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Probably no book tells with
the same regard for truth
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day. $2.75.

By Col. Harry Hen-
derson. Intimate in-
sight into the char-
acter and career of
the f amous_ Texas
Rcmger, Jack Hayes.
$2.50. )

SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS—NATIONALLY KNOWN FOR ITS :
TO ORDER THE BOOKS LISTED ON THIS PAGE, SIMPLY LIST THE ONES YOU

P. 0. Box 5008
Austin 31, Texas




THE FLOODGATES ARE OPEN!
... And She's Running Wild!

We're staging a sale designed to curl your toenails right back in your boots. Prices are so low we
have to catch ourselves to keep from buying our own merchandise!

We're overstocked, we're piled high—our cotton-picking store is so full of this top-class merchandise
that we're turning our backs while you steal us blind! For instance, if blonds were selling anywhere
else for a lifetime of hard labor, ours would go for a wink and a raised eyebrow!

Rush your order—if this merchandise lasts at these rates we'll close shop and join the Foreign Legion!

SPECIAL! KAMP-PACK Now Just $3.50! FISHERMEN! LOOK!

BERNARD KAMP-PACK OUTDOORSMAN’S FOOD! A delicious FISHING LURES. Assortment of casting and trolling lures in
DU preen PN concentrated food in foil 3-0z. and l4-oz. sizes. These are top lures—you won't be dis-
" e s that never spoils. Proved appointed. Regular price, $1.25. SALE PRICE, 65c.

: o . _ in use on year-long safar-
is in hottest Africa and on | ANTERN HOLDERS. Clamps to gun-
expedm?ns to cold Alas- qle or oarlock. Fits most wooden
ka. Won't freeze. In sturdy and aluminum boats. Regular price,

Kraft envelopes, lined with $1.50. SALE PRICE, 69c.
waterproof flavor-tight foil,

compact, lightweight. Food
for breakfast, lunch and BEFLECTOR SHIELDS FOR LAN-

TERNS. Moves right or left, tilts up or
: supper—pancakes, soups, 4
AN 2 ¢ meat stews, chili, hot bis- g;l;anE 4l;elgulur price. §$1.35. SALE
cuits, puddings, drinks. Add only water, stir, (heat) and serve. 43S
4-man pack for 3 meals (12 meals in all). Regular price, $9.00—
SALE PRICE, $3.50. CANNED ICE. The handiest invention since money! Keeps food,
game, fish, etc. cold for hours—no melting or evaporating. 1
; quart equivalent to 15 Ibs. ice. Stick it in refrigerator, refreeze
SPARK . PLUGS. Complete circle of fire type—hotter, stronger, and use indefinitely—what a deall Regular price on 1 quart size,
more constant spark assures knock-free firing, increased horse- $1.29. SALE 59¢! Regular price on !/, pints, 59c. SALE 29cl
power, peppier acceleration, smoother idling, no carbon, lead
or oil deposits. Regular price, $1.25 each SALE PRICE, 55¢ eachl  Next time you go fishing, clip a pocket-size life preserver to
For Ford, Chevrolet and Plymouth cars only. your clothes! Weighs only 4 ozs., yet when squeezed will inflate
instantly to a 2 ft. float. Will support a 250# man up to 24 hrs.

in water. Regular price $2.98— SALE PRICE, $1.75—and SAVE
SPORTSMAN'S HOIST! Weighs only 1 pound. yet yous Lirp o o Price $ o

lifts a 1000! Useful for motorists, boat owners,
:g;g Srs":oe:;" 523' 3‘1,’;'3:(;1“ gl'eggltlhey;el;zl;z; 7‘;:;’;‘ CATFISH BAIT. Senator, this will really get them. We use it
$9.95__SALE PRICE, $3.981 g * ourselves. Not recommended for sandwiches, but how it slays
i R v those catfish! Sold in dozen lots only.
Cheeze type catfish bait. Reg- :

Eh lar price, 15-0z. cans, $7.50 per
DUCK CALLS. Chum, this is a real calll Made Y P P
of finest walnut. Will not freeze up in any kind of d:zen. seAI‘i PRI(?E, s%g%!o 8-oz.
weather. A good buy at the regular price of . S9N8. Teégular ; price, : per

$3.95. SALE PRICE, $1.981 dozen. SALE PRICE, $2.40! i !s’ .
Ay Special channel catfish bait— CHA&\’P lON ‘:'
BRAND NEW SWIMMING ACCESSORY! Helps increase your 8-0z. jars. Regular price, $8.28 [ R

swimming speed 25%! Light, durable plastic swim saucers with Pper dozen. SALE PRICE, $3.981
straps that fit over the hands, leaving thumb and fingers free.

Great for teaching beginning swimmers. Made in 3 sizes: small, Assorted bait (cheese style cat-
medium and large. Each pair packed in plastic drawstring bag  fish bait, carp and blood bait):

~ MANUFACTURED BY -

that has space for swim suit and towel. Regularly priced at 12-oz. jars. Regular price., $6.00 dy CHEE M 4
$2.00 (small), $2.50 (medium) and $3.00 (large). SALE PRICE, per dozen. SALE $2.401 WHAT . SE CO-,
$1.25 (small), $1.50 (medium) and $1.75 (large)! A BARGAIN!

Take advantage of this SPECIAL SALE now! Sorry, but no C.0.D.’s accepted. Send your order direct to:

SPORTSMAN SUPPLY COMPANY

'03 WEST 19TH : Dept. TW AUSTIN, TEXAS

'
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Coming %9/

ELL MURBARGER headlines the next issue

with a thrilling portrayal in text and pic-
tures of "Seven Cities. of Sin and Silver." Only
from the typewriter and camera of the South-
west's famed Roving Reporter could such a
story emerge—the spectacular rise, brief glory,
and dusty death of seven closely grouped
Nevada mining towns. Our Nell has taken her
rightful place as one of TRUE WEST'S most
popular authors. This piece makes her pesition
still more secure.

