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One of the world’s most skillful
horsewomen, pretty Loretta Ma-
nuel from Celeste, Texas, won
the 1967 World Girls' Barrel
Racing title. She took top honors
in this fast-moving event in
pace-setting Tony Lama ladies’
boots.

Canadian Kenny McLean won his
nation’s All Around Champion-
ship last year and over $11,000
in the U.S.A. to boot! He'll tell
you Tony Lama is the favorite
with the rodeo circuit's pros in
both countries.

GOIN’ALL
AROUND...

Go round after go round star performers Kangaroo with genuine,

; chocolate Alligator wing
at top rodeos make Tony Lama boots their tips.
personal choice. They'll tell you, with
Lama's handcrafted style, the world’s
finest leathers, plus unequaled comfort
and fit, it's no wonder the word about

Tony Lama gets all around.

Style 246-X-3

A new style for men in
Treebark Kangaroo with
short, Alligator wing tips.

FIND YOUR

TONY LAMA DEALER
IN THE YELLOW

PAGES N0 OR WRITE FOR THE NAME OF YOUR NEAREST DEALER

CO.INC.

WESTERN STATES

1137 TONY LAMA ST., EL PASO, TEXAS 19915



T Y T 0 D D M D P O A P O B D D O O e o D O D O D

YOU'LL HAVE MISSED SOMETHING
BIG! IF YOUR NEWSSTAND RUNS OUT OF

WITH THE FOLLOWING
EXCITING CONTENTS:

A BUNKHOUSE CONFIDENCE MAN
STRANGERS AT THE CAMPFIRE
THE SCOUT WHO SAVED THE SIOUX

the JULY issue of

Frontier
Times

Look for it

STOPE MARAVEL'S UNLUCKY FIND ¢ UNCLE WILLIE ¢ THE RELUCTANT RUSTLER

THEY CALLED IT MONTE CRISTO e THE MYSTERY OF PAUL ¢ ALFRED HARKNESS at your
WALKED THE ROCKIES  BLACK THUNDER ON THE HOOF « OUT OF THE COTTON newss+and
PATCH INTO THE FIRE! ¢ WHEN FEAR WOULD HAVE BEEN FATAL < “CANNON BALL" NOW'
GREEN < COLONEL ALPHABET ¢ THE TERRIBLE TRAGEDY .

COMING UP! The September Issue Is Our

45th Anniversary SPECIAL!

HERE ARE THE FOLKS WHO'LL BE SERVING THE CAKE:

Extra Pages!
Extra Stories!

Extra Exciting!

AND PLAIN RIP SNORTING

GOOD!
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Walt Coburn Milt Hinkle

J. Frank Dobie Eve Ball

William B. Secrest Lambert Florin
Charles McAdams Arizona Bob Kubista
Tom Bailey Raymond Thorp

PLUS MANY OTHERS
COVER BY JOE GRANDEE

Don’t Miss This Special Issue . . . Subscribe Now!

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC. P.0. 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

Name.
Address

City. State Zip

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

Sent by.
(It you don’t want to cut this magazine, order on a sheet of paper.)




Discoveries *
Unlimited

Explore with the super-sensitive
Fisher M-Scope. Here is an instru-
ment world-famous for depend-
ability, made in the center of
aerospace industry. Discover
buried treasure . . . rare coins . . .
relics . . . collector items worth
thousands of dollars. If there's
something worth finding, Fisher
M-Scope will find it. For example:

+* Unearthed $20 gold pieces that
paid immediately for his T-20
Scope. W. W., Clinton, Tenn.

% Found 700 silver dollars on a
trip to Nevada with his Fisher
M-Scope. W. A., Denair, Calif.

% Uncovered rare 1902 “O” Bar-
ber quarter and 1881 Indian
Head Penny. E. D., Evansville,
Ind.

Free lllustrated Catalog and
Success Stories

Guaranteed Satisfaction — Use
Your Interbank Card

WRITE:

.FI.I' FISHER

RESEARCH LABORATORY
DEPT.TW, Palo Alto, Calif. 94302

For a third of century, the leading
manufacturer of scientific detec-
tion instruments.

July-August, 1¢
Volume 15, No
Whole No. 8¢

West

All True—AIll Fact—Stories of the Real We:

ROBERT SMALI
Advertising

PAT WAGNER JOE AUSTELL SMALL
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JOAN ROBERSON LESTER U. BEITZ MARILYN WHITE
Production Art Director Circulation

MARY SANDERS
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“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of gn
bistorical value and should be preserved in all the libraries of the country.”
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.
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the United States and Possessions, Canada and Mexico. $5.00 for 12 issues in all otl
countries. Second-class postage paid at Austin, Texas. Copyright 1968 by WESTE
PUBLICATIONS, INC.

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

Unsolicited manuscripts and photographs will be treated with care, but their saf
while in our hands is not guaranteed. Enclose stamped envelope with all subm
sions. Please inquire before sending in original art.
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By The Old Bookaroos

ATTENTION

¢ do not handle the books reviewed
low. If interested in purchasing,
ase check your local bookstore, or
dress your order to the individual
blisher in care of this office and
» will be glad to forward.

LITTLE BIG HORN PICTURES
uster’s Last, or, The Battle of the
le Big Horn in Picturesque Perspec-

(The Amon Carter Museum of
stern Art, $6.95) is by Don Russell,
-time editor of the monthly Brand
k of the Chicago Corral of The
sterners, historian and biographer of
falo Bill. This is not a book about
Battle but about the paintings and
wings made by the artists, who obvi-
y were not there, and the liberties
7 took with the truth about it. At
time the book went to press, Don had
piled a list.of 848 known depictions
he Battle—very good to very bad in-
|. There are sixteen numbered plates
i a frontispiece in color in the book
1 comments and notes by the author.
ee of the plates are in color—those
Charles M. Russell, W. Herbert
ck) Dunton and John Elder. The use
;he pictures of the Battle as news-
gr, magazine and book illustrations
highly interesting part of the text.
rteen days after the first telegraphic
rts were received, W. M. Cary had a
le woodcut ready for use in the New
k Graphic and Illustrated Evewing
rspaper—it appeared on July 19, 1876
lere were plenty of errors in it as Don
its out but it was the first—and then
e the deluge! Hardly anyone who
d paint (and some who couldn’t!)
ied up the opportunity to do a “Last
1d”’ picture (or two). There is much
he Cassilly Adams painting present-
to 7th Cavalry by Anheuser-Busch
not before the brewer distributed
000 crude lithographs of it free to
ons. It was viewed by more people
| any other Battle picture as it was
1dly displayed all over the country
nigh half a century. There is a biblio-
»hy and first and last it is an attrac-
and entertaining book.

DESERT PROSPECTING
dyssey of a Desert Prospector (Uni-
ity of OKklahoma Press, $2.00) by
man W. Albert, an original, is Vol.
in The Western Frontier Library.
art, a theological student, “took up
specting and roaming around the
itry” from 1906 to 1920. He is now a
red banker and lives in Los Angeles.
a typical desert prospector, Albert
ned the wilds chasing the elusive
en treasure. He found little gold, but
many other explorers, he found even
e valuable and enduring treasures.
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Albert’s experience, hardships, and
friendships are recalled in warm and
clear detail. One female acquaintance
claimed to be Abraham Lincoln’s ille-
gitimate daughter—a claim the author
neither proved nor disproved in spite of
her startling resemblance to Lincoln. A
most interesting book with much detail
on people and places of early twentieth
century Nevada.

CIVILIZATION FOLLOWS
THE MINERS

In contrast to -the usual frontiersman,
miners were not self-sufficient. As soon
as a strike was made, transportation,
agriculture, business, industry, law and
order was attracted to the camp. If the
camp had a degree of permanence and
stability, churches, schools, and banks
soon replaced brothels, saloons, and
gambling casinos. The cycle of growth
from birth to boom or bust is the theme
of Rocky Mountain Mining Camps—
The Urban Frontier (Indiana University
Press, $6.95) by Duane A. Smith. As
examples of urban frontiers, the author
discusses Deadwood, South Dakota; Cen-
tral City, Colorado; Gayville, South Da-
kota; Helena, Montana; several towns in
Colorado and other well-known camps.
The role of mining camps as the western
urban frontier is clearly drawn. Natural
tendencies of miners against such en-
croaching vestiges of civilization as
schools, churches and libraries, to say
nothing of lawmen, brought growing
pains. Crowded classrooms, poor books
and other facilities, and reluctant stu-
dents were conditions found by teachers.
But as the miner plied his trade and
brought forth the earth’s riches, civiliza-
tion sprang up around him to endure as
long as the ore lasted or until agriculture
or industry grew sufficiently to support
the community.

SAM BASS ET AL

Train Robberies and Train Robbers
(Frontier, $3.50) is an attractive reprint
of an address by William A. Pinkerton,
of the famed detective agency. The author
enlightened his audience on the general
modus operandi of train robbers and
then called the roll of practioners. The
James boys, the Youngers, the Daltons,
Sam Bass, Sontag and Evans, the Wild
Bunch and many, many others were hunt-
ed by the Pinkertons. There are numer-
ous photos of the hunted men and Pink-
erton concludes his address with the ob-
servation that very few train robbers
were alive and that most of these alive
were in jail—ending with the words
“Crime does not pay!” A bargain.

e
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. Steck-Vaughn
e Company, Publishers i
e P.O. Box 2028, Austin, Texas 78767 f
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Southwest Writers Series
James W. Lee, General Editor

£ s s o2 2

“A capital idea,” says Lon Tinkle in the
Dallas Morning News about this continuing
pamphlet series on the writers of the South-
west. Features include: uniformsize e minimum
of 48 pages ° biographical information ¢ evalu-
ation of writer’s work e selective bibliography

1. J. Frank Dobie by Francis E. Abernethy
2. John C. Duval: First Texas Man of Letters
by John Q. Anderson k1
3. Charles A. Siringo: A Texas Picaro L
by Charles D. Peavy o
Andy Adams: Storyteller and Novelist of the i
Great Plains by Wilson M. Hudson
Tom Lea: Artist in Two Mediums by John O. West
Katherine Anne Porter: The Regional Stories
by Winfred S. Emmons
William Humphrey by James W. Lee ol
Paul Horgan by James M. Day ol
Oliver La Farge by Everett A. Gillis al
10. Fred Gipson by Sam H. Henderson y
11. Eugene Manlove: Rhodes: Cowboy Chronicler
by Edwin W. Gaston, Jr. 4
12. J. Mason Brewer: Negro Folklorist K

by James W. Byrd o
13. George Sessions Perry by Stanley G. Alexander al
14. Conrad Richter by Robert J. Barnes
15. A. B. Guthrie, Jr. by Thomas Ford
16. Mary Austin by Jo W. Lyday

Price per copy, $1.00
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Southwest Writers
Anthology
by Martin S. Shockley

“...has none of the feeling of being chopped
up, of bits and pieces, that anthologies often
have,” says W. D. Bedell in the Houston Post
about this collection of folk songs, folk-tales,
stories, poems, and essays. Includes a thought
provoking introduction about the literature i
of the Southwest. Soft cover. 348 pp.

Per copy, $2.95.
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Facsimiles and Reprints: |
Life and Adventures in
the South, Southwest, g
and West :

James M. Day, General Editor o

Duval, John C., Early Times in Texas. Fac-
simile of the 1892 first edition. Introduction
by John Q. Anderson. $595

Daval, John C., Big Foot Wallace. Facsimile of
the 1871 first edition. Introduction by John
Q. Anderson. 5.95

Smithwick, Noah, The Evolution of a State, or
Recollections of Old Texas Days. Facsimile
of the 1900 first edition. Introduction by
James M. Day. 5.95

Hare, Maud Cuney, Norris Wright Cuney. Fac-
simile of the 1913 first edition. Introduction
by Robert C. Cotner. 5.95

Rye, Edgar, The Quirt and The Spur. Fac-
simile of the 1909 first edition. Introduction
by James M. Day. 6.95

Siringo, Charles, Two Evil Isms. Facsimile of
the 1915 firstedition. Introduction by Charles
D. Peavy. 5.95

Siringo, Charles, History of "Billy the Kid.”
Facsimile of the 1920 first edition. Introduc-
tion by Charles D. Peavy. 5.95

Viele, Mrs., Following the Drum. Facsimile of
the 1858 first edition. Introduction by James
M. Day. 5.95

Devol, George H., Forty Years a Gambler on
the Mississippi. Facsimile of the 1887 first
edition. Introduction by John West. 6.95

Anon., The Life and Tragic Death of Jesse
James. Facsimile of the 1883 first edition.
Colored illustrations added. 495

Anon., Bella (Belle) Starr, the Bandit Queen.
Facsimile of the 1889 Police Gazette edition.
Colored illustrations added. 495

Bode, Winston. J. Frank Dobie: A Portrait of
Pancho. Reprint of 1965 first edition. 5.95
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Available at your favorite bookstore




These “Modern” Cowboys
Dear Joe:

Courage and loyalty to the brand were
earmarks of the old-time cowboy. What-
ever had to be done in the care of his
employer’s cattle, he did it come hell,
come high water. Cowpunching is not
what it used to be, but every time some
cloistered clunkhead busts out in print
to the effect that the real ranch cowboy
of parenthesis legs and horseback-hardy
character has completely vanished from
the West, I think about some of the bred-
in-the-bones, cow-working cowhands I
know personally right here around Las
Vegas, N.M.—which is fairly typical, in
that respect, of cow ranch country most
anywhere in the West. And I think es-
pecially about a little incident that hap-
pened a couple of years ago on the
famous old Bell Ranch yonder below the
Mesa.

Conchas Dam, buit by Uncle Save-
Water Sam on the cow-famous Canadian
River, sometimes backs up enough water
to make little islands out of a few patches
of Bell Ranch pasture. One day George
F. Ellis, the Bell Manager, and Yaqui
Tatum, his long, lanky wagonboss, dis-
covered two dozen head of Bell’s fine
Herefords marooned on one of those little
islands. Rising water was practically
lapping at their hoofs, and some 200
yards of open water lay between them and
safe dry land.

Now, cattle can swim, but they don’t
do it any more willingly than a pussycat
puts a paw in a puddle. This is especially
true of modern purebred Herefords raised
on normally dry range. The chance that
this marooned bunch would swim to
safety before they got too hungry and
weak to make it wasn’t very good.

George and Yaqui looked at the cattle,
then at each other. These Bell cattle
didn’t belong to either of them. They both
just “rode for the brand” on salary.

“You reckon we can get those cattle
out of there?”’ asked George.

“We can try,” said Yaqui.

Without further discussion, they forced
their unwilling horses into the water.
Some horses can swim pretty well. Some
can’t. George and Yaqui didn’t know
whether the two they were riding could
or not. Both cowboys were married men,
with families. Luckily their cow ponies’
hoofs hit mud bottom part of the way
and it turned out that both animals could
swim well enough to flounder through
where the water was deep. To cut this
cow tale short, it took around a couple
of hours to chouse those Bell cattle

4

across the water to safety; but those
two “modern’” cowhands got the job done.
Then, sopping-soaked from head to heel,
they poured the water out of their boots
and went on with the day’s riding. And
neither George mor Yaqui knew how to
swim a lick!

The next time some supercilious clunk-
head tries to tell me that cowboy courage
and horseback hardihood have vanished
from the Western cow country, I’'m a good
notion to drop him off the Mesa into
Conchas Lake—without any cowboys
handy to ride in after him!—S. Omar
Barker, 1118 9th Street, Las Vegas, New
Mexico 87701.

Pete Peterson
Dear Pat:

I know you will be sorry to hear that
Magnus F. (Pete) Peterson died Febru-
ary 9, 1968. He enjoyed the story about
his wife, Lorena Trickey, in the October
’67 issue. Lorena still has a brother liv-
ing and Pete has some kin in the north-
west states. Tonopah won’t be the same
without him.—William S. “Bill” Peterson,
P. O. Box 657, Sparks, Nevada 89431.

Through With Your Back Issues?
Dear Editor:

I am writing on behalf of my son who
is a shut-in. The only pleasure he has
is reading TRUE WEST and the treasure
stories that you run each month. If any-
one has any cld TRUE WESTS or trea-
sure stories that they do not want, he
would love to have them. As I said, this
is all the pleasure he can have, reading
or talking to someone. Just mail them
to—Mrs. Garnett Oliver, Route 3, Box
23, Monticello, Florida 32344.

Coyotes
Dear Sir:

Permit me to join the defense of “The
Old-time Coyote,” for I am acquainted
with him, as an outdoorsman and observer
of Western matters in general. TRUE
WEST deserves credit for bringing up
the interesting question, and Ted King
of Springfield, Oregon talked good sense
in his letter when he remarked that he
had never heard of a coyote killing a
calf or a cow unless the animal was too
sick or crippled to protect itself. Yes,
a hungry coyote may grab a chicken
scratching behind the barn, but he will not
harm healthy cows, calves, or sheep. He
is a scavenger and as such performs a
necessary function in Nature’s set-up
by keeping rodents—rats, mice, and rab-
bits—under control.

To illustrate—Slap-happy coyote kil
did a lot of mischief in the Mojave De
of southern California years ago
causing a costly rabbit plague. Alfi
fields were devastated. Fruit trees w
destroyed by being ‘“circled.” Busii
was adversely affected in Lancaster, t
a small town seventy miles from
Angeles. Citizens had to call for ]
to exterminate the marauders. Vast qu
tities of chicken wire—miles of it—
hastily sent out, also thousands of s
able stakes, to make a gigantic ra
trap five miles wide, tapering inwan
a small exit in the middle. Hundred:
people armed with clubs spread out an
the ensuing drive 15,000 rabbits were
patched. In another drive a week la
10,000 more were accounted for. I re
the occasion clearly—it cost me a lo
money.

At the time I was helping a frienc
start an alfalfa ranch sixty-five
east of Lancaster. We got into the fi
muy pronto trying to save a dandy ¢
of ten acres just about ready to cut
bale. Rabbits seemed to pop up
weeds after a rain. We used shotg
until we ran out of shells and though
killed hundreds they kept advancing
droves of sheep. A ploughed field :
rounding the alfalfa patch was cove
by rabbits with a disrespectful attit
it seemed. It looked like Hank and I v
the interlopers, not they. We wond¢
if they might organize and chase
away, so critical did things look. Trai
biologists could have told us that t
seemingly aggressive attitude came
cause the coyotes were gone. The av
cious bunnies did not put me out of
alfalfa business, however. The bottom
out of the market. From $25 a to

Courtesy E. P, Haddon, U. S. Fish and Wild Life ¢

True W



' Absolutely complete
' REASURE and ready for use
including
PROBE earphone and battery

IND BURIED TREASURE!

™. 10 - DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

‘I..OOK AT THESE OUTSTANDING FEATURES
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FRIICIFLEOF OPERATION . 2. Five-inch Search Coil with depth range fo 18 inches.
The Treasureprobe operates by comparing the frequencies of two 3. Completely wired (not a kit).
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when the search coil is brought into close proximity of any metal. i coil with gold anodized aluminum search coil rods.
This difference when amplified is heard in the earphone as an audio 8. Weight ungder 1Y, pounds
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the world over. Guaranteed to detect Gold,
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- TREASURE

. . . an exciting hobby
for the great outdoors
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sed to $10—less than the cost of pro-
on. That stopped me!

i area of about a thousand square
i was affected by the rabbit plague,
1 lasted about a year, as I recall. It
1 when the coyotes returned and
allowed to perform their natural
ion undisturbed.—Lee Strobel, 1250
ton St., Glendale, California 91205.

Sir: :
it a quick note to clarify “Coyotes,
nd Con.” There have been numerous
3s made on the feeding habits of
oyote as well as other wild life.
7ill quote only one study as an ex-
3 reported by the Texas Parks and
Life Department. One detailed food
study based on a collection of 8,263
e stomachs, revealed the following
down: Rabbits, 82% ; rodents 17.5%;
m 26%; sheep and goats 1.3%; calf,
ind pig 1%; deer 3.5%; misc. 1%.
ry, gamebirds and non-game birds
:ontributed one percent, with a trace
ptiles, amphibians, fish and inver-
tes. Of the remaining, wild fruits
up one percent while cultivated
and other vegetable matter con-
ed half of one percent each. This
closely represents studies that have
made throughout the country.
a matter of interest this little wild
las been clocked at forty-five miles
our and is about the only mammal
can catch the destructive jack-
8. I may add that the majority of
chs that contained livestock re-
were those of peg legs that man

fugust, 1968

himself created by trapping, thus making
it impossible for the remaining three legs
to afford the coyote the ability to pursue
his normal prey—Dr. M. C. Coop,
D.V.M., Rt. 14, Box 1919-A, Houston,
Texas 77040.

Dear Sir:

That coyotes prey on livestock is
purely a figment of the imagination. On
numerous occasions, in North Dakota and
Minnesota, I saw packs of coyotes enter
bapnyards and pigpens where they simply
continued their search for field mice and
gophers. Squatting now and then to
scratch off a flea, they never as much
as gave the stock a side-glance.

The reasons for this are quite obvious.
First of all, Nature did not endow the
coyote with the brawn and ferocity it
would need to tackle anything larger than
a rabbit. Its habits are identical to those
of the fox in this respect and both ani-
mals are smart enough to realize that this
is good enough.

Apparently, some of your readers are
confusing the coyote with the grey wolf.
The latter, because of its larger size and
vicious nature, will tackle anything when
it is hungry. The coyote lacks this vicious-
ness and usually is quite playful.—C.
Jurgens, 8042 2nd St., Paramount, Cali-
fornia 90728.

Cattle Drive
Dear Mr. Small:

I would like to add a little to Nick
Carter’s cattle drive in the April ’68
issue. The picture on page 30 is of Ed
“Boliver” Rhoades and Calvin George

taken in 1906. (There is an A in Rhoades.)
They grew up near Sacramento Peak,
east of Alamogordo.

Boliver broke many brones to ride for
ranchers in southwest New Mexico. He
was one of the best busters, but never
entered rodeo contests. When the drive
ended at Doubtful Canyon he stayed there
and ended his cowpunching for Wayne
Brazel who later took over at Doubtful
Canyon. He then moved in to Lordshurg.
Over the years I would get a motel there
then go to his house and listen to him
tell of his experiences. His memory was
wonderful. Even after going years with-
out hearing my voice, when I said, “Hel-
lo,” he would answer, “Howdy, Jack,” and
he couldn’t see me.

I reckon he has told me of what hap-
pened every day and night of that cattle
drive. Too bad there wasn’t a recording
machine at the visits I had with him. He
never bragged about himself.

Our last visit was in the Lordsburg
hospital, late in 1965.. Shortly after, he
passed away. He was born in 1881. Calvin
George died many years ago.—Jack
Carter, 8408 Painter, Whittier, Califor-
nia 90602.

Recent Stories
Howdy, Joe:

I especially enjoyed “Horny Toad
Man,” as I'm an “ex-rail” and spent
eighteen hard years as a “Gandy” on the
old Spokane Division (now Cascade Di-
vision) of the “Big G.” I've never been
on the Horny Toad Division of the Santa
Fe, but it’s similar to a mountain division

(Continued on page 72)
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Colorado, Cochise, and Francisco
their Apache bands on depreda
throughout the vast, thinly-inhabite
panse. A few handfuls of intrepid
venturers, including James Tevis
close friend Mose Carson, “Old B:
Ewell and others, chased them, fa
them, and got drunk with them, as
situations demanded. By his own a¢
sion, Tevis and Mose (still rankling
the undue praise given his brother,
for services Mose had actually
formed) stood off and virtually wipe
Mangas Colorado’s band on the Rio I
cisco.

“Mose,” Tevis said, “declared I
killed a dozen Indians with my
shooters—and he certainly had 1}
a few. I learned one thing from
too: A man must learn always tc
heartily before going to work ag
the Indians.”

Later, after an elusive (and unsuc
ful) pursuit of the famous “Pha
Steed,” Tevis was dispatched on a
sion to recover several white wi
taken captive by the Indians. Fi1
one in Fronteras, he reported, “She
a pitiable sight. She wore a dress !
of some cheap, thin stuff, reachin
her knees, and nothing much else:
was bareheaded and barefooted, 1
as one of the poorest peons in the i
She said she had been purchased
Mexican merchant and when he had
of her, he had sold her to someone
until finally, after having been so
many different ones, she was as I
her.” But prevail as he might, '
was unable to persuade her to retu
civilization.

Esconolea, the Apache chief, beca
close friend of Tevis. Once Tevis |
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’ld man’s life during a fight against
f Jack’s band. Jack carried a grudge
finally lured Tevis into his camp
night and insisted the American
¢ tizwin with him. The results of the
ting caused a two-day hangover,
Tevis swore “tizwin hurrahs” were
od antidote for fear. “By daylight,”
Tote, “I was as mean as any one of
. I always believed it saved my life
night. Jack never knew how scared
s and I learned to think it best to
hem think I wasn’t.”

wvis’ first years in the wild, rugged
itory also included bouts with re-
e-hungry Mexicans, a friendship
a pianist who later became the head
distinguished Sonoran household, and
rontations with white sutlers, church
ers, and Army recruits. He had just
given charge of the Overland Mail
on in Apache Pass when Part
of this account ended.

ITANS are somewhat like the Mor-
ms, concerning polygamy. They buy
s and can have as many as they can
rd to buy. I frequently read accounts
\pache Indians getting their wives,
they really do not coincide with the
al methods I saw and knew to be
. An old Indian family may have
ral daughters, and some young war-
may desire one for his wife. He be-
by giving her father a present, per-
a horse or mule, saddle or bridle,

as he can afford or thinks will
se the old man. He will continue his
1g of gifts from time to time. The
ly all know that he wants one of the
, but neither they nor the girl her-
knows which one he likes. When his
i amount to what the young warrior
ts is sufficient pay, he then goes to
‘ather and asks the price in full. If it
ore, and he can furnish the amount,
ells the Indian girl to go make the
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wigwam, after he has agreed. If he can-
not raise the amount, he will have to
wait until he can fully pay for his wife.
There is no courting between the young
warrior and the girl in the transaction,
so the number of wives a warrior may
have depends entirely upon his ability to
pay for them.

I remember once when a warrior came
back from a Sonora campaign. I was
sitting in front of the station and he told
me about his bad luck in a venture for
a wife. He had the squaw almost paid
for, only lacking two horses. He felt
sure of getting them on his Sonora raid,
and had, in fact, gotten them and others
also; but the Mexican troops overtook
the party, and they were compelled to
leave their horses, taking to the moun-
tains on foot. He said he would have to
wait till next moon to make another
campaign. When he got up to go, I told
him to wait. Going into the corral, I
brought out a rope and gave it to him,
saying, “You will find some of my horses
between here and your rancheria. Rope
two and go get your squaw.” He seemed
happy enough over it, and left. He made

‘his payment to the old Indian father and

took his squaw. When he returned the
favor, he gave me four head.

This was my first venture into the
marriage-brokerage business, but after
that, hardly a month passed but what
some warrior wanted assistance, and I
genearally helped them out. One good-for-
nothing warrior capped the climax. He
came, asking for stock enough to buy
his squaw. I asked how many he needed,
and he answered, “Six head.” T said that
her father must value his girl highly, and
how many had he paid? “None,” he re-
plied. T thought that was brass 'and told
him as much. “Well,” he said, “if I wait
until I capture the stock I am afraid I
will never have a wigwam.” I let him
have the six head, and to my surprise, he
paid me back the next month.

When a squaw marries, she becomes a
slave, for a warrior will not do a thing
but forage Even if he kills game within
a short distance of his camp, he will
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Photo by Bardsley, Courtesy '"Western Ways
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Courtesy C. W. Herbert, '"Western Ways Photo"'

not carry it in, but will send his squaw
for it. When they move camp, a war-
rior simply picks up his arms and starts
for the new camping place, leaving his
squaw to do the entire job of moving.
He lies under a tree, generally ignoring
her presence, while she settles in the new
camp. The squaws who camped around
Apache Pass always gathered the live-
oak acorns; picked the mesquite beans,
ground them into flour; gathered the
mescal and dug the pits to roast it; and,
in fact, they did all the work.

Ruins of Fort Bowie, Arizona.

Apaches like either mule or horse meat

better than antelope or deer. They do -

not like bear meat, since they have a
superstition that dead warriors some-
times turn into bears. They say that this is
the reason that bears are so brave, and
they seldom attack a bear unless the bear
is the aggressor. Old Esconolea’s sixteen-
year-old son had such an experience; and,
as I remember the incident, he was
coming up the trail which leads over
the divide east of Cow Peak, when a
large bear raised up on his hind feet,

Apache Devil or Spirit Dance. Photo taken about 1887-91 by Gen. Timothy E. Wilcox.

Courtesy Leola Lehman

Apache Pass with the old stage road in the dist

right in front of him. Most boys o
age would have made themselves s
just about that time, but not he. He
ried in his belt a small butcher
Drawing it out, he closed in on the
striking at him as best he could.
bear threw his paws around the boy
they both lost their balance and tun
over the rocks. When they struck gr«
the boy was on top, and the bear w:
stunned by the fall that he loosene:
grip on the boy, who began to wor
the bear with his knife. He killed
and that night he was made a full-fle
warrior for his bravery, and was §
the name of “Ah-wall-toon,” or “Br;
The Apaches believe in a Great S
and that when they die, they si
change from one hunting-grounc
another, and are able to make occas
visits to the old hunting-ground in
form of some animal—a bear, very
lirl. The thunder, eclipses of the su
the moon, comets, or falling met
were all manifestations of the pows
the Great Spirit. The Apaches say
at one time, they were a great war t
but that a great army invaded
country with such terrible war ir
ments that their people were killec
fore their arrows could reach the en
When it came to a hand-to-hand f
the enemy used broad-bladed hatc
with deadly effect; and when the Aps
would lunge at the invaders, who -
shields, their lances would break;
so, it seemed to the Apaches that
lives of their opponents were char
Even though the Apaches numb
twenty to one, the enemy was succes
in every engagement, and kept dri
them north. Behind this vast army ¢
a great number of people in charg
priests. They settled along all the w:
courses, building forts and churches
the mountains they also built furn
and melted the rocks like water. Fin
the Apaches had to succumb to the ty
ny of the invaders, and they wert
better than slaves, for warriors, squ
and children worked for them.

NORTHWEST of Apache Pass, a

ten days’ journey, lay a valley s
what like a tableland, many mile:
length and very wide, with a fine stx
of water and an abundance of timr
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‘e a large city was founded. Pack
ns of hundreds of animals would
e and go every few days. This went
for years, and the Apaches became
e burdened, until secretly they began
aning their release from such tyran-
At last, when preparations were
pleted, they began battle and massa-
i all but those in Montezuma City,
stronghold of the hostile commander.
of the enemy, coming and going to
city, were killed. I asked old Escono-
if this great army came from that
tion of the coast where Guaymas is
1ated, but he said no, that they landed
rreat many miles farther west, but
16 through that country now known
Yaqui country. There were sufficient
ians to guard the entire country, and
» to closely surround the great city.
'y put a check on all farming and
ve the enemy’s stock away. The city
1 out for about a year after the up-
ng until nearly all were starved to
th. The remaining few were easily
tured; and so, from then on to the
e of Esconolea’s story, the Apaches
e sole occupants of the vanquished
my’s ground. I told Esconolea I did
think such an account was to be
nd in history, and he asked me what
ory was, and how old my country
i. He laughed. Then he asked, “How
5 your history say about your people
ing this country from us? I'm going
ell you what my father told me that
father told him.”
All right,” said I, “there are old
rches yet today in New Mexico and
Mexico, which are over three hun-
d years old, so there must be some-
1g left to designate such a city as
describe. I would like to go and
it.” He consented to take me. ;
. few days afterwards, we started for
wtezuma City. (Near old Camp Verde,
‘he northern part of the state.) Our
rse led us in the direction which I
e described before, and our journey
ed about ten days. In making our
 to the ruins, we camped at the foot
1 large mountain, near a magnificent
ng which ran into a little wvalley,
:re there was an old acequia—a primi-
form of irrigation ditch—which had
1 used to carry the water out over
valley from the spring. Esconolea
me that the mountain ahead of us
the last we would have to climb.
t over the top lay Montezuma City.
arly next morning we started out on
climb, which proved to be very hard
the first three hours. Through a thick
wth of pines we eclimbed until we
e upon an old trail, which ascended
e gradually than the course we had
i finished. We arrived at the top
the mountain at about two o’clock
the afternoon. The view from the
mit, just as old Esconolea had said,
rlooked the valley with a stream
ning through it; and there, just a
rt distance into the valley lay Mon-
ma City. Thrilled by adventure, 1
i eager to reach this spot. After we
ridden about a mile, we began to
5 a great number of mounds of vari-
sizes, which lasted until we reached
stream, where we camped. Large
ds of elk and deer could be seen on
ler side, and wild turkeys were every-
ire, The stream was filled with moun-
L trout. Here we spent two days, rid-
over the valley, examining mounds
ch extended for miles on both sides of
stream. The courses of the acequias
e quite discernible. Esconolea took
to a very large mound, where he said
commander had lived; and as we
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Courtesy Division of Manuscripts, University of Oklahoma Library
Captain James H. Tevis, 1886.

went around the old crumbled walls, we
found old pottery and copper implements,
and some articles which resembled hel-
mets and breastplates. While I was ex-
amining these things, old Esconolea
watched me very intently and said, “Ton,
00, ga,” or “What is the name of it?”
I explained to him why their arrows
and {’ances had no effect upon the in-
vaders of their country. I told him that
it was a metal covering which even the
balls of a rifle could not penetrate, much
less arrows.

Inside these ruins were signs every-
where of a once-populous city. If these
ancient ruins were not the ones described
to me by Esconolea, then what could
they have been? It wags certainly one of
the loveliest valleys I had ever seen, and
nature had provided food for a lifetime
within easy reach. I asked old Esconolea
why his tribe did not live here. With
great surprise he answered, “Foo, du,
cah, scateel,” or “God Almighty’s Blood.
This is sacred ground, the same as Cajon
de Lépez. The Great Spirit forbids our
living in it.”

A low place on the top of a large
range of mountains about eight to ten
miles wide, extended east and west as

far as the eye could see. On the other
side of this, old Esconolea told me we
would find a mountain as large as we
had climbed going into Montezuma. I
judged, from the distance we had
traveled, that it was between three and
four hundred miles northwest of what
is now Teviston, and that it must lie
east of the Colorado River; for old
Esconolea told me that the waters run-
ning through Montezuma City entered
the “Too-Intza,” or “Large Waters,”
meaning the Colorado River.

At this time, he described the Grand
Canyon of the Colorado, and he called it
“Terus-too-sho-do,” or “Bad Mountains,”
and said that the mountains on either
side of the river were perpendicular. The
river had cut its way through the bad
mountains; and frequently he had heard
his people say that the invaders had an
underground passage through the Grand
Canyon. “This,” he said, “I have never
found.”

On our return home we took the same
trail, but did not turn off at the thicket
of pines. On the east side we could see
old shafts made by Jesuits, and a few
miles farther from the point where we
had entered the valley were the remains

9



From This Marvelous Country, Courfesy '‘Western Ways Photo''
Apaches’ home—the wickiup.

of an old reduction works. Each day, as
we traveled, we continued to pass old
abandoned shafts. The last ones were be-
tween the San Francisco and the Gila
Rivers, about twelve miles from the point
where the San Francisco enters the Gila.

At our first camp on the Gila River,
we met the chief, Francisco, with his
band of warriors. They camped with us
that night, and to my surprise, Fran-
cisco invited me to his rancheria which
was just a day’s journey away. I told
him that I had been away too long and
must hurry back, but that the next time
he came by Apache Pass on his way
from Sonora, he must stop with me for
a few days’ visit.

Upon our return to the pass I found
everything going wrong. The men had not
been to the spring for water for three
days. I questioned the Indians about it,
" and they said that Cochise’s orders were
to kill any of my men who went for
water. I told the men to put the barrels
on the burro, and I started for water.
The men begged me not to go. I said, “All
right, boys, it won’t do for you to go, if
there is danger, but we will be lost if
the Indians have the idea I am afraid
of them; and to show them I am not, I
will go.” Turning the burro out of the
corral, I found no difficulty in driving
him, as he was thirsty, too, since the
men had not watered the stock since
they were first threatened. When I
passed the warriors, they looked some-
what surprised and seemed to be at a
loss just what to do. Ignoring them en-
tirely, I whistled as I rode on. Esconolea
sat on his horse, scowling, which showed
that he was not pleased. When I reached
the spring and began filling the barrels,
some of the squaws came up, saying they
would fill them for me. I took that load
to the station, returning for more.

ESCONOLEA went to his rancheria,

and soon after dark I saw a great
number of fires burning a quarter of a
mile distant, to tell me that Cochise had

10

ordered a council of war, and had sent
word by him [Esconolea] for me to come.
I asked Esconolea why Cochise was
angry. He replied that one of the war-
riors had been killed on the Sonoita, and
Cochise wanted revenge. He added, “I
think it is the big pile of corn in the
station, more than revenge, that Cochise
wants.” [This paragraph is not clear, but
evidently Mr. 'Fevis accompanied Escono-
lea to his rancheria, although he does
not say so. While Tevis is presumed to
have been able to read fire signals, it
may be that Esconolea was not aware
of this and passed the information to
him.] :

Esconolea and I went to the council
with over a thousand warriors present.
Cochise stood and talked to the tribe for
over an hour, telling them that it was
a disgrace to allow the Americans to take
possession of their country and to kill

their people. Bill Aike and Sugar Davis

were suspected of the murder of the
warrior. Cochise said that the land,
water, wood, and grass were theirs; and
that the Americans had taken possession,
but had given the Indians nothing in re-
turn; there were twenty-five Indians to
every American, and he wanted to drive
them from the country. The Indians of
Mangas Colorado and Elias were ready
at any time to join them in warfare
‘against the Americans, but old Cochise
did not have much to say either for or
against war. Esconolea was decidedly
against war and told them he believed
the Americans would treat them well, if
they were not molested; and he remind-
ed them of the times I had given corn to
their families during the winter when the
warriors were out raiding. Turning to
Cochise, he suggested that I could speak
for the Americans, and that I might tell
him something to prevent the break. Co-
chise said that he would not believe any
“Nod-li-pi-Tinna,” or “American man;”
but if T could, I might tell the reason
for the killing of his warrior. I told him
that it was not difficult to do, since all

Americans look upon a thief as a
subject to be killed at any time, and t
perhaps his warriors were trying to s
the Americans’ horses, and one Inc
was killed. Cochise denied it, and said
warriors did not steal from Americ:
I said, “Stop! You say you don’t s
from Americans? How was it when
headed the band and rode your d
colored horse at the time you stole
stock from the Babocomari? My st
was with that stolen stock, and the
when you wanted me to eat with
in your camp and when I refused, it
because I did not like to eat my -«
mules. I have seen ‘every head of
stolen Babocomari stock in your c:
since I came to Apache Pass. You :
drove off the Santa Rita Mining C
pany mules, and a third or fourth
them are in. your camp at this timi
only tell you this to show that I ki
you and that I am no enemy of y
tribe.. I would rather be friendly
show you that I have been friendly
the past. When Captain Ewell was h
I knew all this, and had I told him,
troops would have killed half your tr
At present, the Indians outnumber
whites in this country; but should
Indians cause war, we would outnum
you one hundred Americans to one
dian. In the direction where the
rises, the Americans are as plentiful
the blades of grass on the hillsides
is true that you can kill every Ameri
now, but what benefit would it be
your people, when six months later
Americans could come in such numt
as to sweep your whole tribe off
earth? That’s why we Americans do
fear you. Take my advice and leave
Americans alone. They have paid
Indians for everything in presents, s
plies, and sometimes in money.”
Cochise replied, “Do you mean t
we have been paid like Dr. Steck paid
three wagons instead of fifteen?” I 1
him no, that a big government like o
has not eyes enough to watch ev
agent. We have some bad Americans
Dr. Steck. Cochise answered, “All Am
cans are bad.” I said, “You will cha
your mind when you treat them fair
I saw that Cochise was in no mooc
be argued with, so I left the station.

HE NEXT DAY, nine Califor
prospectors rode into the station :
remained overnight. They told me t
had been placer mining for gold twe
or fifteen miles west of the Chirical
Range, but that there was too much
them, so they were going over to C
fornia to bring back supplies and 1
chinery with which to resume their w¢
They had with them a few pounds
gold dust. They told me they could
turn within sixty or ninety days.
chise’s tribe murdered them at the li
knoll just outside of the pass, but I
not hear of it until months afterwar
Shortly after the killing of this pa:
the Indians fired upon the Overland N
coach, killing the conductor. When
coach reached the station, the driver 1
too unnerved to go farther. There was
one at the station who had ever drive
four-horse coach. Six Englishmen, 1
were passengers, said they wanted to
out of the pass before daylight. I
plied that none of us could drive, :
that the road was fearful for the f
three miles; but that if any of the
sengers could drive that far, I cc
drive and finish the job. One spoke
and said, “Blast me, if there’s mo
enough in America to get me to 1
outside on the coach.” Knowing that
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«ch must leave, I climbed up into the
ver’s seat and took the lines of a
ir-horse coach for the first time in
- life, and I believe for the last time.
Che passengers began climbing in.
1en I told them that the passengers
vays walked until they were clear from
: pass, they said, “Not us, we paid our
‘e, and we are going to ride.” They
got in, buttoning down the canvas
tains, and I drove off, and things
nt well for the first mile. The road
de a sharp turn down into the gulch,
ding up over the opposite ridge. I put
- foot on the brake; but instead of
ding back the hind pair of horses and
ipping the leaders ahead, as I should
7e done, I did the reverse, letting the
eelers go, and held back the leaders.
e coach tongue began rattling between
¢ hind legs of the leaders, and they
rang forward so suddenly that it
ked my foot off the brake; and a few
ments later the coach was overturned
1 dragged to the upgrade. Still hang-
+ to t%e lines, I managed to stop the

m.,
. found myself bruised, but I feared
it the passengers had fared worse, to
lge from their howling inside the
ch. They unbuttoned the canvas and
wled out, exclaiming, “That beastly
ver has killed us.” I made no reply
il I was sure no bones were broken
1 that all were safe; then I said,
amn it! I told you I was no driver and
it the road was rough. So now you
st believe me, the best thing you men
L do is to put the coach (which proved
lamaged) back on its wheels.”
The Overland coaches were not Con-
d style, but rather something like
covered buckboards of the gzresent
r. After 1 had taken the driver’s seat,
: of the Englishmen said, “Driver, be-
en two evils we think it best to choose
lesser, the danger of being killed by
lians is less than that of riding in
coach. If it’s all the same to you, we
fer to walk until we reach the valley.”
replied, “All right,” and drove on,
ting out of the pass safely and taking
the passengers again. Daylight ap-
red when we were about halfway
oss the Sulphur Springs Valley. One
the gentlemen stuck his head out of
coach to ask for some water to go
h their whiskey. I stopped the stage
| was invited to have a drink. I said
ad all the whiskey in that team of
r that I could take care of. Then the
who seemed to be the representative
the party asked me if he could ride
side on the seat with me while he
vked. He got up beside me, lit his
ir, and gave me one, saying that he
ild drive while I lit mine. He took
lines and reached for the whip; and
manner in which he handled the reins
sed me to say, “You must be an old
ch driver.” He smiled and said that
was. He seemed to enjoy it so much
t I let him drive all the way to Dra-
n Station, while I answered all the
stions he put to me.

RAGOON STATION was the chang-
ing-place of conductors and drivers.
ore the stage left, he came to me,
ing my name, making a memoran-
1 of it, and gave me some gold. Then
shook hands with me and said good-
. The others did the same and said
ight hear from them some day. Three
iths afterwards, I received a package
n London which contained a hand-
e meerschaum pipe and a printed ac-
at of the night’s ride, pictured more
vingly than was really true. A letter
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came also, saying that the one whom
I accused of being a coach driver was a
live earl. They were all gentlemen of
rank, coming out here on a buffalo hunt.
He said that, if I ever came to London,
to call on him, and he would drive me
behind a much faster team than I had
seen; and that I was welcome to stay for
a year at no cost to me.

