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E.J. HOLUB

BIG BACKER

OF THE TONY LAMA LINE

Folks from West Texas are big supporters
of their rancher-neighbor E. J. Holub of Dryden,
who is known to the nation as the

““All-AFL Line-backer’’ of the Champion
Kansas City Chiefs. E. J. has been making a name
for himself bulldogging ball carriers since school
days — climaxed by his selection as
All-American from Texas Tech. On his ranch

or on the road, he likes the winning style of the
great Tony Lama line, backed by bootmakers
who handcraft the world’s finest leathers
with top professional skill.

Wide grain, wonderful wearing genuine
elephant hide.

whaleskin.

que, durable g

i i

skin.

=
fort-crafted g ine shark:

Tough, striking,

CO.INC. =

TONY LAMA DEALER
IN THE YELLOW
PAGES IN MOST
WESTERN STATES

OR WRITE FOR THE NAME OF YOUR NEAREST DEALER
1137 TONY LAMA STREET, EL PASO, TEXAS 79915




DON'T BE DISAPPOINTED...THESE ARE THE ORIGINAL BOB LORENZ CARDS!
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h-Ho! by H. Goodwine —Best Wishes for the Good Friends at Peace by Harvey W. Johnson— A Cowboy's Good Feelin's by Paul Salisbury — High-Tailed and Happy by Randy Steffen—Sea-
lays and Happiness throughout the New Year. With all Good Wishes for Christmas and the Verse by S. Omar Barker—May the Peace and son's Greetings and many, many Good Wishes
Coming Year. Good Will of Christmas always be with you. for a Happy Holiday Season.

PEACEON €aRTh

lings from Our Outfit to Yours by Nick Friends at the Feed Rack by Robert Lougheed — Peace on Earth by Robert R. Lorenz—May the Holiday Whirl by H. Goodwine—Wishing you
nhofer—With Best Wishes for Christmas Peace and Good Will at Christmas and through Peace and Joy of Christmas be with you Today Happiness at this Holiday Season and through
all the New Year. all the New Year. and all through the Year. the New Year.

n' for Christmas Company by Robert Loug- Thinkin' of You at Chri: by Gordon Snid Cl Capers by Clark Bronson—Holiday White by Muriel D ine (Mrs. Randy
—Bringing you every Good Wish for Hap- May every Happiness be yours at Christmas and Greetings and Best Wishes for the New Year. Steffen) — Greetings of the Season and Best
s this Christmas and in the Coming Year. throughout the New Year. Wishes for the New Year,

stions of Yesteryears by Fred Harman — Rangeland Greétings by James Emery Greer— Navajo Weaver by Robert R. Lorenz—With Best Prancing Deer by Carl Woodring (Osage Indian)—

:masYBIessmgs and Best Wishes for a Joy- Holiday Greetings and Best Wishes for the New Wishes for a Happy Holiday Season. May the Great Spirit bring you Health and Hap-
ew Year. Year. piness.

tland Santa by H. Goodwine —Best Wishes Little Lord of the Forest by Clark Bronson—May Desert C: by Sid Cedarg —May the Couldn't Wait by Gordon Snidow—Wishing you
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. the Peace and Happiness of the Yuletide Season Blessings and Peace of Christmas be yours and a very Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.
be yours throughout the Coming Year. Happiness fill each Day of the New Year.
: i 5 Total Quantity 15 25 50 75 100 150 200 300 500
No. tit
T BE DISAPPOINTED! Others offer but none duplicate the genuine Card No. | Quantity Wihoit Naine $2.95 400 795 1175 1495 2105 2695 4275 69.95
quality of the original Lazy BL Ranch greeting cards. Our 1967 selec- With Name or Brand $400 550 9.60 13.85 17.05 2495 32.00 47.40 77.10

features new works by the West's best known artists plus several all- With Name and Brand $65.00 6.50 10.60 14.85 18.05 2595 3320 48.40 78.10

Bob Lorenz favorites. Beautifully reproduced in glorious full color on
nctive linen-textured paper single folded to 43%” by 63”. Matching
dopes with several extras included. Cards may be ordered plain, with
name or brand, or both custom-printed in red to exactly match greet-
Orders carefully processed and shipped in sturdy carton within 24
‘s right up ’til Christmas.

Canada residents please add 10% to prices. Wyoming residents add 3% sales tax.

NAMES TO BE PRINTED
ON CARDS. SEND SKETCH
IF- BRAND WANTED.

SEND CARDS TO:

RTE., ST. OR BOX NO.

/ TO ORDER: Write quantity of each card you want in box appearing

>upon. No need to send entire page. Order all one kind or assorted at CITY SIATE

ixtra charge. Use separate sheet if needed. Circle total quantity and MAIL BOX 3232

on price list. Enclose cash, check or money order with coupon and coUPoN rbe tdzy 8‘ R‘”cﬁ CHEYENNE, WYOMING
to The Lazy BL Ranch, Box 3232, Cheyenne, Wyoming 82001. 82001

EAUTIFUL FULL COLOR ONEY BACK GUARANTE PAY POSTAG



Send for the hig hook

that makes the Old West
live hefore your eyes.

FREDERIC
REMINGTON

Artist of the Old West

By Harold McCracken &

With over 80 reproductions, including 32 in full color

In this big volume you get:
a full-length biography (121 pages) of
Frederic Remington, the artist who, in
his drawings and paintings, has left us
the greatest pictorial record of the Old
West as it really was.

PLUS

32 of Remington’s thrilling Western
paintings reproduced in full-color on
pages a foot high. Also scores of his
drawings which illustrate the text. Pic-
tures show:

| Cowboys Indians
Cavalrymen Scouts
Trappers Bronc Busters
Pioneers Prospectors
Stagecoaches  Attacks
Buffalo Hunts Gun Fights
PLUS

Engravings from old magazines; a spe-
cial section of photographs of Reming-
ton’s bronze figures of cowboys and
Indians on horseback; a 31-page check-
list of Remingtoniana and a complete
index. ‘

LARGE SIZE 9” x 127, 157 text pages
plus 48 pictorial plates on glossy paper,
silk headbands, black buckram binding
over heavy boards, red and gold stamp-
ing. (A $25.00 value for $17.50)

Now offered for the FIRST TIME
with a money-back guarantee.

- ——— Send This Coupon - ———

J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY Dept. TW-3 |
East Washington Square, Philadelphia, Pa. 19105

Please send me postpaid a copy of FREDERIC I

| REMINGTON: Artist of the Old West. If I am

not completely satisfied, I may return the book
in 10 days and you will gladly refund the full |
purchase price.

I enclose $17.50 [J Check [] Money order

Address.

Name. I

City. State & Z-code.

7JoE SMALL &%
‘PUBLICATION: &
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Volume 15, No. 2
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All True—AIIl
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“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going fo be of grea
bistorical wvalue and should be greserved in all the libraries of the country.”’-
Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.
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SPANISH TREASURE

PADRE ISLAND
Treasure Kingdom ﬂﬁg
of the World 8

by

@ ‘ WILLIAM MAHAN .

An authentic bistory of Padre Island
from its discovery to the present.

There is probably no other place in the world that equals Padre Island in
stories of lost treasure, shipwrecks, and savage Indian tribes. The romance and
mystery that surround Padre have been a constant challenge to man’s thirst for
adventure for over 400 years. Very few, if any, books published in the past
have dealt with the entire history, from its discovery to the present time. Padre
Island, Treasure Kingdom of the World traces the history step by step through
28 periods of Padre’s past. Author Bill Mahan is well qualified for this work. He has made countless trips to Padre
Island as well as doing thorough historical research. :

This book will appeal to the historian as well as the treasure hunter. It contains the account of Fray Marcos
de Mena, who was shipwrecked on Padre in 1553. This account with its English translation has been included to give
the reader a better idea of what Padre was like in 1553. The English translation of this rare account has never been
published. The book contains 23 illustrations, including ancient charts and maps. This 180-page, cloth-bound book, cov-
ered in a beautiful four-color dust jacket, serves as a handbook for anyone visiting Padre today.

SR ORDER THIS FIRST EDITION TODAY!
only $6.95 from:

D-TEX BOOKSTORE

P.O. BOX 246 GARLAND, TEXAS 75040

WILLIAM MAHAN

.n... m «'N“mluw-

3

DON'T BE A TREASURE HUNTER o BE A TREASURE FINDER

with

BILL MAHAN’S D-TEX DETECTORS

The pace setter of detectors with all solid state, space age circuitry. ALL D-TEX units
fully equipped with only transistors and diodes. NO CHEAP TUBES TO CAUSE DRIFT AND
FALSE READINGS. ALL D-TEX UNITS ASSEMBLED BY HAND ON GOLD CIRCUIT BOARDS,
AND EQUIPPED WITH SINGLE COIL SEARCH HEADS IN ORDER TO MAINTAIN THE HIGH-
EST SENSITIVITY AND MAXIMUM DETECTION RANGE OF ANY DETECTOR.

All Try To Imitate — None Able To Duplicate
FORGET THE REST—GET THE BEST—GET D-TEX

(Is This Your‘Year To Strike It Rich?)

For Full Information and Free Illustrated Cata log Plus Free Treasure Finding Tips Write Today

P.O. Box 246 D-TEX ELECTRONICS Garland, Texas 75040

Vovember-December, 1967 3




BEST

COOKER'
BEST

WARMER'/

#Charcoal Broil # Smoks Cook # Roast
Bake « Barbeque (Rotisserie) # F:
wSpace Heat! The Tinl fires up
minutes...heats for hours unattended
The.g\gct versatile stove i

use it indoors, outdoors; on frips or
at homel-Burns wood, charcoal for the
most delicieus meals; warmest heater eved

FoLES UP

%§§? B rwe
! - CONPRCT
STORAGE
OPEN A\
ROTISSERIE EXTENSION
4858
send for FREE illustrated
booklet,uses, prices,

special G\FT offer/

l- S G RGNS R GEEED SRS G S G S —— -
{RAEM CO, SomERVILLE, 17 N.o. i
1Please send FREE information on RAEMCO Tin1 |
i»\v NAME. i
;srueer :
1 CITY. Z\P. STATE j
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Adios, O’ Waddy
Dear Sirs:

I'm writing to tell you that my grand-
father, Vivian (“Ol’ Waddy””) Whitlock,
whose stories appeared quite often in
your three magazines, passed away on
August 2, 1967. He went to rest very
peacefully. He had been almost blind for
a year and I had been taking care of
most of his correspondence. I would be
most happy to hear from any of his
old friends whenever they might care to
drop me a line—Vivian S. (Whitlock)
Scott, 16121 Devonshire Street, San Fer-
nando, California 91344.

Charles Ross’ Old Trunk
Dear Editor Joe:

Here’s a story your readers may
like. Paul Hagsett of Magdalena, New
Mexico, showed me a copy of a letter
by Charles Ross of the Ladder Ranch,
Hermosa, New Mexico, dated June 20,
1942. It told about an old trunk (re-
portedly once owned by the pirate, Cap-
tain Kidd) that was taken west to Sut-
ter’'s Fort in 1849 by John M. Linton,
an Jowan. Later Linton came to the
new silver camp at Hermoso, New Mexi-
co, and died there. The trunk was left in
Ross’ possession and Linton told Ross
that the trunk had been in  Linton’s
family since his great-grandfather’s
time.

Linton said he had no idea how in the
dickens his great-grandfather had ob-
tained it but that his family had al-
ways believed the trunk had belonged to
Captain Kidd.—Leonard Saxon, Abiquiu,
New Mexico.

Gilt Edge-Maiden-Fort Maginnis Area
Dear Joe and Crew:

As an assignment in Dr. Burlingame’s
Montana history class at Montana State
College I compiled a paper on the Gilt
Edge-Maiden-Fort Maginnis area of
central Montana. When the paper was
finished and graded I realized I had
only scratched the surface. Now I have
the bug and want to learn more about
this area. Could anyone who lived there
or knew people who lived there please
drop me a line? I would appreciate any-
thing anyone knows about the country-
side, the mining, the fort and its people,
and any pictures that I could see of
area between 1885-1910.—Mrs. Charles
Curtis, 2745 State Street, Butte, Mon-
tana.

Without Bending His Knees
Dear Mr. Small:
When the Indians were still mas-
sacring white people back in Indiana,

three white settlers were out hunting
and came upon a very unpleasant scene.
Several ox carts had been burned and
the people and all the oxen had been
killed. Looking over the scene, the hunt-
ers heard the cry of a baby and there,
in a clump of brush a little way off,
they found a small baby wrapped in a
blanket. One of the men by the name
of Jones took the baby to his home and
this family raised the baby.

That baby was my great-grandfather.
My great-grandfather married and
moved on to Wisconsin where my grand-
father and father were born and raised.
In 1889 he moved to North Dakota
where I was raised. ‘

My father was a contortionist—that
is, he was double-jointed and could get
himself into a good many shapes. He
worked in Ringling Brothers Circus in
his younger days.

In September of 1945 he was putting
on a little act at the Multnomah County
Fair. He was ninety-two years old and
claimed to be the oldest man alive who
could stand on a stool eight inches high
and touch the floor without bending his
knees. A reporter in Portland, Oregon,
was sponsoring him at that time and he
was staying at an old people’s home

(Continued on page 64)

George W. Jones, still in tip-top shape at
age ninety-iwo

True Wes



' PICK FOR '67 FROM THE BEST IN FULL COLOR
WESTERN CHRISTMAS CARDS

1702 . .
Greetings, Folks — Best Wishes for a Merry  Christmas Eve—May the Peace and Happiness  *...a shaft of lig
Christmas to your outfit from ours — Hampton  of Christmas be with you all the Year—Warren  Good wishes for Chr

ht across the an ith
istmas etc. — Schwiering

1705

E il
Solitude — May Peace be your Gift at Christmas
and your Treasure through all the Year — Delano

1709

Sleighbells in Christmas Tree Land-hi’eeting From the Two of Us—to you and all you hold
is a cheery, 4 line verse — Kerswill dear, a Joyous Yule and New Year — FitzSimmons

Company for Christmas — A fnéndly wish for a
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year — Hopkinson

po— .

ot thintsin’ of you st Chrismae.... -
Just Thinkin’ of You at Christmas — and wishing
you a Happy Holiday Season — FitzSimmons

“The light has come...” — May the Peace and
Joy of Christmas be with you all the Year — Paris

Peace in thVaIIey—Ma the spirit of Christ-
mas be with you all the Year — Thamas

; 1 RS
May a Star Lead May you have the Spirit
of Christmas which is Peace, etc. — Hopkinson

1629 & : v
Herdboy and his flute —May the Peace and Joy
of Christmas be with you all the Year — EchoHawlk

Comin’ a'calling May the warmth...of the
Christmas Season be with you all Year — Thomas

i i 24
Packin' Home for Christmas— Greeting is a
merry and cheerful western verse — Long

—— 1740 |

Memories of a Frontier Christmas — Merry A Cowhny;s cknmpetitionAMerry Christmas and stmas — May the warmth  The Wonder of Christmas fills the World —
Christmas and Happy New Year — Wilson Happy New Year — EchoHawk ...of Christmas be with you all the Year— Lee May the Peace and Joy of Christmas, etc. — Thomas

ALL NEW DESIGNS IN BRIGHT FULL COLOR_ rTOTAL QUANTITY 12 250 500 g5 V100 a150.. 200 & 300 =00
BEST QUALITY ART: Yes, these are the western Christmas cards you've been looking WITHOUT NAME $200 $4.00 $8.00 $12.00 $1500 $2250 $2950 $4350 $71.50
for! Heavy textured enamel paper folds to make a rich card, approx. 5 x 7. We can print your name, or | WITH NAME OR BRAND $300 525 975 1400 1700 2500 3250 4750 76.00

brand, or BOTH in red tp match greeting. Deluxe white envelopes — extras included. 24 hour shipping | WiTH NAME AND BRAND $400 625 1075 1500 1800 2600 3350 4850 77.00

til Christmas. Qur catalog of western stationery, notes, prints, FREE with every order. e 701 T100 1103 Y708

HOW TO ORDER: Fill in quantity of each card you want in box beside that number in the

coupon order blank. Circle total quantity and cost on order blank. Mix and assort at no extra cost. DE%?I?ENIJNITIF 1103 v 09 i

Order all of one kind or as many of each as desired. Canada residents please remit in U.S. dollar EACH CARD IN | 71713 1714 1715 1721

values. Colorado residents add 3% sales tax. You may order by letter or fill out coupon and mail with BOX BESIDE

cash, check or money order. Thank you kindly, and remember, it's fun to buy from the Leanin’ Tree. THAT NUMBER | 1724 1627 1629 1730
*_ WHY NOT HAVE YOUR BRAND IMPRINTED ? 1831 173 1639 1750

s 5 X 3 B0 CHRISTM 3
price! We will then send you FREE the zinc engraving of your brand, individually mounted on wood for ?Dr:mw fIgRAN?)S|ﬁAhnR,xD§G|N)
handy, everyday use. Usual cost of this mounted plate is $4.00, but it's yours FREE with your order.

HELEANIN’ 4 TREE rancy

BOX 1500 - BOULDER + COLORADO - 80302 | City __Zip

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE AND POSTAGE FREE FROM THE LEANIN’ TREE.. -OUR 18th YEAR
Vovember-December, 1967 5

29
SEND CARDS T0:

Rte., St., or Box No.

|
|
|
|
I
I
Add the personal touch for 1967. Let us print your own ranch brand on your cards at our low, low | NAMES TO BE PRINTED
|
|
|
|
I

State




TWO ADVENTURERS and treasure
hunters, Robert Pate of Carmichael
and Richard Dobson of Rancho Cordova,
California, have uncovered convincing
proof that Sir Francis Drake, England’s
naval hero, landed at Pirate’s Cove near
San Luis Obispo rather than at the his-
torically accepted Drake’s Bay site, on
his voyage around the world in 1579.

Pate, an engineer and retired Air
Force bomber pilot, became interested in
the Pirate’s Cove (also called Mallagh’s
Landing) location nearly ten years ago.
Dobson is a salesman who met Pate
when both worked for Aerojet General
Corporation in Sacramento.

Evidence they have found includes re-
mains of a makeshift fort, ancient stone
steps carved from rock, and apparent
gun emplacements. Through an extensive
study of printed material about Drake’s
voyage, Pate has found further support
of his theory. .

Although Pate and Dobson want to
clear up historical inaccuracies and do
a little adventuring, the possibility of
treasure is what has kept them interested
so long. Whether or not Drake landed
at Pirate’s Cove or Drake’s Bay near
San Francisco, there is reason to be-
lieve that he cached a $500 million
fortune in silver and .other treasures
near the landing site.

Pirate’s Cove from the air. The rocky point held the cannon while Drake’s Golden Hinde
was careened near the sandy beach.

One of the high seas’ most fabled treasures

is not lying in an ancient hull many fathoms
deep. Without even getting your feet wet,

you might find a king’s ransom in California’s

HEN Drake sailed up the California

coast, he had about twenty-six tons
of registered silver aboard the Golden
Hinde, as well as gold, barrels of bone
china, and treasure taken from his
privateering along the coast of New
Spain.

The fact that the twenty-six tons of
silver were registered is significant since
to avoid giving Prince Philip his due, the
Spaniards were in the habit of reporting
or registering only about one third of the
silver they took from Montezuma. The
amount of silver taken from the Spanish
ship Cacafuega, therefore, could have
been well over seventy tons.

The Golden Hinde had a capacity of
100 tons. Pate’s research affirms that
such a ship would normally carry fifteen
tons of stores for the crew, plus another
fifteen tons of sails, tools, ropes, anchors
and wine. Since the Hinde was a war-
ship, she also carried a thirty-six-ton
arsenal. With sixty-six tons of basic es-
sentials, not counting the crew, the
Golden Hinde alone could not have car-
ried an additional seventy tons of silver,
not to mention other treasure known to
have been taken by Drake.

According to some well-hidden Indian
drawings (inland about forty miles),
Drake sailed to the California landing
place with two ships, the Golden Hinde
and a smaller bark. The Hinde was
careened—Ilifted out of the water for
cleaning and repairing—and the hold
was emptied and cleaned. The smaller
ship probably sailed up and down the
coast watching for Spanish pursuers.

Drake seems to have left the Califor-
nia landing place, however, with only
one ship, again according to the Indian
drawings and the fact that he landed in
England with only one ship. The ques-

True West



By MARY WIEGAND

Photos Courtesy Author

tion is: What did he do with the esti-
mated $500 million worth of treasure
that he could not have carried in a
single vessel?

With evidence that Pirate’s Cove holds
the secret, that is the question which
Pate and Dobson are coming close to
answering.

N THEIR poking around in the San

Luis Obispo County site, the two men
have had some sinister adventures which
make them wonder if they are the only
ones interested in the Drake treasure.

On October 29, 1966, Pate and Dobson
were exploring at 4:30 in the morning.
They had camped out the night before
and had been roused by the sound of a
power boat pulling out of the small har-
bor into San Luis Obispo Bay.

Later in the morning, about 6:15,
Dobson was working along the base of
a cliff when he found some damp earth
disguising a door made of loose stones.

Suspecting that the stones hid a cave,
he went back to his car for a flashlight
to make a thorough search. As Dobson
reached into his station wagon, he heard
the click of a rifle bolt sliding home.

“I’'m a hunter, and I know that sound
by heart!” he said later.

Alarmed, Dobson strapped on his
pistol holster before returning to the
stone door. After the rocks were re-
moved, he entered a tunnel which angled
back into the cliff.

At the end of the ten-foot tunnel,
Dobson found a large room-like excava-
tion which resembled a mine, but there
was no evidence of ore. Forgetting
everything outside, Dobson began work-
ing around the room with a metal de-
tector.

Suddenly he heard Pate call out,
“Dick, come up here! Hurry! Don’t say
a word, just get up here!”

Puzzled and apprehensive, Dobson
climbed to the top of the cliff to find
Pate looking down the barrel of a shot-
gun held by a stranger.

“That man had the look of death on
his face,” Pate said later. “I know he
would have killed me if Dobson hadn’t
shown up with that pistol!”

Dobson and the stranger stood their
ground and stared at each other. No
one spoke or moved. Finally, the man
lowered his gun and backed off.

Pate and Dobson felt chills run down
their spines, for another man appeared
from behind some nearby rocks carrying
a high-powered rifle. He left with the
first man.

When the two shaken treasure hunters
returned to the road in hopes of getting
the license number of the strangers’ car,
the men had disappeared. During the
rest of the day, Pate and Dobson were
aware of a man on a motorcycle who
seemed to shadow them.

Toward evening, when they were
working near the tunnel again, they
looked up to see four men in black
jackets watching them like vultures. No

November-December, 1967

The stone steps lead to a natural stone wharf.

one approached, but Pate and Dobson
spent the night on another beach.

“We didn’t get much sleep!” they ad-
mitted.

A suspicious white car which Pate
thought belonged to the armed men was
on hand the next day. Later, when Pate
and Dobson reported the incident to the
sheriff’s office, the car was found to
belong to a harmless resident of a near-
by beach town.

Since that day some months ago,
Sheriff’s Sergeant Norman Epley has

been keeping track of the Pirate’s Cove
spot. A short time after the incident, he
and his men found two strangers digging
in the tunnel room. It had been enlarged
and the two men claimed they were try-
ing to locate an old Spanish mine re-
portedly in the area. The pair checked
out as respectable Los Angeles residents.

Pate wonders if the threatening men
whom he encountered earlier were in-
terested in the Drake treasure, the old

" Spanish silver mine—or something en-

tirely different, perhaps more in Ser-

This hole in the rock, found by Pate and Dobson, was believed to have been used as
a cannon emplacement to defend Drake and his crew.




geant Eply’s line.

“Tt’s real accessible,” the officer ex-
plained. “It has a nice sandy beach.
Anyone could come in there and unload
stuff in the form of narcotics, hot
goods, guns—we’re keeping an eye on it

PIRATE’S COVE has always had a

sinister history. A lovely spot for a
Sunday stroll, it is not far from a little
conclave of expensive beach homes. By
night, unfortunately, it turns into a
haunt for toughs and hoodlums for miles
around.

During Prohibition, it was a rum-run-
ning hideout, complete with kegs of
hooch hidden in its caves. At present,
by night, it is popular for less-than-
innocent parties.

Dobson doesn’t express much worry

~over the possible activities of the sus-

picious men. “They have to be fools to
work in there, anyway. When I made
my first investigation of the place, I saw
how dangerous it was. Why, that whole
mountain could cave in at any time!”

Pate has faced death many times. One
of the first and youngest B-52 pilots,
he did much high altitude flying. Some
of his work involved tracing the-Japan
ese jet stream and testing the new B-36
back in 1952.

Shortly after a long period of high
altitude flying, he began having difficul-
ty walking. The flight surgeon’s tests
indicated that Pate had been bombarded
by cosmic rays over the North Pole.

After six months in the hospital, the

stark verdiet was, “You have thirty
days to live.” Pate was released for a
last fling.
. Not desiring to go anywhere in par-
ticular, the airman finally settled in
Shell Beach near San Luis Obispo to
spend his last days fishing.

“Well, you can’t sit around fishing
and thinking about dying and expect to
enjoy it! I needed something to take my
mind off death, so I enrolled at Cal Poly
in San Luis Obispo in April, 1953.”

Had the doctors predicted accurately,
Pate would never have gotten embroiled
in the Drake business, of course. Con-
versely, if he hadn’t become ill, he would
never have discovered the evidence at
Pirate’s Cove.

Pate met Margaret Mallagh, great-
granddaughter of the Mallagh who
owned the Pirate’s Cove wharf. Margie
enjoyed standing on the rocks at
Pirate’s Cove during the area’s south-
eastern storms. She seemed to thrive on
the flashing lightning and the thunder
of waves pounding the beach below and
rushing in and out of the caves.

She often had Pate drive her out to
the site during unsettled weather, and it
was during one of these excursions that
she mentioned that Sir Francis Drake
had landed at the Cove, leaving behind
him a fabulous treasure.

Pate, engrossed in school, dismissed
the incident until one day when he was
studying atop the rock cliffs of Pirate’s
Cove. He discovered four mysterious
holes in a straight line, about twelve
inches deep and about four by five
inches wide. He also found a larger hole,
also chisled out of solid rock, approxi-
mately two feet square. This was the
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Part of an excavation made in search of
the silver mine

beginning. During the past ten years,
he has unearthed much more evidence.

One thing will always haunt him,
though. How did Margie Mallagh know
about Drake’s having been there? The
question will go unanswered, since the
girl was killed a few years later in an
automobile accident.

PATE BELIEVES the four holes are

gun emplacements. Drake reported-
ly took his guns off the Golden Hinde
when 'he landed in order to defend his
crew during the repairing operations
which took about a month.

“Some people have tried to make a
fence post out of these holes, but some
of the rocks are ten feet high there,
and certainly settlers never kept gi-
raffes!” scoffs Pate.

J

His research included talking to the
family which once lived at the Cove.
They told him exactly where their
fence posts and buildings had been. The
four holes cannot be accounted for in
that manner, since the family didn’t
even know they existed.

The two-foot square hole would have
been the anchor site for the ‘“mighty
firme poste” which Drake put up when
he claimed the land for his Queen.

On this post was a “plate of brass,”
which allegedly was found at the
Drake’s Bay site near San Francisco in
1937. The Encyclopedia Britannica sheds
doubt on the plate’s authenticity. A
Bakersfield woman was one reason for
the Britannica’s guarded view.

She is Mrs. George Sagen, who made
a detailed study of the brass plate and
filed her findings with the Bancroft
Library. Mrs. Sagen contends that the
plate of brass contained the letter “j”
which had not yet come into the Eng-
lish alphabet. The “js” on the plate of
brass have been gouged out to look like
“i,” which was then used as a “j.” Be-
fore this time, the gouges were presumed
to be random blows from an Indian toma-
hawk or other implement. The mathe-
matical probability of Indians striking
only the “i” or “j” letters is impossibly
low.

Mrs. Sagen spotted this detail because
she learned her ABCs from an heirloom
sampler passed down for generations in
her New England family. The sampler
had been made by a “backwoods” an-
cestor, who was not yet aware of the
letter “j,” and so did not include it.

Others have been shocked by the
crudeness of the plate and various parts
of the language used. History Professor
David B. Quinn of the University of
Liverpool, England, stated in a letter to
this author, “Drake should have had men
on board who could do better, but if he
asked his carpenter to do it with a chisel
the result could be a little like what was

Pate looks into the opening of the cave-like room reputed to have contained silver ore.




found. I'm not satisfied with the shapes
of the letters or the spelling. . . .”

Although one account of the voyage
states that Drake’s name was “under-
neath” the inscription on the plate, Pate
and others believe that “underneath”
meant under the plate on the stone.

“It would have been unforgivable for
Drake to have put his name near the
Queen’s! It just wasn’t done. Had Drake
been so presumptious his head would
have rolled when Her Majesty found
out about it. Drake had too many ene-
mies, and political times were too fickle
for him to take such a chance,” explains
Pate.

Pate believes that the Spanish later
saw the “firme poste” and took it away
to destroy the evidence.

“Drake’s name should have been in-
scribed on the rock wall below the post.
Oddly enough, just at the place I ex-
pected to find it, the rock has been
chopped away leaving a large hole.”

WHEN COMPARED with the Drake’s

Bay landing spot in San Francisco,
Pirate’s Cove is quite convincing. San
Francisco Bay, as we know, is a beauti-
ful place to land, but Drake was not
aware that the little hole he might have
seen from the sea opened into a wide
bay. Pate believes that if Drake were
the great seaman he was reputed to be,
Jhe would never have taken the chance
of having his ships dashed against the
rocks in the narrow opening.

“When you ask where Drake would
land, you have to consider what he
needed in the way of a landing place,”
Pate insists.

Although Drake’s Bay 1is shaped
similarly to the landing site sketched
on maps, it is totally indefensible from
either hostile Indians on land or revenge-
seeking Spanish ships by sea.

On the other hand, Pirate’s Cove is a
natural fort. With cannons mounted
where the emplacement holes indicate,
and a second ship in the bay, Drake was
well defended.

Another great need Drake had to fill
in his choice of a landing place was
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Did Sir Francis Drake have this same view of San Luis Obispo Bay?

fresh water. After the long voyage from
Guatemala, the Hinde's water supply
was gone. There is no source of fresh
water at Drake’s Bay, while Pirate’s
Cove is exactly “up hill, down hill, an
English mile” from fresh water, the
distance reported by Drake’s chroniclers.

Drake also had an engineering prob-
lem to work out in careening his ship.
At low tide, the bottom of the ship
would be exposed and could be cleaned
and repaired. But Drake had to provide
for the possibility that the ship would
roll over on its side. Large rocks or
cliffs had to be present for leverage in
case of that emergency—a seemingly
simple need, but of vital importance.
Should the ship roll, the men would be
stranded and helpless to right it again.

Pate has tried to put himself in the
Admiral’s boots by asking himself, “If
Drake had the intention of caching a
treasure, what would his actions have
been during the voyage near the Cali-
fornia coast?”

It seems greater than coincidence that
the only major discrepancy in reports
of the voyage involves the California
landing place. Everything else was
dutifully recorded by various members
of the voyage, with most landmarks con-
sistently three degrees of latitude off
from reality.

The amount of confusion surrounding
the California site is hard to accept.
Accounts differ widely in reporting the
latitude, and some editions of the same
account are contradictory.

WO MAIN theories emerge from the

confusion. One is that Drake sailed
north-northwest from Guatemala to
about the 49th parallel, some 600
leagues from the coast. Turning east,
he sailed toward shore and landed to
the south of his turning point. An ac-
count gathered from the writings of
Francis Fletcher, places the landing site
somewhere between 48 degrees (near
the northern border of the United
States) and 38 degrees (San Francisco).

The other account, by John Drake,
Francis Drake’s cousin who sailed on

the voyage, describes a completely dif-
ferent approach to California.

According to his writing, they simply
sailed up the coast, passing some large
islands of “good land,” and then landed
at the next available bay.

There is no mistaking the large
islands of good land: they are the Chan-
nel Islands in the Santa Barbara area.
The next bay up is San Luis Obispo Bay
containing the “portus” or bay-within-
a-bay, Pirate’s Cove.

Most  historians have used old maps
to determine the landing place. Maps
made after 1579 always placed “Nova
Albion,” Drake’s name for the landing
place, somewhere on the coast.

“The trouble has been,” Pate says,
“in using Cape Mendocino as the re-
ference point in determining the position
of New Albion (Nova Albion).”

Apparently Cape Mendocino was one
of the places which map-makers and ex-
plorers have had difficulty in locating
exactly. On the jagged coast of Cali-
fornia are many points and capes. With
navigation equipment not up to today’s
standards, sailors never really knew
where they were. They were inclined to
call any point which loomed out of the
fog “Cape Mendocino.”

“There are more Cape Mendocinos
than the law should allow in this map-
reading game,” laughed Pate. “I dare
say everything has been called Mendo-
cino from Morro Bay right on up to the
coast of Canada!”

Rather than use the shifting reference
point, Pate began looking for more re-
liable clues. And he found them. On
many old maps, particularly one made
by Hondius in 1618, Pate found a “Fin
de Sierra Nevada” and “Bahia de
Fuegos” or “Tierra de Piscado.”

Fin de Sierra Nevada or “Finish of
the Sierra Nevada Mountains” can have
no other meaning than the point in
Southern California where the Sierra
Nevadas and the coastal mountains meet,
just above Los Angeles.

“Fuegos” (fire) and ‘“Piscado” (fish-
ing) could only mean Santa Barbara,
where Indians kept great fires burning
and were famous as fishermen.

The next bay up on such maps is in-
variably Nova Albion, regardless of de-
grees, placing it at San Luis Obispo
Bay.

Looking at the latitude markings, one
can see that Hondius placed Santa Bar-
bara at about 38 degrees, approximately
four degrees off. Nova Albion is at 42
degrees, seven degrees in error, and
Cape Mendocino at 50 degrees, eight de-
grees in error.

One wonders why Drake’s reading of
the degrees happens to be so wrong at
this point. Since he was navigator, he
could have called out any number he
pleased for the landing site; certainly he
had strong motivation for secrecy if he
were to cache a significant amount of
treasure.

“Had I been in Drake’s place, I as-
suredly would have made a ‘gross error’
right then and there!” Pate says.

ESEARCH indicated that Drake
wanted to return to California but
(Continued on page 48)



ROBERT PECK had run away from A clank of sabers—one sound that will

ever be associated with the frontier.

When the night wind blows across the

Plains, ghosts of young cavalrymen ride
with it . . .

home to join the Cavalry. In 1857,
along with 800 other recruits, he was
crammed on board a steamboat which
chugged up the Missouri River for Fort
Leavenworth, dodging snags and huge
chunks of ice. The river seemed to
stretch endlessly before and after them,
always and everywhere twisting and
turning back on itself. In many places
it was a mile-wide expanse of naked
sandbars, reefs, and mud flats.

As the paddle-wheeler neared a miser-
able, dirty village, the new troopers
surged up to the hurricane deck and
anxiously scanned the Kansas shore. In-
stead of seeing a solid and mighty bas-
tion, they stared in disbelief at the dilap-
idated business houses which fronted
the steamboat landing. Before a ware-
house, a guard, his bayonet glistening
in the winter sun, paced stiffly back and
forth.

Peck hollered, “Where’s the fort?”

Directing his gaze up over the hill,
the sentry pointed to the Stars and
Stripes floating from atop a flagpole.
“That’s the fort,” he cried, “about three
quarters of a mile back.”

Three hundred greenhorns poured off
the decks and climbed to'the top of the
hill. The fort was a conglomeration of
stone, brick, log, and frame buildings,
which resembled a country village.

Corporals quickly corralled the re-
cruits and formed them into makeshift
lines. They assigned Peck to E Com-
pany, 1lst Cavalry. That afternoon Pri-
vate Peck made an informal inspection
of his barracks’ area. Each man’s cot
was properly opened up for the day with
mattress doubled back and bedding fold-

Cavalry recruit
Courtesy National Archives
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ed edge by edge inside. At the head of
his bunk each trooper had three wooden
pegs driven into the wall where he hung
his saber, forage cap, and uniforms.
Near the door was a rack nailed to the
wall from which dangled two brass by-
gles with faded yellow cords, braided
and tassled. Here in the barracks Pri-
vate Peck learned that Fort Leaven-
worth was bulging with soldiers—the
entire 1st Cavalry and 6th Infantry and
several companies from the 2nd Dra-
goons and 4th Artillery. Old-timers filled
the new cavalrymen with stories about
their commanding officer, Colonel Ed-
win V. Sumner. He was “the greatest
martinet in the service,” a “chief devil.”
“Qld Sumner,” someone growled, ‘“has
had one good effect on us—he has
taught some of us to pray who never
prayed before, for we all put up daily
petitions to get rid of him.”

The silver-haired, iron-willed colonel
cared little what the troopers thought.
His energies were being expended in or-
ganizing and equipping an expedition to
chastise the western Indians. The Chey-
ennes, emboldened by the Cavalry’s pre-
occupation in Kansas the summer be-
fore, had hit the warpath.

The expedition of 1857 was divided
into two commands; Major John Sedg-
wick and four troops of 1st Cavalry were
to march along the Santa Fe Trail and
the upper Arkansas River to the foot
of the Rockies, searching for Cheyennes.
From there Sedgwick was to hike to the
South Platte River and down that stream
to meet Sumner. The colonel’s columns
—two troops of cavalry and four com-
panies of Sixth Infantry—after march-
ing to Fort Laramie on the Oregon Trail
were to strike back toward the South
Platte.

On May 18, 1857, Major Sedgwick’s

command rolled out from Fort Leaven-
worth. Private Peck, Company E, Cap-
tain Sturgis’ command, rode in the mass
of men and horses. Later he recorded the
events of that march across the plains:

66 AFTER passing Council Grove we

were fairly on the plains and saw
little more of timber, consequently had
to depend mostly on buffalo-chips for
fuel; and the prairie chickens, which
were so numerous in the Kansas settle-
ments that they were a great nuisance
to the farmers, were seen no more after
we struck the plains.

“At Cottonwood Creek, about fifty
miles west of the Grove, we saw the first
buffalo, a few scattering small bands
appearing at a distance; but from there
on their numbers increased amazingly,
and, when in the thick of their range,
we were often in great danger from
the stampeding of the vast swarms of
these animals that covered the prairie
in every direction, for when those im-
mense herds started on a run it was
impossible either to stop or turn them
out of their course. . .

“As we were approaching the Big
Bend, crossing the level stretch of eight
miles between the Plum Buttes and the
Arkansas River, with our beef herd and
a train of about fifty six-mule teams
strung out behind us, we had an excit-
ing bit of experience in a buffalo stam-
pede. . . . This stampede might have re-
sulted in a direful calamity to us but for
the prompt action of Captain Sturgis,
who, having been in such a predicament
before many times, knew just what to
do and how to do it.

“Sedgwick, though an old officer in
the service, had never had much experi-
ence on the plains, having been in the
artillery for nearly twenty years, and
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the sight of that brown mass of ani-
mals—so vast in extent that we could
see no end in flank or depth—thunder-
ing towards us in an irresistible tor-
rent, made him turn pale, as he ap-
pealed to Sturgis, ‘Sturgis, what’ll we
10?

“‘Time is too precious for explana-
iions now, major,’ replied the captain;
‘better turn the command over to me
for a little while—I'll steer you through
e

“‘Take command, captain, take com-
nand, and give your orders,’ replied
Sedgwick, eagerly.

“Before the last word was out of
Sedgwick’s mouth, Sturgis was giving
lis commands: ‘Orderly bugler, give my
‘ompliments to company commanders
ind say that Captain Sturgis is in com-
nand. Then hurry on back to the train
is fast as you can go, and give my
ompliments to the quartermaster and
ell him to corral his wagons quickly,
n as small a space as possible, teams
leading south, with the beef cattle in-
ide the corral.’

