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There is 2 (Suoesrop line to meet
Every Test of

FINBACK FUR

BRAIDED FOR SPINNING
DACRON* SQUIDDING+BAITCASTING

G-6

Smaller diameter and less visibility helps you spook the
fish. No stretch of line hooks ’em with snap of rod tip.
Greater strength and resistance to fraying make sure
you land ’em. Popular sizes, tests, colors.

*DuPont Polyester Fiber.

BRAIDED

G"b DACRON

TROLLING IN BLUE SPOT
The big ones will only see
your lure when you take ad-
vantage of the camouflage
action of the new, sleek, sub-
tle, blue fleck line. Same small
diameter and no stretch of
other G-6 Lines. Popular
sizes, tests.

GUDELINE
BRAIDED NYLON
BAITCASTING LINE
Long, smooth casts are as-
sured by the special lubrica-
tion and waterproofing of
GudeLine. GUDEBROD’S
own diathermic process also
reduces stretch and diameter
for top line performance.
Popular sizes, tests, colors.

Wesslocisred sy
b brod Bros Sitk Co.
gty

K, P S T L SBTIE AT
TR 445 K

G-4 MONOFILAMENT . .. Invisibility in water
and flexibility for casting ease make G-4 a first
for salt and fresh water.

G-3 BRAIDED NYLON ... A favorite of *“‘Spin-
ners” who want specially processed line for ac-
2 7 curate casting, greater strength.

&

G-5 NYLON FLOATER ... Exclusive GUDEBROD
& finish keeps water from seeping in, keeps line
floating perfectly on surface.

GUDEKING SILK and GUDEQUEEN NYLON
FLY LINES ... Vacuum processed and oil im-
pregnated for casting accuracy.

|

ASK YOUR DEALER ABOUT OTHER GUDEBROD LINES

FOR ALL TYPES OF FISHING IN SALT, FRESH WATER

UDEBROD BROS. SILK CO., INC.

Philadelphia 7, Pa.

Fou
“First In Line For Better Fishing”

FREE WEATHER

FORECA: ¥,
16 full-color photos
of cloud for- ; i «

help you tell -vi-ar
weather’s best '™
fishing * T
or wWri‘e -
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LAST CALL!

.~ TRUE : 'ﬂlgl
Twelve issues out of print— WEST B WE WE

six going fast. Fact is, if those six
keep going as fast as they are
right now, this is a last call for
several of them!

Sty 48 s Wistors Wugosions-af Sioiss 080§

The instant our supply of a back number 5—50c 8—50¢ 13—50¢ o yiironi e
is exhausted, many dealers and collectors B

charge from $1 to $5 per copy (and get itl)}—
so stock up, boys, while we have some left.

This magazine is like a fiddle—it definite-
ly gets more valuable with age. If we only had
a good supply of those first twelve issues!
We have been offered up to $30 per copy for
the most valuable numbers—and they are only
five years old!

SPECIAL!

Why don't you invest in TRUE WEST?
Lay in a supply now while we have them, and
let them value with age. Like life as a whole,
we have none of some, too few of too many,
and too many of a few—so are willing to sell
you certain issues at special prices. Even
though they are listed at 25c each, we'll sell
copies of Nos. 27, 28, 29, 31, 32, 33, 34 and
35 of TRUE WEST and all issues listed of 25=25¢ 26—25¢ 27—25¢ 28—25¢ 29—25¢ 30—25¢
FRONTIER TIMES (with the exception of |FT) :
at JUST 19c PER COPY! At the rate our back
issues are going, even one year from now
fhe>|/o c]?uld be worth 50c per copy—and that's
no bull.

INVEST IN TRUE WEST!

If you want to make an investment in
hack’issues, we'll quote wholesale rates if you i BAgtcn e 093 abe. . SRARIBC it D75
ouy fifty or more. The following may sound KON
silly butéit's true (we know!)]—they are as safe ”
as good, bonds and infinitely more valuable
from a money-making angle.

Along with your order, why not turn to
sage 53 and take care of your Christmas Gift
S04 _riptiohs, and perhaps extend your own at
those special rates. Then you can cover the :
whole shebang with one check, money order, - - @ . .
or lgsiiny pillst 2FT—25¢ 3FT—25¢ 4FT—25¢ 5FT—25¢ 6FT—25¢

4 1rro i
iy

Man, it isn't much trouble! We get cussed every day for not having certain
numbers—so we're tellin' you, Podner—they're going fast. Order now and you
WOt o ssin' us later!

‘' ESTERN PUBLICATIONS

5008-TW e  AUSTIN 31, TEXAS TP 25 SFT—25c
i em?® r, 1959 . 4 §
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MMurray's
th prsinl

Bookshop

Oflers The Best
In Western Books

WHAT NEXT, DR. PECK? by J. H. Peck, M.D.
The fascinating true story of a struggling young doc-
tor's practice in the early West, with such patients as
train robbers, robber barons, mine salters, wild horses,
and a beggar's dozen more of bizarre characters.  $3.50

THE BEEF BONANZA: OR HOW TO GET RICH
ON THE PLAINS by Gen. James S. Brisbin
The latest Western Frontier Library title, the book

of the Real West

JOE AUSTELL SMALL
Editor and Publisher

which is credited with starting the rush of Europeans
to th;zuﬂ‘ﬂt cattle regions of the West. First Prggtgg ANGEL LESHIKAR DR. WALTER P. WEBB AFIF MATTAR
in 1882. 3 Associate Publisher Historical Consultant Field Editor

THE COWBOY READER edited by Lon Tinkle
and Allen Maxwell

The editors have produced a broad, informed rough GAYLE TERBAY YVONNE FULKERSON

and always exciting portrait of the cowboy. This is a Ci lati Y ;
rich collection of primary source material, due in irculation Manager Circulation
October. $7.50

WILD BILL HICKOK ' by Richard O’Connor ) :
The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of greas

A fine biography of the deadliest marksman, fanciest
shot and most colorful personality of all the gunfighters.
$3.95

/J{,stortm/ value and should be preserved in all the libraries of the country.'—
Walter Prescott Webb, President, American Historical Association for 1958.

[] Check Here For McMutray’s
FREE BOOK LISTINGS

V/(ej wéll send you descriptive titles of brand new E
f i i f
and old favorite repl&’/‘}tiss"l)'ERNS In ThlS Issue
THE RAMPAGISJG] HEI}SD l]bly Ramhou [;.llAdi/[ms
At last—promise: by the publishers this fall—Mr. . :
Adams’ bibliography of books and pamphlets on men THE DEVIL SAHGHWRAY O o paep s Woikion bY Tom B(nley
aml events in _tlm cattle industry. A majo_r‘even: in SCOTTY'S C
Western Americana. Autographed first edmon;ls.oo OYOTE'SPECIAL i o bY Bryce W. Anderson
A FITTING DEATH FOR BILLY THE KID AR o
e s ... NOT A SINGLE NOTCH!” .............. by Wm. Cx Hancock
Another of Mr. Adams’ long-promised books, now with Mrs. Edgar Thomas Neal 10

definitely scheduled; designed especially to paint the

Kid as he really was—stripped of legend and misin-
formu‘:ion, Au(u‘gle\phcd copies. : January $4.95 AVALANCHE! LSty ORI 8 e R D B R R e [ ST P by MCIl’Vin Gregory 14
THE GREAT BUFFALO HUNT
: : By Wayfio Gard LITTLE LOST GHOST TOWN ..................by Don Ashbaugh 18
%\?I a Cncclixlyh cnlorfult pxgcethofh‘\);/estem dAénencana% THE FABULO
r. Gar as recapture e history an rama o
the gt hunt o Dlffices ind i ol in S cpining LOUS CHARLIE GOODNIGHT ......... . by Glen Baker 20
of the West. Autographed first editions. 5
THE DAY OF SAN JACINTO by Feank Tolber CHEROKEE BILL SHOTMEl ... ... ... . .+ ... . by ThomasB.
e well-known columnist for the allas orning ' Seal
Ng\\‘ls has wri\:ten a rgusing ﬁarrﬁi\'e of t}t}c batFtIl_e in Kendadll as told to Vlrgmla D. Card 23
which Sam Houston drove the exicans from Texas
AutT\;!,raphcd first editions. $3.95 THE 13 GRAVES .................................. bY Dan King 24
SANTA FE by Oliver LaFarge
The autobiography of a Southwestern town. A history RODS B TUCHER e B bY Peter Reid 27
of the city afs seen through pages of Tlf\e }I:Icw Mexlicfan W
] A 110, years a ir ity's life. .
newspaper, for e PR E OUTWITTED PANCHO V‘I;,.L{-X .......... by Louise Huckabee
illington as told to John A. Masters 28

GREAT TRAIN ROBBERIES OF THE WEST
by Eugene B. Block

H he gre T ers—Dal . APy
Here e he goeae oo gt Dilgns, Tincess, Toe § WE FOUND A LOST GOLD MINE ............ by Charles L Long 30
{xll hrnggh_{ b?gk ;u dhic.‘wlté) nllt thetvcnt};us:gsmTancei WILD O
ove O significan etal characteristic O € ru
Cﬁme,ngewestwnnoisseun 45.00 LD DAYS: e sre e riaiiy L i s il L S o raa o e 39
ORDER FROM McMURRAY’S THE NORTHWEST GUN . . .. i
B_Any BO?k R Pg“‘{(_““" Outhof Sri?t dBook! st S e S by KD CORe - '35
a?r;,b 3;;:“331;;;;;; o q‘l}g‘;eg;&%‘gg A di%ﬁ;; THE SHOOTING OF PIKE LANDUSKY ... .. ... by Wade Hamilton 37
wit t e to you or igation t u
ST e WESTERN BOOK ROUNPUD & . = . . . .0 O 62
McMurray’s Bookshop [0 Cash
1411 Commerce O C. 0. D. Cover by BRUMMETT ECHOHAWK
Dallas 1, Texas =) %?g‘}f_’ft
. CcCt. M

[ Please send Credit Card Application.

A “SMALL" PUBLICATION

Please send the following books I have checked below

() What Next, Dr. Peck?................ $ 350

( YT he ' Beefo RODAREA .. & it i wie ace (s b v aisse $ 2.00

g ; Qifd %cmbgickkoiader ................ g ;.gg TRUE WEST is published bi-monthly by WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, P:©. Box 5008, 709
e e B £ BRSO, 815,00 West 19th St., Austin 31, Texas. 25¢ per copy, $3.00 for 12 issues in the United States
( ) A Fitting Death for Billy The Kid..... $ 4.95 and Possessions. $3.75 for 12 issues in Canada and all other countries. Entered as
E ; %z g;eatofBlgf:lOJ l-{::nt $ 5.7 second-class matter at the Post Office at Austin, Texas, April 22, 1953, under the Act
) S 24 ““C“’ _____________ of March 3, 1879. Copyright 1959 by WESTERN PUBLICATIONS.

() Great Train Robberies of the West..... $ 5.00 Three weeks' advance notice and old address as well as new are required for
Namc .......................................... Chdnge Of SUbscriber's address'

AR B b s R Unsqlicited manuscripts and photographs will be treated with care, but their safety
! while in our hands is not guaranteed. Enclose stamped envelope with all submissions

Please inquire before sending in original art.

2 True West




b

No. 1084 —"’And Behold
the Star...”
“May the Peace and Joy
of Christmas be with you
through all the Year”

No. 1083—Noel

“Western Wishes for a
Merry Christmas”

No. 1088—Siesta Santa

“Merry Christmas and
a Happy New Year”

No. 1089—Greetings From

the Two of Us

“Merry Christmas and a

Happy New Year, too!”

No. 1092—Christmas
Shoppin’
“Merey Christmas”

All new and different for 1959.
Cards are *in full color, single
folded to 5'x 6%2"". Complete with
bright, white matching envelopes.
Have your name imprinted in red
to match greeting as shown above.
These cards available only from
this ad. Order all of one kind or
assort as many of each as desired.
Orders accepted for immediate de-
livery through December 15. We

guarantee your order will not be

delayed. Order by card number. | 390

November-December, 1959

"Zk&szg(‘

No. 1093—The Lord’s
Candle

“Wishing you all the
Blessings and Joys of
Christmas”

No. 1085—Western

still Life

“Christmas Greetings
and a Happy New Y ear”

ALL CARDS IN

FULL COLOR

in U.S. and Canada

IMMEDIATE

DELIVERY
®

MONEY-BACK
GUARANTEE

CHRISTMAS GREETINGS
from Our Qutfit To Yours

No. 1094—Christmas
Greetings From Our
Outfit to Yours

“With Best Wishes for a
Happy Holiday Season”

SEND CASH, CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO

The LAZY RL RANCH

s;mpmsc PRCKAGE.
No. 1087—Surprise
Package
“Merry Christmas”

No. 1086—Champion of
the Season

“Merry Christmas”

No. 1090—Corral Carolers

“Greetings and Good
Cheer for Christmas and
the New Year”

No. 1091—Greetings
“With Best Wishes

Thinkin/ of
you at

. e o
No. 1095—Christmas
Dawn in the West
“May the Spirit of
Christmas be with you
and happiness be yours
throughout the
coming year

at Christmas

“With Best Wishes
for @ Happy Holiday
Season”

P.O. DRAWER 308,
BOULDER, COLORADO

CHRISTMAS CARDS BY MAIL SINCE 1947

for @ Merry Christmas to
Your Outfit from Ours”

Christmas...

No. 1096—Thinkin’ of You

STt ARG et~ With rame Circle Quantity Desired on This Coupon and Mail Today 1
of cards imprinted imprinted

15 $ 2.50 $ 3.50 LAZY RL * Drawer 308 ¢ Boulder, Colorado ]
25 3.50 4.50 i
50 7.00 8.50 i e 014 SRR e A W LR Bl sl R SR S I S e s £
75 10.50 12.50 g

100 12.50 14.50 STREETADDRESSY i o i S i i S S PR e
125 14.75 16.75 i
200 22.75 26.50 EIN e o e et ZONE: iy STATE ot e i il '
300 34.50 39.50 Colorado residents add 2% sales tax. I

§ 62.50 NO C.O.D. PLEASE
S S G D GED GNP GEP DED OGN GND SN0 GED G G OGN NS SN DN GED BED GID OIS G BN N GEE N G D



THE TOMBSTONE
The legendary boot worn
by so many famous men
of the Old West, now
faithfully reproduced for
the first time. 14" top
and genuine glove-
tanned leather lining,
foot and top. Wood-
pegged, round shank.
(No extra charge for
choice of heel or toe.)
Black or Brown only.
Fully guaranteed against
defects in materials and
workmanship or your
money cheerfully re-

funded. $2 95

CALIFORNIA MOC
Made of soft calfskin

leather.  Full leather
lined with pliable
glove-tanned  leather.

12 top, rubber or
leather soles.  Your
choice of toe and heel.
Fully Guaranteed.

Ask for
Ilustrated
Catalogue
.............. ;
SANTA FE BOOT CO. H
P.O. Box 7063, El Paso, Texas E
Please send me pairs :
at $ pair. Size ’
Width Color E
Type of Top Toe Heel [
H
.
’
'
1]
1]
1]
'
1]
'
’
.

$5 deposit enclosed
Send C.O.D.
Name.

Addre

GHOST TOWNS, WESTERN LORE &
HISTORICAL GUIDE TO THE 11
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA COUNTIES

This exciting new publication - includes
hundreds of attractions and little known
points of interest with locations, how to get
there, history, prices, hours, etc. Ghost
towns, lost mines and treasures, historical
sites and landmarks (over 200), western,
frontier, and Indian museums, adobes, mis-
sions, etc. Request publication F-2. Enclose
$2.00 cash, check or Money order payable to

ARROW RESEARCH INSTITUTE

Box 25583 West Los Angeles 25, Calif,

WILD BILL LONGLEY, By Ed Bartholomew—Tex-
as’ number two gunfighter and probably the most
colorful one; he rambled all over Texas during
Reconstruction times, rode up .the trail to the
Northwest, and ended his days in 1878, when he
was hanged at Giddings, Texas. The only book
on ‘'Rambling Bill,” taken from the many letters
he wrote, the papers of that day, and when this
stock is sold, will be a scarce book. Stiff paper
covers. With photos. Postpaid (Last call), $2.00.
Frontier Book Company., Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.

SHIRT SNAPS

PEARL ¢ METAL o PLASTIC
Regular and Detachable
Write for FREE Catalog “‘A"

SKORA SUPPLY CO.

Box 6 239 E. Congress  Tucson, Arizona

Truly Western

Every day. letters pour into the True
West corral saying that our rags are
“great,” “wonderful,” “bright spot in my
life,” “"The only magazines that are really
true,” et cetera. Now, all this praise is
mighty satisfyin’ (and, justifyin’), but we
hafta admit that for every fifty congratula-
tory epistles (fancy, huh?), we get one let-
ter that says, "What's the matter—you
crazy or somethin’? You printed an article
that’s all wrong.,”—or words to that effect.

Some of these critical blasts are only «a
matter of one person’s opinion, or one
man’s taste, but some of them are gems
of information; often disclosing historical
facts about the Old West that have been
heretofore undisclosed.

We thought you'd get a kick out of
reading some of the “blasts” that keep us
on our toes (which is easy to do when
you're wearin’ cowboy boots).—Garrulous
Goodpasture.

Indian Sign
Dear Sirs:
Have been reading your issue of July-
August . . . First, I want to compliment

you on your publication, as most of the
items I have read have been true, or
reasonably so, but I have taken excep-
tion to a story in the above-mentioned
issue by Mabel Pickering entitled “Run
or Be Scalped.” If it had been about any
Apache of that time, the title would
not have had anything about scalping.
The Apaches did not scalp.

Then the next item is that fifty Apach-
es attacked the cabin. The Apaches
never traveled in that large a group;
they could have had several hundred in
the band, but would never have banded
together in that large a group—possibly
ten or even fifteen, but never fifty. I
will explain why I know these things at
the end of this letter. As far as Hills-
boro, the Mimbreno Apaches ranged all
around that entire area. After the mur-
der of Mangus Coloradas, they separated

into small bands; but nevertheless, they
were there.

Do not misunderstand. I do not say
that Mabel Pickering’s father did not
see fifty Indians—but I do say that he
did not see fifty Apaches. They could
have been Kiowas or Comanches re-
turning from an alliance with the Sioux,
which at that time they did have.

Also, if they had been Apaches and
had been a war party, her father would
never have lived to tell the story. The
Apaches did not play that way. Besides,
Chie, son of Mangus Coloradas, was in
Mexico at that time; Cochise had been
dead for five years; the Coyoteros were
in Southern New Mexico; the Mescaleros
in Mexico and Southern Arizona . .. that
is to say—those who had not gone to
the reservations.

As far as the first battle with the
Apaches: The first battle was fought
with the Apaches in the sixties—many
of them. fought before that when Cochise
was alive, and he was the principal in
the Battle of Apache Pass, and—as I
have said—Cochise died in 1874, so it
could not have been the first Apache
battle. She said her father had no use
for Apaches except Victorio. In my
estimation, Victorio was a fool. No
Apache would have let himself be
trapped as he was; especially by Mexi-
cans.

Now, I will tell you why I know her
father was mistaken. My Indian name is
Nino Dasoda Hae. I am a Chiricahua
Apache, a chief of the small band that
is left. We are of the White Mountain
Apaches. My English name is Joseph
Evans. My father was Nantaje, Apache
scout with the Fifth Cavalry, with his
half-brother, Major Andrew Evans, in
command. My mother, Rachel Salazar,
was the granddaughter of Cochise. Do
I have to say more? Also, many do not
know that Cochise had two daughters;

(Continued on page 52)

“Okayl Okayl—ssshoo you out-drew Wyatt (hic) Yurrpp!l”
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THIS FREE SAMPLE LESSON

will prove that you can become an expert

ACCOUNTANT...AUDITOR

or GPA

FREE SAMPLE LESSON

We offer you this free sam-
ple lesson so that you can
prove to yourself that you
CAN master Accounting—
quickly, thoroughly—in
spare time at home.

You will see exactly how
LaSalle’s famous ‘‘Prob-
lem Method’’ works...how
you are led step-by-step

through actual account-
ing work—learning by
doing and not by study of
theory alone. First you
tackle easy problems, then
more difficult ones—until
soon you master them all.
And at every step you have
the close personal guid-
ance of LaSalle’s large staff
of expert accountants and

CPA instructors.

One out of
every 13 of all
CPAs in the U.S.

has been trained
by the LaSalle
Problem
Method

GOOD-PAY JOBS IN
SEVERAL BIG FIELDS

If you were an expert accountant right
now, chances are you would find your-
self in one of the best paid fields of
business.

There are several big fields of op-
portunity open to men and women
trained in accounting...opportunities
that are wide open and highly invit-
ing, offering maximum income and
job security in good times or bad. And
under LaSalle’s “Problem Method”
you can start earning while still learn-
ing—either in spare-time or full-time
employment...or in business for your-
self with no capital required.

Get the latest information by send-
ing for our illustrated booklet, “Op-
portunities in Accounting’ —plus free
sample lesson. The coupon at right
will bring both to you without cost or
obligation. LaSalle Extension Univer-
sity, 417 S. Dearborn St., Chicago
5, Tllinois.

November-December, 1959

This well-paid
LaSalle-trained
Accountant’s
success could
be yours.

THIS SAME LESSON HAS STARTED HUNDREDS
OF THOUSANDS toward well-paid accounting
careers—in business, government, and public
practice as CPAs. Even without previous knowl-
edge, progress is rapid—earning power climbs
fast. This sample lesson will show you why.

F you have been envying the high in-
I comes and good jobs enjoyed by thou-
sands of men and women Accountants today
...incomes ranging from $5,000 to $10,000 and
more per year...why not launch such a career
for yourself?
Do you doubt that you can?
Then let us send you—without cost or obliga-
tion—the same Lesson Number One with which
LaSalle has started several hundred thousand men
and women toward successful accounting careers. We
want you to see for yourself how this remarkable
method, originated by LaSalle, makes Accounting
simple, interesting, practical, and certain...how it leads
you step-by-step to a complete mastery of Accounting—
and on up to the Certified Publie Accountant Certificate
if you so aspire. It doesn’t matter whether you've had
previous bookkeeping experience, or whether you don’t
know a debit from a credit. Whether you wish to qualify as an expert accountant, ad-
vanced accountant, cost accountant, auditor, government accountant, income tax
specialist, or public accountant ...you’ll find in LaSalle’s Problem Method the exact plan
to prepare you rapidly and inexpensively—in spare hours at home—without losing a
day from your present job.

So right now, today...if you are an adult, employed. and earnestly ambitious for rapid
advancement in one of the highest paying fields of business...send your name and address
on the coupon below. We'll send you the free sample lesson—plus our illustrated book
outlining today’s career opportunities and how you can qualify for them. A coupon
like this has started many thousands toward greater success. It can do the same for you.
Madl it ‘todayl Accredited Member, National Home Study Council

sssssssssssssas Clip Coupon... Mail TODAY! sssssssusssnsss
LaSalle Extension University...A Correspondence Institution
Dept. H482 417 S. Dearborn Street, Chicago 5, lllinois

YES, I want to see how LaSalle’s “Problem Method” works...
Send me free sample lesson—also your book, “Opportunities in
Accounting”...without cost or obligation.







Satan must have sent the three horsemen

to “"guide’”’ the wagon train along

The Devil's Highway

CAL HUBBARD’S wagon train out of
Memphis had encountered many dif-
ficulties before it reached El Paso. It
was here that Hubbard and the other
Missourians heard of the short cut to
Yuma, known as the Camino del Diablo,
or Devil’s Highway.

In Arizona in that year of 1849 there
were two wagon roads west, one along
the Gila River through Apache country
to the junction of the Gila and the Colo-
rado, where Yuma now stands; the other,
shorter by fifty miles, turned into Old
Mexico at the border town of Sonoita,
continued west for 200 miles and then
bore off in a northwesterly direction un-
til it crossed the southwest corner of
Arizona and joined the other road at
Yuma.

Travelers on the northern route along
the Gila could bet their last dollar that
they would run into Indians—murderous
Apaches,

The southern route, or Devil’s High-
way, was hot and arid but free of In-
dians. Travelers going that way had
nothing to worry about except their own
discomfort, The main drawback was a
lack of water on the route. Water sup-
plies had to be carried in casks strapped
to the sides of the wagons. In fact, to be
safe, everything that could hold water
had to be filled and stowed away against
a lack of rain. Sometimes it did not rain
in that part of Mexico for months at a
stretch and when this happened there
was vital need for every last drop that
could be carried, even to the extent of re-
placing household goods.

“Do you want to be murdered by the
Apaches or do you prefer to go thirsty
and keep your life ?” Hubbard put it up
to the owners of the twenty wagons. “I
ain’t saying which is best. It’s up to you
folks to decide.”

Hubbard, a hardheaded man with an
iron disposition, had organized the train
in Memphis and agreed to captain it but
there were some decisions he did not
want to make.

A man named Savage climbed upon a
wagon and spoke to the travelers. “I
would rather fight savages than die of
thirst,” he said. “I hear the Camino del
Diablo is strewn with skeletons bleach-
ing in the hot sun. There is no water to
be had except from infrequent showers.
I for one vote for the route along the
Gila.”

Cal Hubbard gave his wife’s hand an
assuring pat. He stood up, a tall im-
pressive figure, with a shiny black beard,
a black sombrero, heavy wool shirt and
buckskin trousers.

November-December, 1959

By TOM BAILEY

Nlustrated by Joe Grandee

“Fellow travelers, it is your right to
say which way you will go to California
—north or south, But let me tell you
this: These damned Apaches here in Ari-
zona are the worst savages on the en-
tire continent. If we were a caravan of
men I would say take the northern route
and fight them. But I have my wife and
little one to think of. I vote for El Cam-
ino del Diablo.”

The ballots were collected and counted.
Of the eighty-six adults voting, fifty
favored the northern route and the In-
dians, while thirty-six preferred El Cami-
no del Diablo and the perils imposed
by the awful heat and lack of water.

“Very well,” Hubbard said, “we will
split the train and go our separate ways,
and may God have mercy upon you.”

Those who had voted to travel north
decided to wait for another wagon train
they knew to be just behind them, for
in numbers there was strength.

‘“Thank God we don’t have to wait for
anybody,” Hubbard said. “We will have
no Indians to worry about and should
beat you folks to the Colorado by many
days.”

As Hubbard waved his wagons on to-
ward Sonoita, he cried happily, “And
may God be with us!”

Later he was to say God got lost along
the way.

L CAMINO DEL DIABLO was first
established in 1699 by Father Kino.
For more than 150 years it was little
used until the Spaniards and Mexicans
traveling to Yuma reopened it. In spite
of its lack of water and the intense heat
they preferred it to the route down the
Gila. These travelers adequately prepared
for the journey by loading many mules
with casks of water to see them through.
But the gold-crazed forty-niners, anxious
to reach California, took no such precau-
tions as a rule, They loaded what water
they could conveniently carry and prayed
for rain. The report of the Boundary
Commission, issued in 1857, stated that
“during the few years that this road was
traveled, over 400 persons perished of
thirst between Sonoita and Yuma, a re-
cord without parallel in North America.”
As Hubbard’s eight wagons approach-
ed Sonoita, three horsemen rode out of a
grove of cottonwood trees and offered
their services as guides over El Camino
del Diablo. They were poorly clad, but
in spite of their tattered garments they
rode superb horses and carried the latest
model pistols.
Hubbard surveyed the strangers with
a trained eye. He knew ruffians when he

saw them and these men did not look
right to him.

“Is it really necessary that we have
guides? I hear the route is plainly
marked by the wagon ruts.”

One of them explained that there were
long stretches of shifting sands that
completely obliterated any rut marks. If
they got through safely they would need
good guides.

“How about water ?”’ Hubbard wanted
to know. “We've got every cooking
utensil, pot and pan filled, besides two
casks to a wagon. Will that be enough ?”

“Then you’ve nothing to worry about,
sir.”

Hubbard called some of the wagon
owners together for a conference. It was
their opinion that guides would be
needed.

“What's your proposition?” Hubbard
inquired of the three men.

“We'll go along for our grub, That
fair enough ?”

They identified themselves as Jake
Fleagle, Charlie Free and Francisco Mor-
ales. According to Fleagle, they had been
guiding for the U.S. Dragoons in Arizona
and prior to that for a Santa Fe trader
through Indian country.

At the urging of the other travelers
Hubbard agreed to feed the men in re-
turn for their services to the Colorado.
They said they were bound for Yuma
where they were to pick up another
freighter.

With the caravan was Piny Shoot, a
seventeen-year-old lad Hubbard had
adopted back in Memphis. Piny had been
in jail and Hubbard had petitioned the
court to give him custody of the youth.

Since the adoption, Hubbard and Piny
had not hit it off well together. Hubbard
thought that by taking Piny to California
the youngster would ‘“‘get a little sense
in his head.”

Lately Piny had been riding back with
a man named Zahner, who had a boy of
Piny’s age, and Hubbard had thought
little about it.

On the second morning after the three
guides joined the train, Hubbard saw the
Zahner boy and Piny flash past the lead
wagon on two of Zahner’s horses. The
yocung men were going forward to join
the guides, who rode a distance in ad-
vance of the caravan.

“Get back to your places, you two!”
Hubbard shouted. “Get back where you
belong!”

Piny swung his mount to face Hub-
bard. “What’s” the difference where we
ride? We're no longer in Indian country,
you said.”
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“Don’t argue with me. Get back there.”

Both youths returned to the Zahner
wagon.

An adventurous young man to whom
the vast wide-open spaces of the west
had a special appeal, Piny seemed dur-
ing the next few days to have found in
the rough, unsociable guides the type of
men he admired. He ate his meals with
them and spent as much time in their
company as possible.

Hubbard was to admit later to a re-
porter for the Alta Californian that he
felt sorry for the boy. He no longer for-
bade him to ride with the guides, feeling
that perhaps Piny would derive some
good from this new association.

The heat became more oppressive as
the caravan moved deeper into Mexico.
It was so hot that the grease ran out of
the axle hubs. In the distance little heat
devils danced and not a living creature
stirred. The absence of lizards and birds
worried the travelers. The country was
uninteresting, rocky and bare of vegeta-
tion except for greasewood and an oc-
casional clump of mesquite.

ON the third day after Sonoita was
passed, Hubbard, weary of the mono-
tonous grind, made a remark that was to
find its way—in most cases improperly
quoted—into history. He cried out in des-
pair, “I can’t see what God made so
much land for!” He was quoted some
fifty years later as having said, “I can’t
for the life of me understand what God
intended to do with all this land!” But
according to a man named Anston Price,
who was a member of the party, Hub-
bard had said, “I can't see what God
made so much land for,” which sounds
more like Hubbard, who was not an ed-
ucated man.

The intense heat slowed the caravan’s
progress. Whereas before it had been
making from fifteen to eighteen miles
a day, it slowed to eight, and even seven.

On the fourth day out of Sonoita a
horseman caught up with the Hubbard
wagons to report that the other travelers
who had voted to take the northern route
had changed their minds and were taking
the El Camino del Diablo route. They
were hurrying to catch up. They had
made their hasty decision after receiving
reports that a wagon train had been
burned by the Apaches and every man,
woman and child murdered.

Hubbard called a halt to wait for the
other wagons and the heat was so great
that it melted cooking fats and bars of
soap.

All the wagons in the original caravan
were back together at nine o’clock the
next morning and resumed the plodding
journey. Already some wagon Crews
were complaining of water supplies run-
ning low.

The next day the travelers came upon
the first grim evidence of the human
toll El Camino del Diablo exacted of
those who defied its many hardships.
They saw carcasses of animals bleach-
ing in the sun and three crude crosses.

On the eighth day of the journey the
water finally was gone, the last drop
given to a crying baby. The horses had
had no water for two full days.

All that day the teams strained at
their harness as though hopeful of reach-
ing some oasis ahead. Some of the
travelers believed the horses smelled
water, but when night came there was
still no water, nor any sign of rain.

A hole was dug in a dry wash, but the
shovelers struck caliche which defied the
sharpest pick and the effort was aban-
doned.
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During the night shifting sand blown
along the dry wash added to the dis-
comfort of the sleepers.

It was the next day when Mrs. Hub-
bard gave birth to another child. The
lack of water greatly complicated mat-
ters. The baby died an hour after birth.

One of Charlie Hostetter’s horses gave
out and dropped in its tracks. All the
buffalo meat had spoiled in the heat
and provisions were running low, so the
horse was butchered and the meat ra-
tioned.

By evening of that day children were
crying for water and there was none.

Hubbard blamed the second batch of
wagons for the water shortage. He said
they had proceeded into the desert blind-
ly without taking on all the water they
could carry and as a result the first lot
of wagons had had to share their water
with them.

Supper that evening consisted of horse
meat broiled over the coals. Mouths were
so parched that many could do no more
than suck the moisture from the meat.

Hubbard summoned the head guide,
Fleagle. “There is bound to be a little
water somewhere ahead, is there not,
Mr.. Fleagle ?”’

Fleagle sheok his head. “Not at this
time of the year. We'll be lucky to find
water two, three days from now.”

His statement caused a minor panic.
How, men asked, would they last two
or three days without water?

That night Hubbard led the travelers
in a prayer for rain,

The next morning Mrs. Hubbard died
from an infection.

After her burial, Hubbard told Price
that he had no heart to go on. “You
take charge of the wagon train,” he said,
“gand leave me here beside her grave.”

“But the entire caravan is depending
upon you to pull them through,” Price
said. “You can’t desert them now. What
about your little daughter? Who will
look after her?”

Hubbard finally agreed to go on. He
had exerted a great deal of persuasion
upon Mrs. Hubbard before she would
agree to make the long trip to California
and he felt guilty, as though his own
selfish ambitions had killed her.

THERE were still four riders at the
head of the caravan—Piny Shoot and
the three guides. The Zahner boy had
dropped back.

Frank Zahner caught up with Hub-
bard’s wagon and climbed into the seat.

“Cal,” he said, “I believe there is some-
thing wrong. I know how your mind is
troubled and it’s a bad time to mention
it, but it’s serious.”

“Go on, Frank. Can’'t anything be as
bad as being without water. What is
it

“Have you noticed the absénce of
wagon ruts? I haven’t seen any for two
full days. I can understand how the wind
covers them up with sand but there is
no sand along here. Surely if some wa-
gons have passed this way during the
summer they would have left marks.”

Hubbard’s eyes searched in vain for
some sign of old wagon ruts but he saw
none. He summoned Fleagle and de-
manded an explanation.

Fleagle assured him they were on the
proper route. He pointed to the sun over-
head, which showed they were traveling
northwest toward Yuma.

“What’s our chances of finding water
today, Fleagle?”

“Four miles from here we'll find wa-
ter,” the guide replied. “The hole I have

in mind never dries up. There’ll be plenty
for everybody.”

Zahner passed the word back that wa-
ter was only four miles ahead and a
cheer went up.

But at the end of the four tortuous
miles, the spring Fleagle had in mind
was found to have gone dry.

Hubbard summoned everyone to his
wagon, bidding them to bring tin cups.

«T hate to do this,” he said, “but it's
got to be done. I was saving it to cele-
brate our arrival in California.”

He filled each tin cup from a five-gal-
lon barrel of whiskey. “Don’t gulp it,”
he told them. “Sip it and make it last.”

When all had been served, including
the guides and Piny, Hubbard poured
himself a slug and downed it.

The whisky was wet and it helped, but
there was no helping the poor horses.

“We've been three days without wa-
ter,” Hubbard said to Fleagle. ‘“I've
heard humans as well as animals can’t
go any longer than that. We'd better
stop before we all play out, and wait
for rain.”

“You might wait a long time,” Flea-
gle replied. “Five miles more and we’ll
have water. This time for sure.”

Hubbard’s tongue was so thick he
could hardly talk and he wondered how
Fleagle managed to be so up and com-
ing. There was no thickness to his
tongue. “You and your water! Fleagle,
I don’t think you have any more of an
idea where we are than I do. We're
stopping here and it’s up to you to find
water. We have already passed the limit
of our endurance.”

“Gather your canteens,” Fleagle said,
“and we’ll ride on to water and fill them
up. We'll be back in two hours.”

The canteens were picked up and the
spirits of the travelers rose.

“Better unhitch your animals,” Fleagle
said. “Turn them loose and they’ll go to
water.”

“And let them scatter all over the
desert,” Hubbard protested.

“It’s better than letting them die.”

Hubbard had no reply to this bit of
logic. He ordered the animals released.

After the guides and Piny left with
the canteens, Hubbard went from wagon
to wagon inquiring about the condition
of those suffering most from thirst.

“Water! Please, some water!” The
words were a faint whisper. The woman
appeared to be near death.

Three children, their tongues so bad-
ly swollen they could scarcely breathe,
lay stretched on the ground.

SICKENED by what he saw, Hubbard
went back to his wagon to sit and
wait. Now having released the horses,
which had quickly disappeared into the
night, he realized that unless water was
found immediately the whole train would
perish.

Two hours passed. Time for the guides
to return. Another hour went by.

Price went out and caught a couple
of horses that had remained in the vicin-
ity.

“I'm glad you did that,” Hubbard told
him. “Maybe we will have to go and
find Piny and the guides.”

An hour later Hubbard told Price to
take over. “I'm going to find the guides
and see what’s delaying them,” he said.

“T've already sent Zahner and Jenkins
to look for them,” Price said. “They took
the horses.”

Hubbard climbed down from the wa-
gon. “I'm going anyway, on foot, and
don’t try and stop me.” He buckled on

(Continued on page 42)
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Above: Santa Fe Engine 1010 was one
of many used in the 1905 Scotty Run
from Los Angeles to Chicago. Eighty
seconds for changing engines was
“gslow time.” (Below) Death Valley
Scotty in door of his famous castle
tower.
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SCOTTY’'S COYOTE SPECIAL

By BRYCE W. ANDERSON

$5,500 bought a million dollars worth
of publicity for the Duke of Death Valley,

and the Santa Fe set a new speed record

THE stocky, florid-faced young man

wearing the big sombrero wanted no
truck with the low-priced hired hands
at the Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe's
Los Angeles office. He wanted to talk
to the head man.. He had a ‘“big propo-
sition.”

And the clerks at the Santa Fe
headquarters were not just about to
shrug this figure off lightly. The man,
they knew, had paid cash for a special
train from Barstow, California, only a
few days before.

He was ‘“Death Valley Scotty,” the
mystery prospector of Death Valley and
the Funeral Mountains, where snow-
clad peaks overlook the lowest and
one of the hottest places in the United
States.

He had been in the news before, when
he claimed at Philadelphia that he had
been robbed aboard a train of a satchel
containing $12,000 in gold. He was
taking the ore to his grubstaker, fin-
ancier Julian Gerard of New York, to
prove his claim that he had found a
fabulous mine in the desert. But that
hadn’t been a Santa Fe train.

.Ushered into the office of John J.
Byrne, Santa Fe general passenger
agent, the sun-seared prospector doffed
the sombrero and announced he was in
a hurry to get to Chicago. He wanted
to get there in less than forty-six hours
—the fastest the trip had ever been

made. How much of the Santa Fe sys-
tem would he have to buy and what
would it cost?

Byrne, no prospector but no man to
overlook a publicity gold mine, did some
quick figuring and announced the Santa
Fe would give Scotty a special train to
Chicago—guaranteed to beat the record
—for $5,500.

Walter Scott counted out fifty-five
100-dollar bills from a capacious wallet
and placed them on the mahogany.

What followed was one of the most
publicized train rides in United States
history.

T one o’clock on the afternoon of

July 9, 1905, Scotty’s train pulled
out of the Los Angeles station to the
accompaniment of cheers from a crowd
of onlookers. The train, which the rail-
road christened the ‘“Coyote Special,”
consisted of a baggage car, a diner
and a Pullman observation car, drawn
at the start of the run by a ten-wheeler
locomotive.

Aboard were Scotty and his wife;
C. E. Van Loan, a newspaper repre-
sentative who kept reporters all along
the route supplied with stories; Frank
Newton Hollman, Sante Fe publicist;
and the train crew.

