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... they’re both a
handsome sight

Winning rodeo riders wear kangaroo
boots by Tony Lama for good looks and
perfect fit. Lama craftsmen fashion kangaroo,
long a favorite boot leather, into a wide variety of
styles, colors and finishes for men and for ladies.
For authentic western designs and real comfort, select
supple kangaroo leather handcrafted by Tony Lama's
expert bootmakers.

30-X-3 Ladies’ style in Pearlized
Alabastor Kangaroo with rolled
edge moccasin.

L
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Tony Lama Co., Inc. 219 South Oregon St. El Paso 1, Texas



The July 1965 issue of
FRONTIER TIMES is jam-
crammed with exciting
stories and features . . .
such as:

SHOOT-OUT ON CHRISTMAS
DAY by Luckett P. Bishop, Sr.

Most folks in Fexas have heard at
least one account of that bloody
Christmas Day of 1883 at McDade,
when a running battle between two

ALL GREAI factions came to a sudden and
violent climax! FRONTIER TIMES

WESTERN READING ...

count of the story, written by the
THIS IS THE ONE!

son of one of the principals.

THE WOUND THAT NEVER HEALED by Peter Anderson. The story of the Morrisites . . . fold from the viewpoint of a
foreign family whose members were caught up in a struggle for which they had no taste, but from which they knew no
escape. STRAWMEN AND MARSHALS by Cull A. White. Here is a case where it didn't take much fo furn a couple of
rascals into seemingly respectable lawmen: just a bath, a good suit of clothes and an empty fomato can. CLELL ‘LEE,
GREATEST LIVING HUNTER by Lyo Lee as told to Eve Ball. An exciting stor

about a great hunter . . . and baseball player! Once in his younger days, Clerl
nearly broke his neck to bag four lions . . . so he could hurry home to pitch a
baseball game! | CAST MY LOT WITH A SOLDIER by Marjorie Kutchinski. A
story of interest to military wives the world over . . . this interesting glimpse into
the lot of the army wife at a frontier post.

PLUS!

SAWMILL MAN OF YELLOWSTONE CITY by Doris Whithorn. Fate destined
John Tomlinson to deal in millponds . . . although his hopes were as big as the
ocean. But by the hands of Tomlinson and his like, the destiny of a state has been
fashioned. WHIPPING TREE by Madelon B. Katigan. This form of Seminole justice
might have been primitive to some . . . but it worked! A man.rarely showed up
for a second time at the Whipping Tree. APPOINTMENT ON RED MOUNTAIN
by W. S. Crosby as told to Hank Givens. The eerie story of a frail young girl who climbed a towering peak to keep a tryst
with the spirit of a dead Indian brave. Twelve men labored all day to fulfill her request to be buried atop Red Mountain.
FLAMES OF STARVATION AND DEATH by Mrs. Forrest B. Doshier. Cattlemen and nesters didn't always fight each other.
They were comrades in arms when a glow against the sky warned of a common peril. Many is the fime a man has had fo
leave his family alone all night in a desolate area while he went to fight a raging prairie fire. ALSO INCLUDED: FOUNDER
OF THE COWBOY CAMP MEETING by Max Bentley, BOOM DAYS AT ASH MEADOWS by Helen Mclnnis, RIDING THE
SHALE ROCK TRAIL by Harvey St. John, VICTIM OF THE "WHITE NIGHT" by Frank M. Freeman, ORO by Tom Barkdull,
THE WOUND THAT NEVER HEALED by Peter Anderson, RAWHIDE TIMES IN DAKOTA by Lee Jorgensen, MYS-
TERIOUS MARKERS OF NEW MEXICO by A. V. Paulsen,

KING-SIZE NUGGET by Gaylord and Julie Alfrey and UNCLE -
MILTY'S LEGS by Joseph B. Mickey.

...IF YOU'RE
A’ HANKERIN'
FOR

ALL TRUE

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC., P.O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704
Publishers of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES

I enclose: $4.00 for 6 issues of each magazine

$7.00 for 12 issues of each magazine.

HURRY DOWN TO THAT NEWSSTAND | yane
PRONTO! BUT BETTER YET, TO INSURE } addess
GETTIN' THEM HOT OFF THE GRIDDLE . .. }°" e 2

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.)

' Subscribe Now!
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“For treasure or pleasure!”

GOLD RUSH OF '65 IS ON!

Our scouts report TREASURE is coming up
on land and sea all over the world. Join
the winners and get yours!

MODERN LAWS ON TREASURE TROVE by
Jensen. Know your rights in treasure, lost,
mislaid and hidden. Permits, law suits, U.S.
enaldoreign laws, 0t B s $2.00
PADRE ISLAND TREASURES AND HISTORY,
Three booklets by Smylie. Secrets of Padre
Island, This Is Padre Island and Conquista-
dores and Cannibals. Best yet for Padre treas-
ure hunters, illustrated and maps. All 3 for

$3.00
MAP, COMPASS & CAMPFIRE by Ratcliff.
How to read every kind of map and compass,

73 /(’r
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True West

All True—AIll Fact—Stories of the Real West

el e
gﬁk:’dﬁg,e%y Lé)\l‘!onfrogr s;?\r:rns. it $3UFIO

Lo e ) | TR Nmaoh o g
STAMPEDE TO TIMBER LINE by Wolie. A big Production Secretary Circulation

book of 544 pages on Colorado ghost towns
and mining camps. 198 illustrations, 15 maps.
e e R S R e R B $7.50
LOST DESERT BONANZAS. Over 100 lost
mines and ftreasures in the Southwest with
91 detailed maps, 270 pages of valuable in-
fafations o e oL T e .75
PRINCIPLES AND PRACTICE OF RADIES-
THESIA by Abbe Mermets. The most famous
book on dowsing. Pendulums, magnetic lines,
detecting depth of hidden objects, chapter

v “The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of great
Sistorical value and should be preserved in all the libravies of the country.”’—
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.

In This Issue—

shard. 107 tales with 43 maps and areas of
87 lost lodes, mines and treasures in Colo-

SOLD. 230 i el 4.95 -
%@RONﬁ?o-sé’i?kambyJ_hprank%,fb;ﬁ, WHAT YOURE -MISSING! = “oii - oo s s e g
mei’:jZ#feasdfrrgzusThics}? oneeveLaZrI mzr:i:nhisogérg‘; TRULY WESTERN .............................................. 4
TREASURE TALES' OF THE ROCKIES by Ebe. 55 YEARS A RODEO TRAMP ... . . . . By Hackberry Johnson

as told to William Cx Hancock 6

rado. $5.00
LOST MINES "‘AND BURIED TREASURES OF

CALIFORNIA by Pierce. With large map.
$2.50

LAND OF TRIANGLES, TURTLES AND HATCHETS . . By C. L. Packer 14

DIAMOND RIVER  fact fhriller on diamend WALT COBURN'S - TALLY BOOK: .. - 0.0 oo S o 1y
TWe ey postage. sk for FREE Cauiogue PUNCH CHOISSER'S WILD RIDE . ........... By William B. Secrest 18
S RO R ARROWHEAD COUNTRY ......... ....... By Will C. Carter 21

SO YOU THINK YOU KNOW THE WEST? .. ... By John R. Clawson 22

g'?""‘s I COULD HAVE SAVED COLUMBUS! . . .. ... By Knoles-Peterson 24
tirrup LOST MINE OF SYCAMOBE .. .~ .} ' . By Maurice Kildare 26
Buckles
NEW, THECRMPCOOE - . = 0 B Den Bvach 88
IMPROVED
$A95 SPIDER ROCK—WILL O’ THE WISP OF
' TREASURE HUNTERS ........ .. .. .. By Steve Wilson 30
S e v THE FEATHERBEDDERS . ... ..© = .. . By Paul Byington

older style, the
fongue has no
hinge or strap.
Easy to change
stirrup lengths

as told to Dade Gipson 32
FORT SELKIRK: WHERE THE STEAMBOATS
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16" DEERSKIN
SCOUT BOOT

Comfort, durability, protection, and good
looks.  Genuine heavy-weight deerskin.
Hand-molded thick rawhide sole, foam-
padded leather-lined insole. Drawstring un.
der fringed flap. Buffalo-brown or black
suede. Order yours today!
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED!
Ladies—4-10 .............. $16.95
3

A “SMALL" PUBLICATION

TRUE WEST is published bi-monthly by WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC., P.O. Box
3668, 1012 Edgecliff Terrace, Austin, Texas 78704. 35¢c per copy, $4.00 for 12 issues in
the United States and Possessions and Canada. $5.00 for 12 issues in all other
countries. Second-class postage paid at Austin, Texas. Copyright 1965 by WESTERN
PUBLICATIONS, INC.

ORDER USUAL SHOE SIZE.
LARGEST MAIL-ORDER
MOCCASIN SPECIALISTS |
SERVING YOU DIRECT. I
POSTPAID EXCEPT ON C.0.0.s. !

Western Brands
TW 8

‘ Estes Park, Colorade

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

Unsolicited manuscripts and photographs will be treated with care, but their safety
while in our hands is not guaranteed. Enclose stamped envelope with all submis-
sions. Please inquire before sending in original art.

True West



hat You're Missing!

FOR ONE THING, I hope it’s bursitis!

Even if you’re the type person who
wants to experience a little bit of every-
thing in life, just skip this malady!
From what I've heard through the ex-
periences of several thousand people,
there is no such thing as a “little” bur-
sitis! Naturally, mine had to be the
very worst type. If you have written me
lately -and haven’t heard, one reason is
because it is difficult as the dickens to
dictate while lying in a hospital bed

different kinds because it runs the
gamut from just a dull ache that goes
away after so long to the acute kind
(which I had, of course) that makes
you want to scream and holler and yell
and wish three fiends with butcher
knives would whack your shoulder into
little pieces and pour hot tar over the
wounds!

I could write a book on remedies for
bursitis! One man told me to drink
a half glass of vinegar first thing upon

“Migawd, why do you bring me sales figures when I'm already
in such pain?”’

with your right arm in traction! I had
to have it “broken”—be put under seda-
tion and have all the calcium and adhe-
sions that had my whole right shoulder a
solid mass of “bone” broken out by ma-
nipulation. They say it is fun to listen
to the calcium break and pop with
sounds like .22 rifle reports, and I sup-
pose it is a shame I missed this show
but I can’t bring myself to be dis-
appointed over it.

Two weeks in the hospital with cards,
letters, flowers and gifts blamed-nigh
spoiled me rotten! I was under sedation
most of the time for pain and sort of
enjoyed the whole affair, but after the
arm awoke I haven’t had much fun!
Looks like it may take a full year to
get the thing back into clod-throwing
shape but I’ve got a wonderful therapist
and even though I passed through a new
chamber in Satan’s Palace each day, and
get to put in-only about half-time on a
crowded work schedule, unfortunately it
looks like I will still pull through and
live to see what the next little surprise
is that Lucifer has in store for me!
It may be worse in some respects but
it’d crowd Satan considerably to- find
anything more painful!

I spent weeks trying to stop the blast-
ed ailment with all kinds of cures, and
lost valuable time. It is so common that I
would guess approximately three-fourths
of the people who read this have had
some form of it. There must be 3,000
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rising in the mornings. Another swore
that a cow dung poultice would do the
trick if applied each night for so long
as the pain lasted. You think I'm kid-
ding? Just tell people you are hurting in
the elbow, shoulder or in any joint and
you figure it’s bursitis, and then listen
to the remedies. If you have some “all
out” ones, send in a few—I might just
write an article on it yet. However,
you’ve got to believe in them before it
counts. These people who told me about
these remedies believed that it would
cure—and in most cases it had cured
them or one of their friends. If there
is anything that can be good about this
blight to mankind, it is listening to
cures. Nevertheless, I finally went to a
top specialist, found out that I have the
worst kind possible and that no half-
elbowed methods would get the job done,
so I had to take it the hard way. I'm
still wearing a copper band around my
arm, however— not that I believe in
superstitions and witcheraft type reme-
dies; it’s just that I don’t believe in tak-
ing chances.

If you have followed me this far,
and if you have a constant pain in some
joint—don’t wait! It can be cured so
much quicker and easier in the early
stages than after you let it go for a
long time. Sometime it starts out with
just a twinge in the arm when you
throw a rock, a ball or something of that

(Continued on page 67)

BANDITS & SHERIFES |

BEN THOMPSON, Man with a Gun, by Floyd
Benjamin Streeter. Complete and documented life of
‘one of the most-feared gunfighters of the West.
Thompson had 20 notches on his gun by the time
he was 20—to tangle with him was regarded as virtual
suicide. He gained fame as a sheriff, yet protected
his killer-brother, and died a respected man. This
fascinating book is the result of over 30 years of re-
search. With annotations and bibliography.

Illus:, 217 pp.—$5.00

THE DAY JESSE JAMES WAS KILLED, by Carl W.
Breihan. A dramatic account of all the events which
led up to the death of Jesse James as well as the
aftermath, and the fate of the man who killed him in
cold blood. The author has included a wealth of new
material gleaned from rare newspaper accounts, let-
ters, photographs, and family and personal reminis-
cences of friends and neighbors.

INus., 235 pp.—$5.00

JESSE JAMES, MY FATHER, by Jesse James, Jr.
This is a replica of the original book—now a collec-
tor’s item—written by the outlaw’s own son, and is a
true eye-witness account of the legendary Jesse. If
you want fact, not fiction, you'll find this book a
fine example of Western Americana.

198 pp.—$3.50

WILLIAM CLARK QUANTRILL, His Life and
Times, by Albert Castel. This vivid biography reads
as though told by one who saw first-hand the fright-
ful carnage wrought by this outlaw and his gang.
Quantrill was one of the most fearsome, yet glamor-
ized and romanticized renegades of the last century.
Also covers the bloodstained years from the first out-
break of local civil war between Free-Staters and
Pro-Slavers on the Kansas-Missouri border, through
the savage climaxes of the Lawrence Massacre and
the vicious Centralia Railroad slaughter in which
Quantrill and his men played so large a part, to the
final tracking down of the raiders at the war’s, end.

Ilus., 250 pp.—$6.00

THE COMPLETE AND FACTUAL LIFE OF BILLY
THE KID, by William Brent. The authentic, exciting
story of the infamous baby-faced killer who was
actually a runty braggart with a warped personality
who killed for kicks, and who was killed himself at
the age of 21. Dispells the myths that Sheriff Pat
Garrett shot an “unarmed” outlaw, and that Billy
the Kid was a noble protector of the small settlers
against the big ranches. The author’s father knew not
only The Kid, but Sheriff Pat Garrett, and his rec-
ollections contribute much to the documented story.

us., 213 pp.—$4.95

Steel Rails Westward

ACE CARSON, Railroader, 1879-1960, as told to
Patrick Desmond. The autobiography of a famous
railroader who worked the Midwest during the Gold-
en Age of Railroading. Ace Carson rose from water
boy to assistant trainmaster and dispatcher. An ab-
sorbing account of a unique phase of American his-
tory when a railroad man had to be a two-gun fighter
as well as a diplomat. No one who has either a
sentimental regard for Western Americana or histori-
cal interest in railroading can afford to miss this

book.
250 pp.—$4.95

All books hardbound, postpaid. Order now on money-
back guarantee from

ARDEN BOOK CO., Dept. TW1
386 Park Ave. South New York, N.Y. 10016
ARDEN BOOK CO., Dept. TW1
386 Park Ave. South, New York, N.Y. 10016
Gentlemen: Enclosed is my [ check, [] money
order for §. for the following books,

postpaid. | may return any book within 10 days
for a full refund if | am not completely satisfied.

g

[l ' Ben < ThOmMpPSON 125 v e i v walen Fb i oo $5.00 :
[] The Day Jesse James Was Killed .......... $5.00 :
[ Jesse James, My Father ................0u0 $3.50 3
] Willian .€lark Quantrill ...\ ..o, $6.00
] Billy Ahe SR oy 5ot o s ok e ey Ao $4.95 |
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BORROW BY MAIL!

Only $54% A Month Repays

#1215%

I'll Loan
You By Mail
Up To $1215

@ SR

PLL GLADLY LOAN YOU $111—$315—$510
—8$1000—or as much as $1215 on your own
signature! If you are steadily employed, I'll
rush you the amount you need. Your friends,
neighbors, relatives, employer will not be
contacted. NO time off from work—NO wit-
nesses or co-signers— NO insurance required
— NO embarrassing investigations.

PAY ALL YOUR BILLS
Select Your Loan Here AT ONCE! Borrowing

CashYou | Monthy (ne.of | to consolidate a number
Receive | Paymenls |Payls, of scattered obli gati ons
$111.(96.00| 25 i:a ;ounﬁl ﬁ:lancial idea;i

nd with only one smal
::::' ;:g: :g payment to make each

month and only one
$809. | 37.00| 30 | place to pay, you’ll be
$1000. | 45.00 | 30

able to s-t-r-e-t-c-h y:ur
—1{ paycheck further than

$1215. | 54.00| 30 you dreamed possible.
COST-CONTROLLED LOANS! You pay
only for the actual time you use the money—not
one day longer! You borrow from Postal in com-
plete confidence. We are licensed by the State to

do business under the Small Loan Law, your as-
surance of fair ratesand Supervised Reliability.

GET YOUR MONEY QUICK! We have the
money you need waiting for you. Forquick loan
service and friendly co-operation, ACT NOW!
Complete and send us the coupon TODAY!
As soon as we receive your re-
quest, we will rush-to you by
return airmail immediately
in a plain envelope,
everything to get the
money you need !

oy U5 Pue OB

POSTAL FINANCE CO.

200 KEELINE BLDG. o Dept. 108-P
OMAHA, NEBRASKA 68102

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!

D. J. LEVITT, President
POSTAL FINANCE CO., Dept. 106-FP
200 Keeline Bldg., O Nebraska, 68102
l Please send AIRMAIL to me FREE in a plain I
| envelope everything to get the CASH I need. ]
i I
| Name ! Ago. I
= Address. :
Zip
I city State Code i
| i
Occupation...........___. o Amount Needed §.....__._.

Watch Out!
Dear Sir:

This is just a note to tell your com-
pany about the rascal that was in this
area about one year ago representing
TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES.

This fellow had real good identifica-
tion, which was false, and came by and
asked us to subscribe to the magazines.
Of course we did, as they are favorites
of the whole family.

According to his story, he was study-
ing to become a doctor and got so many
poliélts for each magazine subscription he
sold.

We went to the sheriff of our county
and found out this fellow was wanted in
the States of Colorado, Wyoming and
Montana for forging identification pa-
pers and selling magazine subscriptions
without proper authority. We gave the
sheriff our check he had cashed and our
receipt and, by golly, they caught the
guy. He is serving a sentence in the pen
now.

He rooked us out of $29.00 and I
want to tell you that when I get another
$29.00 I'm going to have TRUE WEST
and FRONTIER TIMES or know the
reason why. Wonder how many other
people he robbed ? :

Thanks so much for listening to my
story.—Mrs. Victor E. Mobley, Rangely
Route, Meeker, Colorado 81641.

Thanks for writing us about this! I
hope every reader of all three of our
magazines will read this. We only have
three agents in the field—Hackberry
Johnson of Austin, Texas, Milt Hinkle
of Kissimmee, Florida, and Mrs. Hazel
Earnest of Vernon, Texas! So, before you
give away your hard-earned cash, folks,
be sure you know your man! We are
listed with a number of national agencies
who have local representatives. These
people you will know or can find out
about on the spot. Also, if you deal with
a local representative of a national sub-
scription agency, you can always cut off
his ears if something goes wrong!

The thing to do if there is any doubt
in your mind whatsoever is to call your
local Better Business Bureau or make the
person prove without any doubt that he
is reputable.

Mrs. Mobley, there is not one in
267,000 people who would have done
what you and your husband did. They
just decide, “Well, I’ve been took!” and
let it go at that—blaming the representa-
tive as well as the company involved and,
of course, the company never knows a
thing about it. You have stopped a man
who might have sold thousands of dollars
worth of our magazines to unsuspecting
people and it has saved us all a big
headache. So, we are going to honor your
$29.00 even though we never heard of
the man and didn’t see a penny of the
money. These sneakers are all over,
folks, so please be careful!'—Joe.

Charles Clayton in Indian regalia

English Indians
Dear Friends:

I sure like your magazines, TW and
FT, and wouldn’t like to miss one issue.
But I would like to see more articles
on Indians. I know you have to try to
please everybody, which isn’t always
easy, but you would be surprised how
many people these days want to know
just what Indians were really like.

.There is a large circle of us over here
who hold big powwows during the sum-
mer. We use tipis, full dress regalia,
weapons ete. We do these shows for
charity and it lets the public get some
idea just what the red man looked like.
Keep up the good work with your maga-
zines.—Charles Clayton, 57 Preston
Street, Barrow-in-Furness, Lancashire,
England.

Relics and Treasures
Dear Mr. Beitz:

I enjoyed your article on barbed wire.
Yesterday as I was returning to Hutchin-
son, I was buzzing along the highway
south of Lindsborg when I noticed an
odd-looking fence. Upon examination, it
turned out to be Scutt’s Four-point (I
think). The owner steered me to a dis-
carded roll of it and I picked up a few
pieces.

Southwest of Lindsborg, I ran into
what seemed miles of Kelly’s diamond
point and also some nice Elwood “double
twist.” The latter was part of a good
fence and I couldn’t find the owner, so
marked it for the future. Those Swede
farmers take the same dim view of fence
cutting as do your Texans.

I find the story of barbed wire faseci-
nating and, as you point out in your

(Continued on page 69)
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OF ALL THATS GREAT
IN WESTERN READING!

s

The FALL 1965 issue of OLD
WEST is a tremendous collec-
tion of features, articles,
stories, historic photos and
old prints that simply spells . ..

"BONANZA"

LOOK AT THIS PARTIAL LISTING OF CONTENTS!

A TEXAN HITS THE PAMPAS by Milt Hinkle. Twenty-four
months took Milt from the West, through South America, then
to England, and back home again. He sailed part of the way,
rode part of the way, and fought all of the way. That year he
was ''Chief of Cowboys’’ and Milt didn't take the title lightly!

e

BLACKSMITHS AND GOLDBUGS by Frank Milek. Sometimes
a man who never had a pick in his hand had a better
chance of eating regular than the man with a claim. If he
could keep from getting yellow dust in his eyes (in iis fatal

form known as '‘gold fever''), the old mining camps paid
off . .

WHEN BULLOCK’'S COWBOYS HOORAHED THE POTOMAC by
Joe Koller. Teddy said he would be ‘dee-lighted” to have
some Westerners at his inauguration. Let's hope he meant i,
because when he said, ''Y'all come,’’ they went!

$200,000 CACHE? by Leon C. Palmer. A. M. Johnson once
vowed he would never again be put in the position of having
to raise money in a hurry and paying somebody else's price
to do it. Our author believes Death Valley Scotty's pariner
kept that vow!

PLUS: Ten stories from the va‘luable No. 4 and No. 5 editions
of TRUE WEST.

Why Not

Name.

$30 BOOK BONUS

COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE!

LIFE AMONG THE
PIUTES:

By SARAH WINNEMUCCA
HOPRKINS
Follow the path of old
Truckee's tribe from hill to
hill and valley to valley. It
was marked with blood and

| an evil star lit the way . ..

The mind will accept be-
trayal before the heart will.
But one’'s body can starve
and one's body can freeze
while the mind is saying
""Kill!"" and the heart is say-
ing, ""Wait!"' This is a chron-
icle of bitterness and inde-
cision as 1told by an Indian
girl who risked her life to
try to bring peace before it
was too late.

OLD WEST Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78703
Publishers of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES

| enclose: $2.00 for 1 year (4 issues)
Speciall $3.50 for 2 years (8 issues)

Address.

SUBSCRIBE

City.

State.

Zip.

NOW?
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BECAUSE of my artificial leg, ranch

" owners always wanted to pay me
short. I got fed up with punching cattle
under such conditions and drifted out of
Mexico to Douglas in Arizona Territory.
One of the he-coons around Douglas was
a grand old fellow called “The Kid”
Murchison. Guess he recognized that' I
was a cornpone from way back. He sort
of took me under his wing and intro-
duced me around.

Most of the miners who flocked into
town came to soften their loneliness with
whiskey and poker. Even when sober,
few of them knew much about cards.
Though barely twenty-two years of age,
I had played poker from one who flung
the chunk. The pickings were pretty soft
for me but my heart wasn’t in it.

The Kid was a late riser. He loved to
drink his breakfast at a little saloon on
the Mexican side established, no doubt,
by a poet.-It was called Alegria de Vida
(Joy of Life). He dragged me along
daily. “We’ll make a quick morning this
morning,” he always said.

One day we approached the saloon only
to find three Mexican corpses hanging
from poles nearby. Seems they had been
kidnapped from the American side in
some local vendetta. The Kid stared at
them over his eyeglasses. “They shore
died reaching for the ground,” was his
only comment. The sight sickened me of
the region. At the Alegria a cowboy told
me about a rodeo scheduled for Labor
Day at Bishee, Arizona. I headed there.

Rodeos, as such, probably originated in
Cheyenne, Wyoming. By this year of
1909, they had largely replaced the old
Wild West show. The latter got too com-
mercialized and took on the pale cast of
the hippodrome. The public lost interest.
But people were quick to recognize the
genuineness of the rodeo—from Spanish
meaning ‘‘roundup.” In other words, it
was a contest of valuable skills developed
in the tough work-a-day world of the
cattle range.

The show at Bisbee was staged by a
popular rancher, name of Johnnie Mec-

6

Don’t ever get into rodeo if you don’t plan
to stay.The chute becomes your “whole ball

Glaughlin, from the Sulphur Springs
Valley. Having no horse of my own, I
entered the saddle brone-riding and bare-
back bronc-riding contests.

In the long ago I heard the famous
old football coach, Pop Warner of Stan-
ford, say that “halfbacks are born, not
made.” It is the same -with successful
bronc riders—bronco from Spanish im-
plying “bad horse.” The man who ecan
stay forked on a raging, bucking cayuse
is demonstrating a rare talent.

In the saddle bronc-riding I drew a
celebrated outlaw roan called Talcum
Powder. Now, every brone is a little dif-
ferent, but there are, in general, three
types of buckers. Most put their heads
down, hump their backs, and try to dis-
lodge the rider through a series of leaps.
Others “sunfish”—sway from side to side
in jumping. Still others kick high in the
air with their hind feet, trying to cata-
pult the rider out of the saddle.

That Talcum Powder was a dilly. He
had managed a blend of styles. The
crowd applauded wildly as I took his
top. But amid the myriad cries of “Ride
’im, Old Bluey!” (I was wearing a bright
blue silk shirt) was an occasional shout
of “Polish your boots, Cowboy!”’ The
latter was ominous. It showed that a few
aficionados were present who felt that
the mount was not being raked properly.
Of course, they did not know about my
wooden leg.

The judges scored Talcum Powder and
me at 83 which is quite high. It appeared
certain to win when such great riders
as Jim Kenney and Rufe Potter of Ari-
zona could not beat it. Finally, along
came John Young of New Mexico on
Rainmaker. Young gained lasting fame
with the Buffalo Bill Show.

Rainmaker was a big powerful black
and well named. Though he bucked rhyth-=
mically and thereby did not appear too
tough to top, he went skyhigh with every
jump. He was a natural-born showboater.
He squealed unceasingly like a banshee
and broke wind like a thunder clap with
every leap. Either of these doings on a

of wax> every time spring rolls around

By HACKBERRY JOHNSON as told to WILLIAM Cx HANCOCK

bronc’s part delights a rodeo crowd. The
combination fractures ’em. Further, that
Young just rocked back and forth like
he was in a cradle, spurring old Rain-
maker from shoulder to flank with every
jump.

The judges scored the team at 85.

IN the bareback brone-riding, I drew an

evil buckskin, name of Loco. This is
Spanish for “crazy.” And that cayuse
was crazy. He had a blue eye and a
brown eye flecked with red. He was so
busy trying to kick and bite me that it
took long minutes to mount him.

Bareback bronec-riders are the India
rubber men of the rodeo arena. Their
act is a combination of rough riding and
aerial tumbling. Many a cowboy who can
ride well in the saddle comes quickly to
grief when he has nothing but a halter
and a surcingle to save him from possible
disaster.

I took the top of old Loco, all right,
but blowed the duke when trying to dis-
mount. Under the rules of bareback rid-
ing, a cowboy is allowed to hold onto the
surcingle with only one hand. And there
is no pickup man to lift him off the living
volecano. He has to get off as best he
can. Doesn’t sound too rough until you
consider that the task is equivalent to
quitting an automobile running at an es-
timated twenty-five to fifty miles an
hour.

As I swung off Loco after the whistle,
the mad devil sunfished and kicked my
artificial leg loose. I had to grab the
surcingle with both hands and hang on
for dear life until a pickup man could
rescue me. My plight drew the undivided
attention of one and all. Multitudinous
were the groans and moans. The crowd
thought the outlaw was dragging me and
{;he fragments of a hopelessly shattered
eg.

Naturally I was disqualified. But good
old Johnnie MecGlaughlin grabbed his
megaphone and sounded off. “Here we
have an outstanding example of the
matchless courage of the cowboy. A one-
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legged puncher entering this most dan-
gerous of contests. And he might have
won, too, except for his accident. Let’s
give Old Bluey a big, big hand and pass
the hat.”

The collection amounted to a little over
$90. Added to my $50 for second in the
saddle brone-riding, I garnered in a few
seconds the equivalent of seven months
punching cattle at the part-pay of $20
per month on my last job.

Finally I found my career: making a
living sitting down!

IN BELL COUNTY, Texas, my happy
odyssey in this much too preoccupied
world began in ’87—the Great Blizzard
and I came in together. Most of the re-
gion was unfenced although generally
belonging to outsiders such as railroad
interests. There were still a lot of wild
horses and wild cattle around. Numerous
little stockmen like my pa—loving the
God-sent freedom of the great outdoors—
made a living off these ownerless ani-
mals. y

At times Pa helped out with the whis-
key-making around Tanyard Springs.
One of my earliest recollections concerns
the day he and Uncle George Hawk let
me ride in the wagon with them as they
brought a load of liquor into town. On
a small hill one of the mules balked and
could not be budged. Pa was locally
famous for his great strength. He and
Uncle George had been sampling the
cargo pretty freely. Pa finally unhitched
the stubborn animal and climbed into the
leather himself. He and the “other” mule
pulled the load over the rise.

Sooner or later nesters always came °

in and we had to move on. Over a period
of several years, we drifted a couple
hundred miles northwestward to Shackle-
ford County. Then a hundred miles or so
southwestward to Coke County.

Even into this hopeless farming coun-
try barged the wild-eyed nesters. They
ploughed up the heaven-given grass to
plant their crops which sucked up the
residual moisture in this semi-arid land.
Their acres turned to sand. The starved-
out souls drifted onward from the deso-
lation they had created.
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Hackberry Slim rides pickup for Miss Billy Seals who has just left the back of a steer—the

hard way. Brownwood, Texas—May, 1921.

Things got so bad that people in sur-

rounding counties dubbed us ‘“rabbit
twisters” from the legend that we sur-
vived only by twisting rabbits out of
their holes with sticks forked at the end.
Whenever a Coke County resident away
from home was asked the locale of his
diggings, he would reply “Tom Green

.County.”

There were so many outlaws in Coke
County that it was practically deserted
during grand jury sessions. The sheriff
was probably the first “moonlighter” in
the county—he robbed stagecoaches in
his spare time. He was finally caught
stickin%1 up the Overland stage and locked
up in the state penitentiary.

Like most range kids I could ride
when I could walk. But better than most.
Also I sprang up tall, slim and strong. By
the time I was twelve years of age,
neighbors began asking Pa if it was okay
if I helped break out their young horses.

I smartened up a bit when I got about
fourteen and decided to make a modest
charge for my bronc-stomping. By 1906
when I was nineteen, my reputation had
gotten about some and I began doing
pretty well money-wise. Then an accident
occurred which caused me to lose my
right leg below the knee. Pa got a saw-
bones, who pronounced my leg hopeless
and sawed off the mangled section.

In that country a one-legged man nor-
mally either sort of semi-retired to a
crutch or passed to limited service on a
pegleg and a cane. The nearest artificial
legs were to be had in New York. A poor
guy like me didn’t even dream of ordering
one. But I was determined to escape
being called “Pegleg” Johnson.

With the help of Jake Stubblefield,
roundup foreman for the nearby OD
ranch, we fashioned a wooden leg out of
a hackberry tree. Inevitably the cowboys
dubbed me “Hackberry.” In the years
to come at rodeos all over our blessed
land, you might hear the announcer bel-
low, “And now Hackberry Slim coming
outeni. ¢ !

Garland G. Odom was the owner of the
OD. He was one of the best men ever.
He is survived by two nephews, J. M.
Odom and W. E. Odom, who rank among

Rhotos Courtesy Authors

the more respected and outstanding busi-
ness men of present-day Austin, Texas.

Rancher Odom visited me a number of
times while I was recovering from my
amputation. “Don’t worry about things,
Hugh,” he would console me. “I’'m not
gonna let you grow up like a catclaw.
When you’re well, I'll send you to school.
We’ll find a spot for you. Besides, then
T’ll have somebody to write to me.”

Mr. Odom didn’t realize that he had
given me something to really worry
about. SCHOOL! Me go to school? God’s
blood!

The OD Ranch had to fence up some of
the waterholes on their range including
a 1,000-acre horse trap near our diggings.
The nesters began organizing secretly
in a fence-cutting society. Pa ordered all
members of our tribe to stay clear of the
approaching trouble. Fence-cutting was
a penitentiary offense. Besides, Pa could
not abide nesters and he had a deep af-
fection for Mr. Odom.

My Uncle Jim Morris was an accom-
plished fiddler in much demand at coun-
try dances. He came by one night on his
way to a hoe-down. He had ridden about
a mile from our house when he was
ordered down at gunpoint. A masked man
handed him a pair of fence cutters and
commanded him to join a group busily
cutting the barbed wire around the horse
trap.

Mr. Odom hired a range detective name
of Warren to track down the fence cut-
ters. Soon afterward, while at supper in
the Yates Hotel in Sweetwater, the sleuth
was gunned down by persons unknown.,

That fall T was well enough to provide
a little help to Jake Stubblefield and his
crew as they rounded up a herd of steers
for shipment to Chicago. Mr. Odom
planned to send me along on the train
so that I could look around on the way
back for a school that suited me.

Just before the train pulled out, visions
of being cooped up in school panicked me.
I stampeded and drifted away to the
Tombstone country in Arizona Territory.
I caught on with the Boquias Cattle Com-
pany with headquarters at Fairbanks.
They ran three wagons with about fifteen
punchers to a wagon. Henry Street was
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Hackberry also rode this Brahma bull at Craterville Park Rodeo in ‘Oklahoma—July, 1930.

general manager. The wagon bosses were
Ed Echols, Billy Bennett and Black Jack
Giles. Echols was later sheriff at Tucson
and eventually became a champion rodeo
steer roper.

Boquias was a.grand outfit; I liked
everybody and everything connected with
it, with one very important exception:
they accorded me half-pay of only $25 a
month because of that wooden leg. My
rodeo career would prove that I could
ride, rope and bulldog with the best of
’em. Hell! The records show that even
when I was forty-seven, I won the best
all-around-cowboy award at the great
rodeo at Harlingen, Texas, in 1934.

The half-pay implication that I was
only half-man galled me so that I pulled
stakes and drifted down into the Casa
Grande country of Chihuahua, Mexico.
My Uncle John Moore had a ranch there
called the Triangle L.

That was open country except for two
outfits under fence: the Carlitas Cattle
Company managed by Cape Willingham
and bossed by Johnny Mills from Colo-
rado City, Texas; and the immense ranch
of Luis Terraza. He was said to have
more cattle than anybody else in the
world.

For two years T worked at premium
wages as “stray man” for my uncle. My
vaqueros and I attended roundups as
far as forty miles from headquarters,
drifting the Triangle L cattle for several
months at a time as we recovered them.
The living was hard.because we had to
operate with pack mules. We couldn’t
run a chuck wagon account of “social”
problems. Whenever a chuckwagon made
camp, the Mexicans and Indians around
came in to “accept” hospitality. They
would eat you out of house and home.
It was “Katy, bar the door” for the
cattle of any outfit that violated this
custom. Sy

My uncle got disgusted with the politi-
cal instability of the country. Each suc-
ceeding regime made new demands upon
him. He wisely bailed out. :

Over in the Cananea country of Sonora,
Mexico, lay the great OR ranch of Colonel
Green (in Arizona Territory the outfit
branded ORO). Besides the ranch, the
colonel owned nearly everything else
around and about. I asked him for a job
but emphasized that I wouldn’t work for
any half-pay.
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He said, “Okay, I'll pay you $20 a
month.”

I found out soon after we made the
deal that the other punchers got $25.
And the colonel outfoxed me more than
that. Besides doing about the same work
as the other cowboys, I had to do the
brone-stomping for our division. The best
feature of my job was my wagon boss,
Red Fox. He was a great cowman and a
fine human being.

The colonel drove a span of grand
white Arabians. One day they spooked
and tore him up. His injuries got com-
plicated with pneumonia; he died. Mrs.
Green had the Arabians shot.

She, too, treated me well except for
continuing my wages beneath scale. My
pride couldn’t stand it. I drew my pay and
started up the railroad. The Mexicans
were enjoying one of their interminable
revolutions. I had to switch trains for
a burned out bridge. Service ended at
another burned span several miles out-
side Agua Prieta on the border.

I appropriated a stray burro, loaded
my gear on the uncomplaining animal,
and marched to the straggling barbed
wire fence separating Agua Prieta and
Douglas, Arizona.

Rotting Mexican corpses lay all about.
There had been a shoot-em-up in the area

the day before. Stray bullets even shat-
tered windows in the post office over in
Douglas where I met Kid Murchison.

AFTER the show at Bisbee, I followed

the rodeo circuit for nearly six years
as a free lance competitor. As the man
said, I won some, lost some, and some
were rained out.

In 1916 I got stranded in Oklahoma.
Had to take a temporary job as foreman
of the H. P. Webb Ranch at Fleetwood
near Red River. Miss Reva Matthews of
the Collin McKinney family for whom
McKinney, Texas, was named visited in
the neighborhood. Somebody introduced
us. I found myself booked for the most
arduous effort of my career to give an
impressive performance. She finally
agreed to double harness if I would give
up rodeoing. .

We rigged and provisioned a prairie
schooner and started for Colorado where
the state was betting 160 acres against
your $16 that you couldn’t tough it out
for three years. Pa took it hard that I
planned to turn nester. From Coke
County he sent me word, “If this you
gotta do, be sure to back up against a
mountain so other nesters can’t hem you
in:?

Came a night when Reva and I were

Hackberry riding pickup again for steer riders in Brownwood—1921.




camped in the Animas country of Colora-
do. A stranger rode in and had coffee
with us. Said that in the Trinidad region
lay a big ranch belonging to a man name
of Lyles who came from Blanket, Texas;
that Lyles was laid up with a busted leg
and needed a stomper to break out a herd
of young horses.

We could use quick money. I rode to
Lyles’ headquarters in great confidence,
seeing as how we were fellow Texans.
He and I were close to a deal when he
learned about my artificial leg.

“No half-man can break these horses,”
he said cruelly. :

I could barely keep from swinging on
him. “Mister, if I fail to take the top
off anything you got on this ranch that
wears a hairy hide, you won’t owe me
anything for the ones I bust,” I said
plenty red-faced.

He looked me over a moment. “Maybe
you got a deal,” he said. “But one more
question: what are you doing in this
country?”

Pa had always encouraged me to stick
close to the truth. “Looking for a home-
stead,” I answered.

“A nester!” bellowed Lyles. “Out here
we don’t hire nesters. We bury ’em. Get
the hell out of my house and off my
ranch but pronto!”

Later I made camp in Plum Valley
out of Trinchera. The time was mid-
April, but the heavens opened up and
dumped a tremendous wet snow upon us.
We were snowed in for three utterly
miserable days. Reva said, “Let’s pack up
and get out of this country. I don’t want
to live where they have two winters in
one year.”

We turned back southeastward toward
the Tucumcari country of New Mexico
where I had a connection. But by the
time we got into Trinchera, I was run-
ning a high fever. We entered the wagon
yard coming from the west. Several men
were seated around a campfire.

“They’ve coughed it up and headed
home,” said one concerning us.

“How do you know?” asked another.

“When they’re headed west, their
wagons are shiny and they still got
plenty of bacon. Headed east their wag-
ons are beat up like this one and they
got rabbit hair snagged on the chuckbox.”

But when the men discovered my ill-
ness, they unhitched our team, built us a
fire, and got a doctor. They must have
described our plight at the local mission.
The priest, and a parishioner who owned
the trading post, visited us frequently
and brought badly needed supplies.

Reva decided that rodeoing might not
be so bad after all. Circumstances do alter

Ernest McGonigal on a bronc at Carlsbad, New Mexico in 1923. Sheriff Ned Schattuck
on horse in foreground.

cases, don’t they? With her consent, I
huffed and puffed to organize a rodeo
in Trinchera; but to no avail.

A couple of weeks later we found our-
selves on the north bank of the Canadian
River above Tucumecari. The river was
on a rise. The nearest bridge was about
forty miles downstream at Logan. We
lacked the supplies for such a detour.
1 tied the wagon bed to the hounds and
had Reva get high on the spring seat.
Then plunged the team into the drink.
After a few lunges, they dropped from
sight; but came up fighting. I would
have given a string of fine roping ponies
to be back on the bank. Yet the good Lord
was with us and we made it across.

I needed a temporary job but quick.
In Tucumecari I looked up Frank Ward
who was sheriff. His brother Bill was my
close friend back in Fleetwood where he
operated the ferry and stayed with me
when Red River was too high for
business.

Frank introduced me to a merchant
who had acquired a valuable tract some
fifteen miles to the northwest considered
well suited for agriculture. But the land
lay in country dominated by the Elliot
clan who would tolerate no nesters. The
merchant was anxious—too anxious—to
hire me to take charge of his holdings.
It seemed the part of wisdom to look the

Hackberry owned this “bucking bull” that unseated many a rider.

situation over before making any deal.

We started out to the acreage. The
farther we went, the more things were
torn up: fences cut; posts sawed off;
waterholes dynamited; cabins burned
down.

“Up Juniper Canyon there lived old
Bat Thompson,” said the merchant. “He
always claimed the farther up it one
lived, the tougher he had to be. Well, Bat
lived in a tent beyond the last cabin. But
they murdered him too. You know, be-
sides drawing pay as a caretaker out
here, a man could easily get $1,000 for
killing each of the Elliots.”

Obviously I was receiving an oblique
offer for bushwhacking. “We might as
well turn around and head back for
town,” I said. “From what I’ve seen, you
wouldn’t live long enough to pay me.
Don’t believe I can work for you.”

The next day was trade day in Tucum-
cari. Everybody brought in sick animals
to the vet. The old boy hired me to assist
for the day. We ground away until after
sundown. The vet then handed me $2.50
for my pay. Quite a reward for twelve
hours skidding around in nastiness and
absorbing horse kicks, cow hooks and dog
bites!

I HUSTLED everybody that came to
town in an effort to build up enthusi-
asm for a rodeo. No dice except I got a
little show organized in which ranchers
were to bring in their bad horses against
my standing bet of $5 that I could take
their top. I was too green to do any con-
ning and made the mistake of riding the
first two without a bobble. Business came
to a sudden halt. Then I rode three more
for the sake of a collection. It came to
about $4.

The wife and I decided to return to
Oklahoma. There I made progress in or-
ganizing a rodeo in Ringling, but mean-
while needed a job. Ran across a fellow
name of Sam Keyes who wanted an
gréesian well drilled. T applied for the
job.

“Can you operate a drilling rig?” asked
Sam. I didn’t know a well drill from a
posthole auger.

“Sure,” 1 lied, painfully remembering
the jam Pa’s teaching had led me into in
Colorado.

Fortunately, I had a Mexican assistant
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Rodeoing wasn't just for the men. Above, Bonnie McCarrol takes
a spill at Wichita Falls, Texas in the early ‘20s. At right, Tad
(Barnes) Lucas enjoys a wild ride on “Juarez.” Tad rode with
Johnson and went on to become a World’s Championship rider.
A group of trick riders (lowa Park—1923) appear on the

opposite page.

with drilling experience. We made about
300 feet before hitting shale we couldn’t
penetrate. The Mexican said we needed
to increase the height of the derrick. This
fact I learnedly communicated to Keyes.
He would not go along and paid me off
—$25 for three weeks’ work.

I finally got the Ringling rodeo organ-
ized, but had to go for a rotten shake-
down of one-third of my net. There was
a racketeering deputy U.S. marshal in
the area, name of Bud Ballew. He made
a practice of cutting himself in on every-
thing going—legal or illegal. He was
quick to use his gun, too, if he got the
drop on somebody. Later in 1922 he got
his in a Wichita Falls, Texas, saloon. He
had come to believe that he really was a
toughie and tried a shoot-out with Chief
of Police J. W. McCormick of Wichita
County. When it was over, they say
Bellew would have made a pretty fair
sieve.

The stock for my Ringling rodeo was
furnished by Roy Spradling of the KW
ranch in Jefferson County. My top per-
formers included Tom Neal from Brady,
Oklahoma, Ben Johnson from Ringling,
Grover Robertson from Ryan, Oklahoma,
and Bill Warren.

A cowboy from the Clabe Burnett
spread brought in a famous big bay out-
law name of Six-Shooter Full. Nobody
succeeded in taking his top. The crowd
set up a howl for me to give it a go. I
had not intended to participate in the
contests, but the mandate here was un-
mistakable.

The arena was only about three-fourths
enclosed. At the open section was a line
of Tin Lizzies. Old Six-Shooter bucked
the length of the enclosure, jumped over
the line of Fords, and pitched on across
the field. Bill Warren was pickup
man. He was a great practical joker.
Instead of lifting me off the outlaw,
he snatched the horse’s rein and
headed him back toward the cars. T wasn’t
going to chance another rocketing over
the Fords and got loose quick like a
busted saddle.

My take from the show was about
$700. With this capital I staged a series
of rodeos that year and cleared about
$7,000.

World War I broke on the land. I
looked around for something to do con-
nected with the war effort and got a job
as guard with the Inspiration, Copper
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Company in Globe, Arizona. This caper
lasted about eighteen months.

The Globe Chamber of Commerce auth-
orized me to stage a mammoth rodeo on
July 4, 1918, to promote the sale of war
bonds. All awards were to be paid in
bonds and thrift stamps. Tom and Mil-
dred Douglas, Ward Bond and Neal Hart
were making a movie in the area. All as-
sisted in promotion and staging of the
show.

The rodeo was scheduled to start at
2:00 p.m. The Chamber of Commerce
was supposed to supply the ticket takers.
But the stands were jammed by noon
long before any ticket people showed up.
I had to send volunteers into the crowd
to collect. I shall never forget the sight
of the spectators paying off with $20
gold certificates. And I got a valuable
lesson in never permitting other people
to handle one’s money. The impromptu
collectors pocketed about one-fourth of
the probable receipts.

Anyway, the rodeo was a huge success.
My share of the reported net approached
$3,000.

A group at Douglas then sent for me
to stage “The Douglas Stampede” as a
benefit for the Red Cross and the Enlist-
ed Men’s Club at Camp Harry J. Jones.
The camp furnished the bucking horses
out of their remount station. They also
suﬁplied their fine regimental band and
a host of soldiers to assist in every way
possible. This show was another sell-out.
My part of the net exceeded $2,800.