Among the station hands at Dragoon
were a Mexican herder and a Mexican
cook. Shortly after my drive there, the

" Mexicans attacked the Americans while

asleep. Thinking they had killed them
all, they took the stock and left for
Sonora. When the next stage came into
Dragoon, no one appeared to change
horses. Upon going into the station, they
found but one man, Silas St. John, the
lone survivor, fearfully mangled, one
arm being entirely severed from the
body. He recovered, and at this time
(1886) is Indian agent at some point out
here in the West. [Silas St. John was
the first secretary of the Arizona
Pioneers Society at Prescott, Arizona.]

After that, the Overland Mail Com-
pany employed only one Mexican at each
station.

It was a rule at Apache Pass Station
that no Indians were allowed inside of
the corral at any time. In the kitchen
was a big fireplace, and I would let them
come there to get warm, but never when
the coaches came in. One day, as the
coach horn blew, I heard Abbot, the
cook, say “Uga-she,” or “Go out,” and
a_ warrior answered, “To-was-te-do,” or
“I don’t want to.” I went in, took him
by the hair and breechclout, and hustled
him out the doorway. I was shutting the
door when he hurled his lance at me.
The door was made of split ash logs and
was pretty well seasoned. The lance
buried itself in the wood and missed me.

We had given this warrior the name
of “Dirty Shirt,” as he wore a hickory
shirt given him by Dr. Steck, and it was
dirty and greasy, never having been
changed since he first put it on. After
he threw the lance, I was angry enough
to have killed him. I caught him by the

Mr. Silas St. John, lone survivor of a Mexican attack. Photo taken November 17, 1858.

Courtesy Sharlot Hall Museum, Arizona
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Sylvester Mowry

hair and banged his head against the

 stone wall. Dirty Shirt was one of Co-

chise’s warriors, and when Cochise heard
what I had done, he planned revenge.

When the coach came in from the east,
loaded with passengers and with Sylves-
ter Mowry, Cochise was handy. Louis
O’Shea was the conductor; and Brad
Daily, the driver, had a great terror of
the Apaches. When all were seated to
eat, I came in from the corral. At a
glance I knew that Cochise was there for
a purpose, for he had always gone from
the station at other times when the coach
came in. I knew that something had to
be settled right there, so I walked up to
him and told him kindly, in the Apache
tongue, that he knew I never allowed
Indians in the house when the coach was
in, and that he must go out. He told me
very frankly that he would not go, and
I immediately performed the same opera-
tion upon him that I had upon Dirty
Shirt.

Brad Daily was sitting at the table
and could see Cochise and me. When he
heard me speak to Cochise, he was all
attention; and when I pitched Cochise
out the door, Brad just went over back-
wards. Three-legged stools were used
along the table, and they were none too
steady, even when one sat quietly. Brad
scrambled to his feet, saying, “My God,
Tevis! What have you done? For God’s
sake, call him back and tell him he can

Staﬁ’-"

11 the passengers had scurried from
their places at the table, having only
begun their meal. I told them to sit down
and eat, that T could take care of Cochise
and did not want their advice.

Brad said, “Hitch up my team and let
me out of here. We will all be murdered.”

Seeing that I could not detain them,
I said, “Gentlemen, the dinner was cooked
for you; if you don’t eat it, it’s your own
fault, so just pay for your dinners, and
you may go.” No time was wasted in
exchanging money, and away they went
out of the pass.

Lieutenant Mowry told me afterwards
that he never had ridden faster than
on the trip on the Overland stage, and
the time taken was only four hours to
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Dragoon Station, a distance of forty
miles. Upon reaching there, Brad in-
sisted on making the through trip to
Tucson, pleading as an excuse that he
had business to attend to; and when he
reached Tucson, he asked for a layoff
for one trip. He told the people at Tucson
that he was sure that Cochise had killed
everyone at Apache Pass by that time.
At the time I am writing this, Brad
Daily and Louis O’Shea are living some-
where in the Territory.

COCHISE was as fine a looking Indian
as one ever saw. He was about six
feet tall and as straight as an arrow,
built, from the ground up, as perfect as
any man could be. He only had one peer
in physique, Francisco, chief of the Coy-
oteras. I don’t suppose that Cochise ever
met his equal with a lance. I always
recall the handsome picture he made as
he stood out in front of the station with
folded arms until after the coach left.
Then he turned and said, “San-daisy,”
or “Mule.” They named me that because
it was the first word I learned in the
Apache language. I bore that name for
over a year. “You have made me look
like a boy before- my people.” And to
show whether I was brave, he wanted me
to fight him on horseback, he with the
lance, and I with my six-shooter, start-
ing at a distance of fifty yards. If I
should kill him before he reached me
with his lance, well and good; and if
I did not, he was sure to kill me, and his
whole tribe would go out on the warpath
and kill everyone along the line and
aboard the coaches.

I was upset and did not relish the
proposition of facing Cochise with a
lance in his hands. I said, with all the
courage I could muster, “Cochise, I will
not fight you unless you start the duel.
If I have to fight, I want to kill you
instead of being killed by you.” Then

he began in the regular way of the
dian and called me a coward and s
that I was afraid of him. Finally I
plied, “Listen to me, Cochise, you h:
your habits and customs, and so hi
Americans. If you should request
American to leave your wigwam,
would go, knowing that it was your rig
You should not try to break the ru
I have made between your tribe
mine. You are not acting like the gr
warrior that you are. You ought to
a better example for your warriors ¢
leave such trifling work as this to s
Indians as Dirty Shirt. I have tried
be friends with you, and I still want
be. Cochise, if I could do you a serv
I would gladly do so. Now, I'm not
ing to begin any fight with you, but
you start on me, I’ll kill you if I ¢
Do we understand each other?”
answered, “Ushah,” “Good,” and left 1
The next day he brought his Iif
boy, Nachez, to the station and s:
“You told me you would do me a sery
whenever you could. Now take care of
boy. I will call for him this evening.
told him that I would care for him, :
he left the little fellow, a boy of six
seven years. Late in the evening Cocl
came for him, and the next day
brought both of his boys and left th
saying the same as on the day befor
knew he was purposely trying me, thi
ing I might refuse. He was putting
in the place of a squaw, for warri
never care for children. When he ca
that night for them, he asked me i
knew how degrading it was to care
his children. I answered that I knew I
the Indians looked at it, but that I
an American, and Americans like ¢
dren. Cochise looked glum, and I v
getting mad with all of his foolishn(
I said, “Cochise, I told you the other ni
that T was a friend of yours; and be
your friend, I thought it my duty

Early engraving of Cochise.

Courtesy '"Western Ways Ph



§

152

nsider any favor é’ou might ask of me.
ow you have asked me to fill the lowest
isition in the eyes of your people, and
have done it, and you are not satisfied.
did it as a favor, but had you de-
anded it, I would have refused and
en you to the devil first, even if I faced
mr whole tribe. Now, once and for all
me, we are going to decide whether
2 shall be friends or enemies. Which
all it be?”

He said, “Na-too-E, wot-so-se,” “To-
ieco” and ‘“newspaper.”

Then I knew all was well with him
r this affair. He took the tobacco and
wper, and we smoked; then he left,
king his two little boys.

I was relieved at the turn Cochise had
ken, but I knew that this would not
- the end of it. The next day, Cochise’s
other-in-law, whose wedding I had re-
ntly attended, came to me and said
at his sister had gone wrong and that
e law of the tribe left it to the elder
ember of the family to pass her sen-
nce. This fell to him, and she either
ust have her nose cut off or be sent
the mescal grounds. He was troubled
er this duty and came to talk about
with me. I told him to bring her in,
«d I would talk to her. He soon came
ck, bringing her in. She was a very
od-looking squaw, about fifteen years
age, I asked her which she preferred,
have her nose cut off, or to be banished
om the tribe to the mescal grounds.
le chose the latter, so she was taken
ere to end her days by gathering
sscal, digging the pits, and roasting
e mescal for the tribe. She only saw
hers of her tribe when the squaws
:nt there for mescal.

I had been with the Apaches for over
year, and that was the first instance
the kind to happen while I was there.
nong the two thousand squaws of the
be, there were only three who had their
ses cut off. I felt sorry for the poor
¢1, and offered twenty horses for her
ease, but they refused and said that
1 horses would buy the best squaw in
> tribe; and that it would ruin the
rals of the tribe to do such a thing;
at her punishment would be a warning
the other squaws of the tribe. Any
irrior who was caught talking to a
nished woman was killed. I asked
conolea about sending corn to her by
* squaws when they went for mescal.
+ said, “No, it would never do. She will
ve plenty of mescal, acorns, mesquite
ans, and pifions to eat, and that is
)ugh’., Meat she must never be allowed
eat.

FTER my plain talk with Cochise on
' the night he took his two little boys
me, he had been more friendly, and
en came to the station, while we
ked of the Americans. He seemed
ite interested in our mode of fight-
r and asked how the Americans fought
¢ Mexicans. I told him about our troops
the Mexican War, and what I knew of
rfare against the Central Americans
en I was with Walker’s Army. He
ally asked me if I were in his place
chief of the tribe, and at war with
ixico, just what I would do. T answered
it, instead of allowing the warriors
go into Mexico every new moon in
nds of five or ten, I would head my
ole tribe down there, clean out the
ole country, and bring home enough
ck to last for six months; that I would
> molest the women and children, for
'y were not responsible for the murder
his father, and that taking women and
ldren captive was not right. He left,
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Cochise’s son Nachez (left) and Lem Perico at Canyon de los Embudo, 1886.

saying that he would think about what
I had told him. The next new moon, he
came to the station, heading his war-
riors, and said that he was going to try
the American plan; that he would go
as far as Aravaipa and take the trail
which crossed the mountains east of Cow
Peak. A long line of warriors, reaching
from the station to the divide, were
afoot, traveling single file, and Cochise
was the only one on horse. A few hours
after the warriors had passed, the medi-
cine man followed on horse and spoke
to me, saying he feared the Great Spirit
would not be pleased over such a move-
ment; and he predicted no good luck.
None of Esconolea’s or Jack’s warriors
accompanied Cochise. Their warriors kept
to the old custom of going out in small
bands and in many directions. Old Es-
conolea stayed at his camp, and several

_ days after the full moon he came to me

and said that signal fires indicated that
Cochise had reached Mexico, and so far
had been successful. For several more
days such reports continued, and Co-
chise boldly rode close to the towns,
and actually camped at night within a
short distance of Fronteras.

This kind of a raid was a surprise to
the Mexicans, for instead of a few
braves, there were hundreds. They sent
couriers to all posts and towns, asking
that every available man be equipped for

war, and by forced march come to Fron-
teras. These men began arriving the
same day Cochise left there. The Mexi-
cans remained there all day; and the
next evening, when all troops had con-
centrated, they took the trail, leaving at
dark.

Their march began two days behind
Cochise, and when midnight came, it
found them where Cochise had camped
the previous night. Keeping straight
ahead, the Mexican troops halted at
3:00 A.M. for an hour’s rest. A scout
sent out soon brought back the news
that Cochise and his warriors were
camped in the foothills a few miles
ahead.

The Mexican command was mounted
and in position, planning to open the
fight at daybreak. Instead of going to-
ward the mountains, the commander or-
dered his troops up an arroyo a half-
mile this side of the Apache camp. When
there was enough daylight to enable
them to distinguish friend from foe, the
attack was made and the stolen stock re-
covered. Very few Apaches were killed,
and I think eight or ten Mexicans and
a number of wounded was the loss to
the troops. Cochise took to the moun-
tains and started for Apache Pass.

The news of his defeat reached the
station before noon. Esconolea came over

(Continued on page 26)
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The last will and testament of many a robber was a shaky sketch and mumbled
directions—and seldom did his deathbed gratitude pay off his benefactor...

Lafe Roberts and his family about 1894. The Wyoming cowboy aided one
of the outlaws and later tried to find the loot.

By MAURICE KILDARE

Photos Courtesy Author

THE FAST northbound express of the

Colorado and Southern Railroad had
hardly gained speed out of Colorado
Springs before it was stopped by a tie
block on the tracks. The men in the cab
leaped off onto the roadbed.

Two masked bandits sprang aboard
before the brakes had ceased squealing.
A third soon joined them. At first the
engineer and fireman, hands half lifted,
surmised some confederates were taking
charge of the cars, but only those three
held up the train. What made the deed
surprising was that they could pull off
a successful robbery so near a large city.
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The express car next to the tender
carried valuables for Denver that Octo-
ber night in 1881, and the armed mes-
senger inside was told to open the sliding
door. If he didn’t he would be blasted
apart along with the car. He hesitated
long, listening to the engineer’s pleas that
refusal might get them all killed.

The conductor and several curious
passengers chose this moment to descend
from their car, but one of the bandits
drove them scrambling back aboard with
one well-placed bullet. The express mes-
senger then opened the side door and
joined the other two trainmen who were
herded to the barrow pit under guard.

Two of the bandits had blown and
sacked the safe inside the express car.
They also found some jewelry which had
not been afforded the safe’s “protection.”
Joined by their partner who was guard-
ing the trainmen the group walked north

f !
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into the black night, each carrying
bag of loot.

The train backed into Colorado Sprir
and half an hour later it was on its v
north again. A sheriff’s posse fan
out into the countryside to cont
ranchers and farmers, and at da
trackers picked up the trail of the au
cious robbers.

Ten miles north of the roadblock t
found the first relay of horses had b
exchanged for fresh mounts. At this pc
the trail led northwest into the mo
tains of the Continental Divide. Ther
was lost. After cutting many circles
trackers could not find it again.

A few days later the express comp:
announced the loss as $105,000 in ¢
and about $40,000 in jewelry, this sl
ment consisting principally of watc
and diamond rings. Interest in the ser
tional holdup lasted about a week.

True N



Bear River between Bear River City and Corinne, the area where the train

svived briefly ten days later when the
itlaws were identified by the railroad
mpany as George Tipton, Eugene
Tright and Oscar Witherell.

Law enforcement agencies sent de-
riptions of Wright and Witherell into
{joining states and territories. Both
ere well known and “wanted.” Tipton
as apparently a newcomer to the gang’s
ks, Lawmen had no description of
m and no previous criminal record.

FTER EVADING PURSUIT the out-
laws worked their way leisurely into
e sparsely settled northeast corner of
tah. Continuing, they crossed the line
to Idaho along Bear River, In the first
wn they entered to replenish supplies,
ey attracted suspicion.
After seemingly continuing north, the
seing men wheeled around and followed
inding Bear River south towards Cor-
ne, Utah. About four miles upstream
om that town, where the river made
bend against a low timbered hill, they
ched most of the Colorado loot. A few
indred dollars was held out by each
r spending money and buried away
om the main cache; several of the gold
itches and some diamond rings were
cketed. Keeping the jewelry was not
wise move. In fact, it brought about
eir downfall rather quickly.

ly-August, 1968

Corinne was a wild, tough town of
frontiersmen, prospectors, miners, stock-
men, freighters and soldiers. On the rail-
road, it served as a supply point for
areas around Great Salt Lake and for
ranchers and farmers farther north.

The town always had its quota of bad-
men seeking respite there from lawmen
elsewhere. For this reason the three train
robbers, who had been to Corinne before,
reasoned that they would be unnoticed
until they were ready to move on again.

The main street was lined principally
by saloons, bordellos and gambling dives.
None of the joints ever closed, day or
night. For a few days the trio caroused
in grand style. Then Witherell went broke
one night in a three-card monte game.
Putting up two of the expensive, en-
graved gold watches, he again lost. Fin-
ally the game operator was persuaded
into betting $100 against a diamond ring
Witherell claimed was worth $5,000.
Witherell departed broke and joined
Wright down the street in the Wasatch
Saloon.

The monte dealer had a friend who was
a jeweler. If the diamond in the gold set-
ting were genuine the gambler wanted
to keep it. The stone was indeed a dia-
mond and worth fully $200. Because the
ring bore no evidence of having been
worn, the jeweler remarked about it to

robbery money was cached.

the town marshal. That led to the
watches. The manufacturer’s numbers
were on the list of loot taken in the
Colorado robbery.

Tipton, who didn’t drink much, usually
stayed out of trouble, but the next morn-
ing he was gone from the wagon yard.
Wright and Witherell set out to find
him. They were in the mood to go for
more of the cached loot. About noon they
entered the Wasatch, intending to hock
a watch for some drinks before locating
Tipton.

The marshal followed them in, ac-
companied by two county deputy sheriffs.
Unknown to any of them, Tipton was
in a card game in the back. He had
started forward, intending to join Wright
and Witherell, when the officers jerked
their guns to arrest the outlaws.

Wright and Witherell immediately
drew and opened fire. They shot fast
and wildly, which was a sad mistake.
The- three officers squeezed off lead in
the same heedless fashion.

Wounded, Wright dropped his gun
and surrendered. Witherell followed suit.

The officers’ wild bullets struck wit-
nesses to the affray standing some yards
beyond in the big barroom. One of them
was Tipton. He fell with a bullet-broken
right leg.

The officers withdrew with Witherell
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Corinne, Utah, on Bear River where the outlaws came to sudden grief.

and Wright, while Tipton was given
medical attention as an unfortunate by-
stander. He was, of course, wholly un-
able to walk.

The local officers’ catch was a good
one, for nominal rewards had been offer-
ed for the outlaws. Colorado authorities
were notified and detectives came to pick
them up. Neither would admit to any
knowledge of Tipton. Wisely they re-
frained from trying to get in touch
with him, even secretly, although they
apparently knew that he was going by
the name of Rankin.

In due course Wright and Witherell
were sentenced to twenty-five to forty
years in the penitentiary.

On April 9, 1882, the Denver Republi-
can reported that officers were en route
with the prisoners to the pen at Canon
City to begin serving their time. The
Republican. also stated that “Wright and
Witherell were arrested before they
could return to where the train robbery
loot had been buried on Bear River near
Corinne. Authorities in that state are
seeking it at the behest of the Wells
Fargo Express Company.”

Supposedly the two outlaws had re-
vealed that the swag had been buried
there. No mnioney was found on them

when arrested, and only a few pieces of
jewelry. The bulk of their haul remained
somewhere on Bear River.

IPTON was a presentable young man,
twenty-two years old, black-headed
and medium in size. While the two older
outlaws were moldering in jail, he was
having troubles of his own. Leaving bed
too soon he slipped, fell and fractured
the broken leg anew. Complications set
in, and the leg had to be amputated just
below the hip. A public charity case, he
assured the attending physician in Og-
den that as soon as he got up and around
again he would “dig” up the money to
pay everything he owed.

The Denver Republican story of the
conviction and sentencing of Wright and
Witherell had been reprinted by Ogden
newspapers. It was known that a third
outlaw had not been apprehended. Some
suspicion already rested on Tipton, and
when his statement was repeated by the
physician, the county sheriff questioned
Tipton at length. His conclusion was that
the injured man could well be the wanted
third outlaw.

Tipton was not remanded to jail to
complete his recovery. No one believed
it possible he could move around, much

The Central Hotel, Corinne. The two outlaws were captured in a saloon next to it.
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less escape. Yet while Colorado officer
were still en route to identify him h
accomplished the remarkable feat of dis
appearing.

The young man’s misfortune had mad
a few friends among those coming i
contact with him, and undoubtedly h
received considerable help in gettin
away. Amazingly, he tried to flee int
Wyoming on a horse. To the saddle wa
tied a pair of crutches and in his pocket
was a hundred dollars in money.

Tipton had plenty of nerve, but wa
misguided and unlucky. His flight ende
no farther away than Bear River agail
where the stream curved north towar
Idaho inside the Wyoming border.

One night Lafe Roberts sat in a lamj
lighted pole cabin on his small sprea
where he ran cattle. Aroused by barkin
dogs he went outside to find a on
legged young man sitting his saddle tc
weak and fever ridden to talk. He ha
been attracted there by the light.

Roberts took him inside the cabin 1
a bunk. His horse was then put awa
Without revealing his identity Tiptc
told him that he was trying to g
through to Rock Springs where hel
could be obtained from his family. E
claimed that the amputated leg ha
healed but that during the past day
ride he had been badly injured when h
horse spilled into a rocky wash.

Knowing nothing whatever about ti
Colorado robbery, Roberts cared for hi
the best he could. By morning Tipton
fever was much worse. Two days lati
both men realized gangrene had set i

Loading Tipton into a wagon b
Roberts started south for the railroad
get him to help. In the first night canr
not ten miles from the ranch, Tiptc
awoke him at midnight.

He said that it was no use going o
that he was dying. When Roberts ask
what relatives were to be notified, ]
was told that no one must be. Tiptc
begged until he obtained a promise th
he would be buried beside the trail
an unmarked grave.

Only then did he reveal his name. I
said that he had been with some ou

(Continued on page 57)
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ebster Waide of Canones, New Mexico

scovered a tattered note when he looked

rough an old billfold given him years
ago in Texas.

[‘HE PIECE of onion-skin paper has
been folded for so many years it is
»rn across the creases. The penmanship
; strong, the notations brief. It records
death of gunshot wounds, thefts, and
)ss of horses. Reflected in the words are
wuch more—the terror of the early set-
ers, the loss of loved ones, the struggle
irough blood to bring raw country under
1e plow of safety.
The paper concerns a ranching area of
forth Texas just south of the Red River
nd the Indian Nations above. It was
yund in Canones, New Mexico removed
rom its source by nearly 1,000 miles and
cross a full century of time.
The discovery of this page from
exas history began in 1917 when Web-
er Waide was a rancher in Denton
ounty, Texas. A neighbor gave him a
lifold, presumably empty, which had
slonged to an ancestor, a pioneer of the
ackland plains where once great ranches
read for miles. (Cotton came to that
md later, but now, slowly, it returns
) cattle.)
The handcrafted soft-leather wallet
as put away. In 1925 Waide moved to
1 Paso where he became Director of
hild Accounting for that city’s schools.
‘e remaijned at the job thirty-six years.
1 1961 he bought a farm and ranch in
anones, New Mexico, where he spends
1e summers; in the winter he returns to
1 Paso. At seventy-five Waide has a
2ep interest in history. One day he was
tamining the billfold which bears the
ked inscription: “R. G. Johnson pocket
ok, August 1851.” Unexpectedly he

y-August, 1968

found a scrap of paper, folded into a
thumbnail size, tucked away in the corner
of one of its several money pockets.

The writing was clearly legible and
obviously had been penned by the owner
of the billfold since the handwriting was
the same.

It reads:

INDIAN RAIDS

1868

Jan. 5 raided down Clear Creek by
Era to Gainesville killing Fitzpatrick and
others.
1868

Aug. 27 killed Sol Forrester and
wounded Jeff Chisum and Giles. Killed
Waides black stallion.
1868

Oct. 23 killed Waides mares near Jonny
Wilsons and killed 5 head of Gists horses
in Cook Co.
1868

Oct. 28 killed some 5 head horses for
Waide near Dillons in Cook Co.
1868

Oct. 30 Killed Coomes and Severe For-
tenberry on Clear Creek in Denton Co.

OME IDENTIFICATIONS can be
made. The Waide referred to was
Webster Waide’s grandfather, James
Moylan Waide. Gist was John M. Gist who
later moved to West Texas where he
again pioneered in the cattle business. He
died in Amarillo. Jeff Chisum, who
was wounded by Indians on August 27,
1868, was the son of the famous John
Chisum.

In 1861 Waide and Chisum moved from
Tennessee to take up ranching in North
Texas. Waide later bought Chisum’s 160-
acre homesite in Denton County. He be-
came Captain of the Minute Men which

SCOREBOARD of the
RAIDERS

By DOYLE AKERS

Photo Courtesy Author

A few lines on an old scrap of paper show
how fast horses could change ownership in
1870 Texas...

he organized. The brass-engraved .44
caliber Winchester rim-fire rifle issued
to him by the State of Texas is still
in the family.

The slip of paper, of course, gives only
glimpses of one period. There were other
run-ins with Indian raiders from the Na-
tions across Red River, mostly Kiowa and
Comanche.

On January 8, 1865 Waide led his
thirty Minute Men into battle at Dove
Creek against an estimated 1,400 In-
dians. The Indians won, sending several
men to their deaths, wounding a few, and
capturing all the white men’s horses,
some of which later were recovered.

The Indian problem continued and at
one time J. M. Waide, the fire-eater who
lived among Confederate sympathizers
during the Civil War and yet was out-
spoken for the Northern cause, once
took on the Federal Government when
he thought he had been wronged.

On April 10, 1887, he wrote a letter
which was published in the Gazette, Fort
Worth, Texas, in which he outlined “a
claim against the government.”

It reads, in part: “In 1871 a party of
Kiowa and Comanche Indians stole 65
head of horses from me. In 1874 some
of the same Indians left the Fort Sill
Reservation on a little scalp-lifting ex-
pedition.

“General McKinsey [Ranald S. Mac-
kenzie] with a company of soldiers was
ordered to go in search of these poor
downtrodden children of the Plains and
if possible persuade them to return to
their Great Father’s Mansion at Fort Sill.

“The General came up with them near
the line of New Mexico, and owing to
a little unpleasantness he took 2,300 head

(Continued on page 42)
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Men who could manipulate a telegraph line discovered
that they could “peddle calamity” and reap a fortune—
no sweat involved!

18

By AGNES WRIGHT SPRINC

Photos Courtesy Author

THIS IS a story of fake reports ¢
sinking ships, of untrue mine dii
asters, of ups and downs in Wall Stree
of feather-bonneted Indian hunters, an
of “lightning stealers” pursued b
Pinkerton’s men.
Beacon fires, signals of sounds, lam

"and flag signals and the like, had serve

many purposes down through the year
but by the late 1860s the only mediw
carrying swift transcontinental new
was the telegraph. With the springin
up of new towns and new industries b
tween the Atlantic and the Pacific th
electrical telegraph filled a great need

In 1867 the financial circles of Ne
York City were thrown into turmoil b
the frequent reception and publication ¢
telegraphed information which upo
subsequent examination proved to I
spurious. The stock and gold exchange
were continually agitated by conflictin
statements. There was much reckles
speculation with disastrous results.

For instance, telegraphic news (a)
parently authenticated) of the burnin
of a railroad bridge, with attendant los
of life, resulted in a “Board” movemer
which depreciated the stock of the co:
poration alleged to have sustained th
damage. Worthy and needy persor
would be forced to dispose of their i1
vestments at ruinous prices while tk
villains who had perpetrated the I
would buy up stock and enrich then
selves.

One point of attack seemed to be tk
Pacific Mail Steamship Company. Tt
reported loss by telegraph of vesse
connected with that line was frequentl
the means of bankrupting careful bus
ness men. Manipulators of the “Ligh
ning” grew rich upon the spoils.

By October, 1867 searching inquiri¢
proved that someone was malicious]
manipulating the “news.” Circumstance
pointed conclusively to someone wk
either had been in the employ of t}
telegraph company or was in active ¢
operation with present employes. Tt
manner of transmitting the messag¢
clearly demonstrated that the persor
interested were adept in the mechanic
of the telegraph and were intelligent o]
servers of the workings of the mone
market.

WILLIAM ORTON, president of t}

Western Union Telegraph Con
pany, a man of rare ability and integrit
called in George H. Bangs, general supe
intendent of Pinkerton in New Yor
Orton explained that it was evident th:
the spurious dispatches were transmitte
from some point in the West whes
operators could tap the wires and by tt
use of pocket instruments either recei
information and prevent its further pa
sage eastward, or could successfull
forward the bogus intelligence by pr
serving all the forms of numbering an
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cipher necessary to establish perfect
confidence in its authenticity. It also ap-
peared certain that some of the com-
pany employes were actively engaged
in this work.

Bangs immediately got in touch
(through cipher) with Allan Pinkerton
in his main office in Chicago.

The next day Pinkerton, accompanied
by General Stager of the telegraph com-
pany, visited the operating rooms in
order to “scrutinize” the employes.
While walking casually around in the
upper story of the building where a num-
ber of men and women operators were
receiving and dispatching messages,
Pinkerton noticed one young man who
turned around with a start and slightly
changed color before resuming his work.

Pinkerton immediately became sus-
picious as the young telegrapher had,
as he said, “a conscious look of guilt.”
The man’s name was Charles Cowdrey.
According to Stager he was “an exceed-
inly smart young operator,” who had
been in the company’s employ for three
years. His brother George had been with
the company seven years.

When Pinkerton asked what wires
Charles worked, Stager replied, “The
western wires from Omaha, Salt Lake
and San Francisco.” Pinkerton decided
;0 have Cowdrey watched.

Pinkerton and Stager arranged with
Frank Osborn, a young operator who
sat next to Cowdrey, to try to win his
ronfidence. It was decided that Osborn
would be discharged without any ap-
sarent cause. He was to express himself
n no uncertain terms to Cowdrey and
‘hus try to elicit sympathy.

The next day plans were carried out
ind Oshorn was dismissed. As he was
eaving his desk he related his grievance
0 Cowdrey and threatened to “repay the

tompany for the injustice’” which had -

)een done him.

Cowdrey called Osborn back. “Frank,”
1e said, “meet me tonight at the Ran-
lolph Hotel. T want to tell you about
jomething.”

7
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Fort Sedgwick near Julesburg, circa 1870.

Osborn met Cowdrey as agreed and
was introduced to “George Van Stein.”
After a drink at the bar, Cowdrey pro-
posed a walk. The three men lighted
cigars and sauntered out toward the lake
front.

After a time Cowdrey asked, “Frank,
do you want to make a fortune and at
the same time pay the company the
grudge you owe them?”

Osborn immediately signified his readi-
ness to become a party to any operation
that would enable him to get even. Hig
companions, convinced of his sincerity,
invited him to Cowdrey’s residence where
they could talk freely.

Osborn was astonished that Cowdrey
had one of the handsomest dwellings on
Michigan Avenue. It was luxuriously
furnished. How, he wondered, could a
telegraph operator afford such elegance?

Upstairs, after locking themselves in,
the two men explained their plans and
assured Osborn that detection was al-
most impossible. They not only had some
employe of the company in every main
office working for them but were backed
by some of the most prominent brokers

?inkerton is suspicious of a young telegrapher who had a “conscious look of guilt.”
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in New York City, men whose social
standing was above suspicion. These
businessmen were the prime movers in
a systematic attempt to subvert the tele-
graph to stock-gambling and “respectable
robbery.”

Van Stein confessed that he was
George Cowdrey, brother of Charles, but
said that he was compelled to disguise
himself and to change his name on ac-
count of information received that in-
quiries were being made.

N THE MEANTIME Allan Pinkerton

had converted his private office into
a temporary branch of the Western
Union Telegraph Company. One of his
company’s operatives presented a letter
at the telegraph office in Chicago ap-
parently written by General Grant, then
Acting Secretary of War, stating that
the exigencies of the Government services
required that wires should be run into
Pinkerton’s office and requesting the
company to cooperate. Wires of the com-
pany were taken into Pinkerton’s build-
ing, necessary working machinery was
set up, and trusted men were selected
as operators.

Very quickly Pinkerton and his men
were ready to intercept any fictitious
items which might be coming through
intended to influence the New York
money markets.

Nothing happened that week in Pinker-
ton’s Chicago office, but plenty was
happening to Frank Osborn. He had
suddenly disappeared. The detective
agency was concerned. Then a dispatch
was received from him in the cipher
agreed upon as follows: “Send somebody
to Fort Sedgwick. I am watched too
closely to do anything myself. Send
someone unknown. Send at once. Osborn.”

Pinkerton and General Stager decided
to send John Conway, a fearless man
who could be trusted in any emergency.

The second evening after Osborn had
won the confidence of the Cowdreys he
was surprised in his hotel room by the
sudden appearance of George Cowdrey,
accompanied by another man who ap-
peared to be quite excited. Cowdrey
closed the door and produced a revolver.

“Osborn, when a man’s life is in danger
there is no use in wasting words. I want

(Continued on page 53)
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A LAST GLIMPSE OF SOME OF - HE ‘:'DOOLIN DALTON
OUTLAWS BEFORE THEIR INTEREST IN CATTLE
' TURNED TO INTEREST IN BANKS.. . .

PLEASANT VALLEY and

COWBOY FLAT

M. C. Rouse looks at view of Pleasant Valley where he has spent most of his life.

By M. C. ROUSE

Photos Courtesy Author

Editor’s note: At Pleasant Valley in
1892 George Rouse purchased a home-
stead relinquishment from “Zip” Wyatt,
later known as Dick Yeager. M. C.
Rouse, his son, has lived at Pleasant
Valley since childhood. There he operated
a general store and was postmaster. He
relates things learned from the ’89ers,
telling how the village, near the farm
of his family, grew to a population of
250 and then became a ghost town.

LEASANT VALLEY, located on the
south bank of the Cimarron River
at the northeast side of Logan County,
affords a good case study for a score
of early towns established by pioneers
in Oklahoma. Before the day of Fords
and tractors, the small towns served a
necessary purpose. There settlers secured
mail, frequented the general store and
blacksmith shop, and established a school
and church. To relate how Pleasant Val-
ley was born, grew to maturity, and then
declined to a mere ghost, is to outline
the general pattern for a score of neigh-
boring towns.
The following men were cowboys in
this community before the country was
opened for settlement. They filed on

It was at this cabin that the Dalton Gang met before the Coffeyville raid.
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farms and later sold out and joined
outlaw gangs or formed their own gang.

Alfred G. D. Newcomb, later known
as “Slaughter Kid” or “Bitter Creek,”
filed on NW quarter of 84-18-1N on May
20, 1891 and relinquished May 11, 1892,
He later joined the Bill Doolin gang and
was killed near Ingalls, I. T. in 1895.

Richard L. Broadwell, also known as
“Dick” Broadwell and “Texas Jack,
joined the Dalton gang and was killed in
Coffeyville, Kansas.

William Powers filed on SE quarte:
of 838-18-1W on May 14, 1891. He re-
linquished on November 19, 1891 to Anna
Campbell. He was known as “Bill Pow:
ers,” also “Tom Evans.” He joined the
Dalton gang and was killed at Coffey-
ville, Kansas with the Dalton gang.

Ellsworth Wyatt, known also as “Zip’
Wyatt, “Dick Yaeger” or “Wild Charlie,
filed on SE quarter of 32-18-1W on June
29, 1889 and relinquished on May 7
1892 to George Rouse. Later he formec
the Wyatt-Black gang and died in Eni¢
of gunshot wounds in 1895.

Dick West, known as “Little Dick,’
held the NE quarter of 33-18-1W bul
never actually filed on the land. He
operated with the Bill Doolin and Wyatt.
Black gangs and was killed south of
Guthrie, O. T. in 1898.

The region of Pleasant Valley had beer
well explored and partly occupied wher
the land run of April 22, 1889 occurred
The area extending from Langston wesl
to the Cimarron was known as Cowboy
Flat. It consisted of 10,000 acres of fine
grassland. Homesteaders said that the
grass was tall enough to tie the head:
or tops together over the back of a horse
Suitable well water could be secured af
a depth of twenty feet.
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The day of the cattlemen preceded the
irrival of homesteaders. In 1880, Oscar
D. Halsell brought a herd of cattle from
Little Wichita River in Texas to present-
lay Guthrie. The cattle belonged to his
incle, Glenn Halsell. Daniel Livingston
ierved as Glenn’s supervisor., He estab-
ished a camp seven miles north.

In 1882, Glenn moved 10,000 head of
attle to Cowboy Flat. During the same
rear, he and his brother, Billy Halsell,
sjold an estimated 14,000 cattle to the
Nyeth Wholesale Shoe Company of St.
Louis. The company boss claimed that
sxclusive right to graze the lands of
Jowboy Flat went with the sale.
Nephew Oscar and his brother, Harry
1. Halsell, insisted on remaining on the
ands with their herd of 250 head. They
would do this because the title was held
)y the Creek Nation.

During this time, Captain David L.
2ayne was leading boomers into central
dklahoma in attempts to establish settle-
nent. Cattlemen disliked this competi-
ion, and insisted that Payne ‘“wasn’t
:aptain of anything” but only led “mobs
f wild and woolly land grabbers.” To
naintain order and to keep out the
joomers, a company of Negro soldiers,
ed by Captain Combs, came from the
2awnee Agency to the cow camp in 1883.
Che soldiers called the place Camp Rus-
ell.

In a book, The Old Cimarron, Harry
falsell said the camp was located in a
rrove of timber and was “blessed with
m abundance of shade trees and cool
pring water.” The cool spring water
lows to this day, and helps to preserve
or history the site of the camp.

The presence of the soldiers disturbed
he cowboys, and they moved to the
iorth bank of the Cimarron, seven miles
lortheast. There they found two sand
iills, sixteen feet apart. They made a
lugout in each, set the doors to face
ach other, and roofed over the space
etween the doors. Each dugout was
6x 20 feet, and was sealed with split
edar logs, making the inside a pleasant
lace to live, both winter and summer.
'he hall, roofed over, was a convenient
lace for men to enjoy their meals. This
amp served as headquarters for cowboys
ntil the country was opened to settle-
1ent. They made smaller dugouts at
ther places as the need arose.

Pat Welch was cook for this cow out-
it, and had as helper a colored man
nown as George. There was a bountiful
upply of wild game, including deer and
arkeys. Camp foods included coffee,
oecake, sourdough biscuits, beans, bacon,
nd beef,

BOUT 1885, President Grover Cleve-

land sent General Philip H. Sheri-
an to “put all cattlemen out of Okla-
oma,” especially those in the Cheyenne
nd Arapahoe. reservation. Similar
rders had been given in previous years,
ut the influence of rich cattlemen had
revented removal. Sheridan ordered
hat all cattle in the vicinity of Cowboy
'lat be driven north of the Cimarron,
nd sent troops to enforce the order.
oldiers were to kill the cattle if they
rere not moved. Harry Halsell said, “We

(Continued on page 68)
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Z PRYNE CO.

‘ COwSOY DUGOUTS
( mbout 1881)

LINCOLN CO.

Map showing Pleasant Valley area.

Above, the students of Victory School District 68 in 1901. George Martin, teacher.
Below, the bridge built across the Cimarron River in 1908 and washed away in 1912.
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One'tliing about being nineteen and ready for adventure,
had experiences are easily forgotten—even

A BRUSH WITI
DEATH

By FOREST CROSSEN

Photos Courtesy Author

Reprinted from Western Yesterdays, Yol 1l by Forest
Crossen, Copyright, 1965. Published by Boulder Pub-
lishing Inc., Boulder, Colorado.

Emmett Arnett

HE ARNETT, on upper Pearl

Street in the old section of Boulder,
Colorado, was a real Old West hotel.
It stood near the foothills of the Rockies,
and the view of the great spruce and
pine-covered slopes, rising so abruptly
from the valley, always made me glad to
be alive.

It was a plain brick structure, mel-
low with the years. The entrance was a
double door, reached by a couple of wide
sandstone steps rising from a sidewalk
of similar sandstone slabs. The stone had
come from nearby quarries in the foot-
- hills long before the days of concrete.
" The lobby had a proud, peaceful air—
proud because its old wainscoted walls,
hung with pioneer pictures, had looked
upon a stirring parade of life; peaceful
because it now drowsed in the past,
having met and overcome the hardships
of the raw frontier.

The proprietor, R. E, Arnett, and his
wife Ida were true pioneers. Emmett
was the son of old Anthony Arnett, who
rounded Cape Horn to California in a
windjammer during the 1849 gold rush
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Courtesy Clyde Arnett

and was a stampeder to the Pikes Peak
country in the 1859 gold rush. Emmett
was a slender man a little above medium
height, with clean-cut features, bright
blue eyes, and an easy manner. He had a

. pleasant, carrying voice, and he loved

to tell stories of the early days. He had
a remarkable memory, and he was an
excellent raconteur.

One summer afternoon in the cool,
high-ceilinged lobby, he began telling me
about a trip into the desert country of
southern California when he nearly lost
his life. This is his story as he told it:

Early in September, 1880, I left
Boulder with two men, one named Day
and the other Phillips, for a mining
camp called Calico on the Mojave Desert
near Death Valley.

Day had previously been to this camp
and had sold a mine there for $40,000—
quite a stake at that time. He had re-
turned to his home in Boulder with the
idea of forming a company to put in
a mill to treat the ore from this camp,
as there wasn’t any mill in that part of
the country. Phillips, an experienced

mining and milling man, went along t
look over the situation.

My father, who had had considerabl
experience in the mining game, agree(
to join Day and Phillips in the venture
However, on account of business interest;
at home, he wasn’t able to leave. He tol(
me, then a boy of nineteen, to go witl
the two men. If the proposition looke:
good to me, he would put up his par
of the money. I was to stay there an
look after his interest in case he di
invest.

At that time we had to go by way o
the Southern Pacific Railroad, becaus
the Santa Fe was under construction
People said that this railroad had a crev
of 1,500 Chinamen working on the deser
between Needles and what is now know:
as Barstow. It was so hot that onl
Chinamen, drinking lots of tea, coul(
stand the work.

We were six days getting to Los An
geles, then a city of 15,000 people cen
tered around the Plaza, in what is nov
the oldest part of the city. We stayed i1
Los Angeles a few days to see the sights
The orange groves were a great attrac
tion to me; I had read and heard abou
them and the “country of sunshine an¢
flowers, where the snow never falls.” |
was delighted with it all.

We left Los Angeles for San Bernar
dino, where we were to buy supplies fo:
the desert trip. While we were buying
our outfit, which consisted of a team
a buckboard, grain for the horses, grul
for ourselves, cooking utensils, a ten
gallon keg for water, etc.,, we met :
man who said he had a copper mine or
the desert. ¢
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He offered us a good “layout” on the
aim if we thought it was all right,
ying that he would go with us and
ow us the claim and stand part of the
jpense. So we made a deal and started.

VE EXPECTED to fill our keg when

we reached El Cajon Canyon, just
ifore entering the desert, but when we
ached the shallow well, we found it
11 of dead rabbits and coyotes. The
ater stank so bad we couldn’t stomach

The man who owned the copper mine
ought he knew where we could get
ater that night, and so we went on.
it we didn’t find any water that day
' night, nor the next. It got hotter and
tter the farther we got into the desert,
id the sand got deeper and deeper.
sthing but desert, desert, any way you
»ked. Without water we began to suf-
r. Our tongues swelled up so we could
arcely talk, but we moved slowly on.
We began to see mirages of lakes with
ck feeding around them, and large
wns with trees. But we knew better
an to follow these phantoms. We came
ross three or four skeletons—men and
ck animals that evidently had become
it too.
When we had left the road three days
fore to hunt for water, we thought, of
arse, that we could follow our tracks
ck. In the meantime one of those ter-
)le, treacherous sandstorms had come
, covering our trail. For hours we
ttled for our lives against the wind,
2 heat, the dust, and the sand and
avel that cut our faces unmercifully.
ir thirst became so intense that we
smed to be on fire inside. I’ve often
mdered since if there could be a death
wre torturing than dying from thirst.
Our horses were weaving from side
side, and we expected at any moment
see them drop in their tracks. We
cked the horses into the wind but none
us expected to get out alive. Just as
: last rays of hope seemed to vanish,
» wind died down.
We decided to turn the horses loose,
nking that they might lead us to
ter. Right away they struck out for
mountain not far away. Mr. Phillips
tame so desperate that he drank the
legar from a bottle of pickles and be-
ne the next thing to a raving maniac.
We finally reached the mountain at
+ mouth of a long canyon, which must
ve run several miles back into the
Is. We took heart, knowing that when
rains on the desert it rains hard, and
ise canyons collect water for miles.
Che horses pushed on faster, and we
imbled after them. All at once they
pped and began to paw. They were
weak they could scarcely lift one foot
er the other. Then we saw the damp-
is on the surface of the ground.
We led the horses aside and began to
*» We hadn’t gone more than four or
e feet until water began to seep into
. hole. The horses went wild, and we
1 a hard time keeping them away.
s knew not to drink too much at first.
ere wasn’t much danger of this, be-
i1se the water oozed in so slowly that
could drink only a few drops at a
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time. We gave the horses a little at
intervals.

Mr. Phillips recovered all right, and
we stayed there a couple of days until
we were pretty well straightened up.

ESERT MEN say that the Mojave

River “runs upside down.” In other
words, the bedrock in the bottom of the
underground river comes near the sur-
face in places, bringing the water with
it, causing an oasis. In looking over the
desert we could see one of these green
spots several miles away, so we filled
our keg with water and started across
the sand for it. The heat was intense.
We arrived there about ten o’clock that
night. We dug down three or four feet
in the river bed and found plenty of
water.