Attended by raucous publicity, the
Special streaked into San Bernardino

(Continued on page 34)



“...Not a Single Notch!”

Captain Neal was the calmest Ranger of ‘em all. Outlaws never
doubted that he'd kill if necessary—

he just never let it get necessary

By WM. CX HANCOCK with MRS. EDGAR THOMAS NEAL

THE young Ranger rode out from Rio
Grande City through the prickly pear
flats where Pancho Morales was rendez-
vousing with his woman. He tied his
horse some distance from the shack,
then stealthily closed in on foot. He
kicked the back door open and, in spite
of his 225-pound frame, stepped inside
with the speed of a panther, a Colt
gripped in his right hand.

“Raise your hands, Pancho! This is
Edgar Neal. Got a warrant for your
arrest.”

Pancho and the woman were seated
at a rude table, drinking tequilla. For-
tunately, the light was provided by a
kerosene wall-lamp out of the fugi-
tive’s reach. His back was toward Neal.
With half-raised hands, he got slowly
to his feet and faced about.

“Amigo mio,” he said, his eyes
venomous slits, “Pancho very sorry we
meet like this.”

“Me, too, Pancho. Powerful sorry,”
said Neal with moving sincerity. In
his youth, he had clerked in a grocery
store where the Mexican was delivery
boy. Later, the two had punched cattle
together for various South Texas out-
fits. But now in 1896, Morales was
high on the Texas Rangers’ wanted
list—a rustler, he had killed several
men and eventually murdered a Texas
lawman. Edgar Neal had been ordered
to bring him in—alive.

“Hand over your pistol slow and easy
with your finger tips and gun butt
first.” He was speaking so kindly that
he might have been requesting Pancho
to pass the tortillas.

Morales did not comply. “Sefor, it is
better that Pancho die here than be
hanged by gringos.” He was very
tense and obviously getting set to at-
tempt a draw. Neal’s non-killing record
was hanging by the merest thread.

“I hate to do this to anybody,” said
Neal in his most sympathetic manner.
“You can imagine, Pancho, how much
I hate to do it to an old friend.”

Pancho reflected upon this for a
moment while the patient Neal waited.
The Mexican began to relax and pres-
ently a faint smile of resignation crossed
his dark features. Slowly he handed
over his pistol as directed and extended
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his hands, the

handcuffs.

palms together, for

This type triumph had been repeated
in various forms until this soft-spoken,
non-smoking, non-drinking, non-swear-
ing young Ranger was heralded through-
out the force.

WENTY years a Texas Ranger dur-

ing some of the most turbulent times
once rough-and-ready Texas has known,
and sixteen years sheriff of faction-rid-
den, strife-torn, pistol-haunted San Saba
County, the fabulous Captain Edgar
Thomas Neal never killed a man.

As some of his still-living cronies
often remark: ‘“Just because he never
killed anybody; don’t think for a mo-
ment that there was ever the slightest
doubt in anyone’s mind that he would
kill if necessary. He just didn’t let it get
necessary.”

The six-foot, two-inch lawman was
born in 1870 in Wilson County, birth-
place of several famous Texas Rangers,
including the nationally-known Captain
Frank Hamer. Both attended Rabbit
Hill School, and it is an interesting
coincidence that Hamer was to send
more outlaws spinning into the dust
with his blazing Colts than any other
lawman in the history of the West,
while Neal was never to kill anybody.
In later years, it was a standing joke
between these two peerless manhunters
that they developed their abilities in
running down lawbreakers by chasing
the countless jackrabbits which infested
old Rabbit Hill.

N the heart of Texas lies the beauti-

ful ranching county of San Saba—
a region so blessed by nature that the
Indian name for it means ‘“Happy Hunt-
ing Ground.” Before the Civil War,
the people were ‘dedicated to mutual
helpfulness and common defense against
the Comanche Indians. But post-war
days witnessed the development of ram-
pant lawlessness in which honest citi-
zens came to despair of ever receiving
justice at the hands of carpetbagger
government and rigged courts. Inevit-
ably they took the administration of
justice into their own hands, and there

Edgar Neal's bring-‘em-
back-alive record was
legendary by the time this
picture was taken in 1898.
(Standing left to right)
Dudley S. Barker of Texas
Ranger Company C:
Captain Neal: John R. Ban-
nister, famous Ranger of
the seventies: George Bat-
ton, deputy sheriff, Brown
County; man at right un-
identified. Seated are
Walter Early (left), district
attorney for Brownwood,
Texas, and Sheriff Charley
Bell of Brown County.

“Mob

came into being the notorious
of San Saba.”

In the earlier stages of its operation,
mob membership included many of the
best people. Known rustlers were
hanged, land-claim jumpers despoiled,
and undesirables in general given the
bums’ rush. But true to the history
of mob law, leadership eventually gravi-
tated to selfish and power-hungry in-
dividuals.

Came the time when the county
found itself gripped in a reign of ter-
ror. Resultant homicides had approached
half a hundred when a woman, whose
father was a member of the Mob, had
them murder her prominent husband
to free her for further romance.

An “anti-mob” was formed and in-
formed Governor C. A. Culberson of
conditions in the county, petitioning
him for Rangers to help clean up the
mess. He ordered his adjutant general
to “send four of your bravest Rangers
to San Saba.”

Edgar Neal was one of the four
Rangers selected. He and Allen Maddox
of Company E from Alice rendezvoused
at Goldthwaite with Sergeant John L.
Sullivan (later a famous captain) and
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Dudley Barker of Company B from

Amarillo—all noted gunslingers. The
group quietly assembled a wagon load
of supplies and camp gear and set a
course southwestward for San Saba
County where they went into camp
August 13, 1896, near Regency on the
Colorado River—scene of the latest kill-
ing in which rancher Bill James had
been bushwhacked while peaceably haul-
ing water from the river. The famous
old Indian fighter “Uncle Buck” Cham-
berlain was chosen camp cook and
deputy.

The attitude of local authorities—
alleged to have been Mob connected—
was most hostile toward the Rangers.
The rank-and-file mobsters were so
openly threatening that Neal’s group
had to maintain security measures at
night around their camp. However, they
entered upon long months of patient in-
vestigation for purposes of gathering
sufficient evidence to seek indictments.
Neal’s phenomenal ability to inspire
trust in people was never more valuable
than now as San Sabans began to dis-
close needed information to him. The
lawman, a solitary horseman riding
leisurely down lonely trails, became a
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common sight in San Saba Land—a
frightened county, run by a thousand-
man Mob, most of whose members se-
cretly regretted their association but
dared not sever the tie for fear of the
sinister leader, Bill Ogle.

BY the middle of May, 1897, the four
Rangers were ready to present their
evidence to a grand jury. With the
concurrence of the adjutant general,
they had promised the potential wit-
nesses adequate protection in the form
of additional Rangers who, unknown to
The Mob, were enroute to San Saba.
On Saturday morning preceding the
Monday on which the grand jury was
to be convened, the Mob began to
gather in San Saba with the announced
purpose of running the Rangers out of
town. Sergeant Sullivan and Allen Mad-
dox, each armed with two Colts, their
horses tethered nearby with Winchesters
tied on the saddles, posted themselves
at the northeast corner of the court-
house square. Neal and Barker, simi-
larly armed, took stations at the south-
west corner.
Knots of mask-wearing mobsters had
their heads together here and there

about the square in deep conversation.
Whiskey bottles passed back and forth.
By apparent arrangement, the knots
began to fuse into two large groups,
one edging toward Sullivan and Mad-
dox, the other toward Neal and Barker.
The latter group made the first move.
As they approached, the two Rangers
eased behind their horses for protection
as well as quick access to their rifles.

The group leader faced Barker, being
unable to rib himself into sufficient
fury against the kindly Neal. “We're
giving you sons-of-b fifteen
minutes to get out of town,” he said.
“Fifteen minutes! You hear? Now git!”
The man reached for his pistol.

He might as well have committed
suicide. Barker drilled him through the
head before the Mobster’'s gun was
half out of its holster. The heavy
slug somersaulted him backwards into
the ranks of his confederates.

“We're giving you gentlemen just
two minutes to be off the street,”
rasped Barker. “After which time if
there are any of you left, we'll lock
you up. Now you git!” He drew his
second pistol. Neal had jerked his
Winchester from its scabbard.
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Peace and prosperity attended

Sheriff of San Saba County. He
was reelected four times after
this photo was taken about 1916.
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Edgar Neal’s long tenure as

In 1896, Texas Governor C. A. Culberson ordered “four of the bravest
Rangers” to clean up the San Saba Mob. Buck Chamberlain, Allen
Maddox, Edgar T. Neal and Dudley Barker (left to right) were sent.

The Mobsters melted away and the
other group preparing to give Sullivan
and Maddox a hard time also fell back
and disappeared. That afternoon, eight
of the promised Ranger reinforcements
rode in under the, famous Captain Bill
McDonald. San Saba enjoyed one of
its quietest weekends in memory.

In the dead of night on Sunday, Neal
awakened with a premonition he could
not shake. Finally he awakened Mc-
Donald.

“Captain,” he said, “I've got a hunch
that Bill Ogle’s gonna make a run for
it. If he gets the jump on us, he'll
have the whole West to lose himself in.
We may never find ’im.”

‘“Whatever you have in mind, go ahead
and do it,” replied McDonald as he re-
settled himself in his blanket.

Neal saddled up and rode to a spot
on the trail about half a mile west
of the Ogle place. He concealed him-
self and his horse in a clump of live
oaks at the foot of a small hill which
would enable him to skyline anyone
approaching from the east. Just before
day, hoof beats registered from that
direction and the fleeing Ogle rode down
the hill. Neal threw down on him with
his Winchester and put the handcuffs
on him. He had no charges on which
to hold him as the grand jury would
not meet for several hours yet so the
rangers held Ogle incommunicado until
he was indicted.

AT last the hour approached for con-

vening of the grand jury. The
Rangers and the anti-mobsters wanted
the newly elected young District At-
torney W. C. Linden to handle things,
but the still potent Mob insisted on out-
going Judge Allison. Linden finally
persuaded his followers to accept the
services of Allison in view of the fact
that he, Linden, could still advise the
Rangers in presentation of their evi-
dence and help hold down Mob repre-
sentation on the grand jury.

The very atmosphere in San Saba was
so highly charged that day the slightest
spark might have precipitated -civil
war. Captain McDonald stationed his
Rangers at strategic spots about the
courthouse square. He posted Neal with
his Winchester and twin pistols in the
courtroom itself. Pistol-packing Judge

True West



Allison ordered Neal to get rid of his
rifle.

“Judge,” replied Neal in his disarm-
ing manner, ‘“The State of Texas pays
me to carry this Winchester. With the
court’s kind permission, I shall con-
tinue to carry it. Incidentally, sir, it’s
fully loaded.”

Reassured by the Rangers’ presence
and inspired by the example set by
fearless and respected Confederate Cap-
tain W. H. Ledbetter, who had suf-
fered much at the Mob’s hands, witness
after witness—court records list 339—
got up courage enough to testify to the
Mob’s bloody criminality. The several
Mobsters on the grand jury, sensing that
the tide had turned against them and
not wishing to be positively identified,
were forced into the embarrassing pre-
dicament of voting a flock of indict-
ments against their fellows.

Judge Linden prosecuted the ensuing
trials and his force and energy began
to bring convictions. Numerous Mob-
sters were quick to accept Linden’s
proposition that they leave the county
in exchange for their cases being held
in abeyance. Bill Ogle won a change of
venue and was brought to trial in
Llano County where he received a sen-
tence of life in prison for his exploits.
The Mob was finally broken up.

NOW that the Rangers had brought
peace to San Saba, the county
needed the right man to preserve it.
The people besought Neal to run for
sheriff. He declined with thanks and
returned to his Ranger station. His
supporters ran him anyway and he
was overwhelmingly elected. His old
friends urged him to refuse the office.
“It’ll take two sheriffs to live one
day in that feuding, pistol-packing
county,” they warned him.

They used exactly the wrong tactics.
Neal now saw that he could be of real
service to the county for which he had
already developed a deep attachment.
When he rode back into San Saba to
accept the office of sheriff, an era of
comparative calm and prosperity rode
in with him.

In time, he married Maud Mont-
gomery, daughter of a pioneer San
Saba family, and settled down to the
serious business of performing the duties
of a country sheriff. Legion are the
fascinating stories told about him by
old-timers concerning this phase of his
career.

There was the day he received the
dangerous assignment of arresting old
man Edmonson in the Cottonwood Pond
community. A posse entering this clan-
nish area would probably have to fight
its way in, and would certainly have
to shoot its way out with a prisoner.
Neal unconcernedly went in alone. He
found his man plowing corn, and en-
tered into a friendly conversation with
him concerning the problems of local
agriculture, finally steering the talk
around to the point at issue.

“Bill,” said the sheriff in his chummy
manner, “there’s been a little trouble
concerning the whereabouts of some
missing steers. I have a warrant here
for you so I can take you into town
where you can explain your side of the
matter. Suppose we unhitch your horse
and take him and mine to your barn
and feed ’em a little corn. Maybe you'd
have your woman cook us up a snack
as it’s a long ride to San Saba.”

Neal stayed close 'to his quarry while
they fed the horses, both to keep him
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Mob letter warned Captain Bill McDonald to get Rangers

out of San Saba County,

threatening to

“fill you so full of

led it will take a frait train to hall you to the grave yard.”

from bolting for the cedar brakes and
to discourage bushwhackers from spray-
ing the unwelcome lawman with buck-
shot. Mrs. Edmonson was torn between
pride in having a distinguished visitor
and hatred of what he represented, but
she whipped up her best meal.

Neal maintained an informal, friendly
talk and Edmonson was in the saddle
headed for jail before he quite knew
what had struck him. Clansmen gawked
at the pair as they rode down the
valley but could think of no excuse to

interfere with such an inoffensive law-
man.

D. F. McQuinn, distinguished Civil
War veteran and editor of the Cherokee
Chief, was feuding with Francis M.
Burns, president of the West Texas
Normal and Business College, and pub-
licly threatened to kill him. Burns
filed a complaint, and Neal inherited
the unwelcome duty of arresting Mec-
Quinn. Friends advised him to take
along deputies to Cherokee to assist

(Continued on page 48)
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Minuteness of figures in background points up size of the avalanche that caught
Mason. The slide jumped the canyon in front and lies on opposite mountain.

Volunteers dig down to one of the two bulldozers covered by the "Schoolhouse
slide.” The huge Diesel tractors were desperately needed for rescue work.

wr ; Tl - o

Rescuer probing in big 1958 slide for the body of Ted Mason. After
picture was taken, the “U. S. Slide” came roaring down the mountain.
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Only gold could make .
men risk Nature's
cruelest whim

IN February, 1958, the great snow de-

posits in the High Sierra San Juans
of southwestern Colorado began to
grumble as warm weather approached.
Everyone knew the danger of avalanches
letting go any moment and sending
millions of tons of snow down the
mountainside, sometimes for distances
up to three miles.

On St. Valentine’s Day, Ted Mason
and Harry Peck, believing they would
be needed to clear the road from Camp
Bird Mine to Ouray, went by jeep as
far as they could go and then struck
out on foot, climbing over mountains of
snow. They safely passed the Water-
Hole Slide and were almost in sight
of the mine when the grumbling started.

They were traveling some distance
apart, as they should have bheen in
avalanche country.

Mason, who was wearing his parka
over his head, apparently did not hear
the warning. He put his head down
and plowed onward.

Peck started back, but the great
avalanche of tumbling snow and rocks
caught him in its fringe and hurled him
thirty feet or more into a snow bank.

True West



Camp Bird Mill in the San Juan Mountains near Ouray, Colorado, was completely demo-
lished in 1906 by a series of slides so big that Imogene Basin overflowed with ice and snow.

dvalanche!

By MARVIN GREGORY

The great slide filled the air with
powdered snow, so that for several
minutes it was like a heavy, obscuring
fog. The mountains echoed with the
savage roar.

As soon as the air cleared so he
could see where he was going, Peck
started to Camp Bird for help. A young
geologist, Charles (Scotty) Bruce, and
Peter Beaumont, mining engineer, hur-
riedly plowed through slides and snow
to spread the word at Ouray. County
Commissioner Oscar Franz quickly or-
ganized a rescue squad by ordering the
fire siren blown.

By mid-afternoon, more than forty
men were on the scene to start rescue
work. The danger of further slides
made their efforts hazardous. The snow
field was as much as fifty feet deep
in places, and digging a man out—
dead or alive—was impossible, unless
one happened to know exactly where the
victim was, and no one could be sure
about that.

The rescuers began probing here and
there; little groups starting tunnels
into the snow bank—none very hopeful
of success. Forty men looked like a
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cluster of ants on that big slide.

WE were all standing pretty much in

a group—feeling frustrated and
hopeless—when Dave Calhoun came run-
ning from the direction of the mine.
As soon as he was within hailing dis-
tance, he signaled and called, “Bring
your shovels and come over here.
Another one just ran and it’s got three
men in it!”

The ‘“Schoolhouse Slide” had just run,
and had caught three men who were
working with bulldozers in an attempt
to open the road down to the slide
which contained Mason’s body. The
three were Walter Smith, mine super-
intendent for Camp Bird, Limited; Mike
Muransky, a miner; and Danny Jarrel,
bulldozer operator for Ouray County.

Actually, four men were caught. Joe
Martinez was there, too. He saw the
snow break loose, way up at the top
of Mount Hayden, shouted a warning
to the three other men, and ran for
it. Joe was caught in the ‘“fanning
out” motion as the slide settled on
the road. He was carried along for
a hundred feet, and deposited unhurt

in two feet of snow at the side of
the road.

Joe came back to the site to aid in
locating the men who were buried. When
asked, “Did you see if the other men
ran, and which way?” he replied, “I
don’t know . . . I was too busy run-
ning myself.”

Jarrel’s bulldozer and another driven
by Walter Smith had been covered. The
two cats were needed in the rescue
operation.

Finally, both bulldozers were located,
but getting them out of the powdery
snow imposed a problem. As fast as
the white sugary stuff was shoveled
away, it would slide back and settle
deeper.

Darkness came on swiftly, and by
then everyone was too exhausted to
continue.

The following day, February 15, the
weather was cloudy, but warm—perfect
conditions for the breaking loose of
more avalanches. Only cat skinners
were permitted to work that day, in
an attempt to open the road to the
top in order to facilitate further search
for bodies of the victims.
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Sunday, February 16, officials posted
the road “closed”’ and ordered all per-
sons, except cat skinners, to stay out
of the area. The weather had warmed
up still more, and the situation was
critical.

On Monday, a small bulldozer was
successfully ‘“walked” over the remain-
ing slides, and one of the buried “cats”
was extricated. Then the tough job
of clearing snow down to the road
bed began. Very slowly and carefully
they plowed; watching for any sign
of a body. By Wednesday morning the
three corpses had been found. The big
slide in which Ted Mason lay was still
to be worked.

Locations and positions of the three
men caught in the second slide proved
that they had indeed attempted to
run to safety. They were several feet
apart, whereas they had been standing
in a group. They were some distance
from the ‘“dozer” and one body was
still upright, in a running position. The
snow had packed around him so quickly
that it caught and held his body in
mid-stride. He obviously had suffocated.

Ted Mason’s body was found and re-
covered on Thursday.

The 1958 disaster was just a new
chapter in a long history of snow
slides in the San Juans. We can reach
back through the years since the white
man first occupied this area, and re-
count story after story of the tragedies
and destruction wrought by avalanches,
some said to have been clocked at
speeds exceeding 300 miles per hour.

TI-IE banner headline in the February
28, 1936, issue of the Ouray Herald
proclaimed, “SNOWSLIDE KILLS
THREE—KING LEASE WILL RE-
BUILD.” Sub-heads on the avalanche
story said, “Buildings at Camp Bird
Mine Demolished” . “Champ E.
Woods, Ralph Klinger, and Mrs. Rose
Israel Killed Under Avalanche When
Buildings Are Wrecked or Badly Dam-
aged” . .. “Working of Clearing Debris
Started Preparatory to Rebuilding.”

These men have dug down beside the bulldozer and are
tunneling around it searching for bodies of lost men.

That winter Camp Bird operations
were being carried on at the ‘“Upper
Camp,” three miles up the mountains
from the big Camp Bird Mill. That
particular camp is located in what is
known as “Imogene Basin” at an eleva-
tion of more than 11,000 feet. The moun-
tains tower another two or three thou-
sand feet above the camp, almost com-
pletely encircling the basin.

On Monday, February 24, about 9:45
a.m., the “Chicago,” the ‘“Hidden Trea-
sure,” a slide known simply as the
«Second Level” and numerous other
slides and slips all loosed almost simul-
taneously and thundered down the
mountains to converge at the bottom of
the basin. The King Lease Mill, the
boarding house, bunk house, mule barns,

Ouray. Colorado, looking south from Horsethief Trail. The road to Camp
Bird Mine runs through canyon to right of Mount Hayden (in background).

and all the buildings required for the
operation of the famous mine were
enveloped by the avalanche.

Telephone lines remained in operation
just long enough for an Ouray opera-
tor to hear, ‘“For God’s sake, send
help! All the slides have come.” Then,
the lines went dead. The Ouray Herald
later reported, “The news was sent
about town immediately and a volunteer
rescue party of about thirty citizens
was organized and left Ouray at 11:30
with all available horses, mules and
snowshoes . . . the road to Camp Bird,
Limited, was blocked with drifts and
snowslides. The party had to shovel
and force its way through and over
the snow.”

It was late in the afternoon before
the party reached the scene of tragedy
at Camp Bird. Workers dug fran-
tically until the last body—that of
Chapp Wood—was recovered late on
Tuesday afternoon.

B. F. Winters, a crippled elderly
photographer, made the trip with the
rescue party. The journey was so dif-
ficult for even the ablest of men that
many wondered how Winters managed
to get there and take photographs.

There were at least ten men who
used the miners’ phrase, “God sure
had his arms ’'round me that time.”
While Rose Israel, camp cook; Chapp
Woods, the mill superintendent; and
Ralph Klinger, mine blacksmith, were
all killed, these ten men sleeping on
the second floor of the bunk house
were spared. For some inexplicable
reason, that particular bunk house was
not destroyed nor buried, except up to
the second floor. Not one of the ten
was even injured.

Rescuers found James (Ruff) Dunn,
mine foreman, buried under a great
pile of snow and debris. Timbers had
somehow crossed and formed a small
pocket containing enough air for him
to breathe. They also prevented the
snow from crushing him. He was
rescued, still conscious, but suffering
from cold and shock.

At the time of the slides, twenty-
seven miners were working their shift
inside the mine. They knew nothing

True West
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Snow crashed through the walls into the dining room at Camp Bird boarding house in 1936. One person was dug out of snow
beneath one of the tables, unhurt. This picture was given to author by L. F. Kuchs, who operated commissary there at the time.

of the slides until they reached the
portal and found it blocked tightly
with packed snow—nobody knew how
deep. They made their way back
through the mine to an alternate por-

tal higher up the mountain, and “go-_

phered” out and upward through twenty
feet of snow. To get out, they had
to dig a tunnel big enough for a man
to pass through, stowing the loosened
snow back inside the mine as they
excavated their ‘gopher hole.” They
were thankful to have been safe in-
side the mountain when they learned
what had happened during their shift.

ST a few hundred feet from the

site of the 1958 disaster, the “Water-
Hele” tock the lives of four men and
twenty-seven horses on February 21,
1909. The February 22, 1909, Ridgeway
Sun told it this way:

“TERRIBLE SNOW SLIDE NEAR
CAMP BIRD MILL . . . At 4 o’clock
yesterday afternoon, a monster snow-
slide came down at the ‘water-hole’
on the Sneffels Road about one mile
below Camp Bird Mill. Five men and
twenty-seven horses were carried down
in the slide and the only living creature
that escaped was F. Austin, fa-
miliarly known as ‘Dad’ The men
known to have perished are Pete Syn-
not, Dr. S. G. Doughitt, George Knerr
and John Mittwer. ‘Dad’ Austin was
dug out of the slide uninjured save
for a few slight bruises.

“The bodies of Pete Synnot and Dr.
Doughitt have been recovered, bhut ow-
ing to the severity of the storm which
was still raging up to a late hour
last night, all work of rescuing had to
be abandoned as another slide is liable
to occur at any time,

“The storm which has prevailed in
the mountains for the past three days
is the -most severe ever known, and the
slide is of tremendous proportions. It
is feared that the bodies of the lost
men will lie where they now are, until
the snow melts in the Spring.”

The Sun’s prediction was borne out—
the other two men were not recovered
until much later, one of them late in
May.
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The men and horses involved in that
incident were part of an “ore-train.”
In those days, supplies were freighted
to the mines, high up in the mountains,
by great wagons drawn by teams of
“sixes’” Usually there were several
wagons in a train, and always the train
was accompanied by a wagon boss who
rode horseback.

On this day, the train had gone up
with supplies for both the Camp Bird
and Revenue mines. The Revenue Mine
is located three miles farther up, and
the road is mostly a shelf built around
the base of Mount Potosi.

After discharging their loads, &il
wagons rendezvoused at Camp Bird and
took on their loads of ore for the re-
turn trip to Ouray. As the train began
its return trip, it was joined by the
“pullion stage,” the rig that hauled
the pure gold bars from the mill to
be shipped by rail from Ouray to the
mint in Denver.

In spite of the hazardous conditions
existing, the train reached the site of
the ‘“Water-Hole” slide. A small slip
had already come down, sufficient to
block the road so that it was im-
possible for the horses to pull their
loads through it. It was also impossible
to turn a team of ‘sixes” around on
that shelf road.

All the drivers well knew the grave

" danger to which they were exposed.

It was quickly decided to unhitch all
horses and send them on out of the
area, and to get out themselves as
fast as possible. All men fell to un-
hitching horses and starting them on

~the run down the hill. Drivers rushed

in to help other men as fast as pos-
sible. For some of them, it was already
too late. The “Water-Hole” swished
down its three-mile course, burying a
four-wagon segment of the train along
with the drivers and horses.

“Dad” Austin, the driver of the-bul-
lion stage, was one of the men who
had attempted to aid some of the
wagon drivers. He had left his seat
on the stage and ran down toward
some of the wagons just as the slide
engulfed them. Charles Alderson, the
guard on the stage, quickly ran with

his shovel to the spot where he had
last seen “Dad,” dug him out and -
revived him before he suffocated.

1906, a series of slides ran in Imo-

gene Basin, much as they did in
1936. However, that time they were
so big that the basin could not contain
them. That big bowl that is Imogene
Basin overflowed out it’s only opening,
directly over the huge Camp Bird Mill,
and completely demolished it.

A two-story bunk house at the camp
was twisted ’round on it’s foundation,
giving it's fifty or so occupants a wery
unpleasant ride. Following that, a heavy
cable was anchored into a nearby
boulder, which is as big as the bunk

(Continued on page 40)

Tunnel dug through “Riverside Slide”
on the road to Red Mountain, now the
Million Dollar Highway, to reach mining
camps with supplies.




This old photo, furnished by Foster McClure of El Centro, shows Crescent as it looked in its
earliest days, about 1903. The “hotel” with canvas partitions dividing the beds is at right.

Aboard a burro is Marr Morrison, who with Foster McClure found
a huge nugget which enabled their families to “"move to civiliza-
tion.” His mother and sister are the others in the picture.
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Little Lost Ghost

N Nevada, it’s always open season for

hunting ghost towns—those out-of-the-
way little places where around 500
persons once lived, loved and laughed;
then languished when the promising
ore turned to borrasca or promoters
couldn’t unload any more stock. The
limit’s high—there’s at least a thousand
such shadows tucked away in the state’s
three-score mountain ranges and thous-
ands of square miles of desert.

The major mining metropoli left their
stories in the files of faded, hand-set
newspapers. But a vast number of
boomlets had no such typographical
Boswells to record their doings. Such
was Crescent, on the western slope of
the McCullough Mountains.

Maybe nobody ever would have
learned much about the place if a
couple in a California car hadn’t stopped
at Ted Barnhardt’s old-fashioned gen-
eral store in Nipton one day in 1957.
Dr. Donald McCaskey, a retired New
York physician who climbed off the
Union Pacific at Nipton a couple of
years ago and never got back aboard,
was sitting in front of the potbellied
stove in the store.

The two tourists asked about Crescent.
The man told McCaskey, ‘“I'm Foster
McClure, I lived there as a Kkid.”
Doc took them to the site of Crescent—
just a couple miles east off Route 68—
then wrote me their address. McClure
later brought me a bunch of old pic-
tures, and told me a former Crescent
resident, Jim Jost, was still living at

True West



Real estate promotors were

Town

on the Crescent scene almost as soon as the miners.
Man at the right is Milton McClure, whose assay office was the tent at the left.

By DON ASHBAUGH

A noted ghost town authority routs out

a plump little critter everybody had forgotten about

Searchlight. So, between McClure and
Jost I flushed out the story.

Crescent gleamed about the time
Searchlight’s glare was fading—in the
second decade of this century. One
finds passing mentions of it in old
Las Vegas and Searchlight newspaper
files. Histories merely mention that
Indians had been obtaining turquoise
there for centuries before a modern
redskin called “Prospector Johnny” lo-
cated some better diggings in 1894.

Johnny sold out to the Toltec Gem
Company of New York, which found
prehistoric Indian tools and workings
during development. This outfit also
turned up a little silver, lead and cop-
per ore, but not enough to warrant
working. The firm gave up in a couple
of years and there it sat until somebody
else made a strike shortly after the
turn of the century.

cCLURE came fto Crescent in its
earliest days, as a youngster from
Colorado Springs with his parents, Mr.
and Mrs. Milton H. McClure. The elder
McClure was an assayer. The son now
operates a large trailer court in El
Centro, California, and is prominent in
the Imperial Valley city.

The younger McClure has a fine
memory, but two incidents of his boy-
hood days at Crescent are standouts.

One day he was cruising around
aboard one of his three burros, Buster,
Maude or Merry Legs, with a pal, Marr
Morrison.
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“We spotted a funny looking rock,”
he related., “It was about as big as
two bars of soap and shaped like a rail-
road brake shoe. It was heavy and
we knew it was ore of some kind. We
took it to the. Morrison house, which
was closest. Mrs. Morrison suspected
what it was and locked us in the
bedroom so we wouldn’'t blab the fact
all over town while she sent her daugh-
ter, Ora, to fetch our fathers. They
immediately identified the ore—it was
a huge gold nugget.
Morrison caught the train at Nipton and
took it to Los Angeles where they sold
it. I can’t recall now but I believe
they got $3,200 for it. Anyway, it was
enough for us to move to civilization.
Our visit this spring is the first time
T've been back since.”

The other incident created a more
stinging memory for McClure.

“W. O. Matchett had brought a beauti-
ful new mahogany bar from Las Vegas
and installed it in his tin saloon build-
ing,” he continued. “It was the biggest
in town and located on the main corner
across from the Harry Russell store.
The Greening Cattle Company had been
holding a roundup and all the hands
came to town. The pay wagon had
arrived in Crescent to pay them off.
This resulted in the whole gang getting
drunk.

“A fight started with a great big
fellow kicking the devil out of a little
cowhand. There was big excitement in
Matchett’s and kid-like I wanted to see

Dad and Mr.,

everything that came along. I came
in the back door and climbed up on
the bar to watch the show. Pretty soon
the big fellow tripped over a beer keg
and this gave the little guy his chance.
The fall knocked the big guy dizzy,
and the little one immediately started
kicking him in the head and stomping
him. Pretty soon the big one didn’t
moan anymore—he was dead. The little
fellow just walked out and rode off.
That was the end of the fight for them.
(Continued on page 45)

Crescent’s major mercantile establish-
ment during its boom days—the Harry
Russell store.
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Colonel Charles Goodnight, famous Texas cattle baron.

The
FABULOUS
Charlie Goodnight

By GLEN BAKER

Photos by David K. Patton

No tale of cattle trails is complete without
a chapter on the great man who is
indelibly branded on our Western heritage.

HREE mounted men faced each other

on the little knoll. One rode a fine
chestnut stallion; the other a blazed-
faced sorrel mare. They were armed.
Their names were Alex Tetherow and
Bill Sanders, two of the southwest’s
most notorious cattle thieves.

The man facing them was unarmed.
His name was Charles Goodnight, one
of the great -cattle pioneers of the
West.

“I hate a cattle thief,” Goodnight
said. ‘“He’s no better than a horse
thief. If you fellows don’t lay off
stealing my cattle I'm going to Kkill
you both.”

Alex Tetherow laughed. “That’s big
talk, Goodnight.”

“Yeah,” said Sanders, “and he’s not
even wearing a gun.”

“It may sound like big talk,” Good-
night said, ‘“but you mess with my
cattle and you’ll find out soon enough.
I don’t waste time on cattle thieves.”

“Listen to him talk,”’ Tetherow said.
“You’d think he means us.”

“I do mean you and no one else.”

The pair eyed the cattleman for a
moment, then rode off, laughing loudly.

Two weeks later, while attempting
to rustle fifty head of Goodnight’s
cattle, Tetherow and Sanders came to
the end of their rope. Their bodies
were found a few days later, both shot
to death.

No one knows to this day who shot
them. Since Goodnight seldom went
armed, it was considered unlikely that
he had. But who ever did, everyone
said, deserved a medal. Tetherow and
Sanders were two of the worst cattle
thieves of Texas and no one regretted
their demise.

ROBABLY no name in western his-

tory is so revered as that of Charlie
Goodnight, one of the greatest builders
of the West. The name is to be found
in all western histories, and no tome
of the cattle trails is complete without
a Goodnight chapter or two.

Born in Illinois in 1836, Goodnight was
nine years old when his family became
a part of that restless migratory stream
that debouched upon the Texas plains in
search of new homes and cheaper land.

Near Dallas, then a small frontier
trading post, Charlie Goodnight saw his
first buffalo. The huge shaggy creature
stirred his imagination as nothing ever
had. From that moment on, the vast
untrammeled land and the -creatures
on it were in his blood. All the boyish
daydreams that had been his, the hopes,
the nebulous longings, suddenly coalesced
into a tremendous and driving energy
that would not let him be.

When he was thirteen, he broke his
first mustang colt to ride. From then
on the creak of saddle leather and
the muffled pound of horses’ hooves
on dusty trails was to be a familiar
sound in his ears. In a time when
superb horsemanship was axiomatic,
Charles Goodnight was considered with-
out peer.

In 1850, he was whacking bulls as
a freighter. In his spare time he
roamed the prairie, observing the wild-
life, the way of the weather, the land
itself. In time his powers of obser-
vation, his sense of direction became
as acute as an Indian’s.

When he was twenty, Charlie Good-
night and a stepbrother contracted to
graze some 400 head of cattle; their
pay to be one out of every four calves
dropped. In four years they had ac-
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cumulated 180 head of cattle, and
Goodnight was forever linked to the
industry that was to bear the stamp
of his personality and progressive think-
ing for the next seventy years.

In 1857, he and his partner drove
their herd into Palo Pinto County,
north and west of Weatherford, Texas.
They built a cabin at Black Springs,
and began grazing their cattle in the
Keechi Valley.

Three years later, the ravages of the
Plains Indians along the Texas frontier
grew so bad that the Texas Rangers
were ordered out, and Charles Good-
night became a Ranger scout. With the
advent of the Civil War, he enlisted
in the Frontier Regiment and was sta-
tioned at Belknap, the old army post.
For the next three years he was one
of that thin line of men who held the
Texas frontier against the savage Plains
tribes.

When Goodnight’s enlistment expired
in 1864, he rode back to the Keechi
Valley only to discover that -cattle
thieves and unscrupulous neighbors had
claimed most of his herd’s increase
by the simple expedient of ‘‘maverick-
ing” (branding calves with their own
brand). Undaunted, Goodnight and his
stepbrother bought the entire herd of
CV stock on credit and, gathering some
2,000 head, prepared to drive west and
north in search of markets.

That fall the Indians stampeded and
drove off the major portion of the
herd and the drive died in its inception.
But Charles Goodnight would not be
defeated, and the following spring he
began gathering another herd.

WITH a small amount of capital, he

began outfitting and preparing for
a drive west to New Mexico, then
north to Colorado. The mining camps,

he reasoned, would have some money
and what cattle he could not sell
profitably he could hold on the Colorado
range for better prices.

Preparing for the drive,, he had a
government wagon rebuilt, and installed
in the back of it a box with a hinged
lid that could be dropped down onto
a swinging leg to form the cook’s
work table. It was an innovation then,
a chuck-box that was to become stand-
ard equipment for all cattle drives and
which remains little changed to this
day.

On the eve of departure Goodnight
joined herds with Oliver Loving. With
2,000 head of longhorns and a crew of
eighteen men, he turned his back on
the Texas frontier and headed into the
west, blazing a trail that from that day
on would bear his name. It was June
6, 1866.

They followed first the course of the
Southern Overland Mail past Camp
Cooper and Fort Phantom Hill, then
turned south through Buffalo Gap. They
crossed the North Concho and followed
the Middle Concho westward to where
it turned into the Llano Estacado
(Staked Plains). ;

The herd moved smoothly in the early
stages. The riders held it to the proper
form and pace. Loving rode behind,
helping push the drag, while out in
front—ten, fifteen, twenty miles—ranged
Goodnight, scouting for water, graze and
suitable bed grounds. At times he re-
traced his way to signal the men riding
the points as to direction.

At the headwaters of the Middle
Concho they paused to rest and water
their herd preparatory to making the
long dry drive along Centralia Draw
and across the Llano Estacado to Castle
Gap and Horsehead Crossing twelve
miles beyond. When the cattle could

suck up no more water they started
out.

It was late in the afternoon and they
pushed the cattle until after dark. The
next day was bad, the succeeding ones
worse. The water barrels were soon
emptied and the riders’ lips began to
crack open under the hot sun and the
bitter dust. But Charlie Goodnight
pushed them on. He was everywhere,
helping where it was needed, lifting
himself and the others with the drive
of his indomitable will. For three days
and nights he was continually in the
saddle and without sleep. In the end
they made it to the Pecos, though
their passage across the arid lands was
marked by about 300 head of dead
cattle.

After three days of resting and water-
ing the cattle, they resumed the drive
along the east side of the Pecos. It
was a bleak and desolate country. At
Pope’s Crossing they moved to the west
bank and followed it north above the
present site of Carlsbad, then recrossed
to the east side to avoid the Mescalero
Apaches. At Fort Sumner they found
a market for their steers at eight
cents a pound on the hoof. Goodnight,
with three companions and $12,000 in
gold, turned back toward Texas, while
Loving drove on north into Colorado
with the stock cattle.

By fall Goodnight was back with
another herd—all steers this time—and
the two men established winter quarters
at Bosque Grande about forty miles
below Fort Sumner. It was the first
ranch established by Texans on New
Mexican soil.

Subsequently, Goodnight tried to make
arrangements with the military to sup-
press the sale of stolen Texas cattle
brought in over the Comanchero Trail.
In the middle seventies popular opinion

The Goodnight home near Goodnight. Texas. Unknown artist's copy of this photograph. taken about 1919, hangs in the Panhandle-

Plains Museum at Canyon, Texas.
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At left: Jim Loving, son of Goodnight's long-time partner, Oliver Loving. At right:
John Adair, who began an “unhappy” but financially successful partnership in
1877 with Goodnight. From a painting in the Panhandle-Plains Museum.

finally forced the government to place
the wild tribes (Comanche, Kiowa and
Cheyenne) on reservations, and so broke
up the Comanchero trade.

IN September, 1867, Loving died and

Goodnight continued the partnership
with Loving’s son for two years longer,
then went on his own. For nine years
he drove cattle over the trail that
bears his name, and yet Charlie Good-
night was more than just a drover. In the
things he did and the way he did them,
he was a rugged individualist. He left
the stamp of his character on the West.
For the time and the country, his
ethics were of the highest. Where others
were content to follow—he blazed new
trails. As one of his riders aptly put
it: “We never asked anybody any ques-
tions, but told them where we were
going, and went.”

Two years after Loving’s death, Good-
night located on the Arkansas River
above Pueblo and set about making his
headquarters into a comfortable frontier
home. He built irrigation ditches and,
importing apple trees from the states,
set out the first large apple orchard
in southern Colorado. He planted corn,
and realized considerable profit from
his farming experiments.

