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VYIECTER:' PRI'TZ!

FULL COLOR PRINTS—COVERS OF PAST ISSUES OF
TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES AND OLD WEST—READY
FOR FRAMING ... AND AT A ROCK-BOTTOM PRICE, TOO!

{ THIS IS THE TRUE WEST! I. Nez Percé On Appaloosa, 2. The
Scout, 3. Branding Time, 4. Ceremonial Dance, 5. Sam Tilden In
Tribal Costume, 6. Pointing Toward Trouble, 7. Brisk Causes Frisk,
8. Gold On Padre Island, 9. Stay Out Of My Territory!, 10. The
Captive, |l. Stampede, 12. No Time To Lose. All printed on
heavy stock, 102" by 14", no mat required. These are works by
America’s outstanding Western illustra- g R AR
tors and photographers. The originals 1
hang in important galleries and private |
collections throughout the country.

$1.00 EACH
L]

4 for $3.50
(SAVE $.50)
L ]

8 for $6.50
(SAVE $1.50)

: 1 12)1]
: 2 D s R T
F YOU DON'T WANT TO DAMAGE THIS
MAGAZINE BY CLIPPING COUPON BE-} ' SRNERIM=R-1-0)
i OF 12, $9.00
8 (SAVE $3.00)

LS

: Western Publications,
P. O. Box 3668-CP
Austin, Texas 78704

Circle prints desired.
Gt R GEOR TN |
() Entire set of 12
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F invEST NOW!

’ PROSPERITY AWAITS YOU!

1. ACRES

MEADOW VALLEY ¥
RANCHOS %

o NEVADA 8

THE BOOM THAT HAD TO COME IS NOW
ON IN NEVADA. Ground floor buyers have
reaped fortunes from small initial invest-
ments. A factual example of skyrocketing
values is Las Vegas, Nevada. Land that orig-
inally sold for $200.00 an acre, now sells
® for $20,000.00 an acre, a profit of 1000%!
The first offering of LAS VEGAS land was
open to everyone. Buyers who took advan-

N

C slooo o
MONTHLY

00
FULL PRICE
WK _ 55950

FISHING: A fisherman's paradise. Huge
Rainbow, Brook Trout and German Browns
abound in Alpine-like lakes and mountain-fed
hottom streams.

GOLF: Enjoy leisurely golfing, with never 4
a rush for starting times, at the city owned — _
Ruby View Golf Course. This beautiful golf — __ -~
course is only minutes from the property.

tage of low opening prices have hecome wealthy. The ground floor op-
portunity of Las Vegas is gone, BUT ANOTHER AREA OF PROSPEROUS
NEVADA IS BEING RELEASED FOR PUBLIC SALE!

This area has such a tremendous growth potential, such a fantastic,
unlimited future, that wise investors have purchased large acreage.
Bing Crosby’s ranch was one of the largest cattle ranches in the county.
James Stewart is honorary sheriff. Yes, the smart, experienced investors
have sensed the future and are buying MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS in Elko

LAKE OSINO: No charge to Rancho owners for full privileges at
nearhy Lake Osino. Fish, Picnic and Relax with your fellow Ranch owners
at this private lake and recreation area.

HUNTING: You will find the hunting of your life. Big game species
such as Mule Deer are abundant. Duck, Quail and Chukar are plentiful.

YOUR PROFITABLE TOMORROW —

YES, wise investors are buying in MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS, but
America’s largest corporations, whose research closely follows the

County, Nevada. trend of increasing land values and population growth, are also busy

investing throughout Nevada. U.S. COMMERCE BUREAU FACT: Per capita
income in Nevada is highest of all 50 states.

TAX RELIEF — No State Income, Gift or Inheritance Tax. The low
Real Estate Property Tax is actually limited by the State Constitution.

WHAT ARE THE TOTAL COSTS?

The full price of the title to your 1% acre Rancho is only $595. Total
payment schedule is $1 down, and $10 per month. No interest, no carry-
ing charges. John D. Rockefeller said, “The big fortunes of the future
will be made in Real Estate.” You are not required to do anything to
your land. You can live or vacation on it, or simply watch its value
grow, then sell all or part of it for a profit. Your profitable tomorrow
e is here today in MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS.

”owi DON’T_MISS THIS OUTSTANDING OPPORTUNITY!

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS has all the factors needed
to boom...to prosper...to skyrocket its land
values. Ideally located in the prospering Elko Valley,
The Ranchos have the backdrop of the statuesque
Ruby Mouniains. The sparkling Humboldt River actu- ;
ally flows through the property and is a valuable
asset of the Ranchos. Every Rancho fronts on a
graded road. The City of Elko, with its long estab-
lished schools, churches, and medical facilities
is MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS friendly neighbor.

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS VIV PON TODAY
4298 STOCKMEN BLDG., ELKO, NEVADA 89801 A COUPO 0 :
Yes!—Reserve acreage at MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS for me— $595 for each 1% acre parcel—
payable $1 down and $10 a month. No other charges. Send purchase contract and map l
showing exact location of my holding. You will return my $1 deposit if | request same I
within 30 days. | enclose $1 deposit for each 1Y acre Rancho desired.

D
ranklin SIZE PER :
j\( Lake 2 ACRES | pown | Mo. | Neme
B 1Y/ 1 10
send $1 deposit 107 S-Ruby Lak;Nc e | % $%g M
desired 10: 3% 3 - : ‘
each Rancho MEADOW \l‘l;\.;i‘g“‘:o Nevada 5 3 25 | City Zone State
)
o)

Indicate No. of Ranchos. Total enclosed $_____
. D (SN SRR R R (ST DR e BN 05D oNEm jon B DS TS RS 52T PNSd Swe g (Sm BN
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FOUL ANCHOR
'ARCHIVES

“For treasure or pleasurel!”

NEW! NEW!

LOST BONANZAS, a fine new one by fa-
mous Western writer Harry Drago. Locations
on twenty lost legendary mines. Hardback, map
end papers, 278 pages with lots of new ma-
terial. $5.00

PIECES OF EIGHT by Kip Wagner. The
Florida 1715 Spanish Galleon recoveries of
$3,000,000 in treasure. Biggest recovery in
United States history. Tells all details, and
tells the TRUTH. Big, 221 pages with color
illustrations. Hardback, with map end papers
of the wreck locations. A notable book on a
famous treasure from under the sea. £7.50

THE OLD TRAILS WEST by Moody. A big,
fine, hardback book that covers all the old
trails. 318 pages with maps and illustrations.
Follow these trails for treasure. $6.95

NOTICE: ENCYLOPEDIA OF BURIED
TREASURE has sold out.

We sell nothing but TREASURE!

We pay postage. Ask for FREE catalog on
treasure books.

FOUL ANCHOR
Box 206F Rye, New York 10580

Blevins

Stirrup

Buckles
IMI"‘ROVED

per pair
Sleeves same as
older style, the
tongue has no
hinge or strap.
Easy to change
stirrup lengths
quickly and easy

to install —won't
slip or stick.

Made of stainless
steel and heat- 1rouhd ulummum Sleeves cov-
ered with leather prevent mbbmg horse or
saddle. Available in 22"’ and 3"’ widths. Order
either new, improved or the old style buckle.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

AT YOUR DEALERS OR

BLEVINS MFG. CO.

WH EATI.AND, WYOMING

[now!
16" DEERSKIN
SCOUT BOOT

Comfort, durability, protection, and good
looks.  Genuine heavy-weight deerskin.
Hand-molded thick rawhide sole, foam
padded leather-lined insole. Drawstring un
der fringed flap. Buffalo-brown or black
suede. Order yours foday!

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED!

Ladies—4-10

ORDER USUAL SHOE SIZE
LARGEST MAIL-ORDER
MOCCASIN SPECIALISTS
SERVING YOU DIRECT
POSTPAID EXCEPT ON €005

W'estern Brands

Estes P-d( Canf-d'

January-February, 1967
Volume 14, No. 3
Whole No. 79

“True West

All True—AIll Fact—Stories of the Real West

PAT WAGNER ROBERT SMALL
Editor JOE AUSTELL SMALL Advertising

LESTER U. BEITZ St hins MARILYN WHITE
Art Director Circulation

“The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of great
bistorical value and should be 5reserved in all the libraries of the country”—
Woalter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.

In This Issue—

GIVE ONE TO A SOLDIER! S S e e SR
FRULY. WESTERN = 0 e L e e 4
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TRUE WEST is published bi-monthly by WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC., P.O. Box
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The Bad Old Days of Coffee
Dear Editor:

The story and pictures in TRUE
WEST about the one-pound packages of
Arbuckle’s and Lion’s Coffee, brought
memories of other times, the stretch be-
tween 1880 and 1900. Much of the brew
obtained back then would not eclick in
our exacting times. I am about con-
vinced that those companies believed in
methods similar to those of producers of
tamales—50-50, one rabbit and one horse.

In one part of the West that I am
familiar with, farmers were induced to
raise field peas. The root system of
the pea would enrich the soil; leaves and
vines would produce stock feed, and the
peas were valuable to humans.

From shipments to a centralized depot
in one of our mid-eastern states, uni-
form seed would be selected for planting
the following year’s crop. A company-
paid field agent visited farmers frequent-
ly, giving advice on the season’s yield,
and shipping the crop out of the country.

Many producers wondered about what
happened to those peas, and many uses
came to light. The principal one was that
the peas were ground and went into
stock feed. But some were soaked in a
synthetic solution resembling chicory
which, when drained and pressed in a
mold, looked like a coffee bean. The
grounds of real coffee are quite sharp
and gritty, that’s not true of pea
grounds. Pea grounds become slick.

It was a great life if you didn’t weak-
en.—Lester C. Wishard, 5103 Altamont
Drive, Klamath Falls, Oregon 97601.

Fancy Roper
Dear Sir:

Here’s a true story about Leedy, Okla-
homa in 1911. Some of the readers may
remember it.

A brone rider named Texas Ed Linsey
came to Leedy with a friend named Tak
King. Texas Ed had a sign put up that
read, “I will ride anything with hair on
it for $1.00.” People would smile as they
eyed the big sign and crowds would
gather from miles around.

Around Leedy the ranchers would
bring in their horses, steers and mules—
just. whatever they wanted rode and
Texas Ed would ride, rope, bulldog, do
all the tricks any cowboy ever knew. It
thrilled me to see him bulldog a steer
from a horse or auto, then to hold the
steer down by his teeth, both hands out-
stretched. He did fancy roping, catching
a horse by his tail, by one foot, three
feet, then all four while the horse was
in full gallop.

Tak Xing was also a fine cowboy—
how good I will never know. King fell
in love with a girl living near Leedy and
went to the ranch where she lived. Her
mother came out and ordered him off
the place. She then went back in the
house and when she appeared again she

4

had a shotgun cradled in her arms. King
must have tried to reason with her, but
he wasn’t convincing. After some talk
she raised the gun and shot Tak in the
back as he was leaving. The shell made
a hole clean through Tak King, killing
him instantly. :

I did not attend the trial but I learned
later that she came clear of the killing
because she had ordered King off her
property and he had paid no heed.—Jim
Larry, 2005 So. Mountain Avenue,
Duarte, California.

Sioux Indian War
Dears Sirs:

My husband has a coin with the fol-
lowing printed on it: “Fritz & Russell
Erickson’s Saloon”; on the reverse side
is printed “Good for 2%c in trade.”

He also has a War Medal issued for
“The Sioux Indian War of 1890-91.” The
reverse side says: “Presented To H. C.
Grant, Sec. Lieut., For Services Rendered
the State of Nebraska. Co. B.” It would
be very interesting to hear from anyone
who had a relative serving in Co. B.—
Mrs. Jesse A. James, 3511 So. Logan,
Englewood, Colorado 80110.

We have had a letter requesting help in
the identification of the Indian brave
below. If any of you have a clue, please
write Norma Jones, Box 473, Lander, Wyo.

Arena Director
Dear Sirs:

Congratulations on your fine story on
Richard Merchant in the October issue.
I first met Richard at a rodeo near Globe,
Arizona, in 1922. A finer man or fairer
contestant never coiled up a rope. Al-
though he roped against some of the
toughest competition the sport has ever
known, considering the way the rules
were then, he was always honest and
possessed great ability. After watching
ropers for over fifty years, I still think
he could take his wraps and hitch faster
than anyone else in calf and steer ty-
ing. He was also a grand fellow to run
a rodeo.—Phil Meadows, Box 613, Flo-
rence, Arizona 85232.

Bill Kelsey
Dear Mr. Small:

I know that a lot of old-timers read
TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES.
Maybe one of these people knew my
great-uncle Bill, whose real name was
Skelcy, but who went by the name of
Kelsey. He worked on the Rathbun
Ranch, outside of Kemmerer, Wyoming.
Uncle Bill died in 1904, at the age of
thirty-four. &

In 1954, my grandpa, grandma and
uncle visited a Mr. and Mrs. Rathbun
in Kemmerer, and also a man called
“Deacon” Jones who once rode with my
uncle. These people knew Bill quite well.
My relatives asked where he was buried
but - they couldn’t locate the grave be-
cause it was under a wheat field. I
would appreciate any little bit of in-
formation on long-gone Uncle Bill.—
Greg Skelcy, 4758 Eva St., Saginaw,
Michigan 48601.

Joe Rankin
Gentlemen:

All of your publications are interest-
ing but when one has mention of some-
one I knew, as Joe Rankin and the
Steamboat Springs area, they become
special. There are some minor errors,
such as the statement that Rankin was
a soldier. He was not, he was a civilian
scout. In any event, he was a real man
and later, as Deputy U. S. Marshal,
caught my partner and me with some
illegal buckskin that some outside hunt-
ers had shot and left to spoil.

The headquarters of the outfit I was
with in the early 1900s was next to the
Thornburgh Monument and charred re-
mains of wagons, bones, etc., were still
there. I wish someone had taken pictures.
Rolland F. Sherfy, P. O. Box 757, Sun-
bury, Ohio.

Sheriff Truax
Publisher:

I have just run across a June issue
of your magazine and was surprised to
find a story, “The Man Who Lived With
Greed” by Orpha Collins. The story is
quite true. The Sheriff Truax mentioned
was my father and I am now ninety-one,
so I am interested to know who Orpha
Collins is, and how she knew about all
these people we knew besides my father,
R. A. Truax, who lived to see his ninety-
seventh year.—Bertha Truax Marvin,
1801 Rodrequez, Santa Cruz, California
95062.

Reader Preference
Friends: .

I enjoy the ghost town stories. Bodie
is probably the best preserved of all the
ghost towns I have visited, and very
interesting. To those who would like to
see it, I advise that they make the trip

(Continued on page 72)
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Maybe it's illegal ... Mayhe it's outlawed
But with results like this...WHO CARES!

Banned from the tracks by every major oil company,(yet used in the fleet
of a world famous auto rental system*, as well as used in motor pools of

some of the nation’s largest corporations whose names read like a “who’s

who” of Industry) — here is the full story behind science’s new miracle.

invention that gives you up to 500 miles from a single tank of gas — saves

you up to 50 gallons of gas each month — up to $200 on gas each year!

In fact, when it was first tested on the same proving grounds and in the
same test-laboratories used by Ford, GM and Chrysler . . . results were so
overwhelming that nation-wide press releases by America’s leading auto-
motive authorities immediately hailed this great new breakthrough!

6 months ago, for perhaps the first time in
history, the United States Government is-
sued patent protection to an invention that
has been classified ILLEGAL! Sound
strange? Not really . . . here’s why:

I'm sure you're familiar with the famous
gasoline-economy tests run by all major
oil companies. Well, do you know that the
remarkable new invention described on
this page is actually banned from these
tests because it is TOO EFFECTIVE!
Do you know that because this invention
saves so much gasoline ... because it gives
so much economy, it is actually ILLEGAL
for a test-driver to fit one on his car! And
do you know that because it boosts gaso-
line mileage up to 11 more miles per gal-
lon...it is actually outlawed in every
recognized cross-country economy test.. .
simply because the officials who conduct
these tests have been forced to rule that
it gives all cars that have it AN UNFAIR
ADVANTAGE!

In other words if you are a person plan-
ning on entering one of these cross-
country economy runs...then this mes-
sage is not for you. YOU JUST WON'T
BE ALLOWED TO USE THIS NEW
INVENTION — SORRY, BUT IT'S
SIMPLY ILLEGAL. But—if you- are
interested in getting more miles per gal-
lon than you ever dreamed possible —
and doing it the very same way that many
of America’s leading corporations are
doing at this very moment—then what
you are about to read is perhaps the
most thrilling and exciting news in auto-
motive history!

NOW GET UP TO 11 MORE
MILES PER GALLON

The name of this great new invention is
the GT ENERGY CHAMBER... and
there is no better way to describe to you
the increased performance and economy
it will give you...than to tell you of the
“bombshell effect” it had on research sci-
entists and test-drivers, who simply re-
fused to believe their own gasoline gauges
when they first tried it out. Look:

CUTS GASOLINE COSTS TO
AS LITTLE AS 1¢ A MILE

1. When the GT Energy Chamber was first
tested by the same research laboratories
nsed by Ford, General Motors and Chrys-
ler ... results were so overwhelming, (a
staggering increase of up to 67 per cent)
... it actually lowered gasoline costs to as
little as one cent a mile!

2. When tests were made by a second giant
auto rental system* with this incredible
money saving invention . . . and then test-
run on the road and on such world famous
proving grounds as the Indianapolis Speed-

LEADING DIGEST REPORTS
BIG AUTOMOTIVE BREAKTHROUGH

Recently, scientists at one of the
world’s leading oil companies discov-
ered a new way to save as much as
35 gallons a month on the gasoline
your car burns. Working in complete
secrecy for over 15 years, these men
had been assigned to find out once and
for all just how much mileage could
actually be coaxed from an automo-
bile engine.

After thousands upon thousands of
experiments, they discovered that by
simply feeding the gasoline to the en-
gine in a new and different way they
were able to get as much as 34 miles
or more from every gallon of gas.

So revolutionary was this breakthrough
that the Digest featured the sensa-
tional news NOT ONCE .. . but in two
separate issues — AND THAT WAS
ONLY THE BEGINNING; because
when another group of experts took
this “forced-feeding” concept . . . al-
tered it . . .-tested it . . . and improved
it even more . .. they boosted gasoline
mileage to a staggering 36% on 7 and
8-year-old cars...and as much as
61% on later model cars.

What you see on-this page is the full,
thrilling story behind this new wonder-
invention ...and how you, too, may
obtain up to 7, 9 even 11 more miles
per gallon ... and do it without chang-
ing a single part on your car!

LOOK HOW EASY IT IS!

The GT ENERGY CHAMBER takes but a few
minutes to install. In fact, it's so easy you
need not know a single thing about an en-
gine because easy picture directions ac-
company each unit. Total installation time:
3 to 5 minutes. Total savings on gas: up to
$200 a year!
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way . . . the test-drivers of these vehicles
were absolutely amazed to see these big
8 cylinder sedans get better gas-mileage
than small European economy cars!

3. When RCA, General Electric and some
of the nation’s largest taxi fleets tested this
great new invention to determine just how
much gas it would save them...results
were so dramatic, that within 30 days they
reported savings of HUNDREDS and
HUNDREDS. OF gallons of gas the very
first month alone!

Even more startling . . . when one of the
world’s largest fleet owners* . . . tested this
amazing G. T. ENERGY CHAMBER (to
prove to themselves how much money they
could save) the proof was so convincing,
so dramatic, that they ordered entire fleets
of cars IMMEDIATELY EQUIPPED;
that's the kind of miracle-mileage this
thrilling new invention delivers.

IMAGINE! ALMOST 500 MILES OF DRIVING
FROM A SINGLE TANK OF GAS!

Yes, from road tests, laboratory tests, tests
by one of the world’s most famous test
drivers . .. come reports of cars that drive
for hundreds and hundreds of miles ON
A SINGLE TANK OF GAS! Reports of
test cars from Ford, General Motors,
Chrysler that get more miles per gallon
today than when they were brand new!
Reports of big, luxury sedans that out-
weigh small European cars by a full ton
... Yet get better gas mileage, and huge
dollar savings thanks to this new miracle
invention.

IF IT WORKS SUCH MILEAGE MIRACLES,

HOW COME THE CAR MANUFACTURERS

HAVEN'T INSTALLED THIS TYPE OF UNIT

IN THEIR CARS — THE ANSWER IS THAT
TWO ALREADY HAVE!

By now you are probably wondering just
what is the GT ENERGY CHAMBER
...and how does it work? To make a
long story short...if you were to look
under the hood of one of thoss $20,000
European luxury cars like the Maseratti

“MATCH ME — | DARE YOU''— AND WE DID! This is the test that left the experts gasping in dis-

belief. The day we took a big luxurious Cadillac sedan...and pitted it in an ECONOMY RUN
against a so-called ‘“‘economy car”...this small Plymouth. The only change we ‘made in the
Cadillac . . . it was fitted out with the amazing new invention the GT ENERGY CHAMBER, described
on this page. Result of test? The Cadillac boosted its miles per gallon by so much, it actually
OUTPERFORMED the Plymouth . .. left it standing bone-dry, panting for even a glass of gasoline.
For full documented proof of just how this amazing new invention can save you up to $200 in
gasoline in the next 12 months...read the rest of this page. (Test conducted on the New
England Turnpike—results sealed and attested to by official state notary.)

BEST PROOF OF ALL!

One Of The World’s Largest Rent-A-
Car Systems Road-Tests Amazing New
Invention For 3 Solid Months . . . Then
Orders Fleet Of Cars IMMEDIATELY
EQUIPPED! They report “Savings of
up to 54 gallons a month per car”.

Yes, from one of the nation's largest
automobile fleet owners comes the most
dramatic proof of all. A company that
spends more money on gasoline in one
weekend than the average person spends
in a lifetime. They tested this incredible
new invention and here is what they
found. BOOSTED GASOLINE MILE-
AGE A WHOPPING 32% ON ALL
CARS TESTED. Wouldn't you like to
save up to $200 a year on your car? For
full details read the rest of this page.

or the Aston-Martin, you would see sitting
right behind the carburetor...a special
gasoline BOOSTER unit . . . especially de-
signed to extract more blazing power,
more energy, from each gallon of gaso-
line. This remarkable booster-unit is what
gives these cars such magnificent perform-
ance . . .such TOTAL POWER ... in-
creased engine efficiency.

And this is precisely what the GT EN-
ERGY CHAMBER is designed to do—
enable your engine to extract more piston-
driving power, more raw, blazing energy
and more gasoline economy...ONLY, in-
stead of costing $100 to $150 (like the
European booster-units)... the GT EN-
ERGY CHAMBER costs but a mere
fraction.
That's because after years of intensive re-
search, automotive experts have finally
found a way to simplify the mileage-
boosting principle of these¢ booster units
. reduce the number of parts in each
unit . . . mass produce them . . . and
make them available at a price so low it’s
almost too ridiculous to mention. Why,

do you realize what this means to you if
you are determined to save yourself up
to $16 a month on your gas bills . . . up to
50 gallons of gas each month...yes, up
to $200 a year an wasted gasoline?

INSTALLS IN MINUTES —
PAYS FOR ITSELF IN AS LITTLE
AS 15 DAYS

It means that no matter what kind of car
you now have . ..no matter how old that
car may be ... from this day on, you, too,
can now save up to 500 gallons of gas
each and every year. NOW you, too, can
drive for hundreds of miles at a time with-
out ever stopping at a service station.
NOW you, too, can drive across 6 states
of the union on just a single tank of gas
...blaze a trail from New York to Chi-
cago on just 2 or 3 tankfuls... perform
mileage-miracles that only yesterday you
thought were utterly impossible.

Take advantage of the most significant
automotive discovery of our age. Achieve
the same wondrous results as America’s
largest automotive fleet owners, giants of
industry, Indianapolis test-drivers, and re-
search scientists. If you can spare the few
minutes it takes to attach this brilliant new
discovery to your car, then take advantage
of this special Free-trial introductory offer.

PROVE IT TO YOURSELF AT OUR RISK

Now the price of the GT ENERGY
CHAMBER on this special introductory
trial offer is not the 15 or 20 dollars you
might expect...but only $6.95. Why,
you'll save up to 10 times that amount
in gasoline savings in no time at all not
to mention the hundreds of dollars in
money you save year after year.

And since we invite you to try the GT
ENERGY CHAMBER on your own car
completely at our risk...you have ab-
solutely nothing to lose and everything in
the world to gain. So to take advantage of
this no risk trial offer ... mail the no-risk
coupon today!

ORDER TODAY — ON FULL, MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE

. 3 1
: AMERICAN AUTOMOTIVE UNITS, INC. Dept. 431 |

550 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10036 I
| Please rush me the sensational GT ENERGY CHAMBER immediately! I |
| understand the price is only $6.95 for which I enclose cash, check or money |
| order. 1t is understood that 1 may return the unit within 90 days for full 1
| purchase price refund if I am not fully satisfied. 1
: NAME ___ I
| ADDRESS :
| CITY STATE, I
} make of car__ year. 1
| number of cylinders (6 or 8) S I
| SPECIAL OFFER: Purchase one for yourself and one for a friend and save I
I even more. Order two GT ENERGY CHAMBERS for just $11.95 (a savings I

of $2.00), same guarantee as above. |
: Make of second car Year No. of Cyls. |
I () C.0.D. orders enclose $1.00 deposit. Same money-back guarantee. |
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James P. Miller was a quiet, church-going man who didn’t smoke, drink or swear.
He was a family man whose only fault was his profession—the most feared hired

as Bobbitt’s wagon approached, the twin
muzzles of a shotgun followed the ranch-
er’s sitting figure. When the wagon
reached its closest proximity to the tree,
two explosions blasted Bobbitt from his
seat and the assassin quickly rose and
ran to a horse concealed nearby. Bobbitt
had received a mortal wound and lay
dying as the killer swung into the saddle
on his yellow pony and raced from the
scene of tragedy.

A steady gallop was maintained as he
cut across country and when he reached
the first fence he swung from the saddle,
quickly cut the barbed wire, and was:
off again. The night was black and the
horse’s drumming hoofs added to the
bleak monotony of the terrain. On the
rider pressed, down into a gully and up
the other side, the hoofbeats changing
tone only when they struck a rock or
momentarily passed over a hard-packed
trail. In a very literal sense, the darkly
clad rider was death himself and the
staccato beat of the galloping pony was
telling a story of murder and terror that
had few equals in our frontier history.
On into the night he sped and blackness
enveloped him as he rode toward his
destiny.

AMES P. MILLER was born in Van
Buren, Arkansas, about 1866. Very lit-

tle is known of his early life except that
his parents moved to Robertson County,
Texas, when Jim was a year old. Both
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killer in the Southwest . . .

parents died while he was quite young
and by the time he was eighteen he was
living with an older married sister and
her husband, John Coop. Jim’s parentless,
early years must have been hard and he
developed characteristics that warped his
thinking and directed the course of his
future life. He had a terrible temper and
he hated fiercely and with a passion.
Although outwardly calm and quiet, the
boy never forgot a real or fancied wrong
and revenge often became an obsession
with him.

The Coops lived in Coryell County on
Plum Creek about eight miles from
Gatesville. Jim didn’t get along with his
brother-in-law and one day he decided to
resolve the difficulty by a means which
held a peculiar fascination for him. He
laid his plans carefully and everything
went according to schedule. On the night
of July 80, John Coop was assassinated
by a shotgun blast while peacefully
sleeping in his bed.

It was no secret that young Miller and
Coop didn’t get along and Jim was im-
mediately picked up as a prime suspect.
At the subsequent trial, Miller was able
to account for all of his time on the night
of the murder—all but one brief period
of about forty minutes. His alibi was a
Miss Georgia Large with whom he had
attended a camp meeting at the nearby
settlement of Camp Branch. Miss Large
testified that they had gone to the meet-
ing and had been together until “the
preaching started.” Miller then excused
himself and later returned, “when the
shouting had commenced.” Testimony
was introduced to show that Jim had
ridden a fast horse to the meeting that
night and that it was entirely possible
for him to have ridden home, killed
Coop, and returned to the side of his
lady friend. Other evidence showed that
Jeff Coop, brother of the deceased, had
timed the three-mile ride between Camp
Branch and his home a few days before
the murder. It was shown that Miller
knew of the timing ride and could have
made his plans accordingly. The damning
web of evidence was growing tighter and
the result of the trial seemed inevitable.
It didn’t take the jury long to find Miller
guilty and the judge sentenced him to
be hanged. But a capricious fate had
much more in store for young Jim.

Miller’s attorney was able to get the
case reversed through a technicality and
a new trial was scheduled. Jim was soon
riding west.

Jim drifted over into San Saba Coun-
ty, but again little is known of his ac-
tivities there. He seems to have run
around with three brothers named Renfro
and a man named Bill White—all alleged-
ly tough characters of shady means.

One of the Renfros was convicted of
rustling and on the day of his trial a
juror walked into Johnson’s saloon in the
town of San Saba. Bill White was there
and he roughed up the juror enough so
that he fled to the sheriff demanding
White’s arrest. Sheriff Harkey and his

Left: Manning Clements, Jr., Jim's brother-
in-law and close friend. Miller did not live
long enough to avenge his death. How-
ever, he did try to avenge the death of
Manning Clements, Sr.. right. but failed.

young deputy brother located Miller,
White and the Renfros at another saloon
a short time later. The officers rushed
in and took the troublemakers by sur-
prise, hustling all five off to the local
jail. Jim was out before long and evident-
ly decided it was time to be moving again.

HE TURNED UP in nearby McCulloch

County where he made the acquain-
tance of Manning Clements, a cattleman
and rancher of the area. Clements and his
brothers were old-timers who had made
the early cattle drives to Kansas back in
the 1870s. They were all tough characters
and were cousins to the notorious John
Wesley Hardin, now languishing in
prison. In 1886 or early 1887, when Miller
arrived, Clements had ranches in both
McCulloch and Runnels Counties and was
a well known figure.

Just how Miller met Clements isn’t
known, but possibly he worked for him
as a ranch hand. He seems to have gotten
on well with at least two of the Clements
clan. “Mannie” Clements, Jr. became a
good friend and his sister, Sallie, took
an immediate interest also. Young Miller
was a handsome man and Sallie probably
fell for him hard, but it’s doubtful that
Jim would have let himself get too in-
volved. These were the days of strong
family ties and traditions and Jim had
little in this line to recommend him. He
had left his past behind, but Clements
had friends all over Texas and it would
have been an easy matter to check up
on a suitor of his daughter. Clements
himself had killed men in gunfights, but
what would he think of a prospective
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son-in-law who evidently had murdered
his own brother-in-law while he slept?
Chances are that Jim had to bide his
time with his sweetheart and not let the
family think he was too interested.
Whatever the case, Jim was soon to have
the opportunity to get himself in solidly
with the Clements family.

The elder Clements became a candidate
for sheriff of Runnels County. The cam-
paign was a hot one, the bitterness of
the opposing faction finally reaching the
boiling point. On March 29, 1887, Joe
Townsend, the city marshal of Ballinger,
Texas, shot and killed Manning Clements
while he was taking a drink in the
Senate Saloon.

Jim Miller made up his mind to kill
Joe Townsend and he ambushed him one
night with a shotgun. Although Town-
send was hit only in the arm, the wound
was bad enough that the arm later had
to be amputated. The identity of the
would-be assassin was a mystery, and
Miller didn’t want to press his luck by
sticking around. He was in love with
Sallie, but he wasn’t interested in the
cattle business. Jim headed west again,
ﬁgking Sallie to wait until she heard from

im.

Miller dropped from sight for the next
few years. He liked to gamble and proba-
bly eked out a living this way since there
was a minimum of work involved. He was
still drifting when he turned up in Pecos,
Texas, in 1890.

The fact that Mannie Clements, Jr.,
was living in Pecos at this time would
seem to indicate that he had kept in
touch with Jim over the years. Pecos
was a dusty little cattle town barely ten
years old and situated in the sun-bleached
desert of west Texas. Mannie Clements
took Jim around town and introduced him
to Sheriff Bud Frazer, Johnson Tate,
John Brooks and other Pecos ranchers
and businessmen. The people were friend-
ly and Jim liked the town so he decided
to stay for awhile and see what would
develop.

He was quiet and well mannered and
people noticed that he never used to-
bacco or drank in the saloons. In short,
he made a good impression in Pecos and
when in time Sheriff Frazer made him
his deputy, the leading citizens of the
town shook his hand and wished him well.

OMETIME in 1891, Jim Miller and
Sallie Clements were married, al-
though it isn’t clear just where the event

took place. Jim could afford a wife. He
made a little extra money gambling and
at one time even thought of going into
the hotel business as a sideline. The
townspeople nodded approvingly as Jim
chased cattle rustlers and otherwise
satisfactorily performed his duties. He
got along well with Sheriff Frazer and
the two men seemed to work well to-
gether. A new life was opening up for
him, but a streak of evil that lay just
beneath the surface of the man soon
made Jim Miller restless.

Some aspects of the ensuing events
have been lost over the years, but Miller
and Frazer had a falling out that was to
echo in the Southwest for some years
to come. Miller escorted a Mexican
prisoner to nearby Fort Stockton, but he
returned to Pecos ahead of schedule with
a story that for the first time raised
eyebrows in town. Jim’s story was that
the Mexican had tried to escape and he
had killed him. It was hard to believe
anything bad about Jim Miller and the
incident soon blew over, but the sheriff
began watching his deputy more closely.
And things began to happen.

Cattle were being rustled and driven
across the Mexican border, and evidently
Frazer thought Miller had something to
do with it. His deputy too frequently
was absent from town. He questioned
Jim but wasn’t satisfied with his answers
and began to watch the deputy’s every
move.

Miller went quietly about his business,
but beneath his placid exterior a bitter-
ness was growing into a vehement hatred.
Frazer had wronged him and the matter
could only be resolved by vengeance.
Vengeance to Jim Miller meant death.

HAVIN G made up his mind to kill the

sheriff, Jim started making plans.
Mannie Clements and a man named
Mart Hardin, possibly a relative, were
talked into joining the scheme, but
Miller thought he needed one more ac-
complice to do the job right. One night
he and Clements tried to persuade an

‘acquaintance to join their murderous

little group. The man was Con Gibson
and he gave the plan less than a luke-
warm reception. At the first opportunity,
Gibson reported the incident to Frazer
and the sheriff now recognized the deadly
nature of his deputy. With Miller, Clem-
ents and no telling how many others
stacked up against him, Bud Frazer
promptly sent out a call for the Texas

El Paso, Texas as it looked a few years prior to Jim Miller's troubles there.
Courtesy Mercaldo Archives
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Jim Miller, looking every bit the part of a

respectable businessman, as he appeared
in the early 1900s.
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Rangers.

Captain John R. Hughes and two
Rangers arrived in Pecos and arrested
Miller, Clements and Hardin in May,
1893. They were thrown in jail although
all but Miller were soon out on bail. The
sheriff didn’t want his ex-deputy out of
his sight.

Early in June, Mannie Clements met
Frazer on the street and a fight re-
sulted after which Mannie charged the
sheriff with assault.

Jim had friends in town—influential
friends who couldn’t believe that the.
quiet, gentlemanly Miller they knew
could be bad. Frazer was finally pres-
sured into letting his prisoner out on
bail, but on July 22, Miller was again in
trouble charged with stealing a pair of
mules. This case was dismissed but mean-
while Miller and his cohorts were tried
for conspiracy to murder the sheriff. Jim
secured the services of two good attor-
neys and was easily acquitted at the El
Paso trial. He immediately returned to a
puzzled Pecos and an uneasy Bud Frazer.

Jim went into the hotel business at
the corner of ‘Oak and Second Streets,
across from the Pecos Valley Bank. Mrs.
Miller ran the hotel while Jim gambled
and generally took life easy. He ignored
Frazer for the time being and concen-
trated on vengeance in another direc-
tion. Con Gibson had informed on him
and Jim determined to even the score
without being implicated.

Gibson had fled the county and settled
in Eddy, New Mexico, but Jim soon
tracked him down. Sallie Miller had a
cousin living in Eddy, a tough character
named John Denston. It wasn’t long be-
fore word arrived in Pecos that Denston
had murdered Con Gibson in a cold-
blooded assassination. The testimony of
friends had freed the killer, but Sheriff
Frazer shuddered and checked his pistol
more often. He knew very well that
Miller was behind Gibson’s death and he
knew that Miller would now probably
turn his attention to him.

On the morning of April 12, 1894,
Miller stepped out of his hotel and struck
up a conversation with a friend who was

True West



sitting in a wagon. Jim propped a foot
on a wagon wheel with his back to the
street and was passing the time in idle
ranch talk when Bud Frazer walked down
the street in back of him. When Miller’s
friend commented that Frazer had turned
and was again walking in back of him,
Jim wheeled and confronted his hated
enemy.

In a moment the two men were shoot-
ing at each other and the long awaited
showdown was at hand. Frazer got off
the first shot and luckily hit Jim in the
right shoulder. Undaunted, Jim pulled
his pistol with his left hand and com-
menced firing, advancing on Frazer as he
did so. The sheriff, after hitting Miller
again in the side, broke and ran away,
unharmed. Miller continued firing until
his pistol was empty, but he was no
marksman with his left hand. Friends
helped him to the doctor’s office after
which he retired to a ranch near town
to recuperate.

RAZER knew the fat was in the fire
now and he beat a hasty retreat from
Pecos. He had lost the last election so
he was no longer sheriff of Reeves
County and had moved to Eddy, New
Mexico, where he engaged in the livery
business.

Miller was in bed for several months
and was a long time recovering from his
wounds. His hatred of Frazer was well
known, but now he made no bones about
his intention to kill his former boss. He
told one visitor to his bedside that he
intended to take care of Frazer if he had
:cio crawl twenty miles on his knees to

o it.

Pecos was divided as to its loyalty in

the feud. Many people still couldn’t be-

lieve that Jim Miller was the evil man

the Frazer faction maintained he was.
While the town argued over the two
men and their trouble, Jim gradually
healed enough to get out of bed and
about again. The shooting would have
been forgotten by most of the towns-
people if something unexpected hadn’t
happened in December, 1894. Bud Frazer
suddenly returned to Pecos.

It isn’t known what prompted Frazer’s
return, but he must have known it would
mean trouble. Possibly he had business
to attend to or perhaps he could no longer
live with the fact that he had run before.
Whatever his reasons, he returned armed
with a Winchester.

When Miller heard the news, he loaded
his shotgun and stepped cautiously out
of his hotel. He walked down Second
Street to Cedar and the two men met in
front of Zimmer’s blacksmith shop. The
details of the fight were lost in the ex-
plosion of gunfire as the two men com-
menced firing.

Joe Kraus stepped out of his store to
see the action and received a glancing
bullet wound in his side. Frazer again
did the most effective shooting and
pumped bullets into Miller’s arm and leg.
In a cold fury, and despite being hit,
Miller kept advancing until the ex-
sheriff again made his getaway. And
once more Miller was helped from the
field of battle to the nearest doctor’s
office.

For the next few weeks, the Frazer-
Miller feud was the main topic of con-
versation in Pecos, and it seemed that
everyone in town was on one side or the
other. Miller was confined to bed for
awhile, then to further advance his cause
in town, promptly joined the Methodist

The assassination of A. A. (Gus) Bobbitt, right, led to the scene below. Jim Miller's last
ride took place on the back of the white horse at right. Left to right, the victims of an
Ada, Oklahoma lynch mob, are Miller, Allen, Burwell, and West.
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Church as soon as he was able to get on
his feet. He went about his business as
though his troubles were forgotten, but
under the surface of Jim Miller lay a
hatred that could  only be soothed by
Frazer’s death.

Deciding to try the legal way first,
Miller filed “assault with intent to mur-
der” charges against Frazer in March,
1895. Bud thought it wise to obtain a
change of venue and the trial was
scheduled for early April at El Paso.

John Wesley Hardin had been released
from the Texas State Prison in 1894,
after serving a fifteen-year term for
murder. He had studied law while in
prison and had been admitted to the bar
after his pardon. Hardin was a cousin of
Sallie Miller’s father, and Jim thought it
would be a good idea to retain the old
gunman as his counsel in the Frazer
trial. It isn’t known if Hardin was aware
that Miller had tried to avenge Manning
Clements’ death, but at any rate he
agreed to represent Sallie’s husband.
Sometime in March Hardin arrived in
Pecos and he and Miller plotted their
case.

HE Frazer-Miller feud had gained
considerable publicity in west Texas
and was mentioned in a brief item in the
El Paso Times for March 24, 1895:
(Continued on page 46)

“Bud




UNTIL a scant dozen or so years ago,

millions of Americans (undoubtedly
including a goodly number of today’s
True West, Frontier Times and Old West
readers) eagerly devoured the rip-roar-
ing contents of any and every old “pulp”
Western they could lay their hands on.
For the better part of five decades those
thrillers provided a literary son-of-a-gun
stew made up of careening stagecoaches,
flaming six-guns and renegade maraud-
ers that fairly blasted the lid off the
0Old Frontier.

Like the early West itself, the era has
passed. The tangible evidence of that era
—the pulp Westerns—have likewise all
but vanished. Doggedly trailing after
them, however, is that persistent crea-
ture, the collector.

In some respects his avid quest for cer-
tain wild and woolly titles is hard to
explain, for many of the periodicals
listed with bold underlining on his “want”
sheet are barely twenty-five years old.
Their scarcity might possibly be ac-
counted for in the philosophy of the
Frenchman (vintage 1943-1945), whose
stock reply to all queries was, ‘“Le
Guerre!—The War! Nothing’s the same
anymore, since!”

Scrap paper drives of World War II
did do away with many Western maga-
zine collections, along with mystery,
sport, love, fantastic and all the other
adventurous thrillers that had poured
forth from the “fiction factories” for
decades preceding that turbulent period.

~ But there are still old Western pulps
lurking around here and there—survi-
vors, so to speak, of a once-grand army
of scouts, settlers, lawmen, pioneers, In-

dians, cowpunchers, cavalrymen, moun-
tain men, homesteaders—“men with the
bark on” whose roles in the pages of
those exciting periodicals created a dis-
tinctive form of Americana.

Just to set the mood of “The Golden
Era of the Pulp Western,” peer over my
shoulder as I flip through a batch of
early examples from the top shelf of my
old pie safe. Here is the opening “hook”
paragraph from a yarn titled, “Hell
Would be Welcome,” which appeared in
Famous Western more years back than
the author cares to remember.

“It’s so quiet there in the Skulldug-
gery Barbershop that you could hear a
flea hiccup. Half a dozen punchers are
sitting there on empty apple boxes, star-
ing at Buster O’Daniel like he’d just lit
a smoke off the moon. Jess Bentsen, the
barber, stands there with that ten dollar
bill in his hand, an expression on his
face like a skeleton had just walked in
and asked for a shave.” ;

Isn’t that a wingdinger of a morsel to
whet the appetite of some guy a-hankerin’
for a taste of something Western? Oh yes
—the author: Joe Austell Small, the WP
range boss hisself. Back in those days,
he hunched over a borrowed Underwood,
pecking away at a quarter of a cent per
word to keep the wolf from the portals
of the Small wickiup, wherein he slept

J. P. Guinon, prominent magazine dealer, works amid an inventory of thousands of pulp
thrillers to supply an ever-increasing demand for such collectibles. Some titles, fairly
common a few years ago, are nudging the “exceedingly scarce” bracket today.
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PULP WESTERNS

. . . currently "hotter than a two-dollar pistol' as items
of collector interest

By LES BEITZ

nightly with visions of a fine magazine
he would one day publish and call True
West.

ND LOOK HERE—Street and
Smith’s Western Story Magazine
dated April 21, 1934, with Ramon
Adams’ feature titled ‘“Cowboy Lingo,”
now regarded as a classic work in con-
temporary Western literature. (The 1936

- hardback edition of this first book de-

voted entirely to the language of the
cowman is scarce—a “gem,” to use the
collector’s term).

Look at this Ace-High Magazine with
Charlie Siringo’s reminiscences of hard,
hard days on the Kansas prairie. The
heading for his story, a superb little pen
and ink sketch by Jerry Delano, repres-
ents a high-water mark in the craft of
Western illustration.

Here’s another Ace-High (December,
1934), with a cover by Delano that’s
dynamite! On page 120 of this issue is
a beautiful pen and ink sketch by Joe
DeYong for the department “Trailin’
Along” which ranks favorably with much
of Charlie Russell’s work.

Next are a half-dozen issues of
Cowboy Stories, circa late 1920s, which
contain some of the finest black-and-
white renderings in all contemporary
western illustration—the work of Nick
Eggenhofer. Originals of these sketches
by the tremendously-talented Nick are in
important galleries and private collec-
tions today, regarded by curators and
art dealers as the most powerful delinea-
tion of the western subject done in dry
brush during the past forty years.

These old pulps were loaded! Stories
and illustrations, articles, features and
departments were filled with everything
that was vivid and dramatic in the pano-
rama of that Old Frontier. All the greats
are represented—Max Brand, Walt Co-
burn, B. M. Bower, W. C. Tuttle, S.
Omar Barker, Fred Gipson, J. Edward
Leithead. One could go on and on citing
names and works that have attained a
permanent place in Western Literature
and Art—N. C. Wyeth, Will Crawford,
Harold Bugbee—the roster seems endless.

J. Edward Leithead, one of the “grand
old men” of the era, is still very much
around these days. Beginning on the op-
posite page, he recounts what went on
behind the scenes of the fabulous enter-
prises which produced the pulp Westerns.
Ed’s recollections from an author’s view-
point is followed by a look at the pulp
today. Collectors can zero in on the cur-
rent market prices and scarcity factors
applying to these fascinating “collectibles
in paper.”

True West



25 YTEARS
OF GILORKRY

By J. EDWARD LEITHEAD

— from the first All-Western Story (proudly prancing) to the last
Fighting Western (fighting for its life!)