“The buffalo were coming from the
orth. In another moment Sturgis had
8 headed about and going back to the
rain on a gallop. At the start of the
tampede the buffalo had been probably
wo miles or more from us. On reach-
ng the train, which was being hurried-
y formed in corral, with the beef herd
n the inside, as ordered, Sturgis halted
s and commanded: ‘Dismount, to fight
n foot!” This leaves each No. 4 holding
he horses of the other three men of
is set. We quickly ‘formed ranks,” after
ismounting, and were then marched out,
n ‘double quick,” about a hundred yards
> meet the buffalo. Our flanks were
len thrown back, forming us in the
1ape of a huge V, with the point to-
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wards the coming herd, and the open
ends of the V enclosing our horses and
train.

“THE STAMPEDE was now coming

near, driving right at us, making
the earth tremble, presenting a solid
front as far as we could see, right and
left. To me it was a fearful sight, for
I thought, ‘What will be left of us when
that dense avalanche of horns and hoofs
sweeps over us?’ I had been told that

we were to split the herd by firing into
them, but could not see how they could
find room to divide, they were crowded
so closely together. However, when the
command was given, ‘Commence firing,’
we poured into their faces such a sheet
of fire and lead from our Sharps’ rifles
that they did the impossible, splitting,
but crowding savagely to the right and
left, actually climbing over each other
in their frantic effort to avoid -our with-
ering fire, thus making an opening that
cleared our train and horses; but that
torrent of brown wool went right on
without any perceptible check in its
speed.

“We stood there loading and firing as
fast as we could work our pieces, boxes
of cartridges being brought up from
the ammunition wagons and placed in
rear of each company to keep us sup-
plied, and it seemed at times that in
spite of our efforts we were doomed to
be overwhelmed by that living tornado;
the dust they kicked up was often blind-
ing to us, as well as to the buffalo, and
we had been crowded back, inch by inch,
till we were closely packed about our
horses and wagons, when we were great-
ly relieved to perceive a thinning and
straggling in the threatening mass, and
were glad to hear the command to ‘Cease
firing.” The danger, with the buffalo,
had passed, leaving the ground around
us covered with dead and badly crip-
pled buffalo, while many wounded ones
went limping on after the stampeders.
I heard one of the officers say, as he
looked at his watch, that it lacked but
a few minutes of half an hour from
the command ‘Commence firing’ to
‘Cease firing,’ with the buffalo going on
a steady lope all the time.

“We cut up and stowed away in our
wagons the choicest meat from some of
the young and tender buffalo, and leav-
ing the rest of the killed and crippled

“We_ cut up . . . the choicest meat from some of the young and tender buffalo, and
leaving the rest of the killed and crippled for a grand feast for the wolves, we moved
on to the Big Bend ...” :
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for a grand feast for the wolves, we
moved on to the Big Bend, camping on
the bank of the river. .

“QOur road from the Big Bend west-
ward lay along the north bank of the
Arkansas River, sometimes several miles
off, sometimes close in. . . .

“About fifteen or eighteen miles west
of the ruins of old Fort Atkinson was
the Santa Fe crossing of the Arkansas.
The crossing was opposite—almost un-
der—a high bluff, that overlooked the
ford and surrounding country for some
distance. .

“At the Santa Fe crossing, of course,
we parted company with that famous
old trail, and traveled along the north
bank of the river on a well-worn road,
then called the California trail.

“The Santa Fe road, from the Arkan-
sas to the Cimarron, then ran about due
north and south on the sixty-mile
stretch, without water, called the ‘jour-
neda,” for I remember to have noticed,
in traveling it afterwards by night, com-
ing from the Cimarron to the Arkansas,
that we were going towards the north
star all night.

“All the freight for the western coun-
try was then transported across the
plains in wagontrains, sometimes of
mule teams, sometimes oxen. We had
met several of these outfits from New
Mexico, going into the states for goods,
their wagons being usually empty, but
sometimes carrying light loads of wool
in huge sacks, that being about the only
commodity that New Mexico exported.
We had also overtaken and passed some
freight trains going out loaded, and sev-
eral emigrant outfits en route to Cali-
fornia. The teamsters employed in the
New Mexico trains were mostly Mexi-
cans.

“Frequent graves were to be seen
along the roadside, many of them being
marked by rude wooden crosses. Such
almost invariably indicated the last rest-
ing place of some Mexican, who is al-
ways a Catholic. I had noticed, too, but
thought it the result of carelessness in
placing the crosses on the graves, that

Standing while eating had certain advantages to the new cavalry trooper.
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nearly all these cross-pieces were in a
slanting position, but on mentioning this
peculiarity to one of the old soldiers, he
informed me that when the horizontal
piece was slanted it meant, ‘died with
his boots on,” or a violent death—usually
killed by Indians—and that where the
cross-piece was fastened at right angles
to the upright (and these were few, for
people seldom die of disease on the
plains), it signified, ‘died on the square,’
or a natural death.

“RAAJOR SEDGWICK had employed

at Leavenworth, as guides, scouts
and trailers for the expedition, a half-
dozen Delaware Indians from their res-
ervation on the Kaw River, near Law-
rence. They were under the command
of old Fall Leaf, a noted chief of their
tribe. The Delawares had then adopted
white men’s garb and ways to a great
extent, and were far superior to the
plains Indians. They did us excellent
service throughout the trip.

“The Arkansas River, from where
we first struck it, at Big Bend, to some
distance west of the Santa Fe crossing,
was a broad, shallow stream, showing
many sand-bars and islands, but no tim-
ber except a few scattered trees now
and then on some of the islands, but as
we approached the mountains we found
more timber along the river banks, and
the streams grew narrower and deeper.

“Bent’s Fort, on the upper Arkansas,
was the second white man’s habitation
we struck eofter leaving Council
Grove. . . .

“Shortly after passing Bent’s Fort,
following the California trail up the
river, we got our first sight of the snow-
covered summit of Pike’s Peak, resting
on the western horizon like a small white
cloud, which many of us thought it real-
ly was; but day after day, as we
marched towards it, the white cloud grew
larger, higher, and plainer, other moun-
tains on each side of it coming into view,
till in a few days it seemed like we were
running up against the whole Rocky
Mountain range.

“Near the mouth of a creek called
Fountain que Bouille, we turned off from
the Arkansas and struck over the divide
for the head of Cherry Creek, passing
through some fine bodies of pine tim-
bet .

“Soon after reaching Cherry Creek,
while marching down it, we met a party
of six or eight men—Missourians, and
all afoot—with a little old wagon drawn
by a single yoke of steers. . . . These

~ men were the first discoverers of gold

in the Pike’s Peak region. I have always
been sorry that I did not ascertain their
names, and more about them, in order
to give them the credit to which they
are entitled, for giving to the country
so important a discovery. The honor of
this discovery has been claimed by oth-
ers, but I am satisfied that those Mis-
sourians were the first to make known
to the public the presence of gold in that
part of the country. . . .

“Those men had a wounded comrade
lying in their wagon who had acciden-
tally shot himself through the hand in
pulling his rifle out of the wagon, muz-
zle foremost, a day or so before we met
them. The wound had reached the gan-
grene stage, and they halted to -ask
surgical aid from our doctor. Our sur-
geon decided that it would be necessary
to take the man along with us, and while
halting to bring up a wagon and trans-
fer the man, we got a chance to talk
to them a little, and they told us their
troubles. I think they had been in the
mountains between the mouth of Cherry
Creek and Pike’s Peak all winter and
spring prospecting, and had found plen:
ty of gold, some of which they showed
us, put up in bottles and little buckskin
bags.

“They had originally intended to keeg
the discovery of gold a secret, but the
Indians had run off all their stock ex:
cept the yoke of steers, and had other
wise made life such a burden to them
that they finally concluded the only waj
to make mining safe and profitable was
to go back to Missouri, proclaim their dis
covery, make up a strong party that

Courtesy Custer Bafﬂefielfi_Musgum
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would be able to hold their own against
the Indians, and return determined to
have ‘the dust.’

“We parted company with them—
they continuing on towards the States,
and we moving on down to the mouth of
Cherry Creek, where Denver now stands,
and camped, on the twenty-ninth of
June, 1857. ...

“The California trail, which we had
been following, crosses the South Platte
here, just below (north of) the mouth
of Cherry Creek, and seems to take
through the mountains, while we leave
it and follow down the right bank of the
river on a dim wagon-trail that did not
appear to be used much.

“This part of Kansas Territory was
literally a ‘howling wilderness,” with lit-
tle indication of its having been occu-
pied or traversed by white men, except
the old wagon-road we had been travel-
ing, with here and there a stump and
a few chips by the roadside, as the
mark of some California emigrant. Game
was very abundant, and comparatively
tame. Herds of elk, antelope, and deer
were frequently seen from the trail as
we marched along, and occasionally a
bear....

“We had one or two desertions shortly
after leaving Cherry Creek, and our of-
ficers seemed to fear that the reported
gold discovery had caused these men to
abscond for the purpose of going into
the mountains prospecting. For fear of
others being led to desert to go gold
hunting they caused to be circulated
through the camp reports that the ru-
mored gold discovery was a fake, and
instructed the wounded prospector to
contradict his first statements and deny
the discovery of gold in paying quanti-
ties. . . .

“ON THE Fourth of July we laid

over on the bank of the Platte, and,
with our two howitzers, fired our na-
tional salute of thirty-two guns in honor
of the day.

“We had now got clear of the foothills
and timbered country and were back
again on the plains. We had expected
to form a junction with Colonel Sum-
ner’s command somewhere in this part
of the country, but had not heard a
word from them since leaving Fort Leav-
enworth. As the echo of our last gun
died away we were cheered by the an-
swering boom of cannon from down the
river, and distinctly counted thirty-two
guns. Of course, we understood that this
must be from Colonel Sumner, and Ma-
jor Sedgwick immediately dispatched one
of Fall Leaf’s young Delawares to the
colonel’s camp, which was found to be
about fifteen miles down and on the
opposite side of the river, near the mouth
of Crow Creek. :

“Next day we moved down opposite
the colonel’s camp, and in fording the
river to join him got a lot of our horses
and mule teams mired in the quicksands,
but finally got over without the loss of
an animal. ...

“On the thirteenth of July, with twen-
ty days’ rations on our pack-mules and
stherwise lightly equipped, we crossed
the river, leaving our trains of six-mule
teams under charge of P. G. Lowe, chief
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wagon-master, escorted by a company of
the Sixth Infantry, to return to Fort
Laramie, for a supply of rations and
forage, and then again to come back
to the South Platte, about the old Salt
Lake crossing, and there await orders
from Sumner.

“The wounded gold prospector . . .
was left with our train and I never
heard of him again, but suppose he re-
covered and returned to his home in
Missouri.

“I think most of our officers and
soldiers of our pack-mule outfit fully ex-
pected that we would find and clean
out the Cheyennes and get back to our
supply-train within the twenty days for
which we were rationed. But I doubt
whether Colonel Sumner and the more
experienced men anticipated such an
easy job, for it was said of the ‘old bull
o’ the woods’ that whenever he started
on such a trip he never expected to get
back in twice the time of his rations,
and during the last half after rations
had run out, his command was liable to
have to subsist on their pack-mules or
horses, if he struck a warm trail.

“We left all extra luggage with our
wagons, such as tents, blankets, and
overcoats, taking no clothing but what
we wore, and no bedding but our saddle-
blankets, lightening ourselves and our
horses of every pound that could pos-
sibly be dispensed with. We took no
wheeled vehicles except one two-mule
ambulance for the use of the sick, and
the four mountain howitzers, which were
united in a four-gun battery under com-
mand of Second Lt. George D. Bayard,
of G Company. We were entirely with-
out shelter. The colonel took along a
tent-fly, to use for headquarters and
adjutant’s office, and one fly was al-
lowed for the hospital.

“After crossing the river we followed
down the south bank of the South Platte,
eastward, for three or four days, and

then bore away in a southeast direction.
Our guides séemed to have ascertained
or guessed something of the whereabouts
of the Cheyenne village, and led us as
though they knew where they were go-
ing; though the old lodge-pole trail we
were following was by no means fresh
—apparently not having been used for
a year or more.

“On the sixteenth day from the time
of leaving our train, on the twenty-ninth
of July, traveling generally in a south-
east course, we found the Cheyennes,
and thought for awhile that we had
‘found more Indians than we had' lost.’
During the previous day our Delaware
scouts, who usually kept the country
explored for ten or twelve miles in ad-
vance and on each flank, had found some
fresh signs. The country being somewhat
broken in many places, for we were near
the headwaters of Solomon River, Colo-
nel Sumner had taken the precaution to
march the command in three columns,
en echelon (a sort of stair-step forma-
tion), from which they could be brought
quickly into line, to meet an attack from
the front, rear, or either flank. Our
pack-mules were kept close to our rear.
The three infantry companies, and some-
times the battery, would unavoidably
drop to the rear in rough ground, but
we made frequent short halts to allow
them to close up. Be it remembered that
this was all a treeless prairie, with sel-
dom even a bush to be seen.

CGON THIS DAY (July 29), about ten

o’clock a.m., old Fall Leaf sent one
of his Delawares galloping back from
the front to report to Colonel Sumner
that his trailers had sighted a small
party of Indians, some distance ahead,
who seemed to be retreating as our
scouts advanced. This proved to be a re-
connoitering party of Cheyennes who

had been sent out to watch us, and were
(Continued on page 57)
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At the Calgary Stampede in 1928, Breezy Cox (on the left) talks with Walt Coburn
(center) and an unidentified contestant on the right.

" The Inimitable BREEZY COX

“I’M 0Old Man Cox’s boy, Breezy! I've

got a thousand dollars that claims
I’'m the best damn all-around cowboy
contestant who ever laid entrance money
on the line!”

The bragging voice, loud and spiced
with profanity, knifed through the din
of babbled talk of the large gatherment
of rodeo contestants, who packed the old
Palace Saloon on Whiskey Row at Pres-
cott, Arizona. It was as harsh and
raucous as the shrill sound of an angry
crow winging over the rough Arizona
cow country, where the cattle were wild
and the brush-popper cowhands roped
wild steers and big orejano mavericks.
The loud voiced challenge left a hushed
silence.

Breezy was lined up at the brass rail
with a bottle in one hand and a wad of
folding money in the other. His wide
mouth spread in a twisted grin, a chal-
lenge to the wide world in his squinted
blue-gray eyes. A week’s stubble of wiry,
sandy whiskers covered his leathery
face. His shirt was sweatmarked under
the armpits and his Levis were saddle-
warped on his bowed legs. The heel of
a rusty boot hung from the brass rail as
if shoved in a stirrup. The slanted brim
of his Stetson was yanked down across
one eye, its sweatband making a damp
circle on sandy brown hair that needed
barbering.

Breezy Cox was of medium height,
husky through the shoulders and chest,
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with a trace of hard fat around his
waist, lean flanked and bowlegged. He
looked tough as an old boot, and he lived
up to his rep.

This was the day before the opening
of Prescott’s Frontier Days celebration,
centered around the Fourth of July.

“Just now come from rodeo headquar-
ters at the courthouse,” Breezy’s nasal
twang fell across the silence. “Done
paid my entrance money in every dang
event on the program. Saddle brone,
bareback, bull ridin’, calf ropin’, steer
ropin’, bulldoggin’, wild horse scramble,
wild cow milkin’, and team tyin’ with
my old man. Every damn event they got
on the program.” He waved a fistful of
money in the air, and again made his
boast.

“I got a thousand bucks that claims
I’ll win the all-around championship of
this four day contest!”

DRUN K or sober Breezy Cox was never
the man to hide his candlelight under
the proverbial bushel basket, and Breezy
hadn’t had time yet to get drunk.
Breezy’s challenge went unanswered.
Nobody called his bet. If Breezy Cox was
running any kind of a loud mouth bluff,
nobody had the guts or money to call
it—on account of Breezy, for all his
bragging swagger, was one of the best
brone riders and ropers in the southwest
cow country. In every contest he had
paid his entrance fee, he posed a threat

If you were looking around
for a man to personify
the word "uncouth,”
Breezy Cox probably would
win hands down. But what
the big cowboy lacked in
manners, he more than made

up for in other ways

By WALT COBURN

Photos Courtesy Author

to win day money and the four-day over-
all average on points to be added up for
a total.

In any cowboy contest there is an
element of luck to be figured along with
the skill. No man was more fully aware
of that unknown factor called luck than
Breezy Cox himself, and he knew that
during the four-day contest he would be
up against men like Earle Thode, world
champion saddle bronc rider and one
time all-around world champion cowboy;
Smokey Snyder, world champion bare-
back rider and Brahma bull rider; Jake
McClure, world champion calf and steer
roper. Team tyers like Jake McClure
and Roy Adams, Bud Parker and his old
Mexican team tying partner.

Most cowboy contestants entered in
only the events where they were skilled
as champions, whereas Breezy Cox en-
tered in every event for the whole four
days. And with Lady Luck smiling his
way, Breezy stood a better than average
chance of winning his bet when the total
points were added up.

As a rule, all cowboy contestants those
days were a superstitious lot. For in-
stance, they never wore a yellow shirt
while contesting, and avoided the num-
ber 30. Their hats had to be upside down
for luck when put on a dresser or on
the floor, never on a bed. They never
looked at a trophy they might win be-
forehand. They never passed a beggar on
the street without dropping a coin in his
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tin cup. There were many other super-
stitions in their book, too numerous to
mention here.

All rodeo contests throughout the
country were dangerous to the contestant,
and that black shadow of peril was al-
ways present. The cowboy contestant was
a wild, reckless breed, set apart from
other men, his life always a gamble
against injury and death, and he needed
all the luck he could get.

So Breezy Cox’s bet went uncalled, his
challenge unanswered. That went double
for the tinhorn gambler sports who,
for a fifty-fifty split of his winnings,
often paid the entrance fee of some broke
contestant who stood a better than even
chance.

I'm talking about the late 1920s, when
the really big rodeos could be counted on
a man’s ten fingers. Those were the days
when the champion bronc riders, ropers
and bulldoggers would match their skill
for fun, marbles or money. A lot of them
were working cowhands who would take
a few days or a week off to enter some
nearby contest, and there were a number
of cowhands who owned their own small
spreads in Arizona, New Mexico, Okla-
homa, Texas, Nevada and California.
The prize money -they earned at rodeos
(provided they didn’t gamble it off or
spend it across the bar) was velvet—a
grub stake to be invested in a small
greasy-sack cow outfit.

IN THE early summer of 1931 my wife

and I, living in California at the
time, decided to head for the Mile High,
Prescott, Arizona, country to stay a
while. We leased a place cut on Thumb
Butte road from Ralph Hooker, then
owner and manager of Prescott’s newest
hotel, the Hassayampa. The place we
leased was a large fenced acreage with
a two-storied house and a barn where I
could keep a saddle horse.

About nine o’clock one Sunday morn-
ing a few days before the start of the
Prescott Frontier Days Celebration, I

Courtesy Shell Dunbar

Prescott’s Palace Bar on Whiskey Row, taken in 1934—about the time Breezy Cox was
going strong.

left the house and headed for town in
my Packard Roadster to pick up the
Sunday papers and to bum around re-
newing old acquaintances with the cow-
boy contestants who were drifting into
Prescott.

At that hour on a Sunday morning
the streets of Prescott, decorated for the
Fourth of July, had a deserted look. I
had just rounded the corner by the St.
Michael Hotel on Whiskey Row when
a wild cowboy yell shattered the silence,
dinning into my eardrums with a noise
that made me hit the brakes. The car
top was down and I looked around on
all sides but the only human in sight
was a lone hayseed farmer in a beat-up
cotton-picker straw hat and bib overalls.
He was standing in front of the Palace

Saloon and alongside him were two bulg-
ing gunnysacks.

I was about to take off and head for
the newsstand next to the post office
when this cotton-picker shouted to me,
calling me by name and cussing me out
to a fare-thee-well for passing him by.

There was no mistaking that loud
nasal shout or the cussing out. That
voice had to belong to one man and one
man only: Breezy Cox. He was still cuss-
ing when I backed up and parked at the
curb in front of the Palace. He had a
pair of steel-rimmed dark glasses hooked
on behind his ears. A stubble of sandy
whiskers covered his jaws. He picked up
the two sacks that were tied with whang
leather and came over to the car. He
bared his sunken-in lips to give me a

Breezy Cox winning the North American championship for bucking horse riding on Slippery Mack




Breezy Cox on Pepper, winning another

North American championship

toothless grin.

“I’'m in disguise,” Breezy Cox lowered
his voice to a harsh stage whisper. “I’'m
on the dodge. I ain’t takin’ no damnfool
chances on being picked up. Open up the
hind end of this gas burner, so’s a man
kin put his forty years’ gatherin’s in and
lock ’em up. Rodeo time in Prescott, the
damn town’s overrun with pick-pockets
and petty larceny sneak thieves.”

I got out and opened up the turtle-
back. Breezy stowed the two sacks in-
side and I locked the back. )

“Barney musta bin shore drunk last
night,” Breezy said as he opened the
car door on his side and slid onto the
seat. “Nine o’clock and he ain’t opened
up yet. 'm dyin’ on the vine, bone dry
and spittin’ cotton. You got a crock
in the jockey box of this high-toned
fancy outfit?”

I reached over and pressed the spring
which opened the glove compartment.
I kept a pint of corn likker there in case
of snake bite, and a Colt .45 to kill the
snake.

I told Breezy I'd drive around the
block into the alley and we’d hoist a few,
but not here on the main drag with the
sheriff’s office across the street at the
courthouse.

“THIS disguise I got on plumb fooled

you, huh?” Breezy chuckled. He
took a package of Mail Pouch pipe tobac-
co from the pocket of his bib-overalls and
shoved a wad of the coarse tobacco into
his mouth, tonguing it into one whiskered
cheek. Ordinarily Breezy always carried
a gnawed plug of Star in his pocket, but
in his toothless state it was impossible
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for him to gnaw off an end of the hard
plug, hence he chewed pipe tobacco.

“Tt would take a Sherlock Holmes de-
tective to tell you from the genuine
article,” I said with a sideways grin as
I drove down the alley and stopped at
the back door of the Palace, where we
proceeded to lower the contents of the
pint of moonshine.

Breezy stared at me for a long moment
through his smoked glasses, then he
gave voice to his thoughts in that same
rasping stage whisper. He said he knew
I’d understand about him being on the
dodge because I’d come from the outlaw
country in Montana and had heard the
owl hoot. That maybe I'd already heard
about that New Mexico holdup and how
the law wanted him for questioning. But
when I told him I had not heard about
any holdup and didn’t want to know
about it, Breezy quit talking.

When the pint bottle was empty we
headed for one of the several speakeasies
in town, because it looked like Barney
was keeping banker’s hours in opening
the doors of the Palace Saloon, where
any friend of his could get a drink or a
bottle of good corn.

So Breezy and me made the rounds
and finally wound up at the Palace about
noon, and by that time Breezy and his
hayseed disguise was a well known
secret.

“I ain’t et in so long my empty belly
figgers my throat’s cut,” Breezy com-
plained. “That damned tooth carpenter at
Alamogordo yanked out every tooth in
my head last week. My mouth ain’t
healed over as yet to where I kin gum
a T-bone like my old man does. All I've
been workin’ on for a week is cereal.
Ain’t had a square meal in so long I've
plumb forgot what beef tastes like.”

Breezy lifted his head and howled like
a hungry wolf. Scmebody filled his shot

Cox appeared at Prescott’s “Frontier Days” in his special shoulder harness.

glass. When I got a chance to slip a word
in edgewise, I mentioned that he might
like to come home with me and eat the
chicken dinner my wife was fixing. When
he agreed I said we’d better be rattling
our dewclaws because it was long past
noon, so we slipped away from the crowd
that lined the long bar and got in the
car. I picked up the Sunday papers and
headed for home.

Breezy pulled a pint from his flank
pocket to shorten the distance. I needed
some brave maker to face the missus for
being late for noon dinner, and for
fetching home unexpected company. Just
in case she was on the prod, I warned
Breezy that it was time for both of
us to sober up. So we had a couple more
drinks to sober up on.

Breezy mentioned the gunnysacks
locked in the turtle back. “Mebbe them
sacks got the loot from the New Mexico
holdup in ’em,” he volunteered. “On
the other hand they might be just war-
sacks with dirty shirts and underwear.
You got any place a feller could leave the
sacks without some long-nosed badge
polisher locatin’ ’em, until I kin pick ’em
up after dark?”

I said he could put them in a manger
at the barn and shove some hay on top.
That they would be safe enough there
until he came back that night or any-
time the sign was right. That I didn’t
want to know, nor did I give a damn,
what was inside the sacks, but that
judging from the stink they might con-
tain dry cow chips.

I PULLED UP at the wire gate of the

pasture about fifty yards from the
house and barn. Breezy got out and
opened the gate. I warned him once
more to hang onto his bushy tail and let
me do the talking, and we had a drink
on it. I sure had my fingers crossed on
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the steering wheel as we left the gate.

The road dipped down to cross the
shallow creek with high willows and wild
rose bushes along both banks. For a brief
moment we were out of sight of the
house and just as I started up the op-
posite bank, Breezy let go with one of
his wild shrill cowboy yells that sent its
echoes far and wide. It was loud enough
to carry the three miles back to town;
wild enough to bring the bronze life-
size statue of the Rough Rider, Bucky
O’Neill, on his rearing bronze horse, at
the courthouse square, back to life. I
about jumped out of my hide as the
unexpected holler slammed my eardrums.

“I'm Old Man Cox’s boy Breezy! Wild
like a coyote! Stink like a monkey cage!
Cowboys in town!” Breezy shouted to
the four winds.

I let out a groan. That crazy drunk
cowhand had sure as hell spoiled -the
batter, and I voiced my  thoughts,
sprinkled with profanity, as I drove
around the house, slowing down a little.

There was my good wife at the screen
door with no trace of a smile of wel-
come for me and my hayseed friend. As
I drove past the door she stepped back
and slammed it shut, so I tossed out the
newspapers and headed for the barn a
hundred yards away. i

“You sure loused up your chance for
a chicken dinner,” I told Breezy as we
hauled out the two gunnysacks and
buried them under hay in the manger
inside the barn.

“You like to fergot,” Breezy gave me
that tobacco stained toothless grin, “Ol1’
Breezy Cox is in disguise. On the dodge.
No average in gettin’ your missus in
trouble hidin’ a wanted man under her
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The Palace Bar as it appeared in the 1880s

roof. Anyhow, take a look at what you
fetched home for Sunday dinner. I'm
in no fit shape to sit down at your table.
Drunk I might be, feller, but I got sense
enough to not butt in where I wouldn’t
be wanted.”

We drove back to town and I parked
in front of the Palace Saloon. When
Breezy got out, instead of going into the
crowded saloon he headed for the res-
taurant next door, and I went along and
perched myself on a stool at the long
counter next to him.

When the buxom blonde waitress came
our way to take our order, Breezy gave
her that toothless grin, and said, “A
big Missouri work mule done kicked all
my teeth out a while back. All I need is
a man-sized bowl and a box of corn-
flakes and a quart of milk and the use
of that jug of syrup.” Then he stretched
and yawned.

“Rode all night to get here,” he
opined. “Ain’t had a good night’s shut-
eye in a week.” He spit out the wad of
tobacco and yanked off his straw hat
and laid it on the counter. Then he
folded his arms and lowered his head
with its uncombed thatch of hair.

“Wake me up when the grub comes,”
he mumbled sleepily, and was sound
asleep and snoring within a few seconds.

Breezy was out like a light when
the waitress brought an outsized white
crockery bowl, the cornflakes and milk.
She looked down at the gently snoring
Breezy, shaking her mop of dyed hair
slowly from side to side. “Shame to wake
the pore feller from his sweet dreams,”
she said. She picked up the straw hat and
laid it gently on his tousled head. “So
his snorin’ won’t annoy them city folks

in the booth yonder,” she explained.
“What’ll yours be, cowboy?”

I ordered one of their big steerburger
sandwiches with coffee.

As I reached for the makin’s in my
shirt pocket I noticed Breezy’s wheezy
breathing, a sort of smothered sound, so
I removed the old hat to give him air.
And it was while I was holding the hat,
with no room to put it down on the
counter, that a bright notion flashed
through my brooding thoughts of the
chilly, silent treatment that lay in am-
bush for me at home.

Breezy Cox was forever playing prac-
tical jokes on friends and strangers
alike, and he’d pulled a few on me, so
why not?

I REACHED for my jackknife and cut

out the sweatband and dropped it
in the brass gaboon. Then I commenced
whittling on that old straw hat, crum-
pling the coarse straw in small pieces
until the whole thing was piled high in
the big cereal bowl. After pouring the
milk in on top to soften the straw, I
stirred it around with a spoon, and
poured on some of the syrup. I was mix-
ing it up when the waitress returned
with my steerburger. She cut a look at
the unopened box of cornflakes, then
at the filled bowl of gluck, then at me,
batting her eyelids. All at once she
started giggling, a gay musical back-
ground for Breezy’s gentle snoring.

I told her she had better back off to
a safe distance if she intended to watch
the show, because if ever Breezy got
wise to the gag he was apt to go on a
wild rampage and start throwing things

(Continued on page 54)
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TO HEAR the natives talk, you

would think that Pike Bell was the
only prospector in Placer County, Calif-
ornia. Every abandoned gold mine, every
derelict shaft or tunnel, every caved-in
grass-grown dent in the earth, every
lump or bump or hole scarring the brush-
covered ruggedness that is the face of
Placer County—and there are thousands
—is likely to be attributed to him, and
to the days when his diggings covered
the territory. The oddest thing about the
Pike Bell legend is that most of it is
true!

Of course, Bell wasn’t the only pros-
pector in the area—not by a long shot.
But there isn’t a man around who can
deny that Pike Bell was the best. Some
of the envious say Pike was lucky—
and it’s true he was—yet luck was a
minor factor, the salt in the stew. The
meat and potatoes were imagination and
insight, the native instinct, the careful
judgment and, most important of all, the
stubborn determination which kept him
on the trail of a strike long after a
lesser man would have given up in
disgust.

Alexander Owens Bell was born in
Nashville, Tennessee, and was taken to
Missouri at the age of three months by
his parents. Pike was just nineteen—a
huge, healthy lad—when he headed West
in 1851. The winter of 1851-52 could
easily have been his last; it was spent
in the Rocky Mountains a long way from
any supply source. How he survived is
not recorded but on July 7, 1852, he ar-
rived hale and strong in old Hangtown
(now Placerville).

He was equipped as well as most. He
had two farm-toughened hands, a power-
ful back, a great deal of energy, and a
very flat wallet—abetted by the desire
to greatly enlarge the latter.

He found work near Hangtown and
mined for wages for a while but as soon
as he had a grubstake he quit and
branched off alone. Pike Bell was not
to work another day in the employ of
another man; he was a prospector, or in
the local lingo, a “pockethunter,” to the
end of his days.

His first major discovery appears to
have been the Church mine in El Dorado
County, a claim he sold shortly after-
ward. The Church mine was still produc-
ing gold at the start of World War II.

He tried his hand at cattle ranching
near Marysville in the Sacramento Val-
ley but gold fever was in his blood. He
sold out soon and returned to the Mother
Lode. Three or four miles from Auburn,
a minor elevation rises a little above the
surrounding land. This eminence was
called “Bald Mountain,” and it was here
that Pike Bell purchased a 320-acre

“ranch.” The ranch is not known to have .

produced much in the way of livestock,
but it did produce a fortune in gold.
Many mining claims were not recorded
_in those days; even so, the courthouse
at Auburn is crowded with claims
in the name of A. O. Bell. I can point
to forty-seven of over $100 in value,
ninety percent of which were within five
miles of Bald Mountain.

The Placer County deposits suited
Pike’s temperament. Small scattered
bonanzas might yield from a few dollars
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The iron money box, with sieve, cast iron mortar, wallet and buckskin gold pouch

our’resy Placer County Museum

belonging to Pike Bell. Metal object on the left is the box handle.

BEST OF THE POCKETHUNTERS

to half a million, but none of the great
gold-bearing ledges or lodes which
characterized other areas were there.
No Placer County mine turned out the
fabulous wealth of a Homestake, but
smaller, richly concentrated pockets lay
all about, and Pike had the sort of
talent to find them. He sometimes jok-
ingly remarked that he wanted no shaft
he couldn’t throw dirt from. This, of
course, was an exaggeration, as several
of his finds went to sixty or seventy
feet. But usually, when they got deep,
Pike sold them.

IN THE fall and early winter of 1863,

two men named Mitchell and Lowery
had a claim on a small patch of land
next to Pike’s on Bald Mountain. Re-
sults had been disappointing, grub was
running low, and in December they of-
fered their claim to him for $20. The
investment paid pretty well, for by the
time Pike had deepened the seven-foot
shaft to nine, he struck gold, and when
the pocket ran out at the twenty-foot
level, he was richer by $167,000! It was

By VERNON C. HAMMOND

Pike’s idea of a joke to name his mine
the “Green Emigrant” as a jibe at the
fellows who had quit too soon and it
was said that Jim Lowery could scarce-
ly restrain his rage whenever he heard
the name.

Very little is known about the chrono-
logical order of his earlier discoveries,
the county records being incomplete, but
it is faect that the strikes continued
steadily. Pike seemed to have a pictures-
que name for every one—“Calf Pasture,”
“Bull Whang,” “Broken Shovel,” “Wire
Diggin’s,” “Yonder,” “Hammer,” “Pine
Top,” ‘“Red, White and Blue,” and
“Johnny Comes Marching Home.” “Mary
Bell” would be after his marriage; and
“Ellen,” “My Lizzie” and “My Darling”
may date from a time when several of
the Bell children died during a diptheria
epidemic. “Sunday Diggin’s,” “Whiskey
Diggin’s,” “Clabber,” “Tangle,” “By
Gad” and “Blatting Nanny” show a
lively sense of humor.

The “Crutcher Lot” was never com-
pletely mined out. Old man Crutcher
who had called upon Pike to search for
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Above,

Courtesy California State Librar;

Pike Bell. Below, Pike’s famous watchchain, containing over $650 in gold,

weighed over three pounds.

Pike Bell had a lot of luck,
but he also had a lot of savvy

gold on his land, ordered a halt when
the diggings began to undermine his
house. “Life Preserver” came at a time
when Pike was flat broke; the strike
literally saved his life.

For several months Pike used a big
rock as a table for his lunch while he
was on the trail of a prospect. When
the work was finished, he broke up the
boulder and the “Big Rock” yielded $580!

Pike Bell made a lot of money—around
a million dollars, all told—but he was a
drinking man, and gambler—and he was
very generous. Asked for a loan, he
would simply reach in his pocket and
hand over whatever he happened to have.
He asked for no notes and collected no
interest. Naturally, most of the money he
gave to his friends never came back to
him—nor did he expect it to.

“When Dad had money, everybody had
money,” his son Lester used to say.

In 1869 Pike took time off to travel.
He visited most of the gold mines of
California, collecting fine specimens as
he went. A San Francisco jeweler cut
and polished the stones and made them
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into a massive watch chain; with this
adornment on his brawny chest (he
weighed 240), Pike boarded the second
Eastbound train to travel the Central
Pacific and rode to his old Missouri
home. Mary Smith, a family friend, was
waiting for him. The couple were mar-
ried and their wedding trip was said to
have been a horseback journey across
the plains to California. Pike built a
great, rambling ranch house on Bald
Mountain and he and Mary populated it
with twelve children.

PIKE BELL was a shrewd, perceptive

man when sober; he was something
else when drunk. According to his son
Ed, Pike once took $80,000 in cash on a
trip to San Francisco, intending to in-
vest it. But he met a faro dealer and
had to walk home.

He once threw $5,000 in gold on the
floor at the old Western Hotel Bar in
Sacramento just to see men scramble
to pick it up. Returning from one of his
sprees, he got a severe scolding from his
wife, and left the house in anger. He

Partial List of Pockets Over $100

Name - Amount
Green Emigrant $167,000
Bonanza 100,000
Calf Pasture 85,000
Black Lead 70,000
Black Oak ? 60,000
Church (El Dorade County) ........ U own
Yolo 20,000

Nevada Hill (Nevada County)
Fulweiler Eighty ...

Big Temperance Flat
Reed
Peter Frink

Life Preserver

Rock Creek

My Lizzie 8,000
Missouri Lead (Amador County)...... 8,000
Tangle ,000
Green Mile 7,350
Mary Bell 6,000
Little Temperance Flat ... ... 4,200
Red Hilk 3,500
Wizard 3,000
Blanchard 2,200
Bull Whang 2,000
Horse Turd 2,000
Broken Shovel 1,700
Ravine 1,700
Crutcher Lot 1,500
Wire Diggings 1,500
Whiskey Diggings (copper ore) ... 1,500
Merich ... : ,000
Ellen 1,000
Yonder 825
Red, White and Blue ... 750
Big Rock 580
Slate 550
My Darling 415
Hammer ... 400
Johnnie Comes Marching Home 400
Big By QGa 390
Flour Diggins (Amador County) ... 325

Blue Lead
Big Clabber
Blatting Nanny
Little By Gad
Sunday Diggins
Little Clabber
Jubilee
Pine Top

Unknown

was back before dark for a wheelbarrow,
having found more gold than he could
carry! '

Pike had no special secrets; his mining
techniques were the same primitive ones
used by other prospectors. He would
willingly divulge anything he knew and
he was as puzzled as anyone by his un-
usual success. He simply walked around
the land, sinking test holes and panning
for colors, studying stream courses and
ledges, and tried to visualize the ancient
windings of the streams. He had—or
developed—the ability to follow those
long-gone streams back to the secret
spots where the gold lay near the surface.
Pike wasted little time on placer dig-
gings, reasoning that if a stream’s gravel
bore gold, there would be even more high
up on the hillsides.

In later years, be became so familiar
with the countryside that he could
“mine” from his home. He built two
great armchairs; warning his family not
to disturb him, he would sit for days
pondering areas he had searched. Final-
ly, he would call the hired man to
“hitch up” and, taking the reins, Pike
would drive to the spot he’d decided to
mine. He rarely missed.

Sometimes he was followed by envious
rivals, but these men found it was a
mistake to cross Pike Bell. One such
fellow caught a bullet in his foot; but
Pike promptly took his wounded ad-
versary to Auburn and paid his doctor
bill!

In the 1870s, Bell’s fortunes sagged.
A former partner of his, Ike Duryea,
told my father that Bell became dis-
couraged almost to the point of suicide.
Suddenly he recalled an old, unsuccess-
ful prospect which lay hidden in the

(Continued on page 44)
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By LES BEITZ

* PAINTER OF MEN
... IN ACTION!

Courtesy Delaware Art Center, Wilmington, Delaware

N. C. Wyeth

SHORTLY after the turn of the cen-
tury, a young illustrator set up shop
in a barn-like structure—a sort of re-
habilitated granary—near the little town
of Chadds Ford, Pennsylvania. From
that time. (1904) until his death in 1945,
N. C. Wyeth labored daily, turning out
some of the most powerful and accom-
plished illustrations ever done in Ameri-
ca. Many of them dealt with western sub-
jects—the ruggedness, excitement, color
and drama of a surging, restless era.
Action was Wyeth’s stock-in-trade. He
captured the moving essence -of western
life that few others approached, much
less achieved.
Newell Converse Wyeth was born at
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Needham, Massachusetts, a small com-
munity outside Boston, on October 22,
1882. During his teens he attended an
art academy in Boston and a fair meas-
ure of significance must be afforded to
the work he did there. His prowess with
chalk and brush showed exceptional
promise; he was soon found qualified
for admittance to a select circle of stu-
dents assembled at the studio of Howard
Pyle in Wilmington, Delaware.