"The next day we discovered the road
leading to Calico. There were wells on
this road every sixty miles. We finally
arrived there, a place of two or three
hundred people—if everybody was at
home! The town was located on the south
side of a bare mountain, in a place so
hot that nearly everyone had pulled out
until fall when it would be cooler.

The town was three miles from the
river. Water had to be hauled uphill,
and it sold for twelve and a half cents
a bucket, making it pretty expensive for
us with horses. After looking the situ-
ation over, I couldn’t see what there was
in that country to run a mill with. No
water, no wood or any other fuel. Noth-
ing, unless it might be the intense desert
heat itself. It seemed hot enough to run
almost anything. Of course, I was only a
boy and my judgment may not have been
mature, but it appeared to me that any
sixteen-year-old could figure it out. At
any rate, I had had about all the desert
life T wanted, although I didn’t let on

to my companions. The copper mine we
gave up, not even going to see about it.

Several days after we hit Calico, Phil-
lips and Day asked me, “Kid, will you
take the team into San Bernardino if
we pay your fare back on the stage?”

“Sure I will,” I told them, tickled half
to death at this chance to get away.
Secretly, I never intended to return. I
could scarcely wait to get started, al-
though I knew I had 180 desert miles,
through hot winds and sand, ahead.

I got along all right until the second
day, when one of the horses played out
between wells or stations. I worried along
until midnight when I reached the sta-
tion and woke up the agent.

“What do you want this time o’ night?”
he asked.

“T’'ve got a sick horse,” I told him.

He came out to help me, felt the horse
all over and said, “Your horse has got
the ‘thumps.’ He’s been without water.
See,” he went on, putting his hand on
the horse in different places, “you can
feel his heart beat as distinctly on the hip
as anywhere else.”

I told him that the horse had had
plenty of water for the last few days,
but then related our terrible experience
on the desert before we reached Calico.

“That’s what is wrong,” he said. “That
horse hasn’t got over the effects of being
without water then.”

We cared for the animal the best we
could, and the next noon he was able
to travel again. As I left the desert and
neared the summit of El Cajon Pass,
there came a change in the weather. It
turned cold and commenced to rain hard.
There wasn’t any top to the buckboard,
and by the time I reached the toll gate
at the bottom of the pass, I was soaked
through.

(Continued on page 56)

The lobby of the Arnett Hotel in Boulder, Colorado.

Courtesy Clyde Arnett
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Tearful ballads used to be written about good boys

By PHIL S. LONG

THOSE who knew his parents in Han-

nibal, Missouri, said Con Murphy
wasn’t born bad. But many who met him
in Montana during the wild years be-
tween 1876 and 1885 would have dis-
puted the fact. As it turned out, he al-
most escaped a sentence of death and
would, the Hannibal friends claimed, have
led a decent God-fearing life had he been
able to return to Missouri.

Born John Redmond, the man Montan-
ans knew as Con Murphy arrived on the
frontier in 1876 as a young teamster
employed to help move army supplies on
General Terry’s famous march down the
valley of the Yellowstone. He was a good
worker and got along well with the
troops; but something—perhaps a desire
for adventure—prompted him to abandon
the security of government paychecks and
take off on his own. Making his way into
the Gallatin Valley he adopted his alias,
borrowing the first name Con from his
younger brother.. He launched a new
career in the Lewis and Clark country—
horsestealing.

His luck took a dip in 1879 when he
was captured and sentenced to the pen-
itentiary at Deer Lodge. After serving
about seven months he made his escape—
the first of several—but was recaptured
on the Dearborn River by a posse led by
Charles M. Jeffers, the sheriff of Lewis
and Clark County. Returned to prison,
Murphy served the remainder of his sen-
tence and was discharged in 1882.

That winter he stole only enough horses
to provide himself with a living, and in
his “spare” time investigated the activi-
ties of the Fort Benton stage. That spring
he attempted a one-man holdup in Prickly
Pear Canyon, thirty miles north of Hel-
ena, and got away with comparative ease.

But the driver, an old-timer in the
area, recognized him and before long
Con was arrested and impounded in the
Helena city jail. He made his escape
by cutting through the roof, and headed
east but was recaptured at Big Timber,
Montana, and brought back to Helena.

This time he was imprisoned in the
county jail, which was much stronger.
But again the prize prisoner escaped and
no one heard of Murphy again until
spring of the following year.

In the high country away from Helena
Murphy recruited the assistance of John
and Henry Edmonson and George Munn.
They made plans carefully and moved to
the head of North Boulder Creek, where
they ‘stole twenty good horses, some of
which belonged to rancher John Keating.
Then, in a covered wagon driven by Mrs.
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and bad companions—and fellows like Con Murphy

kept the tunesmiths amply supplied with example

John Edmonson with her children, they
masqueraded as emigrants and headed for
Idaho by way of Madison Valley. At Wig-
wam Creek they decided to rest for a day
or two as they were sure they were far
ahead of any pursuers.

Shortly after they had left the North
Boulder, Deputy Sheriff Jack Alport had
started after them. He arrived at Ennis
about two days after they had been there
and organized a posse consisting of
George Thorpe, Harry Thompson, Ed
Stiles and a few others. They intercepted
Murphy’s gang south of Wigwam Creek
early in the morning before they had
broken camp. It was a poorly arranged
attack; although considerable shooting
took place no one was hit on either side.
But the thieves’ firepower was enough to
drive the posse away and Murphy and his
companions fled south past Henry’s Lake
and down the Snake River.

WALTER LONG, my father, then a

boy twelve years of age, was herd-
ing cattle at the Sawtell Ranch on the
northwest side of Henry’s Lake when
the horsethieves came by. A cold driz-
zling rain was falling and Murphy was
wearing a dark overcoat and leather
chaps and a huge wide-brimmed hat.
When he approached the boy he had a
Winchester rifle on his right arm and the
butt of a .44 caliber six-shooter protruded
from one of his saddle pockets.

i

Courtesy Montana Historical Socit

Murphy was very pleasant and aske
“Son, do you know if they have a
fish for sale over at that house ?”

“I don’t think so,” replied the boy.

Then John Edmonson, a black-beards
surly man, rode up and demanded in
gruff voice, “Well, then, have they g
anything to drink?”

The boy stammered that they or
drank water, and the dark giant of a m
muttered several bitter oaths and whe
ing his horse, rode off to join the he:
As the strangers left, Walter watch
and saw them quirt a small colt unme
cifully.

Early the next morning young Lo
followed the tracks of the horses in t
mud and as he expected, he came
the colt a short distance down the trs
Hoisting the forlorn animal up on 1
saddle he returned home with it, but
died later in the day.

When Deputy Alport and his men 1
turned to Ennis with news of their fore
withdrawal the men of the Madison V:
ley became aroused. A posse of fifte
was formed, led by William Ennis, a
they vowed to capture the thieves a
return the stolen horses. On the thi
night after the outlaws had passed t
Sawtell ranch the posse arrived a
questioned Walter Long. The strange
treatment of the colt had made him
bitter he had deliberately tried to 1
member every detail he could about t
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he Helena Fire Department in 1880. Presently the site of Lewis and Clark County Jail

ieves and their equipment. He begged to
: allowed to join the manhunt but, of
urse, was refused.

The posse traveled fast down the Snake
iver. The next day it overtook the
agon driven by John Edmonson and his
mily. The Edmonsons were placed under
rest. The following day the rest of the
ing was located in a house in Rexburg,
aho, where they had obtained supper
d lodging at the home of Brigham
icks. Ennis and his men contacted Ricks
iring the night, and the next morning
icks told the outlaws that breakfast

was displayed.

would be served at his brother’s house
across the street.

About seven a.m. Munn and Henry
Edmonson strolled leisurely out of the
house. The men of the posse ordered them
to throw up their hands. The two thieves
went for their guns and shooting began.
Edmonson dropped to the ground but
Munn scrambled -back into the house and
an instant later reappeared in the door-
way with a rifle. As he was drawing
down, a bullet hit him and he fell back
on the floor.

During a lull in the shooting Murphy

Courtesy Montana Historical Society

, it was here that the body of Con Murphy

called to the posse that Munn was dying
and that he (Murphy) wanted to surren-
der. The posse stopped shooting and Con
Murphy came out with his hands in the
air. Henry Edmonson, who had not been
hit after all, got up from the street and
also surrendered.

Munn was dying—he had been shot
through the body, the ball striking him
in the right side of the breast. He lived
about two hours and during that time
dictated several letters to relatives in
Missouri. He spent the rest of his time

(Continued on page 48)

Early photo of the Montana State Penitentiary at Deer Lodge from which Con Murphy escaped.
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Courtesy Montana Historical Society
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Apache Pass by J. Ross Browne—1869.

Arizona in the °50s
(Continued from page 13)

at evening and said that Cochise would
blame me for the disaster. I contended
that it would not be fair, since Cochise
could only blame himself for allowing
the Mexican troops to get into his camp.
When Cochise arrived at the camp, he
was in a terrible humor, saying that he
would burn me at the stake and massacre
my men. This was the first time that
any chief had taken his whole tribe upon
a raid into Mexico, and the venture was
watched with a great interest by all the
other tribes.
As the first part of Cochise’s raid had
- been a decided victory all the way, the
news had been signaled from the pass
to all the remaining tribes. Francisco, of
the Coyoteras, started for the pass to
meet the victorious Cochise and at the
same time to make me a visit. But when
" he had come as far as the Graham Moun-
tains, about forty miles northwest of
the pass, he received the signal of Co-
chise’s defeat and became undecided
whether to keep on to the pass or turn
back to his rancheria; but he arrived at
the pass in advance of Cochise’s return.

HE NIGHT before Cochise’s arrival,
Francisco, Esconolea and I sat up
late into the night, talking the matter
over. I contended that Cochise was en-
tirely to blame for not guarding his war-
riors against the surprise. I told him
that, with half the number of warriors,
I could have made a victory over the
Mexicans, and that I felt quite sure that
Cochise would consider me the scape-
goat of the whole affair and make me
pay the penalty.

I was a prisoner, and every outlet from
the pass was guarded, barring any at-
tempt on my part to escape; and as
soon as Cochise arrived, a council was
held, and I was told to be present. I said
I would go, provided that warriors were
left to protect my men at the station,
for I knew that Cochise in his present
mood could not be trusted, and would not
hesitate to do any mean thing. Esconolea
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and Francisco promised me that their
warriors would guard the station. On our
way to the council ground, Francisco
asked me if I was sure that I could take
the same number of warriors that Co-
chise took with him and make a success-
ful raid. I answered that I was sure I
could. :

Cochise was sitting there, sulky and
sullen, when we arrived; and it convinced
me the more that I would have to fight
for my life. He began his talk, going
over the whole trip from beginning to
end, laying all blame on me for the
failure it was. He hissed my name and
blamed Esconolea for befriending an
American. He finally said that he would
soon put an end to all American inter-
ference by killing every American in the
territory; and, as for me, he was going
to burn me alive and dance while I was
burning. As he was saying all this, his
face lit up as though it was going to be
a great pleasure.

When it came my turn to speak, I told
him that he was to blame, and not I, and
that I could have brought back all the
stock captured on the raid. I added, “Give
me half the number of warriors, and I
will bring back horses, saddles, .and
bridles.” He jumped up, exclaiming, “Too-
de-cah-scateel,” “God Almighty’s Blood.
I will furnish you with warriors and give
you your liberty to make the raid, post-
poning your punishment until you make
the trial. If you succeed, you will have
your freedom, but if you fail, you know
what will happen to you.” As there was
nothing to lose by accepting the propo-
sition, and a good chance was offered to
save my life, I accepted.

Esconolea asked Cochise if he, Escono-
lea, could furnish the warriors. Cochise
said, “Yes:” I told him that, if T failed,
he need not keep the pass guarded; that
I would accept the penalty, as T was so
sure I would succeed. Francisco offered
to furnish half the warriors needed. The
following new moon, we started with the
understanding that I had nothing to do
with collecting the stock, and would only
be expected to take command of the war-
riors in case of an attack.

T A A YR TN T Ve T o

The warriors collected large number
of horses, cattles, and mules, and w
were on the return trip without havin
been molested by the Mexican troopi
We made camp about 9:00 P.M,, a fe
miles nearer the American line tha
where Cochise met with his disaster. Th
warriors wanted to camp at sundow:
but I said we would not halt before 9:(
P.M. I asked to have the herd driven
mile farther on, and told Esconolea an
Francisco to send the poorest warrio
to tend the stock, and to have all othe:
lie down for sleep. Esconolea’s warrio)
were in a line on the left, and Francisco
on the right, and in case of an attack
was to take the center, and they the le:
and right commands. I had left son
warriors about a mile in the rear of ot
camp so as to avoid a surprise by tt
Mexicans during the night.

0ld Esconolea slept close by me, ar
just as the sun was beginning to ris
he called me, saying that the trooj
were coming. His eyes were keener tha
mine, and I had to look for some mi
utes before I could distinguish the
lances gleaming in the early sunligh
but they looked to be several miles awa
The warriors, by that time, had all le
their line and were rushing for the stoc
I turned to Esconolea and Francise
telling them to call all good warrio:
back into line as they had been all nigh
and to let those in charge of the stoc
drive them along, pretending that the
did not know of the enemy’s approac
and to do this until within a mile |
the Mexicans, and then to get hurri
and drive as though they were gettit
out of their way.

All this time, I had managed to g
the warriors in line in a shallow arroy
which extended from the mounta
southward over the tableland. The Mex
cans were coming directly at us. As so
as they advanced over the tableland, th
saw the stock. I rode up onto the me
with about twenty warriors and we
toward the Mexicans. Before starting,
told Esconolea and Francisco to ke
their warriors all mounted and out
sight, and that I would ride to the fro
and get the Mexicans to charge m
then I would turn and run back to t
edge of the arroyo and face them agal
When I should give the signal to a
vance, we would all charge clear throu
the Mexican command and back. I adde
“If you will do as I say, we will cor
out all right.”

WHEN THE Mexicans saw the 1
dians rushing the stock, and only t
twenty mounted warriors, they thoug
it would be easy to clean up, so th
carried out the command to charge.
a two-mile charge, half of the troo
were strung out for a quarter of am
in the rear, and only the best hors
were keeping in line. They opened fi
before they were close enough to hit 1
When they were within about one hu
dred yards of us, we began firing a
running back to the edge of the arro]
where we faced about. When halfw
back, I signaled for Esconolea’s a
Francisco’s lines to advance, and th
came up into line just as I reached t
arroyo, and then we charged with a so
column. Tt was more than the Mexica
had expected, and they broke and ra
but with their tired horses they fou
it difficult to make their getaway quif
ly. It all took about a half-hour a
I called to stop pursuit and to gatl
the stock which were running riderl
over the mesa. They collected eigh
three horses, saddles, and bridles; a
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The main street of old Mesilla,

think, perhaps one hundred lances.
I told them to kill some of the ani-
als and to eat, and then start for home.
felt satisfied that the Mexicans would
t molest us again on that trip. It is
edless to say how pleased the war-
rs were with me, for they showed
in every way, and there did not seem
be anything too good for me. Cochise
zeived the signals of the victory that
v, and I knew that he would not relish
3 news.
Now, I am well aware that many
nericans will condemn me for my part
this raid, but I was really able to
y a little debt that I owed Mexico for
: punishment of some friends at Mier,
to were fortunate enough to draw the
tite beans; but, instead of being given
eir liberty as promised, they were
inacled and driven to work at the
int of the bayonet. The few who made
sir escape from such cruelty did so
overpowering the guards. In those
ys, my likes and dislikes were very
¢ided, and in my opinion one thousand
:xican lives could not have paid for
: lives of those friends. [Before the
rrative opens, in December of 1842, a
nd of Americans who had been pur-
ng Mexicans in Mexico surrendered
d were placed in prison. Black and
ite beans were passed out, and those
lo drew black beans (supposedly one in
1) were executed, while those with the
ite beans were promised a freedom
ich they gained only after many dif-
ulties.]
And there was still another grudge.
ter the Crabb expedition into Mexico,
¢ Mexicans made it a point to trump
charges against every American who
ppened to cross the Mexican line. I
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happened to be a victim, along with four
others, in prison in Paso del Norte, now
called Juarez. When we appealed to our
American consul, Dieffendorfer by name,
in reality a brute, he answered by ask-
ing why we did not stay home. There
was an Englishman in the group of pris-
oners, and he said that if we failed to
get out, he would himself call the Eng-
lish consul to our rescue. He did, and
refused to leave jail unless the Ameri-
cans got their liberty. Then he demand-
ed damages for every day in jail, and
he got them, while we Americans re-
ceived insults as pay for our request for
damages.

Well, my life was at stake, and the
raid settled the score all around.

We arrived at Apache Pass with all
the stock, and immediately signals were
sent, inviting all the Apache tribes to
a general feast. They began coming a
few days later and continued to appear
until the entire tribes of Francisco,
Mangas Colorado, Elias, Chino, and
several others had come. The feast be-
gan and continued until every horse,
mule, and beef captured on the raid had
been slaughtered. There was not a grain
of corn left, either, for it had all been
made into tizwin. As long as the tizwin
lasted, nothing was done in council; but
as soon as the Indians recovered from
their drunkenness, the council began.

Everything was reviewed in connection
with the Americans. There seemed to be
great enmity against the Navajos, who,
it seemed, had whipped the Apaches on
every occasion that they had raided the
upper Navajo country. The first night
was given to discussing the subject of
how the Americans were overrunning
their country. Cochise, as usual, was

Courtesy Museum of New Mexico
1880. The Overland Stage office and stables can be seen left of center.

very bitter, and Mangas Colorado and
Elias slightly favored Cochise’s policy of
extermination, but all the other chiefs
took sides with me. Before the council
closed, the first night, they changed my
name from ‘“San-Daisy,” “Mule,” to
“Cheese-Golee,” “White Chief.” All tribal
differences thereafter were to be brought
to me. I was the authority on how to
plan raids and was vested with some
power, along with the chiefs. The first
thing I did was to settle forever the
tribal feud between Esconolea’s and old
Jack’s tribes.

The great ambition of the Apaches
was to overcome the Navajos, and they
begged me to go with them. I told them
that I was employed by the Overland
Mail Company and had my trading post
to attend to, and that it was impossible
for me to go with them; but that I would
help them plan the raid, and Cochise
or any other chief could command the
expedition. I said it would be compulsory
for all to follow the leadership of which-
ever chief was chosen to command them.
The council finished its work on the
third night, and each tribe left soon
for their own campground to prepare
for the big raid on the Navajos, which
was planned for the second new moon
after the council closed.

The campaign was made, and after a
month’s time they were returning with
over ten thousand head of sheep; but a
great many warriors fell in the battle,
and they felt their loss keenly. They
told me that they got into the camps
without being noticed and drove off great
herds. In fact, they found themselves
burdened by such numbers of sheep as
to hinder their progress in returning.

(Continued on page 32)
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She was a beautiful woman - -
an ornament to the town - -
but she had one wedding day too many!

By ED ELINE
Illustrated by Paul Hudgins

YSTERIOUS £AD1)
f YANKEE FORK

N AUGUST 11, 1890, a freight
wagon piled high with packing crates
id boxes rumbled along the main
ad to Bonanza City, sending rooster
ils of dust into the windless noonday
r. At the edge of town it halted in
ont of a small frame house. Driver
id helper climbed down from their high
rch and were greeted by a slender
onde woman. They talked a moment
ud then, with the woman directing them,
e two men began unloading the boxes
d carrying them inside. In the pack-
g crates was new furniture to celebrate
e beginning of a new life in Idaho
wrritory.
At about the same time a well-dressed
an of middle height and years stepped
t onto the street in the center of town.
> was quickly joined by a friend, the
a-year-old son of a local businessman,
d the pair began a casual stroll. They
pped often, to greet an acquaintance,
watch construction of a new building,
discuss the endless topics of interest
man and boy. They were obviously in
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no hurry, and in that time and place
there were many distractions.

. The settlement was less than three
years old but it was already taking on
an aura of permanence, undiminished
by the excitement and bustling activity
of a gold rush boom. The sounds which
accompanied the visible busyness were
those of substantial, lasting industry—
the keening whine of big saws ripping
into pine logs, a steady thump-a-thump
from a dozen little quartz mills, the ham-
mering and shouts of carpenters, an
occasional powder blast from one of the
mines.

The freighters were finished with
their unloading and were preparing to
leave when the man and boy approached.
The four exchanged a few minutes of
casual conversation before driver and
helper climbed aboard their wagon. The
man entered the house; the boy stopped
to investigate something in the yard.

Moments later there was a piercing
scream and echoing reports of gunfire.
The boy cautiously peered into the house,

Bonanza, Idaho in the 1870s.

then raced out of the yard and along the
street, shouting for help.

A crowd quickly gathered. On the
floor, sprawled beside unopened packing
crates, were the bodies of Robert Haw-
thorne and his bride of sixteen days,
Agnes Elizabeth King Hawthorne,

The house contained no trace of the
killer—not even the gun which fired
the fatal shots. Nobody could recall see-
ing anyone lurking near the house, or
anything else out of the ordinary.

The man upon whom suspicion would
have otherwise turned had pushed his
way through the crowd outside the door
to stand in grieved silence over the body
of the blonde woman. His name was
Charles Franklin. And in the legends
which grew out of the talk and specula-
tion following the double slaying, he
is mentioned often.

The central figure in those stories is
the blonde woman. The old-timers called
her “Lizzie,” and even today theugh none
who knew her remains, the mention of
her name will often spark a lively story-
telling session in the mountains split by
the forks and tributaries of the wild
Salmon River. She lives on in those
stories, a symbol of the time when the
eyes of a gold-hungry world were focused
on the Yankee Fork Mining District.

But the legends surrounding the life
and death of the lady known as Lizzie
do not tell the whole story. There were
other leading “characters,” not the least
of which was thé mining camp which
gave her fame. For upon such chance oc-
currences as the discovery of gold hangs
the fate of men and nations—and of the
strong-willed women who somehow man-
age to rule both.

THE GOLD STRIKE which drew the

western mining world to the Yankee
Fork was recorded in August 1876. It
was made just a few days after news of
General Custer’s defeat at the Battle
of Little Big Horn reached the mountain
wilderness, and so was named the Gen-
eral Custer Strike. There had been desul-
tory placer mining activity in the district
for several years, and one or two smaller

(Continued on page 50)

Courtesy Idaho Historical Society
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The above four photos show the erecting of a wooden tower and windmill.
Below, the Slash X Ranch. The mill and well extend 1Y; miles below this tank. A
bulldozer pump lifts water. Mr. Knox is shown on far right.
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By KNOLES-PETERSO!

Photos Courtesy Author

DON QUIXOTE sought to slay th
windmills on the plains of Spain, bt
lieving them to be evil monsters, bt
Ray D. Knox, installer of seven out ¢
ten windmills in the range countr
around Roswell, New Mexico, acclain
the whirling giants as saviours of tk
land, and is proud of his well-earne
title of King of the Windmillers.

Knox at eighty-three has the cles
eyes, the firm handclasp, and the author
tative manner associated with men wt
are dedicated to their work. Born i
Nebraska of a farming family, Knc
headed for the Southwest as a teenage
lured by the excitement of cowboy an
rodeo stories. Today, at his home in Ro
well, he and Mrs. Knox look back at
life full of pioneering adventure and tt
satisfaction of important accomplis]
ment.

In 1911 Knox began his windmillin
career on a small scale, working on t}
ranches and farms around Roswell. Tt
first windmills were made of wood, bui
on the ground and then lifted into plac
Later the steel towers and mills we
introduced, and they came ready for a
sembling. This was done from the grour
up, bolt by bolt, piece by piece.

“That,” Knox said, “was quite a jo
especially the tall wooden ones. W
would put a heavy jack under the ve:
top of the tower, the first brace. (
course the windmills were put in pla
after the towers were erected. We use
horses and very strong ropes to pu
the tower up. A strong wedge of woc
would be placed under the brace ar
slipped gently forward as the horses, a1
later truck, pulled the tower erect. Guil
ropes helped hold the tower where
should be, exactly over the well. A sturc
ladder inside the tower led to its pla
form, because windmills do lose spok
and can be damaged in storms. The we
tower was anchored with strong timbe
set well into the ground, with ear
dampened to get better packing a1
capped by cement when dried out. Th
tower had to be able to withstand a1
big gust of wind.”

That year Knox also began buildir
watering troughs for the well towers |
installed. He has always been han
with tools and even today likes to wo:
with pretty and unusual woods. Wh
the Knoxes bought their home in 19
it had only two rooms. He added tl
rest, designing and putting in a larg
small-paned window across one enti
end of the living-room, truly a beautif
piece of carpentering.

True We
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f the Windmillers

An old-timer in the profession sums it up:
The wind was his greatest enemy;
winter the hardest time;

"blacking out” the deepestdread...

N SEPTEMBER, 1916, Knox went to
work for Mabie-Lowery Hardware
ompany in Roswell. He stayed with
iis firm for twenty years, quitting to go
to business for himself as a wind-
iller. His first duties with Mabie-
owery were building harness racks,
slping to unload railroad cars, putting
. and taking care of machinery. Each
orning he started up and ran for a few
inutes the little pump engines the com-
winy stocked, a task he liked.
Along with building towers and put-
ng up windmills Knox began directing
e installing of artesian engines on
tesian wells in the vicinity of Roswell,
acos, and Artesia. This is fine farm-
g country, producing good alfalfa and
ed crops in the early days, with cotton
ter becoming one of the main crops.
or the artesian wells Knox erected
ilf-towers, these being necessary for
illing pipes. He did one of these jobs
r Prude Brothers near Hope, and
other for Prader-Miller on the Macho
iver, a dry canyon which ran only
‘ter heavy rains.
“Frank Smith and I worked an engine
er and built a tower for The Big Four
ympany down on the Bullis,” said Mr.
nox. “The four men comprising the
mpany were Pete and Jack Cassabone,
arry Thorne and, I think Jaffa Mil-
r. The well was 1,300 feet deep. It was
. a large ranch of many sections, run-
ng both sheep and cattle.”
During the years Ray Knox worked
r Mabie-Lowery much work was done
the Mescalero Indian Reservation in
e Sacramento Mountains of New Mexi-
. This Apache reservation is one of the
ist scenically beautiful and richest in
2 country. Knox installed four wind-
Ils there, each with 6,500-gallon ca-

city, all having cement tanks and -

itering troughs. On this job he had
ar men, among them the Carruthers
others, Raymond and Claude, the latter
youngster of seventeen. Knox says
ese men were two of the best wind-
llers he ever had, unafraid to tackle
y job. The Carruthers brothers are
11 friends and neighbors.

In 1936 one of the reservation con-
acts took 119 days to complete. During
is time the crew put up one 84-foot
wer with a 20-foot windmill and three
-foot towers with 20-foot windmills,
d built six 6,500-gallon steel tanks.
1e tank oddly enough was 84 feet higher
the mountain than the well. This was
a place called Elk’s Silver. A cone-
aped concrete top was erected over this
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®
tank to shed the snow which sometimes
gets six feet deep there. The men also
laid six .miles of pipeline (three feet
underground to prevent freezing) and
built four concrete troughs for the sheep
the Indians ran in this part of the moun-
tain reservation. These troughs were
forty feet long with six-foot aprons on
both sides.

“Some people don’t think that there is
any bother from flies in the mountains,”
Knox remarked. “Well, any doubting
Thomas who thinks high country has no
flies ought to have been with us that
summer in the Sacramentos. When we
were putting in the 84-foot tower at
Upper Indian, John Cook, our camp
cook, fought flies all day every day. He
was great to use raisins in custards,
bread pudding and other dishes. We often
debated the identity of some of the “little
black things” which filled those desserts
that John fed us. :

“It was sure a gala day on September
1 when we finished that 119-day job.
I had eight men working for me—John
Cook, Willie Porter, Jimmy Linn, Alvin
Harcrow, Claude and Raymond Carruth-
ers, a fellow named Garberry, and my
son, Melvin. All are still living except
John Cook.”

ON APRIL 2, 1937, Knox bought some

tools from Mabie-Lowery and began
contracting windmilling jobs for him-
self. This he continued to do until after
World War II ended. He took a con-
tract with his old company to put two
big tanks and one windmill, pump jack
and engine in Fence Canyon on the Mes-
calero Indian Reservation. In 1938 he
had another contract with Mabie-Lowery
to put in a small windmill and tower
there, all steel. The following year he
put in a 14-foot mill, a 2,800- and a 3,000-
gallon tank, and built a tank tower on
the reservation. All steel towers with
a 20-foot mill have 14-foot towers with
platforms which have 8 corners and a
38-inch railing around the sides.

The crew suffered no lack of enter-
tainment on the long nights out on wind-
milling jobs. “There were four French
harps and one violin in the group,”
Knox relates, “and John Cook played
drums on the dishpans. The Indians
would drop by often in the day, and
sometimes at night they would congre-
gate just outside the light of the camp
and listen to our musiec. They seemed to
enjoy it. Once after we'd played about
an hour they began to beat their tom-
toms, joining in with good rhythm. And,

Com Ranch windmill, 1941.

of course, we had card games. Often in
the long summer evenings we would just
sit around the campfire and spin yarns.”

Roy and Claude Carruthers like to
join Mr. and Mrs. Knox in recalling the
adventurous and hard-working days of
their windmilling.

“Remember the Torreon Live Stock
Company job when we were trapped in
the engine house for three days and
nights by a most terrific wind?” Claude
asked, and then explained, “The engine-
house was only 6 by 10 feet, with the
center occupied by the big engine. We
had to spread our bedrolls wherever we
could find a spot. Cook made a fire
under a triangular piece of heavy tin
wedged across a corner. We burned cow-
chips and were darned lucky to have
them. On the third night the wind went
away so quietly that it made the whole
countryside seem spooky. The moon
came up so big and bright that about
three in the morning we went out and
started to work.”

“It was plumb fantastic,” the others
agreed.

“We went up there on a job that
would have normally taken only a couple
of days at most,” Raymond added. “We
were only going to change windmills on
a 20-foot Sampson. I remember that
John’s biscuits, cooked on top of that
makeshift stove, were so hard we
couldn’t dent them. We used them to
plug up the holes in the sidewalls. They
had to be tough to keep that wind out!”

“We tried to put our tent on the
eaves of the enginehouse to keep the

(Continued on page 62)
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Map showing Fort Bowie, Arizona and Fort Thorn, New Mexico, 1864.

Arizona in the °50s
(Continued from page 27)

Thinking they were at a perfectly safe
distance from the Navajo country, where
they had gotten their spoils, they di-
vided the herds and drove separately.
About halfway home, the Navajos over-
took them and they had a great battle
in a wide valley. They lost their captured
herds, except for those far on ahead,
which finally reached the pass. This
happened in 1859.

IT WAS NOT long after their return
that Dr. Steck, the agent, arrived at
the station with goods for the Indians.
He had sent an order in advance for
Captain Ewell to bring his command
from Fort Buchanan and to be present
at the pass when the goods were given
out. Captain Ewell arrived that same
evening with two companies of dragoons.
The presents were to be given out the
next gay, but the Indians refused to come
in while the troops were there. That
evening I arranged with Captain Ewell
to go out to the mouth of the canyon
next morning to graze his horses; and
while he was away I would have the
Indians called in to receive their presents.
In the morning, he told Dr. Steck that
he would go down to the mouth of the
canyon where his horses could graze.
He said he would be back around noon,
and that he would be within sight if need-
ed. Soon after he left, the Indians began
coming in, and I notified Dr. Steck that
the Indians were ready to receive their
goods, and that he might as well begin
to present them. He said he would wait
until the Captain returned, but I pre-
vailed upon him to issue the goods, which
lasted till early afternoon. A courier was
sent out to notify Captain Ewell that
the transaction was finished. Dr. Steck
left immediately, but Captain Ewell
spent a whole week with me. Cochise had
two Mexican captive boys, named José
and Chivero (Goat-Herder). The latter
was Cochise’s interpreter, a bright boy

32

whom Dr. Steck had noticed and was
desirous of keeping with him. The boy
wanted to get away, and we arranged
that I should put him on the coach and
land him at Mesilla, where Dr. Steck
would meet him and take him with him.
Chivero remaijned with Dr. Steck for
years. Later he returned to the Apaches
and became interpreter at San Carlos.
His proper name was Mirajilda Grijalba.
At this date, he is a successful stock
raiser near Solomonville, on the Gila
River, and T see him occasionally.

The other captive boy, José, was killed
at the pass by one of my men, John
Wilson, a Missourian. Cochise gave José
his six-shooter, insisting that he should
fight Wilson in the way the Americans
fought. Cochise advised José to sit in
front of the station and shoot Wilson
as he came out the door. As Wilson passed
through the door, José fired and missed.
The second shot was no better than the
first, and before he could fire the third
shot, Wilson shot the boy dead. Cochise
growled considerably and came to see me
about it. T told him he had arranged the
fight, and that it was his fault that the
boy was killed; and that Wilson was in
the right, so that was the end of it.

There was a man by the name of Gay
working for me who had been run out
of Texas for horse stealing, and at that
time there was a reward of $250 for him.
It was considered too much of a trip from
Franklin to Apache Pass to come after
him. He was quite shrewd in trading.
Francisco for a long time had been urg-
ing me to establish a trading post on the
Rio San Pedro, and I finally made up my
mind to do so. I was planning to put Gay
in charge of it, and I sent all the surplus
stock from Apache Pass to the
new trading post, so that they would
have better grazing. I asked Gay if he
could be honest with me if I put him
in a position to make money fast. So I
put him in charge of the San Pedro post,
giving him half the profits. We were to
do business with the emigrants passing
through the country and also with the

Americans at Fort Buchanan. I sai
that I would come every moon and trad
with Francisco’s tribe, and Gay promise
that he would be honest with me an
would follow my orders.

. I gave him money, horses, and mule
and told him to go to Fort Buchana
and sell the stock in exchange for team
and goods at Major Brevort’s sutler
store, and to hire some Mexicans to hel
him build the trading post at San Pedr
He did well for several months, and w
had accumulated quite a herd of horse
and mules, when I received an offe
from some freighters of $75 per head fc
their pick of seventy-five mules out ¢
the herd. I accepted the offer and wrol
them to meet me at San Pedro tradin
post; and I also wrote Gay, saying whe
I would arrive.

Gay had two Santa Cruz Mexicar
working for him at the trading pos
and the night before I was to arriv
he arranged with the Mexicans to driy
all the stock to Santa Cruz and her
them until he came. Gay planned to fi
the mule order and get the whole amour
for himself. Esconolea and I arrived o
the day set and found the post deserte
and the stock gone. There was a nof
from Gay stating that the Indians ha
stolen the stock, and that he had take
the trail after them.

Esconolea and I both were certai
that no Indians had run the stock of
and we began examining the foot track
around the place. The thieves had wor
moccasins, but not one of the track
proved to be that of Indian mocecasin
We figured that the two smaller moce:
sin tracks were of the two Mexicans, ar
the larger one of Gay’s footprints. W
returned next day to Apache Pass, ar
Esconolea took some warriors and n
traced the trail from the San Pedro po
to the town of Santa Cruz, in Sonor
Esconolea arrived there five days afts
the mules had been selected and sol
and the other stock had been driven of
Gay went to Tucson and made that tow
his home until 1884, when he died.

True We:
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;O‘METIME after Esconolea’s return
from Santa Cruz, he and I were sit-
ng in front of the Apache Pass station
hen Abbott, the cook, came from the
itchen leading a little boy, who was a
rother of Cochise’s squaw. He had
wght him stealing sugar and putting
into- his “G” string, or belt. I made
1e little fellow untie it and shake the
1gar out, then I spanked him. Escono-
:a interfered, but I had been good to
1e little boy because his brother and
were good friends—he was the young
uck to whom I had loaned horses to bu
is squaw—and it vexed me to thin
1at he had stolen sugar when he could
ave gotten it for the asking. I realized
1at I had done it too hastilﬁ, and that I
ould have to settle with the elder
r_c}))téler, since this was the custom of the

iibe.
The brother was, at the same time, in
onora, but was expected to return in
weral days. I thought of it a lot until
2 returned with two other warriors.
e was riding a fine horse and was
ressed in Mexican style. The other two
arriors were in peon garb. I thought
> was some old Don with his peons, so
said, “Buenos dias.” He saw that I did
>t recognize him, and he roared out in
laugh, threw himself from his horse,
ad gave me a real Indian hug. Turning
is horses over to his two warriors to
ad to camp, he sat down to smoke, and
1d me how he had zaptured an old Don
1d his two peons. We talked until sun-
wn.
When he arose to go to his rancheria,
2 said, “Cheese-Goolie, you know the
istom of our tribe which will compel
e to fight you for whipping my little
rother. After I leave you now, be on
ur guard, and don’t let me get the ad-
intage of you.” Then he caught me in
s arms and gave me another good
1g, saying, “Ushah,” meaning “Good”;
1d so he left me. I sat for a long time,
inking it all over; and at last, when
went inside the station building, T felt
vy low spirited. Cochise’s brother-in-
w was as brave and noble a warrior
i ever pulled a bowstring, and I knew
at he would not be long in avenging
s little brother.
The next day I saddled my mare, Cali-
rnia Poll, and started out the north
iss, around to Seven Mile Canyon, now
lled Big Emigrant Canyon. I wanted
see if there was enough water for
iigrants going east to camp there.
ater was getting low in the pass. I
de up the canyon for over a mile, and,
t finding water, I dismounted and lay
wn under an oak tree that stood about
renty yards from a dry arroyo. There
thought I would enjoy a smoke. The
nks of the arroyo were skirted with
llow bushes, and just in front of me,
«d close by the tree, was a mescal pit.
sfore lying down, I threw the bridle
ins loosely over my mare’s neck, so
at she might nibble the green grass.
ie had grazed toward the arroyo, and
| at once threw her head up with a
ort and came over close to where I was
ing. She stood nervously for a little
ile, and then began grazing again.
scause I was drowsy and did not intend
return to the station before sundown,
stretched out on the grass for a good
ep.

WAS SUDDENLY awakened again
by a loud snort from my mare, and
found her looking toward the willows
the arroyo bank. Raising up on my
yows, with one hand on my six-shooter,
s5aw two arrows come whizzing at me.
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Courtesy Department of Library and Archives, State of Arizona
Fort Buchanan Barracks, Arizona.

I got up to get the arrows, and Cochise’s
brother-in-law and Dirty Shirt sprang up
out of the arroyo, rushing at me with
knives in their hands. I fired at Dirty
Shirt, who staggered and fell dead; but
before I could cock my six-shooter to fire
again, the other warrior was upon me
with his knife. I caught his arm with my
left hand, but he came against me with
such force that he threw me to the
ground. As I fell upon my left side, my
knife was under me, and my six-shooter
had been knocked from my hand and was
lying out of reach. The warrior was
on top, trying to lunge his knife into
me. I had hold of his wrist with both
hands. His knife was one of the little,
short butcher knives that Dr. Steck had
given him. After repeated attempts to
turn him over, I found I would have to
look out for cuts and find some way
to wear him out.

He had been on a tizwin spree the
night previous, and was not entirely his
strong self. At the time, there were
over one hundred sacks of corn and close
to one hundred head of stock at the
station, and I offered all this if he would
let me up. I further promised to leave
the station and never return. But he said
no, that either he or I should die. I
changed my tactics and began goading
him by calling him everything mean and
cowardly I could say. I hit it right. The
tizwin froth ran out of his mouth and
all over my face, into my mouth and
nose. I let go of his right arm, and
grabbing him, threw him over me. Both
got to our feet. I had only my knife,
and we came together. He struck first,
slitting my buckskin shirt and cutting
me in two places. My knife struck his
neck, and he fell without a struggle. I
went over to where Dirty Shirt was fall-
en, with his knife still clenched in his
hand. The ball had passed entirely
through his breast. As I straightened up,
my mare stood close by. I threw my
arms around the animal’s neck and
patted her, for she had saved my life.
While I was lying asleep, had she not

alarmed me by snorting, both arrows
would have struck me, but I had raised
on my elbow, perhaps just as they pulled
their bowstrings.

It all seemed like a half day to me.
I led Poll to better grass and sat down
to examine my breast, by that time
covered with clotted blood. It did not
look so very serious, so I went to the
arroyo and got the bows and quivers and
put them into the mescal pit. Then I
dragged the dead warriors and threw
them in, covering their bodies with rocks
and brush and old wood. Getting on my
hands and knees, I straightened the grass
blades as well as I could, and got on my
horse and rode her over the ground a
dozen times or so. Leading her into the
bed of the arroyo, I took the trail made
by the warriors taking good care to plant
my feet on each one of their tracks so
heavily as to obliterate them as far
back as where they had entered the ar-
royo. Then I mounted my horse and rode
back to Apache Pass.

I could not get any water with which
to clean up, for Indians were camped
in Cochise’s Canyon, later named Good-
win Canyon, and old Jack was camped
at the spring. My only chance was to
reach the station unobserved. The sun
was nearly down, and I was not likely
to meet any Indians around there. I
touched Poll with the spur, and she
sprang forward at full speed until I
arrived at the gate. Abbott, the cook,
saw me coming and opened the gate for
me. The door leading from the kitchen
to the corral was open, and the light of
the fire shone full upon me. Abbott ex-
claimed, “My God, Tevis, what’s the
matter?” I said, “Nothing. I killed a
buck rabbit and tied it to my saddle,
and the mare got frightened and ran
away through the brush with me.” He
took the animal to unsaddle, and I went
;Pto my room, thinking I had deceived

im.

I washed and changed my clothes and
went out to supper. Before I was through

(Continued on page 38)
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MINERS’ HINISHING S¢HuuL

By DEN GALBRAITH
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Tuscarora, Nevada

“ONLY THE TOUGHEST of them

lived, and when they had gotten
by a few years at Tuscarora they were
fitted to do most anything.” Frank Le-
land, a mining engineer, made that state-
ment in 1923. He was speaking of the
men he had worked with in the eighties
at the roughest camp in Nevada.

Possibly Leland had a miner named
Fred Rooney in mind. A hell-for-leather
Irishman, he became a camp favorite.
Rooney worked hard and caroused even
harder. No one could remember when he
slept. Small, wiry, quick as a buzzsaw,
Fred was always in the middle of a
fight. He held no grudges, you under-
stand; he just liked to fight. Fight and
drink. A fellow had to pass the time
somehow in that isolated hell hole.

One day an underground accident
found the plucky, scrappy redhead crush-
ed under a pile of muck and debris,
pinned down and nearly buried. Working
as fast and carefully as they could, the
men dug him out and carried him home,
barely alive. The attending physician
shrugged his shoulders helplessly. What
could he do? Just one thing. He sent
someone to notify the priest that Rooney
would soon be “mining over the great
divide.” Visibly agitated, the priest asked
Fred if he had some last message for
friends or relatives.
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Chinese placer miner with rocker, about 1900.

Men who graduated from Tuscarora

were prepared to wildcat their future
anywhere in the West!

With a slight grin, the Irishman mo-
tioned toward his jacket. A miner handed
it to the priest, “Inside pocket,” Rooney
grasped in a faint whisper. The priest
hurriedly ran his hand into the pocket.
He found a wallet with twenty dollars
in it.

“I have it, my good man,” the priest
said. “What do you want me to do with
it7”

Gathering his strength, Rooney whis-
pered, “Bet you twenty dollars I don’t
die.”

Rooney lived. In a few months he was
able to go back on shift.

LIKE OTHER early-day Nevada camps,

Tuscarora owed its start to placer
gold. In the early sixties, bands of red-
skins still pinned down much of Elko
County. Reports trickled back of adven-
turers meeting with foul play as they
penetrated this desolate region, and such
reports dampened the enthusiasm of
many early prospectors who desired to
keep whatever hair they had.

Yet the more imaginative of that day
always assumed that the wealth of a

new region would be in direct propo
tion to the hardships and dangers i
volved in its occupancy. Just a rumor !
gold started a man thinking. In tl
summer of 1867, a party of eight me
including McCann, Heath, and the Bea:
brothers, John and Steve, left Austin
a prospecting junket, heading north. T!
group camped near a tributary of tl
South Fork of the Owyhee River, and
July John and Steve Beard found plac
gold. Later gold was discovered in si
over a wide area, and the men return
to Austin to spread the news and r
plenish their supplies.

