.
decided to be the first customer. You
guessed it—the first sound he heard
was a distinet “splash”!

So the privy was moved, the casing
cleaned out, and a pump installed. The
casing could not be pumped dry—he had
one of the very few good wells in a very
dry area! .

I especially enjoy stories of the old
mining camps in Nevada, California and
Arizona. I feel T was born fifty years
too late. I used to buy your magazines
in Whitehorse, Y. T., and they are still

Col. C. C. Randolph

my “regulars.”—Bill Cruise, 140 Eas!

Second St., North Vancouver, Britisl
Columbia, Canada.

Editor’s Note: It was a great temptatior
to write F. W. Lindsay and ask if h¢
happened to be the man Mr. Cruise hear¢
the stery about. It was a greater tempta:
tion to just let Mr. Lindsay read it fo
the first time in this column. (We know
he reads the magazines; he’s waiting foi
a story of his to be published!) There’s
a good one, incidentally, in the curren
issue of FRONTIER TIMES—‘“The Wil¢
McLeans.”

Deadwood Dick
Dear Editor:

Noting a recent mention of Deadwoot
Dick, I thought you might be interestec
in this from “Buckskin Bill”—otherwis¢
Col. Charles D. Randolph, 2316 Jefferso1
Avenue, Davenport, Iowa.

“Dick Brown was known from Frisec
to Cheyenne as “Pritty Dick” but wher
he reached Deadwood in the Black Hills
he became known as ‘Deadwood Dick.” H¢
ran a saloon in the lower part of tow:
and was shot in the back by an unknowr
assassin. He wore his hair long anc

‘sported a silky mustache and dressed ir

fringed buckskins. He was also a goo¢
miner.

“The Deadwood Dick in the dime novels
was Richard Harris. There were later, on¢
after the other, two more Deadwood Dicks
in Deadwood, namely Richard Bullock
brother of Seth, and the last, Richarc
Clarke. The latter is the one rememberec
by historians. I was there and know.”

Col. Randolph, with whom I visited las'
July, is perhaps one of the last of the
scouts—or showmen—I’m not sure which
I would judge him to be eighty or older
—Harry L. Marsh, 715 S. 14th Street
Slaton, Texas.

Editor’s Note:

To those of our readers who are in:
terested in the reaction to “Use Him Up
Bill!” which ran in our June issue, letters
pertaining to this story will appear in the
next issue of TW. Because of printing
deadlines, by the time one issue is o
the newsstands, the next is ready for the
press. For this reason it is virtually im.
possible to run comments on an article
in the first succeeding issue. By the time
letters have been received, acknowledged
cleared for publication, and set in type
time has run out.
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The first and only
property presently
available on the
highway between

booming Show Low 61
and Cedar Ridge.

Ve Ce@af
Ridge

ARIZONA

CEDAR RIDGE

Breathtaking splendor, magnificent, inspiring 100 mile views — This is Cedar Ridge — a rela-
tively small, exclusive, heavily wooded and carefully planned development in the most vital and
strategic location imaginable fronting on both U.S. Highway 60 and Highway 61, and only 12

minutes from Show Low.

* HOME SITE * RETIREMENT
Lavishly wooded lots that will im- Imagine waking up every morning and
mediately capture your heart and your looking out at a breathtaking 100
imagination as the perfect site for mile view, and yet to be within 20
your summer home. Good conven- minutes of six of Arizona’s finest trout
tional home financing available. lakes, two golf courses, hospital,

theatre, and complete modern shop-
ping facilities.

* INVESTMENT

Invest in the future and enjoy it now!
Cedar Ridge is a secure investment—
in Arizona’s prime recreational boom
area.

: ; : ﬂ MAIL TODAY
e Wide, cinder surfaced roads in e e —
e Public utility furnishes water I Please send me complete information on CEDAR RIDGE. | under-
e Conventional home financing available ' stand there is no obligation whatsoever. CR2
e Telephone service available |
®

Don't let this pass you by — send for FREE NAME:
INFORMATION TODAY! o

| ADDRESS:

VACATIONLAND PROPERTIES

1817 W. Indian School Road Phoenix 15, Arizona I CITY:
: R e

References: Guaranty Bank, Phoenix, Chamber of Commerce, Phoenix, Phoenix Title

o= STATE:

and Trust Company.