My best crowd-pleasers were the Gleen
brothers—Babe, Dick and Will. Their
roping acts brought down the house.

One of my chief backers was the local
banker, Colonel Packard. I went into his
bank to cash a check, having developed
a rather stylish handwriting. A clerk
took the check over to the colonel,

“Sir, what do you think of a fellow
:}llalgr;},ng to be a cowboy with a hand like

at?

“Can’t be much of a cowboy,” replied

the colonel.

But we got to be great friends. (Thirty-
four years later, I went out to Bergstrom
Air Force Base in Austin, Texas, to
make arrangements with a Colonel Pack-
ard for staging a rodeo on the base. He
turned out to be the banker’s son. Before
time arrived for holding the rodeo, the
Korean War exploded. Colonel Packard’s
wing was rushed over there and the
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gallant young man got killed.)

After the Douglas Stampede I put on
a rodeo at Safford, Arizona, under the
auspices of the Graham Cochise Cattle
Raisers Association. Among my top per-
formers were Faye Ward, the Hinton
Brothers, and the McEwing boys. Amos
McEwing was practicing roping the day
before the contest and broke a leg. T
had to substitute Clay McGonnigal. He
won first prize and went on to become a
world’s champion roper.

Then I went to Phoenix, Arizona, and
helped Robert McIntyre stage a cham-
pionship rodeo. Our top drawing card was
the movie star team of Hoot Gibson and
wife Helen. Fred T. Coulter was building
himself up to run for governor. He was a
backer of the show. In return I was to
allow him to beat me in a calf-roping
contest for purposes of favorable pub-
licity for him. Unfortunately, I led off. I
deliberately hung up one of the slowest
times of my career. But every conceivable
misfortune befell Fred in each of his
trials. He was unable to beat my lousy
time. In after years he always good-
naturedly claimed that I cost him the
gubernatorial election.

IN 1919 in El Paso, I put on a rodeo for
the Texas Cattle Raisers Association.

_Ed “Old Frosty” Pride from Hatch, New

Mexico, supplied the bucking horses.

Post-war depression had set in and
things got rougher in my game, A stut-
tering ventriloquist called Mumbles Me-
Guffy who had worked in some of my
shows had to take a job on the outskirts
of El Paso with a dairyman friend of
mine name of Bill Warden. Mumbles was
a good guy but lacked some of his
marbles. He was inclined, especially when
a little juked up, to engage in serious
conversation with the voices he created.

He alleviated his boredom at the dairy
by practicing his ventriloquism on the
cows until the Mexican laborers got so
jumpy Bill had to fire him. As he started
down the road, he turned and said, “Mr.
W-W-Warden, one thing I w-w-want
clearly understood. Y-y-you’re not to be-
lieve anything that b-b-brindle heifer tells
you after I'm g-g-gone.”

I told this true story at a cattlemen’s
convention in El Paso. One of the dele-
gates was Tol Cosper, owner of the Circle
Dot ranch on the Big Blue River near
Duncan, Arizona. When I was over there
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the next year again negotiating for stag-
ing the rodeo for the Graham Cochise
Cattle Raisers Association, Tol stuck his
head out of an upstairs hotel window

and bellowed at me as I crossed the -

square, “Hackberry, when you gonna
turn that brindle heifer loose?”

We held the Association rodeo that
year at Willcox. H. L. Johnson of 10
Ranch was president; George Mee secre-
tary. Other prominent members who ably
assisted were Boozer Page and Jim Cook
of Willcox.

The time selected was April, which was
unfavorable as there are no suitable
calves in that country at that season.
But the word was that there were herds
of those small wild Mexican jackasses on
10 Ranch. I went out there to check,
thinking of substituting them for the
“calves.

“Scads of ’em,” said foreman George
Duncan. “Just help yourself, Hackberry.
But by the way, have you ever roped
and tied a wild jackass?”

“Of course,” I lied.

“Very interesting. This the boys will
wanna see.”

They lent me a fine horse and came
along en masse. By using a hill for
screen, we snuck up on a herd of the
grazing animals. I singled one out and
bore down on him. He fired off just like a
rocket but I popped my noose over him
and set back to whack him against the
ground. Before I could get one foot out
of the stirrup, he was up and in orbit.
I whacked him again with the same
result. And again; and again. The
staccato of his popping teeth sounded
like a machine-gun as he bit the rope,
the ground and every bush in reach. He
obviously intended to sink his dentures
into me the first time I got in close. I had
to shoot him to recover my rope.

The accompanying cowboys were fall-
ing from their saddles laughing at me.

"I had to lease some fall calves and fatten

them up to get them strong enough for
the rodeo.

As an added fillip we decided to include
a wild horse race in the show. I went
out to the Car Link Raneh on the San
Pedro River some thirty-five miles out
of Willcox to arrange for the mustangs.

“How much do you plan to charge me

for the use of the animals?” I asked the
foreman.

“By God, if you won’t bring ’em back,
I ain’t gonna charge you nothing,” he
replied.

Well, I made a deal with some Car
Link cowboys to deliver the wild horses
at the rodeo grounds for $5 per head.
Those lads made range history. They
showed up with thirty of the beasts—
twenty-nine mares and the herd stud.
We didn’t have chutes enough for all of
them and had to hackamore some. The
race course was about a six-furlong deal
around the rodeo grounds. The first rider
to circle the track and pass between two
judges stationed forty feet apart was to
receive $200 in gold.

Two-thirds of the riders were unseated
in the first fifty yards. Only one of the
remaining could steer his mount within
a quarter-mile of the judges. He was a
cinch winner but looked back for his non-
existent competition and thereby touched
his mare with a spur. She went for the
moon and he went into orbit.

Then here came the crazed stud mus-
tang bearing down on the crowd. I was
mounted on the best horse I ever owned,
a big handsome black called Midnight
acquired out of an auction at the Fort
Bliss Remount. He ran down the wild
horse which I looped. But the frenzied
mustang jerked my rope loose which
fouled on my artificial leg. Away he
went dragging that old beat-up leg—and
women fainted dead away.

Later a friend sent me a clipping from
the Tucson newspaper telling about a
cowboy at the Association rodeo getting
his leg jerked off by a wild horse.

COME September I had a deal to put
g on the show at the annual Santa Fe
Trail celebration in the wonderful city
of Santa Fe, New Mexico. To assist me
I imported some Texas friends; the
crowd-pleasing humorist Popcorn Luttrell

wof Vernon; the great bronc-buster and

trick roper Jack Lewis of Kermit who
reached the top with the Buffalo Bill
show; and the one and only Bellcord
Rutherford of Midland. Bellcord got his
name from the time he went wild on
persimmon wine, cut the bellcord off a
passenger train, roped the conductor and
made him trot along behind on the leash.
The train crew overpowered Bellcord

Fred Alvord, bareback riding below left, started with Hackberry at Baird, Texas, in 1920. He spent the rest of his life in the busi-
ness. For twenty-seven years he was assistant to Colonel Johnson of Madison Square Garden fame. On the right, Chester Byers
roping at Pendleton, Oregon. He is riding “Stray Leal” a horse trained and ridden by Hackberry Johnson at Comanche, Oklahoma.
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and left him in the wash on the prairie
tied to a telegraph pole. :

Lieutenant-Governor Panky supplied
all the stock for the show free of charge.
I remonstrated that he should be paid
for use of his stuff. He smilingly re-
plied, “Whenever anybody asks where
you got these cattle and horses, you just
tell ’em that governor-to-be Panky fur-
nished ’em for the pleasure of his fellow
citizens.” Sorry to report that he never
made it.

The climax of our show involved a
stagecoach holdup by Indians with all the
trimmings. The heisters comprised a mot-
ley crew of painted-up Mexicans and
real-life Injuns. Thanks to mescal and
tequila, they were having the time of
their lives. When they exhausted the
blank cartridges with which we supplied
them, they ran in their own live ammuni-
tion. The Santa Fe citizenry and visitors
may have been the first foxhole diggers
on record. Unbelievably, nobody was
seriously injured.

On the national scene the economic sit-
uation continued to deteriorate. What-
ever rodeos were staged were mostly put
on by local associations. The great Colo-
rado riding team of Tom Henderson and
wife (she rode under the name of Maud
Tarr) and I went over to Raton, New
Mexico, to free lance at a show even
though there was bad blood between the
promoter and us.

I rode the bejeebers out of an outlaw
name of Double Trouble but did not get
on the board. Tom made a great ride on a
ferocious cayuse that could switch direc-
tions so fast he was called Tango. Tom
was accorded no score. The next day I
drew the dangerous Tango. Tom drew
a thing called U Snake from the fact that
he often fell backward on his rider. Ob-
viously the cards were stacked against
us and we were being suckered. We got
the hell out of there.

I moved onward to the state fair at
Pueblo, Colorado, failing to make expen-
ses. Then to Dalhart, Texas, to a rodeo
being staged by my friends, DeWitt Rey-
nolds and Lewis Conrad. I drew a famous
bucking horse name of Bluejay and was
doing okay when the girth parted. Of
course, the cayuse got rid of me and the
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This is what is known as “bitin’ the dirt.”

saddle. But the judges let me have an-
other crack at the rascal and I took his
top, winning second money in the event.

In those days we bulldogged steers by
“hoolyanning” them. We’d jump on the
steer’s head and throw him, head down.
He’d usually do a somersault and some-
times break off a horn. In the bulldog-
ging event, I got a' horn through my up-
per right arm. Thus sidelined, I moseyed
to Baird, Texas, where my wife and
father awaited me, to recover.

The following year was even lousier
for the rodeo game. I showed throughout
much of Texas without making any
money. In desperation I revived a cameo
version of the Wild West show. Indians
and all. Our troupe ate so much canned
corn those redskins must have regretted
that their ancestors invented maize.

In South Texas I re-introduced the
gimmick of inviting ranchers to bring in
their bad horses to be ridden. In return
we granted them a couple of free passes
to the show. At Pearsall a funny looking

Johnson (with hat) has a go at wild steer riding at Carlsbad, New Mexico, in 1923,

little guy brought in a big, awkward jug-
headed brown he called Lightning. This
cayuse turned out to be the toughest
horse I ever rode.

Now, a great bucking horse is worth
a fortune. Never a week passes that
somebody doesn’t ask me if it isn’t true
that rodeo horses are trained to buck.
The answer is an unequivocal no. While
the instinet is stronger in some than in
others, it is as natural for a bronec to
buck as it is for him to breathe. He knows
only one way of ridding his back of an
unwelcome burden—to buck until the
weight is tossed. That is why intractable
buckers are called outlaws. It is impos-
sible normally to break them to saddle
or harness. Old Steamboat, the black
demon of Cheyenne, was ridden only once
in thirteen years. Another famous outlaw
called No Name bucked in rodeos for
twelve years before a stomper took his
top.

WELL, I figured to make a bad season

good by trading the little guy out
of Lightning just for peanuts. When we
completed the deal, he had four of my
best saddle horses and my last $45. My
wife had to take my pistol away to keep
me from shooting myself.

But Lightning packed the house all
the way down to Laredo. Then we mo-
seyed cross-country to the Corpus Christi
area. The outlaw got lamed en route.
One of the Indian squaws took him under
her wing. The next time we showed,
Lightning would hardly pitch at all. One
of the Indian bucks said the squaw had
cast a spell on the horse, so I ran her off.

By the time we showed in Beeville,
Lightning just dropped his jughead,
drooped his ears, and with all fire gone
from his eyes plodded back and forth
across the arena no matter how much
you dug him with the spurs. The crowd
hooted us out of business.

To raise money to get out of town, I
conned a peanut farmer into paying me
320 for the once mighty outlaw. The last
time I saw him he was drawing a plow.
To this day—forty-four years later—the
memory brings tears to my eyes.

I SWORE OFF the rodeo game and re-

turned to my diggings at Baird. But
the champion all-around-cowgirl, Tad
Lucas, rode for me for a short while, and
about the same time, a cowboy named
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Marshall Ratliff brought in a big gray
outlaw called Sheddemall and offered to
sell me the animal if T would hire him to

ride.

I tried the horse and found him to be
a bucking fool. So I put together another
show, arranged basic bookings, and away
we went. We were doing pretty well, but
nearly everywhere we showed seemed like
somebody got heisted.

At the time of these stick-ups, Ratliff
was always out of pocket. Came the day
when John Laws began to hold us for
questioning after these robberies. I fired
Ratliff, broke up the show, and went
home.

My suspicions of Marshall Ratliff were
probably justified. Later, he, his brother,
and another accomplice robbed the
bank ih Valera, Texas. They got caught,
did time in the penitentiary, but obtained
pardons so easily procurable in Texas
during that era.

Then, in 1924, Marshall and his gang
held up the bank at Cisco, wounding the
cashier, Spears, and killing my friends,
Chief of Police Bit Bedford and Deputy
George Carmichael. Marshall was ap-
prehended and sentenced to the chair, but
he feigned insanity and his lawyers got
him a hearing. Brought back to the East-
land jail, he further pretended to be
paralyzed. He caught Jailer Jones off-
guard, grabbed his pistol, and killed him.
From an upper window, Jones’ daughter
shot down the escaping prisoner.

A mob strung up the wounded killer
on a light pole so his toes barely missed
the ground. His necktie was cut into bits
for souvenirs. One of my bronc riders,
Homer Price—now Sheriff of Callahan
County—acquired one of the tie frag-
ments and framed it. I gave him a picture
of Marshall Ratliff being bucked off
Sheddemall to go with it. Both hang
on his office wall today.

For the 1922 season I could not arrange
enough booking to be worth trying the
rodeo circuit. So I ranched around Baird
and supplied stock to other rodeo pro-
ducers. At the Texas Cowboy Reunion
and Rodeo at Stamford, I did engage in
a matched roping contest with Scandalous
John Selmon, today at eighty still active
foreman of the Flat Top Ranch of the
300,000-acre Swenson Land and Cattle
Company.

Scandalous John acquired his name as
a fifteen-year-old wrangler with the old

These old timers
total over two
centuries work in
the cow business.
From left, Oscar
Gibson, 85, of Old
Glory, Texas:
Marvin Cobb. 80,
of Leuders, Texas;
and Scandalous
John Selmon, 80,
of Stamford,
Texas. (Courtesy
the Texas Cowboy
Reunion—
Stamford, Texas—
July 1.2 & 3)
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Espuela Ranch. He was conned into try-
ing the outfit’s toughest outlaw. When
bucked off, he painfully sat up and said,
“That cayuse sure do pitch scandalous-
ly.”

He is equally famed on the Plains for
the time he was introduced to the Duke
of Grafton, an Englishman making a tour
of Texas ranches. “Sure proud to meet
you, sir,” said Scandalous. “You’re the
first feller I ever met with ‘of’ for a
middle name.” «

Anyway, Scandalous beat me in the
roping contest.

I delivered a string of bucking horses
to Matthew Webb in Wichita Falls. That
night I was in the Old Stage Bar owned
by my friend, Doc Worsham. A group of
revelers were telling lies about how high
they could kick. I tried to get in my two
cents’ worth. A smart-aleck barber who
worked in Ruby’s Barber Shop tried to
freeze me out.

“C’n kick higher’n you,” I said thickly
with feigned drunkenness. “Bet you $20
I can kick that ceiling light while stand-
ing on the floor.”

He took me up immediately. 1 re-
moved my artificial leg, held it high over
my head and gently kicked the light. -It
was my intention to buy drinks for the
house with the barber’s $20 bill and re-
turn the change. But he charged me in a
rage and had to be restrained until I
could replace my leg.

“Now turn ’im loose,” 1 said with
relish. But the shaving man turned and
beat it. Those of us remaining used his
money to get really loaded.

I continued ranching around Baird in

1923, but managed to book fall rodeos
for Carlsbad, New Mexico, and in the
Texas towns of Marfa, Alpine, Lamesa,
O’Donnell and Breckenridge. We were set
for a big show in Marfa, but they had a
hanging that day in nearby Alpine and
everybody went over there for the free
extravaganza. Looked like I was in the
wrong business. But this was the last
county hanging. The 1923 Legislature
ordered all of them at Huntsville.

Our rodeo in Alpine was to be held
under the auspices of what is now known
as the Parent Teachers Association. They
were to attend to all details for fifty per
cent of the net. John Law was a fellow
name of Townsend—ex-Ranger, all that
sort of thing. He demanded $75 of me as
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The old showman waters the buffaloes
used in his present-day act.

an occupation tax to hold the show. I
wired State Comptroller Lon Smith for
the correct amount of tax.

“If under local auspices, none. Other-
wise $3 per day.” But Townsend stood
by his demand. I put on the show for
free and took up a collection.

In 1924 I decided to introduce buffaloes
into my show. I bought a small herd
from the Slaughter Ranch at Post, Texas.
Then hired the famous rodeo cowboy
George Shumake from O’Donnell (now
lives at Seminole) to manage them. Our
biggest show of the year was sponsored
by the Breckenridge Elks Lodge for July
2, 83 and 4. My take was to be the first
$1,000 and sixty per cent of the remain-
der. The first day’s receipts amounted to
about $2,500.

You are familiar with the old expres-
sion of disavowal: “It’ll be a cold day in
July when . . .” Well, on July 3 came
the damnedest hail-and-rainstorm you
ever saw. Turned bloody cold. We had
to postpone the rest of the rodeo until the
following weekend by which time interest
had largely waned.

In utter frustration we sat in our
rooms at the Miller Hotel run by the
kindly Sam Hood. Finally somebody went
out and located a druggist retailing pre-
scription whiskey at $6.50 a pint. We
hadn’t received any of the ticket money
yet and had only $72 among us. We
bought eleven pints.

The Mississippi-Alabama Fair was
held at Meridian, Mississippi, in 1925
with A. H. George as president. I ar-
ranged a contract with them to put on a
rodeo involving -two carloads of stock
and fifteen cowboys and a cowgirl. The
cowgirl called herself Faye Fearless. Ac-
tually I hired her from the Dakota Max
Wild West show operating near the fair.

The night of her debut with us she
insisted on riding, very much against
my advice, our wickedest outlaw named
Accident because he had brought about
so many, and it was one if you rode
him. The cayuse proved much too tough
for her. She was quickly in trouble and

(Continued on page 40)
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Photo by Gwynne M. Vaughan

The author stands knee-deep in ruts of the Santa Fe Trail “cutoff.” During an attack on
a wagontrain, gold bullion is said to have been buried near Flag Springs, located about
a mile from the fence in the upper left of the photograph above.

MANY visitors are surprised to learn
that Oklahoma has mountains. Nev-
ertheless, she has them; not those dizzy-
ing heights such as pierce the clouds
over Colorado and some other western
states—but still, they are mountains.
Two small ranges in southwestern
Oklahoma—the Arbuckles and the Wichi-
tas, have felt the picks and shovels of
gold-thirsty Spaniards. The ancient Ar-
buckles, worn round through the ages, are
often searched by today’s treasure hunt-
ers and rockhounds. Some seventy miles
to the west, the modest Wichitas, wizened
with the centuries, are one of the most

The top of sixty-five-foot Standing Rock.
This historic landmark is now below the
waters of Lake Eufaula.
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frequented treasure-hunting grounds in
Soonerland.

In the eastern part of the state, about
three or four miles above Eufaula Dam
in the channel of the South Canadian,
Standing Rock has been a beacon through
the centuries for Conquistadores, explor-
ers and pioneers. Here is a country of
wooded hills, rugged and rocky in places
—a sort of tapering off of the Ouachitas,
Kiamichis and Cookson Hills which spill
over into Oklahoma from the Ozarks of
Arkansas and Missouri.

Long before headlines blazoned across
the nation the discovery of Oklahoma’s
“black gold,” red men had found 7real
gold in this new “Home of the Red Peo-
ple”—legend tells us. And European ex-
plorers were searching its hills and
mountains for the precious metal and its
cousin-lode, silver, less than a hundred
years after Columbus discovered the New
World.

In 1830 Captain Benjamin L. Bonne-
ville and his party came upon Standing
Rock. They named the conspicuous pillar
“Mary’s Rock,” and described it as being
“sixty-five feet high and twenty in di-
ameter and nearly round. It is a great
curiosity and an excellent Land Mark.”

J. Frank Dobie, in his widely read book,
Coronado’s Children, tells of the same
rock in the first chapter of a tale called
“Aurelio’s Trunk.” He mentions a “hatch-
et” symbol “cut into the rock fifty
feet on the east side.” Now the lake
formed by Eufaula Dam has covered
Standing Rock with water. To most treas-
ure hunters and nature lovers this seems
a shame. Such desecration undoubtedly
has caused the good Captain Bonneville
to turn over in his grave.

Before the rock was entirely sub-
merged, a party of four visited the area.
As they approached the river, one man,
who has made an extensive study of
Spanish treasure-marking symbols, said,

LAND OF
TRIANGLES,
TURTLES,
AND
HATGHETS

By C. L. PACKER

Photos Courtesy Author

“There’s a marker on that tree.” The
four spilled out of the car and rushed
toward the venerable oak.

As they neared it, the guide’s sharp
eyes detected an object almost buried in
the sandy soil. On examining it he said,
“Looks like silver to me.”

Others fingered the heavy silver-like
substance. It looked like silver to them,
also. The guide dropped it in his pocket.
The “marker,” waist high on the oak, was
about fourteen inches wide at its top and
shaped like an arrowhead, pointing
straight down.

One versed in such things explained
that long ago the bark of the tree had
been cut away leaving the arrowhead
shape. Through the years the bark grad-
ually had grown back to cover the scar,
but the texture was different, leaving the
tree well branded for life with an arrow-
head design.

X&s the walk continued, more marked
trees were studied and photographed.
Some of the arrowhead symbols pointed
up—one pointed down at a slant. The
guide said that they could signify dif-
ferent things. One pointing straight down
might mean treasure buried below; if at a
slant—go to the next marker. One point-
ing up meant to go ahead, or up a slope
or over a hill to the next marker.

Turtle-shaped symbols sometimes stood
for corner markings. This design carved
on a tree or rock was used to mark a
point on a triangle-shaped area. When
three rocks (or trees) could be found
which were located so as to form the
points of a triangle, a turtle marker was
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carved on each. Usually these points were
not too far apart—maybe several yards.
Occasionally they might be a hundred
yards or so from each other. One instance
was cited where, farther out west, a
triangle area is marked with rocks three
miles apart. A turtle marker could sig-
nify there was a spring nearby; or it
might mean danger or disaster.

Those who cached their loot used many
other symbols for guides. One favorite
was the “Swallow Fork,” a design which
might readily be interpreted by novice
treasure hunters as a heart such as lovers
sometimes carve on rocks, trees and park
benches. An arrow, starting at one side,
stopped at the outline of the “heart,” then
extended from the outline at the opposite
side and ended at the arrowhead point—
which meant treasure in that direction.

At times there might be some slight mark

on the design that signified the treasure
was buried in the opposite direction from
that indicated by the pointing arrow—
this to throw intruders off the trail.

Triangle-shaped markings on rocks
might contain a dot gouged in the center,
meaning to find rocks or trees that en-
close a triangle area and then dig right
in the center of the area. If the dot is in
a corner, then find that corner in the
land area, measure a proportionate dis-
tance, and start digging. If a line extends
from a triangle straight down, on the
outside—this indicates that treasure was
buried on the outside of the triangle in
the land area and means to follow a pro-
1portionate distance in the direction of the
ine.

This design resembled a triangle-
shaped hatchet head with a handle at-
tached, and was sometimes referred to as
a “hatchet marker,” like the one on
Standing Rock that was spoken of in
Dobie’s book.

One tree with a turtle symbol is now
below the waters of Lake Kufaula. Skin
divers might check on it for treasure.
Before Eufaula Lake had formed, the
guide saw Standing Rock towering above
the river bed, just as it stood when
Captain Bonneville saw it over 135 years
ago, and as it was when French woy-
ageurs paddled their pirogues by its bulk.
When the Spanish saw the monolith they
knew that no better marker could be
found on which to carve the location of

This nugget of pure siiver was found near

‘the ancient oak (below), on which was
carved an inverted arrowhead, faintly vis-

ible in the picture.

buried treasure. So they buried their
riches there—at least that’s what many
of the experts say.

SEVERAL early-day roads paralleled
the South Canadian which flows in a
general direction from west to east across
Oklahoma. Among these routes was the
California Trail which saw much travel
by the “Forty-niners” bound for the rich
gold fields of California. This road fol-
lowed the Arkansas River from Fort
Smith to the mouth of the South Cana-
dian where it continued westward along
the mnorth ' side of that stream, passed
Standing Rock, and stretched on to the
vicinity of the present town of Purcell.
There the Trail crossed to the south side
and followed that side of the stream on
west out of the state.

This road was much the same route
that had been used in 1839 by the Josiah
Gregg party, and in 1820 by S. H. Long
and his party. In 1741-42 Fabry was on it.
Before that, Spanish explorers came this
way. That is when some say they buried
their riches in the vicinity of Standing
Rock.

Dobie only mentions the hatchet mark-
ings on the Rock. The guide says there
are three symbols alongside each other:
first, a turtle design, head pointing
straight down; next, a hatchet, or tri-
angle with a straight mark attached on
the outside and extending down; then, a
date—1851.

There is much supposition about these
three symbols. Were the turtle and hat-
chet markers carved by the Spaniards
and the date, 1851, by somebody else—
maybe a fortune hunter who was passing
by on the California Trail?

If the turtle—head down—means there
is treasure below, was it buried there
when the river was at low ebb, with no
water at the base of the rock? This could
be possible. A more likely explanation,
others think, is that the triangle means
there is treasure buried in a triangular

area. And that the mark extending down,
in this case, means out from the rock,
and as Dobie’s tale tells us, “six hundred
yards away at an angle of seventy de-
grees east of north . ..”

Since history records that men in Bon-
neville’s party marked many trees in this
vicinity, the arrowhead and other mark-
ers could have been made by them for
some reason or other. With the influx of
treasure hunters and sightseers since the

Marked rocks abound in the area. The “turtle” and “swallow tail” symbols below are on Lookout Ledge, located on the north bank
of the Canadian directly across from Standing Rock. A distinct horsehead and what appears to be "Bill Fisher,” have been carved
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in a rock near the markings seen at left.
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Bill Livesay, part Cherokee, wearing an
Indian necklace of buffalo teeth and black
beads with an eagle claw pendant. The
beads are thought to be from a rosary,
dating back to the time of the Spanish ex-
plorers. The dugout (below) is a short
distance from Lookout Ledge. On the right
is a close-up of names above the entrance.
They are J. S. Saylor 7/30/3— and E. —
Saylor. Were they brothers prospecting
for treasure in this area?
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Eufaula Dam area has been opened, spec-
ulation is rife about the symbols—espe-
cially those carved on trees. But Lake
Eufaula has ruled out—perhaps forever
—any more digging near Standing Rock.

One tree northeast of Standing Rock
has an arrowhead marker pointing
straight down. Government men have
painted the shape with bright orange
paint. Directly above it is a horizontal
orange-colored line which marks the fu-
ture high water level of the lake. This
particular brightly colored marker is one
that anybody can spot at a glance. But
figuring out the meaning is a difficult
task.

The guide said the Spaniards were very
clever in carving their symbols. For in-
stance, a turtle design might stand for
the location of a spring or, if it were
placed to designate buried treasure, it
might point the way with its head, tail,
or any one of its four outstretched legs.
Sometimes the correct pointer might
have a very slight nick or some such mark
that held the clue. But in most cases
even seasoned treasure hunters have been
led astray in their search for hidden
wealth.

OSSIBLY two or three men might
keep a pledge never to reveal the
location of a gold mine to anyone else.
But for thirteen to do so—each going to
his grave with the secret location of two
mines—this would seem to be almost an
impossibility. But that is exactly what
happened long years ago in the mountains
of southeastern Indian Territory.

A missionary among the Choctaws
there had so endeared himself to the
hearts of these people that twelve full-
blood tribesmen took him into their con-
fidence and told him they were going to
show him two gold mines they had found.

One Indian took the reverend to one of
the locations—an outcropping of rock at
the head of a canyon where there was a
fissure filled with pure gold. From time
to time, as the need arose, the thirteen
men chipped gold from the crevice—but
never more than was necessary. This con-
tinued through the years until it was
realized that rock would have to be
blasted away to expose more of the gold-
bearing vein.

The mouth of the mine was filled with
boulders to hide the location until they
could return at a later date and do the
blasting. Then the men went to the other
mine which was about fifty miles away.
The vein there was deep, so a shaft was
sunk. In some way the Interior Depart-
ment in Washington got wind of the op-
eration and notified the miners it was
unlawful. This put a stop to the work.

Before leaving the location, the shaft
was filled—a job so well done that a gold
prospector in later years spent months
in a fruitless search. He did find several
small gold nuggets in the vicinity. Now,
thirteen graves in various locations hold
the secret to a pledge as pure as the gold
it concerned.

INTERVIEWS with many people indi-

cate that treasure caches have been
found in different locations, but the dis-
coveries have remained pretty hush-hush.
An old-timer explained why one well-
planned treasure hunt was called off
before it got underway. The organizer
of the project, a well-to-do man, in check-
ing into the Government angle was told
that Uncle Sam would get seventy per
cent of what was found; the state would
get fifteen per cent, and he could have the
rest. This man would have to pay for his
heavy equipment, laborers and all other
expenses—since he planned on going at
it in a big way. So he forgot about the
whole thing.

That particular treasure cache is wait-
ing for someone to start digging. The
loot is supposed to be buried in the south-
west corner of Oklahoma,; on the North
Fork of Red River in the vicinity of Lake
Altus, and presumably was brought in
by Spanish explorers during the 17th
Century.

From the time Coronado entered the
state about 1541, there was bad blood
between the Conquistadores and some of
the Indian tribes. The Spaniards had
been brutal in their treatment of the red
men on numerous occasions. Continued
enslavement of the Indians added fuel to
the fire. So it is thought the Spaniards
who buried the riches on the North Fork
of Red River did so when attacked by
vengeful natives.

(Continued on page 61)
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HOWDY! The boss man that lays the

dough on the barrelhead for this
magazine says for me to say a few words
to those of you who have read my yarns
and sorta know me, and to those who
have never read my yarns and I'm a
plumb stranger to.

There’s a few old-time cowhands left

who knew me when, and they’ll get one
hell of a kick out of this. They’ll be telling
themselves, “If that old son was to tell
what we know about him, he’d be in the
pen at Deer Lodge makin’ horsehair
bridles.”

Anyhow, my father was one of the
early settlers in Montana. The old Circle
C outfit had just got back on its feet
after the hard winter of ’86-’87, when I
came along. That was about the time
Montana out-growed its 1i’l o]’ Territorial
britches and pulled on its first pair of
long pants to become a State.

I always had my saddle sacked before
the Chinook winds had melted the drifts,
rarin’ to get out to the ranch the minute
school let out. The Circle C Ranch was
located in the Little Rockies country of
Northeastern Montana.

I learned to ride oh a fat, white cow
pony called Snowflake. Snowflake, along
with my father and two older brothers,
Will and Bob, and such wagon bosses as
Horace Brewster and Jake Meyers, taught
me all I learned about punching cows.
Another older brother, Wallace, who gave
me Snowflake, used to take me with him
on hunting trips in the badlands along
the Missouri River.

The Fort Belknap Reservation joined
the home ranch and Wallace would take
me there as a kid. He’d set around in a
tepee talking to the Old Men in the sign
language, while I was playing with the
Gros Ventres and Assiniboine kids. Foot
races, pony races, rassling. I learned a
lot besides their language and sign talk.
I learned, without knowing it, what was
in the heart of an Indian. And what I
learned from them makes me ashamed
sometimes that I’'m a white man.

In 1914 the Circle C sold out to the
Matador Cattle Company. I came south to
Arizona where my two oldest brothers
ran the Cross Up, Cross S and the Wine-
glass outfits on the San Carlos Apache
Reservation. There I learned to tie hard
and fast instead of taking my dallies
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around the saddle horn. I tried to make
a wild brush-popper cowhand and about
the time I was ketching on and they were
about to turn the lower outfit over to me
to ramrod, World War I commenced. I
managed to get into the Air Service
Branch of the Signal Corps, in spite of a
busted ankle that still has me limping. I
got my wings and come out with the rank
of first sergeant.

I went back to punching cows in the
Bloody Basin country near Prescott, Ari-
zona, where my brothers had moved the
outfit and the first day out I busted my
knee. The doc said I was all finished
punching cows.

AFTER that I made a stab at a few
things. Surveying. Running a garage.
(I took a Ford apart and never got it
back together. It’s still apart as far as I
know.) I quit before I got fired, and the
cost of putting the dammed thing back
together was taken out of my wages.

I got a job as a life guard at Del Mar,
California, together with a regular job
of firing a boiler. Third engineer (there
was no fourth), if you want my rank. All
I had to do was turn a couple of handles.
I had time to spare so I rented a type-
writer and bought some paper, and start-
ed to write about the cow country I
knew.

After two years of rejection slips I sold
a story for twenty-five bucks. It was four
months before I sold my second yarn,
but I'd got a toe holt, and I’'m still in the
writing game, cashing in on all the yarns
I’ve heard around the bunk-house or
roundup camp. Or by some cowhand rid-
ing the two hours night-guard around a
bedded beef herd when they was a-layin’
good. Or a line-camp pardner.

I’'ve met the Curry boys and Butch
Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. The head-
quarters of the Wild Bunch was at Lan-
dusky in the Little Rockies and the Circle
C Ranch was in the long shadow of the
Little Rockies.

I’ve camped with outlaws, wintered for
a month with one who stayed at my line
camp waiting for green grass so he
could hold up a bank, and a better pard-
ner no man ever had. I was brought up to
keep my mouth shut and my ears open. I
enjoyed the rep of being a close-mouthed
kid. T was at the ranch when the Wild

Bunch robbed the Great Northern train
at Wagner, Montana. I’ve heard all man-
ner of men talk, men who have heard the
owl hoot. Or mebbyso had cut the big

gut.

Now I tell about it by putting words on
paper. It’s not as exciting but it buys
frijoles. I don’t have to worry about the
jerky as long as my neighbors along
River Road don’t ride too close herd on
their black-and-white checkerboard milk-
pen stuff.

I was beginning to make a fair-to-mid-

dling cowhand when the nesters and
sheepmen began to crowd out the big cow
outfits. But I’d seen it. I'd seen seven big
outfits working together. Seven wagons.
About two hundred cowpunchers. Break-
fast at two in the morning. You'’d have
to strike a match to see if you’d roped
out the right horse from a cavvy of 200
head or more.

Bed wagons and mess wagons racing
for the best campgrounds. Cowboys
bunched up on the little buttes or ridges,
waitihg for daylight. A cigarette and a
cup of coffee for breakfast. Herds gath-
ered in a morning’s circle that a man
couldn’t shoot across with a .30-30.
Brones, branding fires, bawling cattle.
Grass that came up to a man’s stirrups
when he crossed a coulee. Dust and thun-
derstorms and fox-fire running across the
wet grass of a night when you tried to
hold a herd of big native steers that
walked and hooked at one another and
milled like restless animals caged and
wanting to break out.

Or you might be on guard some night
when your horse knows that the steers
laying so quiet are about to be on their
feet and running before you can bat an
eye. Other nights when a kid could hold
’em. Two hours of guard under the moon
and the stars. Singing to ’em as you ride
around at a running walk.

Shipping time. And after the last big
steer is loaded the ride into town to blow
in your money. Poker games. Good whis-
key to wash the alkali dust out of a cow-
boy’s throat. You put your horse in the
feed barn and the town is yours while
your coin holds out. You sing or fight or
you crawl up on a poker table and go.to
sleep. You’ve only got a few hours to

(Continued on page 56)
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Lafayette “"Punch” Choisser
Courtesy Daisy Choisser Condrey

Author’s note: Mariposa, the Spanish
word for “Butterfly,” is a quaint and pic-
turesque little village nestled in a canyon
at the foot of California’s mighty Sierra
Nevada mountains. Situated at the south-
ern end of the Mother Lode, the town has
a colorful past dating back to the earliest
days of the gold rush. There is so much
history connected with this area that a
writer is hard put to know where to begin.

For example, Mariposa County at one
time encompassed 30,000 square miles or
one-fifth of California. Here, also, over
$55,000,000 worth of gold has been mined
over the years. The Mariposa Grant, a
parcel of land consisting of 44,000 acres,
was bought by General Fremont in 1849

-18

Courtesy Fresno Bee

Mariposa, California, showing one end of town as it looked in 1879, the year of
Choisser’s ride.

for $3,000. In 1863 he sold this property
for $6,000,000, which is a pretty good
margin of profit by any standards.
Here was fought the Fremont mining
“war” of 1854 and in the early 1850s the
county was ravaged by Joaquin Murietta
and his murderous band. And yet when

gleaning through all of these significant

happenings, the wild ride of Punch Chois-
ser still stands out as one of Mariposa’s
most exciting moments.

My thanks to Mrs. Charles Schroeder,
that energetic Mariposa historian, for
help in the research of this article.

THE RIFLE SHOT rang out loud and

sharp in the crisp morning air and,
although the echo died quickly, the reper-
cussions were to sound for many months
to come. It was several seconds before
Jonas Thompson realized he was hit and
he quickly jumped to his feet and sprinted
for the house and safety. He had been

examining a small walnut tree near his
cabin.

As he ran for refuge, he watched the
puff of smoke dissipating above a nearby
pile of rocks. Staggering through his
doorway, Thompson slammed the door
and snatched his own rifle from above the
fireplace. Only when he had pulled his
mattress to the floor and lain down with
his weapon beside him, did he notice the
sodden, clinging redness of his shirt. With
a groan, he levered a cartridge into his
rifle and stared blankly at the now
ominous front door to his house.

It was about three o’clock when Doc-
tors Ward and Kavanaugh arrived at the
Thompson cabin and found the stricken
man. Earlier, a young fellow named Laird
had stopped by the Thompson hog farm to
get a drink of water. He had ridden up
to the door and Thompson, hearing him,
called for him to come in.

“What’s the matter,” asked Laird, “you
sick or somethin’?” It was too dark inside

True West



How many men would be willing to expose

their backs to a bullet—for four long hours

—to help someone who might be a murderer?

to see the ugly stain spreading out over
the mattress.

“Get me a doc quick,” moaned the
wounded man. “I’ve been shot!”

Leaping on his horse, Laird had ridden
over to the nearby Whitley ranch and
asked them to look after Thompson. He
then galloped on to Mariposa and sum-
moned the two doctors.

Thompson was weak from loss of blood
and in great pain. The doctors gave him
stimulants and opium, which seemed to
help him, but one of the physicians looked
over at Whitley and shook his head.

Although the mortally wounded rancher
was around fifty-three years of age, he
had a strong constitution and remained
rational to the end. He had been shot in
the back, the ball entering on the left side
of the backbone, passing through the
lung and into the thigh. He had been shot
about eight o’clock in the morning, he
said, and told the doctors he didn’t know
he had an enemy in the world. The date
was May 9, 1878 and that afternoon the
labored breathing of Jonas Thompson

slowly faded to silence.
IN reporting the murder, the Mariposa

Gazette commented, “It was known
that Thompson had some little money,
and the object of the murder was probably
to get possession of it. (Since) he got up
and immediately walked to his house, the
murderer must have thought that he had
missed his mark; and though he knew
that he was a murderer at heart, he very

By WILLIAM B. SECREST

likely left the spot thinking that Thomp-
son was unhurt. It is but a few months
since another murder of the same kind
was committed, for which the guilty
party was sentenced to the State Prison
for life. Thus the fear of imprisonment
does not act as a check upon the cowardly
murderer and, although we are not in

favor of mob violence, still, in extreme

cases, where the guilt can be fixed with-
out possibility of a doubt, a little off-hand
work might be effective in bringing about
a better state of affairs.”

Whether the organization known as
the Chowchilla Rangers was in existence
at this time is not known. Perhaps it was
formed immediately after the murder of
Thompson or possibly earlier. About all
that is known for sure is that there was
such a group, and that it was made up of
Thompson’s neighboring ranchers. The
self-styled vigilantes had no official
status, but seemed determined to pro-
tect their families and property by what-
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ever means they deemed appropriate.
There had been a number of crimes
committed in Mariposa County and the
Rangers were evidently dissatisfied with
local justice, or the lack of it.

Rangers or not, Thompson’s neighbors
banded together for the purpose of find-
ing the murderer. They were angry and
alarmed. The killer was tracked from
the pile of rocks on the Thompson place

_to the vicinity of the Pratt ranch on Pea

“Ridge, but here the trail was lost. Frus-
trated and in a savage frame of mind, the
men fanned out over the countryside
hoping to find another clue. The Mari-
posa Gazette remarked on the unsuccess-
ful hunt and noted, “If it should so hap-
pen that the murderer ever is found in
this vicinity, we think that the services
of courts and officers would be dispensed
with.” ¢

Finally something happened. On the
evening of June 10, Jimmy Butler, a well-
known Mariposa rancher thought he
heard a horse close by, and grabbing his
rifle, crept out of his home to investi-
gate. Some yards from the house he came
upon a horse staked out for the night,
but the rider was no place around.

Butler was sure that he recognized
the animal and knew its rider to be an
eighteen-year-old Indian with a notorious
reputation. The Indian, Willie Ross, had
undoubtedly crawled into the bushes to
spend the night, and Butler settled down
next to a large pine tree near the gray
horse to wait.

Mariposa jail, where Willie barely
escaped lynching by the Rangers.

Courtesy author
Indian Willie's trial was held in Mariposa
Courthouse, built in 1854.

The light of dawn was just spreading
across the mountains to the east when
Butler was stirred from his slumber. In-
stantly awake and clutching his rifle, he
looked carefully around the small clear-
ing. “Indian Willie” was crawling out of,
some thick brush and cautiously making
his wav toward his mount. He surren-
dered without a struggle and Butler
hustled him into Mariposa to the town
jail.

On June 13, Willie was brought before
Justice Thomas and the case was set for
examination on the 22nd. Feeling was
running high against the Indian and, al-
though there was little concrete evidence
against him, his reputation made him
guilty in the minds of many. The Gazette
recalled that Willie was well known by
most of the ranchers of the Chowchilla
River area and that what they knew of
him was not good. He had been watched
for some time and was characterized as
a thief of the worst order.

Prior to Thompson’s murder, a rancher




~ had mysteriously disappeared in the area
where the Indian was known to range.
Foul play was now suspected and laid
~at Ross’ door. Other criminal acts were
recalled as the work of the Indian, and
the Rangers searched diligently for fur-
ther clues and evidence that would defi-
nitely link Willie to the Thompson mur-
der. The more they looked, the more
frustrated the men became. They decided
that evidence or no, Willie Ross was
the culprit and there was no use wasting
money on a trial for a murderous red-
skin. It was time for action.

ON the 19th of June, a local election

was held and Mariposa was crowded
with people waiting to hear the results
of the vote counting. The saloons were
full and all the chairs on the porch of
the Schlageter Hotel were taken, but the
town remained quiet and orderly. About
two o’clock the next morning the poll-
watchers and others still about in the
town were jarred into startled wakeful-
ness by a terrific din of pounding and
hammering that seemed completely out of
keeping with the lateness of the hour. The
noise was soon traced to the jail on a hill
in back of town.

Those who ventured up the incline to
see what the trouble was soon realized
that the Chowchilla Rangers were trying
to break down the door and secure Willie
Ross. Luckily, the jailer had the presence
of mind to bar the door from the inside,
making it all but impossible to open, but
the determined Rangers were banging

away with sledges and battering rams..

Some accounts mention that one of the
Rangers shot and wounded the prisoner
through a window, probably when it was
- known that the sheriff was on his way.
When Sheriff Clarke and District At-
torney Goucher arrived at the jail, they
talked long and earnestly with the Ran-
gers, demanding that they disperse and
let justice take its course. The infuriated
ranchers, however, howled and stamped
around the jail until dawn, when they
rode out of town acknowledging defeat.

The Gazette, in its report of the affair,
seemed equally convinced of the Indian’s
guilt and, editorially at least, seemed to
be in complete sympathy with the lynch-
ing party. “These people have become
alarmed,” stated the tabloid. “Their lives,
their homes and families are in great
danger; they know not what moment they
are to be shot down or disposed of in
some summary manner by the hand of the
assassin, who has been lurking in their
midst for some time in the past. And
they have reasons to believe this Indian
to be the bloody and high-handed assas-
sin. Since the murder of Thompson, these
people have, we are informed, been dili-
gently inquiring into and searching for
evidence by which to perfect the chain
of circumstances brought to bear.”

Tradition has it that the Rangers rode
out of Mariposa that morning bitter and
in a foul mood over the outcome of their
all-night vigil. They galloped over to an
Indian rancheria and roped and tied some
of the inhabitants, whipping and other-
wise abusing them. Prior to this raid,
rumor had it that they had killed several
Indians in similar excursions, but there
seems to be little in the way of facts
regarding such occurrences.

When several Indians escaped from the
Rangers and fled, with their hands tied,
to the protection of Sheriff Clarke, the
county officers lost all patience with the
Rangers. There was open hostility be-
tween the two factions with the officers
intimating that the Rangers knew more
of the murder than Indian Willie.
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As’sUMMER' lendedsinto fall the aite.

‘uation seemed to quiet down. Young
Ross was finally brought up for trial in
early January of 1879. It was then: that
Mariposans learned that the Rangers had
no idI()ea of dropping their interest in the
affair. Between twenty and fifty of the
Rangers trooped into town and sat in the
courtroom or stood in the hallways of
the Mariposa Courthouse where the trial
was held. Some hung around Reynold’s
livery barn where the sheriff kept his
buggy, while others posted themselves in
conspicuous locations in the streets. They
were plainly determined that Willie would

NOTICE TO OUR READERS

The credit line for “A Sack of
Poisoned Sugar” by William H.
Hardy, which appeared in our April,
1965 issue, should have read “From
Arizona Cavalcade, edited by Jo-
seph Miller, Hastings House, Pub-
lishers, Inc., Copyright, 1962.” Mr.
Miller’s name was inadvertently
omitted, a fact which we regret be-
cause all Western Americana read-
ers are indebted to him for his re-
search on early Arizona newspa-
pers. Through Mr. Miller’s efforts,
many stories of frontier life have
been made available that otherwise
might never have come to light.

die, by legal means or otherwise.

The trial was held in the district court
of Judge J. B. Campbell and lasted for
almost ten days. Evidence presented by
the prosecution was characterized as be-
ing circumstantial, but strong, and when
the jurymen retired about noon of Jan-
uary 14, they soon returned with a verdict
of guilty. ;

Willie had pleaded guilty, terrorized, it
was said, by the mob, and the Rangers
had hoped that his execution would be
taken care of by legal means. Sheriff
Clarke, realizing that in view of the
circumstantial evidence, a life sentence
would seem to be more appropriate, took
steps to secure the safety of his prisoner.
Recognizing the unstable nature of the
situation, the sheriff asked for immediate
sentencing to which the defense agreed.
The Indian was sentenced to life imprison-
ment at San Quentin and court was ad-
journed.

‘'The Rangers stamped out of the court-
room and menacingly lined the hallway
through which the sheriff and his prisoner
were expected to pass. All of them were
armed and they quickly passed the word
to their compatriots stationed around
town to be on the alert. The air was tense
with anticipation of violent action.