"The Great Diamond Hoax," by Russell Quinn
is an ironic tale of what happens when sane,
sensible men of finance succumb to the lure of
avarice. Two weather-beaten prospectors drifted
into the imposing Bank of California with a
buckskin sack filled with diamonds — and
touched off the biggest fraud ever perpetrated
in the West. Before the bubble burst, financiers,
bankers and gem experts were involved . . .
But to tell you more would spoil the story!

M. I. McCreight, a 91-year-old veteran of
the Plains, tells in his own words of "Buffalo
Bill As | Knew Him." Chief Iron Tail, Chief
Red Shirt, the controversial Yellow Hand af-
fair, and other incidents of the Old West ap-
pear in these reminiscenses of Mr. McCreight's.
This article should do much toward settling
the arguments that still rage forty years after
Colonel Cody's death; as to what manner of
man he really was; whether or not he killed
Yellow Hand in a hand-to-hand duel, etc.

NEXT in line is J. Frank Dobie's delightful
yarn "Whiskey, Skunks and Rattlesnakes.”
Seems a cowpuncher named Snort went to
sleep one night in a dugout on the range with-
out taking the precaution of covering his face
with his hat. During the night a skunk wandered
under the tarp door and bit Snort through the
nose! Whiskey was the standard range remedy
for skunk bite, so Snort imbibed freely. Later
on a rattlesnake complicated matters . . . Oh
well, you get the idea.

Mike Fink, self-styled "King of the Keel-
boatmen,” played the game rough and died the
same way. But Mike hit the rotgut more often
than was good for him, and tragedy wrecked
his life while he was in his cups. Martin Marecek
tells the story of swaggering, .boisterous Mike
Fink in the next issue.

In 1911, in California, the last survivor of
the Stone Age Yahi tribe of Indians was dis-
covered. Taken to the Museum of Anthropology,
at the University of California, Ishi, the Stone
Age Man, was given a job as assistant janitor.
For five years he lived there, taking the won-
ders of civilization calmly in stride. Lerena Ann
Olmstead is the author of this fascinating off-
trail article.

OOD wild animal yarns are hard to come

by, so it is with particular pleasure that
we announce Jim Prendergast's article "Out-
smarted by a Coyote." Jim claims that a coyote
is the smartest thing on four legs. He has hunted
and trapped coyotes for years, ‘so he's in a
position o know. Old Crooked Foot led Jim
a long, merry chase, and Jim had to exchange
his .30-30 carbine for a scope-sighted .270 be-
fore he won out. And—far from exulting in his
victory—Jim felt sort of sorry that the long
hunt was all over. "Somehow," he admits, "I
got to liking the poor cuss.”

Short articles include Mayanne McCarley's
"Lightning on the Plains," a thrilling account of
the great storms that swept the prairies; some-
times killing a #trail driver and often terrifying
the cattle into thunderous stampede.

Harold Gluck, in his article "Some Shooting,"
tells of the time John-Wesley Mardin killed five
out of six Mexicans in a bloody shooting scrape
on the Newton prairie in 1871,

"Wild Old Days," Truly Western and The
Old Bookaroos top off matters in good style.

See you later, Podner . .
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BEAUTIFUL LITHOGRAPHED PRINTS OF CHARLES M. RUSSELL’S MASTERPIECES

Made from the original oils. Duplicates of his greatest paintings.
—ALL PICTURES (PRINTS) OFFERED HERE ARE IN FULL COLOR—

INDIAN SCENES

Picture above, No. 15, "Capturing a Grizzly" Picture above, No. 33, "First Wagon Tracks"
Second picture, No. 46, "Mad Cow" Second picture, No. 8, "Blackfeet Burning Crow Buffalo Range"
THE FOUR SCENES SHOWN ABOVE ARE REPRESENTATIVE OF THE INDIAN AND COWBOY SCENES OF THIS NOTED ARTIST.
Orders will be filled for all pictures ordered as long as they last—sent postpaid to you—if you are a collector of Russell Pictures. You may order as
many as you like. In fairness to all—first come—first served. Please send remittance with order. No C.0.D. Check numbers carefully.
Complete Set (100 Pictures) $40.00 50 Pictures $20.00 25 Pictures $10.00 20 Pictures $8.00 10 Pictures $4.00 5 Pictures $2.00
No order for pictures will be accepted for less than $2.00—We wrap, pack and pay postage on all orders inside the United States.

MAKE SELECTIONS BELOW. Do Not Tear Out This Page—Simply List Numbers Plainly on Sheet of Paper.
All Reproductions 25—Desperate Stand, 10x14 53—Planning the Attack, 10x14 82—When Tracks Spell Meat
from 26—Deadline of the Range, 10x14 54—Pipe of Peace, 10x14 10x14
C. M. Russell’s Paintings 27—Disputed Trail, 10x14 55—Price of His Rope (or who 83—When the Nose of a Horse
Average sizes, 9x12, 10x14 28—Dangerous Cripple, 10x14 killed the bear}, 10x14 Beats the Eyes of a Man,

COWBOY SCENES

and 8',x15 29—Buffalo on the Move, 8x10Y;,  56—Queen’s War Hounds, 10x14 10x14
1—Ambushed, 10x14 30—Early American, 10x14 57—Rainy Morning in a Cow Camp,  84—When Ignorance is Bliss,
2—A Tight Dally and Loose 31—Elk in Lake McDonald, 9x12 9x12 10x14

85—Wild Horse Hunters—
(Cowboys), 10x14
86—Wild Horse Hunters—
(Indians) , 9x12
87—Whose Meat?, 10x14
88—Wagon Boss, 10x14
89—When Mules Wore Diamonds,

Latigo, 10x14
3—Chief Joseph, 9x11
4—A Wounded Grizzly, 9x12
5—An Unscheduled Stop, 6x8
6—Boss of the Trail Herd, 9x12
7—Bronc to Breakfast, 8 1, x15
8—Blackfeet Burning Crow

58—Roping a Grizzly, 9x12

59—Red Man’s Wireless, 10x14

60—Roping a Wolf, 9x12

61—Rider of the Rough String,
10x14

62—Scattering the Riders, 9x12

63—Strenuous Life, 10x14

32—First Farrow, 9x12
33—First Wagon Trail, 814 x15
- 34—Finding The Trail, 10x14
35—Heads or Tails, 81,x15
36—Heading the Right Way, 10x14
37—In Without Knocking, 10x14
38—In the Wake of the Buffalo