Over a hundred well-armed miners pr
ceeded to the spot and formed the Tu
carora district. The camp lay about fif
miles northwest of Elko on the southea
flank of Mount Blitzen. Mount Blitz
was then part of the Independence Rang
but along the way the name changed
the Tuscarora Mountains. Now the I
dependence Mountains are the range
the east, formerly known as the Ja
Creek Mountains. Gray-green sagebru
mantled the gentle valleys and rolli1
slopes as far as the eye could see.

True We



By the time the men returned to Tus-
arora, the small stream had nearly dried
p, and they spent the remainder of
he fall constructing two long ditches
nd building cabins. Scarcity of water
Iways plagued the miners, not because
nyone had any notions of drinking the
tuff, but because the placers had to shut
own for several months of the year, Dur-
1g the 1868 season, the bearded sluicers
:arned that “white men” could scarcely
1ake wages, and many, disgruntled, mi-
rated to other areas.

Most camps, such as Virginia City,
utlawed the blue-smocked, pigtailed Chi-
ese, but Tuscarora welcomed them. Not
ecause Tuscarorans liked them any
etter, though. The Orientals became a
ital factor in the town’s economy, for
wich of the placer ground was leased to
hem. As many as 250 Celestials sluiced
he gulches, making $2 to $15 per day
er man. Total production from the
lacers has been reported as high as
7,000,000 but most authorities state that
ais figure is extremely high. No figure
an really be considered reliable, for
1any of the Celestials succumbed to the

wly-August, 1968

A view of Tuscarora from the east end of Main Street, looking southwest.
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‘“yellow temptation.” Yen Tin, one of the
last surviving placer miners, died in Tus-
carora in 1927. In 1934 several boys
playing in camp discovered a cache of
gold dust and nuggets valued at $1,200
which had been hidden by Yen Tin near
his cabin.

One of the important men at Tus-
carora, according to historian Bancroft,
was Americus Vespucius Lancaster, who
came from Maine. That name makes one
wonder if someone wasn’t trying to pull
Bancroft’s leg. In 1855, at the age of
twenty, Lancaster journeyed to the Paci-
fic Coast and mined at various locales in
California, earning. enough money to
visit Central America. Finally, tired of
traveling, he returned to Maine to marry
a hometown girl.

The Lancasters went west, settling in
Tuscarora in the latter part of 1867.
Lancaster took contracts to supply wood
and ties to the Central Pacific Railroad
and with the proceeds set up a grocery
business. He purchased gold dust from
the placer miners, and grubstaked pros-
pectors to search for lode mines.

Prospecting for lode mines had ori-

o
Courtesy University of Bulletin
Sluicing in the desert of Elko County in
the early 1900s.

ginally been confined to the vicinity of
the placer ground, particularly around
Beard Hill, and prospectors generally
conducted their search well away from
camp. It did not occur to any of them
that precious metal could exist in the
camp iteslf. Early in 1871, Lancaster
and others located and patented the
Young America and Young America
South claims on the southeast flank of
Mount Blitzen, this ground, ironically,
covering nearly all of the townsite. Ex-
ploration and development continued on
the Young America without production
until 1875, when a few small shipments
were made. These shipments seem to have
constituted the first production from
the hard-rock mines, and it started a
conscientious search for lodes.

THAT WINTER the wind blew and

the snow flew. It lay deep on the
slopes and temperatures plummeted to
awesome lows. Stages and wagons gave
up trying to get through from Elko. It
turned out to be one of the worst winters
ever known in that country.

“Work will probably be abandoned all
winter,” said Tom Rule, a miner who got
tired of sitting on his duffer playing
cards and dominoes all day and night,
and walked out.

In the summer of 1876, the population
of Tuscarora amounted to around 120,
half white, half Chinese. The camp con-
sisted of twenty houses, two hotels, two
stores, one lodging house, one blacksmith
shop, one barber shop, one butcher shop,
and three or four saloons which dis-
pensed Tuscarora Lightning and Round
the World Whiskey. Meals were fifty
cents and a good bed cost a dollar per
night.

Then bonanza ore was discovered in the
Grand Prize Mine and the camp exploded.

(Continued on page 63)
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Elizabeth Garrett, daughter of one-time Sheriff Patrick Floyd Garrett of
Lincoln County, New Mexico. She will be remembered as the composer

udio, Roswell,

of New Mexico's State Song, O Fair New Mexico.”

A BALANCING OF OPPOSITES

By Clarence Siringo Adams

THERE IS A SAYING, prevalent
among old-timers, that everything is
balanced by its opposite—the bad in one
man by the good in another, the heat of
one summer by the rainfall of the next,
and so on. Certainly there is a truth
in its application to Pat Garrett, New
Mexico’s tough, fearing-no-man sheriff
who died by a gun; for his daughter,
Elizabeth, who spent her life in blind-
ness, knew no violence. Although her
father was a key participant in one of
New Mexico’s best-known shooting sagas,
Elizabeth, a musician, won renown as
the composer of “O Fair New Mexico,”
the Pifion State’s official song.
Elizabeth Garrett was born in 1885 in
the family ranch home in Little Creek
Canyon, only a few miles north of a vil-
lage now known as Alto. Her father, no
longer sheriff of Lincoln County, had
settled in the canyon, where he made a
living by farming and cattle ranching.
According to a statement made by the
late Sally Chisum Roberts, niece of the
famous cattle king, John Chisum, and a
personal friend of the Garrett family,
Elizabeth lost her eyesight at a very
early age—possibly when she was only
a few hours old—because of an over-
application of blue vitriol to her eyes.
When Elizabeth’s condition became
known to the family, Pat and his wife,
Apolinaria, decided to do everything
possible to see that their little daugh-
ter would get the best of care. Although
Pat Garrett was considered by most
people as anything but gentle, he was
patient and kind with his children,
especially his blind Elizabeth.
When the little girl was six, the family

36

took her to Austin, Texas, where they
entered her in the Texas State School
for the Blind. Elizabeth had consider-
able talent and had shown a special in-
terest in music; her family felt that go-
ing to Austin would give her an oppor-
tunity to take up music as a career.

Miss Garrett graduated with honors
and was granted a music scholarship by
an institution in Chicago. Later she
went to New York and studied with the
finest of instructors and finally she
received a degree in music. During her
tours and study in the East she met
many famous personalities, among whom
was talented, and also blind, Helen Kel-
ler. Elizabeth and Miss Keller developed
a friendship that lasted a lifetime.

After she had received her degree,
Elizabeth scheduled tours over many
parts of America, singing her own com-
positions wherever she held concerts.
Her rich soprano voice and her skill as
her own accompanist won applause
everywhere she went.

AFTER making many tours, Elizabeth

Garrett settled in Roswell, about
eighty miles east of her birthplace in the
White Mountains. Her home was a color-
ful place, surrounded by beautiful flow-
ers. Friends often gathered there—not
to cheer and give encouragement to Miss
Garrett but to receive the inspiration
which seemed to radiate from her person-
ality.

People who knew Elizabeth Garrett in
Roswell have stated that she appeared
to be the happiest person in the world.
About September, 19387, I accepted an
invitation to visit her in her attractive
home. After half an hour, I had no doubt
that she was the most serene person I
had ever met. Although her world was
totally dark, she was as poised as though

Days !
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she could see well. I never knew her t
complain about her handicap—a tribut
both to her fortitude and to the cax
her parents had given her.

Elizabeth often said that she felt sh
could see beautiful colors. And probabl;
in her deep and serious imagination, sh
could. Many times she insisted that sh
loved orange and red more than an
others. When someone asked her how sh
knew these colors were beautiful, Eliz:
beth replied, “I can see them!”

One day in 1947, Elizabeth steppe
from a curb into a city street. As sh
started confidently across, her seeing
eye dog leading the way, she trippe
and fell—no one knows exactly how-
and struck her head on the pavemen
In a few moments Elizabeth Garrett wa
dead.

Although she has passed from the Ne’
Mexico scene, her influence will continu
to live in the hearts of New Mexican
The many who knew her are reminded ¢
her whenever they hear or sing th
beautiful song which expresses so simpl
the great Southwest,

Not many months ago some legisle
tors, who apparently had never know
Miss Garrett, tried to change the stat
song. They thought “O Fair New Mex
co” was too old-fashioned. Howeve:
after a vote was taken, the patrioti
citizens of this state found that their ol
favorite had been retained.

The violence in one man was balance
by the tenderness in his daughter, th
strength and ferocity of the man wh
shot Billy the Kid by the calmness an
perception of beauty—despite handica
—of the woman who wrote his state
song. Perhaps one will outlive the othe:
but perhaps not.

That has always been the story c
the West—the strength and violence ¢
the frontier, the serenity and beauty ths
grew out of it. Already a symbol, Pz
Garrett becomes even more importan
when seen balanced by the woman—an
the song—he helped create.

True Wes



IN BATTLE ON MESA REDONDA
By Douglas H. Connell

{ THE FALL of 1903 the Rock Island
Railroad was being built from Ama-
lo, Texas to Tucumcari, New Mexico
rough a wild and thinly populated
itry.
My father, Ed F. Connell, had come to
s Panhandle of Texas with the Texas
nger Company of Captain Bill Me-
mald in 1893. He was appointed
ecial Ranger for the famous XIT
mnch to guard the ranch against cow
eves and outlaws, and he and Mr. Ira
en had things pretty well under con-
)] when the owners started selling off
3 XIT in large tracts.
My father filed on four sections near
lere Adrian, Texas is now located and
r uncle filed on the adjoining four sec-
ns which we later bought from him
d called the Rock Lake pasture.
In 1902 we sold out in Texas and
ught a spread north of Endee, New
sxico just across the state line. My
ther who had served as sheriff of Deaf
1ith County, Texas, from 1896 to 1900
1s expected to uphold law and order in
r new home although he was not a duly
icted officer in New Mexico.
The outlaws were running rampant
d robbing every store and outpost in
stern New Mexico. The closest store to
r ranch was run by a Mexican family.
e went over there one day to get some
pplies and they had been robbed of
erything, The woman showed us where
e had hidden her money under a rug
t the outlaws had tortured her until
e showed them where it was.
We then had to go to Logan which
1s about thirty miles and across the
inadian River from the ranch. Some-
nes the river would be on a rise and
» would have to camp until we could
rd it.
By the fall of 1903 things had gotten
bad that the law abiding ranchmen
Id a meeting at our ranch and after
umerating their losses in cattle, horses
d other property decided something
d to be done and right then.
Mr. Nance and Mr. Sissle, who were
;er found shot to death on their own
nches, suggested that a good place to
irt was the Mesa Redonda which was
high mesa near Tucumcari and a
own hideout for an outlaw gang.
The men all loaded up their Winches-
rs and saddled up amid the soft crying
some of the womenfolks (including
7y mother). They started out for the
esa Redonda. I was just a small boy
the time so was not allowed to go
t listened to their reports later on
out what happened.

YHE SLOPES up to the mesa were
steep and the passes well guarded
the ranchers had to tie up their

wrses in a deep canyon and climb up

| foot after nightfall. They all selected
isitions and waited for daybreak. While

e outlaws were eating breakfast they

oved in and the shooting started. Four
the outlaws were killed and one was

iown to escape. Shot through the groin,

+ had to ride standing up in his stir-
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Ranger Company in Amarillo, 1894. Front row, left to right: McCally, McClure, Cates
and unidentified. Back row, left to right: Harwell, Sullivan, Peas. Jones, Connell
and Queen.

rups. He made a desperate ride—eighty
miles to Hereford, Texas to a doctor—
and lived over his ordeal.

My only view of the battleground was
some ten days later. My father and sev-
eral of the neighboring ranchmen decided
to take an outing and show the women-
folks and children the site of the shoot-
out. Thinking the coast was clear for
such a venture we loaded up two wagons
with bedding and plenty of eats and set
out early in the morning of a beautiful
day.

We found a good campsite on the mesa
about noon and the women started
preparing the noon meal. The outlaws
had abandoned a rock house in a canyon
near the campsite in which was a long
furnace-like fireplace.

I went with some of the men to see
what was left in the house and we found
where they had burned all kinds of dry
goods and jewelry. There were saddles,
bridles and blankets which they had
abandoned. This had worked up a good
appetite for dinner so we made it back
in time to enjoy a good meal.

About the time we finished eating
we heard a shot nearby and everyone
looked to see where it came from. We
saw a woman running across an opening.
Of course we thought some of the gang
had escaped and returned and the grown-
ups started throwing skillets and kids
in the wagons, and as soon as we could
get harnessed up we were off as fast
as we could travel over the rough ter-
rain,

It has been sixty-four years since I left
Mesa Redonda in a high lope and I
haven’t been back since, but I like to
recall my experiences in the wild and
woolly West.

HARD LUCK FEBRUARY 23rd
By Ben T. Traywick

FATE ALONE brought Caleb Parkin-
son to the gold fields of California.
He was a quite successful merchant in
Potter’s Hill, a small village in Con-
necticut. The huge white house on the
hill overlooking the town attested to
his success.
Then one cold wintry day Caleb’s

world crashed around him. His partner
absconded with the company funds—all
of them. Caleb was left saddled with so
many debts that he lost his business, his
home, indeed all but the clothes upon
his back.

The date was February 23, 1851. He
realized he must begin all over again
and the gold fields of California seemed
the most likely spot to regain his for-
tunes. He went west, settling in Diamond
Springs, a small gold camp about three
miles out of Hangtown.

Caleb had never been adverse to hard
work and he also possessed the natural
thrift of the typical New Englander. It
was not long until his mining efforts
had netted him enough gold to equal
the amount he had lost back in Con-
necticut. Since he had no desire to amass
a fortune, but only wished to replace
that which he had lost, he sold his claim
and bought a stagecoach ticket to Sacra-
mento.

Unfortunately, the word of his gold
had been passed around camp. In the
small hours of the morning two outlaws
broke into his cabin, clubbed him into
unconsciousness, stole his money and left
him for dead. The date was February
23, 1852,

Caleb eventually recovered from the
beating, but dead broke again he pros-
pected south down the Mother Lode to
Dry Town, to Sutter’s Creek and finally
to Voleano. It was there that he finally
made another strike after many long,
weary months of backbreaking labor.

This time he kept his mouth shut. He
just disappeared from Volcano and re-
appeared in Sacramento. There he made
arrangements for passage on the side-
wheeler New World to San Francisco.
As the ship was not scheduled to leave
until the following morning, Caleb
walked up to K Street.

He stopped in at a saloon called the
“Utopia” for a drink. As he watched the
flow of gold across the gaming tables he
could not resist trying his hand at it.
When dawn lightened the sky, he pushed
his last ounce of gold across to the dealer.
Caleb Parkinson’s luck, all bad, had held
again; he was dead broke. The date was
February 23, 1853.

(Continued on page 63)
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Arizona in the °50’s
(Continued from page 33)

my meal, the blood was showing through
my calico shirt. Abbott noticed it and
spoke about it. I left the room and spread
a wet cloth over my chest and sat down
to write the events of the day in my
diary, where I recorded everything that
happened in the territory. I placed the
record of the day under lock and key and
rolled into my bunk, tired and sleepy.

The next morning I got up, feeling
tired in heart and body. Along about nine
o’clock, old Esconolea rode up to the
station and told me to come and go hunt-
Jng with him. I said that I did not feel
like going anywhere. “That makes no
difference,” he replied. “Get your horse,
and you will feel better after you start.”

I saddled the mare, and we started
out the southwest pass into the Sulphur
Springs Valley. We spied a herd of
antelope, so I asked Esconolea to give
me the dressed antelope head, and I
would get down and attract the herd.
He said that he did not come out to hunt,
but did want to talk to me. He asked me
if the Americans at the station knew
about my difficulty yesterday in the
canyon with the two warriors.

F ESCONOLEA had knocked me down

he could not have more completely
surprised me; and, of course, I could
not conceal my surprise. Old Esconolea
assured me that it was all right, as he
was the only Indian who knew anything
about it. He added that the Indians would
never suspect anything, since the war-
riors had stated when they left the
rancheria that they were going to Chih-
uahua with some of Mangas Colorado’s
tribe. Esconolea knew they were lying,
for he had watched Cochise’s brother-in-
law ever since his return from Sonora
and intended to kill him if he killed me.
I said that it would be poor consolation
to me, and it would suit me better, if
there were any killing done, that it occur
previous to my being killed. I asked how
he knew about my quarrel with the war-
riors.

He told me that, by keeping watch over

Courtesy Cornelius C. Smith, Jr., author of Williar:n
Sanders Oury, History-Maker of the Southwest

Grant H. Oury, Chief Justice of the Pro-
visional Government of Arizona in 1860.

Cochise’s brother-in-law, he soon saw
that he had joined Dirty Shirt, who had
a prior right to kill me because of my
pitching him out of the station kitchen.
Old Esconolea had followed at a safe
distance until he was certain they were
following me. He knew where I had
gone, so he cut across a low divide and
arrived there first. He saw me lying
under the tree, smoking. Crossing the
arroyo above me, he climbed the moun-
tain on the north side and hid behind
the mescal stalk, fifty yards away. It
was Esconolea who frightened my mare
the first time she ran back from the
arroyo. He said he did not feel uneasy
about me as long as I was awake and
smoking; but when I dropped off to
sleep he chirped like a cricket to warn
me, but I did not hear him. The two
warriors were, by that time, coming up
the arroyo, and it was too late to do
anything more to alarm me.

Santa Rita showing the fort complex and mining settlement.
Courtesy Museum of New Mexico
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“Well,” said I, “if you saw all t
why didn’t you come to my relief?”

He answered, “I did start when t]
fired and rushed at you, but when I s
you had killed one, I slipped back to
position behind the mescal stalk.”

I remarked that, if he were suct
friend as he professed to be, he wo
have helped me. Esconolea answe
that perhaps that was the American w
but it certainly was not the Indian w
and that when two braves fight no «
interferes. He said that, had I h
whipped, I would not have been wori
of his assistance. “Well,” I answer
“If I had been killed, devilish little wo
I have cared for your friendship,
man.”

“Oh,” said he, “I would have sent !
warrior to be company for you in f
Happy Hunting Ground. Anyway, wl
I saw that you had only the one warr
to fight, I felt no fear of your losing.
had the advantage over you, but j
have the American skill and the Ind
sagacity. Since I’ve known you, you he
become well versed in Indian cunnir
for instance, the way in which you c
ered up the tracks of the warriors. 1
proud of you, and I love you as dea
as I do Ah-wall-toon, my boy, and
shall always protect you when you fig
against great odds; but I would rath
see you Kkilled than to help you in
single hand-to-hand combat, and you ¢
too brave a warrior to expect it.

“Some day, you are going to hs
Cochise to fight, for those were his t
warriors; and when he finds that y
killed them, he will compel you to fig
him. When he does, don’t you use lanc
but your six-shooters.”

I said, “Rest easy, I've always ma
up my mind never to fight Cochise wi
anything but six-shooters, and then tk
he gets no nearer than ten paces.”

After some further conversation, -
returned to the station.

The following day, I had to ride ov
to Ewell Station, fifteen miles dista:
on some business with the stationkeer
there. During that time, Abbott, the coc
took a horseshoe nail and picked the lo
of my trunk, taking the diary and rea
ing the record of my fight with the wa
riors over in Seven Mile Canyon. He 1
placed the book, locked the trunk, a:
I was none the wiser.

That evening, when I came in, Abb¢
asked if he could take the herding hor
the next morning and go hunting.

He took the trail which Iled
Cochise’s Canyon, over the rolling foc
hills this side of the Dos Cabezas, pe
haps a quarter of a mile west of ¢t
station. Now, Abbott was determined
satisfy himself about the account he h:
read in my diary, and he thought, ]
taking the canyon route instead of tl
mail route, that he would throw off ai
suspicion. Riding directly to the grou:
where we had had the fight, he took z
arrow from each warrior’s quiver, co
ered the bodies again, and rode back
the station.

I happened to be in the corral whe
he rode in, and when he dismounte
holding the two arrows, he said, “Tevi
you did not kill only one buck rabbit, b
two Indians, and I brought in an arro
from each quiver for keepsakes.” I wi
completely taken by surprise and e
claimed, “Great God, man! What ha
you done? Did any Indians see those a
rows?”’ He replied, “No, I had the
fastened on the side of my saddle, ar
no Indian passed on that side of me
I said, “Get down on your knees, hol
up your hands, and swear that you wi

True We.
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Mimbres Stage Stop at Mowry City.

ver mention the circumstance as lon
I am at the station.” He hesitated, anﬁ
added, “Listen, Abbott, every warrior
ows another warrior’s arrows, and if
3 killing were found out, I would lose
r life. What’s more, I do not propose
lose it because of the acts of a thief.
u broke into my trunk, and I know it
thout your admitting it.”” I pulled my
-shooter out, and he said, “I will take
3 oath, Tevis.”

[ looked toward the kitchen door, and
sre stood little Archie Larramore. I
1ld not tell whether he had heard us
not, but I carefully watched to know
he had. Archie had become homesick
d was asking to be returned to Lock-
rt, Texas, his home. So, when the next
wch came by, I gave him money to carry
n home. At this writing (1886) he
sides there, a highly resgected citizen.
1880, when I was there, he was sheriff
Caldwell County. (Archie Larramore
«d in Lockhart, Texas, in 1913. His
cher was a victim of poisoning, along
t}; four other men, in 1881, at Tevis-
1

When I saw old Esconolea, I told-him
at Abbott had done, and at once he
slared he must kill him, for he was
re that a white man could not hold his
igue. I insisted that there was no
nger and that he was needed-too-badly
the station to do without him.

[ never truly felt contented or safe
er that, and I gradually decided to
ve the station and go over into the
» Grande Valley. I finally wrote the
serintendent at Mesilla to send some-
3 to relieve me. This the superintendent
‘used to do and replied that, if the
ary was in question, just to name the
ure I desired and agree to stay on
¢+ another year. I wrote again that no
ice could hold me there, and that I
oposed to leave while the Indians were
mped at their different rancherias
tside of the pass.

In some way, the Indians discovered
at I was preparing to leave. Signals
ire sent out and, three days later, when
was starting, there were over two
pusand Indians around. They offered
» Laguna de GUzman, one of old Jack’s
ncherias, and said that if I would
e there, I should have anything that
ts in Mexico or the Territory of Arizo-
. I answered that I could not stay, but
at I would come back every two moons
d trade with them. They answered
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that, if I left, they were very much
afraid they would listen to Cochise and
would kill the Americans off. I finally
started, and they went with me all the
way out of the pass, and some of them
followed me for several miles out on
the plain before turning back.

(Laguna de Guzman is below the na-
tional boundary in Mexico, southwest of
Columbus, New Mexico, where the old
Mormon emigrant road leads to the Mor-
mon colonies at Colonia Dublan and
Colonia Juarez, in Chihuahua, Mexico.
This same road was used by General
Pershing on his entry into Mexico after
Villa’s raid on Columbus in 1916.)

HE MANAGERS of the Overland

Mail feared that the Indians would
destroy the line after I left, and they
decided to compel me to stay. At that
time, their attorney at Mesilla was a
man by the name of Cozzens, now a resi-
dent of St. Louis. He advised that, as
money would not persuade Tevis to
stay, they must get some man there at
the pass to say that Tevis had traded

Old adobe furnace at Santa Rita.

off some of the corn and had not ac-
counted for it. Tevis would very likely
prefer staying to facing arrest and trial.
It did wnot require much exertion to
persuade Abbott to make the statement.

Sam Bean, the sheriff, in company
with Nell Davis, the company secretary,
came up in the coach while I was yet at
Ewell’s Station. I had never met the
sheriff, and so when Nell Davis got out
of the coach, he came up and shook hands
with me; and turning around, said,
“Tevis, this is Sam Bean.”

As 1 reached out to shake hands with
Bean, he shoved a six-shooter in my face,
saying, “You are my prisoner.”

I was shocked with surprise. I grabbed
his gun with my left hang, shoving it up
and drawing my knife on him. Nell Davis
said, “For God’s sake, don’t, Tevis. He
is an officer.”

“Yes,” 1 answered, “he is a devil of
an officer, standing there, shaking like
a leaf. Put up your gun and tell me
what you want, and next time don’t make
such a break when you try to arrest a
man.” He told me the charge, and I just
laughed, for I had in my luggage a book
showing all corn received and traded off,
and could easily give account for every
sack. I said, “You can rest easy; I will
appear at Mesilla.”

From there I traveled to my trading
post on the San Pedro, gathered my
stock, and left for the Rio Grande. An-
thony Elder and I started a ranch at
Canutillo, about sixteen miles above El
Paso; and from there I made frequent
trips to the Indian rancherias. While
we were in the zenith of our prosperity,
I had gone on a trading trip, and An-
thony Elder was out with his pack train.
His sefiora, afraid to stay alone, set fire
to the buildings and burned everything
to the ground.

When I returned to the Rio Grande,
the Mescalero Apaches and Elias’ tribe
of Mimbres Apaches were committing
depredations along the Rio Grande. Gov-
ernor Owings, the provisional governor
of Arizona, commissioned me to raise a
company of rangers for the protection
of the settlers.

The Provisional Government of Ari-
zona, as nearly as I can remember, was
formed in 1860, and the following were

Courtesy Museum of New Mexico
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its officers: Dr. L. S. Owings, governor;

Ignacio . Orantia, lieutenant-governor;
Hon. Grant H. Oury, chief justice; N
McGowan, associate justice; Hon. 3% H
Lucas, associate justice; General Wads-
worth, commander-in-chief of the terri-
torial forces; Burdette Murray, private
secretary to the governor.

The object of forming this Erovisional
government was to compel the general
government to recognize the necessity of
giving us some form of government
separate and distinct from New Mexico,
to which we had been attached by the
[U.S.] government, and which gave us
no protection of law or order, or of any-
thing, since no officer had éven been sent
to administer law or justice in our be-
half. At this time, 1886, I believe that
Burdette Murray is alive and is editor
of the Denison newspaper, in Denison,
Texas. The Honorable .Grant H. Oury
was the last delegate to Congress from
Arizona and is now practicing law in
Florence, Arizona. Dr. L. S. Owings, who
was the founder of Denison, Texas, died
in that city some time between 1870 and
1875. I believe that Judge Lucas is living
yet, but I do not know where he’ resides.

My company was composed of men
from the Mesilla Valley, Mimbres Valley,
Tucson, and Sonoita. I left the Rio
Grande Valley to meet the western por-
tion of the company at the Rio Mimbres.
Arriving there, I learned that the In-
dians were doing pretty much as they
pleased in that vicinity. So, although all
of my company had not arrived, I deter-
mined to attack the rancheria which was
located twenty-five miles up the Mimbres
Valley.

We left about midnight, hoping to
reach the rancheria by daybreak. The
camp was completely surprised, and three
chiefs and a number-of warriors were
captured and brought into my camp,
which was near the crossing of the Over-
land Mail. We held them for three days
for the purpose of making a treaty with
their tribe. I was heartily anxious that
they not be at war with the whites. But,
even though they were prisoners, they
would not consent to the one requirement
that I demanded, that Elias should go
to the Mescaleros and get that tribe to
let the whites alone, or else should join
me with his tribe, and we would raid
the Mescaleros. To none of this would
he listen.

WHILE MATTERS were at that point,
a man came in from the Pinos Altos
Mountains with a tin cup half-full of
gold dust. He was on his way to Mesilla
to buy mining tools and told me that he
had been with Colonel Snively’s prospect-
ing party when they discovered the
richest placer diggings he ever saw in
the Pinos Altos. He said that there
were only twelve men in the party, and
he wished that I would go to Pinos Altos
to make it my headquarters, for I could
take up claims for myself and my whole
company, as there were enough for all.
The names of Snively’s party, as nearly
as I can recall, were: Colonel Snively,
John Saunders, Burch, Hicks, Holman,
Sherman, and Dave Wisdom. Colonel
Snively was murdered by the Apaches
in 1872, somewhere between Prescott and
Phoenix,

Of course, when the man told his tale
and showed me the gold, I was eager to
leave. I talked to Chief Elias, and he
agreed to do his best in persuading the
Mescaleros to keep peace with the whites.
I gave them provisions and tobacco and
told them to go. On the day following, I
moved into Pinos Altos. T will state here
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that Burch, one of the discoverers of
Pinos Altos, was the same three-fingered
Burch who helped to murder Colonel
Davenport at Rock Island, Illinois, at
about the time the Mormons were oc-
cupying Nauvoo, prior to their departure
for Salt Lake.

The day after my arrival in Pinos
Altos I began building a rude house
with a dirt roof. It was large enough to
hold eight or ten men and was the first
house to be erected in Pinos Altos. It
stood about fifty yards from Bear Creek
Gulch and about two hundred yards above
where Burch’s Gulch emptied into Bear
Creek.

I took up the claim just in front of
the cabin and bought a couple of rockers
and began placer mining for the first
time in my life. Of course, I did not know
one thing about. it, nor did any of my
men, but that claim turned out to be
very rich. I always cleared $25 a day,
after all expense was paid. This was
quite good when one considers that
miners’ wages were then an ounce of
gold per day, and that gold was valued
at $16 an ounce. It was not long till
people flocked to Pinos Altos from all
parts of the United States. There were
many from California, old miners of the
early days, one of whom was Joe Ball,
who had forgotten more about mining
than I ever expected to learn. He worked
for me and taught me many wonderful
lessons in mining and in saving gold dust
which I otherwise never would have
saved. We worked from daybreak till
dark; and never did I clear less than
$25 and sometimes as high as $600 a day.
Joe Ball ingsisted that I set apart a
portion of the money to buy up quartz
lodes when any were discovered, for I
was not putting the money to any good
use, as he thought. After that, when I
played monte, I would set aside the same
amount for quartz lodes.

Upon the advent of the California
Column into Arizona, my mines and
property were confiscated, and I never
r‘gturned to Pinos Altos after the Civil

ar.

During the six months that I was

placering there, portions of Esconole:
and Francisco’s tribes would visit me a
sit through the day on the side of t
gulch where I was working. At nig
they would build their campfires ne
my cabin, and we would sit around a
smoke until late at night. They alwa
insisted on the squaws doing my wol
but I told them that, among my peop
the men did the work.

Provisions were very high priced
Pinos Altos, for everything had to
packed in on burros from Santa Rita d
Cobre. As I had to feed my Indi:
friends during these visits it was :
small expense, I assure you. I general
bought a beef and let them kill it the:
selves; and it would last them for sever
days, and then, soon after, they wou
leave.

Bear Creek derived its name from
large bear which was killed just in fro
of my cabin. The men hemmed him in
all sides, and he climbed a large pi
tree as far as the first limb and sat dow
One of the men shot him, and down |
tumbled.

Burch’s Gulch was named for thre
fingered Burch, and Turkey Creek, whi
emptied into Burch’s Gulch, was nam
for the numerous wild turkeys whi
were killed along the banks when car
was first made.

The third claim, just above me, w
owned and worked by a man called “To!
the Rancher.” He formerly had own
a ranch between El Paso and Mesil
about nine miles above my Canutil
ranch. j

One evening, after I had quit work
my claim, I was sitting in front of r
cabin eating supper, when Tony car
along on his way to the gulch, and
asked him if he would have some supp
He went on, paying no attention to n
and I thought he had not heard me,
1 hollered to him again, and he ve
politely told me to go to the devil wi
my supper, and then he said more.

I jumped up, saying, “What do y
mean ?” He answered, “If you want
know, just send your friend around, a
I’ll give you an answer.” That nig
like a fool, I sent my friend, John Fal
to see Tony. He told Falls that at da
break he would fight a duel with 1
with bowie knives; and that we wot
meet at the big pine below his camp
the trail leading up the gulch.

When Falls came back and told me
would have to fight Tony in the moz
ing, it did not disappoint me in the lea
for in those days I was pretty han
with the six-shooter. I had not notic
that he‘said with bowie knives; so, wh
Falls asked me for my knife, he beg
examining the guard, passing his fing
over the blade and saying, “The gua
is strong enough, but you will have
rub the whetstone over this blade, {1
it is not sharp.”

“What the devil has the knife got
do with it?” I asked. He quietly s:
that, as I was the challenging party, t
other had the choice of weapons, and
Tony had chosen bowie knives.

ELL, I thought the bottom h
dropped out of the earth bene:z
me, and I immediately saw that I h
acted like a fool to have challenged hi
but it was done, and I must face
Falls saw that I did not relish it, and
asked if T had any requests to make,
anything that I wished him to atte
to for me. I answered, “Yes, you ¢
clear out to bed and call me at fc
o’clock, if you are awake.”
(Continued on page 42)
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By E. W. BLACK
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Young Sam Black, camp cook turned hunter,
seldom knew who was chasing whom,

wut he got back home with both arms and legs,
and a skin toughened up by hurrahing!

Y FATHER, Sam Houston Black,

would be 109 years old this year. He
is been dead over twenty years.
The highlight of his life was when he
oked and tended camp for Jim Tackett
1 a buffalo hunt in the fall of 1875 and
e spring of 1876.
Sam’s father had owned a stage line on
le southeast coast of Texas and hauled
wssengers and mail to and from a ferry
1 the Mississippi River which crossed
; New Orleans. When the Civil War
arted, the mail contract ended and
avelers become so few that he had to
scontinue the line. This left him the
age teams, and as soon as possible after
te war, he began doing construction
nd dirt moving work, He helped build
1e roadbed for the Houston and Texas
entral Railroad. He completed the work
t Dallas on the Trinity River where
1e railroad ended. He had made arrange-
lents in advance, and his family rode
1e first through passenger train into
iallas from Houston. This pioneer coun-
'y needed large amounts of supplies
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Sam Houston Black at
age 21.

hauled to inland towns, so he moved his
family to Parker County, west of Dallas,
and started a freight line.

This was 1871, and Sam was only
twelve years old, too young to drive a
freight wagon. For several years he
worked at anything he could find to do
and finally landed a job with Jim
Tackett.

Jim Tackett was the oldest son of a
pioneer Parker County family. His fath-
er had been killed in a Comanche raid
in the early days of the county. The elder
Tackett had three sons and two daughters
and had settled on a creek bottom farm
with his wife and children. He was six
miles farther out than his nearest neigh-
bor. This was after Fort Worth had been
established and the Indians had been

o }
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scattered. No raids had occurred in two
years and the settlers felt comparatively
safe but were still on guard.

One afternoon in early spring, the
milch cows had grazed away from the
clearing and the elder Tackett went in
search of them. He carried his rifle, a
muzzleloader. He hunted the cows him-
self for he was afraid to send the boys.

He had not been gone long when the
family heard a shot, and as rapidly as
possible other shots, and they knew there
was Indian trouble. The boys had extra
rifles but could not go to their father’s
aid for they did not know the number
of the enemy and had to guard their
mother and sisters. Mr. Tackett, hoping
the Indians had not discovered his cabin,

(Continued on page 65)
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Scoreboard of the Raiders
(Continued from page 17)

of horses from them, among the number
some of mine that were stolen in 1871.
Instead of notifying the public of the
capture and requesting them to come and
prove their property, the horses were
ordered to be sold about the middle of
December 1874.

“Some weeks before the sale I went
to Fort Sill with proof to establish my
claim to my horses, but I could not get
them. I returned to Fort Sill on the day
of the sale, again demanding my property,
and . . . was told I could not get it
unless I bought and paid for it.

“The horses were sold for cash and the
government pocketed the money derived
from the sale of horses stolen from me
by the Kiowa and Comanche Indians.”

AIDE wasn’t successful in a later

claim to the money from the horse
sale, either. His claim was approved by
the U. S. House of Representatives, but
killed by the U. S. Senate.

“It is now 16 years since my horses
were stolen,” Waide said in his letter,
“and my money helps to make up the
big surplus in the Treasury.”

Waide wasn’t discriminatory when he
tackled the Federal Government. He also
grabbed Texas by the tail and twisted.
In the same letter he said a “fine stal-
lion was stolen from me” in 1882. “I
went to Denton and consulted an attor-
ney” when the horse and rider turned
up five years later. “I was told that two
years’ possession gave the present holder
of the horse a clear right and title to
him . . . his [the alleged thief] sins are
all washed away by the laws of Texas.”

Times continued rough for the Waide
family. Webster Waide’s father, David
H. Waide, fell into disagreement with a
man who, during an exchange of words,
drew his revolver and shot Waide off his
horse. The bullet passed through the
right lung. Waide fell but held on to
his saddle carbine and opened fire, fatally
wounding the other man’s horse.

The assailant was captured when his
mount fell dead about a mile away. He
was sentenced to a prison term at Hunts-
ville.

In those days a man just didn’t take
kindly to being shot, even if the attacker
had been punished by the state. Word
eventually came that the prisoner had
been released and had taken up residence
in Wichita Falls. Webster Waide’s father
set off for Wichita Falls on horseback.
Whatever he might have had in mind
just didn’t make any difference. The man
died of natural causes before he arrived.

Arizona in the ’50’s
(Continued from page 40)

I said T knew what he thought, but
that T was going to bed and tomorrow
could look out for itself.

He left me, and T lay down on my
blankets and tried to sleep; but, try as
I might, I could not. All the ways that
this terrible difficulty could have been
avoided harried my mind. I knew that
if T ever had to go through this again,
I would rather that a man would even
spit in my face than to challenge him. I
reviewed the days with Walker’s Army,
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The corrals at Fort Craig, New Mexico.

where the natives fought with machetes,
which were long cane-knives; and, in an
attack, we Americans had more than one
native to deal with. In this case, I had
only one man to fight, but that seemed
a big job. I finally slept, but had uneasy
dreams and dreamed that I was working
in the window-glass factory, as I had
done when a boy.

Falls called me on time, and I at first
thought I was called to that work, but
he said, “It’s daybreak, and I'm making
affcgp of coffee for you. Then we’ll be
off.

I went to the gulch, took a bath, came
back, drank my coffee, and lit my pipe.
We walked up the gulch in silence for
some distance, when Falls asked me if
I had thought of anything which he
could do for me. I answered, “Shut up,
I intend to look after my affairs my-
self.” When we arrived at the meeting-
place, we sat down and waited for about
twenty minutes, then started for Tony’s
camp, where we found him still asleep.
Falls spoke to him and said that we
were waiting. Tony replied that he had
studied the matter over and had con-
cluded that he was entirely wrong; and if
it was satisfactory to me, he would like
to drop the whole matter. When Falls
repeated what Tony had said, my hap-
piness knew no bounds, and I made a
solemn oath never to challenge another
man as long as life should last.

Additions were made to the popula-
tion by the daily arrival of miners. We
thought that we should lay off a town
site, and this was selected about three
claims above me, on Bear Creek, along
the dividing flat on the ridge which lay
between Whiskey Gulch, Santa Domingo
Gulch, and Burch’s Gulech. Town lots
were cheap, and houses did not cost
much, for pine logs were easily procured.
I soon built a house in the town; and,
shortly after its completion, I sold my
gulch mines and began on the quartz
mines, erecting arrastres in Whiskey
Gulch. Among the quartz lodes, I had one
silver mine which carried considerable
galena.

Among the fifty peons I kept, there
was one named Simon Chagrez. He had
been a wealthy silver miner in Sonora,
but because of the periodical revolutions
there, he landed in Mesilla with his fami-

ly without a dollar. I happened to
there at the time, and he asked me
lend him $50 for a few days, agreei
that if he did not repay the money
the stated time, he would become 1
servant. He got the money and, of cour
never paid it. I moved him and his fam
to Pinos Altos, where he proved to be
great service to me, as he understo
silver mining ‘well enough to build
smelter and run it. This I had him do.

The first run was a good one, a
from the silver in it I had a cover ma
for the bowl of my meerschaum pipe,
still have it, as I believe it was the fi)
silver-smelting done by a white man
the territory of Arizona.

After the town was begun, houses we
up thick and fast. Saloons, dance hal
and a tenpin alley were in operation, wi
gamblers galore. Between them and t
Mexican sefioritas, the miners soon part
with their gold. Sundays were used {
dueling, and all difficulties were settl
on that day, unless contending perso
were full of whiskey, in which case t
killing was quickly done. Some of the ¢
Pinos Altos miners will recall the du
of old Ned McGowan and Captain Porte
also, that between Sam Dyer and B
Dyke, Billy Estelle and Hank Smith, a:
numerous others. f

ITH ALL the dark clouds that ove
hung the town of Pinos Altos, a r

of sunshine broke through one day
the person of a young American la
named Rhoda Parker, who had travel
all the way from Iowa via Pike’s Pe:
in company with her aged father a
her uncle, named McCulloch. The ne
of her arrival spread quickly, and :
mining and business stopped immediate]
for everyone went to see the newcomel
I took the fever of curiosity and we
also. She seemed amused to have t
miners staring at her like a lot of lun
tics. She was a small woman, weighi
perhaps ninety pounds, and good loo
ing. She wore a broad-brimmed hat a
a tight-fitting dress, with skirt qui
short. She looked to be about sixteen, b
we learned that she was really twent
five years of age. It was luck for n
that the little lady hailed from the san
state that my parents lived in, a
naturally we became friends. I was qui

True We



A ¥

ed over any attention from her, and
nally became the bargainer when her
rer wished to buy a mining claim. I
this several times, and he would
n sell and make money on the deal.
‘here were seven or eight Mexicans,
| a few halfbreed children in town.
;s Parker remarked that it was a
me that they had no schooling, so
proposed to teach them, and we boys
nned to tax the miners $2.50 each, in
er to pay her for her trouble as
cher. Shortly after the school had been
ablished, I called at it. She came to
door and said that she preferred
see me after school hours. I said I'd
on hand. I laughingly asked if her
her wanted another mine. She an-
sred no, that her trouble was that
ee hundred miners wanted to marry
;, and she was at a loss to know which
i to accept, but had decided to ask my
rice. She brought out a large basket
| of love-letters received from the min-
and began reading them, while I
ught I would die of laughter. What
| we had! Each miner declared that
could not live without her. But the
7ice was never offered by me, for she
ally said she would not marry any-
3, She and her family remained in
108 Altos until the beginning of the
il War,
't was her uncle who first discovered
it Burch was the murderer of Colonel
venport. We were in a saloon when
row was started and Burch pulled
. six-shooter and said to the crowd,
will shoot this man free times, just
see him kick, and then frow him
t of doors.” When Burch said “free”
1 “frow,” instead of “three” and
wrow,” both Parker and MecCulloch be-
ne attentive. They noticed that he had
ly three fingers and rushed out of the
oon, pushing me before them, saying,
evis, come to the house quickly, we
ve something to tell you.” I thought it
1st be important to have taken me
ay from all that fun.
After we reached Parker’s house, he
ked the door, went to his trunk, and
t out a book which gave a full de-
siption of the murder of Colonel
wenport, at Rock Island, Illinois. Mec-
lloch said that there was a $1,500 re-
ird offered for Burch by the heirs of
» Davenport estate. I advised them to
ep their mouths shut and leave Burch
me.
[ thought that if ever the occasion
esented itself, I would find out for my
1 satisfaction if he really were the
in wanted. Not long after that, Burch
lled out his six-shooter in a erowd and
reatened to kill whoever got in his way.
[ walked up to him, saying, “Put up
ur gun, Burch.”
He turned in his drunkenness and said,
'm going to put free balls in you
mn quick.”
I replied, “I'm not afraid of the man
10 killed Colonel Davenport.” He
rned pale, and his six-shooter slipped
»m his hand. I picked it up, sticking
into his scabbard, saying, “I have
own for a long time that you were the
an. You are in no danger from me,
you behave; but the first time you
reaten a man’s life, I'm going to turn
1 over to the proper authorities.”
He was nearly arrested one day. He
lew he was being followed, and he
ked permission to go to the Rio Grande
join Colonel Ford’s command—this
as during the Civil War while he was
ith me in the Confederate Army. He
ft my command and I never saw him
rain. He died soon after the close of
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the war. ;

Pinos Altos still retained her share of
excitement as a frontier mining town.
One night, after T had been asleep, J ack
Swilling came to my house, calling for
me. “Get up, for God’s sake! I have
killed Printer.” :

I knew that Jack and Printer were
good friends and so could not believe it,
so I called out, “Go home to bed;
Printer will keep till morning.”

Jack then said in tremulous tones, o i
you do not get up, I'm going to blow my
brains out in your doorway.”