HE GRANDPAPPY of the all-

Western pulp magazines was Street
& Smith’s Western Story Magazine. For
many years, following the long reign of
Beadle & Adams as top publishers of
“black-and-white” dime novels (with
woodcut illustration, that is, no coloring
except some hand-painted booklet type
novels), Street & Smith and Frank
Tousey published dime and nickel novels
and story-papers, at first, like the Beadle
output, with black-and-white illustrated
covers. Then a change-over to color
covers gave the nickel thrillers new life.
One of Street & Smith’s most successful
publications was The Buffalo Bill
Stories, which ran 591 issues, beginning
in 1901.

When No. 591 was reached, about Sep-
tember 7, 1912, that ended the series
called Buffalo Bill Stories, but the fol-
lowing week, September 14, Street &
Smith launched a weekly titled New Buf-
falo Bill Weekly. The stories were re-
prints from The Buffalo Bill Stories,
some with titles changed but not a new
story in the whole series, which ended
with No. 364, August 30, 1919.

With No. 357, New Buffalo Bill Weekly
changed its title to Western Story La-
brary and began printing the volume
and number in addition to the whole
number—Vol. 7, No. 1, Whole No. 357,
July 12, 1919, indicating that some im-
portant change was in prospect.

Vol. 7, No. 9 started Western Story
Magazine on its long career, issued under

the date of September, 1919, at first a
monthly, then a bi-monthly, later a
weekly.

I have explained this in detail since
Western Story was really an outgrowth
of the once very popular Buffalo Bill
Stories, which was tied in with Buffalo
Bill’s Wild West Show, then still tour-
ing the U.S.A. and Europe. So that the
transition would not seem too abrupt
(for the publishers were trying some-
thing new), Western Story, for three
issues, ran reprints of Buffalo Bill
Stories (No. 190, “Buffalo Bill After
the Bandits”; 191, “Buffalo Bill’s Red
Trailer”; 192, “Buffalo Bill in the Hole-
in-the-Wall”’), with additional stories not
about him. Thereafter, Cody did not show
up again.

It wasn’t long before periodicals imi-
tative of Western Story came into being.
Of course, Street & Smith, in their
established pulp fiction magazines, Popu-
lar and People’s, had run Western shorts
and serials by Dane Coolidge, B. M.
Bower (Sinclair), H. Bedford-Jones (his
were usually early frontier of the Boone
and Kenton period and good), and other
authors of Westerns.

The Ridgway Company’s Adventure,
Arthur Sullivant Hoffman, Editor, had
been running historical Westerns by
Hugh Pendexter since 1917, and other
Western stuff by Alan LeMay and Wil-
bur C. Tuttle (humorous Piperock tales
and straight Western adventure like the
Hashknife Hartley and Sleepy Stevens
stories) ete.

Courtesy Author
J. Edward Leithead in August, 1926. This
was about the time he was knee deep in
the craft of turning out powerful action
novels and novelettes for publishers of rip-
roaring Westerns. For the entire twenty-five
year span of the “Golden Era,” Ed pro-
duced top-flight material in response to

an insatiable demand.

Short Stories (owned by Doubleday
and edited by Harry E. Maule—now
book editor for Random House and I
heard from him not so long ago—with
Dorothy Mecllwraith as associate) pub-
lished Westerns occasionally, especially
serials by Clarence E. Mulford and Wm.
MacLeod Raine.

Argosy (by Frank Munsey and Bob
Davis editor) ran Western serials by
Chas. Alden Seltzer and George Wash-
ington Ogden, and occasional shorts by
other Western writers, and even Mun-
sey’s ran a Pendexter serial, “The Roar-
ing Towns” and a corking good serial,

At left, Nick Eggenhofer’s “shoot-out” on an early Ace-High cover porirays the type action that provided the essential formula for

Western buffs a generation ago. Old copy

of Frontier Stories, center, returns fire. J.

Edward Leithead’'s story., “Steel Rails West-

ward.,” was featured on action cover of Super Western, painted by Gayle Hoskins in 1938.
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More flaming six-guns—this time by the
distinguished painter-illustrator,
Gerald Delano

“The Owner of the Lazy D,” by a writer
who was to do about a dozen such Wes-
terns, equally good, Wm. Patterson
White (whom people sometimes confused
with Stewart Edward White—anyway,
both were top-notchers).

BUT Western Story Magazine in its

September, 1919 issue was the first
all-Western. Its early issues mixed a
few reprints from other sources with
new yarns, and the publishers offered
a year’s free subscription for the best
letters (three, I think) sent them about
the new type magazine. I was one of the
lucky winners. My letter was printed and
I went to the big red brick building at
78-89 Seventh Avenue, New York and
met the editor, Frank E. Blackwell. He
had formerly edited all of Street &
Smith’s nickel weeklies, always six new
issues a week, and sometimes seven or
eight, if one was declining in circula-
tion and a new one was trying out.

Frank Tousey, Publisher (Frank had
died long before 1919 and his brother
Sinclair was running the business, with
Luis Senarens, author of many thrillers
himself, as editor) also issued at least
six new nickel thrillers each week, which
were generally spoken of as Tousey’s
“Big Six.” But in 1919 all this had
changed due to the growing popularity
of the movies. Street & Smith had only
three weeklies going, New Tip Top
(Frank Merriwell, Jr.), New Buffalo
Bill and Nick Carter Stories and thick
paperbacks selling for fifteen -cents.
Buffalo Bill bowed out in Western Story
and about the same time Nick Carter
Stories became Detective Story Magazine.
What happened to Frank Tousey’s publi-
cations is a more complicated story and
too long to tell here.

I didn’t sell Frank Blackwell a story
at that first meeting, but I did later on,
you bet. And Western Story grew. Some
of the illustrations on the very early
issues were from covers of a Street &
Smith nickel thriller, Rough Rider Week-
ly, featuring a cowboy who had been
a sergeant with Roosevelt’s Rough Rid-
res. The artist was Stacy Burch, who
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had done numerous early Tip Top Weekly
(Frank and Dick Merriwell) covers, also.
There were covers, too, by an artist
named Wood or Woods. I don’t recall his
first name or his initials, but his stuff
was good. He was an old-timer.
During the roaring twenties, the pulp
Westerns, following the example of the
very successful Western Story, in-
creased in number as the demand in-
creased. Street & Smith boosted Western
Story to twice-a-month. They also re-
printed Western Story serials in a line
of hard-cover books under the name
“Chelsea House.” A lot of these sold for
75 cents. There was an even better look-
ing edition of some titles which sold for
$2.00. This book line was big enough for
Street & Smith to issue catalogues.

DOUBLEDAY came up with a publica-
tion featuring the real old-time West.

It was called The Frontier. Its stories

and articles were the kind I liked the
best of all—and do yet: cavalry and
Indians, Indians and settlers, engage-
ments at frontier forts, wagontrain
fights, the whole panorama of the Old
West, lots of Indian stuff well done by
good writers, excellent covers, well-
drawn headings—not just cowboy, gun-
man and rustler yarns, though some of
those were used, too. I remember J. E.
Grinstead’s fine yarns about the Okla-
homa boomers. I don’t think this maga-
zine lasted longer than a couple of years,
and I've never understood why it didn’t.

Doubleday tried again with West, more
cowboy than Indian stuff, in fact, little
of Indians, but with Old West flavor, and
put Ned Collier in charge. I forget who
was editor of The Frontier, whose trade-
mark was a Kentucky long rifle. I might
add here that I constantly argued with
editors to publish Indian stuff, as I al-
ways liked Indians from the time I read
Cooper’s Leatherstocking Tales and Ed-
ward E. Ellis’ Indian stories. I argued
that they couldn’t present a true picture
of the West and leave out Indians. They
replied that the Indian was “dead” as
a fiction character for readers of those
times.

But I never let up and sometimes I
won my point. Collier, by the way, was
one editor who fully agreed with me.
He kept West running smoothly for many
years. until the pulp Westerns began to
fail. Ned bought the title from Double-
day and tried to run it on his own, and
he was successful for a time. Stories by
J. E. Grinstead, Indian frontier stories
about an old mountain man and scout,
“Santa Fe,” by W. H. B. Kent, and Old
Bat Jennison stories by George Bruce
Marquis kept the magazine going for
awhile, but it finally folded.

Ned Collier was originally an associate
editor for the Clayton Magazines where
I first knew him in 1924. I joined the
Clayton outfit myself in 1923 and was
probably the youngest writer on the staff.
Ray Nafziger was the next youngest. W.
Bert Foster was the veteran of dime-
novel days and story-papers, the Munsey
periodicals, and the Edward Stratemeyer
Syndicate, which produced scores of
popular juveniles from about 1903 on.
Howard Garis and his wife, Lillian C.
Garis, and Harry St. George Rathborne
were among the Syndicate writers. Fos-
ter wrote a great number of “The Buf-
falo Bill Stories.” 136 of them, and other
nickel thrillers for Street & Smith. When
I met him in the Clayton office (rather,
in his apartment the first time, where
he lived with his second wife, Myrtle

Juliette Corey Foster, also a writer) Bert
had been writing for Ace-High—stories
of his well-known cowboy characters,
“Two-gun” Homer Stillson and his pard-
ner, ‘“Poke” Fellows. The latter, as
“Poke” Carew, first saw life as the
bronco buster in The Buffalo Bill Stories
No. 353. It was one of the most pleasant
moments of my life, that meeting with
a writer whose stories I had so enjoyed
as a boy and young man.

The Clayton outfit hadn’t been, in
business very long when I sent them a
yarn and had it snapped up with an in-
vitation to come again. Harold Hersey
was then the editor, and the publisher,
Wm. M. Clayton, was an Englishman and
former newspaper publisher. At the
moment they had only Forest and Stream
and Ace-High Magazine. The office was
then at 80 Lafayette Street, New York.

Both editor and publisher thought Ace-
High ought to be doing better than it
was just then. Clayton jokingly remarked
that they got so many returns he thought
someone must be printing Ace-High
somewhere out West. Ace-High had top-
grade artist Jerry Delano to do most of
the covers, the headings for the Westerns
in the book and also the prizefight
stories. The content of the magazine, as
advertised above the title in the mast-
head, was “Western, Adventure and
Sport Stories.” It was a bi-monthly and
remained so until near its unhappy end,
when it became a monthly.

At the time I came in, with Foster and
Nafziger already there, it ran serials or
complete novels by Foster under his own
name or the pseudonym “John Boyd
Clark”; humorous stories of the Hooker
Bros. of Canyon Lobo by Natziger; and
prizefight stories by Paul L. Anderson,
a graduate of Lehigh University, my
father’s old Alma Mater.

Clayton, Hersey and Bina Flynn, asso-
ciate editor of Ace-High, had got their
heads together (I suspect the veteran
Foster was at the conference, also) and
decided that what was wrong with Ace-
High was the “variety” business. People
were devouring Westerns and more
Westerns. So one more writer of West-
erns—me—was welcome, and they re-
moved the comma so that the line in the

Nick Eggenhofer’s "Bulldogger” did much to
give this Cowboy Stories newsstand appeal.
Courtesy Condé Nast Publications
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masthead read, “Western Adventure and
Sport Stories.” Those
of Anderson’s were quite popular. Ace-
High soon had its Circulation Depart-
ment smiling again.

Then one day the editor showed me
the dummy of a new publication, Ranch
Romances—Western romance with con-
siderable action. Bina Flynn was to be
editor, and to help her she was to have
a newcomer, Fanny Louise Ellsworth.
Foster, Nafziger and I were all to con-
tribute something regularly. It was a
new type of story for us, except the ac-
tion part—we were well grounded in that.

Ranch Romances started as a two-a-
month, and Hersey and Cilayton (and
Bina, too) hadn’t guessed wrong, for it
went over with a %;ng. Men read it as
well as women on account of the action
in the formula. Charles L. Wrenn, a vet-
eran illustrator from Street & Smith
(whom I was extra pleased to know,
along with Foster, because of his work
for the nickel thrillers, particularly Buf-
falo Bills and Diamond Dicks), took over
the doing of the covers. He did the great
majority of them, and some of the story
headings. Delano helped out when he
wasn’t doing Ace-High stuff.

Then Clayton thought up Cowboy
Stories, “An Illustrated Western Maga-
zine,” and Nick Eggenhofer came in as
illustrator to help Delano with this new-
est magazine’s covers and headings. Be-
tween them they did some fine work.

Cowboy Stories also was a bull’s-eye,
and I was hauled off Ace-High and
Ranch Romances for a time to write
novelettes for it. Other writers who got
in on this one were W. D. Hoffman and
Forbes Parkhill. Thinking back, it was a
serial in Ace-High, titled “Gun Gospel,”
which started Hoffman on a long assign-
ment with Clayton.

I got a series started in Cowboy Stories
about a stock detective—“Tapadera
(Tappy for short) Thompson”; “The
Peacemaker of Pintado Basin”; “The
Cattle Raider of the Jicarilla”; etec. I al-
ready had two characters, “Larry Ord-
way’”’ and his pardner, “Old Bill Randle,”
established in Ace-High in novelettes and
_serials. The original character, Ordway,
had showed up first in Western Story in

An N. C. Wyeth bronc péeler and a B. M.
Bower novel—sure-fire winners on a 1916
__Popular cover.
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rizefight stories
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Bill have since appeared in the paper-
backs of Avon and Ace.

HE THREE MAGAZINES, Ace-

High, Ranch Romances, and Cowboy
Stories by now were really booming.
Clayton decided that a blue triangle, with
the names of these magazines on the
three sides, should be put on each issue
of his periodicals as the Clayton trade-
mark. Charlie Wrenn made a model of
a cowboy on a bucking brone, the stand
on which the man and horse were pin-
wheeling being a triangle with the three
magazine titles on the sides. The figures
were cast in a metal resembling bronze,
and many of the writers and illustrators
received a model for Christmas. I got
one, and another recipient I might men-
tion was Major Gordon W. Lillie, “Paw-
nee Bill,” who had been conducting a
“question and answer” department on
things Western in the back pages of
Cowboy Stories.

A serial, “The Man from Medicine
Lodge” ran in Cowboy with the byline,
Major G. W. Lillie, but the author was
Culpepper Chunn, who unfortunately
died before finishing the serial, leaving
no notes that anyone could find about
how he intended winding up the yarn
(wI;ich had a mystery running through-
out).

The editor had already started run-

ning the story when word came of
Chunn’s death, and I was asked if I’d try
to complete the serial. I did and they
liked it well enough to boost my rate.
After I got acquainted with Pawnee Bill
(you may be sure I was a follower of
Buffalo Bill’s Wild West—there’s noth-
ing to equal it these days—and my son
is named William Cody), Major Lillie
invited me to his Buffalo  Ranch near

' Pawnee, Oklahoma.

The three Clayton Westerns and
Forest and Stream were doing so well
that the boss added more titles, The Ad-
venture Trail (almost anywhere but the
American West), Clues and several more
I’ve forgotten, since I didn’t write for
them.

Rangeland Love Story Magazine and
Western Love Stories were launched as
companion magazines to Ranch, but
Rangeland Love was the only one that
gave Ranch, the old standby, any real
competition. ‘It was issued monthly. I
wrote for both.

The offices were moved uptown. I re-
member hoping at the time that Clayton,
a really good guy, wasn’t spreading him-
self too thin. I was surprised one day to
receive a letter from Street & Smith,
offering a $25.00 bonus to let them have
first look at any Westerns I wrote. If
they bought the. yarn it would be at a
good rate; if they didn’t I kept the
$25.00, and I would receive the same
amount on the next one sent for their
consideration, whether or not they re-
jected it. This shows how, in those boom-
ing “Wild West times,” publishers were
keeping an eye on one another’s product
and the boys doing the stories and pic-
tures.

I had already replied, thanking Street
& Smith for the offer and stating that
I was tied up with the Clayton outfit for
a long period (ten years, in fact) when
the boss himself summoned me to the of-
fice. He said he’d just got wind of the
fact that Street & Smith were trying to
swipe his authors. I assured him he had
no cause to worry about me, and he was
mightily pleased, saying, “I don’t believe

you can write more than I'll buy.” Ve

All those who had received letters lik
mine expressed the same feeling of loyal-
ty. We all liked Bill Clayton a lot, so that
when trouble did finally come we were
ready and willing to back him up. :

Hersey resigned and went to be edi-
torial director of McFadden Publications,
and later on started a string of his own
magazines, one of which was Outlaws of
the West. New editors and associate
editors came in—Henry McComas, Ned
Collier, Dave Redstone and others. Bina
Flynn, who was married, had moved
with her family from New York to Globe,
Arizona, and Fanny Ellsworth had suec-
ceeded her as editor of Ranch Romances.

Fanny was the girl who made Ranch
really pay off. For that matter, all three
Westerns were whizzing along to rising
circulations. Ace-High Novels, a monthly,
was briefly added to the list, and I recall

Wild critters were part and parcel of every-
day life on the pulp ranges. Cover illus-
trators made them charge and buck their
way across newsstands from coast to coast.
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that it was in this mag that one of
Ernest Haycox’s early novels, “The
Feudists,” appeared. Everyone—or near-
ly everyone—saw that here was a new
writer bursting with talent.

MUCH was happening, too, outside the
- Clayton offices. The “Thrilling”
group of publications owned by Ned
Pines, with Leo Margulies as editorial
director, came magically to life, and these
monthlies and two-a-months were due for
a long run—Thrilling Western, Thrilling
Ramnch, Popular Western, Texas Rangers,
Rio Kid Western. I had novelettes or
shorts in all of these at various times.

Dell Publishing Company came u
with one, Western Romances (to whicg
I sold novelettes after Clayton folded),
and Periodical House, Aaron A. Wynn,
owner, published Romance Roundup,
Western Trails, Western Aces, All-Novel
Western, and Red Seal Western. Wynn
paid particular attention to his covers
and story headings.

Fiction House, Inc. started Lariat
Story Magazine with Walt Coburn as a
featured writer, and this company also
made a success of Frontier Stories, built
along the lines of The Frontier, which
Doubleday had dropped. There were only
Spring, Summer, Fall and Winter issues
of F'rontier Stories, always with hell-for-
leather covers, frontiersmen or soldiers
fighting Indians, lots of wagontrain stuff

- and frontier forts. “Last Stand Stockade”

is a very good example. It bothers me

that I can’t remember the name of the.

artist who did most of these covers. It
. wasn’t Remington Schuyler, P. V. E.
Ivory, Monaghan, none of those. The
stories were first-class, too, and Frontier
Stories was, I believe, among the last
to fall.

I had a novelette, “The Lady and the
Longriders,” in what was nearly the last
issue of Lariat Story. Frontier Stories
had kept pace but went down with the
rest. Jack O’Sullivan was editing the
stuff then; he had bought another story
from me, “A Cowtown Street Runs Red,”
for Lariat, but, although he paid for it,
the story was never published on account
of the shutdown.

Popular Publications, Inc. had a long
list of Westerns—Dime Western, .4
Western, Mavericks, Rangeland Roman-
ces, several others whose titles I can’t
recall. When Clayton failed, they bid for
Ace-High, called it Ace-High Western,
and carried it along until they, too, fell
like a house of cards. There were two
editors I knew at Popular Publications—
Rogers Terrill and Harry Widmer. They
were joined later by Mike Tilden, one of
the best-known Western editors. This
company started Pioneer Stories and In-
dian Stories, but neither was successful,
much to my—and their—disappointment.
Some of the top writers of that magazine
chain were Walt Coburn, Tom Black-
burn, and Joe Chadwick.

Street & Smith got out a line of ten-
centers, one of which was Pete Rice
Magazine. Before Pete showed up, The
Shadow by Lester Dent and Nick Carter
Magazine by Richard Wormser had got a
good start. Pete Rice was a sheriff, but
I forget who wrote the series, and it
didn’t last more than a year if that
long. It presented a too modern West,
airplanes, ete. I think Walter Baumhofer
did the covers, which were excellent.

BELIEVE I have covered most of the
Western magazines which made the
big time. Stacks of them appeared regu-
larly on all newsstands and just as regu-
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“*Vaquero” by N. C. Wyeth, exemplifies the

top-flight art used by Popular when it fea-

tured stories by some of the top names in
Western fiction.

larly were bought up. News dealers told
me often that customers who bought
Westerns bought them by the dozen and
no other kind. However, there were
plenty of readers for airplane stories
after Lindbergh’s flight to Paris, to buy
up issues of Wings, Air Trails and Battle
Birds, and more readers to keep the de-
tective magazines circulating. All pulp
publishers had a detective title and some
had more than one.

When the Depression struck, it was
some time before the magazine groups
began to feel it much. The reason was
that people—men, anyway, though Ranch
had an enormous tally of women readers,
too—could afford twenty or twenty-five
cents for a magazine which gave hours
of entertainment when they couldn’t af-
ford anything more expensive. Then, one
day in the Thirties, Bill Clayton had bad
news for his staff. The magazines—ex-
cept for Ranch Romances—weren’t mak-
ing money. Ranch was really carrying
the load. He asked us to play along with
him, to accept promissory notes tempo-
rarily and, if given time, things might
take a turn for the better. I don’t remem-
ber that there was a single dissenting
voice; but Clayton’s luck didn’t change.
To cut it short, he had to declare bank-
ruptcy.

Other publishing houses bid for some
of the Clayton titles: Popular Publication
got Ace-High, reduced the price to 10c
and made a good thing of it; Street &
Smith got Cowboy Stories and Clues;
Warner Publications (owned by Eltinge
Warner) got Ranch Romances. The same
writing staff which had made Ranch
hold up in spite of everything went along
with the magazine and Fanny Ellsworth,
still a young woman and a smart editor
who could please both women and men
readers, to new quarters on Madison
Avenue.

The writing staff included Ray Naf-
ziger, using the pseudonym “Robert Dale
Denver,” Frank C. Robertson, L. P.
Holmes, Wm. Freeman Hough, E. B.
Mann, Austin Corcoran and Myrtle
Juliette Corey Foster (she was then W.
Bert Foster’s widow—Bert died in the
early 1930s—and Corcoran, a genuine
Western rancher, collaborated with

Myrtle on feature novels), Marie De
Nervaud and myself.

Occasionally I used the pseudonym
“George R. MacFarland” for my novels
in Ranch, but mostly I used my own
name. Other pseudonyms I used at vari-
ous times were “L. J. Edwards,” “James
Buell Hartley,” and “Wilson L. Covert”
(my brothers name in reverse).

Mentioning Bert Foster reminds me
that a new and top writer joined the
Clayton staff sometime before Bert died
—William Colt MacDonald, who wrote
lots of good stuff for Ace-High and Cow-
boy Stories.

Along with Ranch, Warner Publica-
tions also bought Forest and Stream from
Clayton, and Warner was already pub-
lishing a. top-grade detective magazine,
Black Mask, whose featured writers were
Dashiell Hammett, Carroll John Daly,
Erle Stanley Gardner and others. Joe
Shaw was editor.

ANNY ELLSWORTH continued to be
highly successful with Ranch Roman-
ces (Rangeland Love and Western Love
Stories were dropped by Warner Publi-
cations). I wrote for Ranch, and still
had time for some other publications—
Leo Margulies’ Thrilling group and later
Aaron Wyn’s chain of Westerns. Frank
Gruber had been working for Wyn, but
heard the call to Hollywood, where he
certainly made good. He let me know he
was going, in fact invited me to lunch
before his departure for California, and
when I visited Periodical House offices
later I was pleasantly surprised to find
Ned Collier and Ruth Dreyer, former
Clayton editors, there. Collier was about
to launch a new magazine, Super-
Western. I was in time to write him a
feature novel, “Steel Rails Westward,”
about the Union Pacifie, railroad build-
ers, buffalo hunters, cavalry and Indians
which I've always thought one of my best
yarns. This was about 1940. I was to
continue selling a novelette under my
own name and a short under a pseu-
donym to Wyn’s Western Trails and
Western Aces (each published alternate
months) for the next seven years—
twenty-four stories a year. I still con-
tributed to Ramnch, featured novels and
novelettes, and now and then a story to
Margulies. He had taken on as an asso-
ciate editor James B. Hendryx, Jr., son
of the Hendryx who wrote the Corporal
(later Sergeant) Downey of the Royal
Mounted Police stories which, with other
stories of the Yukon, were published in
book form by G. P. Putnam following
magazine serialization. Young Hendryx
happened to be the editor who took my
yarns for the Thrilling group, though
I had sold some to them earlier when he
wasn’t there.

Naturally, there were many artists
who did headings for my stuff. Two of
the best known were Jerry Delano and
Nick Eggenhofer, but at the Wyn offices,
on the art staff, was a young fellow,
“Doc” W. Kremer, whose headings were
so very good that I asked Ruth Dreyer,
who had moved up to editor when Ned
Collier resigned to write a book, to let
Bill Kremer do more of my stories. She
did, and also gave me some original pen
and inks which had illustrated stories
of mine. These double-page spreads by
Kremer had a flint-hard reality which
made them outstanding.

When Ruth Dreyer became editor, Don
Wollheim was associate. I got along fine
with both of them—and Aaron Wyn, the

(Continued on page 58)
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THE GREAT FALLS MEAT Company

was holding a little bunch of beef
steers on the north side of the Missouri
River, a few miles back in the hills of
a little Honjak settlement called “Little
Chicago” on the smelter side.

At daybreak one morning, before the
first streetcar crossed the Fifteenth
Street suspension bridge, the cowhands
working for the meat company crowded
the steers onto the bridge. I think Dick
Bodkin was in charge of the herd, but
the man who rode in the lead, ahead of
the cattle, was a stranger. A black-
haired man who rode a long stirrup.

Once the cattle got started across the
bridge, the clatter of their own hoofs
spooked them, and the bridge was packed
from rail to rail with running ecattle,
and started to sway from side to side
like a cradle rocking.

I had driven out in the buggy with
my father and we were the only ones
there that early in the morning, except
for Charlie Russell, the artist, whe was
setting his horse alongside our rig. I
was just a kid then, but it was a sight
I never forgot. The cowhand in the lead
had his horse wide open and the lead
steers were blowing' slobber on his tail,
and from where we were, we could see
the narrow bridge swinging dangerously.

A couple of young would-be cowboys
fetching up the drags turned back, but
the black-haired feller in the lead yanked
down his hat and you could see his white
teeth bared as he stood high in his stir-
rups, his ketch-rope coiled in his hand.
He had his hand on the saddle horn, and
now and then he’d cut a look back to see
how close the lead steers were crowding
the rump of his horse. So close there
wasn’t room to spit. When the drag end
was clear of the bridge he held up the
leaders and got the cattle stopped run-
ning.

Then the black-haired gent loped over
to our rig. He was a six-foot man with
his pants legs shoved into his boot tops.
As handsome a looking man in a black-
haired, grey-eyed way as you’d want to
see. He had a habit of standing in his
stirrups as if he were in a hurry to get
there and his horse was traveling too
slow.

He called my father by name. “I’'m
Jake Myers,” he said. “From Indian
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Territory. I want to hire out to the Circle

“Meet me at the Park Hotel after sup-
per,” my father told him. “We can talk
it over, but from the way you handled
those cattle you got a job.”

I remember I was wearing a tweed
cap and I saw this Oklahoma Jake grin
at me. I grinned back.

I was sitting on the Park Hotel porch
with my father when the tall cowhand
came up the steps. I had on the new Stet-
son hat my father brought me each June
to wear at the ranch.

“Good thing you threw away that cap
and are wearing a Stetson like a cow-
man’s son should,” Jake said, poking me
in the ribs and shoving a sack of candy
at me. I was looking at the six-shooter
in the waistband of his pants.

His talk with my father was strictly
business. He was hired on the spot and
for better than common wages. Inside
a year he was running the wagon and
he gradually worked into the job of
general ramrod of the Circle C outfit.
He kept that job until we sold out to
the Matadors in 1915. My father was a
good judge of horses, cattle and men. He
hired a natural when he took Jake Myers
on.

He was from what had been the
Cherokee Strip.  He had the straight
black ‘hair and high cheekbones of a
Cherokee. Most everybody figured he was
part Indian. I never heard him deny it.
He never admitted it. He never said so,
one way or another.

Jake loved kids. But at the same time,
he deviled the life out of every youngster
he met. No matter how hard you tried,
though, you couldn’t stay mad at him.
He’d josh you out of it.

I never saw Jake without a gun on
him. He didn’t wear it for show. It was
a part of him and he would have felt
naked without it. He was never quarrel-
some. So far as I know he never shot
anybody. But I watched him hit a man
with a gun barrel so he stayed hit.

JAKE hired out about the time things
were getting a little rough around the
edges. The Circle C was said to be a
tough cow outfit to work for, and the
Little. Rockies country was a tough cow
country and the stomping ground for

outlaws. But somehow Jake fitted in
with it all.

The Circle C was having its share of
trouble, first with the sheepmen and
then the homesteaders, the dry-land
farmers, and the trouble lasted up to the
time we sold the outfit.

Jake liked to take me along with him
because, even though I was a growing
kid, T knew how to keep my mouth shut
and I’d do what he told me to do. I've
been in more than a few tights with
Jake. Times when I was scared, but I
was more scared of showing it in front
of Jake. Mebby that’s what kept me from
rabbitting when Jake took it for granted
I’d be there.

But when I went wild of my own ac-
cord, it was Jake who took my part
against my father and two older half-
brothers, Bob and Will, who rode hell out
of me until I'd bow my neck and quit
the flats. I'd stand it, three-four months,
working eighteen hours out of the twenty-
four, then I'd saddle a horse and pull
out for town. I'd cut the telephone line
both ways, from the ranch to Zortman
and Landusky in the Little Rockies, to
Malta on the railroad. I packed a gun
and rode broncs and wanted to be tough.
I was always talking about throwing in
with the Wild Bunch.

When Jake would come to town and
bring me back to the ranch, he’d tell
Bob and Will and the Old Gent, as he
called my father, to let me alone. That’s
why I always knew Jake would stand
at my back till my belly caved in. And
then he’d turn right around and get me
into a jackpot that concerned the Circle
C, and there for a few .years we rode
in pairs.

On the home ranch or on the roundup
Jake worked the hell out of us. He never
slacked off or gave himself the best of
it. He never ate breakfast, but he’d walk
around with a cup of coffee and a
cigarette, restless like, while we’d wolf
our morning grub a few hours before
daylight. Jake was the coffee-drinkinest
man I ever knew.

Jake joshed the men under him and
treated them like he was a common cow-
hand. But he got more work out of a
crew of hands than any other ramrod
I ever knew. When he’d ride off on a

(Continued. on page 53)
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By MAURICE KILDARE
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“Captain” John Hance, who drove the ill-fated Canyon Diablo-Flagstaff stagecoach the
day it was robbed of a fortune in gold, is shown in this faded print.

ON a mountain bench overhanging

the city of Flagstaff, Arizona, is
buried $125,000—waiting to be found. It
has been a well-kept secret. All the
pioneers living in the area when it was
hidden are dead. Less than six of their.
descendents ever heard about it. Those
few during their lifetime have tried
finding it.

On the site where outlaws put their
loot away are other mysteries. Like find-
ing the swag, they have never been
solved either.

It began the morning of May 10, 1881.
Thirty-five miles east, the day dawned
in Canyon Diablo as usual. Its denizens
after a night of carousing and gambling
fell inside some shack to sleep awhile.
The dives, saloons and poker flats were
temporarily bereft of free-spending cus-
tomers, although they never closed. Few
of the establishments possessed a front
door.

The stub passenger train chuffed into
the yellow painted station from Wins-
low, end of the Atlantic & Pacific Rail-
road building west toward California.
The road was stopped in Canyon Diablo
until construction crews completed the
bridge over the deep canyon which gave
the small town a name.

The westbound stagecoach stood beside
the loading platform, its whip on the box
lanky, rawboned John Hance. His pas-
sengers were already inside, baggage in
the rear boot. From the train came four
canvas mail bags. Two of them were un-
usually heavy. It required a couple of
men to lift them separately into the boot.

As soon as the leather cover was
strapped - down, hairy faced, Hance
squalled, “Ho-0-0-0! Ho-0-0-0!"

Six big, black horses threw their
weight against the collars and the big
Concord lumbered into motion. In a run,
it wheeled out of Canyon Diablo’s single
street, rolling north steadily some miles
before swinging west onto the Califor-
nia-Santa Fe Trail.

The gaunt rims of Canyon Diablo
gradually lowered until stone walls faded
into dirt banks. Crossing through a cut-
bank, the stage set out on the longer sec-
tion of road for Flagstaff. This moun-
tain town was a collection of wooden
shacks. There passengers and baggage
had to be transferred to the next stage
for another railroad at Needles, Cali-
fornia.
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The men who robbed the stage have been accounted for—they were buried. But the man who sup-
plied the tip on the gold shipment was never apprehended. Did he wait until the heat was off and
make it back to the cache? Chances are this money has already been spent—but maybe not!

Hance kept his teams moving by fre-
quent yells and an occasional cracking
of the whip over the backs of his racing
horses. Black cinder country fell behind.
Entering cedar forests, the vehicle
climbed steadily into pine timber of
higher elevations onto a bench of the
San Francisco Peaks.

Ascending a slope into the cooler air,
the teams slowed, catching a breather.

The stagecoach was barely crawling onto .

a flat divide when three unmasked riders
with leveled six-guns appeared on the
right side.

Instinctively Hance glanced left, find-
ing two more such gentry there. On
order, he lined to a complete stop.

“Ain’t packin’ nothin’ valuable, boys,”
Hance grumbled good-naturedly. “No
money box on this trip. Looks like folks
have plumb run out of mazuma.”

“Shut up!” a big red-bearded man
answered him. On his signal the pair
on the left side of the road kicked their
mounts to the rear boot and unstrapped
the cover. The two mail sacks on top
were lifted out and dropped to the
ground.

“Okay, gabby,” Red Whiskers snapped,
“get going!"

SOMEWHAT surprised that the pas-

sengers were not robbed, Hance put
his teams into the traces. Imagine taking
nothing but mail bags!

Rolling out of the pass, the stage
reached Flagstaff at five o’clock in the
afternoon. The new town consisted of
two stores, five saloons and a dozen

shacks, all nailed together from recently
cut lumber. Hance drew up before the
largest saloon, which contained the stage
office in a front corner. A line hostler
took over the stage while two swampers
unloaded the boot.

Disembarking passengers started tell-
ing of the strange holdup in rising ex-
citement. Spectators gathered around
them quickly. The fat agent puffing out-
side bareheaded heard them, and paled
to a pasty gray. He watched Hance un-
concernedly dismount and approach,
chewing a cud of tobacco.

“Is it true, John?” the agent demanded
hoarsely.

“Yeah. Five bad boys took a couple of
mail sacks off us. Some folks ain’t gonna
get their mail today.”

“Come in here!” the agent replied,
shaking badly.

Still only curious, Hance followed him
inside the office. The town marshal
joined them. Flagstaff had no other of-
ficer, although sometimes a deputy
sheriff from the county seat, 200 miles
away at Prescott, was stationed there.

“Those two bags,” the agent got out
between chattering teeth, ‘“contained a
fortune in gold and silver—a shipment
from an Albuquerque bank to San Fran-
cisco. It was packed in two five-gallon
oak whiskey kegs and put in the bags
wrapped with old paper.”

“How come it wasn’t in a regular iron
box?” Hance asked, his eyes blinking
shayl;,ply. “Damned fool stunt, if you ask
me!

“Wells Fargo planned to fool outlaws
by disguising it that way. There’s been
too many robberies along the line lately.
More than a hundred thousand dollars
were in those two kegs!”

Hance looked a little startled. “Seems
like somebody had information right out
of the feed box. They knowed which bags
to take!”

Hance described the general appear-
ance of all five outlaws, and stated
where the robbery had occurred. A posse
of citizens organized and were led out by

the marshal. They wore themselves out
and returned to town, considering the
robbers gone yonder.

Hance in the years ahead was destined
for fame as a miner, and was called the
Baron Munchausen of Grand Canyon.
He came in for good-natured joshing in
the saloons for allowing himself to be
robbed in such an unspectacular fashion.

Hance was often asked, “Why didn’t
you pull your rouser and mow them
bandits down?”

“Hah!” he would retort. “I only had
four bullets and there was five of them!”

Most of the gold and silver was in
the form of small bars. In each keg also
had been added rolls of gold and silver
coins. The Wells Fargo agents were very
chagrined over the failure of what they
considered a clever scheme to evade
bandits. They howled loudly over the loss,
which they reported amounted to $125,-
000. Demands were made on the Army
at several territorial forts to do some-
thing about lawlessness in northern
Arizona.

The Army did take action, but only
through the initiative of one man. A
patrol of the 6th U.S. Cavalry of Com-
pany D from Fort Apache, under com-
mand of Capt. E. C. Hentig, was on a
scout through Sunset Pass on to Coconino
Plateau. On the trail he heard of the
robbery, and continued to Flagstaff via
Canyon Diablo.

Although the crime was more than a
week old, his two Indian scouts managed
to pick up the robber’s trail. The patrol of
a dozen men followed it up the mountain-
side onto the 8,500-foot level, to what
became known as Veit Spring.

The Indian scouts, working sign,
dropped back the middle of the after-
noon. They reported a log cabin just
ahead in heavy timber. Five men had

Flagstaff, Arizona in 1881. The stage station was in the second building from the right.

Courtesy Northern Arizona Pioneers Historical Society
P, oy, AN e




saddled horses at a pole corral.

The high rock wall of a higher moun-
tain bench reared skyward behind the
cabin. The spring flowed out of its base.
The corral stood a few yards below the
one-room cabin built against a giant
granite boulder.

Advancing alone to where he could see
through the pine timber, Capt. Hentig
reconnoitered. One burly man of the
group wore a thick red beard, as he had
been told. Satisfied that they were the
robbers, he signaled his troopers for-
ward. :

The five were outside the corral pre-
paring to mount when blue-clad troopers
dashed down on them. Deliberately, or
else panicked, the outlaws opened fire.
It was returned by the troopers, and
within a minute all five lay in their own
gore, dead.

The bodies were shoveled into a com-
mon hole, the horses and equipment were
gathered up, and the cabin was searched.
That night the patrol bivouaced in Flag-
staff. Asked about the kegs of loot, Capt.
Hentig could only say that nothing what-
ever of them had been found. He was
killed on Cibicu Creek the following Au-
gust in an Indian skirmish.

THE NEXT DAY a dozen men rode

to Veit Spring, searching for the
loot. Failure produced an idea that the
dead five might not have been the rob-
bers after all, but they might be badly
wanted outlaws. When traced down by
the troopers they resisted desperately
rather than surrender to be hanged some-
where.

Hance was taken to the spring when
the bodies were dug up. The cool atmos-
phere preserved the features, and the
dead still looked natural. He identified
them all as the robbers. But search and
dig as men later did. no trace of the
kegged loot came to light.

Nothing was found on the bodies to
identify them. Since they were unknown
locally, the robbers were concluded to

have been strangers to Arizona. It was
believed they appeared on the scene,
especially to pull the holdup, planning
it on inside information.

Flagstaff had a changing population,
especially after the railroad built on
through. Within a few short months the
mysterious robbery was rarely men-
tioned. Only a handful of settlers dis-
cussed it. Sometimes they passed on
information to close friends. Thus the
matter of buried gold and silver slipped
into an ironbound secret few ever knew
much about.

The first seekers discovered freshly
cut signs on great rounded granite
stones. Then, as now, the signs were
considered clues to the buried treasure.
Theoretically, there must' have been
marks so that if serious trouble was en-
countered, any survivors could find it
again. There were reportedly several
signs, but today only two can be identi-
fied with any degree of certainty. One
is a sprawling “X” cut on a giant stone
where the pole corral once stood. The
other is a big, wide N followed by the
figure “1”.

The identity of the man who built the
small cabin has been lost. He put in the
usual quickly-built hut. It was part dug-
out, with log walls in a rectangular
shape. Only one opening existed, a door
facing south under a flat dirt roof.

In 1882 George Veit took up the area
of 160 acres as a timber claim. He built
a high-walled log house which is still
there, and cleared off pine timber around
the premises (which today is overgrown
with aspen). He also put in a log barn
and corrals down the slope from the
spring later named for him.

Flagstaff’s oldest citizen, W. H. (Billy)
Switzer, now ninety-seven, recalls' that
Veit farmed the southwest draw. Billy
and his father bought potatoes from him
in 1883. Veit lived down off the moun-
tain during the winter because the snow
got about fifteen feet deep on the bench.

Veit hunted for the buried outlaw

Veit's log house was built in 1882. The tin roof has been added in recent years.
Courtesy Author

loot. He dug all over the slopes, the dirt
floor of the cabin, around the spring and
in the perpetual ice caves. They were less
than half a mile from his house in the
natural stone wall. But he never found
anything, living poor all his life until
selling his improvements sometime be-
fore 1909. Veit disappears then, and there
is no record of what happened to him.
The son with him there at the time,
George, Jr., has been dead for many
years.

George McCormick, who hunted lost
mines and buried treasure all his life,
arrived in Flagstaff in 1889. Soon learn-
ing the secret of the outlaw loot, he tried
many times to find it. After World War
I he obtained a mine detector, but this
instrument failed to locate the gold and
silver.

In the fall of 1908 a short, middle-aged
man accompanied by a youth said to be
his son, arrived at the Veit ranch. He
claimed to be a geologist, and was ap-
parently a highly educated man. Assert-
ing that he wanted to study geological
formations, he received permission to
camp near Veit’s place in the forest.

In the days following, father and son
wandered around collecting rock speci-
mens. Veit decided he was nothing more
than another prospector.

The situation took a fast turn when
the two were discovered in the ice caves.
The caverns contained natural ice the
year around. In them Veit hung his meat
supply. It consisted of an occasional beef,
but mostly wild game from a plentiful
mountain supply.

A man working for Veit entered the
cavern for a haunch of meat. He discov-
ered the two deep inside the main cave.
Crouched beside a lantern, they studied
a map. Withdrawing unseen, the em-
ploye reported the circumstances to Veit.
Thereafter they were watched closely.

The man and boy left camp each morn-
ing as though prospecting at some dis-
tant place. Then as soon as they be-
lieved Veit and his employe had gone to
work off the premises, they sneaked back
to the ice caves. This went on for a week
before the impatient Veit confronted
them underground.

“What are you up to?” he demanded.
“Do you think you have a map to the
buried treasure?”

The man grinned sheepishly. “My map
shows where it is supposed to be, but it
doesn’t work out that way. We have gone
through the caves. It isn’t here, unless
under deep ice farther back in the moun-
tain. But I doubt they would have ven-
tured into such dangerous areas.”

Veit laughed amusedly. “I thought of
that many years ago. I can tell you
what’s under the ice. I should know, as
I have chopped it all out at one time or
another. There’s only more rocks!”

Before leaving, the stranger talked a
little more, but revealed nothing of how
he came by the map. Dead men don’t
draw them. Other hunters on learning
about it, thought that an outside party
knew how and when the outlaws planned
the stage robbery. He also knew their
intention to hide the loot. After their
deaths he simply drew the map accord-
ing to the information in his possession.
Probably some day he intended recover-
ing it himself. The stranger could have
been that man.

ANOTHER inscription was destined to

come to light to further confound
the situation for some treasure hunters.
While most of them never saw or knew
anything about it, a few did.

True West



T A 3 g

‘ On the huge granite boulder against
which the west end of the first cabin

jutted, and almost concealed by aspens

not yet thirty years old, is an inscription.

The work reveals the skill of an ex-
perienced stone carver. The oblong was
first leveled in the rounded surface, then
the letters and numerals cut in. The
missing letter and figures might tell
more. It looks like a grave marker, but
there is no record of a Veit buried there.
Only a few have considered it a clue to
the buried treasure, for Veit did not ar-
rive until a few months following the
stage holdup, and from somewhere never
divulged.

Each secret treasure hunter, if cog-
nizant of the inscription, has a pet theory
as to what it means. A couple imagine
that it does concern the cached treasure.
They reason that Veit actually found it,
and cut, or had cut, the inscription so
that he could always locate it readily. At
the time, perhaps, he was afraid to re-
veal he had it, the cache being liable to
seizure by former owners.

Could be, but it is somewhat far-
fetched. Veit’s surviving son could have
taken it, if in on such a secret. But this
doesn’t hold water either. He married
the niece of a friend of mine, sheepman
George Campbell, and lived at Flagstaff
until the middle 1930s. He was never rich,
and when his wife’s wealthy uncle died,
she inherited nothing from him.

Those who imagine the inscription
marks a grave are also wrong. There is
no grave near the big rock. Neighbors of
Veit when he lived there, families  not
two miles away, say no one died on the
ranch that they ever knew of. The in-
scription remains shrouded in mystery,
just as the unexplained light does.

Those who have seen it, treasure
hunters and wild game nimrods, claim
that it has a silver glow. It appears from
off the upper bench moving fast. On
reaching ground near the spring it slows
down, thereafter wandering around as
though a man carried a lantern, search-
ing for something. The more supersti-
tious allege it to be the unhappy spirit
of a dead robber.

Of the inscription, if there are three
missing letters instead of one, I would
settle that it only means “VEIT (E)
STABLIS(H)E(D)” (His ranch) some-
time in January, 1882.

IN THE FALL of 1912 a tall, dignified

man from New England approached
Colonel Fred S. Breen, publisher of the
Coconino Sun. He requested access to the
weekly issues for the year, 1881. When
informed that the first newspaper, fore-
runner of the Coconino Sum, the Flag-
staff Champion, did not begin publica-
tion until late 1883, the caller appeared
crestfallen.

Sympathetic,” Breen inquired his rea-
sons. The stranger told him somewhat
hesitantly that he was the friend of a
family who had had a son killed on the
mountain in 1881 by a cavalry patrol.
He hoped to discover from a published
account enough facts to prove it. If the
long dead man was their vanished son,
the family wanted the remains recovered
and shipped east for reburial.

Although Breen had been in Flagstaff
since the 1890s, for awhile as a forest
supervisor, he had never heard of any
such incident. But he did contact one
pioneer after another, and got no whisper
of the killing or of the stage holdup until
reaching George McCormick. He could
give them only what he heard from
others.
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The carving on the rock above may or may

not be connected with the hidden loot. The

lettering VEIT, STABLIS-E, JAN, and the

numbers 188- appear on the wom surface.

Melvin McCormick, left, and C. J. Halliday

use a surplus mine detector in their search
for the treasure.