Pyle, one of the most eminent of
American illustrators, exerted a strong
influence upon young Wyeth. Two things,
two essential ingredients from Master
Illustrator Pyle rubbed onto his tremen-
dously-talented apprentice. First: sound,

The artist's great-great-great grandfather, Ebe-
nezer Wyeth (1698-1754) was the great-grand-
father of Nathaniel Jarvis Wyeth (1802-1856).
Interest in the West began early for this family

—see page 22.

exacting craftsmanship in the handling
of the tools of the trade; secondly, a
keenness of insight and understanding in
interpreting spirit, character and mood
and transposing it to canvas.

At the Howard Pyle School, Wyeth
worked with astounding speed. His com-
prehension of fundamentals in the craft
of producing powerful, effective illustra-
tion was readily recognized by his teach-
er. In practically no time at all, young
Wyeth had outdistanced his classmates.

Pyle became apprehensive, urged cau-
tion, when Wyeth expressed a desire to
“break into print.” He felt the young
man might possibly have developed a
dangerous eagerness to pit his skill
against established illustrators of broad
reputation before he was adequately
prepared. But Wyeth’s studio assign-
ments had been so well executed and had
demonstrated such a proficiency in all
aspects of the craft—strength of com-
position, spectacular effect, sense of
color, technique, and above all, action—

True West



SECOND IN A SERIES OF
OUTSTANDING WESTERN
ARTISTS AND THE
PARTICULAR MEDIA
OFEACH...

that Pyle concluded the brilliant young
New Englander was ready to tackle the
highly competitive field of magazine art.

IT IS significant that Wyeth’s initial

professional commission was one deal-
ing with western subject matter. While
still at the Pyle studio, he prepared two
paintings and two small pen-and-inks
to illustrate a story titled “Working For
Fame” by John M. Oskison which ap-
peared in Frank Leslie’'s Popular
Monthly for July, 1903. It must be re-
membered that both Remington and Rus-
sell were at the peak of their careers
about this time. The work of twenty-
one-year-old Wyeth held its own in that
stiff competition, too!

After some months of old magazine
sleuthing, I finally rooted out Wyeth’s
“debut” and two of those excellent illus-
trations are reproduced here. A mighty
fine performance for a kid illustrator.

Finally the day came when Howard
Pyle extended a farewell handshake with
all manner of good wishes to his skillful
young student. Barely twenty-two years
old, Wyeth departed Pyle’s studio bub-
bling over with talent and high purpose,
intent upon a full-fledged career in the
practice of illustration.

He headed west toward cattle country
—the region of Little Rattlesnake Creek,
Cottonwood Camp and Jim’s Canyon,
Colorado—in the early summer of 1904.
Here, during some four or five months
of rugged day-in-day-out experience in
living and working with men of the
open range, he absorbed at first hand
the sum and substance of the Old Fron-
tier. This was Wyeth’s forte—the por-
trayal of rugged riders, renegades, and
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Illustration above was done in 1903 while
Wyeth was still a student at Howard Pyle’s
studio. It shows the Daltons coming into
quiet, prosperous Coffeyville on the morn-
ing of their famous bank robbery there.
At left, Dick Broadwell, thrice shot, in his
wild, spectacular getaway attempt after
the raid. These two works are the earliest
and rarest Wyeth “Westerns.”

the roughshod who strode undaunted
across desert wastes, into deep canyons,
upon vast prairies.

Here he produced a remarkable series
of paintings. To accompany them, he
wrote a brief article entitled “A Day
with the Round-up,” which appeared in
Scribner’'s Magazine for March, 1906.
There’s nothing very spectacular about
Wyeth’s handling of the narrative con-
cerning his western sojourn, but the

(Continued on page 68)

At left, N. C. Wyeth, Colorado, 1904. Below, Bar-room Brawl, is in the James S. Copley

collection, La Jolla, California.
: Courtesy San Diego Union, as published in The Glory Years
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By PAUL G. ALLEN

In 1833 Nathaniel Wyeth
attended the
Green River Rendezvous.
He had lost a fortune

but his belief
in the West
never wavered

“I’M AFLOAT on the great sea of

life without stay or support,”
wrote. Nathaniel Jarvis Wyeth at Fort
Vancouver after he had released the last
of his original company of twenty-three
men from their contract.

The Sultana, which was supposed to
have furnished him with additional
provisions and trade goods, had failed
to arrive from Boston. Only seven of his
original party remained alive. When
they requested he terminate their joint
stock agreement, Wyeth felt obliged to
submit, ending a venture which had be-
gun with bright promise of ‘“great
fortunes for all” to be made within the
year.

Eleven months earlier he had left a
successful business, friends, wealth and
position in Boston to head an expedition
to the Oregon Country.

Before leaving Boston Wyeth had
constructed three amphibious wagons
which were wheeled vehicles on land but
would float as boats on water. He had
stocked them with the accoutrements of
the company and articles for Indian
trade such as axes, beads, paint, knives,
buttons, nails and mirrors. They were to
be exchanged for furs which would be
shipped to China and were “alone to
make every man’s fortune.”

Fortunately the small party was able
to join a westward-bound group headed
by Bill Sublette, an experienced moun-
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tain man, at St. Louis. But for this they
would never have reached the Rocky
Mountains.

On Sublette’s advice the amphibious
wagons were abandoned, and pack mules
and horses substituted. But even the
mountain man could not protect the
vulnerable New Englanders from the
many hazards of the trail.

By the time Wyeth arrived at Fort
Vancouver, he had lost fifteen of his
men to disease, starvation, accidents,
Indian attacks and desertion. Another
died shortly after reaching the fort from
wounds received in a bloody battle.

Thanks to the hospitality of Dr. Mec-
Loughlin at Fort Vancouver, Wyeth re-
mained in Oregon for several months
studying topography, soil, possibilities of
agriculture and the fur trade. Because
of the dominance of the Hudson’s Bay
Company, he saw no future in the fur

‘trade but saw definite possibilities in

agriculture and salmon fishing.

Accompanied by only two half-breed
Indians, Wyeth began the long trek back
to Boston on February 3, 1833. A Hud-
son’s Bay party of twenty-one men,
headed by Francis Ermatinger, and three
boats loaded with trade goods left at
the same time for the Green River Ren-
dezvous, near the confluence of the Snake
and Salmon Rivers, and Wyeth and his
companions were able to accompany
them.

Nathaniel J. Wyeth




The party of twenty-four men and
three boats proceeded slowly up the
Columbia, making ten to twenty miles
per day and living on whatever game
could be found on the banks of the river.
Rains and, later, snow and cold, plus
inadequate food kept them in constant
discomfort.

In some instances the boats were
“lined”—towed by the men up the rapids
—and in others portages were necessary.
On one occasion they were forced to
carry the boats and all supplies for two
miles over a rocky shore.

Wyeth wrote in his journal on Febru-
ary 8, 1833, “. . . We made 29 miles to
the Dalles which are one mile or there-
abouts long and encamped having passed
[lined] two of the boats. The other
owing to some mistake had sheered out
and forced the line from those who were
towing. . . . One Indian was forced into
the stream. . . . He swam until he hit a
whirlpool and went down.”

Death was commonplace in the Oregon
Country at that time. It is estimated
that between the years of 1825 and
1833, two-fifths of the fur hunters who
entered the country were victims of
Indians, famine, cold, wild beasts and
accidents.

BACK

HE UPPER PART of the Columbia

River between the Cascades and the
Rocky Mountains traverses an un-
forested plateau. The travelers were de-
pendent on driftwood for fuel. They ran
into a most troublesome band of In-
dians who demanded pay in tobacco or
other goods for the most trifling services.
When Ermatinger’s group gathered
driftwood, the Indians would run ahead
of them, asking for and receiving pay
for each stick picked up.

The company reached Fort Walla
Walla on February 14 and remained
five days. There the party obtained
horses from the post and by trade with
the Indians. The wealth of the tribes was
measured in horses. Some of them had
herds of several thousand. Wyeth traded
for three mounts, giving the Indians for
each horse “12 yards of .blue cloth, 1
blanket, 50 balls and powder, 2 knives,
1 pound of tobacco, a bunch of beads and
10 fish hooks,” which he says, “appears
a fair price here.”

After leaving Fort Walla Walla, the
travelers proceeded up the Snake past
the mouth of the Spokane River, again
suffering from short rations and often
fighting their way through snowstorms
and blizzards. Wyeth’s entries mention-
ing cold, rain, hunger and hardships
were never written in a complaining
manner, but merely as statements of
fact. Fresh meat had to be killed each
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day as there was no way of preserving
it. One day they might feast on deer,
antelope or buffalo and the next day
might go hungry.

Despite the failure of his first ex-
pedition, Nathaniel Wyeth had already
made up his mind to attempt a second
trip to the Oregon Country. He care-
fully made notes of all the streams and
lakes encountered or traversed. Also
carefully noted was the topography, the
soil, and the flora and fauna. He men-
tions several times that his compass
“would not traverse,” probably due to
mineral deposits in the area.

ON MARCH 380, Wyeth and his small

party took all the horses in the
company and proceeded overland toward
the Green River Rendezvous. Ermatinger
and his Hudson’s Bay men took the boats
and supplies to the same destination by
way of the river.

Wyeth’s progress was slow because of
deep snow, swamps and the difficulty
of herding the horses. Many mornings,
strays had to be pursued, causing further
delay. They entered the territory of the
Flathead Indians the first part of April.
The Flatheads were friendly and, to-
gether with a large herd of their horses,
were also headed for the Rendezvous.

Wyeth elected to accompany the Flat-
heads for protection while they crossed
the domain of the hostile Blackfoot In-
dians. Even against as large a party as
the Flatheads had assembled, the Black-
feet struck several times, killing or
wounding guards and stealing as many
horses as they could. At this time, the
principal vocation of the Blackfeet was
stealing from wvoyageurs, Nez Percés,
Flatheads and other Indian tribes and,
in the process, killing whoever got in
their way.

The Flatheads were of an entirely dif-
ferent nature. They were kindly and fun-
loving, although not lacking in bravery.
To quote Wyeth’s journal regarding
them:

“Every morning some important In-

dian addresses either heaven or his
countrymen or both, I believe exhorting
the one to good conduct to each other
and to the strangers among them and the
other to bestow its blessings. He finishes
with ‘I am done’; the whole then sets
up an exclamation in concord. Sunday
there is more parade of prayer as above.
Nothing is done Sunday in the way of
trade with these Indians mor in playing
games and they seldom fish or kill game
[on Sunday]. While prayers are being
said everyone ceases whatever he is
about and if on horseback he dismounts
and holds his horse on the spot until
all is done.

“Theft is a thing almost unknown
among them and is punished by flogging
I am told, but have never known an
instance of theft among them. The least
thing even unto a bead or pin [if found]
is brought you and things we throw
away also. This is sometimes trouble-
some. I have never seen an Indian [Flat-
head] get in anger with each other or
strangers. I think you would find among
20 whites as many scoundrels as among
1000 of these Indians. They have a mild
playful laughing disposition and their
qualities are strongly portrayed in their
countenances. They are polite and un-
obtrusive and however poor never beg.

“They are very brave and fight the
Blackfeet who continually steal their
horses and kill their stragglers with
great success beating hollow equal num-
bers. They wear as little clothing as the
weather will permit and sometimes noth-
ing but a little thing to cover the privates
and sometimes, but rare, this is omitted
while at play but not when there are
women [present]. The women are close-
ly covered and chaste never cohabiting
promiscuously with the men. The young
women are good looking and with dress
and cleanliness would be lovely.”

AFTER many more days of fighting

blizzards and straying horses, Wyeth

arrived at the Green River Rendezvous
(Continued on page 62)

Fort Walla Walla (from sketch by Joseph Drayton)
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Courtesy Washington Historical Society
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I STARTED treasure-hunting several

years ago—more or less half-hearted-
ly—and even though I had the best de-
tector I could find, still T had no luck.
It was just a pastime that I followed
when I had nothing else to do. But
about three years ago, I found a dif-
ferent type of detector and the old
fever hit me again. I soon started
“finding.” Not the proverbial three car-
ritas loaded with gold and silver bullion
but finding—and that was what mat-
tered. I got my share of interesting
relics and antique metal objects and as
we say, “other things of interest.”

I am employed by the parks depart
ment of Richardson, Texas, and meet
a lot of different people. I am always
talking treasure, always searching for a
clue that will lead me to the “Big One.”
In this way I got acquainted with a
fellow I will call Lopez.

Once, while we were talking, he quiet-
ly said, “Well, R. C., I will tell you about
our treasure. A few years ago I re-
turned to Mexico to get my grandfather
to bring him up here for the winter.
He had several old worn-out suitcases
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Treasure in a Syru

and all but one were full of his clothes.
This was a stout leather bag which he
insisted on keeping between his feet dur-
ing the drive north. When we would
stop to get gas and he would go to
the men’s room, that bag also went
along. I was a little inquisitive about it
and he quickly let me know that what
he had in it was none of my business.

“It was an uneventful trip; soon we
arrived at my small home. We had a
little shed room on the back of the
house that we let him have for his own.
He was very happy in my home and
liked my wife and was real good to my
kids so he was soon accepted as one of
the family. He had been with us for
only about two or three months when
one night he had what you call a stroke.
We gently put him to bed and he was
barely able to mumble to us. He urged
us to hurry to get a doctor and said
unless we got a docter soon he would
die.

“I am a poor man and wondered
where I would get the money for a
doctor, even if I could get one to come to

I hit something metallic and real solid .. .”

Photos Courtesy Author
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my humble house. Grandpa called me
to him and said for me to go out behind
the chimney, that about two feet out he
had buried the contents of his little
leather bag. He said it was his life sav-
ings and he had buried it in an empty
molasses bucket. We talked it over, my
wife and I, and we did not think him
too sick, so I decided to wait until morn-
ing and then if he was no better I would
see about taking him into town to the
hospital to see the doctor. He was acting
much better and seemed at ease so we
just went on to bed and soon were sound
asleep.

“I woke about 6:00 the next morning
and lay there awhile and then suddenly
remembered how Grandpa was feeling
the night before. I hurriedly jumped out
of bed and, going to his room, saw he
was very still. I eased into the room
hoping not to disturb him and found he
was dead. I could not believe it! I
started screaming for my wife Maria
and soon all the kids were up, too. We
were so shocked we hardly knew what
to do.

True West
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“After all things necessary had been
done and he was to be buried, I thought
of his money that he had told me to get
to give a doctor. He had said get it for
a doctor or he would die. Should I now
get it to bury him instead? I did not
like the idea of digging it up now.
Fortunately the county man told me not
to worry about the expense of the bury-
ing, that the county would take care
of the costs. So I did not tell of his
money. Truthfully I did not know what
to do about it.

“A few weeks went by and my wife,
Maria, and I talked it over and we
decided that it would be better if we
never touched his money. We feel cer-
tain that his spirit would be unhappy
if we dug it up. We felt guilty and
responsible for his death as he had told
us to dig it up and get a doctor or he
would die. I had paid no attention to
what he said and now feel that I
should never touch the money. We
moved away from there soon after his
death and I have not been back to the
house since, and I do not intend to
ever return.”

After finishing the story, he said,
“R. C., you have been real kind to me.
If you would like to get the money you
have my permission. I want none of it
and if you want to risk making his
spirit angry you may get it but, if you
do, please never tell me about it.”

I felt the Mexican fellow had just
made the story up to have a little fun
out of me. Who, I had asked myself,
would leave money buried when they
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knew exactly where it was? So time
passed and I did nothing about it.

EARLIER in the year I had been busy

and had not been out much, but
finally planned a trip to Oklahoma with
one of my treasure hunting buddies.
We were to leave on a Sunday morning.
On the day we were to go, I got up early
and got my pickup ready, loaded the
gear and took off to go pick him up. I
went by but one of his kids was pretty
sick, so he had to back out. Climbing
back in the pickup, I decided to go by
another treasure hunter’s house and see
if he had any place we could go. Same
old luck—he was already gone. Well,
there I was a-r’aring for a treasure
hunt and had no one to go with.

As I drove slowly down the street I
happened to remember the story that
Lopez had told me. I decided this was as
good a time as any to look.

The old house where they had lived
had half-fallen down on one end and was
completely abandoned. Well, I thought
to myself, at least the house is old. Just
possibly I can find a few old coins of
value. By this time the sun was up and
warm and I was anxious to get started.

Placing all the equipment except my
detector and a strong-bladed knife on
the porch, I started my coin hunt. Sure
enough, as soon as my detector went over
the spot, wow! Did it ever screech! , I
was so excited that my heart was pound-
ing and my hands were shaking. Boy,
I thought, what if there actually is
something down there?

Left, the author spreads the loosened dirt
on a sack. Above, a big smile means

“treasure found.”

I flew into the hard ground and did
the dirt fly! Soon I hit something metal-
lic and real solid. I quickly dug
around it and loosened the dirt. Then
with my hands I dug all the loose
dirt out. Sure enough, right there be-
fore my eyes was a half-gallon syrup
can! I noticed that the old can had
rusted badly and was falling apart, so
I was real careful with it. As a big
chunk of dirt dropped off the side, a
piece of the can, all rusty, came with it
and I could see some -coins; tightly
packed and turning green, sticking out
of the dirt.

Finally I managed to break it apart
with my shovel. All I could see at first
was hard dirt. Then it dawned on me:
each rain over a period of years had
carried a little silt into the can until it
was just a hard mass. Taking my hunt-
ing knife, I soon had the dirt loosened,
and out poured dirt and money. I
dumped it all into a big sack and just
sat there looking at it.

When I got home, I poured the con-
tents of the sack into a large pan and
washed it good with the hose. I soon
had all the mud off. This, I thought as
I gathered up the loot, is just about my
best find. True, it was not a great
fortune—but it was found treasure—
even though I cannot retire on it.

On a what-not in one corner of my
den at home now rests a piece of a rust-
eaten old half-gallon syrup can. Beside
it is a small jar containing a few old
coins. A good memento of a successful
treasure hunt!
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REVENCE —

They were people in a strange land. When the man

they called their “king” lay dead before them, the one
who had taken his life was as good as dead, too!

TAFT, Montana, scarcely ten years
old, was merely a mountain train-
stop until a decision by railroad officials
transformed it into a boomtown of
9,000. Here, in 1907, an army of Balkan
peasants in vivid native costume threat-
ened to erupt in one of the strangest
mob actions the West has ever witnessed.

It all began when the Chicago, Mil-
waukee and St. Paul decided to run a
line connecting St. Regis, Montana, on
the Northern Pacific’s cross-country
Chicago-to-Seattle route, with St. Joe,
Idaho. The jumping-off place for the new
construction was Taft, five miles from
the Idaho line.

The town sprang up in two sections.
One, strewn along the N.P. right of
way, was composed of eating places,
dancehalls, bawdy houses, a post office,
and twenty-three saloons. Appropriately
it was called Saloon Town. The other
section, somewhat more dignified, grew
up around the powerhouse and lumber-
yard and was known as Powerhouse
Town.

As soon as work started, the need for
a hospital became apparent but lumber
had to be shipped in, and the power-
house came first. Before the hospital
could be completed, typhoid broke out
and the lack of sanitation, especially in
the camps, caused the disease to reach
near-epidemic proportions. There were
hundreds of cases that first year and
many deaths. A low log cabin was built
for a morgue and a man was hired to
make plain pine boxes for use as coffins.
A cemetery was laid out on a hill above
the hospital. It seems that there was no
clergyman at Taft and many, though not
all of the victims, were buried without
a service.

The first doctors to come to the hos-
pital, Otto Schussler and Leon Coria,
did not deem it beneath their profes-
sional dignity to take saw and hammer
and work as carpenters whenever they
were not busy with patients.

Although typhoid was the worst
disease with which they had to contend,
there were others, especially pneumonia
and erysipelas. The latter cases -were
kept in six tents outside of the hospital.
Besides the sick, there were nearly al-
ways some wounded—victims of knifings,
gunfights and “missed shoots,” those
blasts of dynamite which did not go off
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on schedule but fired later, maiming and
killing unsuspecting workmen.

There is a story that eighteen corpses
were buried in the snow that first winter,
then interred in the spring when the
ground was soft enough to dig. No care-
ful records seem to have been kept, and
the graves were unmarked and uncared
for, so it is impossible now to tell how
many died or just where they may have
been buried.

ONE NIGHT Saloon Town caught fire
and—except for one house and the
post office—burned to the ground. There
were those who said “good riddance to
bad rubbish” but they hadn’t long to
rejoice. The saloon men hardly waited
for the ground to cool before they began
rebuilding. Soon business was as usual,
including murders, most of which were
quickly forgotten.

There was one exception. The great
majority of those who composed the
laboring units were foreigners. They had
come from Ireland, Bulgaria, Sweden,
Norway, Italy, Serbia, Spain and Mon-
tenegro. From this tiny, far-away coun-
try over a thousand dark-skinned men,
most of them young, many still attired
in their native garb and carrying bed-
rolls they called “turkeys,” had come:*to
dig St. Paul’s Pass tunnel.

The Montenegrins were called “Moun-
tain Niggers” by most of their neigh-
bors. Sometimes the term was used in
contempt, more often in ignorance, but
it could never have been very endear-
ing. They were a well-organized group
led by a man they called “the King.” He
was an educated fellow, whereas most of
of his countrymen were not. He drew
their pay, banked their money, paid their
bills, wrote their letters and looked after
them generally. He held their respect and
a love and loyalty that was, by one man
at least, gravely underestimated.

One fine autumn day in 1907, Dr.
Schussler and his wife were sitting on
the steps of the hospital enjoying a few
minutes of rest in the sunshine when
they saw a man approaching with swift

strides. Tt was Reddy Hayes, foreman at
the tunnel where the King and his men
worked.

“I've killed the Mountain Nigger
King!” he told them as he came up.
«There’ll be hell to pay! I've got to get
out of here!”

“What happened?” asked Dr. Schus-
sler.

Hurriedly Reddy told his story. Two
days before, the Montenegrins had not
obeyed his orders and he had “bawled
out” the King. Then, only the night be-
fore, walking along the path towards
the bunkhouse, Reddy had been hit over
the head with a lantern and knocked
down. He had gotten up in time to see
the King disappear around the corner of
the bunkhouse. However, when Reddy
followed, every man, including the King,
was in his bunk and apparently asleep.

The next morning the King had been
surly and during the afternoon the men
had disobeyed orders again. Reddy, feel-
ing he knew how to handle the situation,
had given the King another real bawling
out. The man had pulled a gun but
Reddy had shot him before he could use
1t

Reddy said that the King’s countrymen
had been so stunned at seeing their
leader fall that he had been able to get
away. But he knew it wouldn’t take long
for them to recover. He was right. Their
loud wails of grief already could be
heard from the upper trail.

Reddy was lucky. An eastbound freight
was just pulling out of the Taft station.
Dr. Schussler advised Reddy to take it.
He did.

Reddy had not told Dr. Schussler how
he had been able to identify the King
in the dark, nor did he state what words
he had used in the “real bawling out.”
Foremen addressing those whom they
feel are beneath them have been known
to be very abusive and the King was
accustomed to great respect.

DR. SCHUSSLER agreed there was
likely to be hell to pay. Hastily
saddling his horse, he rode to the tunnel
and did his best to communicate with
the grieving brothers, only a few of
whom spoke a little English. He told
them that he deeply regretted what had
happened but that they could not remove
the King’s body, as they wished to do,
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until officers came from Missoula to
make an investigation.

Quite a number of the Montenegrins
knew Dr. Schussler. He had taken care
of their sick and had shown kindness
and sympathy when one of their coun-
trymen had died. They respected him,
but some muttered obvious threats and
one who could speak broken English told
the doctor he had better get his wife
away as they were going to blow up the
town, starting with the hospital.

Why the hospital? Reddy hadn’t had
any connection with it, but one of the
Montenegrins may have seen him talk-
ing with Dr. Schussler and deemed him
guilty by association. :

Dr. Schussler watched over the body
of the King the rest of that day and all
night. In the morning officers arrived
and made their investigation; the broth-
ers were then allowed to take charge of
the body and the doctor went home.

As news of the tragedy spread from
camp to camp, more Montenegrins quit.
There were many rumors. Guards were
placed around the powerhouse and doors
were barricaded. Guns were kept within
easy reach.

Sometime after midnight the tramp-
ing of hundreds of feet awakened the
town. Armed men peered out their win-
dows as the Montenegrins marched up
Hospital Hill. Then they stopped. After
a short time they marched back down
and out of town. They had come to put
the body of their King in the morgue!
The townspeople sighed thankfully.
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The old hotel, all that remains of what was Taft

The next morning, a delegation came
to ask permission to bury the King in
the hospital cemetery and make arrange-
ments for a casket.

This group was headed by Stanislaus
Felipowich, an Austrian count whose
father had employed many Montenegrins
on his estates in the old country. He felt
a responsibility for them since many
of them had followed him to America.
He had obtained a contract along the
right of way and had employed as many
of them as he could.

Permission for burial was readily
given and the coffin was ordered.

On the day of the funeral, the people
of Taft witnessed a bit of Old World
pageantry. The Montenegrins were all
Greek Catholics but as there was no
priest available, Stanislaus had the title
of “Little Father” conferred upon him
so that he might conduct services. He
led the procession with a prayerbook in
one hand and a coil of rope in the other.
At the sight of the rope, some of the
faint-hearted spectators ran away
screaming, fearful that it meant some-
one was going to be hanged.

Behind Stanislaus came the mourners,
marching two-by-two, dressed in native
costumes and carrying white streamers
in their left hands and a tall lighted
candle in their right! They came silently
through Saloon Town and stopped at the
morgue. There they picked up the casket
containing the body of their leader and
proceeded up the hill. One observer esti-
mated they were over a thousand strong.
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At the cemetery, Stanislaus read the
burial service. When it was finished, the
coffin was opened and each brother
came in turn to kiss his King. When
this part of the ritual was over, the
Montenegrins raised their right hands
and repeated something in unison. Then
the coffin was closed and by means of
the rope was lowered into the grave.
Again each man had a part in the cere-
mony. Each placed one shovelful of
earth on the casket. Then, led by Stanis-
laus, they began a slow march down the
hill.

It had all been so orderly, so solemnly
beautiful, that those watching had been
moved almost to tears. They were quite
unprepared for what followed. In front
of the morgue, the procession halted and
from beneath his tunic each man drew
a flask and took a long drink. Then they
began to dance. It was a solemn dance,
expressing their grief. When it ended
they drank again, then danced again,
this time with increased tempo." So it
went on, drink, then dance, till the flasks
were empty and the dancing was at a
frenzy. Suddenly the Montenegrins be-
gan to sing! )

The onlookers could not understand
the words but the emotions reflected
were unmistakable. The men’s faces had
hardened with hate. The song was a war
song! The song of an avenger! Stanis-
laus was seen walking among them,
gesticulating, trying to get their atten-
tion. But the nobleman who had led their

(Continued on page 50)
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Author’s Note: I didn’t know about this
lost treasure until 1948 when the late
E. E. Cadwallader and the county agent
came out to our house in Nogal Canyon,
New Mexico, where my husband and I
had a fruit and alfalfa farm. When Mr.
Cadwallader learned that I was inter-
ested in lost mines, he said if I would
visit him at his home near Mountain
Park he would give me a real story
about a robbers’ cache. I suppose that
invitation was extended because he and
the agent had been our guests at lunch
and he’d enjoyed our fried chicken and
lemon pie. Anyway, I did get up to see
Mr. Cadwallader and he did give me
the story, but I found him a victim of
arthritis and practically a prisoner in
his wheelchair, so we didn’t get to ex-
plore. He was a very nice old fellow and
I would have liked to have known him
better. It’s so sad to see a family just
fade away, when once it was a large
group and very active in El Paso and
the Southwest in politics and farming.

Y FAMILY pioneered in west Texas.
We came to Ysleta in the year 1892,
when it was only a wide spot in the road.
My grandfather, Judge Blacker, was
one of the first judges to hold court
in Ysleta, which was then the county
seat. There is a street in Kern Place in
El Paso named for my grandfather.
My family has helped, and watched, El
Paso grow; it has also helped the Rio
Grande Valley grow.

We have many friends among the
Indian-Spanish people who live in this
valley. One of these families was that
of Porfirio Diaz Morales, who had a son
about my age. His name was Pablo, and
we were very good amigos. We were
about nineteen years of age when
tragedy caught up with Pablo, who was
at heart a very fine boy.
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Indians and Mexican people are very
superstitious. One of their superstitions
concerned a certain cane. If this cane
came up ‘‘volunteer” in your patch of
corn or wheat or even in your garden,
it was not to be pulled out and cast
away, for it was supposed to bring you
good luck and a bountiful crop. Cutting
this cane would bring bad luck to the
family owning the property on which
the cane grew.

The Morales family had a patch of
potatoes in which several clumps of this
cane was growing. The cane was sweet
and juicy, and as Pablo admitted later,
it was a temptation for people not own-
ing any cane to cut and chew it.

One day Pablo returned home to find
an Indian in the potato field eating the
cane. Pablo didn’t say anything to the
Indian but came rushing to our house
to request the loan of a rifle, saying
that he wanted to shoot a rabbit. My
father let Pablo have the gun and some
shells and, when Pablo returned, the
Indian was still in the potato patch eat-
ing the cane. Without further ado,
Pablo shot him in the stomach, killing
him instantly.

Then, being just a boy, Pablo became
panic-stricken. He ran back to our house
and told Father what had happened. He
begged Father to hide him from the law.
Of course, the law did give a man the
right to protect his property, but Father
knew that the Ranger, then stationed at
Ysleta, would not condone killing a man
for stealing a few stalks of sweet cane.

ATHER was a loyal neighbor and
friend and decided to hide Pablo un-

til Porfirio Morales could be notified.
Sefior Morales was greatly disturbed,
but he decided to take Pablo to the
Ranger Station and explain what had
happened, and why. This he did. Pablo

JESSIE PETERSON

'CACHE OF THE
THUNDERING HORSES

By EDGAR E. CADWALLADER

as told to

was tried in our courts, found guilty of
homicide and given a five-year sentence
in the penitentiary.

While Pablo was serving his term, he
met an old Indian, who had lived around
Las Cruces, New Mexico, all his life.
The youngster was able to do some small
kindness for the old man and they be-
came very good friends. Old Antonio
Ferros was not a well man—he evidently
knew his days were few—and he wanted
to do something for Pablo. He told his
young friend that he had once been a
member of a bunch of bandits who had
raided churches, stores, trains and
homes in the Southwest. They had hid-
den silver plate, jewelry, and bars of
gold and silver, in a cave in the Organ
Mountains which could be reached only
by horse or mule and pack animals.

After Pablo had returned home, his
mother received a letter from Antonio,
written in very poor Spanish. Here is
a translation of the letter:

To the Sefora Porfirio Morales:

Because your young son is a very
good friend to me, I wish him to
have the directions to a treasure that
belonged to me and my friends.
There is much gold there and silver
bars and also many beautiful things
from churches in Old Mexico, candle-
labras of pure gold and silver,
crucifixes and other altar pieces.
This wealth is to go to Pablo be-
cause I can never use it, and my
friends are all dead years ago.
They were afraid to sell this when
they were alive and now that they
are dead they would not want any
of their families to have it because
‘of the evil it would bring them. If
you are not afraid of the curse, give
this letter to Pablo, and let him find
this treasure.
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To get to this cave you have to
pass above it, then there is a trail
down to the opening which cannot
be seen from anywhere. Steep cliffs
of slick grey-blue rock rise from the
floor of the valley of the Sierra
Soledad.

From where the waters of the
Camino Real flow, and three canyons
from the Camino Real, you will go
up the arroyo. You will find an old
trail that winds around the Sierra
and up, then down to the cave. There
is a stair-like trail down to the
mouth of the cave.

I say to you, DO NOT PASS the
draw where the water comes out.
The side of the Organ Mountains
where the treasure cave is hidden
faces the San Agustin Pass and the
Camino Real.

(Signed) Antonio Ferros.

WE, being close friends of the Morales

family, were the only one told about
the letter. Mrs. Morales was afraid to
have Pablo search for the cache. She
was sure that it would bring sorrow or
perhaps death to her son. We had all
read the letter and memorized it before
she cut away part of it, hoping to dis-
tort the directions.

Pablo was all for taking a look for
the treasure. We talked about it and
finally decided to pay the Organs a visit.
That trip to the mountains wag to be
the first of many such searches. Just
Pablo, my father, and I went on that
first trip and we went on horseback.
But as time went on, we got the rest
of the family interested and we spent
many weekends camped at the foot of

\

those beautiful Organ Mountains. We
walked hundreds of miles, I'm sure,
over rugged terrain, and rode many
miles, too. We knew there was a trick
to finding the cave, up then down, and
there had to be sheer blue-granite walls
which swept down to the valley.

I guess Pablo still was a little super-
stitious, because one day while we were
riding together to the Organs, he said
to Father and me, “Si, encuentras el oro
quedate con él pero no me mates.” (“If
you find the gold keep all but do.not
kill me.”)

“Why, Pablo!” my father said, “You
know we will not kill you. You are our
amzigo.”

The old Indian had certainly told the
truth when he said that treasure was
well-hidden. I’m sure that the years have
obliterated the trail the robbers used,
but those mountains are the same as
they were when Antonio and his pals
rode through them to bury their loot.
And the treasure ever eluded us.

Y EARS after I'd moved from Ysleta,

Texas, to Mountain Park, New
Mexico, a couple of neighbors of mine
told me they had found a dim trail in
that section of the Organs. Hearing the
story of the treasure cave, they became
interested in looking for it. These men,
named Orozco and Madrid, took camping
equipment and a week’s supplies and
drove over to the mountains (this was
before Uncle Sam took over the slopes
of the Organs to use as a missile range).
The next morning they were up with the
sun and after a good breakfast of bacon,
beans and eggs, they set forth. They
found the trail and followed it until

1

the sun dipped behind the mountains.

They were both so tired that they
turned in early. They said it was a clear,
cool night, with bright stars and a full
moon. They wrapped themselves in their
blankets and—though excited—soon fell
asleep. :

In the small hours of the morning,
with a waning moon and a deathlike
stillness around them, they suddenly
sat straight up.

“TI was awakened by the most terrible
noise I ever heard!” Madrid said.

“I know,” the other man replied, “I
heard it, too. It was like thunder beat-
ing on my ears, yet not like the thunder
that comes before a rain. It was more
like the charge of a great drove of
horses.”

As they talked the silence was awe-
some, unbroken by even the cry of a
night bird.

“It was certainly frightening,” Sefior
Madrid, who spoke excellent English,
confided to me later. “Both of us heard
it at the same time. So it couldn’t have
been a dream. Nor was it anything we
could shoot. You just can’t fight spirits
of the men who placed that treasure in
those caves. I wasn’t even going to try!”

When it was light enough to see, he
and Orozco packed their belongings and
left the mountains. He never returned.
He wouldn’t even show me the trail,
although I'm sure he could have found
it again.

Did they really hear the charge of a
drove of thundering horses? They were
in the mountains; horses can’t do much
charging in that kind of territory. But
it was strange that they both awakened

(Continued on page 48)

The Organ Mountains, northeast of Las Cruces,. New Mexico, hide the treasure of the “thundering herd.”
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Cromwell, Oklahoma, where Bill Tilghman was killed in 1924

NEWS ITEM, brief and to the point,

was tucked deep inside the Oklahoma
City newspaper one summer day in 1964,
reporting that Zoe Agnes Tilghman,
widow of the famed frontier marshal,
had died.
~ Mrs. Tilghman’s last years had slipped
by quietly. Many of the present genera-
tion hardly knew she existed. But the
same newspaper which recorded her
death so calmly used its biggest, blackest
type to announce forty years ago that
Bill Tilghman, one of the Old West’s

greatest peace officers, had been killed
—not by one of the outlaws or criminals
he’d faced so many times—but by a fel-
low officer of the law.

Bill Tilghman—buffalo hunter, scout,
Indian fighter, town marshal, sheriff,
U. S. deputy marshal, Oklahoma state
senator, Oklahoma City police chief,
special investigator for the governor;
Bill Tilghman—who had been all of
these things and more—killed by another
officer? It was incredible. Unbelievable.

But it happened, on November 1, 1924,

Theater display of the "Passing of the Oklahoma Outlaws.”
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HOW

By DAVID C. CRAIGHEAD

Photos Courtesy Library, University of Oklahoma

in Cromwell, Oklahoma. Oklahomans
could hardly have been more shaken.
Tilghman lived on such a heroic scale—
he had sidestepped death so many times
—that he seemed almost invincible.

WILLIAM MATHEW TILGHMAN
was born at Fort Dodge, Iowa, on
July 4, 1854. His family moved to Kan-
sas two years later. Billy was just
another boy growing up on the plains
until, at the age of fifteen, he ran away
from home. The frontier, then only as
far away as southwestern Kansas, beck-
oned the strapping youth. He hunted
buffalo in that untamed region with a
Sharps’ rifle, honing to a fine point his
natural ability with guns and horses. He
is said to have brought down 3,300 buf-
faloes in about two years.

Young Tilghman grew to know the
prairie country so well that General
Philip Sheridan appointed him guide for
the hunting expedition on which he en-
tertained the Grand Duke Alexis of
Russia.

Buffaloes were growing scare by the
mid-1870s and many a hunter had to
fend in a new direction. The center of
action shifted to Dodge City which, by
1875, had become the liveliest spot in
Kansas. Dodge City that year shipped
some 180,000 Texas Longhorns to mar-
ket, and fed, watered and bedded down
hundreds of dusty cowboys. The town
needed tough lawmen to ride herd on
the herders. It was there that Bill Tilgh-
man, fledgling lawman, started his long,
exciting career.

His brother gunmen of the law in-
cluded Wyatt Earp, “Bat” Masterson,
“Mysterious Dave” Mather, Luke Short,
and W. H. Harris. Tilghman wore the
marshal’s badge for three years and, for
four more, that of deputy sheriff.

Tilghman joined the campaign against
the Cheyennes in 1878 when that tribe
rampaged in Kansas and Oklahoma.
Marauding Indians destroyed his own
home and livestock.

‘Dodge City by 1889 had passed its
peak as a cattle town and was headed
for respectable middle age. Tilghman
needed no other incentive to move on.
A young man seeking a young country,
he lined up that year with land-hungry
pioneers for the Run into Oklahoma Ter-
ritory. His fame as a fearless, reliable
officer who neither drank nor smoked
had preceded him. Guthrie, territorial
capital, named him marshal.
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a GREAT LAWMAN DIED

The history of the West abounds
in irony—as anyone who knows Bill
Tilghman's story will agree

When E. D. Nix was appointed U.S.
marshal and charged with driving out-
‘laws from the Territory, the former
Kansan ranked high among the 150
deputies selected.

“Tilghman,” said Nix in later years,
“was one of the handsomest men I ever
knew. Six feet tall, he weighed about
one hundred and eighty pounds and
every ounce of it was sinuous muscle.
His kind, blue eyes and open count-
enance reflected good will and friendli-
ness to all he met. I have never known
a man who regarded his enemies more
kindly than did Bill Tilghman — and
I have never known a man who fought
his enemies more bitterly than did Bill
Tilghman when circumstances demanded
)

Nix added: “During his service as my
deputy, more rewards were paid to him
for captures than were ever paid to any
other officer in the same period of time
in the history of the United States.”

ILGHMAN’S best-known exploit was

the capture of Bill Doolin, a former
member of the original Dalton gang.
Doolin, though vicious, had a sense of
fair play. He once saved Tilghman’s
life after the officer stumbled into a
hideout and found himself surrounded
by the outlaws. One wanted to kill him,
but Doolin wouldn’t have it. Taking ad-
vantage of such odds, after all, was
hardly sporting. Tilghman got away and
later repaid the favor by risking his
life to capture Doolin alive.