I heard his six-shooter click as he
cocked it, and I said, “All right, wait,
and I will go with you”” When I came
out, he was crying like a baby, but still
I just could not believe that he had killed
Printer, for Jack was one of the kindest-
hearted men in the camp; and it was
only when he was crossed while under
the influence of whiskey that he would
get ugly or desperate. Printer was a
quiet young man of about twenty-one
years. Everyone like him, and he and
Jack Swilling were unusually good
friends.

When we arrived at the dance hall
where the row had occurred, Printer was
stretched out dead. No one seemed to
know how it happened, or why. Not even
Jack, himself, could say anything except
that he shot him. The next day we laid
Printer away in the graveyard, just be-
low the dueling ground where there
were many graves of fellows who had
died under such circumstances, for not
many died a natural death. ;

Poor Jack Swilling remained in Ari-
zona after the Civil War broke out,
settling in the valley. He took up a home-
stead where Phoenix now stands and was
one of the few early settlers of that city;
and his wife and children reside there
now, in 1886. Jack continued to be a
heavy drinker, and during one of his
sprees the stage was held up and robbed.
Jack heard about it and declared that he
did it. He was arrested and sent to pri-
son, where he later died. When he sob-
ered up, he could tell nothing about it.
I will always believe that poor Jack
Swilling was innocent of that charge. (It
later was proved that Swilling was not
guilty, and the two men who were
sentenced with him were released. Mrs.
Jack Swilling remarried and died in
Phoenix in 1929.)

One arrival in Pinos Altos caused a
great deal of fear among the early
timers. His name was Henry Elam, and
he hailed from Albuquerque, where he
had been in a fight with seven men and
had killed four. He gave us all to under-
stand that, when he went to a new town,
he could not be happy until he had killed
his man. I was afraid of him, and so
was everyone else. He was a big gambler,
and when he was lucky, it was goodbye to
the monte bank; but when he lost, he lost
well, for everything that he owned would
go. He frequently came to me to borrow
money when he was “broke,” and he
always paid me back as soon as he had
a winning. Whenever he was drunk, I
would be sure to shut myself in my
room, with my shotgun close by; for my
fear of him was something which I was
beginning to be ashamed of.

At the beginning of the Civil War, he
applied to join my company. I was still
afraid, but he was determined about it,
and he served with me through Arizona
and New Mexico, and also during the
first part of our service in Texas and
Louisiana.

Before I left Pinos Altos, I buried my
trunk beneath a pine tree. It contained
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my diary, letters from home, newspaper
clippings, gold nuggets, arrowheads, and
many other keepsakes. I learned later
that it was dug up the next day by a
man who saw me bury it there.

IN THE SPRING of 1860, while I was
on a trading trip to Mangas Colorado’s
tribe at Santa Lucia—now called Mangas
Springs—a band of Apaches who were
roaming in the vicinity of Pinos Altos
killed and ate a mule. They thought that
it belonged to me, but it was really owned
by one of the miners. Upon my return
to Pinos Altos, they told me about it
and said that a company of rangers had
been organized, and all elections made
except that of captain. This post had
been reserved for me. I said that I
could not take it. This caused them to
believe that I was siding with the
Apaches. They knew better, but noth-
ing would satisfy them but that I should
attend the hall meeting and give my
reasons for refusing to head the com-
pany.

I reasoned that prospectors were out
all over the country, and that the Indians
were not molesting them, and that it
would be far better to raise the money
and pay for the mule than to risk war
with them. The majority of the men
were Texans, and mules and money were
no object to them. They wanted to fight.
Seeing that they were determined to
fight it out, I consented to go.

1 suggested that we should set the
time of the raid for two weeks ahead,
and send out for all prospectors to come
in. But they would not listen. We must
go at once and seftle the question. “All
right, come on; I will see that you get
lzcxll ,l;he fighting you want, and more,
00.

They were told to prepare one hundred
rounds of ammunition, and rations for
ten days. The next day, which was Satur-
day, we would start out and camp at
McKinney’s ranch, ten or twelve miles
distant from Pinos Altos. McKinney had
a number of unbroken horses which he
said he would furnish to all my men
who needed them. For all horses killed,
he was to be repaid from the captured
horses we would bring back. .

We camped at his ranch on Saturday
night, and continued there over Sunday
breaking the horses. On Monday morn-
ing, we took the trail which led across
the mountains to the Rio Mimbres, camp-
ing about dark on the top of the moun-
tain where the trail led down into the
Mimbres Valley some three miles distant,
(The old Overland Mail Route was twen-
ty-five miles north of where Deming,
New Mexico, now is. Mimbres Station
was the next stop west from Cook’s
Springs. The R. K. Bell ranch now oc-
cupies the location of the old Mimbres
Station.)

After supper, I left the men in camp
with instructions to build no fires. If
I did not return by 8:00 A.M., they
should follow my trail. The moon was
just rising as 1 started, and I found
the canyon dark and shadowy, but the
trail was a well-traveled one; and after
about two hours I emerged from the
mouth of the canyon onto a rancheria of
about one hundred tepees or wigwams.

I crawled back to where I could get
a good view of the camp. By this time,
the moon was shining brightly. I was
just rising to start back to camp when
one of the camp dogs caught my scent
and began to bark, and in a minute all
the dogs were joining in. I hurried to
the leeward of the camp, knowing that,
as long as the wind blew from me to
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the camp, the dogs would keep up their
barking. All became quiet after some
of the warriors had come out to investi-
gate and returned to their tepees.

I returned to camp at about midnight,
and ordered coffee made for three o’clock,
and everything ready to start by four.
Then I lay down and slept soundly until
the call, when I found all saddled and
bridled and ready to start.

After my coffee, I told the men the
situation of the Indian encampment, and
also that the enemy outnumbered us ten
to one; but the camp was in a favorable
location for attack, and if we could sur-
prise them, the battle would be half
won. Giving them instructions to follow
me closely, I led them down the canyon
to within a half-mile of the encampment.
We halted, and I passed the word along
the line to move up at intervals, two at
a time, as quietly as possible. Everything
favored us; the wind had changed and
was blowing from the camp towards us.
The tepees were set up in line about a
distance of two hundred yards along
the foot of the mountain, and the mesa
extended for a mile toward the Rio
Mimbres. The old river bed was dry,
and the banks on either side were six or
eight feet high. About two hundred yards
across from the old bed, on the west
side, were thick clusters of willows. On
the east bank a small rancheria was lo-
cated, owned by a German who was in
some way connected with Elias’ tribe, and
who lived there with three squaws.

The wind had enabled me to form my
men into line in the arreyo, facing the
encampment, without alarming the In-
dians. We sat on our horses, waiting
for daylight before making the attack.
Half the horses were unbroken mustangs
that had never felt the saddle before
this trip. We planned to charge the
camp with a yell and get in among the
Indians. If the Indians started to run,
those with trained horses would pursue
them, while those riding the unbroken
horses would take charge of thé camp
and of any prisoners. If one man was
seen surrounded by more warriors than
he could handle, they should go to his
rescue. I had told the men who had
never been in an Indian fight that when
the Indians gave their war whoop or
battle cry it was terrifying and would
chill the blood in their veins, and to
offset that they had better give a
genuine Texas yell.

IT WAS growing light, so I took my

position in the center of the line and
passed the word along to advance. Just
as they reached the tableland, they
charged with that yell. Out came the
warriors like bees, and before they could
form their line of battle, we were upon
them. For a few moments the situation
looked doubtful. As T had feared, the un-
broken horses, when they heard the war
cry of the Apaches, seemed to be more
terror-stricken than the men; they reared
up and became so unmanageable that
their riders had all they could do to
keep their saddles, much less do any
fighting. The Indians kept a stream of
arrows flying, the mustangs getting their
share. I was only holding my ground
with the men, but our six-shooters were
having a telling effect on the Indian line.
I ordered the riders of the mustangs to
dismount and turn their mounts over to
the horseholders. This gave three more
fighting men out of every four. The
Indians began falling back towards the
river; they jumped down the steep bank
and re-formed along the edge. We fol-
lowed closely, forcing our horses to jump
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the bank. Some of the riders managed
their horses well, landing and wheeling
to face the warriors; but others made
bad landings, and consequently some
horses and riders piled up.

There was no time for our men to
waste, as the warriors from the rancheria
on the east bank of the river had joined
those from the camp, and the number
doubled. The warriors left the bank and
ran for the cluster of willows. Our
number was depleted, and we found it
much more difficult than when out on
the mesa. After some time, we drove
them out of the willows and across the
river bed, where they scrambled up the
high banks on the east and ran to the
mountains past the German’s cabin. The
banks there were too steep to get up
with our horses, and we were compelled
to travel down the river to find some
way out of the river bed.

Old Chief Elias knew well that we
could not follow his warriors, and he
was in no hurry to get out of our way.
He sat on his horse, near the German’s
cabin, not over two hundred yards away,
and cussed at us in English—and in
good English, too. I asked if any of the
rangers could lift him out of his saddle,
and one by the name of Davis said that
his rifle could get him. Davis raised his

un, and before the smoke cleared away,
lias lay stretched on the ground, and
his horse ran back to the rancheria.

During the time we were engaged in
the river bed, the men in charge of the
mustangs had selected the best horses
from the Indian herd and had them sad-
dled, and had gathered up the Indian
stock and prisoners.

About a mile above the battle ground
there lived two men, Barnes and Poker
Jack, on their ranch. They sent me word
that another rancheria of Indians was
located just above their place, and they
feared an attack from them. I took half
the rangers and struck out for the ranch-
erfa, leaving orders for the other men
to take the prisoners and stock to Barnes’
ranch and guard them there.

To reach the rancheria I had to pass
through a grove of cottonwood trees.
The Indians whom we had surprised that
morning were hiding behind these trees
and opened up on us as soon as we came
near enough, wounding some of our men
and horses. The number of Indians had
increased, while our number was smaller.
The Indians had the advantage over us.
We knew it would cost us more men and
horses to drive them out of the timber,
so I gave the order to return to the ranch,
where our other men were holding the
stock and prisoners. After dark, signal
fires were burning on all the surround-
ing mountains.

Barnes and Poker Jack sent a courier
to Major Lynde, the commander at Fort
McLane, about twenty-five miles distant,
asking him to send troops to protect
them, as they were afraid that as soon
as I left with my force, the Indians would
kill them, as they had threatened to do
many times before. We sent word to
the German that he had better come
into our camp, but this he refused to do.
T'h(ix tIndlans clubbed him to death that
night.

WE REMAINED in camp on the fol-

lowing day. In the afternoon, Lieu-
tenant Marmaduke—Ilater governor of
Missouri—arrived with a company of in-
fantry with orders from Major Lynde to
take charge of all captured stock and
prisoners. I was eager to get rid of the
prisoners, but the stock I wanted in order
to replace those stolen from the whites.

When Lieutenant Marmaduke gave |
order, I refused to release the stock.
asked if I were going to disobey t
orders of a government officer. I s:
yes, just so long as a government offic
sits in his post and allows Indians
murder and rob the white people wil
out punishing the Indians, he desery
nothing but disrespect. The horses
cannot have, under any consideratic
but the prisoners will be released to h
on one condition: that he take them
Fort McLane, (later called Apache 1
joo, it is fifteen miles southwest of Sily
City, New Mexico) holding them the
till I should return from Pinos Alt
where I would go for a list of the stol
stock in that vicinity; that when t
Indians turned over the required numh
of stock, he could release the prisone:
adding any other requirements of the
he wished. Lieutenant Marmaduke w
a gallant officer and a man of his wo
He agreed to my proposal, and I turn
the prisoners over to him.

Late that afternoon, I could see th
the Indians were closing in upon t
valley from both sides. There were on
two routes I could take leading out
our difficulty, one down the valley, ai
the other through the Copper Mine Pas
I was certain that both routes would
guarded, and I felt that I must thrc
the Indians off their guard. Before da:
the order was given to pack and be rea
for the start. I could see that the Apach
were watching every move made in o
camp; and as it began to grow dar
their spies came closer.

We mounted our horses and stru
out for the Copper Mine Pass, and wit
in a half-mile the signal fires were gi
ing the information that we were lea
ing by that route. I knew that, just :
soon as the Apaches saw the signals, the
would all rush to the pass to interce
us. We kept on that course till afti
dark, then we turned directly to the le
and passed down the Mimbres Valley.
told the men to keep close together ax
travel quickly, prepared to fight at ar
time. We marched until 3:00 A.N
emerging from the valley onto the tabl
land and halting about three miles fro
the Rio Mimbres until daybreak. The
we started for Pinos Altos.

As we entered Whiskey Gulch, whe:
the trail led in from Santa Rita d
Cobre, the Apaches came near cuttir
us off from Pinos Altos, but we were
little too far ahead of them. The folloy
ing night the Apaches came into tow
and carried off one of our best hors
while he was tied in the center of tow
not over fifty yards from my quarter

LIEUTENANT MARMADUKE w:

reinforced by troops sent from Fo
McLane, but he wrote me that the con
mander was going to turn the prisone
loose, in spite of his promise to me.
immediately wrote the commanding o
ficer that. if he freed those Apaches b
fore making terms with them. it wou
be worse for us than ever, for the libera
ed Indians would join their friends ar
attack us, hoping to recover their lo
stock. But the commander refused to d
tain the prisoners, saying that he saw
need of such discipline. He called tt
chiefs to consult with him. They cam
and while the council was in progress, ti
other warriors were quietly going |
around the stock; and when they saw fi
they left the fort, going toward the her
When the Indians were far enough aws
from the fort, the herders were kille
and the entire herd driven off, leavin
the fort without even a team of mule
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mediately, the commander sent a cou-
r, asking that I go with my rangers
{ recover the stock. I declined, saying
it T had lost no stock.
jome few days after this, Major Mec-
ece withdrew the coaches from the
erland Mail route, taking coaches,
ck, and employees. When his party,
1sisting of 122 men, was about two
les southeast of Steins Peak Station,
+ Indians attacked them, and all were
led. Among them was my old partner,
thony Elder.
After this massacre, three prospector
ends from Pinos Altos—Burke, Dona-
e, and Malcolm—were taken prisoners
the Indians at Steins Peak, their
nds were tied behind their backs, and
3y were hung up to a juniper tree
th their heads down, within a foot of
» ground. Fires were built under them,
d they were burned alive. Cochise cut
me strips of flesh off the bodies, roast-
it, and ate it to make him brave. This
s afterwards told me by Esconolea.
(Extract from Diary, Dec. 8, 1886—this
the record of a trip made by author
company with M. E. Kinchalla: “We
sk the trail through the range which
ids to the old Overland Mail Station,
lled Steins Peak Station. We passed
rough where old Esconolea’s tribe used
camp and came to the station, which
s the first time I had been there in
enty-five years. The old juniper tree
s disappeared where my three old
lends were hung by their heels and
rned alive by Cochise. I did not dwell
ere long, for my past experience of
ars ago came rushing back on me so
vidly that I hurried off the ground,
king the road leading through the can-
n towards San Simon.”—B.W.T.)

,URING this period I kept my arrastre
mules at Santa Lucia, in the next
lley south of Pinos Altos. I usually
srked one set for a week, then changing
d working the other set. I made the
ange on Sunday, taking those I had
srked through the week to the ranch
d bringing the fresh mules back to re-
ace them. I would always take a couple
men along to assist me.
On one of the trips, James Speers and
[f Delaney went with me. Just before
> arrived in the Santa Lucia Valley,
large cinnamon bear ran out of the
ush just ahead of us. We began firing
him, and after following him into an-
her gulch we killed him. We dis-
ounted, tied our horses, and got busy
inning the bear. We were so near
nos Altos that we felt no fear, and
sre so intently interested in the work
skinning him, stooping over him, that
3 did not hear the Apaches. They had
awled through the brush and were on
before we knew it, and we were their
isoners.
The Indians were of Chief Lea’s tribe.
rey tied our hands -behind our backs
1d took us a short distance beyond the
iring where each one of us was tied to
live-oak tree. Soon a warrior galloped
), giving a whoop. It was Cochise! I
irely was surprised to see him, for he
as out of his territory. Santa Lucia was
1 Mangas Colorado’s ground. I knew,
ie mement I saw Cochise, that our case
as hopeless. I knew, also, that he would
revail upon Lea’s warriors—whose pris-
1ers we were—to turn us over to him.
was also sure, if he could not buy us,
3 would take us, anyway. I did not think
3 was alone, and I afterwards learned
1at his band of warriors was in the next
mmyon, or somewhere near.
Cochise, by letting Lea’s warriors have
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all my mules, and Jxromising that we
would not be allowed to get away, ob-
tained possession of us. Cochise at once
gave a signal, and about fifty warriors
of his tribe came galloping up. I knew
every one of them as well as I did my
two captive friends. Cochise gave orders
to untie us and take us to the Gila River;
then he turned to the under chief who
had captured us and asked him for my
belt, pistols, shotgun, and knife. Buckling
the belt around his waist, he fastened
the shotgun to his saddle, mounted his
horse, and we started for the Rio Gila.

As soon as we had gotten out of sight
of Lea’s warriors, he changed his course
to the Burro Mountains (Burro Moun-
tains are north of Lordsburg, New Mexi-
co). Then Cochise began his hellish perse-
cutions, by first one thing and then
another—and ‘he knew how to inflict
every punishment. My two comrades re-
ceived their punishment as we traveled
on, but Cochise said he would show me
what I deserved, and just how I should
die. We halted before sundown and
camped.

During the march my two companions
had been placed at the front, while I
was kept at the rear near Cochise. When
we camrll)ed, I saw the blood oozing out
from their clothing. They looked as
though they were not able to go one step
farther. They were led to two trees, tied
to them heads down, fires were then
built, and they were burned alive. I be-
came frantic and spat on Cochise, calling
him all the vile names I could think of.
I wanted to die and not see any more
cruelty. I was tugging at the bonds that
tied me, believing I could get loose, when
Cochise hit me on the head with one of
my six-shooters and felled me to the
ground, knocking me senseless.

. When I became conscious, we were
camé)ed in another spot, and I was tied
hand and foot. Cochise told one of the

warriors to signal that he was coming to

Apache Pass with me as prisoner; then

he left me in charge of some warriors

and walked off a short distance to where
his horse was tied. While he was away,

the warrior told me they were sorry I

was a captive, and wished I could get

away; but they could not free me, for

Cochise would kill them. In our talk I

asked them why Cochise - punished my

two friends so cruelly on the march.

They said that Cochise ordered them to

have the two men dead before our arrival

in camp.

Jimmy Speers was a young man from
Pennsylvania, and Alf Delaney came
from Illinois. Never have I known two
braver men. They had been with me for
over two years, and we had fought the
Indians many times, and it seemed hard
that at last they were compelled to die
like dogs.

Esconolea was at Apache Pass when
Cochise signaled that he was bringing
me in as prisoner. He took all his war-
riors and started for Steins Peak, know-
ing full well that Cochise would come
through Doubtful Canyon with me. He
was determined to set me at liberty, if
he could.

Cochise kept me tied, hand and foot, all
night. The cords were drawn so tightly
that in the morning my ankles and
wrists were so inflamed that the cords
could barely be seen; and when they
were cut, I was still quite weak from the
loss of blood caused by the cut on my
head from my own six-shooter the eve-
ning before. I had not eaten anything
since breakfast the day before. Cochise
brought me some horse meat. One of the
warriors built a fire, and T roasted my
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own meat and ate it. Then, again, my
hands were tied. Cochise called two war-
riors to stand me on the hot coals. With-
out the use of my arms, I could not help
myself. They kept me there until my
boots were burned and my feet were
blistered. When my boots were pulled
and cut off, the skin pulled off with
them.

Cochise compelled me to walk over half-
way to Steins Peak, where we arrived
the afternoon of the third day. There I
found old Chief Jack with his entire
tribe, camped. They were having a tiz-
win drunk, and nearly everyone was
drunk.

ABOUT AN HOUR after we arrived

in camp, I saw one of Esconolea’s
warriors talking to my captors. I thought
that if I could only get his attention,
I could send some word to Esconolea. I
watched for a chance to signal him, and
at last nodded for him to come to me.
I was surprised to hear him curse me to
my captors and tell them I ought to be
burned alive. He, with Cochise’s guards,
walked close to where I was lying tied,
and he scowled at me and threatened to
kick me. All hopes of being released by
Esconolea vanished. The men turned
away and began talking about other
matters. Soon their attention was called
to the tizwin, which seemed plentiful.
Esconolea’s warrior said that they should
go drink some, and he would remain
with me. One of them replied, “You will
not molest him, if we are not gone long?”
“No, but I will sit down here and enjoy
seeing the ants and flies eat up his feet.”
My feet were then raw and covered by
both ants and flies, but because my hands
and feet were tied, I could not even brush
them off. It would be useless to describe
the agony I was in, both on the march
from the Burro Mountains and after we
arrived in camp.

Esconolea’s  stolid-looking  warrior
stood there until he saw my guards dis-
appear down into the arroyo, when he
immediately turned and, showing a smil-
ing countenance, he began brushing the
flies from my feet, saying, “Never mind,
Cheese-Goolee, we are trying to set you
free,” 1 told him that just as soon as
the two guards returned, he must make
all speed to Apache Pass and tell Escono-
lea that I was Cochise’s prisoner. He an-
swered that Esconolea knew that and
was here with all of his tribe. He added
that Esconolea was now with Cochise and
old Jack, and that all of Esconolea’s war-
riors were in the next canyon, not over
one mile away. He told me that, if the
chief could not release me quietly, he
would do it by force. At least, I would be
free before I should reach Doubtful Can-
yon. Such joy as I felt over that mes-
sage! My pain and cramped feeling were
nothing.

I asked him for something to eat. He
said he had some mesquite beans and
dried venison; but, with my hands tied,
I was unable to feed myself. He said I
would need all possible strength for the
time of my rescue. So, sitting on his
heels, he broke dried venison into bits
and put them into my. mouth, all the
while watching in the direction where my
captors might emerge from the canyon.
He asked if I did not think he had fooled
Cochise’s men cleverly when he cussed
me and threatened to kick me, and he
told me not to be surprised if he did
other things for the same reason. I was
afraid he would be overheard, and so told
him not to speak so loudly. He laughed
and said that all those who had drunk
tizwin tonight would not wake up till

noon tomorrow, as he had put del-te-za
the tizwin. Del-te-za is a black root, 2
when dried and pulverized and put i
liquid, it acts liﬁe opium. (The autl
may have been mistaken or misinform
Chips of oak root were used to give !
drink flavor, and the beans of the mo
tain laurel, Broussonetia secundiflo
were used for their narcotic effect. §
Edward F. Castetter and M. E. Opl
“Ethnobiological Studies in the Ame
can Southwest,” The Unwersity of N
Mezxico Bulletin, Whole No. 297, Nov.
1936, pp. 51-55.)

Shortly after this conversation,
cut my cords, and I saw the tall fo
of Esconolea coming up out of the gul
towards me. I tried to rise to meet hi
but I had lain so long in one positi
that I could not use my limbs. Esconol
told me to lie still. He came close a
knelt down by me and gave me one
his usual hugs. He then pulled out
pair of mocecasins and began putting the
on my feet. He raised me up to a sitti
posture, unbuckled a belt from arou
his waist, put it around my waist, a
said, “I borrowed your six-shooters frc
Cochise while he was sleeping, thinki
you might need them. Now, if you c
crawl after me until we get through t
camp, we will find the fastest horse
my tribe, hitched just outside.” I tri
to crawl, but I could not go fast enoug
so he picked me up and carried me,
seemed, with great ease. Several tim
he put me down gently on the-grou
while he would put his ear to the grow
to learn if we were being followed.

After winding around through t
camp, we got beyond it and found Esc
nolea’s horse and his entire tribe plac
there, in .case his strategy failed
liberating me. He helped me on the hor
and said I would find dried veniso
acorns, mescal, and mesquite beans ti
to the saddle, so I could eat as
traveled. He gave me a little bucksk
bag and told me that, when I campe
I should take off my mocecasins a1
sprinkle some powder over my feet, a1
that they would be well in a few day
I asked Esconolea if he could go alo
with me, but he said no, that he mu
be found in camp as drunk as the re
of them when they awoke, for Cochi
would be in a bad humor -when he di
covered my escape. He said not to 1
afraid, for I would have a half day
start on Cochise; and in case of pursui
he, Esconolea, would follow with h
warriors.

He gave me a farewell hug, one of h
warriors led my horse a half-mile or s
and then he removed the buckskin fro
the horse’s feet, saying, “Ushah-noo-l
gool,” “Good run.” 1 shook the reins ar
rode away in the direction of the Bum
Mountains. The horse was a fine anim;
and long-winded, and I arrived at Pin¢
Altos the second night after I was fre
I was laid up for a while, because of m
rough treatment.

AT ABOUT that time, the Coppe
Mine Indians had made a raid o
Whiskey Gulch, where the arrastres wel

“located, killing Frank Barrett. They we:

quite bold, coming close to Pinos Altc
on all sides.

My capture had been effected just
few days after the killing of McNeec
and his party, and I found, upon m
arrival, that a number of Pinos Altc
miners had joined McNeece at Co
Springs, intending to go through to Cal
fornia. Shortly after the abandonmer
of Fort McLane, a party of us started fo
Mesilla. On nearing Cook’s Canyon w

True Wes



the buzzards soaring ahead of us,
as we neared the point we found a
1 body. A little beyond lay the up-
coach. The party had evidently fought
some time before they were killed,
we found the bodies here and there
n the ridge on the east side of the
yon. John Wilson’s body lay the
:hest up the ridge. He had built him-
a little breastwork out of rocks.
hise’s warriors evidently had gone
and and taken their stand on the top
he ridge above him, and poured their
>ws into him. He was shot in a dozen
ses. The buzzards had picked the eyes
of all the bodies. I think I remember
rectly when I say there were eight or
2 in that party. We buried the bodies
camped for the night at the spring,
. the next morning started for the
Grande.
.t Good Sight Station we met Captain
pwood. He had been mustered into
Confederate service, and my party
. I joined his comﬁany. At the time,
e of us believed that the war would
yunt to much. Captain Coopwood had
ers from Colonel Baylor to proceed
it and watch for Lieutenant Lord,
) was in charge of the Northern
)gs from Fort Buchanan; for the fort
been abandoned, and Lieutenant Lord
s coming to join his troops with those
sthern troops from Fort Fillmore. In
meantime, Fort Fillmore was aban-
ed, also, and Waller’s battalion had
owed Lieutenant Lord’s troops and
tured them at San Augustine Springs.
joopwood’s instructions were to let
utenant Lord’s forces come in to
acho, and the battle would be fought
re. General Johnson had planned the
tle and selected the ground. It would
‘e proved all right, had Captain Coop-
yd guarded the old Fort Thorn road
| intercepted all couriers; but he did
do this, and four hours after the
rthern forces went into camp at
k’s Springs, a courier arrived from
t Craig, telling the Lieutenant the
lation, and he immediately set fire
all trains of wagons and stores of all
ds, took the Fort Thorn road, and
ived at Fort Craig safely. (Old Fort
g was located five miles south of
| Marcial, New Mexico, on the Rio
inde. It is now nearly all taken in by
building of the Elephant Butte Dam
| the backup water of that dam.)
'he Confederates lost a great oppor-
ity by not making the fight at Cook’s
1iyon. Our command went into camp
»ld Fort Fillmore, remaining there for
e time. We made a raid up the coun-
and captured Alamosa, and were fol-
ed by the Northern cavalry from Fort
ig, commanded by Major Morrow.
had a considerable battle at the cot-
woods this side of Alamosa, where
y overtook us at daybreak. They kept
the battle as long as their ammuni-
1 lasted, then retired, and we returned
Dofia Ana, where almost all of Coop-
»d’s company joined Captain Hunter’s
apany. I was among the number and
s elected lieutenant and was sent with
escort to Magdalena, Sonora, with
onel Riley. After the battle of Fort
1ig and our abandonment, I brought
the rear of our forces.
Nhen we left Arizona, we followed
old Sibley brigade through the
zisiana campaign against Bank’s first
d, where our Arizona battalion got
thinned that it was consolidated and
led the “Arizona Scouts.” I com-
nded them until the close of the war.
+ command was well known to all the
ces in the Trans-Mississippi Depart-
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Courtesy Tiny Smith
Geronimo

ment, especially to the old Tom Green’s
division and Major’s division. My com-
mand was the last to be mustered out at
Hempstead, Texas. I proceeded to San
Antonio, and my men, some fifteen of
them, scattered in all directions, and
only three of them ever arrived at
Mesilla,

I went to St. Louis, Missouri, married
Miss Emma Boston, and began merchan-
dising in that city, but I could not with-
stand the longing to return to Arizona,
where I had experienced so many ad-
ventures in the fifties; and I found my-
self drifting toward the west. I went to
Austin, Texas, in 1879 and remained
there until 1880, then left for Arizona.

I arrived at old Apache Pass after a
twenty-three-year absence. It was now
occupied by government troops and was
known as Fort Bowie, and the old Over-
land Mail Station building and my old
trading post quarters were still stand-
ing. (Trading Post Corral, Apache Pass:
As late as 1889, it was used by Don
Alger, who had a government contract
for carrying mail from Teviston to Fort
Bowie.—M.D.)

I began locating mines in the Chiric-
ahua Range and occasionally traveled to
the different places I had been so familiar
with in the ’50s.

I filed on a homestead in the San
Simon Valley, at the crossing of the
Pueblo Viejo road, leading from Fort
Bowie to the town of Solomonville, on
the Gila River, thirty-seven miles distant.

The location of my settlement was
fourteen miles north of the fort, and five
miles from the foothills of the Chiricahua
Range. The Cochise Mining and Milling

48

Company, with which I was associated,
developed a good many claims, and there
were numerous mining camps established
in the Dos Cabezas Mountains. I became
interested also in merchandising, and sent
for my family, who arrived from Austin,
Texas, on January 5, 1882.

Since my return to the territory, mur-
derous warfare has been carried on by
the Apaches under the leadership of
Chief Geronimo. His surrender to General
Miles took place on September 4, 1886.

I believe that, now, with the capture
of Geronimo and his warriors who might

have succeeded him, the territory will

prosper in its mining enterprises, stock-
raising, home-building, and other in-
terests that eventually will build it up
into a great State of Arizona. (The
author did not live to see Arizona be-
come a state.)

APPENDIX
A SON of Captain Tevis relates that,
in 1902, the Buckeye Mining and Mill-
ing Company were operating in Virginia
Chief Canyon, which leads east out of
Rock House Canyon.

The commissary privileges were given
to Captain Tevis, and the road-building
contract was let to a man named Tuttle
who employed Apache labor from the San
Carlos Reservation.

One evening after supper several bucks
and squaws came up the canyon to where
Tevis and his son were camped. Tevis
spoke to one of the squaws, and the buck
asked him where he had learned the
Chiricahua language. He answered that
he was at Apache Pass and said that he
knew and considered Esconolea to be
his best friend there, and that it was he
who had taught him the Chiricahua
language. The following evening, the
same buck and the two younger squaws
came back to camp, and with them there
was an old squaw, perhaps over ninety
years of age.

She spoke to Tevis in a voice weak and
broken, and her lack of teeth made it
difficult to understand her. She asked his
name, and he answered, “Cheese-Goolee,”
the name he was known by among the
Chiricahua Apaches. She told him that
she was Esconolea’s widow. Overcome
with emotion, she cried and talked and
clung to him until the son took her away.
Before leaving, she reached into her
bosom and pulled out an old silver watch-
case, attached to a buckskin thong, which
she wore around her neck. She showed
Tevis the watch which he had given
her at Apache Pass in the time of these
memoirs, and she told him that his old
friend, Chief Esconolea, had died at the
San Carlos Reservation. Several more
visits were made while the Apaches were
employed by Tuttle, and Tevis told his
son about the watch.

Once, at Apache Pass, in 1858, some
squaws had been making arrows by tying
the arrowheads on with buckskin, and
dipping the finished arrows in a deer
liver which was green with venom from
rattlesnakes. Tevis tried to tie one; and
when it was, as he thought, finished, the
arrowhead fell away from the shaft. At
this, all the squaws laughed. Esconolea’s
squaw steppeg up and showed him just
how to do it right. He Jrlayfully put his
watch to her ear, and it pleased her
greatly, and she begged him for it. Tevis’
son could not remember whether his
father had known this son of Esconolea
who was now working near them, or
whether it could be “Ah-wall-toon,” who,
when sixteen years of age had killed a
bear singlehanded just outside Apache
Pass in 1857. (Memoirs, Chap. 4, p. 131.)

If so, he would have been a man of al
sixty-one years of age at the time of
incident.

If any of the families of Francisc(
Esconolea are still living, it would 4
infinite pleasure to the author’s chilc
to hear from them, for the Tevis far
has listened to hours of storytelling
their father, about the love he had
Esconolea, the best friend he ever kr

GRANVILLE OURY TE’
Narrator

Last Victim of the Vigilantes
(Continued from page 25)

cursing the posse, daring them to ¢
him a six-shooter so he could take s«
of them with him.

Ennis and his men buried Munn in
Rexbury cemetery and then took tl
prisoners to the railroad to be tre
ported to Boulder, the scene of t]
crime. On the way they were guarded
Ben Burns, Martin Peel and Al Gl
The rest of the posse returned by Hen:
Lake, bringing with them the wag
horses and the rest of the outla
equipment.

Murphy and the two Edmonsons w
transferred to Helena to await trial. }
liam Ennis, George Thexton, Theod
Wilkins, John Brice, George Thorps
Ben Burns were summoned to Hel
as witnesses. Others called later from
Madison included Richard Coad, Willi
Wagner, Charles Anceny and Geo
Hadzor.

Henry Edmonson’s trial started Nove
ber 20, 1884; he was found guilty by
jury and sentenced to fourteen years
the territorial prison at Deer Lodge.
November 22 John Edmonson was brou
to trial but the jury disagreed and
was discharged. He was brought to t
again on December 3 and found gui
drawing a sentence of twelve years
Deer Lodge.

But Con Murphy, true to his repu
tion, again engineered his escape on e
tion night that fall. Helena officers
sumed that he had help from the outs
but this was never officially proved.

In jail Con Murphy had shown a «
ferent side of his personality, telling
cellmate that he was unhappy that
had not been allowed to go with Custe:
the Little Big Horn. The cellmate la
told officers Murphy also added that
would have liked to have died an hon
able death and saved the people of M
tana much grief and expense.

IMMEDIATELY following Murphy’e

cape several fires broke out in Hele
It was at once assumed that these mij
have been set by Murphy to divert
tention from the jail where the Edm
sons were awaiting transfer to D
Lodge, and a group of townspeople
cretly formed a “Vigilance Committ
to deal out their own particular form
justice.

Late in December, 1884, a young n
appeared in Helena and, in a conversat
with Albert Galen who was then a sche
boy, said, “My name is Con Redmond
just came here from my home in H:
nibal, Missouri, to make a search for :
brother, Jack. I guess in this coun
he is known as Con Murphy. We he:
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¢ home that Jack was leading a bad
here, and Mother is in very poor
th and sick with worry. It is Mother’s
1 that she see him once more and
. to him, so I have got to find him.”
ow young Con Redmond found his
1 brother isn’t known but in a short
3 the two were together, and young
mond succeeded in convincing ‘“Mur-
” that he should give up his career
yutlawry and go back home. Murphy
1aged to obtain train tickets for Mis-
i but could not risk boarding a train
{elena. While he stayed in hiding the
ard for his capture increased to
'00. Afraid things weren’t going to
. down, the brothers decided to make
reak for it.
ohn O’Neill, a rancher who lived
ut eighteen miles northeast of Hel-
, was awakened by a loud knocking on
door on the morning of January 25,
5. He at once opened the door and
snow-covered figures pushed their
r into the cabin and demanded some
akfast. O’Neill, familiar with the de-
ption of Murphy, recognized the fu-
ve at once and hastily complied with
order for food. After breakfast the
1 told John to come with them to a
in nearby. While one brother slept,
other stood guard over O’Neill. This
tinued throughout the day of the 25th
. into the morning of the 26th.
Vhen breakfast was finished the second
ming, Murphy told O’Neill, “We are
7ing this country and will bother no
here again. We must have food for
trip and you are going in to Helena
i morning and get it for us. If you
e us away in any way I will kill you
sure as you sit here now.”
P’Neill harnessed a team to a two-
se sleigh. Along the way he began
1king about the $1,700 reward. As soon
1e arrived in Helena he drove straight
he sheriff’s office and told them where
y could find Murphy and his brother.
yuty Sheriff J. H. McFarland and
ice Officer George Bashaw started at
e for the ranch, arriving about ten
ock that night. The two officers re-
ned outside while O’Neill went in and
:ed the box of groceries on the table.
found Murphy in bed and his younger
ther sitting by the fire. O’Neill pre-
ded to be very cold and asked the
nger man if he would mind taking
horses to the stable. When the young
n left with the team, O’Neill crept out-
» and beckoned to the officers. When
y entered, O’Neill pounced on Murphy.
iggy with sleep, the outlaw submitted
| was handecuffed by McFarland and
armed.
Tinutes later young Con Redmond re-
ned from the stable and at once was
ced under arrest and handcuffed.
The officers, not wishing to waste any
e getting their prisoners to jail, put
m in the sleigh and started for town,
ompanied by the rancher. But the
1d had risen during the night and the
d was badly drifted, forcing the party
stop until morning at a halfway house
ned by Bruce Toole. The two prisoners
re guarded all night by the officers.
breakfast the handcuffs were removed
allow each brother the freedom of one
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hand so each could eat and put on his’

overcoat before going outside.

After putting on his overcoat, Murphy
started across the room for his hat, then
suddenly turned, pulling a revolver he
had kept hidden under his left arm. He
fired at Bashaw, striking him in the
hand. The outlaw then ran up the stairs
and took refuge in a clothes closet, shoot-
ing at some of the men in the yard
through a crack in the wall.

When the men returned the fire he
stopped shooting. The officers called up
to him and told him they would set the
house on fire. He replied that he wanted
to talk to his brother.

Bashaw told the young man to go up
and talk some sense into Murphy. The
boy was only gone a few minutes; coming
back down he told Bashaw that Con
wanted to talk to him. Bashaw went up
at once and Murphy told him that he
would surrender if Bashaw would promise
to deliver him safely to the jail in Helena.

The officer gave his word of honor
that he would do just that and Murphy
handed his gun through the door, butt
first, saying, “I have never killed a man
in my life and I do not wish to add that
crime to my career. I want you to have
this gun to remember me by; however, if
the vigilantes come for me please let me
have a six-shooter to defend myself
with.”

“I won’t let them take you from our
custody.”

THE TWO PRISONERS were put into
the sleigh once more and the journey
continued. On the way Murphy told
Bashaw that he had watched him through-
out the previous night, trying to get the
drop on him. but Bashaw had not given
him the slightest opportunity to make a
play. He confessed that he had hoped
to take Bashaw’s gun and get the drop
on McFarland. He then would have taken
two of the best horses and what supplies
he needed and would have left the coun-
try. Turning to his brother he told him
to remember O’Neill as long as he lived.
He also told the officers that he wanted
all his horses. arms and other equipment
turned over to his brother as young Con
was innocent and had nothing whatsoever
_ to do with the crimes. On the journey he
discussed many more of his affairs and
became quite friendly with his captors.
About four miles from Helena the
party was met by a vigilante group of
about 100 men. Murphy begged Bashaw
to let him have a gun but Bashaw re-
fused. The mounted men took possession
of the prisoners, and asked Murphy if he
had anything to'say. At once he shouted,
“Don’t harm the boy for he is innocent!”
Murphy was questioned regarding the
fires in Helena and denied any knowledge
of them. He protested that he should be
given a fair trial by the people and was
informed that the people had already tried
him and found him guilty. He retorted,
“Why are you so determined to hang me
when there are hundreds of worse men
than I at large in the country ?”

“You should have thought of that years
ago,” replied the spokesman for the vigil-
antes.

Bashaw then spoke up, “It is not right
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for you to take the prisoner away from
officers of the law. Besides I faithfully
promised this man that if he would sur-
render I would deliver him safely to the
jail in Helena. You have no right at all
to hang him.”

“We are going to hang him and you
might as well keep still and stay out of
it.”

The vigilantes drove the sleigh to a
telegraph pole and fastened a rope around
the victim’s neck. The rope was thrown
over a cross-arm and thirty determined
men took hold of the rope to assist in
the execution. Murphy was raised clear
of the ground but the cross-arm snapped.

The men conversed for a moment and
decided to take their prisoner to a small
trestle across a coulee some distance to
the north. The drive took about ten min-
utes; Murphy lay in the bottom of the
sleigh with the rope around his neck, pale
and quiet.

When they arrived at the trestle he
said in a voice filled with despair, “Broth-
er, kiss me before I die.”

Young Redmond, wiping away tears,
leaned over and kissed his brother and
sobbed, “Goodbye.”

Once again Murphy was taken from
the sleigh. The vigilantes turned the
younger brother over to Bashaw and
forced Murphy to stand in the center
under the trestle. They pulled him up
until his head was about four feet from
the timber and tied the rope and left him
hanging until four o’clock that after-
noon when his corpse was taken down and
placed in a sleigh to be taken to Helena.
At the old fire house beside the present
gite of the county jail the body was
placed on display. The face was badly
swollen from strangulation, and about
two feet of the rope with which he was
hanged was still around his neck.

That night Murphy’s brother was given
a hearing by the vigilante committee. He
was cleared and told to move on. The
next morning he was put aboard the
eastbound train and told never to come
back; that afternoon the coroner held an
inquest over Murphy’s body. Later it was
taken to the pauper section of the Benton
Avenue Cemetery.

The execution of Murphy, which took
place cne mile west of present-day East
Helena, was the last hanging by vigilantes
in the Territory of Montana. It took
place on Tuesday, January 27, 1885.
Murphy was twenty-eight years old at
the time of his death. Some people still
wonder if he would have lived an honor-
able life if he and his brother could have
made their escape that cold winter day.

Mysterious Lady of Yankee Fork
(Continued from page 29)

strikes. Then, following the big one,
were a number of others in rapid suc-
cession.

Before winter paid its early visit the
hillsides were covered with prospect holes
and makeshift camps. Over 200 miners
were working in the district and pack
trains had already begun snaking their
loads of food and supplies over the
treacherous mountain passes.

When the snow melted the following

spring, Charles Franklin arrived at
shelter the packers had erected in
center of mining activity. A few we
later he staked and platted the to
site he later named Bonanza City. Ot
businessmen arrived shortly and tl
along with miners already there, quic
bought up the choice lots in the cer
of town. When a sawmill was pac
over the mountains and installed on {
dan Creek, building began in earnes

Then came the biggest news of all. '
three partners in the General Cus
Mine sold their holdings to a comp:
of Englishmen. The new owners
nounced plans te build a twenty-1
stamp mill to take care of their ¢
and others in the district.

A group of men petitioned the T
ritorial Legislature for permission
build a toll road into the camp. Anot
town was laid out near the announ
site of the big stamp mill. Cha:
Franklin worked frantically through
the fall and winter, pushing constr
tion of a hotel to accommodate the
flux of miners and businessmen. Sto
and houses were erected quickly :
carelessly. The mines poured forth th
wealth in steady streams.

Into this hectic activity, in the st
mer of 1878, rode Richard and Elizab
King. Richard and Lizzie were one
the first married couples in the distr
and as such were rather special. A
they were unusual in several other wa
the most outstanding of which was th
physical appearance. Richard was t
and clean shaven—among the whiske:
miners the latter was very unusual.
dressed in the fashion of England 3
conducted himself as a gentleman—
least, most of the time. Lizzie was blon
blue-eyed and slender. Her features wi
regular; her clothing, expensive a
fashionable. Both were from Engla
originally, although their speech had 1
much of its accent. Both were in th
mid-thirties. And they had money.

No one today knows the size or sow
of the King fortune. There was talk
that time that Richard might have be
what the Britishers called a “remittaz
man”—a son of an Englishman nob
man sent abroad to sow his wild oa
and supported by periodic family rem
tances. But one thing is certain. T
Kings had prospered in the Americ
West, where most had not.