Buffalo Range, 9x12 Runners, 10x11 64—Sun Worshipers, 10x14 10x14
9—Bucking Bronco, 9x12 30 Innecent A'"i" 10x14 65—Serious Predicament, 8, x15 90—When Wagon Trails Were
10—Better Than Bacon, 9x12 v 66—Single Handed, 10x14 Dim, 10x14

40—Indian Love Call, 10x14

11—On the Move, 10x14
12—When Meat Was Plentiful,
10x14

13—Buffalo Hunt— (dated 1898),

10x14
14—When Great Herds Come
to Drink, 10x14
15—Close Quarters, 10x11

16—Capturing the Grizzly, 814, x15

17—Cinch Ring, 8 V4 x15

18—Caught with the Goods, 10x14

19—Cowboy Life, 10x14
20—Call of the Law, 10x14
21—Carson’s Men, 10x14

22—Return of the Warriors, 10x14

23—Piegan Indian, 10x14
24—Cowboy Sport, 10x14

To those of us who cherish the west that will live forever here's
them rare, indeed. We have never

100 Pictures (complete set) $40.00 50 Pictures $20.00 25
No order for pictures will be accepted for less than $2.00 . .

41—Jerked Down, 81,x15

42—Jerkline, 10x14

43—Loops & Swift Horses Are
Surer Than Lead, 10x14

44—Last of the Herd, 814, x15

45—Last Chance or Bust, 9x12

46—Mad Cow, 9x12

47—Meat's Not Meat Until It's in
the Pan, 10x14

48—Mexican Rurales, 6x8

49—When Arrows Spell Death,
10x14

50—O0Id Fashioned Stage Coach,
814x11

51—At the End of the Rope, 9x12

52—Prospectors, 9x12

pack and pay postage on all orders inside the United States.
Money will be refunded on any picture we are unable to supply.

All the Above Pictures Are in Natural Colors as Taken from the Original

Paintings—Send Your Orders for Pictures to: Reader Service Dept.

. We wrap,

67—Slick Ear, 10x14

.68—Smoke of a 45, 9x12

69—Sage Brush Sport, 10x14
70—Signal Fire, 10x14
71—When Red Man Talks War,
10x14
72—In Enemy Country, 10x14
73—The Medicine Man, 10x14
74—Trails End, 10x14
75—The Holdup, 10x14
76—The Bolter, 10x14
77—The Attack, 10x14
78—The Trouble Hunters, 14x18
79—The Tenderfoot, 9x12
80—Two of a Kind Wins, 10x14
81—Waiting for a Chinook (or
Last of 5000), 8x10

91—When the Trail Was Long
Between Camps, 6x8

92—White Man’s Skunk Wagon,
6x8

93—When Sioux and Blackfeet
Met, 814x15

94—Warning Shadows, 10x14

95—When Horse Flesh Comes
High, 814x15

96—Wound Up, 9x12

97—A Nobleman of the Plains,
10x14

98—Wi inter Packet, 8',x14

99—Mourning Her Warrior Dead,
10x14

100—When Horses Turn Back

There's Danger Ahead,
10x14

your opportunity to get many of these colorful pictures. Your favorites, many of
known a complete list having been published before.

Pictures $10.00 20 Pictures $8.00 10 Pictures $4.00 5 Pictures $2.00
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Lois Miller Photo
Life-size portrait of Potato Creek Johnnie.

POTATO. CREEK
JOHNNIE’S

BIG FIND

BY LOIS MILLER

His was the sublime faith of the old-time prospector; he

KNEW some day he’d strike

quite the way he figured

IGHT from the start, Johnnie Perret was convinced that
one day he would discover the Mother Lode. If he kept
working right along Potato Creek, he was bound to find it.
Every day he panned out gravel from the creek, and every
day he got color. The gold was there, he was sure of it!

Humming a tuneless little song, Johnnie would shovel
his gold pan full of gravel and start sloshing it in water and
rocking the pan back and forth. Most days his take wasn't
much, and he’d have to moisten the tip of a horny finger
to pick out the few sparkling bits of gold from the sand.

But some days were better and his take would go five to
ten dollars worth, which was important money when he
thought of it in terms of beans and bacon and coffee. Back
over the years there were days that stood out from all the
rest, days when he’d taken as much as fifty dollars for a
back-breaking sunrise-to-sunset work day.

it rich. Johnnie did—but not

He knew the gold was there because of that histori
strike made back in 1876, when Potato Creek got its name
The way Johnnie heard it, three prospectors stayed in th
Black Hills so long they were caught with their grub dow
to one last potato.

They cut the potato three ways and ate it on the bank
of the creek, so they bestowed the name Potato Creek on i
The name stuck, and they made a pretty rich find in
placer gulch about twenty miles west of Deadwood, turnin
up in camp with gold nuggets big enough to start a stampeds

Prospectors hundreds of miles around heard of the ney
strike and rushed to get in on the ground floor. All th
ground floor they got was space to unroll their blankets a
night, because the boys who made the rich strike had th
whole gulch blanketed with their own claims before ever lel
ting news of their good fortune leak out.

Souvenir House as it looks today, after animals, weather and humans have taken their toll.

True We!



PotAato CReer JoRNNIE.

Photo Courtesy Adams Museum

Johnnie‘s weathered old sluice box just behind him and his “lucky” gold paw.

That find had petered out sooner than expected, so that
y the time Johnnie Perret arrived in 1883 he had that par-
icular part of the Black Hills pretty much to himself.

Johnnie was young then, and solitude suited him. He
wved into an abandoned cabin- beside Potato Creek a few
liles from what is now Tinton, South Dakota, and went to
rork to find the Mother Lode. d

[‘HAT had been forty-six years ago, and after nearly half

a century of shoveling' gravel and sloshing water, John-
ie wasn’t young any more. He had been in the Black Hills
> long his blue eyes wore a steady squint from searching
ut the flecks of gold on the tips of his fingers. He had a
now-white beard hanging almost to his belt-buckle, and his
‘ue identity had been long lost, so that folks just called
im Potato Creek Johnnie. That's the way he got his mail
nd the name suited him. He felt proud of it, in fact.