Slate-colored skies seemed to add to the
gloominess of the situation. Already
snowflakes were falling through the air
as Deputy Sheriff Lafayette “Punch”
Choisser left the courthouse. He strode
quickly across the street where two horses
were tied and waiting. Choisser’s own
horse, Black Bess, was a spirited mare
with a white star on her forehead. The
two, man and beast, were almost insep-
erable. Punch patted the neck of the
magnificent animal and finished button-
ing up his coat, his eyes riveted to the
window of the District Attorney’s office
in the courthouse.

Being a quiet, modest man, little of
Choisser’s life is known. He was a slightly
built French-American from Saline Coun-
ty, Illinois, where he had been born in
October, 1834. When he was fifteen years
old, he and his brother, Tallyrand, ran
away from home and joined a wagontrain

headed for the California gold fields. They
had arrived at the Bear Valley headquar-
ters of General Fremont in 1849, but sev-
eral years later Punch had returned to
Illinois. He operated a portrait studio in
Saline County for some years and, in
1865, married Julia Alldridge. ;

In 1871, Choisser, his wife, and the first
two of their seven children came to Cali-
fornia on the newly built transcontinental
railroad. They had established a home on
Fremont’s Mariposa Grant at Bear Val-
ley and in 1878, Punch was a constable
and deputy sheriff of Mariposa County.

Choisser seems to have been one of
those individuals who keep in the back-
ground—but rise to great heights in a
crisis, then fade into obscurity again once
a mission has been accomplished. The
crisis was at hand in Mariposa and Punch
Choisser watched and waited.

INSIDE the courtroom, Sheriff Clarke

busily confided his plans to the offi-
cials. Clarke had guessed what the sen-
tence would be and he knew it meant
another lynching attempt by the Rangers.
If Willie were to be held any longer in
the local jail, there would be no stopping
them this time. While the judge had been
passing sentence, Clarke had confided a
plan to Choisser and the deputy quietly
slipped outside to wait.

The sheriff’s stratagem was a simple
one. At his signal, Choisser was to ride
up with an extra horse and, with the
prisoner, make a dash for Merced, some
forty-five miles away, before the Rangers
knew what was happening. The trick was
to smuggle the Indian out of the court-
house without alerting the mob so as to
give the deputy as much head start as
possible.

While the Rangers whispered and wait-
ed in the hallway outside the courtroom,
Clarke and some county officials hustled
the prisoner down a secret stairway lead-
ing from the courtroom to the District At-
torney’s office below. Once inside the
office, Clarke signalled to the deputy and
Choisser rode up to the window with the
extra horse. Indian Willie was helped
quickly over the ledge and onto the horse,
and secured to the saddle. Clarke leaned
across the sill for a parting word to his
deputy.

“Don’t shoot, Punch, unless to save life.
Now ride!”

Without a word, Choisser wheeled
Black Bess and the two men were off.
They clattered around the courthouse and
into the view of the Rangers and others
who were waiting near the front entrance.
The bystanders knew immediately what
was happening and everyone began run-
ning in all directions to spread the word
or to get a horse. Unfortunately, the lead-

_er of the Rangers had his horse tied near-

by, and he promptly galloped in furious
pursuit of the lawman and his prisoner.

This “captain” of the Rangers was a
large Kentuckian and he shouted for his
men to follow him as quickly as possible.
While the ranchers scampered for their
horses, equal numbers of citizens sprinted
for their mounts with a view toward
protecting the brave deputy. The riders
dashed by singly and in groups, only to
disappear into a fog bank that was rolling
off Mount Bullion. The snow was only an
inch or so deep and ceased to fall about
five miles out of town.

Mariposa was buzzing with excitement
as small groups of people talked excitedly
on street corners while waiting for news.
It was several hours before the first re-
port arrived when a Mr. Snyder galloped
into town. He told of meeting the deputy

(Continued on page 57)
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Illustrated by Al M. Napoletano

==ARROWE &LHH%%%HN-H‘&

HIS arrowhead country I am writing

about is up in the piney woods of East

Texas. We lived on a farm about ten miles
south of Tyler.

As a boy, around 1910, I, with my two
older brothers, had a favorite “hunting
ground” in our father’s hog pasture.
Here we found Indian arrowheads by the
hundreds. We also found many old, dark-
brown - coins—perhaps copper—-but as
they were so plentiful, we never con-
sidered them worth saving.

Often we would take a pick and shovel
and dig for buried Indian treasure in the
large mounds of dirt that were scattered
around in the hog pasture. However, as
this turned out to be real manual labor,
our ambition diminished with each shovel-
ful of dirt that was thrown. Due to this
we never dug deep enough to find any-
thing worthwhile.

My father was born on this same home-
stead in 1864, and he told us that when he
was a boy it was a common thing to find
trees with figures and symbols, evidently
of Indian origin, carved into the bark.

In later years I have often thought
that perhaps Sam Houston himself, had
sat around the campfires with his Chero-
kee Indian friends in the very same spots
where, many years later, we picked up
arrowheads and coins, and dreamed of
buried riches.

Sam Woodson, who owned the adjoining
farm, often permitted us to hunt arrow-
heads and dig holes on his property in our
search for Indian treasure. However, he
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WILL C. CARTER

Younguns in the West learned mighty lessons—especially when they
had grown-ups like these setting an example!

had a standing rule that we would always
fill up the holes so that no livestock could
step in them and break a leg.

Myr. Sam was quite a character. When
a member of his family got sick, there
was one remedy that he used as a cure
for just about everything. It was “corn
shuck tea.” He would send his wife, Miz
Ella, out to the corn-crib and she would
shuck a few ears of corn, and then boil
the shucks in water for thlrty minutes.
The ailing member of the family had to
drink the resulting brew straight. No
sweetenin’ nor seasoning.

It was used for colds, headaches, flux
;and/or constipation. But, in all fairness to
‘Mr. Sam, I will admit that if a member
of his family had typhoid fever, pneu-
monia—or broke an arm or leg—he would
send for the doctor. Otherwise, most al-
ways, the answer was corn shuck tea.

One time Mr. Sam’s son and another
youngster went into the old smokehouse.
They found a tow-sack half full of what
they thought were bull-nettle kernels
which kids often ate when the kernels
were ripe and dry.

They stuffed themselves full of the
“kernels” and it took them several days

to recover from their feast. The contents
of the sack turned out to be dried castor
beans.

The same son, when he was about ten
years old, acquired a flashlight. They
were not too common then. Late one
evening he was in the barn using the
flashlight to get feed for the stock. Mr.
Sam saw him using the flashlight and
whaled the daylights out of his son for
taking the risk of burning the barn down.

Back then, a one-pound can of axle
grease cost ten cents. Mr. Sam would
use home-made lard for greasing his
wagon as he considered it cheaper than
buying axle grease!

Miz Ella was quite a character too. In
those days the people of the community
would often have “meeting and dinner
on the ground.” This would be at the
community church. They would hold serv-
ices all day, with time out at noon to
feast. They called it “dinner on the
ground” but it was, actually, dinner on
tables. Each family would prepare food at
home and bring it to the church. At dinner
time a lot of tables were placed end to
end to form one long table laden with

food. (Continued on page 58)
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By JOHN R. CLAWSON

WERE the good old days really so good? Like many things in this world, the answer
depends largely upon how you interpret the words of your question. If, by the
word good you mean easy, then the answer must be, “No!”’

Sod houses were dirty and dusty in dry weather; sodden with muddy water in wet
weather. Frame houses, even when chinked with mud, were frequently drafty. Except
for the kitchen, the only room usually heated was the “sitting room’ where company
called on Sunday. Nowadays, natural gas, distillate or electric heat—all coupled to
an automatic thermostat—take care of the weather when it gets too cool to run the air
conditioner.

On the other hand, if by your question you mean good to represent the word
satisfying, then the good old days were really good.

In the days of the Old West, from the period of 1850 to 1900, what a man had was
mostly what he made himself—and it is immensely satisfying to use what you create
yourself. As the old saying goes, “A man who cuts his own wood is waimed by it
twice.” Of course a few knick-knacks and fancy doodads were purchased in town, and
set out to impress company. Mostly, however, money was spent to buy the devices
necessary to perform the tasks of daily living.

Here is a quiz about working devices and fancy doodads used in the Old West.
How many can you name? Turn to Page 72 for the answers.
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By
KNOLES-PETERSON

Photos Courtesy Authors

PAUL REVERE, on the night of April
18, 1775, made his famous ride,
spreading the word of the approaching
British raiders. Because of this act, he
saved many lives and much property of
the American colonists who listened to
his warning and acted accordingly.

Juan Favela, 141 years later, also made
a midnight ride hoping to warn the resi-
dents and the United States Infantry
stationed at Columbus, New Mexico. But
few were disposed to listen to him, with
the result that 17 Americans—8 soldiers
and 9 civilians—were killed, much proper-
ty damage was reported, and other citi-
zens were injured. Villa left behind him
fully 125 of his own dead.

Juan Favela can tell about his unhappy
experiences and his ride better than any-
one else. I first met him two years ago,
when I began collecting material for a_
book about the Mexican Revolution. To
many people, Pancho Villa was the Revo-
lution, the most colorful of all revolution-
ary Generals.

A friend in Deming, New Mexico,
asked me to see Juan Favela. ‘“Now,
there’s a man with an incredible story.
And we, who know Juan, feel that it is
~a true story, It’s hard to believe that
things were like Juan remembers them.
However, others who have lived during
the raid in Columbus readily corroborate
his word.”

I took my friend’s advice and drove to
Columbus, and from there to Palomas,
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three miles south, just across the Mexican
border. My friend was right. Juan did
have a story to tell, and he was not only
willing, but eager, to let out some of the
bitterness that has been building up in his
hgart since that fatal March night in
1916.

UAN FAVELA was then a vigorous,

happy young man, and foreman for
the Palomas Land and Cattle Company,
American owned, but running cattle and
horses south of the border. In early
March he was camped down below the
border, helping other cowboys to round
up several thousand head of cattle and
130 horses to drive to the United States.

. They wanted to get them out of Mexico

before the Villistas could seize them. Vil-
la’s army at that time needed everything
from food to ammunition.

President Wilson had stopped all per-
mits to Villa, and he could no longer buy
food, guns or ammunition in the United
States. At the same time, the president
gave permission to Carranza to buy food
and arms in the United States. More than
that, he allowed Carranza’s troops to
travel by train through the United States
from Old Mexico to Douglas, Arizona,
and across the line into Mexico at Agua
Prieta. This was the final blow that
whipped Pancho Villa, as his men were
caught without supplies or ammunition.

Up until this time he had been a friend
to all Americans. Now he was an angry

e

Juan Favela (above left) almost fifty years after the raid. The day after the
attack a guard stood duty (above) to protect a portion of the ruins of Columbus.

man. Many think that Wilson’s with-

‘drawing aid from Villa was the major

factor in Villa’s vowing vengeance
against the United States. The gringos
had betrayed him, and he would hit back;
he would burn, kill and pillage. The de-
fenseless town of Columbus would be the
first to feel his power.

“I can never understand the gringo,”
Juan told me that day, as we sat in the
shade of his house in Palomas. ‘“Look
how, in Columbus, they are making a
park, which they will call Pancho Villa
Park, like we are proud of what he did
on that March night in 1916. Why, I ask
you,” Amigo, would we so soon forget the
death of friends and loved ones? I do not
forget. So many years have gone, but to
me it is as yesterday.”

Juan’s eyes, still black and burning
with hate for the Villistas, looked north-
ward toward Columbus, as he continued,
“Me, I live here in Palomas. My wife
Petra, and my family live in El Paso. We
have a nice house. My children are good
American citizens. It is well.” He sighed.
“I live here. I still have holdings here in
Mexico.”

“My friend in Deming said you would
tell about your ride to inform the town
that Villa was coming,” I said. “And that
you warned Colonel Slocum in plenty of
time for precautions to be taken before
the raid.”

“But, s7,” he replied quickly. “Five days
before the raid, several Villistas were
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’hough nea_fly- halfa century has passed since that

ight of horror, Juan still waits for an answer to his

uestion, “Why were all the warnings ignored?”

captured near Casas Grandes, Chihuahua.
They confessed that General Villa
planned to attack either Hachita or Co-
lumbus. I sent one of my cowboys to
Columbus to give the warning. That
should have been enough.” Juan spit on
the ground to show his disgust.

“Then came the morning of the 8th,”
he continued. “I was riding to meet Mr.
Arthur McKenney, who was in charge
of the roundup. He had two friends who
always rode with him—Bill Corbett and
O’Neil. T topped a sand hill, and there
below I saw a small band of Villistas. I
turned my horse back down the hill and
tied him to a chaparral. Then I stole back
up to the hilltop. :

“T could see the camp clearly. It was
early morning, and the air was cool; the
sun, just rising, was very bright. I saw
Villa~ talking with McKenney, but, of
course, I could not hear what was said.
Then I saw Corbett and O’Neil turning
their horses away from the camp. They
had been sittin%1 sideways, smoking, when
1’d first seen them. They were trying to
run away, I saw. Bullets cut them down
before they had gone but a few yards.

“T looked back at Villa and McKenney.
I wish I ecould forget what I saw. Villa
stood by watching a soldier tie a piece
of barbed wire around McKenney’s
throat, choking him to death. McKenney
had always been a friend of Villa’s.
The coffee cup that McKenney had been
holding slid to the ground. Dios!” Juan’s
voice shook with anger, as he relived
that terrible scene—the slaughter of his
friend.

“T went back to my horse and rode
away, fast! However, they saw—and bul-
lets rained around me. None hit either me
or my horse. I rode back to the home
ranch and told Petra what I’'d seen.

“‘We must go and warn our friends

at Columbus,” she wept. ‘We must go
now.’

“But I said I would send one of the
cowboys to see if Villa had other troops
nearby. Munoz reported back to me with-
in the hour. He said there was a large
band of men, he judged, about fifteen
miles from the border.

“Following Petra’s advice, I rode into
Columbus and went to my friend, Mr.
Reed, who owned a grocery store. He
had known me for a long time. He went
with me to see Colonel Slocum. That was
on the morning of March 8. That Colonel
Slocum listened to me, but his mind was
somewhere else.

“Then he said, ‘I have sent men to the
Bailey Ranch, and to the Gibson Ranch.
If Villa comes, he will come by one or
the other. A reception will be waiting for
him. Do not be concerned.” ”

The Gibson Ranch, Juan said, was
fifteen miles west of Columbus, and the
Bailey Ranch was fifteen miles east of
there. It was later learned that Colonel
Slocum, after sending practically all of
his men out of town, also left with almost
all of his officers and their wives.

“Qh, Colonel Slocum must have be-
lieved me,” Juan mused. “If he didn’t
think Villa was coming, why did he
leave?” Juan could never believe that the
Colonel might have been acting under

orders.
GGI went back to my home ranch, my
heart heavy. I was upset, and I
spurred my horse wondering why my
words had been brushed aside by Slocum.
It had been rumored for a week that Villa
was going to attack someplace, but where
we were not sure. Not at first. That night
after the sun had gone down, my wife
of only a year sat with me under the

The port of entry into Mexico, where Villistas killed four American soldiers on guard

stars. Her fear was great because she
was expecting her first child, and she
felt we must get away from the ranch,
which Villa would surely raid on his way
to Columbus.

«t does not matter if the Colonel
Slocum does not believe you, my Juan,’
she said. “‘We have loved ones there. Your
mother, who is alone! We must go now.’

“She got to her feet and took my hand.
I could not refuse her. I kept thinking,
if Villa does not attack tonight, maybe
tomorrow night Columbus will be wise
enough to prepare a surprise. I felt sure
that he would attack only at night.

“Petra sat beside me in our old Star
sedan, and we drove as fast as the dark
night permitted. The road was sandy,
and wound in and around sand hills and
heavy flats of chaparral and sage. The
road was hard to follow, and I lit the
lantern we always carried for such emer-
gencies. Petra held it as well as she could,
making the road a little easier to follow.

“I was worried, not only about my
mother who lived alone in Columbus, but
about my friends in the town, and about
Petra. This fast, rough driving was not
good for her. She was expecting her baby
in less than a month. I tried to drive
carefully.

“When we passed the gateway into the
United States at Palomas, I told the
officer in charge that I was sure Colum-
bus would be raided by Villa very soon.
I had seen nothing, heard no noises on
our way to town, so maybe it would be
tomorrow night.

“The officer showed but little interest.
We drove on to our little home. It was a
small frame house just opposite the rail-
way station. The night was still quiet.
A few stars shone. The town slept peace-
fully. I would wait until the morning to
again see Colonel Slocum, but I must
make him understand that Villa was go-
ing to raid Columbus. I did not know then
that Slocum had left Columbus that
afternoon.

“Petra and I were tired from the hard
ride, and we went to bed immediately. It
seemed that I had only been asleep a
few minutes when the whistle of the
‘Drummers’ Special, the four A.M. train,
awakened me. This train was arriving

(Continued on page 55)

and proceeded to march on Columbus by

way of the irrigation ditch (right) which concealed their approach.
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Editor’s note: At the last minute before
press time, “Jack and Bill” relented and
agreed to let us use their names. The

men who may be on the right track at last
are Warren A. and Lee H. Pierce, and we
wish them all the luck in the world!

3 3 { da " : it q' :
Two brothers have six clues which

Wl

y solve th entury-old riddle

of the

LOST MINE OF SYCAMORE CANYON

By MAURICE KILDARE

The main section of the canyon (above)
was photographed by Cecil C. Richardson,
Coconino County Sheriff. Parts of drill
holes appear on the boulders below. Holes
were drilled with soft metal tools and then
rocks were blown apart. leaving long.
grooved markings on the split surfaces.

THE TWO BROTHERS proudly placed
the metallurgist’s report beside
chunks of quartz on my desk. For a ten-
dollar fee it told them that, from a few
specimens of ore, one troy ounce each of
gold and silver had been recovered.

There was not enough of the sample
to give a reasonable estimate of what the
valuable metals would run per ton. But
here at long last was to them positive
proof that there was or had been a lost
mine in Arizona’s Sycamore Canyon
country. Their spirits rose sky high.

The pieces of quartz varied from chalk
white in color to a muddy gray—much
smaller fragments of the same ore I had
examined years before. They came from
an ancient Spanish arrastre in the area
where these old-timers had spent the past
two years hunting a legendary lost mine.

Since they insist their names not be
mentioned, I will call them Jack and Bill.
They have lived near Flagstaff all their
lives. Their reasons for remaining un-
known are apprehension of being followed
by claim jumpers while continuing their
search, and propositions from meddlers.

They approached me in the beginning,
having heard that I once wrote several
magazine articles on the lost mine, sug-
gesting my file might contain facts not

disclosed in print. They were right. Hav-
ing known them as friends for many
yvears, I produced a voluminous file from
which they made notes.

During the past twenty-four months,
each milestone coming weeks apart, they
have discovered the following clues to
existence of the lost mine:

1. Remains of a log bridge constructed
by white prospectors who worked the lost
mine in 1874.

2. Alligator juniper stumps from which
came timbers dendrochronology-dated as
having been cut during the period 1744
to 1760.

3. Holes drilled by soft metal tools.

4. A water cistern with catch basin
cut into solid stone by chisels and not
blown out.

5. Short sections of the old Spanish
trail out of a canyon.

6. Gold ore scattered along the trail
possibly dropped from overburdened pack
animals. There is no other quartz like it,
or even similar, found anywhere in Ari-
zona.

The brothers are redoubling their ef-
forts and are fully convinced they are
on the verge of locating the old mine. I
hope so. If they do, the discovery will
revise somewhat my long established

True West



opinion that all lost mines and lost treas-
ures are phony tales, purely for suckers.
The only lost mine I ever saw was never
mislaid by anybody.

The one they are after, approaching
imminent discovery, has been in recent
years known as the Lost Mine of Coco-
nino and also Lost City of Coconino. Such
history chroniclers as Robert G. Fergu-
son, H. H. Bancroft, Phillip A. Bailey,
and Agapito Rey in his translation from
Spanish journals of the Expedition Into
New Mewxico by Antonio de Espejo, 1582-
1583, hopelessly confuse it with the Lost
Padre Mine. The latter is allegedly in the
same area but more south of Williams.

THE STORY of the Lost Sycamore
Canyon Mine begins with the Espejo
party in 1583. From northern Arizona
they entered the Verde Valley through
Oak Creek Canyon, which they called
the Canyon of Grapes. Local savages
showed them a place where for centuries
they had been digging a pigment from
the ground used for body painting (the
present site of Jerome).

What the Spaniards found in great
quantity was copper, of no use to them.
However, they spread searchers into all
canyons entering what they named Verde
River and Verde Valley. Thus they locat-
ed two gold ore-bearing bodies. One was
near Jerome and the other far up a large
canyon which is believed to be Sycamore
Canyon of our time but which they failed
to name. A description of the finds and
maps was inscribed on parchment. After
Espejo’s return to Mexico City nothing
more was done about the gold discoveries
until after the turn of the 18th Century.
Colonial disturbances in both Mexico and
New Mexico prevented development.

Copies of Espejo’s account and the
maps were dispatched to the governor
general at Santa Fe. However, no ex-
pedition went forth in search from there.
One came directly north from Mexico.
The Spaniards brought with them Indian
slaves and the docile Opata Indians from
Sonora. They began working the Verde
Valley gold deposit at once, continuing
to do so until cleaning it out. These old
workings later led white Americans to
the great copper deposits. They were
mined by the United Verde Company for
the Montana Copper King, W. A. Clark,
and Clarkdale was named for him.

The story goes that 200 Opata Indians
were taken north to Sycamore. Rude
habitations of stone, log and brush were
constructed and the vein tunneled. Sev-
eral arrastres were made, one very large.
The fact that they also put together a
number of two-wheeled wooden carts
lends credence to the theory that the mine
was actually not close to the village. Part
of the gold was removed crudely from the
ore but much was also packed south to
the Verde.

No records exist about how long the
Syecamore mine was worked, but undoubt-
edly a good many years after the Verde
gold played out. Legend holds more gold
was taken from the north mine than
there. It is also claimed that it, also,
wasn’t mined continuously, standing un-
tenanted for periods until a returning ex-
pedition opened the tunnel again. Nor is
it recorded what caused final abandon-
ment. It might have been the increasing
}S)ressure of Indians around them, or the

panish Crown’s claiming all gold and
silver mined in overseas provinces.

Tribal historians of those in the region
handed down tales of the Spaniards and
alien Indians present at both mines. Jim
Mahone, a Hualapai who died at age
120, often related that his father visited
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the one in Sycamore. Mahone once

served as a scout with a detachment of
Spanish soldiers while a youth. When
this and his actual age were questioned—
Jim was a witness before the hearing
concerning a dispute between the Hual-
apais and the Santa Fe Railroad over
water rights at Peach Springs, 1926—he
amazed everyone by producing his actual
discharge from Spanish service.

The first white American of record to
see the village was Clifford Haines. With
three fellow gold hunters he crossed the
Colorado River from California in 1853,
where Capt. W. H. Hardy would establish
a ferry and town eleven years later.
They were prospecting near the present
site of Kingman when Mojave and
Hualapai Indians jumped them.

The three partners were slain while
Haines escaped on a saddled horse as
night drew down. He fled furiously and
fast, hardly bothering to pick a course
other than a southerly direction. In fact,
he verged more eastward than south until
striking heavy timber and thick brush.
He kept going after sunup, knowing the
Indians could actually run him down
afoot. An unknown number of them had
been slain in the fight and they thirsted
for revenge.

‘As that day waned, he merged from
an almost impassable brush-choked forest
into a narrow defile. Descending it, he
came out on the sandy floor of a wide
canyon near a stream. Watering himself
and his horse, he continued around a bend
in the canyon wall to a sudden halt.

The final rays of a setting sun were
shining on a small village spread out
and picket poles. He saw several wheeled
before him. The buildings were of stone
carts near an arrastre. The scene was so
clear, so vivid, that he listened expectant-
ly for the voices of people, and watched
for cooking fire smokes.

But the seemingly eternal silence, the
absence even of song birds gave him an
eerie feeling. His first rising hope—that
he would find help and food—died quick-
ly. On near approach he knew the worst.
This was a ghost village long abandoned
to drifting sand and the elements.

RAIN had washed mud mortar from the
stone walls; in some of the crumbled
cabins, trees already grew. Wooden
wheels of the carts were rotted away,
(Continued on page 46)

Lee Pierce pauses (below) beside a min-
ing claim marker of unknown date. War-
ren Pierce sits outside a cave in Sycamore
Canyon. In the Twenties, a family lived
here and operated a still. Melvin Halliday
(inset) found the Spanish books brought
from the canyon by Bearhunter Howard.

Photos courtesy author
Jim Mahone, Hualapai Indian who lived to
be 120, related how his father visited the
Spaniards while they worked the mine
in Sycamore Canyon. The cabin below
predates the Squires expedition of 1878.
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IN 1945, when I was working for Frank

Williams on the Hunter Liggett
Ranch in California, I witnessed the fol-
lowing. >

Old Nick was shoeing a horse. He had
him hobbled and was working on his
hind feet. Five or six of us were watch-
ing and not saying anything, but there
was one smart %uy who kept giving ad-
vice as to how he ought to do this and
he ought to do that. The horse wasn’t
standing too good and I could see the
back of Nick’s neck getting kind of red
and I knew it wouldn’t be long before
he blew up. Just about then, he dropped
the foot he had been working on and
looked at this smart guy and said, “You
get to hell away from this horse before
I bend this rasp across that empty head
of yours. If I want to know anything
about shoeing this horse, I'll ask the
cook.”

Nick wouldn’t have been far wrong
if he had asked the cook, because some
of the best camp cooks I have ever
known had been cowboys and knew how
to shoe a horse as well as they knew how
to make bread in a Dutch oven.

Gil Petty and Sid Thomas, both of the
Hearst Ranch, were the two best camp
cooks I ever knew. Their camps were just
as orderly as an old maid’s kitchen.
(And you had better be sure you didn’t
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Roundup cook for a Montana outfit in 1915,

do anything to disrupt it.) Also Chet
Behan, when he made the pies and cakes
at Buffalo Corrals, is not to be forgotten.

The first camp cook I remember was
an old Mexican named Damacio Peralta.
When he was not cooking for a hay crew
or at roundup time, he did chores around
the ranch. My mother kept him busy
taking care of her garden or her brood of
redheaded kids.

If the regular cook quit or wanted a
vacation, it was Damacio for the kitchen.

When Harold, my younger brother,
was five or six, he was inclined to be kind
of “chapo.” If he happened to be around
in the morning when Damacio turned out
the sheep, he would stand by the gate
and grab one by the wool and jump on.
He’d get a wild ride for about forty or
fifty feet and then the sheep would either
stop or turn, and Harold would go right
on until the ground got in his way—and
he would generally land on his head. Old
Damacio would go and pick him up and
say, ‘“Look out, that’s no good for fat
man.” ;

Harold didn’t like to be called a “fat
man,” but he would try for another ride
every time he got the chance.

Damacio didn’t know how to make any
kind of bread except tortillas, so that is
what you had three times a day. He used
to cook for the hay crew at the Bradley

Ranch. In those days, there were lots of
hoboes. When they would come to the
camp and ask for a hand-out, Damacio
would say, “Help yourselves, boys. My
boss, a richa man, plenty money in the
pockets, plenty cattle in the hills.” The
boss made a rule; the working man had
to eat first and then Damacio could feed
the bums.

Buster Fancher would pinch-hit as a
cook occasionally. He was very good but
I don’t think he ever liked his job. To
build his eampfire he would cut two green
limbs about six inches through and about
four feet long, which he would lay par-
allel and build the fire between them. It
made a very passable stove and the two
green sticks would keep his skillets and
pots level so they wouldn’t burn.

Alfred Journey always gave Buster a
bad time. He would come into camp and
wait until Buster had his back turned
and then turn the handles of the fry
pans over the fire. When they were hot
he would turn them back and say, “Bus,
ain’t this burning?”

Buster would rush over and grab one
of those hot handles—and how he would
cuss and scream! He would rub his hands
up and down on his overall legs. “Dod,
dats hot!”

One day he turned around in time to
catch Al. He said, “Sometimes I’'m going

True West



There were many dangers in the life of a cowboy:
spooked horses, stampeding caitle, summer lightning,
buzzing rattlers—and camp cooks

to kill that damned Injun, and when I
do, I'm going to hang his scalp right
over this fire and smoke it.” The last
time I saw Al, he still had his scalp.

N 1915, Wes Burnett from Adelaide
had the old Godfrey Ranch rented.
(It is now known as the De Vries Ranch.)
He kept a camp at what was then known
as the Lambing Camp. It is now the
headquarters of the ranch. At that time
there was an old frame house, a big barn
and corrals.

It was in the late fall, and we were
gathering cows and calves to wean. Os-
car Ryan was the cook. There was no
stove in the house and all the cooking
was done in the fireplace. As it was
pretty cold at that time of the year,
everyone slept in the house. There were
seven or eight in the crew. Tom Walker
was ramrod and he loved to play cards.
So every night we would have a poker
game which would last until ten or eleven
o’clock.

When Oscar got through with his
dishes, he would mix his sourdough for
hotcakes, then bank the fire and set his
dough on the hearth to keep warm and
rise for morning. He had some kind of
strange religion. Before he went to bed
he would tell us that if we played cards,
we’d never get to Heaven. Charlie Ditte-
more said he had never heard of a camp
cook going to Heaven anyway, and the
stuff that Oscar cooked up wasn’t exactly
nectar and ambrosia, so he guessed we
would get along wherever we went.

Charlie had his bed in the corner along-
side of the fireplace and I had mine on
the floor at the far end of the room.
When Oscar got up in the morning and
started his fire, Charlie and I would
go out to feed the horses. By the time
we got back, breakfast would be ready.

We had been there four or five days.
Maybe it was the late hours or maybe I
was just lazy; anyhow, I didn’t get right
up one morning. I was just lying in bed
watching Oscar’s back as he was stirring
his hotcakes and listening to him suck
on his old pipe.

That pipe was quite an institution. The
stem had been broken and it had been
patched up with fine wire which was
covered with adhesive tape. It not only
smelled worse than an old goat, but it
also leaked.

All of a sudden, I saw Charlie get out
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of bed and very deliberately, without
putting his clothes on, walk over and
jerk the pipe out of Oscar’s mouth and
put it on the mantelpiece. Then he
said, “You can have that when you’re
through cooking breakfast.”

Charlie dressed, said nothing more,
and went out. When I caught up with
him at the corral I said, “What goes with
you and Ryan?”

He said, “That old pipe.”

“It does stink,” I agreed.

“Not only that,” Charlie told me, “it
was leaking into the hotcake batter!” I
didn’t eat any hotcakes that morning.

ALL over the State of California, 1918

was a short year and it was quite a
scramble to find feed anywhere. Wes
Burnett and my dad rented a big parcel
of land on the Carrisa Plains. It was
known as the McDonald. About half of it
was in grain and they figured when the
feed was gone on the range land and
the grain would be harvested, they could
move onto the stubble. In that way they
would be able to get through the spring
and summer. So we started to move
cattle.

On the first drive, Burnett hired Mar-
ten Lowe for cook. I don’t think he was
as well known for his culinary ability
as he was for his tremendous strength.
There were many stories told of his
younger days. One was that he had
pulled a single plow for a half a day and
then had eaten half a sheep. Another—
that for a drink he had packed a bale of
sacks from the San Miguel Flour Mill to
Charlie Davis’ saloon, a distance of about
a quarter of a mile. A stranger listening
to Marten talk would have thought he
had been windbroken like an old horse.
He kind of wheezed and he called a fish,
‘a thith.” I never saw him wearing shoes
and I don’t think he owned any. Every-
where you would see him, he would be
barefooted. That was our cook.

On our first night we camped in San
Miguel, across the railroad tracks from
the main part of town. Marten picked
the spot because it was close to the old
Sitton stables, where he could keep his
team. We did all right that night. He
proved to be a pretty good cook.

Next morning, after Marten built his
fire, he went into the barn to feed his
horses and Sherm Wood followed him in
to help. Sherm said, “When I opened the

door, Marten had hung his lantern on a
nail and was kind of limping toward me.
He said, ‘Herman, pull this board off my
foot.” He got a-hold of the manger and
stuck his foot out backward—just as
you’d pick up a horse’s hind foot to shoe.

“Sure enough, there was a piece of two-
by-four just about the size of his foot
and an old rusty nail through that, and
through his foot. I had to take a couple
of pulls to get it off.

“I told him that we’d have to get that
wrapped up and he said, ‘No, just look
under the manger there, and get that
jug of wine and pour some on and it’ll be
all right.’

“¢0.K., I told him. ‘It’s your foot.” ”

When Sherm told me this, I said to
Marten, “You’d better go see the doctor
when he opens up.”

Marten said, “I ain’t ever been to a
doctor and I ain’t goin’ to start now. I'll
just keep pouring a little wine on it.”

I don’t think he poured all the wine on
his foot because, when we got to the
Fifteen-Mile. Corral that night, he was
pretty high and had quit limping.

We had stewed chicken for supper. I
knew someone had been foraging the night -
before in San Miguel, and someone there
was going to go without eggs for break-
fast for awhile.

It was about five days more to the
Carnasa Springs, on the edge of the
plains, where we had our camp. We ate
pretty good all the way. The spring was
just a big patch of tules on a sidehill,
with ditches dug all through it. These
ditches all ran into a box and from there
were piped to a long string of water
troughs. The more ditches, the more
water. The tule roots had to be kept
cleaned out all the time, which was a
muddy job and it fell to Marten, as he
only had to cook for about four of us.
There was no fence around the grain
and the cattle had to be watched all the
time, night and day.

Marten had fixed up an old washtub
for a stove. He filled it about half full.
of dirt and then punched holes all around
it. With a grate on top, it worked very
good.

We never knew just when we would be
in to eat, but that didn’t seem to bother
him. If he was cleaning out his ditches,
he would hear us ride in and you would
see him poke his head out of the tules to
see who it was, and then come out. He
never wore anything but an undershirt
and he looked just like an old hog coming
out of a wallow, mud right up to his
undershirt—and it was short.

He cooked all his meat on a griddle and
turned it with a hotcake turner. He hated
flies, of which there were plenty around
the camp. While he was cooking, he
would put a piece of raw meat or some
rabbit guts on a box alongside of him.
He would wait until this little tidbit was
covered with flies, then whop ’em with
the hotcake turner and say, “Damnit, I
killed a thousand that time.”

Then he’d wipe the turner on his bare
leg and turn the meat or stir the beans
with it. He’d start to tell about the big
‘thith’ he caught when he was a guide
at Lake Tahoe. While he was talking,
he would scratch his back or the back
of his head with the cake turner, then
say, “Get your plates now, this is ready.”
He would shovel a piece of meat onto the
plate you held out and then smack some
more flies while he was waiting for the
next plate.

Our food may not have been very
sanitary, but it was nourishing, and we
lived through it.
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WILL 0' THE WISP OF TREASURE HUNTERS

Photos courtesy author

ONE MAN who spent the last thirty

-years of his life seeking the Spider
Rock gold was Frank Olmstead. About
twelve miles northeast of Aspermont,
Texas, deep in the cedar brakes of Stone-
wall County, lie his half-dugout and
grave. They both overlook the Salt Fork
of the Brazos.

Almost every resident of this North
Texas county can tell you about Olm-
stead, a treasure hunter who devoted his
life to a “pot of gold” which he believed
was always “only a shovel’s dig away.”
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By STEVE WILSON

“Olmstead was a highly educated man,”
said John Metealf, a farmer in the cedar
brakes who was the prospector’s closest
friend and neighbor.

Olmstead came to the west from Illi-
nois, where he had owned a large farm
and was a respected citizen of the com-
munity. He was in several business ven-
tures in California and Florida, and
played the stock market pretty heavily.
When he heard the story of buried treas-
ure in Stonewall County, left by Span-
iards centuries before, he was living in

Lawton, Oklahoma.

The transplanted Illinois farmer first
went to Texas in quest of lost gold in
1920. He began prospecting around the
Double Mountains, but on hearing rumors
of the Spider Rock gold, bought a 133-
acre farm on the Salt Fork. He believed
the treasure was buried on this land.

Olmstead’s wife in the beginning was
with him. It was only when Olmstead
sold their rich Illinois farm for $500 an
acre to finance the treasure search, that
she decided on a divorce. Later she re-
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turned for a few days with a new hus-
band to visit Olmstead at his diggings.

Olmstead didn’t permanently settle at
his “treasure site” wuntil 1933. It was
then that he started digging holes and
trenches, sinking several shafts as deep
as  thirty feet, and always working by
himself. He would climb down a rope
ladder, dig enough rock and earth to fill
a bucket, then climb back up and pull out
the filled bucket. He worked in this
tedious manner until he died in Novem-
ber, 1948.

Olmstead’s half-dugout, built into the
side of a rock bluff, has stood untouched
except by nature since the owner’s death.
The old dwelling resembles the structures
that the first pioneers of Texas made
when the land was settled.

OLMSTEAD spent almost thirty years

seeking the Spider Rock gold. He
had very little to go by—a copy of the
Spider Rock map, and three pieces of
copper ornaments resembling a knife, a
crude key and another piece never iden-
tified. All these were found atop the
copper-engraved Spider Rock in 1908 by
Dave Arnold, a treasure hunter from
the Rio Grande, and a treasure party con-
sisting of farmers and Haskell, Texas,
residents.

Many people have tried to track down
Dave Arnold. He had the original sheep-
skin treasure map which the 1908 party
used to find the Spider Rock and many
other Spanish relics. When Arnold left
the country, he went to John Metecalf Sr.,
who owned the land next to Olmstead’s,
and gave Metcalf a copy of the Spider
Rock (the same copy shown in the June
’64 issue of T'rue West).

Metcalf was told to keep the map until
he returned, but Arnold never came back.
Later the map fell into the hands of
Olmstead. Some say Arnold was killed in
Kansas.

Ten years before Frank Olmstead died,
he had dug his own grave, only a few feet
away from his canyon rim home. He
wasn’t wasteful. For his tomb he used a
hole he had originally hoped would yield
buried gold!

The inside of the treasure hunter’s
dugout is exactly as he left it, except
pack rats and mice have now made it
their home. A lamp still stands on the
old wood cookstove. Pans hang from the
walls, and his radio rests on a nearby
table. A long-outdated calendar is sus-
pended above jars of sugar, flour and
blackeyed peas.

Almost everyone in the area knows of
Olmstead and his treasure hunting. Yet
none can explain why he chose to spend
most of three decades, some of the best
years of his life, in poverty. The scores
of holes on hillsides. and those he dug
into the side of the canyon near his home
yielded nothing.

Once, recalls John Metcalf, Olmstead
found a rabbit trapped in one of his
excavations. He freed the rabbit and
then covered up the hole.

“He told me he didn’t want rabbits
or other animals dying because of him,”
Metcalf commented. “He was really a
wonderful man, very kind, and highly
literate.”

Olmstead would pick blackeyed peas
from Metcalf’s garden, insisting that his
friend take half of the peas he gathered.
“T would tell him to take what he wanted
and forget it, but he wanted to do it on
the halves,” the farmer recalls.

Once a week Olmstead would walk five
miles to his mailbox where he would pick
up magazines and newspapers to which
he subscribed. What little money he
needed was earned by working on neigh-
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A close-up view of the dugout on the opposite page which was home to Frank Olmstead
for many years.

boring farms—sometimes picking cotton,
sometimes just guarding a farm while
its owners went on vacation.

“Olmstead once told me that he didn’t
understand why people had housing prob-
lems,” Metcalf laughed. “He said he
solved the problem with only forty-five
cents.” y

Olmstead paid the forty-five cents for
the windshield from an old car. He used
rocks and logs with mud mortar to build
his canyon home, and the windshield
served as his window.

A towering radio aerial Olmstead had
for his radio still stands as a sentinel,
guarding the old treasure diggings. A
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Frank’s digging tools still stand at the head of his grave.

rock collection he had gathered through
the years lies on a table outside his dug-
out. Nothing has been disturbed.

At the age of seventy-two, Olmstead
died, still believing that the lost Spanish
treasure was buried on his land. John
Metcalf buried his friend as he had re-
quested, in the grave Olmstead had dug
ten years before. The prospector also
asked that his shovels, picks and digging
tools be placed at the head of his grave.
It was an old custom of Western mining
camps, and the man from Illinois wanted
them on his grave to show that he, too,
had dug for gold.



THERE was nothing unusual about a

call to go out to Faith, except that the
weather on this trip was so piercingly
cold. It was Saturday, which meant that
we would have to spend our Sunday
layover in Faith.

The trip going out was not unusual
either, except that wherever snow had
drifted over the rails or filled in the cuts
for a foot or so in depth, it was so solid
that plowing it out was more like trying
to break out solid ice.

Anyway, we arrived at Faith at 8:30
P.M. with the temperature 51 or 52 de-
grees below zero, and the snow drifting
badly. I’ll always recall how good that
big T-bone steak -tasted when we had
finally got thawed out and had ordered
our dinner.

Next morning the weather was just as
sour, and no one ventured outdoors ex-
cept of necessity, and then they hurried
as fast as possible over the snow-packed
streets. As for us “rails,” we just sat in
the lobby of the West Hotel with our
feet cocked up on the heat register to
keep warm.

The West Hotel was built in the old
“Gay Nineties” style. Just a two-story
frame building with the typical Old West
front, and a porch the same as you will
see in movies, or on the TV screen of
today. It had four or five posts, and one
of those posts, directly out from where we
sat, had one of those two-foot-long ther-
mometers on it. And on that Sunday,
the warmest it showed was forty degrees
below zero, and it was still windy.

Here’s something that Mr. “Believe-
It-Or-Not” Ripley put in his feature. He
said, “On February, 16, 1936, the official
temperature at McIntosh, South Dakota,
was fifty-nine degrees below zero—the

coldest ever recorded in the United States.

except at exceedingly high altitudes.”
(McIntosh, South Dakota, is sixty miles
north of Faith.)

ON Monday morning we were called for

“Number 206, on time (8 A.M.),” so

we rolled out, had our breakfast, picked
up the grips and went to work.

Boy-oh-boy! she was cold. Fifty-three

below zero again, and the snow still scud-
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ding along. Ground blizzards, they call
them now. And we got our old Number
1027 and began to make up our train for
the trip back to Mobridge.

It was pretty tough snowplowing from
Faith to Eagle Butte, a distance of thirty-
eight miles. The snow was so hard frozen,
and so full of dirt and tumbleweeds from
off the plowed fields that it did not look
like snow, and came out in blocks. A horse
could have walked on those drifts and
hardly left a hoof mark.

At Eagle Butte we coaled up our engine
to its maximum capacity, set out all our
cars except the combination mail and
express (always referred to as the “M.E.”
car), and kept only the one day-coach.

We had a fine Rogers Ballast snowplow
ahead of our engine and we were well
equipped to plow our way home, or so
we thought!

It was still fifty-three degrees below
zero, and the wind had increased to a
sixty- or seventy-mile-an-hour gale.
Again it was snowing.

We all went over to a small restaurant
to eat, then back to our train, and by this
time we were in the granddaddy of all
Dakota blizzards.

The snow was so dense that visibility
was not over fifty feet. The wind was
literally screaming, and it was still hold-
ing to that fifty-three degrees below
Z€er0.

Such a storm cannot be adequately
described in words. If you have never
faced a wind that cold, or of such velocity,
I won’t urge you to try it—or not just
for kicks, as the young folks say. In such
weather a person can freeze the flesh on
nose, lips and cheeks almost solid in five
or ten minutes.

Well, we were ready to leave Eagle
Butte when Ed Ogden, our conductor,
came over with our orders in his hand and
said, “Paul, the chief dispatcher wants
your opinion as to whether you think you
can make it through or not.”

“Ed,” I said, “you tell the chief dis-
patcher that I have no way of knowing
whether we will make it or not, since this
storm is the worst that I have ever seen.
I will put it in his lap. If he says, ‘Go,’
we will go.”

Ogden went back into the depot, and
had the dispatcher tell the chief dispatch-
er what I had said.

In about five minutes the conductor
came struggling out into the storm and,
when close enough to be seen, gave us
the big “Go” sign—and right there began

It was a lovely week at company expense—
first class accommodations, plenty to
eat and drink, and really superb

air conditioning

‘i

the roughest piece of railroading that I
ever made in all my fifty-two years of
locomotive service. Believe me, I have
seen many a hard trip, but no one of
them could hold a candle to this one.

THE track east-from Eagle Butte is
built right on top of the prairie, so
to speak. When the old Milwaukee Road
built a branch line back in 1910, they
didn’t believe in high grades or trestles,
but just built on the lay of the ground.
If they came to a hill they built right over
it, or if a cut was to be made, they cut
just as little as possible. So our railroad
was a mess of curves, short, shallow cuts,
and up hill and down dale. Perhaps there
are worse branch lines than the one to
Faith but they must be rather few.

We had gone about one-and-a-half
miles out of Eagle Butte, when whamo!
we ran into our first snowbank. It was
like hitting solid ice.

I knew right then what we were in for,
but you can’t back up when the rails are
ice-covered, you’ll go on the ground. So
we went at it full head. Then there was a
bigger, deeper bank that smashed in our
front cab windows, completely covering
us with big blocks of icy snow, and all
the while the storm was growing in
density and wind velocity.

We were completely blinded by snow,
ice and the steam that rose when snow
struck the fire box and boiler.

It is not possible to explain to a person,
who hasn’t had the experience, what our
locomotive was like while plowing snow.
The engine crew was actually running
blind. They saw nothing either inside
or outside the engine cab because of
snow and steam.

How my fireman ever got coal from the
tender into the firebox while we were
plowing is a mystery. With the door open
one could see just a dim ring of light in
the steam. When we’d strike a big solid
bank at twenty-five or thirty miles an
hour, it felt as though you had run into
a rock wall.

At times the engine men were knocked
against the boiler head, or piled in a heap
under snow that came through the broken
front windows, or in the gangway. We’d
slam blind into a cut full of ice-hard
snow, but somehow kept moving—al-
though we almost came to a dead stop
long before we finally came to rest.

After we had come through a drift
nearly 700 yards long and up to 15 or
16 feet deep, we stalled. The snowplow
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Snowplow clearing the tracks near Faith, South Dakota.

had come through the drift and was just
peeking out the far end. Well, we were
into snow so deep we couldn’t get out
through the gangway, so we went into
the cab and scrambled out onto the big
drift.

Feeling our way along, back over the
coach next to the engine, we found that
the snow was two or three feet higher
than the roof of the coach, so we dug
down between the engine and ecar, un-
coupled the coach and began to get our
engine on out of the drift which was
only about fifty feet more. That done,
we tried to shovel our way back to the
coaches so we could couple on and bring
them out one at a time. It was just “no
dice.”

The wind’s velocity was seventy-five
miles per hour, the temperature still
fifty-three degrees below zero, and that
sliding, blinding snow would fill in faster
than we could dig it out. It was just about
like trying to shovel a barrel of loose
flour onto a ledge above your head.

Finding it impossible to get our coach
and mail car out of the drift, we felt
we were doomed to stay there until the
storm abated so that a full-fledged snow-
bucking outfit could come and dig us out.

WE walked up the track to Mossman

stockyards, where there was a two’
by two’ phone box up on a telegraph pole.
We planned to contact the chief dispatch-
er, give him our location, and report facts
as they were.

I will never forget Conductor Ogden
trying to crank that old phone, and keep
the receiver up to his ear. His ear froze
rigid, and his nose and cheek turned
frosty white before he finished.