No one knows either, why they chc
to journey to the Idaho Territory mini
country. It may have been news of t
English company’s purchase of the Ge
eral Custer Mine that attracted them.
may have been a search for adventu
Undoubtedly they wanted more in t
way of riches. But whatever their reaso
for the trek, Richard King was no ¢
dinary, grub-staked prospector, and L
zie was no common frontier housewi:

THEY ALIGHTED from a pair
pack string mules in the center

Bonanza City. Charles Franklin stepp
forward to greet them and escort the
to his barely-completed hotel, the Fran
lin House.

It is possible that Richard and Lizz
had met Franklin in another weste:
boom town. The Kings had left the d
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ng Bodie, California, to make their
northward. One history of the dis-
; mentions that Charles Franklin also
s from Bodie. But whatever their
dous relationship may have been,
© quickly formed an alliance in Bo-
1a City. With Franklin as host and
e, the Kings were soon well ac-
nted with both the geography and
people of the district.

1ey were seen everywhere together
ng the Kings’ first weeks in the new
p—a study in physical contrasts.
ie’s blonde beauty and Richard’s
)sing height were subtly accented
the short, bearded, slightly rotund
aklin.

ichard purchased a lot on the north
+ of town from Franklin, and im-
iately started construction of a house
Lizzie and himself.

1rtly afterward, Richard struck up
artnership with a man named Bill
»n. The two men bought a large
k of property in Bonanza City and
adjacent new town. The partnership,
ever, only included the real estate
ure; when Richard became “bitten
he’gold bug” and started prospecting,
findings were to be his alone.

| the meantime, Lizzie found herself
| little to do. Richard had staked
Cockney Boy Mine and was spending
e time away from home. His wife
ted whiling away her evenings at the
1 in the company of Charles Frank-

‘ith Lizzie’s presence the Franklin
se saloon became the most popular
in town. She was the star of the
rict and all she did to earn the honor
to appear in the Franklin House and

eing queen of the mining camp, how-
, didn’t particularly appeal to Lizzie.
obviously yearned for more exciting
rewarding roles than the one as-
ed her by the sex- and beauty-starved
ars. And it didn’t take long for her
ecide on a course of action.
| January the Legislature approved
building of a toll road. Shortly after
, the Englishmen who had bought
General Custer sent word that they
|d begin shipping machinery as soon
veather permitted in the spring. It
then that Lizzie made her decision.
‘ith the future growth of the mining
[dct almost guaranteed, she bought
rge lot across the street from her
ie and started construction of two
e buildings which were to become
Arcade Saloon and Dance Hall.
agend tells us that both Richard and
nklin objected to her plans. Franklin
’t like' the idea because he didn’t
ider the management of a saloon to
n keeping with her status as a lady.
also must have regretted losing his
attraction, Richard wasn’t concerned
L Lizzie’s reputation; he simply didn’t
t to be bothered with a tavern. But
| men’s arguments were wasted. Con-
ction proceeded rapidly and when
pack trains started running regular-
1 the spring, they brought in fixtures
supplies for Lizzie’s saloon.
he Arcade was a success from the
it opened. As had been shown in
tavern at the Franklin House, all
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that was necessary for the biggest crowd
in town was Lizzie’s presence. And now,
in her own place of business, she became
even more alluring. She laughed and
drank and danced with the customers,
and when a party of unattached women
arrived in the camp she hired them for
the Arcade Dance Hall. She also per-
mitted a pair of itinerant gamblers to
set up shop in her saloon, but the rules
for everyone were the same—no cheat-
ing, no stealing from customers or
“house,” no drunkenness, no lewdness.
Lizzie had fun, and she expected every-
one else to do the same. She ruled her
little world with an iron hand. And the
money rolled in,

Before summer gained its full strength
she outfitted her “girls” with the finest
dresses available in Salt Lake City and
San Francisco. She also redecorated the
interior of the little house she shared
with Richard.

Both King and Franklin found their
fears to have been groundless. Lizzie
managed the business with little as-
sistance from Richard. The stain on her
reputation which had concerned Charles
Franklin failed to materialize—or rather
it failed to diminish the spirit and at-
tractiveness of the blonde tavern keeper.
Lizzie simply ignored any criticism of
herself or the other women at the Arcade,
and so did the miners who patronized
her establishment.

WITH THE Cockney Boy Mine show-

ing signs of a solid future and the
Arcade patently a winner, life was rich
and easy for the Kings through the
spring and early summer. Then, in July,
Richard and his partner, Dillon, argued
over something and decided they could
no longer do business together. They
divided their holdings by oral agreement,
but the battle didn’t end there.

A few days later Dillon stepped into
the Arcade for a drink. Richard was
there and the argument was renewed.
When tempers had risen to the fighting
point, Dillon pulled out a gun and shot
Richard through the chest. The bullet
lodged next to Richard’s spine. Four
days later, despite the combined efforts
of both local doctors, Richard King died.
Dillon was arrested and jailed by a vigi-
lante posse.

Charles Franklin took charge of the
funeral arrangements. On a hillside
apart from the Bonanza City cemetery he
marked out a large plot and built a
picket fence around it. Inside the en-
closure was room for three graves, and
Franklin made no effort to hide his
plans for the remaining two. The space
on one side was for Richard. The center
grave was for Lizzie. The remaining spot
he reserved for himself.

A hearing was held on Richard’s
death before Justice of the Peace Samuel
Holman, but no charges were filed. Dil-
lon was released and a short time later
disappeared from the district. At a later
hearing before the same justice of the
peace, Lizzie King was awarded all of
Richard’s holdings and the abandoned
property of Bill Dillon.

The justice’s action, coupled with Dil-
lon’s disappearance, created a torrent of
speculation in the district. It quickly

died out, however. Men often left a
ing camp without telling anyone of
destination. And everyone was reall
busy with his own affairs to spend 1
time worrying over those of Bill D

Richard’s death cleared the way
Charles Franklin’s attentions to
mining camp princess. He waited
brief period of mourning to elapse
then began courting Lizzie in earnt
although with little success.

For her part, Lizzie sought solac
the activities of the Arcade and the
tomers who thronged there nightly.
seemed to be trying to drown her
rows in drunken gaiety, and for a
time that fall and early winter the :
of the house relaxed. Lizzie and her
were less modest. Whiskey flowed
freely, and sounds of music and laug
filled the narrow valley. Parties °
wilder and lasted farther into the n
The cash box at the Arcade reco
the change.

Charles Franklin watched and w:
and when the mountain winter reve
its annual fury his patience was
warded. Lizzie gradually became 1
subdued, and the gaiety at the Ar
resumed its normal tenor.

There were hundreds of new pe
in the two towns that winter and |
ness was good, both at the Arcade
the Franklin House. But the press
were less and both Lizzie and Frar
found time to relax. As the snowbr
months progressed they were seen 1
and more often in each other’s comp
It became obvious that a union bety
two of the biggest business interest
the Yankee Fork District was being
sidered.

Lizzie had tarnished her repute
by mourning Richard in her own fas]
But the mining camp was forgiving
the romance with Franklin budded
flowered she was restored to her for
position. She reigned once more, °
Charles Franklin designated prince
sort by proximity.

Sometime during the winter L
deeded Charles a half-interest in
Cockney Boy Mine. Later the pair sig
an easement giving the company of 1
lishmen rights to build a flume ac
the claim to supply water to the
General Custer Mill, then nearing «
pletion. And then spring arrived.

HE TOLL ROAD had been compl
the previous fall but winter sr
had prevented the road from mal
any marked changes in the district’s
and commerce. With good weather, 1
ever, huge freight wagons soon repl
the lightly loaded pack trains and
Yankee Fork began booming in ear:
Concord coaches of the Toponct
Myers Stage Line rolled over the
road, carrying in people at a rate p2
ously unimagined. The 1,500 popula
of the district soon became 2,500 >
as many more waiting to follow.

One of the new arrivals was a h;
some man of middle years, a shad
figure in carefully tailored cloth
about whom little is known except
name—Robert Hawthorne, Within a v
he found employment as a card de
at the Arcade.
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July 26, 1880, he married Lizzie
in a civil ceremony at Challis,
iy seat of the newly formed Custer
ty. One can only speculate on the
ijonal turmoil that the sudden wed-
of Lizzie and Robert Hawthorne
ed in Charles Franklin. But for
e the changes were rapid, visible
dramatic. It would almost seem
she became a different person.
e management of the Arcade was
wdiately turned over to Hawthorne.
e devoted her time and energies to
ittle house across the street, becom-
or the most part anyway, a western
swife. She cleaned and repaired and
deled. She even ordered new fur-
ngs to make the house more com-
ble.
r actions displayed a facet of the
e King personality which had been

revealed during her stint as
rietress of the Arcade. Her nightly
arances at the saloon became as
ar and undemonstrative as her so-
1s to the Franklin House had been,
summers previously. She dressed
modestly, and conducted her busi-
affairs more formally. The “change
zzie” was the talk of the town. And
came the double murder.
ce again Charles Franklin entered
enclosure~he had built around the
2 of Richard King. He buried Lizzie
e center grave. In the spot he’d re-
id for himself, he interred Robert
thorne. Large white crosses were
ed over the new graves. Much later
idded hand-carved wooden grave
ers.
e wording on the eroded marker
Robert Hawthorne’s final resting
¢+ is unreadable now. The marker
h rested over Lizzie’s grave is gone,
here are many records of the words
les Franklin engraved there.

AGNES ELIZABETH KING
BORN LONDON, ENGLAND
DIED BONANZA CITY,
IDAHO TERRITORY
JULY 26, 1880

ere was no mention of her married
~—Hawthorne. The date listed as
late of her death is the date of her
rriage. For Charles Franklin, evi-
¥, she died the day he lost her for-
to another man.

INQUEST called to investigate
he killings ruled that the unlucky
had met death “at the hands of
»n or persons unknown,” an ambigu-
lecision which only spurred the peo-
if the distriet to more talk and ever
ir conjecture.
short time later, Charles Franklin
d substance to their doubt by leav-
Bonanza City and the unanswered
o” and “Why.” And the questions
remain unanswered.
le widespread talk which gave birth
1e legend of Lizzie is no help, for
egend makers and recorders cannot
agree on the character of the lady
slf. In a recent history of the Yankee
: District she is portrayed as an
ated woman of sound morals who
the vietim of her times and her men.
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An older, often repeated judgment
stated, “Lizzie was no better than she
should be,” and one is left with a pic-
ture of a painted, tainted lady of the
evening, manipulating men and circum-
stances for her own aggrandizement
Probably neither judgment is accurate.

Two miles up the Yankee Fork from
the triple grave in an abandoned school-
house converted into a museum by the
self-appointed caretaker of the gold rush
ghost’s weathered remnants, rests a
fancy wood-burning cookstove. Also in
the museum is a cracked and faded oil
painting—a picture of a nude courtesan
in a classie, reclining pese. The painting
hung over the bar in Lizzie’s Arcade
Saloon.

The grave, the painting, the stove and
the legends are all that is left of Lizzie,
but they offer clues to her character. The
fancy cookstove, ultimate symbol of do-
mesticity, finds its opposite in the exag-
gerated voluptuousness of the western
saloon nude. The grave, betwen two hus-
bands, selected by still another man who
cared for her, speaks volumes about her
charm. Taken together they reveal the
complex personality necessary for a
legendary figure. And it becomes clear
that few people really knew her.

The rough miners may have been
loyal friends and sturdy companions but
they possessed little worldly understand-
ing. A strong-willed woman, probably
neither as good nor as bad as her various
reputations, living life by the dictates
of a very personal conscience, was out-
side their comprehension.

It would seem that the judgments of
Lizzie are more wishful protestations
than assessments of her as a person.
But only the lady herself could have set-
tled that question.

Charles Franklin may have known,
but he didn’t say. After leaving Bonanza
City he staked a placer claim near the
Salmon River community of Stanley.
There he quietly spent the remaining
years of his life, rarely leaving the site.

Some cowboys found his body in the
claim cabin after a particularly hard
winter at the turn of the century. He
had been dead for several months, and
there were no clues as to the manner
of his death. They buried him exactly
as they found him—a tiny gold locket
containing a picture of Lizzie clenched
tightly in his hand.

Not many years later, the mining
camp that started it all also passed away.
And who is to say that all the deaths
were not somehow related, as the lives
most certainly had been.

Lightning Stealers
(Continued from page 19)

you to get ready to go with us at once,
do you understand?”

“Put down that pistol and tell me
what is the matter,” Osborn demanded.
He did not flinch but he was anxious
for information.

“Never mind what the matter is; you
are going with me at once,” replied Cow-
drey. He lowered the pistol.

Osborn, hoping for some opportunity
to communicate with Pinkerton, signified
his willingness to go with Cowdrey, and
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ment of the Interior will grant
new oil and gas leases on
public lands in many produc-
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his quick compliance seemed to disarm

whatever suspicions Cowdrey may have
had. Hastily Osbhorn packed his clothing
and cheerfully announced that he was
ready to go.

The start was made for the West. Al-
though Cowdrey became more friendly,
he constantly kept an eye on Osborn,
who did everything to establish confi-
dence.

Cowdrey had provided himself with
all the necessary implements for tapping
wires and had a supply of provisions.
The party went from Chicago to Omaha
where they took the Union Pacific for
Julesburg in Colorado Territory. This
was one of the rawest of western set-
tlements, miles from any other outpost
except Fort Sedgwick about four miles
away.

There was still great danger from
marauding Indians, and soldiers at Fort
Sedgwick were kept busy escorting stage
coaches, supply trains or emigrant
trains across the prairies.

Cowdrey inquired at the telegraph of-
fice at Fort Sedgwick if direct communi-
cations were possible between the fort
and eastern and western cities. Told that
they were, he attempted to bribe the
operator to send some messages refer-
ring to the depreciation of mining stocks
in Montana. The operator was so in-
censed that he threatened to have the
party arrested if Cowdrey persisted in
his demand.

Unobserved by Cowdrey or his com-
panion, Osborn managed to write a dis-
patch to Pinkerton, accompanied by a
note to the operator. He explained the
situation and revealed the route he and
the others would be taking from Jules-
burg.

HIGHLY DISGRUNTLED, Cowdrey
led the party westward for several
days, presumably keeping fairly close to
the overland telegraph line. The men
tramped over rugged roads and at night
camped out under the stars. Though the
hardships were many, Cowdrey plodded
on enticed by the hope of becoming rich.
When they reached a remote place on
the Laramie Plains between Cooper’s
Creek and the North Fork of the Platte
River, they stopped to begin operations.
Carefully they unpacked the machinery
and prepared to send a message the
next night.

The point of attack this time, as it
had been on other occasions, was the
Pacific Mail Steamship Company, an
extensive corporation whose securities
were widely held. It was thought that
a damaging report would have the effect
of suddenly depreciating their stock and
enabling the conspirators to realize
fortunes from the scare that would
result.

This special dispatch prepared by
Cowdrey for the New York Herald read
in part:

San Francisco, Cal,,

Oct. 1867

The Great Republic, of the Pacific
Mail Line which sailed from San
Francisco on the third of September,
loaded with six hundred and forty

¥

tons of freight and about $1,500,
of Wells, Fargo’s and Compar
treasures, and passengers and ¢
numbering about eight hundred sc
was burned at sea. The captain ;
officers were intoxicated at the ti
the fire originated. As near as I
ascertain, about one hundred ¢
fifty of the passengers and c
were lost. The vessel being a tc¢
wreck, the crew mutinied, and tak
to the boats, carried away a la
portion of the treaure. The stean
Fire Fly rescued a large number
the passengers and crew and |
taken them to San Francisco.
steamer Chrysopolis has also gt
down the harbor to take some p
sengers off a vessel there coming
Some of the passengers on arrivi
at San Francisco made an affida
before the United States Comm
sioner to the effect that the capt:
was intoxicated at the time of |
fire. A warrant has been issued :
his arrest.

Prepared as they were with the ¢
used in conveying the dispatches,
seemed to be no reason why this sl
not be successfully transmitted an
tain the desired results.

The next morning after breal
preparations were completed to taj
wires. Everything was in readiness
they waited until evening when Ch:
Cowdrey would be on duty.

George, with a pair of climbers
cended to the top of the pole
which the lines were suspended, ar
a few moments had successfully atts
the ground wires to the main line.
electric current was conducted intc
earth, and then, applying their pi
instruments, they were enabled to -
with all the ease of an ordinary ofi

In a very short time the lying
patch was on its way, and should 1
ing occur to stop the passage 1
would be a stir upon the market in
York City.

George was about to descend the
graph pole when he was startled b
unmistakable yell that sent a chill ¢
his back. About 200 yards away, a
of twelve to fifteen Indian hunters
at full speed toward the white mer

Escape was impossible. George jc
his companions. On came the Ind
shouting and yelling. The telegray
gathered up their guns, but were
surrounded and taken prisoner.

The three unfortunates were sect
bound and escorted to the Indians’ c:
Telegraph instruments abandoned by
whites were retrieved by the Indians
them the telegraph had long bee
source of wonderment and annoy:
Anything connected with it attrs
their attention. Late in 1865 they
pulled down ten miles of poles and v
and had built a fire which had red
the first Julesburg to ashes.

AS THE DARKNESS of night se

on the camp, the prisoners -
placed under guard in a small tent. T
feet and hands were still bound. Os
began to work upon the cords arounc
wrists. By desperate energy he f
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i his hands. In a few minutes both
5 were free. Then he loosened the
;s upon his feet. The big Indian
1 seated in the door of the tepee
moking. Osborn could see the rest
e band gathered around the fire a
distance away. He settled back in
lankets. His companions apparently
asleep.
e by one the Indians around the
went to bed. There was a deathlike
ess in the shadows of the embers.
» a time Osborn noticed that the
of the Indian guard was drooping.
eard the unmistakable breathing of
seper. Quickly he threw off the
et and crawled under the side of the
. The sleeping Indian started in
leep but as Osborn “froze” he set-
back for another nap.
slow, stealthy movements Osborn
2d away and was soon out of hear-
»f the camp. Having knowledge of
road which they had traveled, he
ed to try to return to Fort Sedg-
with the hope that Pinkerton had
ved his message and would have a
there to help him.
nway, sent on by Pinkerton, reached
Sedgwick about the time that Os-
was making his escape from the
ns. He reported to Pinkerton and
ted instructions.
1kerton’s office had kept up a round-
lock wire tap, but without discover-
inything of a suspicious character.
act, the officers of the telegraph
any were considering removing the
mment when one evening the message
ining the information of the loss
e Great Republic came clicking over
rires.
gularity of the transmission was
wet, but the cipher by which these
ages were usually sent had been,
inkerton’s suggestion, changed ten
previously. Suspicion was at once
hed to this message. Here was
evidence which would convict the
es of tampering with the wires.
1kerton called in General Stager
sxplained about the phony message.
suggested that they not interfere
its transmittal. If Charles Cowdrey
ipted to send the message forward
ould be proof of his complicity.
or and a Pinkerton man returned
2 Chicago main telegraph office and
wred to watch young Cowdrey.
a few moments the general heard
message being received. He also
2d a sudden start when Charles be-
aware of the nature of the dis-
. he was receiving. The young man
no time in forwarding the message
; eastern destination.
thin seconds a heavy hand was laid
his shoulder. As he turned around
‘rightened eyes met the stern gaze
sneral Stager. He knew that he had
caught.
harles Cowdrey, you will go with
rentleman,” said the general, nodding
rd the detective. “You are under
it.” Without a word Charles rose
his chair and was soon on his way
il
iny miles to the west, Frank Osborn
making his way across the barren
s of what later became Wyoming
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Need A New
PLAYMATE?

We believe we have the hottest one going! Our com-
pletely new PLAYMATE coin finder has been designed
and constructed for locating lost and buried coins, rings,
nuggets, and other treasures. The PLAYMATE will
easily detect the smallest coins to depths of several
inches or larger treasures to depths of five feet.

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

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

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

ARRETT

LECTRONICS
Room 215

P.0. BOX 28434
DALLAS, TEXAS 75228

Complete
only

$99.00
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THE VISTA SALES €0.

sold on money-back guarantee! Dept

(Sizes: 6% to 7‘/2.) $4.95
shipping cost 55¢

sﬂu\-‘““ "BUSH HAT"

605 THIRD AVE.
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10016




WEL-DEX AMericas rinest

ARC WELDER

Does work of $85.00 welder
yet costs only

Fits ordinary
110V outlet.

Complete with FREE mechanical “ROBOT WELD GUIDE" .
Nearest thing to automatic welding. Glides rod smoo(h(y along
metal, makes it easy for even a beginner to do quality welding
the very first day. Nothing else like it anywhere.

Not the old fashioned cheap kind of welder or torch you may
have read about, but a brand new 1968-69 “Power Package” that
produces 4 TIMES the HEAT needed to meit iron, plus extra power
boost attachment for industrial users.

3 wELDING HEATS . . . not 1ust one as wnth other low priced
models. “High” for tou g jobs, “medium” or “regular” for lighter
work. LOWER OPERATING COST' 3-heat feature saves cost of
welder in weldmg rods alone. SAFETY feature to prevent over-
load of house wiring and burn out.

PAYS FOR ITSELF QUICKLY. Uses standard %” rods and %"
carbons for repairs on auto fenders, bodies and radiators, farm
equipment, boats, toys, furniture, most anything made of metal

. even aluminum. Make campers, trailers, utility buildings,
lawn furniture from scrap metal. Dozens of uses. 10 day MONEY
BACK GUARANTEE. Built for a LIFETIME of dependable service.

NOTHING ELSE TO BUY! Comes complete with welding hood,
rod holders, torch converter, ground clamp, rods, carbons, flux
efc. Everything you need to WELD, BRAZE, SOLDER and CUT
metals. You receive FREE “Robot Weld- Gulde FREE attachment
to boost power for mdustnal users, FREE “5 "minutes to better
welding” manual, FREE “how to make money with your WEL-DEX”
suggestions, FREE aluminum welding accessories, FREE weld:g
and brazing rods, carbcns and more if you ORDER FROM THI
AD. Remember . . . WEL-DEX is not like the old fashioned kind
of welder or torch you may have read about.

ORDER DIRECTLY FROM FACTORY and SAVE! Send $18.35 (cash,
ck., M.0) for postpaid shipment. $2.00 deposit on C.0.D. orders
or call area 713-682-5681 for C.0.D. shipments.

WEL-DEX MFG. CO., Deptw18Box 10776, Houston, Texas 77018

fNow! o

16" DEERSKIN
SCOUT BOOT

Comfort, durability, protection, and
good ooks. nuine heavyweight
deerskin. Hand-molded thick raw-
hide sole, foam-padded leather-
lined insole. Drawstring under
fringed flap. Buffalo-brown suede
Order yours today!
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
Ladies’—4-10 N. & M. .. $17.95
Men’s —6-13 N. & M. $19.95

o,
Eaen0 ORDER USUAL SHOE SIZE.
muuti
Cop R
o

LARGEST MAIL-ORDER
MOCCASIN_ SPECIALISTS
SERVING YOU DIRECT.
PPD. EXCEPT ON COD.S.
Div. of Western Brands TW-8
ESTES PARK, COLO. 80517
PHONE 303: 586.3361 4

i

Make Rubber Stamps for BIG PAY

< Need more money? Earn $50-§76
aweek, spare time, at home mak-
¢ ing rubberst amps for offices, fac-
tories, individuals. Hundreds of
uses. f{undreds of prospects—ev-
erywhere. Rightin _your own com-~
4§ munity. Turn out speeial stamps for
_names, addresses, notices, prices, ete.,
in minutes with table-top machine. We
furnish everything and help finance you, at
less than bank rates. Write for free facts.
alesman will call.

N
Rubber Stamp Div., 15102 Jarvis, Dept. Ro8JO Chicago 60626

GPECIAL! ALASKA™ " *-
CENTENNIAL EDITION %‘\‘u///ly
BLACK SAND AND GOLD! By Ella §\\\ //,{é_
L. Martinsen. Alaska-Yukon adven. ——sm=w==
tures of Ed Lung. Has 419 pages and forty gold-
rush pictures, some rare. Photos of Dawsen, Bo-
nanza, Eldorado, Klondike Kate, and many others.
Eyewitness account with some diaries. Autographed
copies $5.00 C.0.D. or money orders. Ella Martin-
sen, 30 East Victoria, Santa Barbara, Calif. 93104.

STOP_TOBACCO

Benish the craving for tobacco as thou-
sands have with Tobacco Redesmer. Write:
Today for free booklet telling of injurious
effect of tobacco and of a treatment which
has relieved over 300,000 people. FREE

in Business Since 1908 300K
THE NEWELL COMPANY
Dept. K582 Chesterfield, Mo. 63017
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Territory and was suffering intensely
from hunger and thirst. His condition
was pitiable by the time he staggered
into Fort Sedgwick. A bath, change of
clothing, some food and a few hours’
rest revived him enough to go with a
guard of soldiers to rescue his com-
panions. A guard of eight mounted men,
under a sergeant, began the trek.

SBORN’S escape had not been dis-

covered by the Indians until morn-
ing when a new guard came to the
tepee. At once several of them fanned out
to hunt the escapee but returned that
night unsuccessful. Realizing that they
had been guilty of wrongdoing and fear-
ing that the soldiers would punish them,
the Indians made ready to leave their
camp.

Much discussion went on as to what
should be done with the two remaining
prisoners. It finally was decided that
in order to prevent their giving any
alarm, they should be tied to trees and
left for anyone to discover who might
come along. Then the Indians disap-
peared.

George Cowdrey was furious at Os-
born’s desertion and was overcome with
fear that his nefarious plans might be
discovered. Osborn and the military
escort found the two men utterly ex-
hausted. The “prisoners” were escorted
back to the fort after restoratives and
food had been given. Three days had
elapsed since the Indians had left so it
was not considered wise to try to follow
them.

“Does Charley know that I have been
arrested?” George asked.

“No. He was arrested in transmitting
your message.”

“We have been caught fairly and I
must abide by the consequences,” was
George’s comment.

He was assured that the telegraph
company knew he had not been alone,
that there were men of money behind
the whole scheme.

“How much will it benefit me if I
tell who they are?” George wanted to
to know. Then he asked for a night to
think it over.

In examining the laws it was dis-
covered that there was no law which
would cover the case at issue. It was
astounding that, as far flung and im-
portant a business as the transcontinen-
tal telegraph system had grown to be,
it should at that late date be unpro-
tected.

Laws had been enacted for the regu-
lation of every conceivable right and
industry, and yet the telegraph was
totally vulnerable. Some lawyers con-
tended that there could be no “property
rights” in electricity because it was
one of those subtle elements in which
no property can exist. Others pointed out
that electricity for telegraphic purposes
was created by the combination or de-
composition of certain mineral sub-
stances which themselves were property.

Through the assistance of a beautiful
young woman who was in love with
George Cowdrey, Pinkerton was able
to get a confession from him about the
whole business, including the names of
New York financiers who were in on

the plot. He explained that his e:
ence as a telegraph operator durin
war was of such a character th
could tap a telegraph wire at any
take off any dispatch desired, ox
ward any that was needed. He
could repair a wire as neatly as a
fessional.

The list of New Yorkers who
taken part in this bold scheme inc
office holders of high repute. One
a member of Congress. Bangs infc
these men that he had sufficient infs
tion to warrant their arrest but th
would do nothing about it at the
ment. He warned them, however, ag
any further attempts to tamper
the wires.

The trial of the Cowdrey brother:
duly argued but because of a b
exceptions filed by their attorney
were not tried for the offense 1
which they were charged. They
were released, but their transac
were made public.

-Although the brothers did not s
the penalties of the law then, se
years later when they again tapy
telegraph wire on the Kansas p:
they were caught and brought to ju

A Brush With Death
(Continued from page 23)

It was pretty dark when I drov
to the toll gate. Glancing in the wi
of the house, I saw a cheerful fire
ing in the fireplace. It looked m
inviting, let me tell you.

“What’s the chance to stay all nij
I asked. the gatekeeper.

“Good,” he told me.

I put my team in the barn, drie:
by the fire, ate a good hot supper,
crawled into bed. I think I went to
that night more thankful than at
previous time in my life. I had
mighty close to death on the deser
now that was all behind me.

A WARM, happy smile wreathed
mett Arnett’s clean-cut featur
he spoke of his adventures in the
Bernardino section of 1880 Califc
These were the old, uncrowded
which regretfully will never come a

He continued: When I pulled into
Bernardino after nearly losing my
on the Mojave, I really could appre
the beauty of that little city. All
way to the livery stable where we
hired the team I kept telling myself
lucky I was.

I settled all accounts with the pro
tor and then sat down and wrote
father just what I thought of the mi
proposition at Calico. I didn’t see h
mill could be run there in that tex
desert country and make any mone

Mr. Cole, the man who owned
livery stable, took quite a notion tc
as I had been raised with horses
knew how to handle them. He of}
me a job driving tourists around s
seeing. I wasn’t quite ready to retw
Colorado, so I gladly accepted the
It suited me perfectly, and I enj
the trips greatly. Tourists then cam
train, stayed at the hotels, and leist
took in the sights. They fully enj
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vonderful climate.

. Cole was a tall, good-looking young

of magnificent build. He was very
lar with the sefioritas of the town.
3 were some beauties, real Castilian
—black hair, flashing black eyes,
rosy cheeks. At the dances many
em wore stilettos, the pearl handles
ing above their bosoms. This warned
g men not to get too familiar—
cularly with a rival.

. Cole frequently took me to the
ish dances, where we were always
ed with extreme courtesy. The
4tas were delighted to secure an
rican beau, or “fellow,” as they were
ad.

one of the dances we attended, a
non had somehow worked his way
‘here was quite a feeling against
nons, and one of the committee at-
ted to put him out. Right away
. was a fight. Blood flowed, for the
non had a knife. The women
med and some fainted, while the
tried to get up to see what was
£ on.

+. Cole ran over to the fighters,
ht one in each hand and pulled them
t. One of the fellows lisped and
d through his nose. Ill never forget
. he said, with that peculiar voice,
3, you’re the best man in the coun-
I’'m the next!”

v BERNARDINO had a population
hen of about 2,000 but no railroad.
m was the nearest Southern Pacific
on, about four miles away. Mr. Cole
1 four-horse stage from San Bernar-
to Colton, which had about 200
le. Nearly every other building in
m was a saloon or gambling joint.
n the trains were late we’d take in
own. i
ie night we had to wait an hour or
i for the train. We tied the horses
started going the rounds. As we
+ by one saloon, one of those Wild
; boys who thought he was a “bad
’ was standing in the doorway, his
s .45 in his hand.
‘ou s—o—Dbs!” he yelled, “come in
have a drink. I'm a hyena from
ona and this is my night to howl!”
| he let out a war whoop and fired
iple of shots in the air.
ome on, kid,” Mr. Cole said sig-
antly.
2 walked in. When Cole got near
gh, he hit that “bad man” so hard
the gun went one way, the man
other. Mr. Cole picked up the gun
handed it to the bartender, who
w him a twenty-dollar gold piece for
king the tough out.
don’t want your money,” Mr. Cole
throwing the coin back. “I just
t permit any man to call me the
2 he did.”
e found out that it was the habit of
Arizona tough to terrify the people
shooting out windows and lamps,
ring up drinks, then taking his gun
wiping bottles and glasses off the
Little wonder™ that the bartender
red Mr. Cole a twenty-dollar gold

i.len Mr. Cole heard all this, he went
to where the man was still lying
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on the floor. He took him by the collar,
pulled him up to his feet and said, “You
Arizona hyena, I'll be back here to-
morrow. If you’re still here, I'll tear
the earth up with you!”

The next day the bartender told us
that the man took the first freight train
out of town at two o’clock that morning.
I went on having a good time, but
about the middle of December I received
a letter from my father containing a
check and the words that he thought I
had had a pretty good vacation and had
better come home. I left San Bernardino
a few hours later.

When I returned to Boulder, I met

Day and Phillips for the first time
since leaving Calico. They grinned at me,
both friendly, then asked, “Well, Kid,
it took you a long time to get back to
Calico, didn’t it?”

Bear River Loot
(Continued from page 16)

laws, Wright and Witherell. Their loot
was buried on Bear River above Corinne.
Describing the place and landmarks, he
also drew a rough sketch. The key to the
cache was a marker stone. By the time
he got that far, and still not having
furnished enough information to identify
the particular crime, he collapsed from
utter weakness. Only once did he rouse,
gaining strength enough to insist that
his family never know he died an out-
law.

TIPTON was dead by dawn and Ro-

berts buried him off the roadside.
Rocks were piled over the grave to keep
animals from digging into it, but no
name was carved on a headstone.

On returning home Roberts hardly
knew what to do. He could not straighten
the disjointed story into any form of
exactness. Delirous much of the time,
Tipton had often numbled his words,
sometimes reverting to his childhood.
Certainly most of his ramblings were
bereft of pertinent facts.

So Roberts did nothing. Having lived
in that country, frequented by outlaws
who could ruin a cowman in an hour,
he had learned to keep his mouth shut.
;I‘ipton had confessed to being outside the
aw.

Eventually the country began settling
up around his small, remote ranch. Hoe
men took up land. Roberts married the
comely daughter of a farmer and built
a larger house.

One fall, three years later, Roberts
drove a small herd of steers south to
the railroad loading pens at Sage. Other
cattlemen were there, holding herds to
be shipped out.

In the general camp was the usual
over-talkative individual of uncertain age
who had been everywhere and seen
everything. This one claimed to have
known intimately the three outlaws who
robbed the Colorado and Southern Ex-
press almost at the very limits of Colo-
rado Springs. He told the story in an
authorative, plausible manner, saying
that Wright and Witherell still served
time. The third member of the gang, he
said, had never been found. His descrip-
tion of Tipton, however, was that of a
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Here is the book you have been waiting for.
Bulldogger, wrestler, highwayman, headliner
or bank robber—Milt knew them all and
they all knew Milt. Read the true stories
about "The Last Real Cowboy." Over 100
old photos. Only $1.25 postpaid, or two
copies for $2.00.

MILT HINKLE
P.O. Box 246 Kissimmee, Fla. 32741

PROSPECTORS AND COLLECTORS!
SHORT ON SILVER?

TRY COMPTON’S!

{—Set Wartime Silver Nickels. |1 Pieces. Circu-

lated. 1942 thru 1945, Per Set .......... $ 9.95
{—Roll, Mercury Dimes, Silver, Circulated .... 9.50
1—Roll, Roosevelt Silver Dimes, Circulated .... 8.50
{—Roll, Washington Silver Quarters, Circulated . 18.75
I—Roll, Franklin, Silver Quarters, Circulated .. 18.00
5—Only, U. S. Silver Dollars, Circulated .... 14.75

All Above Coins Dates Of Our Choice.

-1 SPECIAL OFFERING :-:

Scarcest Of The 1967 Coins Minted
Uncirculated Canada Centennial Siiver Dollar $8.00 Each
Uncireulated Canada Centennial Silver

Halt Ballap: .. S seatinis vl aiinida 9.25 Each
Never has there been anything to compare with the
Canadian Centennial Silver $1.00, and their .50c Silver
Piece. We sincerely feel (taking into consideration—
supply and demand) it would not’be surprising that these
coins will eventually bring $200 to $260 per roll—
for either.

Add .75¢ for postage.
Satisfaction Guaranteed Or Full Refund.

COMPTON'S
““The Working Man’s Friend.””
P. 0. Box 147 New lberia, La. 70562

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
Box 3003-TW Beverly Hills, Calif.
R R R T

Find Your Fortune In Idaho
TREASURE TROVE

21 Authentic Accounts—No Mines—Maps
ONE DOLLAR
Golden West Publications
1011 East State St., Boise, Idaho 83705

FOR SALE—BEST OFFER ONLY!
We have a large number of TRUE WEST, FRONTIER
TIMES and OLD WEST, #1 through #16. ALL
STORY WEEKLY 1916-1917. Assorted western pulps
1925-1932. ARGOSY 1925. BREEZY STORIES 1923.
15 or 20 pulps with MAX BRAND stories. Send
stamped self addressed envelope for complete list.

JOHN LEE SIMS, JR.

670815 Melrose Avenue Los Angeles, Calif. 90038
If around Los Angeles call 213—931-6009,
8:30-11:30 A.M. only.
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BLEVINS
STIRRUP
BUCKLES

BLEVINS “'SPECIAL"
PAT. #3,314,121

$5.50

New four post iongye for 3" buckle. Makes buckle
stronger and sturdier. One piece tongue is also
off-set to let the stirrup leather go through more
smoofhly.‘The 215" width has one piece off-set
f?ngu_e with two posts instead of the four in the
3" width, Easy to change stirrup lengths quickly
and easy to install—won't slip or stick.

Made of stainless steel and heat-treated alumi-
num. Sleeves covered with leather prevent rub-
bing horse or saddle. Order either special, im-
proved or regular style buckle.

AT YOUR DEALERS OR

BLEVINS MFG. CO.
WHEATLAND, WYO. 82201

BLACK BASS ear This Lure!

So do pike—crappie—white bass
Semi-snagless
Sharpest hook

Durable finish

50 wigglm?

vinyl tails for
maximum action!

Proven killer in lakes, p
streams, farm ponds! 3 g«'
Available in white—yellow—black— S

blk & wh—blk & yellow
/2 oz. only: 1-$1.25—2-$2.35—3-$3.25 Postpaid.

BUDDY COLE & CO. — Box 147 — Krum, Tex. 76249

L —— i1
8 nlloton

Anti-recoil Gun Barrel

The de-kicker de luxe that is precision machined
into your rifle barrel, avoiding unsightly hang-ons.
Controlled escape for highest kinetic brakin

minimum blast effect and practically no jump. A%l
but prevents jet thrust (secondary recoil). Guar-
anteed workmanship. Folder, Dealer discounts. ..

PENDLETON GUNSHOP ,..> Pendicton, ore. 45501

Complete job as shown for
most guns $35 and up.

CAN'T FIND?

There could be a dozen different reasons
why TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES and
OLD WEST are not on certain newsstands.
PLEASE HELP US FIND OUT WHY!

First see 'if you overlooked them (if
covered up, pull out!), then ask newsdealer
if he handles them. If not, write us name of
newsstand. If he handles them, but runs out
early regularly—man, we sure need to know
that! i

1009, coverage seems impossible but the
above information SURE WOULD HELP!
In fact, we'll send one of our beautiful
stenographers (specify blonde, brunette or
redhead) to every gent who helps us and
we'll send the ladies a diamond ring, limou-
sine, or Hosstail. That last item is ridiculous!
Time to cut out.
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man older than the one to whom Roberts
had played Good Samaritan. This con-
fused him and he asked if the wanted
outlaw had relatives anywhere in Wyo-
ming. This the story teller denied.

Returning home, Roberts thought the
matter over at length, concluding the
two Tiptons were probably the same. The
windy tale-teller didn’t know as much as
he claimed. Not interested in chasing
down eclues to buried treasure, Roberts
forgot about the map and what he knew.
A hard working man, he kept to the
grindstone, slowly enlarging his range
and cattle herds.

In 1890 his wife and two children were
stricken with a strange fever. He took
them to Kemmerer on the Union Pacific
where medical attention could be had.
They were there most of the year. On
one visit to them, late in the summer,
he picked up a Salt Lake City news-
paper. It contained a brief account of
two men finding a small cache of money
on Bear River north of Corinne. They
believed it was part of the outlaw loot
from a Colorado train robbery buried
there in 1881. Thus Roberts remembered
the map given him by Tipton.

That fall when the doctor pronounced
his family well on the way to recovery,
Roberts took them home. For some rea-
son he could not get the Bear River loot
out of his mind. One night after supper
he told his wife the story. Sensing that
he wanted to make a search, she told
him—why not?

Taking one of his trusted hands along,
Old Man Burns who had been with him
before his marriage, Roberts entrained
for Corinne. From a livery stable there
they rented saddle horses and a pack
mule. The countryside was settled up a
lot more than it had been in the outlaw’s
day. Nevertheless, despite irrigated farms
covering old trails and roads, he found
the marked stone on the stream.

From this “X” position Tipton had
written on the map, “The third west bend
half way up the hillside from the willow
grove.” On the designated bend Roberts
and Burns found the old timber cleared
off. Only brush and willow sprouts grew
directly along the river bank. The site
was just below Bear River City. Farmers
had been in the area since 1863.

The two dug a few exploratory holes,
but the difficulty here was that the loot
could have been buried anywhere along
a line a half-mile long. Ends of the low
hill flattened out, disappearing into tilled
land. A few curious farmers drifted into
their camp at night. Several ventured to
inquire if they were prospecting the river.

ACCOUNTING FOR their presence

while concealing their real purpose,
Roberts pretended that over ten years
before, he had found colors there on the
river. It had been near a dense thicket
of willows, growing part way up the
rocky hillside. Did anyone know where
they stood at that time? If the locals
knew, they refused to divulge the in-
formation.

Most of them were obviously newcom-
ers, the old farming settlers having
moved on when alkali rose in the soil.
But in Bear River were a few Scan-
dinavians who once had lived in this

neighborhood.

Riding into town Roberts located
who appeared to be friendly, and a
about the thicket.

“Willows grew all along the river :
Bear City almost to Corinne,” he rey
and his eyes began to twinkle. “Are
looking for what the outlaws were
posed to have buried somewhere bac
18817?”

Displaying interest while evadir
direct answer, Roberts listened to a °
which, as expected, proved entirel
variance with what Tipton had said.

“It was dug up within a mil
Corinne,” the farmer concluded,
years ago.”

“Was the jewelry found, too?” Rol
asked, for the farmer had mentioned

“No. Them fellows lied about °
Threw the geegaws away, most li
before reaching Utah to hide.”

Three more weeks were spent op
digging into and prodding the hill
Roberts and Burns were ready to
and pull out when two things sto
them.

The morning they packed up, a 1
surly man rode in on them with t
employes.

“You are trespassing on my land,

-told Roberts without preamble. “

digging this hillside and get out.
leave or I'll have the law on you—o
a little shooting myself!”

“We don’t know you own the land
the river,” the nettled Roberts snaj
back.

After a moment of silence the !
asked curiously, “Say, what you 1
ing for anyhow?”

“Hot air from gents like you!”

This party was barely out of s
toward Bear City when a Box E
County deputy sheriff and a W
Fargo Express Company special aj
arrived on horseback from Corinne

These men were polite enough to
troduce themselves, whereupon the a;
said that they must search Roberts’ }
outfit. Telling them to proceed, w
they were doing anyhow, Roberts s
by, angry but also amused when !
found nothing.

He then asked, “You officers lool
for anything special?”

“The money and jewelry from a C
rado train robbery buried somewhert
this river,” the agent retorted. “We }
been told that you two have been digg
for it. That loot, I remind you, belc
to Wells Fargo. If you found it, it n
be delivered to us.”

“How rumors do get around!”

Roberts would tell them nothing, b
in the frame of mind he was by har
been put on the grill twice in quick
cession. Otherwise, as he said in I
years, he probably would have prese:
the map to the agent.

A few men hunted for the treas
buried on Bear River until the turr
the century, when almost all sear
ceased. However, in recent years, v
the buried loot listed in treasure hun
books, it has come in for consider:
attention by professionals. To date n
of it has been found—or, let us
reported.

True W



! you have information concerning
sons referred to below, do not write
us. Communicate directly with the

er writer.