The officer had gone to Eureka
Springs, Arkansas, on word that Doolin
was there taking mineral baths, and
nearly bumped into the outlaw. Dis-
guised in derby hat and Prince Albert
coat—hardly his usual costume—he en-
tered a bath house parlor and at once
saw Doolin. The bandit was lounging in
a chair, reading a newspaper and keep-
ing an eye on all who entered and left.
He was fooled by the disguise. Tilgh-
man walked by him and ordered a bath.
The officer then returned, whipped out
a pistol and, shoving it into Doolin’s
side, ordered him to surrender.

Doolin, heedless, jumped up and
reached for the revolver under his coat.
Tilghman tried to grab his wrist but
missed and caught the sleeve. It tore
as they struggled. Time and again
Doolin’s hand neared his weapon with-
out quite reaching it. Tilghman, press-
ing his pistol against him, urged, “Don’t
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~played a large part

make me kill you, Bill.” It proved that
he was the stronger for Doolin finally
dropped his arm to end the life-and-
death struggle. Tilghman so respected
Doolin as a man of his word that he let
him make the train trip to Guthrie with-
out handcuffs, on his promise that he
wouldn’t try to escape. Doolin didn’t, but
eventually broke out of the Guthrie jail.
Deputy Marshal Heck Thomas later shot
and killed him.

The campaign against the outlaws
succeeded—and helped pave' the road to
statehood for Oklahoma. Tilghman had
in the drive—
larger, perhaps, than any other peace
officer. He next became sheriff of Lin-
coln County. There, in Chandler, he met
Zoe Agnes Stratton. The officer and her
father shared a fondness for horses, and
Sheriff Tilghman took time to go to his
ranch and talk horseflesh.

Though Tilghman was about thirty
years older, he and Zoe Agnes were
married in 1903. They lived a peaceful,
happy life in Chandler for several years.
Tilghman twice was sheriff and had
served part of a term as state senator
when Oklahoma City in 1911 called him
as police chief. He resigned in 1914 to

film a six-part motion picture called
“The Passing of the Outlaws.” He pro-
duced the movie and went on tour with
it, visiting many cities. The film helped
spread Tilghman’s name and exploits
across the nation.

He already was known by many,
among them President Theodore Roose-
velt, who once said he believed Tilgh-
man would “charge hell with a bucket
of water.” The former Rough Rider,
when in Oklahoma for a wolf hunt, met
Tilghman.

“Are you the Bill Tilghman about
whom I've been hearing and reading for
more than twenty years?” he asked.

“I have been a peace officer for a
good many years, Mr. President,” Tilgh-
man replied.

“I'm delighted to meet you,” the Pres-
ident said. “And there’s one question
I'd like to ask. As a gunman on the
side of the law you’ve had many fights
with experts, all bent on killing you—
why didn’t they?”

“It’s a mathematical proposition, Mr.
President,” Tilghman explained. “I al-
ways managed to beat the other fellow
to it by the sixteenth part of a second.
And there’s another thing that counts
in a gunfight—the man who knows he
is right always has a shade on the man
who knows he is wrong.”

TILGHMAN could not tolerate idle-
ness, despite the approach of old age.
Several governors summoned him to spe-
cial duty; at seventy he found his serv-
ices still very much in demand.
He’d seen Oklahoma progress from a
(Continued on page 52)

Left, Bill Tilghman when he was Chief of Police in Oklahoma City. Right, Zoe after
her marriage to Tilghman. The blouse has an elaborate lace bertha which Tilghman
brought from Mexico.




Big Southem Butte
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THE AUTHOR BELIEVES A CHECKERBOARD SEARCH WILL
PAY OFF IF THE PLAYER DOESN'T JUMP A SINGLE SQUARE

LOST GOLD of the LAVA

ITH the discovery of gold in central

Idaho in 1860, a stampede of pros-
pectors swarmed through the mountains
and staked claims wherever there was
the slightest indication of color. They
faced Indian attack, deprivations and
human greed—which, if pronounced
enough, can turn a man’s best friend in-
to his executioner.

Mining camps gradually developed in-
to towns. The Custer Mine in Custer
County (after 1880) was sending out
regular shipments of gold bars by stage-
coach to Blackfoot, where the precious
cargo was transferred by rail to the
mint. It was a common practice for
mine owners to cast both gold and silver
ingots in over-sized molds. This practice
was designéd for the express purpose of
discouraging robbery. Any bandit at-
tempting to flee with such a burden be-
came an easy target for pursuing law-
men.

The first eighty miles of the trip
from the Custer Mine to the frontier
town of Blackfoot passed through moun-
tains, following the course of the Big
Lost River. After the stage arrived at
the Big Lost River Station, later known
as Arco, the scenery abruptly and dras-
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By C. G. HAMMER

tically changed. Stretching south from
Arco, all the way to the Snake River,
lies one of the most formidable waste-
lands in the United States. The last leg
of the route passed through this depress-
ing expanse of sage and lava.

Like islands rising majestically from
the sea are three buttes. East Butte and
Middle Butte are just three miles apart.
Sixteen miles southwest of them, tow-
ering 2,350 feet from base to peak, stands
Big Southern Butte, a mountain of mys-
tery. Unlike the other members of the
trio, which are comparatively young and
formed by basaltic volcanic eruption,
Big Southern Butte closely resembles the
mountains which end at the desert’s
edge, twenty miles north.

Two creeks trickle down from the
higher elevations, along canyons which
are lined with quaking aspen, fir and
mountain shrubs. All trails and roads
crossing the eastern portion of the Idaho
desert, as far back as men can remem-
ber, included a water stop at Big South-
ern Butte, the only reliable water supply
between the Snake River and the Lost
River Mountains. It was a short dis-
tance southeast of Big Southern Butte
that, reportedly, one shipment of two

gold bars was held up on its journey
and as far as is known, never arrived
at its destination.

N ONE two-year period, $4,500,000 in
gold bullion was transported over this
route. With such temptation, it seems
strange that so few attempts at robbery
were made. It is even more strange that
the one successful highjacking was com-
mitted by a lone bandit.

The stage road, after leaving Big
Southern Butte, followed a fairly
straight course in a southeasterly direc-
tion. When the trail, which later became
the stage road, was opened, it threaded
its way between two rough lava fields
to Springfield. Unfortunately, the lava
beds did not grant clear passage all the
way. From time to time they reached out
and joined hands, forming a barrier
through which the stage driver was
forced to slow his horses to a walk, with
the coach bouncing and creaking as it
rolled across the unyielding rock.

It was in a spot such as this, a few
miles from the butte, that a lone bandit
chose to wait for the stage bearing the
gold shipment. It is said that his wait
was the final act and sum total of
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Map of lava beds, showing Big Southern Butte, Middle Butte and East Butte

months of careful study and planning.
He was familiar with the desert, had
studied the stage schedule, and had even
watched the loading of the gold ship-
ment, before riding ahead to his selected
rendezvous. The spot he chose was made
to order. The stage would be slowed to
a crawling pace, and it would be im-
possible for the driver to turn it around
in the narrow passage to flee back over
the road by which he had entered. Rock
slabs in the lava formation offered a
natural breastworks for the highway-
man.

The holdup was executed without a
flaw. After the gold bullion was thrown
down and the passengers relieved of their
valuables, the stage was sent on its way.
This particular location had been selected
for still another reason. Prior to the
robbery, the outlaw had located a small
cave in the lava rock nearby. After mak-
ing two short trips, the two 125-pound
gold bars were safely concealed in the
cave. He alone knew the secret of their
location. The next most important item
was distance between himself and the
location of the robbery, and distance he
proceeded to make.

As soon as the stagecoach arrived in
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Blackfoot a well-armed posse rode out of
town, back over the road to the scene
of the holdup. There, the outlaw’s
northbound trail was spotted, and the
chase was on. Like a pack of hounds on
a fox hunt, they followed the trail as it
passed the west side of Big Southern
Butte, then changed course to the north-
east and entered Little Lost River Can-
yon. After a long, hard, dusty ride, the
lawmen finally arrived at Salmon City.

The posse members spread out and
began checking the saloons and inquir-
ing about any stranger who might have
recently ridden into town. Their search
was a short one. In a saloon they found
a wildly drunk, loud and boisterous man,
buying drinks for the house, who very
closely fit the description of their stage
robber. The posse quietly formed a tight
circle around the drunk and placed him
under arrest.

In spite of a copious intake of whiskey,
the outlaw was: still shrewd and capable
of clear thinking. He made no effort to
resist. Instead, he began playing a mag-
nificent role of the one-time offender
who was dreadfully sorry for the terrible
wrong he had done. To prove his sin-
cerity, he promptly surrendered $5,000,
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all that was left of the loot he had taken
with him, and promised to lead the posse
to the cave in the lava rocks which con-
tained the two gold bars.

DURING the ride back to the desert,

the lawmen found their prisoner to
be jovial and most cooperative. In fact
he appeared to be a pretty decent chap,
and not at all the badman they had ex-
pected. For the greater comfort and
convenience of the thief, his handcuffs
were removed.

As the small group of riders once
again approached the spot where the
stage had been halted and robbed, dusk
had settled on the desert with darkness
soon to follow. The prisoner explained
that he had set up three markers to a
triangle. Near the center of the triangle
was a cave entrance. Explaining that he
was trying to find one of the markers,
he rode alone toward a point of lava
rock a short distance away. Night was
just falling and as he passed the point
of rock, which placed him momentarily
out of sight, the outlaw put spurs to his
horse and rode away as though the devil
himself were after him. The posse, un-

(Continued on page 42)
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Tom Sharp on Tonapah

He could shoot straight, talk straight, and run an
honest horse race. The Utes could appreciate such aman

< By AGNES WRIGHT SPRING

Photos Courtesy J. Thach

FOR YEARS W. T. (Tom) Sharp ran

a little trading post and ranch at
Malachite in the Huerfano Valley be-
tween Badito and Red Wing, Colorado.
Chief Ouray of the Utes and his wife,
Chipeta, were his good friends and he
never betrayed them.

Sharp, born in Missouri, served with
the Confederate forces at the beginning
of the Civil War. Released from the
service because of wounds, he started
west in a wagon and miraculously sur-
vived the trip to the West Coast. There
he joined a half-breed Indian hunter
named “Old Tex,” and for a time the
two supplied meat to mining camps in
California and Oregon. -

Later, with a partner, John Miller,
Sharp contracted to supply telegraph
poles to the Union Pacific Railroad then
building into Wyoming. In 1868, accom-
panied by John White and John Wil-
liams, Tom left Wyoming in an old
prairie wagon, headed for Oklahoma
down the Old Government Trail by the
way of Santa Fe, New Mexico.

Near the site of present Badito, the
three men were attacked by a party of
Apache buffalo hunters. During the live-
ly serap which followed, some Ute hunt-
ers joined the white men and helped to
“clean up” on their old-time enemies,
the Apaches.

After the fight, the Utes guided the
white men up into the Huerfano Valley,
a big park watered by the Huerfano
River whose banks were fringed by many
tall cottonwoods. In the evenings buz-
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zards flocked to roost in those trees
making them look like a black forest.
Sharp and his companions liked the
valley and Captain Charles Deus, who
had settled there in 1858, easily per-
suaded the newcomers to remain. Tom
Sharp at once established an adobe-log
Indian trading station and ranch which
he called the Buzzard Roost Ranch.

EACH YEAR the Utes came over the
Mosca Pass Trail from the San Luis
Valley and camped for several days just
above Sharp’s place, before going out to
the plains on buffalo hunts. Night and
day they kept a sentry on top of nearby
Little Sheep Mountain, a guard who used
smoke signals to keep his tribesmen in-
formed about the Apaches’ movements.
For his store Tom Sharp bought a lot
of Union Army uniforms—blue with
brass buttons—and used them and tobac-
co as his chief trade goods with the
Indians and Spanish settlers in the area.
Whenever the Utes camped near Buz-
zard Roost Ranch, Ouray visited his
good friend Sharp, usually along about
mealtime. Tom, who then was batching,
was always glad to welcome him. Ouray
politely sat on a bench outside the store
door while Tom cooked the best beef-
steak on the ranch.

Tom would set the table with his best
dishes and when the meal was cooked
would invite Ouray in. The Ute quickly
slid into his place opposite his host.
With careful manners Ouray skillfully
handled the tableware. Tom was mighty
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Old Sharpy

happy that Ouray appreciated his culi-
nary efforts.

Invariably when the meal was finished,
Ouray would arise with great dignity
and place a silver half dollar on the
table. Tom Sharp always politely pushed
it back to him. While the coin remained
there untouched, Ouray would explain
in English that he had taught his people,
in accepting favors of this kind from the
palefaces, always to pay for what they
got, besides thanking the donors for
their hospitality.

NE DAY while the Utes were loung-

ing around.in front of the tienda
(store) they pointed out to Sharp three
coyotes sitting on a hill about 200 yards
away.

The Utes had a deep reverence for
the coyote, and spoke of the animal as
“My Grandfather’s Dog.” They also had
high regard for yampa, or bear.

When Tom Sharp saw those pesky
beasts of prey sitting out there, he
stepped inside and got his Winchester.
The Indians never thought for a minute
that their white friend could hit a lobo
at such a distance, or they might have
protested against his taking a shot. But
when he asked which of them he should
get, the chief said the middle one looked
good to him as an impossibility.

Crack went the trusty rifle and the
middle coyote spun around three or four
times and fell dead, while the other
two scampered off to the shelter of the
rocks. The Utes were so pleased at the
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marksmanship that they danced with
glee and let out a “ki yi” as a token of
their appreciation, although they in-
wardly mourned the untimely end of
their grandfather’s dog.

A day or so later, one of the tribes
strayed in and pointed to a hawk which
had perched in a big cottonwood 600 feet
to the north. “Bet you no shootum,”
said the brave.

Tom took an offhand aim, pulled the
trigger, and the bird fell out of the tree.
The Ute grunted approvingly.

On the following day, six boys from
the Indian camp came over, and Tom
noticed that each carried a deerskin
under his arm. The Indian who had been
there the day before was the spokesman
and announced that he and his two
friends had come to bet their pelts with
the other three braves that their good
amigo, Sharpy, could shoot a bird out
of the big tree at one “pooh,” as they
described it. Sharp was no gambler but
finally said he would try it if a bird
showed up.

They waited patiently for half an
hour, when an unlucky hawk flew into
the big hoodoo tree. The boys called
Sharp, and he came out with his gun.
Locating the game, he took a quick
squint along the barrel and down came
the bird. The winners went around and
gathered up the deer hides with much
noise. After that the bucks were always
teasing Sharp to go hunting with them,
and sometimes he did so, going halvers
with them on the game they saw first
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Buzzard Roost ranchhouse, built by Captain Deus in 1883, was leased by Tom Jones for
many years.

uzzard Roost Ranch

(and at this trick they were keener than
he was).

Sharp made it stick, however, when
he refused to go down to Rattlesnake
Buttes with them to fight a war party cf
Apaches who had come up from the
south to get their scalps, for that was
not Tom’s kind of sport.

HE DOG tied in front of Tom Sharp’s

little store on the upper Huerfano
always let out an ungodly howl every
time the Utes with their drag poles
(travois) came down the Mosca Trail.
There was no mistaking the announce-
ment. Sharp paid but little attention to
the canine’s ordinary whimperings, but
on one particular occasion the yowling
was so pronounced that he went to the
door to investigate.

Half a dozen young bucks were un-
slinging their bows to fill the dog full
of arrows, when Sharp stepped back and
picked up his Winchester. He drew a
quick bead on the party, and commanded
them not to shoot or he would fire. They
knew what the white man’s big pooh gun
meant if it spoke, and eased off a bit.

Just then Ouray rode up and begged
Sharp not to shoot.

“Get out and pound them with your
fists,” he said logically, “or fight them
with a club, but do not shoot them.”

Sharp set aside his weapon while the
chief got down and entered the store.

- This closed the incident, but that eve-

ning four of the band came up from
camp and, half circling the dog as they

sat on their ponies, began teasing the
chained animal, at’ the same time taking
care to keep just beyond its reach. Tom
came out, caught the dog by the collar to
hold it back, and warned the Indian
boys to go easy and let the dog alone.

The Indians wanted to fight the man,
the dog, and the whole neighborhood, and
were becoming a bit nasty, when Sharp
suddenly let the dog out the full length
of its chain. The brute was pretty ugly
by this time and made such a ferocious
leap at the nearest rider that the pony’s
shoulder was ripped frightfully by the
dog’s claw.

Tom got ready for battle then, as he
thought they were dead sure to have
a fight. It was, however, only a bluff.
The Indians scampered back to camp,
glad to escape with their lives. Nor did
they ever come around again to pick a
quarrel with the man who was not
afraid of them.

NOTHING pleased Indians more than

to skunk a white man in a horse
race, and they were usually at the game
every time they came together on friendly
terms. It was along in the Indian sum-
mer of 1869, and the Utes had come
over the mountains for their annual
buffalo hunt on the plains. A few days
in advance of the expedition, Ouray, or
Ulay as he was called by his people,
sent out one of his lieutenants with the
best race horse in the whole Ute country.
This underchief appeared at the ranch
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of Francisco Manzanares on the Upper
Huerfano, above Tom Sharp’s place,
and went into camp for the purpose of
training his cavallo verde (green horse),
as he called it.

Every day he was seen out on the
trail breezing his steed, but no one paid
any attention to the performance. One
day old Francisco came down to Sharp’s
store and asked if he would come up
next morning and judge a little horse
race that they were to have between his
old baldface and the Indians’ “Ute,”
as the boys had come to call the long-
legged animal from over the hills.

The next morning Sharp went up onto
the mesa where there was a half-mile
straightaway, and was met by Manza-
nares with a bribe if Sharp would de-
clare the race in his favor.

“Never,” replied Sharp firmly, and
turned to go away when the Mexican,
more anxiously than before, offered him
first one cow and then two. When Tom
Sharp stood pat, and threatened to lick
his neighbor for his dishonest per-
sistence, Francisco gave up and invited
Tom to judge the dash anyway, no mat-
ter how the race might come out.

The Indian pony simply ran away
from the baldface, as anybody with half
an eye could see he was capable of
doing. He was in reality a thoroughbred.

The following morning a party of
white sports from the Clifton ranch at
the Red River crossing down in New
Mexico, arrived with a pretty good look-
ing racer. They went into training on
the bottoms, and announced they had
come up to make a race with Ouray,
who would show up in a day or so. This
group was made up of such fellows as
Thike Stockton, George W. Thompson,
Al G. Thornhill, and Tom Boggs.

A day or so later, another party got
in from Pueblo, as well as from the
ranches down on the plains, for they had
heard about the races and had come to
skin the Indians.

That afternoon in came the whole
tribe of Uncompahgres in Ouray’s band.
They had just been whipped in a fight
with the Arapahoes and were not feeling

very good over it, but were friendly.

enough with the whites. They had a good
deal to say about the race which was
set for the afternoon. When the time
came, everybody was betting his cash.
Judges were chosen then from the crowd,
as was the custom.

Chief Ouray, sitting on his horse,
spoke up promptly and said, “I want
Sharpy.”

This declaration was a surprise, as
they all thought he would choose an In-
dian. The selection rather pleased the
whites who, in turn, named Baldy Scott
as their judge.

After a lot of swaggering around and
the laying of bets on the ground in In-
dian style, they cleared away for the
start.

A little mite of an Indian kid, stripped
to the breechclout, was strapped onto
the Utes’ horse. Little old Betts had the
other mount, and after some fussing
around at the start Baldy finally sent
them off in a fair getaway.

It was the prettiest race the crowd
had ever seen. The contestants were so

closely matched that they ran neck and
neck under heavy flogging to the finish.
It was evident, though, that the Indian
had the edge. The whites came cluttering
around Tom Sharp ecrying, “Tied race.
Tied race,” as was the habit when the
losers thought they were beaten. Ouray,
sitting on his horse just behind Sharp
at the finish, merely gave two grunts,
and said nothing.

The clamor for the tie became a
tumult, but Tom Sharp kept his nerve.
When a lull came, he cried out in a loud,
clear voice, “It is the Indian’s race.”
And the verdict went. Ouray gave two
more grunts.

The winners gathered their plunder
from the ground, while the whites pulled
out right away, and got home as best
they could after contributing more than
$20,000 to the Ute exchequer.

SHEEP began coming in on the Badito

range like the seven plagues of
Egypt, and cattlemen imagined the day
of judgment had come. It was along in
the first week of April, 1875, and Tom
Sharp had gone back to his home town,
Palmyra, Missouri, to get a carload of
brood mares. While there it occurred to
him that he could use a half dozen big
mules for ranch work, and as they were
cheap enough at $75.00 a head, he began
looking around.

At one place the boss discouraged Tom
from buying a pair of husky rascals that
he admired because, as the farmer said,
they were too ornery for any use and
had the mean habit of running every-
thing off the premises.

“They are dead sore on sheep,” he
explained apologetically, “and just nat-
urally chase them all over the pasture.
We can’t even keep sheep anymore.” The
Missourian couldn’t have hit upon a
stronger selling point.

“If I can just get those mules out to
Colorado,” Sharp thought, “I'll give
those sheepmen a run for their money.”

As a result of it all, that span of bad
actors was loaded on the excursion train
for Colorado and came through with the
other stock.

After the mules limbered up for a day
or two they were branded with the Lazy
S Bar. Then they were placed at the
head of the seventy-five horses on the
ranch, and led by hand out over a ridge
a mile to the east where 1,500 Merinos
belonging to Antonio Archuleta had
crossed the dead line and were grazing
dangerously close to the preserves of
Tom Sharp.

Just as soon as the mules got their
bearings they spied the sheep and the
outdoor sport began. Followed by the
whole cavvy, they made a desperate dash
at the flock. The frightened carneros
were knocked and trampled to death in
merciless fashion. The herder was glad
to get out with his life.

In an hour the range was completely
cleaned off, and the horse herd was
moved out to the south to repeat the
punishment on another flock browsing
among the chico and rabbit brush.

The next morning Tom Sharp got a
call from the owners of the sheep which
had been run down. He listened to their

(Continued on page 42)
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~ BULLDOGGERS!

By MILT HINKLE

When that first dog
nipped that first bull,

it revolutionized

MANY VERSIONS of the early his-
tory of the rodeo sport of bull-
dogging have been circulated. Some are
accurate, some fail to tell the whole
story, and others are downright wrong.
Bill Pickett, a Negro brushpopper
from Texas, became the first bulldogger
in 1901 or 1902. Some reports credit Lon
Sealey with being the first white man
ever to dog a steer. This impression was
doubtlessly gained from the bally-
hooing of a press agent for the 101
Wild West Show at the Jamestown,
Virginia, Expcsition in 1907. If he knew
that the same feat had been accom-
plished by me at Bovina, Texas, in 1904
and by Clayton Danks in Wyoming in
1906, he carefully forgot these facts to
favor Sealey.

At one time Sealey did jump from
Pickett’s horse onto one of the small
lead work steers of a four-yoke ox team.
Sealey substituted such an act for
Pickett’s bulldegging when the latter
was sick, but he never tackled the bull-
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dogging steers used by Pickett. Pickett
said Sealey threw only the one steer,
and that Zack Miller, a 101 boss, named
the steer “Old Lon.” Sealey later told me
the same thing.

Sealey’s career did not last long. In
a case of mistaken identity in a dark
railroad yard at Gulfport, Mississippi,
Sealey and a deputy sheriff fired at each
other simultaneously and both were
killed. The next dogger was Harry Hill
at Hillside Park in New Jersey in 1908,
then Pat Long of the W. A. Dickey Wild
West Show in 1909, and Buffalo Vernon
during the same year in Oregon. Vernon
won the first recognized bulldogging
event at Pendleton in 1910. Other dog-
gers in 1910 included Del Blanchett,
Lafe Lewman, Fred Cox and Art Manzo.
In 1911, Jim Massey, Art Acord and
Hoot Gibson came into action as bull-
doggers.

O. K. Lawrence won the Calgary
Stampede in 1912 and, as the sport
gained in popularity, Tom Eckerd,

Hlustration by Herb Mignery

Homer Wilson, Yakima Canutt, Charlie
Tipton, Al McCloud and others became
participants.

While T was working on the XIT
Ranch near Bovina, John Armstrong, the
wagon boss, cut out a steer that weighed
about 800 pounds from a herd to be
loaded for shipment to Kansas City. I
raced alongside the steer and made the
long jump for the steer’s head. He
rolled over with me hanging on for dear
life. When the dust had cleared, Arm-
strong came over and said, “Wrang, you
sure did houlihan that ole boy.” (That
was a slang word used when a horse
stepped in a hole or stumbled and turned
over on the rider. The word also was
used sometimes when roping horses out
of the remuda with one overhand throw
of the rope.)

Thus I became the originator of the
art of houlihanning steers, as far as I
know, and such methods were allowed
in all contests up to about 1922 when
the Humane Society stepped in and
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I have always dealt more in handshakes than signatures, so some of these names may be sp

elled wrong. That won’t

keep their owners from heing recognized as some of the best bulldoggers who ever lived.—Milt Hinkle

Buddie MeDuff
Orvall Sumwall
Homer Todd

Andy Robinson

Harold Cox Jack (Fingers) Armstrong Ed Davis
J. O. Banks Frank Brion

Mike Hastings Slim Allen

Dutch Sidell Ed Herrin

Ken Maynard Fred Alvord

Scout Maish Bob Belcher

Hershell Ross
Harry Hazleton
Skeeter Bill Robbins
Wild Jim Lynch
Delbert Bledso

Red Thompson
Hugh Bennett
Everett Bowman
John Bowman
Buff Brady, Sr.

Lee Robinson Louis Brooks
Slim Cassidy Bill Brown
Frank McCarroll Eddie Cameron
George (Fig) Newton John Henry

Johnny Judd
Hank Keenan
Billy Keen

Ken Bowen
Buck Lucas
Howard McCory
Mickey McCory
Rusty McGinty
Shorty McCory
Bill Macken

Slim Gamble Pinkey Gist
Roy Quick Tuck Greenough
Slim Riley Frank Butler
Gene Ross Shorty Grugan
Paddy Ryan Jay Snively
Lloyd Saunders Red Hammerschardt
Floyd Stillings George Hinkle
Cheyenne Kiger Chick Hannon
Paul Hansen Jim Wilks

Earl Thode Shorty Richer
Shorty Porter Rube Roberts
Shorty Creed Dallas Conely
Charlie (Chick) Johnson Ed Davis

Roy Correll Dude Smith

Bill Sawyers

Grady Smith

George Pittman Tom Henderson Joe Blackstone John Creather Leonard Stroud
Jerry Wright Dutch Hyler Vick Blackstone Doc Peg Fort Fritz Truan
J. M. Smith * Red Remington Chip Morris _Heavy Henson Dick Truitt
Esteven Clemento Tom Hogan Don Nesbitt Bob Crosby Leonard Ward
Curley Griffin Jack Jackson Jim Nesbitt Lynn Huskey . Hub Whiteman
Bert Weams Slats Jacobs Dan Offitt Speedy Densmore Dave Whyte
o Buck Jones Cliff King Jack Fritz Len Wier

ngelo Hughes e
Buddy McDuff John Jordan Tex Parker Frank Gable Soapy Williams
Ben Johnson Sr. Herman Linder Peavine Slim Tex Smith Olie Rice
John Mclntire Andy Curtis Cy Perkins Roy Gafford George Yardley

stopped it because it was too tough on
the steers!

N THESE early days of bulldogging,

it was considered a down when the
steer’s four feet were out from under
its body and when the steer was on
its side with its head up. Bill Pickett
and I threw them with our teeth after
we had them stopped and their heads
turned. Catching them by the upper lip,
then turning our hands loose, we would
pull the steer to the ground without
using our hands (though sometimes we
used our legs). We would hold them
down with our teeth alone. That was
bulldogging!

My greatest competitors were Shorty
Kelso, Slim Cassidy, Lloyd Saunders,
Oklahoma Curley Roberts, Yakima
Canutt, Tom (“Powder Face”) Eckerd
and Guy Schultz. They all beat me at
times, but I also won over them at times.

I contested against Pickett on six dif-
ferent occasions and luck was always
with me. I pulled up winner all six times,
but Pickett was a great bulldogger. From
him I learned many holds and I passed
them on to Shorty McCory who won
the New York City Rodeo bulldogging.
I also passed them on to Jack Favor
and he won many bulldogging events
with the “Pickett hold.”

Houlihanning was a rough and tough
sport. Many times, when knocking a
steer down, the cowboy would break its
neck or tear its horns off. I have often
come up with a horn in my hand. It was
tough on the cowboy, too. His face, ears
and hands would usually be bloody from
hitting the hard ground. Some doggers
wore the old-style football helmets for
protection.

I also liked to peg a steer’s horn in
the ground and let the animal roll rump
over head. This was considered “fair
grounding.”

At the old rodeos, steers were given
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thirty- and sixty-foot starts. These steers
weighed from 800 to 1,000 pounds, far
larger than the ones used today which
start from a barrier.

But even with the little steers, and the
hazer and the man in the chute aiding
the dogger, bulldogging is still one of
the most exciting events in the rodeo
arena.

Bill Pickett and I rode together as
performers, cowhands and contestants
and were the best of friends. Zack Mil-
ler of the 101 Ranch often said that
when Pickett and Hinkle passed on, the
mold would be broken. Pickett never had
to change his name like his good friend
Hinkle often did. I was known as Joe
Jackson, Kerk Reynolds and a number
of other names—mostly to avoid woman
trouble—but all my names appear on
the records.

Pickett and I were together off and
on from 1905 until his death in 1932.

PICKETT had been billed by Dave

McClure as the “Dusky Demon,” the
most daring cowboy alive. Joe Miller,
then boss of the 101 Ranch in Okla-
homa, sent his younger brother Zack to
Texas to see Pickett. After Zack saw
Bill dog two steers, he hired him. Bill
wanted to know how long he would be
gone from his family.

“A long time,” Zack told him.

Pickett said he couldn’t go because he
had quite a few young’uns to look after
and a big fat wife he loved. He also had
some poor old cows.

Zack scratched his head, looked Bill
straight in the eye, and said, “I’ll buy
your confounded poor cows and will move
you to the ranch in Oklahoma. We will
furnish you a good house and give your
kids that are old enough to work, a job.”

“So I up and moved my wife and chil-
dren to the ranch,” chuckled Bill as he
related the story to me. “You see, Mr.
Milt, I was no young’un when I started

this thing we call bulldogging. I must
have been nigh on to forty.” :

Pickett was” active until he died on
the 101 Ranch. Zack Miller had told Bill
to rope a four-year-old sorrel out of a
herd of horses that were going up for
sale. Thé sorrel was only half-broke,
boogery and skittish, and when Pickett
roped him, the horse fell back, rearing
and plunging. Old Bill, then seventy-two,
started walking rope hand over hand to
put a halter on the horse. The sorrel
snorted and reared again, chopping at
Bill’s hat brim with his forefeet. Bill was
not as quick as in years gone By. One
of the horse’s hoofs struck the side of
his head, knocking him down.

The boys packed him out of the corral
and put him on his bunk where he lay
groaning in delirium. The doctor came
but there was little anyone could do.
Bill Pickett was slated for death. He just
needed a little time to die. He lived
eleven days after the horse pawed him.

Funeral rites were held for him on
the front gallery of the Miller White
House. At this time, Zack Miller was a
very sick and weak man. When the
preacher said his last words, Zack bowed
his head and said, “We're telling Bill
goodbye. He is dead now and this is
one time that a Negro and a white man
are all the same.”

They buried Bill on a high knoll near
the monument of the famous Indian,
White Eagle, on the 101 Ranch that Bill
loved so well. His grave is in the buffalo
pasture of the 101. When traveling with
the show, Bill had been in charge of the
buffalo herd and had ridden on top of
one of the high wagons drawn by eight
horses and a big buffalo named “Nip.”

On the day of Bill’s burial, Zack
Miller wrote me a letter, telling of
Bill’s passing on. It was a touching
obituary—partly in prose and partly in
poetry—and contained these lines:

(Continued on page 48)
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Phofourfesy Author

Isaac P. Davis, seated in lower right corner, with his
six brothers, pausing here from work on his mother’s

farm. This picture was

THE CAPTAIN’S BROTHER
By N. M. Merrett

ISAAC P. DAVIS, eldest son of David

M. Davis, of Tarrant County, Texas,
was a young man at the beginning of
the Civil War. He was a member of a
Texas Ranger company protecting the
frontier settlements from the Indians
who were raiding into Texas from north
of the Red River.

One day the Ranger company was
camped by a creek which ran from the
northwest into the Brazos River, in
what is now Young County, Texas. The
captain had out a scout, a small man
mounted on a big, fast horse. The scout
rode into camp at a run. “Captain,” he
said, “there’s a big band of Indians with
a redheaded one among them, coming
down the creek. They’ll be here in a
few minutes. We've got to leave here
right now or fight.”

The captain said, “We’ll fight. Come
on.”

The men followed him up the creek to
where there was a low, brushy ridge
to the north and a cut bank opposite
near the creek edge. He told the sergeant
to take some men and get under the
cut bank, that the remainder would come
with him and hide in the brush on the
_crest of the rise. The captain said that
~ he would fire the first shot and that
then every Ranger would fire at the In-
dian nearest to him.

The scout had been correct; the Rang-
ers were no more than out of sight
when the sound of horses coming down
the creek was heard. A lone Indian came
riding down the creek at a trot, saw
the tracks the Rangers had just made,
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taken by a
photographer about 1900.

traveling

yelled, whirled his horse and started
back up the creek bottom at a run.
The captain stood up and shot the In-
dian off his horse. The horse ran back
up the creek, out of sight, and the
Rangers kept quiet.

THE COMANCHES always tried to
rescue one of their wounded warriors

and never abandoned the bodies of the’

dead if there was a chance of recovery.
The riderless horse was not much more
than out of sight when about fifty
mounted Indians came down the creek
bottom at a gallop. The captain fired
and the Rangers raised up and began
shooting. A big Indian shouted a com-
mand and the group wheeled as one
man and charged at a run through the
Rangers on the rise to the north of the
creek.

Someone shouted, “There goes the red-
headed one!” A single shot rang out and
an Indian whirled and fell off his horse

"and lay still. The captain and some men

ran to him. He was redhaired and white
although dressed and painted Indian
fashion. When he opened his eyes, they
were blue.

He was only shot in the hand, but the
shock and pull of the big, slow lead
slug had thrown him off his running
horse. They helped him up and he could
stand.

“Put a gun in his back and bring him
back to the creek,” the captain said.

The Comanches as they charged over
the ridge had wounded two Rangers.
These men lived but one of them was
sick a long time. Some Rangers were
detailed to stay with the two wounded
men, and the redheaded “Indian” was

Days !

tied and left with them.

The horses were brought up, the com-
pany mounted and moved north over the
ridge. They could see the Indians mov-
ing fast going north, about three miles
away. They were not going to come back
and fight for their dead.

The captain sent guards out in each
direction with orders to come back in
an hour. He took the company back to
the creek, ordered them to dismount,
went to the prisoner, untied him, poured
whiskey in his wound and bandaged the
hand.

When the bandage was on, the cap-
tain said, “Men, all of you come here. I
have something I want you all to hear.”
When they were assembled he spoke,
“Boys, this prisoner is my brother; blood
is thicker than water.” Turning to the
prisoner he said, “If you will go to Fort
Worth and enlist in the Confederate
Army, I will let you go. If you don’t
want to do that we will shoot you here.”

The prisoner replied, “I will go to Fort
Worth and join the Confederate Army.”

HEN Isaac Davis’ enlistment in the
Rangers was finished he enlisted in
Company A, Ninth Texas Cavalry, Con-
federate Army. This volunteer company,
with Captain William Quavle com-
manding, marched out of the little vil-
lage of Fort Worth, Texas, in the sum-
mer of 1861, to follow the Stars and
Bars on the bloody battlefields of the
Civil War.

Davis was standing with his dis-
mounted company in a battle line away
up north. They were loading and firing
at the Federals as fast as they could.
The company had lost men. They closed
ranks and a new outfit was moved in
beside them to fill the gap in the line.

The soldier who came to stand beside
Isaac Davis had a crippled hand. He
turned and said, “My hand is crippled.
It makes me a little slow loading.”

True West



Davis said, “I was there when you
got that hand shot.”

The soldier turned and looked at him.
“Well,” he said, “we are on the same
side now.”

That is the end of the story of the
captain’s brother as far as my knowledge
goes. Whether he was killed in the war,
or lived to come back to Texas, I do not
know.

The Ranger captain was a brave man.
He risked his life many times for Texas.
His men respected him and evidently
withheld from common knowledge the
incident of his brother being with the
Indians.

Isaac Davis, when an old man, died in
Weatherford, Texas, at the home of his
only son, David Ray Davis. The latter
told me this story a short time before
his own death in his ninety-first year
in 1965.

All the participants have been gone
for many years. May they rest in peace.

DESERT ODDITY—STOKES
: CASTLE

By Doris Cerveri

LIKE an abandoned lighthouse, Stokes

Castle stands atop a hill surrounded
by a sea of junipors and pifion pine, one
mile west of the small mining town of
Austin in central Nevada.

Nobody knows for sure why Anson and
J. W. Stokes chose such a lonesome site
to build a costly fifty-foot-square cut-
stone dwelling. This most unusual early
day relic was built in 1897 when Aus-
tin’s silver mines were booming. The
Stokes brothers headed the Manhattan
Silver Mining Company, and also owned
other property in the area.

Reportedly, - the brothers suspected
their foreman of highgrading ore, so
they built the tower-like building in
order to keep watch over their silver
shipments. A favorite legend, too, is that
the brothers wanted a castle similar to
those found in Europe. Another report
indicates that J. G. Phelps Stokes ar-
rived in Nevada following his attendance
at Yales Sheffield Scientific School, and
later graduated with a medical degree
from Columbia University in 1892, and
in anticipation of his arrival his father
erected the castle for their residence.

Whatever prompted the building, its
construction presented many obstacles.
First, a road had to be hacked out of
the hillside leading up a steep canyon,
and all building supplies and other ma-
terials had to be hauled in by mule
team.

There was unlimited land, but re-
stricted ground space, which might have
been the reason for the house’s unique
architectural style. A kitchen and dining
area was built on the first floor; on the
second floor was an enormous living
room, and. strangely enough for that
period, a bath. Another bath and more
bedrooms occupied the third story. On
top of the roof was a lofty porch. All
the windows were built deep and narrow,
and originally had balconies.

The structure was subject to com-
ment, of course, but people with plenty
of money did strange and wonderful
things in those days for no reason at all.

November-December, 1967

AUSTIN, located 100 miles from the
nearest railroad, was never very big
or very important. Its one broad street
was flanked by frame shanties situated
in Pony Canyon, a steeply slanting can-
yon of the Toiyabe Mountain Range.
Narrow veins and ledges yielded silver
worth six to seven thousand dollars a
ton, most of which was unearthed near
the surface. After a few years one mine
after another suspended operations be-
cause the price of silver dropped so low
the metal could not be mined profitably.
When the mines closed, business houses
also stopped their activities, and Stokes
Castle was abandoned to the elements.
Being on a major highway, Austin to-
day enjoys some tourist trade, and since
it is the county seat, ranchers from sur-
rounding areas come to town and trans-
act their legal business. -
Stokes Castle stands out as a desert
oddity, and because it can be seen for

Stoke’s Castle, Austin, Nevada

several miles against the skyline, it is
a top tourist attraction, too. :

THE FINGER OF SUSPICION
By Col. F. M. McCaleb
(Originally Written in 1936)

VIRGIL JOHNSON was a well known
pioneer ranchman of Frio County,
Texas, in the middle ’70s. He sold a
bunch of beeves one day for which he.
received $750 in gold. He kept the money
about the house a few days, he said, and
then decided that he would bury it. It
was a common custom among the ranch-
men in those days, to bury their money.
He had the money in a buckskin pouch,
and took it out about a hundred yards
from the house and buried it in an old
abandoned badger’s den. Johnson had a
Mexican working for him who had been

with him for a vear or two. A few days
(Continued on page 69)

Courfesy Nevada Historical Society
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GENUINE
Joe Ha 11
BOOTS

LINE RIDER

16-inch tops. All Glove
Leather. Dogger heel.
Narrow Toe.