In 1870 he journeyed to Hickman,
Kentucky, where he married Mary Ann
Dyer. This was the culmination of a
long romance that had its beginning
on the Texas frontier.

Back in Colorado, his tremendous
drive and progressive-mindedness moved
him into new fields of endeavor. He in-
vested heavily in real estate in Pueblo
and helped organize the Stock Growers’
Bank. He still wintered cattle on his
range, and had brought in some short-
horn bulls and thoroughbred cows to
improve his stock. But when the panic
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of the seventies came, Goodnight, faced
with terrific losses, turned his eyes
toward the Texas plains.

In the fall of 1875, he gathered a
herd of 1,600 cattle and drifted them
down toward the Llano Estacado. Little
was known then of this huge plain,
but Goodnight remembered the graze he
had seen and was curious. Then a
Mexican mustanger told him of a won-
derful gorge bisecting the plain that
would make an ideal place for a per-
manent range because of its shelter
and water. So Charlie Goodnight de-
scended into the 700-foot depths of Palo
Duro Canyon by an old trail the Co-
manches had used for centuries.

Here, 250 miles from a railroad and
supply base and over 100 miles from
his nearest neighbor, Charles Goodnight
established the Home Ranch, the first
cattle ranch on the Llano Estacado
and perhaps the greatest of all his
many and varied achievements.

HE formed a partnership with John
Adair in 1877, and bought more
land and cattle and operated it under
the JA brand. By buying blooded cattle
and crossing it with the best of the
native stock; by a continual culling of
his herds, Goodnight began to improve
the quality of his beef. In 1883, he
bought twenty-five Hereford bulls and
some 600 head of cows with 400 calves.
He threw them onto JA range and this
small herd quickly established the JA
as a ranch of quality beef.

Barbed wire came onto the market,
and Goodnight and neighboring ranchers
erected hundreds of miles of it to keep
northern cattle from drifting onto their
range before the blizzards called ‘blue
northers.”

In 1882, Goodnight and Adair bought
93,000 more acres of land. Goodnight

also purchased for Mrs. Adair the
Quitaque range which abutted them on
the south. In 1883 he bought the Tule
ranch, and established it as a separate
division of their partnership. More land
was purchased—some from the state
and some from the railroads—until the
partnership controlled over 1,335,500
acres on which ranged 100,000 cattle.

The partnership had not been a happy
one, so after Adair’'s death in 1885,
Goodnight began to press for a dissolu-
tion of the association with Mrs. Adair.
Eventually he agreed to take the Quita-
que Ranch of 140,000 acres and 20,000
head of cattle as his share in the
partnership with the Adairs. In 1887,
Charles Goodnight left the Palo Duro
Ranch to move onto the railroad at a
station that had been named in his
honor.

In severing his connection with the
Adairs, Goodnight left behind him a
record that speaks for itself. He had
carved the Palo Duro Ranch out of the
raw wilderness by his own labor and
sweat. He had handled more than
300,000 head of cattle, constantly culling
and improving his herds, with the loss
of only 1,600 by actual count. This
undoubtedly was a record never equaled
by any other brand on either the open
or closed range.

YET Charles Goodnight was more than

just a frontier cattleman. In the
Plains-Panhandle area, he was a domi-
nant figure in the early struggle against
organized -cattle rustling, and backed
his beliefs with guns and men. In the
early eighties, with the growth of Mo-
beetie and Tascosa, the troubles of the
cowmen of the Panhandle intensified.
Crime was rampant and the outlaw
element practically controlled the coun-
try. In the face of this situation, Good-
night urged the organization of respon-
sible cattlemen and in 1881 the Pan-
handle Stock Association of Texas came
into being.

The organization invited all reputable
cowmen into its membership whether
they owned one cow and horse or 2
thousand. It s operating expenses were
raised by assessing its members accord-
ing to the number of cattle they owned.
The little man in its membership had
as strong a voice in its affairs as the
man who ran 20,000 head of -cattle.
The association hired lawyers, inspec-
tors, detectives, and sought to promote

“law and order along with the welfare

of its members. In addition, it lead
the fight against free range, advocat-
ing leasing—and Charles Goodnight was
in the forefront.

In the years when the buffalo slaugh-
ter was at its height, Goodnight cut
out buffalo calves and put them in
pens with Texas cows. When he left
the JA and moved north to his own
ranch, the buffalo herd went with him.
One of them, having been nursed by
Texas cows, readily served them when
he grew to maturity. From this cross-
ing came the half-breed cattalo, a
breed that seemed immune to most
range diseases, needed less forage than
the average cow, and gained flesh
faster. However, the high death rate
due to abortion made it an expensive
process. Goodnight gave it up and sold
his herd of buffalo, although he always
believed the cross breed superior to any
other breed of cattle then known.

In 1890, Goodnight sold his interest in

the Quitaque to his partner, L. A.
(Continued on page 64)
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herokee Bill
Shot Me!

By THOMAS B. KENDALL
as told to VIRGINIA D. CARD

The deputy was running
for cover when someone

Above: Author Thomas
Kendall, at left, with «a
friend. At right: the in-
famous Cherokee Bill.

Author’s note: Thomas Barney Kendall,
now living in Klamath Falls, Oregon, is
eighty-two years old. This story is a true
account of a small portion of his interest-
ing life—a scene often played in the Real
West where lawman goes out to get out-
law and outlaw gets HIM. Not at all like
the heroics you see on the screen, but men
like Kendall were the real heroes of the
Old West.

S a kid in Iowa—where I was born

in 1877—I wanted to be a cowboy.

By 1893, I was buying and selling

timber from Memphis, Tennessee, to

St. Louis, Kansas City, Joplin, and on

the Atcher in Indian Territory to feed
my string of hot-shot mills,

I subleased land to white men that
couldn't get along with the Indians
enough to lease from them as I did.
And after spending some time in the
territory, I got to be great friends
with lots of folks—especially the law.
I was often deputized and went along
to help bring in bad fellers. That's
how I happened to be out after Chero-
kee Bill.

There was an old white man named
Baker who was married to a squaw,
and they had a half-breed son. They
lived with two bucks, John Crow, a
Shawnee Indian, and an Osage named
Mudeater, out by White Oaks which
was an Indian medicine man meeting
place.

This bunch had been doing some steal-
ing, and one day Cherokee Bill went
out there and figured to do a little
stealin’ from them. He asked Baker
to give him some horses. Of course,
Baker offered to sell him horses, but
Bill didn’t care for the price as he
was used to getting things free. A fight
started and Bill killed the old man, the
squaw and the son; then waited until
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the bucks came in and he killed them.
He hung their bodies up in a tree out
between White Oaks and Chelsea so
passers could see them.

When word came in what had hap-
pened, Bud Ledbetter and Johnny Arm-
strong came over. I was deputized, and
we saddled up and rode out along with
a few other interested men. We fol-
lowed this killer out from Nowatta past
Chelsea and tracked him right up to
Twin Mounds.

One of these Twin Mounds is about
200 feet high, and the top was covered
with heavy blackjack timber. Below
the timber was a clearing of about
fifty yards; then the oaks and brush
where we took cover. Cherokee Bill
got up in the blackjacks on top, and
we surrounded the mound and held him
there, pinned in good.

TWO days, when you're doing some-

thing you like, isn’t long. Two days
setting out there, hid out in the brush
with the bugs, and sun and dirt is
a long time—not to mention the con-
stant strain we were under to be sure
that the killer didn’'t get out from
there and away. We had plenty water
and grub but it wasn’t any feast. Chero-
kee Bill had less than we did, but his
meanness made up for it.

As it neared evening of the third
day. I got tired so I went over to
Bud and said, “I am going in there
after him right now.”

Bud’s face sort of tightened up and
he said to me, “Tom, you better just
stay put. If you try to go in there
after him he’ll kill you sure.”

“Bud,” I said, “He has been sittin’
up there just as long as we've been
sittin’ here, and I reckon he is getting
thirsty and hungry. He will just about
get desperate soon as it is dark and

called out to him.
He paused in the open

to listen—a perfect target
for the desperate fugitive.

he’ll pull some trick and get out—
maybe kill everyone here doing it. The
way I see it, I'd better out-injun him
before he out-injuns us.” I started out.

A few steps took me to the edge of
the heavy cover. I looked back and saw
that Bud was watching and had his
gun ready in case Bill saw me and
showed himself. I dropped down flat
and bellied along,

When I got within a dozen yards of
the blackjack, I got up fast and took
off like a scared rabbit, clearing clumps
like a deer and running hell for cover.
Just as I got to the timber, I heard
Bud yell something but couldn’t make
out what he had said so I stopped
and twisted around and hollered, “What’s
that?” to him.

didn’t know he had hollered that

Bill had me pulled down fine in his
gun sight. There I stood, a perfect
dead-duck target for him. What a
stupid thing to do. Then is when Bill
let me have it—right in the back. I
thought I was killed and I dropped
fast.

Several shots were exchanged; then
it got quiet. I wondered, “Am I going
to just have to lay here and bleed to
death ?”

Then I saw Bud. He had bellied up
to me. He began pulling his rifle, him-
self and my dead weight back down
through that brush to cover. Some farm-
er had heard the shots and drove over in
his wagon to see what was going on. Bud
asked him to take me to Nowatta.
All the time during that bumpy, miser-
able ride in the wagon, I got madder
and madder at Bill, and hoped I'd
get a chance to even the score.

Several days later, after having plain
starved Cherokee out, Bud and the boys

(Continued on page 41)
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Author’s note: Near the town of Fron-
teras, Mexico, some forty-five miles south
of Douglas, Arizona, on Mexican Highway
313, south out of Agua Prieta, are thirteen
graves, poorly marked, some no longer
discernible to the passing eye. They have
been there for more than sixty years, and
only a few who live in the area can tell
you anything about them. I know about
them because back in 1944 I spent some
time checking the story and drove down
to Fronteras to view them. They are on a
little hill a quarter of a mile from the town,
but unless someone points them out you
would never find them.

THE story of the thirteen graves—a
tale of pillage and murder that to-
day would shock a nation—began at
Nacozari, Mexico, the day Don Lauriano
and Jim Crowley climbed into a buck-
board and started for the Nacozari
Mine. In the buckboard was a sack
containing $36,000 in Mexican cur-
rency, representing the mine payroll.
A little way down the street the
buckboard stopped for the mine mail
and then drove on. Taking the payroll
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to the mine every week was a routine
chore, but just in case of trouble
Crowley carried a sawed-off shotgun.
Both men wore gun belts.

Don Lauriano was a swarthy little man
with deep-set eyes that examined every
rock or bush at the side of the road,
just on the chance that it was hiding
a robber. He was expert at flicking
horse flies off the team with his whip.

At a house along the road, the buck-
board stopped briefly to pick up Ed
Woodward, a stoop-shouldered book-
keeper who had just been hired and
was making his first trip to the mine.
He was nervous, apprehensive about the
money. He had heard of Mexican road
agents who would cut out a man’s
heart for that much. He wore a long-
tailed black coat that made him look
like a preacher, except that over the
coat he wore a gun belt. He had been
a bookkeeper in Tombstone, and knew
the value of a gun in a country that
spawned bandits by the dozens,

A couple of miles down the road the
three men noticed a horseman coming
up behind them.

By DAN KING

Nllustrated by Al Martin Napoletano

“Why, it’s young Dan Hughes,” Crow-
ley said. “I wonder what he wants.”

Hughes was a money messenger for
another mining company and traveled
the desert alone, relying entirely on his
knowledge of the terrain and its people,
and on his ability to handle a six-gun.
In his saddlebags was a sack containing
about $40,000, so that when he caught up
with the others there was $76,000 be-
tween them to tempt the outlaws.

‘“How about riding along with you
fellows ?” Hughes asked.

“Sure thing, lad. Glad to have you.
Safer all the way around.”

The trip to the mines was a two-day
jaunt any way you figured it. If one
left early in the morning he would not
arrive before ten o’clock that night and
travel at night was out. So the prac-
tice was to leave after noon and ar-
rive at the mines before noon the next
day. The mine Hughes worked for
was in the same area as the one that
employed the men in the buckboard.

As dusk came on they sighted the
ranch of Don Tribolette, which was the
stopover.

True West
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Two mine employes had been slain
and a $76,000 payroll stolen. The ruthless Rurale leader
avenged the murdering thieves with instant justice

But Hughes said he was going on,
“I never stop there,” he told Crowley.
‘“I’'d rather take my chances on a dry
camp somewhere off the trail.”

“But why?” Crowley asked.
always stop there.”

“I can’t give you any definite reason,”
Hughes replied. “It’s just a feeling I
have about Tribolette.”

“He’s always been a dependable
friend,” Crowley argued. “Why kill
yourself ? Better change your mind.”

But Hughes insisted that he was
going on.

As Hughes rode off, he noticed sev-
eral horsemen huddled behind the Tri-
bolette corral. All looked like Mexicans.
He thought perhaps they were Tribo-
lette employes, yet he had never noticed
so many riders before. Tribolette didn’t
have cattle, and so many riders in the
corral raised Hughes’ anxiety. The
men had been holding a council of some
sort. Over what, Hughes could not
guess,

Hughes did not notice a clothes
line stretched across the short cut he
usually took to save a mile or two.

“We
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It was just a little more than saddle
high and almost dragged him from
his horse before he could pull up.

He noticed as he backed up that he
had knocked something off the line. Not
wishing to offend Sefiora Tribolette, he
stopped to replace it. It was a garment
that would have a lot of meaning for
him later on.

He pinned it back on the line and
rode on.

HE next morning shortly after sun-
rise, a cowboy riding toward Tribo-
lette’s ranch came upon a sight in the
road that froze his blood. Two mules lay
dead, and beside them two white men.
The mules were still hitched to the
buckboard and had dropped in their
tracks, each shot in the head. Both dead
men had several bullet holes in them.
The cowboy recognized one as Don
Lauriano, but the other was a total
stranger. Later he was identified as
the new mine bookkeeper, Woodward.
Both men had emptied their revolvers.
Blood at the side of the road indicated
that someone else had been injured.

The Rurales (Mexican state police) in
Nacozari were notified and went to the
scene. They knew that Crowley had
accompanied the slain pair, and looked
for his body. It was nowhere about.
The payroll money was missing also.
The iron cash box had been smashed
and lay at the side of the road.

The three men in the buckboard, it
was learned, had decided to leave Tri-
bolette’s ranch at four in the morning
and the assault had obviously taken
place an hour or so later.

Jacob Mendez, military aide-de-camp
to Colonel Emilo Kosterlitzky, Polish
emigrant who administered justice in
that part of Mexico, was riding up out
of Hermosillo with a detachment of
Rurales when word of the attack
reached him. Mendez had the extra-
ordinary power, conferred upon him by
Kosterlitzky, to deal out justice on the
spot. A man could be caught, tried
and hanged within thirty minutes, even
less. This made Mendez one of the most
feared and despised officials in all
Mexico.

Pushing on to the scene of the twin
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slaying, Mendez questioned everyone in
sight but learned little that was not
already known.

Learning that young Hughes had
ridden with the buckboard to the Tri-
bolette ranch and continued on his way,
Mendez sent three men to bring him
in. They returned at dusk, Hughes
riding as a prisoner, his hands tied
behind him.

“Why am I treated like a criminal?”
Hughes demanded indignantly. “I have
done nothing wrong.”

“We will see about that,” Mendez
told him in Spanish. “Did you ride with
Crowley and the slain pair yesterday ?”

“Si, sefior, I did, but what has that
to do with it? I did not see them
after I left the Tribolette ranch.”

Hughes said he had made a dry
camp that night and ridden on to the
mine the next morning where he had
delivered the payroll.

As the questioning went on, one of
the Rurales sent out to look for Crow-
ley rode up with thé guard across

their actions. But he couldn’t guess
which one of the four it was. He had,
however, recognized a brand on one of
the horses and traced it out in the dust
with the toe of his boot. It was a
Z-L, and belonged to a Mexican rancher
some twenty miles from the town of
Fronteras.

One of the Rurales came forward
helding a piece of cloth that had served
as a mask. He said he had found it be-
side the road.

Hughes eyed the mask and nodded.
‘“T've seen that cloth before,” he told
Mendez. “I am sure I know where that
come from.” Then he told of riding into
the clothes line and knocking from it
a pair of pearl-gray corduroy trousers.

“That mask ig identical, a piece from
those trousers, and I'll bet my life on
it-l)

“We will look for the trousers,” Men-
dez said, and sent men back to the
Tribolette ranch to search it.

“I have seen a man in Fronteras wear-
ing such trousers,” one of the Rurales

This is what time and neglect has left of the thirteen graves.

his saddle. Crowley was alive and
apparently the only injuries he had
suffered were those caused by having
been tied to a tree all day, bound and
gagged. Lack of water and his in-
ability to breathe properly had cut
down his strength until he could not
stand when released.

Revived by several shots of tequila
strong enough to put life into a stone
Indian, Crowley finally came around
and told what he knew of the shooting.

The mules had been frightened by a
shot fired over their heads and plunged
wildly, tipping over the buckboard.
Tossed into the roadway, Crowley was
reaching for his revolver when some-
thing descended upon his head. He
knew no more until he came to some-
time later across the back of a horse.

Taken into the desert by four men
who wore masks, he was tied to a
tree and at first preparations were
made to shoot him.

Then apparently he was recognized
and a small conference followed. Some
one of the four masked desperadoes
knew him—he was certain of that from
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volunteered. “They call him El Diablo.”
Mendez nodded. “I know him,” he
said. “He is related to almost every-
one in Fronteras. His family is an old
one there and has deep roots that
spread out. Come, we will find him.”

THE Rurales descended upon the town
from four sides, taking it completely
by surprise. They rounded up eleven men
. El Diablo was not one of them.
But he had been seen in town during
the night, someone said.

A thorough search of neighboring
haciendas failed to produce him. Many
were related to him and maintained a
stony silence when questioned.

Mendez called upon the mayor, Jesus
Escalante, but the mayor was not in.
He, too, had been missing for some
hours. Mendez spread the word around
that if Escalante did not show up within
two hours, he would be considered a
fugitive.

Within the time alloted him, Esca-
lante, whose title as head of the city
government was presidente which cor-
responded to the English word mayor,

rode up nonplussed, his head high. He
rode like a vaquero, tall and wiry in the
saddle, with a head of iron-gray hair
lending dignity to his bearing.

‘““A serious crime has been committed,”
Mendez told him, ‘“and all male resi-
dents of Fronteras are under arrest
as conspirators with your rancher neigh-
bor, Sefior Tribolette. You yourself,
Sefior Escalante, are under arrest and
will stand trial with the rest.” Mendez
did not believe in wasting time. A min-
ing company that paid taxes to help
pay his salary had been the loser and
somebody had to pay for it, Justice
had to prevail, whether Mendez had
the right men or not. It was most
important to him that the mining com-
pany be avenged. It would be a feather
in his cap.

“But I have committed no crime,”
Escalante protested vigorously. “I do
not know what this is all about.”

“We shall determine that at the trial,”
Mendez told him.

Each of the accused was brought in
and heard separately. These proceed-
ings were the trial itself, with Mendez
sitting as judge and jury.

One by one those under arrest denied
having any hand in the murder of the
two men, but there were incriminating
circumstances.

When it came Tribolette’s turn to be
heard he was shown a pair of pearl-
gray corduroy trousers with a section
of the right leg missing.

“Do you recognize these?” he was
asked.

“No, sefior, I have never seen them
before.”

“Do you mean to say that you do
not recognize a pair of trousers that
were up to last night hanging on your
wife’s clothes line ?”

The rancher shrugged.
have to ask my wife.”

The Rurales brought in Sefiora Tri-
bolette,

“Do you recognize these corduroy
trousers ?”’

“Si, sefior. They belong to my hus-
band.”

“When did you see them last?”

“When I put them on the clothes
line yesterday.”

“And you have not seen them since ?”

“No, sefior.”

Tribolette was then brought back and
shown the mask with two eye holes
in it that fit perfectly into the muti-
lated trousers.

“Your wife has identified these trous-
ers as yours, Sefior Tribolette. What
have you to say about them now ?”

Tribolette took the trousers and ex-
amined them closely, inspecting the
area that had been removed from the
right leg.

“If T do not remember them, sefior,
it is because I have many trousers.
If they are mine, as you say, then
someone must have stolen them from
off my wife’s clothes line.”

The next man questioned admitted
everything. ‘It is true that I and
the others you have arrested are guilty
of murdering those men. There were
eleven of us, including El Diablo. We
did not kill Sefior Crowley because
some of us knew him and one man was
his friend. The money was split be-
tween thirteen.”

“You say there were eleven of you
participating in the Kkilling, yet the
money was split between thirteen. Who
were the other two ?”

(Continued on page 50)
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A respected geophysicist upholds the validity of the

"Doodle Bug'' as a scientific device for locating

precious metals

Rods to Riches

By PETER REID

Photos by
Leland W. Hansen,
Bill Burrud Productions

HAVE you ever dreamed of a magic

wand that would lead you to treas-
ures of gold? Many have tried to per-
fect such a wondrous device, but the
success of the completed instrument is
usually limited to optimistic claims of
what it can do, rather than what it
has done.

Inventors who are associated with
these gadgets are classified as “Doodle
Buggers.” They sincerely believe in
their ability to locate lost treasures and
mines, But aside from a few friends
who have faith enough to become in-
vestors, the Doodle Bugger is unable
to interest the hard-headed businessman
in a “magic wand.”

To the mining man, a Doodle Bugger
is just a screwball to be avoided. He
may entertain the intriguing thought
that some wand-waver will perform a
golden miracle, but he usually adopts
a hands-off policy. His reluctant de-
fense is, ‘“Let someone else be the fool.”

Even the person who is able to op-
erate a Doodle Bug rarely understands
the mysterious power that causes it
to work. After many years of research,
and as owner and operator of a Doodle
Bug. I feel qualified to record my
findings.

I probably have had more and better
opportunities to pursue this study than
the average Doodle Bug owner, because
I have been directly connected with the
mining industry for many years as a
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geophysicist. I had the great advantage
of being able to compare my Doodle
Bug results with recognized instrument
records of properties I helped develop
and which eventually became producing
mines. My experiences were completely
satisfying, and justified (in my opinion)
the effort of trying to gain greater
knowledge of the mystery involved.

Like many Doodle Bug owners, I dis-
guised my instruments and tried to
pass them off as electronic devices I had
invented. The reason for this decep-
tion was fear of the ridicule an op-
erator was sure to receive. Because of
recent developments in the world of
science, it- is no longer necessary to
make excuses for my dearest hobby.
In fact, the Doodle Bug owner has
the encouraging promise of gaining a
recognition he never dreamed of—busi-
ness and science are beginning to view
his claims with an open mind.

Some great electronic experts are in-
vestigating and researching the history
and possibilities presented by the Doodle
Bug. One example is the theories ad-
vanced at Duke University in Durham,
North Carolina . . . an answer based
on wave lengths of the human body.

Long ago I played with this idea,
but had no way of proving my theory.
I had established to my own satisfac-
tion the Doodle Bug could not be con-
trolled by mental waves or thoughts,
and I was reasonably sure no chemical

Spanish Rods operated by
the author, one of the few
people in the world
known to be able to use
this lost art. A woman
holding the opposite set of
rods in invariably more
efficient than another
man, This picture is a still
shot from Bill Burrud
Productions’ “"Treasure”
TV series. During the film-
ing of Mr. Reid’s “"Doodle
Bug” experiments in
Mexico, a rich gold mine
was actually discovered
before the camera’s eye.
The episode will be
telecast this winter.

reactions were involved. In my opinion,
the answer to the mystery had to be
in the electronic field of wave lengths.
Everything I did suggested this was
the logical answer. I personally ex-
perienced situations that supported this
trend of thinking.

One instance that strengthened this
possibility was when I accidently re-
ceived an electric shock from an ordi-
nary light socket. As a result, I found
I was completely unable to operate my
Doodle Bug for a period of twenty-
four hours. Another noticeable effect
involving an electrical influence is my
inability to obtain results within a
quarter-mile radius of high tension wires.

THE most vital part of the operation

of my Doodle Bug is to get two peo-
ple together who have the necessary
body conditions that evidently activates
the small metal rods. Exhaustive tests
have proven beyond doubt, that very,
very few possess the correct wave
length. I have tested literally hundreds
of men and women and found only
three women and two men who proved
satisfactory.

It seems pertinent that a woman
always produced the most reliable re-
sults. Probably a super sensitivity is
involved that female operators possess
to a greater degree than males. Even
the Spanish ‘“diviner” owners made a

(Continued on page 34)
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Mrs. Louise Willington, shown here on the veranda
of her house, with the sword presented by Lopez.

We Outwitted Pancho Villa

By LOUISE HUCKABEE WILLINGTON
as told to JOHN A. MASTERS

Colonel Lopez’ sword, pistol, rifle
and gunbelt, well-preserved by the
Willingtons.

THE United States Cavalry was sta-
tioned just across the road from us.
I should have felt secure, but the
knock on the door made me vaguely
uneasy. Being alone in the house with
my son for even a few minutes always
made me nervous.

The long lines of Mexican troops filing
past looked beaten, but one had no way
of knowing whether Villa sympathizers
were among them, awaiting an oppor-
tunity to steal or murder. The muddy
Rio Grande, running a few hundred
yards from my back door, offered them
quick escape.

My caller was a fine specimen of a
man, resplendent in the gaudy uniform
of the Mexican Federal Army. Sensing
my fear, he said courteously, “A thou-
sand pardons, Seflora. Permit me to
introduce myself. I am Colonel Villa
Lopez of the Federal Army of the Re-
public of Mexico.”

“Yes, Colonel. What do you wish of
me ?”’

He glanced anxiously about him in
the gathering dusk. Beyond him I could
see another Mexican officer holding
two horses some fifty yards in front
of our house.

“As you undoubtedly know, Sefora,
bad times have fallen upon us. That
unspeakable jackel Villa has cut my
command to pieces, and we have been
obliged to seek refuge in your country.

Group picture shows Willingtons’ friend Ab
Gonzales (on horse in center) and Pan

It is known to me that the Sefior
Willington has often been a guest in
my country, and though it pains me
deeply, I have no choice but to seek his
aid in returning to my native land.”

“The Sefior Willington is not here,
Colonel.”

“Then, please, Sefiora, may I come
in and await his return?”

I was at a loss to know what to do,
but the pleading in his great expressive
eyes touched me. I knew from what
I had seen earlier that his forces had
indeed taken a beating at the hands
of Villa’s forces, and it seemed unfair
that he should have to endure the fur-
ther indignities of internment by the
American army.

“Please, come in and enjoy what
poor hospitalities my house affords,”
I told him in Spanish.

He seemed startled that I spoke his
tongue. Turning quickly to the man
holding the horses, he gave a series
of sharp commands. The man at once
led the horses toward our corral. Seem-
ingly from nowhere, a group of soldiers
materialized, and with great solemnity
and ceremony stacked their rifles and
ammunition belts on our veranda. The
man with the horses reappeared. I
gathered that he had concealed their
saddles in our tool shed.

The colonel addressed his men in
rapid fire Spanish that I could not
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lla (second man to right of Gonzales’ horse’s
se); boy in front center is Walter Willington.

‘His inscrutable black eyes,
jave me the uneasy feeling

completely follow, but I gathered that
he was telling them that they would
fight again another day. He was
almost overcome with emotion, and at
his “Vaya con Dios,” they whirled their
horses in orderly fashion and joined the
stream of refugees filing past. With
tears streaming unashamedly down his
face, the colonel watched them for a
moment. Then he turned and entered
the house, closely followed by the sec-
ond officer, who was his aide-de-camp.

When my husband returned soon af-
terward, he was completely in accord
with my actions. He and the Mexican
officers quickly moved the pile of rifles
and ammunition to the concealment of
the tool shed, and we met for a council
of war to plan our future moves.

BOTH my husband and I knew well the
dangers of the situation. We had
come to Presidio in 1901. My husband,
surveyor for the Kansas City, Mexican
and Orient Railroad, had brought the
line into Presidio. For some years now,
he had been engaged in surveying the
route the railroad was to take to
Chihuahua City and the interior. When
the rumble of the approaching revolu-
tion had been heard, he abandoned the
job and returned to the United States
to await developments.
We first heard of the revolution and
Pancho Villa about 1910. Madera, who
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General Francisco (Pancho) Villa posed for
this picture at Mrs. Willington's request in 1910,

often upon us,
he knew . . . "

was to head the revolution, was re-
garded by most as an intellectual
dreamer until he joined forces with
Villa and other insurgent elements. It
was shortly after the formation of this
powerful combine that we first met
Villa.

One day we went into town for our
mail, and as we left the post office, my
husband was hailed by Abran Gonzales,
whom he had known as the Governor
of the State of Coahuila while survey-
ing in Mexico. He was accompanied
by a rather large Mexican who sported
a handle bar mustache. Gonzales intro-
duced him to us as Pancho Villa, and
told us they were in Presidio on a
horse buying expedition.

Villa was quite courteous, and posed
willingly at my request for pictures.
I was surprised when he doffed his
hat to me to see that his hair was
reddish brown and quite kinky, His
square stolid face suggested Negroid
ancestry, but I have no knowledge of
his parentage, and cannot say that he
was other than Mexican.

We saw no more of Villa for sev-
eral years. Tales of his activities came
to us regularly, but it was not until
1914 that we met again. We had a
farm down the river from Presidio,
and in late fall of 1914, we had gone
there in a hack to set out fruit trees.

(Continued on page 38)

Close-up of Colonel Lopez’ gun. Note
bullet marks on the front.

The Willington home where Colonel
Lopez and his aide were harbored
for ten days and nights. The Santa
Cruz range in background.




Four of the Tacoma busi-
nessmen who became
rugged miners in the rug-
ged Snoqualamie country.
Left to right, D. G. Temple-
man, driver Vern Brett, L.
M. Bray and Jack Long are
working Shaky Bill's old
mine in the Cascade Moun-
tains,

We Found A Lost Gold Mine

By CHARLES L. LONG
Map by Lowell Butler

THE Shaky Bill Mine wasn’'t one of
those fabulously rich mines you read
about—it only produced about $60,000
in two years time—but it was one of
the most talked-about lost mines in
this part of Washington state.

SIVER LAKE The Shaky Bill strike was made in
Red Gulch, high in the Cascade Moun-
tains, about one and a half miles south-
west of the fabulous Monte Cristo Dis-
trict where several million dollars of
gold was mined in 1910. The fellow
that discovered this vein claimed he
had enough gold to break the bank
at Monte Cristo—hence, the name.

Shaky Bill was an old character who
got his nickname from the palsy which
caused his hands and head to tremble
continuously. No one knows when he
found his mine, but by 1910 it was
well-known that he -was working one.
People around Mineral City used to
say Bill would slip away in the dead
of night and head for his diggings.

®, .- %
Mlneral Cltq Several times someone had tried to
’ follow him, but he always managed to
54'2500 elude his trackers. No one was ever
able to trace his trail. As Shaky Bill
recovered gold, he carried it out on
his back. He repeated this operation
w A s H | N GT 0 N several times a year. He never filed
a claim, so the location couldn’'t be
detected through records.
The old prospector finally became so
& INDEX afraid someone would jump his claim
BARING that he confided in a young man named
®

SILVER TIP PEAK ®
MONTE CRISTO

s
§
$
AN
9
R

Frank Griffith. He took Griffith to the
mine, and said that if anything ever
<— 70 WENATCHEE happened to him, he wanted Frank

to take over the operation as his own.
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No one knew where Shaky Bill got his gold—

not for almost fifty years when

five Tacoma businessmen set out to find uranium

Soon after that, the young man was
called to the army in World War 1.
After the war, he returned to his be-
loved hills to find that his benefactor
had passed away.

Frank loaded up with supplies and
started out to claim his mine. But
things had changed since the war . . .
railroad tunnels had been dug, roads
had been built, and other general
changes had taken place. Frank lost
his bearings and did not know which
way to go. His ‘“key to a fabulous
fortune” unlocked nothing more than
conjecture about-Old Shaky’s mine that
peppered front-porch conversations for
fifty-five years.

THEN early in the summer of 1955,

I joined four other Tacoma, Wash-
ington, men on a prospecting trip into
the Snoqualamie National Forest. The
party included D. G. Templeman, C. R.
Taylor, L. M, Bray, W. R. Taylor and
me, C. L. (Jack) Long. We were look-
ing for uranium.

We drove our car up a rutted logging
road as far as we felt it was wise; then
pulled off the road and parked. Carry-
ing only the most necessary equip-
ment, we continued on foot up this
road to the remains of Mineral City.
All that was left of the old town were
a few broken down shacks and a pump
house that evidently had supplied water
from cold, crystal-clear Silver Creek
which flows nearby.

About half a mile beyond Mineral
City, D. G. Templeman and I branched
off up another unused logging road.
Not much more than a trail, the road
was log-strewn and covered with under-
brush. We could hardly tell when we
were on the road or in the forest,

A mile or so up the trail, we entered
a blind canyon. The sight that greeted
us was awesome, but not very en-
couraging-—a miniature Grand Canyon.
The canyon walls ran almost straight
up, for over a thousand feet. The
boulder-covered floor, ranging from fifty
to seventy-five feet wide, rose at a
thirty-degree angle for several hundred
feet; ending abruptly in the dark, gap-
ing mouth of a large glacier.

Undaunted by the terrain, we con-
tinued the hazardous trek up the can-
yon, struggling foot by foot, boulder
after boulder. Float containing gold,
silver and copper began to appear
among the boulders on the canyon
floor.

Spurred by this discovery, Temple-
man and I began breaking this rock—
then that rock-—the float becoming
heavier and heavier in mineralization.
We raced on, stumbling, crawling, climb-
ing; labored breathing burned our lungs,
but still we climbed.

The wind coming down off the glacier
was raw and cold, but perspiration
poured down our bodies, stinging our
eyes and nostrils. Our shirts were
cold and clammy against our backs,
but we kept pushing forward.

Finally, it seemed we could no longer
drag our leaden feet. Afraid to sit
down because of cramping legs, we
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leaned back against the sheer cliff wall
to rest a spell.

The needle on the Geiger counter
started going crazy—it was banging the
peg so hard it actually bent itself out
of shape. We went crazy, too. Ex-
haustion evaporated; excitement hit us
like fever. We grabbed our picks and
hammers, and tore into the wall like
maniacs. Finally, we had sense enough
to feel the falling rock and gravel
that bounced off our heads and backs,
and stepped back to take stock of the
situation.

We took a large sample of the ore
and tested it on the counter again to
be sure it still registered. Satisfied
that this was a uranium vein, we
headed back toward the trail with the
sample.

We met the other three at the car,
and went back to Tacoma to discuss the
find and decide what action to take.
That night, we formed the Mineral
Gorge Mining and Developing Company,
Inc.

NEXT morning, Templeman, W. R.

Taylor and I loaded a jeep with
supplies and camping gear, and went
back to Red Gulch to start staking
claims. In this rugged terrain, it took
seven hours of really hard work just
to climb 1,500 feet (the length of a
claim), chopping out trees and brush
and fighting malicious deer flies all
the way. Our mouths became dry from
thirst, our tongues swollen, but although
we could see water in the creek 500
feet below--even hear and smell it—we
couldn’'t get a drop to drink.

At night we'd return to camp. We
had pitched it in the center of the can-
yon among the boulders, which served
as tables and chairs. Those rocks felt
like overstuffed furniture to us. Bed-
rolls laid out on a tarp over the gravel
secmed like feather beds after a day's
struggle, and sleep was no problem.
Mornings were more difficult, but after
an awakening wash in the ice cold
creek below the glacier, we were ready
for more claim-staking.

After about four days of washing in
and drinking frcm the creek, our towels
and clothing turned a deep copper color.
This was caused by the heavy minerali-
zation in the creek. The water was
also mildly radioactive from flowing
over the vein of pitchblende. But it
didn’t seem to effect us.

After a month of backbreaking labor,
where a misstep meant either death
or a badly mangled body, the staking
was finally completed. Next came the
discovery cuts, done the hard way with
a double jack, star drill and dynamite.
All that was left now was the recording
of our claims in the county seat.

Knowing that the upper end of the
canyon would be filled by the glacier
when winter snows began, we moved
out of the canyon to avoid being
trapped.

THE canyon was completely filled with
snow and ice when we returned late
(Continued on page 51)
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Jack Long and Earl Rider. a worker,
stand in the tunnel mouth to show
its size. Notice the ropes and men

working higher up on the sheer cliff
wall.

31



THE LAST REBELLION
By BURL TUTTLE

ON U. S. Registration Day, October 16,
1940, all male Indians between the
ages of twenty-one and thirty-six inclu-
sive were enrolled all over the various
reservations. In only one instance was
there trouble. Pia Machita, chief of a
small sub-tribe of Papagos occupying
the Kickiwan area northwest of Ajo,
Arizona, ordered his tribesmen not to
register. They obeyed.

The situation was an old and exas-
perating story to government officials.
Pia Machita was a trouble maker by na-
ture; he had kicked up many a ruckus
before. All his life, for example, he had
stubbornly insisted that he and his peo-
ple were really MeXicans refusing to rec-
ognize the Gadsden Purchase of 1853 by
which the area in which the tribe lived
became U. S. territory. The chief flat-
ly refused to co-operate with the Indian
Service in any way, shape or manner. He
regarded all white men as interlopers, in-
cluding the inspectors for the State Sani-
tary Service for livestock. He had con-
sistently refused to have his people
counted for the national census. Once
he had bluntly told the reservation sup-
erintendent to stay where he belonged
and leave his people alone. In short, Pia
Machita was about as unreconstructed
a savage as you could find. But his final
revolt against the Selective Service Act
landed him in Federal Penitentiary, scar-
ed the hellishness out of him, and ended
his long-standing feud with the govern-
ment. Yet, for awhile there in 1940, the
defiant old chief sure made the fur fly.

On the night of October 16 of that
year, Chief Deputy U. S. Marshal Henry
Smith headed a group composed of Ros-
well Manuel, chief of the Indian Police;
Pete Jose, night watchman for the town
of Sells; Fred H. Claymore, chief regis-
trant of the district; and Jose Ignacio,
then chief of the tribal council. The party
set out for Pia Machita’s village of Toa-
pit to place the old firebrand under ar-
rest. The mission failed dismally when
forty of the chief’s young men beat up
most of the officers and chased all of
them out of the village. Nobody pulled
a gun, so there were no casualties.

Deputy Marshal Smith promptly swore
out a warrant for the rebellious Indians
for assault, but when officers went to
arrest the gang they found the village
deserted. The quarry had slipped across
the border and was hiding out in Mex:co.

TI—IE federal authorities let the matter
rest for several months. Then U. S.
Marshal Ben McKinney, who had run
cattle in the region for years and knew
every foot of the ground, got an aviator
friend to fly him over the Kickiwan area.
The Indians had returned to their homes.
The marshal organized a strong posse
to carry out the mass arrest. Seventeen
officers, including most of McKinney’s
deputies, several policemen and Indian
Service officers, left for Kickiwan dur-
ing the night. At sunup they moved into
the area. Marshal McKinney, piloted by
his aviator friend, flew down to provide
aerial reconnaisance and direct the hunt
from the air.

Indians scattered into the mesquite
like rabbits at the roar of the low-flying
plane. McKinney dropped messages from
the air, directing the posse where to find
the fleeing red men. The novel human
roundup was a resounding success.
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Chief Pia Machita—whose name trans-
lated means “He has no grindstone,” but
commonly called Old Grindstone—was
just getting up when Deputy U. S. Mar-
shal Richard S. Griffith and his posse
reached the old man’s house. The arrest
was effected with no trouble. The Indian
policemen diplomatically informed Old
Grindstone that Griffith was chief of
the officers and wanted him to ride with
him in his car. The chief grinned broad-
ly and went along peacefully.

After serving a portion of his eighteen
months sentence, Pia Machita was re-
leased. The old chief was met at the
train on his return from prison by Mar-
shal McKinney himself, and was sent
back to his village with all due ceremony.