HELPFUL HINT

ersons trying to locate long lost re-
ves (especially men) can sometimes
information by sending $1.00 plus
information possible to Archivist of
. Military Records Division, G.S.A.,
shington 25, D.C.
f the person they seek has had mili-
y service, even as an Indian scout, a
y of his record will be sent to them.
not on record, their money will be
irned. The $1.00 fee is for searching
records, but if you have a friend or
itive living in or near Washington,
y can search the records free of
rge and copy any information they
1 and send it to you. Trails can be
sed back to England and beyond in
1e cases.—Walt Thayer, Box 75, Wen-
hee, Washington 98801

Bowen

would appreciate any help I can get
racing the Bowen family in Oklahoma
ian Territory in the early days. My
ndfather was Henry B. Bowen and
id around Lane, Maxwell and Ada,
lahoma. We know nothing of his early

except he said he was born in
'ginia, an only child who ran away
m home when he was fourteen years
. He married Sara Addie Leach.—
nes Venable, Box 300, Wichita Falls,
1as

Beck

would like information concerning
yes and William Beck, who left Ala-
na for the West probably around 1840.
is thought that William was a mer-
nt in Jonesboro, Arkansas. Hayes
'k was never heard from again. Would
r descendents or anyone having in-
mation, please write me?—Reba Beck
rner, Route One, Trinity, Alabama
73

Keen
‘am trying to locate my uncle, Herman
orge Keen, as his mother has been
te ill. She lost track of him in the ’30s
which time she believed he was work-
- at Boise, Idaho for the Golden Oil
mpany. He worked at different times
' the railroad in Colorado during the
lding of the Moffat tunnel, then as a
yuty at Golden, Colorado and as a car-
iter for the oil company. He may have
1 children, as she heard he had married.

y-August, 1968

\

He should be about sixty-eight years old.
If anyone can help me, it would be ap-
preciated.—Kathleen Glover, 1673 River-
view Street, Eugene, Oregon 97403

Allen

I would like to hear from descendents
of Frankie and Johnny Allen, twin boys
adopted by my great-uncle John Allen
and his wife Kate Allen. Aunt Kate died
about fifty years ago aged some ninety-
odd years. They lived in Brock, Texas,
where they farmed, had a general store
and a cotton gin. I’d like also to hear
from any old-timers who lived in Thur-
ber and Brock, Texas.—Mrs. Jean Allen,
1020 Tulare Street, Bakersfield, Cali-
fornia 93305

~ Phipps

I would like to contact descendents of
my great-uncle, David Phipps. He was in
Company I, 19th Regiment Volunteers of
Indiana during the Civil War. He went to
Oklahoma or Colorado and became a
rancher.—Homer Phipps, 14 Stevens
Road, Plainfield, Indiana

Wilson

My grandfather, Charlie Thomas Wil-
son, was born around Clarksville, Texas
in 1872, and left home at age twelve.
He worked on Lyons Ranch, Silver City,
New Mexico until the early ’20s then
came to Clarksville, Texas where he mar-
ried Mattie Cockrell. When my father,
Jay W. Wilson, was twelve years old the
family moved by wagon to Jack County.
Grandfather died in 1928 and he and his
wife are buried at Perrin, Texas. I am
interested in hearing about or from any
descendents of Charlie Thomas Wilson’s
sisters’ children and grandchildren—
Darlene Helms, 5129 Lakefront Drive,
Wichita Falls, Texas 76310.

Yates

Robert Yates was born March 4, 1817
in Virginia. He married his cousin, Eliza-
beth Yates, on November 25, 1838 and
had eleven children all born in Kentucky.
Would like to hear from any related
Yates, and compare and exchange in-
formation. Would also like to know how
Fort Yates got its name.—Arthur Yates,
Jr. R. R. No. 5, Lafayette, Indiana 78704

McFate

I would like to hear from any of the
descendents of the three daughters of
James and Matilda McFate. Lucy, born
in Atchinson County, Missouri, July 9,
1848; Nancy, born in Missouri, Septem-
ber 1849, married Nathaniel P. Worden;
and Martha, born in Spanish Fork, Utah,
1851 and married James Jackson.—J. W.
McFate, 509 Peloar Drive, Tucson, Ari-
zona 85705

Moore

I would like to get in touch with any
descendant of Robert H. Moore, who died
May 25, 1967 at the age of 89 at his
home in Mercer County, Missouri. He is
supposed to have been a nephew of Kit
Carson. He was married twice and is
believed to have had about thirteen chil-
dren. I only know two of those children’s
names: a son, J. B. Moore and a daughter,

(Continued on page 72)

A SPLIT SECOND
IN ETERNITY

The Ancients Called It
COSMIC CONSCIOUSNESS

Must man die to release his' inner con-
sciousness? Can we experience momentary
flights of the soul —that is, become one
with the nniverse and receive an influx of
great understanding?

The shackles of the body—its earthly
limitations—can be thrown off and man’s
mind can be attuned to the Infinite Wisdom
for a flash of a second. During this brief
interval intuitive knowledge, great inspira-
tion and a new vision of our life’s mission
are had. Some call this great experience a
psychic phenomenon. But the ancients knew
it and taught it as Cosmic Consciousness—
the merging of man’s mind with the Uni-
versal Intelligence.

Let This Free Book Explain

This is not a religious doctrine, but the
application of simple, natural laws which
give man an insight into the great Cosmic
plan. They make possible a source of great
joy, strength and a regeneration of man’s
personal powers. Write to the Rosicrucians,
an age-old brotherhood of understanding,
for a free copy of the book, “The Mastery
of Life.” It will tell you how, in the pri-
vacy of your own home, you may indulge
in these mysteries of life known to the
ancients. Address: Scribe EL.Q.

Ihe Rosicrucians

SAN JOSE (AMORC) CALIF., 95114, US.A,
SEND THIS COUPON
Please Include Your Zip Code

-

| Scribe EL.Q.

| The ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
San Jose, California 95114

| Please send me the free book, The Mastery
of Life, which explains how I may learn to
| use my faculties and powers of mind.

} Name
| Address.

| :

l City

T ——— |

I State.
b=

(2l
©
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Here’s an easy, inexpensive Gift Package for you. It's a present that is
appreciated far beyond its actual dollars-and-cents value. A bundle of mag-
azines with hours and hours of fascinating reading with the timelessness of
the Old West for ANYONE WHO LIKES THE WEST—your dad, brother,
grandpa, old friend, that guide who was so helpful—by gosh, durned nigh
anybody! And you can do it all for a measly buck—or two bucks if you want
both magazines sent.

Shown here are our most plentiful issues. We'll send a package of 4 to any
address for $1.00! Or, we’ll send all 8 for $2.00! Name yer pizen!

This gift offer supersedes all previous offers.

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

BEFORE IT'S
TOO LATE . ..

GET 'EM NOW!

If you secured the first twelve issues of OLD WEST as they hit the newsstands,
you now have a set of COMPLETE rare book reprints worth $697.50 (book
dealer value of the original editions). If you did not, then latch on to these
collector issues while our limited stock is still available at the original newsstand
price! These books, in addition to the bonanza of stories, articles and features
by America’s top western authors, go to make up a stockpile of great western
reading that will be as interesting ten years from now as it is today.

OW4—50c
-OLD WEC i

OW3—50c

OW7—50c OW8—50c OW9—50c OW10—50c OW12—50¢

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

OW11—50c
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TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIM
never get out of date. Filled with
timeless sagas of the Old West, the bc
issues are fascinating to road, and
keep. Begin the interesting hobby
collecting them, and watch their val
grow as they become more and m
scarce. As soon as we sell out of a bc
issue, collectors immediately begin a
ing $1., $5 or more for a copy—a
getting it!

Issues on this page are available nc¢
but won't be for long. Why don't y
take advantage of this offer—pick a f
back issues to try. Each issue has |
same high quality, factual Old W
material you expect and get from curr
issues.

And don't forget that TRUE WEST a
FRONTIER TIMES are really the sai
type magazine—we are just snea
enough to issue them under differ
titles so they will stay on the newsstar
longer. Order now, before it's too la

WESTERN PUBLICATION

Box 3668-Bi Austin, Texas 78

NOTICE: Western Publications will give a 10% di |
all back Issue orders totaling 830.03 or morz. oo

TATW—35

7ITW—35¢c  72TW—35c  73TW—35¢c

!
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RUPTURE
RELIEF!

OR YOUR
MONEY
BACK
IN FULL!

Lasting, comfortable relief for your re-
ducible inguinal rupture. Prove it. Give
WEB a trial. If not completely satisfied
return it within 30 days for full refund
of purchase price. Werite for free booklet.

WER TRUSS 80. 1oonis s e,

AR

Seasoned Hardwood
1/ Ft. Long

STEEL TOMAHAWK
Forged in the Flames of History, this hand-
crafted axe is guaranteed to please any out-
‘doorsman who needs a rugged trail axe to
use as a camp tool or unique decorator item.
PLAIN—$5.98, DECORATED—$6.98. Cash,
check or M.O. Send for FREE brochure.
HIGH RIVER Mfg. Co. Dept. L
1853 S. Haskell Dallas, Texas 75223

Quality
Steel

A oL 171 7 ]
Write for "4 il 7 227
EE

FR

CATALOG
Trap without injury squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits, mink.
fox, stray animals, pests, etc. Sizes for every need. Also traps
for fish, sparrows, pigeons, crabs, turtles, quail, etc. Save
40% on low factory prices. Free catalog and trapping secrets.

SENSITRONIX Dept m1 12225 Lou Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018

TREASURE
METAL-MINERAL DETECTORS

FREE 128 page CATALOG

GENERAL ELECTRONIC DETECTION
16238 Lakewood Blvd., Bellflower, Calif. 90706

IT'S THE COTTON
PICKIN' TRUTH!

Readers tell us every day that they have just
discovered our magazines—that if everybody
who appreciates such a magazine knew about
them, our print order would be 5,000,000
copies with our next issues!

So you can sure help greatly by spreading
the news around. Tell them (or you if this
is the first copy you have seen) just to send
$4 for a full year's subscription to both TRUE
WEST and FRONTIER TIMES, P. O. Box
3668, Austin, Texas, 78704, and we'll do the
rest!

You wouldn't believe how hard it is to get
the news spread around! The big national
companies spend millions advertising their
products but (it's a secret!) we don't have
that kind of money. . .
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King of the Windmillers
(Continued from page 31)

wind from whistling and that tent was
torn to shreds,” Knox said. “We got
that job done in a hurry after the big
blow was over. We were afraid the wind
would start up again. I think that was
the worst job we ever had.”

With wry faces they told about the
time Cook hung a big chunk of beef on
a branch of a tree near camp, covering
it from flies and insects. Even though
the weather was cold the meat probably
hung too long in the sun and the men
got deathly sick after eating it.

“We didn’t have anything in the way
of medicine, not even soda, because Cook
always made baking-powder biscuits,”
Ray took up the story. “Then I happened
to remember hearing my mother tell
about giving someone a dose of mustard
in hot water and that it acted as a power-
ful emetic.”

“It acted all right,” Knox laughed.
“It was sure a pale bunch for a day or
so, but all survived. I'll always remem-
ber those baking-powder biscuits Cook
made in the big Dutch oven and the way
he could cook bacon. And then there was
that ‘Spotted Pup.” It was good even if
we couldn’t be sure how many flies
were mixed with the raisins.”

Spotted Pup, they explain, is rice and
raisins cooked together.

THEY TOLD of a windmilling job on
Texas Hill where they pulled pipe,

‘worked cylinders over, and ran pipes

and sucker rods 1,225 feet, hooked it up,
moved the pump jack, and started the
hot-head engine (heated with a blow
torch). Though it took 48 feet to get
water to the top of the ground, they had
it pumping by five-thirty that afternoon.
The block hung in the tower and a truck
was used for putting rods in place with
a cable. Cook usually drove the truck.
That was their quickest time to complete
a job entailing so much work.

One unpleasant experience they re-
membered was when they were snowed
in for five days and nights at Camp
No. 5. However, they had water, food,
and wood, and it was all part of the job.

“The wind is the windmiller’s greatest
enemy,” Knox believes. “We can eat grit
on dusty days, we can live out of cans,
sleep on the hard ground, and drink
water that in summer would almost boil
an egg, but the wind—that we can’t do
anything about. It comes when it pleases
and goes when it has done its damage.

“There was the job in Eagle Draw,,
up in the mountains. We put up our
brand new tent under considerable dif-
ficulty because the wind was blowing
hard. We tied it down as securely as we
could and moved all our gear in, bed-
rolls, cooking utensils, and all the stuff
necessary to a job. Then we took off to
the well. The work went fine and we
got all finished except for some re-
checking.

“When we went to bed that night we
were feeling happy, figuring that to-
morrow we’d be all through. A few hours
later one of the hardest winds I ever
experienced came up. We could hardly
keep on our feet as we walked to the

well the next morning, Things tl
were all right, though. Then we heas
terrific, ripping blast and looked 1
to see half of our tent billowing h
Like a white sail it whirled towar
clump of trees. Our new tent had s
in half.

“During a little calm we raced ¢
and looked at the damage. It was do
right amazing. All the contents v
safe. We moved everything into the !
of the tent still standing and went
to work. We finished our job that .
but when we rescued the part of the
caught in the branches of a tall tree
were disappointed to find that it
beyond mending.”

While wind is the windmiller’'s w
enemy, winter is his hardest time. “}
of our work can’t be done while wea:
gloves, and fingers can get mighty ¢
with cold,” Knox explained. “I rem
ber one job we did for Charley Vai
east of Dexter, on the Calumet Ra
This was an artesian well. I had to
off the water 10 feet underground
put in new pipe. It was a bitter-cold
and to make it more miserable it sta:
to rain. I had to also put in a j
valve and we pulled the pack 22 feet
of the well. When the rain stopped,
wind took over, as though we hadn’t
enough punishment already. Our clo
became so icy that when we moved
clanked as though we were wea:
armor. We had to rub our hands toge!
roughly before we could hold anytl
in our fingers. For this work we
ceived $3.50 per day, which in the e
1900s was good pay. We earned e
penny of it.”

F ALL the wells Knox has wo1

on the one which gave the most t
ble was the well he helped Jack Wall
dig by hand. “It was the first well I
in New Mexico. We made it with :
and shovel, all 132 feet. We ran
quicksand, which is not only trou
some but ean be very dangerous. We
in strong wooden curbs and finally
to drive in 2%-inch"iron pipes 16
long. This was done by climbing d
the ladder already attached to the ¢
and working the pipes from the bot
of it. When we’d have a pipe in {
only a few feet showed, we’d couple
another pipe. The quicksand had tc
bailed out by the bucketful until we
below the shifty stuff.”

Knox handled many jobs over
region, big and small, but the only
on which a man was seriously injt
was at the Lee Glascock Ranch sc
of Hope. A Mr. Smith fell from
ladder as he climbed to the top of
tower. His back was broken. It was
doctor’s opinion that the windm
“blacked out” before he fell. Often a1
working high on a windmill would }
to tie himself to the platform rai
to keep from being blown away. Sc
affected by height, also took these
cautions.

Knox has moved many windmill 1
ers, quite a difficult job. A new to
had to be set in the exact spot over
well. Trucks were used to pull he
wooden skids on which a tower
moved, with cables on all four side

True V



p it upright. He still remembers and pounded on the bolted doors. It made
se for whom he did this sort of work not a particle of difference. There was

ne Arthur Ingram Ranch, Mr. Pick- no money in the vault. Caleb was heart- 4“ “MBERED AcREs
at Hope, the Farnsworth Ranch, sick and dazed.

ssabone on the Bullis, this last espe- Jim Galbraith shouldered through the

ly difficult because the new well was crowd to him, wearing a happy smile. $1 650 TOTAI- PRlcE

quite a steep hill from the old one. Sorrowfully Caleb broke the news of the

»x worked on many wells, mostly in bank’s failure. Jim whooped and told D T
v Mexico, and can tell you today Caleb his news. B - "

sre they were and who owned them, He had reached the Adams and Com-
size of the towers and windmills. pany Bank in Sonora just a few minutes ::0 ::::;;:ti?nmve:::'ln:‘to':? r:::mw?:t:
last job was building a 20-foot tower  after closing time and the agent, an ern Montana. In the heart of lakes and
. installing an 8-foot mill for Lee uncooperative sort of fellow, refused to big game country. All covered with grow-
n. unlock the door and let him in. Conse- ing timber. Access, lTitleI insurlance with
'oday there are many submerged quently Jim still had their raw gold 323'3&',‘?&333:51:?:?21'33.‘::::\'.?.:“3'.’.5
aps, especially in the farming country, rather than a worthless draft on an in- Gies, Your loapection. weikorea I Uk
one can still enjoy driving through solvent bank. i :?r frevs Ii:t, matps ;nd fcomplet:y Informa‘;
on. e have tracts of many pes an
open range and hwatchilngR theK I?li The date was February 23, 1855, Sies. from which B dhaoss. Jnolite
dmills twirling in the win ay Kno Waterfront property on Pend O'reille,
the deep satisfaction of knowing Miners’ Finishing School Priest and Kettle Rivers and on Hidden
and his fellow windmillers had an ] Harbor Bay of Pend O'reille Lake.
jortant share in making an arid land (Continued from page 35) Write to: Dept. HIH
ym, in bringing farms and ranches By 1868, the population had swelled to
y rich production. over 3,000 and was still growing. T\ilS-
carora has been described as “as wild
Wild Old Days as most and wilder than some” but in

; many respects it was blessed, Promoters

(Continued from page 37) came but they never became the scourge
NCE AGAIN he managed to accumu- that they did in Rawhide. “Cousin Jacks”
late a small grubstake. He walked and sons of the Old Sod worked amiably
th down the Mother Lode. Several here, without the racial unrest that Bel- P.O. Box 8146, Spokane, Wash. 9920

1k months were spent in prospecting mont knew. :
creeks and ravines on the way. Much of the “wild” tag which h}mg B u R l L
2in he made a strike on Maxwell on Tuscarora stemmed from its China-

ek, near what is now Coulterville. town section where a reported 2,000 Ori-
Ie bought a pack mule, lashed the entals lived like a giant pack of rats. I"sun A"CE
1 aboard, and started for home. When Those who didn’t sluice gold or cut sage-

arrived at Melones he had to board brush ran launderies, eateries, gambling / it
ferry to cross the storm-swollen joints, and a couple dozen saloons. Be- Leave yi)ur }0\ e;j ones a cash estate
nislaus River. In midstream the ferry hind, over or under these “legitimate” notaipile ol bills  id i diiine s
le snapped and the ferry rocketed establishments, they operated brothels $2,000 Policy toage 80.No salesman
mnstream. It took only a short while and opium dens. None worked in the | will call onyou. Money Back Guaran-
the raging current to capsize the underground mines yet they burrowed | tee,.,......... For FREE details write
ibersome ferry. Caleb swam to shore under the town like a colony of prairie | crown Life of Illinois,203 N.Wabash.
his pack mule and gold disappeared dogs. A labyrinth of dark, underground Chicago Illinois, 60601, Dept, 1070
ever. The date was February 23, 1854. passageways honeycombed the entire AB0, LIOLS; ~Dept,

}y this time it was an established fact camp, hiding their more nefarious activi-

t Caleb was quite stubborn and a ties from view. s‘::’ $0K youl T1e€ copyiioh L s
n of definite purpose. He formed a To the rough-and-tumble miner whose Western Americana
tnership with James Galbraith and idea of culture was to “belly up to the || |atest catalog of much-wanted out-of-print
two hit the prospect trail once more. bar and watch the can-can,” Tuscarora || books at reasonable prices. Also: send your
first they prospected north up the had much to offer. In the twisting streets || lists of books wanted. Free search service!
ther Lode to Nevada City and Grass which led to or from the joss house, one INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS
ley, but eventually they turned south could buck lotteries, play the galloping Box 3003-TW, Beverly Hills, Calif.

in and soon appeared in what is now dominoes or fan-tan, relax with almond-

averas County. On Jackass Hill (of eyed ladies in silk kimonos in the sensu- )
rk Twain fame) they uncovered a ous atmosphere of sickening-sweet in- ?M HIDDEN TREASURES

| pocket of gold. There was enough cense, or experience the sensation of the Find TREASURE and RELICS with new 1968 models.
f . x % Used by professionals and amateurs the world over. /
fulfill the wants of both men. color-blurred illusion which emanated Guatanterd Jo datéct Gl Slier Coins,

battlefield relics. FREE INFORMATION.

RAYSCOPE =

Box 715 No. Hollywood, Calf. 91603

‘aleb knew the month was February from the poppy. A man with no business
_he intended to take no chances with in that section wisely avoided the dark
latest riches. Only enough was taken alleyways when the glint of cold steel
n the gold bags to afford him ex- meant someone had silently dropped in
se money to San Francisco. If he his tracks with a slender blade in his

iechow managed to lose it, the amount back. Rumors of underground tong wars A%{'ﬁ%‘gﬁgsg HE

ild be insignificant. and mysterious murders were common Tutls kow 20 Mve off: thid" lasd, it

im was to take the rest, travel to scuttlebutt in camp, but one Chinaman edible wild plants, hunting and mmﬁg,

ora, exchange the gold for an Adams looked like another, and the Americans trapping, home tanning. Order direct. Only
') $3.00 postpaid.

| Company draft, then meet Caleb could really care less if a few were

| e : : : SUN BEAR

the Adams office in San Francisco in  exterminated. B0 B SHSMW - R

i weeks. By 1880, at least ten mines were in T y eno.Nevada Biis

jaleb went north and made an easy, active operation and three mills, with
wventful trip to San Francisco taking a total of fifty stamps, pounded away

eral days to arrive there. As he ap- on the ore. Silver accounted for the bulk VAN VEE'S HOUSEBOAT RENTALS

ached the Adams and Company office of the production from the lode mines, In the heart of the 1,000 miles of the Sacra-
found a great, angry crowd milling although a few, like the Dexter, produced *’:‘:‘:‘;:bgg(‘s i"l‘t‘hlz’&‘ﬁ:‘n lg::zeiﬂ‘::“mﬁ::f
ront. To his dismay, he was informed gold, and often the ore amounted to models to choose from. Sleep six to nine in
t the Adams and Company Bank and electrum. Orebodies, generally small and F:ll:t%‘x:xy c};jl‘f gggj‘fh‘i,’;onf?ls’ 7;'7-65823 61C,

branches throughout the gold country discontinuous, were extremely rich and
| failed. Angry men shouted demands frequently hacksaws had to be employed
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MAKE BIG MONEY
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portunity to get started
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KEENEY BROTHERS FARMS
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to mine some of the natural bullion.

Operating expenses ran high, nearly
$50 per ton. Whereas scarcity of water
shut the placer miners down for long
periods, the shallow ground-water table
in this district necessitated pumping at
an early stage in the development of the
mines. Three years after its discovery,
the capacity of the Grand Prize pump-
ing equipment amounted to 350 gallons
per minute. Steam pumps required con-
siderable fuel, and fuel was as scarce
as “drinkers at a prohibition congress.”
Most operators resorted to sagebrush to
run their steam plants, at a cost of $2.50
a cord. Miners stoked the boilers with
pitchforks. Fuel for the Grand Prize
hoisting plant ran upwards of $300 per
day. Chinese cut sagebrush during the
off season, and the shrubby cover was
denuded for twenty to thirty miles around
Tuscarora. Gold and silver values were
recovered by leaching and roasting. One
ton of salt, costing $80 a ton, had to be
used on every three tons of ore.

With such high costs only the richer
orebodies could be mined profitably. An-
other large expense was the long, tough
haul to market, over roads where the
wagons often mired down to the axles.
William Vanderburg gives an interesting
sidelight on the transportation problem
in Volume 80 of the University of Nevada
Bulletin: “In the early days of the camp,
Wells Fargo express rates on gold were
so exorbitant that much of the gold was
consigned to San Francisco by the bul-
lion buyers as hardware.”

EXTREMELY rich oreshoots were
found in the Navajo Mine, which
ranked next to the Grand Prize in total
output. Some of its ore ran as high as
20,000 ounces of silver per ton, in addi-
tion to several ounces of gold. It was
said that no camp in the West ever pro-
duced any richer ore.

In the early development of the Navajo
ground, one fellow sank a shaft 600
feet in an effort to strike the Navajo
vein. He found no ore, and he had bor-
rowed to the hilt. Bitterly disappointed,
he stuck a shotgun in his mouth and
pulled the trigger. A short time later the
rich Navajo orebody was developed just
a short distance from his shaft.

Another prospector—name unknown—
took a lease on a claim which he “cal-
culated” might be on the extension of the
vein. He and his wife lived in dire
poverty. Shafting was slow work, and the
couple had no income during this time.
Weeks went by, then months. The couple
ate jackrabbits and sowbelly and beans.

Then one day the miner landed on an
oreshoot with rich values. In a short
time he had mined out $125,000 worth
of ore, and the company paid him an
additional $125,000 for his lease. The
lucky couple decided to celebrate. San
Francisco seemed the logical place to
absorb a bit of culture.

They tried to make up for all the
lean years. They took a fancy suite, and
sated themselves on seafood and cham-
pagne. Nothing was too good. So what
the hell! A person had to have some fun.
The wife got ideas. She made the rounds
of all the shops, a costly tour, for the
little woman went all out on her ward-

robe. A fancy, spun-glass dress set
back $1,500. ‘

Returning finally to Tuscarora,
wife complained about not having a 1
ror. What good was a form-fitting, sy
glass gown if she couldn’t view her
in it? Nothing to do but get a mir
The miner went down to one of the 1
saloons. How much did the propri
want for the mirror behind the bar!
jest, the barkeep casually mentione
nice, round figure—$10,000. The mi
didn’t quibble. He forked over the mo
and had the mirror hauled out to tl
cabin.

The wife was delighted. Then cam
distressing circumstance. The mi
wouldn’t go through the doorway. No
be discouraged, the miner hired a cot
of carpenters to move one side of
cabin out to get the mirror inside. N
in solitary grandeur, the little wor
paraded in front of the mirror to
heart’s content, while her better 1
drank brandies with his cronies, told
tales, made several unwise investme
and grubstaked anyone who had his h
out.

Easy come, easy go. That’s what t
say about quick fortunes. And it -
true—finders were not always keep
In a few months the couple tried
figure out where their money had g
Then one morning the miner crav
into his diggers and went back on s
at the Navajo Mine.

ONE CAN imagine that the early

tory of the camp compared in s
respects to the Comstock. Overlapr
claims, branching veins, and absence
outcrops caused considerable litigat
Chances for profit on the stock mai
appears to have influenced more than
company organization.

Several operating companies were ¢
talized for $10,000,000, an amount ¢
siderably in excess of their ultimate )
duction. Up to 1885, half of the distri
total output had been realized. Beca
of the small, discontinuous, bonanza-t
orebodies, dividends were passed oul
a reckless manner and so rapidly t
it became necessary to levy assessme
frequently. Thomas B. Nolan has tz
lated the dividends and assessments
the Independence, Grand Prize, Nav
Belle Isle, North Belle Isle, Arge:
and other mines over a ten-year per
His figures show that the assessme
outweighed the dividends by $500,
suggesting that most stockholders w
without profit.

From 1885 to. 1895 most of the e:
silver mines were closed down, with
exception of the North Belle Isle. '
Commonwealth Mine kept Tuscal
alive. The Dexter had tried to estab
itself as a silver mine but when
Silver Panic of 1893 closed down m
silver camps, the Dexter fortuna
began producing gold. It had a heal
production until 1905, but when the I
ter closed down Tuscarora was throt

Various estimates give the camj
production of $25,000,000 to $40,000,
but these figures are unrealistic
have been grossly magnified by
passage of time. Lode mines probe
produced less than $15,000,000. Still t
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not a figure to take lightly.
Tuscarora citizens seemed unusually
ric-minded. Everyone belonged to a
lge of some sort, especially the Masons
d Odd Fellows. Everything shut down
r full-scale celebrations on the Fourth
July and St. Patrick’s Day. The camp
nost had three newspapers at the
me time. First came the T'imes in 1877,
ited by E. A. Littlefield. In the same
ar C. C. S. Wright came out with the
ining-Review which ran until January
1878, when both the editor and paper
nsolidated with Dennis Fairchild and
2 Times-Review. The Times-Review
n well into the 1900s, largely because
a fiery editor, “Pegleg Bill” Plunkett.
Time and again the town tried to snap
attention, Individuals and companies
irted several short-lived ventures. As
e as 1938, a 50-ton cyanide plant at-
npted to treat old dumps and custom
2, but time ran out. People kept drift-
z away and suddenly Tuscarora became
discarded antique.
Gone are the miners like Fred Rooney
d V. M. Nelson. Gone are the opera-
rs like W. O. Weed and Col. W. R. De-
'eese. Gone are the Times-Review, the
ners Union Hall, Masonic Lodge No.
, and Odd Fellows Lodge No. 80. Gone
e the pigtailed placer miners and the
nond-eyed beauties. Gone, too, are the
luctive fragrances of incense and
pDY-
Gone are the sounds: kids laughing
the dirt streets, the noisy clank-clank-
wmk! of the mills, the clattering of
minoes and the whirling hum of the
tle ball in the roulette wheel, the
zggle from a back room, the boisterous
atter of the saloons, and the solid
1g of steel against steel.
Not all the people are gone. A few
shards have remained, hoping against
pe that Tuscarora would get a shot in
2 arm. And the memories remain.
Doors creak, shutters flap, buildings
aumble, walls sag. The portals have
ved and water has encroached the
nnels, drifts, laterals, crosscuts, raises,
nzes, and stopes. Old-timers pull on
ses, spit tobacco juice, and talk about
ack when.” Occasionally a purple-
ttle collector rummages through the
mps or a tourist pulls off weather-
aten boards for picture frames. Porcu-
1es gnaw away at the grease-splat-
'ed areas around the potbellied stoves,
d eventually the heaters drop through
2 floor. Red-shafted flickers peck their
iy into flophouses with no doors or
ndows. Quail startle the mornings
th cheery whistles. Coyotes howl
wurnfully in the afternoon and wail
sir many-voiced yodels at night. Sage-
ush creeps back over the tailing piles
d old dumps.
Tuscarora lies there like someone in
opium-clouded pipe dream.

Hot on the Trail of the Buffalo
(Continued from page 41)

yde a running fight away from his
mily to an overhanging bluff on the
rth side of a creek about a mile from
3 cabin. He was such a dead shot, the
dians kept a safe distance as he ran.

When Mr. Tackett was safe under the
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overhang, he had an open view too distant
for the Indian arrows. A few of them
remained at the edge of the clearing
out of rifle range to hold Mr. Tackett’s
attention. The rest of them circled and
got on high ground over the bluff. Then
they gathered some dry wood and built
a big fire. When the logs were burning
good, they began pushing them over the
cliff. The ledge was very shallow and
the burning logs landed right in front
of it. In a few minutes the heat forced
the white man out in the open, and the
Indians from the top of the bluff killed
him with arrows.

When Mrs. Tackett could not hear any
more rifle shots, she knew her husband
was dead but was afraid to send any
of the boys out to find him. They waited
on guard until after midnight. She then
sent the two oldest sons to search for
their father. The boys knew from the
direction of the gunfire where to look.
It took them a long time to make sure
the Indians were gone, but they found
the body of their father. He had not
been scalped. Some Indians did not scalp
brave men. The boys managed to half-
drag and carry the body back to the
house.

The bed was off the wagon, leaving
just the running gear. The family tied the
body to the frame of the running gear,
rode the axles or bolsters, and drove to
the nearest neighbor. It was nearly sun-
up when they arrived.

Mrs. Tackett was brave enough to
move back to the homestead after the
burial and the family lived there for
years. Jim Tackett learned to be a
buffalo hunter. It was a struggle to keep
the family together.

In the summer of 1875, Jim had a good
team and wagon and enough cash to
buy supplies for a buffalo hunt. Two of
his neighbors wanted to go along as
skinners for a share of the hides. My
father Sam was now sixteen and had
been working around among the settlers
at anything available, so Jim hired him
to go along as cook and camp attendent.
There were no schools at this time for
boys in Parker County.

THE HUNTING PARTY headed west

to Fort Griffin where they bought
the extra supplies needed for the winter
hunt. Tackett used a Sharps rifle which
was a single-shot breech-loader using a
brass shell. These shells were center-fire
and could be used time after time. All
you had to do was punch out the used
primer, put in a new one, measure in
the .right amount of powder, and crimp
in a new bullet. They bought a small
machine to punch out old primer and
reprime; a measure for the powder; and
a mold for the bullets. All that was
needed for plenty of ammunition was
shells, primers, powder and plenty of
lead, for the bullets had to be heavy to
kill a buffalo. One of Sam’s duties was
to reload the shells.

In the early summer Tackett had
scouted the country just below the Cap-
rock for a good place to hunt. He want-
ed a good winter camp where there were
plenty of buffaloes. He scouted north,
then west toward the plains. (The bliz-
zards drove the buffaloes off the plains

into the river brakes where they col
graze, drink, and keep warm against f
bluffs.)

Jim went north from Fort Grif
through what is now Throckmorf
County to the Narrows. The Narrows
a ridge about sixteen feet wide dividi
the drainage north to the Pease Ril
which empties into Red River and sot
to the Brazos which flows to the Gu
Where the present post office of V¢
is located he turned west, passed ne
present-day Benjamin, and six mi
farther found Ilots of buffalo sigr
plenty of dried chips, wallows, bones, 2
carcasses—and a flat-topped butte «
off from the Caprock by about a h
mile. On the northeast side of the bu
was a good spring and plenty of trees :
wood and protection. This was an id
campsite and was the place the hunti
party headed for when it left the fa
a distance of some eighty miles. Ez
man had a good saddle horse, and S
drove the wagon. They saw several sm
herds of buffaloes near their camps
before they reached it. It did not te
long to set up camp, and the hunt was

Tackett had developed a good metk
for killing buffaloes. He located a h¢
from high ground and crept up to th
from the windward side, staying ¢
of sight as much as possible and maki
no sound. His rifle was so heavy
had to use a tripod rest. He set this
got out plenty of cartridges, and v
ready to go to work.

He shot the buffalo on the edge of f
herd and on the opposite side, aimi
at a spot just behind the shoulder. J
was a dead shot. The wind carried 1
sound away from the herd, and the b
falo hit would stagger a little and fi
This would attract the attention of f
ones nearest. They would smell the wa
blood, run up, lick the blood of f
downed one, and go back to grazing.

Tackett always killed the buffalo f
farthest away, and this caused the r
to drift toward him. He only shot
many as he and the two skinners coi
handle before they became too stiff. Tt
he let the rest of the herd drift aw
In skinning, the men ripped from i1
neck, down the middle to the back. T
legs were then skinned, and a gamb
ing stick was used to hold the legs ap:
after the animal was rolled on his ba
Next, the skin was ripped back from i
neck far enough to tie to a rope attacl
to the saddle of a horse. The ho
pulled, and the men used their knives
snip when the hide would not come !
easily. The horse did most of the wo
Some days Tackett would kill enou
buffaloes to last the skinners two
three days. By that time another he
would have drifted close.

AM COOKED BREAKFAST for °
men, and they left just at daybre
The meal consisted of plenty of Dut
oven biscuits, meat, and coffee. Cof
beans were unroasted, and Sam had
roast and grind them as needed. 1
men did not come back until nightfi
and this left the boy alone all day
do his chores.
He had to keep the camp clean, i
cooking utensils clean, and rustle ple:
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t dead wood for the cooking fire. He
ad to reload the brass cartridges and
would the bullets for them. Since they
ere short of cooking lard, the hunters
rought him enough big buffalo bones
1t of the legs and quarters for him to
rack and get the marrow out of the
:nter to supplement the supply of lard.
his marrow is greasy, and he used it
» season his bread and other cooking.
he first thing they had done when they
stablished camp was to build a log-and-
rush shelter which they covered with a
irp. This made a good place to keep
ipplies. Another one of Sam’s duties was
» make plenty of pegs out of small,
reen tree-limbs. These pegs were a foot
t length and had to be sharpened on one
1d. They were used to anchor the green
ides, hair down on the ground, when
ley were stretched to dry. Sam also had
. help stretch and peg down the hides
hen the men brought them to camp,
it even so, sometimes he had a lot of
itra time to kill.

)NE AFTERNOON after Sam  had
all his chores done and was just
lling around, he heard a thrashing noise
the trees and brush toward the spring.
he wind was blowing, so the scent of
e camp was carried away from the
rise.
Sam had a small-caliber rifle, so he
ok it and crept toward the spring, hop-
g he could surprise a deer to show the
hers that night what a good hunter he
as.
In the clearing near the spring, in-
ead of a deer, he saw a young buffalo
ifer standing broadside to him. Sam
pped his gun over a dead log for a
st, took careful aim at a spot just
hind the front shoulder, and pulled the
igger. The bullet was not heavy enough
knock the buffalo down, and she
mped and charged straight toward
im. He could do nothing but drop his
m and climb a nearby tree. He was
raid to run, knowing the animal could
ertake him.
The buffalo charged past and, after a
ort distance, began to circle and either
1 or lay down behind some brush.
'om his positicn in the tree Sam could
t tell if she were dead or just wait-
; for him to get down so she could
t him. He decided the best thing to
was to play it safe and stay up in his
rch until the men returned to camp.
was a long four hours to wait.
When Sam heard the men come in to
np, he yelled a time or two until they
swered. He told them his troubles, and
iy found the buffalo heifer. She had
' dead at least three hours. That
‘ning' while he cooked supper, the
n began hurrahing Sam, calling him
le mighty buffalo hunter,” and this
atment continued for several weeks.
e circumstances surrounding the only
ffalo he ever killed was quite a dis-
pointment.
[n late winter, when the storms be-
ne less severe and new grass began to
len up, the buffaloes started drifting
*k north onto the plains. The hunt was
nut over and had been very successful.
1 Tackett had many dry hides, and
it one of the skinners back to Fort
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ities is MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS friendly MEADQY ooy 105 Rubr Lue
neighbor. 5414 Stockme:I B‘fﬁéugmz"fviﬁgj
. EIKo, Nevady

NOW'! DON'T MISS THIS OUTSTANDING OPPORTUNITY

—— e

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS h
5414 STOCKMEN BLDG., ELKO, NEVADA 89801

Yes!—Reserve acreage at MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS for me - $695 for each 1% acre parcel- |
payable $1 down and $10 a month. No other charges. Send purchase contract and map l
showing “exact location of my holding. You will return my $1 deposit if | request same I
within 30 days. | enclose $1 deposit for each 14 acre Rancho desired.

SIZE PER |  Name: |
ACRES | DOWN | MO.
1Ys $1 $10 Addri I
215 2 15
g% 2 %g City: Zone: State: I
Indicate No. of Ranchos —Total enclosed $— I

o
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...and it's

. LOADED!

Look at these EXCITING, 96 caliber

ALL-TRUE ALL-FACT Western stories,

articles, features and exiras appearing
in the Fall, 1968 issue of

OLD WEST

On sale at your newsstand
July 1st!

o Mickey Free—Manhunter!

o The Pull of the Minometer

o The Long Riders

o When the Ghost met Steve Venard
o Home of the Jaw Bone Railroad
o First Judge in the Panhandle

o Shorty Harrls and the Bullfrog

o John “'Panther”” Childers

o Dangerous Days of the Horse and Buggy
o Dodging a Necktie Party

Go Down, Mose

Stoppers and Flies

Blue Parka Bandit

The Year of the Cougar

Home Base of Sixth Cavalry

Plus: SCARCE BOOK BONUS!
Reprinted COMPLETE in this Issue!

“UNCLE DAN” DRUMHELLER TELLS
THRILLS OF WESTERN TRAILS IN 1854

Box 3668 Austin, Texas 78704

. I enclose: $2.00 for 1 year (4 issues)

iSpocicll $3.50 for 2 years (8 issues)

: Name.

Bdd

et e State. - o L 2ip,

: (If you don’t want to cut this magazine,
: order on a sheet of paper.

Griffin to hire freighters. The skinner

. was to guide them back to camp.

There were a few straggling buffaloes
in the country, mostly old bulls; Tackett
and the other skinners took the wagon,
with Sam to drive the team, and started
hunting the lone buffaloes, He would
shoot them from a distance, and drive
up close with the wagon. All three would
pitch in the skin the buffalo, and this
way they added several hides daily to
the collection.

On the third day the wagon topped a
ridge, and there stood an old big bull,
all alone and close by. Tackett quickly
unlimbered his gun and fired. The bull
apparently fell dead.

Sam and the skinner grabbed their
knives, knife-sharpeners, and gambreling
stick, and started to the downed buffalo
while Tackett reloaded his gun. When
they came within about twenty feet, the
bull jumped up and charged them.

Sam and the skinner dropped every-
thing and raced back to the wagon. And
what a race! The bull was almost blowing
in the seats of their pants. It was so close
they didn’t have time to jump into the
wagon (which had the sheet on). Around
and around the wagon they ran but
could not gain enough distance to climb
in. It took Tackett some time to get his
gun loaded and shoot again. This time the
bull fell, and Sam was not ten feet
ahead of him when it happened. It took
him and the skinner a long time to catch
their breath, get over the scare, and
gather up the knives where they had
scattered them.

The other skinner was ten days getting
back from Fort Griffin with the freight
wagons. But after they arrived it was
a quick job to load the hides, break camp,
and start back to the settlements.

Sam Black wound up very happy over
the hunt. He enjoyed the work and made
enough to buy a good horse and saddle.
What sixteen-year-old pioneer boy could
want more than that?

Pleasant Valley and Cowboy Flat
(Continued from page 21)

put 10,000 cattle across the trail cross-
ing of the Cimarron in one herd.” The
crossing was made in six hours. It seems
that Halsell’s crossing of the Cimarron
was a well-known location. Lt. Matthias
Walter Day referred to it as being twelve
miles east of Camp Russell. Examination
of historical evidence and the terrain
convinces me that the distance was about
seven miles.

Daniel Livingston’s activity extended
beyond Cowboy Flat. On one occasion
he assembled a herd at San Antonio of
3,000 steers and 100 horses, and with 16
men proceeded to drive the cattle up the
Chisholm Trail. In the Comanche coun-
try they met Chief Quanah Parker and
a party of twenty of his men. The cow-
boys entertained them at dinner, and
gave them five beeves as compensation
for pasturage. At the Cheyenne Agency,
Livingston sold a thousand cattle to the
Indian agent to be given to the tribe for
food. The remainder of the herd was
driven to the railhead at Wichita, Kansas.

In 1886-87 the Southern Kansas Rail-
way Company, a subsidiary of the Santa

Fe, constructed a railroad from Arkan
City to Purcell, to join a line extend
from that point into Texas. A stat
was established at Deer Creek (n
Guthrie) on an unoccupied expanse
prairie. Hundreds of men were emplo;
in building the railroad. Livings
supplied them with beef. Cattle w
driven along as the work progress
and were butchered on the spot. Geo:
Newcomb did the butchering, and v
known as the “Slaughter Kid.” One
count has it that he derived the na
from having worked for John Slaughi
a Texas cattleman. Later, Newcomb ¥
known as “Bitter Creek.”

Cowboys had a peculiar role about
time of the land opening of 1889.
the light of history, somewhat dim, i
safe to say that some of the follow:
cowboys were with the HX cattle
Cowboy Flat, and some became memb
of the Dalton-Doolin gang: Newcor
Bill Doolin, Nathaniel Ellsworth, @
Wyatt, Dick Broadwell, Dick West, ]
Powers, Dave Fitzgerald, Matt Lau
lin, and Jim Stovall.

A resident of the community
Pleasant Valley recalls the good r¢
tionship between her family and
cowboys. The cowboys lived in a dug
a half mile away. Sometimes they visi
the family to get milk and eggs.

In the area was lots of barbw
painted black with double barbs
inches apart. It was commonly assun
that the cowboys had taken the w
from fences on the Turkey Track Ran
forty-five miles southeast of Coyle.
the trek to get the wire, if a cowl
found a better horse than his, he mi,
make an even trade without consult
the owner.

Sometimes the influence of a Soon
cowboy lingered after his depart
from the valley of the Cimarron. It v
necessary to locate corners of clai
Settlers employed F. S. Pulliam, v
had a homestead north of Langston,
do the surveying. According to tradit
a settler not satisfied with the sur
could get a resurvey for two dollars,
is said that the man who paid the s
was always favored in the resurvey.

Many settlers at Cowboy Flat remai
friendly with the former cowboys as t!
edged farther and farther into o
lawry. The people did not fear the ¢
laws, did not disclose their hideouts, ¢
perhaps sometimes supplied them w
food. Bill Dalton was not a cowboy, '
was sometimes present. He made a t
at the local literary society one eveni
He usually dressed well, and on this
casion wore a blue serge suit. Reside
of the community followed with inte
interest news about the outlaws, s
as the raid at Coffeyville in 1892.