No. 50 Black $ 45
No. 51 Brown 29
No. 52 Tan
Give Measurement in Inches of the Bare

Calf of Your Leg at the Largest Part.

WESTERN MARSHAL
16-inch tops. All Calf.

Square or narrow toe—
please specify.

No. 70 Black 95
No. 71 Brown $3I

No. 72 Tan

GENUINE
Joe Hall

HATS

$14.95
$15.95 $16.95

Genuine High Quality Fur Felt Hats,
Satin Lined—Evcellent Quality Sweat Bands.
Many Styles and Colors
FREE CATALOG of BOOTS, HATS
PANTS, SHIRTS, BELTS, SADDLE BAGS,
JODHPURS and ENGLISH RIDING BOOTS.

$5.00 Dep. on C.0.D.'s—Prepaid Orders ppd.
Satisfaction Guaranteed

INOW!

16” DEERSKIN
SCOUT BOOT

Comfort, durability, protection, and
good looks. Genuine heavyweight
deerskin. Haond-molded thick row-
hide sole, foom-padded leather-
lined insole. Drawstring under
fringed fiop. Buffolo-brown suede
or black suede. Order yours today!

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
Ladies’ — 4-10 $16.9:
Men's —6-13 _

Siwp )  ORDER USUAL SHOE SIZE.
LARGEST MAIL:ORDER

SERVING
POSTPAID EXCEPT ON C.O.D.'S.

iv. of Western Brands TW-12
ESTES PARK, COLO. 80517

i

Seasoned Hardwood
14, Ft. Long

STEEL TOMAHAWK

Forged in the Flames of History, this hand-
crafted axe is guaranteed to please any out-
doorsman who needs a rugged trail axe to
use as a camp tool or unique decorator item.
PLAIN—$5.98, DECORATED—$6.98. Cash,
check or M.O. Send for FREE brochure.

HIGH RIVER Mfg. Co. Dept. L

1853 S. Haskell Dallas, Texas 75223

Quality
Steel

Western Wear

CATALOGUE

FREE

“Western Hat Center of the World”

Boots—Coats—Riding Accessories:

| LUSKEY'S WESTERN STORE

DERT.ST 101 NORTH HOUSTON ST.
FORT WORTH, TEXAS 76102
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Old Sharpy
(Continued from page 36)

tale of woe and replied, “Well, you re-
member a month ago you told me, when
I complained about the sheep, that it was
a free country, and I guess it is as free
for my pet mules as it is for your bleat-
ers.” This ended the interview.

The rascally beasts from Missouri soon
discovered a new sport. Mountain lions
lurking around the mesa at the foot of
the Sangre de Cristo Range where they
had created great havoc for years, did
not last long after the mules got onto
the game. Every one was driven out as
the sheep had been.

IN 1870, William Thomas Sharp staked

out 160 acres of his ranch into a
townsite named Malachite for the ore
found 'on nearby Pass Creek. A stamp
mill was erected and hopes were high
for the development of a copper boom
town. For a short time Malachite was
an important community trade center,
but in later years there was nothing to
mark the place except crumbling foun-
dations.

In 1871, Tom Sharp married Kather-
ine Durrett, who had grown up with him
in Marion County, Missouri. They had
three children: William, Elizabeth, and
Emma.

Tom Sharp lived on his Buzzard Roost
Ranch until his death on November 26,
1929, at the age of ninety-one. Always
a lover of fine horse flesh, Sharp for
many years imported valuable breeding
stock from England and France, as well
as bringing Kentucky thoroughbred
racers from Missouri to Colorado. He
also raised excellent Hereford -cattle.
His brands were Reverse S Bar and Lazy
S Bar. He was president of his local
Cuerno Verde [greenhorn] Live Stock
Association, and was an active promoter
of the State Fair of Colorado at Pueblo.

Some of the furniture from the Tom
Sharp home is now being preserved by
Mrs. Janette F. Thach of Walsenburg,
Colorado, who long was interested in the
Sharp family. The old log and adobe
Indian trading station can still be seen
near the Huerfano River crossing of the
Gardner-Red Wing road, by those travel-
ing Highway 305, in Huerfano County,
Colorado.

Lost Gold of the Lavas
(Continued from page 33)

able to follow in the darkness, was forced
to give up the chase. They never again
recaptured or saw their prisoner.

Thirty years passed during which the
story of the two gold bars hidden in the
lava cave was told and retold. Attempts
were made to recover the wealth, but
with negative results. A stranger then
appeared in the small town of Arco, who,
much to the curiosity of the local citi-
zens, would vanish into the desert for
several days at a time, then reappear.
This went on for most of the summer,
with no questions asked and no ex-
planation offered.

Only in sheer desperation did the
stranger take one of the Arco natives

into his confidence. He explained that he
had come up from New Mexico and that
a man who robbed the stage of two
gold bars many years before had sent
him to recover the gold. Why the stage
robber had not returned himself was
never disclosed. He had provided his
young partner with a map to direct him
to the exact location of the stolen gold.
On it was marked Big Southern Butte,
the old stage road, and an “X” indicat-
ing the location of the cave which con-
tained the loot. According to the map
the cave was a few miles southeast of
the butte and very near the stage road.
By combining these directions with the
Arco man’s knowledge of the desert, the
two were quite certain they could locate
the small cave in the lava for which so
many people had searched in vain. They
worked together through the remainder
of the summer, and on to late fall. Caves
were found, but none contained the gold.
With the arrival of winter, the man from
New Mexico returned to his home, com-
pletely discouraged, and the map went
with him. He never again appeared to
resume the search.

As recently as fifteen years ago, an
old-timer, who lived in Arco and who
many years before had driven stage over
the Challis to Blackfoot route, still had
a copy of the map in his possession. Al-
though the stranger from New Mexico
had never permitted the map to leave
his possession, a sketch was drawn from
memory by his Arco partner. The latter
map was used in many futile attempts
to recover the gold.

GROUPS large and small, professional
and amateur, have searched for the
“Lost Gold Of The Lavas.” Its value,
which is set as $100,000, presents a
figure well worth the investment re-
quired for a full-scale effort. Treasure
hunters have been confronted by many

problems, some calculated, some not.
Winter is ruled out completely for
searching. Springtime presents still

another problem as the desert soil can
be extremely treacherous. Low spots in
the back roads, to which the water of
melted snow and rain have drained, may
appear dry on the surface, yet prove to
be a bog hole that will halt even a four-
wheel-drive vehicle. Through spring and
summer, ticks, rattlesnakes and heat
are a constant annoyance to those in-
clined to discourage easily. Fall is the
only pleasant season on the Idaho desert,

but much too short to cover inch by

inch the many miles of lava rock. This
is, unfortunately, the only practical ap-
proach in finding the small cave which
so jealously guards its fortune in gold.
And too, there is always the nagging
thought that someone may have re-
covered the wealth years before, and
managed to keep the secret.

In this case, I rather doubt it. One
drive along the old stagecoach road
from Big Southern Butte to Springfield
will convince even the most skeptical
that the gold is very likely as hidden as
it ever was, and is still awaiting the
one person with that little extra bit of
determination which those before him
did not possess.

True West



Terlingua today

TERLINGUA FLAPDOODLE

Do some towns leave you speechless?

Courtesy Texas State
Highway Department

It's no problem here—the citizens have said everything for you!

HE GRIZZLED old rancher hitched
up his skin-tight Levis and nodded
at the sign on the wall.
“Danged shore describes this place,”
he muttered.
The sign, hanging under a potted cac-
tus plant, read:

“All This Country Needs To Make

It Livable Is Water . . . Come To Think
About It, That’s All Hell Needs.”

All of which pretty well sums up this
ghost mining town on the edge of the
Chisos Mountains, some eighty-three
miles due south of Alpine, Texas, and
about ten miles straight north of fabu-
lous Santa Elena Canyon on the Rio
Grande.

Old-timers around the Big Bend Coun-
try, the only real “Last Frontier” of the
Southwest, claim that “When the good
Lord sent the Flood, all we got was a
quarter of an inch.”

Several of the signs hanging in the

picturesque Terlingua Inn, the eating,
drinking and social center in these parts,
emphasize this lack of water—and its
often substitution with something else.

For example: “We Don’t Make Lik-
ker Loans On Any Water Contraptions
Such as Diving Gear, Boats And Such,
Mainly On Account Of We Ain’t Got No
Water.”

And a warning: “If You Use Ter-
lingua Creek Water To Mix With
Tequila—Take The Tequila Last.”

Plus the admonition: “The Water
Control Board In Terlingua Has Banned

November-December, 1967

By BRICE ARMSTRONG

The Licking Of Stamps . . . Put Stamps
On Letters With Paper Clips.”

The “wets” and “drys” around Ter-
lingua also get in their licks with signs
on the Inn’s walls.

A sign obviously prompted by the
“wet” faction says:

“Texas Pension Money Comes From
Beer Taxes. Don’t Let Our Old Folks
Down.”

The Terlingua chapter of the Women’s
Christian Temperance Union is said to
have countered with the sign that reads:

“Likker Is A Turrible Thang Unless
Taken In A Highball or Drunk Straight.”

“PRACTICALLY all of the signs at

the Inn were given by Sam Hud-
dleston of Dallas, a sign-painting con-
tractor.

Huddleston happened to camp over-
night near the Inn about two years ago
when former Odessans, Mr. and Mrs.
Carl Hearn, took over operation of the
old building, which was the old company
store during the cinnebar (quicksilver)
mining booms of the early 1900s and
during World War II.

Huddleston fell in love with the old
building and the inhabitants of Ter-
lingua and figured he’d help brighten
up the place. Some of the two dozen

signs he sent apparently denoted his
first impressions of the area:

“The Best Way To See Terlingua Is
Through A Tequila Bottle,” and “Gun-
totin’ Allowed But Knife Play Barred
Except When Eatin’ Beans Off Our
Plate Lunches.”

Then there’s: “The Bartender Drinks
Only On Two Occasions—When He’s
Had Chili For Breakfast, And When
He Ain’t.”

However, most of this has changed in
the past couple of years.

Countless cases of soft drinks are soon
emptied and dozens of Hearn’s famous
hamburgers and excellent meals are
wolfed down by busloads of students,
carloads of tourists and truckloads of
Big Bend residents who have heard of
the Inn’s reputation for good food.

Terlingua has acquired a certain esprit
de corps, even to citing some good points
of neighboring Presidio—sixty-five miles
due west. One sign reads:

“The Only Difference Between Pre-
sidio And Dallas Is That Dallas Is
Taller.”

TERLINGUA is quick to point out
some of its own advantages, with
tongue-in-cheek:

“Public Hangins Every Friday—Priv-
ate Hangins Can Be Arranged For Old
Settlers Reunions, Rodeos, Picnics And
Butcher Shop Openings.”

Plus: “Deer And Antelope Hunters

(Continued on next page)
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ATTENTION ALL
TREASURE HUNTERS
IMPORTANT!

If you want to receive a FREE
jam-packed newsletter dealing
strictly with Treasure Hunting
with up to date leads, finds and
true-square facts in addition to the
sraight goods on metal detectors
and associated equipment, then let
us hear from you.

Send us a post card or letter with
your current address and say you
want a copy of the XX. If you are
now an Exanimo customer, you
know what we mean. If you are
not an Exanimo customer you
should be. A new issue of the
EXANIMO EXPRESS will be
out to all Exanimo customers by
the end of August. If you are now
an Exanimo customer, please send
us your current address so that we
may update our mailing list.

Don’t miss the new EXPRESS;
it’s for all treasure hunters and
it’'s free! Send your name and
address to:

EXANIMO GREAT LAKES
P.O. Box 412 Treasure Bank Building
Oscoda, Mich. 48750

Write for
FREE

CATALOG
Trap without injury squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits, mink,
fox, stray animals, pests, etc. Sizes for every need. Also traps

for fish, sparrows, pigeons, crabs, turtles, quail, etc. Save
40% onlow factory prices. Free catalog and trapping secrets.

SENSITRONIX Dept m112225 Lou Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018

"COIN-FINDER” LOCATORS!

FIND COINS, GOLD,
SILVER AND TREAS-
URE. Lowest prices. Write

ART HOWE & COMPANY
811-T Kansas Avenue
Atchison, Kansas

NAVAJO INDIAN RUGS
At Wholesale Prices
Mexican serape drapes in many colors—Velvet tapestries
in brilliant animal and hunting scenes—DMexican Chaleco
Jackets—Tanned Sheep-skins, snow-white and velvet
soft—Sombrero hats that are 227 in diameter and
| symbolic of the Mexican Hat dance—Sheep-skin coats
in every size. Warmest coat made—Ladies Mouton
coats and jackets, lovely to look at and to touch, and
can be purchased on layaway.
THE FREED COMPANY
Box 394, Dept. TW, Albuquerque, New Mexico
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Courtesy Texas Highway Department

“The population of Terlingua stays the same. Every time a baby is born, some guy
leaves town ...”

Shoot At Anything That Moves . . -
There Is An Outside Chance You Might
Hit Yore Mother-In-Law.”

Another reads: “Us Hombres Here In
Terlingua Is Ten Times Smarter Than
Them New York Dudes—We Know All
About Them But They Don’t Know
Nothin’ About Us.”

And one sign points out that Terlingua
is not suffering any population ex-
plosion:

“The Population Of Terlingua Stays
The Same. Every Time A Baby Is Born,
Some Guy Leaves Town. . ..”

On the other hand, Terlingua gets a
little exasperated with “furriners” some-
times. A couple of signs state petulantly:

“Goatherders, Lightin’ Rod Salesmen,
Newspaper Writers And Other Such-
Like, Kindly Use The Back Door.”

“Lot Of Critters From Back In The
States Gripe About Our Bar Closing At
Midnight. Hell’s Bells! Iff'n You Ain’t
Drunk By Midnight, You Ain’t Trying.”

And the warning: “We Are Gettin’
Tired, Plum Tired Of Having To Help
Find You Dudes Who Git Lost In The
Desert, And We Ain’t Gonna Do It No
More. But Don’t Worry, You Will Have
Plenty Of Company. The Vultures Will
Visit You By Day And The Coyotes By
Night, And Finally The Red Ants. . ..”

However, the real charm of this lonely
outpost—still unspoiled by television,
smog, traffic jams and the other irri-
tants of moderh life—is described beau-
tifully in a sign that hangs on a wall
almost covered by spurs, bits, saddle-
bags and mining equipment of an al-
most-bygone era. It reads:

“Next Time 2 Hours Hangs Heavy
On Your Hands, Spend It On Our Front
Porch, Along In The Cool Of The Eve-
ning We Present ‘SUNSET ON THE
CHISOS’ In Natural Color And On The
Widest Screen On Earth . . . It’s Pure
Beauty Gone Plum Loco In Thin Blue

Air. A Million Pair Of 20-20 Eyes
Couldn’t Take In All It’s Beauty.

“All Props 10 Times Older Than The
Pyramids.

“All Sunsets Painted Personally By
The Lord. . .”

Best of the Pockethunters
(Continued from page 19)
brush nearby. Lying on his belly, he
peered into the dim shaft. On the side
of the hole, rains had caused a cave-in
and a quartz ledge lay exposed. Pike
soon had a nice grubstake.

About the middle of 1877, Pike Bell
reached his lowest ebb. He had spent
three years in search of a particularly
difficult pocket. The big iron box where
the money was kept was empty. every-
thing had been sold except the ranch
and the exhausted Green Emigrant mine;
the family had for food only what they
could raise. 3

One day early in June he sat down
near an ant hill to eat his lunch. Then
he noticed tiny flakes of newly washed
gold gleaming on the ground. His tracing
led him to a spot about fifty yards away,
where he sank a shaft.

The new prospect improved as it went
deeper. He uncovered enough gold to pay
his bills and restore his credit. On a
Monday in mid-June he called at the
office of the Placer Herald to report that
he had struck chunks of pure gold and
had hired men to help him. Three pan-
fuls of dirt had yielded $4,000. On Tues-
day, the editor of the Herald, together
with the sheriff, went to see for them-
selves. They found Pike with a gold pan
in his hands.

“If you don’t believe it, watch!” cried
Pike gleefully. Before their eyes, he ex-
tracted another $1,500 worth of gold
from a single panful. On Wednesday he
recovered $10,000 from three panfuls.

(Continued on page 48)
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WESTERN BOOK
- ROUNDUP

By The Old Bookarocos

TOM LEA ON BEEF CATTLE

Western Beef Cattle (The Encino
Press, $10.00) was written and illustrat-
ed by Tom Lea, the talented Texan from
El Paso. The eleven paintings related to
the history and development of western
beef cattle on which this book is based
were completed at the end of Tom’s
long and very active service as a war
artist—correspondent for Life magazine.
Life published only one of the paintings
and in 1950 presented the eleven to the
Dallas Museum of Fine Arts. The mu-
seum issued a catalogue type booklet
with small black and white reproduc-
tions of the eleven paintings shortly
thereafter. This is the first printing of
the complete original text and there is
a new foreword and four additional
drawings. One of the eleven plates is
reproduced in color on the title page.
The book was designed by William D.
Wittliff, the Encino entrepreneur, and
the edition consists of 850 numbered
copies. There is a cloth slip case, with
an illustrated title label on the cover,
for each. Informative and handsome.
Strongly recommended.

MAYAN CULTURE

The Book of Chilam Balam of Chuma-
yel (University of Oklahoma Press,
$6.95) was translated and edited by the
late Ralph L. Roys. This collection of
the books of the prophet, Balam, were
translated from the original Maya lan-
guage and were first published by the
Carnegie Institution of Washington,
D. C. in 1933. The book is considered to
be an important link in the understand-
ing of the old Indian culture. The name,
Chumayel, is from a village in the dis-
trict of Tekax, near the town of Teabo
in Yucatan. The Maya writings were
first reduced to European script and
adapted by early Spanish missionaries to
express sounds not found in Spanish.
Each chapter first appears in the Maya-
European script form followed by a full
translation, thus serving as an excellent
text for students. The book is rich in
traditions, history, and rituals of the
Maya Indians before European influ-
ence altered them. The extensive notes
and appendices are a valuable reference
source. This handsome book is Volume
87 of the Civilization of the American
Indian Series.

INDIAN MYSTERIES

The World’s Rim (Bison Books, $1.80)
by Hartley Burr Alexander explains the
great mysteries of the North American
Indians. The book was first published
by the University of Nebraska Press in
1953, fourteen years after the author
had died. Hartley Burr Alexander was
a poet and anthropologist who made ex-
haustive studies of the rituals and re-
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- the thirties.

His

Indians.
thorough understanding of the symbol-
ism and art of the Indians together with
his philosophical interpretations make
many of the “mysteries” understandable.

ligious cultures of the

“FOR YEARS WE THREE
SAT TOGETHER”

Three Men in Texas, Bedichek, Webb
and Dobie (University of Texas Press,
$6.50) was edited by Ronnie Dugger of
the Texas Observer in which many of
the tributes in this book first appeared.
This reviewer was privileged to know
the trio of Texas writing giants—Roy
Bedichek from 1921 and the others from
Bedi was a professional
rather than a personal friend and Wal-
ter Webb was just that until a long
memorable weekend we spent at Flat
Top Ranch in Bosque County late in his
life. On the other hand, Frank Dobie was
a long time amigo — and for the last
dozen years of his life, a very close
one. This point is made not because your
reviewer wants to add to the praise
heaped on my fellow Texans in this
book but from personal knowledge to
attest to the fine job by editor Ronnie
in selecting and arranging the numer-
ous contributions. He didn’t miss much
—the stories of the three are well told
by their friends, before and after their
deaths. The principals have their say,
too—Pancho on Bedi and Webb; Webb
on Dobie and Bedi and Bedi on Dobie.
There are some articles in the book ap-
pearing in print for the first time—in-
cluding the outstanding “Impressions of
a Friendship” by J. E. (Jack) Reynolds
on Dobie and a visit to Paisano. Frank
Wardlaw’s “I Have That Honor” (Do-
bie); Dunean Robinson’s “801 East
Twenty-third Street” (Bedichek) and Lon
Tinkle’s “Meetings in Dallas” (Webb)
were particularly enjoyed by your re-
viewer—and that’s saying a lot when
so many friends and acquaintances have
said very nice things about other friends
—and they deserved every one!

HO! FOR THE GHOST TOWNS

A Guide to Western Ghost Towns
(Superior, $2.25) is by Lambert Florin,
author of the tremendous Ghost Town
Series. This guide is keyed to the books
in that series and it includes the fine
little strip maps drawn by Dr. David
C. Mason. Brief descriptions of the
towns and a number of photos should in-
spire you to go—and even if you can’t
go to the high country until next sum-
mer youw’ll find the guide is a great in-
troduction to the Ghost Town Series.

Blevins
Stirrup
Buckles

NEW,
iMPROV!D
per pair
Sleeves same as
older style, the
tongue has no
hinge or strap.
Easy to change
stirrup lengths
quickly and eas:
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 MF6G. CO.

WHEATLAND, WYOMING

Pay As Little
As $5.00
a Month

Now you may get the money you need . . .
FAST! Borrow gl(x) to $1,000 with a Money-
By-Mail “Secret Loan’ from Dial. Absolute
privacy. No co-signers needed. ABSOLUTELY
NO MORTGAGES OF ANY KIND REQUIRED.
You use your own signature. Pay up old
bills and have cash left over out of every
paycheck. (Special: Credit life insurance
available, at nominal cost). Whatever

need money for ... get it FAST ... anx in
&nvacy_ by Mail from Dial. Write today.

'o Obligation.

DIAL FINANCE CO., Dept.M-521 [ Cash _ 36 Wonthiy

410 Kipatnck By, Onafs, e Gafag Yo G_Foymen
[DIAL FINANCE CO., Dept. M.521
| 410 iipatric Bidg., makia, Nebr. 68162

Please rush FREE Loan Order Blank. NO AGENT
WILL CALL
Name. l
I Address
City. State. Zip Code.
Amount you want 10 borrow $— J
s S e S (— —— —— — — — —

SMART, TOP VALUE FOX WESTERNS
Bl HAND MADE IN OUR FACTORY, TO YOUR ORDER

Order a Fox Western hat
exactly as you want it.
Select from 12 colors, all
sizes, also select style,
crown height, brim width
to 415", and band width.
Greatest value at lowest
cost. The choice of hun-

dreds. This quality buy only available
from Fox. All hats made of heavier Fox
weight, imported felt. Money back
guarantee. LOW
Send for FREE illustrated Folder— PRICES
gives ordering details. . s‘z.so
FOX HAT CO., Hatters Since 1910 to
477 Wabasha St., Dept, TW-12 $20.00
St. Paul, Minnesota 55102

P © 5
& CARDS, INKS, etc.
STRONG! RELIABLE!
CATALOG- $1.00
0. €. NOVELTY C€O., Dept. WP-12
1311 W. MAIN, OKLAHOMA CITY, OKLA. 73104

“Zénd HIDDEN TREASURES &~

Find TREASURE and RELICS with new 1967 models. (%
Used by professionals and amateurs the world ove

Guaranteed to detect Gold, Silver Coins,

battlefield relics. FREE INFORMATION.
DEPT.

RAYSCOPE °::

Box 715 No. Hollywood, Calif. 91603
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nset pockets
leather trim.

n .
;Q-calcr;‘ Block\ .

©)

Popular New
Tall Crown
Hats

@Thlck sheepski acrylic pile
lining and handsome shawl collar
on a quilted nylon jacket at a terrific
rice. Pointed front and back yokes.
ile trim on slash pockets. Snap
front closure. 28'' length. 2-colors:
Spruce Green or Brown

FL901 Sizesi36-46 . $22i08

GENUINE
DEERSKIN

Our popular deerskin pullover shlrf
is available with fringe, as shown,
or plain. Velvet soft deerskin out-
wears every other kind of shirt.
Completely washable. Side zipper
allows ease of ‘‘on or off’’. For
a tight fit, order your regular size;
for a loose fit, order one size larger
Color: Golden Buck, Sizes 36-46.
FL910 With Frmge $31.95
FL911 Without Fringe  $31.95

SPECIAL
SAVINGS
ON 27"
LENGTH

- 4.Here s aterrific buy in snf? s ed-

ed cowhide at a price that will be

_ hard to moatch! Welted front and back

{okes, Sheepskin-like acrylic pile
ining ondcollar.Rayon lined sleeves,

Slash pockets. 27’

length. Buttor

_front, Taoke ad\«anmge of this grec

‘votue! J-color: Golden Brown.

FL904 Sizes 36-46 $23.88
Same as above in Pioneer Wenrs

24" !augth Snap front. Gold
FL? Sizes 36044 3

@ TALL CROWN HAT - our lmn
selling style. 7’ crown
 brim. 5-X quality bur felt. kay-

_color.

25..98

on-satin lined. Leather sweat-

 band. Precreased as shown.
Sizes 6 3/4t071/2. Colors:

Black or St!vqt Belly. $12 981

. FC903

GENUINE sﬂaep-' -

_SKIN VEST

FOR

DAD ‘N SON

’SHEEPSK[N VEST of top gra

Skins that won't mot
_ loose. 3-piece back, zipper fi
2 patch pockets. CW&:&& ,
£, ,éd!ad smmgfh 5

,pvﬁ
.

True West



$50 and $100 Beaver fur hats
only $24.88

Royal to 3X Quality hats
only $9.88

OPEN
ROAD
STYLING

We've made a special purchase of
hats returned to the nation’s leading
hat maker by retail stores with credit
Voblems etc.

ou will see the name in the satin
lining—it's the oldest and most
famous name in Western hats. All
hats are first quolity—no rejects or
seconds. Leather sweatband. 23/4""
brim. Silver Belly color.

Leather-like. Doe Lon (expanded vmyl)
is hard to tell from the ‘‘real thing”’.
A soft and supple jacket which is almost
impossible to scuff. Cleans easily with

t t f t $9.881 + h soap and water ( Do Not Dry Clean).
é_]°§|(95v::°$'l}l°9l15 g:alnf‘;r s E:‘c’h T::a Pp o‘:}icrpoggad;nsm x,;een‘;mv’v“ew:'v Fringed front and back yokes and bottom
Regular Sizes 6 5/8-75/8 wool blend, trimmed with contrasting co trim. 2-colors: Buckskin Tan or Bone.
FC906 $9.88 fringe. Diagonal zipper front. Bufton nv FL920 Sizes 10-18 $19.98
Long Oval 6 3/4-7 1/2 back of stond-up collar. 3-colors: Red,

FC928 $9.88 reen, fan.

FL919 1-size fits all $11.98
$50 and $100 hats with Open Road . \ .
styling for an unbellevuble price.
Regular Sizes 6 5/8-7 5/8

FC934 $24.88 @Eddy Bros. Bm'rel Rucer ha' wo&n by

I Oval 6 3/4-7 1/2 ss merica, Wide rib n
F?Zn9935 ity $24.88 back bow ond iou bt ed ‘qe. 4374 brim.

delwery. CoBars

B uck Silver e)ly, %h Iofe rown,
¥ 3 Pin a or Pow er
Since we purchased these hats in e,f K’, iy or Avoch¢ reen, CanaryYellow,
assorted. qualities, we cannot urquoise, Tun erine, Lavendor, Anhqua ,

guarantee which quality you will Slz'es6 '}’c i 4”9‘

receive within each price group. FC911D Colors ' $17.95
FC926D ' White $21.95

Rhinestons hatband. 4 lers
ingigms Setvend, 4 oy3 of pper juste
RUGGED VALUE in an  mentc a0

all vinyl lace boot that

is lined with Orlon |
Sherpa-like pile for Eddy Bros. Barrel Racer rhinestone boit.
maximum ‘wormth Water ountless rows of sparkling rhinestones.

SRR Solf b'uckla leather backing. 2-colors: Bloc&
(} 4 ite .

roof. Washes inside

gnd out. Great for hunt- FK9080
ing, work, any cold

weather (down to «15).

Moulded lug soles. One
Color: Chocolate Brown

Even sizes only.

Sizes: 6-12, D-width
FB914

RETAN LEATHER work boot
treated to resist barnyard acids,
12'" leather lined tops. Welted
side seams. Heavy leather soles.
FB916 ] 5/8"" walking heels. ColorS'
Black, Brown.
Sizes. 6 1/2 to 12, D width.

FB915 Round toes $15.88
FB916 Square toes  §$15.88

Address

City State Zip Code

Please send the following

No. Description Size Color Price

RUGGED ROUGHOUT LEATHER
work boot, at special LOW Mueller
pricel 11" tops. Welted side
seams. Cork soles. Color: Lt. Tan
Sizes. 6 1/2 to 12, D width.
FB917 Round toes. .
$14.88

shoe heels
15/8"" walking heels  $14.88

May we sub color if out of your choice? [JYes [INo

[J¥’m Enclosing Check
or Money Order

Please add 75¢ for 75
postage and handling. ¢

[J Send C.O.D. (No C.0.D.’s under $5.00, Total
i} Send My Free Copy of Your Catalog
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FB918 Square toes,

FB918
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Handmade

“Jqe Hall”

Leather Lined

Boots Hand Finished

Satisfaction Guaranteed—Free Catalog

The vamps and 16-

inch tops with 6-inch

Zipper in back are of

beautiful soft glove

leather. Nylon

stitched, steel shanks,

leather lined walking

heel, narrow toe.

No. 2100, Sun Tan

No. 2101, Black

No. 2102, Brown

No. 2103, Red

No. 2104, Royal Blue

No. 2105, White
SAME BOOT IN

ROUGH-OUT

No. 2000, Sun Tan

No. 2001, Brown

No. 2002, Royal Blue

No. 2006, Black

No. 2007, Red

$29.45

Give measurements in inches of calf of your
leg. $5.00 deposit on C.0.D. orders—You pay
po&stal charges. We pay postage on prepaid
order.

Our guarantee—for exchange or refund
return boots undamaged and unworn with-
in 10 days.

FREE CATALOG—Adults’ and Children’s Boots,
Western Shirts, Pants, Hats

HALL-YSLETA BOOT CO.

BOX 17971-T, EL PASO, TEXAS 79917

See What Natural Gold Really Looks Like
with this new beautiful 5 power pocket battery
powered flashlight magnifying glass. A host of uses.
Comes with small natural gold nugget, ready to

operate. Weight 4!, oz. Price only $3.95, pre-
paid and insured to you. May be shipped C.0.D.

WHITE'S ELECTRONICS
1218 Main St. Dept. TW  Sweet Home, Oregon

Books Found ...

Out-of-print books at lowest prices!
You name it—we find it!
Western Americana and Indian Books a

specialty. Fast service. Send us your wants
—no obligation.

International Bookfinders

Box 3003-TW

Beverly Hills, Calif.

American-Old West Indian Relics

Large Free List—Arrowheads 10
for $3.00, $18 per 100. Birdpoints
10 for $5.00. Fine arrowheads 10
for $5.00, extra fine arrowheads
5 for $5.00. Spearheads 5 for
$5.00. Tomahawk $4.00, Stone Pipe
$10.00. Pottery and special col-
Tl fectors and museum specimens.
HYDE'S, Box 1788, Santa Fe, New
Mexico.

MAPS TO GHOST TOWNS

New Book Titled ‘‘California Ghost Town Trails™
has 36 maps showing the way to 90 California
ghost towns with mileage to the tenth of a mile.
36 photographs show the old towns as they appear
tod'{y. Find old bottles, western relics, antiques,
buried treasure. Satisfaction guaranteed or money
back. Order now! Only $2.95. A. L. Abbott, P.O.
Box 4262, Anaheim, California 92803.
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Best of the Pockethunters
(Continued from page 44)
Ed Bell asserted years later that he had
seen a mint slip for $93,000 for a single
shipment of ore. This mine was called,
appropriately, the “Bonanza.”

In 1878 Pike and two partners dis-
covered the “Nevada Hill” mine, which
yielded $20,000 before they sold it.

As the Bell children grew up, the boys
were taken in as partners. The oldest
son, Joe, who later became quite an ex-
pert, was working one day on a prospect,
and was down about seven feet when his
father arrived.

“Why work so hard when you can
take that?” said Pike, pointing to a spot
ten or twelve feet from the hole. Joe
tried the new spot and found $2,500 in
gold within inches of the surface!

The last big discovery Pike made was
the “Black Oak” mine, some ten miles
from home, which he and Joe found
while deer hunting in 1893. Pike picked
up a nice piece of “float” and traced it
to an outcropping. The two went back
later and developed the mine. The Black
Oak was the only one of Pike Bell’s
mines to have its own stamp mill. He had
been offered $60,000 for it but the deal
fell through when Pike died suddenly
on December 19, 1895. The mine was
sold later by Joe Bell.

Pike Bell made and lost a number of
fortunes. Some of his money was spent
foolishly, some wasted, some was given
trustingly to false friends, and a small
part remained to his family after all the
bills were paid. He was criticized for his
careless ways by many of the citizens
of his community, but the truth is, most
of them had benefited in one way or
another from his generosity.

Many say the diggings around Auburn
have been depleted, but I’ll bet Pike
Bell, if he were alive today, would
still be turning up pockets under the
noses of his neighbors. He had that kind
of “luck.”

The Thundering Horses
(Continued from page 29)
at the same time hearing the same kind
of noise!

Pablo came up to the mountains and
worked for me for some time but he
would never accompany me in those later
years to look for the treasure.

“I gave my promise to mi madre,” he
would say and shrug his shoulders. She
says, ‘Nothing but sorrow and trouble
would be your lot, my son, if you did
find the treasure.’ She is perhaps right.”

I am sure the cache is there. If the
Army moves out during my lifetime, and
I’'m physically able to ride a horse or
hike over the mountains, I'm going to
look for it again. I'm mot afraid of
spirits that might be stalking around
the cave!

My friend, Mr. Cadwallader, was not
destined to find the treasure, and the
Army still controls the area in which
this cache is hidden. It is part of the
White Sands Proving Grounds and is
not open to prospectors or tourists. Old
Antonio Ferros’ bandit loot will have to
remain in its hiding place until the
needs of the military change.

Pirate’s Cove
(Continued from page 9)
circumstances prevented his doing so.
The ill-fated Fenton expedition probably
was ordered to pick up the California
treasure, but did not succeed.
Discounting the idea of secrecy, there
is another reason for a deliberate dis-
tortion of figures. England’s position in
the world was a precarious one in the
1570s. Elizabeth had been told that
Spaniards had already explored up to
42 degrees on the California coast, so
it was more conducive to good diplomatic
relations for her to claim that Drake
landed at 48 degrees.
The mystery is compounded because
Drake’s log book somehow was lost. It
is worth $500 million to a treasure

‘hunter.

Pirate’s Cove is a natural wharf, and
was used as such for many years. But
it is a steep climb from the water level
to the top of the cliff where Pate has
found evidence of an old stone fort.

A series of stone steps, old and worn,
lead up the cliff face. The family who
lived on the site claimed that the steps
were there in exactly the same condition
more than sixty years ago. The steps
are broken off in the middle. A large
chunk of the cliff fell off at one time,
taking several steps with it. It must have
happened in the very dim past, as no
evidence of the landslide is apparent at
the base of the precipice.

The map of the area, according to
Hondius of 1618, fits the Pirate’s Cove
site almost perfectly. Location of the
fort, smelter, ships, hills and the phan-
tom island (a long strip of rock which
disappears at high tide) on the map
corresponds exactly to Pate’s findings at
the Cove.

“Retrieving the treasure, of course,
will convince almost everyone. There are
some, however, who wouldn’t believe the
landing site was anywhere but San Fran-
cisco if Drake himself came back! I
won’t predict how close we are to find-
ing the cache, but I will say that we're
zeroing in on it.”

And there’s a confidence in Robert
Pate’s voice which gives a listener the
feeling that the Golden Hinde has just
sailed into view.

Bulldoggers!

(Continued from page 39)
“0ld Bill had died and gone away
Over the Great Divide,
Gone to the place they said
Both sinners and saints abide.
If they will, it’s a running horse
They will give to Bill
And some good wild steers
Till he gets his fill,
With a great big crowd
For him to thrill.”

Zack Miller loved Bill Pickett very
much and I felt the same way. At the
time Zack wrote this, I think he knew
he was slated for a grave near old White
Eagle, his redman friend, and Bill
Pickett, his blackman friend. I'm sure it
must have been his wish. My hope is
that all three rest in peace.

True West



A Name You Can Trust. A Name That Means Honest
Treatment, Fair Dealing and Money Saved Many Times Over.
ARE YOU CONFUSED? About what kind of metal or mineral detector you want to buy because of con-
flicting advertising claims?

DO YOU WANT FREE COUNSEL?

Do you want to get the best instrument possible for your money?

Do you need to know certain things about treasure hunting, and cannot seem to get the answers?

DO YOU WANT TO SAVE MONEY? Do you want to avoid red tape, get free shipping and postage in
most cases, and be assured of satisfaction or your money back?

DO YOU WANT HONEST PUBLISHED FACT?
EXPRESS, the new edition, just out August, 1967?

Have you received your copy of the free EXANIMO

IF YOUR ANSWER IS YES TO ANY ONE OF THE ABOVE QUESTIONS, then your best bet is to
contact EXANIMO. EXANIMO sells only professional instruments that meet professional requirements, and
are fairly and reasonably priced. EXANIMO is the buying agent and supplier for over 75% of the profes-
sional treasure hunters in America today and more and more beginners and semi-professionals are depending
on EXANIMO for counsel, advice and instruments.

Send an 8c stamp or a dime for a copy of the EXANIMO EXPRESS and get the facts on instruments, what
treasure hunting really is, and loads of other facts. It is a real eye-opener. This is sent free to all EXANIMO
customers. Get the facts before you invest. You will be glad you did. ;

Call or write:

EXANIMO GREAT LAKES

Treasure Bank Building, P.0. Box 412, Oscoda, Michigan 48750

P.S. If you have not bought that extra special Christmas gift yet, ask EXANIMO. We
have just the thing—a fine new detector.

DIM

3
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If you have information concerning
persons referred to below, do not write
to us. Communicate directly with the
letter writer.

Yates

Looking back over the June, 1964
TRUE WEST, I found an article by
John Carson called “Use Him Up, Bill.”
In this article I found mention of a man
named Richard Yates, who lived along
the Green River in Utah and had a trad-
ing post and store there around 1857. I
would like to know more about him if
possible—Art Yates, R.R. #5, Lafa-
yette, Indiana.

Victor or Bernard

I am interested in locating my mother,
Jennie Beltes (Bernard) Victor, age
now about seventy-six, and my sister,
Helen Bernard, age fifty-two, whom I
have not heard from since November,
1921. At this time I was five-years-old
and living in Laton, California, with a
person who later adopted me.
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My mother and sister had left one
week earlier and the last contact I had
with them was a letter postmarked “Yu-
ma, Arizona.” Some years ago I inves-
tigated the birth, death and marriage
records in Yuma but could not find any
traces of them.

The name Bernard is my father’s (de-
ceased April, 1916, Niles, California)
and is the name my sister Helen might
have gone by. Victor was my mother’s
married name at the time she left Laton.