The chief dispatcher got all the data,
but our conductor nearly froze to death.
Poor Ogden! He had been ill and had just
got back from some hot springs resort,
so he wasn’t fit to be out in such weather:
It was too much for him. ;

After asking the dispatcher to block
all traffic to that point, we started to
back up to our train, about one-and-three-
fourths miles distant. We did all right
shoveling through those plowed out
drifts with the back of our tender, until
1v;ve. got to a cut half-a-mile from our
rain.
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There we plowed the snow into a great
mound and dragged it in on us with our
backing plow. We were unable to go
ahead or back.

The storm got worse, if such a thing
were possible. Anyway, we could not see
over fifteen feet in that frozen hell. It
was up to us to get fuel back to the two
old potbellied stoves on the train to keep
the people from literally freezing to
death. So we borrowed bags from the
mail car and filled them with coal, drag-
ging them back the half-mile to the
train.

It was about this time that someone
found out that there was no drinking
water aboard, and no food either.

As passengers we had one middle-aged
man, and a sick woman en route to
Rochester, Minnesota, with a nurse ac-
companying her,

The snow sifted in around the venti-
lator doors until it was four inches deep
all over the car seats and floor except
where the heat from “Old Potbelly” kept
a small patch thawed off. Everyone
hugged the stove which, as you may re-
call, was placed in a corner—usually
just opposite the toilet.

The old stoves were jacketed with sheet
iron, and railroaders gratefully ack-
nowledge the amount of heat they could
put out. And I will testify as to the
amount of coal they could consume, as I
personally carried half of the coal during
that ordeal. Only the head brakeman and
I were able to carry coal.

Rear brakeman Bill Moon, aged seven-
ty-three, was too old to get out in the
storm. The conductor had become very
ill and lay in the mail car covered over
with mail bags. Fireman Louie Macken
had wrenched his back when we were
plowing snow. It was the head brakeman
and me for packing fuel.

About 10:30 P.M., we heard a racket
on the road about a hundred yards away.
It was a state highway tractor pulling
a cook shack such as workmen use({). They
had recruited fifteen men to come out
and get the sick woman and the nurse.
But no one had the gumption to think
we might be without food or water out
there.

They took our passengers and made it
back to Eagle Butte. It made us a little

By PAUL BYINGTON
as told to

DADE GIPSON :

more room but we were still hungry. We
began to shovel snow into the engine’s
tank to keep her alive, melting it with
the steam line. Fimed

By this time it was around midnight of
Monday, February 17. Between us we
kept our locomotive alive in her icy
prison, and we went on shoveling snow
into her all day Tuesday and Tuesday
night.

Finally, it was obvious that old 1027
was going to die anyway, so I set about
to drain and kill her engine on Wednes-
day morning. :

The mail clerk helped me dig down
alongside of the cylinders and take out
the drain cocks, and all the gadgets that
only a steam engineer would recall. So

we killed her.
AT Wednesday noon we still had got
nothing to put into our stomachs

except the dirty snow water that we
melted in a-fire bucket. I had a severe
headache from being hungry, and felt ter-
ribly sleepy and tired. But that afternoon
the wind let up a little and the snow
uit. ;
1 The mail clerk said, “Say, Paul, I have
my pistol along. Let’s go see if we can
shoot a jackrabbit.”

No luck that way, but both of us re-
called a little Russian farmer who lived

* two and a half miles farther on, and we

thought we’d go see if he could sell us
a little food. How well I remember that
family! Gaunt, hungryv, poorly eclothed,
and all huddled about a small heater try-
ing to keep warm.

You recall that this was 1936, the worst
of the Depression years. There had been
wind, drought and grasshoppers which
had eaten everything except the tumble-
weeds, and even some of them.

When we told the man about being up
the track without food he just said, “Well,
we have but little food, and cannot get
out of here to drive to town (eighteen
miles) to get any, and neither have we
any money to buy fuel, so we are burning
the stock corral boards and some cow
chips to keep from freezing—but we will
spare you a loaf of bread, a little coffee
and a chunk of frozen pork if that will
help.”

“You bet that would help,” we told him,
adding that he might like to hitch up a
team to his bobsled and go borrow a load
of coal from the dead engine of ours.

Our friend must have hauled coal from
our tender most of the night. When I
found that it was about stripped, I went
out and asked him not to take any more,
as we might freeze in our coach before
help could come to us.

We put that pork to boil in the fire
bucket, and couldn’t wait until it was
done to eat it. Muddy snow water went
into the coffee, and we toasted the bread
in a scoop shovel. We had no cooking
utensils whatever except the one tin cup
and the coffee can. But better food was

(Continued on page 68)
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ere the steamhoats pass no more. ..

ORT SELKIRK, oldest settlement on
the upper Yukon, is possibly the best
preserved ghost town in the world. In the
Catholic church sits a pump organ that
is only slightly out of tune; in the Sun-
day School room of the Anglican church,
religious texts lie open on a long table,
suggesting that the children have gone
outside for recess and will soon return.
Opening the unlocked door of a cabin, one
finds no one at home, but apparently the
owners have left only for a short vaca-
tion. An axe, snowshoes, and other neces-
sities of Northern living are in the entry-
way. Firewood has been split and stacked
next to the cast-iron stove, and pots and
dishes are orderly, awaiting use in the
next meal. Below a somewhat dusty shelf
of books, a record rests upon the turn-
table of an old-fashioned crank phono-
graph. One trips the lever, and the spring
is still tight enough from the last winding
to hear half of the song before the
machine slows the vocalist into a slurring
bass.

In all of the cabins of Fort Selkirk,
save one, there is no one at home. Nor has
there been, for at least eight years. And
of the people who have gone, it is prob-
able that none will return.

_ In 1848, Robert Campbell established a
Hudson’s Bay trading post at the site
where Fort Selkirk now stands. He soon
built up a lucrative trade with the local
Indians. Prior to this, they had traded
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By MICHAEL J ENHINSON
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extensively with the warlike Chilkat In-
dians from the coastal regions. Each year
the Chilkats would cross rugged spurs
of the St. Elias Mountains to barter
with the interior Indians at a point on the
Yukon known as Hell’s Gate. When they
discovered that Campbell was siphoning
off this trade, a war party was sent to the
fort. Campbell was alone at the time. In
a bizarre, lopsided struggle, he managed
to affect a hair-raising escape in a canoe,
but not before the clothes were torn from
his back.

Later, he assembled a band of local
Indians, and they poled upriver in birch-
bark canoes to a point opposite the fort,
which was in smoldering ruins. His com-
panions refused to go farther, and for a
time prevented Campbell from crossing
the river, so great was the terror of an
ambush.

The trader managed to allay their
fears, however, by gravely and cere-
moniously peeling two willow twigs.
Crossed before his chest, he assured them
the twigs would deflect any bullets or
arrows shot in his ‘direction. Satisfied
with this magical protection, they al-
lowed him to cross to the fort. Almost
everything of value had been plundered
or burned, with the notable exception of a
considerable stock of tobacco, which the
Chilkats apparently deemed worthless.
IN 1892 a large settlement sprang up

around a mission at Fort Selkirk.
Trading again became active. Within a
few years, over $50,000 worth of raw fur
was hanging from the rafters of one
storeroom alone.

During the Klondike stampede, Fort
Selkirk was designated as headquarters
for the Yukon Field Force. The Canadian
Government feared the numerous Ameri-
can stampeders might feel it their “mani-
fest destiny” to spread the wing of the
American eagle over the Yukon. Accord-
ingly, they sent 203 officers and men
northward, with instructions to reinforce

the Mounties if insurrection should break
out.

Like the stampeders, the Field Force
found there were no easy routes to the
Klondike. And so, in their scarlet jackets
and white helmets, this crack parade-
ground ensemble struggled to hold forma-
tion as they marched hundreds of miles
across bog and mountain in the interior
of British Columbia, growing less elegant
by the mile.

At Fort Selkirk, the Field Force found
life somewhat less strenuous. During the
summer of 1898, they had box seats for
a curious and colorful parade—the boats
of the Klondike stampeders passing down-
river. Many who had left Bennett that
summer had floundered in rapids, or been
forced to turn back for lack of supplies,
but others came on. Canoes and skiffs,
barges and rafts—by the thousands—
drifted under the cutbanks of the town.

One barge bore a huge banner, “Happy
Hooligans,” and on it were forty dance-
hall girls, numerous gamblers, and others
of the sporting element. Boats passed
carrying gold scales, cash, safes, account
books, and cashiers—nuclei of banks to
be established in the Klondike. Boats
passed bearing printing presses for gold-
field newspapers, and a man drifted by
with a raftload of kittens which would
later sell for an ounce of gold per animal
to lonely miners at Dawson.

Nor was the spectacle limited to the
river. A frontiersman named Jack Dalton
constructed a trail from Pyramid Harbor
on the Lynn Canal to Fort Selkirk, and
charged $250 toll to anyone who wanted
to use it. His dream was that it should
be a cattle trail to supply the goldfields
with meat. He was soon confronted by a
party of range-toughened drovers who
refused to pay his toll. As they were
bunching their cattle to begin the long
drive, Dalton planted himself at the
start of his trail armed with rifle and
six-gun, announcing he would shoot the
first man or animal who started up it.

Danny Roberts (above) cmd his family are

the sole occupants of Fort Selkirk. Danny

is employed there as caretaker by the
Canadian Government.

The cattlemen, thinking it a bluff, worked
their herd through the thick brush and
woods to one side of the trail, hoping
to soon cut back unmolested to the cleared
swath. As they cursed and attempted to
move laggards out of thicket and swamp,
Dalton rode easily off to the side on his
trail, guarding it, rifle cocked over his
pommel. This defiant stand-off continued
for 300 miles. Eventually, more than
2,000 cattle, their owners having paid the
toll, moved over this trail to Fort Selkirk.

During the summer of 1898, the first
steamboat to travel round-trip from
Dawson to Whitehorse almost bogged
down at Selkirk for lack of oil. Fifty
pounds of moose tallow, purchased from
Indians, saved the day. Over the follow-
ing years, the people of Fort Selkirk were
to see literally hundreds of steamboats
churn up and down the river, ranging

(Continued on page 68)

Fort Selkirk (opposite page), the oldest town on the Upper Yukon, is possibly the best preserved ghost town in the world. When the
last families moved out, they left behind the bulk of their possessions, unable to move them out by riverboat. Only a handful of
vigitors have wandered down the grass-grown paths of the town—for it is reached only by the Yukon River, seen in the back-
ground of the lower picture on the opposite page. The Anglican Church (below left) is in excellent repair, but the rotting boat on
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the right has made its last trip down the Yukon.
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Wild Old Daya.!

HUNGRY HUNTERS
By J. Frank Dobie

T was late in December about 1928 or
1929 that I went out in the Mogollon
Mountains of New Mexico to hunt pan-
thers with Dub and Joe Evans. I was on
an assignment to write a story about lion

‘ hunting and my magazine sent along a

fine artist, Paul Branson, to illustrate it.

With a pack outfit we rode around Old
Baldy to the Horse Camn. For a week or
more we rode down canyons, over moun-
tains and across timberlands trying to
strike a fresh lion track. We had the
best of dogs, and at night by the fireplace,
Dub and Joe Evans were the best of
company. They gave me a cycle of lion
stories, but we couldn’t find a lion. I
really needed one for my story—though
in the end I borrowed one from Joe’s
past that did better than any I could have
found. Finally Paul Branson’s time was
up, and he and Joe Evans went in.

. Dub said that he and I would cross the
Gila River, and make one last supreme
effort to find a lion. We took surprisingly
little food with us and no bedding. Snow
had fallen several days before, and the
thermometer was down around zero. Our
dogs hit a cold trail and we worked on
it for hours. Night found us high up in
the mountains, miles away from camp.
We were in lion country and wanted
to stay there. We ate a sparing supper,
saving all we could for the dogs. Our
fire was built against some rocks that,
with the heat, went to cracking and ex-
ploding like bombs. We had to move the
fire, but we kept it burning strong all
night. Neither of us slept much. One
time while I dozed off with my back
close to the fire, a spot the size of my
hat was scorched out of the sheepskin
coat I wore.

At daylight the backs of our horses,
staked out, were covered with frost as
thick as a light snow. We had brought
along some corn for them in morrals, but
the little grass they found in that high
pine country had done them no good.

Breakfastless, we started on. The dogs
could no longer make anything of the
old trail abandoned the evening before.
A man may for fifteen hours dig post-
holes, or chop posts, or pitch hay, or row
a boat in a tossing sea without burning

- up as much carbon in his body as he will

burn up during a long night in bitter
cold trying to be warm and not sleeping.

Along in the forenoon sometime, I
observed to myself that a little hot break-
fast and coffee would taste mighty good.
My horse began to slow up. He’d been
ridden pretty hard for two or three days,
but it was the cold weather that was
burning up his energy. We were now
headed back for the main ranch, and Dub
said we’d get there before the day was
over. In a ranch country a day is over
when you quit. About noon my horse was
so played out that I got off and went to
leading him. Until we got in, Dub and I
took turns at riding his horse and leading
mine.

The dogs and we, too, gave up all idea
of striking a lion trail. The dogs’ feet
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had become so worn that some of them
were walking mighty gingerly; mostly
they were just following our slow tracks.
Dub and I began talking about what was
good to eat and what were the best meals
we had ever eaten and what we’d eat if
we could just order a meal by wishing
for it.

We talked about great steaks fried
in flour, with brown gravy as thick as
molasses, and hot biscuits and mince pies
and pumpkin pies and coffee with cream
and sugar in it; about fried venison and
calf ribs roasted on coals, and turkey
stuffed with dressing—Ilots of dressing,
and kids baked in Mexican style, and
good old frijoles boiled in an iron pot
with enough salt pork to fill half the pot,
and cornbread made out of yellow meal
dipped in a tin plate of sorghum molasses
buttered with hot bacon grease; about six
fried eggs on a plate beside another
plate running over with pieces of fried
bacon and baked potatoes and pone bread
out of a Dutch oven.

WE quit talking about anything but
food. We talked about foreign dishes,
though neither of us could remember
anything much about them—or never
knew much to remember—and about
fancy dishes. But we wouldn’t get far in
memories and speculations on food until
we came back to solid beef and bread,
playing all sorts of variations on these
foodiest of foods. I am sure that neither
of us had the slightest intimation of
lettuce or French dressing or mushrooms
or celery or anything like that. We were
so hungry that we could not think of
anything but food—hungry and cold, too;
we were just hungry enough for our
imaginations to he at their liveliest—on
meat and drink.
The sun went down. The air was colder.
The played-out horse could barely drag

his hind feet and often stumbled. We
quit talking, but our bellies didn’t. Then
there was a light, as dim as the farthest
star, and seemingly as far away. It
wasn’t, though. It was at the ranch house
away up the mountain valley.

When we got there, everybody had left
for Christmas except Joe Evans. He had
seen the family and Paul Branson off and
was waiting for us. However, he had not
expected us in that night. Of course, he
had eaten supper. Yes, there was a little
something left. -

By now our horses were eating corn
and the dogs were getting something.
Dub had looked in the kitchen. The fire
had burned down in the big wood stove.
It was soon blazing up. There wasn’t
enough for us to start respectably on.
Outside, hanging up, was half a beef,
frozen as hard as any packer’s refriger-
ator ever made meat. Joe went out with a
lantern, a saw and a great butcher knife.
We told him to cut off plenty. He did.

He made up a fresh batch of biscuits
—enough for two or three ordinary
families at Thanksgiving time. Joe had
fasted many times himself. He knew.
The smell of frying steak was too tan-
talizing. There was a big fire in the fire-
place in the front room. How warming it
was to the very marrow in the bones!

At last we sat down to the table in the
big kitchen, where we could smell, as well
as eat. Joe kept frying the steaks—not
merely scorching the outside of them, but
frying them brown in their own tallow
with a rich brown plastering of flour,
well peppered and salted. I can smell
them yet, and hear the fat sizzling.

A big pan of biscuits was before us
and two more pans in the oven. There was
butter and gravy both, but we didn’t look
at the butter—brown, rich, thick gravy
as hot as melted lead. And big cups of
coffee with condensed milk for cream.
We didn’t talk. The only noises were from
our working jaws and the glorious poetry
of movement made by the cook. Steaks
and more. steaks, fat, juicy and brown.

After I had eaten maybe five pounds
of them, with biscuits and gravy to
match, I began to slow down. By the time
I had eaten another pound or two I was
ready to taper off on a few buttered
biscuits sweetened from a pitcher of
honey.

That night I slept. This was the most
memorable meal of my existence. I have
recalled it many times, but never without
a feeling of thanksgiving.

PIPER OF THE SUPERSTITIONS
By Helen M. Corbin

MUCH has been written of the Super-
stition Mountains and the legend of
the now famed Lost Dutchman Gold
Mine. Jacob Waltz died a poverty-stricken
old man who willed us a bit of lore and
intrigue which is unsurpassed. From the
far corners of the earth, treasure seeking
men have come, and in recent years as
many as thirty-five have met death in
those rocky canyons.
One such man was Ed Piper, a lean,
weathered old hermit, who for nine long
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years made his home at the foot of
Weavers Needle deep in the heart of
those mountains.

According to Piper, an Apache chief
named White Horse, whom he had known
intimately as a boy in Oklahoma, related
the following Indian Legend. It seems
that a wagontrain of Spaniards came into
the Superstition area from the mountains
near Globe. They were hunting for a
natural landmark in which to hide their
treasures of gold bars and statues of
gold encrusted with precious stones. His-
tory tells us that the Jesuits were ex-
pelled from the New World in 1773 and
were to return to Europe. A new order,
the Franciscan, was to follow and take
up work in the Southwest and Mexico.

Legend tells us that the Jesuits did
not want to give-up their newly acquired
wealth to the order and so went north
seeking a suitable place which could be
easily relocated upon their return.
Weavers Needle, rising majestically some
1,800 feet out of the Valley floor, bord-
ered on all sides by towering cliffs and
itself almost impenetrable, became that
landmark. The Spanish mounted the
rocky crags and salted their cache inside
a huge cave near the peak, then sealed
the entrance.

The Apaches, who feared the devil-
ridden canyons of the Superstitions,
watched from nearby mountain peaks.
They later attacked and killed the unsus-
pecting Jesuits. Having avenged the evil
spirits, they left the treasure to the Gods.

PIPER, who had thoroughly prospected
: the area, located the Needle and set
to the task. of finding the cave. He set
up a base camp at the foot of the moun-
tain. His crude hut had wooden sides and
a canvas roof; it housed ap iron stove,
two beds and a table. A hundred yards
from it over a rocky wash, he dug a
spring-fed well. For nine years many a
thirsty prospector welcomed the sight of
his camp.

News of Piper and his project reached
the ears of a woman named Maria Jones,
herself a prospector whose grandfather
was half-Negro and half-Apache. She
came forth with maps which she claimed
he had given her. Maria gathered equip-
ment and men and went into the valley,
setting up a camp a half mile south of
Piper’s. She told of an alabaster cross
supposedly sealed into the cave’s en-
trance.

Piper had a formidable adversary
whose very existence created havoc. Their
feud resulted in the tragic death of one

T

of Maria’s men which came about after
an open gun-battle over claims. Piper
himself was grazed on the skull and was
taken to Apache Junction for the
coroner’s inquest. He was later released
after a verdict of justifiable homicide
was reached. After this incident the feud
subsided and Maria left the mountains.

An aerial photographer, who either be-
lieved Piper’s story or admired his in-
testinal fortitude, gave Piper photo-
graphs of the Needle before and after the
cliffs had been defaced by an electrical
storm. The western end on which Piper
worked rose straight up for about a
thousand feet and then indented itself
forming a narrow ledge. From this ledge
he worked almost daily after pulling
himself and his crude implements up the
sheer walls by rope. The storm, which
washed away the southern ledge on which
he had been working, forced him to start
a new tunnel on the north side. Except
for an occasional visitor he worked un-
aided.

Maria’s men climbed the eastern half
and worked down the natural ledges to a
crevice which she claimed led the way
into the middle of the cave. Before the
storm Piper had tunnels to a crevice
which he slid down into but was unable
to explore because of his size; lack of
proper lighting kept him from evaluating
the size of the opening. He was afraid
to blast for fear of bringing down thou-
sands of pounds of rock. The crudeness
of the entire operation made the task
almost impossible and any chance of
getting to the cave remote.

Piper through the years accumulated
a vast variety of friends among Indians,
campers, and a few “wanted” men who
passed his way. All who knew him liked
and respected him; he was perhaps ec-
centric but by no means insane.

We looked at his mountain and listened
intently as he told of his experiences. As
we sat by his campfire gazing up at what
seemed to us an unscalable giant, our
skepticism faded and was replaced by a
growing hope that this kind old man who
worked so tirelessly would somehow real-
ize his dream.

Oh, yes, we asked the inevitable ques-
tion, but he just pointed to the top and
said, “There she is; I’ve begun it and if
I don’t make it, some other fellow will
come after me and prove that it is there.”

Shortly after our last meeting with
him in 1962, he failed to return to camp
and a search party was sent out. Piper
was found near death on the trail, bleed-
ing internally. He is dead now and the
treasure is still there.

Courtesy author

Ruius Wakefield Fletcher

THE “BIG MISSIONARY OF GOD"”
By CGladys Fletcher Daniels
IN

1890, Seattle was still a wilderness
town. From Capitol Hill, where I
lived, the lights of the city were filtered
by the green foliage of fir and hemlock.
The Pilgrim Congregational Church on
East Ward Street was just a chapel
then. My father, the Reverend Rufus W.
Fletcher, was pastor of that church. It
numbered among its members many of
the old Seattle families. It was a new
and struggling church and there were
many worries to plague my father.
Once he said, “The Lord chose an ass
on which to ride into Jerusalem and He
(Continued on page 64)

Ed Piper (below left) stands outside his hut at the foot of Weaver's Needle seen at right. Photographs by Robert K. Corbin
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Le’e’sburg"had been dying
a long time—and one
crack of a high-

powered rifle ended it

once and for all

By LESTER F. BARDIN

Photos By Author—Circa 1947

UST west of Salmon City in central
Idaho and just across the famous
“River of No Return, one views an old
but plainly visible road making its way
almost straight up the mountainside. We
are told that freighters of the early days
made and used the road to haul supplies
and passengers into Leesburg Basin, a
mining distriect which produced six mil-
lion dollars in placer gold.

Certainly no car can make it over that
road, but you can still reach Leesburg
by turning west from Highway 98 across
the Salmon River bridge, up Williams
Creek and over the summit, then turning
to the right when you come to Napias
Creek. The road ends in the basin. It is
thirty-seven miles from Salmon City. I
postponed a fishing trip to explore this
old bonanza nearly twenty years ago.

Here and there were the faint remains

_of a miner’s cabin. Great rows of neatly
piled boulders reminded us that here men
had toiled in eager expectancy of finding
that fascinating yellow metal—gold!

Following up the basin and crossing
worked-out bars, we finally came out
onto a rounding point, and there before
us stood the tottering remains of Lees-

- burg.

As has happened to everyone who has

ever strolled down a grass-covered street,

(LEARRAGE BARGANG FOR THE MEN HOIKS
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Specials in Men’s Suits.
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All wool grey Victory Men's Suits, extra well made.
A suit that always sells at $7.50.
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All wool 18 oz. black clay worsted, well made and
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Men’s Pants. Sizes 32 to 42,

A All wool pants in plain colors and
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Heavy weight, extra well made, all wool, a
very strong and durable working pants............ $l-29
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imagination brought voices from the past
—laughter from the old saloon, the rat-
tle of shovel and gold pan, the bray of a
tethered mule, the lingo of a Chinese cook
in a noisy restaurant. Even the cry of a
child breaks in, as some were born here
(we afterwards talked to one such “baby”
seventy-eight years of age).

We studied the lonely graves in the
old cemetery. Some were marked by
home-made headstones upon which were
lovingly scratched (some in misspelled
and backward letters) the names of men
who made this part of the romantic West.
Above all the rest stood the white marble
markers of two Civil War veterans—

“Dan’l Davis, Co. B. 4, Cal. Inf.”; and
“Albert Schmidt, Co. H. 9, Ohio Inf.”
There too, enclosed by tumbling log
and picket fences, lay Frank Limpeck,
Mark Guinan, James R. Mahoney, Wil-
liam Wright, A. A. Mayfield and Frank
Edwards. The latter was a twin brother
of Edwin Edwards of Salmon City who
later told us of their birth in a dugout in

the Leesburg Basin.

AS we paused to photograph the old
log city, a man emerged from one of

the better preserved cabins and greeted

us cordially. He was the caretaker of

some property owned by a Seattle group.

The walls of the postoffice building (below) were papered with layer upon layer of old
newspapers. A sample advertisement is shown at left.

True West



Mr. Scarbrough, while filling us on sour-
dough hotcakes, very obligingly identified
the building with the caved-in roof as an
old livery stable and the farthest one on
the south side of the street as the post
office. Its walls had been papered for
succeeding years with newspapers which,
to our delight, gave us the morning news
of seventy years ago. One layer of in-
terior decoration had been put on in 1872,
another in 1897, still another in 1902, and
the latest in 1903.

Among the old news articles we saw in
the “Leesville Locals” were: “0. E. Kirk-
patrick of the Gold Dust Mining Co., was
here on business,” “George Davis is open-
ing up his North Star mine,” and “Daniel
Davis (whose gravestone we had just
seen) is getting in firewood for next
season’s use.”

Another paper stated that “Mrs. Vilate
Young Decker, daughter of Brigham
Young and his first wife, died at Lewis-
ville, Idaho, aged seventy-two years.” A
Cheyenne article proclaimed, “Cattlemen
from the Black Mountains fatally shot
two sheepherders over in the Big Horn
country, and a war is sure to occur be-
tween the cattlemen and sheepmen as it
is reported that 200 sheepmen are already
under arms.”

The Idaho Capital News of December
11, 1902, reported that on December 5 in
Topeka, Kansas, “Carrie Nation last
night attemped to whack with a hatchet
the expensive fixtures of the barroom at
the Copeland Hotel, and was ejected into
the street, but persistently raised a dis-
turbance until the patrol was called and
she was taken to jail.”

Ads in Chicago papers quoted men’s
heavy wool suits at $3.98, all wool pants
at 98¢, three-tined pitchforks (for hay)
27¢, claw hammers at 10¢ each, and
women’s corsets at 88¢. Childs and Com-
Eany of New York was selling cherry

randy and rye whiskey, twelve fifths
to the case, for $4.00!

After clipping a few of these old news
articles, we made our way directly across
the street to where stood, on a crumbling
foundation, a patched-up monument hon-
oring the discoverers of the gold-bearing
basin.

From there we drove down what ap-
peared to be the only traveled road. It
led us around a beautiful green meadow
and along the famous Napias Creek for
about a quarter of a mile to the only
operating placer of the entire area. Here
we found and photographed the diggin’s
of Reed Broadbent and Duncan Berridge,
both sons of Mormon pioneers.

July-August, 1965

Through Mr. Broadbent, we learned of
various citizens who could give us the
historical background of this old gold
strike. Eugene Conlee, a young grocery
clerk in Salmon City has compiled data
and photographs for the entire history of
Lemhi County.

ON June 10, 1866, five young miners

walked into the firm of Bense and
Steart at Cottonwood (now Deer Lodge
City), Montana, and purchased provisions
and a complete outfit to carry them on a
prospecting trip to the west of the Bit-
terroot Range.

Billie Figley. an old-time freighter who
worked out of Leesburg. He was ninety
years of age when this picture was made
at Salmon City in 1947. The diggin’s of
Reed Broadbent (foreground) and Duncan
Berridge is shown at right. Theirs was the
only mining activity in the basin in 1947.

From Cottonwood they traveled along

‘the goutheastern side of the Continental

Divide past what is now Anaconda, and
up the Big Hole River country to French
Gulch. From the Big- Hole they crossed
the divide striking the North Fork of the
Salmon River somewhere near present-
day Gibbonsville. They followed down this
stream, prospecting with no success.

The miners continued their quest up
the main body of the Salmon River for
several miles. It is thought that here they
first heard, from the Indians along the
river, of Napias Creek (Napias, in the
Shoshoni language, means money or gold)
which lay westward just over the moun-
tain.

At any rate; in July, 1866, F. ‘B:
Sharkey, Elijah Mulkey, William Smith,
Joseph Rapp and Ward Girton success-
fully panned gold on Napias Creek.
Sharkey later stated that after sinking
a shaft to the rich gravel which lay on
the bedrock below, they obtained pay
dirt running as high as $1.25, and oec-
casionally $5.00, to the pan.

These five men formed what was
known as the Discovery Company and
went into big-scale operations. It is
known that from the clean up of their
sluice boxes the first two seasons, $30,000
in gold was taken out weekly.

In the meantime, the rush was on. The
Civil War was over and many of the
camp’s miners were veterans of both
sides of the national conflict. The men
from the South' banded together in the
west end of the settlement, and those from
the North in the eastern end. The “War”
was not fought over again, but a so-called

(Continued on page 63)
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55 Years A Rodeo Tramp
(Continued from page 13)

the pickup man couldn’t lift her off be-
cause she had her stirrups hobbled.

I wedged my horse in to grab old Ac-
cident’s rein, but he characteristically
ducked and dodged and I couldn’t land
him. Faye’s beautiful long black hair was
tied with red ribbons. That chain of rib-
bons was bobbing and snapping like a
kite’s tail in a whirlwind. Two cops
maneuvered to shoot the horse but were
afraid to fire for fear of hitting the girl.
The poor lass was all in when I finally
managed to rope Accident and pull him
down enough for the pickup man to loosen
her stirrups and lift her off.

The horse countered by sinking his

teeth in my leg. Thank God he chose

my wooden leg. That thing had finally
operated in my favor.

After the fair I contracted with the
Thomas Littlejohn Carnival interests for

" a string of night appearances in Ala-

bama. It was fall and the country people
had their harvest money. We showed to
big crowds of which a high percentage
were Negroes. The Negroes got a special
kick out of one of our bucking horses
called Tooter the Terrible from his fero-
cious pitching and the fact that he always
broke wind all the way around the arena.

As Tooter rocketed from the chute,
the Negro spectators would rise en masse
and shout, “Heah come ol’ Tooter! Man,
listen to 'm rodeo!”

Those Alabama lads proved to be won-
derful judges of good whiskey and win-
ning poker hands. I had to ship my stuff
home—to Haskell, Texas, C.0.D. I man-
aged to borrow enough money from my
old rancher friend Tom Ballard of Has-
kell to recover my stock and gear from
the railroad. I put the stock out to pas-
ture in Stonewall County, put our kids
in school in Lubbock, and retired forever
from the rodeo game, spending the win-
ter buying and selling furs and trapping
some myself.

OME SPRING the old call was ir-
resistible. I refitted and showed
throughout West Texas and the South
Plains. We wintered in Plainview where
I cowboyed for Emmett Lefors who was
running large herds on wheat. Fierce
blizzards periodically raged over that
country. At such times I had to drift his
cattle through cut fences—one helluva
tough way to earn a living.

My first badly needeg pay was by
check. No bank in the area would cash
it. This nearly stampeded me until a
merchant—who did cash it—explained
that the situation was a matter of pique.
Lefors arranged his financing through
Chicago banks. In the long run he made
it big in the cattle business.

I retraced pretty much the same cir-
cuit the following year. That winter I

~caught on as a special agent with the

Santa Fe Railroad building into Borger,
Texas. I’ve been in many a hell-hole, but
young Borger must have been the tough-
est town in the history of America. It
took two men to live one day—they would
kill one before midnight and another
before daylight. Heisters and hijackers
didn’t bother to wait for the coming of
nightfall. The best joint was called the
Pink Rat. As the Borger Herald chron-
icled, “The dive is so bloody and dirty
the name is an insult to the rat family.”

There was oil, oil, oil everywhere and
roughnecks are much more ornery than
cowboys. There were 35,000 of these
highly paid hell-twisters in town before
there was a bank. That might have been
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 just as well—three widely wanted bank
robbers and killers made the town their
“headquarters and walked around in broad

daylight.

The city fathers were unbelievably cor-
rupt. They had their own whiskey stills
—Prohibition still plagued the land—
supervised by a chemist who placed an
identifying agent known as the “bean” in
syndicate whiskey. If sampling revealed
a saloon selling whiskey not containing
the bean, the proprietor got beat - up,
thrown into jail, fined down to the gold
in his teeth, and his stock and fixtures
confiscated.

In my presence one night—I had
brought before the judge a fellow caught
stealing a wagon load of wire in the
Santa Fe marshalling yard—a constable
came in with a man being held for in-
vestigation.

“Guilty or not guilty?” barked the
judge.

“If it please the court, there is no
question of a plea involved here,” stated
the constable. “This prisoner is only
being held for investigation.”

“Hyh? Oh, ahem! Okay, constable, put
’im on the trotline.” ;

The “trotline” was a 100-foot chain
running down the middle of a rude shed
with prisoners handcuffed to it on either
side. The idea was to make things so
tough that they would raise bail money
one way or another rather than languish
on the trotline. At that it seemed to be
always well occupied. If a friend came
to visit a prisoner, the “jailer” more like-
ly than not would say, “Okay, buddy. If
you think so damn much of him, I'll just
string you on there with ’im.”

I leased some ground on the edge of
town and staged a small-scale weekly
rodeo on Sunday. The first eight shows
netted me about $2,000. A sneak thief
stole this kitty right out of the pillow
upon which I was sleeping. Attendance
dwindled rapidly thereafter. I discon-
tinued the operation six ‘weeks later.

The town’s jaded nerves got a stimu-
lant when two men whom I knew well,
name of Polkjoy and Parks, fell out.
Soon somebody dry-gulched Polkjoy, car-
ried him several miles into the country,
piled wooden boxes on him, soaked them
with kerosene and set them afire. The
heat revived Polkjoy who kicked his way
out of the inferno and made his way to
the hospital at Phillips Camp (Phillips
Petroleum). He recovered after about
five months, but kept his lip buttoned up.

Polkjoy knew that Parks stopped daily
at Stinnett to pick up his mail. Came the
day when he concealed himself at the
post office and ambushed Parks. A seem-
ingly understanding jury awarded Polk-
joy only five years in the pokey.

One night I was driving along near
the old Whittenburg post office and heard
heavy gunfire up ahead. When I arrived
at the post office, a group of people were
circled in front of car lights. Within the
circle lay my friend, Marshal Coke Bu-
chanan, and his deputy. They had gotten
out, presumably to investigate something
suspiciouss around the post office, and
were gunned down by persons unknown.

Concerned citizens elected a clean-
up candidate name of Holmes as the new
district attorney. The lawless element
brazenly murdered him. Texas Governor
Dan Moody then declared martial law
in Borger and sent in the Rangers to

straighten out the cesspool.
AS JULY 4 approached, I arranged
with the American Legion to put on

a three-day rodeo. By coincidence I set
up a similar deal at Guymon, Oklahoma.

To get out of Borger was my chief de-
sire, so I sent my stock and equipment
on to Guymon. The show there was to be
supervised by my wife. I leased every-
thing necessary for the Borger rodeo,
then quietly resigned from my job as a
railroad dick, bought a new Model-T Ford
and packed it with my best gear. I left
a lot of things not needed in my hotel
rogm so nobody would know I had checked
out.

When the rodeo was over and we
divided the take, my share slightly ex-
ceeded $2,700. Leaving the impression
that I was heading for my hotel, I lit a
shuck for Guymon. My new car was
missing badly but I knew so little about
autos it never occurred to me that the
machine had been tampered with.

Crossing the Canadian River, I asked
the ferryman, “Ever have any trouble
with hijackers around here?”

“Not much. I only been heisted’ eight
times and been here nearly six months.”

I took my .45 Colt out of a handbag and
stuck it in my right boot. Then I
divided my money, placing $2,000 in my
left boot, $400 in my right shirt pocket,

' and returning $300 to my pants. On the

long grade north of the Canadian, my
Tin Lizzie barely crawled forward. A
hijacker stepped out of the night onto
my left running board and stuck a pistol
in my face. Another, bearing a sawed-off
shotgun, jumped me from the right. They
ordered me to alight and shook me down
for my $700.

“Where’s the other two grand?”
growled the pistol-packer who obviously
had been tipped off.

“Left it with a friend in Borger,” I
replied.

“You're a damned liar,” he rasped as
he clouted me over the left ear with his
roscoe. Lo, these thirty-seven years since
have I been searching for that gravelly
voice!

I slumped to the running board. The
so-and-sos pulled off my boots, locating
my other money and my pistol. They also
took my trunk and bags filled with fancy
boots, silk shirts and so forth. My wife is.
still not certain what happened to all
that money. But the scar over my left ear
helps her to believe my story.

She had cleared about $800 on the
Guymon rodeo so we were still alive and
kicking. I signed up the celebrated all-
around-cowboy Slats Jacob of North Da-
kota as my top attraction and arranged
more bookings in a circle through Okla-
homa and Kansas. Season’s end found us
back in Des Moines, Oklahoma, showing
at the week-long county fair.

The day before it ended, my oldest son
Charlie, who was only ten, was grazing
twelve of our horses on the edge of the
fairgrounds. He stayed busy keeping
them out of a maize patch. Along came
the farmer who owned the maize.

“Let me help you with those horses,
son,” he said, and proceeded to herd them
into a corral. When Charlie objected, he
pushed the kid roughly aside. Then he
came to our headquarters in my absence
and very rudely informed my wife that he
had penned our horses under a state law
permitting him to capture and hold loose
stock for a 50¢-per-head release charge.

I called on the fellow in the early after-
noon and tried to reason with him. He
stood by his demands. I handed him $6
and started the horses across the road
to the fairgrounds. When he stepped into
the road to watch, I belted him into
dreamland.

I went before the JP to plead guilty to
contributing to a disturbance. He was

(Continued on page 42)
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Courtesy Colorado Historical Society

Jordan Bean—1886

Explanatory note: This article first ap-
peared in The Colorado Magazine XX,
January, 1943, and was edited by Edgar
C. McMechen. The story was brought to
our attention by Mr. and Mrs. Roy C.
Bean.

At the time the article was originally
printed, Jordan N. Bean was the sole sur-
vivor of the Little Castle Valley Indian
battle, which took place June 15 and 16,
1881, about twenty miles east of Moab,
Utah, between renegade Indians and a
detachment of cowboys and miners, most
of whom were from southwestern Colo-
rado. Mr. Bean, then eighty-four years
old, dictated the following story to his
wife, who wrote it down and sent it to the
State Historical Society of Colorado.

WE LEFT Texas the twentieth of May,

1872, went to Paul’s Valley, Indian
Territory (now Oklahoma), stayed there
until May 20, 1875; left for Colorado,
landed in Del Norte about the tenth of
Avugust, 1875. Had moved overland with
a wagontrain.

In the spring of 1876, we moved to Los
Pinos River by way of Pagosa Springs.
My father took up a ranch between where
Bayfield now stands and the Southern Ute
Reservation. I also took up a ranch. I
lived there until the fall of 1879. While
living on Pine River I ran cattle with
Charles Johnson, the race horse man.
Summer of 1878 I worked for George
W. Morrison, who died just a few years
ago at Dove Creek, Colorado. Al Nunn,
who died at Cortez two years ago, left the
Indian Territory with us and he and I
rode the range together until I left there
(Montezuma Valley) in 1884.

Tom Click and I drove a herd of cattle
from San Luis Valley to Pine River in
-1876. We were friends until he was killed
in the Little Castle Creek Valley fight
in 1881.

While living on Pine River, my brother
and I were looking for cattle on the Ute
Reservation. We saw some Indians com-
ing and they had a dead Indian lying
across a pony, tied on. Our curiosity was

aroused, of course, and we started to fol-
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low, but didn’t get a good start until a
big Indian rode out of the crowd and
yelled at us and motioned for us to go
back, and we did, without ever hesitating.
A few days after, I was at the Agency
and was told it was Chief Ouray, who
had died there while on a visit.

Frank P. King, assistant civil engineer
for the Denver & Rio Grande Railroad,
also had cattle on the Los Pinos. His
brother Charley lived on Pine River and
ran his brother’s cattle. I knew them well.

In the fall of 1879 I left Pine River
and went to the Dolores River. My father
took up a ranch one-half mile above where
the town of Dolores stands, but our cattle
were in the Montezuma Valley along with
those of I. W. Lacey (Henry Goodman,
foreman), the Johnsons, and Spud Hudson
of Pueblo (Green Robison, foreman).

The Indians were bad all the time. At
night we never exactly knew where we
were going to wake up, above or below.
The first post office was started in 1879.
Mrs. Crumley named it Dolores and it
was located about four miles up the river
from the present town.

We had good times, too. Charles John-
son went to Kentucky and brought back
some race horses and three Negroes, all
banjo pickers and “fiddlers.”

hen we were moving from Pine River
to Dolores River we camped at Mancos
and went to the blacksmith shop to get
some work done. The blacksmith and my
father were visiting and I found they had
been Texas Rangers together under “Big
Foot” Wallace. The blacksmith was J. M.
Rush, father of J. M. Rush, Jr., now living
at Dolores, Colorado. No man ever had
truer or better friends than the Rush
family, Mrs. Rush included. The Rush
family and their son-in-law, Jack Wade,
were the whole town of Mancos at that
time (1879).

Soon after, George Bauer come and
started a little store and gin mill (if you
know what that means). Manse Reed
[Reid] got married on the Mancos. The
roundup come in for the dance. George
Bauer was shy any liquor in the morning
but that eve we had a whole barrel of

A LONELY PLACE TO DIE

When the bullet slammed into his head,
Jordan Bean told his companion-in-arms to
take his horse and make a run for safety. Then
he lay back to die in desolate Castle Valley.

what he called gin, but it tasted like hell.
Still it made the boys all feel good and
we all wanted to kiss the bride (but, nix).
Manse Reed’s wife was Minnie Weston, a
sister of Dave Willis’ wife.

THE INDIANS got worse and worse.

They would round up our cattle, cut
their tongues out, shoot at us and didn’t
care if they hit; stole our horses.

John Thurman was running J. B. Alder-
son horses at Burnt Cabin Springs. Alder-
son lived in Nevada. R. W. May and a
man by the name of [Frank] Smith went
to Thurman’s camp the evening of April
30, 1881, to stay all night. That winter
about fifteen cowboys had wintered at
Thurman’s camp. On the last day of April
they packed up and moved up to Piute
Springs.

The next morning some of their horses
were gone. Mike O’Donnell and Jess
Seeley tracked them to where Thurman’s
cabin had been. They rode up on a rise
and looked for the ecabin but couldn’t
understand the situation, so they rode
down to where the cabin had stood and
found it burned to the ground. Dick May
was in the cabin, John Thurman about
one-fourth of a mile from it, dead, with
his bridle on his arm—evidently looking
for his horse. Smith had gone about half-
way with Thurman and had turned to the
right. His body was never found, so
much high sagebrush. Then, of course,
all the settlers were mad. They buried
Thurman where he fell and brought May’s
body back to the Dolores and buried him
on his own place.

As soon as the boys were buried, the
roundup started at Blue Mountain. Mike
and Pat O’Donnell, Spud Hudson, the
Johnsons, Lou Paquin [Louis Pequan], Al
Nunn, George West and Dave Willis.

(An article in The Overland Monthly,
December, 1893, gives Smith’s first name
as Byron, and adds two curious facts not
found elsewhere namely: that Smith es-
caped and was found years later living in
Santa Fe under an assumed name, and
that Thurman and May had $1,000 at the
ranch when the murders took place. The
story ascribed to Smith was that he had
been chased out of the country by the
Indians and then, fearing that he might be
suspected of complicity with them, left
the country entirely. However, we have
been unable to find any confirmation of

(Continued on page 52)
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GOOD TROUT
FISHING!

Vacation and rest in the
cool Rocky Mountains of
New Mexico. - Beautiful, &
clean, modern log house
—completely equipped
for cooking—linens fur
nished.

Rainbows °'n’ Browns
On the Chama River below El Yado Dam

Make reservations early to insure accommodations.
Groccfios‘ tackle, licenses, bait, liquors and beer.

Carl R. and Gladys Cooper, Mgrs.

EL VADO RANCH
Box 500 (Ph.JU 8-2496) Tierra Amarilla, New Mexico

NO-NAME Lure
Stop for FREE Fishing Trip
by TROUT, BASS, BLUEGILL,
CRAPPIE, & SALT WATER FISH
Fujita is the only known lure
manufacturer in the U.S. who
GUARANTEES you'll catch fish

when you use his lure. To back
ip his guarantee—Fujita main-

tains a battery of demonstrators
- & a fleet of boats at 74 White
- St., Watsonville, Calif., during
_ fishing season . . . & takes you
shing with a guide at no cost
o you. All fishing performed at
heavily fished public lakes, rivers
& piers. 100% success.

at your exclusive dealers or send each
check or money order to our retailer $135 post;aid

TAIYO TRADING CORP., 1656 Post St., San Francisco 15, Calif.

s\lMi’LY ELEGANT FLATS from Mexico. A delight- ]
ful flat heel pump, handtooled floral design, buckle
trim. Cozy and comfortable—for ‘it’s foam cushioned

and leather lined. Sizes 4 to 10 (half sizes to0).
Black, bone or red in medium width. Tan in narrow,
medium or wide width. $12.95 ppd. COD’s accepted.
Guaranteed. Send for free catalog handtooled items.

AMERICANA SHOP, 3267 Upton, Reed City, Michigan

CALIFORNIA GHOST TOWN GUIDE

Shows the way to over 100 intrigue-filled Califor-
nia Ghost Towns that provide hours of excitement
and pleasure for those seeking buried treasure,
old guns, western relics, purple bottles aged by
the sun, and antique objects. Satisfaction guaran-
teed or money back. Order now! Only $1.95. A.
L. Abbott, Dept. 58. 1513 West Romneya Drive,
Anaheim, California.

FOR THIS .
Make money. Know how to break and
train horses or ponies. Write today for
this book FREE, together with special
offer of a course in Animal Breeding. If
you are interested in Gaiting and Riding the
saddle horse, check here ( ). Do it today—now.
BEERY SCHOOL OF HORSEMANSHIP
DEPT. 1558 Pleasant Hill, Ohio

POEMS WANTED

To Be Set To Music
Send one or more of your best Npoems
today for FREE EXAMINATION Any
Subject. Immediate Consideration.

Phonograph Records Made

CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St., Studio 299, N.Y. 1
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55 Years A Rodeo Tramp
(Continued from page 40)
preparing to fine me $20 when in rushed
the farmer and the fat young county

attorney.

“Don’t settle with that guy now,
Judge,” bellowed the fat one. “He’s a
badly wanted toughie from Elkhart,
Kansas.”

I had never been in any such town, but
they locked me up anyway. The farmer
went about busily stirring up a lot of
feeling against me. The fat one came by
to taunt me that I could anticipate a
minimum of sixty days in jail along with
a $200 fine. It was morning before my
wife learned my whereabouts.

She went to see the JP. They dis-
covered that both were McKinneys from
McKinney, Texas. But he told Reva that
he must fine me at least $§50 for appear-
ances’ sake; and that I must get out of
town immediately.

First I had to go by and collect my
money from the fair association and pay
off my cowboys. “Where do you go from
here, Hackberry?” asked Slats Jacob.

“Back to Texas where it costs only
$11.70 to whip a no-account s-o-b.”

THAT WINTER a gypsy promoter left
a buffalo bull called Chihuahua with
me as security for a loan. He never re-
claimed the animal. On our circuit the
following year through Oklahoma, Kan-
sas and Nebraska, the “buffler” proved
to be worth his weight in gold. We -built
a specialty act around him. It climaxed
with what really amounted to our putting
up $50 against the crowd’s $50 that no
one of their choice could ride Chihuahua.
No one ever did.