THE ANTI-HORSE THIEF Asso

tion was organized in Oklahc
Territory, but could not always proi
the people. A homesteader in the c
munity of Pleasant Valley had a te
of horses which he earnestly tried
protect against theft. He would st
them out at night to eat grass and wo
take a bed roll and sleep close by. (
morning before daylight he went
breakfast. On returning, he found t

True W
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: horses had been stolen.
Simon S. Tracy paid $20 for a re-
quishment, and secured a homestead
mile north of my farm. I recall an
mmt he told of bachelor days as a
nesteader. He lived in a dugout, had
lorse, and grew a small field of cotton.
associated himself with a neighbor
o had one horse, and had cotton to
. They joined the horses to form a
m, borrowed a wagon, and took the
ton to Edmond for sale, there being
market for it in Guthrie.
At Edmond they sold the cotton at
ut 90 cents per hundredweight, went
a grocery store, and inquired what
ir the store would open the following
7. They wanted to stock up on gro-
ies for the winter, and get an early
rt home. The groceryman advised
m to purchase supplies that evening,
| leave them in the store until morn-
. Tracy bought about 200 pounds of
ar, and the return trip was made.
3ack at the dugout, Tracy found that
iing the night the groceryman had
laced the flour with shorts. There was
way to return the inferior product,
| Tracy said he wintered on shorts.
ogan County records show that
asant Valley was built on the SE %
Section 33. Bill Powers claimed the
d as a homestead. For $1,200 he sold
elinquishment to Anna Campbell. Her
her, G. W. Campbell, probably sup-
id the funds. Anna received a patent
the land on May 5, 1897. In October,
9, she sold the east half of the quar-
section to U. C. Guss of Guthrie, to
used as a site for the town of Camp-
. Guss also purchased part of Section
On December 8, he deeded to the
stern Oklahoma Railroad Company a
p 300 feet wide through the townsite.
¢+ town was surveyed by F. S. Pulliam
) finished work on November 11.
'hus by 1900, Campbell was a town
h a railroad. True to the custom of
atier towns, one of the first build-
5 was a saloon. Its chief clientele con-
ed of Irish workmen on the railroad.
iness buildings of that time had the
1t end extended up as high as the
le.
imon Walters owned the saloon. On
front of it was painted a man riding
7o-humped camel, indicating the name
he town. The man wore a derby hat,
a deck of cards protruded from his
tet.

'R A DECADE, beginning in 1910,
Pleasant Valley had a hotel of fifteen
ns. A band of a dozen members was
inized in 1912, and continued until
3. In favorable weather, entertain-
it included baseball, boxing, and
iking horses to ride. This activity
irred mostly on Saturday and Sun-
afternoon.

eginning in 1920, Pleasant Valley
a township fair with free barbecue.
ertainment included horse races,
races, sack races, etc. Each town-
1 was invited to take exhibits to the
ity fair at Guthrie. For ten years
‘e was competition, with loving cups
stake. A township was required to
a cup for three years before owning
Pleasant Valley won two cups and

~August, 1968

was holding a third at the end of the
decade. Meridian and Navina each won
one year. The cups were placed in the
office of the county agent at Guthrie.

With contemporaries, I have seen the
pageant of history pass by. In my yard
is the homesteader’s hut in which I
was born. I saw Pleasant Valley rise
from the prairie and grow to a popula-
tion of 250. There I was postmaster and
merchant. In the days of dirt roads, this
village served a useful purpose. Hard
roads and motor transportation changed
the whole picture, and helped make
Pleasant Valley a ghost town. I saw no
less than forty-eight houses moved
away. The post office closed about 1948.
The Victory 68 School was reduced to
one room at that time. Ten years later,
the building was closed and the children
were taken to Coyle. Today there is
nothing to mark the site of Pleasant
Valley except a few houses and ragged
ruins in high grass. Many of the
pioneers, such as Pat Welch, were laid
to rest in nearby cemeteries.

Traditional stories of the days when
outlaws rode across Cowboy Flat are
passed down to each generation. The
following is an illustration: A home-
steader had two horses, and one night
one was stolen. He had a son who was
favorable to the outlaws. The son quietly
investigated the matter, and within two
weeks the horse was back in the pasture.

On Cowboy Flat, residents still point
to landmarks and talk about the Sooners
of 1889. Two Sooners looking for a loca-
tion came upon the bluffs on the north
bank of the Cimarron River, and viewed
the beautiful valley of Cowboy Flat.
When they approached the edge of the
river, they heard bullets whistling, and
concluded that other Sooners had seized
control of the valley. The two men went
north a few miles, found a nice creek
bottom and decided to settle there. On
the appointed day they staked claims.
But when they found the corners and the
lines were marked, they discovered that
the good bottomland was on a) farm ad-
joining theirs.

Close community ties are retained at
Pleasant Valley. This is illustrated in
the maintenance of the funeral flower
fund, a practice in existence forty-five
vears. Individual contributions are made
to the fund. When a death occurs in the
vicinity, wreaths are sent marked
“Pleasant Valley Community.”

The sparse population on Cowboy Flat
lives easier than their ancestors did. By
1940 people were heating their houses
with propane gas and electricity. Virtu-
ally all homes have modern conveniences.
A small population does not mean that
the spirit of Pleasant Valley has de-
clined. Scattered afar are sons and
daughters who love her memory and
cherish her history. In 1964, after a lapse
of more than fifty years, no less than
fifteen former students from eleven
states gathered for a reunion at Victory
68. Community meetings are held there
periodically by twenty-five families who
live in the vicinity. The character of
these people is reflected in the fact that
in the Great Depression, not a farm in
this community was foreclosed.

SMART, TOP VALUE FOX WESTERNS
HAND MADE IN OUR FACTORY, TO YOUR ORDER

Order a Fox Western hat
exactly as you want it.
Select from 12 colors, all
sizes, also select style,
crown height, brim width

cost. The choice of hun- ;
dreds. This quality buy only available
from Fox. All hats made of heavier

FOX

LOW
PRICES

weight, imported felt.
guarantee.

Send for FREE illustrated Folder—
gives ordering details.

FOX HAT CO., Hatters Since 1910
477 Wabasha St., Dept. TW-8
St. Paul, Minnesota 55102

MAGNA-FI

makes close work, fine print look big!
FOR CRAFTSMEN,-HOBBYISTS, - »
TECHNICIANS, HOMEMAKERS...
People of all ages! You see
clearer, work faster and more
accurately with less tension,
less strain, less fatigue. MAGNA-
FI is a precision optical instrument
with finest ground and polished pris-
matic lenses. Can be worn with or with-
out glasses . . . even bifocals. Adjusts comfortably
to any head size. Leaves hands free to work. Only
$7.95 postpaid with removable 2%2 diopter lens. An
extra, more powerful 3 diopter interchangeable lens
available at $2.98 additional. Exclusive Feature:
Hinged lens swings up out of the way when not in
use. GUARANTEED: Money back .if returned postgald
in 30 days. Nel-King Products o Dept.TT-88MF
811 Wyandotte . Kansas City, Mo. 64105

Money back

51250
$20,00

— BROCHURE FREE
JD RANCH STORE

write:

1408 W. Davis Dept.17 Dallas, Tex. 75208

SUMMER STEVRON SPECIALS
BODYGUARD—Necessary self defense for law abid-
ing persons. Only $2.00 postpaid.
MOTALOY—Improves any gasoline engine (metal
plating) while it runs, doing ‘“ring and valve job.”
Just $6.00 postpaid.
REMAIL SERVICE—20c per letter, $2.50 a month.
Literature 10c postage, or ORDER NOW. California
residents add sales tax.
STEVRON

Burbank, Calif. 91505

BLUE STAR OINTMENT STOPS ITCHING IN
FIVE MINUTES OR MONEY BACK!
Stgr athletes foot, ringworm
tetter,
relief

1426 Edison Blvd.

other itches. Gef fast
. A household standby since
1913. At better drug counters or
send $1.00 to:

ll.l:! STAR OINTMENT

NAVAJO INDIAN RUGS
At Wholesale Prices

Mexican serape drapes in many colors—Velvet tapestries
in brilliant animal and hunting scenes—Mexican Chaleco
Jackets—Tanned Sheep-skins, snow-white and velvet
soft—Sombrero hats that are 22”7 in diameter and
symbolic of the Mexican Hat dance—Sheep-skin coats
in every size. Warmest coat made—Ladies Mouton
coats and jackets, lovely to look at and to touch, and
can be purchaséd on layawa

THE FREED COMPANY

Box 394, Dept. TW, Albuquerque, New Mexico

“Sta-Trim”
WAIST BELT!

Ruggedly constructed non-porous Belt
that causes waistline area to perspire
with slightest exertion. Exercise pro-
gram and instructions show how to
build muscle and at same time trim
waistline. Wear to work or a workout.
Send waist size—and $2.98 to:
“STA-TRIM’’ Suite 1204- TW-2
28 East Jackson, Chicago 60604
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CLASSIFIED
(35¢c per word, cash with order)

Books & Magazines

T"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.
NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox,
1296/ Yosemite, San Jose, California.

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1,200
place name glossary, mines, camps, Indian reser-
vations, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox, 1296H Yosemite, San
Jose, California.

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. P. Putnam, Box 578,
Fontana, California 92335.
AMERICAN INDIAN Magazine. T
current news. 35c sample copg. $1.50 a year. Write
MANY SMOKES, P.O. Box 5895, Reno, Nevada 89503.
GHOST TOWN MAPS, New Book Titled 'California
Ghost Town Trails' has pictures, maps to California
host towns. $2.95. H. Abbott, P.O. Box 4262, Ana-
Eeim, California 92803.

GHOST TOWN GUIDE: Complete guide to over 100
Ghost towns in California, only $1.95. H. Abbott,
p.O. Box 4262, Anaheim, California 92803.
TREASURE, Coin, and Relic Hunters news publica-
tion. Only '$1.00 yearly. Sample copy 25¢c. GOLD BUG,
BOX 588-T, ALAMO, CALIFORNIA 94507,

SELLING TRUE WEST, FRONTIER, TIMES. Nafion's
largest stock. Send your list for prices. Stamped en-
velope appreciated. Miller, 2626-A  Spring Lane,
Austin, Texas 78703.

GHOST TOWN DIRECTORY OF THE WEST—347 lo-
cations—10 states—Gold Panning Instructions—Pictures
—Maps—Price $1.00. Other books for the Rockhound,
Prospector, Treasure and Bottle Hunter, etc. Free
brochure on request. Pierce Publishing, Dept. A-b,
Box 5221, Abilene, Texas 79605.

TPOCKET FIELD GUIDE FOR THE BOTTLE DIGGER."
First field guide ever published on bottles. Loaded
with bottle photos, all bottles priced. Very attrac-
tive, Informative, compact & durable. Send $2 to
Old Botlle Collecting Publications, P.O. Box 276,
Ashland, Ore. 97520. Dealers inquiries invited.
TPOINTS, ARROWHEADS, and other Artifacts of the
Southwest." Booklet. Over 120 illustrations. Covers
Stoneage from ''Sandia'' to recent. $1.00. Canyonada,
Rt. 2, Box 12, Mountainair, N. Mex. 87036.

GHOST TOWN & MINING CAMPS OF IDAHO."
Description & directions. Colorful. Interesting and
helpful. $2.25. Alturas Enterprises, Box 7193, Boise,
Idaho 83707.

TANTIQUE BOTTLES™ Just published. Loaded with
actual color photos of old bottles, all priced.
very beautiful and informative book. Send $3 to Old
Bottle Collecting Publications, P.O. Box 276, Ashland,
Oregon 97520. Dealers inquiries invited.

HARD TO FIND MAGAZINES—BOOKS—Every sub-
jectl Folios Freel ALKAM, TW, Box 464, Jackson
eights Station, Queens, NYC 11372,

History, lore and

§ : 5 " 2 : > -
Books & Magazines

Indian Relics

SELLING ALL WESTERN MAGAZINES, Early issues,
scarce collectors' items. Your list, ‘stamp. Brooks,
106 Catlin, Canon City, Colo.

FLINT arrowhead making secretl Ancient, illust
methods. Be an expert. Guaranteed. $1.00. Shet
Dept. |, Umatilla, Oregon 97882.

MAP—ENTIRE PIONEER ""WEST'" (23 states) 50" x 50"
old emigrant, military routes, forts—railroad, stage,
telegraph lines—Indian, cattle frails—&host mining,
old towns (mostly dated) price $5.00. ( 'sed.'by Amer-
icas largest Universities, Libraries, Historical Soci-
eties) Van, 2784-6G South First Street, San Jose,
Calif. 95111,

""MAPS: Wyoming's Historic Sites 93.00 : Oklahoma's
Buried Treasures ($2.00). Johnson, 115 Marigold, Cas-
per, Wyoming."

TREASURE HUNTERS MAP of Washington State, over
200 treasure leads, with explanatory booklet. $2.00.
Capt. Mullan's map of Pacific Northwest, 1861, $2.00.
Send stamp for free Northwest Treasure News,
Christensen, Box 5075, Spokane, Wa. 99205.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

BOOMING Australia needs your skills! Government
assisted passage. For details send $1.00 to_lrv Hayer,
1117 S.W. Columbia, Portland, Oregon 97201.

EREE BOOK "990 Successful, Little-Known Businesses.'’
Work home! Plymouth, 237H, Brooklyn, New York
11218.

AUSTRALIA WANTS YOU! Good Pay,
Government Paid Transportation Allowance! Send
$1.00 for “Australian Opportunities Handbook." In-
ternational Services, Box 12-K8, Greenfield, Indiana

Adventure,

50 CENT GOVERNMENT OIL LEASES sell for $5 or

INDIAN BEADWORK, weapons, costumes, sac
catalog 50c, Tecumseh's Trading Post, 1430 G
Street, Reading, Penn. 19606.

AUTHENIC ANCIENT INDIAN RELICS—Send
for ancient arrowhead and extensive listing. H
shoe Bend Indian Relics, Box 7412-A, Birming
Alabama 35223.

INDIAN COLLECTORS—Arrowheads 25¢c ea. Entir
lections for sale—relics, beadwork, pre-Colun
art, pueblo and prehistoric pottery and relics. !
and turquoise Indian jewelry, all types, old
Ancient and primitive weapons. Old guns, old n
and Wells Fargo items. Old baskets, Navajo
old and new, some rarities, Write for free li
thousands of items. INDIAN CENTER, 172 E.
Street, El Cajon, Calif. 92020.

Inventions Wanted

INVENTORS! Don't sell your invention, patente
unpatented, until you receive our offer. Eagle [
opm?f Company, Dept. T, 79 Wall Street, New

INVENTORS! We will develop, sell your idea ¢
vention, patented or unpatented. Our national r
facturer-clients are urgently seeking new item
highest outright cash sale or royalties. Fine
assistance available. 10 years proven perform
For free information write Dept. 49, Wall Stre¢
vention Brokerage, 79 Wall Street, New York 5,

PATENT Searches including Maximum speed, ful
mail report and closest patent copies, $6.00. @

more per acre. Get your share. We finance. Map and searches expertly administered. Complete se
information. Independent Oil, Dept. 102, Box 28042,  guaranteed. Free Invention Protection forms
Dallas, Texas 75228. “Patent Information.'" Write Dept. 16, Washi
= Patent Office Search Bureau, 711 l4th N.W. \
Firearms ingfon 5, D.C.
MODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement Leathercraft

of thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-
ers. Rifles, pistols and shotguns of new manufacture
—and priced realistically. Tons of antique gun parts.
Send $1.00 for catalog #117-T. A must for any fire-
arms collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Ten-
nessee.

Fishing & Hunting

COLLAPSIBLE FARM - POND - FISH - TRAPS; Animal
traps. Postpaid. FREE information, pictures. Shawnee,
3934 W. Buena Vista, Dallas 4, Texas.

FREE CATALOG . . . saves you money on reloading
equipment, calls, decoys, archery, fishing tackle,
molds, tools, rods, blanks. FINNYSPORTS, (TR) To-
ledo, Ohio 43614.

JEEPS $62.50 . . . AUTOS . . . BOATS . . . Thousands
others direct from Government! "How to Buy in
Your Area and 1968 Directory," send $1.00. Surplus
Disposal. Box 11211-WH. Indianapolis, Indiana 46201.
LIVE TRAPS, All size Mouse to Dog. Collapsible or
Rigid. Carrying Cages. Free literature. Regional
Sales, 420 W. Oak, Flagstaff, Arizona 86001.
DECOYS—Duck & Goose. Sensationally new.. lowest
cost, make your own, start business, big profits. Full
particulars. E-Z-In & Out, Box 65765, Los Angeles,
Calif. 90065.

TFISH TRAPS, COLLAPSIBLE. Pond-Lake types. Ani-
mal, bird traps. Free catalog and trapping secrets.
Sensitronix, 2225-F9 Lou Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018."

Indian Relics

BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS. Service is our
product. No charge for search. Satisfaction guaran-
teed. D-J Book Search, Box 3352 San Bernadino,
California 92404.

101 EASY WAYS TO FIND BURIED TREASURE. A book
for all treasure hunters, crammed full of information.
Only $2.00 cash, check or M.O. Dayne Chastain, Route
2, Seminole, Oklahoma 74868.

SPEAR POINTS. Over five inches long $3.00. Money
Back Guarantee. Walker, Box 482, Denison, Texas.
INDIAN ARTIFACT COLLECTORS: Our collector's
aids—''Reasons for Cataloging' and 'Detecting Re-
works and Fakes' (samples included) all for $1.00,
receiving excellent acceptance. Send for yours. Free
brochure listing our specialties. THE TEPEE, BOX
749, RICHLAND, WASHINGTON 99352,

FREE 128 Page detector catalog. General Electronic
Detection Co., Box &7, Bellflower, Calif. 90706.

TO FIND TREASURES of the past you need an ac-
curate map of the past. That's just what Relco has—
Treasure and Landmark Map. Shows original shape
of old Republic of Texas. Covers all or parts of Mis-
souri, Arkansas, Louisiana, Texas, Oklahoma, Kansas,
Nebraska, New Mexico, Colorado, Wyoming and Gulf
of Mexico. Shows treasure sites where vast fortunes
remain lost or hidden. First publication. $2.00. Relco-
Bbb, Box 10563, Houston, Texas 77018.
TRACE ANCESTORS YOURSELF. Instructions, facts,
sources. Booklet $1. Family History, Box 8572-C, Albu-
querque, New Mexico 87108.
COMPLETE TRUE WEST & FRONTIER TIMES thru '67
and Index thru '62, $150.00. Shy Osborn, Rt. 1, Box 163,
Clyde, Texas 79510.
TRUE WEST 18 thru 86, FRONTIER TIMES 1 thru 53,
OLD WEST 1 & 2, Kennedy, P.O. Box 201, Yucca Val-
ley, Calif.
"FRONTIER TIMES" #1 to date. "TRUE WEST"
36 to date. First $65.00 money order for all. Long's
hoe Shop, 106 Smythe, Bowie, Texas 76230.

HOW TO FIND ARROWHEADS. New book tells how,
where, when to look. $2.00. Canyon Publishing, Can-
yonvnl]e, Oregon 97417.

IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,
Oijibwa, Eskimo crafts. Lists 25c. lroqrafts, Ohsweken
Reservation, Ontario, Canada.
AMERICAN INDIAN BEADWORK,
Baskets, Pottery, Photos, Books, Rugs, Silver, Docu-
ments, Weapons, etc. List on request. Cheyenne
Crossing Trading Post, P.O. Box 8198, Detroit, Michi-
gan 48213.

ARROWHEAD MAKING: Complete illustrated in-
structions on ancient methods. Includes 1 hand
chipped arrowhead. $1.00. CANYONADA, Route 2,
Box 12, Mountainair, New Mexico 87036.

THE ART OF CHIPPING ARROWHEADS. Descriptive
booklet, well illustrated showing various methods
used in this ancient art. $1.50 posfpaid. Chief Tellum-
how, Box 51, Chiloquin, Oregon 97624,

OBSIDIAN KNIVES and spearpoints, 3" to 10" long,
$1.50 an inch. bsidian arrowpoints, average 2"
long, 4 for $5.00. Frank Estes, 1617 Willis Street, Red-
ding, Calif. 96001,

Pipe-tomahawks,

"OLE TIMEY STUFF" The relic collectors guide and
reference book. Covers barbed wire, guns, bottles,
treasure, etc. Hundreds of pictures and lots of in-
formation. Send $8.50 plus 25¢ for postage to—Books,
1626 Savage, Mesquite, Texas 75149.

INDIAN ARROWHEADS. Collected along the plains
of the Rio Grande, 'and San Luis Potosi, Mexico.
Samples |15 for $3.50, 100 for $15.00, 1,000 for 120.00.
Postpaid. Oscar Cavazos Jr., 3010 Salinas, Laredo,
Texas 78040.

FREE! World's largest leathercraft catalog. Hun
of Make-it ldeas. Tandy Leather Co., Dept.
Fort Worth, Texas.

Rare Coins & Stamps

I PAY $250 EACH for 1924 1c green Franklin s
rotary perforated 11 ($2,500 unused). Send 25
illustrated folders showing amazing prices pai
old stamps, coins, collections. Vincent, 85TW, |
New York 10458.

RARE Silver dollars, 1880-81 S, 1883-84-85-1899
01-02 O mint, Uncirculated, $3.50 ea. Coin Cata
50c. Shultz, Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.
Spanish GOLD DUBLOON MINTED 1736 Lima,
Reproduction $1.00. Others available. Lewis Ra
Junction, Texas.

Real Estate

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $i
40 acres $10 month, Suitable cottage sites, hu
fishing, investment. Free information. Land Col
tion: 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Ca
GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS $1.00 /
Millions Acres! For exclusive copyriahted report
Plus ''Land Opportunity Digest' listing lands
able throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction

anteed! Land Disposal, Box 9091:WH, Washit
D.C. 20003.
U.S. GOVERNMENT LANDS dirt cheap! Mol

cabin sites, $25. Millions acres! Fully illustrated!
faction guaranteed! Send $1.00 for ''Land B
Guide." Omega Press, Box 613-D, Tustin, Calif.
GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS §1.00 /
Millions Acres! For Exclusive Copyrighted Repor
plus "Land Opportunity Digest" listing lands
able throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction G
teed! Land Disposal, Box 11211-WH, Indian¢
Indiana 46201.

TGOVERNMENT PUBLIC LAND (400,000,000 /
in 25 States. Low as $1.00 acre. 1968 REPORT. DE
$1.00. LAND INFORMATION, 422U WASHIN(
BUILDING, WASHINGTON, D. C. 20005."

NEVADA VACATION RETIREMENT RANCHOS,
ELKO. 4 Acre lots, $395. $1.00 down, $5 per n
Hot Springs, deer, rock and mineral huntina. V
Send $1 for contract, returnable. Write SILVER
CENT RANCHOS, P.O. Box 4, Crescent \
Nevada 89821.

TGOVERNMENT LAND $1.00 per acre? Impot
$1.00 brinas quaranteed facts and ONLY sourt
L. Smith, 42 DePalma Street NW, Sierra Vista, A
85635."

SOLD MINE—Surveyed, Patented. Historic ''G
Horn'' Nr. Hy. 95, Beatty, Nev. 6l/4 Acres, $980.
Smith. 78-790 Darbv Rd., Indio, Calif. 92201.
HOMESTEAD LANDS now available 160—640
Write: Land Information, Dept. 711, P.O. Bc
Postal Station A, Vancouver, British Columbia. E
$1.00 for Bulletin & Map index.

Recipes

BEERS, PEACH BRANDY, WINES—Strongest f
las, $2.25. (complete brew supplies, hydrometer
alog included)—Research Enterprises, 29-F7T
set, Woburn, Mass. 01801.
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Western Merchandiéé

Miscellaneous

£ SOURDOUGH recipe, from the "'Ole West."
25¢ cover handling and mailing. Box 174, Bat-

yund, Washington,

IRDOUGH'" Recipes, Chuckwagon Biscuits, Hot-
Donuts, $1.00. BAR-B-Q Recipes, Sauces, Beans,

$1.00. "JERKY" Make your own from fresh or

| beef or game. Recipe $1.00. Box 111, Brush

e, Washington 98606.

VINE, BEER RECIPES. Illustrated manual. $2.00.
ies—Dominae, Box - Ft. Wayne, Indiana

SKE HOUSE" Build your's. Detailed instructions.
es Jerky, salami, thuringer, smoked fish. $1.00.
 Leeper, Box 391A, lone, Wash. 99139

CKWAGON BEANS with Pork, Southern Style,
id Cherries, Delicious. Send $1.00. Southern
es, T7E Riverside Drive, Lanexa, Virginia 23089.

(ROACH RECIPE, A '"Simple Home Recipe,"
less than 10c. Will rid your home or roaches
sr. After one day you will see no more cock-
es around. Quick, Safe and Sure. $1.00 for recipe.
. Wooten, 1909 San Francisco St., San Antonio,
78201.

NO STINKUM. For excessive sweaty feet. A
e that CAN'T BE BEAT. Double your money back
intee, QUICK-SAFE-AND SURE. Send $1.00 for
e. M. F. Wooten, 1909 San Francisco St., San
\io, Texas 78201,

Treasure Hunting

ASURES FROM THE PAST CAN BE YOURS with a
lelco detector. Locates buried gold, silver, coins,
ical relics. Invisible electronic beam pentrates
to seek out treasures hidden from the eyes of
for centuries. More sensitivity, extra penetrating
r. Weighs 3 pounds. Fully transistorized. Powered
sxpensive battery. $19.95 up. Immediate delivery.
for free catalog and ''Treasure Hunter's Fact-
' written especially for beginners. Relco, Dept.
Box 10839, Houston, Texas 77018."

" FINDINGEST DETECTORS YET for metals, min-

coins and underwater. Latest far out improve-
" é?‘f?%maﬁon 25¢. IGWTT, Williamsburg, New
o ;

PECTORS—TREASURE HUNTERS! Metal Detec-
3.00 sold WORLD WIDE on MONEY BACK
RANTEE. Will locate metal many feet under-
d. Weight 8 ounces. Users have traced under-
d veins, located covered mine shafts, located
ire articles, old Spanish graves, etc. Complete
ctions. Send cash, M.O. or check—we p\v post-
>r c.o.d. PLASTINO MFG. CO., 6907 W. 12th,
v 15, Colorado.

SURE, Gold, Silver, Relics, New 1968 detectors
wailable. Free information. Rayscope, Dept. 8-J,
15, North Hollywood, California 91603.

SURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Read the best!
ate fact from fictionll! Sample Copy 25c.
TREASURE HUNTER, P.O. Box 188B, Midway
California 92655.

JAK TREASURE LOCATORS—New for ‘681 A
1 you'll enjoy for fun and profit. Find coins,
silver, GéLDAK, DEPT. TWC, 1101A Airway,
lale, California 91201.

L DETECTORS! This is the one you have been
ig for. Designed to find GOLD only, SILVER
Thousands in use. Will also detect all other
s if desired. Lightweight. Only $5.00. GOL-TEC-
Box 791, Seminole, Oklahoma 74868.

sURE—Prospector's Special. Locates gold, silver
nineral flows at long distances. Guaranteed to
te for anyone. For information write to: R. L.
Route 1, Ballinaer, Texas 76821.

S AND INSTRUCTIONS for building 5 treasure
irs, $1.00. Box 567, Lafayette, Calif. 94549.

: TREASURE HUNTING PAY—Free Information.
57, Lafayette, Calif. 94549.

JPANER' THE POCKET SIZED 8 TRANSISTOR
L FINDER, Explore those small places, $25.00.
')SE:;(R)PANER' Box 165, Historic Jacksonville, Ore-

$ . .. METAL FINDERS. Build your own. Com-
plans only $1.00. KITS AVAILABLE. Goldpan
rises, Box 165, Historic Jacksonville, Oregon

Western Merchandise

ER GOLD, $2.00. Pocket wld, $2.00. Gold dust,
Attractively displayed. Moneyback guarantee.
Lea, Box 237, Mt. Shasta, California 96067.
WIRE—Antique and rare, Send 25c for sketch
Demco Barb-Wire Sales, Box 1025, Littleton,
ado 80120.

PEARL AND METAL SNAP FASTENERS for Western-

shirts. Many styles and colors. Free catalogue.
Campau Company, Box 76055G, Sanford Station, Los
Angeles, Calif. 90005.

Miscellaneous

FOUR "WILL" FORMS and Lawyer's ''Guide to
Wills"—$1.00 complete, NATIONAL, Box 48313-MB,
Los Angeles, California 90048.

LEARN WHILE ASLEEP, Self-hypnosis, prayer-plant
experiments! Details, catalog FREE. Research Associa-
tion, Box 24-TW, Olympia, Washington.

BEAUTIFUL NATURAL COLOR prints of Charles M.
Russell's Masterpieces, suitable for framing, é0c each.
Over 100 subjects. Send 10c for list. Gudmundson,
815 E. Bannock, Boise, Idaho 83702.

OREGON GHOST TOWN & Treasure Map $2.00.
Grant W. James, 2836 N. E. 19th, Portland, 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 66, Dept. F, Truth or
Consequences, New Mexico.

LINCOLN'S MURDERER Reward Poster. Nearly 2
feet long. $1.00. POSTER SHACK, Box 613-D, Tustin,
California 92680.

WINEMAKING . . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelion
Frozen Juices, efc. Brewmasters' Secrets Revea!pdl
Powerful Methods! Instructions, Recipes, and Supplies.
Catalog, $1.00. Continental, Box 11071-WH, Indian-
apolis, Indiana 46201,

Il RECORDS !l Assorted, $25.00—20 LP's, $5.00—30 45
rpm. 129 Carol Avenue, Aberdeen, Maryland 21001.
IMPORTED SHEEPSKINS excellent quality, extra thick
fur, perfect decorative or accept rugs available in
11 colors $14.95 postpaid. Kiwi Gifts, P.O. Box 16186A,
Temple Terrace, Florida 33617,

TERMITES CAN RUIN YOU, Prevent or stop them now
with simple home method. Tested and proved effec-
tive in thousands of homes. $2.00 Postpaid. Formula
107, 2221 Lou Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018.
WRITING AT HOME Brings Checks By Maill Ten les-
son programmed course with criticism of work. Free
details. Four Seasons, 2211 West North Loop #£148FT,
Austin, Texas 78756,

HORSE RACES. New ideas in selecting winners. Send
$1.00 for plan and chart. Handicappers Plans, Box
365, Oakland, California 94604.

FREE SAMPLE COPY: "Though’fs»on~Conservaﬁon
Newsletter.'" Send stamped, self-addressed envelop for

yours to Louise S. Thurman, Route A, Lamesa, Texas
79331,

HELP! FIRE! POLICE!

You'd be surprised at how many people
ask us how to go about subscribing. | have
had people tell me that they have been in-
tending to subscribe for 7 years!

IT'S SOOOO EASY! Just send $4 for a
one year's subscription to TRUE WEST and
FRONTIER TIMES to Western Publications,
P. O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas, 78704, and
we'll do the restl—Hosstail.

PRE-COLUMBIAN ART Southeastern American In-
dian—Send $3.00 for Introductory Series. Gorget En-
terprises, Box 98, Calhoun, Tennessee 37309.
CINNABAR (Mercury)—High Grade Ore samples,
none under 1 inch $5.00. R and H Mining Co., Box
16, Aniak, Alaska 99557.

WANT GREATEST CASH CROP working for you?
Write Ginseng, Asheville 26, N. C.

WILL PAY CASH for locations of lost rings, other
valuables. Texas in particular, Southwest in general.
Good pay for researchers who can supply s’read(;,

authentic information. [f interested write PAISAN
P.O. Box 2504, ODESSA, TEXAS 79760.

ONLY $4.95 FOR 1000 Business cards postpaid. Process
embossed. Samples and type style. Hammermill Bond
stationery lowest prices. Hill & Hill Co., 1254-PW
Gardenia, Houston, Texas 77018.

LADIES! All kinds earrings, necklaces, pins, bracelets,
swapped. Quality for quality basis. .25¢ each post-
paid.  Sinclair, 7155 Calvin Drive, Citrus Heights,
California 95610,

ARC WELDER DOES WORK of $85.00 welder. Costs
only $18.95 complete with welder's helmet and ac-
cessories. 3-heat selection. Works from ordinary 110V
plug. Welds, brazes, solders, cuts. 5 year guarantee.
Send $18.95 or write for free literature. Weldex,
Dept. WC-18, Box 10776, Houston, Texas 77018.
ATTENTION RELIC HUNTERS! Learn! Recognize valu-
able items! Make money! Booklet, ''501 Collectors
Items.'" Comments, descriptions, suggestions for re-
95%2‘.; $1.00. Collectors, Box 43, San Marcos, Calif.

DRUG SUNDRIES. Complete line of rubber goods.
Nationally advertised brands. Vitamins, etc. Write
for free catalog. Federal Pharmical Supply, Inc.,
ﬁblﬁz North Western Avenue, Suite 110, Chicago 45,
inois.
CHINESE KARATE. Complete course with identifica-
tion card and wall certificate, only $1.00. Kungfu, Box
16853, Dept. (678G), Jacksonville, Florida 32216.
LETTERS REMAILED—25c. Local information, Duffy,
P. O. Box 6173, Spokane, Washington,
SUFFERING FROM ARTHRITIS? Try Ginseng; Infor-
mation Free. Write Ginseng, Asheville 52, N.C.
PORTRAITS FROM PHOTOS—Charcoal $10, Pastels
%(7).20erfe Portraits, 1707 Morrison, Big Spring, Texas

UTAH TREASURE, Relic Hunters Ghost Town Map.
Mining camps, forts, stage and railroad stations, Pony
Express, emigrant, Spanish trails. $1.00. Tommy Thomp-
son, 105 Whitesides, Layton, Utah 84041,

QUE BARBED-WIRE AND DISPLAY LABELS.
25¢c for sketch list. Huaco Wire Sales, 1316 N.
t., Waco, Texas 76710,
SELL my barbed wire collection cheap. 250 dif-
kinds. Angus Ferguson, 2040 Burns, Wichita,
s 67203,
‘HE TEAR JEWELRY, Bolo Ties, $2.50. Earrings,
set, Key Chain $2.00, Cuff links and Tie Tack
1.95, Sample card of Apache Tears and Petrified
with Story, $1.95 each. VALLEY TRADING
PANY, P.O. Box 4424, Tucson, Arizona 85717.
LADIES GOLD PANELED, divided riding skirt,
length 37", waist 32''. Jacket 37. Both $20.00,
Jox 3426—Sta. A, El Paso, Texas.'

AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS AND DANCES on
Phonograph Records—Catalogue on request from
&%%on Records, 6050 No, 3rd Street, Phoenix, Arizona

POEMS, songs wanted for new song hits and record-
ings by America's most popular studio. Tin Pan Alley,
1650-TW Broadway, New York 10019,

SWEEPSTAKES CONTESTS. How to win. Write for
free particulars. General Contests, 1609-42 E. 5th,
Duluth, Minnesota 55812.

DAGGERS—$10.00 Value—1 Devil, | Oriental, 1 Kriss.
All daggers over nine inches long with sheaths. All
three for $6.00 postpaid. Beaver Imports Co., 107
Meadowbrook, Industry, Pa. 15052,

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

TRUE WEST MULTIPLE BINDER

Only

$300

each
Postpaid

e Now you may obtain a sturdy binder
with fine simulated leather cover for
your copies of TRUE WEST at just
$3.00 each, postpaid.

e 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, easy 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 3648, Austin, Texas 78704

| am enclosing $........... Send. ... .k
binders at $3.00 each to the following:

Name: oo R R
Address....... L P e A i
Aty e S State ... ikl

~August, 1968



Truly Western
(Continued from page 5)

on any western railroad. There’s al-
ways something happening and no two
days are the same. You can have twenty-
nine days where nothin’ much happens,
then you’ll have thirty days with very
little rest.

I also enjoyed Olevia Myers’ “Wash-
day in Indian Territory.” I was born
in a log house, but larger than the one
shown, and built of tamarack logs—which
were peeled and dove-tailed on the corners
by Dad with an old broad-axe, Porch
posts were of peeled white ash with tar-
paper roof, and beaverboard siding and
ceiling inside the house. Basement wall
was of local rock which was plentiful and
basement floor was cement. It was warm
in winter and a “natural sweat” kept it
cool in summer—which was just right
for Dad’s batches of “home brew.” The
house was built in 1910 and is still oc-
cupied, but has no electricity or plumb-
ing except for a cistern under the house.
A genuine frontier homestead, still being
used.—Walt Thayer, Box 75, Wenatchee,
Washington 88801.

Last of the Wards
Dear Mr. Small:

I read the story, “The Tragic Wards.”
We worked on a sheep ranch near Lay,
Colorado. We lived on the old Cannon
Ranch. I read the story just after shear-
ing time, and suddenly realized I had
been on the river bottom by the ranches
mentioned.

Later my family went to the site of the
old county bridge and to our surprise we
saw a tombstone. It was enclosed in a
rusty barb-wire fence and was put there
by Mrs. Ward for her husband and son.
It has not been defaced and is near where
the old inn burned. I was raised in the
Yampa Valley and know most of the
country the story covers.—Bonnie
Chivers, Bloomfield, New Mexico 87413.

The Pulps
Dear Sir:

“My Thirty Years as a Pulp Writer”
by Walt Coburn completely captured the
spirit of the departed Western pulp maga-
zines. Today all one can find on the
stands is an insignificant western ro-
mance magazine. Please keep your
articles coming. How about featuring ones
on the western single-character pulps like

Texas Rangers, Maverick, Range Rider,
The Lone Ranger, Rio Kid and the rest?

Rogers Terrill was at one time director
and editor of some fourteen Popular
Publications pulps. He is famous today
for his “Terrill Terrorizers”—the Terror
Tales, Horror Stories and Dime Mystery
pulps which featured the bizarre and
weird.

Terrill had this thing about art work.
I can remember times when he would be
in his office, a new story would come in,
he would accept it, then pick up the
phone, call his artist, and describe the
illustrations that he wanted. I don’t be-
lieve this artist even got to read the
stories after they were printed. He had
a weak stomach or something, I think,
and Terrill’s “Big Three” weren’t for
the weak-blooded.—Lohr McKinstry, 668
Park Street, Bloomsburg, Pennsylvania
17815.

Trails Grown Dim
(Continued from page 59)

my great-great-grandmother, Amanda
Moore. She married James Ellis. If any-
one can give me any information on the
Carson-Moore tie-in, I would appreciate
it—Mrs. Charlene Fraser, Hoodcourse
Acres, Mobile Estates, Wemme, Oregon
97067

Rynders-Lent
I would like to hear from anyone by
the names of Rynders and Lent or any
information they have about these fam-
ilies. Also the families of Corwin and
Davis. These families traveled west years
ago, but I do not know where they
settled.—Mrs. Julia Breed, P. O. Box 330,

Penn Yan, New York 14527

Taliaferro-Maynard

"I am anxious to trace two old-time
Hollywood cowboys, Hal Taliaferro also
known as Wally Wales, and Kermit May-
nard. Kermit was quite active in bit
parts until a year or so ago, but all
efforts to contact him have been in vain.
—John M. Hall, 54 Reservoir Road, Edg-
baston, Birmingham 16, England

Farrow
For many years I have tried to find out
about my mother’s grandparents. Her
father’s name was Frederick Farrow.
Her mother’s was Florence Weeks Far-
row. Mother was born November 8, 1885

in Lawrence County, Arkansas.
father was either killed or died v
she was quite small and her mo
brought up her two little girls. My mo
and aunt went from Arkansas to C
homa somewhere around 1900; Gr
mother then married a man named C
er. We never knew my mother’s pe
on the Farrow side. My mother, E
Alice Farrow, married Homer Coy |
ders (Saunders) from Texas in 1903.
grandmother Mattie Sanders is bt
in Tucumcari, New Mexico.—Mrs. .
Rusk, 2701 Lum Avenue, Bakersf
California 93304

Moore-Benedict

My father, Robert R. (Bob) Bn
and his younger brother Jim went {
Kentucky to Indian Territory (axc
Chickasha, Oklahoma) around 1900-1
They were photographers and took n
pictures of the Indians in that ¢
While in Oklahoma they acquired ¢
land, but came back to Kentucky a
1906. Before by father’s death, he o
talked about his experiences there. I
also interested in the Benedict family
moved from the.area of Belleville, )
ouri in 1833. They went to Kentuck;
wagon and horseback. By great-g
grandmother was five years old at
time of the trek. She was Mary B
dict, but I don’t know the names of
of her family. Very likely some of
elderly readers of this column c¢
write me concerning the slaying
Squire Brown, born 1808, of Sur
County, Tennessee who was suppos
killed by “Jayhawkers” in Missour
Kansas during the Civil War or just a
—Myrs. Edward C. Hamilton, 1166
Street, Clearwater, Florida 33515

Nicholls

Alfred Paul Nicholls, Fred Nicholls
Annie L. Nicholls were three of the
children of James Nicholls born Apr
1826, died 1871, and Mary Nicholls, |
July 29, 1829, died 1902. It is beli
that they went west to the Der
Colorado area, and then to Califo
during the gold rush. Would also like
information concerning the Samuel
Webb family who came west from
Ironwood and Negaunee area of nort
Michigan in the late 1800s.—Leslie |
holls, Jr., Route No. 1, Cascade, Mon{
59421

TUMBLEWEEDS

IT’S ABOUT TIME YOU GOT BACK!
PO YOU HAVE A MESSAGE FROM
THE SOLPIER CHIEF IN REPLY TO

MY SURRENDER ULTIMATUM?
B

=la ®fe

WELL?! LETS
HAVE IT!!

—=phy Tom K. Ryan

. e
1967, The Register

and Tribune Syndicate *




TO BETTER SERVE YOU!

Front on new building under construction.

D-TEX is at present constructing a new 10,000 square-foot building. We are finally getting all of our
operations in one easy-to-find location. The building will contain R & D Electronics, D-TEX Electronics
and TREASURE Publications offices. R & D Electronics is our contracting company for research, de-
velopment and manufacturing. D-TEX Electronics is our detecting equipment manufacturing company.

E4S

Paving front parking lot.

Looking East on Forest Lane at Easy Street.
Now, after many years of hard work, we are finally on “Easy Street”! We will be moving into

this
location between May 5th and May 15th.

Street sign.

Turn right, or South, on Easy Street to 614 . . .
(guarded by a cannon of British Privateer). Easy Street
is approximately five miles West of downtown Garland.

Come by and let us show you how a D-TEX can put you on “Easy Street’!

Is This Your Year To Strike It Rich?

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

P.O. Box 451 D-TEX ELECTRONICS Garland, Texas 75040



AT THIS OUTSTANDING LISTING OF RELICS,
ARTIFACTS, ANTIQUE FURNISHINGS AND
o ALL MANNER OF COLLECTIBLES . . .

e SCARCE BOTTLES Je LADIES FANS e COWBOY RELICS e GUNS

e LAMPS & LANTERNSje® SADIRONS ® POSTERS & SHOBILLS je TOYS

e CANNING JARS e OLD CALENDARS J® VINTAGE THRESHERS j® FRONTIER FENCING
e COINS e EARLY "DYES" e PRESSED GLASS e CABINCRAFT

e RARE PRINTS e STAGECOACHES J® HORSESHOE LORE |e INDIAN ARTIFACTS

THAT HAVE BEEN COVERED

BY AUTHORITATIVE NARRATIVE
AND WITH SUPERB PICTURES
IN THE FIRST THREE ISSUES OF

R E L l c s A LINK TO OUR PIONEER HERITAGE

AMERICA'S NEWEST, MOST ORIGINAL
COLLECTOR'S MAGAZINE!

RELICS @

A LINK TO OUR PIONEER HERITAGE

During the past few years, there has been a tre-
mendous surge of interest in Pioneer Americana . .. an
awareness of the significant role those items played
in the expansion and development of the Vast Fron-
tier—-And it's extremely important that the relics and
collectibles of that bygone era be recognized, re-
covered and preserved. That's RELICS in a nutshell!
Like our other publications, TRUE WEST, FRONTIER
TIMES and OLD WEST, we're trail blazers . . . FIRST
ON THE SCENE with this distinctive publication.

MAKE IT YOUR GUIDE
TO THE FASCINATING WORLD

OF AMERICANA! S QAT ey S LSRR i
{ RELICS-CD

A PINCH OF SNUEF

P.O. BOX 3668, AUSTIN, TEXAS 78704

[] ONE YEAR SUBSCRIPTION . ..(4 ISSUES) VALUE $1.40........ $1.25

] TWO YEAR SUBSCRIPTION. ..(8 ISSUES) VALUE $2.80........$2.50
(If you don’t want to cut this magazine, order on a sheet of paper.) !

NAME
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CITY STATE. ZIP