McCormick called in Al Beasley, who
ran sheep near Flagstaff in the early
1880s. John Hance, then at the Grand
Canyon and best known as “Captain,”
the narrator of tall tales, was also con-
tacted. As driver of the looted stage he
interested the stranger most. Hance,
never without a gift of gab, described the
red bearded bandit very closely.

The stranger immediately returned to
Flagstaff. Hiring a dozen men, he went
up on the mountain with them, spending
three weeks rodding holes in the ground
futilely trying to locate the common
grave.

On leaving Flagstaff, he told Breen
that he would next search Army records
in an effort to obtain clues as to the
gravesite. At his request neither his
name nor his business appeared as news
in the paper. Apparently he found noth-
ing in Army records to help locate the
grave, for he never returned to Flagstaff.

The following summer a local character
known as “Short Jimmy” McGuire, dis-
playing a water witch’s willow fork in
Black’s Saloon declared, “I can find it
with this!” When asked what he pro-
posed locating, he clammed up and looked
very wise.

Somehow he became privy to the secret
of the buried treasure. A few days later
he disappeared from town for nearly a
month. Then one night he showed in
Black’s Saloon again. His clothing was
badly torn, and his bewhiskered face long
unwashed. He looked as though he could
stand a few snorts.

Slamming a discolored $50 gold piece
on the bar he shouted, “Drinks for every-
body!” The former moocher was buying.

A crowd gathered around him at once
in joshing good nature.

Courtesy Author

“I told you I could find the stuff,”
Short Jimmy declared. “Well, I did but
I got to have help to get it out.”

Questions flooded him in a torrent, but
about then Short Jimmy gulped down his
third and fourth drink, and collapsed on
the floor by the brass foot-rail. Dr. E. S.
Miller was summoned. He pronounced
Short Jimmy beyond all earthly help,
having died instantly from a heart at-
tack. His pants pockets were stuffed
with gold coins.

Jimmy’s erratic statements meant
nothing to most of those who heard. But
to treasure hunters who knew the secret
it meant he actually had found the rob-
bers’ loot. Three men were out of town
before dawn, running into each other
seeking Short Jimmy’s tracks leaving the
old Veit ranch. They were everywhere on

(Continued on page 52)
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One Western character who could never be “pegged”

was the rustler. He varied from the lowest form of petty
thief to the respectable rancher who often admitted,
“Hell, I've done it myself!”

By
HELENA HUNTINGTON SMITH

Illustration by N. C. Wyeth

ON THE open range, ownership of a
calf was determined by the brand on
the cow. But if the calf escaped the
roundup and grew big enough to leave
its mother without a brand, or if it were
orphaned by causes natural or unnatural,
there was no way of proving who owned
it, and this simple natural fact led to
more trouble and strife than any other
one cause in the history of the West.

The orphan was called a maverick.
There are numerous legends as to the
origin of the name, but all agree that it
was derived from that of the well-known
Texas family, and that somewhere, at
some time, there was a man named
Maverick who neglected to brand his in-
crease. Hence a rider happening upon a
slick-sided cow or bull would say, “That’s
one of Maverick’s,” or simply “That’s a
Mayverick.” One version has it that this
wily character deliberately refrained
from branding and then said, “Anything
without a brand is mine.” The real story
is told by J. Frank Dobie in The Long-
horns and again by Robert H. Fletcher
in Free Grass to Fences. A South Caro-
linian named Samuel A. Maverick had
come to Texas and was practicing law
in San Antonio some years before the
Civil War. In 1845 he accepted 400 head
of mixed cattle in lieu of cash on a note.
Fletcher’s account continues:

The cattle were on long, narrow Mata-
gorda Island four miles off the Texas
coast. They were in charge of an ir-
responsible Negro family who seemingly
came with the cattle as part of the deal
. ... The Negroes were not very consci-
entious herders and: few calves were
branded.

During the Mexican war Maverick
was up to his ears in business and
political affairs. He paid slight attention
to his island bovines and due to defec-
tions by restless members of the herd
(who had waded ashore at low tide) they

—

This dramatic painting of a rustler’s camp
was done by the distinguished Western
illustrator, N. C. Wyeth, in 1907 when the
artist was 25 years old. In the glow of the
cherry-red running iron, Wyeth has caught
the apprehensive atmosphere that was so
much a part of the crafty lawbreaker’s life.
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still tallied four hundred after he had
owned them for eight years.

In 1853 he had them moved from the
island to the mainland where they
mingled with the herds of full-time
stockgrowers who kept their calves
branded and who were forever on the
lookout for slicks. When they found one,
it was a twenty-to-one shot that it was a
Mayverick critter, which didn’t deter them
from slapping their own iron on the
beast. And so unbranded cattle became
known as Mavericks. :

In 1856 Sam Maverick sold his herd.
. . . They were the only cattle he ever
owned.

Sam Maverick was a Yale graduate,
and thus an eastern institution of learn-
ing became connected, albeit remotely,
with one of the most controversial
aspects of life in the Wild West.

Wyoming law defined mavericks as
‘“all neat cattle, regardless of age, found
running at large in this territory with-
out a mother, and upon which there is
no brand.” Whose were they? Popular
opinion had a ready answer: the un-
identified animal belonged to the first
man who dropped his loop on it. A “wide
loop.” A “long rope.” The two terms
meant the same thing. They meant
i‘,lrov.(llble and loss for the owners of large

erds.

LONG with the long rope went the

running iron. Respectable cow out-
fits imprinted their monogram on bovine
hides with heavy stamp irons, but a
slender rod with a curved tip would do
just as well, in expert hands, to inscribe
or burn over any brand. There were
times and places where the mere carry-
ing of a running iron on a man’s saddle
was considered prima facie evidence of
guilt.

In most respects the honesty of the
West was proverbial. Doors were never
locked. Word-of-mouth agreements were
accepted on transactions involving tens
of thousands of dollars. But the West
had an elastic conscience when it came
to stock matters—it stretched like a piece
of wet rawhide. Worse yet was the un-
sanctified sense of humor which made
lawbreaking, which ought to have been
a serious matter, a subject of infinite
deadpan jesting on the part of every-
body except the victim—unless the thief
ﬁ'pt caught, and then the joke was on

im.

A whole family of yarns grew up
around the assumption, which contained
more truth than poetry, that no cow out-
fit on the roundup or on the trail ever
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willingly killed one of its own animals
for meat. For instance there was the one
about the Texas cowman who rode up
to a neighbor’s camp at dinner time, and
was invited in with typical plains hos-
pitality.

“Come in, come right into camp, John,
and have some dinner,” urged the host.
“Ill give you something to eat you
never ate before in your life.”

“What’s that?” the visitor asked, fall-

. ing into the trap.

“A piece of your own beef.”

The folklore rang countless changes
on the theme, in vintage jests which
grew warm with repetition. There was
the one about the widow-woman who told
her boys, when they brought in meat for
the table, to be sure not to take an
animal bearing their own brand, for she
would as lief eat one of her little chil-
dren as one of her own beeves. There
were not-so-sly allusions to the cowman
who was so extraordinarily honest, or
extraordinarily tough, that he could eat
a steak from one of his own animals
without feeling queasy; conversely, there
was the cowman who unknowingly ate
a bait of his own beef and it made him
deathly sick.

Another classic was the yarn about
the dishonest foreman, which proceeded
from the tongue-in-cheek assumption
that the foreman of any large outfit was
inevitably dishonest and stole from his
employer, who had of course stolen in
his turn from somebody else; hence arose
this chestnut about the foreman whose
employer’s brand was a simple letter I.
In time the foreman became ambitious
and decided to start a herd for himself;
he chose for his brand an IC. As years
went by he too became rich and respect-
able, and his foreman, becoming am-
bitious in turn, started a herd which he
branded ICU. Finally, we come to the
third foreman. following in the foot-
steps of the others, who branded ICU2.
Pretty feeble, no doubt, but it remained
good for a laugh after countless repeti-
tions over coffee and beans in the cook
tent.

An easy way of stealing, before the
era of tight brand-registration laws, was
for a newcomer to move in on a range
and start a brand which was like that
of a wealthy neighbor except for the
addition of a few lines. There are count-
less instances of brand conversion; a
CY, for example, was readily changeable
to an OX.

It was a sagebrush axiom that all it
took to start a cow outfit was a running
iron and nerve enough to use it. To this
day the barroom cynic in any cow-
country town, always ready to enlighten
the newcomer, is sure to offer half-
seriously, half in jest: “Why, don’t you
know how old So-and-So got his start?”
—naming the ancestor of the largest
cattle owner in the area. “He got it with
a long rope and a running iron.” The
remark has been made about every cat-
tleman of any prominence from the Rio
Grande to the Canadian line, and is so
hoary with ancient usage that it is taken

Courtesy The University of Texas Library

Early portrait of Colonel Samuel A. Maver-

ick, whose name was used to describe
unbranded range animals.

without offense. Since it is a well-known
psychological principle that humor is
generally a denial of some inner discom-
fort, the discerning will see in this
enormous folklore of jests about stealing,
the symptoms of guilt.

THERE were rustlers and rustlers.

Their methods varied and so did their
community status. The distinctions
amorig the various kinds of rustling
were like the difference between pro-
fessional prostitution and an occasional
fling.

Branding a maverick, in the minds of
the generality, was a crime without
moral turpitude, if a crime at all—like
violating the prohibition law or cheating
on an expense account. No amount of
legislation ever wholly changed this atti-
tude, though a few jail sentences helped.
Even under the law it was rated a mis-
demeanor, not a felony.

But it was one thing to slap your iron
on a maverick when you happened on
him in the course of a day’s riding; this
was a temptation few could resist, and
men of the sternest anti-rustling per-
suasion have been heard to admit with
the third highball: “Hell, I’ve done it
myself.” It was another thing to scour
the country deep into another .man’s
range looking for slicks on the pretext
that you were merely out hunting strays,
and to keep this up day after day. The
more you made a business of maverick-
ing the closer you came to the fine line
that separated the mavericker from some-
thing worse. “‘Mavericking,’” Frank
Dobie has said, “graduated into a soft
synonym for stealing.”

When the natural supply of mavericks
was not great enough to satisfy the am-
bitious mavericker, especially in view of
the competition, the next step was to
forestall nature by placing your brand
on a big calf that was going to become
a maverick in a few weeks. You took
the chance that nobody would ride by
and notice it in the meanwhile; indeed,
you took a second chance, for the big

(Continued on page 68)
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ernment and Indians”! Who could

of cutthroats?

Charlie’s friends’ chief claim to virtue was their self-righteous boast that they never
“stole stock from freighters or citizens, but confined their operations to the Gov-
possibly want to hang such a thoughtful bunch
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A portion of Wellington, Kansas in 1878, four years after Charlie Smith and his friends were dragged from the local jail and lynched.

A ROPE o

By W. E. KOOP

IT WAS an ignonﬁinious experience for
Charles P. Ford, better known as One-

- Armed Charlie Smith, and his thoughts

dwelt morosely on the grimly silent men
snaking a rope over the cottonwood limb
above him. Not that Charlie wasn’t in
illustrious company, for with him in his
moment of truth—as he stole a glance
at the still twitching forms of his com-
rades in crime—was one of Dodge City’s
first town marshals and a renowned gun-
fighter, Billy (or Bully) Brooks, and the
other, one of southern Kansas’ promising
young attorneys, L. B. Hasbrouck. And
what chance had a man to get out of this
serape when the grimly determined vigi-
lantes had just finished hanging his
lawyer ?

To think that an eastern governor’s son
would culminate a career of adventure
in the West in such a manner—ah, me—

it would have been better to have re-

mained in Illinois and settled for a peace-
ful life which knew nothing of fast
horses, faster women, and swift justice
at the end of a hemp necktie. But One-
Armed Charlie’s melancholy musings up-
on the ironic vagaries of a wasted life
were cut short by the command of “Let
er go, boys!”

Horse theft was a serious crime in the
days when a man’s life could depend on
his means of getting from here to there
astride his most necessary and prized

_possession., Steal a man’s horse and you

stole his life, most likely, and for this,

the punishment was swift and merciless.
Such an end must have been the

farthest thing from Charlie’s mind back
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in the sixties when he and his brother
Tom tired of life in Peoria and struck
out for the West. Little is known of the
two brothers’ early lives, but it has been
stated that Charles and Thomas were
the illegitimate sons of Governor Ford of
Illinois, and had been adopted by a Peoria
citizen with whom they lived until their
pursuit of adventure and fortune brought
them west.

On coming to Kansas, Charlie and Tom
dropped the names of Ford and became
Tom and Charlie Smith. Charlie did not
acquire the sobriquet of One-Armed
Charlie until late in 1871. The Topeka
Record, in its November 15 issue of that
year, reported the incident which ex-
plains the handle he carried the rest of
his short life:

A young man named Charles Smith
who for some time had been in the em-
ploy of Curly Marshall, met with a fright-
ful injury yesterday morning. Since the
Marshall party left the railroad they have
been camped in the outskirts of North
Topeka, near the railroad. Yesterday, one
of the party at the camp picked up a
gun which had been laying about in the
rain and was not capped, and playfully
pointed and snapped it at the others. Just
as Smith had spoken to the man with the
gun, telling him to be careful, the piece
went off and the entire charge hit Smith’s
right wrist, nearly severing it from the
hand. Dr. Ashmore was called and did

what he could under the circumstances,
but it was understood this morning that
Smith’s right hand would have to be
amputated. Smith is a young, hardy man
in the prime of life and it seems hard
that he should be thus maimed and
crippled by the carelessness of others.

Later reports confirmed that it had be-
come necessary to amputate Smith’s arm
just above the elbow, and from that time
on, he was known as One-Armed Charlie.

BY THIS TIME, Tom and Charlie

Smith were running in fast company.
Curly (John E.) Marshall, Charlie’s “em-
ployer,” was well known in the Kansas
border settlements as a desperado, and
the memoirs of many of the early settlers
contain vivid recollections of him. One
pioneer account describes him as standing
about six feet, weighing 250 pounds,
muscular, well-proportioned, in fact,
“perfection as a man-animal.” An early-
day Wichita belle remembered her con-.
versation with Curly during a stagecoach
trip, and dwelt on his evident education,
refined manners, polished diction and
handsome appearance. That Curly Mar-
shall was a subject of admiration in spite
of his associations with the desperado
element, there seems no doubt.

Like the Smith (Ford) brothers, Curly
Marshall came originally from Illinois.
During the Rebellion, he served in Com-
pany L of the Second Missouri Cavalry.
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Later, it has been stated, he served in
northwestern Kansas as a government
scout. For a time he headquartered at
Ellsworth, and was blamed for killing a
man there. At Wichita in 1870, he served
a brief appointment as City Marshal. At
Newton in 1871, he is said to have killed
a man for wearing a plug hat, although
that incident seems to be pure legend. In
the personal collection of the author is a
letter written to Curley in 1871 by a
sister, revealing much of the worry his
way of life was causing his kinfolk.

The Topeka Daily Commonwealth of
November 1, 1871, reported in a jocular
vein one of Curley’s typical antics:

CURLY MARSHALL VERSUS U. BET

On Monday last, Curly Marshall was
taking in hash in the First Ward. Bill
Long, alias U.Bet, asked him, “How does
it come that you desperadoes can get a
meal whenever you want it?” No atten-
tion was paid to the intruder until Curly
had finished his repast and entered the
saloon. Here U.Bet accosted Curly again
with the remark, “I believe you fellows
are in with the fellows who stole Gil-
man’s horses,” whereupon Curly knocked
down and kicked several times the said
U.Bet. No injury was consequent upon
the encounter except as U.Bet says, “a
badly bruised smeller.”

Of an earlier incident, the Topeka
State Record reported:

Judge Briar this morning fined Curly
Marshall ten dollars and costs for knock-
ing down a man named Willets at the
fair grounds yesterday. Mister Marshall’s

defense was that he, Marshall, had a sore
foot and was afraid Willets was going to
step on it.

So passed the winter for the Curly
Marshall gang as they loafed, caroused
and brawled in the towns of Topeka, New-
ton and Wichita.

IN THE early spring of 1871, C. H.

Stone, G. W. Robson and others settled
on the cattle trail at the north boundary
of the Indian Territory, called the place
Caldwell, and pronounced it “Queen of
the Border.”

Curly saw an opportunity to go into
business, and at the southern edge of the
settlement, put up a frame building, in-
stalled a bar and named it “Last Chance.”
For the southbound traveler, it was his
last chance to get a drink before crossing
the Indian Territory. For the thirsty trail
hands coming north with Texas cattle, it
represented their first chance for a drink
in many a dusty day, and on the side
facing south, Curly lettered the words,
“First Chance.”

Charlie established a ranch on the
Ninnescah River between Wichita and
Caldwell, and his place became known as
a way station on the route over which
stolen horses were taken into the Terri-
tory. Curly’s acquaintance ~with the
desperado element, and the frequent
presence of Tom and Charlie Smith, soon
gave the Last Chance the reputation of
a den of horse thieves. It was not very
long before the settlers of Sumner Coun-
ty found it necessary to organize in self
defense.

ONE-ARMED CHARILI
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Billy Brooks, above, former Dodge City law
officer, met his fate, along with Charlie
Smith, under the limb of a tree. Below is
a scene in Caldwell, Kansas in the 1880s,
several years after Smith had roamed its
streets. :

Courtesy Kansas State Historical Society
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Each county had its vigilante society,

and among these the Sumner County
vigilantes became feared as the most mili-
tant in the state, if not in the entire West.
Trouble was brewing for Tom and One-
Armed Charlie.

When one Michael McCarty, a hanger-
on at the Last Chance, shot and killed
two men, Caldwell citizens began practic-
ing the art of slip-noose tying. A posse
made a midnight raid upon the Last
Chance and in an effort to smoke out
MecCarty, burned the dancehall portion
of the building. Shots were exchanged,
as those inside escaped from the flames,
but McCarty was not captured until a
few days later, when the posse located
him in the Territory and executed him
on the spot.

On June 5, 1872, Charlie’s brother
Tom stole what turned out to be his last
horse. Tom’s fate, coming so soon after
the death of MeCarty, should have been
a warning, but perhaps Charlie thought
that the lightning of vigilante justice
would not strike twice in the same family.

The Wichita Weekly Eagle of June 14
reported the circumstances of Tom’s reqg-
uisition of a prized team of horses be-
longing to a Mr. Freeman, who lived
near Caldwell. George D. Freeman later
elaborated on the incident and on Tom
Smith’s capture in his now scarce book,
Midnight and Noon Day, a report of
vigilante actions along the southern Kan-
sas border.
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According to these sources, Tom Smith
and one Dalton came upon Freeman’s
brother working a large and powerful
team of horses in a hayfield near the
Freeman claim. Under the guise of seek-
ing directions to a nearby ford, the pair
caught the unarmed Freeman unawares,
and at pistol point made him surrender
his wagon and team. Freeman offered to
fight both of them with bare fists as
weapons, “winner take all,” but his sport-
ing offer was laughingly declined. Smith
and Dalton held Freeman prisoner in his
own wagon as they pointed the team
westward. After several hours’ ride, they
set Freeman afoot and continued west.

Freeman made his way to Andy
Drumm’s ranch, where he borrowed a
saddle horse to ride for help. Arriving at
his brother’s claim early the next morn-
ing, he found that George was in Cald-
well and followed him. There, Freeman’s
story aroused the indignation and excite-
ment of the citizens and thirty-five men
volunteered to track the thieves. And be-
sides the offers of assistance in the chase,
Freeman was tendered cash and “provi-
sions by Caldwell businessmen.

In the midst of hurried preparations,
someone handed Freeman a slip of paper
with the message that Tom Smith and
Dalton were the thieves they were after,
and that they were headed for Boyd’s
Ranch, a few miles east of Fort Larned.

THE PARTY divided into several pos-

ses, most of whom gave up the chase
after several fruitless days. Freeman, at
the head of six men, continued on the trail
they had picked up leading to Fort
Larned. Four days later, in the early
light of dawn, they came upon the camp
of the thieves on the bank of the Arkan-
sas River. Only Dalton was captured. He
stated that Smith had gone to Boyd’s
Ranch for provisions.

The posse lay in wait in the tall grass
for Smith’s return, and about mid-morn-
ing, Smith was seen swimming his horse
across the Arkansas. As he approached

George D. Freeman, left, pioneer Kansas’

lawman and author of Midnight and Noon-
day. Below, an early faded photo of Fort
Lamed, Kansas. as it appeared in 1869.
Courtesy Kansas State Historical Society ;

the camp, something gave Smith a warn-

.ing, and suddenly spurring his horse, he

raced back to the river.

Freeman fired both barrels of a shot-
gun at him, but a heavy coat and the
extreme range protected Smith from
anything but superficial wounds.

Pursued and pursuers splashed across
the Arkansas but Smith eluded the posse.
Freeman and his men rode for Fort
Larned to get provisions and while there,
were told by a soldier that Smith had
ridden into Boyd’s Ranch with the tale
that he had been attacked by Indians.
He asked for a fresh horse to run them
down.

Freeman went to the commanding offi-
cer of the Fort and told him his story.
The Colonel offered the services of a
squad of soldiers, and with these, what
was left of the posse set out for Boyd’s
Ranch.

On nearing that place, they saw a man
leave, heading in a northerly direction.
Three of the squad were sent after him
while Freeman, with the rest of the party,
went on to the roadhouse-ranch. The bar-
tender was questioned but said that he
knew nothing of any Tom Smith and that
he was not there, which a search verified.

About that time, the squad returned
with the man seen leaving, who turned
out to be Smith. The prisoner was re-
turned to Fort Larned, where he was
fitted with shackles and turned over to
Freeman, the Colonel remarking that
plenty of rope and a wagon tongue
should be taken along, for timber was
scarce between there and Caldwell. Free-
man’s intentions, however, were to turn
Smith and his partner over to the au-
thorities.

The party was within a day’s ride of
Caldwell,” when Dalton unaccountably
slipped his shackles and escaped, but
Freeman’s arrival at Caldwell with Tom
Smith was greeted with much excite-
ment. A hasty hearing before a Justice
of the Peace determined the fact that
Smith was guilty enough to be held for
trial and Freeman was admonished to
rush his prisoner out of town to the coun-
ty seat, for a lynching party seemed im-
minent. Freeman, with others as guards,
left Caldwell for Wellington about sun-
down. :

Darkness had overtaken the party by
the time they reached the stage crossing
of the Chikaskia River known as Ry-
land’s’ Ford, and as they approached a
clump of trees, Smith expressed a pre-
monition that he would not make it
across the river alive. At Caldwell, he
had written a letter to brother Charlie at
Wichita, enclosing some money with the
remark that he did not expect to have
any use for it where he was going.

As the wagon passed into the brakes
and underbrush of the river bottom, the
road was suddenly blocked by the silent
shadows of what was estimated as one
hundred men. In the darkness, the men
felt in the wagon for the shackled
prisoner and Smith rose to his feet say-
ing, “I am the man you are after.”

At gunpoint, Smith was taken from
the wagon and swiftly strung up in the

" trees. The next morning, his body was

removed to a large sand hill across the
river, and in a shallow grave scooped
out of the sand, Tom Ford, alias Tom
Smith, was buried while still wearing his
shackles.

AFTER the hanging, Curly was not to

to be found at Caldwell; he had re-

turned to the relative safety of Wichita,
(Continued on page 56)
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A tiny knot of men stood around the

skimpy brush pile, their shoulders
hunched forward against the steady gray
drizzle that fell in veils through giant
moss-bearded firs. It was a damp, foggy
day in the big timber of Washington’s
Olympic Peninsula, and these hard-bitten
loggers were uneasy in the ghostly mist,
for at their feet in the brush pile lay
two bodies, each with a bullet hole square-
ly between the eyes.

The talk was low, edgy.

“Is it them ?”

“Yeah. That’s John and Will Bauer,
sure-"nough.”

“Who’d shoot two boys like that, for
no reason ?”’

“Only one man I know of can shoot
like that—John Turnow.”

Thus, on a rainy day in 1910, began
the terrifying manhunt for John Tur-
now, the “Wild Man of the Wynooche,”
which would reach its tragic end only
after four more men were dead and log-
gers all along Puget Sound had become
afraid to enter the gloomy forests.

In 1910 Turnow was a far more for-
midable creature than the bears and
wolves which roamed the vast wet wild-
erness of towering trees and rugged
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John Turnow
in death

ridges which make up the Olympic Moun-
tains. He was in his prime at thirty-one
years of age, a giant six feet five inches
tall and weighing two-hundred and fifty
pounds, all of it muscle. Destined to be-
come a legend in less than two years,
Turnow was a deadly shot with a rifle,
and he combined human cunning with
animal instinets to make himself almost
indestructible.

Since early childhood John Turnow had
been marked as a “queer boy” who ran
away and lived in the mountains for
weeks on end, making clothes out of ani-
mal hides and burlap, shoes from bark,
and keeping himself well fed off the land.
By his mid-teens he could beckon any
animal, could track his prey almost any-
where, and could hide his own tracks as
well as a cat. Although liked and re-
spected, and maybe feared, by his few
friends, he was always a brooding
“loner.”

As he grew older he began to spend
more and more time prowling the cool
valleys and high meadows. He came from
a respectable pioneer family in Grays
Harbor County, and his parents were
thoroughly distraught to have this un-
controllable wild creature wandering in

Nature harbors no more
cunning animal than
a man turned wild ...

By MIKE SHIELDS

Phote Courtesy Washington State Historical Society

and out in the night. Finally, in 1909,
John Turnow was committed to an in-
stitution for the insane in Oregon.

NO greater wound can be inflicted on a
wild creature than -captivity, and

Turnow suddenly found himself the cap-
tive. In his mind the injustice burned
deep and permanently. Mankind had
turned on him when he had only desired
to be left alone, and from the day of his
“capture” he recognized his -civilized
brothers only as enemies. He also realized
that captivity would be, for him, tanta-
mount to death.

Even before there was time to breathe
a sigh of relief, John had escaped from
jail in Salem, Oregon, where he was
awaiting transfer to the mental institu-
tion. He disappeared, and was almost for-
gotten until that foggy day a year later
when the bodies of the Bauer twins were
found, and the normal dangers of logging
were tripled by Turnow’s presence.

Two hundred men formed into several
posses and combed the surrounding forest
for the giant, but he left no sign. He was
like the fog—they knew he was there
somewhere, but he was illusive, coming
and going around them unseen. Later in
the fall snow came, but there were no
tracks in it to mark Turnow’s passing.
Hope went up that he might die in the
frigid mountains. Around barrel-stoves
in the logging camps stories grew: The
“Beast-Man” could pick a man up and
break him in half; the “Human Gorilla”
swung from the tops of the trees; the
“Wild Man” could shoot the eye out of
a grouse at a hundred yards; John Tur-
now’s only friend was Death.

Spring arrived, wet and gray, and sud-

(Continued on page 68)
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Hamlin Hill puts the LFD brand on «a
yearling, 1911.

NE NIGHT we were all in the bunk-
house at the L.F.D. Ranch wonder-
ing what we were going to do the next
day. We had hired out to Hamlin Hill, one
of the best cowmen on the Staked Plains
—or anyplace else, for that matter. It
was the spring of 1905.

The next morning Hill called me to the
porch where Mr. White was and told me
to get the wagon supplied with chuck; to
see that a coil of rope went along; to
roundup the horse pasture; get the re-
muda and move to the steer pasture at
the windmill. He told me to take all his
rig with us as he and Mr. White would
ride out in the buckboard the next day.
For me to see that the north end of
the pasture was worked, and by time we
had the steers to the roundup grounds,
they would be there.

Well, we followed his orders, but on the
second day when I roped out the men’s
mount horses, we had some excitement.

I brought in ten head of horses I had
just broke. Two new men had joined up
while I was at the horse camp, both
around twenty-two or twenty-three years
old. They were big men, who said they
had been working on the L. X. Ranch at
Amarillo, Texas." They had good saddles
and bedrolls. I asked them what kind of
mount they were used to riding.

One big boy said, “Don’t worry your-
self. Just rope them out for us. We come
from an outfit that had good horses, and
real cowmen.”

I thought myself a fair cowman, too,
and I knew right then that this smart guy
and I weren’t going to agree on a lot of
things.

But I controlled my temper and said,
“Just hold your bridles, you and your
partner, and I'll fix you both up with a
good horse.”

I roped out the other men’s horses;
then I threw my rope and pulled out a big
buckskin horse about six years old that
I had just broke. He was the one that
had given me the most trouble riding.
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RUN-IN with
AMARILLO JOE

By MILT HINKLE

Photos Courtesy Mrs. Hamlin Hill

You’ve heard of guys who just rub each other the
wrong way? It can get tiresome when both are working
for the same outfit

He’d made me pull the saddle horn three
or four times. I liked the horse, though.

“Give me your bridle and TI’ll put it
on for you,” I said to the big boy.

“I’m taller and bigger than you are
and capable of bridling, saddling and
riding my own mount,” was his reply.

“Sorry, friend,” I said. “Just trying to
help.”

He reached to put the bridle bits in the
horse’s mouth, and was standing by the
horse’s left shoulder. As his hand touched
the horse’s nose. Old Buck (that is what
I had named him), put his left hind leg
in this guy’s pocket, knocking him down
and running off with my good catch rope.

Old Buck ran about three hundred feet,
stopped, turned his head toward the rope
and stood still. This is what staking him
out to the logs had taught him. Most of
the boys now had their mounts saddled
and two started to ride around Old Buck.

“Wait!” 1 said. “Everyone stay where
you are. I'll get him—I don’t want my
rope dragged.” I then walked up to Old
Buck, who never moved, put a half hitch
on his nose, petted him and led him back
to the remuda.

This big boy who called himself “Am-
arillo Joe” remarked. “Don’t take the
rope off him, just give him to me. I'll
show the damn s—o—b a trick or two!”

I took the bridle out of his hand, put
it on Old Buck, and handed him the reins,
saying, “Work easy with him and you can
Eandle him. You are just a stranger to

lm."

“T can handle him,” he spat out. “I’'m
not a damn tenderfoot!”

For his partner I roped an old cow-
horse, one anyone could saddle and ride.
Then I roped a big black named Black
Jack, that I had just broken in. Put my
saddle on and stepped up on him and said,
“Let’s go, boys.”

ELL, all hell broke loose in Old
Buck when Amarillo Joe hit the
saddle. That horse turned in the air while
bucking, and just made a monkey out of
Joe. When he hit the ground Old Buck
stopped and looked at him as if he was
saying, “How did you like that?”

Joe picked himself up with one of his
legs in bad shape. I told the boys to put
the horse back in the corral by the wagon,
then I roped out a gentle horse and said,
“This is your kind of horse.” He looked
daggers at me. I could see he didn’t like

me.

He saddled the old horse and as we
had already wasted too much time, I
wanted to get started. After walking our
horses for about a half mile in order to
let them empty out some of the grass, I
struck out in a lope and when I did old

Black Jack broke in two at both ends,
and almost spilled me. When I got to my
seat, I gave him a real spurring and
whipping with my quirt. This pleased me
as I wanted to show this Amarillo Joe
a few things. Now, ain’t that a man for
you? Yes, I was a show-off.

By 9 a. m. we had one-fourth of the
steer pasture, which was about sixteen
miles long and fourteen miles wide,
rounded up at the windmill in the north
part of the pasture. We were changing
horses when Mr. White and Hamlin Hill
rode up in the ranch buggy. I had just
roped all the men’s horses and caught one
for my cutting horse.

“Milt,” Hill said, “lay your rope on
Ace of Hearts for me and catch Long
Tom for Mr. White.” Mr. White could
not ride too good.

When the horses were all saddled,
White and Hill rode into the steer herd.
Rode slowly, looked them over, then rode
out. I had already placed the men around
the herd, and men to hold the cut.

When they rode out Mr. Hill called
me and said, “Mr. White wants to cut
about forty carloads from this pasture—
about a thousand head of the biggest and
fattest steers.”

Mr. Hill said it would take two or
three days to work the pasture as he did
not want any pounds taken off the steers.
And when going up-trail with them he
wanted to take six to eight days for the
seventy-mile trip. The cars would be
placed at the Bovina, Texas yards.

Ham and I rode into the herd looking
them over real well before we cut out a
single one. We worked out about 200
head. They were good steers for long-
horns. All colors, all with the longest
horns I ever saw.

We put six men with the steers we
had cut out for market to be sure they
would not mix; the rest were driven
back north so they wouldn’t drift to an-
other part of the big pasture. We would
round them up the next day. Mr. Hill
drove back to the ranch, taking his saddle
so he would have a way back. Mr. White
told us all goodbye and wished us luck.
He said he would see us at the railroad.

WE LAY AROUND the wagon and
talked and talked until supper. We
then changed to night horses as we had
sixteen men with the wagon. I put four
men on each guard in order to hold the
steers. The days were still long so it
was four two-hour guards.

I took the 11 p.m. to 1 a.m. guard
with three men. I picked out the partner
of Amarillo Joe so I could talk to him
while on guard and see just who they
were.
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Working with a horse, left, are Will Wilson, George Chambers, Jim Hoover, J. P. White, and Johnny ——, about 1909. Right, mounted
in working garb are Hamlin Hill, left, and Harvey Stoval.

He said he was the son of a granger
(a farmer who lived just outside Amaril-
lo). He said he had helped out during
the summer on the L. X. Ranch, but that
he was not a very good rider. He said
he had done his best though.

“My father,” he said, “always gave
me pienty of money to spend and I met
Amarillo Joe at the L. X. Ranch.” He
said Joe was a professional boxer and
whipped everyone on the ranch, plus all
the bad boys in the saloon in Amarillo.
Blevins had fired him for this.

Because the granger’s boy had plenty
of money to buy horses and bedrolls with,
Joe had talked him into traveling west
with him to find work.

Next day we were up very early. I
roped out one of my horses named Rocky
Mountain for Amarillo Joe. I, by this
time, despised the guy. This horse was
easy to saddle, easy to handle, but was
one of the L.F.D. outlaws for four or
five years.

When we were all saddled up I gave
orders to four men to take the 200
steers to the Tom Horn windmill where
we would ‘have the roundup.

The men all followed behind me until
I gave orders how to spread out to make
the roundup. I told Rawls Miller, a pal
of mine and a real rider, to ride along-
side Amarillo Joe, but when I started
to lope my horse, to jump off fast because
old Rocky Mountain would break in two.

This he did, and threw Joe over his
head and then jumped on him as he went
down. Amarillo was hurt too much to
go on. I told Rawls to take him to the
wagon and to catch Rocky Mountain and
turn him over to the wrangler to put with
the remuda. Joe walked to the wagon and
was laid up for three days.

WE WORKED the big steer pasture in

three and a half days, then started
the herd to Bovina. Amarillo Joe was now

able to work. He could and would work

okay on stock that he could ride; and
truly, that was the way most of the men
who were good hands did, but not buck-
ing horse riders.

I cut the men’s mounts down to five
head each—four day horses and one night
horse for each man. I made sure Amarillo
Joe and his partner had gentle ones.

I took two good night horses for my-
self and five of the horses I had broke.
0Old Buck was one and the others were
four who needed lots of work.

I sent two men to the horse pasture
with the horses we did not need and told
them to catch up with us that night as
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tl_'léey only had about thirty-five miles to
ride.

That afternoon we made only five miles
and camped at the line of the big Mashed
O south pasture. We had to go through
two Mashed O pastures and two X.L'1'.
pastures before we reached the shipp.ng
point.

There were a thousand head of the big
steers and four chuckwagon mules. We
didn’t have a bed wagon so we loaded
our beds onto the chuckwagon. We had
eighty-two head of horses in the remuda.
This thousand and eighty-six head of
stock would eat lots of grass on this
trip through these pastures—with no
cost.

We had a nice trip, making eight to
thirteen miles a day. One day out from
the railroad, I rode in to see where the
cars would be spotted and ready to load.
The agent said the cars and engine would
be there at 7 p.m. the next night. I
rode back to the wagon and herd where
Hamlin Hill had joined us, and gave him
the report.

About the middle of the afternoon
clouds began to form and it looked bad.
We knew if the wind changed we were
sure due for rain. Sure enough, while the
second guard was on, the wind came up
and the big black clouds, started to roll.
Thunder and lightning started in a big
way and then came the rain. I got up
and put my slicker on and rode out to
the herd. We did not want to turn them
loose yet. They could only go about ten
miles to a fence, but we did not want the
trouble of gathering them, or to risk
being late the next night. Also we wanted
to save the flesh that the steers had
put on.

SOMETHING went wrong. A big flash
of lightning came and the herd
rushed into a wild stampede. Those full-
grown steers were ready for a run, and
run they did. In less than two seconds
they were at full speed, each afraid the
one behind would run over him. My horse
knew his work and he didn’t let me down.
A stampede always gave the trail horse
his hardest test. The roar of horns and
hoofs warned him not to get in front
of the crazed longhorns. Usually the
stampeding cattle would try to split and
go around a horse or fallen rider, but no
one wanted to take a chance on that.
There was danger too, that a night horse
might stumble in a badger or prairie
dog hole, or fall down an unseen em-
bankment. I don’t know who the author
was of the following bit of verse but I

do know he must have been a cowboy.

Lightnin’ rolls in hoops and circles,
Rain in sheets is coming down,
Thunder rattles through the gulches,
As the hoofbeats shake the ground.
Top hands ride like likkered Injuns,
Beggin’ God for break o’ day. :
A stampede beats the best camp meetin’
When it comes to gettin’ men to pray.

I finally managed to get the herd to
start 1n a circle and they milled until
they tired. We soon had them ‘fairly
quiet but they were ready to run at any
time so I doubled the guard for the rest
of the night.

The ramn lasted about two hours, and
let up the next morning. I ordered th:
sieers to be put on the trail as I wanted
to make a count when they passed. Hill
and I both made the count, and we were
eleven head short. I knew they had made
their getaway when the circle started s>
we sent four men on the back trail to
pick them up. The boys caught up with
them at the fence and brought them back.

Ab Blocker once said that if a trail
herd bedded down at night and the big-
gest part of the cattle stretched out their
heads in the same direction, it was tim2
to be on the lookout for a run before
daylight. That may have been so, but
there’s another old saying that if you
could drive a herd two weeks without a
stampede, the danger was over.

I say that when cattle’s eyes begin to
burn like a bulls-eye lantern, you can ride
among them and just feel the crazy devils
getting ready to try for a run. When I
was on guard and felt my spine quiver
and the air charged with tenseness, I just
knew the herd would break in a stampede.

Trivialities started more stampedes
than anything else, except storms. The
cough of one of the cattle, a human
sneeze, the lighting of a cigarette or
when the horse you were riding on guard
put his foot in a prairie dog hole—they
would run at anything those days.

We held the steers on water and grass
away from the railroad until the cars
were spotted. We then drove them into
th= stock pens and loaded them, having
cur only trouble with a few steers whose
horns were too long to go through the
car doors.

As soon as the steers were loaded.
about 9 P.M., I asked Hill if it would
be all right to take two nights off, as all
the boys wanted to celebrate some at

(Continued on page 52)
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RED JACKET of
CHADRON

. . . was insane—but not too insane to understand the meaning
of double jeopardy

IN 1884 Chadron, Nebraska was just a

frontier town filled with a lawless
bunch determined to get away with any-
thing they could before law-abiding set-
tlers made them move on. Among the
riff-raff was a woman who wore a flam-
ing red jacket whenever she appeared
on the streets. She got the name of “Red
Jacket” almost as soon as she arrived.
An old-timer said that her painted lips
were like a bright splash in a tough, un-
baked pie.

Red Jacket bought a piece of land that
bordered White River. She set up a road-
house. Such places were quite common
in those days, places for travelers to rest
their horses, a place to eat and sleep
and especially to drink.

I hadn’t even been thought of in 1884
when my parents and my oldest sister
(then a baby) came to Chadron from

Neligh in the eastern part of the state.
Father, Walter Wells Byington, had been
the junior law partner of Nels Jackson
in Neligh and that meant that he had
got a lot of work but not much wages.

By June of 1884 he knew that he was
just not going to make ends meet, so
Father told his partner that he was leav-
ing to have a look at western Nebraska,
beyond the end of construction of the
Fremont, Elkhorn & Missouri Valley
Railroad. He got another young fellow
who was wanting to see new land, to fur-
nish a team and they drove the long 250
miles to Chadron which then was some
distance from the present site, and not
even named. It was just a quickly built
place thrown together with canvas, logs,
rough lumber or whatever material was
cheapest and nearest.

Father found it hard to find a place to

Judge W. W. Byington almost became Red Jacket's seventh victim.
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By DADE GIPSON

Photos Courtesy Author

sleep, let alone office space, partly be-
cause houses were scarce but mainly be-
cause he had so little money. So he went
walking along with a sort of “seek and
ye shall find” attitude, talking to men,
asking questions, but having no luck
at all until he came to a feed store. There
were glass windows on the building and
one said, “Lambert & Sons.” Father went
in and located Mr. Hezekiah Lambert,
telling him of his need for a room and
office space for a desk.

Seeing that the feed store owner was
friendly Father said, “Mr. Lambert, if
you could spare me one corner of your
store to start business in, I would help
you with your work enough to pay my
rent each week until I can fix up a real
office.”

“Well,” Mr. Lambert replied, “in a
town as wild as this one an attorney
ought to find plenty to do.” So the deal
was made. A cheap desk was set in a
corner near the street window, and a
sign was lettered which announced, “W.
W. Byington, attorney-at-law.”

PRESENTLY there was talk of put-

ting a bridge across White River
with the approach resting on Red Jack-
et’s land. The woman (who said her
name was Jane Woodard) was furious
when a commissioner visited her, telling
her of the decision.

“Your place would be the best loca-
tion for the bridge,” he explained, “and
the survey has been finished. Work will
begin before long.”

“There won’t be any bridge here on
my land,” she told the man hotly, “and
you had better pay attention to me, be-
cause I’ll certainly put a bullet through
the first person who tries to cross the
bridge—if it ever is built!” >

A warrant was issued to make Red
Jacket keep the peace, even though the
commissioner and others who heard the
threat thought that it was just idle talk
on her part. They were wrong, and the
local citizens sensed it.

When White River Bridge was first
built, no one took a chance on crossing
it and becoming a target for Red Jacket’s
rifle. However, many people were being
drawn to Western Nebraska by then, and
how would strangers know of the pecu-
liar woman’s threats?

One day a man drove up in front of
the Lambert Feed Store, tied up a team
of large black mules to a hitching rack,
and walked in.

“Hello,” he said. “Quite a town you
have here—quite a country—not much
like Illinois where I came from.”

“My name is Walt Byington,” Father
greeted him, “and I originated in Illi-
nois, too. Could I help you in any way?”’

“I'm Ed McDorman. Come on out and
have a look at my mules. I’m real proud
of these fellows.”

So they stepped out, looking over the
strong, well-groomed team. Then lifting
the heavy canvas cover McDorman said,
“See my load here? It should last a man
for quite a while.”

The stranger pointed out his carefully
packed supply of cured meat, flour,
canned food, even some seed grain, and
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feed for the team.

Then McDorman confided that he wore
a money belt on his person. He wanted
to go to some safe place to count his
money, and leave most of it safe while
he saw the town.

Together he and Father counted the
money—almost $800. It was a great deal
of cash for anyone to be packing around
in those days. They also figured up how
much McDorman had spent during his
trip, with the cost of the outfit and
provisions added in (possibly so he could
write to others in his home state and
let them know how expenses would run
on such a trip).

AT THIS first meeting, McDorman

seemed to be a reasonable and sen-
sible man, but later in the day when he
came back to the store he obviously had
been drinking. Worse still, he seemed
determined to start out, late though it
was, to find someone over on Hat Creek
who might sell him a piece of land.

Father was worried. He said, “Mr. Mc-
Dorman, in your condition you should
stay here for the night. If you leave
now, you will have to stop overnight
somewhere, and you just might mention
that you are carrying a lot of money.
There have been a lot of robberies
around here recently.”

The man did not seem to be concerned,
so Father went on, “You can put your
mules in the shed, and you can sleep
here in the store on the feed sacks, as I
have been doing. Just bring your
blankets to roll up in. Tomorrow you’ll
be in better shape to go out and look
for a place.”

“I can take care of myself, Byington,”
the man said stubbornly.

MecDorman adjusted his money belt and
a short time later he headed for Hat
Creek, some twenty-five miles distant.:

Early the next morning a cowboy
brought in the report that he had seen
a fine team of black mules standing be-
side the trail, still hitched to the wagon.
He said also that a man was lying on
the ground evidently almost dead from a
gunshot wound.

Father went at once for the doctor and
the sheriff, and all three left in a hack
for the scene. They found MecDorman
near some old buildings not far from
Red Jacket’s roadhouse.

Making the man as comfortable as
possible, they started back to town with
him, but he was far gone and soon died.
His belt was gone, and Father blamed
himself for permitting McDorman to
leave the store.

On the way back to Chadron he told
the sheriff what he knew of the man.

Red Jacket’s threats were remem-
bered and the sheriff arrested the woman
on suspicion of murder. She Iloudly
denied the charge but was put in jail
without bail.

She asked for a lawyer and| got one.
His name was Spargur. Apparently he
asked that she mortgage her place to
him to cover attorney’s fees. She re-
luctantly complied, but soon after, the
roadhouse was burned to the ground.

RED JACKET was in jail a long time.

Spargur postponed the trial more
than once, saying on each occasion that
he needed more time to get testimony
on her behalf.

The primitive jail was made up of two
by sixes laid edgewise, with some spaces
between to let in air. Red Jacket talked
her jailer into letting her use a revolver.

“The rats are just fierce in here,” she
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told him. “They get all over my bed
every night. If I could just kill off a
few they might let me alone.” She
deviled him so much he finally did get
a shooting iron for her.

The woman blamed Father for much
of her troubles. She felt that he was
one of the main ones who had thought
her guilty from the start and she dis-
liked him accordingly. (Father was by
then Judge Byington, having been elected
in November, 1885.)

Anyway, Red Jacket bided her time
till he walked by one day, then started
shooting at him, firing through the slits
as best she could, and whamming away
at him until the shells were used.

Father was a big man and tried to
hide his vulnerable bulk behind one of
the fifty-gallon barrels which most of
Chadron’s buildings kept in place to
catch rain water. ;

Father waited until six shells had been
fired and then made a run for it, in
case the old girl should find more.