Pia Machita is a good patriotic Amer-
ican today. Many of his young men were
drafted and served with distinction dur-
ing the war. An Indian in full war paint
was one of the first paratroopers to land
in Normandy on D-Day.

Thus ended the last Indian rebellion
against the Great White Father in Wash-
ington.

HOSS SENSE AND KIDS
By GEORGE PHILLIPS

AS the country changes, so also do
the people. We used to strive to give
our kids a college education, and still
do. We wanted them to become lawyers,
doctors, statesmen, etc. Nothing was
too good for our kids, no goal they
couldn’t reach—or so we fondly told
ourselves.
Right about then we’d run into some
knothead young’un who couldn’t learn

One of the few remaining covered br
1864 after the first bridge washed out in
Archie Stevenot saved the famous bri
threatened in 1957. O'Bryne’s Bridge—2
built over the Stanislaus River by ingen
for The Pony Express, took this picture.

a damn thing! Such kids were left at
home to become farmers and cowboys.
Such vocations, we calculated, required
no education and very little sense.
Neither parents nor teachers made a
scientific study of the kids to see what
they wanted to do. (Nowadays it's all
changed; cattle people and farmers are
being scientifically educated in their
chosen profession.)

But how about the knothead kids we
left at home to become cow servants
and plow jockeys? Well, once in a
while, one of those dumb appearing,
chuckle-headed lads would bust loose in
the fields of finance, statesmanship, lit-
erature or some other worthy profes-
sion and astonish the old folks and
everybody else. They had good old
common cow sense and hoss sense,
hardily developed in meeting and con-
quering the every day problems of life.
We, their parents, just didn't pay
enough attention to them to realize
that they were smart in certain lines,
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he historic O‘Bryne’s Bridge re-built in
hern California flood of 1862. Californian
VBryne's Ferry when its existence was
ng, 25 feet high and 20 feet wide—was
neers. Jake Lorang. official photographer

Days

so they had to make their fight un-
aided. Some of the most intelligent and
greatest men the world has ever known
could hardly write their own names.
Education is a wonderful thing if there
is a solid foundation to build on—good,
dependable hoss sense.

If we took as much interest in our
children as we used to take in our live-
stock—especially our hosses—we’d have
a better and saner world. If a lad early
shows a liking and an interest in live-
stock or farming, we should educate
him in that line. We already have in-
stitutions of learning which specialize
in such things. To hell with astronomy
and Latin and trigonometry! If your
lad or lassie shows an aptitude for ex-
aggeration and prevarication, and is
continuously popping off and you can’t
beat it out of ’em—why then, just give
he or she a course in law, politics or
the newspaper business. Still, to be a
real success in any of these professions
requires considerable hoss sense.

November-December, 1959

BACK in the old days when hosses

were the only means of travel and
the country was unfenced and wide
open, every spring and summer was
hoss-breakin’ time. It wasn’'t the best
riders that were the best bronc-busters,
like you see it done in the movies. No,
the best bronc-buster was a man of
great patience, a big batch of gray
matter between his ears and consider-
able heft on the end of a rope. In other
words, a successful bronc stomper had
to have as much or mebbe more sense
than the hoss he was trying to break.
Such a man was scarce in those days,
even as today. Such men are the kind
of teachers we need in our public
schools today. Thank the good Lord
we have a few!

When the rough edge was knocked
off the brones, and you could stop 'em
and turn ’em and get off an’ on with-
out them stampeding or sticking a
foot in your vest pocket—then and not
before, they were turned over to the
regular cowboys to train. The bronc-
buster would say to the boss: “Now that
brown pony will make a shore enuf
cuttin’ hoss . . that little feller will
make a good night hoss . . . that big
dun will make a good rope hoss . . . and
that little pinto will make a good kid
pony and one your wife can ride.”

By the time the busters had put the
broncs through kindergarten they knew
pretty much all about ’em. Then the
hosses were divided out among RBill and
Sam and Tom to train, to be put
through high school, and those that pan-
ned out good were put through college to
finish their education. The hoss train-
ers wouldn’t try to train a high-headed,

star-gazing, limber-necked cayuse for
a cuttin’ hoss, nor a flighty-figetty
owl-headed animal for a night hoss or
a kid pony. They used hoss sense.

Some hosses—Ilike some kids—weren’t
worth a damn for anything. They
wouldn’t quit pitching and kicking and
raising all-around hell. When youwd
pitch your rope on one of them, you’d
have to choke him down to bridle and
saddle him. Just pure cussed and owl-
headed and hard to learn. They were
used for drive or circle work. It wasn’t
necessary for a drive hoss to have
much intelligence—just git up and git
and never tire. When he was unsaddled
and his bridle slipped off, the puncher
would give him a swift kick in the
rear end. That was all the petting he
got, and all he deserved, I reckon, for
being so dumb. Those were the kind of
hosses we shipped off to the farms in
Louisiana and to the Rough Riders
during the Spanish-American War. We
and as for the Rough Riders—well, any
kind of a cayuse was good enough for
a Rough Rider, just so he’d go.

We don’t train hosses any more to
cut and rope and night herd. Now, by
gravey, we train ’em to chase a little
ball and to go full speed and collide
with other fool hosses chasin’ the same
little ball! Also, our modern-day hosses
have to pace and canter and single-foot
for the pleasure of the dudes and
dudesses. A cowboy on the old-time
ranches wouldn’t ride a gaited hoss at
all—they couldn’t get over the malpais
and gullies and through the brush, nor
stop and turn quick. But nowadays we
don’t need any more trained hosses on
the ranches. We've got our branding
and dehorning chutes, and cut ’em
through gates. So it’s adios, old cow
hosses.

And it shore looks like adios to many
other things in the cow country—all
over the country, in fact. A youngster
don’t even need to be trained in pen-
manship; we have our typewriters.
Mathematics? Heck, no! We have add-
ing, subtracting and multiplying ma-
chines to take care of all that. We also
have television and canned music,
canned oratory and canned yodeling. All
we need to do is to sit down at home,
let our eyes bug out and our ears hang
down and look and listen. We get
everything from everywhere right at
home, without lifting a finger.

Danged if I know what the world is
coming to nor when! Some of our most
learned scientists predict that within
another century or two we will lose,
through non-use, our thinking facilities
and the use of our lower Iimbs. One
thing is sure—we’'ve about quit doing
any walking already. Paw drives a jeep
on the range; Maw drives a two-ton
car to the super market; Sonny Boy
drives a beat-up hot rod to high school.
So it goes these days, and some folks
call it progress. Me—I call it something
else, but the Editor can't print it in a
family magazine like True West.

HEAP GOOD
By BILL HUNTINGTON

I remember back when the government

was trying to make farmers out of
the Crow Indians on the Crow Reserva-
tion in Montana. A boss farmer was
appointed. There were several big pow-
wows held to get the Indians interested
in farming. The government issued the

(Continued on page 60)
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Rods to Riches
(Continued from page 27)

note of this evident superiority. Sci-
ence is handicapped in its endeavors
due to the recognized scarcity of per-
fectly-matched operators. It is appar-
ent a well-matched team would have
a world of opportunity, including fame
and fortune, ahead of them.

For many years I believed that it
was my rods that had the ability to
locate and measure the extent of the
discovery. Eventually, I accepted the
fact that they have no capabilities
whatsoever. It was established beyond
doubt that the rods are only a visual
indicator of what the body senses.

In my tests, the distance of locat-
ing accurately ranges up to 1,000 feet
with a woman operator compared to
100 feet in the same situation with a
man. These figures were established
on known mapped ore bodies at depths
of very shallow up to 710 feet, proven
by diamond drilling.

Loose gold and silver objects buried
at random to test the operators of a
Doodle Bug are not readily detected.
However, I have located a single gold
bearing piece of quartz weighing thirty-

Phil Meling uses a Willow Switch to
find subterranean water, Switch is used
to cross-check Spanish rods which will
“read” on underground streams carry-
ing mineralized sands.

seven pounds at a depth of three feet
which appeared to have been buried for
a great many years. But loose gold
and silver articles buried in the same
hole the quartz was removed from
could not be detected through the use
of my Doodle Bug.

In another test with ten silver dollars
that were buried, the visual action of
the rods was negative at time of burial,
slightly noticeable in three months, and
considerably improved action at the end
of six months. During these tests, a
woman once more demonstrated her
superior ability. The man operator re-
ceived only a slight indication at the
end of six months and nothing up to
that time.

NOTHER established fact is the dif-
ference in the distance of detection
in salt water and fresh water com-
pared to a land operation. On land, the
range is up to 1,000 feet; fresh water,
1,500 feet; and for some unknown rea-
son, salt water permits a baffling 3,000
feet.

Upon investigation of several under-
water findings, they all turned out to
be mineralized sand pockets. These
pockets are a continuous headache to
a Doodle Bug operator, but they can
be quickly eliminated with the use of

modern day instruments. Another prob-
lem that confounds the Doodle Bugger
is the ever present underground stream
bearing mineralized sands. This, too,
can be identified by modern methods
involving very little time and effort.
No doubt mineralized sand pockets and
underground streams have played a
part in dashing the high hopes of
many treasure hunting expeditons who
were convinced their Doodle Bug had
located the buried loot.

No longer am I easily fooled by the
action of my rods. Experience has
taught me how to distinguish between
a true or false lead. My trying years
of research were not in vain.

In our world of open minded ac-
ceptance of things heretofore thought
impossible, science will no doubt soon
solve the Doodle Bug mystery. The
Spaniards in their search for gold
profited by the services of their ‘“‘Spanish
rod” diviners.

Events seem to indicate that those
of us possessing the super sensitivity
needed to operate a so-called Doodle
Bug may someday be recognized for
guiding rods to riches.

Scotty’s Coyote Special
(Continued from page 9)

in one hour and five minutes; ten
minutes ahead of the railroad’s fastest
schedule.

It picked up a helper engine to
climb the grade of Cajon Pass. Then,
near the top, the helper was cut loose
without stopping the train and ran
ahead onto a siding, the switch thrown
instantly behind it. This was the first
time that such a thing had ever been
done in railroading.

Engines were changed with amazing
speed along the route, the railroad
considering eighty seconds “slow time.”

A few minutes before the end of
each division, Scotty would climb onto
the tender and hand out $20 gold
pieces to Engineer John Finlay, the
fireman and division superintendent.

Nineteen engineers handled the train
on the 2,244%-mile run. They became
known on the Santa Fe as the “Nervy
Nineteen.”

Y the time the train rolled into Chi-
cago at 11:54 a.m. (Central time)
on July 11, it had become a front page
sensation across the land. The run of
forty-four hours and fifty-four minutes
set a new speed mark between Los
Angeles and Chicago, and on a 2.8-mile
stretch from Cameron to Surrey, Illinois,
the Special rolled at 106 miles per
hour to set a world record.

But it did more than that. It assured
a place for Death Valley Scotty as a
living American legend. And the legend
survives, although it was long ago
revealed that Walter Scott had no fabu-
lous gold mine. Instead he had a fabu-
lous backer: Albert M. Johnson, a
Chicago millionaire who became Scotty’s
alter-ego.

Scotty’s Castle remains the principal
courist attraction of Death Valley. Tales
of Scotty provide the touch to intrigue
every tenderfoot in the land of the
120-degree heat and the old borax mines.

It is doubtful that anybody ever
bought himself greater fame with $5,500
than did Walter Scott in the Santa
Fe office on that hot day in July of
1905.

True West
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Long, light and
versatile the fur
trade gun was
the white man's
diplomat among
Indian tribes

on the early
western frontier.

Northwest Gun, 1810 pe-
riod, said to belong to
Chief Tecumseh of the
Pawnees. British Indian
department markings are
shown on the stock.

L
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'O THY'LLT GUY!

By K. D. CURTIS

Photos Courtesy Nebraska Historical Society

NE of the huntingest men in Ameri-

can history, Old Jim Bordeaux,
would smile right through his wild,
scraggly whiskers if he knew that they
had opened the new Fur Trade Museum
on Bordeaux Creek, near Chadron,
Nebraska.

This memorial to fur trading sits on
the spot where once Old Jim erected
his hand-hewn trading post—in the
1840 center of a hunting and trapping
empire so vast that even the bold ad-
venturers who made Fort Bordeaux
never knew just how big its map-less
domain was. Only Lewis and Clark—
who preceded Bordeaux by some twenty-
five years—could guess close.

In this museum, conceived and de-
veloped by Curator Charles E. Hanson,
is perhaps the outstanding collection
of fur traders’ guns in the world. About
eighty guns are individually cased along
the walls among other relics of “trap-
pin’ ’n tradin” days—including ‘‘swap-
pin’ ” bric-a-brac, such as Chinese beads
and dyes and European gewgaws to
intrigue Indian bucks and maidens.

Each gun brings back stories of re-
gionally and nationally important ex-
plorers and traders. Stout, fearless hun-

say—and rightly—the caliber was about
.52 to .b4, with some barrels turned
to roundness to reduce weight.

Guns of the First Settler Era are more
easily identified because they're not
too uncommon in museums and collec-
tions, Thinking of this era—the 1860’s
—military-minded gun hounds will de-
scribe the Spencer repeater which, after
1870, was taken over by Winchester.
This first repeater fired seven .56 cali-
ber rim-fire shots through a trap in the
butt plate. Later, Blakeslee devised an
improved ‘‘tube-loader” which speeded
fire. This lever-action rifle weighed ten
pounds, was about forty-seven inches
long. There were smaller adaptations:
thirty-nine inches long, weight eight
pounds, .54 caliber rim-fire. When think-
ing of the 1870’s, there was the Model
73 Winchester .44 caliber, lever-action
smooth-bore that fabulous marksman
William “Doc” Carver made interna-
tionally famous.

HISTORICALLY, the fur trade gun
fits into the era of about 1812 to
the 1840’s. Obviously, this fits the
years between Lewis and Clark and
the time of the gunsmoke of the cattle

Close-up of the very early Wheeler Northwest

Gun,

ters with the restlessness and stamina
of the beasts they stalked—men who
prowled the upper Missouri Valley, the
Rockies, the central plains. They brought
in the pelts wanted by the American
Fur Company, the Rocky Mountain Fur
Company, lesser firms—and that over-
lord, the mighty Hudson Bay Company.

Ask a firearms fan to name a gun
of the Lewis and Clark days, and he’ll
probably describe the U. S. Rifle of
1803-1814 model, with stock shorter
than the early Kentuckies, a deeply-
curved butt plate, a lower rib on the
barrel to take ramrod pipes, brass at
the patchbox, guards and thimbles. He’ll

shows details of

the "Big-Headed"” fox.

barons and the homesteader. Gun cu-
rators sometimes call the fur trade
piece the “Northwest Gun.” We'll do

it here.

Students should remember the word
“trade” when thinking of the North-
west Gun. Its design and history are
entwined with politics, military history
and diplomacy—even in days before true
mass production. Politics entered when
federal politicians, having decided to
supply rifles to some Indians under a
government contract, had to choose be-
tween the guns of Joseph Henry, Jacob
Gumph, Christopher Gumph. H. E. Lemen

(Continued on following page)

35



Bass Fishermen will
Say I'm Grazy—

—until they try my method

Just One Trial Will

Prove That | Make :
Every Fisherman’s <, %
Dream Come True §

I have no fishing tackle tosell. §
I makeagood liviniout of my
profession. But fishing is my
hobby. And because of this '
hobby, I discovered a way to get those giant bass
—eveninwaters most fishermensay are fishedout.

I don’t spin, troll, cast or use other method you ever
heard of. Yet, without live or prepared bait, I can come
home with a string of 5 and 6 pound beauties while a
man twenty feet away won’t even get a strike. You
can learn my method in a few minutes. It is legal in
every state. All the equipment you need costs less
than a dollar and you can get it in any local store.
The chances are no man who fishes your waters has
ever used my method—or even heard of it. When you
have tried it —just once—you’ll realize what terrific
bass fishing you’ve been missing.

Let me tell you about this method—and explain why
I’m willing to let you try it for the whole fishing season
without risking a single penny of your money. There
is no charge for this information—now or any other
time. But I guarantee that the facts I send you can
get you started toward the greatest bass fishing you
have ever known. Send me your name today—letter
or postcard. You’ve got a real fishing thrill ahead of
you, Eric L. Fare, Highland Park 11, Illinois
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and others. Military factors were con-
sidered when the people remembered how
Great Britain had tried to enlist Western
Indians on their side of the War of
1812.

Some guns of this period were manu-
factured in quantity strictly as barter
for furs. Therefore, some historians
erroneously say the quality and shape
of the barrel had other purposes be-
sides performance. It is alleged the
“thin” barrel made it unsuited to war-
fare—in case the Indian decided to
turn against the white man who sup-
plied the gun. Again, 'tis said, Indians
haa to stack beaver pelts the ‘“height”
of the barrel to purchase the gun,
naturally, it was ‘long and thin.” To
match some barrels would require up-
wards of twenty beaver pelts. Lengths
ranged from thirty to forty-eight inches
-—with Indians preferring shorter and
lighter designs.

Some of this misunderstanding is due
to the fact that the famed Kentucky
Rifle, the Hawken, Sharpe, Winchester
and other early West guns are not suf-
ficiently distinguished from the fur
traders’ Northwest Gun. The latter is
often considered inferior to these famous
models.

Actually, trade guns were dependable
in quality and performance. They had
design deliberately adapted to needs
of the day.

They were “light” because Indians
had to pack them over long, weary
trails in search of edible and fur-bear-
ing game, Long barrels increased shoot-
ing distance. They packed the wallop
necessary to pull down a bull bison
being chased by a mounted horseman.

Catlin, the famed early West painter,
saw Kenneth McKenzie kill five bison
with his smooth-bore in a mile chase;
Batiste Lafontaine dropped twelve in
six minutes; Culbertson could fire almost
a dozen times in a mile. All these men
were famous frontiersmen of their day.

These guns were perfectly safe if
(1) you were an expert horseman; (2)
you could, while galloping hell-bent,
hand-pour powder into the barrel, dis-
gorge from your mouth a bullet into
that barrel and strike the 'butt smartly
to ‘“place” the bullet; (3) tip the gun
horizontally, take accurate sight and
fire. And do all this in that critical
split moment before the ball shifted
forward. If you fluffed—a split or
“ringed” barrel bloomed right in front
of your face!

THIS was the gun that brought In-
dian furs to the historical rendezvous
at Green River, Pierre’s Hole, Pops
Agie and elsewhere. Here, beaver was
swapped for the ‘“trader,” ball, powder,
$4-a-pint whiskey. Here some remark-
able shooting was seen in ‘“drive the
tack,” “snuff the candle” and dangerous
dueling. Almost every trade gun has
seen some hair-raising adventure. Of
all small arms, this is the true “rugged
individualist.”

The Northwest Gun is identified by
the side screw plate of cast brass,
depicting a sea serpent or dragon. The
design invariably is full-stocked, with
flat brass butt plate, a light iron trig-
ger guard with a large bow. The barrel
is octagon, about .58 caliber or around
24 gauge; smooth-bore to take either
shot missile or a 30 gauge patched
ball. Ribbed brass is used for ramrod
guides. The guns are light in weight;
lengths running from forty-six to sixty-
four inches. The barrel is butt-stocked.

Look for the mark of a sitting fox
die-stamped on the lock.

Despite early years, wide distribution
of the Northwest Gun occurred because
every wide-flung trading post of the
big fur companies stocked it. Some re-
mote Indians acquired them from rov-
ing, free-lance traders. Thousands more
were ‘“‘payments” on treaty agreements
by the U. S. Government with Indians.
Famous early-Indian paintings by Bod-
mer, Catlin and others you see in today’s
museums depict this gun.

So wide-used was this firearm that
many tribes established ‘official” gun
repairmen responsible for the tribal
arsenal. This explains the large caches
of gun parts and bullets recovered by
the Nebraska State Historical Society
from old village sites, and now in the
Lincoln museum.

It should be remembered that the first
trade guns were sometimes known as
the fusil, fusee or fuke. Some big
American traders recorded them as the
London fusil. Gunmakers of England
tabbed them the Carolina musket. The
U. S. Government carried them on fur-
trading post inventories as the North-
west Gun.

[,/;/on/

"I think Steve’s found something.”

As a caution, sometimes the big and
often crudely-made smooth-bore fowlers
have been offered as ‘“genuine Indian
trade guns’—likewise, cheap Belgium
shotguns. Except possibly for some
“fusils” turned out in Liege, Belgium,
factories, this is not true. The Indians
preferred the comparatively less ex-
pensive fusil. With its simple mechanism,
it afforded the lightest ball effective
on their game, the ability to take a
makeshift, “emergency’’ projectile or a
shot-load—and all with no need for
caps and primers. For them, all these
were desirable to any advantages of
army carbines and other more ‘re-
fined” models available to them. In
fact, as late as 1880, the Canadian
Indians hunted caribou with the “trader”
by choice.

HE important Northwest Gun col-

lection in the new Fur Trade Museum
at Chadron followed long research by
Curator Hanson, sponsored by the Mu-
seum Association of the American
Frontier. The Nebraska spot was known
by every important fur dealer, moun-
tain man, voyageur, explorer, frontiers-
man and Indian chief of the fur trade
days.

Militarily, the area figured in the
careers of Generals George Custer, Phil
Sheridan, George Crook, and Douglas
MacArthur's dad; also Crazy Horse, Red
Cloud, Spotted Tail, Dull Knife and
others. In other words, not only are the
guns here, but also their storied and ex-
citing background as well.

True West
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By WADE HAMILTON

of Pike Landusky

4

Bon Swinh

Jake wanted peace and good will for the miners' Yuletide party—
but an uninvited guest brought his own brand of fireworks.

T was Christmas time, 1896. Miners

and cowpunchers were celebrating in
Jew Jake's saloon. Outside, the ther-
mometer registered below zero, but in-
side Jake's place it was plenty warm—
almost everybody was drunk, or soon
would be,

Jake leaned on his rifle and watched
the rough, happy crowd—they were
full of oysters and booze. Jew Jake,
himself a rough character, had met an
even tougher character a few years
before—the marshal in Great Falls.
When the two tied up, Jake’s right
leg was shot off. Now he used a
Winchester both as a crutch, and to
maintain peace and order in his saloon
here in the Little Rocky gold camp
of Landusky, Montana.

A wave of worry kept rippling
through his feelings of benevolence. He
kept thinking about Pike Landusky and
Harvey Logan. Jake had the theory
that men should not kill each other
during this holy season. He wanted
the Christmas to pass without blood-
shed, and he knew if Landusky and
Logan met, violence would be unavoid-
able.

Pike Landusky, the man who had
given the town its name, had been
commissioned as a special deputy. His
job was to take Harvey Logan—who’d
soon take the alias, Kid Curry—into
Fort Benton, the county seat, for trial
on a charge many claimed was trumped-
up. There was bad blood between the
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Logan boys and Landusky, a terrible-
tempered man who bossed the town he
had started.

Landusky was in the saloon. Jake
turned to look at him, and noticed that
the deputy’s big buffalo-hide coat was
unbuttoned, so he could easily reach
his gun. “Well,” Jake mused, “as long
as Logan doesn’t show, we'll keep on
havin’ good will here.”

The saloon keeper had polled his
customers months before, asking what
they wanted for Christmas dinner. The
results astounded him. They wanted
oysters, of all things! Jew Jake, never
one to be taken aback, accordingly or-
dered four barrels of oysters from Bos-
ton. They had been shipped to Malta;
down on the Great Northern Railroad’s
new main line; and had been freighted
across country to the Little Rocky
Mountains, jouncing and bouncing in a
freight wagon. But the long trip didn’t
seem to have impaired their fine flavor.

LANDUSKY was standing at the bar,
his elbows on the counter. He
steadily watched the dirty back-bar mir-
ror, and in it he saw the husky Logan
enter the saloon. He did not turn.

Jake was tensed for trouble, but he
hadn’t expected it to erupt so violently.

Logan walked up to Landusky and
cursed him in a low tone of voice.

Mustrated by Ben Smith

Landusky raised his head and turned,
temper grooving his harsh face. Harvey
Logan hit him a terrific blow in the
mouth. The blow knocked Landusky
on his back. It was unexpected . . .
he probably thought Logan would talk
to him, then square off, and they'd both
go for their guns. He was a good
hand with a short-gun; so was Harvey
Logan.

Jew Jake hurriedly hobbled around the
end of the bar, his eyes stern.

“Pake it easy, Harvey,” he warned.

Logan did not take his eyes off Lan-
dusky. “This is our business, Jake,”
he growled from the corner of his
mouth. “I’ll thank you and the rest to
keep out of it’””? Then he spoke to
Landusky. “Why don’t you arrest me?”

Landusky slowly started for his feet,
carefully placing his hands on the floor
so it wouldn’t look as if he were going
for his gun.

“Watch yourself, Logan,” he warned.
“Remember, I wear a star.”

He came close to Logan. They began
to wrestle, but Landusky’s long coat
hampered his movements. Logan had
his pistol out now, and he clubbed
Landusky over the head.

Landusky went down again, and
rolled over on his side, coat open. His
nose was bleeding. He reached down.
Some who saw the fight claimed he
reached for his pistol, still in holster;
others claimed he was merely reaching

(Continued on page 40)
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We Outwitted Pancho Villa
(Continued from page 29)

As I recall, it was along in the morning
when we first heard gunfire. It seemed
to be coming from the canyon across
the river from the mouth of Alimita
Creek. Before long, the firing mounted
in volume, and we realized that a major
encounter was underway. Quickly, we
hitched our horses and dashed madly
back to our house in Presidio.

Along in the afternoon, the first
stragglers from the Mexican Federal
Army appeared along the road in front
of our house. Their members steadily
increased until it appeared that they
had been completely routed.

My husband went into town to try
to learn what had happened, and it
was while he was gone that Colonel
Villa Lopez and his aide sought refuge.

The colonel told us that he had been
sent out with his command to meet
Villa, who was approaching Ojinaga
in force. Villa had cunningly concealed
his men along the rim of the canyon,
and Lopez’ forces had ridden into the
trap. The resulting slaughter led to
the rout of his forces, and when they
sought to retreat toward the garrison
at Ojinaga, they found that Villa had
flanked them in that direction. They
were forced to cross the river into the
United States or face annihilation.

FLUSHED with victory, Villa immedi-

ately moved up to the slopes of
Santa Cruz. During the night, he
mounted his cannon, and poured a mur-
derous fire into Ojinaga in the valley
below. From the roof of our house,
we watched the spectacle, while our
guests understandably remained under
cover.

With the coming of daylight, the can-
nonading was joined by the crackle
of rifle and machine gun fire. Colonel
Lopez grew more apprehensive as the
day wore on and it seemed that Villa
would surely take Ojinaga.

“My friends,” he told us, “it is well
known that my countrymen have a
tendency for joining the winning side.
Even now, the Vulture of the Sierra
Madres may know that I am in your
house. While I do not wish to alarm
you, we must allow for the possibility
that under the cover of darkness, he
may seek to destroy me. Should such
an attempt be made, you are to say
that we have entered your house
forcibly and have held you hostage
against your will.”

“Would it not be better then to turn
yourself over to the American com-
mander ?” my husband asked.

“No, Sefior. I must return to Mexico
to again fight Villa if a way can
found. I prefer to take my chances
rather than submit to internment.”

“Very well,”. my husband responded,

“we will see what can be done.”

For ten days and nights, our guests
remained with us. We had no calls
from the Villa forces, and though the
American sentry across the road seemed
to watch us closely, they never troubled
us. We feared that the unusually large
orders of supplies we bought might
excite suspicion, but we had no cause
for alarm at any time. Eventually, Gen-
eral Micarda gave up the city to Villa.
He led his 5,000 regular troops across
the river, and surrendered his forces
to the United States Cavalry.

The stream of civilian refugees, to-
gether with the problem of disposing
of the surrendered Mexican forces, gave
the United States Cavalry quite a job,
and we seized the opportunity to help
our guests escape. Mr. Willington hired
a hack and, under cover of darkness,
smuggled them out to Casa Piedra
where we had a trusted friend. Even-
tually, they reached Marfa. Colonel Lo-
pez later wrote me from Mexico City
expressing his profound thanks for our
assistance.

I shall always remember their de-
parture. Colonel Lopez presented me
with his fine Toledo sword, and pre-
sented my husband his gun belt and
pistol, as well as the rifle he had
carried all during the campaign. I have
them still—the treasured mementos of
a troubled time.

BOUT six weeks after Villa had
taken Ojinaga, Abran Gonzales in-
vited us to visit their camp. We were
conducted to the camp, and again pre-
sented to Pancho Villa, Again, he al-

“ALL day long them buzzards have
been circlin’ over the road to town . . .
you don‘t reckon my mother-in-law’s
comin’ to visit us?”

lowed me to take pictures, and seemed
intrigued that I could speak his language.
Though nothing was ever said about
our harboring the colonel, I found his
inscrutable black eyes upon us often,
and I had the uneasy feeling that he
desisted from questioning us only be-
cause of our friend Abran Gonzales.
I was profoundly relieved when we
were again on the American side of
the river.

Scon afterward, word got around that
Villa, was dissatisfied with his treat-
ment when he sought to obtain sup-
plies on the American side, and that
it was likely that he would raid Pre-
sidio. We deemed it wise to leave the
country. Leaving everything behind,
we moved to Rockport, Texas, and
safety. We returned only after Villa had
run his course and had been assassi-
nated.

Today, in the sleepy little town of
Presidio, little remains of the conflict
that swirled about us. Often, when 1
look across the river to the forbidding
heights of Santa Cruz where Villa had
his camp, I shiver to think of what
might have happened had he chosen
to seek retaliation for our hiding his
enemy.

I shall always believe he knew.

True West



ALLY DESIGNED
Y

\ pec
and US

. LEATHER COMPAN

November-December, 1959

39



“JACK O’'DIAMONDS”

A handsome boot with stylish
diamond stitched tops. Walking
heel. Steel shanks, narrow dressy

toe.
14-Inch Tops '8’5
209 5
d

Style 600-All Black
Style 601-All Brown
16-Inch Tops
Style 602-All Black
Style 60?—AII Irzwn
We pay postage on prepaid or-
ders. $5.00 deposit on C.O.D.
orders. You pay postage.
FREE CATALOG.
HALL BOOT COMPANY
Box 246 Ysleta, Texas

40 TO 640 ACRE TRACTS STATE

GOVERHMEHT lANDS

LOW AS

Homasmums $2. ACRE BUILDING
RE

NECESSARY B QUIRED

PIONEER RANCH SITES o~

California & Oregon Farm, Ranch
Timber Tracts. Creek & Lake Front $]o. $]0.
Hunting-Fishing Lands. Easy Terms DOWN MONTH‘LY

Some with Cabins, Old Houses, etc.

WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET
on available lists & maps of
other U. S. & So. American lands

Pisnenr, Konches Ins.

8228 Sunset Bivd,, Dept. 14
Hollywood 486, Calif.
OL 62515 or WE 6-2611

GET DEEB

With the one and only

Sport-LORE
DEER CALL

NEW LOW PRICE
ik $1.50 (Was $2.00)
2th Season! Fantastic Resuits!
SIMPLEST TO OPERATE—You're told ‘‘how™
in the “‘kit’’ that includes Deer Call, Extra Reeds,
Instructions Folder and ‘‘Lore Card”’ (Formerly
$2.00.) At Dealers . . . or SEND $1.50 TODAY
FOR COMPLETE KIT
SPORT-LORE INC.
591-TW Eudora

Denver 7, Colo

LEE DOT RETICULE

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

men. Factory equip-
ment world’s  finest
scopes, target and hunt-
ing. Faster, _easier,

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

/T. K. LEE CO. %2, :20,0ept. 1w
MOOSE HEAD RANCH

Located in_beautiful, hlsl.orlc Jackson Hole, near Grand
Teton and Yellowstone Parl
Informal, hospitable, 1deal for familles. Cool climate,
fine food, modern accommodations. Features outdoor
recreation, with plenty of riding, fishing, hunting.
‘Accommodations for the ladies while the men folks
hunt—fun lor everyone, References requi ed.
ummer season May 15 Nov. ltt
Game Hunting Sept. 10 (o Nov,
No antelope in this area. Elk license limued by state;
sold out by June 15, last season,
Information, rates, write
FRED ). TOPPING phone Jackson Exchanga 029!3
Moose Head Ranch. Jackson Hole. Elk 0.,

KILL OR BE KILLED, By Ed Bartholomew—For the
first time the lives and important events in the
lives of seven men of the Southwest is here told.
The tragic ‘‘Chain of Death’’ is detailed, how
seven men, officers and outlaws, shot it out of
these men are Wes Hardin, the West's champion
gunfighter, officers Jeff Milton and George Scar-
borough, and the story is finished with the death
ot "Cowboy’’ Bill Carver, in 19011 With Photos.
Cloth. Postpaid, §3.00.

Frontier Book Company, Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.
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The Shooting of Pike Landusky
(Continued from page 37)

for his handkerchief to wipe off the
blood.

The roar of a bullet beat against the
log walls of Jake’s Saloon, as Harvey
Logan shot him through the heart.
Landusky went limp in the sawdust.
Then Logan’s short-gun was passing over
the crowd, smoke curling upward from
its deadly barrel.

“Anybody want to take this up?”
Logan challenged.

Pike had many friends in the saloon,
but none was foolhardy enough to walk
in front of that pistol. The answer was
silence. Logan’s brother now stood in
the doorway, rifle in his hands.

Logan looked to Jake. ‘“Everybody
seems satisfied,” Jake said slowly.

Harvey Logan backed toward the door,
gun out. The hushed celebrants lis-
tened to snow-muffled hoofs leaving
the mining town.

LOGAN rode away from Landusky out
on the Outlaw Trail. In a matter
of time, his real name was forgotten—
he became the notorious Kid Curry who,
with Butch Cassidy, led the infamous
gang called The Wild Bunch.

Old-timers often ponder what Logan’s
fate would have been if Landusky had
completed the reach for his gun—or his
handkerchief, But the only man who
knew the answer went to his grave
in Landusky, Montana, on Christmas,
1896.

This man is partly in and partly out of
the “gopher hole” dug by miners to
get out of Camp Bird Mine in 1936.

Avalanche!
(Continued from page 17)

house, run through the building and
fastened to an anchor-plate on the other
side, to prevent the building being
pushed in the creek, should another
such slide occur. To this day, the
cable may still be seen, still anchored
to the rock and running through the
bunk house.

A couple of other stories we happen
to have some acquaintance with are
too interesting to leave out of this
account. One of them is the story of
Jack Bell, who was buried in the
“Riverside Slide” up along the old toll
road—now a modern surfaced highway,
called “The Million Dollar Highway.”

It was on a day in the winter of
1901. Several men were making their
way along the road, traveling apart
as experienced mountain men do when
traveling in avalanche country. As they
passed along under the ‘Riverside,”
it chose just that moment to run. All
were safe but Jack Bell. He was caught
by the slide. Quickly, an attempt at
rescue was made. The men dug and
probed but there, too, the task was
a hopeless one. Finally the search was
abandoned.

Jack wasn’t dead, however. When
the slide came, he was just at a point
along the road where a small tunnel
into the cliff discharges a stream of
water. At that time—since only teams
and rigs traveled the road—the water
was simply trenched across the road
to run into the gorge. He was knocked
down—face to the ground and head
toward the tunnel—into the stream of
water. For some reason, his face was
not forced into the water, so that he
had just a little space in which to
breathe, and the stream running down
to him carried a little air.

After a time, water backed up in the
ditch sufficiently to cause the snow
around Jack to ‘“slush.” Soon, by
wriggling his fingers and flexing his
arms, he was able to slowly stretch his
arms out beyond his head. He clawed
snow into the water, allowing it to melt
around him until he was finally able
to wriggle his entire body. No grave
could be darker than it was where
Jack was buried alive. Since he was
still conscious, he could tell by the
direction of the flow of the water where
he was heading and he remembered
the spot where he had been just be-
fore the slide came,

Inch by inch he clawed snow. All his
fingers were frozen; the clawing broke
off portions of them, but he continued
on and on for several hours. At last,
he gained the mouth of the tunnel
which he knew to be the source of the
little stream. From there he “gophered”
out on top and made his way—wet and
half frozen—two miles down to the
toll house at Bear Creek Falls. He
had been buried in the early afternoon,
now it was midnight.

The man who occupied the toll house
knew—as did everyone in Ouray that
Jack Bell had been “killed” in the
Riverside slide. He ran out the back door
and all the three miles into Ouray,
screaming that the dead man had just
walked in on him.

Will Andrews, who still lives here
(and to whom I am indebted for this
story), was driving a rig for Arps
Brothers’ Hardware. He had just come
in from a late trip, and had not yet
unhitched his team. Mr. Andrews drove
the three miles to Bear Creek Falls to
bring Bell into Ouray where he re-
ceived medical care and a warm bed.

NOTHER man, not so lucky as Jack

Bell, was Swen Nilson. On December
23, 1883, Swen, the mail carrier, set
out on his route from Silverton to
Ophir. At that time, the railroads had
not been built to all camps in the San
Juan Mountains, and in many cases mail
was carried in back-packs by men on
snowshoes.

Storms had been heavy and were
still raging, Friends tried to dissuade
Nilson from going until conditions were
more favorable. This time, though, he
had Christmas mail and he felt it
would be a great shame if those people
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in Ophir didn’t get it on time. He
was determined to make the attempt.
But he never reached Ophir.

As soon as it was learned in Ophir
that Nilson had gone out on the trail
with their Christmas mail, search parties
were organized. No trace could be
found of their lost mail carrier. Dur-
ing the spring and summer the search
was continued. Another winter came
and went, without a clue as to the
whereabouts of the lost man. In August,
1885, two years later, another searching
party at last found the body of Nil-
son, the mail-sack still strapped to his
back. It had taken two years for the
glacier to move down and open up to
relinquish the body of the man it had
held for so long.

ALL the stories we’ve told are true.
They are Old West and they are
the present West. As you can see, not
all the violence of the West can be
seen through blue gunsmoke.

To describe the violence, the unbe-
lieveable force, the terrific speed, the
thunderous noise, the blood-chilling ter-
ror brought to anyone in close proximity
to an avalanche, is impossible—with
words, or even with pictures. Only old-
timers who have had experience with
those things know what they can be
like.

All these stories of avalanches centered
in a very small part of the great San
Juan Mountains—six miles out of Ouray.
The most fantastic-seeming part of the
stories is that men continue to mine
in this area.

Yet, the lure of gold is so strong
in a mining man that not even the
threat of death can dissuade him from
searching for and digging out the yel-
low metal.

Cherokee Bill Shot Me!
(Continued from page 23)

captured him and brought him to
Nowatta. Bud told me about the cap-
ture, said he was going to stop there
overnight, then take Bill on in next
day. I grabbed his arm and said, “Bud,
you give me three days and I'll take
him in myself.”

“You’re shot, feller”” he said.
can't ride.”

“You just wait three days, Bud . . .
I'm begging you,” I said, and I got his
promise.

Three days later, I sat my saddle
and horse and they led Cherokee Bill up.
He was tied good; then tied to the
saddle, so I could just reach down with
my knife and cut him loose.

The boys were all pretty shocked by
now, and puzzled, too. I knew they
wanted an explanation, so I looked at
0l1d Bill and I just shouted, “Now dang
you fifteen days ago, you shot
me in the back and now I'm gonna
take you in. I'm gonna be hoping every
step of the way that you try to run
for it. And, man, I want you to;
then I can fill your back side with lead
like you did me—only none of it is
gonna come out front.”

Well, I took him in, and he was the
best behaved prisoner I ever saw. But
I don’t mind admitting to this day
that T was a disappointed man when I
delivered him to the authorities without
him trying even once to make a break
for it.

‘“You
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Model K4 Scope shown with
Weaver Detachable Top Mount.
Scope about $45%; Mount $9.75

Craar Big game hunting is too important to
% GERE ake chances on anything but the very best in equip-
ment. More and more hunters are turning to Model
K Weaver-Scopes to make sure they can place their
shots where they count. They like Weaver accuracy
and dependability—and so will you. Note the Weaver
features listed below; these are some of the reasons
why Weaver-Scopes are used by more hunters than
any other make.