We again ended the season in Okla-
homa; this time at Cleveland in the coun-
try of the once dreaded Dalton gang. I
had an odd but lucrative three-engage-
ment deal in which we staged the rodeo
in the afternoon and a big dance in an
adjacent hall at night. The last evening,
which was a Saturday, I had a wonderful
supper with a lovely family in the neigh-
borhood name of Wentworth. As I left,
they put a case of homebrew in my car.
This fitted my plans well as I had ar-
ranged to talk horse-trades with some
ranchers after the dance.

As this conference began, I went to
fetch the homebrew. But a fancy-Dan
trick roper name of Smiley Burrell
from Kansas—who I should have run off
long before—had taken it and was throw-

ing a party out under the trees in the

moonlight. When I intervened, he drunk-
enly told me where I could go; so I belted
him out. A special constable I had en-
gaged to keep order at the dances ar-
rested Burrell and me. Just goes to show
you can never tell what a John Law will

0.

The whole thing should have been a
case of a simple fine. But just as I was
about to pay off the JP, in came that
farmer and his gang from Des Moines.
They repeated their routine about my be-
ing a Kansas outlaw. The judge ordered
Burrell and me locked up. I offered the
jailer a $10 bill to put us in the same cell.
But he wouldn’t do it.

Come Monday morning, it cost the serv-
ices of an expensive legal eagle to spring
me. “Where did you spent the weekend,
Hackberry?” asked one of my cowboys.

“Oh, in the Crossbar Hotel,” I an-
swered in a lame attempt at a little
humor. But I wasn’t feeling very funny.
In fact I was so disgusted with the rodeo
game that when showman J. H. McClain
of Sun City, Kansas, dropped out of the
blue and offered me $8,000 for my whole

ball of wax, I took him up without even
haggling.

I started for home in West Texas. The
farther I went the more I felt that I
had made a mistake in selling out. I was
sure of it after losing over half of my
kitty on four queens in Fort Worth.

But then the Great Depression struck
with the suddenness of lightning. The
bottom fell out of rodeo. So who knows?

lone-wolfed the rodeo circuit for thé

next five years. Competition was
ferocious, purses were small. Often a
man had to live by his wits. One night I
was sitting in a bootlegging joint in
Bisbee, Arizona. A burly drunken miner
from the Phelps-Dodge outfit informed
one and all that he was so tough he would
bet anybody $50 he could hold a foot
longer in a tub of ice than his competitor.
Naturally I took him up and won hands
down (my artificial foot). But he was
so tough and endured the torture so long
that the medicos came within an ace of
amputating his foot. Poor devil!

Came the night I was lounging half-
drunk in a blind tiger outside Protection,
Kansas. The Briggs Brothers Annual
Rodeo was scheduled for the following
day. But T couldn’t meet any of the entry
fees. I was idly jabbing a small penknife
into my leg—the wooden one,.of course.

A kindly, reforming soul with a white
spade beard looking like a picture of an
3,ncient. prophet sauntered through the

oor.

“Yours is a God-given body,” he said
to me with a strange light in his eyes.
“You must not injure yourself like that.
Why are you doing it?’

“My’ gal ran off with the preacher who
already has a wife and eight kids,” I
answered. “Seems like I just don’t care
what happens to me anymore.”

“There are lots more nice girls in the
world,” he said soothingly. “Take this
and pull yourself together.”

“Spade-Beard” laid a $20 bill in front
of me—the entry fee for the saddle brone-
riding on the morrow! I entered the con-
test and won. Man, that $250 prize money
was badly needed back home!

I moseyed on down to Craterville Park,
Oklahoma—one-time home of the great
Comanche, Quanah Parker. Old man
Frank Rush operated a big trading post
next to the Indian reservation and staged
an annual rodeo. I arrived too late to
enter any of the contests but approached
the grand old trader.

“Sho’ need beans, Uncle Frank,” I
said. “Could you use a specialty act?”

“What you got in mind, son?”

“Well, for ten bucks I'll don a yellow
slicker and come out in a saddle on a
Brahma and make like I’m herding hogs
on a rainy day.” ;

Presently the announcer bellowed,
“And now out of Chute Number One, in-
troducing Hackberry Slim Johnson pre-
senting hog herding in Louisiana from
the back of Hell Fire, the meanest Brah-
ma in the Southwest.”

When I finished the ride, a messenger
handed me a note from Tom Burnett,
the cattle king and oil baron of North
Texas, asking me to come to his car.
“That was a great ride, cowboy,” he said
as he handed me a $50 bill. “I want you
to repeat it at my show at Iowa Park.”

I drifted to the ancestral stomping
grounds in Coke County for a brief visit.
Along the sandy road two dismounted
cowboys were trying to find something
with which to kill a sizeable rattlesnake.

“T’ll stomp ’im to death for you for five
bucks,” T said. They only had fifty-five

(Continued on page 44)
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Frank King

Y OLD COMPADRE was born in El
Monte, California, February 26,
1863, and was named for his uncle,
Francis King, who was killed in one of
Los Angeles’ most famous gun battles,
the King-Carlisle fight at the old Bella
Union Hotel in July, 1865.

Frank’s blood lines probably aided in
his being one of the “He Men” of the
early West, for his mother had Cherokee
blood. She was a niece of Jesse Chisholm,
the trail finder.

Frank loved the open range country
and his early life was that ‘of cattle and
horses. He had the range wisdom that
comes from contact with life stripped of
all its unrealities, and the desert dry
humor which is the mark of courage.
Men in those days who couldn’t see the
funny side to the hard life they lived
simply cracked up.

“Cattlemen,” said Frank King, “have
always been the forerunners of civiliza-
tion. They have been the brave spirits
pushing the frontiers back. It was hardy
pioneer cattlemen who blazed the way
for the present highly cultured West. Not
only was herding one of the early pur-
suits of mankind, but there has ever
clustered about it something of the
glamour of romance, of daring deeds and
high adventure.
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“These men were as wild and reckless
as the cattle and horses they handled,
and had it not been for the refining and
gentle influence of the wonderful fron-
tier women, many of these ‘he men’ would
have passed on long years before.”

One time I asked my Old Compadre
to tell me the story about the big gunfight
on the old Spanish grant up in the Es-
tancia country in New Mexico. It hap-
pened in 1883, the time Joel P. Whitney
took possession of the grant. Here is
Frank’s story:

“I do not know how Whitney acquired
the property from J. M. Otero and
his family, but Whitney had taken pos-
session and was preparing to stock the
grant with cattle, which he did soon
afterwards, by bringing several thousand
head of Texas cows from a ranch up in
Colorado.
“It seems Otero was not on the proper-

ty in person when Whitney and his cow-.

boys took charge. The day of the fight
Whitney and three of his men were in
the chuckhouse eating, when Otero and
a number of his vaqueros arrived. They
tied their horses at the hitch-rack and
Otero stepped up and pushed open the
door and asked Whitney by what author-
ity he was there. Whitney had a six-gun

By FRED LAMBERT

A salute to an old-time West-
ern author who couldn’t read
or write until he was eighteen
and didn’t turn out his first
story until he was seventy!

Photo Courtesy Author

on the table beside his hand. He picked
it up, threw back the hammer and said,
‘By this authority.’

“Up came Otero’s smoking gun, the
vaqueros rushed in and the battle was on.
Otero was killed and Whitney had his
right jaw shot away, a .45 slug striking
him near the chin and shattering the
whole jaw. A couple of more slugs lodged
in his body. Some of the other men were
killed or badly wounded.

“I had been over near Torreon, a small
Mexican village, looking for some strayed
or stolen stock from our ranch which
was located north of Estancia and about
eight miles east of Chilili. I was on my
way back to the ranch and rode up to
the Estancia ranch house at about the
time the shooting stopped. It sure was a
bloody looking place.

“I hooked up an old team to a lumber
wagon and took Whitney over to Chilili,
where I got a good span of horses and a
buckboard and, after a hard drive, ar-
rived in Albuquerque. A doctor there
dressed Whitney’s wounds, then placed
him aboard a train for his home in San
Francisco, where he finally recovered.

“Whitney never did return to the ranch,
which he had left in charge of his fore-
man, Jim Stimson.

“Stimson’s cowpunchers were from
Texas and sorta wild. They got into
several mix-ups at the Mexican dances
in Chilili. Once they roped and pulled
out the supports from under the bell on
the little Catholic church. Afterwards
Stimson paid for a better cupola for the
old bell.

“One thing I remember about the fight
at Estancia ranch house: an ex-soldier
was there and when the shooting began,
he mounted his horse and lit out, getting
some real speed outa that old cow-pony

(Continued on page 45)
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Handmade
Leather Lined
Hand Finished

Genuine
Handlasted
Benchmade

" Joe Hall

Imported
Boats

4 Satisfaction Guaranteed — Free Catalog

ks Sizes 6% thru 13, Narrow,
Medium and Wide

Black or Brown

YOUR CHOICE
$2250
TC 611A

TC 500

Gentlemen’s Jodhpur Shoe ‘Western Jodhpur Shoe
Strong elastic side gore for | Invisible elastic side gore
trim ankle fit. One piece | vents. Good ankle support.
calf upper. Round foe, | Calfskin, 15g-inch slightly
shoe heel. tapered heel.

N Plight Boote
SAME SIZES

AS FOR ABOVE BOOTS

BLACK OR BROWN

HIGH QUALITY CALFSKIN [

YOUR CHOICE -

$92495

TCV10 . a— 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 postpaid.

HALL BOOT C0. 5oz

S Blackhawhi

Indian and Pioneer

A **‘Strike—a—Light"’

Flint and Steel Set
Fire without matthes! Used by old-time trappers,
Indians, Pioneers. Make fire anywhere, anytime!
You'll be an expert at once with this proven
FLINT AND STEEL SET and copyrighted in-
structions. You'll have fun lighting campfires,
barbecues, cigarettes, etc. with this primitive
method, amazing your friends. Guaranteed to work!
Order direct for only $2.00 cash, check, M.O.,
COD. We'll rush it to you!

FLINT AND STEEL, Umatilla 3, Oregon

UNDISCOVERED WEALTH!

FUN & PROFIT finding buried
treasure, mineral deposits, metal
with transistor Explorer M-SCOPE.
Known worldwide since 1932 for
supersensitivity and dependability.
Guaranteed. Easy terms.

SEND FOR
FREE

CATALDG
AND USER

_:Ful\% RESULTS

RESEARCH LAB., INC.

Dept. 3F , Palo Alto, Calif.

TREASURE HUNTERS ENCYCLOPEDIA

Karl Von Mueller’s new cyclopedia on lost mines and
treasures, books, people, words, terms, irdstruments,
sources of supply, clubs, organizations, etc., etc.
Expect a surprise! Only $2.50 softbound; $4.00
hardbound. See it at your library, bookstore, or

order direct.
EXANIMO PRESS

Box W, Weeping Water, Nebraska 68463
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cents between them. “Okay, for fifty-five
cents, then.” E

I stuck my right leg at the rattler and
he popped me about midway between
ankle and knee. Got the headache of his
life, no doubt, as he lost his fangs in the
wood and ecould barely withdraw his
dizzied head instead of snapping back
quicker’n light for another strike the
way they usually do. I easily stomped the
life out of him.

“Let’s swing up and get out of here,”
whispered one of the waddies. “I've seen
many a locoed puncher in my time, but
this one is the nuttiest yet.”

Unele John Moore (I had worked for
him on the Triangle L in Mexico) was
living in our old diggings. He was an old
man but he must have possessed immeas-
urable vitality considering how much
“dressed beef” he was sending to market
from that little dry ranch.

He had a tiny -homemade smelter for
smelting down silver, and had collected
a sizeable ingot of that metal. This
puzzled me no end until I learned that the
local cattlemen’s association were plant-
ing long-yearling mavericks around and
about with recorded silver quarters
placed under their hides in an effort to
apprehend rustlers!

In 1933 I won the cowboy grand cham-
pionship at the Harlingen Fair in the Rio
Grande Valley of Texas. The most valu-
able single prize in any of the events
was a twenty-pound bucket of coffee.

The following year I repeated this
score at Arlington, Texas, as previously
mentioned. The prize money was not
calculated to cause any income tax prob-
lems. I drifted to a rodeo at Brownwood,
Texas. The purses were so small that 1
arranged a bet of $100 that I could ride
backward a very bad mule called Bone
Buster.

“Why you gonna ride ’im backward,
Hackberry?” somebody bellowed from the
stands.

“So’s I can see how far he jumps,” I
yelled back. :

Well, he jumped too far and landed me
on my head. Two hours later I regained
consciousness. I thought the drouth was
broken as moisture was falling in my
face. Proved to be my friend One Eye
Slocum from Muleshoe spilling water on
me. :

“Get up from there, Hackberry,” he
said gruffly. “You ain’t hurt.”

It took me three years to recover from
the neck and back injuries I had incurred
—mnever could rodeo much anymore.

AT that time the Lord and Governor
James Allred came to my rescue, for
I got a job as state cattle inspector. There
were twenty-nine of us under Supervisor
T. J. Rodgers, a very fine man. His son
Robert is today a much respected veteri-
narian in Austin, Texas.

My group was assigned to the Piney
Woods of deep East Texas, headquartered
in Shelby County. Wonderful people
there, but they were dead set against
dipping their cattle to control tick fever
which was my job. The first time we cir-
culated instructions for the stockmen of
the area to show up at the official dip-
ping vats with their cattle, they came
with jugs of redeye and a grand assort-
ment of dogs, cats and a few roosters.
These creatures they dipped amidst great
hilarity.

Sheriff Jess Samples had been elected

" on an anti-dip ticket and would serve no

warrants on the citizens. He always said,
“T will when I have time.”

We dug up a constable named Shoat
and made a “big hog” out of him by
giving him all the warrant-serving busi-
ness. He got $2 a crack. Meanwhile, Rod-
gers instructed me to “missionary”
among the regional cattlemen. My being
just a plain old cowboy, we spoke the
same language. I explained the dipping
program to them in private conversa- '
tions. At the next dipping date, our 136
vats did a land-office business.

After that we had only an occasional
run-in with some diehard. For example,
there was old man Mills who was holding
a herd of undipped cattle down in the
woods. He sent word that he would shoot
anybody trying to serve him with a
summons. This was a case a little out of
Shoat’s line. But everybody was watching
developments and we had to act.

I called in another inspector name of
Bryan MecCollum to help me. Bryan was
famed as a marksman and known to be
tough. We halted about fifty yards from
the Mills cabin—amidships of it from
where Bryan with rifle at the ready
could command both front and rear exits.
I knocked on the front door. Mills opened
it meekly enough and accepted the sum-
mons. Later the fine old man tried to
circulate a petition to get my name on the
ballot for sheriff.

This dipping business passed to federal
supervision under the Bureau of Animal
Husbandry. My connection with the pro-
gram lasted about three years. During
this time I scouted for rodeo stock and
traded in these animals whenever pos-
sible. After the job played out, I turned
full-time trader.

Meanwhile rodeo had gone big-time.
The associations staging annual shows
had become strictly locally staffed and
financed. Madison Square Garden Corpo-
ration had lined up the super-extrava-
ganzas in New York and Boston. The day
of the litle showman like me was about
over.

In 1943 I was invited to put on a rodeo
for the GI’s in the VA Hospital in
Temple, Texas. Many of these lads were
amputees just flown in from the bloody
battlefields of Europe. When hospital
authorities discovered I was planning to
include the “lost-leg’” caper in my show,
they sent me before a couple of young
men called, respectively, a psychiatrist
and a psychologist. Don’t know what
those words mean, but these docs
pointed out that in view of the recent
loss of arms and legs by the patients,
they deemed it wise for me to exclude
the lost-leg business from my show.

Now, I had three sons in that little old
war myself and could not believe they
would want to be babied in any such
manner. Further, when I lost my leg
back in 1906, the one thing I needed and
wanted most was a laugh.

So in the show I bulldogged a
steer—picked a rather big one—and con-
trived to have my wooden leg jerked off.
By pre-arrangement.one of my clowns
name of Booger Bishop of San Antonio,
Texas, quickly dug a hole in center field
and buried the thing. Those wounded
soldier kids nearly shook down the ball
park laughing.

While continuing my trading in rodeo
stock, I still put on an occasional show
for a benevolent society, a church group
or a school orgenization. Of late years,
I have concentrated more on the develop-
ment of specialty acts which I lease to
big shows.

For example, in 1964 I had a “mother-
in-law ride” in which the cart was wildly
drawn by an unruly buffalo, and a
Barbados sheep stampede which frac-
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tured the kids. These acts were featured
at the Texas Cowboy Reunion and Rodeo
in Stamford and at the great Indian
Ceremonial and Rodeo at Gallup, New
Mexico.

I have often been asked, “What is your
hobby?” T suppose it is putting on smiles
where there are frowns. And at seventy-
seven, I still believe a bed is made to sleep
in rather than die in.—Hackberry John-
son, 2002 Wilson Street, Austin, Texas.

My Old Compadre
(Continued from page 43)

with the help of his spurs and quirt.
When he drew up in front of Dow’s store
some seven miles away and fell to the
ground dead, we never knew if it was
from fright or heart failure.”

Frank used to tell me that most of the
menfolks in his family were killed in gun-
fights, and that on many occasions he
had been shot at, but his name just
wasn’t on the lead.

“Fred, did I ever tell you about my
brother, Sam? Well, Sam would fight
with a fellow until hell froze over and
then go skating with him on the ice.

“William C. Green developed an em-
pire in southern Arizona and northern
0Old Mexico. When it became known that
the Cananea Mines were so rich, a fight
for their possession started between Bill
Green and the Costello interests. Green
and his friends had worked this property,
and when they were so hard up they
could not pay the miners, or even buy
grub for them, a number of the miners
who had a little money saved up went
out and bought groceries and kept on
working for Green.

“All of a sudden pay ore was reached
and soon it was a very valuable mine.
Bill left for New York to finance the
property. George Mitchell was left in
charge and when he learned that the
Mexican soldiers were coming to take
possession of the mine, he sent word to
my brother, Sam, to bring his old six-
guns and come-a-runnin’.

“After Sam arrived, they built up a
log fortification in front of the mine and,
with seven picked men, Sam stood ready
for the fireworks to open. Soon there ap-
peared on the horizon a Mexican officer
with about eighty men. The officer was
carrying a white flag and left his troops
behind as he rode slowly down the hill.
Sam went out to meet him.

“The Mexican officer told my brother
what he wanted him to do, and Sam
answered by pointing to the log fortifi-
cation saying he had many, many men
behind said logs and that it would be
best if the Mexican officer returned and
told Governor Ramon Corral that his
friend, Bill Green, was not at the mine
but would be returning soon and would
be in to see him.

“The Governor had no inkling of what
had been happening. He fired the judge
who had given the order for the troops
to proceed to the mine and things were
quickly settled between Green and the
Governor.”

FRANK started in the saddle when he

was eleven years old, after his father
had moved the family across the south-
western desert into Texas.

Frank “ran wild” until he was nearly
grown. He could neither read nor write
and followed the trade of horse wrangler
for some of the big cow outfits. He was
a very close friend to the Indians.

At Phoenix, Arizona, with the aid of a
fighting newspaper editor name of Webb,
copies of the works of Shakespeare, the
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Bible and Webster’s Dictionary, Frank
got his education. .

King was almost seventy years old
when he got down to serious writing.
Over the years he had acquired a repu-
tation as a cattleman, customs agent and
prison guard. One day he was called
over to a large publishing concern and
asked if he would write a number of
stories with a lot of actual happenings
and plenty of gunsmoke in them.

Frank wrote a number of good western
books and in one, Pioneer Western Em-

- pire Builders he told many true stories

of old-timers that he and I have known
in times past. I still have a letter in
which he spoke of his writing and how he
felt about it.

“Dear Fred and Katie:

We were pleased to get your letter,
which brought back memories of my old
carefree days, when I had no idea I
would be called an author, for up to age
18 I could. neither read nor write. You
know how it was on the ranges of Indian
Territory and the North Plains of Texas.
There were no schools and anyone who
could count a hundred was eligible to
teach school. But I could ride them
pitchin’ ponies better than T could count.
Anyhow, that is in the past, and now
they call me an author, without rhyme
or reason. Anyhow I went wrong and
went to writing books so I could make
a living settin’ in a chair instead of a
saddle.

I was ordered to lay off of writing
books by our doctor on account I had done
too much writing and research work in
order to check up on details, data, ete.,
so my books will be authentic Old West
history instead of the garbled stuff that
a heap of college fellers are landing onto
an unsuspecting public as real western
history. :

The doc ordered me to lay off book
writing for several months and just rest
and sleep, no medicine. I had been travel-
ing long trips, with loss of sleep for so
long that I would have to stay home
and just rest and sleep, which is one hell
of a hard job for a feller who has had no
experience in that line. T will, in two days
more, be seven months at home. I should
have been unhobbled two months ago.

Soon I hope to hightail it to the fresh
country and run wild for a few weeks, if
old Father Time don’t head me off, for
I will be eighty-seven on February 26,
just two days from now. I don’t know how
old a feller ought to feel at eighty-seven,
on account I ain’t ever been that -old
before.

I come from a long-lifed family on
both sides, at least the women lived up
into the nineties, but I don’t know many
of the men who lived so long on account
they were mostly killed in gunfights. My
friends who have known of my activities
for years tell me they can’t understand
how come me to be alive, as many times
as I've been shot at. I tell ’em none of
them fellers had any bullets with my
name on them, except one feller shot me
in my right leg, only a very light flesh
wound.

Yes, I read about young (name deleted)
being charged with killing his wife but
I haven’t seen any more in the papers
about the affair. I knew his father quite
well, and was very surprised when I
read about young Tom, for his father was
such a fine man, but like you say, it
may have been booze. His father never
permitted booze to get the best of him.
In fact I never saw him take a drink of
hard liquor.

T’d like to close this letter from one old

ex-cowpoke to another with all sorts of
good wishes for health, wealth and hap-
piness for you and your good wife Katie,
from me and my little Sophie. I some-
times wonder how we old-time cowhands
come to get such lovely girls to tie up
with us and stick.

Like always, your old outlaw friend,
Frank M. King.”

Three years later, at age ninety, my
0Old Compadre was dead.

Lost Mine Of Sycamore
(Continued from page 27)
leaving hardly more than their form.

He thought of resting here, but on
glancing at the east canyon rim where
a stray spot of sun still shone, he dis-
covered the painted faces of several In-
dians staring down at him. The chase
went on, although he saw nothing more
of pursuing redskins. He reached the
Verde River before another dawn and
three weeks later arrived in the old
pueblo of Tucson. :

Haines related his discovery of the
ghost village as a mere topic of conversa-
tion. Then months later, he ran across
an aged man in Sonora while prospecting
with a party of Americans.

The Sonoran said his grandfather had
been an Opata Indian who had gone north
with others to that remote canyon with
the Spaniards to mine gold. He stated
that some of it had been melted into
bars. Much of it, also, had been brought
unrefined south into Mexico by pack
trains.

On returning to Tucson, Haines tried to
interest others in outfitting an expedi-
tion to enter Sycamore Canyon. Their
voices lifted in holy horror. While not
afraid to prospect the wide open desert
and barren mountains of southern Ari-
zona, despite roving bands of murderous
Apaches, they wanted no part of the
north country.

It was then, as today, an almost im-
penetrable area, especially from the west.
A few forest trails and fire guard roads
now penetrate the edges. For the most
part, however, it remains a primeval
wilderness of fantastic, rugged beauty.
Wild animals, including carnivore, rove it
everywhere. Canyons and defiles are like
great stretches of the timber, impossible
to ride through on a horse, let alone
using a jeep or land rover. The imagined
location of the lost mine can be entered
only by foot.

Jack and Bill assert that during their
searches there were occasions when they
had to crawl on the ground to get inside
brush-choked patches of timber. Almost
invariably in their night camps, wher-
ever they rolled into a single blanket,
bear and cougar approached. It is an ex-
tremely forbidding place during the sum-
mer heat, and of extremely low temper-
atures in winter. Snow often piles up to
a depth of six feet.

In 1878, John Thomas Squires led a
party of hardy prospectors into Sycamore
from distant Santa Fe. He came with a
carefully drawn map, said to have been
made under Haines’ direction. More
likely he stole it from ancient records
stored in San Miguel Church completed
by Juan de Onate in 1608. Present-day
lost mine hunters use copies of this map.

The Squires party went directly to the
ruined village, settled down in two re-
paired cabins and reopened the mine tun-
nel. They found a cave containing a few
items of rusted Spanish arms, two small
oblong cowhide boxes or trunks, several
filled leather ore sacks and a number
of hidebound books printed in Spanish.

When they had mined a large quantity
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“Think! Where

were you when it
drowned out your conversation?”’

of gold, Squires and one member of the
party went to Santa Fe. There they
bought supplies and engaged men to re-
turn with them.

Not long afterward, the miners were
surrounded by Indians on the warpath.
The Mojaves lurked west, Hualapais
north, and the dreaded Apaches east
and south. A huge party of them, their
identity never ascertained, struck one
cold morning as the whites straggled
from the cabins to work. Half were slain
from ambush by lead and arrows before
they could fire a shot in return. Survivors
managed to grab a few horses not seized
by the redskins, load the gold, and head
out in a hard run.

Squires happened to be away from
camp at the time, prospecting along the
rim where he believed the main lead
might apex. He had started across a log
bridge over 'a deep wash they had built
for direct access into the canyon when
the fleeing miners appeared. Indians in
hot pursuit killed two within sight of
the- bridge. There Squires managed to
rally them into making a stand in order
to gain breathing time.

Then they fled north by what became
Casner Mountain onto Coconino Plateau
and made their way back to New Mexico.
The few survivors spent their share of
the gold and dispersed. Squires was
shortly killed in a duel, so it has been
reported.

OVER twenty years passed before the

next white man saw the village. He
was W. O. Howard, better known to set-
tlers in the Verde Valley and Oak Creek
as “Bearhunter” Howard. He gained the
name as a meat hunter for construction
crews when the railroad crossed Northern
Arizona in 1881-83.

Howard was hunting bears in the Syca-
more forests one day in the early fall of
1896 when he stumbled onto the lost mine
by sheer accident. After investigating the
place, he brought to Flagstaff two of the
better preserved hidebound books from
the cave. Relating the story that winter
to prospector friends, they told him he
must have run across the storied Lost
Padre Mine.

The following summer he entered Syca-
more Canyon from the south, considering
that the easiest way to reach the ghost
village. Maybe so—but he ran out of
supplies and had to depart without find-
ing anything.

One of his trusted friends, Alf Dick-
inson, a Flagstaff hotel owner, told me
how Howard spent the next several years
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in feverish searching. At times he won-
dered if he might be losing his mind,
being unable to go back over his own
tracks. Finally he teamed with another

long-time friend, Milt Ferrell. Between

them they walked out the area quartering
it. Yet this systematic exploration availed
them nothing. Ferrell returned to ranch-
ing, as he had a growing family to sup-
port.

Howard continued hunting as though
driven by some powerful urge he could
not deny. Then one day he rushed to Dick-
inson in great excitement. He brought
some ore which Dickinson displayed in his
hotel street window for years. Howard
said he had found the tunnel at long last,
reaching it through a narrow defile away
from the main canyon. He returned, but if
he ever brought out any more gold before
his death, no one heard about it.

Ferrell tried locating it during the
1920s as did dozens of other prospectors
dreaming of sudden riches. This aggravat-
ing thing was almost in their hands! Most
of them stayed no longer than one season,
unable to stand the bitter rigors of Syca-
movre.

During that decade, a Flagstaff photog-
rapher, Carl Mayhew, sold his shop and
built Oak Creek Lodge near the head of
Oak Creek Canyon. In 1929 an eastern
dude, a lodge guest, hiked all over the
country for pleasure. Pulling on an extra
heavy pack of provisions one day and
taking a small roll film camera, he as-
cended a wall trail west out of the can-
yon. Three weeks later he appeared at
Perkinsville south of Sycamore and
hopped a ride for Sedona and back to the
lodge. In a hurry to return, he left several
rolls of film with Mayhew to be finished.

One roll consisted of beautiful canyon
scenes. Smack in the middle of them ap-
peared ruined stone cabins, huts and ob-
viously an arrastre. Mayhew ran off ex-
tra prints of the negatives, the best view
of the ruins was shown old Tom Wag-
oner, a pioneer cattleman who once ran
a herd in upper Sycamore Canyon. The
giant man almost swallowed his hat.

“Years ago I was there,” he said. “Long
time after that, when I heard Bearhunt-
er’s story of the Spanish mine, I tried to
go back. But I'd forgotten exactly what
turns to make getting into that pesky
canyon. That’s sure the right place!”

The dude was written to and replied
with a description of how to reach the
ghost village as best he could recall. Of
the dozen who tried to follow his direc-
tion, none was successful.

In 1939, a high school boy, Melvin C.
Halliday, fooling around in an old Flag-
staff barn loft, found a thick cowhide-
bound volume printed in Spanish, dated

1730. Desiring it as a curio, he consulted -

the property owner. The man informed
him it was one of two brought out of
Sycamore Canyon by Bearhunter Howard,
and related the story as he knew it.

Melvin’s father, C. J. Halliday, hap-
pened to be a deputy county sheriff. He
started interviewing old-timers seeking
what they knew about the lost mine.
They gave him mostly scraps of legends
concerning the Lost Padre mine loosely
connected with the Luis Maria Baca Land
Grant in Yavapai County. However, he
did cull a few pertinent facts over a
period of three years that greatly inter-
ested him. The Hallidays eagerly planned
to take time out to search, but World
War II intervened and Melvin soon found
himself in the South Pacific.

ONLY one—of the more than a score
whom I knew while they hunted for
(Continued on page 50)
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drilled. Simply insert the leads from the color-coded components in the numbered holes in the mounting plate and make a 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. TWC,BOX 10563, HOUSTON 18, TEXAS

Please ship the following immediately:

( ) 12T ($19.95), ( ) 12T-B ($24.50). Add $1.00 for postage
and shipping.

Amt. enclosed $ (cash, ck., M.O.)

All items shipped parcel post. C.0.D. orders require $10.00 de-
97 ¥ posit. No dealer discounts.
( ) Send additional free literature.

STATE

NAME ADDRESS CITY
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THE COI N = RANGER

HIGHLY SENSITIVE TO BOTH SMALL AND LARGE METAL OBJECTS AND
DETECTABLE MINERALS.

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

e EXTENDED RANGE FEATURE.

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

TRANSISTOR
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TREASURE

®
WO0O0D, CONCRETE, ICE, SNOW, ROCK.
e LIGHTWEIGHT, ADJUSTABLE HANDLE FOR OPERATOR’S HEIGHT,
HANDLE DETACHABLE FOR EASY STORAGE. WEIGHS ABOUT
DETECTOR
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 5¢

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

The COIN-RANGER in action. The "“Companion
Receiving Unit"” containing the loud-speaker is

shown clipped to operator’s belt.

“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 auvdible whisper. A plug-in earphone is included for use

when prospecting in complete privacy is desired.

ONLY

58520

COMPLETE WITH ALL ACCESSORIES,
READY TO OPERATE.

Additional literature available.

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.

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

() Ship “Power King" at once. ( ) Send additional free Amt. enclosed $___ (cash, ck., M.O.)
literature. We ship parcel post. C.0.D. orders require $10.00 deposit.
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The only other place
that could offer more
delightful old~world
service. exquisite food.
charm. gaiety and
hospitality would be
the 01d World itself.
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A NEW ORLEANS |
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FIRST TIME OFFERED !
20 x 60 77

RIGHT EYE
95 BINOCULARS soiusmwenr
s Extra power for high magnification . . .
WITH powerful enough to spot game miles
CASE away. Large (234” diameter) front lens
gives extraordinarily clear, bright im-
age. Coated, optically ground achromatic
: . lenses and prisms. Lightweight—Rug-
ged Construction—Streamlined Design.
Hard leather case. Made in Japan.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
10 Day Money-back Privilege
Add 10% Federal Excise Tax and $1.50
postage and handling. C.0.D.’s require

$2.00 deposit.

INTERNATIONAL SPECIALTIES
2209 N. 42nd Street
Waco, Texas 76710

Dealers Wanted

Send for Your New FREE

WESTERN CATALOG!
o 84-page fully illustrat-
ed catalog with many
styles in full natural
color!
Widest selection of all
types of Western cloth-
ing and saddlery. Low-
est prices.
. » Satisfaction guaranteed
or your money back!
JACK WOLFE
RANCHWEAR
Dept. TQ, 62 East Second South

Salt Lake City 11, Utah
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HORSE PICTURES

Six unusual horse pictures,
reproduced from rare
engravings., Size 8 x 10
inches, printed in brilliant
black on white. Set of six,
all different. Only $1.00
postpaid.
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the lost mine—found any appreciable gold
in Sycamore. A very old man, Cliff Nel-
son, had wasted over twenty years seeking
it when I first met him. On a few occa-
sions I partly grubstaked him just for
the heck of it. During the last years of his
life, most of his steady support came from
an [talian saloon man in Prescott.

Nelson always entered Sycamore be-
hind melting snow to spend the summer
there. He was unable to stand the bitter
cold winters. His two burros were left
with some rancher friend in the Verde
Valley or at Perkingville. He then pro-
ceeded to Prescott, where his small
monthly pension had accumulated. The
checks were received and held by his
friend and he got no other mail. After
visiting a week or so. Nelson would leave
the slightly milder climate to winter in
snowy Flagstaff.

When meeting downtown after Pro-
hibition ended, we would always have a
few glasses of beer while shooting the
breeze. A taciturn man in most respects,
he would impart a little information to
friends. But he was also inclined to begin
a statement, and then shift suddenly to
something else on his mind. Yet over
the years he revealed considerable in-
formation to me about his long searching,
especially concerning the ruined village.

In 1941 he came out of Sycamore early.
While he gave no excuse for doing so,
obviously his physical strength had de-
clined. Past eighty then, he was a wiry,
light little man always wearing a crop of
dirty; tobacco-stained whiskers hanging to
his chest. Sitting in Black’s Bar, he start-
ed describing the village site again. This
time I gathered that it lay some three or
four miles from where he usually left his
grub supplies and pack burros at Tom
Wagoner’s old cabin.

Nelson said the stones once forming
the walls were scattered on the ground
everywhere, and partly covered by blow-
ing sand and clay. While some founda-
tions could be made out, they were over-
grown with trees and brush. No wood re-
mained in the village, having been burned
many years before. When he told how
only the top layer of the stones forming
the arrastre could be seen above the sand,
I stared at him in some surprise.

An idea occurred to me and I wondered
if it were possible he had not thought of
it all the years he plodded wearily
through the Sycamore country. I asked
him if he had ever shoveled the sand from
the arrastre and panned gleanings from
cracks between the stones. The Spanish
arrastre had a center from which a long
pole extended beyond the rim. Pulled
either by human hands, or burros and
mules, it dragged heavy stones on thongs
that slowly but surely broke down the
ore. Some of the pieces were always
pounded into the cracks between floor
stones and those forming the outer rim.
Nelson gaped at me momentarily. Finally
his eyes began to shine. It beat me that
he had not already gone over the arrastre.

“Might try it next summer,” he allowed,
dropping the subject.

Nearly a month later the saloon owner,
Claude Black, telephoned that Nelson was
in town and wanted to see me. When I
joined him he had the bottoms of two
Bemis bags filled with gold and quartz.
Boxing the stuff, I shipped it to the
Denver mint for him. After all those
years he finally had got around to clean-
ing out the arrastre.

Not long after Pearl Harbor he received
a treasury check in care of me for better
than $1,900.

The war caught up with me, too, and
I had no chance to think about Nelson

until 1946. The old man had completely
disappeared. Looking for information
about what might have happened to him,
I went to Prescott, Perkinsville and the
upper Verde Valley. No one, not even his
saloon-owning friend and the ranchers,
had the slightest idea where he could be.
They last saw him the spring of 1942.
I got them to help pass word along to
range riders, forest service rangers and
others to watch for his burros, his bones
or even an old campsite. Nothing what-
ever came from this. It is my belief the
old man returned to Sycamore and died
inlgome remote hole known only to him-
self.

ELVIN HALLIDAY, after the war,
got a friend, Bob Cahill, to go with
him into Sycamore. They had only a
limited amount of time and found nothing
whatever. The following summer he op-
erated a bulldozer during a bad forest
fire on the east side of Sycamore. Near
the end of the day, with the fire being
brought under control, he pushed a stand
of timber from the course, and broke
right onto remnants of the bridge built
by the Squires party. Rotted away, the
logs lay in pieces slanted into the wash
from the sides. He has never found more
than that.

My writing a rather long story on the
lost mine proved in the nature of a mis-
take when published. Mysterious indi-
viduals journeying from afar appeared
frequently at my door. Some were ex-
tremely obnoxious and hard to get rid
of; most were firmly convinced I knew
the real secret of finding this gold-filled
mine, but being of a perverse nature I
refused to reveal the few facts that—with
what they knew—would make them im-
mensely wealthy. Of course, they mever
spilled what they knew! You never have
seen people as goofy as some lost mine
and treasure hunters.

I also received more than one hundred
letters via the magazine’s editor. At least
half of them claimed they had been to the
village, insisting it remained intact. They
described the red sandstone buildings, and
were naive enough to include iron wagon-
wheel rims. If they actually found such a
place as described, it had to be the poly-
gamous Mormon village built during the
1870s in Secret Canyon below Buck Ridge.
It lies east of Sycamore and that is
exactly how it came to be named.

Among those who knew the location of
the lost mine (not that he had been all
the way to it), one letter writer told the
truth. He was the late Leonard Conner,
who wrote me from San Pedro, California.
He retired after working most of his life
as an electrician for United Verde Mining
Company and its successor, Phelps Dodge.
All his spare time at Jerome—weekends,
holidays and vacations—had been spent
for twenty-five years hunting the lost
mine. His knowledge of it proved exten-
sive, especially of the Spanish period. The
man must have devoted years in research
to collect what he knew.

In one of his letters he wrote, “The
block of the meteorite at the mouth of the
hidden canyon is polished a smooth rusty
brown, and iron crystals in sandstone near
it are just a coincidence. The meteor, I
would say, weighs five tons and stands
three and one-half feet high. What struck
me about it was the way my prospector’s
pick bounced when I hit it. I tried to
knock off a piece, but no chance.”

He knew the country thereabouts very
thoroughly, going into detail about how
we might get the meteor out, thinking it
valuable. The trouble was, he didn’t ex-
plain how we ceould possibly hoist it out
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of the deep canyon to a truck, after cut-
ting a road through several thousand
acres of timber! It couldn’t possibly be
reached from inside the canyon.

That rounded chunk of iron, and maybe
a visitor from the sky at that, is the one
clue Jack and Bill need to find to be in
the real money—or so they believe. That
one unknown item always told me wheth-
er or not those claiming to have been
there actually had been, or were just
windjamming. It and the iron crystals,
the latter being of no moment, were
described by Haines, Squires, Howard
and Nelson. Strangely, there is no men-
tion of either in Agapito Rey’s transla-
tion of the Espejo account.

AFTER talking to Halliday again, Jack

and Bill, following the old burn, went
directly to the site of the Squires bridge.
Their subsequent find was evidence of an
old trail leading into the area on the
west side of Sycamore. Brush and timber
grew over most of it, hiding traces. The
oldest trees were less than a century in
age, but they worked it out, thinking per-
haps it might be over part of the Spanish
route. In time they learned it happened
to be the long-forgotten James Mooney
trail cut north from the Verde Valley
during early 1870s. Over it into northern
Arizona came many pioneers by pack
outfit from the Salt River Valley and
reaches of the Lower Colorado River from
California. Near Casner Mountain and
Buck Ridge it swung eastward to-Mooney
Mountain. Mooney died from falling off
a high cliff in Havasupai Canyon, near
Grand Canyon, while with a mining party
in 1880.

The brothers’ next discovery was rotted
stumps of alligator juniper in Sycamore’s
surrounding forest. This wood can be
cut and shaped quite easily while green,
but becomes like iron when dry. The
specimens brought out by them were so
old they were rotten. They were sent to
an expert for tree-ring dating. While not
absolutely accurate due to the fragile
condition of the fragmentary material,
the years are close enough to prove the
timbers were cut during the Spanish oc-
cupation period.

Jack made one important discovery
while exploring alone. He carried a small
camera along, and when he came onto
drill holes in large stones, he photo-
graphed them. The prints are two by two
inches and show the deep holes after the
stones split apart. Then the boys found
the water cistern, unable to imagine why
it should have been chiseled into solid
rock where it is. The covering logs have
long ago rotted away to debris in the
bottom. If this cistern had been made
within pioneer times some of the wood
would still remain in the hole.

Finally, on a red letter day, coming out
of the canyon, they located small sections
of the old Spanish trail—notches and long
grooves cut into solid stone to afford
footing.

Following this clue they spent six
months searching for other traces of the
trail’s ending and beginning. That still
remains the paramount riddle. While
searching, they found pieces of ore close
enough to signs of the trail that they
logically assumed the chunks lay some-
where near the route over which pack
animals moved carrying ore. Some of the
pleces were partly buried in the ground,
covered by grass and weeds. But once
they learned exactly what to look for,
others came to light that ordinarily would
have been passed over because the small
exposed portions resembled pebbles.

In this quartz there are small black-
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The  BEST Treasure locators available to the serious treasure hunter at ANY
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working treasure hunters using—

BILL MAHAN'S OWN PERSONAL DETECTORS
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D-TEX METAL-MINERAL DETECTORS
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(M) on how to hecome

GOVERNMENT HUNTER

Game Warden, Forester

P

or
Aid or Assistant Type

S5 Positions that

. Require Less Formal
’ Education

in spare time, for outdoor
man's dream job in Forestry
& Wildlife Conservation.
% Get the facts. Plan to live
i the life you love. Mail cou-
pon today!

OPPORTUNITIES IN
YOUR STATE? -

We show you how to seek
out job openings in your
own state and other states
7/ Coast to Coast. Age limits
17 to 45, sometimes older
on private game farms and
hunt clubs. We are not con-
nected with the Government.

... DIPLOMA AUTHORIZED
‘We are proud to be author-
ized by the Calif. Depart-
ment of Education to grant
diplomas.

A

THRILLS AND ADVENTURE
Many Forestry & Wildlife men hunt
mountain lions - parachute from
planes to help marooned animals
or save life of injured campers-
protect forests-arrest game viola-
tors. Adventure, public service, good
pay. Rush coupon today.

SECURITY—RETIREMENT—
LOW LIVING COSTS—GOOD PAY
Most conservation careers are perma-
nent-No layoffs. No worry about your
paycheck. Living costs are low, too-
and a pension may assure you a good
income for life when you retire.
HEALTHFUL OUTDOOR LIFE. Hard
muscles, bronzed skin and vibrant good
health are extra rewards of outdoor
living. Sleep under the pines. Catch
breakfast from icy streams. Feel and
look like a million!

FREE! 3 GUIDES!

Each jam packed with ex-
citing Conservation Career
Facts! Rush coupon today!

VACATION JOBS FOR STUDENTS
.. No experience or preparation needed
for vacation jobs in Parks, Forests,
Vacation Resorts. Many accepting Ap-
plications now. Rush coupon today!

941 No. Highland, Los Angeles, Calif. 90038

North American School of Conservation, Dept. 1038
Rush 16-page Fact Book on exciting Conservation
Career—also self-scoring Aptitude Quiz & 3-month

lined pits. I asked the metallurgist about
it. He explained that such holes remained
after iron pyrites in the quartz dissolved,
usually through heat and sunlight.

When asked to venture a guess on how
many years’ exposure would be required,
the expert in metals replied, “At least
a couple of centuries!” 5.0

If your profession or avocation is hunt-
ing lost mines, don’t come running to this
one. Sycamore Canyon begins from a mere
wash near Flagstaff, runs southwest
before heading south, pitches deeper, and
then twists and turns over considerable
territory to its final junction with the
Verde River. Its course easily covers a
hundred miles. It is cut into by numberless
side canyons of small and large degree.
It is one of the world’s worst and easiest
places to get lost in.

If you expect to find the lost mine,
remember that more than a hundred sea-
soned prospectors have walked the can-
yon’s entire meanderings foot by foot.
Some of those who found it by accident
couldn’t return. It has been searched so
carefully that if the lost mine actually
is in Sycamore, it would certainly have
been found long ago.

I never did believe it was there, despite
all the evidence. While undoubtedly in
Syecamore county, it has to be somewhere
else than in the main channel. Jack and
Bill, who have found more clues than
anyone else, so far as is known, now be-
lieve the same. They are experienced in
that area, know the country in their sleep
and while this is being written they are
searching a spot they finally selected—
and a place unknown to me.

Not placing any faith in the existence
of lost mines, I still hope they find this
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Lonely Place To Die

(Continued from page 41)
this Smith story and it appears to be
fiction. In a letter dated September 30,
1942, Bean ridicules this Smith story. He
also gives the names of two white men
who sold their hats to Indians soon after
the Little Castle Valley fight for $20
apiece. These Indians apparently had
plenty of money but little idea of its
value.)

The first day the Indians attacked them
the men killed one Indian. None of the
ﬁvhites were hurt; they got into the tim-

er.

The roundup stopped right there. The
men came to the Big Bend of the Dolores
and started looking for volunteers to fight
Indians. The volunteers came from Man-
cos, Dolores and Rico; mostly from Rico.
Hi Melville (Contemporary references
give this name as Melvin, a San Juan
pioneer of 1873. Denver Tribune, July 9,
1881, p. 3. A letter from Jordan Bean,
dated September 30, 1942, states that
Melville was the right name.), Tom Click
Billie May and myself went from the
Big Bend. Dave Willis, Tom Pepper, Jess
Seeley and Hi Barber come from the
Mancos. Marion Cook, Harg Eskridge, and
Ike Stockton come from Durango. The
two Tarter boys, the two Taylor boys,
Tim Jenkins, Billy Parks, Jimmie Heaton,
Charley Reynolds, Jimmie Hall, Jack Gal-
loway (Tar Heel Jack), Bill Dawson,
Purdy, Ed Summers, Bill Robbins and Tex
La Fone.

We all met at the Big Bend May 31,
organized and elected our officers: Bill
Dawson, captain; Billy May, first lieu-
tenant; and Tom Pepper, corporal. On the
morning of June 1 we started. We picked
up their trail at Blue Mountain (Sierra
Abajo) at Lacomb Wash, then went down
through the head of Indian Coulee. While
camped here we realized we were getting
short of grub. So the captain sent Green
Robison and Pat O’Donnell on the hill to
Hudson’s cow range to get a beef. They
never come back and we didn’t get any
beef.

(O’Donnell and Robison were cut off by
eight Indians and chased into the timber.
They then rode to the Big Bend and gave
word of the fight. Denver Tribune, June
25, 1881.)

Went from there to Hatch Springs. The
morning of the fifteenth of June we come
onto the Indians about 9 o’clock on what
is called Mill Creek, which rises in the
La Sal Mountains about twenty miles east
of Moab, Utah.

Right there the fun began. The Indians
scattered and went across a deep canyon.
We shot a few times then Dawson said,
“Boys, get over there where they are.”

We crossed the canyon but the Indians
kept going. Bill Dawson picked Dick
Curtis, Harg - Eskridge, Ike Stockton,
Harg Tarter, Billy Parks and myself to
overtake the Indians and make a stand
on them, and he would bring the rest as
fast as possible. And he did. Then it was
each man for himself. Harg Tarter and
I rode together. Hadn’t gone far when
Tarter’s horse was killed. There was an
old mare with a mule colt close to us. I
roped her. Harg rode bareback with my
rope for a halter.