Red Jacket’s case came up in April,
1886. It seemed that Attorney Spargur
had written up a plea for her, but left it
up to his partner, whose name was
Fisher, and another local lawyer, to take
his place at the trial,

The prepared notes said little about
the actual killing, but stressed the point
that only circumstantial evidence existed.
Spargur bore down heavily on the heart-
rending events of Red Jacket’s life, sug-
gesting repeatedly that her woes had

Shown above is rough country near Chad-
ron, Nebraska. Lola Trites Byington, the
author’s mother, in 1883, left.

made her mentally ill. Her troubles were
just so great she could hardly keep a
rational mind—and, to do her justice,
that might have been the case.

In spite of Father’s inner conviction
as to her guilt, the jury found her inno-
cent because of lack of evidence.

Before Red Jacket even went over to
the jail to pick up her clothes, she came
out of the courthouse and walked
straight to my family’s house. Mother
told what happened. “I was just hang-
ing out my wash in the back yard, and
all at once there she stood in front of
me. She said, ‘Mrs. Byington, my trial
is over now, and no one will ever try
me again on the charge that I have just
been acquitted of. So now I am going to
tell you all about how I shot that man,
McDorman.’ &

“There was a bench out in the yard,
and a box with the baby playing in it.
Red Jacket sat down and began telling
me how she had decided to kill anyone
who crossed onto her place. She related
how she had heard the mules coming
and had taken aim at the unsuspecting
Mr. McDorman. She hit him even though
it was late and the light was poor. She
told me everything down to the smallest
detail.

“Red Jacket didn’t say that she got
the money belt. However it was known
that a man who lived at the roadhouse
left before McDorman died, and was
never seen again.

“While she talked, she took my baby,
Clara, in her arms. She told why she felt
my husband’s behavior had been ecruel
and hard on a poor and lonely old woman
and I felt sorry for her. Then she began
patting and joggling the baby so hard I
tried to think of some way to get the
child out of the woman’s arms.

“Just as she was finishing her tale
of the murder, your father came stalking
in. He took one look at my visitor and
seemed to turn white, yellow, and green.
I didn’t know whether to be glad or sor-
ry when he walked rapidly away, leav-
ing the woman to finish her story.

“Like Calamity Jane, it seemed that
Red Jacket had always worked at the
hardest, roughest work possible. She told
me she had rounded up cattle, riding
astride like a man in the days when no
lady would ride except side-saddle. She
said that she worked at any sort of
labor and had never asked a man to

(Continued on page 72)
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TWENTY YEARS

among our

HOSTILE INDIANS

Photos from book
courtesy Ben Carlton Mead

From a book by J. Lee Humfreville, describing the characteristics,

customs, habits, religion, marriages, dances and battles of the wild

Indians in their natural state. Hunter & Company, Publishers,
New York, 1899

A Dakota squaw prepares a stretched buffalo hide for clothing or shelter.
Courtesy Smithsonian Institution

INDIAN WOMEN did all the tanning
for the family requirements, and the
work was done in various ways. When it
was intended that a skin should be very
soft and pliable,. only the brain of the
animal and clear fresh water were used.
Skins tanned in this way were made into
dresses, leggings, moccasins, and other
articles of apparel.

Skins used for lodge covers, for horse
equipment and coarser articles of home
and camp life, were tanned in a different
way and with much less care. They were
simply thrown into the water and al-
lowed to remain until the hair fell off,
when they were stretched tight on the
ground by driving sticks through holes
cut in the edges while the hide was wet
and soft. Scraping knives made from the
horn of the elk were generally used.

The women would get down on their
hands and knees on the hide and scrape
off all the flesh and pulpy matter. After
the hide had dried, it was put through
a process of softening before it was in
condition to be used as a lodge cover. A
hide used for this purpose was usually
that of a buffalo bull, as it was much
thicker and more serviceable than that of
a buffalo cow. Lodge covers were made
by the women, who sewed them together
with thongs. From ten to twenty hides
were required for the covering of each
lodge according to its size.

Poles for the lodge were difficult to
obtain by the Indians of the Plains,
where wood was scarce and good straight
poles hard to find, and they were accord-
ingly highly valued. They were procured
and finished by the women, and were
necessarily of sound, straight young
trees, generally pine, birch, or other light
but strong wood. They were from one
and one-half to three inches in diameter,
and from fifteen to twenty-five feet in
length. The bark and every small knot or
growth was carefully removed from them
and they were made perfectly smooth.
In putting up a lodge from fifteen to
twenty-five of these poles were used.

The covering was drawn over them
and fastened with skewers or sticks
where the edges of the covering met. At
the top of the lodge was a large flap in
the corner of which the end of a pole was
inserted. When this flap was closed it
kept the heat in and the cold out and
unless opened when the fire was built in
the interior, would soon be filled with
smoke. The lower edge of the lodge cov-
ering was fastened to the ground by long
pegs driven deep into the earth. The pegs
prevented the lodge from being blown
over by high winds. The entrance was
the only hole of any size, except the top,
in the entire covering. This entrance was
covered by a hide drawn over a hoop
made from a small branch and hung over
the hole. The opening was rarely closed
except in cold weather, or to keep the
dogs out.

Even the best of these lodges afforded
but slight protection against severe
storms or bitter cold. Rain found its way
into them and snow blew through the
holes underneath the covering, half-fill-
ing the interior and making it exceedingly
uncomfortable. During severe rainstorms
the beds and sometimes the lodges were
flooded, and the occupants were com-
pelled to flee to higher ground with such
effects as they could carry.

THE FIRE in the lodges was neces-
sarily built on the ground; around it
the women and children would huddle to
keep warm. During winter storms when
the Indians were compelled to go about

True West



Courtesy Museum of the Plains Indian

A Plains tribe on the move, utilizing the travois, is shown in this diorama in the Museum of the Plains Indian.

their camps in the performance of neces-
sary duties, they often did so barefoot,
as their moccasins and leggings would
become saturated in the snow or rain in
a short time. When in that condition they
were cold and disagreeable to the wearer.
They preferred to keep their footwear
dry even at the expense of temporary
discomfort. Both men and women would
frequently carry their moccasins and
leggings in their hands after having been
caught in a cold rain or snowstorm.

At times during cold weather they
would wear sandals made from the flint
hides of some animal as a protection to
the soles of the feet. During a prolonged
storm or blizzard, which was frequent in
the Far North, the Indians and their
animals, including their dogs, were great
sufferers.

Lodges of this description were pro-
bably the best habitations that could be
used by these nomads; for, being con-
tinually on the move, it was necessary to
transport their entire camp equipment
from place to place. They were easily
and quickly put up and taken down, and
it was a rare thing, even in the severest
windstorm, for one of them to be blown
down, although it sometimes occurred.

Frequently the coverings were fan-
tastically painted with figures outlined
in different colors, red and blue being
the favorites. These figures represented
different scenes, some depicting a war-
rior seated on his horse in deadly combat
with a hostile brave; an Indian fighting
a bear with his spear; an Indian on foot
killing a man with his bow and arrow,
tomahawk, knife, or lance; or some other
prodigious deed of valor. Sometimes the
entire lodge covering was decorated with
these rude drawings. They generally
commemorated some great event in the
career of the occupant of the lodge, or a
hairbreadth escape of himself or some of
the male members of his family.

The drawings were usually made by
the men, some of them showing consider-
able artistic ability. Some of the women
also possessed no little skill. Nearly all
Indians were fond of decorating their
lodge covers in this manner, using the
brightest colors they could obtain, and
some of their imaginary or real deeds of
valor were portrayed in the most
picturesque style.

When the wild Indians retired to sleep
they wrapped themselves in the robes or
blankets they had worn during the day.
The beds were more a name than a
reality; these consisted of the dried hides
of buffalo, horses, or other animals, laid
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upon the ground to keep out the dam
ness. Occasionally they placed an addi-
tional buffalo robe or two on top. For
pillows they used skins, or any bulky,
soft stuff which they might have at hand.
The interior arrangement of an Indian
lodge was a series of such beds arranged
in a circle, leaving a space in the center
for the fire on which the cooking was
done, and it also served to some extent
to warm the lodge in winter.

Some of the women were expert at
drawing designs on buckskin for bead
and porcupine quill work. In ornament-
ing their clothing they would first draw
the outlines of the figure, then sew beads
or porcupine ornaments on them, using
an awl made of bone, and the end of a
small sinew for a needle.

All Indian women were expert riders
and rode astride on the animals bare
back, or on a man’s saddle. Like the men
they were expert in throwing the lasso,
and were fearless of any animal, no mat-
ter how vicious. Children, both boys and
girls, were tied on the backs of horses
almost as soon as they were able to walk,
and taught to ride, to manage animals,
and to throw the lasso or the lariat rope.

WHEN Indians moved their camp,

which they were frequently com-
pelled to do, the women did all the pack-
ing. Their belongings and the whole camp
outfit were put in condition by them for
transportation and fastened on travois,
or packed on their horses, mules, and
dogs.

Travois were made by lashing the ends
of lodgepoles together, then throwing the
lashed ends over the saddle of an animal,
leaving the other end of the poles drag-
ging on the ground in the rear. Immedi-
ately behind the animal was a large oval
frame made from the limbs of a young

tree, with rawhide thongs woven in and,

out across it, so that it somewhat re-
sembled a lawn tennis racquet, only that
it was much larger and coarser. This
frame was lashed to the poles on each
side, forming the bottom of a rude bas-
ket on which their effects were to be
transported. It also served to keep the
poles a sufficient distance apart. :
When the children, and the sick, in-
firm, or aged were to be transported.
on a travois, a cage-like covering of the
same material was placed over this plat-
form and lashed to it; over this, lodge
covers were thrown as a protection
against the sun, rain, or snow, as well
as to keep the inmates from falling out.
In traveling, each animal had its

travois. Even the dogs were not exempt
from this service; most of them were
required to drag a travois made of small
poles. Children not old enough to care
for themselves, but too old to be carried
by their mothers, were placed in them.
Drawing the travois was very severe on
the animals. After a short time in this
service their backs would become a mass
of raw sores. Horses and mules that had
been in possession of the Indians for any
length of time were rarely seen without
such sores or scars upon them, which was
sure evidence of their labor in drawing
the travois.

To one not accustomed to it, it was a
novel sight to see an Indian village on
the move. Some of the horses would have
one, two, and three children on their
backs while dragging the travois; others
would have two women astride in addi-
tion to dragging the load. The travois
and pack animals were scattered in every
direction along the route, but all moved
together toward one general point. In dry
weather the dust made by one of these
moving villages could be seen for miles.
When crossing swollen streams the work
of the women was very laborious. Every-
thing had to be removed from the travois
and packed on the backs of the animals
to prevent the goods from getting wet.
Once across, they were replaced on the
travois, and the village proceeded until
camp was reached, where they erected
the lodges.

The packing of animals was an art in
itself. The pack saddle was made, both
at the pommel and cantle, like the figure
“X.” The bottom, where it rested on the
back of the animal, was shaped something
like the bottom of a wooden saddle. In-
dians used strong rawhide cinches to
fasten the saddle to the animal. The load
was added gradually, and when the pack

-was complete, a rawhide or hair lariat

rope was placed around and over the
goods and over and under the animal
many times, being fastened on the crosses
at the top of the pommel and cantle.
The pack of an animal should be so
placed on its back as to have the weight
equal on both sides, and in such manner
that it would not slip or move, or any
portion of it fall out or get in such posi-
tion as to cause repeated stops to adjust
1t

Pack animals would sometimes carry
a load of five or six hundred pounds each
and, when packed, it was necessary to
lead them around in a circle constantly
to prevent them from lying down, for

(Continued on page 54)
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By MILDRED FIELDER

LITTLE
DEADWOO
in ALABAMA

—the Black Hills
have come to Magnolia Land!

Courtesy Jim Shaw

Shown above is a portion of the Shaws’

miniature reproduction of Deadwood’s
Main Street near the No. 10 Saloon.

hat do you do when you get home-
sick for the old hometown, and that
town is half-way across the continent?
You build a miniature settlement, inch
by inch, and if you are James H. Shaw
it turns out to be historic Deadwood,
frontier town of the West in the Black
Hills of South Dakota.

Jim Shaw lived in Deadwood as a boy,
with the nearby Homestake gold mine at
Lead only three miles distant, and the
Days of '76 celebration every August to
remind him of Deadwood’s history. Born
in 1910, he lived with his grandfather,
James “Dad” Shaw, who was one of the
first railroaders in the area when the
steam engines came to the Hills. Jim was
steeped in the lore of the West, and when
he moved to Montgomery, Alabama, in
1948 he could not forget.

For “something to do’” he and his wife,
Ruby, began building a corral such as
they had seen in the Black Hills, and the
corral grew immediately into the groject
of rebuilding Deadwood itself. Through
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the years the little town has grown until
now it fills a building 12 feet by 45 feet
in size, and spills into the yard outside.

Jim works on the details of assembling
the multitude of equipment, and Ruby
has built several “mountains” from
cement. Deadwood is situated in the heart
of the higher Hills, and it was unthink-
able that the miniature town should not
have mountains around it.

The whole “community” is built to con-
form with the proportion of eight-inch
horses. The Shaws have been able to
buy horses, cows and the people, but
the buildings, the wagons, corrals, fenc-
es, mines, waterwheels, and Indian
tepees have all been carved by hand.
Shaw says that the reproduction of
wagons and stagecoaches was difficult to
do, because they wanted to keep the
scale accurate.

Jim is quick to give credit to two of
his friends in the wood carving detail.
Al Gillette, former chief building in-
spector in Montgomery, Alabama, has
helped with his work shop, and L. F.
Willis, now deceased, was the first of the
three to carve wooden wheels for the
carriages. After that, the wagon equip-
ment construction flourished. Now that
Willis is dead, Shaw is continuing his
rolling equipment collection insofar as
he is able, but he misses Willis’ ability
to carve the wheels.

AFTER nearly twenty years of assem-
bling, the miniature town has a
sample of almost everything the original
Deadwood boasted in its early days.
Saloons, jails, the general store with a
hanging platform, a cemetery, the houses
of ill repute, stables, a blacksmith shop,
corrals, and hitching racks are the back-
ground for cowboys and Indians.

Sioux braves ride their ponies over the
top of one of the mountains overlooking
Deadwood, and their tepees can be seen
lower on the mountain. Nearby are the
mines, with their tunnels and their
miners’ cabins. A  waterwheel near the
base of one of the mountains has actual
water under it. On the mountains, Ruby
has installed pine and spruce branches
to simulate the trees of the Black Hills.

Main Street of Shaw’s Deadwood is a
bustle of activity. Near Bob’s Black-
smithing shop stand several horses wait-
ing to be shod. Passing them are a pair
of horses pulling a dray wagon with
a chest for gold bullion back of the seat.
Ahead rolls the brewery wagon with its
tilted beer barrels, slowing past the Big
Horn Hotel and No. 10 Saloon. There
was a No. 10 Saloon in Deadwood’s early
days, in which Wild Bill Hickok was shot.
Over the saloon is the sign “Big Horn
Hotel,” a remembrance of the original
Big Horn grocery store which existed in
the 1870s.

Ruby’s Place with a painted hussy in
the window is just beyond the hotel. On
the street again, we see cowboys, a pros-
pector leading his pack mule, a horse
drawing a buggy, and coming toward
- them the Deadwood Stage.

In the boom days of the gold rush,
Main Street was as busy. Old photos of
the real Deadwood in 1876 and the next
few years show a hustle and bustle of
horses and bull teams that would al-
most equal the chaos of Shaw’s miniature
Deadwood (theugh Deadwood of 1967 is
naturally considerably changed).

He has nearly 800 animals in the
reproduction, plus most types of con-
veyances popular in the 1880s, including
several fire wagons, a man-drawn hose
cart, a hearse drawn by horses, a sleigh,
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and the usual equipment such as lumber
wagons, stagecoaches, and so on.

As Shaw’s Little Deadwood grew, its
fame spread. There have been visitors
from all parts of the country and even
some from Scotland. Parts of the town
have been shown at local fairs and
rodeos, creating considerable interest.

Alabama a century ago furnished many

new settlers for the frontier, and inter-
est in Deadwood in miniature is boom-
ing in the area. Jim and Ruby Shaw
welcome all visitors with enthusiasm. If
their Little Deadwood has any merit, it
is in the pleasure that it has given its
builders and the many visitors who view
it.

Courtesy Jim Shaw

Indians, horses. and scattered pines decorate one of the Shaws’ Black Hills, above,
The “real” Deadwood is depicted below in an 1876 photo.

Courtesy Seaton Publishing Company
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IN 1901, Monument, Utah’s population

consisted of my family and twenty
old Chinamen. The town was just a side
~ track, section house, cook house, and

bunkhouse made of ties with an earthen
roof. We’d come with my father, a sec-
tion foreman for the Central Pacific;
the Chinese had come over thirty years
earlier when the railroad had been built
across the desert. They were employed
as laborers and paid $1.00 a day for
eleven hours of work. -

These old fellows were the most loyal
people I've ever known. All but one of
them smoked opium, which they had
shipped to them from Terrace, where
there was a large Chinatown. They
bought their opium in cans about the size
of a bar of soap, which cost $7.00 and
would last a long time, as a “smoke” was
only about the size of a large kidney
bean. Also, every month, they bought a
100-pound bag of rice, dried squid, chick-
g.n,h duck, seaweed, and dried or pickled
ish.
They all kept immaculately clean.
Every one took a sponge bath each night
and changed clothes before eating. They
had a cook who stayed home and looked
after their wants. He was given his
board and paid $1.00 per month by each

© man.

By K. E. COVINGTON

Photos Courtesy Southern Pacific Railroad

The railroad had been constructed
along the border of Great Salt Lake but
the water had receded since 1868 and
was now miles from us. The salt works
had been abandoned because of this, leav-
ing Monument to the Chinese. Occasion-
ally we had visitors—Road Master
James Griffin, whom the Chinese called
“Long Jim,” and “Big Tom” Fitzgerald,
Superintendent—and once in a while we
would visit the Bakers, who lived at
Locomotive Springs, four miles south-
west of Monument. N

The water in Locomotive Springs had
a salt taste but was usable, and Baker
grew hay and raised some cattle. The
only birdlife near us was at these
springs—ducks and geese, which my dad
enjoyed hunting. On the desert we saw
coyotes, rabbits, lizards, horned toads,
scorpions and snakes. The rattlers were
fat and powerful—the longest I saw
would have measured about four feet,
but a three-foot snake would have a

Terrace, Utah in 1900

body about two-inches in diameter.

The biggest desert hunting expedition
had occurred a few years before we
moved to Monument and Mr. Baker at
Locomotive Springs had participated.
The Browning brothers, who owned a
gunshop in Ogden, led the group which
killed over 8,000 rabbits in one day. Mr.
Baker and his brother hauled the car-
casses to the train and they were shipped
to Ogden and Salt Lake City and given
to people to eat. Having seen the tremen-
dous number of empty shellcases, I'm
inclined to believe this story.

In all this desolate country there was
one bright spot, a small kind of cactus
about eighteen inches in diameter and
growing close to the ground (four
inches) which had the most beautiful
waxy blooms, white, yellow and red.

SOLDIERS used to come through in
large trainloads from the Philippines.
We would pick up the hats and canteens
they lost out of the windows and those
were the best hats I have ever had.
Picking up things along the tracks was
about our greatest entertainment. One
of the section hands walking out from
the track at noontime found a $10 gold
piece minted in 1858, evidently lost by
someone on the construction gang thirty
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years before. That old Chinese never
looked up for weeks; $10 was a fortune
to him.

The pay car came through each month
and stopped wherever the men were
working. They were paid in gold and
‘silver. Replacements for the old Chinese
were hard to find when one quit or died.
The roadmaster sent some Japanese to
Dad but the Chinese would not let them
use the cook house or get into the bunk-
house, so Dad flagged the next train go-
ing to Ogden and sent them back with
a note to the roadmaster saying they
would not mix and he did not want to
be responsible for the results.

Our water supply was hauled by tank-
car and emptied into a cistern of about
5,000 gallons capacity. The railroad told
us to give water to anyone for human
consumption but not for stock. Large
bands of sheep roamed the desert in the
winter—they were able to get by on the
dew they found on the sage but the
herders had to have water for themselves
and their horses. Once, while out hunt-
ing, my dad found four springs, two of
which had good water in them. Often,
when herders would come by, we’d pilot
them to these springs so they could water
their animals—it was great to be able to
talk to someone and take a two-and-one-
half mile wagonride.

One day in 1901 a train with an ob-
servation car on the back stopped on the
side track. We kids went out to visit with
the men who were on the back platform.
One man seemed to do all the talking,
asked us our names, what our father
did, and if we went to school. That night
when Dad came home he was excited and
asked Mother if she had seen the Presi-
dent go by. She wanted to know what
time he went by.

“About 11:30,” Dad said.

“Well, that must have been who the
children were talking to.”

Then we were sure quizzed. We had
been talking to President McKinley and
did not know who he was—the only
President I ever spoke to.
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Two youngsters play in a Terrace street in this dim 1875 shot.

CHICKEN cars are no longer used but

then we had some in every train.
They were partitioned off in about six-
teen inch squares, running from side to
side with a screen covering. How many
chickens they held I never knew but it
seemed like thousands. Some of these
chickens would be crippled due to crowd-
ing and when a train stopped at our
place, the man in charge would take out
the culls and give them to us.

Mother tried to raise chickens but the
coyotes got after them. One old Chinese
made a trap from a five-gallon oil can.
He wired the bottom of it to a couple of
ties, then cut the metal of the other end
into sharp triangles—sort of like you
might cut a pie. He bent these sharp
edges in toward the center of the oil can
and tossed a dead rabbit inside. The
coyotes would squeeze their head
through this opening to get the bait, then
be caught on the sharp points when they
tried to get out, and would bleed to
death. We caught a number of them in
this way.

Those old Chinese had a cure for every-
thing. One day they caught two large
rattlesnakes, killed them and cleaned
them, and were going to bring them back
to the bunkhouse but my father wouldn’t
let them on the handear. So they left
the snakes, but kept the gall and dried
it. One of them carried it in his purse.
It was about the size of a bean and hard
as stone. Not too many weeks later, Dad
had the misfortune to get a piece of steel
from a rail imbedded in his palm. Mother
tried all the old poultices she knew but
couldn’t draw it out and they were get-
ting pretty worried when the old China-
man came to the house.

“Bossy Man pretty sick?” he asked.
“Come my house, I got good medicine.”

He washed Dad’s hand in hot tea and
bound the snake gall over the wound.
The next morning the steel was drawn
out and Dad’s hand was well in a few
days.

Once I saw an old Chinese catch a
rattlesnake, hold its mouth open and spit
tobacco juice down its throat. Then he

running straight

turned it loose and it threshed around
like it was having a fit. “Pretty soon die,”
he told me, and sure enough it did. That’s
a trick I never wanted to try.

Those old guys were funny. Once one
of them broke his pipe stem. He could
have replaced it for about a dime but
decided to make one for himself. He
found a piece of greasewood the right
size and fashioned a drill from a piece
of wire. Each night for weeks he worked
at drilling a hole through that piece of
greasewocod to make a pipe stem he could
have bought for a dime.

ACH train or traveler that came

through was a major event. Some of
the trainmen used to throw us news-
papers—I especially remember how we
looked forward to the Sunday comies.
Maud & Si, Happy Hooligan, Buster
Brown & The Lady Bountiful, Foxy
Grandpa, The Love of Lulu and Leander,
The Katzenjammer Kids, Swinnerton’s
Ark, Alfonso & Gaston, and Willie West-
inghouse Edison Smith—I remember
them all so well. T do not think today’s
comics can compare with them.

One day Mother saw three Italians
with some trained bears walking along
the tracks. She got scared and took us
on the run about two miles to where
Dad was working. After the men and
bears had gone, Dad loaded all of us
on his three-wheel railroad speeder and
brought us home. Mother sat behind Dad
holding my two little sisters, and we
three oldest sat on the 2x2 brace which
ran across to the small wheel. I never
see a bunch of highschool kids today,
crammed into an old car, but what I
think about our ride that day.

The road which paralleled the railroad
tracks was very seldom used but once a
blind man and  his fifteen-year-old
daughter drove by in a horse and buggy.
They were on their way to California
and stayed with us overnight. We never
heard from them again and I've always
wondered if they made it and what they
did. They were completely destitute as

(Continued on page 69)
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“SPAWNED by a water witch, ex-

tinguished by a burning wasps’
nest,” would have proved an accurate
epitaph for Wootan Wells (Wooten
Wells), the great lady of entertainment
and health resorts in Texas during the
late 1800s and early 1900s.

This mecca, known far and wide for
its curative waters, was located only
three-and-one-half miles west of Bremond
in central Texas.

In 1878, F. M. Wootan, a native of
Alabama, moved his family to Bremond
where he planned to engage in farming.
After looking over the countryside for
a homesite he finally chose the crest of
the highest hill in the area.

As soon as Wootan completed the new
family home, he had a seventy-five-foot
well dug. The water was just the other
side of “unpardonable.” According to old
records it wasn’t fit to cook with, the
coffee made with it turned blue when
you added cream, the dishes washed in it

turned a golden hue, and clothes rinsed

in it turned a dirty red.

His wife declared that living under
such conditions was unbearable, and soon
the family moved to another location.

~ Wootan felt most fortunate to have the

opportunity to rent the “bad water” place
to an indigent family for one bale of
cotton per year.

His new tenants, both the children and
their father, were in poor health, and
“put up with” the bad water simply be-
cause their finances were too shaky to
afford another house.

Before many months had elapsed, how-
ever, everyone began noticing a decided
difference in the appearance of the ailing
family. The youngsters had become ro-
bust, clear-eyed and rosy-cheeked. It
seemed almost a miracle.

One after another, usually rather
stealthily, people started carrying water
from the Wootan well to cure a multi-
tude of illnesses.

Word soon spread. This one got well
from one ailment, that one from another,
until the fame of the water was on
everyone’s lips throughout the entire
countryside.

Wootan was overjoyed. At the end of
the year he moved back onto his home-
stead and with the financial assistance
of some Waco businessmen, he started
erecting hotels and guest cottages.

IN THE late fall of 1879, a full-blown

resort, complete with fine hotels, cot-
tages and bathhouses, made its debut.
The cream of society, including Gov-
ernor Hogg and his daughters, came from
all over Texas to register at the spa. In
peak periods there were up to 2,000
patrons strolling the spacious lawns and
“drinking the waters.”

To the lyrical tunes of the flowing
wells, unimaginatively named Well #1;
Well #2; Well #8 and Well #4 (with
the local beer parlor affectionately called
Well #5), Wootan Wells joined the ranks
of thriving business towns.

Every convenience for the pleasure of
guests was incorporated. A mule-drawn
trolley met the trains at the special
Wootan Wells junction of the H&TC
Railroad (now known as the Southern
Pacific).

There were three hotels: a two-story
brick where rates were $2.00 a day for
room and board; the Wootan, a two-
story frame hotel, which charged only
$1.00 a day; and the European style
Avenue Hotel, a three-storied frame
building.

There was also the Gun Club, a post
office, a dry goods store, drug store,
grist mill and gin, the schoolhouse,
doctor’s office, several bathhouses, a soda
water plant and a two-story billiard hall.
The final gala touch was the elegant
dance pavilion and its Mexican stringed
band. Flickering shadows from the ex-
clusive gaslights provided the town with
a luxurious and romantic aura during
the evening hours.

By PEGGY

Illustration

A fond look at an old-time
good time under the guise

Even all this could not accommodate
the large influx of people into the health
spa. Many large groups traveled caravan
style to the town in covered wagons and
resided in them during their stay. Others
would camp on the grounds just adjacent
to the guest area. :

A very good picture of the activities

of the guests while they awaited “in-
stant rejuvenation” was written by
Joseph Temby, of Houston, Texas, in a
letter to his daughter Belle:

*VIEWS OF WOOTAN WEL]
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Jim Turner

rhere people could have a
nproving their health . . .

Wootan Wells

(Robertson County)

Texas Aug. 4, 1884
My Dear Belle,

We are all here enjoying ourselves in
various ways. I was here a day before
Mamma and Gwynne came. I had the
room engaged and met them at the depot.
The RR depot for the Wells is one and
a half miles from the Wells. A horse car
line runs to and from every train. It is
very pleasant here and lots of pleasant
folks. Some beautiful young ladies who
dress in style, I tell you. There are about
150 guests at our hotel, The Wootan, and
I'll tell you how we spend our time.

’

We have to get up about half after
six so as to dress for breakfast which is
announced by ringing of a bell at 7. All
rush for the dining room where two long
tables extending the length of the room
are filled almost instantly by the hungry
crowd. Gwynne and Mamma like it very
well here and have good appetites. The
food is only tolerable. We have plenty of
good butter and milk so we get along
nicely. After breakfast the ladies all
repair to the parlor and spend the time
till nearly dinner, chatting, singing and
playing on the piano, and every hour or
so they march out in squads down to the
end of the park where the wells are
located to drink water.

We gentlemen walk about and sit and
chat and smoke and play backgammon,
checkers, occasionally visiting the ladies’
parlor and talking to the ladies.

There are croquet grounds here, and
many little girls and boys play all the
time when it is not too sunny. Gwynne is
the champion and beats everyone here.
A lady was telling me that her daughter,
about 18 or 14 years old, came in last
night overjoyed at besting in a game of
croquet the “Champion player of Hous-
ton” meaning Gwynne. She told her
mother she was sorry to beat him be-
cause he was a cripple but she said he
can beat anyone here. Gwynne brot his
bicycle and it is the only one here and
the country folks look with open eyed
wonder at his evolutions on it as he
flies around the grounds and down the
avenue.

We have dances here twice a week at
the pavilion. Last Friday I attended and
it was a fine affair, lots of nice dancers.
They have good music and dance Cotil-
lion, Waltzes, Polkas. I thought you
would have enjoyed it much. Other eve-
nings the Company visit the parlor and
play all sorts of games and have huge
fun.

The “Queer Family” makes more fun
than anything. The Company stand in a
row about the room. When some lady
or gentleman is introduced they all do
and say what he does. It creates more
fun than a little. The old doctor here
was introduced to the queer family and
after talking and making all sorts of
gestures, all of which the Company
copies to perfection, the Dr. baffled them
by taking out his false teeth and laying
them on the table. This they could not
do and he was excused.

There is a shooting tournament be-
ginning here today which will relieve the
monotony of the place for a day or two.
You must write to us all the news. Take
time to write a long letter. Gwynne and
Mamma send love. So does your affec-
tionate

Papa

HOTOGRAPHED by CS.SLO COMBD

. Things continued in this vein for many
vears but the kiss of fate, or the fore-
sight of the men she touched, was short-
lived.

Marlin, a town located only some
seventeen miles away and, ironically
clearly visible from the top of the Wootan
Wells Hill, made the startling discovery
ol natural hot curative waters when it
dug its city water wells.

Residents and owners of businesses in
Wootan Wells skittered onto the slippery
path of fear and indecision. A rash of
“accidental” fires broke out. While
“burning a wasps’ nest” in July, 1915 the
Wootan Hotel became a sheet of flame
and much of the town was razed.

A series of such blazes gradually
wiped out the cottages, the bathhouses
and the elaborate pavilion. Finally, in
1921, the Soda Water Works and the
last hotel burned.

Now nothing is left but cavernous cis-
terns. empty of water, part of one hotel
foundation, a lump of unused mortar,
and the memories of a few former resi-
dents and guests to tell the story of
Wootan Wells. Lush, whispering grass
grows in the streets that witnessed

“miracles.”

COTTAGES.
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% SWEET REVENGE
of WILLIE GRAY FOX

. . . one of the best loved yarns of the frontier. Undoubtedly Willie pulled this stunt more than
once, and every cavalryman who ever related the story had it taking place at HIS post. Here's

N THE mid-1880s at Fort Sill, Indian
Territory, a shavetail lieutenant rode
a good horse of whose speed he was in-
ordinately proud. Fresh out of West
Point and cocky as hell, the green young
officer became quite obnoxious in his
constant bragging that his crack mount
could beat any horse in the Territory in
a match race.

News of the lieutenant’s rash boast
reached the attentive ears of a crafty
old Comanche brave named Willie Gray
Fox. Willie, whose phenomenal skill as
a horseman was second only to his adept-
ness at setting up a sucker for a race,
owned a fleet little dun mustang appro-
priately called Deer Foot. The dun had
earned a fat bankroll for his owner and
rider in cleverly engineered betting coups.
No longer would Willie’s tribesmen or
any of the other tribes in “The Nations”
run their horses against Deer Foot, so
old Fox was happy to hear of the lieuten-
ant’s brag. Willie smelled money, and
acquiring money was his favorite sport
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the way they told it at Fort Sill . . .

Reprinted Courtesy Oklahoma Today Magazine

By NORMAN B. WILTSEY

Illustrated by Brummett Echohawk

since the white men had moved in to
gobble up the land and slaughter the
buffaloes.

Wily Willie was looking beyond a race
with the lieutenant’s horse to a lucrative
match with the Kentucky thoroughbred
of the colonel commanding at Fort Sill.
Willie knew from experience that young
lieutenants were chronically afflicted with
the shorts, while colonels were usually
loaded. The Fox loved “yellow birds,”
as he called twenty-dollar gold double
eagles. His medicine sack was crammed
with the gold coins, gained from the
sale of the many horses Deer Foot had
won for him. His last coup had been his
best yet; 100 head in one race against

the champion runner of the Kickapoos.
But now Deer Foot had run clear out of
opponents, with Willie’s lust for gold
still unsated. What better way to get
more than by beating the Long Knives’
horses at Fort Sill? In addition to the
yellow birds to be won, victory would
make up for some of the land and horses
stolen by the Long Knives from the Co-
manches and for the countless buffaloes
they had killed.

SO IT WAS that at the annual Fourth
of July horse races at Fort Sill, a
raggedy old Indian challenged Lieuten-
ant James Curtis to a match race for
$20 a side. His scrawny pony looked like
twenty cents worth of dog meat com-
pared to the lieutenant’s sleek cavalry
mount. Barely 14 hands, covered with
shaggy hair and pitifully thin to boot, the
wild little mustang looked anything but
a racer.
Lieutenant Curtis at first laughed off
the old Indian’s challenge. Willie per-
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sisted, and finally—goaded by the taunts
and jeers of his fellow officers—Curtis
in exasperation flipped a gold piece to
a sergeant who had volunteered to act
as stake-holder, and brought his prize
mount to the starting line of the two-
furlong course.

Bouncing around awkwardly on Deer
Foot’s bony back as if he had ants in
his breech-clout, Willie Gray Fox quirted
his frowzy little speedster home by a
neck over the lieutenant’s big horse. Like
the riding genius he was, Willie made
the close win look to be a sheer fluke.

Sniffing easy money, a captain next
challenged Willie for $100 a side. Willie
seemed reluctant to race his horse again,
but allowed himself to be talked into the
match. Again Deer Foot won, this time
by a head and in the same unconvincing
manner as before.

Smarting with humiliation, the two
fleeced officers persuaded the CO to race
his fast Kentucky racing mare Black
Star against Deer Foot. Lieutenant Curtis
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stalked over to where Willie Gray Fox

squatted stolidly on the prairie beside .

his pony and demanded: “How much
money do you have, old man ?”

Willie looked up at Curtis with a snag-
gle-toothed grin. Slowly, with the dra-
matic instinct of a born showman, he
poured the contents of his medicine sack
on the ground—fifty gleaming double
eagles. “T’ousand dollar,” he grunted.
“Bet’em whole damn works!”

Jolted, Curtis reported back to the CO.
“The old man’s crazy! He wants to bet
you a thousand dollars his rack of bones
can beat Black Star!”

The colonel’s eyes glinted. “Done! The
idiot can’t possibly win. Tell Corporal
Thomas that I’ll give him a hundred
dollars to ride Black Star and beat this
damned old Indian and his starving mus-
tang.”

Thomas, formerly a jockey in his na-
tive England, beamed] at the offer.
“Righto! Be like taking biscuits from a
baby!”

Willie Gray Fox threw away his quirt
at the start of this third and final race
in his careful build-up to the kill, bent
low over Deer Foot’s neck and whooped
piercingly in the mustang’s ear. With a
bound like that of a startled antelope,
the dun took the lead at the break and
widened it at every jump. The colonel’s
classy Kentucky mare never had a chance.
For the last fifty yards of the quarter-
mile course, Willie Gray Fox sat back-
wards on his pony thumbing his nose at
the cursing, whip-slashing corporal
aboard Black Star. Deer Foot streaked
across the finish line six lengths in
front of the straining thoroughbred.

The shocked CO and his staff stood
silent and unbelieving as Willie circled
back to pick up his $2,000 from the stake-
holder and headed Deer Foot for his home
village. One faint cackle of derisive
laughter drifted to their ears as pony
and rider disappeared over a roll of
prairie.




TRAGEDY AT MAVERICK DRAW
By Vada F. Carlson
THE WOMAN in the wagon looked
with experienced eyes at the black,
lightning-shot clouds in the west. Green-
ish-white streaks swept from them to the
ground.

“Hail,” she.told herself, “and not far
off. Better get to shelter.”

She slapped the horses with the lines
and yelled at them. They broke into a
trot, heading for the shearing pens,
where she was to pick up. ranch provi-
sions left by the freighter from Riverton.

The Wyoming air took on a chill as
the sky darkened. Mrs. Wilson buckled
her slicker and told her children—Carl
and Fern, and Edna, their friend from
a neighboring ranch—to get under the
seat if the hail overtook them. Big drops
of rain began splashing down as they
drew up at the shed.

The children jumped to the ground
and scuttled into the building. Mrs. Wil-
son cramped the wagon wheels so that the
horses stood with tails toward the com-
ing storm, then she, too, ran inside.

The hailstones were not large, but their
clatter on the roof was deafening. The
children sat on piles of rock salt while
the fringe of the storm passed over them
and on.

“We might as well get headed home
now,” the woman told the children. “No
supplies. Trip was all for nothing.”

She had been to the Bar G Ranch to
get the horses shod; now there was the
long drive home ahead of her, but it was
only mid-afternoon of a summer day.
There was lots of time.

As they drove homeward Carl, ten
years old, pointed to one of the little
waterways, already gurgling bankful
with muddy water.

“I wouldn’t want to be in that,” he
shuddered. “Sure is travelin’.”

About half an hour later, they reached
the bank of Maverick Draw. Mrs. Wilson
was relieved. The draw was dry. A car
had crossed it recently, according to the
: tléeicks. Cars were not too plentiful in
1915.

Funny about storms in Wyoming, she
thought, driving down into the draw—
you could go a half mile and be clear
out of the mud all at once, as if the
1s_torm had been laid down along a chalk-
ine.

Thirty seconds more, a few more turns
of the wagon wheels, and she’d have gone
her way without harm. But flash floods
give their vietims no warning.

Maverick Draw twisted and turned
through an area of powder-fine silt, and
around one of those bends a great wall
of water was tumbling toward them,
run-off from the hills to the west where
the storm had dumped its payload.

The horses were drawing the wagon
up the far bank when the flood struck
them with battering-ram violence. It
caught the rear wheel. Spun it off its
axle. Flipped the wagon over. Spilled
the screaming children and the horrified
woman into the muddy water.

Mrs. Wilson bobbed up, grasped the
step of the wagon box and looked fran-
tically for the children. She could see
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twelve-year-old Fern clinging to a bush
on the bank of the draw, and Edna bob-
bing in the water, her arms about Fern’s
waist. :
Just then two feet came into view.
Carl’s! With one hand she grabbed him
about the knees and hauled him up.
He was gasping and mud was dripping
from his head and face. His blue eyes
looked at her pleadingly as she pushed
him into the wagon box.
“Oh, mama!” he cried,
“Don’t die! Please don’t die!”
She had no time to reassure him.
Another huge wave hit them. Carl was
thrown out again, into the water. She
saw the wagon swing around to crush
his skull.

WHEN Mrs. Wilson opened her eyes

she was lying on the bank of Maver-
ick Draw alone. She sat up, her head
reeling, and screamed the children’s
names. There were no answers.

Then she saw the horses. One of them
had not a vestige of harness left on it.
The other, cut and bleeding, still wore its
bridle and a bit of the harness. She got
up and staggered to it. Again and again
she tried to climb onto its back. Each
time she fell beneath it. But she kept
trying, sobbing that she must—she must
—get help for the little ones. Mrs. Wilson
made it finally, and collapsed on the
animal’s back, her arms around its neck.

E. P. Wilcox, then mayor of the little
town of Riverton, whose car tracks she
had seen in the draw, found her
scratched, bruised and cut, and in a state
of shock. He had learned at the Maverick
oil field of the flood that was rushing
downstream and had come back with all
speed to see about the safety of a friend
who .was on his way to the oil camp
with a load of wood.

Putting Mrs. Wilson into his car he
took her back to camp and placed her

chokingly.

Wild Old Daya!

under the tender care of the camp cook,
Mrs. Shipton. Mrs. Shipton discovered
the force of the water had driven a half-
inch of mud between the poor woman’s
corset and her body. The heavy slicker,
fastened tightly from the neck down, had
evidently served as a sort of a balloon
which had been tossed, with its wearer,
onto the bank by the force of the flood.

Fern, too, had miraculously escaped
the wrath of the water. She regained
consciousness on the opposite bank of
the stream and after calling without
response, started back to the Bar G
Ranch, using Phlox Mountain as her
marker. She found the road they had
traveled only an hour before and back-
tracked, sometimes wading in water up
to her armpits.

It was four o’clock the next morning
when she knocked on the door of Mr.
and Mrs. Fred Metzger of the Bar G
and poured out her horrifying story.
Fern was exhausted, her bare feet were
bleeding, and she was suffering from
shock.

For Carl and Edna there was no happy
ending. Carl’s body was discovered about
five miles downstream; Edna had been
carried eleven miles before the flood
subsided. ;

MONOPOLY IN ICE!
By Bruce D. Giffen

ONCE the center of the West Coast’s
beer and ice industries was nestled
high in the midst of the historic and
magnificently beautiful Sierra Nevada
Mountains of California. Boca had its
beginning around 1867 with the estab-
lishment of a construction camp by the
Central Pacific Railroad on its newly
constructed line crossing the summit to
Nevada.

Early in 1868 the Boca Mill and Ice
Company came into being. A dam built

Central Pacific station at Boca, California, winter of 1889-90
Courtesy Bruce D. Giffen
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Boca Brewing Works, Boca, California, winter of 1889-90

across Prosser Creek, which still exists,
created a reservoir covering some thirty
acres. The following year an ice house
was put up with a capacity of 8,000 tons.
The ice that formed on the reservoir was
cut by machinery and hoisted into the
ice house by steam elevators. Boea at
last had an industry, and began growing
by leaps and bounds.

In 1870 competition arrived in the
form of the Nevada Ice Company. Three
ice houses were soon constructed with a
total capacity of 10,000 tons.

Three years later, in 1873, the Boca
Mill and Ice Company and the Nevada
Ice Company joined with the nearby
Summit Ice Company to form the Pacific
Ice Company, making Boca their head-
quarters. This newly formed company
controlled all the ice property in the
State and had a combined storage capaci-
ty of 34,000 tons. One of the State’s first
monopolies had been born.

Soon after its forming, the Pacific Ice
Company began to experiment with a
flume three miles long, for the easy
transportation of ice. This flume was
abandoned after the trial run. An eléven-
inch piece of ice was reduced to about
three inches during the trial run of
three miles, proving the flume to be quite
impractical.

WHEN the new ice combine attracted

Wells Fargo, it also made Boca in-
teresting to some of California’s more
notorious citizens. Among ‘this group
was a charming lady known as “Dutch”
Kate, whose specialty was holding up
stagecoaches. She had a bit of competi-
tion in this endeavor with the periodic
presence of Black Bart.

Another type of robbery was embarked
upon by a gang headed by a former doc-
tor who took the name of Tom Bell. This
last group did not “specialize” but merely
roamed the Boca area making periodic
raids on the unwary and upon occasion
stopping trains for purposes other than
obtaining passage.

The industrial growth of Boca came
to its peak in 1876 with the completion
of the buildings which housed the Boca
Brewing Company. These structures cov-
ered an acre of ground and were put up
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at a cost of $110,000, a sizable investment
for that time. This single brewery
produced more beer than all of the four-
teen others in Nevada County. Its product
was a favorite all up and down the West
Coast.

With the passage of time the ice busi-
ness declined, the surrounding forests be-
came cut out, and public taste in beers
changed. Boca became another boom town
gone bust, but is still an interesting place
to visit. The Southern Pacific continues
to operate on the old Central Pacific
line and much is still there to remind
us of Boca’s cold and bubbly past.

DEAD MULES BEAT THE
COMANCHES
By L. L. Prout

THE PARTY of mountain men return-

ing from California to South Park
in the Colorado Rockies in 1834 paused
at the headwaters of the Rio Grande. Joe
Meek, Kit Carson, a trapper named Mit-
chell, and three Delaware Indians, Tom
Hill, Manhead, and Jones, decided to
leave the group for a few days and go
on a hunting expedition into the country
to the east between the Cimarron and
Arkansas Rivers.

One beautiful morning in May they
were riding their mules across an open
plain, when far in the distance they
saw a dust cloud raised by a large

“Ever get that 'not wanted’ feeling?”

Comanche “far party galloping toward
them at full speed. The Indians, bran-
dishing spears, were well mounted on
powerful, fast horses. It took but a
moment for the mountain men to assay
the situation and realize that flight was
useless.

The terrain offered no ravines, ridges,
brush, or cover of any kind. Life in the
mountains, however, in these early years
had whetted the instinet of self-preserva-
tion to a fine edge, and had provided the
ingenuity to go with it. In an instant
Carson and Meek had the answer. They
maneuvered their seven mules into a
close ring. Then, at.a signal, each
animal’s throat was swiftly sliced with
hunting knives, and the animals held in
position by their bridles until they bled
to death and sank to the ground, form-
ing a circular fort.