Yes, Potato Creek Johnnie was old in years, but his
urning ambition to find the Mother Lode kept him young
t mind. No man is old who still can dream of a golden
iture, and Johnnie never lost that dream.

“Why, the gold has just got to be right in here some-
‘heres,” Johnnie told his two closest friends, a couple of
rge, gray-blue birds. To others, they were known as camp
»bbers, but were true friends to Johnnie. The birds came
:gularly for feed and would eat from his hand. Sometimes,
tting on his shoulder, the birds would peck at Johnnie's
raids. He wore his hair parted in two braids and wove in
right red strings at the end of the braids. These he brought
igether on top of his head and tied them fast. The birds
i:cked gently at them.

“One of these days I'll find us a nugget as big as an
iyho potato and then we’ll all be fixed for life,” Johnnie
ld his birds on a warm day in May, 1929.

The sun beat down on his back, hunting through his
ork shirt, but Johnnie never let up on his pan rocking and
1oveling. Now and then through the forenoon he stretched
8 diminutive five-foot-three frame on the grassy bank where
¢ could look up into the singing pines. They had grown
Ul since he came there forty-six years before, and every
1¢ of them was precious to Johnnie.

'OHNNIE rested in the heat of the day and ate his lunch,
but he allowed himself only a brief time off and was
'on up and at it again. He would shovel his gold pan full
! gravel, then squat with his feet in the water while he rock-
I the pan.
Back and forth, back and forth, spilling out the unwanted
ravel and splashing in more water. When the gravel was re-
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duced to a little patch in the bottom of the pan, Johnnie
began to squint at the particles through his gold-rimmed
spectacles. He was very near-sighted, but he could instant-
ly spot the merest fleck of gold.

The sun was easing down the western sky and soon it
would bed down behind the hills. And then night would but-
ton down, and another day’s work would be over.

“Just time for one more try . . . I feel lucky,” Johnnie
told the birds who had shared his lunch. The birds sat in a
nearby pine and watched while he shoveled his pan full of
gravel.

He pushed his battered hat back on his head, wiped the
sweat from his brow with his bandanna, and took a long
drink from a burlap covered jug filled from the Last Chance
Saloon. The Last Chance was close to Johnnie’s cabin. It
was a wooden half-tub enclosing a spring, fitted with a pipe
that let out ice-cold water. Johnnie always kept a tin cup
there, so travelers could get a refreshing drink.

Rock-rock, splash-splash. Occasionally Johnnie would take
out a magnifying glass to aid his old eyes as he squinted
for gold flecks, or ‘“colors” as he called them.

He bottled a few minute specks of gold, glanced at the
lowering sun, and decided to try one more pan before quit-
ting for the night. He filled his gold pan, took another snort
from the jug and hunkered down beside the creek. It was
getting cooler now, the sweat didn’t trickle down his face
and beard.

The late May sun brought out a bright yellow spot in the
pan, something that glittered through the water. Johnnie’s
fingers closed down tightly upon it. He knew the feel, and
let out a screeching war-whoop. The yell scared his two
bird friends so that they flew away through the pines.

This was the biggest nugget that Johnnie had ever seen
or heard of! It wasn’t shaped like a potato, but more like one
of Johnnie’s old boots.

He knew gold —knew that this was the pure metal.
Now at last he must be at the Mother Lode — almost. He
hurried to his cabin and weighed the nugget on his gold
scales. He could hardly believe his eyes when he saw that
it weighed seven and three-quarter ounces. Weak in the
knees, he cached the nugget on the top shelf of his cupboard
and cooked supper. He was so tired his legs were cramped
painfully with fatigue, so he scraped together a quick meal
of squaw bread, bacon and beans, and washed the works
down with hot black coffee. Exhausted, he bolted his door
and hit his old featherbed. ..

TIRED as he was, he couldn't sleep. What if somebody
should steal his find? He dozed fitfully most of the night
and got up several times to light a match and check the nug-
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get's safety. Toward morning he fell asleep and dreamed

~ that he had hit the Mother Lode. He dreamed of T-bone
steaks so big the waitress had to hitch on a smaller plate
like a trailer to hold the steak together!

After he awoke he went right on dreaming,with his eyes
open. The Mother Lode seemed very close now, the golden
dream he had pursued since 1883 almost a reality. Whistling
gayly, Johnnie arose and set the coffee pot to boiling. By
gravy, he’d take his prize into Deadwood and show it off
a spell before he went back to hunting the Mother Lode!

From the very moment he took the big nugget into
Deadwood to show it off, fame began to nibble at Potato
Creek Johnnie. People were suddenly anxious to meet him,
shake his hand and buy him drinks. These anxious ones also
came to Potato Creek, the little private world Johnnie had
so long regarded as his own. But they found that the old
prospector had played it safe—he had staked out every like-
ly-looking claim along the creek.

Some of the less scrupulous visitors figured it would be
easy to do a little hi-jacking and put something over on
Johnnie. But barely would the hi-jackers get their shovels
into the ground when Johnnie would appear on the scene
armed with his old six-gun.

“Lookin’ for something, fellers?” he’d ask mildly —or,
“ain’t you fellers a mite off your beat?” He'd smile when
he said it, but his blue eyes were cold and steady.

It is doubtful if Johnnie would have shot a man even to
protect his gold, but his Colt made the diggers nervous and
soon they’d drift away.

Folks began to needle him. ‘“Johnnie, ain’t you afraid
somebody’ll stick a knife in your guts and take the nugget ?”

Johnnie just grinned and went on shoveling harder as he
searched for the Mother Lode. There wasn't enough day-
light for him; he’d stop digging only briefly to wipe the sweat
from his face and beard and squint his watery eyes up at
the sun to see how long he could work before night buttoned
down.