I would appreciate any information
at all about my mother, sister or my
father’s side of the family, living or de-
ceased.—Tony Victor, 334 Reed Road,
Wooster, Ohio 44691.

Tom and Robert Williams

Does any old-timer know of Tom and
Robert Williams who may live near
Dallas or Austin, Texas? They were my
mother’s nephews. My mother’s name
was Emma Eliza Teal and her mother’s
name was Kaziah Knewland. I think
Grandmother died at Fort Worth in 1902
or 1903. Mother married Charlie Foster
on December 5, 1886, I think at Fort
Worth. They moved to Tennessee about
1889. Mother died in 1902. We heard
from some of her folks a few times after
that, but not very often. If anyone knew
the Teals or their descendants, please
write to me.—Alice Mae King, Willow
Street, Selmer, Tennessee.

Big Chief Little Prince
My father’s mother was a descendant
of Big Chief Little Prince. My father’s
mother was Martha Prince and she mar-

ried Billings Wandell. He was killed in
the lumber woods wnen he was real
young. My father passed away in No-
vember, 1953. He was born in Sheshe-
quin, Bradford County, Pennsylvania. I
do not know what tribe or what part of
the country Big Chief Little Prince was
from. I would like to hear from any-
one who could give me any information.
—Mrs. Matthew Sullivan, 50 Carroll
Street, Binghamton, New York 13901.

Jefferson Clark

My father’s name was Harry Jeffer-
son Clark and his father’s name was
Jefferson Clark. He married Elizabeth
Weston of Virginia and his parents were
from Kentucky. I have very little in-
formation about them, although Jeffer-
son and Elizabeth lived at Wells, Min-
nesota, and also near Hillsboro, North
Dakota, at one time. I would appreci-
ate any information..—Ruth Clark Ba-
con, 426 East 61st Street, Tacoma,
Washington 98404.

Kimberling

My grandpa’s name was Vinton Kim-
berling. His father, Vint Kimberling,
originally came from. West Virginia. It
seems his father remarried and he didn’t
like his stepmom so he ran away from
home at the early age of thirteen. It
was 1887 when he brought his family
from Iowa to homestead in Nebraska.
Two of his children, Charley and Glen,
had registered herefords. His other son,
Pearl, had lots of horses and commer-
cial herefords. His daughter Minney

(Continued on page 68)
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MEDICINE MAN,
YOU HAVEUM
BAD BREATH!

There were probably quite a few red men
and white men too, with bad breath; for that
matter, bad teeth, bad appendix and all sorts
of medical ailments. Frontier sickness and
disease killed more mortals than all the mas-
sacres combined.

Just as sure as root juice cured the belly
ache, many of the valuables lost, hidden and
buried by the pioneer population still remain
the secrets of their impromptu demise. How-
ever, with a GARRETT metal detector this secret
heritage is yours to find. And exclusive features
like dual-coil depth penetration, weak battery
warning signal, fail-safe meter circuit. and side
mounted controls are strong medicine that make
treasure hunting with a GRRRETT detector easier
and more effective than even units costing more
wampum.

There are many lost treasures rewarding in
both historical interest and financial gain. Even
the old iron kettle has an antique value worthy
of your effort. So before you take your squaw
and little braves to the happy hunting ground,
send for our booklet on TREASURE HUNTING
TIPS. It could make the difference of coming
back to your teepee with a pot of gold or a
long pale face.

ARRETY
LECTRONICS

P.0. Box 28434
Room 206
Dallas, Texas 75228
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Revenge—Montenegrin Style
(Continued from page 27)

solemn ceremony was no longer in con-
trol. They paid no heed whatever. When
the song died, knives and guns, stones
and clubs appeared and the inflamed
Montenegrins began to advance on the
hospital.

Then, somehow, Stanislaus was on the
roof of the morgue, commanding them
to stop. Somehow his position above them
brought back the prestige he could not
command on the ground.

As he began to talk those anxiously
watching saw a change come over the
men. Faces softened. A stone was
dropped in one spot, a club in another;
slowly knives and guns disappeared un-
der the tunics. Finally one man pulled
out his wallet, took out a bill and placed
it on the low roof at Stanislaus’ feet. He
was followed by another and still others
until a green mound was visible on the
roof of the morgue. When the last man
had made his contribution, the money
was gathered up and, once more led by
Stanislaus, the group marched solemn-
ly down the hill.

AFTERWARDS, Stanislaus explained
what had happened. After he had
gained their attention, he’d told them
there were just as many Montenegrins in
the hospital, too sick to be moved, as
there were of other nationalities. Surely
they did not want to hurt their brothers!
Then he said that soldiers from Missoula
could very quickly be brought into Taft
to put down any disturbance. If his
people did any damage they would be
caught, jailed, and heavily fined. What
possible good could that do their beloved
lost leader?

But there was something that they
could do for their King, he had con-
tinued. In Montenegro their dead hero
had an old mother now left without sup-
port. Why not take the money they would
have to pay in fines if they were thrown
into jail and send it to the old woman ?
She would understand, then, how her
son had been loved by his brothers. It
was what the King would have asked,
if he could have spoken.

Stanislaus had known just how to
touch the soft spot in the Montenegrin
heart.

“But,” one of the merchants asked,
“when you were up there at the ceme-
tery and they all raised their hands and
said something, what did it mean?”

“Tach one took an oath to kill the
man who had killed their King,” Stanis-
lous replied very quietly.

The Montenegrins did not return to
work. Gathering their few belongings,
they left and no one knew where they
went. It was as if they had never existed.

Reddy Hayes stood trial at Missoula
and easily won an acquittal on the
grounds of self-defense. Hearing that
the Montenegrins had left the country,
he worked that winter and spring in
one of the lower camps and on the
Fourth of July, 1908, he came walking
into Taft.

He stopped for a while to talk to ac-
quaintances and said he was going up
to the tunnel. Someone happened to men-

tion the Montenegrins. Reddy laughed.
They were a thing of the past. Nobody
had seen them for months.

He started up the trail. In about 2
quarter-of-an-hour shots were heard.
Sometime later, workmen came into town
bearing the lifeless body of Reddy Hayes
and those of three Montenegrins. Soon
after, the bodies of two more Montene-
grins were found not far from the place
where Reddy had died. There was one
shell left in the ex-foreman’s six-shooter.

Reddy had no known relatives and, to
the people of Taft, the Montenegrins
were nameless. There were no mourners
and no services. Where the Montenegrins
had kept themselves and how they had
known that Reddy would be along, no
one ever knew. They were evidently not
the best of marksmen but they had made
up for it with determination. They paid
a high price but they had kept their
vow. They had killed the man who had
killed their King!

Not too long after the Montenegrin
vendetta, the tunnel was completed. A
contest was set up to see which crew—
the one on the Montana side or the one
on the Idaho side—would break through
first. This rivalry was encouraged by
the men in charge. The harder the men
worked, the faster the tunnel would be
completed—and the less the cost!

Bets were made in every camp as to
when the breakthrough would come and
which crew would make it. When the
big moment came, the Idaho crew was
proclaimed the winner. But that did not
keep anyone on the Montana side from
joining in the celebration which fol-
lowed. A huge banquet was held to wind
up the affair. Taft’s greatest hour was
over.

By early spring of 1909, construction
all along the line was completed. All
the laborers were paid off; some re-
turned to their homes across the sea
and some moved to other jobs and finally
made homes in the new land. Camps
closed down and the last patient left
the hospital. On April 4 the first train
to pass through St. Paul’s tunnel
chugged out of Taft.

Left without customers, the saloon-
men and their girls soon left, too. The
hospital was sold for $25.00. Other
buildings were torn down and hauled
away. The next summer a fire took most
of what was left but it missed the hotel
and that sturdy structure stands today,
the sole remnant of Montana’s last wild
town.

“Sheriff, you've got to do Ismething
about them hoss thieves!”

True West
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How a Great Lawman Died
(Continued from page 31)
wilderness to a rich agricultural region
—and then seen it convulsed by the
strike-it-rich oil boom. The first big oil
field, opened in 1905, touched off a se-
ries of discoveries which saw one huge

play after another take the spotlight.

Cromwell, in central Oklahoma,
reigned as the wildest of the boom towns
in 1924. The Cromwell Oil and Gas Com-
pany started things off late in 1923 by
completing a\well which showed prom-
ise that more oil could be taken from
the ground. Development followed rapid-
ly. By August, 1924, seventy-five wells
near Cromwell were spewing out oil at
the rate of 62,391 barrels a day. The
population zoomed to 5,000 in less than
a year.

Cromwell didn’t amount to much in
those days. Two long, and often muddy,
gashes in the earth, Main and Shawnee
Streets, formed a business district
shaped like a “T.” The streets were lined
by unpainted buildings, mostly thrown
together of rough pine boards and gal-
vanized iron. This, surrounded by
shacks, tents, and wooden oil derricks,
was Cromwell in 1924.

Young oil field roughnecks in leather
coats and khaki trousers clumped down
the board sidewalks seeking and find-
ing diversion in the town’s vice dens.
Prominent among these were the dance
halls, of which Murphy’s was the most
notorious.

Booze was easily come by in Crom-
well. Dope addicts did not lack for nar-
cotics. Scandalized at last, District Judge
George C. Crump started a clean-up
drive. He charged local officers with ig-
noring law violations, and personally
investigated the situation, going into
Cromwell with a gun on his hip. The
injunctions he filed closed many places
—temporarily, at least. This heartened
those businessmen and others who hoped
to see Cromwell survive the boom.

EADING this reform element was W.

E. Sirmans, an oil investments man
and secretary of the chamber of com-
merce. Sirmans knew E. D. Nix, who
was by his time a St. Louis business-
man, and through Nix wrote to Bill
Tilghman.

Sirmans’ letter described conditions at
Cromwell and asked the veteran law-
man to help clean up the town. This
kind of call Tilghman found hard to re-
sist. He discussed it with Governor M.
E. Trapp, whom he was then serving as
special officer. :

The governor doubted he should go.
“It’s a bad place, Bill,” he warned, “and
these modern criminals are not like
your old outlaws who had a sense of
honor and gratitude—even decency in
certain ways. These dope runners and
the like would sooner shoot you in the
back than meet you face to face.”

Tilghman also conferred with his
friend and fellow officer, Fred Sutton,
who urged him not to go. “Somebody
will murder you,” Sutton said.

“Well,” Sutton quoted Tilghman as
replying, “if I don’t get killed in a gun-
fight I'll have to go to bed someday

and die like a woman, and I don’t want
to do that.

“T want to go out in the smoke and
die with my boots on, as I've seen so
many good men die.”

Tilghman went to Cromwell in Sep-
tember. His status was that of a special
state officer carrying a deputy sheriff’s
commission. Taming Cromwell, he found,
was as difficult as had been predicted.
Though authorized an assistant, he could
hardly keep one. Local officers, whose
job he was there to implement, couldn’t
be counted on for help. What’s more,
Tilghman and Wiley Lynn, federal pro-
hibition officer for the district, didn’t
get' along. Tilghman, it was said, sus-
pected Lynn of protecting, instead of ar-
resting, bootleggers. Lynn claimed a dis-
trust of his own, saying he’d given some
moonshine liquor to Tilghman as evi-
dence, only to have it disappear.

On Saturday night, November 1,
Tilghman asked Deputy Hugh Sawyer to
stay on the job and help make the
rounds. At ten o’clock, Tilghman was
inside Murphy’s place, which had re-
opened, chatting with his friend Sir-
mans.

The stage at that hour was set for a
horrible drama. The first act began as
a sleek, black touring car drove out of
the night, into the town, and parked
across from Murphy’s. Oil-tank builder
A. L. Sinclair, standing near the car,
stated later he saw two couples inside
the auto. The man and woman in the
back seat, he said, plainly had been
drinking and the woman was “very
drunk.”

In front were Wiley Lynn and Mrs.
Rose Lutke, who had been proprietor of
the “Rose Rooms” at nearby Wewoka
until Judge Crump closed them as a
bawdy house. The woman in back, Eva
Caton, operated the “Cozy Rooms,” not
yet closed. Her friend, an Army ser-
geant named Thompson, was on furlough
and whooping it up. The four had been
to the town of Okemah and were going
back to Wewoka when Lynn drove into
Cromwell.

Rose Lutke said that on their arrival,
Lynn told her: “Let’s get out and visit
Murphy’s Dance Hall that Crump closed
up.” When he took out his pistol, she
asked what he planned to do. :

“I’m going to see if this damned thing
will shoot,” he replied. He fired the
pistol once into the ground. Then they
headed for the dance hall.

Tilghman heard the shot. Telling Sir-
mans to “wait a minute,” he pulled his
revolver and went outside. There he en-
countered Lynn. Sirmans followed and
saw Tilghman grab Lynn by the wrist
of his gun arm, putting his automatic
against him. Tilghman was strong de-
spite his age. He flung Lynn, who was
a large man still in his twenties, against
the building, holding his pistol arm in
the air.

Deputy Sawyer rushed up.

“Hugh, get his gun!” Tilghman com-
manded.

Sawyer wrenched the six-shooter away
and Tilghman, thinking Lynn disarmed,
let go the arm.

Lightning-fast, Lynn reached in his

True West



coat, got another pistol and fired as he
drew it out. Sirmans had seen Lynn go
for the gun.

“I made a jump to grab his arm but
it was so quick I couldn’t get to him,”
he said. “He shot Tilghman into my
arms and I caught him as he was fall-
ing.” Officer and friend went to the
sidewalk.

Lynn whirled to face Sawyer. “Give
me my gun or I’ll shoot your guts out,”
he ordered. Sawyer handed it to him.
Lynn and the woman darted to the car,
jumped in it, and careened away.

TILGHMAN had been mortally wound-

ed (“shot twice under the left nip-
ple,” Sirmans said). Taken into a nearby
furniture store and placed on a couch,
he died in minutes without regaining
consciousness.

Wiley Lynn drove to Holdenville, lo-
cation of the federal district headquar-
ters, and surrendered. His plea from the
very first was that he had killed in self-
defense. Sirmans held a far different
view of Tilghman’s death.

“There is no question,” he said in a
letter to Nix, “but what he was mur-
dered in cold blood. Lynn had been get-
ting graft from these liquor people and
Tilghman had been breaking into it too
much.”

He added that the lawman was “liked
by everyone here except the ‘graft ring’
that he was breaking up.” Sirmans felt
Lynn would have been lynched if he’d
stayed in town.

The killing deeply disturbed Governor
Trapp, who conferred at length with
Judge Crump about conditions at Crom-
well. Martial law might have been im-
posed except that a strange quiet had
settled over the town. Perhaps the of-
ficer’s values made more impact in death
than in life, for there was little roister-
ing the next day, or apparent desire for
it. The dance halls closed their doors
—a silent tribute, if only for a night.

The governor, lauding Tilghman as
one who “died for Oklahoma,” directed
that his body lie in state in the capitol
rotunda and be attended by an honor
guard. No other Oklahoman who was
not a high state official had been so hon-
ored. Hundreds of citizens filed by the
casket. Some wept.

Bill Tilghman’s funeral was held in
the First Presbyterian Church of Okla-
homa City, where he was a member.
Pall bearers included Governor Trapp,
former Governor J. B. A. Robertson;
States Attorney General George Short;
and U. S. Marshal Alva McDonald. The
funeral procession drove fifty miles to
Chandler where, after a journey down
the main street, burial took place in a
small cemetery. A delegation from Crom-
well made the last ride with the body.

YNN was to be tried. Sirmans, po-

tentially the most damaging witness
against him, began to hear vague threats
against his life. Leaving sworn state-
ments giving his version of the shooting,
he fled Oklahoma for Florida.

Had Sirmans been present to testify,
the trial’s outcome might have been dif-
ferent. Lynn’s attorneys produced a
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search warrant, issued before the shoot-
ing, authorizing him to search Murphy’s
for liquor. Lynn maintained that Tilgh-
man deliberately prevented him from
making that search. The pistol shot in
the street, he declared, was accidental,
and Rose Lutke was along for the pur-
pose of searching women prisoners.

Lynn, in what a reporter at the trial
called “an amazing jury verdict,” was
acquitted of murder charges. This out-
come angered the judge. who fined Lynn
$50 anyway, for contempt of court in
carrying a pistol in the courtroom in
which he was on trial. The weapon had
fallen out of his hip pocket during the
proceedings.

Lynn’s life after that seemed to be
cursed, for he went from one misadven-
ture to another. Once he was arrested
for inciting a riot, another time for
drunkenness. In 1932 he walked into a
crowded drugstore in Madill, Oklahoma,
with gun in hand and ordered Crockett
Long, a state police officer, to draw. It
later was said that Lynn held a grudge
because Long had arrested him once on
a bootlegging charge. The drugstore gun
battle claimed both their lives, as well
as that of an innocent bystander.

And so Lynn made his last headlines,
like his first, with a blazing gun. Direct-
ly or indirectly, he took three men to
the grave with him.

His first victim, Bill Tilghman, had
dedicated fifty years to the ideal of men
living lawfully and at peace with each
other. He died enforcing that code. Mar-

shal MecDonald said Tilghman “always
gave the other fellow, the outlaw, too
much of a chance.”

Perhaps so. But that was the way Bill
Tilghman lived. And when it came time
to die, he went out—as have so many
other good men—*“in the smoke!”

The Inimitable Breezy Cox
(Continued from page 17)

around. She nodded and put the un-
opened box of cornflakes under the
counter. I'd managed to clean up my
steerburger.

I had quite a time shaking Breezy
awake. He came out of it mumbling and
muttering and hooking one of the dis-
lodged rims of his dark glasses back
behind an ear.

“There’s the grub you’ve been holler-
ing for, all stirred up and ready to tie
into. Prepared by that good looking
waitress you was giving the eye to be-
fore you passed out. Have at ’er,
farmer!” I advised.

Both elbows on the counter, one hand
propping up his weary head, Breezy,
hung-over and half asleep, his blood-
shot eyes bleary behind the smoked
glasses, bent over the bowl and dipped
into the syrupy gluck with a large spoon,
slurping it down like a starved man.
Soon the sodden mixture was gone.

“Shore good,” Breezy gave the wait-
ress the benefit of his toothless grin.
“Shore took the wrinkles outa my belly.
How much do I owe the house, lady?”

Bill Tilghman among celebrities. Sitting with Tilghman is Jack Dempsey, World
Champion Fighter. Standing, left to right: comedian Dan Sullivan; Dempsey’s sparring
partner, Charles Myton; and wrestler Marty Cutler.

_ Courtesy Library University of Oklahoma
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“Everything’s paid for,” I told him.

Breezy took the half-empty package
of Mail Pouch from his pocket and
shoved a wad of the pipe tobacco into
his mouth, tonguing it into his cheek.
Then he looked around for his straw
hat.

“What’s become of my hat?” Breezy
wanted to know. “Where the hell’s my
hat?”

“You just finished eating your hat,
feller,” I informed him as I slid off
my stool and out of reach. The waitress
kept giggling and decided to leave the
counter. ¢

Breezy Cox shook his head slowly in
hazy bewilderment. Still convinced he
had eaten a big bait of cornflakes, he
cussed me out for a liar.

He unstraddled his stool and stood
there for a long moment, his eyes nar-
rowed a little behind the dark glasses,
scratching his head, sunken lips thinned
in a one-sided grin of disbelief as he
picked up the torn-out sweatband with
a few loose threads dangling from it.

“You better be lyin’,” Breezy gave me
the benefit of his toothless grin, “or I
might take a notion to climb your car-
cass.”

He stood there looking down from his
six-foot advantage and I had a strong
hunch that the tough hombre meant what
he said, and I wanted no part of it. I
just stood my ground and grinned back
at him, and said nothing. We stood there
eyeing one another in what seemed a
long silence, then he finally tossed the
sweatband back into the gaboon, sprayed
it with tobacco juice, and headed out
the door. I followed him out and into the
swinging half-doors of the Palace Saloon.

THE SALOON was jam-packed and

noisy as we shouldered our way
through the milling crowd to line up at
the bar. Barney filled large shot glasses
from an unlabeled bottle and opened two
pint bottles of needled beer for chasers,
and I paid for the drinks with a five-
dollar bill.

“Where’s your cotton-picker
Barney asked.

“Accordin’ to this short- complected
gent,” Breezy volunteered, “I et it for
breakfast. But he’s wrote so many stories
for them magazines a man can’t believe
a damn thing he says. He makes up lies
outa his gourd head when he writes
them wild cowboy yarns. Now he’s got
one for the book—how Old Man Cox’s
boy Breezy et his beat-up hayseed hat.”

“A man feels plumb naked without a
hat,” Breezy said and reached out a
quick hand to grab my Stetson. He
tried the hat on but it was several sizes
too small so he tossed it back to me.

“Lucky you’re a pinhead,” Breezy
belched out a belly laugh, “or you’d be
out a fifty buck Jawn Bay!”

Barney went back to a cluttered
storeroom and came back with a sweat-
stained old black Stetson. “Try this on
for size, Breezy,” he said, tossing the
hat on the bar.

Breezy slapped the hat on his leg to
get the dust out, then tried it on. “Shore
a good fit,” he said.

“Should be, Breezy,” Barney agreed.

hat?”
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“Remember that ruckus you got into a
while back and the cops had to break it
up? You left your hat behind. I hung
it up on a nail in the storeroom, fig-
gerin’ you might show up and want it
back. Nobody can claim O’ Barney ain’t
an honest man.”

Breezy pulled the hat on slaunchwise
and admired his image in the back bar
mirror, talking to himself in that inim-
itable voice of his, declaring he’d won
the 5X Stetson as a prize in a brone
riding contest some years ago at the
Prescott rodeo. He claimed it was his
lucky hat that he wore in many a con-
test, and beat-up as it was, he wouldn’t
take a hundred bucks for it if he was
dead broke. He told how when the lucky
hat had turned up missing after that
fight, he had blamed it on the cops.
Now that he’d got it back, it called for
a drink.

About that time Breezy’s old man
showed up. Old Man Cox was a charac-
ter in his own right, tough as a boot
and a shrewd horseman. Every year he
would show up at the Prescott Frontier
Days Show with one or two race horses
that were hard to beat in matched race.

After a round or two of drinks Old
Man Cox and his boy Breezy headed for
the fairgrounds. I gave them five or ten
minutes by the clock and then I left.

The following morning when I went
to the barn to tend to my saddle horse,
I pawed around in the loose hay of the
manger. The two gunnysacks were gone.
Whether or not they held the loot from
a New Mexico holdup the previous week
1 had no way of knowing.

D‘URING the four-day Frontier Days
celebration Breezy Cox never changed
his so-called disguise. Nights he mingled
with the other contestants at the bars,
or sat in a poker game. One evening I
remember seeing him milling around in
the crowd at Slippery Gulch where the
carnival concessions were set up. I
watched the cowboy contestants trying
their luck at the shooting gallery, where
a colored boy shoved his grinning face
through a round hole and dodged the
baseball-type balls thrown by the crowd.
Whenever a hit was scored the winner
got a prize of a kewpie doll or a stag-
handled Bowie knife in a leather scab-
bard. The cowboys were expert ropers
and bulldoggers and bronc riders, but
for the most part they were sorry hands
at pitching baseballs. Only on rare oc-
casions did a lucky throw win a prize.

About the time they began losing in-
terest in the game, somebody suggested
that one of the cowboys replace the
Negro boy, taking turns, and the idea
was met with unanimous approval. It
was ruled that when a man made a hit,
he replaced the man whose head he
had hit. So, one by one, the rodeo con-
testants took turns shoving their heads
through the hole in the large canvas,
where they got bloody noses, lumpy jaws,
and knots on their heads. :

When the word spread, there was a
small stampede to Slippery Gulch. Three
balls for a quarter was a small price to
pay to hit some rival contestant on the
head or give him a black eye. The new-
comers were blissfully unaware that if

they registered a hit the winner would
replace the victim, the rule kept secret
by the originators of the game. Let some
outsider enter the game, sooner or later
he wound up with a battered face, while
the gathering crowd let out ribald cheers.

I purposely mention Slippery Gulch
because it was a week or two later, when
Prescott had settled down to its custom-
ary routine, that the rumor spread by
word of mouth along Whiskey Row that
the serial numbers on a considerable
amount of folding money that was
passed at the carnival concessions cor-
responded to the stolen money from
the bank robbery. There was also the
vague rumor that there was consider-
able silver in the loot. That rumor
brought to my mind the disturbing rec-
ollection that those gunnysacks had
been somewhat hefty as I lent Breezy
a hand burying them in the hay. But
whether there ever was a holdup in
which ' he figured remains a mystery to
this day.

That cotton-picker disguise Breezy
Cox effected might have been one of
his jokes. His vague hints of a bank
holdup in New Mexico were probably
based on facts, but whether or not
Breezy had any part in it was any man’s
guess.

It was Breezy himself who spread the
vague rumors around town. A damnfool
act on his part if he had any part in the
holdup, and let it be said that drunk or
sober Breezy Cox was never a damn-
fool.

If it came to a showdown and Breezy
Cox was arrested, he could prove an
ironclad alibi. It was an old cowboy-
outlaw trick, and the Iloud-mouthed,
hurrawing, tough brush-popper cowhand
and rodeo contestant was made to order
for the job of thumbing his nose at the
law. A man never knew for sure when
Breezy was telling the truth or spilling
one of his big windies to attract atten-
tion to himself.

During the following years, whenever
our trails crossed, I never mentioned the
New Mexico holdup, nor did Breezy Cox
ever bring up the subject. And for as
long as Breezy Cox and I were friends,
up until he rode his long last circle
a few years ago, he was never for cer-
tain sure about eating his own hat.

For many years afterwards Breezy
Cox continued to contest at all the big
rodeos throughout the Southwest, in
spite of having to wear a shoulder har-
ness made of strap-leather to hold a
floating shoulder in place.

HE LAST TIME I saw Breezy was

several years ago, the year Prescott
Downs was organized in connection with
the Arizona Horse Racing Association.
Old Man Cox and Breezy had bought a
string of race horses and they were
camped at the fairgrounds with their
stabled horses.

I drove out to the fairgrounds early
one morning to watch the horses being
breezed out, and just as I sighted this
heavyset character riding a big white
mule leading a sleek looking thorough-
bred, I heard that wild cowboy yell be-
hind me and knew it belonged to the one

True West



and only Breezy Cox.

“Long time no see,” he spoke in the
same inimitable, brassy voice. He leaned
over and sprayed the ground with a
gob of brown tobacco juice, then hol-
lered for a barn hand to take the race
horse.

“Throw a blanket on him,” he told the
boy, “and walk him around to cool him
out.”

Like a lot of athletes getting along in
years, Breezy had put on weight. His
belly filled the tree of a cowboy saddle
and he still wore the shoulder harness.
His black hat was slanted at the usual
jack-deuce angle on his head. He rode
with his weight in one stirrup; his other
foot was heavily bandaged and was
shoved out at an awkward angle. A
week’s stubble of graying sandy whisk-
ers covered his face.

Breezy cussed me out in his hurraw-
ing voice and asked how I was fixed for
drinkin’ likker. I pulled a pint from my
pocket and we had a drink. I joshed him
about riding a pack mule. He said it
was one of Wirt Bowman’s mules he
was raising at his ranch at Nogales,
out of a registered quarter horse mare.
He said the white mule could daylight
any thoroughbred horse for a quarter-
mile matched race.

Breezy said he had quit rodeoing on
account of his bad foot. When I asked
him what was wrong with it, he said it
Jjust wouldn’t heal up and that the doc-
tors wanted to cut it off. But to hell
with them, he was doctoring it himself
with horse liniment. He wasn’t about
to stomp around on no pegleg. Breezy
passed it off with a braying horse laugh.

“You owe me a hat,” he grinned. I
agreed and we had a drink on it. Then
Breezy said he had some more horses
to lead around the track. I told him to
keep what was left of the pint and he
shoved it in his flank pocket.

“So long, pardner,” he called over his
shoulder as he rode away on the mule,
sitting half-rumped, his bandaged foot
shoved out, with the same old Breezy
Cox saddle swagger, still tough as a
boot.

An aching lump came into my throat.
The early sun had lost something of its
brightness. I was somehow poignantly
aware then that our trails had crossed
for the last time. That my old friend
was living on borrowed time, and that
no man knew it as fully as Breezy Cox
as he rode yonderly. That was his fare-
well gesture, his final words at parting.

“So long, pardner!”

When I learned of his death shortly
afterwards, I knew that no gamer, big-
ger-hearted, tougher cowhand ever paid
his entry fee at the Big Divide than
my old friend, Breezy Cox.

Bugler, Sound the Advance!
(Continued from page 13)
falling back on the main body as we
approached. Colonel Sumner seemed to
fear that the Cheyennes were all on the
retreat and might escape us; so he de-
termined to push on with the six com-
panies of cavalry, and try to bring the

enemy to a fight, even if he had to leave

the infantry and artillery behind. And
it is probable that the Indians had
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planned to draw us out ina rapid pur-'

suit of that decoy party, and after get-
ting us well strung out to fall on us
with their whole force and clean us up
in detail; for, as we afterwards learned,
they had no notion of running from us.
Instead, they had come out fifteen miles
from their village, selected their ground
to fight on, and were coolly awaiting our
approach apparently so confident of de-
feating us that they had made no prepar-
ations for moving their village, a pre-
caution they seldom neglect when they
are about to have a fight near their
camps.

«As soon as the colonel got the word
that the Indians had been sighted, he
halted the command and sent orders to
all company commanders to see that
their men were prepared for action. At
the command, we dismounted, tightened
up saddlegirths, and examined arms and
equipment to see that everything was
in fighting order. Little preparation
was necessary for we had frequently been
admonished on the trip to keep our ‘kits’
in good shape, and were always ready
for a call.

“As soon as the captains remounted
their companies and reported ready for
action, the ‘old man’ rode out in front
of the center column and made a little
speech. He had a very loud, strong voice,
and I think this, together with his well-
known fighting proclivities, had prob-
ably earned for him the name ‘Bull o’ the
Woods,” by which sobriquet his men were
fond of speaking of their old white-
headed, white-bearded fighting colonel.
His speech on this occasion was about
as follows: ‘My men! the enemy is at
last in sight. I don’t know how many
warriors the Cheyennes can bring
against us, but I do know that if offi-
cers and men obey orders promptly, and
all pull together, we can whip the whole
tribe. I have the utmost confidence in
my officers and soldiers. Bugler, sound
the advance!’

“Ag the clear notes of the bugle rang
out, followed by the captainsg’ ‘Column
forward! March!’ we again struck the
trail, and all seemed encouraged by the
colonel’s confidence. This was the first
bugle-call we had heard for several days,
Sumner having dispensed with those sig-
nals lately, lest the sound might be borne
to the ears of some scouting Cheyenne,
but now there was no longer any use
for such precaution. A few minutes after
we had resumed the march, the notes of
“Tyot!’ reached us from the colonel’s or-
derly bugler, and each captain command-
ed: ‘Trot! March!” Our pack-mules were
also put in a trot, and kept close in our
vear. The infantry, of course, now
dropped behind. Lieutenant Bayard’s
battery kept up with us for a little while,
but soon, in crossing a miry little creek,
some of his mules bogged down, and we
left them floundering in the mud, with
Bayard swearing a blue streak at the
unfortunate detention. We saw no more
of the infantry or battery until after
the fight.

“Tt seemed a little reckless of the colo-
nel to scatter his command this way, and
attack an enemy of unknown numbers
on their chosen ground with only a part
of his force, but he had probably esti-

mated all the chances and was so much
afraid that the Indians would get away
from us that he decided to try to bring
them to a fight and take the risk of
either whipping them or holding them
till our reenforcements came up. Deduct-
ing the ‘sick, lame, and lazy, who had
been left behind with the train, and the
men on detail manning the battery and
attending to the pack-mules, we had
scarcely an average of fifty fighting men
in the ranks of each company of cavalry
—a little less than 800 men all told—
ready to go into action.

“As we came down a hollow from the
upland prairie, debouching onto the Solo-
mon River bottom, and rounded a bluff-
point that had obstructed our view to the
eastward, before us and extending down
along the north bank of the river was
an almost level valley of several miles,
at the lower end of which stood a few
scattering cottonwood trees. About these
trees we could see a dense mass of mov-
ing animals that at first looked like a
distant herd of buffalo. But we had been
told by our guides that we were more
than two days’ march west of the buf-
falo range. Several of the officers halt-
ed long enough to take a look through
their field glasses, and promptly an-
nounced: ‘They are Indians, all right,
and a swarm of them, but no sign of
lodges; they seem to have been halted
about those trees, and are now mount-
ing and moving this way.’

“SOON we began to see the glint of a

rifle barrel or lance point here
and there, reflecting the rays of the sun.
We afterwards discovered that the
Cheyennes had been awaiting our arrival
several hours, in the vicinity of the
trees, had coolly unsaddled and turned
their horses out to graze, and they and
their mounts were well-rested and fresh
when the fight began, while we and our
horses were quite jaded. We found near
those trees, after the fight, a number of
their saddles, blankets, and other im-
pediments that they had discarded; for,
on going into battle, the Indian warrior
wants the free use of every limb and
muscle, usually dispensing with every-
thing in the way of clothing but his
‘gee-string,” leggings, and moccasins,
often doffing even his leggings, many
times throwing off his saddle and riding
barebacked, to give his horse more free-
dom of action.

“When the Indians had approached
near enough that we could make a rough
estimate of their numbers we saw that
they greatly outnumbered us, and noticed
that they were advancing in a’ well-
formed line of battle, but differing from
our formation in being several ranks
deep, and preserving sufficient intervals
between the men to give each perfect
freedom of action. And all the time they
were yelling. . . .

“Just when we were nearly in rifle
range of the enemy we saw our old
Delaware chief, Fall Leaf, dash out from
our line till he got about midway between
the two bodies, when he suddenly halted
his horse, raised his rifle, and fired at
the Cheyennes. As he turned and rode
back, followed by several shots from the
enemy, we heard Colonel Sumner say in
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a loud voice to Lieutenant David Stan-

ley, who was beside him: ‘Bear witness,

Lieutenant Stanley, that an Indian fired
the first shot!’

“It is probable that he had been
hampered by one of those milk-and-water
orders from Washington, to ‘first ex-
haust all means to conciliate the Indians
before beginning hostilities, and he
seemed relieved to be able to establish
the fact that an Indian fired the first
shot, pretending not to have noticed that
said first shot was fired by one of his
own Indian scouts and not by a Chey-
enne. Up to this time the colonel was
possibly expecting that the Cheyennes
might halt, display a white flag and re-
quest a ‘pow-wow,” but now that he
could establish the fact that an Indian
had begun hostilities, he was under no
obligations to wait longer for peaceful
overtures from them to satisfy the de-
mands of the weak-kneed sentimentalists
of the East.

“When the Cheyennes were almost in
rifle-shot they were outflanking us both
right and left. Our right was moving
along the bank of the river. A large
party of the Indians had crossed the
river, and, after passing our right, was
about to recross and come into our pack-
train in the rear. They were also turning
our left, all the while keeping up that
infernal yelling. Noticing that the Chey-
ennes were turning our left, the colonel
ordered Captain Beall (the left com-
pany) to deploy his company to the left
and head them off. He seemed to have
determined to offset the disparity of
numbers by a bold dash that would
create a panic in the enemy’s ranks,
and roared out, ‘Sling—carbine!’ then
immediately, ‘Draw—saber!” and we
knew the old man was going to try a
saber charge on them.

“I noticed with some surprise that
when the command ‘Draw—saber’ was
given (which I then thought was a seri-
ous mistake in the colonel) and our 300
bright blades flashed out of their scab-
bards, the Cheyennes, who were com-
ing on at a lope, checked up. The sight
of so mueh cold steel seemed to cool
their ardor. The party that had started
to cross the river after passing our
right also hesitated, and Captain Beall,
with his company deployed to the left,
easily turned back those that were turn-
ing our left flank. I then said to myself,
‘I guess “Old Bull” knows what he is
doing, after all; he knows the Indians
will not stand a saber charge.’ And so
it proved.

¢ A T THEIR first checking of speed,
a fine-looking warrior mounted on

a spirited horse, probably their chief,
dashed up and down in front of their
line, with the tail of his war-bonnet
flowing behind, brandishing his lance,
shouting to his warriors, and gesticulat-
ing wildly, evidently urging his men to
stand their ground, when he saw symp-
toms of a panic among them. Many of
us found time to admire his superb
horsemanship, for he presented a
splendid sight as he wheeled his horse,
charging back and forth, twirling the
long lance over his head now and then.
“The Indians had almost ceased their

yelling, had slowed down almost to a
walk and were wavering. We had kept
a steady trot, but now came the com-
mand in the well-known roar of ‘Old
Bull ‘Gallop—March!” and then im-
mediately ‘Charge!’” and with a wild yell
we brought our sabers to a ‘tierce point’
and dashed at them.

“All their chief’s fiery pleading could
not hold them then, for every Redskin
seemed suddenly to remember that he
had urgent business in the other direc-
tion, but as they wheeled to run they
sent a shower of arrows toward us, by
way of a ‘parting shot’ as it were. Few
of the missiles, however, took effect.
They scattered as they ran, some going
to the north, some east, but by far the
greater number struck across the river
and went south; and these, as we after-
wards discovered, were heading for their
village, which was about fifteen miles
south of the Solomon, on the next creek.

“Our men, of course, became much
scattered in following them, fighting oc-
casionally, when a party of the Indians
could be overtaken and brought to bay,
but their horses were fresh and well-
rested, while ours were jaded. It was a
running fight, mostly a chase, for about
seven miles, when the colonel had ‘recall’
sounded, calling us back to the Solomon
where the fight began. Our pack-mules
had been ordered halted there when the
charge was made to await the result.

“It was estimated that about thirty
Cheyennes were killed, though they were
scattered over the country so far and
wide that it was almost impossible to
count the dead correctly. If it had
not been for the fact that a number of
their horses had stuck in the quicksands
while crossing the river, we would have
got but few of them. Some ten or twelve
Indians who had been compelled to
abandon their mired horses in the river,
and who had reached the further side
afoot, were soon overtaken and killed
on the slope of the hill after crossing.
They fought like devils as long as there
was breath in them, never seeming to
entertain the idea of surrendering, for
they generally believed that if taken
alive they would be tortured to death
the same as they would have served us
if taken prisoner by them. It was here
on the slope of the hill, after crossing
the river, that most of their casualties
occurred. Quite a number of the dis-
mounted Indians escaped by being taken
up behind others of their comrades who
had got through with their horses, but
many of these were overtaken on account
of the double load.

“Besides the dread of torture, Indians
congsider it a great disgrace to surrender
while yet able to fight. As a rare instance
of disregard of this rule, one strapping
big Cheyenne, who had lost his horse,
but was not wounded at all, surrendered
to a party of our men, without offering
any resistance, seeing that there was no
chance of escape.

“When I got back to the Solomon
River, after the ‘recall’ had been sounded,
I found the colonel establishing camp
on the south bank, about opposite the
ground where we made the charge. The
three companions of the Sixth Infantry
and Lieutenant Bayard’s battery were

True West
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just crossing the river, coming into
camp, all cursing their luck at being left
behind. The hospital tent-fly had been
hastily put up to shelter the wounded
from the hot sun, and I went there im-
mediately after finding my company’s
camp and unsaddling and picketing out
my horse, anxious to learn who had been
killed or wounded. At the corner of the
hospital tent my attention was first
drawn to two still forms, side by side,
covered by a saddle-blanket, and on
turning back the blanket I was shocked
to meet the dead face of an intimate
comrade, Private George Cade, of G
Company, and alongside of him Private
Lynch, of A Company. A small hole in
Cade’s breast, over the heart, showed
where a Cheyenne’s arrow had gone
through him, which must have killed him
instantly.