The remaining moments were precious.
With knives and hands the trappers
scooped up what dirt they could to im-
prove their breastwork. Only three men
were to fire at a time, thereby giving
the others a chance to reload.

With a tremendous din, the Comanches
were upon them; the medicine-man in’
front, whooping, yelling, and shaking a
rattle violently, as he led the others into
the wild charge. Then a strange thing
happened. As the Indians raced toward
the fortress, their horses became uncon-
trollable. They reared and snorted, and
would not come near the dead mules with
the smell of fresh blood about them. The
spears with horsehair ropes attached
with which to retrieve them, were inef-
fective. The recoiling horses caused them
to fall short of their mark.

Three shots were fired. The medicine-
man and two braves slid into the dust.

Angered beyond description, the war-
riors retired to choose a new leader. Then
a second furious charge was made.
Again the horses balked, and another
red trio departed for more peaceful
lands. Over and over the frantic attempt
was made, but each time the horses re-
fused to approach the dead mules in spite
of the fierce beating and kicking they
received. The Indians’ time out to confer
on strategy gave the mountain men their
only rest, except when the squaws ap-
peared to carry off their dead and in-
Jjured.

At length the strenuous day ended.
Forty-two Comanches were dead, and
several wounded. The trappers were be-
grimed with dust and gunsmoke, and
their tongues were swollen with thirst,
but no injuries had been sustained. This
was one of the few instances in Western
history when dead mules were worth
more than live ones.

With darkness, what remained of the
proud Comanches retired to mourn their
dead, and to appraise their medicine,
which had that day proved quite weak.
Of their one hundred braves, scarcely
fifty were alive and healthy.

Joe Meek, Kit Carson, and company,
took advantage of this opportunity and,
carrying only their guns and blankets,
crept off into the darkness. In the style
of mountain men in a hurry, they dog-
trotted all night. It was seventy-five
miles before they came to water. After
a long, cool drink, a swim, and a short
rest, these rough and tough, high-spirited
trappers were on their way to join their
comrades, and to entertain them with
boisterous accounts of their skirmish
with the Comanches, whom they had left
on the prairie to bury their dead, and to
eat crow along with the meat of seven
mules. (Continued on page 49)
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Jose Granillo
cacique (chief)
of the Tiguas
of Ysleta

The fate of a small colony of forgotten people is bound
to a rule that the only way Indians may officially be
recognized as Indians is by signing a treaty with the
United States or by an act of Congress. In this case,
the red tape is redder than the red men themselves!

he little town of Ysleta in the fer-

tile El Paso Valley has long been
known as the oldest permanent settlement
in Texas and, in many ways, it has
changed little since it was founded by the
Spanish nearly three centuries ago.

The Tigua Indians of Ysleta del Sur are
a case in point. The first inhabitants of
the village, most of the remaining Tiguas
live today much as they did in the 16th
Century—poor, uneducated and virtual
slaves to an alien culture.

The Tiguas are descendants of Indians
who accompanied the Spanish when they
fled New Mexico during the bloody
Pueblo Revolt of 1680. Tigua is the
Spanish spelling for the native Tiwa, a
group of Pueblo Indians of New Mexico.

When the 1680 revolt began,”a strong
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Spanish force was at the Isleta Pueblo,
one of the Tiwa villages. In the fighting
that followed, the Tiwas of Isleta did not
take an active part, either through fear
of the superior Spanish force or because
Pope and other organizers of the revolt
failed to notify their pueblo of the plans.
When the Spanish fled south to what
is now the El Paso area, a number of the
Tiwas went with them, either as captives
or burden bearers. The Spanish settled at
a place called La Salineta and settled the
Tiguas at Sacramento Camp at or near
the present Ysleta Mission. However, the
Tiguas did not appear satisfied with their
new home for the records indicate that
the Indians tried to found Ysleta del Sur,
named after their old home near Sacra-
mento Camp, a short time later.

By ROBERT W. MILES

Photos Courtesy The El Paso Times -

W TIGUA
INDIANS-

CAN THEY PROVE
WHO THEY ARE?

The Spanish governor, Otermin, tried
unsuccessfully in 1681 to reconquer New
Mexico. While his attempt failed, he did
capture the Isleta Pueblo, bringing all
but a few of its inhabitants back to
Ysleta del Sur and leaving Isleta deserted
for some twenty years.

Otermin returned with about 300 cap-
tive Tiwas, some 100 of them having es-
caped on the trip across the Jornada del
Muerta. The newcomers were settled with
their tribesmen but Spanish records of
1682 say that, the new Tiguas “failed to
stay in Ysleta del Sur.” In 1683, the
records affirm “the Tihuas joined the
Camp of Sacramento and it is now called
Sacramento de los Tihuas de Ysleta, with
Sacramento and San Antonio as Patron
Saints.”

The construction of a new church at
the Tigua village was authorized by
Governor Diego de las Vargas in the
name of King Carlos II of Spain in 1691,
giving Friar Joaquin de Hinojosa official
responsibility for the mission and giving
it the new name of Mission of Corpus
Christi de los Tihuas de Ysleta.

In 1749, the new church, part of which
is still in use, was built. In 1760, Bishop
Tamaron of Durango visited the church
and pueblo and said it consisted of 135
Spanish and 425 Tiguas.

FOLLOWING the Spanish rule, the

Tiguas of Ysleta del Sur have re-
ceived little historical mention. In the
late 1880s, two Tiguas from Ysleta
served as scouts with the U.S. Army
in the campaigns against the Apaches.
The pair was discharged in 1880
from the 10th Cavalry Indian Pueblo
Scouts. Their descendants still haye the
discharge papers and an old Sharp’s rifle
carried by one.

A delegation of Tiguas. from Ysleta
traveled to Dallas for the Texas Centen-
nial in 1936, where they made President
Franklin D. Roosevelt an honorary
cacique (chief) of the Tigua Indian
Nation.

In recent years, the Tiguas’ chief
claim to fame has been their annual St.
Anthony Day festivities at the Ysleta
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Mission. They are devout members of the
Catholic Church, still retaining portions
of their native religion in that curious
mixture of Christianity and paganism
which occurs in most other Pueblo
groups.

Today, the Tiguas, for the most part,
live in poverty in an area of Ysleta
known as Indian Town, near where they
were settled nearly 300 years ago. At
least 100 pure-blood Tiguas survive with
about 300 mixed-bloods who are still con-
sidered Tiguas by the tribe.

A similar branch of the Tiguas live in
nearby Tortugas, New Mexico, near Las
Cruces. This branch is believed to have
gone there from Ysleta sometime prior
to 1919 in search of work as farm
laborers.

The annual income of the Tigua Indian
today is less than $1,000, the majority of
the tribe earning their meager living
picking cotton two months out of the
year. It is estimated by one member of
the tribe that only ten of the full-bloods
are regularly employed.

Many of the Tiguas are illiterate, few
of them even completing elementary
school. School authorities usually over-
look these dropouts. The children are
often ashamed to go to school because
they have no decent clothing. Recently,
one Tigua, a widower with several small
children, was jailed for failing to return
his fourteen-year-old daughter to school
after she had been sent home ill.

This incident appears to be one of the
few in which a Tigua has been in trouble
with the law other than one’s occasionally
being taken into protective custody while
drunk.

Many of the homes in Indian Town
lack even the most simple modern con-
venience. There is no refrigeration. Meat
is jerked in the sun as are corn and other
items suitable for this ancient manner
of preservation. Cooking is done on a
wood stove and several of the old Pueblo
beehive outdoor ovens are still used. Elec-
tricity and indoor plumbing are absent in
most of the homes.

The Tiguas still elect tribal officers
as ‘the early Spanish taught them to
do. Present officers are Jose Granillo,
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The cacique of the Tigua Indian tribe and his brother live in this one
The shed in the foreground serves as a pantry and storeroom.

cacique; Salvador Granillo, assistant
cacique; Trinidad Granillo, capitan major
or capitan de guerro; Antonio Silvas and
Rudolpho Silvas, capitans; Santiago Bus-
tamente, aguacil, and Johnny Hiza and
Pablo Silvas, mayordomos.

The Tiguas, like many of the poverty-
stricken minority groups in the South-
west, have not taken advantage of the
various poverty programs either because
they are unaware of their existence or
because of the red tape involved.

The Tiguas are still a proud people;
proud of their Indian heritage in spite of
the fact that the Mexican people of
Ysleta often call them Indios in a deroga-
tory manner.

Poverty and their fierce spirit of in-
dependence cause the Tiguas to turn to
each other in times of need. Tribal mid-
wives still deliver the babies, and other

-room adobe shack in the Indian T
The wood pile on the right furnishes fuel for the stove.
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own section of Ysleta, Texas.

prepare and bury the dead, although the
old cemetery near the mission which they
have used for centuries has recently been
closed, presenting another problem. The
cacique keeps numerous herbs in his
home to care for the sick. He himself has
only been to a doctor once in his more
than sixty years.

In many cases, the Tiguas are about
to lose even their poor shacks because
of taxes they are unable to pay. Pro-
ceedings by the City of EIl Paso to collect
the back taxes are what called the plight
of the Tiguas to the attention of people
sympathetic to this oppressed people who
have never received any of the Govern-
ment aid given to other Indian tribes.
One of the city tax collectors, Alex Can-
delaria, himself part Tigua and the
tribally appointed agent, brought the
situation to the attention of El Paso at-

Salvador Granillo, assistant cacique of the Tiguas, prepares a meal on a wood stove.




torney Tom Diamond when it became
clear that several of the Tiguas would
lose their homes unless something was
done.

Early in January, 1966, Congressman
Richard C. White announced at a press
conference that he, as a member of the
Congressional Subcommittee on Indian
Affairs, pledged his support to aiding the
Tiguas. Since that time, Diamond, who
is representing the Tiguas, has received
several letters from the Bureau of In-
dian Affairs, expressing interest in the
‘problem.

THE TIGUAS have maintained a sur-
prising degree of tribal identity, al-
though it has been popularly believed
that they had become completely “Mexi-
canized.” Diamond said that proving this
fact is the first step in securing aid.
The Indian Bureau has been contacted,
but states that it is unable to act since
the only way in which Indians may of-
ficially be recognized as Indians is either

by signing a treaty with the United
States or by an act of Congress. In addi-
tion, the Indian Bureau pointed out that
as Texas Indians, the welfare of the
Tiguas is the responsibility of the State
of Texas. The latter was brought out in
reply to a letter to former El Paso Mayor
Ralph Seitsinger who wrote the bureau
in 1960 in an attempt to gain aid for
the Tiguas.

Efforts are underway to establish the
tribal identity of the Tiguas. In Novem-
ber, 1965, an ethnologist from the Uni-
versity of Arizona visited Ysleta. Prior
to his visit, he expressed doubt as to the
tribal identity. In a letter to Diamond he
said, “I am frankly astounded that any-
one continues to live in El Paso who is
identifiable in any way as a southern
Tiwa Indian. I had been told by several
anthropologists in New Mexico and by
others that the El Paso group was ex-
tinet as an identifiable entity.”

Following his November visit to
Ysleta where he visited with several of

A homemade shrine, below, stands between the beds of Jose and Salvador Granillo,
bearing testimony to the religious faith possessed by the people. The Granillo brothers

obtain water from the old hand pump at right.
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the Tiguas, the ethnologist, Dr. Bernard
L. Fontana, again wrote to Diamond. In
this letter he said, “I want to say that
the fact these Indians have survived as
well as they have is indeed a minor
miracle. And there can be no mistake
that they are Indians. Parts of the
aboriginal politico-religious structure has
survived.”

He goes on to mention that one of the
tribal officers “has the kiva—or tula, as
they call it in Tiwa—in his house, and
in it has stored the tribe’s ceremonial
paraphernalia. This includes the pueblo
drum, bows, arrows, fetishes, and kachina
masks—not to mention rattles and secret
items of material culture.

“That words of Tiwa have survived is
obvious, as is the fact that Tiwa songs—
including songs of war and of the hunt—
have lasted since these people left their
homeland some 285 years ago.”

It is apparent from the tone of Dr.
Fontana’s letter plus the fact that he
intends to send a graduate anthropologist
to Ysleta in the near future to further
study the Tiguas that he is convinced
these people are truly Indians, even
though they speak Spanish now and re-
member little of their original tongue.

Simple people, the Tiguas’ wants are
simple. They would like to have some
place, a reservation perhaps, where they
would be free from taxes and could re-
tain their cultural identity. They want
education for their children; schools
where they can go without ridicule or
having to worry about whether or not
they have shoes to wear. They want to
be trained to work and given a chance
at decent jobs. They want medical care
for their sick and a place to bury their
dead at costs they can afford. They went
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o-type or ovens such as the on
above are not an uncommon sight in In-
dian Town. The Ysleta Mission, right, is
still the place of worship for the Tiguas as
: it has been for neaxly 300 years.

to be recognized as the Indians they are
and, strange as it may seem, they want a
place to hunt.

Although the wheels have began to
roll, much has yet to be done before the
Tiguas are granted the rights shared by
other Indian people throughout the na-
tion. Perhaps soon, after nearly three
centuries of poverty and ignorance, the
Tigua Indians of Ysleta del Sur will be
given a chance to once more become a
proud nation.

As further evidence that the Tiguas
are truly Indian, they were accepted as
sustaining members by the National
Congress of the American Indian execu-
tive board at a recent meeting in El
Paso. The Tiguas appeared before the
board, made up of representatives from
throughout the United States, to present
their case.

As final proof of their identity, Andy
Abieta, governor of the Isleta, New
Mexico Pueblo from whence the Tiguas
of Ysleta originally came, also visited
the Tiguas in Ysleta late in 1965. Abieta
is the man who gained national publicity
for expelling a Catholic priest from his
village for interfering with the Indians’
religious practices.

After visiting with many of the Tiguas
in Ysleta, Abieta said that these people
were definitely Tiwa Indians as are the
people of his Pueblo. Their chants and
dances are almost identical, he said.

Diamond reports that, as he and
Abieta were leaving the home of one of
the Tiguas in Ysleta, the man said to
Abieta, “I don’t tell many people I'm an
Indian because they only laugh.”

Governor Abieta embraced the man and
said, “You were born an Indian and you
will die an Indian.”
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The Last Ride
(Continued from page 9)

Frazer is still very much alive despite
the efforts of the Miller gang at Pecos
to exterminate him. He is now in the
city of Eddy where he is conducting a
livery business.”

Both Miller and Frazer surrounded
themselves with friends while in El
Paso and if the two groups had run
into each other there would have been
a battle royal. The Times noted, “It is
understood that a lot of the people in-
terested in the Frazer-Miller case from
Pecos came to El Paso armed to the
teeth and they will no doubt be taught
the lesson that El Paso has her own
peace officers. The day for man-killers
in this town has passed.”

The trial finally got underway, but due
to conflicting testimony there was a hung
jury. Judge Buckler dismissed the jurors
on April 14 and set a new trial for May,
1896. To say Miller was disgusted would
be putting it mildly. To make matters
worse, he had to hunt up a new lawyer
since John Wesley Hardin was killed in
an El Paso saloon in August, 1895.

Miller went back to Pecos and his
hotel, while Frazer headed back to Eddy.
The two men kept themselves posted on
each other’s movements through friends
in the two towns and there is evidence
that on at least one occasion Miller tried
to ambush his old enemy, but failed. Mrs.

Miller’s cousin, John Denston, and Bill -

Barhart were both Miller men who kept a
close watch on Frazer’s movements in
Eddy. When the time for Frazer’s second
trial arrived, it was held at Colorado City
and Bud was acquitted.

Frazer hung around El Paso with
friends for a time and then went on back

to Eddy. From Miller’s threats and ac- -

tions, Bud knew it was only a matter of
time before there would be another en-
counter. He bought a new pistol and
checked the sights by firing it while it
was clamped in a vise. To give him extra
odds, he bought some special cartridges
known as “explosion balls” which would
make a larger hole than an ordinary bul-
let. Meanwhile the game of watchful
waiting went on in Eddy and Pecos.

In September, 1896, Frazer went to
the small town of Toyah to help some
friends with a political campaign and to
visit his mother and sisters who lived
there. Toyah was in Reeves County and
only some eighteen miles from Pecos,
but Bud was met at the train by a group
of friends and evidently wasn’t aware
that he was being watched. That night,
according to report, Bill Earhart rode
over to Pecos and called on Jim Miller,
setting the stage for the final act of
tragedy.

On the night of September 13, Miller
walked to the outskirts of Pecos where
Barhart was waiting with two horses.
They rode over to Toyah and settled
themselves in a hotel room Earhart had
rented across the street from Frazer’s
favorite saloon.

Miller was up early and sent Earhart
down to the saloon while he waited at
the window. Around 9:30 A.M., Bud
Frazer strolled leisurely into his favored
drinking spot.

Miller came out of the hotel by a side
door and hurried across the street carry-
ing a double barreled shotgun. Stepping
into the saloon alley, he glanced through
a window and then glanced up both ends
of the street.

Inside the saloon, Frazer was playing
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Seven Up for cigars with some friends.
Pat Flowers was tending bar while John-
son Tate, Andy Cole and J. E. Jerrell
were playing cards with Bud around a
table. J. D. Shelton and Earhart were
spectators, Earhart having given his seat
in the game to Frazer when the latter
had come in. Bud was facing the door
and was playing cards, completely oblivi-
ous to any kind of danger. He must have
looked up when the light from the door-
way was blocked off and what he saw
was the last sight he was to see on this
earth. Standing just inside the door, Jim
Miller fired one barrel of his shotgun,
and then a moment later the other bar-
rel. There was no need for the second

shot and little was left of Bud Frazer’s -

head.

Cole, Shelton and Tate all ran past
Miller into the street while the Kkiller
stood in the dissipating smoke haze
plucking the empty shells from his
weapon. Shelton and Cole attempted to go
back inside the saloon, but Miller . told
them to keep out. In a moment Jim had
reloaded his shotgun and changed his
mind. He stepped up to the bar where the
dazed bartender was still staring at
Frazer’s body.

“Step in, gentlemen,” said the cool
killer, “and have a drink. Pour me one,
too.”

MILLER was anxious to establish an
alibi and according to later testi-
mony by Flowers, Miller had claimed he
didn’t know Frazer was there when he
came in.

“T wouldn’t have killed him if he hadn’t
made a gun play. You saw the gun play,
didn’t you, Flowers?”

Flowers said that he had told Miller
he hadn’t seen a thing as his back had
been turned at the time.

After finishing his drink, Miller walked
across the street to the hotel and was
soon riding back to Pecos. One of Frazer’s
sisters came running into the saloon
shortly after the killing and threw her-
self on the body, sobbing. She asked
Flowers if he had a gun, but he told her
‘lno'”

“Well, Bud ought to have one,” she
said and she searched the body but it had
already been removed.

(This sister reportedly armed herself
and confronted Miller on the streets of
Pecos one day. Jim told her that if she
was going to act like a man, he’d treat
her like one and shoot her face off if she
raised her gun. The pistol stayed down,
but she gave him a tongue lashing that
he didn’t soon forget.)

News of the murder preceded Miller to
Pecos and he surrendered to Sheriff
Murphy upon arrival. All witnesses to
the murder testified at the preliminary
hearing, but were careful not to offend
Miller. Earhart was the only one who
claimed Frazer had reached for his pistol
when he saw Miller in the doorway.

A trial date was set, but Jim’s lawyer
was able to obtain a change of venue to
another county because of prejudice. The
town of Eastland, near Fort Worth, was
selected and Jim Miller set about
clearing up his affairs in Pecos. One of
those affairs was Barney Riggs.

The macabre boast of Barney Riggs
was that he was the only man on record
who had killed a man and was sent to
prison, then had killed two more and got
out. Riggs was a Texan who had gone
to Arizona as a young man and worked
as a ranch foreman. When he discovered
his wife was having an affair with his

boss, Riggs promptly killed him and was

sentenced to Yuma Prison for life. While
serving his sentence, there was an escape
attempt and Barney killed two prisoners,
saving the warden’s life, and winning
himself a pardon. A free man again,
Riggs went to Fort Stockton, near Pecos,
and married one of Bud Frazer’s sisters.

Riggs was a tough customer, but he
seems to have tried to stay clear of
Frazer’s troubles with Miller. After
Frazer’s death, speculation was rife as to
whether Riggs would try to settle Miller’s
hash.

Barney apparently only wanted to be
left alone but Miller was convinced that
Riggs was a source of potential trouble
and wanted him out of the way. On
a trip to Fort Stockton, Miller dropped
into a saloon with the intention of get-
ting the drop on Riggs. He offered to
buy Barney a drink and then a cigar, but
the. crafty gunman refused both invita-
tions and watched Miller so closely that
Jim finally gave up and walked away.

But Miller wasn’t to be put off and if
he couldn’t get Riggs one way, he would
get him another. One day John Denston
and Bill Earhart showed up in Pecos to
attend a local circus performance. Riggs
was in town for the same reason and
word was whispered around town that
Earhart and Denston were out to “get”
Barney. Speculation has always had it
that Miller put the two gunmen up to
an attempt on Riggs’ life, but the old
adage of not sending boys to do a man’s
work was never more appropriate.

Riggs had heard the talk around town
and he kept his eyes open. One day when
the bartender in the Ovrient Saloon
wanted to take a break, Barney relieved
him, and he was mixing drinks when
Earhart and Denston walked in. Riggs
watched the two men and was especially
careful not to turn his back on them. He
was polishing glasses when they started
a row, hoping to catch him off guard, but
Riggs was waiting for just such a move.
He shot Denston in the head and as Ear-
hart ran out the door, he too dropped in
the street with a bullet behind the ear.

Friends convinced Barney that it would

be wise to get out of town in case Miller
decided to make another move against
him. ;
Riggs was tried and acquitted in May,
1897 but even before that, Jim Miller de-
cided he had had enough of turbulent
Pecos.

ITH his trial coming up at Eastland,
Jim moved there well ahead of the
scheduled date. He had his church mem-
bership transferred there along with let-
ters of introduction from Pecos friends.

' Quiet, temperate Jim Miller had no

trouble getting acquainted with the better
class of Eastland citizens, and made an
impression that would serve him well
during his upcoming trial. Too, Jim was
a family man now. He had a boy five
years old and another going on two.

The trial was long and hard-fought and
people came from all over Texas to wit-
ness the proceedings. One newspaper ac-
count claimed there were over 150 wit-
nesses from west of the Pecos River
alone. Reportedly, all the badmen in west
Texas were in Eastland to attend the
trial. The usual rumors flew around town
—_one was that one hundred Winchester
rifles were coming in on the train. There
was quite a bit of excitement and some
of the local people howled for the militia,
but nothing came of it.

The trial itself dragged on and finally
wound up with a hung jury. Miller’s Pecos
friends swore he was a peaceable citizen,
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one church deacon reportedly testifying
that Jim’s conduct was as exemplary as
that of a minister of the gospel. Miller
evidently had another ace up his sleeve
if everything else failed. There was one
lone juror who held out for acquittal and
wouldn’t give in.

In Eastland, Jim had again gone into
the hotel business and, according to one
old story, he and a partner also bought
a saloon. Miller didn’t put up any money
in the saloon venture, however, and for a
very good reason. s

Jim left town one day and shortly
after, the partner was seen buggy-riding
about town with Mrs. Miller. When the
partner was informed that Miller had
heard of the buggy ride and was going
to kill him, the partner quickly left the
country. Miller, so the story goes, as-
sumed sole proprietorship of the saloon
and, without ever investing a cent, sold
the business at a handsome profit. This
story is not verified, but it is typical of
his operations and could very well be
true.

Despite his veneer of respectability in
Eastland, Miller was soon in trouble
again, this time on a perjury charge. Jim
and a crony named Joe Earp had gotten
together and framed a man named Joe
Beasley for a $10,000 reward. Earp
claimed that he had been a witness to a
murder in Collingsworth County and had
identified Beasley as the killer. The case
was all set to go to trial when Dee Har-
key, a New Mexico lawman, showed up
at Vernon where the case was being
tried. :

Harkey told the District Attorney that
he had played poker with Beasley in
Eastland at the time of the murder and
so he could not be guilty. When Earp
was confronted with Harkey’s testimony.

he turned state’s evidence and affirmed

Beasley’s innocence and the fact that
Miller had cooked up the whole scheme
to get the reward. When the trial was
called the next morning, the case against
Beasley was dropped and Miller was in-
dicted for perjury.

Jim was tried and convicted this time,
being vigorously prosecuted by District
Attorney Stanley of the Forty-Sixth
Texas Judicial District. But again a dark
angel seemed to be guiding Miller’s des-
tiny and when the case was appealed by
his lawyer, it was reversed on a faulty
indictment.

After his near brush with prison,
Miller suggested to an acquaintance that
if he watched the papers he would see
where Joe Earp had died of lead poison-
ing. Earp made himself scarce immediate-
ly, but three weeks later he was am-

‘bushed and killed in Coryell County.
(Miller later confessed that he had ridden
one hundred miles the night of the murder
to establish an alibi by sending a tele-
gram.)

Not content with Earp’s murder, Jim
next watched for an opportunity to kill
District Attorney Stanley, who had
prosecuted him. Miller moved to Mempbhis,
Texas, soon after his trial and went into
the saloon business. Stanley came to town
on business and stayed at the local hotel.
One night he took sick and died the next
morning, supposedly the result of food
poisoning.

When an autopsy was performed, the
doctor said death was the vresult of
peritonitis and the incident was dis-
missed. Later this doctor told a friend
that Stanley had died of arsenic poison-
ing, but he didn’t report it because he
didn’t want to get involved with Miller.
Upon further investigation the doctor dis-
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covered that the regular hotel cook had
not been on duty during Stanley’s stay
and a new man had replaced him. When
Stanley died, this new cook disappeared.
Small wonder the good doctor didn’t want
to get involved with Jim Miller.

MILLER joined the Texas Rangers for
a time although it’s hard to imagine
how a man with his record would be
considered eligible. Little is known of his
activities while a Ranger, although he
is said to have killed two suspected
rustlers in Ward County and was ar-
rested, but not indicted, for a killing in
Collingsworth County. Later he lived
briefly in Monahans and Gainesville,
finally moving to Fort Worth in 1900.
The Millers lived on Weatherford Street,
opposite the courthouse, where Mrs. Mil-
ler again operated a rooming house.

- Jim reportedly dabbled in real estate
and gambled for a living, but he was a
man of peculiar talents and by this time
he had evolved into a deadly, emotionless
machine. The word went out that Jim
Miller’s gun was for hire and he would
kill anyone for a price. He reportedly
assassinated a man named Ford in Fort
Worth and there were many other mys-
terious murders in Texas that rumor said
could be traced back to his door.

Since he was seldom officially con-
nected with these murders, there is no
way today to know for how many deaths
he was responsible. Miller, himself, while
living at Memphis, quietly told an ac-
quaintance that he had killed eleven men
that he knew of, but had lost his notch
stick on Mexicans killed on the border.
He was a frontier enigma, a badman who
would shoot it out in a face-to-face en-
counter or murder a man with a shotgun
blast in the back.

“He was just a killer,” recalled a judge
who had known him, “the worst man I
ever met.”

It wasn’t long before Miller was again
in trouble, this time as the result of a
personal encounter. He had had trouble
with a man named Frank Fore and
friends of both men predicted a show-
down. In 1904, during a cattleman’s con-
vention in Fort Worth, Miller spotted
Fore going into the men’s room of the
Delaware Hotel. It was the chance he
was waiting for and Jim quietly walked
in after his man. Bystanders in the
hotel lobby heard a shot and a moment
later Miller came out of the washroom
and walked up to a peace officer, offer-
ing to surrender.

Knowing Miller, the officer didn’t want
anything to do with him and Jim sur-
rendered to a merchant across the street.
He was tried in April, 1905, but the de-
fense produced two witnesses who swore
they had been in the washroom at the
time of the killing and that it was self
defense. Miller was acquitted and it was
later brought to light that the two “eye-
witnesses” had actually been in the lobby
and had not seen the killing at all. But
Miller was again free and at large.

Between his “professional” jobs, Jim
speculated in real estate or any shady
deal that turned up. In Fort Worth he
reportedly paid for a herd of mules with
a worthless check, but the holder said
nothing. He figured it was better to lose
the money than his life.

Miller was also credited with defraud-
ing a man out of several thousand sheep
at Portales, New Mexico, and between
these operations and his other “business”
dealings, he must have done pretty well
for himself. He always dressed well in a
white Stetson and finely tailored suits

and sported diamond stick-pins. With his
modest manners and good looks, Jim

- Miller was the very essence of a respec-

table businessman, but that business was
death and his reputation spread like an
evil shadow over the Southwest.

EARLY in 1907, Miller was called to
Oklahoma and was allegedly hired by
a family named Pruitt to kill a deputy
U. S. Marshal. The marshal was an Indian
named Collins who had shot Poke Pruitt
through the spine, crippling him for life.

Miller rode quietly into Johnston Coun-
ty and ambushed Collins, killing him
near the small town of Emet. According
to W. E. Cook, an Ardmore policeman,
Miller had previously hired a couple of
farmers to haul a large piano box to the
town of Duncan, about one hundred miles
to the west. After killing Collins, Miller
rode to the box and hid inside with a
supply of food. The unsuspecting farmers
hauled the box and Miller to Duncan,
where the killer then made his way to
Hobart some miles farther west.

Despite his elaborate precautions, Mil-
ler was traced to a house at Hobart
where he surrendered to U.S. Marshal
Abernathy and Frank Canton. As usual,
Jim had no trouble making bond and
soon was free to answer a summons from
his old friend and brother-in-law, Man-
nie Clements at El Paso.

In February, 1908, Pat Garrett was
killed while driving between his ranch
and Las Cruces, New Mexico. Famous as
the slayer of Billy the Kid, Garrett was
a legend in the Southwest.

The old peace officer had made enemies
in his later years, enemies of the sort
that couldn’t be placated in a manner that
Garrett could understand. He had been a
persistent investigator of the murder of
Colonel A. J. Fountain and although the
murder has never been solved, Garrett
had evidently gotten closer to the facts
than was comfortable for someone. Too,
he had made political enemies and had
become indebted and otherwise involved
in difficulties with neighboring ranchers.

Sometime in 1907 Jim Miller received
his summons from Mannie Clements who
was then living in El Paso. Clements told
Miller that a certain big cattleman
wanted Garrett out of the way and was
willing to pay $1,500.00 to have the job
done. The deal was consummated in an
Kl Paso lawyer’s office and it was agreed
that the cattleman would supply someone
to take the blame for the murder. Miller
brought in a relative by marriage, one
Carl Adamson, and together they cooked
up a scheme whereby they would claim
to be partners in an Oklahoma ranching
venture. Wayne Brazel was furnished by
the cattleman to lease some land from
Garrett and Adamson was then to try and
buy the leased land and stir up trouble.
Little is known as to the actual details
of the plot, but evidently Miller and
Adamson planned to maneuver Garrett
into a situation where Miller could safely
kill him. Brazel was to be present at the
murder and would then confess to the
crime, pleading self-defense.

On February 28, 1908, Garrett and
Adamson encountered Brazel on the road
while all three were traveling to Las
Cruces. It’s not too difficult to speculate
on what happened that fateful day. On
the pretext that he had to relieve himself,
Adamson had Garrett stop the buggy at
a spot where Miller was hiding behind
some thick clumps of brush. Miller then
shot Garrett through the back of the
head, toppling the old lawman to the

(Continued on page -50)
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The Taos Ski Lodge now stands near the site of the hotel which was Twining’s center
of activity.

Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 41)

TWINING’S COPPER BUBBLE
By Troy Kemper

THE HONDO VALLEY north of Taos,

New Mexico is noted as a year-around
recreation spot, but sports enthusiasts
may or may not know that their skis
skim over the site of the old town of
Twining.
. The copper camp, located at 8,800 feet
on the western slope of Fraser Moun-
tain, was named for the president of a
bank in Asbury Park, New Jersey, who
was the heaviest (and unhappiest) in-
vestor in the mining venture. He joined
William Fraser in forming the Fraser
Mountain Copper Company, a hapless
organization if there ever was one.

In May, 1899, Fraser made a rich cop-
per strike five miles above Amizett, a
gold camp in Hondo Canyon. He had
been a promoter and prospector in New
Mexico for over twenty years, and just
before making his copper find, had sold
his group of gold mines on Rio Hondo
to New York capitalists for $100,000.

Albert C. Twining came to New Mexi-
co to give the new enterprise his personal
supervision but the hoped-for riches
seemed to stay beyond his reach. The
kindly, tolerant banker spent most of his
time in the Twining Hotel, a large one-
story building perched on the side of
Hungry Gulch, where he ate his favorite
dishes prepared by Tenderfoot Katie, the
hotel cook, and waited for the mine prof-
its which never eame. (Katie got her
nickname because of constant complaints
that her feet hurt.)

In 1903 Fraser was employing about
150 men. O. W. Alexander of Cerrillos
was hired to boss the smelter operations
and expected to treat 220 tons of ore
per day.

The plant yielded some production in
1903 and 1904, but poor management,
low-grade ore (which averaged less than
$5 a ton in copper, gold, and silver), and
high costs of operation cancelled any
hopes of decent returns from the venture.

Two Asbury Park financial firms
which had become embroiled in the Twin-
Ing venture went into receivership, and
sought damages against Fraser and his
Fraser Mountain Copper Company in
court actions in Taos County. In Febru-
ary, 1904, Receiver John E. Lanning for
Monmouth Trust and Safe Deposit Com-
pany was given a judgment of $24,100.48,
and John W. Schofield, receiver for the
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First National Bank of Asbury Park,
was given a judgment of $10,571.58.

In an answer to Lanning’s complaint,
Fraser denied there had been fraud and
collusion between himself and Albert
Twining, the copper company’s former
president who was now deposed and
impoverished. Twining - had become so
hopelessly involved in investing other
people’s money in the venture that he
had been forced into bankruptey, and
the mining property had reverted to
Fraser.

In a book published in 1934, When Old
Trails Were New, Blanche C. Grant re-
ported that about $300,000 had been sunk
in the struggle for success at Twining,
and that most observers thought Fraser,
by deliberate mismanagement, played for
failure hoping the whole plant would
swing into his hands.

Y 1910, Fraser was about to lose the

property for unpaid taxes. He talked
a Taos banker, C. A. Probert, and a gold
miner, Jack Bidwell, into advancing
$2,000 and used the money to clean and
repair the tunmnels and refurbish the
buildings, then managed to sell out for
$85,000. A dispute developed once again,
and the case went to the New Mexico
Supreme Court, which ruled that Fraser,
Bidwell, and Probert each had a one-third
interest in the group of mines they con-
trolled in the Twining District. After
years of litigation, the enterprise went
into the hands of a receiver and in the
process, Fraser managed to break Pro-
bert’s bank.

Things rocked along until 1914. Fraser
had forbidden Bidwell to do development
work on the claim, but Bidwell continued
his prospecting. On July 16, Fraser came
upon Bidwell at the Twining mine, re-
peated his orders, and started to back
up his threat by going to his wagon to
secure his gun. Bidwell went into the
building, got his weapon, and came out
just as Fraser leveled his gun and took
aim. Both men fired almost simul-
taneously and Fraser fell, mortally
wounded. Bidwell’s bullet entered Fra-
ser’s right arm, passed through the
right side, and emerged at the middle
of the back. A coroner’s jury exonerated
Bidwell on the ground of self-defense.

No further development of the mine
was attempted, and Twining remained in
the ghost town category until 1924, when
the hotel and nearby buildings were torn
down. In June, 1932, the red mill was
destroyed by fire, leaving no trace of the
settlement except abandoned machinery.
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The Last Ride
(Continued from page 48)

ground. Brazel shot Garrett again
through the body and he and Adamson
then rode to town and reported the
tragedy. Miller rode off also, presumedly
south to El Paso. A local rancher im-
mediately raised Brazel’s $10,000 bond
and the most prominent attorney in the
territory was secured as counsel.

Miller killed a horse making his get-
away that night, but he needn’t have
bothered. Many suspected him of the
murder, but his name wasn’t mentioned
until after Brazel had been tried and ac-
quitted. Jim Hervey, the territory’s at-
torney general, and Captain Fred For-
noff of the New Mexico Mounted Police,
conducted an investigation of the affair
and were convinced Miller was the
assassin, but they were unable to come
up with concrete evidence. Miller and his
employer both escaped justice to await the
verdict of a much higher court. Miller
must have lain low for awhile since little
is known of his activities for the rest of
the year.

In November, 1908, he was again con-
tacted to do a “job.” He was approached
by a man named Berry Burrell, in Fort
Worth, and plans were formulated and
set in motion. Burrell was representing
Jesse West and Joe Allen, both of whom
were large cattlemen in the Panhandle
and former residents of Oklahoma. Miller
was hired to kill one A. A. “Gus” Bob-
bitt, a rancher of Ada, Oklahoma, who
had been feuding with Allen and West
for some years.

Bobbitt was a former deputy U.S.
Marshal and the feud seems to have
originated just after the turn of the
century when he was an officer. Old
newspaper accounts suggest that Bobbitt
had charged the two men with cattle
rustling and had run them out of Okla-
homa. Later, Bobbitt had allegedly killed
West’s son in line of duty, incurring the
undying wrath of the father. Whatever
the causes of the trouble, the bitterness
grew until Miller and Burrell were hired,
at a reported $2,000.00, to assassinate
Bobbitt.

BURRELL dabbled in real estate, as
did Miller, and this is how the two
men probably met. Burrell had formerly
lived in Dallas, where charges were
pending against him for forgery.

As the first step in the plan, Miller
sent his young nephew, Oscar Peeler, to
Ada to rent a house. Burrell registered
at a local hotel and since he was known in
town, he was to all intents and pur-
poses merely on another hog buying tour,
an occupation in which he sometimes en-
gaged. Miller showed up before long and
put up at the Peeler house, spinning his
web of murder like an evil spider. He had
just received word that Mannie Clements
had been mysteriously murdered in an
El Paso saloon and he told friends that
as soon as he finished his Oklahoma busi-
ness he would find Mannie’s killer.

Gus Bobbitt tended to his ranch and-

suspected nothing. He well knew the
nature of West and Allen since they had
threatened him many times, but aside
from providing a reward for the appre-
hension of his murderers in his unique
will, there was little he could do.
February 27 was just another work day
to the rancher and late in the afternoon
he stopped by a supply store in Ada to
pick up a load of cotton seed meal on
the way home. Bob Ferguson, his fore-
man, loaded up a second wagon and fol-

lowed Bobbitt back to the ranch.

Unknown to the two ranchers, Burrell
had pointed Bobbitt out to Miller while
they were in Ada. Burrell was seated in
a buggy while Jim Miller hunched in the
saddle of a yellow pony he had borrowed
for the occasion. The two men talked for
awhile so that Bobbitt could get a head
start, then Miller pulled his hat firmly
in place and walked his pony to the edge
of town. Reaching the outskirts, he then
spurred his mount into an easy gallop
and soon was in sight of the two wagons.

Miller passed each of the ranchers
without arousing suspicion and then lay
in ambush behind a large tree about one
half mile from Bobbitt’s home. “Oh,
Lord,” cried the rancher as two loads of
buckshot toppled him from the seat of his
wagon.

Bob Ferguson leaped from his wagon
as he saw his employer fall, and a mo-
ment later Miller dashed by on his pony.
Cutting across country, Jim snipped sev-
eral fences in his flight and headed for
the farm of John Williamson, near the
small town of Francis. He reached the
farm between nine and ten o’clock that
night and after eating a light meal, Miller
complained of a headache and went to
bed. The next day he paid Williamson to
guide him part of the way toward Ard-
more, and from there he took the train
to Fort Worth.

The citizens of Ada were shocked at
Bobbitt’s brutal murder. While knots of
excited people gathered on every street-
corner, the officers of the town, aided by
citizens, began a search for the killer.
Besides the $1,000.00 reward offered in
Bobbitt’s will, his brother Masons quick-
ly subscribed an additional $500.00. The
Governor and other citizens added
$1,000.00 and for the first time in his
life, Jim Miller had a price on his head.

A net of evidence quickly surrounded
Miller and his accomplices. The horse
Miller had ridden was traced to the Wil-
liamson farm and Williamson was taken
into custody. The wire cutters Jim had
used were found and traced to Burrell,
who had bought them at an Ada hard-
ware store. Several people had seen Mil-
ler on the road prior to the murder and
these witnesses, together with William-
son’s testimony, identified Miller and led
to the house rented by Oscar Peeler.

With Williamson and Peeler in custody,
it was only a matter of time before the
others were apprehended. Burrell was ar-
rested on March 12 in Fort Worth, and
Allen and West were picked up early in
April in Oklahoma City. A few days later
Miller was traced to a house near Fort
Worth and surrendered quietly to officers
as was his custom.

Miller, Allen and West all feared be-
ing returned to Ada, although they
waived extradition proceedings. West told
officers that they would be shot by Ada
people, and the officers promised to re-
turn their guns if attacked. Miller was
conducted to Ada by Deputy Sheriff
Snow of Fort Worth and two Oklahoma
officers.

FEELING was running high in Ada.
Miller settled himself in the Pontotoc
County jail and sent telegrams to friends
in Texas and New Mexico, stating that
there might be trouble. Aside from this
he was his usual calm self and according
to one newspaper account, set out to im-
prove on his surroundings. Tradition has
it that Miller had carpeting installed in
the prisoners’ cell and that he tipped the
jailer with $5.00 bills to take out his
laundry regularly. He had his and his
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colleagues’ meals prepared at the Elite
Restaurant.

When word of these goings-on reached
the citizenry, they were further enraged.
By that time the people of Ada had
learned of Miller’s past and of his his-
tory in escaping justice. Ada watched
sullenly asinfluential Texans began drift-
ing into town and registering at the local
hotel. By the time the preliminary hear-
ing was held on April 17, the very air
about Ada was charged with excitement.

No newspapermen were permitted at
the hearing and everyone was searched
for weapons upon entering the door.
Despite precautions, however, word

leaked out that Oscar Peeler had made '

a detailed confession implicating the
four men, and his statement and the al-
ready established evidence was enough
for Ada citizenry. There was work to be
done.

About one o’clock Monday morning,
April 19, a mob of between forty and
sixty men gathered in front of the jail.
The town’s power was cut off and despite
the pleas of County Attorney Wimbish,
who had hurried to the scene, the crowd
forced its way into the jail. The four
Jjailers were quickly overpowered and tied
with wire, and Miller, Burrell, West and
Allen were led from their cells. All but
West submitted resignedly, he having to
be subdued by repeated beatings over the
head with six-shooters. The four men
were quickly taken to a large barn near-
by and a white horse was led up to the
prisoners. The men were asked to con-
fess to the Bobbittt murder, but none of
them would talk.

“Come on,” Miller is reported as say-
ing, “you’ve got a job to do, so let’s
get on with it.” He then removed a
diamond from his shirtfront and requested
that it be sent to his wife. From his tie
he also took out a diamond pin and
asked that it be given to guard McCarty
for his kindness to him. It was then al-
most two o’clock in the morning.

Miller stood stony-faced as the white

horse was led over and he was helped to.

mount. Four ropes were dangling from
the rafters and in a few moments four
men’s bodies were slowly twisting in the
wierd shadows cast by a dozen lanterns.
It was Jim Miller’s last and shortest ride.

Several Texas and New Mexico cattle-
men were at a local hotel, reportedly in
town with Jim’s bond money. Leaders of
the lynch mob called on them and, after
informing them of the night’s work,
warned them that they had fifteen min-
utes to get out of town. One of the men
later recalled that he was able to give
the townsmen ten minutes change.

Telegrams poured into Ada congratu-
lating the town for its action. The Iynch-
ing was generally regarded as not only
one of the few justified mob actions in
Southwestern history, but as one of
the closing dramas in the story of the
Old West. Governor Haskell threatened a
full investigation and there were rumors
of sending the National Guard in, but
nothing happened and the lynchers were
never identified.

In Fort Worth, Mrs. Miller received the
news at 7 o’clock Monday morning and
wired for the body to be shipped home im-
mediately. Jim’s mother-in-law was living
with the couple at the time and the two
women and three Miller children were, of
course, heartbroken over the tragedy.
Sallie Miller had just received a letter
from Jim the day before, saying he was
confident of being released on a writ of
habeas corpus.

By some strange quirk of fate, Wayne
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push-button tuning that stays tuned automatically
(patents pending).

Five specialized models. $115 to $785.

Write for free illustrated catalog.

QGARDINER ELECTRONICS CO.

Dept 7
4729 N. 7th Avenue

No money down. Up to 36 months to pay. :
: Phoenix, Arizona 85013
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Beautiful, safe, tropical beach,

quiet resort, best international

g&i surfing, all water sports.

By

Write for information to:

HOTEL PLAYA MAZATLAN

4 Apartado 207, Mazatlan, Sinaloa, Mexico

cuisine and service. Mazatlan
. famous for big game fishing,

4 A\ Low Cost  High Performance _

= - —
“' t\b — Money-back Guarantee o
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HANDMADE WESTERN BOOTS

Comfort, Style, Quality, Economy

The vamps and 16-inch
tops with 6-inch Zipper
in back are of beauti-
ful soft glove leather.
Nylon stitched, steel
shanks, leather lined,
walking heel, narrow
toe.

e it e
o. cl
No. 2102 Br‘;wn 52675
Same Boot in
Rough-Out
:o. g% gun Tan
b O. rown
No. 2006 Black 52675
Same Style Boot in

Suede Dress wear only.
No. 2002 Royal

No. 208;“;“ 52675

ts in inch

Give
$5.00 deposit on C.0.D. orders — You pay postal

of calf of your leg.

charges. We pay postage on prepaid order.
Our guarantee — for exchange or refund return
boots undamaged and unworn within 10 days.

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

YSLETA BOOT COMPANY

Box 17971 El Paso, Texas

S reasurey

SUCCESS THROUGH RESEARCH

Books and maps especially for the
serious treasure hunters. Stories
and locations of actual lost, buried
and sunken treasures for the am-
ateur as well as the professional.

s T Q°

ACTUAL TREASURE: You too may now own
treasures or artifacts from the ill fated Spanish
Silver Fleet of 1715. Pieces of Eight, Gold Coins,
Jewelrv and actual artifacts taken from these
wrecks. Write for free list of books, maps and

coins to:
BILL MAHAN'S

TREASURE ARCHIVES
P.O. Box 726 Garland, Texas 75041
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FISH BY SMELLY

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.
per tube. Buy

Tegal in every state. Only $1.25
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.