The nugget, with gold at only eighteen dollars an ounce,
was worth about $139, but Johnnie didn’t intend to sell it at
that price. Time inched along and he kept hope alive in his
heart as long as he went on digging. Maybe the next shovel-
ful of gravel would turn up the Mother Lode . . .

OHNNIE never found his dreamed-of bonanza, but his nug-
get was the biggest ever found in the Black Hills. It
still holds that proud honor.

This writer is one of the few persons ever allowed to
hold the nugget — briefly, that is. We had stopped at John-
nie’s old cabin one Sunday morning in spring when the nug-
get was already locally famaous. ;

§ Johnnie, in clean patched:jeans and white shirt, came out
to greet us. His face — except the bearded part — was fresh-
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ly shaved and as pink as a baby’s flank after a spanking
Johnnie always kept well shaved, although he clung to hi
beard and long hair.

“Did you stop at the Last Chance Saloon?” he asked v
genially. That was the first thing he always asked compan)
We hadn’t, so he escorted us bac¥ to the Last Chance an
“bought” us a drink. (You can still see this old spring b
the roadside. The barrel is green with moss, a rusty cu
hangs nearby, and the water is so cold it is well worth
stop.)

“Ever see a really whoppin’ big nugget ?” Johnnie askes

Of course we hadn’t, but everybody had heard of Johr
nie’s big find. He reached into his shirt-front and took out
dingy tobacco sack. The nugget filled the sack quite snugl;
Johnnie loosened the string, held the sack toward us — bt
didn’t let go!

“Why squeeze the thing so hard, Johnnie?” I aske
“Afraid we'll steal it?”

“Wal now, you jist never can tell!” Johnnie chuckle
His shrewd blue eyes looked us over from head to foot. The
he chuckled again, and his gnarled old weatherbeaten han
loosened so that the nugget slid into my palm. “I recko
you're honest, M’am. There — ain’t that the purtiest sigt
you ever saw ?”

It was, indeed, a “purty sight.” Measuring four and on¢
third inches long, it was two and three-fourths inches aroun
at its largest point. The other end tapered down to abot
one inch and a half in circumference. It had the dull shee
of virgin gold, and did strange things to your pulse an
blood pressure. Looking at it, one could understand how
man could spend a lifetime digging for the Mother Loc
that produced such exciting stuff. The wild tales I'd heard «
prospectors going mad with gold fever became very real {
me as I stared at Johnnie’s nugget. It could happen, I thougl
to myself, it could really happen!

AFTER the nugget introducing incident, Johnnie numbere
us among his best friends. We became frequent visito
to his home. For a time Johnnie went on hunting the Moth¢
Lode, and often on our visits we would find a scrawled no!
on brown wrapping paper pinned to his door: ‘I'm up ¢
the diggin's if you want me.”

Gradually, however, the outside world moved in on Joh
nie and took charge of him. He sold his nugget for $250 i
Mrs. W. E. Adams, widow of the founder of the Adams M
seum in Deadwood. (Mrs. Adams at first placed the nugg
in the museum, but now all that is on display is a replic
The original nugget is kept in a safe.)

The Deadwood Chamber of Commerce all but took P
tato Creek Johnnie by the beard, using him as a tourist a
traction. It is probable that if he had realized how fame wi
about to sneak up on him, so that he never again would ha
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his former privacy, old Johnnie would have kicked up a storm
of objection. But he was persuaded to snap the padlock on
his cabin, so his friends the woodchucks, porcupines and
squirrels couldn’t get in, and light out for Deadwood.

There Johnnie let go. Sometimes he even unbraided his
long' hair and let it hang. Because Johnnie was genuine and
dared to stay that way, he became the best carnera fodder of
any man in the Black Hills. Always obliging, he even ‘“pros-
pected” on Main Street in Deadwood to amuse the camera
fiends.

Tourists by the thousands were delighted by the tales
the little old prospector told. Johnnie’s blue eyes twinkled as
he spun his tall yarns, and nobody ever quite knew which
were true and which were windies.

As Johnnie’s fame spread, he received invitations to visit
various big cities. He traveled to Chicago and Minneapolis
several times teo show the city folks how an old-time pros-
pector panned gold. At Chicago he was literally mobbed by
children and had to write his autograph for hundreds of eager
kids. ' :

“I never worked so hard in all my life hunting the Mother
Lodé,” he said afterward — then grinned and added, “but it
sure was a lot of fun!” 5 ¥ <

No matter where Johnnie went or what he did, he found
fun somewhere along the line.

During Deadwood’s Days 6f '76 parade each year, John-
nie stole the show with his little wheelbarrow as he prospect-
ed for gold. The folks of Deadwood loved the smiling little
old-timer and took him to their hearts.

HE was sent to the World’s Fair in New York and then to

the San Francisco World’s Fair. He journeyed to Cana-
dian cities, where thousands cheered him as he appeared in
street parades with his wheelbarrow, gold pan and shovel.

Johnnie enjoyed his popularity and all that went with it,
including the drinks and T-bone steaks. He went real ‘“Wild
West,” exchanging his patched jeans and old white shirt for
a fancy suit of buckskin. Yet, as much as he enjoyed fame,
he was often lonely.

“Too many people around here,” he would often lament.
He spoke with nostalgic longing of his many animal friends
that lived near his cabin and wondered how his two camp
robber birds were making out with him gone.

But even though Johnnie’s path led from east coast to
west coast, he would return frequently to his cabin to see if
folks were respecting his “No Trespassing” sign. On these
occasions, his two birds would come at his whistle to perch
on his shoulders.

Johnnie’s small buckskin clad figure became as familiar
to Deadwood citizens as the rocks on Mount Moriah; as he
often wryly remarked, he might as well have “lived in a big
glass bowl.”
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Left: Potato Creek Johnnie
at the "Last Chance Saloon”
before the Chamber of
Commerce took him over.
Photo Courtesy Adams Museum

Center: Johnnie’s old barn.
The feed boxes and manger
are still intact. Located on
road between Tinton and
Spearfish, South Dakota.
Lois Miller Photo

Right: Johnnie and one of
his special friends. He was
caught with his hair down
—unbraided, that is.