We soon found some big rocks, lay
down and were shooting at some Indians
above us on the mountainside. We were
doing fine until one Injun seemed to be
a pretty good shot for he got me in the
left temple. I had my head thrown back so
far—the hill was steep—the bullet didn’t
go in very far but grazed my skull and
knocked me out. I told Harg I was done
for, and for him to take my outfit and
hunt up some of the men we knew were
farther down the mountain. He did and
told them I was dead. Soon he was killed.

Right here I want to say Harg Eskridge
did not die from the wound he received
in the fight. He was shot in the foot. If
there was ever a reward for Harg Esk-
ridge “dead or alive” I never heard of it,
and I knew him well. He was no quitter.
He had his faults, but I never heard of
but one perfect person on earth, and He
was crucified. When a man like Harg
Eskridge and the boys we left on the side
of La Sal Mountain offer their lives so
men like some of the historical writers
of Dolores, Colorado, can stay at home
and talk about them—then I want to fight
again. 2

(Mr. Bean here refers to later events
when the so-called Eskridge-Stockton
gang was active. Tke Stockton was killed
by a deputy sheriff near Durango and
Eskridge disappeared.—Pam 360, u. 109,
State Historical Society. Stockton, a noted
gunfighter, later became involved in a
Silverton bank robbery, and was killed
by a deputy sheriff. Harg Eskridge was
in a cattle war between the Stocktons
and Farmington cattlemen, but was not
mentioned in connection with the Silver-
ton affair.)

I DON’T remember when Harg Tarter
left. The last I remember is when I
told him not to stay there alone. About
four o’clock in the evening I come to and
jumped to my feet and looked up the
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mountain. There was a big Indian stand-
ing on a rock. He never saw me. I got
down as quickly as possible. He got down
off the rock and I crawled under some
scrub oak. The old mare and colt had
never left me. The Indians come after
her. They talked about the blood. That
was the longest conversation I ever heard
in my life. While they were talking, I
heard an Indian start for the brush. He
made a whistling sound, but I never
moved. By that time it was getting late
and they had a lot of mutilating to do,
so they left.

I lay still until dark, but oh, how 1
suffered for water. I had my gun and
remembered where Harg and me had got
a drink that morning. I crawled most of
the way to the spring. I drank so much
it made me sick. I lay and rested, finally
took a regular drink and I could stand
up and walk part of the way.

That morning, before the fireworks
started, we agreed on a meeting place if
any of us were left. We also all agreed
if any of us got into a jam we would
save one cartridge for ourselves.

Day was breaking when I saw some
of the men starting out again. I “hol-
lered” and Ed Summers came to me. They
couldn’t believe it was me, because they
were so sure I was dead. Ed put me on
his horse and led the horse to camp. My
head by this time was terrible.

I stayed in camp. The second day the
boys fought all day. But there would have
been no second day if the Mormons who
were herding cattle on the mountain
hadn’t-heard the shooting and come to us.
There was a big Mormon by the name of
Walt Moore who gathered up sixteen men
and come to the men.

Some time during the first day there
was two of the Wilson boys from Moab
come and they were both killed where Hi
Melville, Tom Click, Harg Tarter, Jimmie
Heaton (just a boy), Jack Galloway and
Hiram Tarter were. Taylor’s body was
never found.

Dave Willis was killed out on a little
flat. On the trip I ate and slept with Dave
Willis, and no braver man ever gave up
his life for his country than Dave Willis.

The evening of the first day, (name
deleted) and one of the (name deleted)
boys run. Walt Moore shot at them but
didn’t hit them. They went to Dolores and
Rico and a bunch of men at Rico started
right now. Led by a man by the name
of Worden Grigsby, they didn’t wait for
anything.

I’'m sorry I don’t know the names of the
men who came to our rescue. I was too
sick to pay attention to anyone.

The morning of the third day the boys
went out, but the Indians had left in the
night and our boys had enough, too. They
looked around and found the dead. Walt
Moore knew the Wilson boys but didn’t
know when they come into the fight. This
Walt Moore was a big man and had a
principle and heart to go with his body.
I always wanted to see him again. I don’t
believe there was a finer bunch of men
in one group. Jimmie Heaton was about
nineteen years old. I was twenty-three.
The rest were all older.

On the way—fifteen days of traveling

together—there was never a cross word-

spoken. The morning we left the Big
Bend, Hi Melville told me he would never
get back. He said he would rather go to
be killed than to be called a coward. He
didn’t want someone else to fight to pro-
tect his property. He and Cal House ha
a bunch of cattle in partnership. :

I went for my father and myself. Lots
of the boys didn’t own a cow but they

(Continued on next page)
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didn’t want any more killed and burned
aﬁ Dick’s was. Harg Tarter was one of
them.

THE seventeenth, a man by the name

of Frank Beck and his partner came
to us with a spring wagon. They put the
three wounded in the wagon and we all
went to Pack Creek. The wounded ones
were taken to a man’s house by the name
of Peterson. He had three wives. We
rested there five days and started back
to the Dolores.

In the meantime, the rescue party from
Rico, led by Grigsby, went to the battle-
field and we passed while they were
looking for us. The third day after we
made camp on Pack Creek (we had
traveled nearly all night), the men went
back to bury the dead. They had to bury
them chaps and all. Cal House went after
Hi Melville’s body and buried it by Dick
May (I think). Mrs. Willis took Dave’s
body to Mancos and buried it. The first
day back we went to Hatch Springs and
were there met by my father and brother,
William Denby, Willis Rogers, Charley
Foster—I can’t remember the rest, but
feel grateful to everyone that came.

From Hatch Springs we went to Hud-
son’s camp right where Monticello, Utah,
now stands. While we were camped at
Hudson’s camp, the Grigsby rescue party
come to us on their way back. And Major
Carroll from Fort Lewis with a company
of Negro soldiers met us too. Told us we
were every one under arrest for attacking
and disturbing the Indians. Bill Dawson
drawed his rifle out of the scabbard and
told Carroll he just didn’t have soldiers
enough to arrest his men. Every man
pulled their guns. Grigsby and his men,
too, never faltered.

Carroll said, “Tut, tut, I don’t want to
fight.”

Dawson said, “We have just come from
a fight and can fight some more.”

Then Carroll said, “If any of your men
will show us the Indian trail, we will
overtake them.”

Dick Curtis and Gus Hefferman (of
Rico) stepped out and said, “We will
show you the trail.”

They started back the next morning.
Carroll had a cannon. Dick and Gus said
everything was fine and Carroll wanted
to fight until the Indian signs got fresh;
then Carroll discovered he was short of
rations and turned back.

(Considerable mystery attaches to the
action of the troops in this matter. The
Indians were never punished. In view of
the pending removal of the Utes to Utah
after the Meeker massacre, this suggests
that pursuit of the Little Castle Valley
renegades by the troops might not have
been pressed because it might have start-
ed a general Ute war again.)

There was no certain tribe among the
renegades, but they were led by Posy
(Posey); Utes, Navajos, Pah Utes and
more, all bent on doing all the damage
they could.

(Indian police of the Los Pinos Agency
captured two of the renegades and turned
them over to “the commanding officer at
the cantonment, near the agency.” No
reference as to their disposition has been
found. These prisoners said they belonged
to Tah-kun-ni-ca-vatz’s band, which had
been committing depredations during the
previous six or seven years. Report of the
Commissioner of Indian Affairs, 1881, p.
20, by Indian Agent W. H. Berry.)

From Hudson’s camp we went to Piute
Springs, Cross Canyons, and on to the
Big Bend of the Dolores. There we all
separated. The men from Mancos went
back to Mancos with Dave Willis. The

Rico and Durango men went their way,
and what was left from the Big Bend
went home and glad to be there.

Adam Louie and myself were riding on
the Lower Disappointment one day and
we came onto a dead Ute Indian. He
wasn’t cold. I took a handmade silver
bracelet and Adam took his blanket. I still
have the silver bracelet.

I left Colorado July 21, 1884, with a
pack horse (my folks had left in 1883).
I came by the Green River Desert,
through Fort Bridger, and reached the
Rosebud about the twenty-fifth of Sep-
tember.

Took a pre-emption of 160 acres and
my father and me took out the first ditch
on the Rosebud River—1885-86. In 1888,
I went back to Wisconsin and got mar-
ried while there to a girl by the name of
Bean, but no relation of ours.

We come back to the Rosebud River
and went to housekeeping in a dirt-cov-
ered shack, 16x16, but it was home. Soon
built more house. Had horses and cattle.
The spring of 1893, we sold out our ranch
and cattle and moved to Pryor Mountain,
sixty-five miles south of Billings, Mon-
tana. Took up a homestead on the ceded
strip of the Crow Reservation, which had
been thrown open in October, 1892. We
had a boy four years old when we left the
Rosebud in a covered wagon. We moved
by the Crow Agency on the Little Horn
River and to Billings, then turned south.
We were sixty-five miles from a post
office. We got our mail and all supplies
from Billings. We crossed the Crow
Reservation going and coming. Made
friends with the Pryor Creek Indians
and still have them. We always attended
strictly to our own business and the In-
dians to theirs, but we could always go
to the Reservation to fish and pick plums
or camp just as long as we wished.

In 1906, we sold the ranch on Piney
(Pryor Mountain) and come to Clark’s
Fork River. Bridger was started in 1898
and we live one-half mile south of the
town. We have seen this country grow and
prosper, and feel we had a part in it.
When the first mail line was started from
Billings, Montana, to the Big Horn Basin
in Wyoming, we had one of the stage
stations and a post office—Bean. We got
rid of that as soon as we could. But there
had to be so many offices to get the line
established.

We have lived the life of the West and
loved it. We have always been lucky to
have goeod neighbors. I don’t believe any
one family in the West ever had better
neighbors than we have. Our youngest
son was born in 1898. We sold our place
on Pryor Mountain to move where our
boys could go to school.

We have met lots of noted people and
like them. They are just common, every-
day folks same as we. I will mention
Buffalo Bill and Calamity Jane. In 1895,
Cody came to Wyoming and started the
town of Cody. We were living at Pryor
Mountain at the time, about sixty-five
miles from Cody, but most of the stuff
was freighted from Billings and lots of
the freighters camped at our place on
Piney.

Bridger sprung up in 1898. Coal was
discovered. The winter of ’98, Calamity
did laundry work in Stringtown (Bridg-
er). The land wasn’t surveyed, so the
town was built in the county road. At that
time she was married to one of the
Dorsey boys of Livingston, Montana, and
he hauled water in barrels for the resi-
dents of Bridger.

We were almost “in heaven” when we
could come only twenty-five miles for
supplies. The railroad was built into
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Columbus, New Mexico, as it looked before the raid.

Bridger the winter of ’98-99. Calamity
was the main drawing card for Bridger.

I would like to go back to Moab or La
Sal Mountain and see the graves of the
Jboys we left behind. . . . I went there in
1929, but could not get up to where the
fight had been. I saw Henry Goodman
in Moab and he told me I couldn’t pos-
sibly make it. When this war is over and
we can get tires, I hope to go back.

I have a grandson, Roy Bean, on Cor-
regidor. That is, he has never been on
any casualty list and we hope to see him.
Our other grandson, Harry Bean, is in
Temple, Texas, in the Tank Corps. They
each volunteered and got to go where
they wanted. So, if they don’t come back,
we have that for consolation.

If any of the old-timers of Southwest-
ern Colorado, ever come this way I want
them to stop. We are on the main high-
.way from Billings to Cody, Wyoming,
Yellowstone Park entrance.—Yours truly,
Jordan Bean.

I Could Have Saved Columbus !
(Continued from page 25)
from Douglas, Arizona, bound for El
. Paso, Texas. The chugging of the train
had hardly died away, it seemed to me,
when there were shots and yells of ‘Viva
Villa . .. Viva Villal’

“I later learned that it was more than
an hour after the train left when the
raid started. All over town came the
shots and yells. There was such confu-
sion as you cannot imagine. The Villistas
broke into stores, shot windows out that
showed lights, and emptied their tins of
gasoline or coal oil on buildings and set
them on fire.”

Juan paused, reliving the terrible night
of the raid, when flames devastated the
town. .

“They had brought the cans of kero-
sene, tied to their saddles. The frame
buildings went up in a flash, their flames
lighting the murderous scene. Later it
was said that Villistas had crept upon
the American sentries and knifed them.

“VILLA, with his usual cunning, had

not come into Columbus from the
east—and, therefore, the expected—way.
He had circled the town and entered
from the northwest. He cut the high fence
that divides the two countries. There was
a wide, deep ditech that cut the town
from east to west and Villa took advan-
tage of this ditch to ride undetected into
the sleeping town.” Again Juan spit into
the sand near his chair, as if he would
spit out the bitterness that still rankled
in his heart.
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“I did not know until later that not
only did Colonel Slocum have my warn-
ings, but a newspaper in El Paso, Texas,
stated that President Wilson’s represent-
ative, George C. Carothers, happened to
be in El Paso at this time, and he had
been informed of Villa’s march north-
ward. Carothers sent telegrams to Colonel
Slocum, who commanded the 13th Cavalry
at Columbus on the 6th and 7th of March,
and also on the 8th of March. He called
Colonel Slocum by phone about noon of
the 8th of March, but the call was not
completed until about 6 P.M.

“This I did not know until much later.
But it is said that Colonel Slocum assured
Mr. Carothers that Villa was seventy
miles below the border. That was a lie.
I had just told him that morning that
Villa was only a few miles from the bor-
der with at least 600 men. I had sure

*knowledge.”

“Did you hear nothing as you came
toward Columbus?”’ 1 asked.

“Not a thing, but two times Petra
asked me that same thing. ‘Do you not
hear something, my Juan? she asked.
Once I stopped the car and listened, but
there was not a sound. ‘Such a strange
feeling I have,” she said and shivered as
with cold. ‘It’s like there are ghosts out
there waiting.””

I could understand Juan’s frustration,
brought on, he thought, by the mistakes
of the gringo whom he blamed for the
tragedy.

“When Petra awakened, even before I
could turn from the window where I was
watching the blazing buildings, she
crawled under the bed. I followed her.
This was the safest place we could get,
but thoughts of my mother alone in her
adobe house some blocks away wouldn’t
let me stay for long in my hiding place.
We had to go to her. She did not even
have a gun to defend herself.

“Petra agreed we must go to madre
mia. So we dressed in the dark, and
opened our back door to see if there was
any shooting in the neighborhood of my
mother’s house. There wasn’t, so we ran
as fast as we could, staying in the
shadows of the underbrush and the few
houses we passed.

“My mother was awake and opened the
door with a glad cry. I suppose she
thought we might be dead. The town was
blazing now, and gunshots came from
all directions. I felt that I must go and
help my townspeople. If my warnings
had only been heeded!” His voice became
bitter again, and his wrinkled face set
in grim lines.

“I found people half-dressed; some of
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them did not even have a gun. ‘Get back
into the houses,” I ordered them. ‘Do not
light your lamps.” All around me was
death, red death, as other buildings were
fired. I wondered where the members of
the 13th Cavalry were.

“I learned later that the Cavalrymen
were breaking into the locked guardhouse
to get at their guns and ammunition. Can
you imagine, sefiora, the arms locked up,
so that even the soldiers could not get
them! I do not understand. Lieutenant
Castleman was on duty, and when finally
they got the guns and ammunition, the
men fought well.

“Mr. Miller, the druggist, died trying
to protect his store from the raiders. The
Commercial Hotel was in flames, and
Mr. Ritchie was killed in the hallway,
near the steps. I helped Mrs. Ritchie and
her children get away from the hotel and
into an old adobe house where they were
safe for the time being.

“Tt seemed to me that the Ravel Broth-
ers’ store, the biggest in Columbus, was
the center of attack. The front was in
flames, but Villistas were plundering,
and many of Villa’s soldiers came out of
the store, their arms laden with loot.
Some of them were shot down in the
streets; some escaped and rode away
unmolested. Dean’s Grocery was in
flames and Mr. Dean made a wild dash
toward it—a foolish thing because he
was riddled with bullets before he had
gone sixty feet. :

“It seemed to me that the battle went
on for hours, but next day I learned it
had really lasted a little over two hours.
Young Lieutenant John Lucas, who was
commander of the machine-gun troops,
gave a good account of himself. His group
fired more than two thousand rounds,
even though two of his guns jammed
after firing a few rounds. The strange
thing about the machine guns was that
they also had been locked away, thus de-
laying their entry into the fight. Why?
. . . Sefiora, I ask -you why?” (I learned
later that this same Lieutenant Lucas led
the United States assault on ‘the beach
at Anzio, in Italy—never to be forgotten
by the American boys who fought there.
Lucas was the General who led those
boys across the blood-drenched sands.)

“WHEN day came,” Juan continued,
“the soldiers and the citizens of
Columbus rallied strength and were or-
ganized into a fairly good fighting band.
We were doing all right when Villa’s
bugler blew retreat, and the Villistas fled
toward the border. More than sixty of
the raiders were killed as they retreated.
And killed in the battle in town were 125.

“The people of Columbus were hyster-
ical; the town, a smoldering ruin. We
men wanted to follow the raiders into
Mexico, but Colonel Slocum had returned
to the town and he forbade it. He threat-
ened to put the town under martial law
if we did such a thing. Major Frank
Tompkins, with about fifty troopers, was
the first to come to our aid. He followed
the Villistas into Mexico for a few miles,
then as Villa met them with a rear guard,
Tompkins, outnumbered, came back to
Columbus and asked Colonel Slocum for
more troops, but was refused.”

Juan smiled grimly as he continued his
story. “That morning Colonel Slocum
sent for me and gave me a pass to go any
place in the United States. ‘Just get out,’
he ordered me.”

“Did you go?” I asked.

“Si ... yes, I went. For a few days I
stayed in Deming, then I came home. A
few weeks later Petra’s baby was born
and died in convulsions, caused, I think,

by that hard, rough drive that night.

“Qur first baby . . . we were very sad.
It should not have happened. Neither
should Columbus have been caught un-
prepared for the Villa attack.

“And now the gringos plan to name
this new park ‘Pancho Villa Park. Que
lastima!”

“They do not do this to honor Villa,”
I explained, “but to commemorate the day
when the United States was invaded by a
foreign country.”

“A black day it was,” Juan muttered.
“A very black day.”

The town of Columbus is now coming
alive again. A large land company has
begun an extensive advertising campaign,
calling Columbus “the place to retire in.”
They have plotted the city, and are selling
many lots. There are many new homes
and businesses. One of these is The
Pancho Villa Museum.

The aftermath of the Columbus raid,
of course, was that General John J.
Pershing, with thousands of cavalrymen,
went down into Mexico in pursuit of
Pancho Villa. They were close to him
many times, and it is the belief of some
Southwesterners that Pershing did not
want to capture Villa, but was hardening
his men for whatever wars might lie
ahead, as World War I would need sea-
soned troops. This is a debatable issue,
but whatever else may be said, many
boys were turned into soldiers during
this Mexico campaign against Villa.

Like Juan Favela, the Southwest’s Paul
Revere, many people still wonder why the
town of Columbus had to be invaded on
that memorable 9th of March, 1916. Like
Juan, they know it shouldn’t have hap-
pened. Juan Favela had always been
known as a truthful and honest man, and
his warning should have been investigat-
ed and believed. The town should have
been alerted.

Colonel Slocum had three warnings
from Carothers, stating the Villistas
planned an attack. Why was the town not
given a chance to defend itself? Neither
Juan Favela nor others can honestly give
the reasons.

Age has not lessened Juan Favela’s
bitter memories, nor will he ever forget.
Memories, bitter as those of Juan, can
only end when life does.

There has always been a controversy
whether Villa was the leader of the
Villistas or whether he directed the raid
from Mexican territory. Juan is a firm
believer that Villa personally led the
raid; and many who were there agree
with him. There are others, historians
and writers among them, who believe that
Villa did not enter the United States that
fateful night.

Walt Coburn’s Tally Book
(Continued from page 17)
blow in that money. Let ’er buck. And
you ride out of town emptying your
six-shooter at the big sky and bawling
like a hurt steer.

Back at the ranch, after the last ship-
ment of beef. Snowflakes spitting out of a
sky that’s the color of lead. A wind whips
your face. You hump up a little in the
saddle and wonder what’s become of your
summer wages. You gather in the poor
stuff that’ll need feeding this coming win-
ter. You go into some snowed-in line
camp with another cowpuncher. Opening
water holes, shoveling hay, fetching in
anything that’ll need feeding.

By spring you know the price of every
article in that big mail-order catalog
that’s gone to furnish the bulk of your
winter’s reading. You come out with hair
down to your shoulders, whiskers that
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“Who put this ridiculous sign up here?”

would scare your best girl, cheeks and
nose and lips black with frostbite. And
when you shave off that brush to show
the white hide underneath you sure look
right comical. And before the calf work
starts that spring, you take a few days
off to squander that winter’s wages as
only a cowpuncher knows how.

Well, that’s cowpunching, or anyhow
some of it. There’s the day-herding that
makes a man lazy. There’s the job of
fence-riding they hand a man to keep him
busy between roundups. Though the cow-
boy that ever made anywhere near good
at riding fence was a sort of freak. When
you couldn’t mend that fence without get-
ting out of the saddle, you asked the boss
to send out a fence crew of hay-hands.

DRY summers, you rode the bog holes.

When you were out of a job, you
saddled your private horse and rode the
grub line till you struck an outfit that was
short-handed. You talked some of joinin’
the Wild Bunch and robbing trains. You
cussed the grub, the long circles, the out-
fit. But you’d fight at the drop of the
hat if an outsider said anything that was
anyways off-color about the spread you
worked for.

It takes ahout a lifetime to make a cow-
puncher. And once a cowpuncher, you’re
always one. You may be a banker, or you
may be tending bar. But there, inside you,
under your ribs, your heart is the heart
of a cowboy, and all hell can’t change your
style of thinking.

Cowfolks are different from any other
kind. They don’t get impressed by how
much money you’ve made, or how you
made it. To them you’re the same fellow
they worked with in Montana or Arizona.
If you made any bad mistakes along your
back trail, they figure that’s your busi-
ness.

There’s been a lot written about the
chivalry of cowboys, a lot of it pretty
mushy stuff. But through all of it there
is a strain of truth. Mostly, cowpunchers
are a bashful lot, drunk or sober. And
while they might get a mite careless
about their language, their cussing is
clean cussing. They wouldn’t tell a sug-
gestive story in the presence of a decent
girl for the biggest prize you could name.
You could trust your wife or your daugh-
ter with a bunch of cowpunchers any-
where. I'm speaking of the real cowpunch-
er, not the mail-order kind that thinks any
man that wears a ten-gallon hat and a
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pair of boots is a cowboy. :

When I quit dreaming of the fun a
cowboy has, and remember about the rain
and the hard work and the wet blankets
and the slim grub and how it griped a
man to get up in the middle of a rainy
night to sing to a beef herd, well, I know
that the Sefior Dios sure handed me
something purty when he crippled me up
and then let me stumble onto this writing
game.

See you next month.—Walt

Punch Choisser’s Wild Ride
(Continued from page 20)
and his prisoner on Slattery’s toll road
some twelve miles out of town. He had
heard several shots before and after meet-
ing the deputy, and had heard him urging
the Indian on by saying that the Rangers
were gaining. He had not met the Rangers
as they had apparently taken a short cut
in order to head off their quarry.

It was one-thirty in the afternoon by
the courthouse clock when Choisser and
his prisoner began their frantic flight for
life. The. deputy had already planned his
route and he figured on getting fresh
horses at Hornitos, providing he could
keep his lead on his pursuers. Just beyond
Princeton, six miles out of Mariposa,
the road divided into what was then a
dense thicket of oak. Although it was a
more dangerous road, Choisser took the
fork that led to the old Hornitos toll road
since it was the shorter route. The danger
lay in the many treacherous turns and
open spaces in which he would make a
good target, but he- plunged ahead de-
termined in his course of action.

The sky was gloomy and overcast as the
two flying figures raced along the twist-
ing road amid the oak and scattered pine
trees which were laced with scrubby
brush. Several times the road straightened
out enough to permit the Kentucky Rang-
er a clear view, and twice his rifle
shots grazed the deputy’s horse.

At each shot, Choisser merely looked
quickly at the Indian to make sure he was
unhurt, and then urged their mounts on
to a greater effort. High above a boul-
dered canyon the three horsemen spurred
their animals pitilessly onward, two rid-
ing for life and the other with death in
his eye.

Finally the tree-shrouded mountains
gave way to the rolling foothills and
Hornitos came into view. Choisser urged
the horses on to a final effort as they
galloped past the Chinese section of town
and on to a stable. The giant Kentuckian
was only minutes behind as the deputy
and his prisoner reined up in front of the
livery barn.

“Tell Brown to saddle two of his best
horses and meet us on top of the hill,”
yelled the deputy, “and stall this man if
you can.” He pointed back over his
shoulder and then clattered off down the
street.

The liveryman saddled two animals and
trotted out the back entrance just as the
Ranger came galloping up. Brown headed
for the hill designated by Choisser and
arrived several minutes later. As the
switch was made from the heaving, foam-
flecked mounts to the fresh animals, the
liveryman queried the deputy.

“What’s this all about, Punch? I left
word to hold up that other feller as long
as possible, but he’ll get a horse some-
where.”

“It’s a lynching he has on his mind,”
replied Choisser, “but I’ve got other ideas.
You’ll hear about it later. Right now, get
back there and try to stall him as long as
possible—and take good care of Black
Bess!” (Continued on next page)

Early Spanish TREASURE Signs &
Symbols by Wm. Mahan—Only
complete book with Indian_ and
Spanish signs, symbols, measure-
ments, alphabet, values and their
meanings. Plus two maps. For auto-
graphed 1st edition $3.50.

TREASURE MAP OF PADRE
ISLAND by Wm. Mahan—Authen-
tic Treasure areas on PADRE
ISLAND accordin% to history, leg-
end and actual finds. First time
ever disclosed. Be one of the first BOTH
to find SPANISH TREASURES on

PADRE ISLAND $2.00. FOR $5

TEXAS TREASURE MAP by Harley Smith. Large
size 22 x 29 inches in 3 colors. Includes over 100
old forts, Spanish missions, ghost towns, stage
routes, cattle trails, mineral and rock formations,
historical markers and legendary treasure locations.,

LITTLE TREASURES PUB €0.
P. 0. Box 726, Garland, Texas

DIABETIC?

Cut High Medicine Costs

If you are using Orinase, Insulin,

Diabinese, Dymelor, D.B.l.,
D.B.L.-“TD,” Tes-Tape, Clinitest
Tablets or any other medicine
your Doctor prescribes —we can
save you money.

Your prescriptions filled exactly
as your Doctor ordered by Regis-
tered, Licensed Pharmacists in
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Food and Drug Laws. Find out
the facts. Let us quote
you prices on any drug
or prescription without
obligation. Write today
BY MAL | for proof of savings.

FEDERAL PRESCRIPTION SERVICE

DEPT. 5TW4 MADRID, IOWA

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 smail natural gold nugget, ready
to operate. Weight 4%, oz. Price only $3.95, pre-
paid and insured to you. May be shipped C.0.D.

WHITE'S ELECTRONICS
1218 Main St. Dept. TW Sweet Home, Oregon

WANTED

Write with active, Professional song-

writers with publisher contacts. Rec-
ords made. Share royaities. Send ideas.

SONGWRITERS’ ASSOCIATES  Free examination
Studio 35, 236 W. 55 St. at Broadway, NY 19, NY

WELLS FARGO & 0O

TS rrobbexry!
) Authentic reproduction of weather~
stained 1875 Wells, Fargo & Co.
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‘A trout-filled creek runs right through Dell
Creek Ranch in the beautiful Hoback coun-
try of Wyoming! Fishing's almost within
casting distance of your cabin—believe
THAT or notl Good beaver pond fishing
higher up.

Idyllic, invigorating—the scenery is splendi-
ferous. Nothing ""dudeish’ about this ranch.
Yet we have modern guest cabins with real
ranch cooking. This is & real working ranch.
The publisher of this magazine and his fam-
ily stayed here four weeks and had the time
of their lives. For information on rates write

to
JIM & MOLLY’S
DELL CREEK RANCH

Highway 187 o

A

Bondurant, Wyoming

“The Curious Colt” STATIONERY

We proudly offer our new line of western stationery

from out of the West, our new home in Cheyenne,
Wyo. Your own personal-size stationery, 732”x10%4”.
Pour beautiful illustrations of '‘The Curious Colt” by
Bob Lorenz. 50 illus. sheets, 50 envelopes, 10 blanks,
white rippletone bond paper. all beautifully boxed!
Matched set of 4 full-color prints of ‘‘The Curious
Colt’’ ideal for framing, incl. We ship with gift card
to person of your choice. Immediate delivery. Satis-
faction guaranteed or money back. Only $3.00 per box

P ge paid. Wyoming dents add sales tax.
The Lazy BL Ranch
Box 1091 Cheyenne, Wyoming

Books Found . ..

Out-of-print books at lowest prices!

You name it—we find it!
Western Americana and Indian Books a
specialty. Fast service. Send us your wants
—no obligation.

International Bookfinders
Beverly Hills, Calif.

Box 3003-TW

72 PAGE }kLUSIRATED

Indian crafi kits, bulk suzpliu.
war bonnets, beadwork, etc.
B Send 15¢ for catalog.

GREY OWL

INDIAN CRAFT CO.
150-02 Beaver Rd., Dept. TW-2
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The deputy had left the Indian untied
when they had changed animals and now
he instinctively checked the saddle
cinches. As he mounted his fresh horse,
he pulled an extra pistol from inside his
coat.

“You take this, Willie, and ride
straight. If he catches us, shoot straight.
Don’t look back and, remember, that big
Ranger is just behind us.”

PURRING their fresh horses, the two
men galloped on down the hill and
onto the road again. The hoofs of their
animals fairly flew as they dashed be-
tween and over the now receding hills.
In a short time they were out on the
plains and the hills and mountains faded
behind them. It was just turning to dusk
when Choisser glanced over his shoulder
and saw the pursuing Ranger again on
their heels. On they rode over the alkali
flats as the light began to fade.

The Ranger always seemed to be gain-
ing, but Punch couldn’t be sure it wasn't
just his imagination. Night had fallen
when the two riders clattered over the
Bear Creek bridge and into the town of
Merced. Dashing up to the town jail,
Choisser was relieved to see a light show-
ing. He quickly gained entrance and saw
his prisoner locked up safely at last. The
wild ride was over and the jail door
slammed shut practically in the Ranger’s
face, although actually, it was about fif-
teen minutes before the disappointed
Ranger arrived. Punch flipped out his
watch and noted that it was exactly five-
thirty.

This then was the wild ride of Punch
Choisser—‘“a ride that for cool bravery,
persistent courage and unostentatious
daring, has never been surpassed,” or so
one early chronicler characterized it. Per-
haps this early writer was carried away
in admiration of the feat, but it was a
wonderful and daring ride for which
Deputy Choisser deserved great credit.
He had risked his life for a prisoner and
“who shall say that this ride through

sand and snow did not win for him access -

to a portal brighter than the dull jail
door.”

The Mariposa Gazette, in telling of the
events four days later, called attention
to one of the more remarkable aspects
of the chase. “This is perhaps the best
time ever made between this place and
Merced (four hours)—a distance of forty-
five miles via Hornitos.” Actually the
editor was making something of an under-
statement for, considering the weather
and mountainous terrain covered, the ride
deserved a much more eloquent appraisal.
That the editor, a man with the somewhat
lyrical name of Angevine Reynolds, was
of a conservative nature goes without
saying.

It isn’t known if the Rangers caused
any further trouble, but Deputy Choisser
was up early and smuggled his prisoner
aboard the six o’clock train for San Fran-
cisco. The trip was without further in-
cident and the officer and his charge duly
arrived at the Central Police Station to
complete the final leg of their journey.

When the formalities were over, the
police sergeant asked Choisser for the
commitment papers that would officially
consign Indian Willie to San Quentin
Prison. Punch reached into his inside coat
pocket and, finding nothing, stared dumb-
ly at his prisoner. He looked in his outside
coat pockets and then, more frantically
now, in his trousers. After going through
all his pockets a second time the deputy
finally gave up. He smiled weakly as he
realized that in all the turmoil and rush
of his leaving Mariposa, he had forgotten

the commitment papers. The sergeant and
Indian Willie joined him in a hearty laugh
while bystanders looked on in bewilder-
ment.

SOME years later, on November 17, 1884,
faithful Black Bess returned home
alone to Bear Valley. By this time Chois-
ser had given up his work as a lawman
and was superintendent of the Mariposa
Commercial and Mining Company. Black
Bess led a search party over the mountain
to the Merced Canyon where, six miles
below Benton Mills, Lafayette Choisser
was found lying dead on the riverbank.
As his life was something of a mystery,
so was his death, although it was probably
the result of heart trouble.

Of the seven children of Lafayette
Choisser, only Mrs. Daisy Choisser Con-
drey, of Modesto, California, survives. She
was born in Bear Valley in 1882 and the
author. is indebted to her and to her son,
John Condrey, for supplying information
relative to this story.

Quiet, heroic Punch Choisser is remem-
bered only for his one great moment, but
in that moment he was magnificent. It
was a soul-stirring moment in which a
legend was born.

Arrowhead Country
(Continued from page 21)

When someone would tell Miz Ella
there was going to be a meeting and
dinner on the ground she would always
reply, “All right, I’ll bake a cake.”

When the food was on the tables,
members of a family would usually stay
at their own table and eat the food they
had brought with them. Mr. Sam and his
family, however, made the rounds of the
other tables, helping themselves generous-
ly to a little bit of everything. Their own
“baked cake” was left on their table for
anyone who might care to partake of it.
Seldom did anyone sample it.

When dinner was over, Mr. Sam’s wife
would return the cake to the box it had
been brought in, and take it back home.
Miz Ella, when learning of meeting and
dinner on the ground, was always willing
to “bake a cake.”

NOTHER place for hunting treasure
was on the farm of Jeb Hite. He
often encouraged us to dig in the several
ravines on his property. He even went
so far as to furnish us with a shovel and
a grubbing hoe. He always made it plain,
however, that if any treasure was found
on his property, he was to receive half.

We usually ended up with perhaps
fifty or more arrowheads and, once in a
while, a few of the old brown coins that
were so common. Jeb would always take
his share of the “find” but we never
learned what he did with it.

Practically everyone, behind his back,
referred to Jeb as the “remedy man.”
He could make up, on the spur of the
moment, a cure or remedy for any ill-
ness or ailment that anyone could de-
sceribe. Strangely, no one ever referred
to him as “Doec,” it was always ‘“Jeb,
the remedy man.”

One day Jeb was telling his neighbor
about an open sore on the shoulder of
his best plow-mule. The neighbor, Walt
Pullin, told Jeb to take a quart of warm
water, put half a cup of baking soda in
the water and dissolve it; put in a table-
spoonful of vinegar, mix it all together
and stir well. Then gently apply the mix-
ture to the sore twice daily and the sore
should heal within a few days.

Jeb snorted scornfully to show his dis-
approval of the suggested remedy. When
he did that, Walt Pullin jerked his hat
off his head, threw it on the ground and
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yelled angrily at Jeb, “I, gad, that’s the
same dang thing you told me last year for
one of my mules, so dang you, try your
own dad-burned remedy!”

Another person worthy of mention was
old Mr. Jinch whose wife’s name was
Nellie. Many was the time he chased us
out of his cow pasture where we were
looking for likely treasure spots.

From time to time, several men in the
neighborhood would get together and go
on a fishing trip to the Neches River
which was about twelve miles away.
When the men were ready to return
home, their catch was divided equally. If
only one or two men caught fish and the
others failed to catch any, it was the
rule to share the fish anyway.

One time a group of men, including
Mr. Jinch, went on a fishing trip. After
three days on the river, no one had
caught anything and their food supply
had run out. Late in the afternoon of the
third day they started taking in their set-
hooks to go home.

On the very last pole, one of several
that had been set out by Mr. Jinch, was a
large catfish that was estimated at about
thirty pounds. When they landed the fish,
old Mr. Jinch chortled, “Well, doggone,
it’s so purty I'm gonna take it home
alive to Nellie.” And he did, too; but he
never lived it down nor was he ever
invited by any of those men to go fishing
with them again.

My father once told a story about some
fishermen who, while making the rounds
of the set-hooks, came to one pole stuck
in the riverbank that was really thrash-
ing up and down. It was plain to see that
they had snagged a big one (over twenty-
five pounds).

One of the men, Jake Lunn, was trying
to land the big catfish but was having
quite a bit of trouble getting it out of
the water. Joe Brown called to Jake, “Put
your thumbs in his gills and lift him out.”

Jake immediately let the fish drop back
into the water, crawled up the riverbank,
and proceeded to clobber the man who had
offered him the advice. Joe Brown was
new- in the group and did not know then,
but later learned, that Jake had knocked
him down because Jake had been born
without a thumb on either hand.

We kids had a way of catching fish
without hooks and lines. Black walnut
trees grew abundantly on our farm, and
in the summer when the walnuts were
about full-grown but still green, we would
tote several bushels in tow-sdcks down
to the creek and locate a fairly good-sized
hole of water. We would always pick one
that had a fairly small outlet from the
deeper part. While some of us were
shoveling dirt into the narrow outlet so
as to form a temporary dam, others would
be pounding the walnuts, still in the
sacks, with the head of a single-bitted
axe. .

The next step was to undress and
swim around dragging the sacks of
walnuts until the water was stained
brown with juice. Pretty.soon the fish,
mostly perch and bass (we called the
bass “trout”), would come to the top of
the water to gulp air, and we would
grab them. Before long we usually had
a good mess of fish. We would then take
the shovel and remove the dirt from the
outlet to permit the water to flow out.
Within an hour or two the water would
be clear again. None of us ever saw any
fish, caught or left in the water, that
suffered any serious after-effects. They
were probably inconvenienced for an hour
or so until the hole filled with clear water
but none of them, as far as we ever
learned, died as a result of the walnut
juice. —= . e :
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Eight fascinating and thought provoking games for one to seven players.

PLAY—ROKSOL, an excellent solitaire game for
one player; STRAIGHTS, a thought provoking
game for two players destined to be more
popular than gin rummy; ROCKET, a fascinating
bidding game for three players; ROKS, a challeng-
ing partnership bidding game for 4 players;
ORBIT, a partnership bidding game for 6 players:
ROKEM & ROKER, two dominoe type games for
2 to 7 players; HILO a poker type game for 4 to
7 players. Complete instructions in a 20 page
illustrated booklet.
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1€’s new—it’s
different!
HACKBERRY
JOHNSON

is now booking for
the 1965 season
what he calls
""The Wildest
Thing in Rodeo!" Using "Bucking Buffaloes"
for the cowboys to ride, as well as Buffaloes
to rope—other specialty acts include the
Wild Buffalo pulling a chariot (with a free
ride for your mother-in-law!) He also fur-
nishes wild Moslem Sheep—natives of ltaly
—for roping and a mad scramble for the
kids. These acts can be hired on a flat rate
—at so much a performance, or will work
shows on a percentage basis. Also produces
amateur rodeos for any organization inter-
ested. With more than 55 years in Rodeo.
Write:

HACKBERRY JOHNSON
2002 Wilson

KEEP DRY

THE MASCULINE WAY

Ph. HI 2-0413 Austin, Texas

> Postage
with 3'snap-in
washable
absorbent
pads

Here's the easy, sanitary way to stop the embarrassment of wet gar-
ments and bedding. Wear MALE-DR!, the day-and-night support that
gives you constant protection and confidence. High-quality elastic belt,
wet-proof pouch. Quilted absorbent reusable cotton pad snaps in—re-
moves easily for laundering. IDEAL FOR POST-OPERATIVE COMFORT,
T00. Guaranteed satisfaction or money.back if returned postpaid in
30 days. MALE-DRI comes to you in plain envelope. Send measure
around waist. PIPER BRACE COMPANY o Dept.

< 811 Wyandotte Street ° Kansas City, Mo.

§$ TREASURE $$

New transistor
metal detector
finds lost or hid-
den treasure, coins,
gold, silver, iovlolrr.
relics. - Profitable
hobby. New under-
water metal detec-
tor detects sunken
e ships, outboard
motors, efc. in 300 ft. of salt or fresh water.
Operates from a boat. Scintillation counter.
Free catalogue.

GARDINER ELECTRONICS

Dept. 34, 4729 N. 7th Ave., Phoenix, Arizona

MAKE BIG MONEY

raising either Chinchil-
las, Guinea pigs, Rab-
bits, Mink or Pigeons for
us. This is your big op-
portunity to get started
on the road to prosperity
with us, and te have an

income for life. Send 25¢
for full information that explains everything about the
big proposition we have to offer you.

KEENEY BROTHERS FARMS
New Freedom, Pa. No. 2 Box No. 108

Treasure Tips
‘ééND TODAY_ FOR YOUR FREE NEW BOOK CATALOGUE‘

LEE BAKER PUBLICATIONS

SANTA CLARA, CALIFORNIA
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WESTERN BOOK

By The Old Bookaroos

THE ARMY IN THE WEST
Old Forts of the Southwest (Superior,

$12.50) is by Herbert M. Hart. This big"

picture book covers the permanent old
army posts in Texas, Kansas, Oklahoma,
New Mexico, and Arizona very well in-
deed. The end sheet map showing the
military posts, including but not limited
to the forts, is a highly significant con-
tribution to the history of the Southwest.
The text of this book is brief but ex-
tremely useful—while your reviewer
recognizes the space limitations of the
book, a somewhat more detailed account
of the contributions of the forces sta-
tioned at some of the various forts would
have been in order. The organization is
unique—for example, one section has the
title “Robert E. Lee Was Here” and
covers seven forts in Texas. The section
“Mackenzie’s Raiders” covers four other
Texas forts. In addition to the fine
photos, the drawings by Paul J. Hartle
show the layout of each fort. A directory
and an index enhance the book. Recom-
mended.

Guide to the Military Posts of the
United States (State Historical Society
of Wisconsin, $7.50) by Francis Paul

Prucha should score a bull’s eye with .

those who collect books on U. S. war his-
tory. This guide brings together the facts
about 475 historic posts which protected
eastern colonists and pioneers from the
Appalachians to the Pacific Ocean. Some
existed only for several months while a
few have been active for a century. An
extensive introduction describes U. S.
frontier military programs and other
main features of the book are: an alpha-
betical catalog of all types of military
posts; a series of maps showing the dis-
tributions of regular army troops; two-
color maps showing the location of mili-
tary posts; twenty-eight pictures showing
military scenes; and a bibliography on
military posts. Those who want to know
where U. S. soldiers lived and fought,
]iholl(lld own a copy of this unusual fact
ook.

RANGE LIFE

Harry Sinclair Drago’s Great Ameri-
can Cattle Trails (Dodd, Mead, $5.00) is
an entertaining summary of much that
has been recorded about the trails over
which cattle were driven to market. As in
all other writings on the subject, the
trails north from Texas dominate the
text. Perhaps a mite too much of Harry’s
great book, Wild, Woolly and Wicked
(N. Y., 1960), on the Kansas cowtowns
was repeated in this volume. After all,
the Northern Plains were settled by cow-
men. MacKenzie’s victory at Palo Duro
Canyon and the winter campaign of
General Nelson A. Miles following the
fiasco on the Little Big Horn cleared the
way for such settlement.

The Longhorns from Texas were the
cattle used to stock these northern ranges

but the English breeds from the Old
Northwest Territory were close behind.
The trails followed in stocking the north-
ern prairies receive scant attention. Give
Harry a big plus for his chapter on the
early eastern trails—Bay State Cow
Path, Wilderness Road and the Three
Mountain Cattle Trail. And unless this
reviewer’s old Dad was wrong (he lived
hard by one or the other of the trails
from the time he arrived in Texas in
1872) give the cartographer a minus
for the map (pp. 50-51). Notes, a bibli-
ography, an index, some good photos and
end sheet illustrations by L. Bjorklund
round out the volume. Recommended.

Ranch Wife (Doubleday, $4.95) is the
story of the trials and tribulations of Jo
Jeffers, a tenderfoot bride on a modern-
day ranch in northern Arizona. The story’
of Jo’s wedding to Cooney Jeffers at the
Alvarado Hotel in Albuquerque is sure
to bring some chuckles. But business
really picks up when the newlyweds get
back to the ranch. Cooney’s help was
Navajo and there never seemed to be
much of it—particularly when he needed
it the most. Jo tells of her experiences
in becoming a top hand and much of it
is very amusing but there are some quite
serious episodes included. Ross Santee,
long-time top Arizona writer-artist, did
the illustrations for Jo’s book. Highly en-
tertaining and strongly recommended.

SOUTHWESTERN ARTIST

The wisdom of the policy of the Board
of the Amon Carter Museum of Western
Art in publishing a book to commemorate
each major exhibition has been applauded
in this column before. This reviewer had
the privilege of seeing the great Peter
Hurd show titled “The Gate and Beyond”
at the museum in December, 1964. The
follow-up book, Peter Hurd, A Portrait
Sketch from Life (Amon Carter Museum
of Western Art, Ft. Worth, Texas,
$7.50) was written by Paul Horgan,
Pete’s long-time friend. No better choice
of an author could have been made—Hor-
gan is one of the great among the writers
of the Southwest. He has followed with
tremendous personal interest Pete’s ca-
reer from the time they were fifteen-
year-old cadets at the New Mexico Mili-
tary Institute at Roswell. Horgan, the
word artist, is also competent with the
brush and knows his Southwest. He has
written from the heart in this volume
but is so truly a historian that the head
was always in control. The book is il-
lustrated with six color and sixteen black-
and-white plates by Hurd and was ex-
pertly printed for the Museum by the
University of Texas Press. Strongly
recommended.

True West



SAM’S TEXAS

Sam Houston, one of the immortal
Texans, is a fitting subject for an intro-
spective book and the engaging young
San Angelo writer, Sue Flanagan, has
honored the great man in her Sam Hous-
ton’s Texas (University of Texas Press,
$12.50). Texas won Sam’s heart as he
forded the Red River in 1832 and pro-
claimed it to be “the finest portion of
the Globe that has ever passed my vi-
sion.” Sue Flanagan covered 7,300 miles
back-tracking Sam’s Texas trails. She
illustrated her book with many of her
handsome photographs taken when she
visited historic scenes and talked with
people who gave new information about
Houston. The story about the Texas
patriot progresses naturally in Sue’s
clear crisp prose and the artistry of her
rare photography animates the text and
gives the reader vicarious enjoyment
while viewing scenes that Sam Houston
saw with their original endowments.
Highly recommended.

BLUE AND GRAY

Civil War buffs interested in little
known western phases of our unfortunate
national struggle find some interesting
new material in The Cwil War in the
Southwest (Big Mountain Press, $5.00)
by Arthur A. Wright. Presented in docu-
mentary style with abundant notes, the
book deals with recruitment, training, and
fighting of California volunteers who
aided Federal troops in some bloody bat-
tles along the Rio Grande in New Mexico.
There is considerable information on the
military exploits of Major Henry Sibley
and General E. R. Canby plus a de-
scription of tactical maneuvers of both
armies at Glorieta Pass where Major
Chivington’s luck resulted in a Confeder-
ate defeat.

Land Of Triangles, Turtles
And Hatchets

(Continued from page 16)

Going east from Lake Altus one soon
comes to the main range of the Wichitas,
a region that was thoroughly prospected
by the Spaniards. Today, “treasure maps”’
are in circulation which are profusely
illustrated with locations and drawings of
undiscovered and discovered caches.