FIXED RETICULES WITH
INTERNAL ADJUSTMENTS f

Fixed constantly-centered
reticule combined with wind-
age and elevation adjust-
ments inside the scope.t

Model K crosshairs are always
accurately centered; only the
image moves when you turn
the adjusting screws.

No more off-center reticules like
this when you use the Weaver
Model K with fixed reticule and
internal adjustments.

Model K fixed reticule scopes
require no costly double ad-
justing mounts. Use any
rigid or pivot type mount.

*Model K Scopes made in 1 to 10
power; prices from about $35 to about
$60. See your sporting goods dealer
for demonstration and his actual
prices.
All Threaded Joints Sealed with
NEOPRENE O RINGS

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

Finest opties ever—give you
a clear, sharp, magnified
target.

t Except Modeis KI and KV

Lenses are HERMETICALLY SEALED
Scopes Nitrogen Processed

©1959 W. R. Weaver Company
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INDIAN SIGN
LANGUAGE

® Captain Clark was assigned during
the 1870’s by the U. S. Army to compile
this book for frontier use.

By W. P. Clark

@ During the six years that he lived
and researched among the Indians, Clark
gained much first-hand knowledge never
before revealed.

® To completely background his subject,
the author delves into the Indian concept
of the word. This provides a truly rare
insight into the simple native mind of
the day.

@ INDIAN SIGN LANGUAGE has long
been in the “rare” book class and the
reprint edition will be welcomed by all
students and collectors of Indian works.

® Send for FREE detailed folder show-
ing specimen pages.

Cloth bound limited edition; 440 pages.
PRICE $10.00 Postpaid

ROSICRUCIAN PRESS, Litd.
P. O. Box 908, San Jose 6, Calif.
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ANTIQUE GUN
WALL PLAQUES

For your Den, Living Room or Oftice. Full

Size, Realistic, Accurate. Cast from moulds

of the real thing.

e Cavalry .44
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e Pepperbox e 1775 Flintlock
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JESSE EVANS, A Texas Hide-Burner, By Ed Bar-
tholomew-—Never before. has this man’s story
been told; he was triend and foe of Billy the Kid,
fought in the Lincoln County, N.M., war which
was the most violent and largest county war of
the West! He led a band that rampaged all over
New Mexico and Texas; his Texas escapades are
told in detail, taken from old records and news-
papers. Cloth. Postpaid, $2.50.
FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY
Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.

—
OLD BOOKS and MAPS
Americana a Specialty
Indians, Biography, The West
Send for free descriptive list.

E. F. DUNLAP

6063 Westminster PIl. St. Louis 12, Mo.
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The Devil’s Highway
(Continued from page 8)

his six-shooter. “If I don’t come back,
carry on.”

Hubbard lunged off into the moonlit
night, walking crookedly. He had helped
himself to another cup of whiskey and
this he thought would sustain him.

Sighting ahead a bulky shape, he went
to see what it was, It was one of his
own horses, too weak to take another
step. He gently patted it and went on.

He came upon two more animals, both
down and apparently dying from thirst.

He found more, some down, others
standing listlessly. Some appeared to be
dead.

“Piny! Piny!” His voice was but a
feeble croak in the night.

There was no answer. Ahead he heard
the mournful bellow of an ox. There had
been two ox teams with the last batch
of wagons.

Taking out his revolver, a cap-and-
ball, he fired one of its chambers into
the night. He thought he heard an an-
swering shot, but he guessed it was only
an echo.

He did not want to go back to the
wagons without water. If there was wa-
ter up ahead as the guide claimed, he
meant to find it.

Walking on he saw no more animals,
nothing but a dry, vast landscape that
suddenly was devoid of moonlight.

He knew he had to lie down and rest
a while or he wouldn’t make it . . .

WHEN he opened his eyes again day

was breaking and he was wringing
wet. It was raining. It wasn’t just an
ordinary drizzle but a real desert down-
pour.

Water at last! Sent from the heavens.
Water was running past him in little
rivulets, forming pools, and off in the
distance he could hear the roar of a
flushed wash.

‘When it rains in southwestern Ari-
zona, which was where the caravan was
at the time, it comes down in buckets.
Every dry stream bed had become a
swollen river.

Hubbard drank his fill of sweet, mud-
dy water and immediately his stomach
rejected it. He waited a while and drank
nore.

Presently he was feeling better and
started walking back toward the wagons.

He came upon several animals that
had not survived the night, but by now
most of them were on their feet, some
standing knee deep in water, others
browsing. There were enough still alive
to carry them on to Yuma.

When he arrived at the camp he found
the emigrants filling buckets, barrels,
anything that would hold water. For
others the gift from the skies had come
too late. Twelve, including two of the
children, had died. Among the dead were
Hostetter, Asa Savage, Doris Ruark,
Mrs. Zahner and Mrs. Whiteside. The
names of the other victims were never
revealed.

“And where are the guides?” Hub-
bard asked. “Where is Piny?”

No one had seen anything of them.

Calling for volunteers, Hubbard sent
half a dozen men to round up the stock.

When all the animals had been brought
in, it was found that three wagons were
without pulling power. They would have
to be left behind.

After three hours the men who had
ridden into the desert returned. They
had found no tracks, due to the heavy

rain. Had the guides and Piny become
lost, Hubbard reasoned, they would still
be alive because the downpour had come
in time.

More riders were sent out to find the
El Camino del Diablo, while at the wa-
gons bedding was spread out to dry and
tents were pitched. Hubbard planned an
overnight rest for the party before push-
ing on.

Another woman died from the after-
effects of thirst, bringing the total casu-
alties up to thirteen.

With the whole camp in mourning it
was a sad place, Price later wrote in
the Alta Californian,

The El Camino del Diablo, well marked
by wagon ruts and discarded household
goods, was found some fifteen miles to
the east.

The caravan went on the next morn-
ing, following a mass funeral during
which Cal Hubbard read a passage from
the Bible.

Back on the Devil’s Highway the party
saw more crosses and the remains of
animals that had perished. Nowhere was
a buzzard to be seen. It was too dry for
them.

“Dadblameit, Fud! You've ruint our fish-
ing trip—slappin’ him on the back like
thatl He was totin’ the bait in his
mouth!”

Hubbard believed the guides had dis-
covered their error too late to save the
wagon train and had ridden off to save
their own necks. But he couldn’t under-
stand why Piny had cast his lot with
them.

Toward nightfall they came upon the
remains of a campfire, further proof that
Piny and the guides had deserted the
train. They also found the canteens the
guides had collected before leaving the
train. One canteen discovered hanging
on a greasewood branch was identified
by Hubbard as having belonged to Piny.
It was half filled with water.

Hubbard poured some of its contents
into his hand and sniffed at it. “It smells
brackish, like the water we took on in
Sonoita,” he said, frowning. ‘“That proves
that Piny was getting water from some
source, even on the last day when we
were all suffering.” As he thought the
matter over, Hubbard’s anger mounted.
“If the kid was holding out on us,” he
said, “I’ll kill him, so help me! I hate to
think he did such a thing, but the evi-
dence is strong against him.”

LATE in the afternoon Price sighted
a saddled horse across the desert
and went out to bring it in. He found
one of the guides, Charlie Free, huddled
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beneath a bush nursing a bullet wound.
He said he had quarreled with Jake Flea-
gle, and Fleagle had shot him and left
him for dead.

Brought to the wagons and realizing
that he was near death, Free told a story
that astounded everyone. He said Flea-
gle had planned to scuttle the caravan
and let the travelers die of thirst, after
which he and his pals would return and
ransack the wagons and bodies for cash
and other valuables. That was why they
had taken the canteens and urged Hub-
bard to free the stock, so it would wan-
der away and leave them helpless. Flea-
gle figured that there was $20,000 among
the emigrants.

But the rain had come just in time
to interfere with his plans and Fleagle
had decided to ride on out of reach of
Hubbard.

Free said Fleagle had needed Piny’'s
help in his plan and the boy had agreed
to go along with him for a share of the
money. Piny had concealed some can-
teens of water in Zahner’'s wagon and
while the other travelers went thirsty
Piny and the guides had enough water
to sustain them.

The trouble between Free and Fleagle
had developed when Free accused the
latter of mismanaging the whole scheme.
They quarreled and Free threatened to
go back alone to help save the train.
Fleagle fired point blank into Free’s
chest and Free passed out for a time.
Apparently they had believed him dead.
When he awakened his gun and money
were missing.

“Are you telling the truth about
Piny ?”’ Hubbard asked skeptically, “I
can't believe the boy would lend himself
to such an inhuman scheme.”

“So help me God I'm telling you the
truth,” Free said. “He agreed to it from
the start.”

Hubbard rose and strode to his wagon.
“Give this man every care,” he said. “I
want him to live to face Piny.”

Free died that night.

The next day Hubbard literally drove
the caravan with a whip in his hand. His
anger was seething. Price later said,
“He was boiling over and for a righteous
cause.”

At the mouth of the Gila, Hubbard’'s
wagons camped for a day and a night
before tackling the crossing of the Colo-
rado. At the crossing were other wagons
that had come down the Gila and every
caravan reported Indian attacks. Some
had lost heavily. One wagon train had
been completely wiped out.

The crossing of the river required a
full day and another night was spent
on the west bank.

Next came the ordeal of the sand dunes
and the wagons got through finally with
a maximum of effort. In the Califonia
desert Hubbard elected to take the route
to San Diego.

Hubbard’s primary objective was Sut-

ter's Fort, but many of the travelers
planned to stop at San Jose, which was
reached on December 7, 1849. Here was
a great fertile valley awaiting settlers.

Though the journey from San Jose to
Sutter’s Fort could have been made in
two or three weeks, the caravan of seven
wagons, all that remained after the
others had dropped out at San Jose, tar-
ried three months along the way to trap
the banks of the Sacramento and to ex-
plore the valleys.

N March 17, 1850, Hubbard looked
for the first time upon Sutter’s Fort,
which was but a short piece from the
thriving city of Sacramento. (The old
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Wilbur Plaugher, California ranch owner,
top steer wrestler and popular rodeo
clown. Wilbur is one of many
hard-working circuit riders who prefer
Tony Lama boots for their hand-made
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Purpose

Casual
Handbag

What a gift! The perfect high-fashion tfote
for every age—for traveling, back-to-school,
for all around town. In the softest simulated
pebble grain plastic-washable, wearable,
durable. Your choice of Black, Bone Beige,
Toast. Unbelievable low price of $4.00. (In-
cludes tax and postage). Write to Austin,
Texas:

From New York

X 1812 Airole Way
Hickory 4-1194

.22 Cal. Automatic
$6:95

The skilled hand of the German gunsmith is re-
sponsible for this .22 caliber, 6-shot repeater
automatic with self-ejecting clip. Just 4” long,
fits easily into pocket or purse. Ideal for sporting
events, stage use (not available to Calif. resi-
dents). Comes for $6.95 ppd. from Best Values,
Dept, A-58 403 Market, Newark, New Jersey.

New transistor metal
detector finds lost or
& hidden treasure,coins,
gold, silver, jewelry,
# relics. Profitable hob-
by. New underwater
metal detector detects
sunken ships, outboard motors, etc. in 300
ft. of salt or fresh water. Operates from a
boat. Scintillation counter. Free catalog.

GARDINER ELECTRONICS

Dept. 7, 2545 E. Indian School Rd., Phoenix, Ariz.

e e

THE STORY OF COLE YOUNGER, By Himself—

Seldom was a book written by an outlaw or gun-
fighter—yet here is the true story of the ''Younger
Boys," their experiences with Quantrill, their life
of crime, years in the penitentiary, plus ‘'the
only true story ot the Northfield Raid.”’ All told
by Cole Younger and published in 1903. Reprint
with rare pictures added. Cloth. Postpaid, $3.00.
FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY
Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.

SINGLE ACTION REVOLVERS
Send for s % i 'r‘”?m"\'!m,

GREAT WESTERN

Send 50c for Great Western Cat.

Send 50c for Colt S. A. Catalog

end 50c for German Military Catalog

Send $1.00 Jumbo Used Gun Catalog

12418 Ventura Blvd. Dept. 9
Studio City, California

E&M FIREARMS CO., INC.

YOUR OWN DEER HIDE

Custom-tailored into fine garments

Your deerskin garments, gloves, mittens, or moccasins
will mean mure to you because they’re custom-tailored
from the deer hides you send us—not from a stock as-
sortment. Our painstaking system of caring for, mark-
inzhnnd tailoring guarantees finest quality finished
eather.

Write for FREE CATALOG, shipping tags, ““Heloful

Hints’’ about caring for hides
ESKIMO COMFORT MFE. CO., BERLIN, WISCONSIN
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fort is now within the expanded city.)

Sacramento was booming with a gold
rush that was bringing in thousands of
fortune seekers every week. Camps
dotted the river for miles and swarms
of men were moving into the hills of
Placerville where new strikes were re-
ported daily.

Hubbard found a nursing home for his
three-year-old daughter, Rose Marie, who
had survived the trip splendidly. Then
he and Price and one or two others of
the party moved into Placerville, where
they took up claims on Hangtown Creek.
But these holdings produced little gold.

“Hell,” Hubbard said, “I guess I was
never meant to be a rich man. What this
town needs is a good lodging house and
I'm going to build one.”

While Hubbard was busy building his
lodging house of two stories, partly from
his own savings and partly from what
Price could loan him, Price was dabbling
in real estate. He obtained options on
many of the vacant lots in town and
sold them for a neat profit,

Hubbard had his lodging house ready
for occupancy by the late fall of 1850
and the day he formally opened it every
room was filled. He regretted he had not
made it larger to accommodate those he
turned away. Among his guests were Dr.
Robert Semple, editor of the Californian;

“Quit yer fretin’, Lucas. The Cheyenne
won't attack at night.”

James Marshall, who had discovered gold
at Coloma and started the stampede;
and Colonel E. C. Kemble. Later Mark
Twain and Bret Harte took rooms there.

Hubbard had established an account
for Piny Shoot in the Bank of Mem-
phis and he wondered if the bank had
heard from Piny. He wrote the presi-
dent.

It was the end of February. 1852,
when the reply came. In November of
1850, the banker wrote, Dennis Curry,
a lawyer of 44 Market Street, San
Francisco, had sent the bank an affi-
davit signed by Piny certifying that the
money on deposit under his name had
no other claimant and he desired to
have it transferred to him through
Attorney Curry. Piny stated in the
affidavit that to the best of his knowl-
edge, his lawful guardian, Cal Hubbard
was dead.

“So I am, am I?” Hubbard said to
Price as he read the letter. “Well, T'll
show that ungrateful scallawag whether
I'm dead or not. Price, you look after
my rooming house, will you? I'm going
to San Francisco on the next boat
down the river.”

Hubbard found Curry in his office,
where he was discussing the affairs of
the Vigilantes with some leaders of that

body. Curry himself was an active
participant in the activities of the or-
ganization.

Curry readily admitted helping Piny
Shoot obtain the funds from the Mem-
phis bank. He said Piny had come to him
in July of 1850 and that after coming
in for the money when it arrived, he
had not been seen again. “I have no
idea where he is now,” the lawyer said.
‘“He was talking about going to Placer-
ville but whether he went or not I
cannot say.”

A year and a half had passed since
Piny had collected the money and there
was no telling where he might be now.
Hubbard had a pretty fair idea of who
was in Placerville, for he saw the men
who tramped the streets day after day
and he had seen no one who looked like
Piny, whom he would have recognized
on sight.

Hubbard returned to Placerville only
to find Price in a sweat. “Good Lord!”
Price exclaimed. “I thought you would
never come back. There was no need
to go to San Francisco. Piny is right
here in Placerville. I saw him as late
as yesterday in company with a couple
of shady-looking characters.”

Hubbard’s thick-jowled face looked
thunderstruck. “The devil you did!
Seems like the good Lord is good to
me. Where did you see him last?”

“In the Gold Nugget,” Price replied.

Hubbard went to his hotel and armed
himself, after which he began dropping
into saloons and rooming houses, but
he found no trace of Piny.

For a week he continued his vigil
night and day, ‘sleeping by spurts,”
according to the Alta Californian. At
almost any time of the day or night
he could be seen prowling the streets,
visiting gambling places and drinking
spots. He would stand for an hour at a
time on street corners watching the
faces go by.

Hubbard was not quite thirty-four
but looked all of forty-five; the Kl
Camino del Diablo ordeal having taken
much out of them. His Vandyke beard
was streaked with gray and there was
gray at the temples. After arriving
in California he had trimmed his flow-
ing beard into a Vandyke and the
change, according to Price, had altered
his appearance so that few who knew
him before recognized him.

ONE morning Hubbard met the Over-
land Stage to pick up a package
of linens he had ordered from San
Francisco. Enroute to the stage depot
he met Philip D. Armour, a butcher who
later was to attain fame and riches
as a meat packer. Armour continued
walking with Hubbard as they ap-
proached the depot, where the stage
was already discharging passengers.

Suddenly Hubbard cut short some-
thing he was saying to Armour and
froze in his tracks.

The butcher glanced toward the stage.
“You looking for someone, Cal?”

“No, but I just saw someone I want
to see very badly get off. Will you
excuse me please.”

Hubbard was unarmed at the time.
He watched Piny Shoot walk toward
one of the saloons and after the youth
was some distance ahead he trailed
him into the saloon.

Hurrying to his rooming house, Hub-
bard strapped on his pistol, hiding it
under his coat.

Just as he approached the saloon
Piny stepped out onto the board walk.

True West



Fort Worth, Texas.

As Wegtern as
the open range

Two-fisted good looks. True Western
styling. It’s the Bandera Dakota, taking

its name from the jaunty Dakota crease

so popular with men of the West. Like all
Bandera hats, the Dakota is crafted of
fine imported fur felt, built for rough
treatment and long wear. Next time

you're in town, try on a Dakota for size.
BANDERA HAT COMPANY, 1006 Jennings,

The Bandera
“DAKOTA"

See your Bandera dealer or
write for illustrated catalog folder
and name of nearest dealer

As they came face to face, Hubbard
blocked Piny’s way.

Piny looked up but apparently did
not recognize Hubbard at first. Then
he stepped back quickly as the face
before him came into focus.

Piny went for the gun under his
coat.

Hubbard fired from the hip.

The impact of the slug knocked the
gun from the youth’s hand and he
reached for the door to support himself.

Slowly he sank to the walk and
turned over on his back.

Several persons had witnessed the
meeting and they quickly gathered
around the fallen man. Hubbard re-
holstered his gun and knelt at the
boy’s side. He saw that Piny’s eyes
were still open.

“Can you hear me, Piny?”

Piny nodded his head slowly.

“This is the kind of thing we do
to traitors,” Hubbard said. “What have
you to say for yourself ?”

Piny said nothing. He turned his face
toward the wall and died with one last
gasp of breath.

Hubbard was taken before the al-
calde, or justice of the peace. Appearing
at the same time were two men who
told the alcalde they had been held up
by Piny Shoot in their diggings and
robbed of a quantity of gold.

Others on hand swore that the dead
man had drawn his gun first.

“Justifiable homicide,” the alcalde
ruled and Hubbard was cleared.
UBBARD later sold his rooming

house and went into the merchandis-
ing business in Sacramento. In 1854
he helped back Theodore D. Judah, an
ambitious engineer who constructed the
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Central Pacific Railroad which later be-
came the Southern Pacific. Although
the original road was controlled by
Charles Crocker, C. P. Huntington and
Leland Stanford, all big wnames in
California’s history, Hubbard managed
to retain a healthy interest which he
later sold for a sizeable sum.

Francisco Morales, one of the treach-
erous guides, was never heard from
again, but Fleagle turned up as a guide
for the Union forces that were sent to
Arizona, and in 1862 he was killed at
Apache Pass by an Apache.

When Hubbard heard of it, he went
out to celebrate and got stinko. He
said it was the happiest night of his
life.

Editor's Note: In 1866, at the age of eight-
een, Cal's daughter, Rose Marie, became
the bride of E. A. Bennett, who was to be-
come a noted San Francisco financier. Cal
Hubbard died in 1874 at the age of fifty-
nine,

Little Lost Ghost Town
(Continued from page 19)

“It wasn’t for me. In the excite-
ment I had run back and forth on
top of that brand new bar Matchett
had installed. I was wearing new hob-
nailed boots, which had just arrived
a couple of days before from Sears,
Roebuck, What they had done to the
bar surface was a caution. Dad had
to pay for an expert finisher to come
out from Las Vegas. He spent two
weeks resurfacing and refinishing the
bar top.

“I got licked twice—and good. Dad
said the first licking was for being

o IRON TOMAHAWKS

B Trader types—$5.00 for French type and $5.00
B for English types. Used for scalping, pipe
M bowl on other end. Sold to collectors, mu-
M soums and Hudson Bay Company. Postpaid
H in US.A.

_|

|

|

| |

G. B. FENSTERMAKER

24 Michigan Lancaster, Penna.
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CULLEN BAKER, Premier Texas Gunfighter
By Ed Bartholomew
Baker was the king gunfighter of the Southwest,
1854 to 1869; a Confederate veteran and guerilla,
he fought the Reconstructionists and scalawags
until he fell in 1869. His full story, with reprint
of the extremely rare pamphlet published in 1870
added, with Rose pictures. Cloth. Postpaid, $3.00.
FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY
Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.

SNAPS FOR WESTERN SHIRTS

Pearls in Ocean, Fresh Water,
Plastic & Synperl. Attaching Tools.

Write for FREE FOLDER and PRICE LIST!
FASTENER SUPPLY COMPANY

1508 So. Robertson, Dept. E,
Los Angeles 35, Calif.

INDIAN CRAFT
SUPPLIES

Our 1959-60 catalog now avail-
able. 48 pages of Indian craft
kits and supplies. Send 15¢ for

csteos. GREY OWL

INDIAN CRAFT CO.
4518 Seventh Ave., B'klyn 20, N.Y.
GE 6-3287 Dept. TW-1

GHOST TOWNS! BURIED TREASURES!

No. 1. United States Treasure Map ...
No. 2. Southwestern Lost Mines ...
No. 3. Old West Ghost Towns ... ¢
No. 4. California Buried Treasures .......... 2.00

Marvelous Gift Items!
TREASURE MAP CACHE
P. O. Box 287 Burlingame, Calif.
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Blevins
Stirrup
Buckles

NEW
s:MPROVED
per pair
Sleeves same as
older style, the
tongue has no
hinge or strap.
Easy to change
b4 stirrup lengths
quickly and easy
to install —won't
slip or stick.
Made of stainless
steel and heat-treated aluminum. Sleeves cov-
ered with leather prevent rubbing horse or
saddle. Available in 212" and 3’ widths. Order
either new, improved or the old style buckle.

Satisfaction guaranteed.
AT YOUR DEALERS OR

BLEVINS MFG. CO.

WHEATLAND, WYOMING

It Actually
Works

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

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

MEN’S NAVAJO BOOT |

Original boot of comfort, inspired by the Navajo
Indians. Rugged wearing qualities. White
latigo rawhide soles, hand-moulded and laced
for ’{ough outdoor wear. Ties with
rawhide thong, has silver conchas.
sizes 6 to 12

Rust, brovlm sued;.

or nafura smoot!

leather wnh raw- $1095
. hide sole

Same boot with
. soft sole
Send

for free $6.95

Moc folder '
Dept. TW1006 ESTES PARK, COEORADO
AUTHENTIC LIFE OF BILLY THE KID
By Sheriff Patrick F. Garrett

The photographic reproduction of the extremely
rare issue of 1882, with numerous rare photos;
a faithtul account of New Mexico’s juvenile bad-
man. Cloth. Postpaid, $3.00.
FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY

Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.

Send for your free copy of

“Western Americana”’

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

INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS
Box 3003-TW, Beverly Hills, Calif.
SEND

- FOR THIS FREE '

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

BEERY SCHOOL OF HORSEMANSHIP
Dept. 1 812 Pleasant Hiil, Ohlo

in the saloon at all—the second, for
spoiling the bar surface.”

McClure recalls that there were six
saloons in town—all of them with a
coterie of feminine ‘“help,” and that
there was one house off by itself where
“only women lived and we were warned
to stay away from it.”

There was one hotel—“it was boarded
to the roof, covered by a canvas fly
and had canvas partitions separating
the twenty-five beds.”

Mr. and Mrs. John Hallam ran the
town’s restaurant and bakery. There
was no church, but services were held
in the schoolhouse—a wooden one-room
building with an iron roof, a stove in
the middle, a bucket of water holding
a tin dipper in the corner. A Mrs.
White taught the nine students who at-
tended classes.
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Map by Lowell Butler

Ore from the mines, the Nipton, Legal
Tender, Lucky Dutchman and Red Star,
was hauled by team and wagon to Nipton
and shipped by rail to Los Angeles.

One of young McClure’s “jobs” was
to deliver telegrams which came by
mail stage from Nipton. ‘“Mostly they
were to mine operators or superin-
tendents and they always were down
in the mines. I rode down the bucket
and hunted through the tunnels of every
mine in Nipton to deliver these mes-
sages,” he recalled. ‘“Russell would give
me a box of .22’s for delivering them.

“Hunting the plentiful jack rabbits
was my favorite sport. I guess I must
have killed hundreds of them. They
weren’t good to eat, so we chopped them
up and fed them to the chickens.”

One day, considerable wonder was oc-
casioned when the stage failed to ar-
rive on time. When it did come in,
MecClure recalls, the driver explained
that he had been held up by a migrat-
ing horde of thousands of desert tor-
toises. Nothing would stop them until
the driver and the passengers got out
and rolled a few hundred on their
backs to hold the wave long enough
to get the stage through.

Occasionally when Jim Jost, the
town’s ‘“hauler,” was away bringing a
load from Nipton or Ivanpah, young
McClure made extra money hauling
water by burro-back to the saloons,

stores and offices. Jost ordinarily sup-
plied the water and was a favorite
with boys of the town. When the Mc-
Clures left after nearly a year there,
Jost moved into their home where he
lived until it burned in 1912.

I visited the seventy-nine-year-old team-

ster recently in his neat little brightly
painted spick-and-span Searchlight home
where he has lived by himself for the
last twenty-six years.

He was reading the Sunday papers.
Today this veteran of Nevada mining
camps is bright-eyed, sharp and in-
terested in life. Age hasn’t dimmed
his memory a whit.

“T’'d come to Las Vegas after freight-
ing some material to Rhyolite,” Jim
recalled. ‘“Las Vegas was just getting
started and I found plenty of work
for my team, ‘Dick’ and ‘Judge, It’s
nothing to mention with pride but it
might be a historical bit about that
town to know that I hauled the first
building ever put in Block 16 (Las
Vegas’ famed redlight district) from
the station to its site of business.”

He went to Crescent when word
reached Las Vegas that a strike had
been made in the Lucky Dutchman.

“I made out all right”” he grinned.
“Maybe I made more than some of the
promoters—actually they never did get
a whole lot of gold out of the Crescent
mines. The ore was mostly lead. I
hauled water to the business houses and
to prospectors for their washers for
fifty cents a barrel. I did okay and
averaged about ten dollars a day—
which was good money in those times.”

Jim recalls that when he arrived in
Crescent, “Winnie Short was postmis-
tress. She was the wife of a saloon
keeper. He shot himself and she left town
and then Harry Russell became post-
master.”

The largest mill was built by Phila-
delphia Mining Company of Searchlight
—which incidentally then was the largest
community in this part of the state
with its several thousand inhabitants.

Childstrom and Thomas opened a
competitive grocery store, Jim recalls,
and got a piece of the “Mexican” sil-
ver mine by grubstaking its finders,
two men named Huntington and Miller.

One day Jim said he brought a load
of groceries to the Childstrom-Thomas
store and didn’t see the latter around.
‘“Where’s Thomas?” he asked Child-
strom.

“Childstrom replied, ‘He left here
four days ago to go to Searchlight and
didn’t arrive there according to those
who came out on the stage. I'm wor-
ried about him but can’t leave the
store,’” Jost related. “I told him TId
get a few of the boys and go out and
look for him. At the summit the others
got off and spread out to search and
Frank Miller and I drove on down to
within about half a mile of where
Rex Bell’s ranch house now is located.
We left the team, and walked north
and found tracks. We got so far away
from the team and night was coming
on that we went back to pick up the
others before dark. We planned to
come back the next day—but we never
did find Thomas.

“There was no reason for him to dis-
appear. I always have felt that he was
murdered. Charlie White told me about
a couple of strangers, on their way
to Arizona, who made a suspicious re-
mark in one of the saloons. I think
they killed and robbed him.”

True West



Crescent was a busy spot in those
days—everybody worked a seven day
week,

Casting his memory back through
time, the veteran teamster recalled
another murder mystery in which a
prospector was the victim.

“His burro came wandering back to
town,” Jost remembered, ‘“‘and we
thought he might have been hurt. I
took a couple of the kids in the buck-
board to help hunt him. When we
saw buzzards circling and investigated
we found he had been killed. We never
did find out who caused the dea

Jim Jost never married, but his little
home of more than a quarter of a cen-
tury is nothing like the “bachelor’s
nest” most housewives visualize. It’s
neat, clean and orderly.

“I never found anybody who would
have me,” Jim grins. “Once I wrote
my name and address in a boxcar at
Ivanpah. Do you know, I got letters
from women all over the country—but
none of them interested me enough to
want to marry them.”

When Crescent played out, he went to
Pioneer and to other mining spots,
eventually returning to Searchlight where
he has remained since.

Foster McClure stands by fireplace of
the W. O. Matchett home—Cresent'’s last
landmark,

CRESCENT has stirred a couple of
times since.

I found this item in the February 12,
1916, Las Vegas Age, “Crescent . . . is
rousing from its Rip Van Winkle sleep
which has resulted from fine showings
in the Big Tiger, Miller, Red Star and
other properties.”

No other mention is found though
until May 2, 1928, when the Las Vegas
Review said, “Harry Trehearne, of Nip-
ton, says he has obtained a $15,000
bond on the Red Star claims. He plans
to work the low-grade ore. A fifty-
stamp mill is being planned.” This
turned out to be just a hopeful wish,
as so often happens in western mine
country.

Today, Crescent is only a memory,
with little there to mark its past glory.
Hundreds drive right through it every
month—mostly fishermen driving along
the old Searchlight-Nipton stage road
(now Route 68) heading to or from
Lakes Mead and Mohave.

Standing as a lone monument is the
smoke-blackened fireplace and chimney
of the long-gone town’s fanciest home,
the boom-day residence of saloon keeper
W. O. Matchett.

It just looks as if Crescent’s moon
has set.
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¢ handmade MOCCASINS
l
Enhrely Handmade From Full Thickness Elk Tanned Leather N
(YOU WON'T FIND THESE IN STORES) Y
MEN'S CANOE WOMEN'S CANOE CHILDREN'S CANOE !
MOCCASINS MOCCASINS MOCCASINS 14
$7.95 $6.95 $5.95 .
Size 6 to 12 Size 3Y; to 9 Size 9 to 3/, -
& < Width A to EEE Width A to AAA Medium Width y
Here in my anlage Moccasin Shop all moccasins: are cut out of full thickness elk hide leather. X
Each and ‘every moccasin is entirely handmade. These moccasins are ideal for outdoor wear
because the elk hide is heavy as the sole of a shoe but soft and pliable, giving true barefoot 5
comfort. There's more than just comfort in my Elk Hide moccasins — they give you the com-
fort and foot exercise that c(octors recommend to build up the structural bones of your feet. X
I've made and sold hundreds of these moccasins and have never had a pair returned — on the
contrary, my customers are highly pleased and they send their friends to me. Once you own a b3
pair you'll never be without them. Y
i
Q ORDER: ;
: Y
With your order enclose 50¢ to cover postage and shipping i

brn
4

H. YOUNG . MOCCASIN SHOP .’
STURBRIDGE, MASS.

SEND FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED FOLDERS 0
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6 DEERSKIN GLOVES

Ez ?5 perfect for every need . . .
HUNTING - RIDING - DRIVING - ROPING

You won't find a finer quality, better looking,
longer wearing glove on the market today.
Look at these outstanding features!
* Superior quality leather . . . butter-soft, thin, pliable. Nylon sewn.
No seam up outsxde forefmger
e Snug-fitting, one-piece slip on style . .
hand. Warm and extremely durable.
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. conforms to shape of I
¢ Retains original softness wash after wash. :
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See your local dealer. If he does not
stock Kelly's gloves, write direct.

Available in Saddletan or Natural Cream ...... $5.95 pr.

Men’s 1/2 sizes 7 to 1115. Women’s 1/, sizes 6 to 8.
Children’s whole sizes 0 to $4.95 pr.

Please send me ...... rs. Deerskin Gloves. Size ...... Color ......

Men's Children's
Remittance enclosed. Send prepaid [] Send C.O.D. Postage collect[]

Women's

N T e L B T I G e s e B ok l
1
| FREE G e R R i e SRR SR A SR g DR L L e 1

New illustrated color cata- :
| lo hadd oy IR ol R R e e B A DN R Zone & State = 5. nwid I
g showing new Kelly

| glove line upon request. P. M. KELLY & SONS. M'l"o ]
N Dept. TW-101 P.O. Box 233  El Paso, Texas

SPECIAL! PRICE REDUCED!

THE BIOGRAPHICAL ALBUM OF WESTERN GUNFIGHTERS—By Ed Bartholomew

Called the most important book on this subject ever produced, the source book, the encyclopedia,
the "Who's Who of Six-Shooterology, '* this great book was published last year and met with acclaim
everywhere! It is a BIG BOOK, size 14" by 21'; it had to be BIG for within its pages are 604 actual
photos AND biographies of 1021 outlaws, gunfighters, robbers, highwaymen, brush-poppers, officers,
Rangers and others associated with the sfory of law and order in the early West, from 1850 to 1900!
The huge cloth covers are covered with two of the finest western color pamhngs ever done; front and
back are huge four-color Western scenes concerned with ''Six-Shooterology.' Read it, Sfudy it, then
frame it and hang it on the wall for it is a beautiful western decoration! Here are the names, dates
and places—the very information usually lacking in other books and publications. The author "visited
the scene, for 20 years dug into old newspaper files, into old courthouse archives, in prison records
and searched many an old cemetery. It is all here, alphabehcally arranged for qunck and ready re-

ference!
BUT—The best news of all, “THE PRICE IS REDUCED!”

Yes, so the very last copy will be sold before Christmas, for revenue to write and publish many
more TRUE books on Western History, the price comes crashmg down! Many hundreds were sold for
$15.00, and a great bargain it was; but now, we will prepay to you, or to anyone you designate it be
sent to as a GIFT, this great work for only $12.50. This offer is limited and may be withdrawn. Send
check, postal or express money order right now; THIS OFFER WILL NOT BE REPEATED. The limited

rice is $12.50!
; FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY * Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.

REAL TURTLES FREE CATALOG

mounted into OF AUTHENTIC

ash trays. Mounted in WESTERN CLOTHING
Send for free new colorful catalog showing

authentic western wear at low, direct-to-you

our own museum. 6 to

7 in. long. Ideal gift

for those who have
prices. The West's most complete catalog, the
choice of western stockmen for over 30 years.
Send for your free beautiful catalog, today!

everything. $6.95 post-
paid.
MILLER STOCKMAN SUPPLY CO.
1243-16th Street . Denver, Colorado

DIEHM’S MUSEUM
of Taxidermy
4015 Hanna St.
Ft. Wayne, Ind.
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FOUL ANCHOR
ARCHIVES

Treasure Books Exclusively
TREASURE TALES by Santschi

A scarce book now out-of-print. Dowsing, needles,
various treasure locating devices with descriptions and
drawings. Much sought for book. $1.50

EL DORADO—Describes and located over 190 of the
World's Greatest lost, sunken and buried treasures that
have become famous. $1.25

1065 BOOKS, MAPS, PICTURES & THINGS

Of interest, value or service you can get FREE for the
asking. 96 pages, 8V4x11 inches. Sold only with other
items. Include 50c with your order and ask for

“FREE”’

HOW TO PAN GOLD FOR PROFIT
by Robertson
Facts about gold, where to prospect, placers, panning,
sluicing, the law, how to sell your gold, outfitting, in-
struments, etc. Illustrated. $1.

BIG GHOST MAP-—3x2 feet—Locates 86 deserted
Ghost Towns, formerly mining centers in California,
Nevada and Arizona with roads to them.

BIGGEST TREASURE MAP OF THE U. S.—3 feet

long, locating 445 lost, sunken, buried, hidden treas-
ures. On heavy paper. Best publxshed 1.00

~==FOR TREASURE BOOKS, MAPS, CHARTS ---~
FOUL ANCHOR ARCHIVES ARE SPECIALISTS
We puy t on all ship and orders leave
thhm 24 hours after receipt. Please—No C.O.D.’s.
Cztalogue of over 100 Treasure items thh each
orger.

FOUL ANCHOR ARCHIVES [ Cash
25 Vale Place 0 M.O.
Rye, New York [] Check

checked below.

Please send the following books,

) Treasure Tales
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Table lamp as shown made
from authentic old wagon
wheel hub.

Night light beams through
spoke openings. 3 famous
cattle brands burned on
hub top. (Your own brand,
50c each.) Lamp, $15.75;
with shade, $29.95.

BEAUTIFUL WESTERN
PHOTO SHADES

15" diameter with six 8x10
sepia-toned western prints
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THE TEXAS VENDETTA
By Victor Rose

The Sutton-Taylor feud of southwest Texas, in
which were embroiled gunfighters such as Wes
Hardin, and others. Rose wrote this book when
the feud was still smouldering, and we reprinted
it in 1956, and added 16 pages of Rose photos.
Cloth. Postpaid, $2.50.
FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY
Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.
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“...Not A Single Notch!”
(Continued from page 13)

in the arrest of McQuinn who was
considered a dangerous man with a
very low boiling point.

“Shucks!” said Neal. “What the devil
are you talking about? Why Mr. Mec-
Quinn is my friend.”

He went unarmed and alone to Chero-
kee and in his calm manner confronted
McQuinn. “Mr. McQuinn,” he said,
“you’ve been kind enough to publish
some nice things about me in your
paper for which I'm deeply grateful.
I sure would appreciate it if you’d come
with me to San Saba and help straighten
out a little difficulty which appears to
have arisen between you and an old
acquaintance.”

McQuinn was still inclined to be a
little balky so Neal looked him straight
in the eye and said softly but firmly:
“I can’t think of any reason in the
world why you and I should ever per-
mit any trouble to come between us.
Can you, sir?”

McQuinn couldn’t, and went along
quietly to jail.

EAL served four consecutive terms

as sheriff, and the county became
characterized by a high degree of or-
der. Feeling that his work was done
and that he should now give first
thought to his growing family’s wel-
fare by seeking greater financial op-
portunities, he moved his brood to Fort
Worth and entered the real estate and
oil investment fields. He accumulated
a modest fortune in the next ten years
but was then assailed by investment
failures and domestic troubles which
left him broke.

Meanwhile Neal granted his older
sons permission to return to their be-
loved San Saba County. He eventually
moved back there also. His friends
prevailed upon him to run again for
sheriff. He easily defeated some five
opponents.

The next year in Georgetown he re-
married, the bride being Maid Allen of
Bartlett—well-known Central Texas
newspaperwoman and publisher of sev-
eral country weeklies. Three homicides
in two days were committed in San
Saba. County during the sheriff’s ab-
sence, so he had to cut short his honey-
moon and rush home to put down a re-
viving county war.

Sometimes afterward his non-killing
record again nearly went by the boards.
A local character named Chick Whi-
senant was normally a solid citizen but
became hell-on-wheels when he went on
one of his periodic drunks. One after-
noon, a citizen burst into the city
marshal’s office to announce excitedly
that Chick had run amok on the streets
and was beating up a minister. The
marshal requested Neal’s assistance as
he knew Whisenant liked the sheriff.
The whole business was old hat to all
parties concerned and normally Chick
was arrested, arraigned, fined and sent
home to bed. On this occasion, how-
ever, Neal marched him on past the
courthouse toward the jail. Chick jerked

up sharply.