Photo Courtesy Adams Museum

But complain as he might, he didn't shuck the soft life
he was living and return to his cabin. He resided in first-
rate hotels, ate steak whenever he wanted it and rubbed
elbows with tourists from all over the world. Civilization
had its trials and tribulations, but Johnnie stuck with it just
the same.

Johnnie was an everyday guest at the Adams Museum,

where tourists liked to ask him about the nugget on display
there. One day a young lady told others of her party that
she would “prove the old boy is a phony.”

She went over to Johnnie and gave his white beard a
hard yank. Tears of pain came into the little man’s eyes.

The girl’s face flushed with embarrassment when the beard
didn’t budge. Johnnie kept his temper and the flustered girl
walked rapidly away.

In his later years as he traveled about, Potato Creek
Johnnie was often referred to as the Ambassador from the
Dakotas. He never acquired any degree of wealth, but he
made a host of friends from coast to coast. His hair grew
white to match his beard, and his rickety legs bowed still
more. There was always somebody at his elbow saying, “Name
your pizen, old-timer—I'll buy it.”

JOHNNIE died in 1947 in Deadwood at the age of seventy-
six. His funeral was an event comparable only to the
annual Days of '76. Hundreds jammed to full capacity the
Masonic Temple where the last rites were held. From every
part of the country came floral offerings paying the last
tribute to the gentle little man. While the bells in the Adams
Museum were tolled softly seventy-six times, his body was
carried to Mount Moriah Cemetery and interred beside Wild
Bill Hickok and Calamity Jane. Thousands of people visit his.
grave each year.

After Johnnie’s death, his ramshackle cabin and diggings
became a mecca for the curious. Tourists pawed over his
kerosene lamps and gas lanterns and gold scales, and took
what they wanted of his belongings. Some of his possessions
were rescued and today are safely housed in a huge glass case
in the Adams Museum. There are several pairs of his tiny
shoes — boy’s shoes you would think if you did not know who
had worn them. There is one pair of his boots, and one of
his red flannel undershirts. His old violin and case, his guitar, .
gold-rimmed spectacles, and many other items are on display.

Today the porcupines, chipmunks and squirrels have mov-
ed into Johnnie’s cabin and taken it over for their own —
and that is the way Johnnie would have wanted it. The Last
Chance Saloon is pretty much as he left it; the rusty cup
still hangs by the spring and the clear, ice-cold water is just
as refreshing to the weary wayfarer as it was in the days
when Johnnie was hunting the Mother Lode.
ydasis 7
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“YOUNG JESSE JAMES”

BY NORMAN B. WILTSEY
Illustrated by Randy Steffen

It's hard to play the role of a daring
two-gun desperado when the Mounties
keep dogging your trail

EVEN as a kid in grammar school,
Ernie Cashel figured that Fate had
dealt him a raw deal by bringing him
into the world thirty years too late for
high adventure. Raised in a small Wyo-
ming cowtown, Ernie longed to be a
two-gun desperado like the heroes of
the lurid dime novels he read on the
sly. In trouble early and often through-
out a turbulent adolescence, young
Cashel landed in jail for armed rob-
bery a la Jesse James at the ripe age
of nineteen.

As with most delinquent youngsters,
Ernie’s criminal education really began
in jail. ‘A hardened convict took the
punk kid in hand and taught him the
ropes of the sordid business of crime.
By the time Ernie had served his two-
year sentence, he was ready to put his
newly acquired knowledge to work mak-
ing a fast and dishonest buck.

It wasn’'t easy; the glamorous ban-
dit era of the James Boys was far in
the past. Wide-spread use of the tele-
graph and telephone made it decidedly
risky to rob banks, and modern express
trains traveled too swiftly to be board-
ed and sacked in the traditional dashing
manner of the old Wild West. Disgusted
with the lack of opportunity in Wyo-
ming, Ernie headed for Canada. There,
in Alberta, still existed a frontier of
sorts that promised rich pickings for
an ardent student of Jesse James sport-
ing a prison-earned diploma in the tech-
nique of modern crime.

Arriving in Calgary in mid-October
of 1902, Ernie promptly forged a check
for one hundred dollars and blew town
on a prospecting tour westward. He
didn’t get far. Constable Rubbra, of the
Northwest Mounted Police, picked him
up in a little prairie town sixty miles
away and wired the Calgary police chief
to come get his man.

The chief, a kindly man, got to talk-
ing with his youthful prisoner on the
train back to Calgary. “What made
you pull such a fool stunt, son?” he in-
quired sorrowfully. “You must have real-
ized you couldn’t get away with it.”

Ernie hung his head and blubbered
like a whipped schoolboy. “I was broke
and hungry,” he whined. ‘“All I want-
ed was a stake to get out of town and
find a job on a ranch.”

He bawled and sniffled until the ha-
rassed chief was only too glad to grant
his tearful request to go to the wash-
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room and spruce himself up. Trying un-
successfully to ignore the indignant
glares of his fellow passengers, the chiel
tagged along to play watchdog outside
the door.

Twenty minutes passed and his woe-
begone prisoner failed to emerge from
the washroom. The chief got worried.
He rapped on the locked door and call-
ed, “Cashel! Are you all right in there?”

No answer. The alarmed officer got
the brakeman to force the door, but they
didn’t find Ernie. The window was wide
open, where the slender and agile young-
ster had wriggled through the narrow
opening to drop on the prairie from the
leisurely moving train.

Young Jesse James had made a clean
get-away!

XASPERATED, the Mounties took

over the case from the duped police
chief. At first inspection their job didn’t
appear difficult — merely to run down a
twenty-one-year-old boy afoot on the
wide prairie. The Force was soon to
revise its opinion of Ernie Cashel from
Wyoming.

Winter was fast approaching, the
thermometer already dipping well below
the freezing mark. Cashel had neither
food, a coat to keep him warm nor a
horse to ride. A serious problem for
anybody but Ernie, who simply walked
into a ranch-house near Lacombe, smil-
ed his boyish, appealing smile and beg-
ged a horse, grub and a warm woolen
coat. Delighted to meet such a fine lad,
although puzzled at his being afoot and
coatless on such a bitter day, the ranch-
owner willingly staked him to an outfit.
The gentleman was vastly surprised to
learn next day from the Police that his
personable guest, “Bert Ellsworth,” was
an American ex-convict wanted in Cal-
gary for forgery and escape from an
officer.