Among the many things depicted are
treasure chests, pots of gold and silver,
gold and silver bars, precious jewels, fire-
arms, swords, Spanish helmets, bridle
bltS,. spurs, saddles, and a smelter in
Devil’s Canyon for gold and silver. Some
of the discovery claims seem to have been
pretty well verified; and to paraphrase
the saying, “Where there’s smoke, there’s
fire”—where there are so many buried
treasure symbols, there must be some
treasure.

These modern treasure maps not only
deal with Spanish treasure but point out
caches of men like Jesse and Frank
James,.the Daltons and others. Some-
where in the wooded hills around Leon-
ard, Oklahoma, the James boys are pur-
ported to have hidden away a fortune.
After Jesse was supposedly murdered,
Frank dls_appeared for a spell. Later he
was acquitted of robbery charges and
came back to the Leonard locality where
he prowled over the hills for many weeks,
searching among the rocks and trees.
Finally he left.

Years afterward, a highway was built
through that area. Then this road was
changed. While construction was going
on, rumor says one road crew left and

July-August, 1965

NOW! The New GOLD-MASTER on EZ Terms

The new GOLD-MASTER Super Sen- Detects: Gold - Silver - Copper - Coins - .

iti i Treasures, etc. EZ Terms. s is a quality
;:l:‘;tM:: ra&l;tel\i[tet:l;a;nd Gz;;”::; instrument—do not compare it with cheap

ky instruments. Guaranteed.
Silver Nuggets, Rings, Coins, Min- or junky ins

eral Float, Veins and Treasures. NO
EAR-PHONES. A powerful speaker
is used. Comes with two special
loops, one for small nuggets, and
one for treasures and veins. Simple
to operate. Comes with samples,
instructions and fresh batteries.

COMPLETE, ONLY $169.50
Just $29.50 down and balance at
$10.57 per month—Also available
through your local Finance Co. with
no down payment—upon approved
credit. Write for free literature and ., Tw
details.

White’s Electronics

1011 Pleasant Valley Rd.
Sweet Home, Oregon

The OREMASTER ‘‘POCKET MAGNETOMETER'®
This Is another sensational instrument developed in our Research Laboratory and added to the
. famous OREMASTER line of super sensitive space age, prospecting and research instruments.
This is an tionally sensitive tic meter and will automatically react to either a

etectable positive or negative magnetic field in an ore sample, vein, ore bedy eor piece of
'~ loat. Will pin point the source or sources of these fields to show the richest ere. Will react
through woed, aluminum, quartz, water. ice, snow, mud and dirt. Add one of these to your
modern Oremaster equipment. No batteries required—weight only 7 oz.—size 2!2"" x 1.
Price—$29.50, No Sales Tax $10.00 down—Balance $5.00 per month
Special Models Available For Mobile Prospecting

WHITE'S ELECTRONIC

Dept. TW

1218 Main Street Sweet Home, Oregon

By TODD WEBB
PUBLISHED BY
DOUBLEDAY

& COMPANY, INC.

THE GOLD RUSH TRAIL AND
THE ROAD TO OREGON

A MUST FOR VACATIONERS!

Todd Webb, one of the most distinguished pho-
tographers of the American scene today, re-
traveled the California and Oregon Trails, mak-
ing a photographic record of the historie
places as they look now. Illustrated with more
than 100 photographs, this book shows the
modern-day wayfarer what he will find as
he follows the route of the brave
pioneers of the last century.

AVAILABLE AT
ALL BOOKSTORES

$4.95

HANDMADE WESTERN BOOTS

Comfort, Style, Quality, Economy
The vamps and 16-inch

5
DIRECT FROM
SCOTLAND

Special half price bargain offer of Scotch ":p;;:i n:i'}:’hm:’
fw:eds, I:artan: asgdoolne sult:rgg la'll '?6 % ful_soft glove leather,
nches wide, only $3.00 per yard. Originally

made to sell at $6.00 per yard. Pattern, Nylon stitched, _stoel

shanks, leather lined,
walking heel, narrow
toe.

e i et
No. 2102 Brown 2673

swatches free on request. Tailoring service
for ladies and gentlemen.

. Also half price offer of handwoven Harris

tweeds. woven in crofters own homes.
Wonderful value at $2.15 per yard. Any
length cut. Swatches free.

Tarta|n rgfs an}cl'drolnsl 5:;’ ‘5 1!”h InP altl mh.saz"‘“
opular Clan plalds on .40 each. Post
rez, duty frcz, A No. 2000 Sun Tan

No. 2001 Brown
Ladies Fair Isle bordered sweaters, sizes No. 2006 Black 52675

34” to 46" bust, price $10.20 post and Same St =

yle Boot in
guty fres. 4 Suéde Dress wear only.
Ladies and gents handknitted Harrls wool No. 2002 Royal
sweaters, crew, ‘‘V’’ and polo neck. Semi- Blue

52675

of cdlf of your leg.
$5.00 deposit on C.0.D. orders — You pay postal
charges. 97. 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
Waestern Shirts and Ponts

YSLETA BOOT COMPANY

waterproof oily wool, many conservative
and colourful mixtures. $30 value, our price
only $12.20 post free.

Price lists free, money refund guarantee on
all purchases.

MacGILLIVRAY & COY, Weavers

Muir of Aird, Benbecula

No. 2007 Red

2o oh

Give s in

Outer Hebrides, Scotland
p Box 17971 El Paso, Texas
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SAGGING STOMACH?
MEN . . . Look inches slimmer

2 in your gz SLIM-R®

\! - SLIM-R buoys you up firmly yet gently—
=] gives you that welcome “rested” feeli,ng
that lets you work or l‘frlay without nag-
ging, energy-robbing discomfort. Broad,
powerful high-grade elastic belt pulls in
sagging stomach muscles — makes you
aipenr inches slimmer. While wearing
SLIM-R minor aches and pains caused by
back strain are relieved. No-gouge stays
prevent wrinkling, rolling. Comfort-de-
sign pouch iives that extra lift many men want. Snap-on
pouch detaches for easy laundering. Satisfaction guaran-
teed or money back if garment is returned in 30 days post-
paid. Send waist measure. $4.98 plus 25¢ postage. Buy two
—one for change-off—get third pouch support free,
PIPER BRACE CO., Dept. TT-85R
811 Wyandotte St. Kansas City 5, Me.

GHOST TOWNS
AND GOLD

LEARN ABOUT THE COLORFUL GHOST
TOWNS OF THE WEST. DIRECTORY CON-
TAINS INFORMATION ON OVER 340
GHOST  TOWNS FEATURING PICTURES, .
MAPS, PLUS INSTRUCTIONS ON PAN.
NING GOLD. PRICE: §1.00. WRITE TO:

PIERCE PUBLISHING COMPANY
DEPARTMENT B
BOX 5221
ABILENE, TEXAS

TRUE WEST MULTIPLE BINDER

Only
$300

each
Postpaid

o Now you may obtain a sturdy binder
with fine simulated leather cover for
your copies of TRUE WEST at just
$3.00 each, postpaid.

o TRUE WEST is stamped in gold on the
cover and the backbone. There are
beautiful, four-color photographs on
inside front and inside back cover.

o Convenient, ecasy to handle, it holds
10-12 issues. (Many back issues avail-
able.) No punching or mutilation of
your copies necessary. You'll like it
on your bookshelf!

TRUE WEST
P. O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704

| am enclosing $ .......... Send. ;...
binders at $3.00 each to the following:

never came back to the job—so another
had to finish it. Did the workmen hit pay
dirt ? One man in eastern Oklahoma says
a prominent citizen in one of the larger
cities has some gold which was dug from
a cache in that part of the state.

Another tale concerns the Daltons.
When they headed for their ill-fated
rendezvous in Coffeyville, Kansas, one
member of the gang remained behind with
the “take” from a recent train robbery—
a big haul of $200,000. While the others
were busy with the Coffeyville job, this
man was to case the bank at Vinita,
which was to be the site of the next
robbery. When he learned of the disaster
which befell his companions, the man is
thought to have buried the $200,000.
What happened to him is uncertain; but
another fellow, “who hung around Vinita
and never worked a day in his life,”
seemed to have a nose like a trail hound
for the money which was said to have
been hidden near the intersection of two
roads near town. It wasn’t long before
this man- moved over into Arkansas and
built a fine mansion.

ALONG about 1940 an old man camped

for some time by the highway bridge
over Euchee Creek between Drumright
and Cushing. He claimed that he once had

- been a member of an outlaw gang and

had been involved in a shoot-out in which
several were killed when a dispute arose
over the split of a robbery take.

During his stay by the bridge, Gray-
beard became a sort of fixture in the
vicinity where he often strolled along the
roads, stopping now and then to visit with
some farmer. One day he borrowed a
shovel from a man, saying he wanted to
dig some worms and catch a nice mess of
fish. He promised to return the shovel the
next day.

Several days passed and the shovel
was not returned. Then a neighbor on his
way to Cushing stopped to see this farmer
about a matter. Their conversation got
around to the old man. The one who had
lent him the shovel mentioned it, saying
he wondered if the old fellow was still
camped by the bridge.

His neighbor replied, “You know that
hill back from the road northwest of here
where some of us have tried to find that
loot the outlaws buried ? Well—your say-
in’ that old man borrowed your shovel
makes me think of seein’ him a few days
ago. I never paid much attention when I
met him  goin’ north up that road. I
waved at him as I drove by. His hobo
bundle was slung over his shoulder and
I figured he was maybe movin’ on. But
thinkin’ back on it I do remember it
seemed kinda funny he was carryin’ a
shovel.”

“Th’ old goat!” the farmer blurted,
“Let’s go over there.”

Leaving the car by the fence at the foot
of the hill, the men walked up to a spring
near the top. Here and there were old
holes which had been dug from time to
time by hopeful treasure hunters. Off to
one side—several yards from any other
hole, they spotted the shovel sticking up-
right in a mound of freshly dug earth.
The hole there was about three feet deep.
Nobody around Euchee Creek ever saw
the old man again.

PROSPECTORS hurrying to California

for gold found Chouteau’s Trading
Post the last supply stop before heading
into hostile Kiowa-Comanche country.
Located near Chouteau Creek, not far
from Camp Holmes on the bank of the
South Canadian, the post got lots of trade
during gold rush days.

“You forgot the rope?”

The exact date is not known, but some-
time during the days of the Forty-niners,
a party of traders came up from Mexico
and, while in the vicinity of Chouteau’s
Post, were attacked by Indians. Seeing
what was in store for them, the traders
buried their gold at the base of a big
walnut tree. Only one escaped. Later, the
survivor returned and buried his com-
panions—one near the walnut tree. He
was afraid the heavy gold might hinder
his flight from the Indians he felt sure
were lurking about, so he drew a map of
the cache and slipped out of the country.

Around the turn of the century a
Mexican with a map dug holes all around
the old trees. He died. Nobody is certain
as to what he found—if anything.

Soon after World War I, workmen
changed the course of Chouteau Creek
so that it emptied into the Canadian
about two miles north of Lexington. The
new channel washed away some of the
land along its banks. In 1920, a hunter
found a skeleton which had been un-
earthed at the edge of the creek. Nearby
was the stump of a big walnut tree.

Mystery still surrounds the buried
treasure. Near a spring north of Camp
Holmes a farmer dug up a large iron pot.
Inside it was a small kettle containing
traces of gold dust. Some think that
Indians found the gold and left the kettle
and pot when they moved on.

In 1907, Frank James built a home
near the town of Fletcher—not far from
where the James gang is said to have
buried loot valued at $2,000,000! When
not farming, Frank spent much time
riding over the country—searching—
searching.

At the time the gang was operating,
it was a wild, unsettled region. Now it
was settled. Evidently Frank’s search
was futile. The changed appearance of
the land must have confused him—as in
the case of his trying to locate the cache
near Leonard.

West of Tulsa there are caves near old
Mannsford where some think the Daltons
buried some of their loot. In the Gyp
Hills around Watonga there is a cave
which folks say holds more of their booty.
In the Antelope Hills along the California
Trail, shortly before it enters the Texas
Panhandle, gold is reportedly buried—
hidden at the time of an Indian attack on
a wagontrain.

True West



Between Mount Scott and Mount Sheri-
dan in the Wichitas an arrastre and three
old mine shafts have been found, which
some attribute to the Spanish. Others
who have studied them believe Anglo-
American miners dug the shafts. Be that
as it may, they offer mute evidence that
the Wichitas have been mined, and
rumors are rife as to the results. Many,
many markings such as turtles, erossed
rifles, Spanish helmets, Swallow Forks,
crosses and triangles are to be found
carved on rocks throughout these moun-
tains.

Adobe ruins of a Spanish village have
been found here in Devil’s Canyon. The
western Dodge City Cattle Trail and
Coronado’s Route in search of Quivira
roughly parallel each other across this
part of the state. Hijacked stagecoaches
lost strong boxes along the Dodge Trail.
The loot has long been sought.

South of the town of Taloga, on the
banks of the Canadian, treasure and a
cannon are supposed to be buried. On
north near Buffalo, an old saddle was
found in a cave said to have been a
hideout of the Daltons. Some Buffalo
citizens claim there is money hidden
there. Many have tried to find it.

OVING into the Panhandle of Okla-
homa—once a wild, lawless place
called No Man’s Land—one hears more of
buried treasure and finds signs that seem
to substantiate the tales. The most inter-
esting concerns Flag Springs, not far
west of the highway leading from Boise
City to Lamar, Colorado. The springs are
located in the brakes on the south side
of the Cimarron. They were a watering
place and rest stop for caravans. Many
of the wagons were carrying gold bullion
along this danger zone “Cutoff” of the
Santa Fe Trail between Independence,
Missouri, and Santa Fe, New Mexico.

On one of the numerous occasions
when wagontrains were attacked by In-
dians and outlaw gangs, a large ship-
ment of gold bullion was hidden before
the attack in a spot near the springs.
Legend says most of the wagoners were
massacred and the gold is still buried
there.

Many years after the attack, one old
fellow did a lot of digging around the
springs. An early-day rancher, who had
a blacksmith shop, sharpened the old
man’s pick many times. Whether he found
the gold or not is still a question. The
concensus thereabouts is that the gold
still lies buried—somewhere.

Although not in the Oklahoma Pan-
handle—but just a couple of miles or so
over the line in Colorado—this item may
well be mentioned here. A few years ago
my wife and I, along with four friendly
ranchers, visited some “picture-writing
caves” in a canyon which fingers off
from the Cimarron. One cave had carv-

ings of birds on the walls—graceful, well-

designed birds, much resembling the near-
extinet whooping cranes. An adjoining
cave was decorated with a treasure map,
with Spanish words and an arrow point-
ing to “treasure.”

With the recent influx of sightseers
and sportsmen to the Eufaula Dam area,
~which was opened not long ago, there has
been a rash of buried treasure tales float-
ing around the Canadian River. This
treasure-trove hotbed is smack in the
middle of a region dominated by Young-
er’s Bend where Belle Starr was bush-
whacked February 3, 1889. Her grave is
not far below the dam—just up a slope
on the north side of the river.

When you examine one of these “store-
bought” treasure maps—even though it
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may be pretty well doctored up—or when

you hear old-timers tell their colorful
tales, apparently with the utmost sincer-
ity—some of the skepticism is soon
erased unless you are a dyed-in-the-wool
doubter. :

* Of course, there are some who will look
at a treasure map with you and show
little interest, and others who will give
you a look meaning, “Now don’t tell me
yow're falling for that tommyrot stuff!”
But what they do not know is that

" they’re missing a lot of fun and excite-

ment by not getting into the spirit of
treasure hunting, especially here in Ok-
lahoma. Of course, there’s always the
chance of your getting shot by some land-
owner who might resent your digging up
a pot of gold from his property. But
most any red-blooded person will forget
the risk when he’s bird-dogging for fabu-
lous loot alongside Wildhorse Creek near

- Haystack Mountain, Arbuckle country; or

thirty-five to forty mule-loads of Spanish
bullion a few miles west of Oklahoma
City along a creek. Some more of the
James boys’ booty near a clump of
marked trees east of Tuttle is also a
blood-quickener, as is the silver casket
containing gold and jewels buried south
of Altus.

There are seemingly endless stories if
one will but listen. Admittedly, some do
sound a bit wild—others, on the level.
The man who saw the guide pick up the
piece of silver-like substance that day
near the Ancient Oak believes, “Thar’s
gold in them thar hills!”—and . silver!
Why? Because, when the piece was given
the works in a thorough test by a Tulsa
lapidarian, it tested pure silver!

Has it lain in the sandy soil along the
South Canadian through the years since
it was dropped there by a Spaniard? Or,
has some “digger” hit pay dirt in one
of the numerous holes that pockmark
the earth for some distance back from
the river bank and, in his haste to get
away before being detected, dropped the
piece? No wonder treasure hunting has
become Oklahomans’ favorite outdoor
sport!

Forgotten City Of Napias Creek
(Continued from page 39)

Mason-Dixon Line did exist. To the west
of this line lived the Democrats, and the
new town was called Leesburg in honor
of General Robert E. Lee; the Yankee end
was named Grantsville, as you would
readily suspect, in honor of the victorious
northern leader.

Due to the fact that the Southerners
were in such a great majority and every-
one was so busy, peace rested over the
basin and Leesburg became the official
name.

In our search for incidents that usually
start boothill cemeteries we were unsuc-
cessful. The camp seems to have escaped
violence until September, 1941. According
to Lemhi County court records a Los
Angeles firm was successfully reworking
the old Napias channel with a dragline
outfit, and their crew made up the bulk
of the old mining town’s citizenry at that
time. As the big dragline ate its way up
the canyon it neared a property claimed
by Charlie Ernst, a local miner.

It is said that Ernst had openly made
threats about what would happen to the
dragline crew if and when they crossed
his so-called line. Not wanting any of
his men endangered, Stanley Wood, a
son of the firm’s owner, personally began
operations in the disputed area. One
morning young Wood was ambushed, be-
ing shot off his caterpillar by a high-

GENUINE SADDLE LEATHER

FIELD HOLSTER

An ideal holster that combines
protection with quick draw ac-
tion. Custom fit for all revolvers
with barrels 4 or longer.

At No. 100-$10.25as ilust.
Dealers Barrels over 8347 add $3.50.
or by FREE 20-PAGE CATALOG
Mail Holsters & leather shooting goods

Write today . . «

THE GEORGE LAWRENCE CO.

Dept. TW-8 Portland, Oregon 97204

Kerosene Lamp

#T99%

Has brass finished fount, old
style beaded top chimney,
15%” high. Satisfaction
guaranteed.

$3.75 each postpaid
$71.50 for two postpaid

SCOTT LAMP CO.

3716 Rosebrook Ct.
Concord, Calif. 94520

Fox Westerns to your order.
Made in Our Factory and sold directly to you.

Select your own color,
height,
., band
width. No other hat re-
tailer can do this for
you. Hand made of
TXXXXXXX, heavier
\;/el;ghf, imported fur
elt.

Brim widths to 41/, inches.
Buy Direct—Pay Less—$10.95 to $20.00.
Send for FREE illustrated folder

FOX HAT Co.

Hatters since 1910
Dept. WP
477 WABASHA ST., SQI' PAUL 2, MINNESOTA

RUIDOSO, a brief history of the
village and its environs by Eve Ball.
Price, including postage, $2.00

HOLLYWOOD BOOKS
Box 215 Hollywood, New Mexico

CAN'T FIND
TRUE WEST?

If your favorite newsdealer in your area
does not now regularly carry FRONTIER
TIMES or TRUE WEST on his newsstand,
send us his name and address and we’ll
see that he is supplied with each publi-
cation for you and your friends. Write:
Newsstand Circulation Department, West-
ern Publications, P.O. Box 3668, Austin,
Texas 78704.
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Another advertisement taken from the
newspapered walls of the old post office

powered rifle fired from a nearby grove
of pines. .

Ernst was tried, and on circumstantial
evidence was sentenced to the Idaho State
Penitentiary where he served less than
two years and was released. Ernst died
a few months after his release from
prison, but that rifle shot spoke finis to
the large operations of Leesburg. Stanley
Wood became a cripple for life, and the
. outfit pulled out lock, stock and barrel.

The post office was abandoned in 1942
and at the time of my visit, only Mr.
Scarbrough, Duncan Berridge and Reed
Broadbent - stood between Leesburg and
total abandonment.

Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 37)

chose another ass when He chose me to
make Pilgrim Church a power for His
name.”

He finally reached a point where some-
thing had to be done about his health.
Dr. Clarence Smith, one of Seattle’s first
doctors and a member of my father’s con-
gregation said, “In your nervous condi-
tion you would be better working in the
dirt.”

The Olympic Peninsula had just opened
for timber claims and homesteads.
family conference was held and it was
decided that my father should give up
his pastorate and go homesteading. I
was then ten months old. The Quillayute
Prairie on the Peninsula seemed like a
likely spot and so the family began to
make plans. -

It was a big decision to make as neither
my father nor mother had camped a day
in their lives. To add to this, my father
was one-armed, having lost an arm when
he was a youth. And we were going into
hostile country. In those days, the few
families that homesteaded there feuded
with one another. They were united in
only one thing, theiyx hatred of new-
comers.

As I was told after I became older, we
started with little money and few pro-
visions. My father’s father had been a
doctor and so we had with us a good
medicine kit, as it might mean life' or
death. Little did the family know how
hard provisions would be to come by.

There was a small store at Mora but
sometimes it was out of supplies for a
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year. All freight came by ocean to
LaPush where it was loaded into Indian
canoes. Some years it was so rough the
canoes could not get to the boat. I can
remember one year when there was no
flour. We made potato flour by grating
potatoes over a tub of water and letting
the starch settle, later to be dried.

We took a boat to Clallam Bay and
from there a trail led to Quillayute forty
miles away. There was no wagon road.
Alston Fairservice at Clallam rented us
two horses and we bought a cow. My
mother rode and carried me. My brother,
who was five, held on behind. My father
walked and led the cow and pack horse.

In this fashion, we started on the trail
which wound over what was then called
Burnt Mountain and on to Beaver Prai-
rie, the half-way place. My father hoped
to make Beaver Prairie the first night,
but we didn’t, so we camped. It was then
my parents realized how many things
they had forgotten. There was no pail for
milking, so my father chopped a hole in
a log, made the cow step over the log,
and milked into the hole.

Finally, we reached the Quillayute
Prairie and there, just as though it were
waiting for us, was a small deserted
homesteader’s cabin. Any roof over our
heads was welcome, so here we stayed.

WE were tired through and through,
but not too tired to enjoy the beauty
and abundance of the prairie spread out
before us. The meadows were a carpet of
wild flowers: pink erythronium, lavender
Jacob’s ladder, baby breath and frittilar-
ias. At the edge of the prairie, under the
trees, were white oxalis, wild onion and
camas. Wild berries grew in profusion.
Roaming our prairie were herds of
deer, elk and bear, while flocks of wild
geese and ducks settled in its ponds. We
had found a home in the wilderness.
As the story has been told to me, we
hadn’t seen a soul for weeks when one
day we heard horse’s hoofs. A man came
riding up to the cabin to see if my father
knew anything about medicine. His son

had shot himself. It would take nearly’

a week to get to a doctor.

So my father took his medicine kit
and hurried to the boy. He was shot
right through the upper part of his
body. Father put a drain in and stayed
until the boy was better. The boy lived
for many years.

That was the “open sesame.” People
came from all the nearby homesteads to
be doctored. None was refused at any
hour, day or night. Of course, there were
no financial returns, but from that day
forward, our cupboards were never bare.

Gradually, the Indians came to be
doctored, too. They were very primitive,
and I was afraid of them. But they re-
spected my father and never harmed us.
They called him “Ikt Lemah Jesus Bos-
ton,” which means “One-armed American
Man of God” in Chinook, or often “Hias
Leplet Saghalie Tyee,” meaning “Big
Missionary of God.”

The Missionary Society of my father’s
church sent us boxes of clothes. It was
“Christmas” for us when the boxes ar-
rived. Everything was useful, even the
women’s hats which we traded to the
Indians for baskets. Indians made beauti-
ful baskets of grass, cedar bark, spruce
roots and vine maple.

Once we were sent a retired race horse.
The trouble was that no one could ride
him, as he tore away at a mad run. But
I talked to him and gradually we became
friends, that old horse and I. I was six
at the time and very shy, and he was my
only friend. We brought him back to
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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!
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RUPTURE
RELIEF!

BACK
IN FULL!

Lasting, comfortable relief for your re-
ducible inguinal rupture. Prove it. Give

return it within 30 days for full refund
of purchase price. Write for free booklet.

TR“SS Bﬂ. HagDeerpsf;c;x-:, Md.

SELL BOOK MATCHES

FULL OR PART TIME

Write us today; we put you in
£Y business handling complete
line of Ad Book Matches in de-
mand by every business right in
your home town. No experience needed, No in-
vestment, everything furnished FREE! Top com-
missions daily, even in your Spare Hours.

SUPERIOR MIATCH CO.
DeptGX 865,7528 8.8recnwood, Chicage 5

L P

YOU IN THE

Send for your free copy of
‘Western Americana’’

Latest catalog of much-wanted out-of-print

books at reasonable prices. Also: send your

lists of books wanted. Free search servicel
INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS

Box 3003-TW, Beverly Hills, Calif.

"PULL 'EM OUT”

The umpai?n is beginning to rolll We
had a letter from a reader not long ago
saying that he found TRUE WEST and
FRONTIER TIMES covered up on nearly
every newsstand he checked. He begen
digging them out and left them showing in
a good spot on the newsstands. He said
every copy sold as long as he kept them
from being covered up by other magazines.

WHAT A TREMENDOUS HELPI Our
newsstand sales are our life's blood and
you just can't sell a magazine when nobody
sees itl So if you will join the “Pull ‘em
Outl" brigade, Podner—you'll have us
smiling like a jackass eating briorsl

COMPLETE INDEX

This index
lists every
place and
everybody
ever mention-
ed in TRUE
WEST or
FRONTIER
TIMES from
e~ the first
‘ issues right

,-—-h-"‘ through 1960.

~ 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 3668,
Austin, Texas 78704
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FRONTIER TIMES

INDEX
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WEB a trial. If not completely satisfied 1

Seattle when we came out and pastured
him at Portage, which is now Montlake.

Of course, there was no church or
school. Again the Missionary Society
helped out and furnished the materials
as my father built two churches, one at
Quillayute and one at Forks. He did all
of the labor himself. The benches, pulpit
and chairs he carved out of alder. The
bu ldings were tiny cathedrals with six
little colored panes of glass by the front
door.

The churches were organized just as
if they were big-city churches. Attend-
ance and collection records were kept.

My father would preach in the morning-

at’ Quillayute and then take the trail to
Forks ten miles away and preach there
in the afternoon. He always carried his
Prince Albert—a long, black, double-
breasted frock coat—along. When he had
tied up his horse, he would change into
the Prince Albert and then enter the
church.

We stayed twelve years in the Quilla-
yute country and then came back to
Seattle for my school. My father’s mem-
ory is alive in that country to this day.
The old-timers and Indians still speak his
name with love and affection.

As for me, though I have lived in
Seattle the rest of my life and traveled
around the world twice, I still feel most
at home in the wilderness with no roof
over my head and only a blanket and a
loaf of bread.

THE BEAVERS PREPARED
FOR WINTER

By Don Buchan

IN the pioneer days on the vast Iowa

prairie, there were no welfare agen-
cies to care for the indigent. Acute dis-
tress often resulted from poverty. Oc-
casionally there would be a community
project to provide for the poor.

In Palo Alto county, in the year 1894,
a box social was held to raise funds for
the Beaver family. Those who took part
never forgot it as long as they lived.

Cyrus Beaver was a regular caller
at our farm. “Beaver the Borrower”
folks called him.

“Evenin’, Mr. Buchan,” he would say,
walking across Mother’s freshly scrubbed
kitchen floor, leaving muddy tracks.
“Evenin’ to you, Missus,” he’d add, tip-
ping his battered hat to Mother.

Any time after high noon was “eve-
nin’ 7 to the Beavers after the custom of
their former home in the Southern hills.

“Don’t let me discommode you any. Jest
dropped in to wish you-all well. More
doubtly my Eppie could use a couple cups
of flour if you’d oblige us. She’s plumb
out and I dunno when I'll get cash to do
any town trading.”

Mother would sigh and scoop flour into
a brown paper bag she had saved from
the grocer.

“And say, Missus, if you was to spare
us a few eggs and a little milk and a
pound or two of sugar we’d be obliged.”

Mother would fill his requests and
then, loaded down with the various pack-
ages, Mr. Beaver would invariably stop,
scratch, and add a final request. “And
say, Mr. Buchan, could you see your way
clear to let me have the loan of a team
and your oldest boy or the hired man for
a day or two? Gotta get the dratted corn
planted or we’ll go hungry this winter.”

It was after a meeting of the Elocution
Society in the one-room schoolhouse on
Father’s farm that it was agreed to “do
something about the Beaver family.”

“A hard winter ahead,” Mr. Balbreath

began when the orators had concluded
their recitations. “Never saw the muskrat
houses so thick. And the caterpillars got
real fuzzy coats this fall, too.”

“My team is growing a real heavy
coat,” added another.

“So’s our old dog.”

“We should all thank the good Lord
we had such a bountiful crop this year,”
Mother suggested.

“Yep,” put in Granny White. “Every-
one was blessed according to how much he
put into his summer’s work. Of course,
that left the Beavers without much.”

“I’d like to see them get a real good
start once,” Mother said. “I’d like to see
them get ahead enough to run them for a
while so they wouldn’t always pester
folks with their infernal borrowing.”

“With a hard winter coming, maybe we
could get together and have a box social.
We could raise enough money to tide the
Boavers over until spring,” offered Mr.
Balbreath.

Mrs. Bozinger had recently moved to
Towa. “What in the world is a box
social?” she asked.

“Kach of the ladies brings a box
lunch,” Mother explained. “Then the
boxes are auctioned off, one by one. The
man who bids the highest on a box gets
to pair off and eat lunch with the lady
who brought that particular box.”

“Nobody is supposed to know which
box belongs to who,” Granny White ex-
pounded. “Every box is all dolled up with
ribbons and inside is the fanciest cook-
ing. Pie and preserves and watermelon-
rind pickles and all such.”

“The Beavers don’t mind borrowing—
as they call it—all of the time,” Father
put in. “But even the Beavers might ob-
ject to outright charity.”

“Don’t tell them anything about that
part of it until it is all over. Be sure
they come, and then present the proceeds
to the old man and don’t say anything
about charity,” Mr. Balbreath suggested.

“Yep. We don’t want to shame any of
the kids. ‘Specially the two gals that’s
old enough to go to school,” cautioned
Granny White.

So it was agreed among the neighbors,
and a date was set for the box social.
The Bozingers, who lived nearest the
Beavers, would make certain the whole
f-mily attended.

THE DAY of the big doings was crisp,
clear, and cold. The school teacher
had beaux from as far away as Depew
and Cylinder, and with local interest high
in “doing something” about the Beaver
fzmily, the little schoolhouse was crowd-
ed. : :
The . schoolteacher’s beaux forced the
bidding high on any box they thought
might be hers. Jens, the storekeeper, and
others bid on every box to insure enough
money to see the Beaver family through
the long winter, warm and well fed.

When the last piece of fried chicken
had disappeared, pipes were lighted and
chaws of tobacco tucked into bulging
cheeks. Then the ladies relaxed and began
a “good visit” with their neighbors.

Meanwhile, the secretary busily count-
ed the little pile of bills and silver in the
cigar box. Then he brought it to Father.

“Here, Dick, you give it to old man
Beaver. Make a little talk, though, so’s
not to hurt the family’s feelings.”

Father took the box and walked up
front near the teacher’s desk. “May I
have your atention, please?” he asked in
a loud voice. “Here are the proceeds.
The secretary informs me there is $97.08.
The committee has asked me to present
it to Cyrus Beaver, a popular fellow, as

True West



"Pa, now you've done it! Runnin’ water in the house for Ma's anniversary present

er

a token of esteem from his friends and
neighbors.” e

Old Cy shuffled up front, wiping the
last of the lemon pie out of his mous-
tache with a bandana handkerchief.
Father handed him the box, adding,
“There’s a long, cold winter coming, Cy,
so use it wisely.”

0Old man Beaver nodded sagely. He
stood so proud and yet so humble even the
kids could sense it. His eyes were misty
and his hand, as he took the box, shook.
All over the room, handkerchiefs were
in evidence. A stranger entering the room
would have thought an epidemic of colds
* had struck the whole gathering.

“Thankee,” said old man Beaver.
“Thankee kindly. I never suspected noth-
ing like this here. I jest want to say—"

But he couldn’t continue, and cheers
and hand-clapping drowned out the few
words he managed to mumble.

Everyone felt mighty good. As they
filed out of the schoolhouse there wasn’t
the usual horseplay. Even the kids were
orderly and quiet. It was like leaving
church.

The next morning, Mother spied the
whole Beaver family in their one-horse
rig out by our strawstack. Eppie was
forking straw <into the bed of their
wagon. Then she drove up near the house
and old Cy came up to the door.

“Jest stopped to borrey a few forkfuls
of straw to make the kids comfortable.
Goin’ to Fort Dodge. ’Spect to be gone
most a week.” And with that he clam-
bered up on the wagon and the loaded
vehicle moved slowly out of the lane and
onto the road.

It was the following Saturday, when
the farmers were in town, that the
Beaver family returned. They pulled up
in front of the general store and every-
one on the street of Emmetsburg began
to drift toward their vehicle.

Old man Beaver dismounted stiffly,
covered with straw. He hadn’t shaved
since he’d left. One by one, the family
painfully clambered down and stood be-
side the wagon. It was plain they had
slept in the straw, but not one had
bothered to brush it out of his hair.

Father took me by the hand and, to-
gether with old man Jacobs, we walked
toward the gathering crowd. “Like as
not they’ll have that wagon full of
warmer and better clothes than my kids
will have this winter,” complained Ja-
cobs. “And beans and flour and bacon to
last ’till spring.”

“I hope you are right,” said Father.

One by one the Beavers walked into the
store. The crowd followed.

“Jens,” old Cy addressed the store-
keeper. “We're a-goin’ to need a mite
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more credit on top of what we already
owe. We are plumb tuckered out and
chilled and wore out with sleeping in that
wagon for a week. No hot food, neither.
Just a bait of bread and cold meat and
cheese I'd buy along the way. Didn’t want
to spend none of that money foolish.”

Jens looked at the old man for a
moment in silence. Then he hemmed and
hawed and finally came right out and
asked it. “What became of that money
you got from the box social?”

Old man Beaver smiled in a self-satis-
fied way. Then he reached into his inside
jacket pocket and held something shiny
out to the storekeeper.

It was a gold watch. Jens reached out
and took it. He opened the hunting case
and read the inscription out loud.

“To Cyrus Beaver, as a token of esteem
from his friends and neighbors.”

What You’re Missing!
(Continued from page 3)
nature and stays in this form for a year

or so before it really bears down like a
fresh-hatched tornado!

I’D BETTER get off “my operation”

and get on a subject I've been want-
ing to bring up for some time—the
WHAT YOU’RE MISSING part‘of this
little literary gem. I am so far behind
in my correspondence that I may have
to answer some of it in the form of
editorials. If you have written a letter
that needs a specific answer, though,
be patient—TI’ll get to it yet but it may
take some time. We have a run of
visitors, projects and unusual things
happening all around and I get real far
behind on my correspondence and about
the time it looks like I can fade off for a
week or so and get it answered—some-
thing like this confounded bursitis hits!

So let me try and answer a whole
stack of letters relative to “Why didn’t
you let me know” about special features
in our two other magazines, FRONTIER
TIMES and OLD WEST. Now cousins,
by golly, we’sure do our durndest. We
have a full page in each issue of TRUE
WEST telling about the contents of both
FRONTIER TIMES and OLD WEST.
Maybe we just don’t put it over strong-
ly enough. One of our biggest regrets is
that so many readers missed Nine Years
Among The Indians which appeared in
the March and May, 1963, issues of
FRONTIER TIMES and won us that
there national award. I think it’s about
the best thing of its kind we ever pub-
lished and I'm going to read it over
about every two years for a long time
to come.

I wish every lover of Western Ameri-

‘the market. $2.25 postpaid. Old
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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.

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1,20
place name glossary, mines, camps, Indian reser-
vations, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox, 1296H Yosemite, San
Jose, California.

"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.
OLD BOTTLES AND GHOST TOWNS. 400 sketches,
history. $2.15 postpaid, Mrs. Adele Reed, 272 Shep-
ard Lane, Bishop, California.

BOOKS, RARE, OLD, new. Hundreds. Catalogue 25c.
Holt, R3-TF, Waverly, Ohio.

TREASURE HUNTERS! Here are the most complete
listings of Signs, Symbols, and Measurements ever
compiled for locating Treasure, Mines, and Arti-
facts. Over 500 listings and ten years of actual ex-
perience went into the making of this publication.
Money back guarantee. Send $2.00 to Georgia Pub-
lishing Company, P.O. Box 3133, Dallas, Texas.
FASCINATING NEW MAGAZINE for book collectors!
Information free. Send postcard today. TBA, Webster
44, New York.

TREASURE HUNTER'S New monthly publication.
Write for sample copy. The Gold Bug, P.O. Box 88
Alamo, California.

POCKET BOOKS, Comics, Magazines, $1.00 dozen.
Snowden's, Box 185, Victoria British Columbia, Canada.
PLAYBOY—ONE OF HUNDREDS listed in the FIRST
Catalog of Collected Magazines and their values soon
to be published. All listed magazines are FOR SALE.
Prospectus, sample pages (Playboy, Weird Tales, Mad,
All Star Comics) free. Also available Booklists:
Cinema, Aviation, Automotive, others. W. Ostfeld,
Bgokseller, Publisher, 343 N. Clark, Chicago, lllinois
60610.

ALL TRUE WEST except 2, 4, 7. All of FRONTIER
TIMES. Best offer. C. R. Wade, Box 1225, Bakersfield,
California.

SELLING TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES. Many dis-
continued issues priced below $1.00 each from my in-
ventory of hundreds. Others priced higher, Can furnish
all numbers. Write me issues you need, condition
desired. Stamped envelope appreciated. Townsend
Miller, 1108-A Bluebonnef, Austin, Texas 78704,

GHOST TOWN GUIDE: Over 100 California Ghost
Towns listed with directions on how to reach them.
Only $1.95, T. Abbott, 1513 West Romneya Drive,
Anaheim, California. ,

TRUE WEST 10-17-29 thru 39-46-47. FRONTIER TIMES
7-16 $1.00 each. Need TRUE WEST No. 32. Ralph
Fuller, Pine, Arizona.

OLD-TIME REMEDIES (Book). Includes rheumatism,
asthma, baldness, wrinkles, headaches, piles, warts,
stammering, constipation, insomnia, common plant
and Indian remedies, etc. Over 200 simple remedies.
$2.95 postpaid. Satisfaction guaranteed. Frontier Pub-
lications, Box 1863, Penrose, Colorado 81240.
WANTED—SEVERAL COPIES EACH TRUE WEST 31,
No. 2, No. 3, No. 4 (1953-54), and No. %, No. 12,
No. 17, No. 34; FRONTIER TIMES No. 1, No. 8,
No. 13. Describe condition each separate copy, price
wanted. Stamped envelope appreciated. Townsend
Miller, 1108-A Bluebonnet, Austin, Texas 78704.

"REDIGGING THE WEST FOR OLD TIME BOTTLES,"
by Lynn Blumenstein. Close up photographs of 700
bottles and relics, pricing, size, description given.
195 pages, wire bound. 1897 reprint map of 9
Western states, 516 mine locations. $4.25 postpaid.
"OLD TIME BOTTLES FOUND IN THE GHOST
TOWNS," by Lynn-Blumenstein. A book for begin-
ners, 300 bottles photographed. $2.25 postpaid. "“THE
ANTIQUE BOTTLE COLLECTOR," by Grace Ken-
drick. One of the most informative bottle books on
Time Bottle Pub-
3915 Rivercrest Drive,

lishing Company,
Salem, Oregon.
TRUE WEST - FRONTIER TIMES—Out of print issues
For Sale. Charles Crum, 4322 Victor Street, Jackson-
ville, Florida.

"BACKWARD THROUGH A BOTTLE''—Stories & pic-
tures of ghost towns, bottles and relics of Territorial
Arizona. $2.00, Kay Denver, 8945 E. Twentieth, Tucson,
Arizona.

ARIZONA HIGHWAYS (20), (56) TRUE WEST from
Volume 1, Miscellaneous gun books, Jokes— 25
FRONTIER TIMES. Make offer, Robert A. Willaims,
396 S. Fernwood Circle, Sunnyvale, California 94086.

Dept. B,

EARLY WEST and Other Books, Magazines. Retail
Bargain Price Lists Free. Peter Brody, Casselton,
North Dakota.

TRUE WEST 1-20 (Less 2, 3, 6), 21-40, 41-60. Goes to
High bid for each set. Fine to uncirculated. Ken
Gurney, The Tepee, Cherry Valley, New York 13320,
FRONTIER TIMES No. 20, very good. Robert Curry,
Rt. 2, Box 137, Arlington, Texas 76012.
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‘Books & Magaiines :

“"THE BOTTLE TRAIL'" One, TWo, Three, Four-Five
Pioneer Bottle Histories. $1.65 each, prepaid. May
Jones, Box 23, Nara Visa, New Mexico 88430. 3
FOR SALE 61 issues of TRUE WEST, 16 issues of
FRONTIER TIMES. Make an offer. Henry G. Hose,
117 Grey Avenue, Grass Valley, California.

SELLING TRUE WEST Except #1, #2, #3. #4. #7,
&9, #12. Complete set FRONTIER TIMES. Best offer.
. B. Jackson, 100 Edward Gary, San Marcos, Texas.
METAL DETECTOR HANDBOOK, Complete guide to
electronic treasure finders. $2.00. Gold Bug, Box 88,
Alamo, California.

TRUE WEST 1 through 9 except 5. 12, 20, 21, 39.
$25.00. Frantz Johnson, 1533 Eastmoor, Burlingame,
California.

TREASURE HUNTERS MONTHLY, Facts, news, leads.
$2.00 yearly: sample 25c. Gold Bug, Box 88, Alamo,
California.

TRUE WEST—Have 58 issues November 1954 through
December 1964. $1.00 each. Perfect. Money order. |
pay postage. Mrs. Mary H. Quinn, Route 1, Box
206, Sidney, Nebraska 69162

BILLY-THE-KID, Limited edition of a rare, well iden-
tified print. Letter size print with proof of identity,
Ppd. $1.50. FACSIMILE PRESS, Box 5151, San An-
tonio, Texas 78201,

TRUE WEST—all issues—some in binders. FRONTIER
TIMES—first 13 issues in binder. $60.00—Fern Ballard,
739 13th Street, Elko, Nevada.

THE BADMAN OF THE WEST, by Hendricks. Here
is the finai word on over 250 badmen and what
made them bad. Gives a complete description of
the Western badman, where he was born, where and
how he died. 255 pages, cloth bound, photagraphs,
bibliography and index mailed prepaid. $5.00. Jami-
son Book Sales, Box 2845, Dallas, Texas 75221,

TRUE WEST from '57. FRONTIER TIMES from '57.
Make offer, Mary Cunningham, Route 1, Marathon,
New York 13803.

QUANTRILL AND HIS CIVIL WAR GUERRILLAS, by

Breihan, 174 pages, cloth bound, mailed prepaid.
g 5!3;.25%0. Jamison Book Sales, Box 2845, Dallas, Texas
75221.

FRONTIER TIMES complete, TRUE WEST except 1 &

2 trade for old colt, coins or silver dollars. James

%eecher, 6407 Fernbank Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland
214

BOOKS FOR PROSPECTORS—''How & Where to Pan
Gold." Maps placer areas. Plans sluices, rockers. Il
lustrated, $2.00; 'You Can Survive in the Outdoors."
Manual tells all about survival, foods, travel, etc.
llustrated. $2.00: ''Guide for Rockhounds & Pros-
pectors.'' Hints, tips, field tests. Helps identify and
find minerals. Huge glossary. Very helpful. $2.00;
""Campfires Along the Treasure Trail."" Actual search-
es for lost mines, buried treasures. Many photos
actually made in field. $2.50; '"Underground Treas-
ures—How and Where to Find Them." Reprint of the
prospector's Handbook of 1881. 200 pages. Lots of
tests as ?ood today as years ago. Practical infor-
mation of the old-timers. $2.00. Dept. T, NUGGET
PUBLISHING CO., Box 462, Tucson, Arizona.
KLONDIKE—REPRINT from 1897 book for gold seek-
ers. 100 pages, many illustrations, maps, experiences.
Extremely interestingly written at start of the great
gold rush. $2.00. Dept. T, Nugget Publishing, Box
462, Tucson, Arizona.
WHERE TO PROSPECT in the 50 States. Tells where
to look in each state for best chances at minerals,
%ems, etc. Brand new, 92 pages. $2.00 NUGGET,
ept. T, Box 462, Tucson, Arizona.
SUDDEN WEALTH—AnR authentic, illustrated, funda-
mental book for all treasure enthusiasts. The leading
best seller in the adventure field. See it at your li-
brary. Only $2.00 softbound; $3.75 hardbound. Order
from Foul Anchor, Frontier Book, your local book-
store, or direct from Exanimo Press, Box W, Weeping
Water, Nebraska 68463.
BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION by Putnam. A reference
book that describes old bottles and their moulds.
Names each bottle, gives its size and use. Patent
dates of spring stoppers and crown caps. More than
1,000 pictures taken from the old time bottle maker's
catalogs. Retail $2.75 Postpaid. H. E. Putnam, Box
517TW, Jamestown, California.
TREASURE HUNTER'S MANUAL, Sixth Edition. Exan-
imo has only eleven copies of this amazing book at
$10.000 postpaid. Actually five books in one. Exanimo
Press, Box W, Weeping Water, Nebraska 68443.

Indian Relics
FLINT ARROWHEAD MAKING SECRET, ancient
illustrated methods. Guaranteed. $1.00. Blackhawk,
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.
RARE ALLIGATOR GAR ARROWHEADS. Florida. A
must in any relic collection. Six for $1.00. Blackhawk,
Umatilla, Oregon.
GUN COVERS, SHIELDS, LANCES, Tomahawks, clubs,
pipes, buffalo skulls, museum items. Catalog 50c. Re-
fund first order. Far West Trading Co., 4885 Monte-
rey Road, San Jose, California.
WILL SELL INDIAN Beadwork Collection—Approxi-
mately fifty pieces. Guaranteed Authentic. Mel Mee,
Weston, Colorado.
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i i he "'\évholé ‘world could read

Cow By The Tail! This ran in the No-
vember, 1964, January and March, 1965,
issues of FRONTIER TIMES. This is
the fantastic life of a cowboy in the
days when the Old West was ripe. I
seldom use the following phrase but to
lovers of authentic Western material,
it is something you just “can’t afford”
to miss. From the old-timers who should
know, we have had letters saying that
this is one of the best, most accurate and
down to earth stories of an old cowboy
that was ever written.

Most people who read TRUE WEST
now do not miss an issue of FRONTIER
TIMES since it is the running mate that
enables us to put out a monthly publica-
tion between the two—TRUE WEST
one month, FRONTIER TIMES the
next. Take my word for it—every time
you miss a copy of FRONTIER TIMES,
it’s like missing one of TRUE WEST
since they are both put out by the same
crew and the very same type material
goes into both—we have a number of
people writing in now saying FRON-
TIER TIMES is better! I believe that
is mostly feelings of the individual since
there is supposed to be no difference
whatsoever in the quality of either
magazine.