“Lynch had been shot several times
with arrows and twice with his own
pistol, and a cut around the edge of his
hair, with the edge of the scalp turned
back, showed that the Indians had also
attempted to scalp him. He had been
detailed to lead his company’s pack-mules
for the day, and was so occupied just
before we came into line to make the
charge. Seeing his first sergeant pass-
ing near, Lynch called to him to ask if
he couldn’t send another man to relieve
him, as he wanted to go into the fight.
The sergeant replied: ‘No time for any
change now, Lynch; you’ll have to stay
and hold the mules,” and then rode on
to join his company. Just then the
charge was ordered. Lynch was heard
to exclaim, indignantly: ‘Hold hell in a
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fight! Does he suppose I've come all
this way out in the wilderness to hold
pack-mules when there’s a fight going
on? And with that he dropped his lead-
ing strap, drew his saber, and charged
with his company. After crossing the
river, Lynch’s horse—a fiery, hard-
mouthed thing—took the bit in his teeth
and ran away with him, outrunning his
company, overtaking a party of the In-
dians who shot him with arrows until
he fell off his horse; then, halting and
dismounting quickly, they drew Lynch’s
pistol out of its scabbard, shot him
twice with it, and one Cheyenne had
boldly begun scalping him when our men
overtook them and killed several near
where he lay. His revolver was found in
the hand of one of the dead Indians, but
his horse had continued running with
the fleeing Cheyennes, and we never
saw it again.

“Cade and Lynch were all the killed,
but under the tent-fly were twelve
wounded. Among the number, First
Lieutenant James Ewell Brown Stuart
had received a pistol ball in the shoulder
from an unhorsed Cheyenne whose life
Stuart was trying to save; it is possible
that the Indian had misunderstood his
intentions.

“IT WAS estimated that there were

about 900 or 1,000 of the Cheyenne
warriors. If Colonel Sumner had known
that we were almost in sight of their
village when he gave up the pursuit, it
is probable that he would have gathered
his men and followed them right on, but
we did not discover that their camp was

so near in time to take advantage of the
opportunity to inflict further punish-
ment on them. The fact was we were all
pretty well tuckered out, as were our
horses, also; and probably our Delaware
scouts were in a similar condition, and,
on that account, had failed to penetrate
the country far enough in advance to
detect the Cheyenne village.

“Old Fall Leaf and his Delawares
went into the fight with us, and did good
service, but the cowardly Pawnees, that
Colonel Sumner had brought with him
from Fort Kearney, only followed in our
wake, scalping the dead Cheyennes, and
gathering up their abandoned ponies, of
which they had collected about sixty °
head, which the colonel agreed to let
them keep as part pay for their services.

“As I have before mentioned, some of
our men had taken one Cheyenne prison-
er. On hearing of this, after the fight,
the Pawnees went in a body to Sumner’s
headquarters and tried to buy the
prisoner off him, in order to have a
grand scalp-dance over him, and put him
to death by torture, offering to surrender
to the colonel the sixty captured ponies,
and also to forfeit the money that was to
be paid them on their return to Fort
Kearney, if he would anly give them that
Cheyenne, and they seemed fairly wild
with a fiendish desire to get him into
their possession. Of course, the old man
would not listen to any such a barbarous
proposition, and promptly ordered them
back to their own camp, on the outskirts
of ours. They went away, very angry at
his refusal. The ‘Old Bull’ was so dis-
gusted with the conduct of the skulking
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Pawnees this day that he immediately
discharged them, and they started next
morning back to their village, near Fort
Kearney.

“I have an unpleasant remembrance
of our experience for the next twenty-
three days after the battle; of long and
exhaustive marches in the driest part of
the season, and almost at the point of
starvation. Our miserable pittance of
three-fourths of a pound of fresh beef
to the man, of the poorest quality, issued
each afternoon after camping (and in a
day or so after the fight we hadn’t a bit
of anything else in the way of food, not
even a grain of salt), was sometimes
eked out by using the meat of a horse
or mule that chanced to give out and
would be shot to prevent its falling into
the hands of the enemy.

“We found frequently along the trail
freshly made graves, showing that a
number of the Cheyenne had succumbed
from their wounds after the fight. It
soon became evident that there was little
prospect of our catching them again,
for the trail showed that several parties
had split off from the main body since
leaving their village; and by the time
we reached the Arkansas River the band
we were following was small, and well
in the lead of us.”

While elements of Sumner’s command
headed either for Fort Kearny or Fort
Leavenworth, other horse regiments
secured the peace in remote regions of
the American West during the years
immediately prior to the Civil War. The
horse cavalry lived for just 110 years.
It fought our battles; then progress, in
the form of the tank, airplane, and new
weapons, passed it by. The job of the
cavalry was done. The long ride to glory
was ended.

The Bitter Trip Back

(Continued from page 23)
on July 15, 1833. Here were gathered
numberless Indians and about 300 whites,
among them Captain Bonneville and
Milton Sublette. For the first time since
leaving Boston, Wyeth received letters
from home.

The Rendezvous was the high point of
the year for the trappers and mountain
men. With utter contempt for distance,
they brought their furs to meet represen-
tatives of fur-trading companies who
had brought trade goods. Here was a
noisy confusion of cracking rifles, fights
and drunkenness, of fur traders and
their employees, mountain men, trappers,
French voyaguers, Mexicans and Indians
of several tribes. With whiskey at three
dollars per pint, gunpowder at six, to-
bacco at five dollars per pound and
fancy articles at fancy prices, the trap-
pers not only squandered a year’s profits
in a few days but many of them left
heavily in debt to the fur companies.

Leaving the Rendezvous, Wyeth ar-
rived at the Big Horn River and he and
his party spent August 12, 13 and 14
constructing a “bull boat” of buffalo
hides stretched over a willow frame. It
was about eighteen feet long, five feet
wide and drew eighteen inches of water,
which proved to be too much. As Wyeth
wrote, “The boat should have been flat-
ter as the upper reaches of the Bighorn

had many shallows and sand bars.”

OUNTAIN MAN Milton Sublette,
who was establishing posts for the
American Fur Company, elected to
travel with Wyeth. Also in the small
crew were three half-breeds and one
Nez Percé lad. One of the half-breeds,
Baptiste, was the son of a Hudson’s Bay
trader and was traveling with Wyeth
to see the world and complete his educa-
tion. The Nez Percé had been with Wyeth
for the entire trip.

They proceeded down the river at
a rate of about six miles per hour,
frequently running aground in the shal-
low water. The buffalo skin boat with-
stood an amazing amount of bumps and
abuse but, since it was caulked only
with grease and ashes, it had to be
hauled ashore frequently, dried out, and
recaulked. The party was greatly an-
noyed by mosquitoes, too, which, Wyeth
says, affected him almost as much as a
rattlesnake bite.

In Crow country, they were somewhat
apprehensive because of the small size
of their party. These Indians, who were
an unpredictable, wandering nation of
hunters and warriors, often split into
vagabond bands and could not be trusted
to always be friendly.

When Wyeth and his companions saw
their first group of Crow Indians on
shore, the white men tried to float by
but several of the Indians entered the
river and swam toward their boat, forc-
ing them to land. In fact, landings were
made six times in one day, but the In-
dians accepted gifts and gave them no
trouble. On August 17, Wyeth’s party
arrived at F't. Cass of the American Fur
Company and there traded what furs
they had collected. Wyeth mentions the
inhospitality of a Mr. Tullock, who was
in charge of the fort.

During the next several days they
made from five to six miles per hour,
some days going hungry and other days
feasting on catfish, duck and deer. Their
watersoaked boat was beginning to rot
and required frequent drying and re-
caulking.

On August 24 they arrived at the
mouth of the Missouri River and as-
cended it about five miles to the Ameri-
can Fur Company’s Fort Union. They
were received ‘“with all possible hos-
pitality and politeness by Mr. McKensie.”
At Fort Union, Wyeth was shown a pow-
der flask by a Mr. Patton, which he had
traded from the Blackfeet. From in-
scriptions carved on it, Wyeth recog-
nized it as one which had belonged to
a member of his party killed by the
Blackfeet at Jackson Hole the year be-
fore.

ET, shivering a great deal of the

time because of rains and storms,
missing many meals and nearly over-
come with fatigue, the small crew
paddled down the Missouri, often travel-
ing at night to make up lost time. One
night they sighted what they assumed
to be a hostile Arickaree village on the
banks of the river. Fearing for their
lives, they headed for shore and hid in
a thicket until nightfall. Luckily there

(Continued on page 64)
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was no moon.

As they floated in darkness by the
village, which occupied both sides of the
river, the boat grounded. After many
uneasy moments, Wyeth and his com-
panions got the craft free and passed
the village undetected.

Cantonment Leavenworth was reached
on September 27 and Lieutenant Richard-
son, officer of the day, welcomed them.

-Wyeth took Baptiste and the Nez Percé

to the fort’s doctor to be vaccinated
against smallpox.

“, . . As we went from the boat to-
ward the Barracks, the boys followed
me until I was hailed by the sentry. At
view of one so strangely attired and
with a knife on the end of his gun he
(Baptiste) broke like a quarter nag, and
the Indian was only prevented from tak-
ing the run also on being assured that
he would not be harmed.”

The doctor’s wife and another lady
happened to be in the doctor’s quarters.
The eyes of the boys remained riveted
on them the whole time. On returning to
the boat they told the other Indians about
the beautiful squaws,—“Oh so pretty.”

At Leavenworth the bullboat was
abandoned. Wyeth proceeded to St. Louis
aboard one of the fort’s supply boats
and from there traveled east by con-
ventional means, arriving in Massachu-
setts the first part of November, 1833.
One of the first men he met on arriving
was Captain Lambert of the supply ship
Sultana; only then did he learn of her
foundering on an unknown reef off the
coast of South America. Wyeth had
wasted all winter at Vancouver, waiting
for her coming.

Although his venture in Oregon was
not successful, Wyeth—perhaps more
than any other American of his day—
stimulated interest in the raw country
on America’s perimeter. Partly through
his efforts, the United States Govern-
ment insisted on the acquisition of
Oregon Territory in 1846, two years be-
fore the discovery which incited thou-

sands of goldseekers and pioneers to
push westward.

The “great sea of life” on which he
floated, the wilderness and hardship
with which he fought, soon were to be-
come a permanent and flourishing land.
The debt it owes to Nathaniel Wyeth
may never be fully recognized. Despite
his commercial failure and the long,
hazardous trip which followed it, Wyeth
retained his belief in Oregon Territory
and his confidence that the West would
someday become an integral part of our
great land.

Truly Western
(Continued from page 4)

just outside of Vancouver, Washington.

Father was going down to catch a bus
to Gresham, Oregon, when he was struck
by a car. He was very badly banged up
but lived for about six weeks, even re-
gaining consciousness a few times.—
John J. Jones, P. O. Box 726, Cascadia,
Oregon.

Edgar McMechen

Dear Pat:

The Jordan Bean story I re-read in
an old August 1965 issue of TRUE
WEST was right good. The explanatory
note heading the article stated that the
original publication was edited by Edgar
C. McMechen. I knew Ed quite well. At
the time of his death he was curator of
the Denver Museum. Before he died he
requested that his remains be cremated,
and the ashes deposited on a certain
mountain. His wife Marie, Fletcher Bir-
ney, Chester and Jennett Letts, Fred
Mazzula, a hardrock miner and I took
the ashes to the mountain and cemented
the bronze container in a break of a
huge rock high on the mountainside.
Since then Marie McMechen has passed
away, too, but the rest of us are still
living.—Walter Gann, 31662 Scenic
Drive, South Laguna, California.

Batteau-type barge similar to the one used by Wyeth

Courtesy Oregon Historical Society

True West



Early Cattle Ranching in Colorado
Dear Sirs:

My ancestors moved from Fayetteville,
Arkansas, to Cherry Creek, Colorado,
in 1858. Their gentle Durham cattle
wouldn’t ford the turbulent Arkansas
River until a cattleman from Texas ar-
rived and sold them a few Longhorns
which took to the water immediately and
led the Durhams across.

Due to Indian raids, the Steeles moved
to a site a few miles north of Pueblo
where they established the first cattle
ranch on the Fountain River. It was
owned by my family until 1908 and was
then quite a large concern.

A number of streams and landmarks
in Colorado are named after the Steele
family, including the Steele Fork of the
Big Sandy, Steele Hollow which empties
into the Fountain at the old ranch site,
and Steele Gulch west of Wetmore,
where Jeff Steele had a summer: ranch
and mining property.—George Ted
Steele, Box 465, Montrose, Colorado.

Free Homesteader
Dear Editor and Staff:

One of my great-grandfathers was a
free homesteader in the mountains of
Arkansas. Everything he had, he got it
free—his timber and his land, his house
of rocks, logs and boards, his fence
made of post, slats, rails or rock. His
bed of feathers, soft and fine, was from
fowls of many kinds. He tanned some
hides, or spun some wool to make his
clothes. His dyes of many colors were
made from various kinds of barks and
plants. For his water, lights and fuel,
there were no bills to pay—it, too, was
all free. He got his meat—a dozen kinds
or more—in the woods. Free from license,
he could catch many fish. He knew
where berries, nuts and fruit, free to all
who cared to eat, grew. Honey he found
in trees. His tea was made from
leaves and roots. His medicine—hair
tonic too—he made from vines and herbs.
His soap—it was the best—made of fats
and lye from ashes. He died a free man.
His casket was made by friends. His
grave was free and freely dug, now his
soul is free in Heaven above.—Mrs. A.
M. Evans, 834 Sams Drive, San Antonio,
Texas 73221.

Keokuk Falls, Anyone?
Dear Sir:

It’s very important that I get in
touch with any old-timers who remember
Keokuk Falls, Oklahoma, around 1910!
Now Keokuk Falls is just a ghost town
but she was once one of the rip-roar-
ingest border settlements in the Seminole
Nation—Danny Cauthron, P. O. Box
408, Seminole, Oklahoma.

Entire Collection
Gentlemen:

I have sent about 120 copies—my en-
tire collection—of your magazines to
the officers and men of the 1st Infantry
in Vietnam in the hope that they will
find some enjoyment from them. As an
ancient forty-year-old World War II
veteran, I know that there are times
when such reading matter will be wel-
come.—H. Van Wilson, 6418 Wister,
Houston, Texas 77008.
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are. Your modest investment here will insure you a lifet&ne of shooting pleasure and pride-of-ownership. A once

in a lifetime opportunity! ! ! ALTER H. CRAIG, Box 927-TW, Selma, Ala. 36702
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FIND TREASURE
GOLD « SILVER « RELICS « METALS

Low Cost » High Performance -
S— Money-back Guarantee
=7 =/ @84 -WRITE FOR DETAILS TO DEPT.2A == .
UNDERGROUND EXPLORATIONS . Box 793 » Menlo Park, California

The OREMASTER ‘‘POCKET MAGNETOMETER'’

This is another sensational instrument developed in our Research Laboratory and
atllllded t: the famous OREMASTER line of super sensitive space age, prospecting and research in-
struments.

This is an exceptionally sensitive magnetic meter and will automatically react to either
a detectable positive or negative magnetic field in an ore sample, vein, ore body or piece of
float. Will xinpnlnt the source or sources of these fields to show the richest ore. Will react
through wood, aluminum, guartz, water, ice, snow, mud and dirt. Add one of these to your
modern Oremaster equipment. No batteries required—weight only 7 oz.—size 2{," X "
Price—$29.50. No Sales Tax $10.00 down—Balance $5.00 per month

WHITE'S ELECTRONICS

Special Models Available For Mobile Prospecting

1218 Main Street Room 400 Sweet Home, Oregon

REDUCIBLE

RUPTURE AGONY

Removed (or trial
COSTS YOU NOTHING)

WHEN you slip into a
low-cost, contour-designed
Brooks Patented Air Cush-
ion Appliance! Your re-
ducible rupture wil be held
in securely yet gently—or
the trial costs you nothing! This invention
has made millions of sufferers happy. You
can enjoy heavenly comfort night and day at
work and play—or the Appliance costs you
NOTHING. Isn’t this worth a no-risk trial by
you? If interested, write for free facts now.

i BROOKS CO., 364-D State St., Marshall, Mich. 49068
* Now you may obtain a sturdy binder o

with fine simulated leather cover for / ﬂ R

your copies of FRONTIER TIMES at
just $3.00 each, postpaid.

Secrets of Teaching
Yourself MUSIC

* FRONTIER TIMES is stamped in gold
on the cover and the backbone. There
are beautiful, four-color photographs
on inside front and inside back
cover.
e Convenient, casy to handle, it holds Revealed in Your Home This Money-Saving Way
1041 i ES! Now you can teach yourself to play Piano,
0 "2 NI”)“‘:" (Mlll'ri back I“?e‘ YGuimr, ANY instrument in your spare time—
avaiiable. ° _PHIIC ng or mutila- even if you've never played a note in your life!
tion of your copies necessary. You'll Famous proven Course makes it simple as A-B-C.
like it on your bookshelf! Pictured lessons show you how. No teacher. It’s
FRONTIER TIMES

amazingly easy! Surprise your friends by playing
P.O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704

Frontier Times Multiple Binder

Only
$3nu
gach

Postpaid

favorite music. Write today for FREE 36-page illus-
trated book. U.S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Studio A27612,
Port Washington, N. Y. 11050. (Est. 1898. Approved
N. Y. State Educa. Dept.) Tear out as a reminder.

Watch for the

{7am enclosing '$./. 5 il Sendil Ay
binders at $3.00 each to the following:

Name=i S Solinic i (il

A::‘* """"" January FRONTIER TIMES
i et S e r SR R s R S S A AL 41 ... on sale November 20

R R STatezi ot o h, S
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CHRISTMAS GIFT OFFER!

TRUE

No. 37FT No. 38FT No. 39FT No. 40FT

Here’s an easy, inexpensive Gift Package for you. It’s a present that is
appreciated far beyond its actual dollars-and-cents value. A bundle of mag-
azines with hours and hours of fascinating reading with the timelessness of
the Old West for ANYONE WHO LIKES THE WEST—your dad, brother,
grandpa, old friend, that guide who was so helpful—by gosh, durned nigh
anybody! And you can do it all for a measly buck—or two bucks if you want
both magazines sent.

Shown here are our most plentiful issues. We’ll send a package of 4 to any
address for $1.00! Or, we’ll send all 8 for $2.00! Name yer pizen!

This gift offer supersedes all previous offers.

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC. P.O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704

BEFORE IT'S
TOO LATE . ..

GET 'EM NOW!

If you secured the first twelve issues of OLD WEST as they hit the newsstands,
you now have a set of COMPLETE rare book reprints worth $697.50 (book
dealer value of the original editions). If you did not, then latch on to these
collector issues while our limited stock is still available at the original newsstand
price! These books, in addition to the bonanza of stories, articles and features
by America’s top western authors, go to make up a stockpile of great western
reading that will be as interesting ten years from now as it is today.

m iy :_;‘ . OLD

OW1—50c OW2—50c

D WESTS

L1

OW11—50¢c

OW9—50c

OW?7—50c OW8—50c OW10—50c OW12—50c

THEY SIMPLY WON'T LAST LONG ... SO ORDER NOW!
WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, P. O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704

THE WAY

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

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

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

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS

Box 3668-BI

Austin, Texas 78704

NOTICE: Western Publications will give a 10
all” back Tsue rders fotaling $30.00 of mace: Sacoust on

or more.

7ITW—35¢c  72TW—35c  73TW—35c  74TW—35¢c

3FT—$1.00 22FT—35c  23FT—$1.00 24FT—$1.00
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39FT—35¢

36FT—35¢ 37FT—35¢ 38FT—35¢
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THE WEST REALLY WAS!

More
Pagest

31TW—$1.00 33TW—$1.00 39TW—$1.00 47TTW—35¢ 48TW—35¢

49TW—35¢ 50TW—35c 51TW—35¢ 52TW—$1.00
e TRUE TRUE
ST

53TW—35¢ 54TW—35¢ 55TW—35¢ 56TW—35¢ 57TW—35¢ 58TW—35¢ 59TW—35¢ 60TW—35¢ 61TW—35¢

IRvE - ‘ TRUE 'mm: ot WSREE TRUE S Pr—
WEST o o WEST  “Snecui\ o 53 % e o
‘ G!Lt\ MONSTER &

KiLL?

62TW—35¢ 63TW—35¢ 64TW—35¢ 65TW—35¢ 66TW—35¢
"TR!JE y

6TTW—35¢ 68TW—35¢ 69TW—35¢ 70TW—35¢

75TW—35¢ 76TW—35¢ TITW—35¢ 78TW—35¢ 79TW—35¢

80TW—35¢ 81TW—35¢ 82TW—35¢ 83TW-35¢

F a0 e Frantier
f, imes TRAIL {rimes

b ir.:q gk

32FT—35¢ 33FT—35¢ 34FT—35¢ 35FT—35¢

fFrontier &

s Times
WILL ROGERS and

40FT—35¢ 41FT—35¢ 42FT—35¢ 43FT—35¢ 44FT—35¢

45FT—35¢ 46FT—35¢ 47FT—35¢ 48FT—35¢ 49FT—35¢
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AREoYrOU BALD?

LOSING HAIR

Today you have new hope for hair
regrowth...it’s been proved that,
even though you are bald, hair roots
may still be alive to produce new
hairs. Thousands bave accomplished
this with the amazing Brandenfels
Home System. See “before” and
“after” pictures at left! Write now
for full FREE information!

. Carl Brandenfels
Box 86V24 ¢ Scappoose, Oregon

SPORTSMEN!

Here is your chance to
have for your den or
trophy room a large beau-
tiful imitation rifle shell
in gold or silver color. 1"
wide at the hase and 6%
high. §3 each or both for
§5, postpaid. State color
wanted.

DALE H. NORMAN
2528 Brinker Ave., Ogden, Utah 84401

BILL PROBLEMS?

WE CAN HELP YOU — TODAY
NOBODY REFUSED UP TO $18,000.00

Bad Credit No Problem™® Not a Loan Co.

Send Your Name and Address For FREE Application
To Nearest Office

INTERNATIONAL ACCEPTANCE, dept. M-76
* 5133 N. Central Ave., Phoenix, Ariz. 85012, *
119 Ann St., Hartford, Conn. 06103,

% 507 Carondelet St., New Orleans, La. 70130 *
or 504 Victoria Ave., Windsor, Ontario, Canada

ANTIQUE "BOB-WIRE"

DESK DISPLAY
AUTHENTIC specimens of
early FRONTIER FENCING.
Five different scarce wires
from SOUTHWESTERN
CATTLE SPREADS and
PRAIRIE HOMESTEADS.
Mounted between miniature
cedar posts on rustic base.
A COLLECTOR'S ITEM WITH TRUE HISTORICAL
HERITAGE . . . $5.00 postpaid. ORDER NOW!

WESTERN ARTIFACTS
P.O. Box 3105 Austin, Texas 78704

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 25¢
for full information that explains everything about the
big proposition we have to offer you.
KEENEY BROTHERS FARMS
New Freedom, Pa. R. No. 2

Box. No. 108

WRITERS

N. Y. publisher wants books om all subjects
fiction, nonfiction. No fee for professinnal
opinion. FREE: Brochures that show how your
book can be published, publicized, sold; con-
tracts. Write Dept. 172 L

EXPOSITION PRESS INC.
386 Park Ave. So., New York, N. Y. 10016
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N. C. Wyeth
(Continued from page 21)

paintings are masterpieces and go to
make up a portfolio which ranks high
on collectors’ lists.

Wyeth’s gkill in this assignment was
a tribute to his great teacher and a

_testimonial to his own superb craftsman-

ship. In executing these illustrations, he
resorted to no gimmicks, no technical
shorteuts nor flashy flourishes. Realism,
stark truthfulness, soundness through-
out—these were the hallmarks Wyeth
stamped upon his canvases.

He was much more than a pictorial
recorder; he was one of those gifted in-
dividuals whose paintings radiated the
very substance and texture of things, the
actual shouts and smells. His gunsmoke
isn’t simply blue-gray paint on canvas—
it has the effect of actual, pungent wisps
of burnt powder smoke. His dust isn’t
just earthy pigment; it’s almost as if
real alkaline dust has adhered to the
canvas.

A superb colorist, Wyeth’s tones are
always rich in dusty tans, muted greens
and warm shades of sandy ochre—real
“western” colors. There’s a swarthiness
about his cattlemen reflecting long ex-
posure to the elements.

We know the wrangler was partial to
vivid neckerchiefs and jackets. Wyeth’s
treatment of these fabrics does not depict
the newness of recent purchase, but
rather the well-faded, soiled tonal values
of long, hard use. The excellence of his
brush work extends even to the “smell”
of leather and animals—and his parched,
gnarled mesquite exudes a determination
completely its own. This “texturing” is
what makes an illustrator a painter.
Winslow Homer had it. So did Reming-
ton.

SPEAKING of texturing, illustrator

Steven Kidd once spent an afternoon
with Wyeth at his Chadds Ford studio
viewing the paintings, chatting about
the Howard Pyle tradition and American
illustration in general. Presently, Wyeth
walked over to a rack and brought out
a still life he had done—a painting of
a large green bottle. The canvas looked
as though someone had taken a cloth
and given the painting a couple of swipes
to clean the surface but hadn’t really
done a decent job of it.

Wyeth set the painting up before his
guest. Kidd, in order to acquire fuller
appreciation of the painting technique,
pulled out his handkerchief and made a

pass at the canvas to complete the wip-

ing job. He was flabbergasted to dis-
cover that Wyeth had painted the dust
on the bottle, as well as the streaks of
the “dusted clean” area! Here was tex-
turing equal to the finest accomplish-
ments of the Dutch Masters!

"N. C. Wyeth was dedicated to do all
he possibly could to advance the quality
of American illustration. How well he
succeeded, aside from his own work, can
be appreciated when one scans the record
of his immediate family. Readers of
TRUE WEST need no introduction to
the internationally famous Peter Hurd,
New Mexico painter, muralist, illustra-
tor and lithographer—a man who has

“Rounding Up” was painted by twenty-
two-year-old Wyeth near Little Rattlesnake
Creek, Colorado, in 1904.

attained the summit as a portrayer of
the western scene. N. C. Wyeth’s son
Andrew enjoys a distinction unique in
the history of American art . . . the
recent sale of one of his paintings for
$70,000 is the highest recorded by a
living American painter! And there is
Wyeth’s daughter, Henrietta( Mrs. Peter
Hurd), a portraitist of international
prominence. And Mr. John McCoy, a
watercolorist of note, the husband of
Ann Wyeth, another of N. C. Wyeth’s
daughters. This all amounts to an artis-
tic dynasty with N. C. Wyeth’s in-
fluence as the fountainhead. The Chadds
Ford clan is a phenomenon in American
art. ‘

In 1945 Wyeth died, a highway acci-
dent victim, near his home and studio
at Chadds Ford. He was sixty-three. In
later years he had strayed somewhat
from pure illustration and had become
engaged in endeavors which delved more
into the methods of the great masters of
earlier centuries. Doubtlessly, these later
works will stand the test of time—
Wyeth’s integrity as an artist assures
it—but I cannot help feeling that his
“westerns” will fare more gloriously.

Why? Because in paint as well as in
spirit, N. C. Wyeth was an adventurer—
descended from a long line of adven-
turers. When he painted a western, he
really felt and lived the role. He stood
tall beside those men—those western
men in action!

Trails Grown Dim
(Continued from page 49)

married an old-time hereford breeder,
Elmer Hester. His other daughter Nellie
married a regular hereford breeder, Hec-
tor Peadalue. There are lots of Vint’s
descendants still living here in Chase
County, Nebraska. We would like to
know about other Kimberlings.—-Vinta
Kimberling Phillips, Old West Cafe,
Champion, Nebraska 69023.

True West



John Wiley Woolever

I am in need of information on a
John Wiley Woolever, born in 1862 in
Little Rock, Arkansas. He had two
brothers, Doug and Andrew. We believe
his father’s name was “Abe” Woolever,
his mother Mary Elizabeth (maiden
name unknown). She later married a
man named Ezell.

John Wiley’s first marriage was to
a Martha McLain. His second wife was
Georgia Ann (Annie) Johnson. The
Woolevers, as far as I know, spent most
of their life in Indian Territory after
leaving Arkansas. John was a farmer
but at one time he taught school and
was an expert at playing the old-time
fiddle.

I did find where John had secured a
permit to work for a Choctaw by the
name of Billy King in Indian Territory
in 1889. Anyone who can supply any in-
formation could make my search much
easier.—Mrs. M. L. Parsons, 11910 Ran-
chito Street, E1 Monte, California 91732.

Filey Goodpasture

Reference TRUE WEST, June, 1967,
“A Cowboy’s Funeral”: I cannot fit Filey
Goodpasture into the family history. Per-
haps your readers can help me by giv-
ing any information they have on his
parentage, children if any, other family
relationships and place and date of pass-
ing.—Robert A. Goodpasture, 1185 Ler-
wick Court, Sunnyvale, California 94087.

Wild Old Days!
(Continued from page 41)

after Johnson had buried the money,
the Mexican told him he wanted to quit.
He had not said anything about wanting
to quit before, and gave no reason for
wanting to now, except that he wanted
to go to Mexico.

So Johnson paid him off, and he lit
out afoot through the woods, for there
was no road from the ranch towards
Mexico. That afternoon, several hours
after the Mexican had left, Johnsoh rode
out as usual and passed by where he
had buried the money, and the money
was gone. He said he knew right then
why the Mexican wanted to quit. He had
stolen the money.

He started after the Mexican, gallop-
ing in the direction in which he had
last seen him, with the full determina-
tion to kill him if he didn’t have the

money with him, or if he wouldn’t tell
what he did with it.

Fortunately for both of them, Johnson
never caught the Mexican. The next day
he rode out by where he had buried the
money, and about fifty feet from where
he had placed it, he found every dollar.
A hungry coyote had evidently smelled
the buckskin pouch, dug it up and eaten
the pouch, but left the money scattered
on a patch of clear ground where every
dollar of it could be seen at a glance.
This case shows how circumstantial evi-
dence came near leading to the death of
an innocent man.

EVERYBODY'S IN THE ACT
BUT US CHICKENS!

By Gerald Johnson

N the settling of the West, both the
egg and-the hen played a very im-
portant part, but get little or no credit.

How would those picnics have gotten
so much glory had it not been for the
many fried-chicken baskets? Many of the
immigrants had their crates of chickens,
ducks, turkeys and geese tied under
their wagons. When the homestead was
selected, a pen was built for these
fowls. In many cases, wild animals so
depleted the birds it was necessary to
bring them inside at night.

Many pictures have been made of early
settlers driving their cattle to market or
someone herding the-.animals to prevent
thieves from driving them away, but
somehow the chicken has failed to play
much of a part in history.

Could a picture of a settler be painted
without showing the family wagon or
buggy going to town for supplies with
a basket of eggs or a crate of chickens
to trade? In many cases, there was no
material to make a crate for the chickens
so they were tied in a gunny sack. Some-
times a hole was cut for the heads to
come through so the birds wouldn’t
smother. The basket for the eggs might
have been the milk bucket or a ten-
pound lard pail, or in some cases the
family sewing basket.

When the homesteader first settled
his claim, the old hen hatched her few
chicks and guarded them very faithfully
from the coming rainstorm or from the
hovering hawks that were forever

present in the West. Too, the hen did
her part in giving the alarm when a
(Continued on page 72)

Courtesy Gerald Johnson

Brooder lamps. The lamp on the left is of tin while the one on the right is all copper.
It's side tank is stamped “rain water.”
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) BURIED TREASUR

10=-DAY MONEY BACK GUAI

#  ALL TRANSISTORIZED

3 ft. portable detector finds
buried metal objects, Signals
location with loud audible sound.
Detects gold, silver, metallic ore and nuggets
of all kinds. Find lost coins, jewelry, indian
artifacts, civil war souvenirs. Treasureprobe
guaranteed to equal detectors sellinF to $150
or yourmoney back. Absolutely complete, sen-
sitive earphone, 9v battery, nothing else to buy
TO ORDER:Send check, cash or money o6rder,
$5.00 deposit for COD in Calif, add 76¢ tax.
TREASUREPROBE Dept. TAA
P.0O, Box 3446, Granada Hills, Calif. 91344

NEW GETZEM is fortified with QUMOX
hormone attractant and concentrated food
odors fish love. One tube catches dozens
of fish. Not an oil that stays on surface.
Instead, it disperses, penetrates deep into water.
Legal in every state. Only $1.25 per tube. Buy
.3 for $3.75 and get a chum box FREE. Six flavors.
Indicate choice: Trout. Cat. Carp, Other fresh
water. Salmon. Other salt water. 30-day money-
back guarantee. Postpaid except C.0.D.’s.

Norkin Laboratories ° Dept. TT-127N
809 Wyandotte ° Kansas City, Mo. 64105

AN
EW!

WORTH 550 / Special §
oWermasrer
CROSSB

hunting

KILLS DEER, BEAR, Etc.
RABBITS, SQUIRRELS,
ALL SMALL GAME
COLLECTOR'S

d, crossbow

is tast, modern sport. Powerful
targst and silent. A precision instrument, beautiful as it is
sport accurate. Hunteis knock down game at 200 ft. Two-way
sights —open and peep — windage and elgvation. Anyone can target-
shoot right in their own backyard. Harpoon fish with free line attachment.
34” hardwdod stock. 33” bow. Handsome den display. Possession is
legal in all states...Money back if not completely satisfied. Target
arrow 80¢ each. Hunting and fishing arrows $1.25. Send to:
WHAM-O MFG. CO., Box 20-M San Gabriel, California 91778

terrific

PES DON'T SHOOT e

Get right on the target. Sensational book re-
veals secrets of 10 world's greatest professional
race investors. 25 yrs. actual results included, show-
ing 7 in 10 plays won and $130 average race day
profit with $50. Genuine copyright book supplied
only by publishers. Wins at ail tracks, horse, har-
ness, dogs. Write for fescinating. free brochure:
HITCHINGS, BOX 5715 wr3  CARMEL, CALIF. 93921
Cut out and send this ad NOW ‘or bonanza otfer Incl. 2. Code

“There is reliable evidence to show that the first
barbed wire ever invented and used was produced
in Austin, Texas,” says historian R. D. Holt in the
July, 1930 issue of THE CATTLEMAN. Every
sophisticated collection needs a reproduction of the
1857 Grenniger Austin wire. This conversation piece
imitation is made with ‘‘hoop iron’’ at the same
place as original. 18" specimen, $2 postpaid. Cook,
3209 S. Pleasant Valley Road, Austin, Texas 78741.

HOW TO PUBLISH

Join our successful authors in a com-
plete and reliable publishing pro-
gram: publicity, advertising, hand-

some books. Speedy, efficient serv-
ice. Send for FREE manuscript report
& copy of PUBLISH YOUR BOOK.
CARLTON PRESS TwX

84 Fifth Ave., New York 11, N, Y.

BLUE STAR OINTMENT STOPS ITCHING IN

FIVE MINUTES OR MONEY BACK!
Stop athletes foot, ringworm,
tetter, other itches. Get fast
relief. A household standby since
lslg.sklto%et:er drug counters or
w=s)) sen 1 0:

%o——a BLUE STAR OINTMENT .
P.0.BOX 21088 HOUSTON, TEXAS 77026
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CLASSIFIED

(35c per word, cash with order)

Books & Magazines

“BURIED TREASURE & LOST MINES" by Frank Fish
—Successful Treasure expert. Fish spent 42 years
researching this information. An authentic guide and
reference book. Make treasure hunting your Hobby
—make 1t pay. Price $1.50 post paid. Publisher—
Erie Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, California.
NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox,
1296!/> Yosemite, San Jose 26, California.

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1,200
place name glossary, mines, camps, Indian reser-
vations, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox, 1296H Yosemite, San
Jose, California.

BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION by Putnam. A reference
book fhat describes old bottles and their moulds.
Names each bottle, gives its size and use, Patent
dates of spring stoppers and crown caps. More than
1,000 pictures taken from the old time bottle maker's
catalogs. Retail $2.75 Postpaid. P. Putnam, Box 297,
Duarte, California 91010.

LOCATE ANY BOOKS! Any subject. No obligation.
;’-Ega\sﬂer Bookfinders, Box 15070, Orlando, . Florida

COLORADO GHOST TOWNS; guide to hundreds of
towns & mining camps with directions and locations.
$2.00. Box 1363-T, Aspen, Colo.
AMERICAN INDIAN Magazine. History, lore and
current news. 35c sample copy. $1.50 a year. Write
MANY SMOKES, P.O. Box 5895, Reno, Nevada 89503.
GHOST TOWN MAPS, New Book Titled ''California
Ghost Town Trails'' has pictures, maps to California
%hosf towns $2.95. E. Abbott, P.O. Box 4262, Anaheim,
alifornia 92803.
WESTERN YESTERDAYS by Forest Crossen. Volumes
| through V. Each volume a different collection of
true adventures by oldtime Westerners. Illustrated.
$1.95 each. Colorado residents add 3% sales tax.
Address WESTERN YESTERDAYS, Box 1433, Boulder,
Colorado 80302.
FREE BOOK LISTS: Guns, Cowboys, Indians, Western
History. Freell Colonial Trading Poste, Box 1105l
Cedar Rapids, lowa 52406
GHOST TOWN GUIDE: Complete guide to over 100
Ghost towns in California, only $1.95. D. Abbott,
P.O. Box 4262, Anaheim, California 92803.
ENJOY READING? 13,000 Selections (1,500 Westerns)
available. Write: Paperback Library, Box 1308, So. San
Gabriel, Calif. 91777.
GEM STONE PROSPECTING. Covers their occur-
rence, identification and location by states and
counties. $2.00. D.V.V. Publishers, Box 16125, Salt Lake
City, Utah 84116.
TREASURE, Coin, and Relic Hunters news publica-
tion. Only $1.00 yearly. Sample copy 25c. GOLD BUG,
BOX 588-T, ALAMO, CALIFORNIA 94507,
SELLING TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES. Nation's
largest stock. Send your lift for prices. Stamped en-
velope appreciated. Miller, 2626-A Spring Lane,
Austin, Texas 78703.
LOCATE VALUABLE COINS AND TREASURES, any-
where. Thousands of dollars located every day. Yours
for the taking. No Detector needed. No other chartﬂ-
es. Send $2.00 Check, Cash or Money Order to SIL-
VER-TURN, Box 566, Dallas, Texas 75221.

BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS. Service is our
product. No charge for search, Satisfaction guaran-
teed. D-J Book Search, Box 3352 San Bernadino,
California 92404.

101 EASY WAYS TO FIND BURIED TREASURE. A book
for all treasure hunters, crammed full of information.
Only $2.00 cash, check or M.O. Dayne Chastain, Route
2, Seminole, Oklahoma 74868.
"DIG THOSE CRAZY BOTTLES." Drawings of over
250 bottles with descriptions, history, color, size, and
pricing. Plus a special section on miniature whiskeys.
$2.00 postpaid. Don Kauffman, 3520 Laramie Street.
Cheyenne, Wyoming.
FREE 128 Page detector catalog. General Electronic
Detection Co., Box 67, Bellflower, Calif. 90706.
"THE BOTILE TRAIL" Volumes ONE thru EIGHT.
Continuation of wood Molds and Blow Pipe added
in EIGHT. $2.15 Each Book, prepaid. May Jones,
Box 23, Nara Visa, New Mexico 88430.
OLD WESTERN BOOKLETS: "Old Indian's Almanac,"
- by Cheyenne Indian, $1.00: "Indian Silverwork of the
Southwest," Bracelets-bridles, photos—both for $1.00.
Frontier Books, Fort Davis, Texas 79734.
MAPS: PIONEER-HISTORICAL. Mississippi River fo
Pacific Ocean. ''West-Southwest'' (30'" x 50'') "'West-
Northwest' (21" x 50") $2.00 each folded, $3.00
each tubed, They show Old Forts, Fur Posts, Towns,
Railroads, Cattle Trails, State and Telegraph Lines,
Indian Areas, ''Trails of Tears,'" Emigrant Routes.
Most . everything ‘'dated.’' MAP§, Box 56G, Tijeras,
New Mexico 87059.