All Police Posts in the region were
alerted to look for a wiry youth wear-
ing a gray coat and riding a dark-bay
horse. For nearly a month the hunt con-
tinued in vain with not a clue showing
anywhere. Then, in Lacombe, Constable
Alec Macleod heard from a visiting set-
tler named Thomas that a young fellow
who called himself Ellsworth was stop-
ping at the home of his uncle, Rufus
Belt: Alarmed at the news that Bert
Ellsworth was an ex-jailbird and possi-
bly dangerous, Thomas rode with Mac-
leod to Belt’s lonely homestead on the

Red Deer River, thirty-eight miles east
of Lacombe.

The house was deserted when Macleod
and Thomas arrived at the small ranch
on the Red Deer. The door stood wide
open, though it was early November and
an icy wind whipped across the prairie.
Rufus Belt was nowhere about.

Anxiously searching the premises,
Thomas hopefully concluded that his
uncle and Cashel had ridden off together
on a hunting trip. Belt’s cream-colored
saddle horse was missing from his stall,
as were his shotgun and revolver from
their racks on the kitchen wall. The
hunting trip theory was exploded when
further search revealed that Belt's best
suit of corduroy had also disappeared
along with the contents of a tin money-
box. Thomas recalled that his uncle usu-
ally kept several hundred dollars in the

box, and distinctly remembered Mr. Belt
‘placing an American $50 bill in the box

on the occasion of his last visit to the
ranch two weeks before.

To Macleod the set-up looked ominous-
ly like murder and robbery. He made a
hasty search of the house, corrals and
barn and both banks of the nearby Triver.
Not a clue presented itself. Constable
Macleod left the bewildered Thomas at
the ranch and rode off to question Belt’s
scattered neighbors. None of them could
offer any information as to the rancher’s
whereabouts. One of them “thought” he
had heard two horses passing his cabin
at midnight “about a week ago.” Mac-
leod pushed on.

At a distant ranch, the Constable lo-
cated Belt’s saddle in the possession of
a cowhand. The man said he had bought
it for a few dollars from a young Ameri-
can riding a dark-bay and leading a fine
cream-colored horse. The American was
alone and had ridden on westward with-
out staying the night.

This looked like a hot lead, but, try
as he would, Macleod couldn’t develop
it further. Ernie Cashel had vanished
as completely as though he’d ridden in-
to a hole in the bleak hills and pulled
it in after him.

DECEMBER blew in cold and stormy

in Alberta, with the temperature
plummeting below zero. Somewhere out
on the storm-swept plains Cashel was
holed up like a prairie dog. The weeks
slid by and Christmas and New Year’s
came and passed without sign of the fu-
gitive or of his supposed victim. Con-
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“Steady, boysl” he warned plea-
santly. "Unbuckle your gun-belts and
drop ‘em. No tricks or I'll drop youl”

stable Pennecuick was now working on
the case, the same brilliant sleuth who
had trapped the infamous ‘“triple killer
of the Yukon,” George O’Brien, and sent
him to the gallows a year and a half
before.

Anybody but a bulldog like Pennecuick
would have chucked the fruitless man-
hunt until spring made the going less
rigorous. The Constable detective went
on doggedly scouring Alberta from one
end to the other, questioning cowboys,
half-breeds and Indians, farmers and
townsmen, searching, always searching
for a cocky kid suspected of murder. In
mid-January, at a “breed” village near
Jumping Pond, Pennecuick received his
first break.
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The half-breeds had an interesting
story to relate to the visiting Police-
man. Shortly before Christmas a hand-
some young man driving a mismatched
team attached to a two-wheeled rig had
arrived at the village in the midst of a
raging snowstorm and asked shelter for
the night. Queried as to his name and
business, the youth had grinned and de-
clared that he was an American tour-
ist named Nick Carter.

“Nick Carter” settled down for a
lengthy stay at the village and quickly
made a great hit with everybody —
especially the girls. The good-looking
stranger sang American cowboy songs
in a pleasing tenor voice and shook a
merry hoof at all the dances. Oh, he
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was a gay one, was the young Ameri-
can —the kind of lad one delighted in
doing favors for! Needing woolen un-
derwear and ammunition for his shot-
gun and revolver, the youth had com-
missioned an obliging half-breed to buy
these items for him at the nearby trad-
ing post. He had paid for his purchases
with an American $50 bill. Next morn-
ing, “Nick Carter” had driven off to-
ward the west without even lingering
to bid farewell to his numerous lady-
friends.

How long ago was that? A week be-
fore M’sieur le Constable’s arrival at the
village.

The long-cold trail was heating up.
Pennecuick recovered the $50 bill from
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the trader and learned that Cashel had
swapped Belt’s corduroy coat and vest
for a flashy red-and-white capote. On
the lining of the coat, Pennecuick dis-
covered a dark stain resembling blood.

Westward Pennecuick trailed the tu-
gitive, but caught up with his quarry
just too late to make the arrest him-
self. Pennecuick’s fellow officer, Cons-
table Blyth, ran down the murder sus-
pect in the frontier village of Anthra-
cite. Hiding out in a rooming house,
Cashel made one quick move toward his
six-gun and found himself looking down
the barrel of Blyth’'s service revolver.
Beaten to the draw, Ernie laughed easily
and raised his hands. Blyth put the
cuffs on his man and escorted him back
to Calgary Jail. Pennecuick returned
to the Belt ranch to renew his hunt for
the missing owner.

HROUGHOUT the rest of the winter

and on into the spring, Pennecuick
went over Belt’s house and land foot by
foot hunting a clue to the mystery of
his whereabouts. Nothing showed. As
soon as the ice left the Red Deer River,
the Constable hired men and boats and

~ supervised extensive dragging operations

of miles of river above and below the
ranch. No results.