EW/{ Norkin Laboratories . Dept. TT27N

809 Wyandotte ¢ Kansas City, Mo. 64103

Tla
s robbexry!

Authentic reproduction of weather -
stained 1875 Wells, Fargo & Co.
Reward Poster. Profusely illustrated
catalog of many more included FREE, postpaid ! Send 25¢, coin.

/ BOX 613 dept.
poster shack TUSTIN,, CALIE. rwv.n %

STOP TOBACCO
z T

Banish the craving for tobacco as thou-
sands have with Tobacco Redesmer. Write
/ Today for free booklet telling of injurious
/ effect of tobacco and of a treatment which
7 has relieved over 300,000 people. FREE
In Business Since 1908 200K
THE NEWELL COMPANY
Dept. K582 Chesterfield, Mo. 63017

WELLS, FARGO &
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Brazel was tried and acquitted for the
murder of Pat Garrett on the same day
Jim Miller died.

Jim’s body arrived in Fort Worth early
Tuesday and was taken to the under-
taking parlors of George Gause. Two
thousand people are said to have viewed
the remains. Many of them were men
who at one time or another had had
trouble with the man lying before them.
It’s no wonder they wanted to make sure
that Jim Miller was finally, and irre-
voecably, dead.

Dead Outlaws’ Loot
(Continued from page 19)
the premises and around the spring.

The new owner met them somewhat
gruffly. “That crazy old coot with the
willow stick?” he jeered. “He was all over
the place hunting an artesian water
source, so he claimed. Find gold around
here? You fellers crazy?”

The hunters found where Short Jimmy
had bedded down under a tree, kicked
over his coffeepot, and noted one smelly
sleeping blanket. No set of tracks did
more than wander around aimlessly, as
far as they could tell. At the end of a
week the last die-hard gave up.

It was believed that Short Jimmy
found the treasure in a place and under
such conditions that he could only rake
out a few coins without help.

LATER OWNERS of the old Veit ranch
never knew the story of buried loot.
Some hunters, such as George McCor-
mick, of course, came around “prospect-
ing.” When he passed on in 1947 his son
Melvin, who started hunting with his
father when just old enough to sit a
saddle, continued seeking over the years.

“Mac,” as he is best known, is most
likely the man who has hunted more lost
mines and buried treasures than any
other in the great Southwest. He thinks it
is possible that an earthquake moved the
high bench wall of granite over the
cache. One occurred there, for the mouth
of the ice caves, once used by ranchers
as a source of ice and as a refrigerator,
has long been closed. Today even its lo-
cation is in doubt.

Nevertheless, in recent years Mac has
searched the old Veit ranch with a costly
piece of detecting gear. The McCormicks
in the summer of 1935 had their interest
in the ranch suddenly renewed. Charles
J. Halliday bossed a crew of workers for
the Forest Service, putting in a fire
guard road across the ranch. Not know-
ing the long abandoned place was still

under private ownership, they camped

in the forest ranger’s log house, which
had been built a few yards west of the
ruined walls of the original cabin.

One morning while at work on the
road, a small, hard-faced little man out
of nowhere suddenly descended on them.

“] bought this land solely to find
buried treasure on it,” he informed Hal-
liday. “Should any of your equipment un-
cov<'er it, come and get me, and I'll take it
out!”

The story was too good not to repeat.
So Halliday told it. The McCormicks
heard, and made a bee-line for Veit
Spring. They hunted until snow stopped
their operations that fall.

Busy seeking other lost treasures in
recent years, Mac almost forgot about the
robbers’ loot. Last fall he finally found
a treasure, one hunted with his father
since he was seven years old. It is now
buried so deep under a mountain land-
slip that costly machinery will be neces-

sary to dig it out. This he discovered
only after building a road to the site
costing $4,400. But his detecting gear
says it’s there, and he believes it. So
the location must remain secret until the
day he makes a stake big enough to buy
the equipment.

While that situation endures he gives
attention to other lost treasures more
easily secured. One of them is that mys-
terious loot buried by the dead outlaws.
It created more interest this year be-
cause of an old cowboy’s story. Accord-
ing to him, he was rounding up some JC
branded mules and horses on the old Veit
ranch one afternoon in 1913. He came
abruptly on Short Jimmy filling a hole
at the base of the high rock wall. Merely
noting that the man acted “peculiar” on
being discovered, he thought little about
it. He remembered the incident the next
day in town on hearing that Short Jim-
my’s pockets were filled with gold when
he dropped dead. On returning to the old
ranch later he couldn’t find where he
spotted Short Jimmy working.

Recently I drove high onto the moun-
tain over a washed-out road to Veit
Spring. The place is now in possession
of the Forest Service. It came as no
surprise to find Mac there with his de-
tecting machine—nor yet that Halliday
was helping him. These two know more
about the buried loot than anyone else.

“This detector isn’t much good,” Mac
explained their failure to get any buzzes.
He added, “I’'m getting me a better one
that costs over two thousand dollars.
Then I'll find it!”

A few days later Halliday told me
about the “X” and “NI” marked rocks.

- We went back up there, but for several

reasons [ couldn’t get them on photo
negatives. It was then while inspecting
the ruined walls of the first cabin that
Halliday found the Veit inscription. Mac
had been there many times over the
years. Halliday spent two summers liv-
ing in the ranger’s log cabin. Yet neither
of them knew the inscription was there
until the afternoon Halliday discovered
it!

There are at least three “professionals”
hunting the treasure at Veit Spring using
the latest electronic devices. But the rob-
bers’ gold and silver loot eludes them all.

Run-In with Amarillo Joe
(Continued from page 27)

Texico, New Mexico, only thirteen miles
away across the line.

IT WAS not long until we rode into the
little wide-open town of Texico, some
going to the saloons, some of us heading
for the Red Lights. I was well known
at the five houses there, as I was not a
bit stingy. Bertha’s Place was where I
headed. The house had about five girls,
a piano, and a dance floor in the front
rooms where the girls would meet you,
dance and drink. I was dancing with one
of the girls when in came Amarillo Joe
and Tom. Tom was a brother-in-law of
Myr. Hill and one of the L.F.D. hands.

Joe promptly muscled in and inter-
rupted our dance.

At this I said, “Joe, the girl is oc-
cupied right now.”

“Milt,” he said, “you keep your mouth
shut. You give orders on the work, not
here. I'm giving the orders here.”” He
took the girl by the arm but she pulled
away from him.

I then stepped between them, and at
this he pushed me to one side. With my
good right arm I planted a haymaker

True West



Hamlin Hill behind a team plowing a garden spot on the Yellowhouse (LFD) about 1908.

The windmill in the background was 132 feet in height and believed to be the world's
tallest when it was constructed.

on his jaw and he dropped to the slick
floor. I did not get on him while he was
gown. I waited until he was back on his
eet.

“TPake off your gun,” he said. “I’ll learn
you not to lay your damn hands on me.”

Well, I removed my belt and gun, a
.45 Peacemaker Colt, which I called my
“best sweetheart.” I laid it on top of the
piano and told the piano player to watch
1t for me.

At this, Joe ran at me to get the first
lick in, and he hurt me. We went at it,
the floor was slick and the bottom of my
boots were slick from walking on the
grass and it made it hard to stand.

We worked each other over for a while,
when my right fist connected with the
point of his left jaw and he went down
for the count. I was standing over him
when Tom hit me from behind with a
chair. The lick did not floor me. I took
the chair”from him and that right fist
of mine went into action again. He landed
on the piano, cutting his right eye wide
open. The blood was flowing freely.

Tom left the house and I thought he
was going for the law. I said to Amarillo
Joe, “Let’s forget this trouble as you
have had a few drinks. Let’s go and save
trouble for the woman who 1runs the
house.” He said he not going anywhere.

Knowing the state line was only a
quarter of a mile away, I went to the
hitching rack, mounted my horse and
rode across the line and back to the
wagon at the Bovina stock pens so the
law could not get me.

As I was making that ride back T had
lots of things run through my head. For
one, knowing that Tom was Hill’s broth-
er-in-law, I knew Mrs. Hill would be
upset. I told Hill all this when he
crawled out of his bedroll. He said,
“Don’t worry about this. I’ll get the true
story. The cook told me last night that
Amarillo Joe had said he was going to
get even with you for getting him bucked
off and laid up.”

I told Mr. Hill I wanted to move on as
I didn’t want to be a part of a killing.

“You know best,” he said.

I told him I had two saddle horses at
l‘flhe ranch and would like to sell them to

im. :

He said, “Milt, you have one good
horsz and one not so good. I'll give you
two of the horses you broke in exchange.”
I thanked him and took Black Jack and
Old Buck, two real cow horses, both 15
hands high and 1,100 pounds each. Hill
had me ride by the stock pens where the
branding irons were. We tied the horses
to the fence and he crossed out the ranch
brand and the year brand on the jaw,

January-February, 1967

meaning that Old Buck, who had the
00 brand was born in the year 1900 and
on Black Jack 01 meaning he was born
in 1901. :

I mounted Old Buck and, leading Black
Jack packed with my bedroll, .30-30 rifle
and my other belongings, I headed west
down the dusty dirt road. I turned in the
saddle and waved goodbye to my boss.

Back in those days on the Staked Plains
of Texas, respect and friendship between
a good boss and good cowboy became a
strong bond. Hamlin Hill was a real
man.

Walt Coburn’s Tally Book
(Continued from page 15)

long morning circle, high trotting with-
out letting up, you’d have to be a real
cowhand to follow him. I never heard
him holler, “Enough.” t

Jake’s education was limited, but he
had a head for figures and a shrewd
brain that could out-think and out-figure
men with college learning. He always
figured the other man was out to get
the best of him and he tried to out-
smart him from the start. And chances
are he did.

When it looked like there was bound
to be a range war, Jake would saddle
his horse and shove 'a .30-30 into his
scabbard and ride off. Usually he took
me along. “They’ll think twice before
they’ll kill a kid,” Jake would grin. “In
case anything happens to me, you high-
tail it back to the ranch,” he’d make me
promise.

I’ve never known maqre prideful hours
than those I rode with Jake on his
prowls. Night and day meant nothing.
Strong black coffee kept us awake.
Looking back on it now, Jake had more
than his share of guts and the shrewd
calculating brain to back the gun he
packed.

First year Jake ran the wagon, the
Old Gent told him to make a cowhand
out of me. He put me on day herd, on
cocktail guard and on last guard. He
really poured it on and the boys ribbed
me into quitting. I bowed up, forty miles
from nowhere: I caught my Snowflake
pony and bunched ’er. I was headed
yonderly a-little after daybreak when
Jake rode up. “Where do you figger
you’re goin’, button?”

I was bawling mad. “I’ve stood all
the dirt I'm going to take! I'm heading
for the home ranch.”

“Suit yourself,” Jake told me. “But
you’re headed the wrong way. You’ll be
acrost the Canadian line by dark.”

B i loat L Med s s

horses for you,” he said. “Little ponies
about your size, I'm takin’ you off day
herd. The Old Gent said I was to make

a cowhand out of you. You’d look shore
to the home ranch and

purty ridin’
tellin’ him you couldn’t take it.”

I rode back to camp with Jake. I al-
ways did. If I wasn’t a cowhand, it wasn’t
Jake’s fault. He was a top hand and he
tried to pattern me after his ways. Jake
always claimed he did a good job. I don’t

know. I did my best. He did the bragging.
I remember the time at the ranch,

when his wife, Janie, had bought some
setting hens. One of the hens hid her

“Suit yourself.” He loped away é.ﬁd’ ;
out of sight. He headed me off a little
after sunrise. “I got a string of Texas

nest and Janie spent a lot of time prowl-

ing the brush along Dry Beaver hunting
it. 3

There was a three-holer near the of-

fice. One morning I was in there and I
could hear Jake telling Janie, loud

enough for me to hear, that the hen had

made her nest on some old newspapers

in the out-house and that she’d better

move it. I sat there with both legs -

propped against the door, too scared to
holler out. When Janie found the door
shut tight from the inside, she broke into

a run, and Jake was laughing loud .

enough to be heard a mile.

Their daughter Cecil was a few years
younger than me. Jake would coax me
into their private dining room off the
kitchen to eat with them. About the time
we tied into the grub, Jake would com-
mence his hurrawing. Janie would try to
hush him up but it only made matters
worse. Those were the most miserable
and embarrassing meals a bashful kid

ever sat down to. Cecil would bawl and
I would sweat under the rough joshing.

I’d swear never to speak to Jake again.

But an hour or so later I'd be'riding
along with him. :

WHEN the Circle C sold to the Mata-

dors, Ben Phillips, a sheepman,
took Jake in as a partner in the sheep
business. Jake knew sheep like he knew
cattle, because the last five years our

outfit had to run some sheep to protect e

our big range. Jake made the sheep
business pay. He had his hand in a lot
of things and made a couple of good-
sized fortunes.

I lost track of Jake when I left Mon-
tana, but now and then I'd get word
about him from men who drifted into
Arizona from the north. A few years be-
fore he died he showed up at my place.
Jake hadn’t changed. But I had. T wasn’t
a forty-a-month cowboy anymore. My
horns had been sawed off down to the
nubbin’. c

Jake couldn’t get used to it. I’d ketch
him looking at me while we sat around,
trying to figure me out. He had calcu-
lated on finding me like I was when he
last saw me, still pretty much of a kid.
His hair was snow white by then, but
he still walked the floor, restless, a cup
of coffee in his hand, the bulge of his
gun showing.

Jake never was a boozer, but he liked
to gamble. He’d gamble on anything, He
never said, but I heard the big gamblers

took him for plenty. But he always had

enough left.

frg

Jake had traveled a few thousand .

miles to talk to me, to tell' me some
things I never knew for sure. We talked
far into the night and he said when he
was dead and gone I could tell it in the
yarns I wrote. But knowing all the time
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NAVAJO INDIAN RUGS
At Wholesale Prices

Mexican serape drapes in many colors—Velvet tapes-
tries in brilliant animal and hunting scenes—
Money belts with two secret pockets—Mexican
Chaleco Jackets—Tanned Sheep-skins, snow-white and
velvet soft—Seal-skins, lovely to look at and to
touch—Sombrero hats that are 22”7 in diameter and
symbolic of the Mexican Hat dance—Sheep-skin
coats in every size. Warmest coat made.

THE FREED COMPANY

Box 394, Dept. TW, Albuquerque, New Mexico

Send for your free copy of

"Western Americana”
Latest catalog of much-wanted out-of-print
books at reasonable prices. Also: send your
lists of books wanted. Free search service!
INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS

Box 3003-TW, Beverly Hills, Calif.

American-Old West Indian Relics

%
Y Large Free List—Arrowheads 10
h A N

\ for $3.00, $18 per 100. Birdpoints

L S 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
\\ >

@OR/N $10.00. Pottery and special col-
2« ) fectors and museum specimens.
N A HYQE'S, Box 1788, Santa Fe, New

A

1 never would. -

Jake always kept a room at the Great
Northern Hotel at Malta, Montana. He
had a standing bet with “Dolly” Pear-
son, who owned the livery and feed
barn there and who was about Jake’s
age, on which of them would die first.
Jake lost the bet by a few days, I heard.
The barn man died a week later.

“That grizzly son beat me to it,” Pear-
son said when Jake died, and took his
morning drink, the lonesome feeling in-
side him.

Jake Myers never knew that he was
making a legend, centered around the
Circle C home ranch, the outfit he ram-
rodded during the years I was growing
into manhood, before the barbwire fenced
the open range.

I can just hear Jake giving the Old
Gent and Bob and Will the news, after
he’d asked Saint Peter at the gate where
he kept the coffeepot.

“The kid turned out all right, after
all,” he’d tell them. “Makin’ better wages
writing stories. I kept tellin’ you all
along, he was worth savin’. If it hadn’t
been for me, he’d have been in the pen,
makin’ horsehair bridles!”

And the hell of it was, Jake died be-
lieving just that.

Twenty Years Among
Our Hostile Indians

(Continued from page 31)
should they lie down with the pack they
would be unable to rise again unless the
pack was removed. Of all expert packers
in the mountains and on the plains, none
could compare with Indian women.

People of today little realize how long
it took the Indians to acquire or accumu-
late the small amount of stuff they had
in their keeping. Beads, porcupine work,
Iroquois shells, claws and teeth of bears
and mountain lions, arrowheads, lances,
shields, pipes and stems, bows and ar-
rows, and horse equipment largely made
up their possessions. These were handed
down from generation to generation, and
were much prized as having been the
property of their forefathers. As they
never cleaned or washed their effects,
their dirty condition can be readily
imagined. All their habitations were foul-
smelling from the unutterably filthy con-
dition of their belongings.

All Indians were fond of trinkets,
particularly of the Iroquois shell. The
Iroquois is a shellfish caught off the
coast of British Columbia in the waters
of the Pacific Ocean. The method of
catching it was to attach a piece of fresh
meat to a rope and sink it to the bottom
of the sea, were the Iroquois would settle
upon it as thick as the quills on the
back of a porcupine. The meat was then
drawn to the surface, the shellfish were
laid in the sun, and the animal life soon
passed out. The shell, when cleaned and
polished, was a beautiful white, like
ivory, and slightly curved like a bear’s
claw. It was from one to two and one-
half inches in length, tapering from the
diameter of a rye straw at the larger
end nearly to a point. The Indians passed
sinews through these shells and made
necklaces and breastplates of them for
their women; the men also wore them
when they could procure them. The shells
were highly prized and expensive be-
cause they were difficult to obtain.

THE SIGN LANGUAGE
ALL Indian nations spoke a different
language, and this diversity has
given rise to much discussion among
philologists. It must be conceded that the

Indian nations had a very ancient his-
tory, as they lived in comparatively close
proximity to each other and yet spoke
wholly different tongues.

The sign language of the Indians was
nearly universal among all Indian na-
tions, and was handed down from a re-
mote period. Neither the learned nor the
unlearned can throw any light on its
origin. The Indians themselves did not
know how they acquired it. It descended
from their ancestors, and that is all they
knew about it. The hieroglyphs of the
Aztecs are not more mysterious in their
origin that the sign languages of the
Indian races of the West.

The wild Indian had the faculty of
adapting himself to his surroundings, so
long as they were congenial, and found
means at all times to utilize everything
suited to his needs. Nothing in his entire
existence was more useful to him than
the sign language. Through this silent
means of communication a member of
any tribe located in Texas, could converse
with a member of another living in the
far north, or along the St. Lawrence
River, although both were unconscious of
the existence of the other.

Immediately on meeting, conversation
began by one of these mysterious
mediums; probably the first was by the
movements of the horse or smoke, when
a truce was declared; then, if satis-
factory, a friendly conversation was held
by the more complete, or comprehensive
means of the signs by the hands. So
well were the signs understood by all,
that no practice was necessary between
the parties.

Among no other peoples in the world
speaking different languages, is there a
general means of communication of any
kind that is understood at sight. These
signs were exceedingly graceful, as well
as significant.

The oral language of one nation might
be pleasing to the ear; another might be
harsh, coarse, and guttural; in another
the words might be very few. It was dif-
ficult and sometimes almost impossible
for an Indian nation to acquire or speak
intelligently any language but its own.
So it was even with tribes of the same
nation.

The Navajo, for instance, a tribe of the
great Athabaskan nation, could scarcely
understand the Apache, who belonged to
the same family. The Arapahoe language
in particular was very poor, having but
a few hundred words, yet it was extreme-
ly difficult to acquire sufficient knowl-
edge of it to converse on the most
ordinary subjects; whereas the Sioux
language was rich in words, pleasing in
sound, and was much more easily ac-
quired. The Algonquin language was also
pleasing to the ear and readily learned.

Yet nearly all Indians possessed a
means of ready communication between
themselves through the medium of the
sign language, which somewhat resembled
the -method of communication between
mutes. Most Indians were extremely
reticent, speaking but few words, yet
they would sit for hours conversing with
each other in the sign language. The sign
language of the hands was highly sig-
nificant, though it was necessary to fol-
low closely the thread of conversation,
for the wrong interpretation of a single
sign was sufficient to break the whole
chain of thought.

Another peculiarity was the rapidity
with which Indians could communicate
with each other. The Sioux could, by
signs, express a great deal more in a
shorter time than by word of mouth.
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THE SIGN LANGUAGE was very

figurative. For instance, if an In-
dian desired to say that you were not
truthful, he would touch his tongue with
one finger, and hold up two fingers to-
ward you, signifying that you were
double-tongued, that is, untruthful. If he
wished to say that a given place was
distant two, three, or more days’ journey,
he would twirl the fingers of both hands,
one over the other like a wheel rolling,
inclining the head as' if asleep, and hold
up as many fingers as there were
“sleeps,” meaning nights, thus indicating
the number of days of travel necessary
to reach the place in question.

If he desired to refer to the past, he
would extend the hand in front with the
index finger pointed, drawing his arm
back with a screw motion, meaning a
long time back. If he intended to refer to
the future, he would put his hand with
the index finger extended at his back,

pushing it forward with a secrew motion, .

thus indicating a distant time in the
future.

If he desired to speak of being on
horseback he did so by putting the first
and second fingers over the fingers of
the left hand, representing a man on
horseback. If he wished to state that he
had a large quantity of anything, he
would make the sign of a heap with his
two hands shaped like a funnel, moving
them upward from the ground to a point,
in the form. of the letter A.

If he desired to say that he had noth-
ing, he would open the palm of his right
hand and in a sweeping way, with a
movement of the forearm to the right,
would indicate that the hand was empty.

If he desired to say that he had had
a good meal he would extend the thumb
and forefinger of his right hand over
the, region of his stomach, moving the
hand up to his mouth, indicating that he
was full. These are a few of the symbols
of the sign language. The signs em-
ployed were innumerable, and every one
of them illustrated the idea to be con-
veyed.

One of the most difficult sign sentences
that T ever tried to comprehend was in
conversation with some Indians in South
Park. We were expecting to go into
battle the next day, and the night before,
one of our Indian allies came to me and
talked in the sign language. The first
sign given was one sleep, after which
the right hand was passed rapidly under
the left, both palms being opened down-
ward, which meant “going in.” The next
sign was opening and shutting the
fingers of each hand toward each other
rapidly, which meant to fight; then a
downward catch of the forefinger, which
meant good or true; and last, the most
incomprehensible of all, the making of
the figure O with the index finger and
thumb - of the right hand, turning the
hand over as though emptying a bottle.
After repeated efforts to interpret the
last sign I gave it up in despair, but
finally learned the translation of it.

It meant to pour something out. The
whole sentence translated verbatim was
“Tomorrow I will go in and fight good,
if T pour my life out.” Such was the brief
but graphic description of his intentions
as_expressed by the sign language.

Mounted Indians often communicated in
the sign language by the movements of
their horses. I never was able to trans-
late many of these signs, but to the
Indian they were all perfectly plain. I
have seen Indians converse in this man-
ner as far as the eye could see, under-
standing each other perfectly. The move-
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ments of the horses were made in rapid

succession, and seemd to me in the long
distance all about the same.

Another means of communications was
by the flashing of a mirror in the sun.
This method of signaling was sometimes
used for long distances. At that time,
however, it was rare for an Indian to
have a mirror, and as they could only be
used in the sunlight they were not of
great service.

Still another means of communications
was by fire and smoke. The latter was of
great service while in the mountains, and
to the Indians was perfectly intelligible.
Although smoke seems uncontrollable, yet
they made it serve their purpose well.

The sign language enabled each nation
of Indians to converse with one another
intelligently. By it bands of warriors of
different nations could communicate at
long distances, making alliances among
themselves for descent on their enemies
and for attacks upon settlers, overland
travelers, and others.

None of the wild Indians had any,

method of general communication by
means of pen or pencil, although I once
saw an Indian letter written under the
following circumstances: Some traders
had been sent to trade with Indians in
the vicinity of Rawhide Peak. The In-
dians had brought in a great - many more
pelts than the traders expected would be
offered, and the stores they brought for
exchange soon ran low. An Indian took
the dressed hide of a deer and pictured
a letter on it with colored crayons. It
represented an Indian leading a mule
with a pack saddle on it; a red roll,
representing a bolt of red cloth; a black
tin can such as powder is sold in, and a
drawing representing a bar of lead, thus
signifying that his party wanted a pack
mule, a roll of scarlet cloth, some powder,
lead, and ammunition to trade. This let-
ter was considered a great curiosity by
all who saw it.

Along some of the streams in Texas,
there is a limestone formation with per-
pendicular, smooth walls, varying in
height from fifty to a hundred and fifty
feet, On the rocks along some of these
streams are petroglyphics, drawn and
cut by the Indians. They are found in
various portions of that State, and are the
works of different Indian nations. Some
of the Jesuit Fathers claimed to be able
to translate this figure writing, but I
have never known any two of them to
give the same translation. My opinion is,
that the Indians, being in camp near these
places, drew and cut these figures for
their own amusement, and without any
serious intention of perpetuating histori-
cal or other events. Nearly all the figures
on the rocks in that State are of about
the same kind, representing horses
mounted and unmounted, Indian men and
women, deer, bears, and other animals.

One striking feature is the great age
of some of these petroglyphics. In that

. State some of the Indian nations buried

their dead in the ground, and put a stone
over the grave to mark the spot as well
as to keep wild animals from digging up
the remains. If the Indians were able to
write, they would no doubt mark the
spot with hierolgyphics cut in stone in
some way that would be intelligible to
those who came after. If these petro-
graphs were not for this purpose it may
be that they are of no special significance,
but were rather the work of Indians who
desired to show their ability as artists.
(To be continued in the March, 1967
Frontier Times.)

A Ro’pé fdr One-Armed Charlie
(Continued from page 24)

where he had friends. Before Dalton had
escaped from the posse, he had implicated
Curly Marshall in the theft, confessing
that Curly had offered to pay Tom Smith
for the delivery of the team to parties at
Boyd’s Ranch.

A few weeks earlier, Curly’s wife had
died at Wichita, and Curly’s life degen-
erated from that time on. In September,
1872, Curly became involved with mem-
bers of the Jeff Harlan gang in a confi-
dence operation. James Jefferson Harlan,
who later became notorious under the
handle of Off Wheeler, was then operat-
ing his con games on Wichita’s Douglas
Avenue in a hole in the wall called The
Dollar Store.

Curly, Jeff Harlan, and one known
only as Big Butcher were haled into
court, where they pleaded guilty to a
charge of theft. Common theft had
hardly been a part of swashbuckling
Curly’s career, but by this time, his ex-
tended bouts with frontier rotgut were
beginning to take their toll.

On November 28, the Wichita Weekly
Eagle sadly reported his death in an
obituary which reflected the general at-
titude of grudging admiration for the
desperado:

Curly Marshall, a notorious border
character, a man whose name has been
linked with many desperate chances and
stirring events in southwestern Kansas
and the Indian Territory, died at this
place on last Monday. Curly was almost
the personification of masculine beauty
and physical strength, with nothing in
his face that would indicate the despera-
do. His hair was raven black and fell up-
on his shoulders in a mass of shining
curls. His eyes were small, black and
piercing, his tread square and easy, his
whole carriage being full of a kind of
untutored grace, yet withal, he was desti-
tute of every idea of obligation to
morality and humanity. . .. He was buried
on Tuesday afternoon, his remains being
followed to their last resting place by
a large concourse of people in carriages.
Rev. J. F. Nessly, pastor of the M.E.
church, made an appropriate address,
also conducting some religious exercises
at the grave. As we write, we are in-
formed that Mr. Marshall was a man of
good education and a good writer. . . .

Curly’s demise effectively broke up
the Marshall gang, but One-Armed
Charlie continued to operate the Nin-
nescah Ranch, and during periods of re-
laxation, hung out in the dancehouses of
Rowdy Joe Lowe and Red Beard in the
tough Delano district of West Wichita.
There he was prominently involved in
the high jinks which culminated in the
death of Red Beard at the hands of
Rowdy Joe.

After Beard’s death, One-Armed Char-
lie was party to an attempt to forge a
deed which would have placed Beard’s
dancehouse in the hands of Beard’s
former mistress, Josephine DeMerritt.
Charlie escaped the charges for this es-
capade with a hasty writ of habeas
corpus.

Being barred from Wichita, he re-
established headquarters along the border
near Caldwell. A year and a half had
passed since his brother Tom’s experience
with the Sumner County vigilantes, and
perhaps Charlie reckoned that bygones
were bygones. If so, he was wrong.
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HE SPRING of 1874 heralded the

eéntry of several bands of desperadoes
and horse thieves along the border of the
Territory. Trouble with the Indians and
a feud between rival stage lines provided
a situation made to order for those who
thrived on violence and could wring a
profit from disorder.
. That part of the Indian Territory im-
mediately south of Caldwell was the “east-
ern stomping grounds for the notorious
Dutch Henry Born on his trips away
from Dodge City. Hurricane Bill Martin
also ranged back and forth between
Wichita and the Indian Territory, where
he operated as an illicit whiskey and
horse trader near the Cheyenne Reserva-
tion. From Dodge City came William L.
Brooks, where as City Marshal he had
killed and wounded so many men that
he had earned the nickname of Bully
Brooks. Some time earlier, Brooks had
had a tangle with buffalo hunter Kirk
Jordan, and after narrowly escaping a
slug from Jordan’s buffalo rifle, de-
cided that Dodge City owed him noth-
ing. He had come to Caldwell and gone
back to his old trade of stage driving.

The operations of horse thieves in In-
dian Territory had incensed many of the
tribes from whom ponies had been stolen
for sale in various Kansas towns. It was
this condition, said Indian Agent John
D. Miles, which led to the outbreaks of
1874. The younger and more hot-blooded
Indians carried out raids aimed not only
at reprisal, but the acquisition of horses
to replace those lost to the thieves.
Coupled with this situation was a battle
between rival stage companies for su-
premacy in the competition for mail con-
tracts on the route to Fort Sill. The
result was a maelstrom of events which
comprised as complex and involved a
situation as any ever plotted in fiction.

In May, operations of the Southwest-
ern Stage Company along the line to
Fort Sill were plagued by loss of mules
and horses to white renegades and from
sporadic Indian raids on the coaches and
stations. Stage drivers willing to brave
the dangers on the line through the
lonely Territory were not plentiful, but
Billy Brooks had a reputation for being
fearless. Billy had worked for the stage
company back in 1870 when he drove for
them between El Dorado and Wichita,
and upon his arrival in the Caldwell area,
he was put on the payroll in charge of
the danger-fraught Indian Territory
branch.

Competition reigned even among the
horse thieves and desperadoes and in
order to cope with the situation, Brooks
brought into employ some of the men
who had indulged in their own enter-
prises involving stolen horseflesh. Among
these were One-Armed Charlie and Hur-
ricane Bill Martin. Perhaps Brooks be-
lieved in the adage, “It takes a thief to
tatch a thief.”

On May 7, several mules were stolen
from the station below Caldwell known
as Baker’s Ranch. When “Canned Fruit”
Alex was picked up in the vicinity, the
Sumner County Press of May 21 inti-
mated that Hurricane Bill Martin was
acting as an officer of sorts in bringing
the suspect in for trial:

William Martin, familiarly known as
Hurricane Bill, passed up last week with
Alex Watkins in charge, whose other
1ame is “Canned Fruit.” Watkins is
supposed to be one of the gang who stole
he stage horses two weeks ago, down
n the Territory at Baker’s Ranch. They

(Continued on page 62)
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25 Years of Glory was “Two for Law and Order”—but the

NOT EVEN YOUR POSTMAN KNOWS ... YOU'RE GETTING : times were considered too bad to launch
(Continued from page 14) the magazine. So, while I was paid for
boss, too—and when Wollheim left Wyn the novel promptly, it has never been
to edit paperback books for Avon, he published.
bought one of my six-part Larry Ord- I sold my last western yarn, “Boy from
way-Old Bill Randle serials for an Avon the Home Town,” to Leading Western in
,“ paperback. It sold two editions. Next 1950. This outfit also published Fighting
N « Wollheim put out a collection of novel- Western and a third whose title I can’t
ettes for Avon and I was in that (all the recall, and neither can 1 remember the
time I was still working for Ruth Dreyer names of the publisher and editor, though
and Leo Margulies) ; then Wollheim came I sold stories to all three magazines. The
back to Wyn’s outfit,-and as Wyn had office was located on Lexington Avenue,
started a line of paperbacks, the Ace New York.
books, Wollheim immediately used more The market was falling steadily, how-
of my longer stories for these paper- ever. Television was knocking out what
backs, of which he was made editor. remained after the Depression. I had
While Don Wollheim was editor at seen it happen before—the movies knock-
Avon Publications, they decided to bring  ing out dime and nickel novels—but, like
If you're between 25 and 65, steadily em- out a Wild Bill Hickok Western, and I many another writer and illustrator, I
gl'g:ﬂ.i.uy;g :fau'z""" up to $800 on YOUR was to do a lead story about Hickok in didn’t want to believe that the present
OUR SERVICE IS: FAST—We rush the money each issue. I was very enthusiastic and slump was the “handwriting on the wall”
to g when your application has been proc- finished the first Wild Bill novel feeling for Western fiction. For forty years peo-
CONFIDENTIAL—WE DO NOT notify employer, I’d done a pretty fair job. Wollheim and  ple couldn’t get enough of it—and then
references or relatives. his Avon associates liked it—the title bam! it was over.
Si from wirke Pl out. 't‘r?ei:t;mg:isén"?nﬁtmh: PULP WESTERNS
i i i il.
50?5&:.‘;-‘5"&'%’ '&%’Eﬁ;ﬁ’r’%’oﬁﬁ}‘,"‘ﬁ.“‘féée@.d Late 1966 Market Guide
(] Fi:anc:,%a:)?. &p.ﬁ':si‘neusg eArdmi:ist::{?:: : BY J P. GUINON
JUST CIRCLE THE MONTHLY PAYMENT YOU his chart reflects my evaluation of the current status and monetary value
g&gg";%"sgnnl'f'%":}é“"o" BLANK — of pulp Westerns as indicated to me through purchases and inquiries concern-
CASH 18 2 20 ing such magazines. 1t ought to be kept in mind, however, that my personal
YOU  MONTHLY MONTHLY MONTHLY opinion on the matter may differ to some degree with others who maintain a
RECEIVE PAYMENTS®PAYMENTS® PAYMENTS® fairly close liaison with the traffic in these periodicals. For the most part, though,
00 $28.23  $22.86 3%2-73 I think the chart provides a pretty accurate fix on the present market, give or
Sggg 2232 gggg 29:(158 take twenty-five cents here and there or a single point leeway as to scarcity factor.
g 83 B Bg
*The above r,mmu include creditor TABLE OF VALUES AND SCARCITY FACTOR
__life insurance. 1 to 3 Common — 4 to 6 Scarce — 7 to 9 Rare
PRINT INFORMATION REQUESTED BELOW TITLE AVERAGE MONETARY VALUEScarcit
NAME___ A T | e Fair Good Excellent Factory
APRESS = #*Ace High, Cowboy Stories, .50 1.00 1.50 5
: Frontier, Lariat, Ranch
CITY. STATE R R eh oo
omances, Rangelan ories,
HOW LONG_____ TELEPHONE NO.__ Wild West Weekly
EMPLOYED BY.
Y.
i N Big Book Western, New West- .50 1.00 1.25 5
NAME OF SPOUSE ern, Thrilling Western,
Western Romances, Western
EMPLOYED BY. Trails, Super Western,
DATE YOU WISHTOPAY Popular Western, Quick
CREDIT REFERENCES Trigger Western
1
2 Western Fiction .50 1.00 1.25 6
3 *Far West Illustrated .75 1.25 1.756 6
SIGNED. *Maverick Magazine A5 1.25 1.50 7g
Rendering Faithful Service For A Quarter Century *Dime Western .50 b 1225 b
*Complete Western Book i 15 1.25 1.50 4
Magazine
#*Star Western .50 1.25 1.50 4
y - :
| BOX 659, POPLAR BLUFF, MISSOURI Dept. 563 %2‘\?; V&}'}e:rtleg?;s 1:22 %52 fgg 3
*Western Story Magazine 1.00 1.50 2.50 7
Western Story Magazine .50 1.25 1.50 5
MAKE BIG MQNEY : (without Faust)
1 eithér: Chinchi)- The following contain reprinted stories by Faust, and those particular
as, Guinea pigs, Rab- s
bits, Mink or Pigeons for issues are classed as follows:
ot e Bigeon. All Story Western 5 1.25 1.50 5
poTsunily D EEl ML 0 Best Western 853 1.25 1.50 5
e e Crack Shot Western 5 1.25 1.50 5
e P s o Iife-bSel:df}?c Far West Illustrated 1.00 1.50 1.75 6
or_ full information ithat explains cverything Dol 2 Greater Western .75 1.25 1.50 5
% pm'm“TEE&EV?R&';“;E FARMS Max Brand Western Magazine .75 1.50 1.75 6
New Freedom, Pa. R. No. Box No. 108 Triple Western 15 1.25 1.50 5
Western Winners .50 1.00 1.256 5
i Zane Grey Western Story .75 1.25 1.50 6
“Find, WIDDEN TREASURES ¥~ Mecstos
Find TREASURE and RELICS with new 1967 models.
Used by professionals and amateurs the world over. .l The above is far from a complete list, but is believed to contain a fair cross-
Guaranteed to detect Gold, Silver Coins, y )\ section of the most important western publications of the era 1920-1945. All esti-
""""""""""'"EED'E:?M”WN' P f mates of values and scarcity are conservative. With the exception of Western
RAYSGOPE Jx2! £ ; Story Magazine, which has a special entry for issues without Faust stories, all
Box 715 - North Hollywood, Califorie those magazines marked with an asterisk. (*) had occasional stories by this
author, and such issues should be valued at about twice the monetary value
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shown, which is for ordinary issues. ; :

My authority for some of the information about Faust was obtained from
the book, Max Brand, The Man and His Works by Darrell C. Richardson.

Nine out of ten collectors are fussy about the condition of magazines, hence
the price span cited on the chart above.

MAGAZINES are collected for a variety of reasons—some because they con-

or historical characters. The variety is almost endless. A number of collectors
accumulate magazines published before 1945 because the format common to that
era is seldom used nowadays and good specimens are getting scarce. The in-
tensive paper drives during the war years prior to 1945 account to a considerable
extent for this scarcity. Million of magazines were ground up or whatever it was
they did to them to defeat Germany and Japan, so that today great numbers of
certain editions are practically nonexistent.

The first regularly published all-Western magazine which ever amounted
to anything was Street & Smith’s Western Story Magazine, and it is doubtful if
it would have become the leader in its field if it had not been lucky enough to
land as a contributor one Frederick Faust. Started as an experiment by the
publishers in 1919, it began printing stories by Faust in 1920, and soon became
a weekly with a circulatioq of more than half a million, continuing to appear

in 1920 and continuing until 1938, was the author of 11 short stories, 194 novels
and 108 serials appearing in Western Story Magazine. On most of his work in
Western Story he used the pseudonyms of Max Brand and George Owen Baxter.
Faust fanciers are numbered in the thousands and they will buy anything at
all that contains any story, article or poem by Faust under any of his pseudonyms.

The only magazine which can challenge Western Story for popularity is a
rather short-lived publication, first appearing in the late 1930s under the name of
Spicy Western. It was one of a group of publications featuring certain bedroom
activities, two others in the group being called Spicy Detective Magazine and
Spicy Adventures Magazine. All the stories were more or less poorly written and
daringly illustrated. It is pretty certain that it is the illustrations which count
with the collectors of these three magazines, who willingly pay a premium for
any they can find. Spicy Western Magazine is now practically out of circulation.

The success of Street & Smith with Western Story Magazine inevitably
brought other publishers into the field with similar publications, many of which
were not worth reading. Some were good enough to survive, however, among
these being Ace-High, Frontier Stories, Cowboy Stories, Western Trails, Range-
land Stories and Ranch Romances. The circulation figures of Western Story also

West to increase the frequency of the appearance of such tales in their publica-
tions, particularly Popular Magazine, All Story, Argosy, Adventure, Blue Book
and Short Stories. Many of the best-known fiction writers of the day turned
their hand to Westerns, and the lovers of such tales had a ball for the next
few years. The stuff was decidedly not Literature with a capital L in most
cases, but it represented imagination and action that kept the average American
who reads for entertainment making frequent trips to the newsstand.

THE ERA from 1930 to 1940 was the heyday of the all-Western pulp fiction

magazines, and the rush of publishers to the field was prodigious. Of course,
the quality of the stories and the format of the magazines, in a great many
instances, were poor, and naturally a lot of the fly-by-nights didn’t last long.
But even these, “trashy” as they were, are collected today as specimens of just
how bad a magazine can get.

Next to Western Story and Spicy Western, in importance to collectors, comes
a group consisting primarily of Ace-High, Ranch Romances and Cowboy Stories.
These were published by W. M. Clayton, whose blue pennant symbols on the
covers were and still are familiar to many readers and collectors of Westerns.

Close behind the Clayton group might be classed Frontier Stories, The Lariat,
Far West Illustrated, Wild West Weekly Magazine, West, Star Western, Western
Romances and a number of others, all of which are collected today.

Certain issues of magazines other than the all-Western type are also very
popular among collectors because of outstanding Western stories published therein.
Among these, the most sought after are Argosy, All Story, Adventure, Blue Book,
Popular and Short Stories. ;

I have not attempted to list all the magazines published from the early 1940s
up to the time when the conventional pulp magazine format was abandoned by
publishers. There were far too many, mostly poor in quality of illustration and
content. I would lump them all together as “common to fairly scarce,” and price
them at 40c to 50c for good copies, and 75c to $1.00 for excellent specimens, with
no demand at all for poor or coverless copies. h :

One more thing, some of the early magazines carried stories or articles about
real characters, such as “The Life of Buffalo Bill” which ran through fifteen
or more issues of Ace-High. These issues command a better price, probably aver-
aging 50 to 100 per cent higher than the prices shown on the chart for excellent
copies.

The magazines on the chart were published from 1919 to 1945. There are
many which do not appear on the chart at all, but I believe as a whole the list
gives a good picture. Many that do appear thereon would be higher priced and
much more scarce if collectors knew about them but, even so, they are scarce
enough. Practically none of them of the era mentioned will be found in second-
hand book stores—they are mostly in the hands of collectors or dealers who
specialize in such material.
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COLONIAL
SWORD
CANES

$1495
ppd.

. . . as British as gin and tonic . . . as oriental
as the mandarin dragon which twines about
the cane from handle to tip . . . intricately
carved in exotic wood. On the handle leers
the face of an inscrutable Confucius. No
colonial gentlemen would have walked the
streets of Singapore or Mandalay wrt_hoqf his
sword cane. The old crdaftsmen of Taipei are
about all gone. Sword canes like these are
collectors' items already. In another while
you may not be able to get them at all. A
great buy at §14.95 postpaid while they last.

BLANKET

That Fits
In Your
Pocket ERNE

UNFOLDS to FULL 56 x 84
Weighs only 11 Ounces!

New complex material from our space
flights (part metal, part plastic, part glass)

yet acts like cloth, looks like cloth, feels
like cloth. What a football blanket! Ideal

gift for college students. As $7.95
warm as a thick, heavy wool tis Bbe
blanket! Absolutely waterproof. PLS 59

Like the blood-curdling
roar-snarl of a power-
ful tiger. A high quality horn
for any car. 6 or 12 volt

(specify). $17.95 ppd.

MUSTANG HORN

Makes your car whinny like a wild mustang
stallion—6 or 12 volt (specify).

only $9.98 ppd.

Iiger HORN'

ORDER BLANK—Money-Back Guarantee
Ship as follows:

ame.

ddress.

0> Z

ity. State Zip.
MEREDITH SEPARATOR CO.
212 Fritsche St.
Cleveland, Mo. (Missouri) 64734




TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES
never get out of date. Filled with the
timeless sagas of the Old West, the back
issues are fascinating to read, ond 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
o - =2 material you expect and get from current

No. 33FT No. 34FT No. 35FT No. 36FT PRI
And don't forget that TRUE WEST and

Here’s an easy, inexpensive Gift Package for you. It’s a present that is

-appreciateg flar beyogdhits act%lafl dollars-and—c%nts val:}:e.tﬁk t;und%e of magt: FRONTIER TIMES are really the same
azines with hours and hours of fascinating rea ing wi e timelessness o 5 .

the Old West for ANYONE WHO LIKES THE WEST—your dad, brother, type magazine—we are just sneaky
grandpa, old friend, that guide who was so helpful—by gosh, durned nigh enough to issue them under different
anybody! And you can do it all for a measly buck—or two bucks if you want titles so they will stay on the newsstands
both magazines sent. longer. Order now, before it's too late!

Shown here are our most plentiful issues. We'll send a package of 4 to any

3 address for $1.00! Or, we’ll send all 8 for $2.00! Name yer pizen! _ WESTERN PUBLIGATIONS

This gift offer supersedes all previous offers. Si 2EshE) Austin. Teias 78704
WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC. P.O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704 NOTICE: Western Publications will give a 10% discount on

all back issue orders totaling $30.00 or more.

GET 'EM NOW! cotire' .. | s proges

If you secured the first ten issues of OLD WEST as they hit the newsstands,
you now have a set of COMPLETE rare book reprints worth $562.00 (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.

EQLD WES ] L

3FT—$1.00 4FT—$1.00 6FT—$1.00

OWé—50c OW7—50¢ OW8—50c OW9—50c OW10—50c

THEY SIMPLY WON'T LAST LONG . .. SO ORDER NOW!
WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, P. O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704

29FT—35¢ 30FT—35¢
True West

27FT—35¢

60



THE WEST REALLY

27TW—$1.00 31TW—$1.00 33TW—$1.00 35TW—$| .00 36TW—$1.00 39TW—$1.00 40TW—$1.00 41TW—$1.00 44TW—$1.00

KING OF
ALL WINTERS

50TW—35¢

TRUE
WEST

55TW—35¢ 56TW—35¢

WEST ‘”°:':;‘1 a%g% | ! - = L, L wrsm R YA S T VINEGARRO
L it ' T 3 o
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66TW—35¢ 67TW—35¢ 68TW—35¢ . 69TW—35¢ 70TW—35¢ 71TW—35¢ 72TW—35¢
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65TW—35¢

With This Picture???