“Whash going on here, Mr. Neal?”
he stammered drunkenly.
“You've gone too far this time,

Chick, and I'm locking you up,” said
Neal with unusual sharpness.
“Like hell you are,” blurted the

prisoner as he tried to break away.

Neal grabbed his arm whereupon the
drunk slashed at his eyes with talon-
like nails, inflicting ugly facial wounds.
Neal jerked out his handcuffs but
Chick whipped open an ugly looking
skinning knife. KEven as it flashed
through the air towards Neal’s throat,
the lawman’s Colt barked and a bullet
crashed through Chick’s wrist, sending
the knife flying. Still Chick tried to
grab Neal by the throat, but the sheriff
belted him with his pistol barrel. The
drunk awoke in jail where a doctor
attended his wounds.

The next day, Chick made bond and
was carried home. He sent word to
Neal that he wanted to see him but
the sheriff was too busy to comply.
While Neal was at home for lunch,
another courier called emphatically to
repeat Chick’s message.

“Please don’t consider going to the
Whisenant place, dear,”” begged Mrs.
Neal. “Those people are setting a trap
to kill you.”

“The whole town knows about this
business by now,” calmly replied her
husband. “The whole county will know
about it by nightfall. Naturally I must
go over there if the sheriff is to re-
tain any authority.”

‘!’hn\

oy,

“How does Gene Autrey s stand it, that's
what I'd like to know .

He arrived at the Whisenant home,
prepared for any eventuality. But the
red carpet was out for him. “You're
the finest man I know, Mr. Neal,” said
Chick. “I just wanted to thank you
for not killing me which God knows
I deserved. I'm going to do my part
in the future by laying off that fire-
water. Me and my folks have always
been proud to vote for you in the
past and always will in the future.”

This county-wide regard was to result
in another eight-year tenure as sheriff
for Neal.

The Ku Klux Klan insanity again
seized the South and spread into
San Saba County. Neal would have
no part of the Klan. It reminded him
of the bloody San Saba Mob. Mask-
wearing and unauthorized assembly be-
ing unlawful, he would not permit the
Klan to hold any of their cherished
parades, broke up their ‘“Konclaves,”
and ran a Klansman evangelist out of
the county. But incredible as it may
seem, large numbers of prominent citi-
zens had joined the Klan, and for the
first time Neal found himself confronted
with numerous personal enemies.

IS loss of influence began with a
minor incident. He had a bench
warrant for three cattle thieves operat-
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ing in the Cherokee area. One night
a man there telephoned him to say that
the three thieves were driving toward
San Saba in a stripped down Ford, all
wearing white shirts. Neal hid out
alone on the highway to intercept
the rustlers. A stripped down Ford oc-
cupied by three white-apparelled pas-
sengers loomed up in the darkness. Neal
stepped out and ordered a halt. The
vehicle increased its speed. He fired
at the tires, but the driver whipped
onto a side road and escaped.

Unknown to Neal, the automobile was
occupied by a San Saba jeweler named
Stillwell, his wife and son. Neal’s bul-
let richocheted and inflicted a slight
calf wound on Stillwell. He raced on
into San Saba and halted at Neal's
home to report that he had been shot
by hijackers. Mrs. Neal smelled a
mouse and informed the jeweler of her
suspicions that he had been shot by
the sheriff. She sent Stillwell to a
doctor at her husband’s expense.

“Did you catch the rustlers?” asked
Mrs. Neal when the sheriff got home.

“No, by gosh! And don’t you tell
anybody either,” he replied.

‘Oh, I won’t tell anybody,” dutifully
replied his wife. “But I'm sure Mr.
Stillwell will.”

“Stillwell? What the devil’s he got
to do with this?” asked the puzzled
sheriff.

‘“Nothing much execept you shot him,”
replied Mrs. Neal.

At the time Stillwell was amused
and not a whit vengeful, but soon the
Ku Klux ribbed him into making a
big thing out of the rather comical
affair and the kindly non-killing sheriff
was portrayed as a careless gunslinger
of the bloodiest type. Stillwell won
an out-of-court settlement for damages
and Neal’s enemies continued to berate
him on into the upcoming election.

He subsequently captured the rustlers
single-handedly and his careful investi-
gation earned them long prison sen-
tences. But the damage had been done
to his reputation. His detractors now
vilified him with all manner of ac-
cusations of which “woman-chaser” was
featured.

After church one Sunday, Mrs. Neal
happened to overhear a group of fe-
male gossips bandying this charge back
and forth. “Did Edgar ever chase any
of you women ?”’ she asked. Her startled
audience answered in the negative. “The
only reason I asked,” blandly continued
Mrs. Neal, “was to demand that he
show better taste in the future.”

But there being no adequate defense
known for character assassination, Neal
lost the election by eight votes. His
supporters demanded that he contest the
results as there were charges of wide-
spread irregularities, but he refused.

“TI have given the best years of my
life to cleaning up this county,” he
said sadly. ‘“But people here seem to
prefer it messed up. I'm stepping out.”

ANY of the huge ranches on the

West Texas plains were subdividing
into farms at this time. Neal and his
wife opened a prosperous real estate
business featuring sale of these fine
farms. But presently the crusading Dan
Moody was elected governor of Texas.
The spectre of prohibition was upon the
land, and the corruption attending at-
tempted enforcement had undermined
police authorities and the judiciary. The
Governor wanted conditions rectified so
he sent for Edgar Neal and put him
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back on the Ranger force as criminal
investigator.

Neal’s efforts helped bring about im-
portant changes in investigative pro-
cedures and the fee system and sent
some crooked big-shot lawmen to the
state penitentiary. ‘“Never knew a man
in his class for ferreting out evidence,”
said the Governor admiringly.

Neal remained on the Ranger force
until the impeached ex-governor James
Ferguson unbelievably edged back into
the governor’s chair through election
of his wife and avenged himself upon the
Texas Rangers by wrecking the force;
thereby returning Neal to the real
estate business. He had meanwhile
moved his family to Lubbock.

The youthful James Allred unseated
the Fergusons as governor. Allred stated
that he was instituting a ‘“youth move-
ment” in state government, but when
he restored the Ranger force, public
demand for re-hiring of the sixty-five
year-old Neal was so loud that Allred
found it wise to comply.

An extorting political machine was
in the saddle in Corpus Christi. A
voluble opponent of the clique was
allegedly murdered, and his premises
burned. Local police appeared to be
dragging their feet in the case, so the
Governor secretly sent Captain Neal
and Ranger Fred Holland down to in-
vestigate. A bitter election contest was
in the offing. A henchman of the
machine recognized the two Rangers
on the street and accosted them, think-
ing they were in town in connection
with the election.

“You sons-of-b . . ... get out of this
town or we’ll run you out,” he snarled.

Holland smashed him clear out into
the street and prepared to leap after
him. Neal grabbed the Ranger by the
collar. ‘“No' matter how much your
actions seem justified, Fred,” he said in
his calm and fatherly manner, “remem-
ber that a Ranger’s duty is to stop
fights; not participate in them.”

The local press enormously ballooned
the incident and screamed: “Remove the
Rangers or blood will flow in the
streets of Corpus Christi”” Alarmed
neighbors in Lubbock fearfully showed
these scare-lines to Mrs. Neal.

“Pshaw,” said that lady. “The calmest
man in Corpus Christi is Edgar Thomas
Neal. Nobody—but nobody—is going to
get any of his blood spilled.”

The Governor decided that where
there was smoke there was some fire—
that the political machine really must
have plenty to hide—so he sent down
a strong detachment of Rangers and
the formerly intimidated public got
brave enough to turn out at the polls
and upset the machine.

AT sixty-nine, Neal again retired to

his real estate business in Lubbock,
but it wasn’t long before the call went
out for his return to the role of law-
man. The giant construction firm of
Brown and Root was engaged in build-
ing a chain of great dams for the
Lower Colorado River Authority. Most
of the construction foremen were out-
of-staters sometimes given to cursing
the workers in the interests of maxi-
mum effort. Texans are inclined to
be long on accepting hard work and
hardship, but short on accepting abuse.
Shortly there was almost as much fight-
ing as working on the project.

The kindly Neal took over as se-
curity officer and smoothed out con-
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THE ROUGH RIDER

The 16-inch tops and
vamps are of beautiful

soft glove leather.
rows stitching with 6-
inch zipper in back.
Walking heel, fully
leather lined. Sharp
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heel, narrow toe, leather lined.
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NAVAJO SADDLE BLANKETS
SINGLES $12.50 DOUBLES $22.50
(30” to 32" by (30" to 32 by
30" to 32") 60" to 64")

Our Navajos are gathered regularly from every
part of the Reservation. Each blanket is 100%
virgin wool, hand spun on native looms. Heavy,
full size, straight and square, with extra fancy
corner designs. The utmost in horse protection.
Can be used as small rugs. If not satisfied, may
be returned within ten days from our mailing
date. Enclose check or money order. We pay

postage. '
BYRON HUNTER’S INDIAN STORE
3900 E. Van Buren, Phoenix, Arizona

INDIAN ARROWHEAD JEWELRY

‘ Prehistoric style in man-made
gemstone. Non-tarnish rhodium
finish chain and earrings. Opaque
colors: Black, Turquoise, Tanger-
ine, White, Yellow. Quartz Colors:

INDIAN TRAIL COMPANY
Baum Bldg., Danville, lllinois

LIFE OF BEN THOMPSON, By W. M. Walton—
Written by his attorney who knew him as a boy,
here is the only factual and full length account
ot the life and times of Shot-Gun Ben. A hand-
some reprint of the rare 1884 edition, it gives the
details of the life of this gunfighting gambler and
officer, in Kansas and in Texas and of his service
in the Confederacy. Numerous photos. Cloth.
Postpaid, $3.95.
FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY
Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.
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Just Reprinted
FAMOUS GUNFIGHTERS
OF THE
WESTERN FRONTIER
By W. B. (Bat) Masterson
A GUNFIGHTER tells of his experi-

ences with:

LUKE SHORT
BILL TILGHMAN
BEN THOMPSON
DOC HOLLIDAY
WYATT EARP

He details, one by one, the lives of
these men, what he thought of them, their
exploits, and measures them against one
and the other, as gunfighters!

He tells heretofore unknown details
about some of the little known gunfight-
ers of the West and the editors give little
kxi})wn information about Masterson, him-
self.

Originally published in 1907 in mag-
azine articles, presented here in book
form, we have added 44 pages of actual
photos from the famous Rose Collection.
Clothbound. Postpaid, $3.50

FRONTIER BOOK CO.
P. O. Box 1136 Ruidoso, N.M.

America's
FIRST

REAL

| SADDLE KITS

EASY-TO-MAKE
NO EXPERIENCE REQUIRED

Fits your horse and you too! Rides
like a good saddle should. SAVE BIG
MONEY. Write for complete informa-
tion and...

FREE.100 PAGE CATALOG

TANDY LEATHER CO0Q. (Since 1919)
P. O. Box 791-PA Fort Worth 1, Texas

FIND BURIED TREASURE!

GOLD, silver, coins, jewel-
ry, strongboxes, battle re-
lics! M~gCOPE transistor-
ized electronic Treasure-
Metal  Locators  detect
them all. Used world-wide
by successful explorers.
Exciting! Rewarding!
Supersensitive, lightweight
M-SCOPE offers greater
depti penct ation, no
ground interference, over
200 treasure-hunting days ot
WSS battery life. Indestructible
iberglass cases. Guaranteed. From $59.50, Easy
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FISHER RESEARCH LAB., INC.
Dept. TW-3, Palo Alto, Calif.

flicting viewpoints and the work pro-
ceeded on schedule. This job lasted
nearly five years. Then Neal went
to Houston and served thirty months
under former Captain of Rangers Frank
Hamer as assistant security officer for
Republic Oil Company. He returned to
Brown and Root as security officer
for their big prefabricating plant in
Galena Park.

There, after nearly five decades be-
hind a gun and a star, he reached
trail’s end in the manner gunslingers
dream of but few attain—calm death
in his own bed with his wife gently
holding onto his hand.

And not one notch on his gun!

L CELLERS-

Ik

"Damned messy oil—killin° off mah

grassl”

HEADQUARTERS FOR
INDIANCRAFT Since 1927

Specializing in American Indiancrafts and Supplies.
All types of Authentic Indiancraft kits for Boy Scouts
and Cub Scouts.
CATALOGUE: Send 25 cents, refundable with first order
of $2.50 or more.

PLUME TRADING & SALES CO., INC.
P.O. Box 585 Monrce, New York

OUT-OF-PRINT BOOKS

The Southwest—The West—The South—
The Civil War—The Confederacy and
American History.
Write for Free Catalog
FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY

Box 1136 Ruidoso, New Mexico
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The 13 Graves
(Continued from page 26)

“Sefior Tribolette and Presidente Es-
calante. They received the same as the
rest.”

Escalante was the last to be heard.
When told that he had been implicated
by one of the witnesses, he said, “But,
sefior, I had so little to do with it.
I was not there. Mine was only a guilty
knowledge, as you must realize.”

“But you accepted your cut of the
money. You got as much as any of
the others. Doesn’t that show that you
are as guilty as the rest?”

“But no, sefior, not at all. I accepted
it as a gift to the poor. Anyway, why
should you punish men who take money
from the rich gringos? They take it
back to the United States and our
people go poor. Why should they ob-
ject when our people get some of it
back ?”

Somehow Mendez had managed to
come up with twelve of the guilty ones
in custody, a remarkable feat for a
man who guessed a lot and was wrong
more times than he was right. He
frequently hanged the innocent and freed
the guilty, according to the biographers
of Colonel Emilo Kosterlitzky, who
found Kosterlitzky lacking the same
virtues.

It was late at night when the ques-
tioning was over and the twelve ac-
cused men, all found guilty by Men-
dez, were herded into a barn around

which were placed twenty Rurales to
keep them there. Meanwhile Mendez,
having heard of a hideout used by El
Diablo, sent some men to apprehend
him.

At daybreak these men returned with
El Diablo in custody. They had found
him in bed asleep and he had sur-
rendered without a fight.

DURING the night, some of the prison-
ers had discovered a barrel of wine
in the barm, hidden beneath some hay,
and proceeded to get drunk. And why
not? It was to be their last day on
earth and when one is to die he should
die happy, they said.

But these men had no idea of what
was in store for them. They were to
wish later they had never found the
wine.

Marched off without their breakfast—
some so drunk they staggered—the thir-
teen men were headed for a brushy
hill north of town, the Rurales forming
a cordon about them.

Those who gave out along the way
were prodded into life with bayonets
and were kept moving. If bayonets
did not hurry them along, Mendez
hustled them even more with his cat-
o’-nine-tails which hurt more than the
bayonet jabs.

Mendez had ordered his men to round
up shovels and picks, and when the
party arrived at the scene of execution
the men were issued tools and told to
dig their own graves. The graves were
to be six feet deep and three feet wide,
any they were to be dug in time for
the mass execution before darkness set
in. Any man who did not have his
grave six feet deep by nightfall would
be covered up alive, with maybe some
burning wood thrown in with him.

The digging went on all day, with
some working faster than others. The
diggers were given water but no food.

It was a warm day and sweat poured
off their backs. For those who had
over indulged in the wine it was most
difficult.

Escalante and Tribolette worked along
with the others, all thirteen men striv-
ing to get their graves dug to the
required depth.

A few paused to roll cigarettes, joke
or curse the Rurales. The bravado they
displayed was characteristic of the
rough, tough men they were, unwilling
to yield to man’s weaker emotions.

Only Tribolette showed any weakness
and that was toward the end of the
day when he began to complain of the
blisters on his hands. In spite of the
goading of the others, who urged him
to stand up and face it like a man,
he weakened to the point of whimper-
ing. Tears streamed down his fat
cheeks.

“Kill me now and have it over with,”
he pleaded with Mendez, but the stern
aide-de-camp was there to enjoy his
sadistic tendencies to the utmost. He
ordered Tribolette to finish his grave
under penalty of being burned alive
if he failed.

Finally the last of the graves were
dug-—Tribolette’s being the very last to
reach the required depth. There was
only an hour of sunlight left and Men-
dez was anxious to finish his task and
be on his way. Afterward he would
get drunk and stay drunk for several
days, according to the stories told
about him later.

Each man was required to stand with
his back to his own grave, his heels
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on the edge of the excavation, so that
when he fell backward from the impact
of the bullets, he would be ready to
cover up.

Eight Rurales were lined up and
instructed to fire at the heart on com-
mand, Each condemned man would re-
ceive a full volley.

The first man was asked if he was
ready. He nodded his head.

Mendez gave the commands. On the
word to fire the volley crashed out and
the man toppled backward, but he did
not fall into the grave. His body
struck its edge and hung there mo-
mentarily.

Mendez quickly stepped across the
grave and delivered the shot of grace,
after which the corpse slipped off and
tumbled into the hole.

The firing squad reloaded their Sharps
carbines, and the second man was dis-
posed of.

The others stood waiting their turns,
and at last all had been disposed of
except Tribolette and Escalante. The
grave Escalante had dug was at the end
and he was scheduled to die last.

As the firing squad loaded for Tri-
bolette, Mendez asked him if he had
anything to say for himself.

“I have a request, sefior. Please do
not mutilate my face with a shot of
grace. Should I meet my wife in the
next world, I would wish her to see
me as I am now.”

Mendez turned to his men. “Hear
that? Aim your shots for his heart,
men. Ready! Aim . . .”

It was now Escalante’s time to go and
he stood alone—the last of the thirteen
conspirators.

“And your wish, sefior?”

“That your body be devoured by
coyotes and buzzards, and that before
you die you suffer a thousand deaths.”

A few moments later Escalante, too,
lay in his grave and was covered up
with the rest.

Escalante’s curse haunted Mendez in
later years. He became afflicted with
cancer, and suffered the tortures of
hell before he died alone on his Guadala-
jara estate. When the body was found
days later, wild animals had mutilated
the face.

We Found A Lost Gold Mine
(Continued from page 31)

in the spring of 1956. The glacier
really presented a huge obstacle, We
dynamited the icy mass. It dropped
into the creek below where it dissolved
and floated away.

In the process of dynamiting, a large
vein of brightly colored ore appeared
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CUSTER'S
LAST FIGHT!

in the canyon wall, not far above the
snow line. Following the vein upward,
we could see what looked like a small
ledge suitable for a starting point for
drilling and blocking out this vein.

With the help of ropes and sheer
stubbornness we made it up, cutting
hand and foot holes in a solid rock
wall which ran straight up for seventy
feet. The ledge was only about ten
inches wide—a precarious perch.

We began the laborious, nerve-rack-
ing procedure of pulling up the equip-
ment, piece by piece, and assembling
it on the ten-inch ledge. Then the
drilling began.

Soon the canyon was reverberating
with the echoes of dynamite blasts and
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falling rock. Tons and tons of rock
came tumbling down. A yawning, gap-
ing hole began to appear in the face
of the wall. The ore proved out as
high-grade gold, silver, copper and zinc.
Sound causes friction and friction
causes heat and the more the crew
blasted, the lower the glacier receded.
Finally, the blasting and the heat of
the sun caused the snow pack to com-
pletely disappear from the canyon.
With the ice and snow gone, we
were excited to find a- drift going
straight into the face of the cliff, lower
down on the same vein we were work-
ing, This drift had been covered with
snow for many years. We made care-

Author Long, Mineral Gorge Mining
partner, shows a visitor the different
veins in the cliff walls. Notice how
straight up and down the canyon walls
are.

ful preparations for entering the drift.
Ropes, lanterns and candles were brought
up. Black damp or other gases were
possible. Cave-ins were checked. A
cautious entrance was made.

The tunnel ran about sixty feet
straight into the hill. Finding it free
of cave-ins and gases, we made a
minute examination of our find.

Marked on the wall of the drift were
the dates 1910 and 1911. Just inside the
tunnel mouth, we found an old crucible,
a single jack rusted with age, a wheel-
barrow and an old bellows. When we
touched the tools, they disintegrated
to nothingness—all that remained were
the hammer head, the wheel of the
wheelbarrow and a couple of badly-
battered star drills. It gave us a
spooky feeling to see these objects
disappear to dust.

AND so, the Lost Shaky Bill Mine
was again revived. The Mineral
Gorge Mining and Developing Company,
Inc., is working Shaky Bill’'s vein, cov-
ered by snow and ice so many years
ago.

The Mineral Gorge mining properties
encompass 660 acres of land and con-
tain millions of tons of ore. Analyses
of the Tacoma Assay Office read: Gold,
.55 ounces; silver, 10.8 ounces; copper,
6.35 per cent; and zinc, 31.25 per cent
per ton. The U. S. Government assay
No. RW 11545 shows 1.17 per cent
uranium.

Our Tacoma quintet proved again that
not all lost mines remain hidden.

52

Truly Western
(Continued from page %)

one of whom was married to Tom Jef-
fords . . . My mother died in 1911; my
father was killed in the 1906 fire in
San Francisco, where I was born in
1891. T am also named after my great-
uncle Mangus Coloradas; his name being
Dasoda Hae.

This is not intended to be antagonistic,
but I wish the writers, all of them, would
try to ascertain the true facts before
writing—especially about the Apaches.

Getting back to Chief Victorio. He was
a warrior—or rather, a war chief—un-
der Mangus Coloradas. After the death
of my great-uncle, he was under Chie,
my great-uncle’s only son. As a warrior,
he was as brave as they came, and his
authority as a war chief was never ques-
tioned. As far as being a member of the
Council of Chiefs of the Warm Springs,
or Mimbrenos, he had nothing to say.

He was killed with all his men, sixteen
in all—by the Rurales in the Candaleria
Mountains of Mexico for the one time
that an Apache let his material wants
overcome his cunning. He led his men
to a water hole—in the open there after
killing the extra horses and feasting, in-
stead of withdrawing to cover, they went
to sleep and were surprised by the
Rurales. Geronimo told me this story as
it was repeated to him by Nana, who
was with Victorio at that time, but away
on a hunting trip when Victorio was
killed. He was killed in 1881 . . .

‘Well, I have this off my chest. On
page 9 (of that issue), you have a pic-
ture from the Ben Wittick collection. As
it happens, the Apache woman in this
picture is my grandmother . . . the one
at the far right looks very much like
Geronimo. He was a great “ham,” as
far as having his picture taken .
Somehow, I rather liked him. His grand-
son, “Chief Silent Dawn,” or Colonel Ted
Davis, and I are very close friends.

Hope you can convince the author that
her father was mistaken about the
Apaches . . . It did make good reading,
but rather comical to me, because being
Apache, T know them, and I am sure this
could not have happened with any of
my people being participants.—Joseph
C. Evans (“Nino Dasoda Hae”), 3707
E. 57th Street, Maywood, Calif.

Editors, True West:

Just picked up a copy of TW (June)
and read King’s story as told to Lea
McCarty.

As I am Cherokee, I resent King’s
statement that the Cherokees and Co-
manches were horse thieves (I don’t know
about the Comanches). In the previous
paragraph, he admits stealing a horse,
and later bootlegging whiskey to the In-
dians . . . Just such men as he came in-
to the Indian Nations, stole horses and
sold them to Texas cowboys and peddled
hootleg whiskey. Whites stole so many
horses that the Indians and whites
formed an anti-horse thief association
to protect their stock.

For a fee, a horse was registered with
weight, age, color and other natural
markings. The horse was branded with
a small letter “C” on the left paw. The
owner was given a certificate, and he
carried it with him when riding a
registered horse. He had better have the
certificate with him if he rode into a
part of the country where he was not
known, as the certificate could be com-
pared to the present-day driver’s license
or title to car.

The whites and renegades who flocked
in here from eastern states did more to
give this country a bad reputation than
all the so-called “bad” Indians. Of
course, there were a very few of the
Indians who traveled the ‘“owl-hoot”
trail, but they started out with white
“owl-hooters.”

I hope you and Mr. King get a flood
of letters protesting his statement in
TW that the Cherokees were horse
thieves.—Noonah Bearpaw, Tulsa, Okla-
homa.

ﬂ,«ﬁ]l/

“No, no, Tombstone . . . not that endl”

Amigo:

Been readin’ your True West for quite
a spell now, and to use an old mountain
word, it’s mighty annagroveous.

I git a real big kick outa readin’ the
stories you print. In the June issue, I
reckon I mostly liked your little story
about the Utes. Wish you would print
more stories about us Indians. I was real
surprised when I got in the service to
find out how little people know or care
about Indians. Most of my amigos is
from the east coast and they think In-
dians got big homes and cars and stuff
like they do. If'n you git a chance and
some extra paper, how about writing a
story about living ways now . . .

Afore I go, I want to say that if'n
you want to see a rodeo—a real rodeo—
where the bulls still got their horns and
all the cowhands are at their best, go to
Ogden, Utah, for the Pioneer Days in
July. Ifn you can’t make that, hit
Cheyenne. Gracias for the good readin’
—keep ’er comin’.—‘“Savage” Malan,
AF 1961 4496, 6910 RGM, APO 130, New
York, N.Y.

Bueno, "'Savage.” we'll slip in as many
stories about us Indians as we can—got
some good ones comin’ up. But you can
see from the letters above why we get
nervous when we print one . .. guess it's
safe to write about Apaches, though: we
can save our scalps that way. We REALLY
are glad to get comments like these; it
helps every story to be that much bet-
ter and more authentic than the last.—
Garrulous Goodpasture.

Remembrance of Things Past
Dear Sir:

(Have just read) your story in the
August, 1958, True West issue on “WwWild
0Old Days.” I don’t believe the “Old Mose”
story is true. In fact, here are some of
the details as told to me by my father,

(Continued on page 54)
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LAST CALL!

: I'or Christmas Gift
: : Subscriptions’

Easy, simple economical—in-
stead of bucking nightmarish
shopping crowds,
blanks and write out a check—in
ten minutes your gift problems for
those friends are past history! You
couldn't send less expensive, more
appreciated gifts than TRUE WEST
and FRONTIER TIMES—qifts that last

so long and remind your friends of you

Here’s another
rip-snorting
Western
Christmas gift
offer for you
folks who want ey
to give
something

REALLY
DIFFERENT!
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CHRISTMAS!

AND WHAT A TERRIFIC BOOST IT WILL BE FOR US! Thousands of people do not even }
know our magazines exist. lt's a TREMENDOUS job getting the word around. So, your sendmg
gift subscriptions is a THREE-WAY BENEFIT—to us, to you and to the folks who receive them.

DO IT NOW BEFORE THE RUSH BOGS US UNDER! Send either magazine or BOTH—the g
same rates apply to each. Include your own renewal or extension at these special rates, if you %
wish. Where else can you present so much of the very HEART of the Old West—AS IT REALLY %
WAS—to your friends for ten times the price?

REDUCED GIFT RATES'!

One 12 issue subscription, $3.00. Two to four, $2.50 each.
B R S S S IF YOU DON'T WISH TO DAMAGE MAGAZINE, LIST ON SHEET OF PAPER
TRUE WEST, Box 5008-TW, Austin 31, Texas

Five and over, $2.00 each.

O Include my own subscription.

[] Gift Card to read from

[] Please check here if your subscription is a renewal or extension.

Please send TRUE WEST as indicated below. | enclose $. ... ... ... . .. .for.......... .. ... subscriptions.
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FRONTIER TIMES, Box 5008-TW,Austin 31, Texas
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Charles M. Russell
POST CARDS

$2 for full set of 32—3 sets, $5

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

16 COWBOY AND OLD WEST GROUP
—Last of 5,000, Wild Horse Fight, Red
Bird (Russell's Favorite Horse), Here's
How! ''Throwed,'' Watching the Horse

Herd, Solitude, Busting a Steer, Trouble
Ahead, End of the Rope, The Bolter, Rider
of the Rough String, Dudes, Sunshine and
Shadow, Up a Tree, Charles M. Russell

(Self-Portrait).

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

ORDER TODAY!

TRAIL'S END

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

A REAL TEXAS
HORN-TOAD

Pin, Tie clasp, bola tie, scarf catch or for charm
bracelet. Solid silver, or silver covered in gold.
$4.95 ppd. ftp.

TOEP'S COUNTRY STORE, INC., Boerne, Texas

Out of the Past — — —
ARROWHEAD JEWELRY!
EARRINGS:
Lrg., med., sm., $2.00 pr.
A s
e ain ....$1.50 ea.
BOLO TIE:
Lrg. Arrowhead, $1.50 ea.
Stone Arrowhead Making In-
structions. Illustrated An-
cient olaashod $1.00

CHIEF BLACKHAWK, Box
564-TW, Konnwlc% Wash.
Use postcard for CO.

Dealers inquire.

orders.

BARGAIN

BOOKS  World's finest literature only
10c volume postpaid! Western
Classics, Science, Fiction, Phil-
osophy, Religion, Self-Improvement, Sex-
Education, etc. Sixty-page catalog 25c,
almost 2000 titles!

HOUSE OF BETTER BOOKS Dept. W912
722 East Silver Spring Milwaukee 17, Wis.

BLACK JACK KETCHUM
By Ed Bartholomew
“'Last of the Hold-Up Kings,”" T, E. Ketchum and
his bands rode New Mexico, Arizona and Texas,
some in Colorado and Utah. The 1830°s was the
time, and this bunch made train robbing the big
story of their day. Never-before written history.
With photos. Cloth. Postpaid, $3.00.
FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY
Box 1136, Ruidoso. N.M.
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Mr. A. B. Dell, who is eighty-eight years
old and lives in Guffey, Colorado. He
remembers hearing the shots that killed
“0Old Mose,” and was about four miles
from there where it happened . . . My
father was a very good friend of Mr.
Pigg’s and we know the country well.
My father also saw ‘‘Old Mose” after
he was killed . . . Here is the story told
by my father:

From 1885 until 1905, high in the
mountains of Fremont and Park coun-
ties of Colorado, the main cowboy and
rancher talk was “Bear”’—one large griz-
zly bear above all. He had been shot at
and hit several times, but still roamed
the hills, killing around 300 head of cat-
tle. It is doubtful that he killed any
deer, although he had eaten on many
deer carcasses.

A rancher, Charles Douglas, caught
the old bear in one of his bear traps,
but the bear pulled loose, leaving one
toe. Therefore, Mr. Douglas named him
“0ld Mose.” Mr. Douglas and two of his
sons, John and Arch, hunted Old Mose
many times, but only saw him once.
They built a scaffold in a tree by a lake
on Black Mountain. About two weeks
later on a moonlight night, they were
waiting in the scaffold. Looking down,
they saw the old bear close to the tree.
Not being able to see clear and most
likely a little nervous, they never fired
a shot. So, Old Mose was safe again.

Jake Ratcliff of Fairplay, Colorado,
and Hank Seamore, a rancher, decided
they would hunt the old bear. After mak-
ing camp (they had a wagon and a
team), they picked up his track on the
foothills of Waugh Mountain. After two
or three days, they were getting close
to Old Mose. They separated to sur-
round some brush and timber in a ravine
__Mr, Ratcliff on one side and Seamore
on the other.

Mr. Ratcliff saw some fresh diggings
around an old cave, but passed by it.
Hearing a crash behind him, he looked
back, and not twenty feet away rushed
the huge bear. He shot once; the old
bear mangled him brutally, tearing half
his face off, breaking bones, and leaving
him for dead.

Seamore later found him unconscious,
and took him to the IM Ranch, which
was about four miles away. Ratcliff re-
gained consciousness later to tell about
the bear. He lived from 4 p.m. to 1:30
a.m. Mr. Hysong, a cowboy, was sent to
a nearby ranch to notify Mr. Ratcliff’s
relatives in Fairplay; but before they
arrived, he had passed on. This was the
second man Old Mose had killed; the
other one was a miner.

By now, everyone was jumpy—even
the hunters were staying more in the
open, afraid of the thick timber where
the old bear might be.

In April, Mr. Horton Pigg, owner of
the Styrup Ranch, and a Mr. Anthony of
Idaho decided they could get the old
bear. Now, Old Mose roamed between
Waugh Mountain, 31 Mountain and Black
Mountain, and had even been seen on
Cover Mountain. Mr. Pigg and Mr. An-
thony packed their camp outfit and left
the Styrup Ranch, finding Old Mose’s
tracks at White Horn. From there, they
trailed him to Cal’'s Fork, up Wagon
Tongue Gulch, to the Shimions Ranch
(about three days). They stayed all night
at the ranch, which is at the foot of
Black Mountain.

The next morning, they began their
climb up Black Mountain. They had
fifty dogs each. They separated at the
timber edge; Mr. Pigg going on in the
timber. About noon, with a light snow
falling, Old Mose left the timber and
headed back for Waugh Mountain. Mr.
Anthony, hearing the dogs, came to the
edge of the timber and saw the old bear
raise up near a big stump to fight the
dogs. He was 200 yards away.

Mr. Anthony shot him once, and here
came the old bear at full speed; stopping
a minute or two to fight the dogs and
then rushing on (he killed five dogs).
Four more shots rang out, but the huge
bear came on. One more shot—Old Mose
dropped, twenty feet from Mr. Anthony
who was probably beyond speech as that
was his last shell. He had a 30-40 Win-
chester rifle; six shots is all the gun
held.

Old Mose weighed 1,075 pounds,
dressed. His track measured fourteen
inches long, nine inches wide. He was
nineteen inches across the head. He was
poor, as you could feel his ribs. They
sold the meat for ten cents a pound at
Morgan and Wright Market in Canon
City, Colorado.—Mrs. Lorraine Sad-
leir, 110 North Seventh Street, Canon
City, Colorado.

“He's from Alaska—brag, brag, bragl”

Dr, Walter P. Webb, Historical Consul-
tant:

After reading the June issue of True
West, I can assure you I will be a steady
reader of your magazine from now on.
Your June issue has a story called “Up
Today and Down Tomorrow,” and writ-
ten by Ralph W. Andrews. On page 22,
there is a picture of sixteen lumberjacks
and their belongings. In the back row
from left to right and seated next to
the last man standing, is my father.

My father migrated from Iowa to
Hoquiam, Washington, during the de-
pression of the 1890’s . . . My father’s
name was Charles Adamson, and worked
for Alec Polson up to about 1907 when
we moved to Idaho . . . I would like the
address of Ralph W. Andrews if he is
an old-timer with pictures like this one.
He probably knows these men by name.
Maybe I can come up with a story with
like surprises.—Percy L. Adamson, Box
437, Powers, Oregon.

Howdy, Folks:

In regard to Zoe Tilghman’s letter in
February True West, I thought you
might like to know that Bill Tilghman
was born at Fort Dodge, Iowa, about

True West



thirty miles from my grandfather’s
farm at Fondo, Iowa. My father said
that Bill was the greatest peace officer
of the old West. A drunken federal
agent named Wiley Lynn killed him in
Oklahoma.

Perhaps Zoe Tilghman remembers a
cousin of my grandfather, U. S. Marshal
Theodore S. Wykoff, who arrested Hen-
ry Starr in 1891 at Muskogee, Oklaho-
ma, for selling liquor to the Indians.
Henry Starr, a notorious bank robber
and train robber, was shot in 1915 at
Stroud, Oklahoma. Later, in 1923, he was
killed at Harrisonville, Arkansas, by a
bank cashier . . .

U. 8. Marshall “Dory” Wykoff had
three horses shot from under him by
Henry Starr’s gang while serving in
Oklahoma from 1884 to 1894.—Roy A.
Wykoff, Jr. (Member Oklahoma Nation-
al Cowhboy Hall of Fame), Iowa’'s Sol-
diers Home, Marshalltown, Iowa.

Dear Joe:

I notice you boys have an SOS out
for stories other than the southwest.
That’s a danged good idea. I'd like to
see some one go after a story in south-
eastern Oregon I learned about. I think
it would make interesting reading.

During the depression, I was a cow-
boy for old Rye Smith in Harney County,
Oregon. There was a number of cow out-
fits in those parts. Some of those I
remember were the Bell A, the Double
O and the Alvord Ranch. At the time,
old Rye Smith was well up in his nine-
ties. His son, C. B. Smith, was the boss.

Anyway, on the ranch, which is located
near Burns, Oregon, is the remains of
an old rock house. I believe it was part-
ly a wooden structure. Anyway, one of
the cowboys told me in the bunk house
one night that old Rye had been away
from the ranch one day, and upon his
return he found a band of Indians circl-
ing the house. It had been set afire, and
all that was left was the rock founda-
tion.

But I remember correctly Rye opened
up on the young bucks from ambush and
they temporarily seemed to retreat. Fear-
ing his family was killed, or perhaps
still alive, Rye made a fast ride to the
house. As soon as he did so, the Indians
turned and took chase. Rye rode as fast
as his horse could carry him. He man-
aged to out-distance them on his cow-
pony. When he summoned help, the rest
of the buildings were burned to the
ground. The next day, the cowboy took
me to the private graveyard near the
house Rye was then living in, and there
was the graves of a large family—all of
which were massacred. Rye was the only
one to escape.—Allen A. Erwin, 1432
N. Curson Avenue, Hollywood 46, Cali-
fornia.

Dear Norm:

The letter to you in TW for June from
Fred E, Holdredge, Caldwell, Idaho, was
like a visit to my old stomping grounds;
having lived in Thermopolis, Wyoming,
for sixteen years.

I believe Fred is the same Fred Hold-
redge who operated a hotel in the twen-
ties, and also served two terms as sheriff
of that county (Hot Springs) . .. While
Fred was sheriff, he had some characters
to oversee, 1nclud1ng me, the Maybell
brothers, the Nicholsons a.nd the Hagens,
one of Whom (Scott) succeeded Fred as
sheriff . . . Among the characters I failed
to mention—Uncle Johnny Owens, a law-
man (either as marshal or sherlff) for
twenty-two years. He reportedly killed
twenty-three men, but I never heard him
confirm this.
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COME OLD TIME TRAINS!

: From Modern America’s Top Train House

Romance, adventure and excitement which marked early Western rallroadmg is recreated in these colorful
trains. Featured in each—woodburning “‘General’’ locomotive of 1850’s, two wood-simulated early American
coaches, track and power supply. Everything you need at bargain prices.

. Gilbert HO .« . . Lionel
HO is half the size of Lionel, takes | A superb replica of the real-old-
only half the space. The loco-in |timer from one of the world's great
this set is heavy die-casting and | Dames ink trains. Molddcd ballo(;)n t\xvo,dlelzf'fs srréoke, has }c\hogrch(m
T R S s type stack, long painted cowcatch- | sound. Extra Bonus! With this set
ROWOLEH: by Wetmegsok drivedmotor: er, wood in tender. only FREE $6.98 express baggage
$34.95 $29.95 | car. $29.95
Postage All Train Sets $1.50

Usually . . . It’s How Big It is That Counts. Now
Hobby House Scoops the Country. Smallest 6-
TRANSISTOR RADIO Anywhere!

American F[yer
Another great name in trains, Op-
erates by remote control like other

World’s Largest Hobby
Mail Order House

TRAINS—You Name It
Ready to Run or Kits
PLANES—AIl Types
VEHICLES

SHIP MODELS

RACE CARS

POWER BOATS
RADIO CONTROL
TOOLS
HANDICRAFTS
TRANSISTOR RADIOS

Size of King-size
Cigarettes . . .

But, Even Thinner!
With Battery, Mag-

netic Earphone, Kid-
skin Carrying Case

Special - Offer WRITE FOR CATALOGS
Reg. $39.95 320 Page All Hobby Catalog ........ $1.00
Lionel Trains at Bargain Prices ...... $525
529.95 American Flyer Trains at
Bargaint Prices 2 o i o a0 $. 525

HO Trains 92 Page Illustrated Catalog $ .50
‘‘Everything for Every Hobby’’

Add $1.00 for Postage and Insurance

“‘another’’ transistor radio. This “‘Marvel”® is apt-
. EXTRA TINY, it easily fits in shirt or coat
Its beautiful case will delight you! Real lis-

Not just
ly named
pocket or puxsc
tening pleasure is yours, with plenty of power and a wide

ORDER BY MAIL
Do your Christmas shopping from the com-
tuning range. Has earphone, too, for privacy when wanted. | fort of your home. Order from Blum’s Hob-
Printed circuit, permanent magnet dynamic speaker, standard by House by mail. Select now and lay-it-
9 volt battery (500 playing hours)‘ kidskin carrying case and | away until December 1st, by enclosing only
gift box included. New! Exclusive! A treasured g1‘it for any- | 1/3 of the total with your order. Send to
one, on any occasion. Dept. TWD.