NOW FOR A few words on our new-

comer. If you can’t find OLD
WEST on the stands, yell! We have
readers who say that when they ask
news dealers why they don’t have OLD
WEST, they say they are sold out, that
the publisher will not print enough
copies to take care of the demand. This
comes on all three magazines, believe it
or not! By golly, that doesn’t make
sense. We are printing these three mag-
azines to sell—and we’ll print 5,000,000
of each title if dealers, wholesalers and
our national distributor will let us know
where more are needed.

We started OLD WEST to take care
of increasing requests of readers for
some sort of reprint of articles in the
old and mostly unavailable issues of
TRUE WEST. Including covers, it is a
100-page magazine without a single inch
of advertising. Folks, that’s a lot of
reading! We found, for instance, in the
Summer issue of OLD WEST that we
were able to reprint an issue of TRUE
WEST and still have 81 pages of space
left for new material! Why? Because,
naturally, we do not reprint the old ad-
vertising in TRUE WEST, and we leave
out certain features that are obsolete
(like future plans ete.)

What do we fill these extra pages
with? In the Summer issue, for instance,
we reprinted Jack Hays, the Intrepid
Texas Ranger which is a book selling
for $15 at the latest quoted price. An-
other volume, Battle of the Butte, is
reprinted in full in that issue. Then
there are long, short and middle-sized
new articles by your old favorites. It is
a dickens of a buy at 50c because the
book alone is generally worth 10 to 100
times the price you pay for the maga-
zine. We have printed an old book in

" each issue and we can’t think of an eas-

ier or cheaper way to acquire a western

library, and have a full-size magazine

besides.

In Fall OLD WEST we are reprinting
a $30 volume. Published in 1883, it is
the first book ever written by an Ameri-
can Indian. The author was Sarah Win-
nemucca, granddaughter of old Chief
Truckee, the Piute who befriended Fre-
mont.

This book is not without bitterness

and sarcasm, since, in effect, the pen
was a weapon that Sarah turned to as a
last resort—a very unfamiliar weapon.
She had wasted her youth and her
health as interpreter and scout for the
Army, trying to prevent a Piute up-
rising. Her role as peacemaker made
the number of her enemies manifold,
both white and red. No one trusted
Sarah Winnemucca except the white of-
ficers who repeatedly called on her to
make trips so dangerous that neither In-
dian nor well paid citizen scouts would
undertake them.

This is getting too long as usual. See
you later if I don’t catch another bug
of some sort!—Joe. ;

Fort Selkirk
(Continued from page 35)

from stubby little freight haulers to pas-
senger vessels that resembled floating
palaces.

But as the years passed, the importance
of the Yukon as a transportation artery
declined. Small crews on company-owned
gold dredges worked gulches where for-
merly hundreds of miners had washed
gravel. Fewer and fewer steamboats
were needed to supply the shrinking river
towns. Completion of the Alaska High-
way, which runs over 100 miles to the
south of the fort, doomed the few vessels
which yet stopped at the settlement.

Fort Selkirk’s importance had faded
with that of the river: The last steam-
boat run was made in 1956. When the
paddlewheeler had puffed past Selkirk,
headed for slow rot on the skids at White-
horse, it left behind only an abandoned
shell of the town that had once been the
pride of Hudson’s Bay Company.

The Featherbedders
(Continued from page 33)

never served than what we ate on that
bitter cold evening. Still fifty degrees
below zero, it was taking quite a few
bags of coal to keep those two stoves go-
ing, and Bill Morase and I did all the
packing of it.

BOUT noon on February 20, a Dia-
mond A cowpuncher, from their
base about five miles up, came riding
mto our little camp on a horse white with
trost. The cowboy had icicles around his
eyes, and whiskers like Santa Claus, but
he had known that we were marooned,
and had brought a gunnysack of grub
for us. On this date twenty-eight years
later, I can name every article of food
n that bag.

T'here was coffee, two pounds, some
bacon, beans, canned beef, frozen eggs,
corn, milk, bread, crackers, onions, cheese
and hotcake flour—and us with no pan
for frying them in. There was sugar and
some salt.

We learned to fry eggs in the scoop,
and to make coffee in a can. We learned
to make wooden forks and spoons, also
how to use our jackknives. And did we
have a banquet? You bet!

On Friday morning at about 5 A.M. a
double-header ‘snow-plowing outfit came
out to us and got hold of old 1027 and
the rest of the equipment, and dragged
them onto a siding at Mossman, North
Dakota. -

They took us along west with them and
we ate to our hearts’ content. We got a
big sleep in bed on Friday, the 21st. Then
on Saturday we got to our homes in
Mobridge. It had been quite a week. And
by now it had warmed up to thirty-five
or forty degrees below zero.

True West



The chief dispatcher called Ogden and
me up on the carpet on Monday morn-
ing. He threatened to fire me for having
gone out in such a storm, and getting
into such a mess.

The officials even cut our time slips
down from time-and-one-half to just
straight time. This was on the grounds
that we had a first-class coach to live in
and had been properly housed and
sheltered.

Living in a first-class coach might
sound like good luck—pure “featherbed-
ding”—Dbut Bill Morase died of pneumonia
in a few days. I never suspected that
featherbedding was the cause of his un-
timely end. Cold and exposure, more
likely. I'm the only member of that hard-

luck crew still living. Even the dispatcher

and the train master are gone.
And they still have hard winters in
Dakota. ;

Truly Western
(Continued from page 4)

article, the old stuff is fast disappearing.
At the present moment, new fence is
being built along Interstate 70 the length
of Kansas. The workmen have rolled up
miles of old barb that has been along
there since the stuff was invented and
these will likely be hauled to the dump.
It makes me cringe to think how many
feet of Champion etc. may be in there.
I wanted to stop for a look yesterday,
but the traffic was terrific. If you stop
on that highway, the man behind will
drive up your tail pipe.

The next place I am going to search
is the Barber County Hills.—Bill Bork,
Kansas Cooperative Council, 700 Kansas
Avenue, Topeka, Kansas.

Dear Sirs:

I can hardly wait until your TW and
FT magazines hit the newsstands. I
have a summer cabin just north of Pol-
lock Pines, only a short distance from
the place a stage was held up in 1863.
Supposedly a fortune in gold was taken
by the bandits. A historical marker was
placed at the spot but when the road
was changed, the marker and the inci-
dent were forgotten.

Not long ago I was raking leaves near
the old marker and my rake uncovered
a rusty metal object. It was an old .36
caliber cap and ball Colt revolver. Lead
slugs which someone had carefully load-
ed a century ago were still in the cylin-
der. The grips had long ago rotted away,
but the serial number was still legible.
The steel octagon barrel and other steel
parts are in bad shape, but the trigger
guard and frame on which the grips
once sat, appear to be silver-plated and
are in excellent condition. The Colt Fire-
arms Company informed me that stand-
ard revolvers of this model were made
around 1860 and had brass trigger
guards. Their records were lost in a
flood and do not go back that far. This
gun was evidently custom built and T
am curious as to whether it might have
belonged to one of the bandits who was
killed or to one of the passengers com-
manded to throw, his gun down. Cer-
tainly a gun as valuable as that old Colt
would not have been left by the roadside
except under odd circumstances.—Lloyd
A. Gilbert, 4950 Alcott Drive, Sacramen-
to, California.

Gentlemen:

I enjoy your mining stories very much.
I wonder if your readers realize there
was once a gold mine in Sandwich Notch.
New Hampshire? Fifty years ago the
mine shaft, car and narrow gauge rails

July-August, 1965

Scene near Sandwich Notch Mine

stood idle amid piles of gravel and
undergrowth. These diggings were ac-

cessible upon turning off the main road .

through the notch east, and following
a gravel road along the mountain shoul-
der.

We were told that two men found
traces of gold there, but in such small
quantity that the operation was aban-
doned. Traces of the working still exist
unless someone has done some landscap-
ing. At that, I guess it produced just
as much of the yellow stuff as some
Western mines did—namely, none!— H.
W. Poor, 5 School Street, Georgetown,
Massachusetts.

Dear Sir:

I bought all eight copies of the June
TRUE WEST on the newsstand—the one
with the barbed wire article. T saved
one for myself and the rest I passed on
to others. The wife and I are on the
road the year round doing antique shows
and are always looking for something
different for our customers. T had been
carrying one kind of barbed wire for
the past year, then we did the wildeat
show at Waco, Texas, about two weeks
ago and saw lots of it there and how
it was displayed. Also bought an assort-
ed batch of 18”7, some of which was the
rowel wire of which less than a mile
was made, according to your story.—
Bob MecConkey, Box 669, Sioux Falls,
South Dakota.

Dear Joe:

- Both my father and I have enjoyed
your magazine and its offspring, FT,
since their inception. Thanks for good
material and interesting stories.

In the February issue of TW you
have a story by Wayne Winters, ex-edi-
tor-owner of the Douglas Enterprise,
about a cave on the flat lands around
the old Pres Miller homestead on upper
Deer Creek.

Being born in Glenrock and raised on
my uncle’s ranch at the mouth of Mor-
mon Canyon, parallel to Indian Creek
where the renegades held up the pay-
master’s wagons, maybe I-can help Mr.
Winters clarify a few details.

I have walked around the site of the
fight many times while on my Uncle
Matt Hakalo’s ranch, but never had time
to do much looking. My uncle still has
an iron wagon tire and burnt hub that
he and my father found while deer hunt-
ing, which we all believe to be from one
of the paymaster’s wagons.

According to local legend the pay-

Indian Relics

INDIAN LORE and early west collectors—generous
supply of Flint Stone and detailed instructions on
hoew to produce your own Arrowheads and Points.
Shipped prepaid. $1.00. Skip Bryan, Hermitage, Mis-
souri.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN COSTUMES and weapons
made to order. New lllustrated Catalog 25c. Tecum-
seh's Trading Post, 1430 Gashill Street, Reading
Pennsylvania.

SELLING [NDIAN ARTIFACTS, Spearheads, Cere-
monial Flints, Maces, Skulls ($25.00), Birdstones,
Boatstones, Aztec Bowls and Figurines. Vince's, 18
West Downs, Stockton, California 95204.

ANCIENT INDIAN ARROWHEADS,  Authenticity
Guaranteed. 12 for $2.50. List Included. Indian Arti-
facts, P.O. Box 1702, Odessa, Texas.

COMPLETE OHIO COLLECTION. Many Paleo Arti-
facts. Twenty Five Hundred Mounted Under Glass,
total over 5,000. Joe Macko,. 192 21st Street, Bar-
berton, Ohio.

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.

FREE—SELDOM SEEN—Olympic Se-Tenant Block. Re-
quest Exquisite Adult Approvals Cheap! Carol Stamps,
Box 2491, Pomona, California.

ONE_BRIGHT UNCIRCULATED Kennedy half for
any five good Indian cents. Fred Schriever, Box 396,
Aberdeen, South Dakota.

SELLING OUT—Coins Supplies below retail, Coins at
wholesale. 50c for 'list, Box 346, Monroeville, Ala-
bama.

COINS. WE BUY U.S. and Canadian. Check our
prices before you sell. List, 25c Refundable. Palco,
514 North Horne, Mesa, Arizona.

COINS WANTED 1960 and earlier. Send list descrip-
tion and price, Satisfaction guaranteed. Henry Eason,
Box 859, Mount Shasta, California 96067.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

ACTUAL JOBS NOW OPEN, U.S.,, Europe, South
America, Far East. Travel paid. Write only. Employ-
ment Information Center, Room 906, 739 Boylston
Street, Boston, Massachusetts.

HOMEWORK OPPORTUNITIES! 75 Companies seek-
ing sparefime Homeworkers! Complete Instructions,
List, $1.00. Opportunities, Box 26034-WH, Indian-
apolis, Indiana 46226.

OVERSEAS — FOREIGN — U.S.A. All occupations,
Trades, Crafts, Helpers. Guaranteed Openings. Fast
Placement. Excellent Wages. Transportation. Modern
Femily Accommodations. Free Information. Immedi-
ate Reply. Global Employers, Box 286-E, Oroville,
California.

""MAKE OVER 600% PROFIT. Make your own Per-
fume at home. Free details. Robins, Box 1312, Fre-
mont, California.

GAME WARDEN, Government Hunter Forestry. Park
and Wildlife Services announce job openings regu-
larly. Prepare at home for outdoor work, good pay,
security. Complete information Free! Write North
American School of Conservation, 941-APS No. High-
land, Los Angeles 38, California.

300 WAYS TO MAKE MONEY while living in the

country. Complete Book of Ideas, $1.00 postpaid.
Amacs, Box 1312, Fremont, California.

Fishing & Hunting

JEEPS LOW AS $62.50—Autos—Boats—Many Others.
Buy direct from Government! Send $1.00 for ''How
to Buy in Your State ‘and 1965 Directory." Surplus
Disposal, 2230-WH Wisconsin, Washington, D.C. 20007,
COLLAPSIBLE FARM-POND-FISH-TRAPS: Animal
traps. Postpaid. Free Information, pictures. Shawnee,
3934W Buena Vista, Dallas 4, Texas.

FREE CATALOG . . . SAVES you money on Reload-
ing Equipment, Calls, Decoys, Archery, Fishing Tackle,
Molds, Tools, Rods, Blanks. Finnysports (TR), Toledo,
Ohio 43614,

SURPLUS REVOLVERS $3.34. Rifles $3.25. Buy whole-
sale. Become a dealer. Complete instructions $1.00.
Mailtrade, B171TF, Capitola, California.

SURPLUS ARMY CARBINES §17.50, Pistols $12.50.
Rifles $10.00. Catalog 25c, Armsco, Box 44-TF, Santa
Cruz, California.

SILENCERS: FOR RIFLES and Pistols. Complete details
of construction and operation $1.00. Gunsco., P.O
Box 145, Carson City, Nevada.

NEW PISTOLS $7.15, DERRINGERS $9.45, Many Others
Direct from Manufacturer., Become Dealer. 1965 Di-
rectory'' with U.S."and European sources, send $1.00.
&g;émen'{al, Box 26034-WH, Indianapolis, Indiana

Real Estate

FOR SALE BY OWNER—8 acres land improved with

30 space ftrailer court, duplex, 3 trailers, 4 room

block house, wash house. Also ‘suitable for business

or Indian Mission. Located in growing town between

Navajo Lake and newly opening up irrigation farm

Lind.. R. M. Goodding; Box 697, Bloomfield, New
exico.
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Real Estate

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $385.00.
40 acres $10 month, Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
fishing, investment, Free information. Land Corpora-
tion, 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.

PUBLIC LAND NOTICE: New Law. Alaska Home-
steads 640 acres. No residence required. Wife also
640 acres. Detailed information—$4.95. Clyde Lee,
Mountain View—FT, Oklahoma.

GOVERNMENT LAND AVAILABLE in 25 States. Some
low as $1.00 Acre. Millions of Acres! Exclusive Copy-
righted Report plus "'Land Opportunity Digest,'' send
$1.00. Land Disposal, Box 18177-WH, Indianapolis, In-
diana 46218.

EXCELLENT COMBINATION Indian and Curio
Trading Post located in. Famous Four Corner Area
at Cortez, Colorado. Write for particulars. Box 837,
Cortez, Colorado.

CHOICE 15 ACRES, U,S. Highway frontage 20 min-
utes Springfield, Missouri. Business and residence im-
provements excellent, -water plenty, private owner.
Price very pleasing, complete details. Write Box 151,
Fordland, Missouri.

FOR SALE OR TRADE: 16 Uranium and Vanadium
with good outcrop of ore showing. Located in
Southeastern Utah. Also excellent deer hunting. For
particulars write Box 837, Cortez, Colorado.

Western Merchandise

FANCY WESTERN SHIRT SNAP FASTENERS. 75
colors and kinds, Shirtmaking supplies. Free cata-
logue. Campau Company, Box 76055G, Sanford Sta-
tion, Los Angeles, California 90005.

‘Miscellaneous

50 WINE, BEER RECIPES. Illustrated manual $1.00
Dominae, Box 584-W, Fort Wayne, Indiana.
BEAUTIFUL, NATURAL COLOR PRINTS of Charles
M. Russell's Masterpieces, suitable for framing. 50c
each. Over 100 subjects. Send 10c for list and sample
reproduction. Strobeck, Box 62, Seal Rock, Oregon.
"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 (Finest Quality) and ''&4
Page Booklet by Lawyer''—$1.00 complete. NATION-
AL, Box 48313-TW, Los Angeles 48, California.

FIND COINS, SOUVENIRS, MINERALS, treasure,
even underwater. Finest transistor locators, nine
models. Valuable information and details, -25c.

IGWTT, Williamsburg, New Mexico.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS AND DANCES on
PhonograRph 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.,

fﬁSZ North Western Avenue, Suite 110, Chicago 45,
inofs.

JESSE JAMES' hometown souvenir. Send $1.00: Jesse,
Box 178-TW, Lathrop, Missouri.

GOLD AND SILVER INDICATORS—Also 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.

NEW SUPERSENSITIVE TRANSISTOR locators detect
buried gold, silver, coins. Kits, assembled models.
$19.95 up. See our display ad in this magazine. Rel-
co-A-91, 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.

"LOSE 45 POUNDS!"—No drugs, exercises, hunger!
Guaranteed Plan $1.00. GLICK, Box 369-Y, South
Pasadena, California.

THERMOGRAPHED BUSINESS Cards only $3.95 for
1,000 postpaid. Raised letter printing. Black and
colors, Fgr ‘répe style chart and sample cards write,
_II*17i°l1I8& Hill Company, 1254 Gardenia, Houston, Texas
""'SOURDOUGH" recipe. Delicious chuckwagon bis-
cuits, hot cakes, donuts. $1.00,

“CHUCKWAGON BAR-B-Q" recipes, sauces, beans,
~ etc. Favorites with Sourdough. $1.00. Box 111, Brush
Prairie, Washington. %

"WYOMING GHOST TOWNS, Forts and stage sta-
tions map (Townships-Ranges), $3.00, Oklahoma Treas-
ure map, $2.00, Old Wyoming Fort Plans (list), An-
tique Bottles (list). Hank Johnson, 1731 West Coffman,
Casper, Wyoming.
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master buried ‘the payroll of about

$30,000-$40,000 at the mouth of Indian
Creek, just south of the present UR
Ranch’s six-mile fence on the old Fuller
place. A couple of troopers escaped and
made their way to Fetterman where a
posse was formed, but the slayers made

- good their escape.

Indians had little use for gold, and
about the same use for white authority.
After the massacre, it was thought the
Indians returned to Medicine Bow coun-
try, and as far as legend goes the case
against them was never proven. :

The payroll was in gold coin and is
probably buried within two or three feet
of the surface, but the burned remains
that I have looked over cover a lot of
area where it could be hidden.

This legend could prove to be false,
but I think it is true for a couple of
reasons. One is the wagon remains which
quite a number of people. from that day
to this, have seen; the other is that the
old-timers, ranchers and homesteaders
from whom my father and I have he~rd
this story do not vary much from this
version. Homesteaders and cowhands in
those days had enough to keep busy
with, let alone looking after a % -square-
mile area for gold that belonged to the
Army. I am sure that it is still buried
at the head of Indian Creek close to the
site of the wagon remains.

My father has camped beside the cave
Mr. Winters describes many, many times
while pushing cattle from the UR Ranch.
I have peered through its “portals” my-
self, but never ventured inside.

The mesa where it is located has been
called for years “Table Mesa.” Cow-
hands and herders used to call the cave
“The Old Ice Cave” on account of the
air inside. It’s located on the old Pres
Miller homestead which is probably the
“sheep cabin” in the author’s story.

The windlass Mr. Winters describes
was hauled in and set up many years
ago by Pres Miller, Ross Gardner, Mor-
ris Flavin and Mr. Clayton, who were
young men then. This was in the early
1920s. Most of them are dead and gone
now. I think Mr. Gardner still resides
in Glenrock.

The lantern described is one of four
coach lanterns Mr. Gardner had, and
what Mr. Winters found. Stewart An-
derson was one of the first to descend
into the cave of this party of five. As
to the skeleton in the cave, I have never
heard of it. I think someone alone ven-
tured into the cave at a later date, for
God knows what, and trapped himself.
Maybe trying to dig out he caused a
cave-in. I don’t know, I can only guess.

Whether there is anything of value
in the cave I doubt very much. There
are much closer caves to the battle site,
and easier to get into than the Ice Cave.
I should think that thieves and trouble-
makers on the run would not waste the
time and effort (as obviously they didn’t
care for labor), to commit a plan as
elaborate.

I believe a grid pattern search of the
Indian Creek depression with a metal
detector would be both inexpensive and
quick—and might yield a profit in the
form of the old Fetterman payroll. A
week or ten days’ stay at the ranch
would certainly prove interesting, and
quite possibly profitable—James
Cresley, 536A Roosevelt, Salinas, Cali-
fornia.

Dear Joe:

The photograph I am enclosing is of
a Smith & Wesson American .44 caliber
model of 1869. I acquired it in a pile of
serap iron during World War II. For

Mr. Oakes’ rare find

years it hung on a nail in my shed. One
day I decided to clean it up and shoot it.

When I took the walnut grips off, I
noticed some faint writing on the right
grip. Cleaning revealed the inscription—
%G A Custer, June 1, 1876.” The carving
is very crude.

I have a letter from Smith & Wesson
in which they state that General Custer
was thought to be carrying a .45 S&W
Scofield model and, of course, “my”
Custer may-be a different man alto-
gether. I would appreciate any informa-
tion your readers could give me.—Ed-
ward J. Oakes, 1202 Short Street, New
Orleans, Louisiana 70118.

Gremlins!
Dear Joe:

I hope you can take a little construe-
tive criticism. I have just received my
current copy of TW. It was torn, soiled,
folded and well-thumbed through.

Your competitors have a good idea in
mailing, even if the material is not up
to my expectations and I have let the sub-
scriptions run out. If you sent out TW,
FT and OW in plastic containers, you
would increase your sales, because the
postal employees would not be able to
read them free.

I have joined in your “out front”
movement, and on lots of newsstands
have tried to give you a better advan-
tage.—Jim Jones, P. O. Box 338, Yreka,
California.

Jim, it would take a Pinkerton detec-
tive to find out exactly what happens to
the magazines from the time they leave
the press until they get to their destina-
tion. We’ve had them returned to us
looking like they had spent the winter
in a bear trap; then months will go by
with no trouble at all. We’re working
on the problem now and will try to
come up with something soon. We have
a choice of paper, plastic or reviving the
Pony Express.

Land of Shalam
Dear Editor:

I found Marjorie White’s story quite in-
teresting (December issue). As a small
boy I visited this place, along with my
parents, but since that time have seldom
heard it mentioned. It was around 1894
that we made our tour under the personal
supervision of the “governor.” I do not
remember his name, but recollect that he
was on the arrogant side. He was hardly
civil to the workmen there and when some
children at play allowed a piece of paper
to blow about, he sent them after it with
harsh words that had a foreign sound.
They retrieved the paper and disappeared
like a covey of quail.

The place was a veritable Garden of
Eden—or to be prosaic, an exhibit at a
county fair. Young as I was, I couldn’t
help but be impressed by the display of
fruit and vegetables. The melons were a

True West



wonder, and everything was in order and
clean as a whistle.

We encountered no women on the tour
—but Mother, with her share of female
curiosity, peeped through a window and
saw three women watching us as we
passed by. They stood well back in the
room. Mother waved to them, and they
waved back and smiled.

All the men wore what looked like
loose white cotton drawers and jumpers
of the same material. Children made out
with a short skirt that didn’t reach the
knees. Hair was worn long, and the beards
on some of the men almost reached their
waists. Some wore sandals, but others
padded about in their bare feet.

As we left the grounds, Father stopped
to talk with a man who looked different
because he wore conventional clothing and
was clean shaven. He told us he was not
a member of the colony, but an engineer
hired to keep the machinery running.
They had tried it on their own, but had
to call in outside help. He was a meat
eater and so not allowed to live inside the
grounds. That suited him, because he
could come and go at will. He said the
discipline was hard, but the pay was good
and he liked the job.

I’'ve often wondered whatever became
of that Land of Shalam. I might have de-
cided it was just a childhood dream if
Marjorie White hadn’t written it up for
TRUE WEST.—Malcolm Webber, 1581
Northwood Road, Apartment 274-B, Seal
Beach, California.

The West had a lot of strange characters
and places, Malcolm, and we’ll try to
catch them -all before it’s over.

Tom Horn
Dear Editor:

I am sending you a picture of Josie
Bassett Morris who knew Tom Horn and
was a good friend of Joe LeFors. Her
brother Sam left Brown’s Park in April,
1898, one jump ahead of Tom. He went to
Alaska. Josie lived in Baggs, Wyoming,
?j: the time of Horn’s trial and convie-
ion.

I have spent a good many days with
Josie at her little log cabin home. She
is ninety-three years old. About a year
ago, her old saddle mare knocked her
down and the upper part of her thigh
bone was broken. Josie crawled to her
house, pulled some bedding off onto the
floor and wrapped up in it. Thirty hours
later, her son, Crawford MacKnight,
found her. She was brought down some
very rugged roads to the hospital in
Vernal, Utah.

Josie is a very well educated woman and
a lover of good books and animals. But
she is also rough and rugged. If she
thinks someone is the south end of a
horse going north, she says so (only she
uses different words), and I respect her

for it. I have been on deer hunting trips
and camp-outs with her and she is truly
a pioneer woman.—Mrs. George Engen,
Box 97, Jensen, Utah.

We regret that before we could get
this letter in print, the indomitable Josie
Merris passed away.

Gentlemen:

As a boy I knew Tom Horn very well. I
lived on a ranch in Albany County, Wyo-
ming, twenty-five miles from town, and
1orn was my pal. When I knew him, he
was working for a group of ranchers
headed up by the late Ora Hailey, John
Coble, Ed “Two Bar” Banks and others.
Tom posed as a stock detective but I
guess he was hired for other purposes as
well as hunting rustlers.

Whenever Tom was in the vicinity of

my father’s ranch, he always made it a
point to get there about meal time. He
would rest his horse, get some food, and
be on his way again. He nearly always
would have a trinket of some kind for
me—an Indian arrowhead, or beads, a
braided leather whip, a red neckerchief,
a pocket knife or something.
. When he was in jail in Cheyenne wait-
ing to be hanged, he braided a quirt out
of colored horsehair and sent it to me. I
still have the quirt and prize it very high-
ly as a memento from a friend.

When my father returned to the ranch
after witnessing the hanging, he made a
box out of pine and put a good padlock on
it, telling me to put all of those memen-
toes away and to put the box out of the
way. So I did and hid it under the floor in
the barn. When I left the ranch in 1935,
I took the box with me.

Since that time, most of the trinkets
have disappeared. They have been given
away and scattered around, I don’t know
where. I do have a pair of spurs Tom
gave me and he told me they were worn
by old man Charlie Hutton who brought
the first trail herdsfrom Texas into Wyo-
ming.

Keep putting out a magazine that is
worth reading.—John W. Sodergreen, 600
t’I‘remon’c Street, Port Orchard, Washing-
on. §

Correction
Gentlemen:

I enjoyed “Gentle Monsters of the
Plains” in the April issue. I worked as
water monkey for a Reeves engine that
looked identical to the engine on page
37, except the one I worked with was a
compound engine. But the caption is
wrong on these pictures. The top one is
the Reeves and the one in the center is
the Avery. I knew a guy who had worked
on one of these old Avery engines fired
with straw. It seems to me it would be
quite a job to fire with straw but he said
it’s not so bad.

These engines were found in sawmills
many years after they were used for
anything else. The fuel was free and the
extra man came in handy. I owned half
interest in a 16-horse Minneapolis en-
gine that we pulled a saw with until
1943.

My grandfather was an early day set-
tler in southeast Kansas and was in on
the early cattle drive days, so I like to
read about them, too; but these old en-
gines are something I know myself.—
Homer Walker, Route 1, Oswego, Kan-
sas.

Homer, several people wrote us about
the mistake in labeling the Avery and the
Reeves. Joe made us all write “under-
mount engine” 195 times, and chances are
we won’t make the same mistake again.

(Continued on mext page)

Miscellaneous

BEERS, PEACH BRANDY, WINES—Strongest Formulas,
$2.00 (complete brew supplies—hydrometers catalog
10¢)—Research Enterprises, 29-F/T Samoset Road, Wo-
burn, Massachusetts.

DISCOVER BURIED LOOT, gold, silver, coins; bat-
tlefield and ghost tcwn relics, with most powerful,
sensitive transistorized metal detectors available.
Two Year Warranty. Free literature. GOLDAK, Dept.
G-b, 1544 W. Glenoaks, Glendale, California 91201.

"SIX WILL FORMS' plus "'Information b Lawyer,"
$1.00. Brugenheimer Publishers, Box 158-WQ7, Lexing-
ton, Massachusetts.

U.S. TREASURE MAP. Buried treasure, gems, caches,
lost mines, Over 450 locations 48 states. $3.98 ppd.
Borders Company, Box 4945-G, Tucson, Arizona.
DELICIOUS COWBOY STEW and homemade chili.
Recipe $1.00. Baxter, 4945 Carroll Lane, Corpus
Christi, Texas.

THE PROSPECTORS CLUB—Dedicated to the ex-
change of ideas and information leading to recov-
ery of lost or hidden treasures, relics artifacts.
For free information write A, T. Evans, 1401 Glen-
wood, Odessa, Texas.

OREGON GHOST TOWN & Treasure Map $2.00.
Grant W. James, 2836 N, E. 19th, Portland, Oregon.
“FREE" SOURDOUGH Recipes, from the 'Ole
West." Send 25¢ cover handling and mailing. Box
174, Battleground, Washington.
NATURAL PLACER GOLD,
your choice $45 troy .ounce.
Satisfaction guaranteed. Marc
Montana.

GOLDEN MEAL WORMS 300—$1.00, 1,000—$3.00,
postage paid. Hank Neumann, Route 1, Box 392L, San
Antonio, Texas.

FIREWORKS, EXPLOSIVES FORMULAS and supplies
catalog, 25c. Mailmart, B171TF, Capitola, California.
TEXAS HOMEBREW, includes Ale, Wines _strongest
methods, complete $2.00. International Distributing
Dept. 23A, Box 33117, Houston, Texas.

HUGE TREASURE MAP of the Caribbean and West
Indies. 6 square feet 329 locations. Listed with the
U.S. Library of Congress. $2.00. Fred Rowland, 11215
North East Bth Avenue, Miami, Florida.

ORIGINAL  OIL PAINTINGS—Indians—Gunfighters
$15.00-$75.00. Free information. Cecil Robert Young,
Jr., 411. Pike, Canon City, Colorado.
ACCUMULATE GOLD, MINERALS, without effort!
fFree' information. Payday, Box 1250, Modesto, Cali-
ornia.

A COUNTRY STORE—Bargains galore! Catalog 25c.
Fox's, Box 914-TW, Memphis, Tennessee 38101.
"WINEMAKING,' ''BEER, ALE." Strongest methods.
Illustrated. $2.20. (Supplies, Hydrometer Headquar-
ters.) Eaton Company, 543-R, Hopland, California.
LEARN WHILE ASLEEP, Self-hypnosis, prayer-plant
experiments! Details, cafalo(%NFREE. Research Associa-
tion, Box 24-TW, Olympia, Washington.

"110VAC 60cy from car generator. Power lights, re-
frigerator, transmitter, receiver, etc. Simple, easy to
convert. Plans, $2.00. Tedco-Plans, Box 12098, Houston
17, Texas.

""LOST TREASURES AND MINES of Nevada and Cali-
fornia Map. Lists 312 locations; 76 Treasure symbols.
$1. folded. Occidental, 3924 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles
29, California."

KNOW YOUR RIGHTS—Get Modern Laws Relating To
Treasure Trove, $2.00 (land) by Jensen, a Lawyer,
FOUL ANCHOR, Box 206, Rye, New York.

MILITARY ANTIQUES, large illustrated catalogue 50¢.
Jacobsen's Military Antiques, 60 Manor Road, Staten
Island, New York 10310.

"WINEMAKING"—HOMEBREWING SECRETS RE-
VEALED! Powerful Methods! Instructions and Recipes,
only $1.00. Continental, Box 26034-WI, Indianapolis,
Indiana 46226.

AT LAST, RUSTLED UP AND RECORDED, a_complete
map-poster of Arizona's colorful past, depicting old
travel routes, abandoned cities and military posts plus
approximate locations of many lost and abandoned
mines and treasure locations—an invaluable guide or
inspiration for treasure seekers. Colorfully illustrated,
excellent for framing. $2.00 postpaid. Bob Cooper,
5020 N. 70th Street, Scottsdale, Arizona.

BEER, ALE, WINES! POWERFUL METHODS, SECRETS!
Illustrated Booklet, $2.00. (supplies catalog 10¢). Inter-
state Products, Box 1-Y3T, Pelham, New Hampshire.
CROW INDIAN AND CUSTER BATTLE field color
slides. 20 slides of the Indians in full dress, camp and
dance. $1.00 set of 4 slides. Eight slides of the Battle
Field. All 7 sets for $6.00. No COD please. DEWEY
STUDIO, 725 E. 7th Street, Sheridan, Wyoming.
SUFFERING FROM Arthritis? Try Ginseng; Informa-
;‘jon free. Write Ginseng, Asheville 52, North Caro-
mna.

YOU CAN MAKE MONEY with stocks if you work
them right! My fifteen stocks and how | make them
work for me, $1.00. R. H. Taylor, 240 Hughes Street,
Keyser, West Virginia.

OLDTIMERS—WHO CAN TELL ME about Joseph
Wilson .and lsaac Borton—my grandfathers?. Any
Borton. Nellaray ''Borton'' Boyer, 123 North Street,
Vernonia, Oregon.

OLD TELEPHONE Line Insulators—Aqua colored $2.00
$ach postpaid. Write R. H. Box 363, Van Horn,
exas.

fine, medium, coarse,
O,—cashiers check.
Bielenberg, Avon,
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Miscellaneous
FOR SALE: DEER-BEAR Tropheys. Also Panel Mount-
ed Texas Steer Horns. George E. Price, 516 West 8th,
Box 332, Palisade, Colorado.
I WILL TELL YOU HOW | stopped smoking after
45 years indulgence. No drugs, no pills, Send $1.00
to L. McCann, 429 Cadwell N.W. Grand Rapids,
Michigan 49504.
J. F. K. OFFICIAL DEATH CERTIFICATE Of Our
Beloved President. Memorial Copies $2.00 each. His-
toric Documents, 607 Montana, El Paso 2, Texas.
"JERKY" Make your own from Fresh or Frozen Beef
or game. Recipe $1.00. Box 111, Brush Prairie, Wash-
ington.
TRANSISTOR METAL DETECTOR. Build your own
sensitive detector with simple, easy to follow instruc-
tions! Full plans $2.00. Special Services, Box 1751,
Phoenix, Arizona 85001.
APACHE TEARS—beautifully polished and made into
iewelry for the perfect gift. Pendant with 18" chain
$2.00: Bracelet with single tear: $1.50; Seven-Tear
Bracelet $5.00. Unmounted tears $5.00 per dozen.
Special Services, Box 1751, Phoenix, Arizona 85001.
FIRST TIME AVAILABLE: Maps showing the location
of seven large, little known and unexcavated Indian
ruins in New Mexico. Send $2.00 to Dick Wortman,
401 Johnson, Odessa, Texas.
AMERICAN ESKIMO PUPPIES. Also all sizes Bas-
sets. All Registered. Nice ones. Jack Thorn, Hum-
boldt, lowa.
COLLECTION OF HORSE HAIR BRIDLES, Reins, and
martingales. Beautifully designed colors. Excellent
workmanship. Some silver trim. Collector's items. 210
Dan Waggoner Building, Fort. Worth, Texas.
TREASURE HUNTER'S FIELD TRIAL to be held Sep-
tember 4 and 5. For detailed information write
Dayne Chastain, Route 2, Seminole, Oklahoma 74868.
OLD FASHIONED JERKY—For all trips, camping,
hunting, etc. Easy, complete illustrations and instruc-
tions. Send $1.00. Mono Hot Springs Resort, 2948
East Terrace, Fresno, California.
BILLY THE KID'S PORTRAIT. Through extensive study
and research, this Artist has painted his version of
Billy The Kid's Portrait in oil. Photos of the Original
Painting available for $1.00 each. Allow 2 weeks for
delivery, Write Frank Kohout, Route 2, Walters,
Qklahoma,
FOR SALE: SUN COLORED BOTTLES from the old
ghost towns and outlaw hideouts of the West. -An
assortment of & purple or aqua blue bottles for
$5.00 plus $1.00 for postage and handling. Free price
list on other old bottles sent with orders. Send 50c
for price list alone. W. R. Mayfield, Box 251, Tomb-
stone, Arizona 85638.
20 RECIPES. '""How To Cook Domestic and Wild
Rabbit" $1.00. Lula Williams, 263 East 7200 South,
Midvale, Utah.
BARBED WIRE WANTED! Old and unusual types.
Send samples for appraisals. Jesse James, 3709 East
56th, Maywood, California.
OLD MAP OF TEXAS, Published in 1856, Shows lo-
cation of old forts, towns, etc. Frames beautifully.
14''x16"". Reproductions $1.25 each. Mike Buford,
7245 Hillcroft, Apt. 96, Houston, Texas.
MONEY GALORE COLLECTING Book Match Covers.
Cash Money Sourse and Details $2.00. Moffitt Enter-
prises, Box 585, Dept. WC, Camarillo, California.
INDIAN VERSION OF CUSTER'S LAST STAND. 12
slides $3.00. Dewey Studio, 725 E. 7th, Sheridan,
Wyoming.
SONGWRITERS. SEND MATERIAL with $1.00 Audi-
tioning Fee. Cord Records, Box 7422A, Shreveport,
Louisiana.
LOST MINES AND BURIED TREASURES ‘OF CALI-
FORNIA. Over 160 sites described, with map. $2.50.
R. A. Pierce, P.O. Box 3034-F, Berkeley 5, California.
FISH CALLS, LURES, details free, Nettles-Bey, 1502
Mohawk, Chicago, lllinois.
OLD MEDICINE BOTTLES with labels, old beer bot-
tles, P.O. Box 885, Dal Rio, Texas.
RARER THAN HEN'S TEETH Circa 1880 Portable
Stage Coach Scales $225.00. Wagon Wheels—Excel-
lent usable order with axles $40.00 a pair. Write:
Hayes Otoupalik, Route 2, Missoula, Montana.
CASH FOR OLD DOCUMENTS, Bonds, Confederate
bills, etc. Send ‘or write Box 346, Monroeville, Ala-
bama.
MARBLE SAMPLES—Same as used in the Tomb of
the Unknown Soldier. Oil Shale Samples—Used to
make paraffin, Kerosene, Fuels, Etc., Samples of both
$1.00 each. Uncle Ern, P.O. Box 96, New Castle,
Colorado.

SUBSCRIBER’S NOTICE

We've had a good many gqueries 'round har ’hout our
subscribers’ codes; in particular, ‘‘How the heck can |
figure out when my subseription expires?’’ Let's take
an example: C50000-45 67 or C€50000 6'61-6 67.
First off, jest forget all the numbers except the last
two (67). These figures denote the last issue that you
will receive on your present subscription. Therefore, if
Whole No. 45 is current and your expiration date is
“67"" you will receive twenty-two (22) more issues.
Confusin’ isn’'t it? Don’t worry tho’ because we will
notify you in plenty of time to renew your subscription.
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Hugh McGuinness

Taps For An Old Timer
Dear Pat:

Some time ago you ran a story about
my old friend, Hugh McGuinness, who
was an eye witness to the Wounded
Knee Massacre. He passed away on
March 22 at Iron Mountain, Michigan.
Had he lived until April 11, he would
have been ninety-five years old. Many
of your readers will remember him.—L.
W. MecMillion, Veteran Service Officer,
Crandon, Wisconsin 54520.

Yes, many of our readers did remem-
ber Mr. McGuinness. We received news-
paper clippings announcing his death
from all over the country. Our thanks to
each one who let us know.

The New York Mountains
Gentlemen:

I have just finished reading with great
interest my first issue of TRUE WEST,
and am really sorry I had never seen it
before. I especially enjoyed “The Deserted
New Yorks,” as part of my family lived
and worked there and my mother was
born in Manvel. In the 1890s my great-
uncles, Joe and Clark Parker, were haul-
ing borax from Death Valley and freight-
ing to different mines in the area. My
grandmother and great-grandmother ran
a boarding house in Manvel for at least
ten years. Cabins were built of one by
twelves, lathed on the outside. The sta-
tion agent had what amounted to a man-
sion—three railroad cars fixed up very
nice. One was a kitchen, one a parlor and
the other a bedroom.

They used to have a Fourth of July
celebration at Manvel (they always called
it Barnwell) and we have a picture of the
tables put up outside, trimmed in bunt-
ing, and shaded by a frame of mesquite
and sagebrush.

My mother can remember how big Dick
Diamond looked. He was quite dark, blind
in one eye, and wore loose overalls and
a big floppy hat. He’d cock his good eye
at her, and he laughed a lot. He’'d say,
“I'm no colored man. I'm an Ethiopian.”
His wife was a short plump little lady
who loved flashy clothes. For years my
mother had a fur coat which had belonged
to Mrs. Diamond. It was given to my aunt
by Dick.—Mrs. Bert Berg, Rt. 4, Box
522A, Chico, California.

More About John Stink
Dear Joe:

I was impressed with the story of John
Stink (“They Buried Him Twice”) in the
February TW. My father, Joe Blackwell,
worked around Pawhuska around the time
of John’s death. John had thirteen dogs
at that time. The reason John went into
a coma is because one day there was a
rodeo at Pawhuska and John got thrown
off his horse and hit his head on a rock.
You didn’t put this in your story, but
I thought you would like to know. The
story you ran and the way my father
told it are just the same.—Jim Blackwell,
Route 1, Salisbury, Missouri.

We Don’t Run Poems—But—

Gentlemen:

I have been a subscriber for quite a few
years and the recent article about old
western jails prompted me to send this to
you. Last spring my son, aged twelve,
submitted this as a school assignment.

“If T were an old western jail

I’d hold men

Until they got out on bail.

I’d hold men that were going to hang.

And sometimes I'd even hold a gang.

Often I’d get stuck with a drunk

Who’d get tossed in for the night

With a thump.

It wasn’t all that bad.

It was my job and I guess I was glad.

I was built twice as strong

And could hold anything twice as long

As any other building in town.

Now those days have passed,

And I am the last building around.

Because I was built so strong,

I lasted twice as long

As any other building in town.”
We have visited many ghost towns in
California, Nevada and Utah. Evidently
he was impressed with the longevity of
the jails—Col. W. Geisen, 341 Maineville
Road, Route 2, Maineville, Ohio.

ANSWERS TO QUIZ

1. Potato masher.
Harbaugh Museum,
Wellinaton, Kansas
2. Table reading rack.
V. Reynolds Collection
3. Wooden dasher churn.
Harbaugh Museum
4. Candle mold.
Harbaugh Museum
5. Covered cheese dish.
Longstreet Collection,
Scottsdale, Arizona
6. Indoor foot scraper.
V. Reynolds Collection
7. Steak pounder, stove lid and pie
tin lifter.
Beeson Museum
Dodge City, Kansas
8. Rat trap.
Sandhills Museum
9. Cherry pitter.
Harbaugh Museum
10. Derringer—.41 Remington over-
and-under 1866 Model. Derringers
of this type were used in the as-
sassinations of Presidents Gar-
field and McKinley.
Sheridan County (Nebraska)
Historical Society,
Rushwille, Nebraska
11. Rope (making machine).
home manufacture.
Sandhills Musewm,
Valentine, Nebraska
School desks
Cowtown, Wichita, Kansas

For
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1965:THE YEAR OF THE QUICK WIDE-TRACKS

65 Pontiac Grand Prix.
Now the only question is: who has the year's second-best-looking car?

PONTIAC MOTOR DIVISION « GENERAL MOTORS CORPORATION



—now al /).re-/)u/7/1'(1111’()11 /)rz'(w/

LD FORTS of the FAR WEST

by HERBERT M. HART
Author of “Old Forts of the Northwest”” and “Old Forts of the Southwest”

Across dusty parade grounds and through echoing barracks you can still hear
the rattle of sabers, the boom of the evening gun, warning cries of “Indians!”
Throughout the West, these gallant forts served as outposts of civilization in the
wilderness. Now author Hart follows up his two widely acclaimed volumes on
forts beyond the Missouri and across the prairies with this pictorial history of
the bulwarks and battlefronts of the Far West. Explore such forts as Fort Point
in San Francisco; Camp Pope's Wells, Texas; Fort Crittenden, Arizona; Fort
Churchill, Nevada; Fort Cummings, New Mexico; Fort McDowell, in San Francisco
Bay; Fort Yuma, California, and dozens of other witnesses to the bravery of
those early days. There are no duplications in Hart's books—all new material.
Includes directory of Far West forts, plats of original layouts, and guide maps
for visiting them today. Richly letterpress printed on big 8%:x1l, glossy pages.
Reserve your copy now!

SPECIAL PRE-PUBLICATION PRICE ................0nn $10.50
($12.95 after publication, Fall 1965)

{  SUPERIOR Publishing Co., P.0. Box 1710, Seattle, Wash. 98111

Reserve. _______copies OLD FORTS of the FAR WEST
copies GHOST TOWN TREASURES

at pre-publication prices of $10.50 each ($12.95 after publication, Fall 1965) and
send when ready. (Order both, get 5% discount.)

Order either of the pre-pub. books above, plus any one book checked below, get
5% discount on total. Order any three books, get 10% discount on total.

Old Forts series (§12.50 each) Western Ghost Town series ($12.50 ea.)
___OLD FORTS of the ___WESTERN GHOST TOWNS (1961)
NORTHWEST (1963) ___GHOST TOWN ALBUM (1962)
___OLD FORTS of the ___GHOST TOWN TRAILS (1963)
SOUTHWEST (1964) ~ WESTERN GHOST TOWN SHADOWS (1964)

[] Payment enclosed; ship postpaid [] Please bill when books are shipped

Satisfaction guaranteed!

Ovrder
both—
save S1.0Y

more!

o5t LAM

GHOST TOW
TREASURES

by Lambert Florin

5th in a series—all new!

In his 5th lusty volume, Florin covers weather-
beaten boards and crumbling walls from Vulture
City, Arizona to Sandon, B.C., with more than 200
salon-quality photographs of ghostly remains
never before published—no towns are duplicated
in Ghost Town series. Against the backdrop of
these faded remnants Florin weaves stories of the
men and women who lived short and violent lives
in the glory days of the Old West. Letterpress
printed, big 8Y%2x11” pages. Price on publication,
Fall 1965, $12.95. Reserve now at

SPECIAL PRE-PUBLICATION PRICE ..... $10.50

COMBINATION OFFER!

Order **Old Forts’’ and ‘‘Ghost Town Treasures'’ together
@ $10.50 cach pre-pub., get another 5% discount on
total. Order ecither with any book from the Western
Ghost Town series or Old Forts series (see coupon) and
get 5% discount on total. Order any three books, get
10% discount on total.

& Superior PUBLISHING COMPANY

P.O. Box 1710, Seattle, Wash. 98111

SAVE $2.43 OR MORE