7FT—$1.00 10FT—$1 .00 11FT—$1.00 21 FT—slv.Oo 22FT—35¢ 23FT—35¢ 24FT—-35c 25FT—35¢ 26FT—35¢
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Times Times
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Shooters with a good
eye for quality and

As lllustrated §
i marksmanship choose

s24.95 the Lawrence Gun-

Z | slinger Il . .. a com-

No. 79 3 bination of finest leath-
GUNSLINGER Il | er and craftsmanship.

Write for free 20-pg.
catalog in color
Over 100 holster styles
and quick draw equip-
ment. Also rifle scab-

Special metal
reinforced
fast draw
holster with
leather lining.
New leather
lined contour-
_cut belt angled
for trim fit and
easy draw.

bards, cartridge belts,
shell carriers, slings.

Include your zip code.

<:] At your dealer or
available by mail

THE GEORGE LAWRENCE CO.

Portland, Oregon 97204 Since 1857 Dept. TW-2

—

OLD BOTTLE COLLECTING

FOR FUN & PROFIT
No. 2

At last a bottle book
with Color

Bitters, whiskeys, sodas, etc, Many
in full Color. All described & priced.
Beautiful photography. This book is
a must for all collectors. Send $2.25
to MARVIN DAVIS, tw, 2320 Hwy. 66
Ashland, Oregon 97520

Dealers inquiries invited.

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
today. Find old bottles, western relics, antiques,
buried treasure. Satisfaction guaranteed or money
back. Order now! Only $2.95. A. L. Abbott, Dept.
52, 1513 West Romneya Drive, Anaheim, Cali-
fornia 92801.

SKIN TROUBLES?

Spots that itch like crazy? Rough scaly skin?
Cracked fingers or hands? Eczema, Ringworm or
itchy scalp? HOOPER'S TETTREMIDY—the original
"Don't Scratch' lotion STOPS the itching and
promotes healing. GUARANTEED. At your druggist
or 8 oz. bottle sent postpaid for $1.50.
ETMA SALES COMPANY, Dept. T-51
9220 Plano Rd. Dallas, Texas 75238

THE PREVARICATOR
Hilarious Hiilbilly Publication. Humorous stories,
poems, cartoons. Three issues for $1 postpaid.
Many interesting things about the Ozarks.

Hickoryville Publications
Cabool, Missouri 65445

Bill Problems 9

CAN'T MAKE ENDS MEET *

NOBODY REFUSED UP TO $10,00090

POOR CREDIT, No Trouble. NOT A LOAN CO.
Send Your Name for FREE APPLICATION
AUTOMATIC ACCEPTANCE - Dept. 77
307 Pocasset Ave., Providence, R. I. or
318 Broadway Bivd., Reno, Nevada
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A Rope for One-Armed Charlie
(Continued from page 57)

* make their headquarters in the black-

jacks where it is next to impossible to
find them.

A court petition presented by Alex
Watkins indicates that he was arrested
at the instigation of employees of the
Southwestern Stage Company, and ac-
cording to Watkins’ statement, was il-
legally brought in to Wichita by Hurri-
cane Bill. Canned Fruit Alex Watkins
was acquitted of the charges at Fort
kS)mith, Arkansas, the following Novem-
er.

VENTS along the border were pre-

cipitated in June when the Govern-
ment contract for carrying the mails to
Fort Sill was put up for annual bid.
During the previous year, the South-
western Stage Company had held the con-
tract. A new stage line, called Vail and
Co., submitted a bid which was $12,000
under that of the established stage line.
The new stage line was awarded the
contract and was to make its first run
on the first day of July. In the latter
part of June, Vail and Co. began stock-
ing its line of stations with the necessary
horse and mule power.

The events which followed, and evi-
dence presented in court hearings, show
that someone made a determined effort
to put the new stage line out of business
by preventing it from making its first
mail deliveries to Fort Sill. Although
some thought that the evidence produced
at the hearings cast a reflection on the
character of the proprietors of South-
western, it appears extremely doubtful
that the officials of the established stage
company were knowing parties to the
events that transpired at Caldwell and
points south. It appears far more likely
that the actions of the so-called em-
ployees of the Southwestern Stage Com-
pany were initiated solely by themselves
in an effort to preserve their own jobs.

Be that as it may, a concerted attack
on Vail and Co. stage stations was made
in the last days of June, and the line
was virtually stripped of its mule power.
Brooks, One-Armed Charlie and others
were known to have been involved in the
raids.

Lawyer Hasbrouck’s involvement in the
horse-theft ring was a subject of dis-
cussion in Caldwell, and a report issued
by the Press on June 25 was an omen of
dire things to come and should have
alerted Hasbrouck to his precarious citu-
ation. Said the Press:

The report that L. B. Hasbrouck, an
attorney at Caldwell in this county, has
been lynched by vigilantes proves to be
untrue. Advices from that part of the
county have him alive and well.

On June 29, four Vail and Co. mules
were stolen from a Caldwell livery stable.
Also taken (by mistake, it developed) was
a racing mare belonging to a Caldwell
resident. The thieves negotiated with
Hasbrouck to act as middle man in re-
turning the mare to its owner, thereby
demonstrating that their sole objective
was the stock of Vail and Co., but further
implicating Lawyer Hasbrouck as a close
associate.

After the raid on the Caldwell livery
stable., members of the gang were de-
ployed to strike various stations in the
Territory. One-Armed Charlie was sent
to steal the mules at the station on Stink-

N

ing Creek. Bill Wadkins and Jasper
Marion, alias Granger, attempted theft
of the mules at Kingfisher Station, but
were driven off by the guns of the sta-
tionkeepers. Returning empty handed,
they were attacked by a raiding party of
Arapahoes under Chief Big Mouth, and
Wadkins was killed and scalped. From a
distance, Mickey Jim Fahey, stage driver
for the Southwestern line, witnessed the
attack on Wadkins and brought his body
into the station grounds for burial.

Wadkins’ death seemed to be the signal
for the Indians to take to the warpath.
Reports came filtering in that attacks
had been made in the western half of
the state, while the main body of Indians
attacked Adobe Walls in the Texas Pan-
handle.

Several times, military escorts came
under attack on the road between Fort
Dodge and Camp Supply. Scattered raids
had been made in the country surround-
ing Medicine Lodge and Sun City, tak-
ing four lives, and settlers began stream-
ing into the settlements. At Medicine
Lodge and Sun City, they forted up in
hastily constructed stockades.

Many residents of Caldwell and the
surrounding countryside abandoned their
claims and headed for towns farther re-
moved from Indian Territory. These
“exodusters” came into Wichita and
added to the unrest there with wild and
unfounded rumors. A correspondent,
writing from Wichita to an eastern
paper, may have touched on the source
of some of the rumors when he stated
that he had “learned that three white
men, horse thieves and desperadoes, one
of them known as Hurricane Bill, who
is now in jail here, started this alarm
among settlers with a view to plunder
when it should take effect in the aban-
donment by the settlers of their home-
steads.”

AT WICHITA, grizzled Pat Hennessey
loaded his freight wagons with a
consignment of sugar and coffee for the
Cheyenne Agency at Darlington, while
listening to the advice of others to delay
his trip until the situation cleared. Per-
haps Hennessey was one of those who
believed that the Indian-scare talk was
mostly made up by men wanting to raid
the settlers’ abandoned claims. At any
rate, his wagons loaded, Pat pointed his
mules south and a few days later, his
three wagons were deep into the Terri-
tory, approaching Baker’s Ranch.

The details of what happened on that
morning of July 6 have ever been vague,
for no surviving witnesses were left by
the party of Indians who swooped down
on Pat’s wagons. Agent John Miles hap-
pened on the scene a short time after
the attack, arriving in a stagecoach with
Burr Mosier, Billy Brooks, and some
ladies being taken to Caldwell for safety.
They found the bodies of three teamsters
strung out along the trail over a quarter-
mile’s distance, and tied to the wheel of
a still burning wagon, the body of
Hennessey. There is evidence that Miles’
arrival was close upon the heels of the

.raiding party, for scattered around the

wagons was much of the cargo of coffee
and sugar which the raiders had had to
abandon.

Agent Miles, with the help of Mosier
and Brooks, hastily buried the remains
of Hennessey in a grave scooped out of
the prairie, and the others by caving a
ravine bank over them, and hurried on
to Caldwell where Miles telegraphed to
Washington for troops.

At Leavenworth, Brevet Major General

True West



John Pope issued orders for the deploy-
ment of troops along the border and for
the issuance of arms to local militia
forces. Citizens at Wichita organized a
company of militia and elected Seth

Tucker, Mike Meagher and Cash Hender-

son as officers to head the company.

On the thirteenth of July, the Wichita
company went into camp at Caldwell
with three companies of U. S. regulars
under Captain Ovenshime. The Topeka
Daily Commonwealth sent W. H. Ros-
sington as correspondent with the ex-
pedition, and Rossington’s comments in
that paper are revealing.

“. .. The country around here is full
of horse thieves, the town of Caldwell and
the timber of Bluff Creek being a sort
of refuge for them. Bully Brooks, former-
ly of Dodge City, and a number of ruf-
fians of that kidney, have been driven
in from the Territory by the fear of In-
dians and are hanging around the caval-
ry and.the militia casting wistful -eyes
at their horses. Large guards are
mounted every night and they are wel-
come to all the horses they can get from
the Kansas militia. . . .”

A few days later, the combined forces
of the militia and regulars moved into
the Territory, and their movement must
have been the signal for the Indians to
vanish, for the troops made no contacts
or skirmishes, and reports of raiding
parties and attacks suddenly ceased.

WITH the danger from Indian attack

over, the longhaired element sifted
back into the Teritory and resumed their
activities. The mules and horses stolen
from the Vail and Co. stage stations had
been held, during the Indian scare, in
the timber along Turkey Creek near Red
Fork Station. Now it was thought ad-
visable to move them, and several of the
gang were delegated to take the stock
to western Kansas and dispose of them
to buyers there.

At the same time, an informer brought
information of their plans to Sheriff
John G. Davis, and with a posse of six
men, the sheriff left Wellington on the
fifteenth of July. The posse proceeded in
a southwesterly direction, intending to
cut the trail of the thieves somewhere in
Harper County. At the Chikaskia cross-
ing, the lawmen were joined by others
and the entire party pushed on, reaching
DeVore’s Ranch on the Ellsworth Cattle
Trail by next morning.

Here they were told that their quarry
had passed with the herd of mules on
the day before, heading toward Ells-
worth. Pausing just long enough for a
scanty breakfast, the posse continued the
chase, confident in the knowledge that
the gang would make slower progress be-
cause of the wagons accompanying the
herd.

By nightfall of the third day in the
saddle, the men of the posse went into
camp with empty stomachs. At daybreak
of the fourth day, the chase was renewed,
and although some of the more famished
were all for giving it up, everyone agreed
to stick to the trail for one more day.

That night, somewhere in Kingman
County, the posse rode up on a settler’s
cabin, the first habitation since DeVore’s
Ranch, and the men got their first meal
in three days. They were told that the
men and mules they were pursuing had
passed earlier in the day.

Next morning, the trail led into the
sand hills between the Ninnescah and
Arkansas Rivers, and the trail of the
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wagons and stock was an easy one to
follow. No water was to be found, how-
ever, and both men and horses were suf-
fering from the effects of the grueling
chase. :

Morning of the sixth day found the
men back in their saddles, determined to
follow the now fresh trail, and it seemed
to them that they could almost see the
sand still trickling back into the ruts
and hoofmarks of their quarry. That
afternoon, one of the men shot a jack-
rabbit and the famished men made camp
immediately to cook and divide the meat.
As they rested, Sheriff Davis set off in
search of water, and at a small pond
some distance away, discovered the still
warm embers of the thieves’ campfire.

In the distance they could see the val-
ley of the Arkansas, and grazing in the
valley, what appeared to be a herd of
buffalo. After a period of watching, the
“buffalo” were recognized as a herd of
mules, and Sheriff Davis hastily called
up his posse and organized his tactics.

Taking with him W. B. “Buffalo”
King, he circled a hill and charged the
camp of thieves. One yellow-haired in-
dividual bolted and was lost in the sand
hills and plum thickets. The other two
cut the traces from a wagon and escaped
on the horses.

Because of the condition of their own
mounts, the posse members gave up the
chase and returned to round up the
mules. In the abandoned wagon was
found baggage identifying at least one
of the men as Jasper Marion, alias
Granger. Most surprising was the dis-
covery of seventy-five pounds of coffee
readily identified as coming from the
scene of Pat Hennessey’s massacre.
The presence of the coffee in the possess
sion of the thieves led to the conjec-
ture that possibly Hennessey had mot
been killed by Indians after all, and
posed a question which has intrigued
historians to this day.

It was later learned that Jasper
Granger had come upon the scene of the
Hennessey massacre shortly after the
arrival of Miles and his party and had
picked up the coffee with Agent Miles’
permission to salvage it. Of course, when
Granger abandoned it in his flight,
Sheriff Davis took possession of it, and
this circumstance led to a display of the
sheriff’s wry humor. A correspondent for
an eastern paper criticized the Sheriff for
confiscating the coffee, saying, “Davis
had no right to take the property from

_Granger.”

Sheriff Davis replied to the misguided
eastern correspondent in the Summer
County Press of August 27, saying:

“. .. Now, I do not propose to discuss

. . my right to capture horsethieves or
recover stolen property and turn it over
to the proper owners upon identification,
but I wish merely to say through your
columns, that whenever Granger shall
make personal demands for the coffee
captured with the abandoned wagon and
Vail and Company’s mules, it will be
promptly returned to him.

Respectfully, John G. Davis,
Sheriff of Sumner Co.

P. S. If Granger will bring in the
horse he stole from Bob Drummond, and
upon which he escaped from my men on
the 21st day of July, when he comes
for the coffee , he will be suitably re-
warded.”

Granger somehow never returned to
claim either the coffee or the Sheriff’s
promised reward. The Sheriff and his

CATCH ANIMAL
RAIDERS!

Take them alive
and unhurt!

Foolproof HAVAHART
traps capture squirrels,
rabbits, chipmunks, mice,
rats, opossums, skunks, animal nuisances of all kinds. Take
mink, coon without injury to animal or pelt. Sizes for all
needs. Easy to use. No jaws or springs to break. Harmless to
children, pets, poultry. Galvanized: many in use 20 years.
Write for practical guide with trapping information.

RN Easy to use!
HAVAHART, 232-F Water St., Ossining, N. Y. 10562

Please send me FREE new 48-page guide, price list.
Name

Address : Zip,

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

SEND FOR
FREE

CATALOG
AND USER

':F‘MM RESULTS

RESEARCH LAB., INC.

Dept. TW-7, Palo Alto, Calif.

POEMS WANTED

To Be Set To Music

Send more of best poems today
for g?slz: NATION,  Any - Subject,

e g

Phenosnp-i Records Made
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W, 32 St., Studio 299, N.Y. {

taseo CXPRESS!

FARGO
SOUVENIR~

*HISTORIC

CARD MOUNTED LEAD SEAL WITH AUTHENTIC-W.F. & CO, IMPRESSION
MADE WITH OLD W.F, & CO. SEALER. TYPE USED TO SEAL lo_o
PR

THE STRONG BOX FOR SHIPMENT, J.C., PRODUCTS
P, 0. BOX 5204 PASADENA, CALIF. 91107

3 $130 PROFIT &

A RACE DAY WITH $50
25 YRS. RESULTS—7 IN 10 WINS
Sensational book reveals secrets of 10 world's great- l
§ est professional race investors. 25 yrs. actual results
included, showing 7 in 10 8Iays won and $130 aver- '
l age race day profit with $50. Genuine copyright book
supelied only by publishers. Wins at all tracks, horses,

- em T

harness, dogs. 'Cut out this ad and send with name

l and address for fascinating free brochure: Incl. Z. Code.
HITCHINGS, Box 5715 WP4 Carmel, Calif. 93921 l
Cut out and send this ad NOW for Bonanza Offer!

am o e em Em o S D D ey e owe s ew s

LEMURIAN VIEWPOINT

Thought-provoking discussions of Universal Truth:
reincarnation; man's great purpose on earth;
ideals of the coming New Age: and related sub-
iects from Lemurian Philosophy.

Send for FREE copy today.
LEMURIAN VIEWPOINT, Dept. 608
Box 397, Ramona, California 92065.

MAKE MONEY AT HOME

‘Inside' Reports reveal 5 unusual, small
. businesses you can start on a ''shoe-
string,” run from your home. No door
to door selling. Reports give facts,
figures, case histories, how to start.
Money back guarantee! All 5 Confiden-
4 g tial Reports, Only $2.98 ppd.

CAMPBELL SALES, P.O. Box 593, LaPorte, Texas 77571
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bIRECT FROM
SCOTLAND

Special half price bargain offer of Scotch
% tweeds, tartans and fine suitings, _all 56
. inches wide, only $3.00 per yard. Originally
made to sell at $6.00 per yard. Pattern
swatches free on request. Tailoring service
for ladies and gentiemen.

¥ Also half price offer of handwoven Harris Sy
tweeds, woven in crofters’ own homes.

Wonderful value at $2.15 per yard. Any %
length cut. Swatches free. :

\ Tartan rugs and robes 587 x 72” in all !
9 opular Clan plaids only $8.40 cach. Post
rue. duty free.

Ladies Fair Isle bordered sweaters, sizes | 2
34” to 46” bust, price $12.20 post and ¢
2 duty free.

Ladies and gents handknitted Harris wool 35
‘s sweaters, crew, 'V’’ and polo neck. Semi-
waterproof oily wool, many conservative ™
and colourful mixtures. $30 value, our price &
< only $12.20 post free.

Price lists free, money refund guarantee on
- all purchases.

MacGILLIVRAY & COY, Weavers

Muir of Aird, Benbecula
Outer Hebrides, Scotland R

R 7 SIS 7 \ K 7 \ R/
C RN XX XM X IR

Used before 1867
Printed from original wagontrain, settlers, S)ld-
seekers handbook. Some pre-date 1700, so OLD
they are NEW, including curing Virginia, In-
diana smoked hams, English ‘‘plumb’’ pudding,
ies, cakes, sourdough and Indian breads, jel-
ies, wines, spirits, tanning hides, soap,
candles, etc. Simple home remedies for rheuma-
tism, sprains, coughs, warts, etc. Also many
money saving formulas. Send 1.00 to:

J. B. Mickey, Publisher

Box M1, Ottawa, 66067

S 0 T D D O
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Send for Your New FREE

WESTERN CATALOG!

e 84-page fully illustrat-
ed catalog with many
styles in full natural
color!

o Widest selection of all
types of Western cloth-
ing and saddlery. Low-
est prices.

@8 . ° Satisfaction guaranteed

or your money back!

JACK WOLFE
RANCHWEAR
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posse, however, did divide a reward of
$300 paid by Vail and Co. for the return
of the mules.

RECOGNITION of Granger as one of
the thieves led to further investiga-
tion into the activities of his known as-
sociates. On the night of July 27, at two
o'clock a.m., Sheriff Davis accompanied
by 150 men quietly entered Caldwell and
began a roundup of the gang’s leaders.
Five men were arrested in various places:
Judd Calkins at the City Hotel; Dave
Terrill at a house outside of town; Law-
yer Hasbrouck was discovered fleeing
from the Last Chance into a cornfield
where part of the posse kept him bottled
up until morning; and Brooks was found
in a dugout on Fall Creek where he had
taken refuge. One-Armed Charlie Smith
was surprised in the early morning at his
camp on Deer Creek, twelve miles south
of Caldwell in the Territory.

All were taken to Wellington for a
preliminary hearing conducted by Jus-
tice of the Peace J. A. Dillard. The
testimony taken sharply outlined the
turbulent situation and the forces cre-
ating it. That of Burr Mosier, preserved
in the Summner County Press, was par-
ticularly enlightening.

“T yeside at Buffalo Springs in the In-
dian Territory. Have resided there since
October, 1873. . . About the first of July,
Jasper Marion, alias Granger, came to
my ranche for grub. While there, he told
me he had eight mules belonging to Vail
and Co. . .. and a mare he said they had
stolen through mistake. He also told me
the number and names of the men en-
gaged in the theft of the mules at Cald-
well on the night of the 29th of June. He
said there were nine men engaged in it.
The names of the parties as far as I
recollect are: Hasbrouck, Charley Smith,
Henry Hall, Red, Bob, Jim, Jerry Wil-
liams, Jasper Marion, alias Granger,
and Bill Brooks. Red, Bob and Jim are
aliases, I do not know their real names.

“Granger also told me that they were
going down to Kingfisher to clean out
the station and steal the mules belonging
to Vail and Co. Charley Smith had been
sent to Stinking Creek to steal the stock
there. The party that went to Kingfisher
failed to get the mules there because
they were too well guarded by Al Need-
ham and two men who were armed with
needle guns. As they were returning
from Kingfisher, they were attacked by
Indians and Bill Watkins who had gone
down to help steal the mules, was killed
a}?d scalped, and Granger’s horse was
SROG: s

“About the day before the Indians at-
tacked and killed Pat Hennessey, two of
Vail and Co.’s drivers came to my
ranche with the U. S. mail. They had a
sulky and one horse. After they had
passed a few hours, the Southwest Stage
came in. William Brandon was driving.
Bill Brooks was on the stage. He, Brooks,
told me that he intended to overtake
and steal the horse belonging to Vail and
Co. that had passed down the road.
Brandon and Brooks were both afraid of
an attack by the Indians so I armed my-
self and drove the stage down to Baker’s
twelve miles below. Brooks told me that
they, the horsethieves, had taken the
contract to run that mail line, and that
they intended to do it. He said that they
were employed by the Southwestern
Stage Co. to prevent Vail and Co. from
fulfilling their contract at all hazards.
that they were to steal their stock and

.home state

prevent by any means the transmission
of the mails on the route from Caldwell
to Fort Sill. That they, Brooks and Co.,
were paid six hundred -dollars by the
Southwestern Stage Co. for clearing the
road, that is, stealing the stock and
stopping the mails, the first time. . ..

“Parties who confessed to me having
stolen Vail and Co.’s mules were part of
an organized band of horsethieves. This
fact I learned from members of the gang.
They claimed they did not steal stock
from freighters or citizens, but that they
confined their operations to the govern-
ment and Indians. . . .”

Burr Mosier’s testimony caused a furor
in Wellington, and although few were
found who believed that the Southwest-
ern Stage Company officers could have
been knowing parties to the campaign
against the rival stage company, the im-
plications, insofar as Hasbrouck, Brooks
and One-Armed Charlie were concerned,
were ominously obvious, and rumblings
of vigilante action ran about town.

Calkins and Terrill secured a release
on a technicality of some sort and hastily
whipped a buckboard out of town for the
comparative safety of Wichita.

Sheriff Davis wore a worried look as
he strolled about the streets and kept a
lookout for any indication of mob action.
By nightfall, all seemed quiet, and he
retired.

HORTLY after twelve o’clock, the dim
shapes of horsemen could have been
seen in any section of town, all con-
verging as if by plan, on the jail at the
center of the village. Quietly forming a
cordon about the building, a number dis-
mounted and silently pushed themselves
into the jail, where the guards left by
Sheriff Davis were “overwhelmed and
disarmed.” The three remaining prisoners

‘were tied and brought out, and without

spoken command, a body of men on foot
formed a square around the prisoners,
and the formation marched toward the
Slate Creek bridge at the edge of town.

Beneath a large cottonwood at the
creek, another detail was completing
preparations. As the prisoners were
brought within sight of the dangling
nooses, Lawyer Hasbrouck asked permis-
sion to speak. His request was gruffly
denied, and he began a plea that his
parents back East not be informed of
his end. In mid-sentence, the noose
dropped over his neck and his words be-
came a strangled rattle as he was swiftly
hoisted upwards. Brooks gave a brief
plea for mercy and then became silent,
recognizing the futility of his words. In
turn he was hoisted alongside Hasbrouck,
and One-Armed Charlie- swiftly joined
them.

The bodies of the three victims were
left hanging until the next day as an ob-
ject lesson for others disposed to take
lightly the rightful title to livestock, then
they were placed in unmarked graves in
the town’s cemetery. For a time, villagers
could point out the triple mounds as the
ultimate destination of all horse thieves,
but as time passed, prairie winds obliter-
ated even those traces and today, no
vestige remains to mark the location.

Wellington and its citizens attempted
to forget the triple execution, but on sev-
eral occasions, the ghost of One-Armed
Ch-rlie rode back to remind them of the
incident. In 1876, an inkling of the fate
of Charlie Smith, alias Ford, reached his
and the Decatur, Illinois
Times published an account decrying the
mob action taken by the Sumner County
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Vigilantes on a native of Illinois. Other
papers echoed the story, and the facts
in the case became obscured by highly
colored versions of the lynching.

Far removed from the scene, the editor
of a Texas frontier journal attempted to
set the record straight by recounting his
eyewitness statement. At the time of the
lynching, G. W. Robson had been post-
master at Caldwell and acquainted with
One-Armed Charlie. Later, Robson moved
to Jacksboro, Texas, and became editor
of the Frontier Echo, in this instance
an ironically fitting title. In the Echo’s
issue of March 17, 1876, Robson re-
counted what he knew of the end of
Charlie Smith:

. . . The Houston Telegraph of the
fifth inst. contains a long account taken
from the Decatur, Illinois 7%mes of the
lynching of the son of the late ex-Gover-
nor Ford, of Illinois, for the supposed
crime of horse stealing. . . .

Thomas and Charles Ford, illegitimate
sons of Charles Ford (and our authority
for this statement is Charles), were
adopted by the late Thomas E. Moore of
Peoria, Tllinois, and assumed his name.
True, they became dissatisfied with life
in a law abiding community and left for
the wild West, but earlier than 1871.
They called themselves Thomas and
Charles Smith and were well known
throughout southwestern Kansas by that
name.

In the summer of 1872, Tom and
another man stole a pair of horses from
George Freeman, living two miles west
of Caldwell, Sumner County, Kansas. . .

Editor Robson went on to relate the
capture and lynching of Tom Smith, and
the hanging of One-Armed Charlie and
his pals, just as George Freeman re-
called it in his memoirs published in
1890. Between the accounts published at
the time of the events, and Robson’s ac-
count written in 1876, and Freeman’s
later account, there is a remarkable
agreement as to details and circum-
stances.

In 1910, the ghost of One-Armed
Charlie arose again to plague the
memories of Wellington’s pioneers. The
Washington Post of October 23 stated
that Charlie’s christened name had been
Sewell Ford., and that at Caldwell he
had belonged to an organized band of
ruffians and thieves known as the
Prairie Riders. The Post article went on
to explain that the occasion for the resur-
rection of One-Armed Charlie came about
because “relatives have been writing to
early settlers in Wichita to know of the
finish of the Fords. Some estate has
fallen to the heirs of ex-Governor Ford
and affidavits as to the sons are neces-
sary. . . . The letters have found their
way into the papers and have been given
wide circulation reviving the tales of
border days. . . .”

Eventually, recollection of the triple
lynching at the Slate Creek bridge again
became a little-mentioned subject in the
reminiscences of Southern Kansas’
pioneers, and the ghost of One-Armed
Charlie reproaches them no longer.

TREASURE HUNTERS—ATTENTION!

Now . . . for the first time in metal detector history . . .
DETERMINE THE APPROXIMATE SIZE AND DEPTH
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Watch for Walt Coburn's
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WE BELIEVE WE CAN RELAX YOU ALL WINTER AT THIS BEAUTY
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Lake LBJ (which IS deep in the heart of Texas!), electrically heated,

linens furnished, a boat of your own, enclosed fishing dock (when they &4

are biting you don't even have to mess with a boat!), covered boat
stall for the boat we furnish you, refrigerated air (and you'll need it
some fall and winter days!), real nice kitchenettes—well. the works for
an ideal winter down south at EXTRA SPECIAL monthly rates.

STAY WITH US ALL WINTER—AND MISS THE SNOW!

Or, we'll take you for a day, a weekend—any time.
f We are, however, especially appealing to those
{ who want to spend the winter relaxing in a wonder-
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. and charm. This lake (a part of the Colorado River
chain) is in the middle of the largest concentration
of whitetail deer on this continent. Wild turkey,

¢ was the Comanches' favorite hunting grounds.
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boots!—Gede and Nina Sindorf.

dove—dozens of types of game and animals. This i

FISHING
LODGE

asks: “‘So you can't afford

to go south for the winter?’
If you aren’t planning on it
because. of finances listen

Oh, heck fire! You just can't tell about a place like this in an ad. Write
for brochure, and prices designed to curl your toenails right back in your

RIVER OAKS FISHING LODGE, P.O. Box 358, Kingsland, Texas, Phone 388-4818
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40 TIMBERED ACRES
$1600 TOTAL PRICE
WASH.-IDAHO-MONT.

$50 Down—$25 month, in Northern
|daho and Northeastern Washington,
and Western Montana. In the heart of
lakes and big game country. All covered
with growing fimber. Access, Title insur-
ance with each tract. This is select land
with natural beauty, recreational and
investment values. Your inspection wel-
comed. Write us for free list, maps and
complete information. We have tracts
of many types and sizes to choose from.
Write to:

Reforestation, Inc.
P.0. Box 8146—Dept. H1B, Spokane, Washington

RUPTURE
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Lasting, comfortable relief for your re-
ducible inguinal rupture. Prove it. Give
WEB a trial. If not completely satisfied
return it within 30 days for full refund
of purchase price. Write for free booklet.
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Box 489
Waterloo, Quebec, Canada

e FREE!
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If you are interested in Gaiting and Riding the
saddle horse check ( ) Do it today!
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1552, Pleasant Hill, Ohio 45359
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LOST SPANISH GOLD CITY
in least explored canyons of North America.
For men only. From Limited.
CORONADO EXPEDITIONS
35 East Ramona , Colorado Springs, Colorado
Also let us help you equip and guide your personal
expeditions to LOST MINES and hidden treasures in
Conquistadore land.

. HYDRAULIC JACK REPAIRS

Earn While You Learn at Home

CS L) Earn while you learn at home. Trained and qualified me-
chanics needed NOW to service inoperative hydvauli:‘ jacks.

BIG opportunity for ambitious men. We show you HOW —

in your basement or garage, spare time cash income in an
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Write for folder No. TW2 and free bonus offer.
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2 P.O0.BOX S0 » BLOOMFIELD. N J
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By The Old Bookaroos

ARIZONA!

Arizona, A Guide to the Grand Canyon
State (Hastings House $7.95) is the
fourth .completely revised edition of this
popular volume in the American Guide
Series. It was first issued in April 1940
and at that time had the editorial super-
vision of the late Ross Santee, one of our
great historians of the Western scene.
Ross would have been the last man to
have laid claim to the title “historian”
but with his words and drawings he most
surely earned it. Hastings House chose
wisely in naming Joe Miller to do this
revision. In the reviewer’s copy of the
first printing Ross wrote, “I’'m proud as
hell of some of the men who made this
book—and a few of them have gone a
long way.” Joe Miller was one of those
men and he has gone a long way—as an
Arizona historian and chronicler. In Joe’s
introduction he explains the need for
revision—the tremendous growth in pop-
ulation of the State and the changes
that have resulted. The great photos are
in the revision, the maps and the Santee
drawings plus much new information.
This is a must for anyone planning a
visit to Arizona or interested in Arizona
history.

Half a century is a long time but it
has been that since we have had a book
about turquoise in the Southwest. Edna
Mae Bennett’s Turquoise and the Indian
(Sage Books, $5.00) is more than wel-
come as it would have rated high if there
had been a dozen books available. The
story is here—the mining; the economic
significance to Hopi, Zuni, Navajo and
other Southwestern tribes; the Indian
artistry in making jewelry and the folk-
lore of turquoise. Extensive footnotes
follow each chapter and there is a good
general bibliography. The photos and
drawings, with many of the plates in
color, greatly enhance the value of the
book. Recommended and how did Alan
Swallow hold the price to $5.00 with all
those color plates?

COOL, COLORFUL COLORADO

Crystal River Valley, Jewel or Jinx?
(Sage Boks, $1.50) by Rosemae Wells
Campbell is the most recent addition to
Colorado Booklets. The center of Colo-
rado’s mountain region remained virtu-
ally unnoticed by white men until most
of the state was fully explored and pros-
pected. By 1860 Richard Sepris and four-
teen companions covered this Ute strong-
hold thoroughly, but found small indica-
tion of mineral fortunes. Ten years later
extensive coal deposits were located.
Marble was also an important resource.
Many mining towns came and went as
did railroads, businesses and people. To
unscramble the thread of history and to
sort fact from fiction, the author worked
for twenty years to gather available in-
formation. The eight pages of her booklet
shed much light on this beautiful and
interesting area.

AMERICAN INDIANS

Heap Many Texas Chiefs (The Naylor
Co., $7.95) by Roy D. Holt is a storehouse
of information about the numerous In-
dian leaders of early Texas history. Ac-
counts of individuals are brief but are
crammed with facts. In addition, each
chief’s story is followed by a biblio-
graphy. Seventeen Comanche chiefs are
covered including Quanah Parker, the
best known and best publicized Indian
leader of the -Southwest. Parker, being
half white and half Comanche, was not
only a blanket Indian, he could wear his
store clothes into the white man’s cireles
whenever the time was appropriate.
Eight Kiowa notables are covered as are
eight Delawares and Cherokees, eleven
Lipans and Apaches and twenty-six
others. Wildeat, Seminole chief from
Florida, shows up in Texas; even the
Delawares, who originated along the At-
lantic coast and who were first uprooted
by the invading whites, were represented
in Texas. Jim Shaw, a famous Delaware
scout and interpreter is mentioned more
than any other Indian in the archives of
Texas, according to the author. This in-
teresting book proves that there were
many Texas chiefs, indeed. Some were
good, some were noble, and some were
dirty cutthroats. Heap Many Texas
Chiefs is an important book about Texas
and about Indians. A different title
might have made the book more inviting.

FIRST COWBOY AUTOBIOGRAPHY

Bison Book 341 just issued by the Uni-
versity of Nebraska Press is Charles A.
Siringo’s A Texas Cowboy ($1.70). It
was first printed in 1885 and in a way
the Press is following tradition in not
permitting it to be OP long. It’s that kind
of book! Too good to be OP. Will Rogers
called it the Cowboy’s Bible and J. Frank
Dobie praised it as “The first in time of
all cowboy autobiographies and first, also,
in plain rollickness.” This reviewer has
owned many different editions at various
times in his life (a newsbutch on the
Dallas to Paris, Texas train sold me a
two-bit paperback copy as a starter) in-
cluding the exceedingly rare first (Pan-
cho aptly put it “scarcer than hen’s
teeth”) and the very scarce second. But
my favorite from the day of issue was
and is the 1950 edition with the Dobie
introduction and blibliography and the
Tom Lea drawings as designed by the
master typographer, Carl Hertzog. This
Bison book edition has the Dobie intro-
duction, the Lea illustrations and re-
prints verbatim the text of the first or
Umbdenstock edition. A Western classic
and a bargain!
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MAKE TRACKS

TO YOUR NEAREST NEWSSTAND ,
AND GET THIS BIG BUNDLE OF MEATY,
ALL-FACT WESTERN READING . .. NOW!

LOOK AT THE PASSEL OF TOP-NOTCH STORIES YOU’LL
GET IN THE JANUARY, 1967 FRONTIER TIMES . ... .. ..

* FROM NIGHT HERD TO DEPUTY MARSHAL by C. L. Packer. Mat Nelson made a good hand whether turning
spooked cattle or handling a mob. * CACHE OF SKULLS by John R. Winslowe. The grave robber disguised himself
in the skin of a coyote—an appropriate garment for a man turned animal. s SILVER QUEEN OF THE SAN JUANS
by Agnes Wright Spring. If you've wondered whether money can buy happiness, you still won’t know after reading this
story. s BAD BLOOD by Don M. Jay. When kin fall out, it's the meanest kind of hating—too deep to solve with words
or fists. % PLENTY OF TREASURE 10,000 FEET UP THE TRAIL! by Lynsi Blumenstein. The trouble with this pot
of gold is that it's at the very top of the rainbow. % EMPTY COFFIN—EMPTY TOWN by Verne Benedict. —chills
and thrills in old Chatanika. s THREE HUNDRED MILES FROM NOWHERE by Benjamin Randall submitted by
Randall S. Weeks. Wolves, blizzards, Indians, and the sorriest stage drivers in the West were what our “proper Bostonian”
encountered when he set out to visit the mining country. % ILWACO’S GOLD MYSTERY by Robert Nash. Every night
the Captain took a stroll—and somewhere along his favorite path, he had only to scrape the earth to enjoy the gleam of
a fortune in yellow metal. % PIKES PEAKERS VERSUS TEXAS REBS by Ray Golabiewski. A bloody Civil War on the
Rio Grande. * THE “LOST BRIDE” OF WEITCHPEC by Vivienne L. George. When the River Devil took this girl's
life, he at least cast her up at the feet of the only gentleman on the Klamath. % “MANY A MICKLE MAKES A
MUCKLE” by Millie Stine Talboys as told to Estelle Chrisman Laughlin. % THE HORSE THAT BROKE A TOWN by
Cy Cress. Folks laid it on the line that the combination of Red Buck and Jockey O'Neil was as safe as a gilt-edged bond.
Unfortunately, one day the gilt wore off! % DESERT RELAY STATION by David Cushman. All this needs is sound
effects—the swoosh of an arrow, the crack of a whip, some yelling and cussing, and music that gets faster and faster as
the gap closes between the Indians and the stage. % SADDLED, BRIDLED, READY TO RIDE by C. A. Osiet. The
cowboys took a 20,000-mile journey for nothing. They lived off the land and it was mighty poor living; and they lived on =
hope that was doomed to die. * TWENTY YEARS AMONG OUR HOSTILE INDIANS from a book by J. Lee Hum- -
freville. % PROSPECTING FOR LAND by Dr. Charles E. Donnell submitted by Robert Goss. % POMOSANO by Rus-
sell C. Prunty. He was a strange Yaqui, many men in one, and his brush with Christianity had left him unsettled: He had
murdered for revenge—had stolen without compunction—and he longed to ease his heart. The confessional turned out to
be a night camp in Bruneau Canyon, and his priest a young cowboy he had befriended.
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B Jor Smari (7 TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR
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OFFER
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G s S S b

Janua,ry-Febma'ry, 1967



Lins | s

""i
g
il
:

j
i

|

il

SLIP-ON MAGNIFIERS-$2.98

Having trouble seeing fine print, close work? Slip these mag-
nifiers on your prescription glasses and SEE CLEARER IN-
STANTLY! Powerful 2.50 diopter lenses. Fits all glasses.
$2.98 price saves 25% over usual cost. If not satisfied,
return ppd. in 30 days for full refund. Add 25c postage:
NEL-KING Products, Dept. TT27S 811 Wyandotte,” Kansas City 5. Missouri

FUNERAL FUNDS

APPLY BY MAIL TO AGE 80—FOR UP TO $2000

NO AGENT WILL CALL, NO MEDICAL EXAM. Supplement
Social Security to help survivors meet your after-death
bills, debts or family needs. Legal reserve life insur-
ance pays in all states for death from any cause, except
during the first policy year for either suicide or death
from undisclosed pre-existing health conditions. Life-
time rate guaranteed. Application mailed to

you. No obligation. Mail your name, address

and year of birth with this ad to Great Lakes
Insurance Co., Elgin, 11l. 60120. Dept. B51X2

HELP! Don't let this magazine die! If you
are not saving TRUE WEST, FRONTIER
TIMES and OLD WEST, pass them on to
a friend along with a swift kick for
not reading these magazines sooner. This
type of sentiment on your part will choke
him up and he'll be sold even before he
reads the first line! Tell him it will be good
for his liver, besides.

If he doesn't know how to subscribe, it
is as simple as sending a $4 check for a |
year of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES
(if you want OLD WEST also, add $2 for
a year) to Western Publications, P.O. Box
3668, Austin, Texas 78704.

TRUE WEST MULTIPLE BINDER

Only
$300

each
Postpaid

o Now you may obtain a sturdy binder
with fine simulated leather cover for
your copies of TRUE WEST at just
$3.00 cach, postpaid.

o TRUE WEST is stamped in gold on the
cover and the backbone. There are
beautiful, four-color photographs on
inside front and inside back cover.

e Convenient, ecasy to handle, it holds
10-12 issues. (Many back issues avail-
able.) No punching or mutilation of
your copies necessary. You'll like it
on your bookshelf!

TRUE WEST
P. O. Box 3648, Austin, Texas 78704

| am enclosing $........... Send.:.q: .
binders at $3.00 each to the following:

Long Ropes and Running Irons
(Continued from page 21)

calf, displaced by a younger sibling,
would continue to hang around its mother
for some time hoping to get another
suck, and this was a dead giveaway.
But what the hell. The country was big,
riders were few, and if a stock detective
hired by the Association did happen to
come along, the likelihood was he would
not know who owned your unregistered
brand, called a maverick—and suppose
he did; you could take care of yourself.

The third step was to make mavericks
by separating calves from their mothers
until they were weaned. Granville Stuart
in My Forty Years on the Frontier
mentions the case of the fortunate ranch-
man whose cows always gave birth to
twins and triplets, while his neighbors’
cows hung enviously around his corral
lamenting their own childless state. But
as rustling went this was pretty crude
stuff—settler stuff. Experts would pen
the calves in some lonely corral in the
foothills, then run the cows a long way
off and hold them there until the calves
were eating grass. This writer remarked
to an old-timer that it must have taken
a pretty good cowboy to run a cow off
from her calf. “There were good cow-
boys,” he said.

If the rustler stopped there he re-
mained semi-respectable, at least in his
own estimation, and he might even have
a certain Robin Hood dash. He was well
above the line which divided the good
bad man from the skunk. But others
descended to such methods as slitting
the calf’s tongue so it couldn’t suck, or
killing the cow in order to make an
orphan of the calf. During Johnson
County’s time of trouble, calves bearing
a rustler’s fresh brand were found still
hanging about the dead body of the
mother cow. Nothing dashing about that.

Finally the rustler might come to burn-
ing over other men’s brands with a run-
ning iron, or “blotching” them so badly
they could not be read. He was now a
full-fledged thief. Facilis descensus
Averno.

Between the practices described in the
last two paragraphs and the milder
forms of stealing, the elastic conscience
stiffened and became uneasy. A man who
“made no bones” in later years about
having branded any number of mavericks
in his day would swear on a stack of
Bibles that he had never altered a brand
in his life. As for the other kinds of dirty
business, we may quote the utterance of
a likeable reprobate who was well known
in Powder River country.

“T'm a thief and I’ve been a thief all
my life,” he declared with disarming
frankness, “but there’s one place I draw
the line; I will not kill a cow to get the
calf.”

Butchering a steer on the range, bury-
ing the hide and taking the meat home
to eat was a cheap form of stealing, fit
only for thieving Indians and thread-
bare settlers. It was disapproved more
on social than on moral grounds.
Another two-bit operation was to separ-
ate a calf from the cow, take it home and
let the women and children raise it by
hand. This was called “finding a mother-
less calf.”

There was considerable sympathy for
the man so poor he had to steal in order
to feed his family, even when that man

happened to be an Indian. Charlie Rus-
sell painted a picture called “Caught in
the Act,” in which two bundled-up cow-
boys in the dead of winter have come
upon a pair of Indians skinning a beef
in the snow. One of the Indians points
to his open mouth in the sign for hunger,
and the uncertain attitude of the cow-
boys tell more plainly than words how
they are torn between loyalty to their
outfit and pity for the half-starved red
men.

But the business of butchering beef
on the range soon developed into a com-
mercial enterprise, with the local meat
market for an outlet. In western Nebras-
ka in the eighties a member of a grand
jury considering the case of a settler
charged with killing a beef wanted to
know whether he had killed it to eat or
to sell!’

To sum up the code, the man least con-
demned for rustling was the man who
stole in order to build up a herd of his
own and get a start, after which he
would turn respectable. Most condemned
was the thief so low he would cut the
rope tying some settler’s old bony milch
cow to the tailgate of his wagon and
steal the cow.

Finally, let us not overlook the curious
double meaning which attached to the
word rustler. A rustler was a thief. But
he was also a man of energy, a hustler
who rose early and rode far in order to
get ahead in the world. A money-raising
committee would be referred to as “the
rustling committee.” Newspapers called
themselves The Bonanza Rustler or The
Big Horn County Rustler. When a young
boy won a prize for bringing in the
largest number of subscribers to a local
paper, the item was captioned, “A GOOD
RUSTLER.” An animal which sustained
itself on the range under adverse con-
ditions was a good rustler too, and a man
arriving home late with a guest would
ask his wife to “go rustle us up some-
thing to eat.”

Moral confusion, or merely semantic?

But a horse thief was something else
entirely. When you said horse thief, you
had better smile.

Terror in the Mist
(Continued from page 25)

denly the excitement was renewed. In
March a trapper reported seeing
Turnow’s camp at Oxbow on the Satsop
River, thirty-five miles back in the wil-
derness. Colin McKenzie, Grays Harbor
sheriff, and A. V. Elmer, ex-logger
turned deputy, plunged into the green
vastness headed for Oxbow. McKenzie re-
marked before leaving that he somehow
felt he would never return.

The days slipped by with no word, and
finally a search party was sent out. Thir-
teen days after leaving, McKenzie and
Elmer were found in a shallow trench,
each with a bullet hole in his forehead.
Most of their clothing and their rifles
and ammunition were missing.