Books & Magazines

TO FIND TREASURES OF THE PAST you need an
accurate map of the past. That's just what we have.
Shows original shﬁre of old Republic of Texas. Covers
all or parts of Missouri, Arkansas, Louisiana, Texas,
Oklahoma, Kansas, Nebraska, New Mexico, Colorado,
Wyoming and Gulf of Mexico. Shows treasure sites
where vast fortunes remain lost or hidden. First publi-
g%;gnﬁ $2.00. Relco-Béb, Box 10563, Houston, Texas
COLORADO GHOST TOWN MAPS. Most authentic,
accurate ever published! Large, 3 color, suitable for
framing. Large scale insets giving detailed informa-
tion to forgotten towns. Complete with travel tips,
other points- of interest and research bibliography.
Folded $2.50. Mailing tube $3.50. Cash, Check, or
M.O. Frontier Publishers, P.O. Box 14408, Oklahoma
City, Okla. 73114,

COLORADO TREASURE HUNTERS! Map of Colorado
Lost Mines and Buried Treasure! Authentic, detailed,
3 color map with large scale insets. Accurate di-
rections and research information. Folded $2.50.
Mailing tube $3.50. Cash, Check or M.O. Frontier
;’;ﬁlishers, P.O. Box 14466, Oklahoma City, Okla.

GHOST TOWN DIRECTORY OF THE WEST—347 lo-
cations—10 states—Gold Panning Instructions—Pictures
—Maps—Price $1.00, Other books for the Rockhound,
Prospector, Treasure and Bottle Hunter, etc. Free
brochure on request. Pierce Publishing, Dept. A-6,
Box 5221, Abilene, Texas 79605.

NUDIST MAGAZINE $1.50, bonafide. HI, 235 No.
12th, Lincoln, Nebraska.
OUT-OF-PRINT-BOOKSHOP. Box 4263 FT, Portland,
Maine. Send Wants.
SELLING T.W.'s Dawson, Wash Blvd.,
Renton, Washington 98055.

INDIAN BOOK, '"Among The Comanches & Apaches'
by Edwin Eastman (seven and nine_ years captivity);
clothbound 304 page facsimile 1879 edition, post-
paid, now $4.00. Frontier Books, Fort Davis, Texas
79734.

FRONTIER TIMES 1 thru 43—OLD WEST 1 thru 9.
TRUE WEST Sept. '54 thru Oct. '66 No. 9 & 12 miss-
ing. True Western Adventures 1 thru 21. $75.00 Money
Order takes all. Rita K. Davison, 6419 S.E. 72nd,
Portland, Ore. 97206.

BACK ISSUES FOR SALE. TRUE WEST, FRONTIER
TIMES, WEST, etc. Send 5c stamp for list. Collectors
Book Store, 1717 Wilcox, Hollywood, Calif. 90028.
TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES and other westerns
for sale, stamp for list. Billy Hale, Box 172, Kenedy,
Texas. ¢
SELLING ALL WESTERNS. Buying REAL WEST, TRU
WESTERN ADVENTURES. YOUR LIST with stamp.
Brooks, 106 W. Catlin, Canon City, Colorado.

TRUE WEST No. 1 thru No. 80. FRONTIER TIMES No.

11232 Lake

1 thru No. to highest bidder. Have other
westerns. Wm. Carpenter, P.O. Box 1863, Reno,
Nevada.

COMPLETE SETS OF FRONTIER TIMES—for sale good
condition. $75.00 set. Also many extras & FT.

J. W. Foote, Box 332, Buckner, Mo.

BOOKS AND SPECIAL FEATURE MAGAZINES. Wide
Range of Subjects, including Western Items. Some
first editions. Select list for stamp. Clarence H.
Weihe, Box 102, Postville, lowa 52162.

"POINTS, ARROWHEADS, and_ other Artifacts of the
Southwesf.” Over 120 illustrations. Covers Stoneage
from "'Sandia’ to recent. $1.00. Canyonada, Rt. 2, Box
12, Mountainair, N. Mex. 87036.

SELLING—TRUE WEST, complete—1953-66, FRONTIER

TIMES, complete—1957-66. OLD = WEST—1964-66, 7
issues. Golden West—1965-66, 8 issues. The West—
1964-66, 41 issues. RARE—GREAT GUNS (boxed),

1952-56—47 issues. First $150.00 Money Order takes
all postpaid. Paul Repar, 3431 Rhode Island, Gary,
Ind. 46409.

I WILL PAY ANY REASONABLE ﬁrice for the fol-
lowin i os; 1.2 3:4.:8;
b7 8,9 10 11.292,13; 15,716, 17,20, 21, 22, 23, 24,
26, 29, 30, 32,33, 34, 35, 36, 38, 40, 41 and FRON-
TIER TIMES Nos. 2, 3, 7, 8, 10, 11, and 12. If you
have these and are willing to sell. please write to
Henry Schipman, Jr., 644 West Court, Las Cruces,
New Mexico 88001.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

BOOMING Australia needs your skillsl Government
assisted passage. Details $1.00. Irv Hayer, 1117 S.W.
Columbia, Portland, Oregon 97201.

FREE BOOK ''990 Successful, Little-Known Businesses."'
n’%rg home!’ Plymouth, 137P, Brooklyn, New York
WRITERS, ARTISTS needed for special commercial
assignments. Editor, B.E.R. Service, Box 530, North
Hollywood, Calif. 91603.
AUSTRALIA WANTS YOU! Good Pay, Adventure,
Government Paid Transportation Allowance! Send
$1.00 for '‘Australian Opportunities Handbook." In-
ternational Services, Box 12-K12, Greenfield, Indiana

RINCON S,Remofe Dwellinqr Place) NONFICTION.
Life on 146,000-acre South Texas ranch at the turn
of the century. Rare photographs. Dobie endorse-
ment. $4.03 incl. tax. Order from: Maude T. Gilliland,
Box 365, Pleasanton, Texas 78064.

ANNOUNCING HOME STUDY course in commercial
baking. Practical basic fraining. Good field for those
with aptitude. Free book, "Opportunities in the
Baking Industry.'" National Baking School, 835 Di-
versey Pkwy., Dept. 712-51D, Chicago 60614.

Opportunities
Business & Employment

$100 WEEK POSSIBLE! Assemble Our Products. Every-
thing Furnished! United, Box 55392-DH, Indianapolis,
Indiana.

GAME WARDEN, Government Hunter, Forestry, Park
and Wildlife Services announce job openings regu-
larly. Prepare at home for outdoor work, good pay,
security. Complete information Freel Write North
American School of Conservation-AP, Newport, Cali-
fornia 92660.

WHOLESALE GUN DIRECTORY: Buy direct from the
manufacturers at tremendous savings. This directory
lists Manufacturers in the S. and Europe, appli-
cation blank for a Federal Firearms License, for only
$1.00, instructions in the art of the fast-draw, details
of the great gun-fighters of the Old West, how to
make and the laws on silencers. All for $2.00, air-
mail $3.00, from E & O Publishers, Dept. 116, Box
4037, Dallas, Texas 75208.

Fishing & Hunting
COLLAPSIBLE FARM - POND - FISH - TRAPS; Animal
traps. Postpaid. Free information, pictures. Shawnee,
3934 W. Buena Vista, Dallas 4, Texas.

FREE CATALOG . . . saves you money on reloading
equipment, calls, decoys, archery, fishing tackle,
molds, tools, rods, blanks. FINNYSPORTS, (TR) To-
ledo, Ohio 43614.

JEEPS $62.50 . . . AUTOS . . . BOATS . . . Thousands
others direct from Government! ''How to Buy in
Your Area and 1968 Directory," send $1.00. Surplus
Disposal, Box 11211-WL, Indianapolis, Indiana 46201.
FISH TRAPS, COLLAPSIBLE, Pond-lake types. Animal,
bird traps. Free catalog and trapping secrets Sensi-
tronix, 2225-F9 Lou Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018.

LIVE TRAPS. AIl sizes, mouse to dog. Also fish,
sparrow, turtle, and other traps. World's largest
selection. Free catalog. Sensitronix, 2225-MC23 Lou
Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018.

LIVE TRAPS, All size Mouse to Dog. Collapsible or
Rigid. Carrying Cages. Free literature. National Live
Traps, Regional Sales Office: 420 W. Oak, Flagstaff,
Arizona 86001.

KNIVES: 101 Imported Hunting, Fishing Camping and
Novelty knives. Price catalogue (25¢). Friedmar Im-
ports, 320 N. 16th St., Montebello, Calif.

Firearms

MODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement
of thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-
ers. Rifles, pistols and shotguns of new manufacture
—and priced realistically. Tons of antique gun parts.
Send $1.00 for catalog #116-T. A must for any fire-
arms collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Ten-
nessee.

Indian Relics

SELLING 20,000 ANCIENT INDIAN RELICS. Arrow-
heads, Spearheads, flint knives, peace pipes both
stone and clay. Ancient Skulls $25.00. Birdstones,
bannerstones, flint and stone Maces and Sceptres
boatstones, gorgets, game balls, bell pestles, bir
arrowheads. ?.is'r free. Lear's, Glenwood, Arkansas.
POTTERY, BASKETS, BEAD WORK, Aztec pottery
and figurines, excavated items and pipe tomahawks.
List 50c. Vince's, 18 West Downs, Stockton, Cali-
fornia 95204.

72 INDIAN WAR ARROWHEADS, Flint Scalping
Knife, Flint Thunderbird $4.00. Catalog Free. Arrow-
head, Glenwood, Arkansas.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN ARTIFACTS, $1.10. Mesa Verde
Enterprise. Box 239, Aztec, N. Mexico 87410,

ARROWHEAD MAKING: Complete illustrated in-
structions on ancient methods. Includes 1 hand
chipped arrowhead. $1.00. CANYONADA, Route 2,
Box 12, Mountainair, New Mexico 87036.
SPECIALTIES COLLECTOR AIDS—Pamphlets on cata-
loging Artifacts and spoﬂing fakes and reworks
(samples included) all for $1.00. Free brochure list-
in ﬁames and many other items. THE TEPEE, BOX
749, RICHLAND, WASHINGTON 99352.

HOW TO FIND ARROWHEADS. New book tells how,
where, when to look. $2.00. Canyon Publishing, Can-
yonvil\e, Oregon 97417.

FOR SALE: Highly polished round stone found in
Towanka Indian shelters. Said to be a_game ball.
Three sizes $1.00, $1.50 & $2.00. Were in pouch of
animal when found. Roberson's Trading Post, Craw-
ford, Texas 76638.

ANCIENT INDIAN ARROWHEADS. Authenticity %uar-
anteed 12 for $3. Indian Artifacts, P.O. Box 1702,
Odessa, Texas 79760.

INDIAN ARTIFACTS. Ancient arrowheads & scrapers,
$15.00 per 100, Birdpoints, $35.00 per 100. Broken
arrowheads, $10.00 per 100. Much more. List free.
South Western Museum Supply, P.O. Box 2092, El
Cajon, Calif. 92021.

SPEAR POINTS over five inches long $3.00. Money
Back Guarantee. Walker, Box 482, Denison, Texas.

Inventions Wanted

INVENTORS! Don't sell your invention, patented or
unpatented, until you receive our offer. Eagle Devel-
opaneYnf Company, Dept. T, 79 Wall Street, New York,
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Inventions Wanted
INVENTORS! We will develop, sell your idea or in-
vention, patented or unpatented. Our naticnal manu-
facturer-clients are urgently seeking new items for
highest outright cash sale or royalties. Financial
assistance available. 10 years proven performance.
For free information write Dept. 49, Wall Street In-
vention Brokerage, 79 Wall Street, New York 5, N.Y.
PATENT Searches including Maximum speed, full air-
mail report and closest patent copies, $6.00. Quality
searches expertly administered. Complete secrecy
guaranteed. Free Invention Protection forms and
"Patent Information.'"" Write Dept. 16, Washington
Patent Office Search Bureau, 711 14th, N.W. Wash-
ington 5, D.C. :

Leathercraft
FREE Make 'Em and Save Leathercraft |dea Manual.
Tandy Leather Co., 1001 Foch, Cé1, Fort Worth, Texas.
INDIAN METHOD OF TANNING HIDES. No chem-
ical needed, $2.00, BUCK, BOX 276W, TOLLESON,
ARIZONA 85353.

' ReAl Estiate

Mizcellanenis

GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS §1.00 ACRE.

* Millions Acres! For Exclusive Copyrighted Report . . .

plus ''Land Opportunity Digest™ listing lands avail-
able throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction Guaran-
teed! Land Disposal, Box 11211-WL, Indianapolis,
Indiana 46201.

NEVADA VACATION, RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
ELK Ya acre lots, $395. down, $5 per month.
Hot springs, deer, rock and mineral hunting. Water.
Send $1 for contract, returnable. Write SILVER
CRESCENT RANCHOS, P.O. Box 4, Crescent Valley,
Nevada 89821.

GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS $1.00 ACRE.
Millions Acres! For Exclusive Copyrighted Report . . .
plus '"Land Opportunity Digest' listing lands avail-
able throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction Guaran-
teed, Land Disposal 222-WL, Georgetown Building,
Washington, D.C. 20007.

400,000,000 ACRES GOVERNMENT PUBLIC LAND in
25 states. Some low as $1.00 acre. 1967 Report. De-
tails $1.00. Public Land, 422-U Washington Building;
Washington, D.C, 20005.

Treasure Hunting

HEAP FINDINGEST DETECTORS YET for metals, min-
erals, coins and underwater. Latest far out improve-
ments, Lightest, easiest carried. IGWTT, Williams-
burg, New Mexico.

FIND BURIED COINS, treasures, relics. New super-
sensitive, low priced detectors for land or under-
water use. Free information. Sensitronix, 2225-A, Lou
Ellen, Houston 18, Texas.

NEW FOR '67! GOLDAK Treasure Locators—find
coins, gold, silver. profitable yet fun hobby.
GOLDA?(, Dept. TWC, 1544 W. Glenoaks, Glendale,
California 91201.

PROSPECTORS—TREASURE HUNTERS! Metal Detec-
tor $3.00 sold WORLD WIDE on MONEY BACK
GUARANTEE. Will locate metal many feet under-
ground. Weight 8 ounces. Users have traced under-
ground veins, located covered mine shafts, located
freasure articles, old Spanish graves, etc. Complete
instructions. Send cash, M.O. or check—we pay post-
age or c.o.d. PLASTINO MFG., CO., 6907 W. 12th,
Denver 15, Colorado.

TREASURE FINDERS! TREASURE Find Gold, Silver,
relics with super, powerful Detection locators. Free
information. Detectron, Dept. 12-TW, P.O. Box 243,
San Gabriel, California.

TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Relco's new
instruments detect buried gold, silver, coins, minerals,
historical ~relics. Transistorized. eighs 3 pounds.
$19.95 up. Free catalog. Relco-A91, Box 10839, Hous-
ton, Texas 77018.

U.S. GOVERNMENT LANDS dirt cheap! Mountain
cabin sites. $25. Millions acres! Fully illustrated! Satis-
faction gquaranteed! Send $1.00 for ''Land Buyers'
Guide." Omega Press, Box 613-D, Tustin, Calif. 92680.

Recipes

"FREE" SOURDOUGH recipe, from the '"Ole West."
Send 25¢ cover handling and mailing. Box 174, Bat-
tleground, Washington.

"SOURDOUGH" Recipes Chuckwa?on Biscuits, Hot-
cakes, Donuts. $1.00. DOUGH POT $2.50. BAR-B-Q
Chuckwagon Recipes. Sauces, Beans, etc. $1.00.
"JERKY'" Make your own from fresh or frozen beef
or game, Recipe $1.00. Box 111, Brush Prairie, Wash-
ington 98606.

BEER—é¢ aqt. Modern Recipe, supplies list; error-
less brewing with hints, etc. $1.00. Niemannsbrau En-
terprises, P.O. Box 4124?2, Los Angeles, California.

101 WINE, BEER RECIPES. lllustrated manual. $2.00.
§28p0?|les——Dominae, Box 584-W, Ft. Wayne, Indiana

"CHOCTAW'™ Brewmasters: ''Muscogee’ Winemak-
ers; instructions . . . Dollarl "Surprising," c/o
12222/ N. Lamar, Austin, Texas 78753.

Western Merchandise

FANCY WESTERN SHIRT SNAP FASTENERS. 75
colors and kinds, Shirtmaking supplies. Free cata-
logue. Campau Company, Box 76055G, Sanford Sta-
tion, Los Angeles, California 90005.

TREASURE. Gold, Silver, Relics. New 1967 detectors
now available. Free information. Rayscope, Dept. 12-J,
Box 715, North Hollywood, California 91603.

PLACER GOLD, $2.00. Pocket gold, $2.00. Gold dust,
$1.00. Attractively displayed. Moneyback gquarantee.
Lester Lea, Box 1125, Mt. Shasta, California 96067.

OREGON GHOST TOWN & Treasure Map $2.00.
Grant W. James, 2836 N. E. 19th, Portland, Oregon.

AMERICAN INDIAN COLOR SLIDES. Superb museum
specimens covering archeology and ethnology of
Western Hemisphere. Excellent for teachers, col-
lectors, artists. Free list. American Indian Museum,
3753 Broadway, New York 32, New York.

"'SMOKE HOUSE" build your own. Detailed instruc-
tions. Recipe for jerky and smoked fish. $1.00. Elmer
Leeper, Box 391, lone, Washington. °

FREE ASSAY CRUCIBLE OR GREEN TELEPHONE
INSULATOR with each order of antique bottles from
old mining towns of the west. & bottles for $5.00
plus $1.00 postage. State color amethyst, brown or
aqua. Send 50c for price list. Ernest W. Warriner,
6928 E. Timrod, Tucson, Arizona 85710.

"OVERLOOKED FORTUNES' in the rarer minerals
and gemstones. Here are a few of the 300 or more
you may be overlooking while mining, prospecting or
gem hunting: Uranium, vanadium, columbium, tan-
falum, tungsten, nickel, cobalt, selenium, germanium,
bismuth, platinum, beryllium, golden beryl, emeralds,
etc Some minerals worth $1 to $2 a pound, others
$25 to $100 an ounce. Some beryllium gems worth
a fortune: get out of the agate class into the big
money; an emerald the size of your thumb may be
worth $500 to $10,000 or more. Learn how to find,
identify and cash in on them. New simple system.
Send for free copy ''Overlooked Fortunes'—it may
lead to knowledge which may. make you rich. Duke's
Research Laboratory, Box 666, Dept. F, Truth or
Consequences New Mexico.

WANTED TO BUY: Merchant's trade tokens, army
post tokens, bus and baggage, omnibus, hack, livery
and transfer, bridge tokens. Will pay $10.00 for any
token saying, ''Good for one ride from hotel fo
depot."" Mrs., William R. Johnson, Box 176, Tecumseh,
Michigan 49286.

BEER-ALE-WINES! Powerful Methods! Secrets! Illus-
trated Booklet, $3.00, (supplies catalog Free). Inter-
state Products, Box 1-Y3T, Pelham, New Hampshire.

METAL & MINERAL MARKETS. 2,500 Buyers for 130

Metals, Minerals, Ores, Nonmetallics & Gemstones
$2.00. D.V.V. Publishers, Box 16125, Calt Lake City,
Utah 84116.

LINCOLN'S MURDERER Reward Poster. Nearly 2
feet long. $1.00. POSTER SHACK, Box 613-D, Tustin,
California 92680.

WILL FORMS (2). Instructions written by lawyer. Who
should make a will. When and how. Instructions cover
all states. $1.00 Ward, Ward, & Ward. Box 185, Fair-
field, Alabama 35064.

20 ASSORTED CHRISTMAS CARDS with envelopes,
$1.00. HORSE ART, P.O. Box 512, Novato, California
94947.

OIL BUGS. Bug and Lessons, $28.85. Box 577, Conrad,
Montana 59425.

ATTENTION ALL TREASURE HUNTERS IMPORTANT.
If you want to receive a FREE jam-packed newslet-
ter dealing strictly with Treasure Hunting with up
to date leads, finds and true-square facts: In addi-
tion to the Straight Goods on metal detectors and
associated Equipment. Then let us hear from you
now: Send us a post card or letter with your Cur-
rent address and say you want a copy of the XX. If
you are now an EXANIMO CUSTOMER, you know
what we mean, if you are not, you should be. A
new issue of the EXANIMO EXPRESS, will be out
to all Examino Customers by the end of August: If
you are now an Exanimo Customer, please send us
your current address so that we may update our
mailing lists, if you are not a customer, do likewise.
You will not want to miss the new Express: IT'S FOR
ALL TREASURE HUNTERS AND IT'S FREE: Send your
name & address to: EXANIMO GREAT LAKES, P.O.
Box 412, Oscoda, Michigan 48750.

TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Read the best!
Separate fact from fiction!!!| Sample Copy 25c.
THE TREASURE HUNTER, P.O. Box 188B, Midway
City, California 92655.

MAKE TREASURE HUNTING PAY! Free Information.
Box 482, Denison, Texas.

TRANSISTORIZED SENSITIVE METAL DETECTORS at
lowest prices. Free Information. AGMA, Box 17389,
Tucson, Arizona.

Photography
PHOTOGRAPHY FOR PLEASURE or profit. Learn at
home. Practical basic training. Long established

school. Free book. American School of Photography,
gazlg)wersey Parkway, Dept. 712-51D, Chicago, !llinois

Rare Coins & Stamps

BARB-WIRE—Antique and rare. Send 25c for sketch
list, Demco Barb Wire Sales, Box 1025, Littleton,
Colorado 80120.

ANTIQUE BARBED-WIRE AND DISPLAY LABELS,
Send 25¢ for sketch list. Huaco Wire Sales, 1316 N.
34th St., Waco, Texas 76710.

INDIAN MADE BEADWORK, WEAPONS, Costume's.
Catalog 50c. Tecumseh's Trading Post. 1430 Gaskill
St., Reading, Pa. 19606.

WESTERN BELT AND HOLSTER SET. Hand tooled
from top quality leather. Belt Approximately 215"
wide. Specify waist size, Pistol make, model, caliber,
and barrel length when ordering, $24.95 Each. F.O.B.
Laredo, Texas. Cash with order. Wholesale lists
available. Special Imports, 1913 Sta. Maria, Laredo,
Texas.

ANTIQUE BOTTLES, SEND SELF-ADDRESSED stamped
envelope to P.O. Box 5136, OXNARD, CALIF. 93030.
For Catalog and Price list.

HANDMADE MEXICAN STYLE HATBANDS—adjust-
able—Nickel conchos double strung on rawhide, black
tan, white, 1" or 1V4""—$2.25 and $2.50, State size
and color desired. 'Calif. add 5% state sales tax.
Frontier Trading Co., No. Side Mane St., P.O. Box
227, Pioneertown, Calif. 92268.

BARB WIRE—H. B. Scutt's Wood Block & Barb, with
original Block's $5.50. Crandall Chain, 'End tie) or
Kenned Barb $1.50 each. Hal Moody, Saint George,
Kan. 66535.

BARBED WIRE!! 30 Pieces All Different 18 inches,

rowl—underwood tack, diamond point, Lazy
Plate, copper, (sells for $3.00), Link wire, Stubbs
Plate, and others. Nice collection. $15.00 postpaid.
M. C. McWhirter, Route 3, Bowie, Texas 76230.

Miscellaneous

RARE SILVER DOLLARS: 1883-1884-1885-1899-1900-1901-
1902 O Mint or 1880-1881 S mint Uncirculated, $3.50
ea. New Catalogue 50c. Shultz, Box 74b, Salt Lake

. City, Utah 84110.

GOLD COINS—20's for $55; 10's for $35; 5's for $28.
géra?thorns, 1440 Canterbury Drive, Salt Lake City
, Utah.

FOUR "WILL" FORMS and Lawyer's ""Guide to
Wills"'—$1.00 complete. NATIONAL, Box 48313-MB,
Los Angeles, California 90048.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS AND DANCES on
Phonograph Records—Catalogue on request from
Canyon Records, 6050 No. 3rd Street, Phoenix, Arizona

Real Estate

LEARN WHILE ASLEEP, Self-hypnosis, prayer-plant
experiments! Details, catalog FREE. Research Associa-
tion, Box 24-TW, Olympia, Washington.

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $385.00.
40 acres $10 month. Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
fishing, investment. Free information. Land Corpora-
tion, 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.

BEAUTIFUL NATURAL COLOR prints of Charles M.
Russell's Masterpieces, suitable for framing. 50c each.
Over 100 subjects. Send 10c for list. Gudmundson,
815 E. Bannock, Boise, Idaho 83702.

WINEMAKING . . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelion
Frozen Juices, etc. Brewmasters' Secrets Revealed
Powerful Methods! Instructions, Recipes, and Supplies
Catalog, $1.00. Continental, Box 11071-WL, Indian-
apolis, Indiana 46201.

"LOST 12 POUNDS in 14 days!'—Writes Ohio cus-
omer, No drugs, exercises, starving. Guaranteed.—
31%%. GLICK, Box 369-TW, South Pasadena, California
91030.

COLLECTORS: Composite photograph of Geronimo
and related scenes with biographical summary. Two
pieces 8 x 10 each, Suitable for companion framing.
Excellent conversation gieces‘ $3.00. M. Howe, Box
7368. Waco, Texas 76710.

ROMANTIC "TAHITIAN" PERFUME Bewifchin?\lﬂy;-
Fragrant Liberal Sample .50. O'DELLS, Box 1703TW,
Prescott, Arizona 86301,

POLICE RADIO. Hear all police calls, fire depart-
ments, Sheriff's, taxis, ambulances, Highway Patrol.
New 5 Band portable radio and direction finder.
Free booklet. Nova Tech, Dept. 278, Redondo Beach,
Calif. 90278.

BEER, CHAMPAGNE, WINES . . . Time-Tested, Prov-
en Home Formulas! $2.20. (supplies, hydrometers
catalog with order). Brugenheimer, Box 158-E44, Lex-
ington, Mass.
TEXAS PROSPECTORS AND HISTORIANS MAP, by
Harley & Vera Smith, Comes to you in 22 x 29 inches
and in three colors. Lists 105 Army forts, Missions,
ghost towns, Indian, cattle & military trails. Rock
information, sunken ships off Padre and much more.
Autographed if desired. $1.00 each. Smith's Publish-
ing Co., P.O. Box 6018, Odessa, Texas 79761.
ASSAYING BOOK: for Prospectors, Assayers, Miners,
Mineralogists, etc. Simplified and complete. Over
50 elements covered. $10.00 each. D.V.V. PUBLISH-
ERS, Box 16125, Salt Lake City, Utah 84116,
DRUG SUNDRIES. Complete line of rubber goods.
Nationally advertised brands. Vitamins, etc. rite
for free catalog. Federal Pharmical Supply, Inc.,
?lél$2 North Western Avenue, Suite 110, Chicago 45,
inois. :
BEERS, PEACH BRANDY, WINES—Strongest Formu-
las, $2.25. (complete supplies hydrometers catalog
inclluded)——Research Enterprises, 29-F/T Samoset, Wo-
burn, Mass.
QUART OREGON HOPS WITH 101 recipe booklet
—Homebrewing. Winemaking, Hop Yeast Breads,
Sourdoughs $1, Nichols Gardens, Pacific North, Al-
bany, Oregon 97321.

(MISCELLANEOUS continued on next page)
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Miscellaneous

UTAH ASSAYING: Gold, silver, lead, copper, mer-
cury, $1.00 each. Platinum $3.00, SCpecfrographs $5.00.
172 North Ninth West, Salt Lake City, Utah 84116.
SUFFERING FROM ARTHRITIS? Try Ginseng; Infor-
mation Free. Write Ginseng, Asheville 52, N.C.

BLACK MEXICAN SWEET CORN—Sweetest you'll
ever taste. Same delicious variety ancient Aztecs
grew. 12 ounces $1, catalogue alone 10c. Nichols Gar-
dens, 1190 North, Albany, Oregon 97321.
PRE-COLUMBIAN Art Southeastern American |In-
dian—Send $3.00 for Introductory Series Gorget En-
terprises, Box 98, Calhoun, Tennessee 37309.

STEER HORNS, mounted highly polished 6-7 feet
long. Fifty dollars, Box 238, Splendora, Texas 77372.
EXTRA NICE SPECIMENS: Flouride $4.50, White Cal-
cite $3.50, Dog Tooth Spar $3.50, Iron Pyrite $1.50,
Petrified Wood $1.75. PPD. Brian Bilbo, P.O. Box
24251, Houston, Texas 77029.

PSYCHOMETRIC ANALYSIS from your handwriting.
Send 10 line sample and $5.00. R. C. Overturf, Box
722, Manhattan Beach, Calif, 90266. Discover your
True Personality Traits.

GIVE FOR CHRISTMAS GIFTS or for your own col-
lection. Color slides of western ''ghost towns.'" 10
For $5.00, 20 for $9.00. J. T. Luther, 754 Lincoln, San
Luis Obispo, California 93401.

DANDRUFF AND FALLING- HAIR STOPPED! Simple
Home Remedy to remove the cause of dandruff for-
ever. Restores your scalp to normal good health and
improves the luster of your hair. Only $2.00. Nothing
else to bug. Safe and sure. M. F. Wooten, 1909 San
Francisco Street, San Antonio, Texas 78201.

Wild Old Days
(Continued on page 69)

skunk or coyote came around.

As the demand grew—both for the
egg and the supply of fried chicken—
the incubator and the brooder appeared
on the scene. The first incubator I ever
saw was a tub, with a lamp for heat.
This worked very nicely for about fifty
eggs. Then a manufacturing company
took the family washtub and converted
it into something where the heat could
be regulated. From this came many
versions or types, some large enough for
several hundred eggs and some for only
fifty or more.

While I was just a small lad, my
father, Walter Johnson, of Coyle, Okla-
homa, felt that poultry, for a ready cash
income, would fit very nicely into his
cattle venture. Several large incubators
were purchased. These were the type
which used a lamp for heat. The fuel
was coal oil (or kerosene to most). As
these lamps were small, it was necessary
to fill the tank or fount twice a day,
the first thing in the morning and the
last thing before retiring at night. This
was my job.

Most of these tanks were about six
inches round at the bottom then flared
out to about ten inches at the top and

were four to six inches in depth. A com-
mon lamp burner was screwed to the
middle and at one side of the top was
a small opening where the oil was poured
in. In the more expensive models this
opening had a screw cap, but the cheaper
cnes had a cork stopper. Above the
burner was a flue or heat spreader,
made of tin or copper. This was usually
eight inches in height and would fit the
burner at the bottom and flare down to
two inches at the top, making a funnel-
shaped chimney or heat spreader.

At one side of this chimney would be
an opening of about two inches to give
light so the operator could see whether
or not the lamp was burning without re-
moving the tank or fount. This opening
would be covered with isinglass.

In many cases the tank or fount would
be made of copper. The cheaper ones
were of tin and would rust out in a
few years as most all tanks used to
store fuel would contain some water. A
fifty-five gallon barrel would be stored
outside in the weather. The changing
temperature would cause moisture to
form, and some of this would be picked
up in filling the founts. I mention this
water as it was necessary to regulate
the wick of the burner each time the
fount was filled. Water would cause the
wick to char and not siphon the oil from
the fount properly as the flame burned.
This char had to be removed and the
wick regulated. Should the storage barrel
have ever contained motor oil, then the
operator was in just as much trouble
as if it had contained water. The .0il
would cause the flame to smoke.

Most incubators had a chimney de-
signed to take care of the smoke, and
on top of this was a small automatic
regulator. At a certain heat, this would
rise and lower. A small weight was at-
tached at the end of a rod so it could
be screwed to a heavier or lighter weight
as necessary.

HE metal tank or fount would have

a certain size burner, one that could
be purchased at any store which handled
hardware. A regular lamp, glass flue
or chimney could also be used except the
small set screw at the side could not be
screwed down on a glass flue. In many
homes this lamp was the only one the
family owned. On each side of the fount
were two hooks so the fount could be
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Incubator made in 1917

easily removed from the incubator for
filling and regulating. These hooks were
soldered to the fount or tank and were
not removed when used as a lamp.

I have seen this lamp used as a parlor
lamp by making a small ring, usually
just a wee bit smaller than the top of
the fount. Hooks were placed over this
ring and a chain was hung to the ceil-
ing of the room. Some manufacturing
company soon developed a spring device
which would pull the lamp up when re-
leased. I have one of these in my col-
lection today.

This lowly little lamp has been called
every name in the book. (I cannot put
the name of it here that I used when
having to fill the thing!) When visiting
my old home, five miles west of Coyle,
I made a visit to a junk heap and dug
up a perfect specimen of what was
called a Game Lamp. Its type hung from
the rafters of most any saloon and the
ceiling of most any parlor.

This same lamp was not only the
mother to our chickens but a light for
our storm cellar; for it was in the cellar
that the incubator was kept because the
heat was easier to regulate here. I can’t
really say that chickens won the West,
but they did feather it over a bit and
made the going a little easier.

TUMBLEWEEDS

WHAT MAKES A MAN LEAVE
HIS HAPPY HOME AND WANDER
THIS TRACKLESS WASTE...

wls =l efe ofe

PLAGUED BY FEVER AND THIRST,
COOKED BY THE SUN, AMBUSHED
BY INDIANS, BIT BY SNAKES, AND
MADE OLD BY BACK-BREAKING

=le

-=fhy Tom K. Ryan

You,
YOU LITTLE RASCAL,
THAT'S WHAT!

©/965 LEW L/TTLE SYNE




Wide-Tracking is the way a Pontiac behaves. And no other car has Wide-Track.

Pontiac engineers have a happy faculty of bestowing
upon their cars more good things than most cars have
a right to. Like years-ahead styling. And disappearing
windshield wipers. And a neat vinyl rub rail that's built
into that thin stripe of molding along this Bonneville's
flanks. And variable-ratio power steering you can order
on Bonnevilles, Grand Prixs and Executives that up to
now has been available only on a fine luxury car. But

Other equally handsome impresarios of the art of Wide-Tracking: Grand Prix, Catalina, Bro
oS ?g‘z i) ; BN ST T, j ~

Wide-Track

ugham, Executive, Ventura, GTO, Le Mans, Tempest and the Five Firebirds.

Pontiac’s engineers also insist on maintaining superiority
in that most telling use of a car—on the road. Hence
Wide-Track. And in ‘68, Wide-Tracking is even further
removed from plain ordinary driving. Because the ride
is quieter, more comfortable, more stable than ever
before. And more secure. The General Motors safety
package is standard in every new 1968 Pontiac. So
isn't it time you started Wide-Tracking? We think it is!

Pontiac Motor Division

3

MARK OF EXCELLENCE

Pontiacs
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Here are all the Action-Packed Days of the 0ld West...
Throbbing with the Roar of Blazing Six-Guns . . . Stampeding Herds . . .

Desperate Renegades. .. Heroic Men and Women You’ll Never Forget!

Great Westerns
S
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The |
My‘ferious’g

THESE DE LUXE VOLUMES Are Bound in
Glowing Shades of Red, Tan, Blue
... and Stamped in Genuine Gold
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FIGHTING CARAVANS. Scream-
ing Savages! Stampeding
Buffalo! Treacherous Out-
laws! Clint Belmet seeks
vengeance against them all —
with blazing guns — as he
leads the wagon trains across
the treacherous Plains.

THE MYSTERIOUS RIDER. “Hell-
Bent”

Wade needs all his

courage, daring and six-gun
skill when he faces Cap Fol-
som’s cut-throat rustlers in
a vicious fight-to-the-finish!

TO THE LAST MAN. The turbu-
lent Southwest never had a
blocdier feud than the Pleas-
ant Valley War. It was des-
tined to go on and on-right
down to the last man!

Vom—
-

ZANE GREY actually
lived the rugged life
made famous in his
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READER'S RESERVATION CERTIFICATE

WALTER J. BLACK, Inc.
Roslyn, L. I, New York 11576 7-EF

Send me at once the three Zane Grey books de-
seribed above: FIGHTING CARAVANS, THE MYS-
TERIOUS RIDER and TO THE LAST MAN. I en-
close NO MONEY IN ADVANCE; within a week after
receiving my books, I will either return them and
owe nothing, or keep them for the special intro-
ductory price of ONLY $1.00 (plus a few cents mail-
ing charges) for ALL THREE fine volumes.

Also reserve in my name additional beautifully-
bound volumes in the Zane Grey Series. I will be
entitled to receive them as they come from the press,
on approval, for only $2.89 each (plus a few cents
mailing charges). I am to receive advance descrip-
tions of all future volumes. I need never send money
in advance; if not completely satisfied, I may re-
turn any book within one week of receipt. I may
cancel my reservation at any time. (Books shipped
in U.S.A. only.)

Name. o
(PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY)
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thrilling books!

Why We Offer You This “Reward” of 3 Great ZANE GREY Westerns for only $1.00

s a rip-roaring story of the Old West your

“meat”? Then you'll want these three
great Western thrillers by ZANE GREY—
because every Zane Grey Western is jam-
packed with blazing gunplay, breath-tak-
ing action, blood-tingling excitement!

We'll “reward you” with these THREE
Zane Grey Westerns for only $1.00—simply
for letting us introduce you to the hand-
some, hard-bound, matching volumes of
The Zane Grey Series.

What A Treat Is In Store For You!

Just picture these luxurious volumes
next to your easy chair. Now, whenever
you want, you can enjoy the most thrilling
Westerns ever written:

RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE. Brave days of
old Utah—drenched with blood!

WILDFIRE. Story of a great wild stallion, a fiery
girl-and the man who was strong enough to
tame them both!

ARIZONA AMES. His blazing six-shooter spread
terror among the toughest badmen!

SHADOW ON THE TRAIL. Quick-shooting Wade
Holden fights with rawhide-tough rustlers.
ROGUE RIVER FEUD. Violence and death on
Rogue River.

DESERT GOLD. Spine-tingling adventures of men
and women crazed by the lure of riches.

WEST OF THE PECOS. A hard-riding, straight-
shooting young man turns out to be & girl/

THE LONE STAR RANGER. One man against the
toughest killers in the wild Texas borderland!

CALL OF THE CANYON. Smashing drama of
death and danger!

30,000 ON THE HOOF. Pioneer Huett battles
screaming Indians and lawless rustlers.
Other great volumes include: Wild Horse
Mesa; The Vanishing American; Fugitive Trail;
The Hash Knife Outfit; The Arizona Clan; Twin
Sombreros; The Heritage of The Desert; West-
ern Union; Under The Tonto Rim; Robbers’
Roost; Shepherd of Guadaloupe; Thunder
Mountain; The Thundering Herd; The Man of
The Forest; and many more famous Zane Grey
Western thrillers. All complete—not a word cut!

SEND NO MONEY

Just mail RESERVATION CERTIFICATE to
examine your first THREE volumes, shown and
described above. With them will come an in-
troductory invoice for only $1.00 (plus a few
cents mailing charges) as payment IN FULL
for ALL THREE books, and instructions on how
to get your other beautiful volumes, at the low
price of $2.89 each. If not fully satisfiled you
may return all three introductory books, or any
later volume in the series; you may cancel your
reservation at any time.

You have nothing to lose — and a lifetime of
thrilling Westerns to enjoy! So send your risk-
free Reservation Certificate NOW to: WALTER
J. BLACK, Inc., Roslyn, L. I., New York 11576