Thundering out of the Old West

for your reading enjoyment

NEW WESTERN PICTURE-
HISTORIES FROM SUPERIOR

—now at pre-publication prices!

The CUSTER ALBUM by Lawrence A. Frost

Virtually a Custer Museum brought right into your home! This unusual pictorial
biography presents more than 315 outstanding photographs and drawings of Custer
his family, soldiers, friends and enemies . . . assembled by author Frost, who is
curator of Custer Room in the Monroe County Historical Museum. Presents the
largest collection of ‘‘Last Stand’’ paintings published to date. Truly an excellent
work you'll be proud to own!

PICTURE GALLERY PIONEERS by Ralph W. Andrews

See the Old West with the men who pictured it being won—camera artists like Jack
Hillers, T. H. O’'Sullivan, Charles R. Savage, William H. Jackson, Peter Britt and
Carleton E. Watkins. These stalwarts rigged up little studios to portray celebrities
and crawled up and down rugged canyons with wet-plate wagons to capture scenic
views. Author Andrews takes you on a profusely illustrated tour with the old-timers’
own pictures of Colorado, California, Utah, Idaho, Oregon and Washington in their
early days. More than 200 historic views.

RAILROADS OF THE BLACK HILLS by Mildred Fielder

Another rattlety-bang railroad classic for those who like their history fired with color
and drama—with half a hundred yarns about engines and men on the narrow gauge
pike. Like the time bandits jumped the Homestake payroll train . . . and the forest
fire of 1886 in Elk Creek Canyon that burned 23 bridges and the BH&FP passenger
train saved every man, woman and child! More than 200 ‘'superb pictures representing
years of research; full specifications of Black Hills engines.

OLD FORTS OF THE SOUTHWEST by Herbert M. Hart

Author Hart's great second series of old U. S. forts—this time in the southwest,
covering California, Colorado, Texas, Kansas, Oklahoma, New Mexico and Arkansas.
Come along as cavalry and artillery regiments advance the banner of civilization in
the wilderness of the Old West. Heroes and legends by the hundreds grew out of
the westward struggle, and through it all the prairie forts were bulwark and battle
front. More than 200 photos of over 60 old army posts as they are today, plus maps
and directions on how to get there.

GHOST TOWN SHADOWS by Lambert Florin

By popular demand—Lambert Florin again fills the empty spaces of the tragic
lands in his 4th volume in the Western Ghost Town series. Bring your spades and
picks . . . your imagination and sense of discovery . . . and come along to Pizen
Switch, Patagonia, Tumacacori and Whiskeytown . . . the fabulous gold camps of the
Old West and—for the first time—Alaska and the Yukon. More than 200 photos of
ghost towns never before published. (No towns in Florin’s books are ever duplicated.)

ALL AT PRE-PUB. SAVINGS PRICES!

Beautifully letterpress printed on big 8l x 11” pages, these collector’s editions
will be published Fall 1964, at a price of $12.50 each. Order NOW at pre-publication

price of $10.00 each.
ﬁ S“pﬂl’lﬂl’ PUBLISHING COMPANY

P.O. Box 1710 Seattle, Wash. 98111

SUPERIOR Publishing Co., P.O. Box 1710, Seattle, Wash. 98111

Please reserve the following Superior books for me at pre-publication price of $10.00 each ($12.50
each after publication Fall 1964) and send when ready:

THE CUSTER ALBUM ______ PICTURE GALLERY PIONEERS
RAILROADS OF THE BLACK HILLS __________OLD FORTS OF THE SOUTHWEST
GHOST TOWN SHADOWS

[] Payment Enclosed [J Please Bill

You need send no money, pay on receipt of books. Or, if you wish enclose check or money order
and books will be sent postpaid.
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