Now the hunt was really on! A $5,000
reward was offered, “dead or alive,” and
more than a thousand armed men meticu-
lously scoured the land for Turnow. But
there wasn’t a single track. The giant had
disappeared again. All through the sum-
mer and into the fall the intense search
continued. Lone buckers and fallers
peered fearfully into the swirling timber
mists and thought they saw a huge body
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ghosting through the trees. Some men
said they had seen Turnow swinging from
tree-top to tree-top. The Wild Man' was
reported in places two hundred miles
apart on the same day! The door was
smashed off a Simpson Logging Company
storehouse and a pair of boots stolen—
Turnow ? Gradually the search bogged
down in rumors and soaking fog. Snow
came again, and again there were no
tracks in it. Men grew desperate. The
only way to find Turnow was to let him
find you, and that was suicide!

ALL THROUGH the following summer
there was no hint of Turnow’s pres-
ence; maybe, at last, the cruel past winter
had done its job. Maybe Turnow was
" dead, but it wasn’t certain, and until his
body was found no man could rely on it.
Loggers continued to look over their
shoulders in apprehension, and still their
axes and saws at an unusual sound; many
went to their work armed.

The massive searches called off, small
parties of brave (or possibly drunk) men
continued to cautiously hunt the big tim-
ber, hoping they would find some sign and
at the same time hoping they wouldn’t.
Again snow began to fall on the moun-
tains, large wet flakes which drifted down
to pile up in a heavy, cold blanket. Still
there were no tracks, no sign, and the
searching stopped.

Spring came, |dark with steady rain,
and a few small parties resumed the hunt.
The mountains brooded under skies full
of low, slate-gray clouds when, on April
16, 1913, Deputy Giles Quimby and two
loggers, Louis Blair and Charles Lathrop
(the latter a hunting companion of
Turnow a few years before), sighted a
crude little hut in a natural clearing
about a mile from where McKenzie and
Elmer had been found. All three men
were sweating in the cold air.

“Turnow’s?” Quimby asked in a
whisper.

“Could be,” Lathrop answered.

Quimby studied the hut: no movement,
no sign of life, past or present. “Charlie,
you come up on| the far side. Lou, you
go straight in from here, and I’ll come
up on your left. Go slow, and shoot any-
thing that moves.”

They cautiously approached the hut,
each in a low crouch. Quimby was moving
ahead slowly, picking his steps, when a
massive form lunged out from behind
a hemlock and a rifle boomed! Quimby
snapped off a shot, then the sounds were
swiftly swallowed in the muffling forest
as Blair collapsed, blood gushing from a
hole in his forehead.

Quimby knew it was Turnow—the tow-
ering frame, great beard, his terrifying
accuracy with a rifle. He wondered if he
had hit the man with his shot. He saw
Lathrop working in toward the hut. The
only sound was wind soughing through
the trees.

Crack! Another shot blasted out, and
Lathrop threw his hands in the air and
lurched over onto his face, a gory hole
between his eyes.

The silence was awful. Quimby felt
nervous shivers shoot up his back; he was
bathed in sweat. He strained to see some-
thing, anything! The tension was rapidly
sapping his courage.

Then he saw an ugly, bearded head
peering around the hemlock. Quimby fired
and fired until his rifle was empty, the
barrel hot and his ears ringing; a cloud
of smoke hung in the air. He couldn’t tell
if he had hit Turnow, but his strength
was gone now, and he couldn’t force him-
self to risk a look. He crept away over
the moss and branches until he thought
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he was safe, then broke into a crashing
run through the timber.

Rain fell from a leaden sky that eve-
ning when Quimby returned with twenty-
five loggers from a nearby Simpson
camp.

“Go in slow and careful,” Quimby
warned. “I don’t know if I hit him or not,
and if he’s wounded he’ll be mad as a
gut-shot bear.”

They slowly moved in on the clearing,
and finally one man stepped around that
sinister hemlock. John Turnow lay on his
back, clutching his old rifle, a huge
ragged figure in his clothes of bark and
gunnysacking padded with fir needles. On
his feet was a comparatively new pair
of boots. He was dead.

In the hut the men found $6.65 in sil-
ver, a small knife, and extra gunnysack-
ing. There was no sign of food any-
where, and the loggers would later aver
that Turnow had hibernated like a bear.

John Turnow was strapped on a horse
and packed out to Montesano, Washing-
ton. He was dead—the terror was gone
from the dark forests—but in another
way he was just born. The legend of the
Wild Man of the Wynooche was only be-
ginning to gain strength and fame. It
would be years before loggers would
cease to see the hulking ghost of Turnow
haunting the mists.

Two Years in the Desert
(Continued from page 35)

far as I know and had no one to go to.

Late in 1901, we moved into Terrace
where there was a school. It was a
freight division point for the railroad,
had a small yard, switch engine, round-
house, coal chutes and a water tank, and
was populated by about 900 people, 700
of them Chinese. Some of the laborers
were Italians, and one day one of them
got sick and my two brothers and I went
to the bunkhouse to see him. There was

a barrel of wine in there and we were in- .

vited to help ourselves, which we did.
We each swigged a half-pint of it in a
tin cup and by the time we got home we
were sure sick. Mother thought we’d
been poisoned but our uncle, who was
visiting us, laughed and told her, “No,
they’re only drunk.”

Mother made us drink lots of black
coffee. That was my first and last
drunk.

An old Chinaman was the mechanic
at the roundhouse. He was our friend
and my brothers and I often stopped to
visit with him. One day, after two big
boys had slapped us around, we ran in
to him, all three of us bawling. He told
us to go get some clubs and knock the
hell out of them. We took him at his
word and sawed the handles from three
heavy caboose brooms, then hid behind
a cinder pile to wait for the bullies. If
a man had not come along and stopped
us, we would have mauled those guys
for sure. But as it was they found out
about what we had planned to do and
never bothered us again.

In 1902, Dad was transferred to Sacra-
mento, California, and we left the Utah
desert for good. The old rail line running
through Monument was torn up and the
little sectionhouse and the bunkhouse in
which the Chinese lived have disap-
peared. The desert has reclaimed its
own. I remember vividly, however, that
part of my boyhood, the isolation of the
desert and the funny, wonderful Chinese
who were our neighbors.

WATCH RUST DISAPPEAR

- NAVAL
JELLY

‘is  an extremely
active new clean-
er that removes
rust by chemical
combination . . .
sticks to vertical
and overheads,
Brush it on, hose
it off. Also re-
moves rust stains
from concrete, tile,

etc.
[040# @ .65/1b.___$26

Use on pipes, fences, tools,

tanks, cranes, trucks, all .0.B. K.C.
machinery. Eliminates [0 10# @ 1.50/1b.___$15
sandblasting, scraping, etc. C

.0.B. K.C.
Easy and quick. O 4# @ 2.00/lb.__$ 8
Postpaid (introductory offer)
ORDER BY MAIL

MEREDITH SEPARATOR CO.

212 Fritsche St.
Cleveland, Mo. (Missouri) 64734

NEW Electric
Fishing Motor
only 539.95 ppd.
S, AT

WEIGHS
LESS
THAN

MEREDITH SEPARATOR CO.
101 Small St.
Cleveland, Mo. (Missouri) 64734

—
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.

BOB CROSBY, WORLD CHAMPION COWBOY

by
Thelma Crosby and Eve Ball
Frontispiece by Peter Hurd. Introduction by Omar
Barker. Illustrations by Olive Vandruff Bugbee.
Price, including postage — $6.50
HOLLYWOOD BOOKS
Hollywood, New Mexico

Box 215

Authors!

Your book can be published, promoted, distrib-
uted by successful, reliable company. Fiction,
non-fiction, poetry, scholarly, religious and even
controversial manuscripts welcomed. Free Edi-
torial Report. For Free Booklet write Vantage
Press, Dept. TW, 120 W. 31 St., New York 1.

"PULL 'EM OUT”

The campaign is beginning to rolll We
had a letter from a reader not long ago
saying that he found TRUE WEST and
FRONTIER TIMES covered up on nearly
every newsstand he checked. He began
digging them out and left them showing in
a good spot on the newsstands. He said
every copy sold as long as he kept them
from being covered up by other magazines.

WHAT A TREMENDOUS HELPI Our
newsstand sales are our life's blood and
you just can't sell a magazine when nobody
sees itl So if you will join the "Pull 'em
Outl" brigade, Podner—you'll have us
smiling like a jackass eating briers!
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CLASSIFIED

(30c per word, cash with order)

Books & Magazines

TBURIED 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 y
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 that describes old bottles and their moulds.
Names each bottle, gives its size and use, Patent
dates of spring sfoprers and crown caps. More than
1,000 pictures faken from the old time ottle maker's
catalogs. Retail $2.75 Postpaid. H. E. Putnam, Box
517 , Jamestown, California.

LOCATE ANY BOOKS! Any subject. No obligaﬁpn.
;;onﬂer Bookfinders, Box 15070, Orlando, Florida

GHOST TOWN DIRECTORY OF THE WEST—Over
340 sites in ten western states. Pictures and maps.
Price $1.00. Pierce Publishing Co., Dept. A-6, Box
5221 Abilene, Texas.

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.

701 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, Wayoming.

BOOK FINDERS——Free search for any book you
are looking for. 80,000 books in stock. No obliga-
tion. Send postcard with information. BOOK GAL-
LERY, 604 N. Oregon, El Paso, Texas.

BOOKS on caftle and outlaws, Texas histories of all
sorts, bought and sold. Catalogues sent free on re-
quest. Price Daniel, Jr., Bookseller, P.O. Box One,
Liberty, Texas 77575.

GHOST TOWN MAPS, New Book Titled ''California
Ghost Town Trails'' has pictures, maps to California
ghos'l towns $2.95. H. Abbott, 1513 West Romneya

rive, Anaheim, Calif.

BARBED WIRE HANDBOOK (For Collectors) with
sketches and descriptions of many types of barbed
wire. This book is very helpful for the beginner.
$1.65 postpaid. Tommy Turner, 1626 Savage Drive,
Mesquite, Texas_?5149.

TTHE BOTTLE TRAIL," Bottle Histories, One thru
Six. Many Brands and Sodas skefched in New, Vol-
ume Six. $2.15 each book prepaid. May Jones, Box
23, Nara Visa, New Mexico 88430.

COMPLETE SET of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES.
Lots extras. Best offer. Earl Voiles, 211, Beardsley
Ave., Oildale, Calif. 93308.

WESTERN YESTERDAYS by Forest Crossen. Volumes
. Il, Il and IV. Each volume different selected
authentic interviews with oldtime Westerners. Illus-
trated. Clothbound, $3.50, Paper, $1.95 each. Colo-
rado residents add 3% sales tax. Address WESTERN
YESTERDAYS, Box 1433, Boulder, Colorado 80302.
GHOST TOWN GUIDE: Complete guide to over 100
ghost towns in California, only $1.95. J. Abbott, 1513
West Romneya Drive, Anaheim, Calif.

PAPERBACKS and HARDCOVER books—western,
horror, etc. Galen Duncan, Pylesville, Maryland.
THE PEYOTE STORY—Actual description of Ameri-
can Indian ceremonjes. 43 pages. lllustrated. Col-
lector's Item. Special $1.00. uaranteed. Spencer
- glo:[)l;a 3295 Victory Center, North Hollywood, Calif.

TREASURE HUNTER'S PUBLICATION. Factual, in-
teresting, Sample 25c. Goldbug, Dept. T, Box 588,
Alamo, Calif.

TOMBSTONE EPITAPH reprint 1881 edition gives OK
Corral fight trial testimony, 50c. Helldorado edi-
tion, 50c, from Epitaph, Tombstone, Arizona.

TCULLEN BAKER, TEXAS GUNFIGHTER, by Bar-
tholomew, clothbound, with facsimile of Orr's 1870
book: racial troubles 100 years ago. $3.00 postpaid.
Frontier Books, Ft. Davis, Texas.

BILLIONS OF DOLLARS in gold, silver, coins, treas-
ures, still wait to be found. A descriptive list of
hundreds of treasure maps, charfs showing over 50,000
locations of lost treasure, mines, treasure ships, also
a list of treasure books. $3 from: E & O Publishers,
Dept. 402, Box 4037, Dallas, Texas 75208.

TOLD BOTTLES AND GHOST TOWNS'' original trips.
YBOTTLE TALK' new. $2.15 each, postpaid. Adele
Reed, 272 Shepard Lane, Bishop, Calif. 93514.

post paid. Publisher— |

FRONTIER TIMES 1-20, except 6. $40.00 plus mailing.
H. D. Zumwalt, 632 Darrell, Costa Mesa, Calif.
CLASSIC! Book of Presidents' Wills, Shrine of Dem-
ocracy, Mount Rushmore, South Dakota. Authentic,
Historical, Sfrikin%ly Attractive, $1.00 postpaid. Rush-
more Publishin ompany, Stoltz Building, 624 Sixth
Street, Rapid City, South Dakota 57701. Distributors
Wanted.

SOUTHWEST INDIAN ARTS & CRAFTS contains over
50 high quality color photographs coverin% silver-
work, weaving, painting, Kachina dolls and basketry,
1.00 postpaid,
Flagstaff,

with a striking color cover, all for
K. C. Publications, 2115 Talkington Ave.,
Arizona 86001.

WANTED—back issues TW, FT, The West #1, National
Geographics. Send list and prices wanted. Nat.
Geog., Box 20979-WP, Los Angeles 06, Calif.

AUTHENTIC SPANISH MAP. Drafted in 1768. Shows
United States and Mexico from Lat. 13 to 43 North;
Long. 75 to 120 West, Shows many original locations
of Spanish Missions. Excellent Research Value. $3.95.
No C.O.D.'s. Solar Enterprises, P.O. Box 1214, Los
Gatos, California 95030.

COLLECTOR'S ITEM. Unique, Different. Santa Fe
Trail Cookbook. Contains history, past, present. 250
period recipes, remedies. $3.00. COOKBOOK, Box
287-A, Keyes, Oklahoma 73947.

FOR SALE back issues. Marie Sigmund, 1498 Bugle
Lane, Clearwater, Florida.

TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES, priced as marked.
Must take all. Write Sybil Ricketts, Lapwai, ldaho.
TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES and other westerns
for sale. Stamp for list. Billy Hale, Box 172, Kenedy,
Texas.

GET ERNIE ANDREW'S NEW BOOK "Georgia's Fab-
ulous Treasure Hoards'' listing 71 Cherokee, Creek,
Slave Traders and Confederate Treasures plus 135
rich gem mineral locations in Georgia. Mail $6.95 to
Author, P.O. Box 103, Hapeville, Georgia 30054.
Wanted—TRUE WEST No. 1, No. 2, No. 3, No. 4
(1953-54): also No. 12. FRONTIER TIMES No. 1, No.
13, No others. Describe condition each separate copy,
price wanted, Stamped envelope appreciated. Town-
send Miller, 1108-A Bluebonnet, Austin, Texas 78704.
45 back issues TRUE WEST April 1956 to October
1966. 25 back numbers of FRONTIER TIMES. Sept. 1961
to Sept. 1966, 10 OLD WEST issues Fall 1964 to Winter
1966. Must move. Make offer. Ralph H. Smith, 16005
North 32 Street, Space 57D, Phoenix, Arizona 85032.
SELF-DEFENSE MANUALS ""American Judo lllustrat-
ed," 'Lightning Jiu-Jitsu,' ''Karate Made Easy,"
""Ketsugo and Kashi-No-Bo,"" Learn to be an in-
structor. $1.00 each, include 25¢ postage. Hamilton-
Hall Distributors, Dept. TW, Box 221, Birmingham,
Alabama 35202. Guaranteed.
AMERICAN RIFLEMAN, 250 different $45.00. Bryant,
R. No. 7, Frankfort, Kentucky 40601.

Selling TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES discontinued
issues. Nation's largest stock. New low prices. Write
me issues you need, condition desired. Stamped enve-
lope appreciated. Townsend Miller, 1108-A Bluebon-
net, Austin, Texas 78704,

""BOBBED" WIRE!I Learn all about it. A complete
guide fo barbed wire identification. Over 150 illus-
frations. A must for any treasure hunter or collector.
Only $5.00. Wire, Box 57, Seminole, Oklahoma 74868.
TRUE WEST—Out of print issues, Specify issues need-
Sg].nWyland's‘ 1851 Harmil Way, San Jose, Calif.

OK. YOU HISTORIANS, | have the original book
Jesse James My Father'' written by Jesse James,
Jr., $1,000 offer went unanswered by Fredrick Fell,
publisher, This book is for sale to the highest bid-
der. Stephen C. Homoki, P.O. Box 400, Holbrook,
Arizona.

BARBED WIRE. Elwood Spread 1882 $1.00—Free illus-
trated booklet identifies and values over 100 popular
;arieﬁes with each order. Walker, Box 482, Denison,
exas.

MAILORDER DOLLARS fumble in_ with proven
method. Free literature. Coln, Box 162, Dept. F1,
Hebron, Indiana.

FAMOUS, TRAVELING WESTERN MUSEUM. Was on
TV—many fairs, Ready to go. Write Box 456, Hesperia,
California 92345.

WRITERS, ARTISTS needed for special commercial
assignments. Editor, B.E.R. Service, Box 530, North
Hollywood, Calif. 91603.
ROYALTIES! INDEPENDENCE! You Patent Or Work-
shop Manufacture. 18 Fully Described, Functional,
New-Product ldeas. $2.00, DAVISCO, 527 14th East,
Seattle, Washington 98102,

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 fo Buy 'in
Your Area and 1967 Directory,” send $1.00. Surplus
Dis&:osal, 222-WB Georgetown Building, Washington,
D.C. 20007.

SHOOT YOUR WIFEl No, please don't. Just send
$1.00 for 3 packages pure blended spices, postpaid.
No salt or pepper. Recu:nas—cookmgF hints included.
Specify your favorite dishes. Chef Frank, P.O. Box
21009, San Antonio, Texas 78221. See ad page 50.

BIG LIVELY FISHING or breeder size Hybrid Red
Wigglers. Stay alive longer in water. 1,000—$5.00;
H 00. Larger quantities cheaper, Cranes
Worms, Rockdale, Texas 76567.

Indian Relics

2 INDIAN WAR ARROWHEADS, Flint Scalping
Knife, Flint Thunderbird $4.00. Catalog Free. Arrow-
head, Glenwood, Arkansas.

FLINT ARROWHEAD MAKING SECRET, ancient
illustrated methods. Guaranteed. $1.00. Blackhawk,
Umatilla, Oregon.

RARE ALLIGATOR GAR ARROWHEADS. Florida. A
must in any relic collection. Ten for $1.00. Blackhawk,
Umatilla, Oregon.

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, %orgefs, game balls, bell pestles, bir
arrowheads. List free. Lear's, Glenwood, Arkansas.

ARROWHEAD MAKING: Complete illustrated instruc-
tions on ancient methods. Includes 1 hand chipped
arrowhead, $1.00. CANYONADA, Route 2, Box 12,
Mountainair, New Mexico 87036. ;
POTTERY, BASKETS, BEAD WORK, Aztec pottery
and figurines, excavated items and pipe tomahawks.

List 50c. Vince's, 18 West Downs, Stockton, Cali-
fornia 95204.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN ARTIFACTS, History, Indian
stones, How to Make pottery or Arrowheads, $1.00

each or all five for $3.00. Mesa Verde Enterprizes,
Box 239, Aztec, New Mexico.

FIVE INCH SPEAR POINT: $3.00. Tang knives $2.00.
Guaranteed Walker, Box 482, Denison, Texas.
INDIAN ARROWHEADS, collected along the plains
of the Rio Grande. 20 samples for $3.50; 100 for
$15.00; 500-$60.00, 1,000-$100.00, Nice assorted ones,
}Frepaid. Oscar Cavazos, Jr., 3010 Salinas Ave. Laredo,
exas.

Inventions Wanted

INVENTORS! Don't sell your invention, patented or
unpatented, until you receive our offer. Eagle Devel-
gprﬁeYnf Company, Dept. T, 79 Wall Street, New York,

Business & Employment
Opportunities

BOOMING Australia needs your skills! Government
assisted passage. Details $1.00. Irv Hayer, 1117A S.wW.
Columbia, Portland, Oregon

INVENTORS! We will develop, sell your idea or in-
vention, patented or unpatented. Our national 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.

FREE BOOK 900 Successful, Little-Known Businesses."'
Y;/g]rg home! Plymouth, 137RT, Brooklyn, New York

MAIL-ORDER OPPORTUNITY new aid unprecedented
mail-order business bonus free. Howies, 131 Forest,
Centerport, N.Y. 11721.

OWNER RETIRING from successful Indian Relic mail-
order business. $1,500 capital required. You can .buy
our experience, grossing $18,000-$22,000 yearly. See
our .ad on page 49. BLACKHAWK.

$400.00 MONTHLY POSSIBLE . . . Home Typing! Full
or part-time. Guaranteed Profitable Methods, In-
structions, $1.00. Pulse, Box 18177-WB, Indianapolis,
Indiana 46218. ’
$200.00 MONTHLY possible, Sewing_ Babywear! Full,
§pare\‘ime. Write: Cuties, Warsaw &7, Indiana 46580.
EXPERT guidance by a pro to Mailorder success.
Free literature. Independent Dist. Box 40-WT, lola,
Kansas 66749.

PATENT Searches including Maximum speed, full air-
mail report and closest patent copies, $6.00. Quality
searches expertly administered. Complete secrecy
quaranteed. 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 Idea Manual.
Tandy Leather Co., 1001 Foch, Y-56, Fort Worth,
Texas.

HAND CARVED 1!4'" personalized belts. Limit five
letters. Size 24 to 42. Black, tan or natural.

plus tax. $9.75 with horseman buckle. Richard Hirst,
Box 347, Kirkland, Washington.

Rare Coins & Stamps

INSTANT CAMPER dealership available. Ernafree
Instant Camper, the world's finest sleeper, Write IN-
STANT CAMPER, 2145 Hollywood Way, Burbank,
Calif. Limited Advertising. Pass this on.

RARE SILVER DOLLARS: 1883-1884-1885-1899-1900-1901-
1902 O Mint or 1880-1881 S mint Uncirculated, $3.00
ea. New Catalogue 50c. Shultz, Box 746, Salt Lake
City, Utah 84110.
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STAMPS_OF THE OLD WEST, 10c per_mounfed
sheet. Sunrise Stamp Co., 5520 Sunrise Drive,
Myers, Florida 33901.

OLD SILVER DOLLAR (1879-99) $1.50. Free Pricelists.
Edel's, Carlyle, Illinois 62231.

GOLD COINS—20's for $55; 10's for $35; 5's for $28.
8Grt!jnfh'viorris, 1440 Canterbury Drive, Salt Lake City
. Utah. [

Real Estate

AMAZING BARGAINS . . . LOW AS 40c ACRE! Ex-
clusive new report, !'Your Opportunities in Brazil "
reveals complete details, lists Government and Pri-
vate Sources. Send $1.00. Research Publications, Box
18216-WB, Indianapolis, Indiana 46218,

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.

GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS §1.00 ACRE.
Millions ‘Acres! For Exclusive Copyrighted Report . 5y
plus "Land Opportunity Digest” listing lands avail-
able throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction Guaran-
teed! Land Disposal, Box 18177-WB, Indianapolis,
Indiana 46218,

NEVADA VACATION, RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
ELKO. Y4 acre lots, $395. $1 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.

400,000,000 ACRES GOVERNMENT PUBLIC LAND in
25 states. Some low as $1.00 acre. 1966 Report. De-
tails $1.00. Public Land, 422-U Washington Building,
Washington, D.C.
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.
GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS $1.00 ACRE.
Millions Acres! For Exclusive Copyrighfed Report . . .
plus "Land Opportunity Digest'' listing lands avail-
able throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction Guaran-
teed! Land Disposal, 222-WB Georgetown Building,
Washington, D.C. 20007.

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,

THERMOGRAPHED BUSINESS Cards only $3.95 for
1,000 postpaid. Raised letter printing. Black and
colors, For fége style chart and sample cards write,
;'7{#8& Hill Company, 1254 Gardenia, Houston, Texas
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
treasure 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 West
12th, Denver 15, Colorado.

"OVERLOOKED FORTUNES' in the rarer minerals
and gemstones. Here are a few of the 300 or_more
you may be overlooking while mining, prospecting or
gem hunting: Uranium, vanadium, columbium, tan-
talum, tungsten, nickel, cobalt, selenium, germanium,
bismuth, platinum, beryllium, golden beryl, emeralds,
etc Some minerals worth $1 to $2 a pound, others
$25 to $100 an ounce. Some beryllium gems worth
a fortune; get out of the agate class into the big
money; an emerald the size of your thumb may be
worth $500 to $10,000 or more. Learn _how to find,
identify and cash in on them. New simple system.
Send for free copy 'Overlooked Fortunes''—it may
lead to knowledge which may make you rich. Duke's
Research Laboratory, Box 666, Dept. F, Truth or
Consequences New Mexico.

SOME OF THE world's most active and successful
treasure/relic seekers are Prospectors Club members.
Write for free literature to: Prospectors Club, P.O.
Box 729, Odessa, Texas 79760.

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 to
depot.' Mrs. William R. Johnson, Box 176, Tecumseh,
Michigan 49286.

SWEEPSTAKES CONTESTS. How to win. Write for
free particulars. General Contests, 1609-42 East Fifth,
Duluth, Minn. 55812,

TREASURE, Gold, Silver, Relics. New 1967 detectors
now available, Free information. RAYSCOPE, Dept.
2-J, Box 715, North Hollywood, California.
TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Read the best!
Separate fact from fiction!!! Sample Copy  25¢.
THE TREASURE HUNTER, P.O. Box 188B, Midway
City, California 92655.

L

""MAKE YOUR OLD BARBED WIRE PAY BIG PROF-
ITS,"" Plastic-bound Kit with actual LBJ, XIT samples
22. Guaranteed. CHISHOLM TRAIL COMPANY, 3209
. Pleasant Valley Road, Austin, Texas 78741,
COLORADO GOLD ore $2.00; gold dust $1.00; post-
paid, guaranteed. Colorado Treasures, P.O. Box 9
Denver, Colorado 80209.

TREASURE WITCHING RODS. Real Gold, Silver
tipped. $2.00. IGWTT, Williamsburg, N.Mex.

- WHITE CHRISTMAS PERFUME full ounce size, Reg.

12.95, special now at $3.95. Postpaid or $36.00 per
doz. Make fine gifts. Also included our new color cat-
alog. WEON Service Company, P.O. Box 70, Weiser,
Idaho 83672, z
MAPS, History, "West Northwest” (21" x 50"), "West-
Southwest'' (30" x 50'') each $2.00. Have Roads, Rails,
Forts, Towns, Cattle Trails; Stage .and Telegraph
Lines; Pioneer and Military Routes, with dates. Maps,
Box 56, Tijeras, New Mexico 5!

BOTTLES Blue inks—Sq. $2.50, Amber Poisons $1.00
Casters Silver Frames 4 bottles complete $17.50,
Blue, Amber or Clear violins $1.00 ea. Blue Wyeth
Dose Bottles complete $8.00, Full Bottle $12.00, Selter
Bottles $5.00, Jim Beam donkey $10.50, Sodas, Texas
$1.00, Medicine embossed $.50, Clear inks—Bell, sqg.
or rd.—$1.50, Still have Barbed Wire. Roberson's
Trading Post, Box 264, Crawford, Texas 76638.

ORIGINAL BUM BANKS . . . pictures free. H. Plumb,
15600 Budlong Pl. No. 2, Gardena, California 90247.

"WINEMAKING," ""BEER, ALE," '"BRANDIES."
Strongest methods, Illustrated. Grape, Dandelion, all
fruit ~ wines. . (Supplies, Hydrometer Head-
?uar_fers) Eaton Company, 543-RC, Hopland, Cali-
ornia.

METAL DETECTOR! This is the one you have been
looking for. Designed to find Gold only, Silver onlr.
Thousands in use. Will also detect all other metals
if desired. Lightweight. Only $5.00. GOL-TEC-TOR,
Box 791, Seminole, Okla. 74868.

HISTORICAL NARROW Gauge Calendar 1967) com-
plete with data also Historical New Mexico Mis-
sions—Puebloes (1967), 12 beautiful pen & ink illus-
trations. ONLY 1.25 each postpaid WESTERN AMER-
ICANA ART, Salida, Colorado.

NAVAJO Saddle Blankets and Rug's Blankets, Doubles
$22.50. Singles $11.50, Pictures at your request of
Navajo rugs. Turquoise Nugget Jewelry Necklaces
$1.50 to $2.50, Earrings $1.50. Jan's Trading Co., Box
131, Cortez, Colorado 81321.

"SMOKE HOUSE" build your own. Detailed instruc-
tions. Recipe for jerky and smoked fish. $1.00. Elmer
Leeper, Box 391, lone, Washington,

PLACER GOLD, $2.00. |Pocket gold, $2.00. Gold dust,
$1.00. Attractively dlsﬁllayed. oneyback guarantee.
Lester Lea, Box 1125, Mt. Shasta, California.

1866 WINCHESTER OR HENRY RIFLE WANTED.
Write condition and price. Les Bardin, 3688 Donald,
Riverside, California.

GOLD NUGGETS: A really worthwhile display of 3

genuine nuggets in $5, $10, $20 and $50 sets. Refund

wus postage guaranteed. Minerals, Box 1262, Dept.
, Grand Junction, Colo. 81501.

ANTIOUE BARBED-WIRE, Old and Rare, Send 75c
for latest sketch list, Huaco Wire Sales, 1316 N. 34th
Street, Waco, Texas 76710.

OLD WEST ANTIQUES, guns, Indian relics, barb-
wire, spurs, branding irons, books. Buy-Sell-Trade,
list 10c, Keystone Museum, Keystone, S.D

RARE, OLD "Buckthorn"" barbed wire $1.00 for 18
inches. 1881 patent. Send cash or money order to
N.R.K. Ranch, 1110 Beverly Drive, Vista, California.

Miscellaneous

"SOURDOUGH'" Recipes, Chuckwagon 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.

FOUR "WILL" FORMS and Lawyer's "Guide to
Wills"—$1.00 complete.] NATIONAL, Box 48313-M8B,
Los Angeles, California 90048.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN [SONGS AND DANCES on
Pnonograph Records—Cafalog\ue on request from
Canyon Records, 834 N. 7th venue, Phoenix 2, Ari-
zona.

LEARN WHILE ASLEEP, Self-hypnosis, prayer-plant
experiments! Details, catalog FREE. Research Associa-
ton, Box 24-TW, Olympia, Washington.

50 WINE, BEER RECIPES. [llustrated manual $1.00.
Supplies. Dominae, Box 584-W, Fort Wayne, indiana.

WINEMAKING . . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelion,
Frozen Juices, etc. Brewmasters' Secrefs Revealed!
Powerful Methods! Supplies Catalog, instructions,
recipes, *$1.00. Continental, Box 26034-WB, Indian-
apolis, Indiana 46226.

NEW 1966 GOLDAK teasure, coin, gold, silver lo-
cators. GOLDAK Dept. TWC, 1544 W. Glenoaks,
Glendale, California 91201. e

OREGON HOPS MAKE THE BEST HOMEBREW—Half
gallon dried hops plus authentic homebrewmg recipes
$2. Nichols Gardens, 1190 North, Albany, Oregon.
""FREE'' SOURDOUGH recipe, from the "Ole West."
Send 25c cover handling and mailing. Box 174, Bat-
Heground, Washington.

CHOCTAW BEER: Delicious, For 5¢ quart. Can be
bottled. ~ (Not " Homebrew) Formula only $1.00.
Choctaw. P.O. Box 1115-T, Modesto, California 95353.

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.

TREASURE—Prospector's Special. Locates gold, sil-
ver and mineral flows at long distances. Guaranteed
to operate for anyone. For information write to: R
L. Gann, Route 1, Ballinger, Texas 76821,
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,

UTAH ASSAYING CO. Gold & Silver specialists.
Gold—silver—lead” & copper $1.50 each. Spectro-
graphs—$5.00 each. 172 North 9th West, Salt Lake
City, Utah 84116.

WANTED—LOVERS OF EXOTIC AND TASTY FOOD!
Send $1 for 3 postpaid packages of PURE blended
spices. No salt, no pepper. Also recipes and cook-
ing hints. .Chef Frank, P.O. Box 21009, San Antonio,
Texas 78221. See ad on Page 50.

NEW SUPERSENSITIVE | transistor locators . defect
buried gold, silver, coins. Kits, assembled models.
$19.95 up. See our display ad in this magazine. Relco
A-91, Box 10563, Houston, Texas.

HEAP FINDINGEST DETECTORS YET for metals, min-
erals, coins and underwater. Latest far out improve-
ments. Lightest, easiest carried. IGWTT, Williams-
burg, New Mexico.

OREGON GHOST TOWN & Treasure Map $2.00.
Grant W. James, 2836 N. E. 19th, Portland, Oregon.

AMERICAN INDIAN COLOR SLIDES. Superb museum
spbecimens 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.

TAHITIAN PERFUME! Bewitching! Exotic! Headspin-
ning! Liberal Sample 35c. O'Dells, Box 1703 ™,
Prescott, Arizona 86301.

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 79741.
WANTED: Paintings by JOE RUIZ GRANDEE. Oils,
water colors, pen and inks. Send description and
price to Jack L. Erickson, 3307 Lynnwood Drive,
Arlington, Texas.

BILL PROBLEMS? Poor credit no trouble, Not a loan
company. Send for free application. Automatic Ac-
ceptance, 318TW Broadway Blvd., Reno, Nevada.

FIND Buried coins, treasures, relics. New supersensi-
tive, low priced detectors for land or underwater
use. Free information. Sensitronix, 2225-A, Lou Ellen,
Houston 18, Texas.

January-February, 1967

WANT Greatest Cash Crop working for you? Write
Ginseng, Asheville 26, N.C.
WANTED—Wells Fargo items. J. Fendrick, 45 Collier
Circle, Ridley Park, Penna. 19078.
"TREASURE FINDERS™ Treasure! Find Gold, Silver,
relics with super, powerful Detectron locators. Free
information. Detectron, Dept. 2 PO. Box 243,
San Gabriel, California.
BEER—b6c qt. Modern Recipe sup;‘rlies list; errorless
brewing with hints, etc. 5160 iemannsbrau Ent.,
P.O. Box 41292, Los Angeles, California.
GET $800 CASH NOW—pay back $37.66 per month
—includes all charges——Send name, address, age to
MURDOCK, DEPT. 563, Box 659, Poplar Bluff, Missouri.
BEERS, PEACH BRANDY, WINES—Strongest Formu-
las, $2.25. (complete brew supplies drometers
catalog 10c)—Research Enterprises, 29-F7'ly Samoset,
Woburn, Mass.
DRUG SUNDRIES. Complete line of rubber goods.
Nationally advertised brands. Vitamins, etc. Write
for free catalog. Federal Pharmical Supply, Inc.,
?ﬁSZ North Western Avenue, Suite 110, Chicago 45,
inois.
BEER, ALE, WINES! Powerful Mefhods! Secrefs!
Illustrated Booklet, $2.25. (supplies catalog 10c). In-
f:;sfafe Products, Box 1-Y3T, Pelham, New amp-
shire.
SILVER DOLLAR COIN JEWELRY and Buckles plus
family gift, mail-order bargains. Limited supply Free
literature. Syringa Gift House, Box 1081, File X-2126,
Twin Falls, Idaho. S
FREE—Apache Legends, written by Nino Cochise,
living grandson of Chief Cochise. Also, your oppor-
tunity to become a charter "owner'' member of Co-
chise Stronghold Landowners Association. Each land-
owner will receive periodic mailings from the land
of Cochise, plus you will receive a hand drawn no-
torized Deed with a lithographed likeness of Chief
Cochise, suitable for framing. Your Warranty Deed
will be inscribed with your name and will give you
absolute ownership to one square inch of this historic
land. Charter Owner Membership is limited. Your
total cost only $1.00. Please mail today to Cochise
Stronghold Landowners Ass'n., P.O. Box 1047, Cochise,
Arizona 85606.

SUBSCRIBER’S NOTICE

We've had a good many queries ‘round har ‘bout
our subscribers’ codes; in particular, “How the heck
can | figure out when my subscription expires?”’
Let’s take an example: C50000-45 67 or 50000
6°61-6 67. First off, jest forget all the numbers ex-
cept the last two (67). These figures denote the
last issue that you will receive on your present
subscription. Therefore, if Whole No. 45 is current
and your expiration date is ““67" you will receive
twenty-two (22) more issues. Confusin® isn‘t it?
Don’t worry tho" because we will notify you in plenty
of time to renew your subscription.

1




“Red Jackét” of Chadron
(Continued from page 29)

fight her battles.

“The woman’s confession made me
shaky. Then she added, smiling a little,
‘Counting McDorman, I have killed six
men.’

“Perhaps she had done so. But there
was little doubt that she was insane.
Soon after her trial she was sent to an
institution.

“As for my Judge Byington—well, His
Honor did not live down Red Jacket’s
taking potshots at him for a long time!
But it didn’t ruffle his dignity, and he
had no apologies for retreating behind
a rain barrel. Chances had been very
good that day that he would be Red
Jacket’s ‘Victim Number 7.7

Truly Western
(Continued from page %)

in May, June, September, or October.
Also, I advise against the rugged road
that takes off from Highway 395 about
seven miles south of Bridgeport. Take
the road that comes in from the south-
west from the Mono Lake area (see map
of Mono County). I would like to men-
tion that Bodie contained the only bank
that ever existed in that county. The
old vault is still to be seen. There is no
bank in that county today.

My interest in ghost towns happens
to be concentrated on California, Neva-
da and Arizona. Nevada has more than
any other state. In fact, I believe that
nearly half of the towns shown on a
Nevada map are either ghost towns or
semi-ghost towns. A very interesting
“semi” is Goldfield, once a rip-roaring
town with a substantial population; now
it just barely is holding onto life and
notwithstanding this fact it is still the
county seat.

In a recent issue a reader in England
indicated his fondness for stories about
Indians. Everyone to his own taste, of
course, but in my case it is ghost towns.
—Clayton I. Kanagy, 2239 Wellestley
Avenue, Los Angeles, California.

XIT Cowboy
Hi Podna Hoss:

I am enclosing a picture of a landmark
which is still standing twenty miles
southeast of Abilene, Texas. It is the
birthplace of my wife (maiden name—
Mary Moore). It is in a pasture (in the

. Dudiey community), almost unseen from

Pd

e oy
tands in the

Dudley
community near Abilene, Texas.

This old cabin still s

the road. H. T. Moore was a roving cow-
boy and got enough money for his start
by working for the House Ranch. He got
hold of several sections, built the log
cabin, and went to Chicago and brought
back his bride. There she and he lived
and died.

I read the article, “Cattle Kings” in
TRUE WEST last year and noticed the
picture of the old XIT ranch house. 1
worked for that outfit in 1910. I passed
the old Line Camp a few years ago at
Glenrio, New Mexico. This line is now
right on Highway 66. The old bunkhouse
was still there but the roof was off.

T am now putting in time (retired). I'd
like to hear from some of the old-timers
in that section—John Crouch, Route 1,
Box 121, Camino, California.

Fatal Accident

Dear Joe:

I have some questions which perhaps
some of your readers may be able to
answer. Between 1914 and 1916 1 lived
in Loving, New Mexico. The guano
caves in the mountains to the west were
quite a local attraction. In 1915, as a
thirteen-year-old, I went with a party to
the caves for a Sunday outing.

A family of guano diggers living in
the canyon were persuaded tc furnish a
young man as a guide to and in the
caves. One of the caves was on the side
of a mountain with a huge hole as the
only entrance. A 100-foot ladder dropped
to a sloping shelf perhaps 35 or 40 feet
from the floor of the cave. I went down
the ladder with a rope tied to me, thence
on to the floor of the cave via a shorter
ladder.

After I reached the bottom, others on
the first landing started a rock slide

which struck the guide on the shorter
ladder and knocked him off to the cave
floor. He died that night and had to
stay in the cave until a crew with a
basket could come from Carlsbad the
next day to remove his body.

My questions are: the name of the
family of the guide who died; the name
of the cave (was it today’s Carlsbad
Caverns?) ; the names of anyone besides
Pyle and Laidlow in the party; any in-
formation about the identity of the cow-
boys with the chuckwagon who fed our
party a Sunday night supper and Mon-
day morning breakfast.

1 would be glad to hear from anyone
who knows anything about this incident.
— Celande W. Pyle, 4930 47th Avenue
North, St. Petersburg, Florida 33709.

Give One to a Soldier
(Continued from page 3)

USO, General Delivery, US Naval Sta-
tion, FPO New York 09540 (Rota, Spain)

That is it. We are going to give ’til it
hurts, but we can’t take care of them
all. T know what it means, even in train-
ing camp, to get something you really
want to read. Overseas, the need and the
desire is so much greater there is no
comparison.

Send the boys some magazines, Folks
—again whether they are ours or some
other publication!—Hosstail.

STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF CON-
GRESS, OCTOBER 23, 1962, SECTION 4369, TITLE 39,
UNITED STATES CODE SHOWING THE OWNER-
SHIP, MANAGEMENT AND CIRCULATION OF
TRUE WEST, published bi-monthly in Austin, Texas.
Location of Publication and General Business Of-
fices: 1012 Edgecliff Terrace, Austin, Travis County,
Texas 78704, Publisher, Joe Austell Small, 2405 Briar-
grove, Austin, Texas 78704. Editor: Pat Wagner, 706
Rio Grande, Austin, Texas 78701. Managing Editor:
None. Owner: Western Publications, Inc,, 1012 Edge-
cliff Terrace, Austin, Texas 78704; Joe Austell Small,
sole shareholder. Average number of copies prinfed
during last twelve months: 286,151; total copies
printed last single issue: 286,039. Average number of
sales during last twelve months through dealers and
carriers, street vendors and counter sales: 158,803;
sales for last single issue through dealers and car-
riers, street vendors and counter sales: 159,048.
Average paid circulation during last twelve months,
mail subscriptions: 26,122; paid circulation, mail
subscriptions last single issue: 26,966. Average total
paid circulation during last twelve months: 184,925:
total paid circulation last single issue: 186,014.
Average free distribution during last twelve months:
1,000; free distribution last single issue: 1,000. Aver-
age total distribution during last twelve months
185,925; total distribution last single issue: 187,014.
Average number during last twelve months unac-
counted, office use, left over, spoiled after print-
ing: 100,226; total number last single issue unac-
counted. office use, left over, spoiled after print-
ing: 99,025. (Signed) Pat Wagner, September 21, 1966.

TUMBLEWEEDS

o

SHERIFF! SNAKE-EYE SAYS IF
HE RUNS INTO ANY OF YOUR
DEPUTIES, HE'LL SHOOT THEM
N ON SIGHT!

7/

=fe

YOU'D BETTER
TIP THEM OFF!

—=hy Tom K. Ryan

THEY'VE ALREADY HEARD

@165 LEWLITTLE SYNL
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Treasure Found—Over $2,000,000.00 Spanish Treasure
by “Treasure Salvors, Inc.” of Vero Beach, Fla.

“TREASURE SALVORS, INC.” group on the treasure site. Left to right—Shirley Jean Holzworth, Walt
Holzworth, Rupert Gates, electronics genius Fay Fields who developed the underwater detector to tell
the difference between ferrous and non-ferrous materials, Bill Mahan—associate, Delores Fisher, Mel Fish-

er, president and spark plug for Treasure Salvors, Inc. with the underwater detector, Nita Williams and
Dick Williams.

Left to Right: 1. Members of “TREASURE SALVORS, INC.” comb the beaches with their D-TEX detectors searching
for coins. 2. Walt Holzworth with Pieces of Eight and his D-TEX at treasure site. 3. Walt and Rupe carefully check coin
area near Ft. Pierce. Hundreds of these valuable coins have been found in a two-mile-long beach area near the wreck site.

NOTICE—New treasure club now being organized—uwill be “INTERNATIONAL TREASURE SALVORS, INC.” For
full information write—Bill Maban, D-TEX Electronics or Mel Fisher, Vero Beach, Fla.

When in Florida see the D-TEX units at “TREASURE SALVORS, INC.” Vero Beach representatives of D-TEX
Electronics.

D-TEX ELECTRONICS

For Full Information and Free Ilustrated Catalog Plus Free Treasure Finding Tips Write Today

P.O. Box 246 Garland, Texas
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For Gift
Subscriptions’

Easy, simple, economical—in-
stead of bucking nightmarish

shopping crowds, fill in the

Invitation to a Ghost Walk
blanks and write out a check—in it e

rip-snorting ten minutes your gift problems for e TR BT
those friends are past history! You
Western couldn't send more lasting, more

gift offer

for you folks

NOW! BOTH AT ONE PRICE!

(You save $5.00 on 5 one-year subscriptions)

appreciated gifts than TRUE WEST
and FRONTIER TIMES—qifts that last
so long and remind your friends of you
so regularly!

AND WHAT A TERRIFIC BOOST IT WILL BE FOR US! Thousands of people do not even
know our magazines exist. It's a TREMENDOUS iob getting the word around. So, your sending

who want gift subscriptions is a THREE-WAY BENEFIT—to us, to you and to the folks who receive them.
DO IT NOW BEFORE THE RUSH BOGS US UNDER! Include your renewal or extension at
to give these special rates, if you wish. How else can you present so much of the very HEART of the
Old West—AS IT REALLY WAS—to your friends for ten times the price?
i REDUCED GIFT RATES!
. - ipti i . .$4.00
REALLY 1 one(by_‘(saggS ?xbfi::gt?)n to both magazines. . $
e 2 to 4 one-year subscriptions . .. ......... $3.50 ea
DlFFERENT! e 5 or more one-year subscriptions . ........ $3.00 ea

g

For EVERY gift subscription you order, you receive two beautiful
western prints in full color. These prints sell regularly for $1 each.
For instance, if you order five gift subscriptions ($15.00) TEN beauti-
ful prints would be sent to you!

SEE THE INSIDE-FRONT COVER OF THIS MAGAZINE FOR COLOR PRINT SELECTION.

Circle the prints you want as your bonus. Two for each subscription.
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WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, Box 3668-W, Austin, Texas 78704
NOTICE! If you don’t wish to damage magazine, list on sheet of paper.
| ENCLOSE $ FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS.
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0 NEW [ RENEWAL ZIPCODE = o ] NEW [J RENEWAL ZIP CODE
YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS.
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