QUALITY MERCHANDISE — BIGGEST DISCOUNTS — SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

CIUL

Please Note!

Mail orders shipped anywhere in
the world. Delivery guaranteed
fast-safe. Describe item by name
and price: We won’t be under-
sold. We match any offer in this
or any other magazine on trains.
Clip ad. Send it to Dept. TWD.

800 HURON ROAD CLEVELAND 15, OHIO

7WDRLD RENOWNED CARVER
By: GERALD P. HANNAH]

HAND CARVED FIGURES In. CARICATURE—

A

Fach of these Agures hot been poinstakingly hand Saved o o sold beck of Wood St painted and stained in attractive lors la mal
EACH HAs peRsOuAL _and distinctive, | have tried to s the human _interest and humor that we all see in our doily sctvty.—GERALD P. HANN

G
: STM!T YOUR

Other;

1 [tawman 2 4 COLLECTION NOW

OLD SHERIFF 2 | THE mASTER 6
oLD MARSHAL 8| rTex
coweoy 4 | THE PATRIOT
oLD wiLL ABE ———=
(OKLAHOMA SOONER z:;;:'s DAY,

89 AMERICAN

49’ INDIAN
OoLD MAN
oLD woMAN $ 29 95 EACH

PREPAID IN U S.A.

VOMPCO Box7173,0ia.City, OKLA

EACH PIECE AN ORIGINAL

PHOTO LAMPSHADES

Hereford or Angus Cattle scenes. Hand colored in
rich oils. Style C, 8!/4” across top, 11” bottom, 7'/4
high. ONLY $9.50 prepaid. FREE details other sizes.
Also personalized shades.

CONAWAYS

P. O. Box 7281-TW

San Antonio 10, Texas

LIFE & ADVENTURES OF SAM BASS
By T. E. Hogg
A graphic account of his life and times, the rob-
beries, his capture and death, with sketches of
the members of his band. A 1952 reprint of the
rare 1878 edition, with photos added. Stiff paper
covers. Postpaid (Last call), $2.00.

FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY
Box 1136, Ruidoso, N.M.

FREE CATALOG

Save on Your Western Needs
Send for complete fully illustratead
Western Clothing and Saddlery
catalog. 64 pages of quality!
Ranchwear and Riding equipment.’
Lowest prices. We pay the postaze‘
on ail orders.

JACKE WOLFE RANCHWEAR.
62 E. 2nd So., Salt Lake City 1, Utah

FREE
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1El dias est always
buenos en sunny
El Paso! El Cortez
est your muy nicest
hotel y just pocos
steps away
de magnifico
Mexico

Al‘e YOII Weak? Do you

feeltired and run-down?

ENJOY NEW STRENGTH ! [
ENERGY! SAVE MONEY ! S-S
[BANATOL

ORDER BANATOLTODAY

100 cap-tabs $2-pp

livitamin
"f:l::eral:’
($5.val) Month supply. Men foliucid
and women elatedl You willl\aoNe&-1%

be too! Act now! Send cash, check
or M.0. GUARANTEED to please yout

Onder your BANATOL wou

for NEW VIGOR you FEEL and ENJOY1

BANNA .prower 860.Snlisbur‘, N.C.

TW and FT at
19¢ PER COPY?

Where else on earth can you buy
copies of TRUE WEST and FRON-
TIER TIMES for 19¢ per copy? For
a list of specials, see page 1.

LEARN
MEAT CUTTING

Train quickly in 8 short weeks at
Toledo for a bright future with security
in the vital meat business. Big pay,
full-time jobs—HAVE A PROFITABLE

MARKET 'OF YOUR OWN!
graduation. Diploma given. Job help.
= Thousands of successful graduates. Our
— i 36tn year! Send now for big, new
illustrated FREE catalog. No obligation. G.I. Approved.

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF MEAT CUTTING

Dept. TW-10, Toledo 4. Ohio

LOST MINES OR BURIED TREASURE!

Let me help you find
it. Our distometer regis-
B8 ters to 20 miles. Depth-
@ ometer unlimited depth.
. % or fee. Not for sale.

M. A. BERNHARD
1833 Marney

- Los Angeles, California
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Incidentally, if you could research his
life, you would have some A-1 material
for TW.

All Fred said about Mrs. Minnie
Brown, and more, I can readily believe.
She took in roomers and I roomed there
almost a year. She was a large woman;
tall, big-boned and had a heart as big
as she was. She helped anyone and
everyone to the limit of her finances,
and often beyond that limit, So I am not
surprised that she helped Virginia
Bridger.—Orrin R. Garretson, 148 West
46th Street, Los Angeles 34, California.

More on Wyatt Earp

Howdy Joe:

“Truly Western” is still as sharp as a
cactus spine and printin’ letters from
Cuzzin Ralph Pierce of Tuscon proves
it. That’s the part I like best. Nuthin’
would be duller than everybody agreein’
that Wyatt Earp was a deathless hero.
In some ways it’s better than a TV ser-
ial because I never know from issue
to issue what wonderful new facts will
be found and passed on to us True West
addicts. I like that part about Wyatt
bein’ nuthin’ but a ‘“dirty old tobacco
chewer with tobacco juice all over his
whiskers.” That made me sob. Tobacco
chewing is a lost art these days and a
whole lot of these Eastern dudes who
are so careful about the kind of a filter
they got in their smokes, would-a been
clear out of the class them old Western
tobacco chewers created all by them-
selves. So it ain’t fair to judge Wyatt
that way; after all a man has got the
right to dribble once in a while, ain’t
he? As for the other stuff Cuzzin Pierce
said, well I'm willing to let it stand.
I don’t reckon old Wyatt is turnin’ in
his grave over what Cuzzin Pierce says

. anyhow he couldn’t as he was cre-
mated. Howsomever, his dust is prob-
ably gettin’ stirred up at what the Tee-
vee boys have been doin’ to him week
after week. That’s what hurts. Makin’
a goldurned saint outta him and havin’
him all prettied up. That’'s where Cuzzin
Pierce comes in so handy and makes me
feel real good to hear that Wyatt was
something more than a big fat hero. The
big battle of the O.K. Corral has been
taken up everywhere except at the U. N.
and don’t be lookin’ fish-eyed if they
bring it up there. I guess the only
thing they know for sure was when
the dust settled the McLowerys and
Billy Clanton had departed this life.
Billy’s age has been reported as any-
where from fifteen to nineteen . . . .
his age really doesn’t matter. He took
a hand in a man’s game. As for gettin’
out of Tombstone or gettin’ killed . . .
well that’s a lot like the feller who
showed up with a “shiner” and said he’d
got it in a barroom where he thought
he heard a feller tell him to “stand up.”
What the feller had really said was
“shut up!” A whale of a lot of differ-
ence in them two commands which was
just what Cuzzin Pierce pointed out in
his letter. Keep ’em comin’, Joe. Best of
luck.—Z. B. Schramm, Box 21, Route 1,
Goodman, Missouri.

Dear Editor:

In True West for June-July, 1958, page
47, it is stated in a note by Guy J. Gif-
fin that “an outlaw is a man wanted by
the law. As far as I know, Wyatt Earp
never killed an outlaw. However, he did
‘murder’ a few men, and as a result died
with an unserved murder warrant
against him in Arizona.”

This statement is misleading. Earp
never murdered anyone. His first killing

was on August 21, 1877, when he killed
George Hoyt, a Texas cowboy who was
hired to murder Wyatt. His next killing
was at the O.K. Corral on October 25,
1881, when he participated in a gun
battle between himself, his two brothers
and Doc Holliday against several out-
laws. Three of the outlaws were killed,
Frank and Tom McLowery and Billy
Clanton. In this battle the law officers
were forced to shoot to kill to save their
lives. They were completely exonerated
by the authorities.

The next killing in which Wyatt was
involved was when his brother Morgan
was foully assassinated by other mem-
bers of the same gang of outlaws. Know-
ing the law could not be enforced in
Tombstone at that time against these
killers, Wyatt set out to personally
avenge his brother’s death. He Kkilled
the following criminals: Frank Stilwell
and Florentino Cruz (Indian Charlie).

In view of the fact that the law could
not be enforced in Tombstone at this
time, all of these Kkillings as described
above were justifiable. Earp moved on
to Colorado, where that state refused
to extradite him. The reason given by
the Colorado officials was that he did
not commit murder.

You will find all this information in
the book Wyatt Earp, Frontier Marshal,
by S. N. Lake. I have read some fifteen
or twenty other books which tell the
same story. Hope I have been of some
assistance in clearing up your misunder-
standing of Wpyatt Earp.—William D.
McVey, 2828 South Moreland Blvd,
Cleveland 20, Ohio.

T'ain’t our misunderstanding, Bill ol’ boy!
We have heard so many conflicting stories
on Earp and all the other famous gunsling-
ers and lawmen of the old West that we
just print the letters you fellers send in
and let the chips fall where they may.
Not so long ago we quoted Stuart Lake’s
book to an old-timer who was running
down Wyatt Earp. He looked at us real
hard and spoke as follows: “Stuart Lake
wa'n’t there at the time any more ‘n I was.
So, by grabs, my word is just as good as
his. My pappy knew Wryatt Earp and he
told me this story was true. And I'd a-
damn soon rather believe my own pappy
than any hero-worshipin’ writer!” Who
knows, Bill—maybe his pappy was right!

Truly Western:

Just returned from Juneau, Alaska,
and at the Red Dog Saloon, there is a
gun that Wyatt Earp is supposed to have
checked and never claimed.

The gun was checked at the U. S.
Marshal’s office in Juneau June 27,
1900, by the notorious gunfighter Wyatt
Earp. Earp departed for Nome aboard
the S. S. Senator at 5 o’clock on June
29, prior to the opening of the marshal’s
office at the “Red Dog” in Juneau. Earp
never came back to claim it, and it is
still framed with this story beneath it.
Thought you might want to know.

I do enjoy both the TW and FT. I
also belong to the Wyatt Earp Club of
Tombstone, Arizona.—Mrs. Berenice M.,
Griep, 2861 North 20th Street, Milwau-
kee 6, Wisconsin.

Sir:

Just a few lines about who was the
fastest gunfighter in the Old West . . .
Art Allison (Clay Allison’s cousin) beat
Wyatt Earp to the draw by a fraction
of a second. In Tombstone, October,
1881, they emptied their guns and prac-
ticed a draw. Allison beat Earp. If any-
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one would like to argue this point, I
would like to hear from them.

Keep up the good word on True West.
—James Lountz, 1223 Catherine, Muske-
gon, Michigan.

Son, those few lines were just about the
last ones on fast gun that will ever ap-
pear in this column. Our readers keep
writing, “'Stop printing all this fast-draw
hoorah; we're tired of it.” So, since our
bosses—the readers—say, “whoa’; whoa
it is.

Confusion Rains

Editor:

I read in your True West magazine
of August, 1959, that Sam Houston Hill
killed Sam Bass at Round Rock, Texas.

I then came across something in an-
other magazine which said that Dick
Ware killed Sam Bass and that James
Buchanan Gillett, a Texas Ranger, was
a witness to the killing. So, could you
please straighten me out.—Jerry Fergu-
son, 523 12th Avenue North, Nampa,
Idaho,

Jerry:

As J. Frank Dobie said in retelling Sam
Houston Hill’s story, ™ . at a certain
stage of fortification by liquid brave-
maker, he (Sam Houston Hill) had to tell
a story.” And he told a pretty good one,
don‘t you think?—Garrulous.

True West:
The article about Charles M. Russell
in the April issue was most welcome.

One article about this great artist,
though, is like being limited to wade
ankle-deep in a cool stream, when your
whole body screams for immersion. Why
not a series of . . . say . .. three articles?

However, what I want to say most of
all is that the article brought back
memories of Great Falls, Montana. When
I was a teenager, I corresponded with
a girl (Frances Chilson) in Great Falls.
She worked on the ranches when the
work was available and in town at other
times. She was a little older than I and
had sort of adopted me—unofficially—
as a brother. One thing I remember
vividly was that she had sent me a pic-
ture of Charles M. Russell on horseback
in front of his log cabin studio. She had
met the famous artist, as had many
other people in all walks of life. This
was around 1920, about six years before
Russell’s death.

Suddenly, for no reason I can account
for—there were no more letters from
her. This was almost thirty years ago
. . . I have never ceased to wonder what
happened.—Leo Gaudreau, 190 Russell
Street, West Peabody, Massachusetts.

Gentlemen:

. . . The boys of the Buscaderos Fast
Draw Club (July-August True West),
and especially Mr. Bill Hazel, are as far
out in left field as can be when they
state: ‘“That no photographer and no
camera could stop a man in a 7/100th-
of-a-second draw.”

Hell, Mr. Hazel, the shutter on a
camera that is not operating any better

YIS
STYLE  SHOY

I HATE LIKE HECK
TO MAKE COMPLAIN'
BUT IT LOOKS LIKE
THE INJUN'S

BEEN ROBBED AGAIN.

THE WHITE MAN TAKES
THE REDSKIN'S LAND.

THE BUFFALO .= 60 NEXT,
LIKE CUSTER'S LAST STAND.

FRomM OUR RAIN DANCE
OF QLD .—
DANCED WITH ROUND

WIiLLOW EOOP;
YOU STEAL ROCK N
ROLL

73 AND YOUR KID'S
HULA HOOP.

7 Even on TV

ITS THE INJUN

OF COURSE,

WHO LOSES EACH BATTLE,
AS HE'S “SHOT . OFF

HIS HORSE.

Bur NOW ME MAD

FOR THE WHITE SQUAW S TOOK
THE INJUN'S ORIGINAL -

THE CHEM-ISE LOOK.

The war cRY is on

AND THIS AINT NO GAG — NOW,
BOTH RED AND WHITE SQUAW
ARE LOST IN A BAG /

Vours Trury,

Annie -In-Disgust
(oK. =T Go BACK TO RESERVATION)

November-December, 1959

faus Brau

HOME BREW

A new imported book on the art
of brewing fine beer at b‘gme...
just like grandpa used 1(5" make
from those old-world recipes.
With 1h:§s simple, illq;étrcted
book brewing is so easy'it's fun,
and less_than a nickela quart
Mellow or strong, light!or dark,
home - brewed beer is perfect
for that p‘érsonal touch that
means so{much to!everyone.

$2.95 ‘kpostpq;d from
GOURMET

THE

WESTERN REALISM

More western than a six-
shooter! These real, pure
bone cattle skulls will give
needed atmosphere to any
western approach. Perfectly
clean.

Guaranteed to please!

#1094 No Horns $6.50
#1098 With Horns $13.75
LAdd $1 for shipping charges.
Dealer Inquiries Invited.

DISPLAY ART DIVISION ¢ BSC
Dept. 10WP Hartland, Wisconsin

Books Found ...

Out-of-print books at lowest prices!

You name it—we find itl
Western Americana and Indian Books a
specialty. Fast service. Send us your wants
—no obligation.

International Bookfinders

Box 3003-TW Beverly Hills, Calif.
PUBLISHER e Fine quality books

¢ High royalties
Guarantees  ; Eorly publication

L re S
AUTHORS el i R

Book length fiction ‘or non-fiction manuscripts
accepted on our subsidy publishing plan. Send
for free brochure,TW9.

1106 N. Weber
ASPEN PRESS Colorado Springs, Colo.

POEMS OR LYRICS WANTED

for my. songs. Will co-write. Send 1 poem
with self addressed stamped envelope to:

A. KUNNAS ;
Box 1952, Dept. WT, Modesto, Calif.
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than that is due for the repair shop.
There are probably no more than thirty
or forty thousand amateur and profes-
sional photographers in this country that
could stop the fastest draw of any of
the boys with their cameras, without the
slightest of a blur. Haven't you ever
heard of the Strobe or Speed Electronic
Lights that operate as fast as 1/2000th
and 1/4000th of a second?—B. N. El-
liott, 3411 Concord Road, Amarillo, Tex-
as.

Truly Western:

I am amazed at the wealth of informa-
tion revealed in letters from old-timers.
In 1953, during the Scout Jamboree in
California, I ran into a fascinating old
gentleman who was the living image of
William F. Cody (Buffalo Bill). He ran
a little museum of Western artifacts in
Corona del Mar. His name was Colonel
R. G. Blake. He told some mighty in-
teresting stories about the Daltons and
his days in Buffalo Bill’'s Wild West
Show. I sure would like to’be enlightened
as to the verisimilitude of his past.—
Peter Dennis, 1675 N. 122 Street, Wau-
watosa 13, Wisconsin.

Editor, True West:

You recently published a story en-
titled, I believe, “I Found the Tuma-
cacori Treasure.”” The author of that
item sure put it all over you as far as
being a true tale. I am a full time
prospector working in southern Arizona
and know well the tales and the land
hereabouts.

The picture of treasure shown was cer-
tainly taken in some museum and was
not treasure found by the author,

The Tumacacori treasure was buried
in the Guadalupe Mine, three miles south-
west of the mission. The bars of bullion
consisted of white silver and silver with
some gold alloyed in it. The bars were
100 pounds or half a cargo; two being
a load. This treasure was hidden in year
1546, and therefore no bars with later
date could be found there.

The Pure Conception Mine was also
covered in 1546 and no bullion was left
there. The ore was yellow—one-half sil-
ver plus one-fifth gold; not bullion of
that assay. The mine in the El Rudio
Mountain has been known for years, and
produced mostly native silver.

John Mitchell wrote of it in his book;
also, Arizona Highways of October, 1944,
had an article about it and the man
(who found the mine) drowned in a
cloudburst. This man took pictures of
entrance to mine, some landmarks, and
the church nearby. This man found the
mine before your author; not after, as
stated.

If your author still claims his story
is true, ask him what he did with the
copper door which weighed so much it
took a team of open oxen with a drag
to haul it from church to mine. Also,
how could he find rattlers in a wet cave ?
The man who drowned said the tunnel
was dry; had thirty tons of ore (rock)
in rocks, but no bullion stored in it.—
W. R. Workman, P. O. Box 38, Tumaca-
cori, Arizona.

The Ghost Rides Again
Sir:

Jim Flint’s ghost is apt to give Frank
Simmons a bad time for stating he is
the ninety-five-years-young bartender at
Pony, Montana, in the story, “Ghosts and
Near Ghosts,” August issue.

Jim Flint, one of Pony’s oldest, most
prominent, most inferesting and beloved
citizens, was an attorney-at-law. Had
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Mr. Simmons spent a day at the Pony
bank—office and residence of Mr. and

Mrs. Flint—he’d have left with data for

a top story.

The name of the ninety-five-year-old
bartender is Charlie Babcock, a wonder-
ful old feller; and the owner of the bar
is Bert Welch, not Bert Smith. A woman
with a heart of gold—Fay and Rita
White, Box 373, Avon, Montana.

Gentlemen:

I enjoyed reading Frank Simmons’
article, ‘“Ghosts and Near Ghosts” in
your August number. In fact, I called
our people at the Historical Library, so
that they would be sure to get a copy
for their files.—Andrew D, Walsh, 734
Fifth Avenue, Helena, Montana.

The ‘“Kernel”
Was a Tough Nut To Crack
Greetings, Joe:

... I don’t remember very much about
what (my) Dad said in regard to the
knife battle between Bill Cody and Yel-
lowknife; nor do I recall when or where
the fight took place. They used hunting
knives and had their left wrists tied to-
gether.

“Miss Crenshaw, send that cowboy that
thinks he’s a chicken back in here.”

As I get it, the army had been told
to leave some of the injun tribes alone
and Yellowknife took advantage of that
order to try to do a little bossing on
his own hook. Buffalo skins were in de-
mand as coats for college sheiks and
the meat was used by the railroad con-
struction crews. The slaughter had been
so heavy that the animals had thinned
out and moved away and had to be
scouted down.

Cody, who came by the odd name of
“Kernel,” was given a contract for buf-
falo on the hoof or in the bag, and
while out scouting with Dad and a few
other guys—one named Locke and an-
other named Crawley—(all four lived in
the neighborhood of North Platte, Ne-
braska), they bumped into an Indian
scout patrol. The redskins objected to
the vast wholesale killing that cost them
their food. The argument was sound, but
Yellowknife was a tough, persnickety
cuss. He told Cody to vamoose, and Cody
challenged him to a duel. The winner
took all.

The “Kernel” was a hard nut to crack
—not very large in build, but strong and
quick in his movements. Yellowknife
didn’t know that the larger they came,
the harder they fell. He was a trouble

maker in bad with both the Sioux and
Cheyenne nations; probably a horse thief
and early day hit-and-run artist, and he
met his Waterloo.

I have seen herds of buffalo in the
Platte River valley so large as to be
impossible to count. After they passed,
there was nothing left but bare ground
and future sand storm material. They
did so much damage they were looked on
as a general nuisance by all ranchers
who were trying to settle that country
into farms.

The London-born western historical
experts will probably try to take me a-
part. If I had a dollar a mile for every
mile I have spent in a saddle, I would
go to London for scones and tea.—Ed-
win Glaze, P. O. Box 265, Grand Junc-
tion, Colorado.

Dear Norm:

I want to give you a little pat on the
back for a bigger and better magazine
. . . I thought it might interest you to
know that my article on Tom Mix in the
December, 1958, issue of True West
brought many interesting letters from
all over the country; some asking, some
giving information. There were some
from Maine and Alaska, which shows
that your little rag is kinda getting a-
round a bit.

I will pass this little bit of informa-
tion on to you: I am now thoroughly
convinced that Tom Mix was born at
DuBois, Pennsylvania; that his real name
was Arthur Leventgaugh; his mother
was Pennsylvania Dutch and his father
was Jewish. His mother was widowed,
and she then married a Mr. Mix when
Tom was a small boy.—D. L. (Spike)
Spackman, P. O. Box 581, Los Bancos,
California.

The Doctor Was a Marshal

Old-Timers’ Corral:

I've been reading in one of your True
West magazines letters from old, old-
timers . . . I would like to hear about
my father, Herbert Goddard. He was
killed close to Goodwater, Oklahoma
(then Indian Territory). I was five
months old and never have got to hear
much about my Dad.

He was a doctor, schoolteacher and
U. S. marshal., He was killed by an In-
dian, while trying to make an arrest.
The Indian was drunk in town (so I've
been told), and when dark came and he
went home, they called my Father to go
arrest him: He (the Indian) shot and
killed him. This was in August, 1900.

I've heard my Mother say that they
lived in Austin, Texas, when the first
two children were born, but Dad was
sent everywhere to catch the bad men
in those days. I talked to an old man a
few years ago who lived close to Clarks-
ville down on Red River. He said he re-
membered back when there were real
criminals hiding in the river bottom,
there was a Dr. Goddard, U. S. Marshal
in Austin, who they got to come in and
get them—and he always got them, too.
But, as I say, he lost his life in the same
service,

What I'd like very much is if any old-
timers ever knew my Father, I'd be so
happy to hear all about him.—Mrs. Lot-
tie Goddard Smith, 2322 South Fourth
Avenue, Tucson, Arizona.

We'd like to hear about Dr. Goddard.
teo. He sounds like a mighty versatile fel-
low and his story must have been real
True West material.—Garrulous.

True West



This Extraordinary Book Tells You Of

THE SECRET TREASURES
OF NORTH AMERICA

Get this book for information of the millions of dollars worth
of gold and silver treasures which have been hidden or lost over
the years. This top-selling book has already gone through its first

edition.

Priceless records from miners, prospec-
tors, and important other sources have been
gathered and preserved in this book which
has taken the world of treasure seekers by
storm. LOST MINES AND HIDDEN
TREASURES is written by an author who
after years of stady has decided to make
public the research work done.

“The cabin is the only clue to the gold,
untouched throughout the years.”

“There is not only the rich vein, but
also the gold which the two prospectors
had already mined and stored in the cab-
in,” says Lovelace. The author is talking
about the Lost Cabin Mine in Nevada.
“Whatever else you may do, do not be
persuaded to try to reach the cabin by
scaling the sheer bluff side; as so many
have tried to do, in spite of all warnings.
One man making the same attempt, in 1943,
by going up the sheer side of the moun-
tain, reached within 100 feet of his goal.
He slipped and fell and was dead when he
reached the ground, hurtling through 2,500
feet of empty air.”

In this specific way the author gives
the important clues and instructions for
the search for some of the famous hidden
treasures of the last three centuries. From
the newspapers of the time, from the local
residents of the area, even from the court
records, Leland Lovelace has prospected
for treasure trove information and hit pay
dirt. For example, in 1874 members of the
“Treasure Trove Company” brought suit
to determine questions involving rights of
members.

“The treasure claimed by the company
was an ancient cache of gold dust buried
in 1682 by Spanish explorers.”

“The company organized to retrieve the
treasure was formed in 1873 by a Mexican
prospector, Pedro Pedrillo, in San Diego.
The members prospected for the buried
gold for a year with no result, and the
Pedro Pedrillo died. The lawsuit followed
and much of the information was disclosed
which Pedro might have preferred to keep
secret.”

LOOK AT THESE OTHER GOOD BOOKS

( ) BOWIE’S LOST MINE, by Dr. M. E. Francis, $2.00
» By O Avnoldins ' NAM::ame refund privilege applies.
; Lost Dutchman Mine S M e e A S A e

IBg’gerllwd. O}%' t}l]lran]f)l:; in Superstition Moun- By .Evlerett I‘}?’fd' ’l}‘e 2l

b:an Saba Mine whose tain near Phoenix — Osl;lfr‘;a Or;\m}tiv{;zpt,Rt(;ye SRk

seoret died with Jim fow and where to B0F  Bean  seif-styled “Law (i1 B e A s R SR T S e

Bowie in the Alamo. -West of the Pecos.

$2.00 s2.00 [ N
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WHICH OF THESE TREAS- i
URES DO YOU WANT TO |
|
i
|
|

KNOW ABOUT?

|

\

| LINGARD’S LOST LAKE OF GOLD

| LOST TREASURE AT TUMACACORI

| BREYFOGLE’S LOST LEDGE ;

| THE MISSING JUDGE AND THE |

; “LOST PEGLEG” |

| THE LOST TREASURE VAULTS OF |

{ THE LEMURIANS ‘

| SQUAWMAN’S FATEFUL GOLD
LOST TREASURE IN NEVADA |

| THE SEVEN GOLD CITIES OF THE |

HUMPBACKED BULL ;

| LOST TREASURE IN ARIZONA |
LOST GOLD IN TEXAS .3

TREASURE STRATEGY OF THE BIG |
CHIEFS \

LOST TREASURE IN COLORADO

TREASURE IN UTAH

MOUNTAINS OF SILVER \

TREASURES HIDDEN IN ‘
COMPOSTELA ‘

BLACK GOLD IN FUMES OF DEATH |

TREASURE ON THE SHORE |

WHAT TREASURE IN DEATH TRAP |
MOUNTAIN ?

THE LOST NAIL KEG OF GOLD IN
MISSOURI

THE BELLE McKEEVER GOLD

NELLIE CASHMAN AND THE LOST
GOLD

NIGGER BEN’S LOST MINE

LOST OPALS-PLATINUM-DIAMONDS

Send today for your copy — You risk
nothing.

Mail the coupon today, or drop us a
letter, for your copy. You will want to be
the first in your crowd to see this book.
When the mailman brings your copy, read
it, study it, enjoy it, for a full ten days
on this money back guarantee. If it isn’t
the most exciting book you have read on
lost mines and hidden treasures, simply
return the book in the ten days and we
will refund your $4.00. Mail the order now
to:

TRUE WEST BOOK DEPT.

P. O. Box 5008
Austin 31, Texas

ST VIS and
JIOEY TRES

——

FRENG I ‘ﬂlﬂl pEE SRR 1801

About Leland Lovelace

Lovelace went to the desert country
of Arizona many years ago and there be-
came a recognized authority on clues to
the lost mines and buried treasures of
the Western United States. Treasure seck-
ers from nearly every state have beaten a
path to the Lovelace door to discuss clues
and satisfy themselves as to the authenti-
city of the treasures which they seek.

After many years of research, the au-
thor has revealed the exciting secrets
which have been developed. At last, the
author has recorded for the public, secrets
of fabulous fortunes which otherwise
would have been lost in the dim past of
legend and lore.

Here is what the Los Angeles Times
thinks of LOST MINES AND HIDDEN
TREASURES:

“Some of the lost mines are undiscov-
ered to this day; and the Spanish treasures
and American caches are probably where
they were placed — if the owners did bury
them. Lovelace gives brief directions for
reaching treasure hoards and mines, for
those who would like to go adventuring,
at the end of each absorbing story. Even
if you don’t rediscover a lost mine in
California, Texas, Utah, Colorado, Arizo-
na and other regions, Lovelace’s amusing
and often violent stories are a gold mine
in themselves.”

These books are published by
The Naylor Company, San Antonio, Texas —
nationally known for its hundreds of fine books
of strong regional interest.

L7

To:

P. O. Box 5008
Austin 31, Texas

5,

TRUE WEST BOOK DEPARTMENT

Show me. Send me a copy of LOST MINES AND HIDDEN
TREASURES by Lovelace. I enclose $4.00 in cash, check
or money order as payment in full. If I am not satisfied,
I will send the book back within ten days for a full refund
on my purchase price.

Please send: (Check the books wanted)

( ) GHOST GOLD by Oren Arnold, $2.00

( ) LAW WEST OF THE PECOS, by Everett Lloyd, $2.00
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Greater Than the Comstock!” B8

1 F

—you do not pick up this issue of
FRONTIER TIMES from your favor-
ite newsstand you will, in effect,
miss an issue of TRUE WEST. They
are running mates—both being the
same type magazine.

We've really filled this one with choice ma-
terial. Take a look at this partial list of con-
tents:

THUNDER ON THE ARICKAREE. Colonel For-
syth and his forty-nine scouts on Beecher's Is-
land surrounded by a thousand whirling, whoop-
ing redskins!

“GREATER THAN THE COMSTOCK!” the
electrifying cry that enticed people to Pana-
mint City, California. The sky was the limit and
the skies brought destruction.

MASSACRE AT WICKENBURG, by Nell Mur-
barger. Dutch John's lead horses swung around
a blind curve in the road—and the next instant
all hell broke loose.

RATTLESNAKE! by J. Frank Dobie. Do they
really swallow their young—these dreaded rep-
tiles that inhabit our West?

POSSE FOR THE PADRES. Don Antonia de
Espejo volunteered to find three lost padres but
he was really seeking gold and favor and blazed
another trail in the New World.

WAGON YARDS by Florence Fenley. The cow
country's first hotels—where horse trading and
horseplay were everyday affairs.

THE LOST DUTCH OVEN MINE. Tom Sco-
field was lucky enough to get lost and find it;
but even more, unlucky enough to forget where
he got lost!

KING OF THE KLONDIKE, by Norman B.
Wiltsey. That was Mike Mahoney, "'ten feet tall
with his feet in the earth and his head in the
clouds." .

JESSE'S TROUBLE MAKER. Bill Ryan, "whis-
key-head" and bad boy of the James' gang.
DOWN HORSETHIEF TRAIL, by Tom Bailey.
Tom Wesley takes a long and dangerous ride
when Marshal Hickok didn't want to clear up
the mystery of missing Bill Fenner.
BANDIT-HUNTING BLOODHOUNDS. — led
by the railroad's "robber routers' take out
after outlaws.

We haven't room to list more — but there's
plenty more!l If you can't find it on your
newsstands, use coupon below.

FRONTIER TIMES
Box 5008—TW, Austin 31, Texas

| am enclosing [ $! for 4 issues; [ $2 for
8 issues: [] $3 for 12 issues (check one) of

FRONTIER TIMES.

Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 33)

Indians plows, wagons, harness, mowing
machines. In fact, they were issued most
anything they wanted if they would
agree to start farming. A lot of Indians
agreed just to get the new stuff.

I lived close to the reservation and
had plenty of chances to observe the
weird actions of the Indians. Say a Crow
took a notion to plow, mow some hay
or haul a load of wood. When he fin-
ished the job—or tired of it—he would
just unhitch and throw the harness down
and turn the team loose. You could see
harness scattered most everywhere,
mowers in the field, hay rakes under
most every choke-cherry patch. One old
Indian broke his wagon and used his
hay rake for a buggy until he wore it out.
They never greased their machinery.
When they broke anything, they would
tell the boss farmer and get a new out-
fit.

The Indians were great hands to trade
or sell their stuff. If they needed a
little money, they would sell you a wag-
on or most any kind of machinery for
five dollars, as they had no idea what
the stuff was worth. After an Indian
had sold his wagon, he would go to the
boss farmer and say, ‘“Want new wag-
on.”

The agent would ask what had hap-
pened to the one he’d had. The Indian
would reply, ‘“Gone. Me no savvy. May-
beso white man ketch ’em.” That would
end the conversation right there, with
the Indian getting a new wagon.

When the Burlington was putting the
railroad through Pryor Gap, a lot of
freighters worked hauling supplies to
the road camps from Billings, a distance
of forty miles. I was one of them.

There was an Indian family that had
their tepee on Pryor Creek near the
freight road. It was a handy place to
water my team and I often stopped and
visited with them, as they could talk
a little English.

They were real blanket Indians and
had several children, all little squaws.
It didn’t look like a prosperous set-up,
so I made a point of cleaning out my
grub box and giving them any extra
grub I had on hand. I don’t quite re-
member the buck’s name, but it seems to
me that it was Big Ant or something
like that. One time I looked at all the
little squaws running around the tepee
and mentioned that he sure had a big
family.

Big Ant looked disgusted and grunt-
ed, “Heap sh--! Too many squaws. No
good. Me want’em little buck.”

Well, there wasn’'t much I could sug-
gest that hadn’'t already been tried, so
I kept still.

AFTER the railroad was finished, Big
Ant felt that I was his friend. He
always camped at my ranch on his way
to and from Billings. One trip he stop-
ped by, looking pretty glum. Seemed his
wife had just had another squaw pa-
poose. My wife went to see the new
baby. Big Ant’s squaw, whose name I
never knew, had a talk with my wife
which amused us quite a bit.

The squaw was disgruntled about hav-
ing another girl. “Me no savvy,” she
complained. “All time have squaw pa-
poose. My buck heap mad. He want
buck. I want buck. Me no ketch’em. All
time squaw. Heap sh--! My buck say
he go to Sioux Reservation, get squaw,

have’em buck. Maybeso you savvy, you
tell’lem. How make’em little buck ?”

As in my case with Big Ant, my wife
was unable to offer any constructive ad-
vice.

That was the last time they stopped
at our place and I had about forgotten
them until one day I saw Big Ant's
squaw in the Crow Agency about a year
later. She said “How” and I said ‘“How”
to her.

She stood and stared at me and I
knew she had something on her mind,
so I waited for her to speak. Finally
she said, “You see’em Big Ant?”

I shook my head, ‘“No.”

The squaw thought that over for a-
while and then said, “Big Ant gone long
time. Me no savvy. Maybeso drown in
Big Horn. Maybeso ketch’em another
squaw.”

I said I was sorry he’d run out on
her and took my leave.

Several months passed. I happened to
be riding on Pryor Creek and rode by
Big Ant’s place. I saw there was a fire
in front of the tepee and dropped off

“Don’'t worry about saving face!
That's not what they're shooting at!”

to pass the time of day with them.

Big Ant was sitting on a cottonwood
log, smoking a pipe. He acted real glad
to see me. I shook his hand and re-
marked, “Long time me no see.”

He looked at me pretty sharp, then
he said, “Me go Sioux Reservation to
ketch’em young squaw. Me no ketch’em.
Me come back. All same, heap good. My
squaw ketch’em little buck. Heap good!”

He acted real happy as he said, “You
come, me show.”

We entered the tepee to see the little
buck. He was lying on a blanket on
the floor of the tepee. He was surround-
ed by toys and had a bear-claw neck-
lace around his neck.

My eyes popped when I saw the baby;
a good-looking infant with fair skin,
blue eyes and light hair. I figured may-
be it was an adopted baby, as Indians
are great on adopting children. I asked,
“Where you ketch’em ?”

Big Ant never blinked an eye. “Squaw
say, ‘maybeso Charley Bair’s sheepherd-
er, maybeso Billings policeman.’ All
same, my squaw, my papoose. Maybeso
grow up to be policeman. Maybeso
grow up to be chief. Maybeso be good
horse thief. All same. Heap good!”

From the book, BOTH FEET IN THE STIRRUPS, pub-
lished by the Western Livestock Reporter Press.

True West



This is No. 8, “The Jerk Line”—1912, reproduced here in black and white from a four color picture. Pictures average in size 8 x 15 inches—ideal for framing.

Charles M. Russell Prints for Your Western Room—Tack Room—Office
Complete Set of 100 Prints $40.00

All Reproductions Are in Colors 33. Meat's Not Meat
gg. Warning ah-dow
R 1, s Pai . Carson’s Men
C. M. s Original P . gs < llﬂeh;u;hTSnnrt
i . Dispute
Av"“q:,::;:;zz’l‘gz' Ll 3. Rider of the Rough String
List Numbers Plainly on Sheet of Paper 40. Mad Cow
4 PET  41. Last Ghanca or Bust
WE PAY THE POSTAGE 2 B VoI:’nd' D
. Tenderfo
50 CENT PRINTS 44. When Sloux and Blackfeet Meet
. Challenge 45. Blackfeet Burning Cow Range
. Tight D-lly 46. Wounded Grizzly
. End of . First Wagon Traclu
. When wnunn Trails . Indian Love C:
. Where Red Men . Bucking Broncn
. Dangerous Cripple . Cowboy Life
nnoun! AII ies . The Bolter
. Jerk V2. Christmas ut Line Camp
5 -)aldlina on the Range 53. In_Enemy Cou r
10. Wild Horse Hunters (Cowboys) 53/, Seein’ Santa Claus
11. Red Men’s Wireless 60%2. The Attack
12, Pipe of Peace 62. Last 15000
13. ’Iannln !he Attack 63. When Horses Turn Back
14. On the ll 3%2. Buffalo on the Move
15. Desperate Shnd . Winter Packet
16. Buffalo H Boss of Her
17. Heading (he Rinht Way . Heads or Tails
18. Finding the Trail . When the Trail Was Long
19, Bronc to Breakfast 69. Prospectdr
20. The Cinch Hlnn 70. Ignorance Is Bliss
21. Smoking Them Scattering the Riders
22. Caught With tha Gondt oping a Grizzly
23. Queen's War Hnnnds oping a Wolf
24. Smn:; IHan Nosetioh engr Tgan Bacon
25. The Only Way to Negotiate . Cowboy Spol
26. H Ug % y . Elk at Lake McDonald
27. Elrly Amaricam . Wild Horse Hunters (Indians)
28. Whose Meat . Return of Warriors
29, Rainy Day in Cow Camp . Smoke of a .4
30. When Mules Wear Diamonds . Last of tha Nord
31. Two of a Kind . Signal F
32. Price of His Robe . In wlthnut Knueklnu

LARGE RUSSELL PRINTS
24x36 inches, exceptionally fine in color:
JERK LINE, oil finish $20.00, plain $15.00.
WAGON BOSS, oil finish $20.00, plain $15.00.
SALUTE TO THE ROBE TRADE, oil finish $20.00, plain $15.00.
(On all oil finish pnnll 32 00 is charged for puckmq and they are sent parcel
post or exp e pay COD’s please)
ROUNDUP, 2212x30 inches, $10.00 each.
HERD QUITTER, Zszxso inches, $10.00 each.
LEWIS AND CLARK MEETING THE FLATHEADS 14x30 inches, $10.00
FULL LENGTH ROUNDUP, 14x30 inches, $10.0
WHEN THE LAND WAS GOD'S, 2012x26Y2 inchol, $7.50.
NEW SMALLER JERK LINE, 14x23), inches, same excellent color, oil finish
$7.50, plain $5.00.
HISTORY OF TRANSPORTATION IN THE EARLY WEST: LIMITED EDITION
Seven Pen and Ink Druwmql by Charles M. Ruuoll—addxﬁonul one by Tom
Lea. All in the original size on paper, 22x15Y% ins.
Poruolio of Tweedweave paper, dusty red. Complete set $25.00.
PORTFOLIO OF THREE IMPORTANT RUSSELL PAINTINGS, PLUS ONE FINE
REMINGTON:
ED DOWN
CAMP COOK’S TROUBLES
DOUBTFUL VISITOR
COMING AND GOING OF THE PONY EXPRESS
1612x22 inches—excellent paper and fine color, ready for framing.
Short story on Russell and Remington, and text on all four paintings by
James T. Forrest of the Gilcrease Institute. All for $20.00.

. When Tracks Spell Meat $2.00 PRINTS
. When Horu Flesh Comes High 2. Last of 5,000
. Jerked Dow 9. Herd Quitter
. A Serious Pradlqament 9i/2. Whe Covn Were Wild
. }"‘"‘hs:{‘:a"""‘ Life 0. W:(chlnq the Settlers
: c?iet' éoxenh 4. Navajo Horse Hunters
 Trails End’ $3.50 PRINTS—16x221; Inches
anu and swm Horses Are Surer aL. Iv':m ef.‘;on Trails Were Dim

¥hen Red Men T Ik War
angerous Crip|
esperate Stan

Than Lead
96. In the Wako of the Buffalo Runner
98. When the Nose of a Horse Beats
the Eyes of a Man
7. At Close Quarters
. Critical Moment

(<]
2
e
,_-
-
=
2
e

poac
et inding the Tra
. Free Trapper:
H Chuhiring N\e Grizzly 3( N'h;l;'mulu Welr Diamonds
104. Buffalo Hu L. Rider of the Rouuh String
75 CENT PRINTS . InCEnemy Godnts
by nem:
2L. Buffalo on lha ove
52. Wagon Boss L. Cowboy Spor

53. In Enemy Cou

54. Where Great Herdt Come to Drink

55. Sun Worshippers !
56. Medicine Man

57. Mourning Her Warrior Dead
58. Hobleman of the Plains

59. Piegan Indian

60. When Meat Was Plentiful
61. When Arrows Spell Death

CHRISTMAS CARDS, Matted rudy for fram-
Inq.\:ll'/;xla'/; lnches $I each:

1 the S
Herd Quitt
Roundup
When Govl: Were Wild
Chla' Takes Toll

CHRISTMAS GARDS Matted ready for fram-
58'/2 L§V|°l ﬂ&clark ing, 8xI1 inches ke i

Her hrist
93. Trouble Hunters o ‘:l't.?: ::Blr;li)ms Coo s

100. Return of the Renegades Best wishes) 85 un(uhueh
102. Free Trappers Seein’ Santa, 85 cents each.
100 YEAR OLD LITHOGRAPHS, hand colored from the Isaac Stevens’ Survey
of the Railroad, 1853, $3.00 and $5.00 each.
BROCHURE OF THE HAMMER COLLECTION, paintings and bronzes of C. M.
Russell, well illustrated, many in color. $3.00.
BOOKLET OF CHARLES M. RUSSELL BRONZES, ill
75 cents.
BOOKLET, RANGELAND REMBRANDT, by F. R. Renner, a story about Charles
M. Russell, very well illustrated, 75 cents.
BROCHURE OF THE GREAT FALLS GALLERY, short story on Russell, illustra-
tions of the Trigg Collections, including a guide to the Russell paintings
in the Gallery, 50 cents.

BOOKLET OF CHARLES M. RUSSELL'S ILLUSTRATED LETTERS, never before
published, 75 cents.

ARIZONA HIGHWAYS 1949, SS 00. Story on Chm-lcl M. Russell, well illustrated
in full color, il and b

ARIZONA HIGHWAYS, 1953, $3.00. Russell story and pictures.

OLD7:V!:S'{ STATIONERY—Ten different illustrations, 20 sheets to a pack,
cents.

$1.00 PRINTS

and d

C. M. RUSSELL NOTES, twelve of Russell's pen and ink drawings on note
paper, boxed, $1.20.

All the Above Pictures Are in Natural Colors as Taken From the Original Painti by Special Process

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS

Box 5008
Austin, Texas

November-December, 1959
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9'x 12’
(108 Sq. Ft.)

SHEET

GIAN

PLASTIC

Others charge $1.00 or more EACH

for huge 9x12 ft. (108 sq. ft.) tough, durable, trans-
parent plastic cloth but our special low price is only
49¢ each! First quality, not seconds or throw-outs!
Protects rugs, furniture and floors when painting.
Perfect cover for cars, boats, buggy, appliances,
bicycles, lawn furniture, etc. Make into aprons,
tablecloths, lamp shades, appliance covers, etc.
Waterproof, greaseproof, dirtproof — clean with
damp cloth. Each cover is full one piece. No seams.
Your price for our 9x12 ft. plastic cloths is only 49¢
each or 98¢ for 2—this is the minimum number we
can sell—plus 27¢ for pstg. & pkg. or $1.25 in all
for. 2 tremendous 9x12 ft. plastic cloths giving you
216 sq. ft. plastic cloth in all. Sorry no C().l%.'s
Unqualified money-back guarantee protection.

L & M CO., Dept. PL-581, Box 881, St. Louis, Mo.

can -
acquire ——

L Aw AT HOME!
EARN LL.B. DEGREE

Legally trained men win higher positons and bigger success in busi-

ness and public life. Greater opportunities now than ever before.

We guide {lou step by step. You train in spare time. Degree of LL.B.
We furnish all text material, including valuable 14-volume Law Li-

brary. Low cost, easy terms. Get full details. ‘‘Law Training for
Leadership’’ and ‘‘Evidence'’ books FREE. Send NOW
Accredited Member, National Home Study Council.
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, 417 South Dearborn Street
i Dept. L483 Chicago 5, Il

A Corr

Saves Time, Work, Money

Amazing New Portable Pocket-size

Electric Water Heater gives hot wat- LATT)

el . where and when you need it! S/ Dy o

Place in water and plug in! No fire Bt

to build. No hot water to carry. For NOW #198
bathing, washing clothes, dishes, etec. ONLY —
Naves time, work AND money! AC or DC. Just follow
SIMPLE DIRECTIONS Order NOW!

SEND NO MONEY—Just name and address. Pay postman
only $1.98 plus C.0.D, postage, Satisfaction or return in
for money back, RAPID SPECIALTIES CO. Dept.
6, Grand Rapids 2, Mich.

' J@ BIGGEST
TTIEFET

perlot permo.
HEIGHTS

Without cost orobligation you may reserve
3beautiful lots at Belleview, Fia, 11 mi, from
ry, low-cost living area ad-

eart of 3
homes already built. Full money back yuarantee
if not completely satisfied. Offering by registered
broker. Write for free 24-pawe booklet and photos.

BELLEVIEW HEIGHTS Dept. 44, Box 467, Belleview, Fla,

REPAIRS

Earn While You Learn at Home
Millions of jacks in gas & auto-service stations,
truckers, body-shops, riggers, factories, farms

need servicing. We show you HOW-—easy step
by step directions—what tools to use. EARN UP
TO $5an hour, in spare time, in your own base-
ment or garage. Start your own business NOW.
Write for folder TW-12 & free bonus offer.

Institute of Hydraulic Jack Re
P.O. Box 50, Bloomfield,

END PROTRUDING PILES

Save Money To Boot

Hundreds have rid themselves of painful, protruding
piles with Campbell’s simple, safe, painless, money-saving,
bonafide Method Send only $7.50 for PILENDO with di-
rections how to do this in home privacy. If desired results
are unobtained within five weeks, return jar of PILENDO
within 6 weeks of its receipt, plus a bonafide, notarized
affidayit, witnessed by two other persons, so stating, for a
full refund. No €.0.D.s

CAMPBELL METHOD
Box 1871-F. San Antonio, Texas
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ROUNDUP
By The Old Bookaroos

BUSHWACKER!

If Carl Breihan did an objective and
complete research job prior to writing
his new book, Quantrill and His Civil
War Guerillas (Sage, $3.50), you can
mark Quantrill off the list of maligned
Robin Hoods. One may suspect that Carl
was more than somewhat influenced by
William Elsey Connelley, the late emin-
ent Kansas historian who was, by per-
sonal admission, a Quantrill hater.

Breihan kicks off with a nifty prelude
about the fuss at Harper’'s Ferry where
John Brown, the cracked abolitionist
from Ossawatomie, Kansas, and his sons
were killed during their wild attempt to
set up a northern escape route for
southern slaves.

William Clark Quantrill, a berserk
school teacher, became a pathological
killer and made a career of murder and
arson in anti-slavery Kansas. Chased
out of Kansas for stealing, Quantrill
changed his name to Charley Hart and
joined a Utah bound freight outfit be-
longing to Russell, Majors and Waddell,
which was hauling supplies for John-
ston’s Army.

Quantrill ran a crooked poker and
faro game at Camp Floyd, near Utah
Lake, where he slickered gullible sol-
diers out of their pay. There he crossed
up army officials who kicked him out
of Utah Territory. Back in the Missouri
Ozarks, he established a hideout from
which he and his band of fiendish Kkillers
robbed, murdered and burned out neigh-
boring Kansans.

How he and his guerrillas sacked
Lawrence, Kansas, killing men and boys
and burning houses on the doorstep of
an armed U. S. military station is. one
of the nervy and bloody episodes of
American outlawry.

Some of Quantrill’'s henchmen were
Cole Younger, Jesse and Frank James,
Bloody Bill Anderson and George Todd
who stirred up enough trouble them-
selves during their era of activity to
rank high on “Wanted” lists.

In this book are 32 illustrations, many
of them rare and published for the first
time.

INDIAN UPRISING

American history has spotlighted its
favorite Indian chieftains like Sitting
Bull, Chief Joseph, Geronimo and Red
Cloud because of miscellaneous feats for
which they are famous. Almost over-
looked has been Little Crow, chief of a
pband of eastern Sioux, who led the dead-
liest of the Sioux massacres in 1862
when over 800 Minnesota settlers were
butchered as they frantically fled for
protection to nearby white settlements.
These Sioux let loose an orgy of torture,
arson, looting and rape on a scale never
before heard of in central and western
United States.

News of these tragic events traveled
slowly to the Washington, D. C., mili-
tary department already overburdened
with Civil War so help from Federal
troops was slow in coming and local
volunteers finally subdued the renegade
Sioux and hanged many of the leaders.

The facts of this grim historical event
have been published in the excellent new
book, The Great Sioux Uprising (New

York University Press, $5), by C. M.
Oehler.

HISTORY—SERIOUS

Robert Glass Cleland’s From Wilder-
ness to Empire (Knopf, $§6.95) is a com-
bined and revised edition of his two well-
known books From Wilderness to Em-
pire: A History of California, 1542-1900
(1944) and California in Our Time, 1900-
1940 (1947). The editing and combining
job resulting in this very readable short-
er history of California was the work
of Dr. Glenn S. Dumke, a former stu-
dent of Dr. Cleland and now president
of San Francisco State College. Dr.
Dumke wrote the first two chapters, the
concluding chapter, and the bibliography
of this book. The rest of the text, with
minor amendments to bring it up-to-
date, is in the words of Dr. Cleland.
The selecting and editing was well done
and the total result is an entirely worth-
while offspring of two books that have
become standard reading classics of Cali-
fornia history.

AND NOT SO SERIOUS

Snide Lights on Texas History (Nay-
lor, $2.50) is by a couple of Ph.D.’s in
the History Department at Texas Chris-
tian University, Marguerite Potter and
William Curtis Nunn, using the pen
name ‘“Ananias Twist.” The dust jacket
blurb promises that the book is (1) the
funniest, (2) a rollicking satire, (3) com-
pletely charming, (4) hilariously elfin,
(5) rich and genuine humor, (6) a
blending of tomfoolery and parody, (7)
brazenly fresh and (8) superb reading.
It it doesn’t quite live up to this big
sell who can blame the authors? As a
matter-of-fact, the book is amusing for
the most part but not always. At times
the authors seem to be reaching and
don’t quite make it. If the book is short
on belly laughs, there are some chuckles
and it is different.

HIGH ADVENTURE

There still is romance and adventure
left in the Canadian Northwest if you
want to try for it according to Tom
Ledge, a teen-age Englishman who tells
of his gutty experience in Beyond the
Great Slave Lake (Dutton, $3.75).

Grandson of famous physicist Sir Oli-
ver Lodge, eighteen-year-old Tom headed
into western Canada on his fortune hunt
where he tried ranching before signing
on with the half-breed, McHugh, to help
him with his winter fishing enterprise
on ice-bound Great Slave Lake. When
cabin fever ran high before spring, Tom
tangled with the irritable McHugh who
tried to gouge out his eyes with the
sharp end of a chunk of blazing fire-
wood. The youngster was befriended by
Indian fishermen with whom he spent
the rest of the winter. Tom’s nightmar-
ish experience with his friend, White
Geese, while adrift on a capricious ice
floe in the Great Slave Lake, brings to

True West



SAFE! IMPROVES BEST OF DOGS!

50 YEAR OLD PROVED FORMULA OF
A FAMOUS DOG BREEDER

DOG-TONE TABS

&SV PROTECTS » PREVENTS

1. An Effective Wormer

2. A Fast Conditioner
... TONER . .. HEALTH BUILDER

3. Quick Relief AGAINST Symptoms
of COLDS aond DISTEMPER

Great for growing puppies. 3 or 4 tablets keep
them in perfect condition. Satisfaction guaranteed

or your money back.
Kennel size bottle of 500—$7.50

At your druggist, pet shop or § 00
by mail postpaid. Box of 50 e

Dealer Inquiries Invited
HICKORY LABORATORIES, INC.
ADDISON, MICHIGAN

MAKE BIG MONEY

raising either Chinchil-
las, Guinea pigs, Rab-
bits, Mink or Pigeons for
us. This is your big op-
portunity to get started
on the road to prosperity
with us, and to have an
income for life, Send 25c
for full information that
explains everything about
the big proposition we have to offer you.
EY BROTHERS FARMS
R. No. 2. B

HICKORY'S

New Freedom. Pa. ox No. 108

Flying Squirrel
Cunning little fellows
their ‘‘bundle’’ of tricks,
mired and _loved throug
the world. Hundreds in stock.
Write today for prices, litera-
ture. and pictures, Please en-
close 10 cents to cover postage.

GREESON'S

FLYING SQUIRREL RANCH
905 N. Munroe St., Arfington 1, Va.
‘‘The Largest Flying Squirrel

Ranich_in the World'"

with
Ad-

TRUE WEST MULTIPLE BINDER

Postpaid

* Now you may obtain a sturdy binder
with fine simulated leather cover for
your copies of TRUE WEST at just
$3.00 cach, postpaid!

¢ TRUE WEST is stamped in gold on
the cover and the backbone. There
are beautiful, four-color photographs
on inside front and inside back
covers.

¢ Convenient, easy to handle, it holds
12 issues. (Back issues available at
25c¢ each). No punching or mutila-
tion of your copies necessary. You'll
like it on your bookshelf!

Circulation Department

TRUE WEST
P. O. Box 5008, Austin 31, Texas
I am enclosing $..........Send......... 5

binders at $3.00 each to the followling:

Address. ........

() DO R AT 1 R s s

November-December, 1959

INDIAN COMMISSARY

Bob Duncan has written an engaging
book on the buffalo which should have
a strong appeal for American young-
sters and their parents. Buffalo Country
(Dutton, $4) combines the history and
the legends about America’s most not-
able beast and the men who hunted him.
Plains Indians used his carcass for food,
hide for both clothing and shelter and
bones for weapons and utensils. By kill-
ing off the buffalo. the Indian’s commis-
sary, white men finally subdued the red-
skins.

Los Ciboleros, Spanish hunters, were
the first mounted Europeans to hunt the
animal and as Plains Indians adopted
the horse they too became expert buffa-
lo hunters. The author describes the
ruthless buffalo slaughter by hide men;
the subsequent scavenger hunt for the
bones and near extinction of this magni-
ficent animal.

KEEP OFF

ELECTRIFIED
_}VEKCE

DRY FARMING
Valley Over the Hill (Naylor, $4) by
Inez Rice is a historical biography built
around lives of pioneer dry farmers of
the West. The Barekman clan had the
hardihood necessary to survive trail-
blazing tribulations incidental to dry
farming on the high plateau south of
Flagstaff, Arizona. Dad Barekman, a
former St. Louis street car conductor,
moved his wife and youngsters into a
12’x12’ lumber shack where they gam-
bled against the caprices of nature while
trying to prove up on a homestead. How
the family toughed it out and survived
makes an excellent book for family read-
ing.
A MILE HIGH!

Denver in Slices (Sage, $4.50) by
Louisa Ward Arps is a selection of
gay events from Denver’s singular his-
tory. The ancient Indian campsite at
the junction of Cherry Creek and the
Platte River blossomed into a bustling
town after 1858 when the Russell
Brothers of Georgia discovered flecks
of gold in the Arkose grits in Cherry
Creek.

Included in this lighthearted account
of early Denver are clever anecdotes
about developing the city’s drinking
water; the city ditch from the Platte:
taming of incorrigible Cherry Creek;
H. A. W. Tabor, Baby Doe: Buffalo
Bill’s last days as the indentured slave
of Sells Floto Circus; and mercurial
Eugene Fields, former editor of the
Denver Tribune.

Nearly 100 rare photographs and
drawings of intimate Denver scenes add
reality to the text.

WORLD'S FINEST SMALLEST

ADDING MACHINE

— Adds, Subtracts, Multiplies and
Divides up to ONE BILLION!

>
CALCULATING
MACHIN

PED TG G S

Precision-made by master craftsmen.
Enduring, high quality steel mech-
anism, not tin or plastic like others.
Adds, subtracts, multiplies, di-
vides—up to 1,000,000,000—0NE
BILLION! Never makes a mistake.
Save money, avoid errors, wherever,
whenever you shop. Works with
lightning speed with same precision
as machines costing hundreds of
dollars! Millions of adding machines sold at much higher
prices but we GUARANTEE ours is finest and lowest-
costing in world—or your money back! Only $1.49 plus
46c for psta. & hdlg. or $1.95 in all! Order NOW
before prices go up. “

L&MC « Dept. M-36, Box 881, St. Louis, Mo.

NOISY
RADIO
T.V.

Simple plug-in condenser filters noisy
electric line interference at source

ORDER ON APPROVAL ONLY $1

Just plug cord from appliance creating disturbance into
Cleartone condenser. Then plug Cleartone into wall
socket. Filters both AC and DC current. Over 2,500,-
000 sold to owners of all makes, models radio and TV
sets, old and new.

Try 10 Days At Our Risk

If not delighted return for purchase price refund. Only
$1.00—3 for $2.50. If C.O.D. postage extra. Cash
orders add 25c¢ and we ship postage paid. Don’t put
up with noisy radio or distorted TV pictures with-
out trying Cleartone’s 10-day test. Rush order to-

lay.
ot RAPID SPECIALTIES,
Dept. SE-1456, Grand Rapids 2, Mich.

SELL Advertising Book Matches

FULL OR PART TIME!

No experience needed to earn Big
Daily Cash Commission plus pre-
miums for both you and your cus-
tomers. Be a direct representative
of the world's largest exclusive
manufacturer of advertising Book

+ ADD + SUBTRACT
* MULTIPLY |+ DIVIDE

ARN yoNEY
:Xﬂ?‘g,,
SUPERIOR

Advertising
BOOK MATCHES
/

All wanted sizes 20,
30.40stick matches. Quick daily sales,
steady repeat business. New FREE
Master Sales Kit makes selling easy.
WRITE TODAY for full details.

SUPERIOR MATCH CO.

Banish the craving for tobacco as thou-
sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. 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 1909 E
THE NEWELL COMPANY [BO0K
Dept. 582 Chesterfi
e

SNAKES, LIZARDS, ETC.

SNAKES are worth up to $25 each, Lizards $8
‘Tunles $25, Toads and Frogs $1.75. We buy al
kinds, sizes. Full details and collectors Brochure 25c.

‘ BIOLOGICAL EXCHANGE
‘ 1211H Wagner Lane, El Paso, Texas
3

SESESRIRSoRIE IR,

!

CLOGGED SEWERS

CLEANED INSTANTLY
SAVES PLUMBING BILLS

Any Housewife or Janitor can trigger
this new Flush Gun shooting air
pressure on a solid shaft of water
cleaning stubborn stoppages up to
200 ft, Toilets, Bathtubs, Sinks,
Urinals, Sewers clogged with Grease,
Rags, & Roots melt away when struck
by the hammer-like blow. Worth
many times the Cost in Plumbing
Bills. Write now for FREE BODKLET,

or Phone Kildare 5-1702, Miller
Sewei' Rod, Dept. w%—F 4642 N.
Central Ave., Chicago 30, Ill. 63
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The Fabulous Charlie Goodnight
(Continued from page 22)

Moore of Kansas City. A mining ven-
ture in Mexico proved unsatisfactory,
and he bought the Sacra-Sugg Ranch
near Goodnight, Texas, and the Good-
night-Thayer Cattle Company came into
existence. Beginning to feel his years
now, Charles Goodnight curtailed his
activities to the -home ranch.

Two years before the twentieth cen-
tury, he and his wife founded the
Goodnight College which survived for
almost a decade under their steward-
ship. In his later years he had his
neighbors save wild plum seed, and he
scattered bushels of it up and down
Palo Duro Canyon to take the place
of the old thickets when they died.

AS the years flowed over him, Good-
night’s crustiness increased. He was
profanely outspoken in his hatred of
cattle thieves and did not hesitate to
curse old-time cattlemen who had started
by swinging a wide loop. When he
heard that a certain old-timer was
complaining of being preyed upon by
cattle thieves, he burst out: ‘“They
ought to steal all his cattle! That’s the
way he got his!”

Once when a rider came to him seek-
ing a job, Goodnight said, ‘“But, George,
they say you're a cattle thief.”

“Well, Mr. Goodnight, they say the
same thing about you,” was the au-
dacious reply, which so tickled the old
man that he hired the rider immediately.

Over the years he was a staunch
friend of the Indians. Quanah Parker
of the Comanches and Standing Deer
of the Taos Pueblo held him in high
regard. One day he took some old
Comanches to see their ancestral camp-
ing grounds in Palo Duro Canyon, and
when he heard their nostalgic comments
he knew a bitter remorse for his part
in their removal to reservations.

His speech was interlarded with pro-
fanity which was not really profane,
but a saltiness that came from the life
he had lived, from the earth itself.
Once a friend heard that he had joined
a church and inquired as to its identity.
Goodnight couldn’t tell him. “But it's
a damned good one,” he vouchsafed.

In 1926, his wife died and was buried
in the village burying ground at Good-
night, Texas. His grief can be surmised
from the inscribed clock he had given
her some years earlier: “In Honor of Mrs.
Mary Dyer Goodnight, Pioneer of the
Texas Panhandle. For many months in
1876-1877, she saw few men and no
women, her nearest neighbor being
seventy-five miles distant, and the near-
est settlement two hundred miles. She
met isolation and hardship with a cheer-
ful heart, and danger with undaunted
courage. With unfailing optimism, she
took life’s varied gifts and made her
home a house of joy.”

N his last years Charles Goodnight

carried on a heavy correspondence.
His mind was still active, his memory
of events and personalities almost in-
fallible. When Buffalo Jones, the much
publicized Westerner, claimed he had
bred the first cattalo, Goodnight snorted
that the other man had inhaled too much
“Chinook wind.”

When Jones told how he had guarded
Billy the Kid at Mesilla in 1882, Good-
night drily commented that that was
“quite likely” since the Kid had been
killed by Pat Garrett in July, 1881.

Goodnight suffered his first heart at-
tack on December 2, 1929. A week

64

later, he had another and they thought
he was dying. But he was a tough-
fibered, tenacious old man and he rallied.
On the evening of the eleventh he
called for a last cup of coffee, scalding
hot as always. Early on the morning
of December 12—it was near sunrise—
Charles Goodnight set out once more

Mrs. Charles Goodnight

into new and uncharted country. Only
this time there would be no returning.

Thirty years after his death, his mem-
ory looms over the Panhandle-Plains
country, Palo Duro Canyon, like a colos-
sus. In the things he accomplished, the
flow of his tremendous vitality, the
depth of his perceptions, the honesty
of his convictions, he was a truly great
pioneer—a giant of the western earth.

CLASSIFIED

RARE 1884 CARSON CITY Unc. Silver Dollar, $3.75
each. Butts, Box 889, Torrington, Wyoming.

QUICK DRAW GUN HOLSTERS. Make and Save.
Free information and Catalog. Tandy Leather Com-
pany, Box 791-C32, Fort Worth, Texas
ALBUQUERQUE MAIL ADDRESS for business and
personal mail. Letters remailed and forwarded, 30c.
Confidential. Duke City Mail Service, P. O. Box 752,
Albuguerque, New Mexico.

WILL TRADE all issues of TRUE WEST except 1, 2, 3
for metal detector or Indian relics. F. E. Tatom, 1108
South Eric, Monahans, Texas.

RACING FANS, learn the winning secrets of profes-
sional bettors. Send $1.00. Excel, Box 704, Dept. W,
Inglewood, California.

WINEMAKING; Beer, Ale Brewing. Illustrated. $2.00.
Eaton Books, Box 1242-R, Santa Rosa, California.
HORSES, HITCHES, AND ROCKY TRAILS—the how-
to-do-it book about packing. Only book of its kind.
52 illustrations. How to balance—hobbles—slings—
ties—7-diamond hitches. Good humor, common sense.
By old mountain packer. Author—Joe Back, Box 26,
Dubois, Wyoming. $2.85 postpaid.

FIRST THREE issues TRUE WEST! best offer. Harley
BonHam, Xenia, Illinois.

YOUR SECRET GOLD MINE. Sell us your antiques,
relics, artifacts, etc. Send 25¢c for pamphlef describ-
ing over 300 items and where to find them. Putnam,
100 Hull Avenue, Jerome, Arizona.

AUTHORS: Send now for FREE copy of WRITERS'
NEWS! Pan Press, 5880 Hollywood Boulevard, Holly-
wood, California.

ALL back issues of TRUE WEST. Will sell or trade,
ONE or ALL. MAKE OFFER. Price Daniel, Jr., 1010
Colorado, Austin 1, Texas.

HAVE FUN: Comic postcards; 25 different, $1.00.
Bradley's Variety, P. O. Box 281, McGregor, lowa.
WANT ISSUES of T.W. #1-2-3 and 4. Quote price.
Harry Pesant, South 205 Park Road, Spokane 63,
Washington.

FOR SALE, 2 acres Texas Ranch Land, near. Mexican
Border, includes all oil, gold, silver and other min-
eral rights—Total price $57.50, including all costs and
recording fees, Warranty Deed. Spanish Ranch Es-
tates, c/o Box 96, Hobbs, New Mexico.

TRUE WEST NO. 3. Best Offer!l CRUM, 4322 Victor
Street, Jacksonville, Florida.

Woman alone, 29, with children, wishes pen pals.
Interests Western. Hazel Allen, Route 1, Dayton, Ore-
gon.

SELLING INDIAN HEAD pennies. Roll of 50—$4.75.
Buying TRUE WESTS. Clarence Orser, Washington
Avenue, Bemidji, Minnesota.

(20c per word, cash with order)

False Teeth

Dentures Loose? Painful? Troublesome? Sore gums?
Valuable new helpful information free. Baker 85(WP),
Elyria, Ohio.

COMPLETE TRUE WEST except two and four. Trade
for best offer of Indian head pennies. Mulcahy, 1573
N.E. 37th Street, Fort Lauderdale, Florida.
AUTHENTIC WESTERN BOOKS; "Jedediah Smith";
""Pack Saddles and Rolling Wheels''; ''They Pushed
Back the Forest''—all for $5. Don Chase, 5348 Val-
paraiso Circle, Sacramento, California.

Indian Relics

SELLING over 100,000 ancient Indian relics, arrow-
heads, spearheads, tomahawks, pipes, water bottles,
etc.; Small perfect stone tomahawk, $2.00; Large per-
fect grooved tomahawk, $3.00; Indian skulls, $25.00;
Clay pipe $4.00; Grooved war club, $2.00. List Free.
Lear's, Glenwood, Ark.

2 INDIAN WAR ARROWHEADS, Scalping Knife, Flint
Thunderbird, Spearhead $4.00. Catalog Free. Arrow-
head, Glenwood, Arkansas.

GENUINE ANCIENT RELICS—Doz. good arrowheads
and flint knife—$5. All types of relics in stock. Lists
for 10c. Charles Rhoton, Jr., Box 152, Keyes, Okla.
WANTED TO BUY, Indian relics; state what, number
of pieces, price expected first letter. F. E. Tatom,
1108 South Eric, Monahans, Texas.

CARDS, business, personal 500—$2.00, 1,000—$3.50;
5//,x8!/, statements or letterheads 500—$3.95, 1,000—
$7.00; matching envelopes, same price. Prompt, pre-
paid. No C.O.D. Commercial Printers, Eunice, New
Mexico.

DAHLFIN ADJUSTABLE TROLLING GEAR. Keeps
lines separated. $3.75. Free Booklet. Dahlfin Company,
Dept. E, 723 Ingraham Street, NW, Washington i
DE

CACTUS SEED—desert cactus seed, six or more va-
rieties, 25c per packet. Desert Seed, Box 68, Morris-
town, Arizona.

ANCIENT COINS, 1,000 years old, $1.95 each. 15 In-
dian head pennies—all different—$3.25. Alley's, Box
164, Denton, Texas.

MEXICAN JALAPENO peppers. Number ten can pre-
paid $2.95. Martinez, Box 13651, Dallas 24, Texas.

MOUND BUILDER, ancient Indian relics, including
Aztec, Mayan-Prehistoric skulls, arrowheads, spears,
pipes, axes, ornaments, pottery, figurines. List—Rich-
ard Kotil, 7500-E S.W. 16th Street, Miami, Florida.

Leather Craft

FREE "DO-I1T-YOURSELF'"" Leathercraft Catalog. Tandy
Leather Company, Box 791-H29, Fort Worth, Texas.

Miscellaneous

FREE CATALOG on WESTERN and CSA books. W.
M. Morrison, 118 North Sixth, Waco, Texas.

SEW Aprons at home for stores. No charge for
material to fill orders. In our fifth successful year.
Write: Adco Mfg. Co., Bastrop 57, Louisiana.
AUCTIONEERING CAN BE FOR YOU. Write for in-
formation. Western College of Auctioneering, Box
1458-WP, Billings, Montana.

WESTERN HISTORY PHOTOGRAPHS. Robert Sams,
944 Shades Glen Drive, Birmingham 9, Alabama.
HAVE PEACE OF MIND NOW by providing protec-
tion for your loved ones in the event of your sudden
fatal illness or accident. Easy to fill out legal will
form comes complete. No lawyer necessary. Sent
postage paid for only $1.00. ""Will Forms,' P. O. Box
386, Dover, Pennsylvania.

GOLD AND SILVER INDICATORS. Also the Mexican
dip needle and Jacob rod. For more information,
write Box 51, Plant City, Florida.

TOVERLOOKED FORTUNES" in the rarer minerals
and gemstones. Here are a few of the 300 or mo
you may be overlooking while mining, prospecting
or gem hunting: Uranium, vanadium, columbiuin
tantalum, tungsten, nickel, cobalt selenium, german-
ium, bismuth, platinum, beryllium, golden beryl, em-
eralds, ete. Some minerals worth $1 to $2 a po
others $25 to $100 an ounce. Some beryllium gams
worth a fortune: get out of the agate class into *
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 - m
lead to knowledge which may make you rich. Duke's
Research Laboratory, Box 666, Dept. 4, Truth or Con-
sequences, New Mexico.

Western Merchandise
BOOTS—High grade, Fancy, Western style, made i=
your measurement, Latest catalcy Crichet Root Corn
pany, El Paso 31, Texas.

BUCKSKIN: Moccasins, cloves, children's jacko!
Sarah Lefthand, Box 28, Eimoc, Montana.
HANDMADE NAME PLATES or rench ne

round steel written in longhand like yoor
specified. Write o~ details. Bud Withers, Box 1z%
Wirt, Oklahama.

MEN'S WE STyt e apre

ed nove {esigns or send your drawi:

Heavy cotton, fest coior washabie a

Helle: Farmiigton: A4l1nals




NEW ! From One of Furope’s Leading Arms Manufacturers.

ONLY

$995

Equivalent quality and performance
not hefore available
at less than $25.00.

Accurate, Powerful, Silent
“THE EMPIRE”

177 GAL. s

Acclaimed by enthusiastic sportsmen as the
finest Air Rifle they ever handled.
For years the sportsmen of Europe have
known that the hunter who goes into the
woods once a year for the big game finds his
hand and eye rusty and risks failure in the
hunt.
So the world famous arms factories of Europe
developed air rifles compact, rugged, power-
ful and silent so that marksmen could enjoy
their shooting sport all year long and be
ready for the big opportunity when the shy
buck showed himself or
the dangerous game charges.
Now due to new advance in
arms design and manufacturing
technique such a rifle can be yours at
a price you cannot afford to pass up.

SUPER POWER—LOW PRICE

Silent precision power
makes this rifle ideal

for small game hunting
and convenient
target practice.

For only $9.95 you can have this pre-
cision shooting instrument—with a gen-
uine RIFLED BARREL—made with the
painstaking care of master-gunsmithing
—the standards you would expect to
find in a regular .25 calibre. It will
shoot tight groups that will test your
marksmanship. It will kill small game.
Yet ammunition is so cheap you can
have hours and hours of shooting fun
for only pennies. “The Empire” rifle
comes complete with precision adjust-
able rear sight. There is nothing else
to buy. NO expensive gas cylinders re-
quired. No pumping. “Empire’s” action
opens like expensive English double
rifles. The opening action cocks the
powerful air compressor piston. Insert
a pellet, snap closed and you are in-
stantly ready for an accurate, high
powered silent shot.

Precision built by European craftsmen.
All steel construction. No cheap diecast parts.

Cal. .177 rifled barrel, MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE——

Uses standard pellets or darts obtainable every- YOU RISK NOTHING

where. Order today for prompt delivery. No license
® Adjustable rear sight for accurate shooting. required but “Empire” rifle cannot be sold
® No pumping or gas cylinders required. to minors—is not shipped.th.Y.C. Price
L !‘lever varies in power or accuracy at point of g{lilﬁvg iﬁffge()pllg;li%éog Os()}gl;glrn$$3 gngz];?tI;-
- ZTIP'::;I i 72 for $2.69. Moneyyba’wk guarantee. You

must be satisfied or return it for immediate

® Hardwood stock with custom-type oil finish. refund. Send coupon with check cash or

£ ® Ideal for training. Large and powerful enough money order.
for ﬁ'sll grown man. RUSH COUPON FOR YOUR RIFLE!
~ DE % ® No license required but may not be sold to
(,R k : minGrs. EMPIRE MDSG. CO., Dept. WP59

4 N. Third Ave., Mt. Vernon, N. Y.

EMPIRE MERCHANDIS'NG co. Please rush me AIR RIFLES, ___ PELLETS,

DARTS on your GUARANTEED OFFER.

MT. VERNON, N. V. NAME

(€1 5 r i T ) SBATIE o e




NOW THRILL TO THE GREATEST WESTERN ‘ADVENTURES EVER W

—In magnificent, matched volumies you’ll be proud ito

WESTERN
w ZANE GR

Yours for Only $

To Introduce You to

The Collected Works of ZANE GREY.

i; Luxurious Matched Volumes of Red, Tan, Blue.
Stamped in Genvine Gold.

of these
exciﬁng

-

capti?®’
o e

el U

RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE

The raw beauty and vast si-
lence of the Plains—the whole
colorful epoch of the pioneer!
Against this backdrop a mys-
terious rider and the girl he
loves gamble their lives in the
winning «; he West!

As you read this great ad-
venture, you'll see why it’s the
most popular Western ever
written! Read by over 2 MIL-
LION. Made into 4 thrilling
motion pictures!

THE LONE STAR RANGER

FIRST 3 VOLUMES

and you're ruined. If g

youresist arrest, they’ll
ot you.If yousubmit,
u’ll’ mebhe hang!”’
But Buck fas to kill e

Cal Bain. So he rides | 4 ¥

away toward the Rio

Grande—to find refuge

in that wild border-

land country that is

still untamed.

CAPTIVES OF THE DESERT

“Man, you'ie Crazy . . .
ridin’ after them thievin’ var-
mints without a gun,”’ High-Lo
told John Curry. His words
died on his lips. Standing be-
fore them were the very two
gunslingets Curry had sworn

to run out of the territory! ad
“The Rangers mean law and “Ride one step closer,” they
order for Texas,”” Buck Duane’s warned, ‘‘and you’ll be feelin’ b
uncle tells him. “Kill a man some hot lead!” b
i ADER'S RESERVATION CERTIFICATE All the Glory of the Old West — lts Sweeping Action, Color anc
‘ | Recaptured in Beautiful Volumes Your Family Wiii Be Pres o
WALTER J. BLACK, Inc. B | yMAGINE! ALL 3 Western thrillers de-  WEST OF THE FECOS, %0, » Ll
| Roslyn, L., New York ! © __.ribed above are yours for only $2.29 shooting youla [Ips iki:s b
d o J " . w 3 S . -
| Please reserve in my name the books listed in your | — to introduce you to the magnificent y;gf;;_‘é’"é‘noih‘gl«g;'gﬁﬁ"‘ i g h\t, P
I generous offer to readers of this magazine — the 27 matched library series of Zane Grey roaring exciteme:
luxuriously-bound ‘‘Golden West De Luxe Editions’’ I 7 A % idh 4 "
I of Zane Grey. Send me at once my three introductory l Golden West De Luxe Editions. gelal,'thoa:ndrgéngce?r{  pad > grwm ©
volumes: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE, THE » 3
l LONE STAR RANGER and CAPTIVES OF THE I Y.0u 11 be swept away. by the.c1010rfl‘iu 30,000. ON TH?’H‘ T i bat T
| DESERT. T ENCLOSE NO MONEY IN ADVANCE, | gfm()in’t ’ thl(? brea’ql;ntakmt;g' St{hl‘lyluS, the screaming Indian: A ¢ 3
but within one week I will send you only $2.29 (plus ood-tingling exciiement: ou come Otherl' Hean ¢ R
I a few cents mailing charge) as complete payment face-to-face with heroic men and wom- MESA; THE ¥ R £ i ™ 1
for ALL THREE books — and I will be entitled to l thl d d d out VANS; THE HZ 1 SN OV s M 3T
I receive each following handsome De Luxe volume as | en . .. ruthless desperadoes and outlaws gpEr; TWIN SOA. 23R ve - ao g
| it comes from the press, at the low $2.29 price plus ... the roar of blazing six-guns! gg:igg,vgssr P ¥ i Y
a few pennies for mailing, sending no money in ad- 3 3 e : ; N
vance. If not completely satisfied, I may return all | Here are the O.ther riproaring _Zane i pEp e y AR
| three introductory books, or any book which follows, | Grey Westerns.in this magnifieént, i
| within one week of receipt. I may cancel my reserva- library series: 2 ot 3 L
tion at any time. (Books shipped in U.S.A. only.) l THE THUNDERING HERD, The glorious da\“l'&' 3 e
i . 9 & 4 e -
I | the fearless Texas hide-hunters. b B3 % % i
i | WILDFIRE. A wild stallion, a fiery girl — and a e
I N l man who tamed them both! ¥ Y 3
BETIO), T v slets s e e ot iaecat Wit e B 0 Sw A ST o £ n ot . . P E o
i 1 ARIZONA AMES. His blazing six-shooter spre ) g ! i
| (Blease Erint Elaighy) | terror among the toughest badmen! . : i
SHADOW ON THE TRAIL. Quick-shooting : e WA i
B | Holden fights with rawhide-tough rustir: :
e S A ROGUE RIVER FEUD. Violence and flui!’
| Rogue River, where men stopped at nouh” X By
I | DESERT GOLD. Spine-tingling adventu o
o e I i NS B R pe a Zone....State........ men and women crazed by th&;lure IS ¢

e