Back in Calgary, Ernie Cashel went
to trial and drew a three-year peniten-
tiary sentence for theft, forgery and es-
cape from an officer. Tough guy Cash-
el received the verdict with a sneer and
a flippant wisecrack to the effect that
he “could do that stretch standing on
my head!”

Ernie was safely behind prison bars,
but Pennecuick was far from being satis-
fied with that. In a painstaking search
that for sheer stubbornness and thor-
oughness equalled his monumental work
in the O’Brien case, the Constable con-
tinued hunting the missing rancher Belt.
Through May, June and well into July
the indomitable officer worked on, re-
dragging the river from bank to bank,
combing the tangled brush along its
shores.

Recalling that George O’Brien had
disposed of the bodies of his victims in
the Yukon River, Pennecuick suspected

that Cashel had similarly utilized the

Red Deer to hide the murdered body of
the old rancher who had befriended him.
On July 23rd, 1903, the hunch paid off.
The body of Rufus Belt was found at
the mouth of a creek twenty miles be-
low his ranch. The elderly man had
been shot through the heart. Identity
of the partially decomposed corpse was
established beyond doubt by a deformed
toe on the left foot and an iron clamp
on the heel of the left boot.

Cashel was brought back from Stony
Mountain Penitentiary to stand trial for
murder. This time the arrogant boy
outlaw didn’t sneer at the judge when
sentence was pronounced. Ernest Cashel
was sentenced to die on the gallows
for the murder of Rufus Belt.

ASHEL’S FAMILY, back in Wyo-
ming, was informed of his trial and
the resultant death sentence. John Cash-
el, a brother, came to Calgary at once.
John, a serious young man with all of
Ernie’s charm and none of his sneering
cynicism, appeared dazed at his kid
brother’s impending doom. The guards
at the prison humanely gave him a
break, allowing him to talk to Ernie
daily for a ten-minute period.
A terrific blizzard hit Calgary five
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days before the murderer’s scheduled
execution at dawn on December 15. John
Cashel arrived at the prison shortly af-
ter 6 o’clock on the evening of Decem-
ber 10 for his final visit with Ernie. The
guard on duty in the corridor watched
sympathetically as John leaned weeping
against the bars of Ernie’s cell. The
condemned boy reached through the bars
to put his arms around John, and beg-
ged him not to cry. It was indeed a
heart-rending scene, and the burly po-
lice officer averted his eyes and loudly
blew his nose as the devoted brothers
made their last farewells.

Twenty minutes after John left the
prison, the death-watch was relieved.
Cashel was ordered into the corridor
while the prison Superintendent and the
officer on duty searched his cell accord-
ing to the daily custom. Finding every-
thing okay, the officers stepped back in-
to the corridor and invited Ernie to re-
turn to his cell. Both hands shoved deep
in his jacket pockets, the young killer
grinned broadly at them and refused to
move.

“Come on, young fellow — hop it!”
snapped the Super in exasperation. He
took one stride toward Cashel — and
stopped short in stunned surprise.
Ernie’s hands had whipped from his
pockets — a snub-nosed revolver in each.

“Steady, boys!” he warned pleasantly.
“Unbuckle your gun-belts and drop ’em.
No tricks, or I'll drop you!”

For a tense moment the Super hesi-
tated, weighing his chances of bluffing
the murderer or shooting it out with
him. Cashel read his desperate thought.

“I said drop it, pal,” he smiled thinly,
“not pull it!” -

The Super dropped it like a hot po-
tato.

“That’s better!” approved Ernie. “Now
both of you step into my little nest here
and I'll lock you up nice and cozy for
the night.”

The Super stood motionless, sweating
profusely, still groping mentally for
something, anything, to turn the tables.

Cashel’'s easy smile left his boyish
face like a light blinking out. Deliber-
ately he cocked both guns. “Make up
your minds— fast! I can’t hang any
higher for three Kkillings than for one!”

Both officers stepped inside the cell.
Ernie, smiling again, démanded the door-
key and locked them in. Nonchalantly
the killer hobbled down the corridor to
the guard-room office, stepping short
and carefully in his leg-irons. Within
seconds he returned, herding the desk
officer before him. Relieving him of the
keys to the leg-irons and to the outer
door, Ernie locked the desk man in with
his fellow officers. Shedding his cum-
bersome fetters, the killer bade his erst-
while captors a cheery goodnight and
walked boldly out into the storm.

THE roaring blizzard that swept Cal-
gary that bitter December night was
a gentle zephyr compared to the fierce
storm of newspaper criticism that rock-
ed all Canada next day. The prison Su-
perintendent and his two guards were
placed under arrest pending investiga-
tion, and the Mounted Police gritted
their teeth and set about capturing
elusive Ernie Cashel for the third time!

Again the job proved tough. Loyal
John Cashel, well loaded with food, re-
volver cartridges and a new pair of
shoepacks, had been picked up on his
way to the prison within minutes of
Ernie’s escape but flatly refused to talk.

Somehow the brothers had messed up
their private time-table, and John land-
ed in a cell as a result of their confu-
sion. Later he received a prison sen-
tence for his part in engineering Ernie’s
escape.

Three days passed without a sign of
the fugitive killer. December 15 arrived,
the date set for the execution, and with
it belated news of Ernie. The murderer
sneaked into an outlying ranch-house
while the owner was in town, stole an
outfit of warm clothes and left his own
torn and dirty rags piled atop a taunt-
ing note signed with his name.

One hundred angry Poticemen accept-
ed Cashel’s insolent challenge to hunt
him down. For days and weeks it seem-
ed that they would have been just about
as successful trailing a ghost.

Christmas Day brought fresh news
of Ernie —a note mailed to a prison
chaplain, the Reverend George Kerby,
with the courteous request that he turn
it over to the District Commissioner of
the Mounted Police. The note was a
little gem of calculated impudence.

“How are you making it, Mounted
Police ?”’ gibed Ernie. ‘“I'm still in good
shape and expect to remain so in spite
of you Mounties. If you do get me, it
won’t be alive. Just tell Mr: Radcliffe
(the hangman) to go back to Ottawa
and take his rope with him.

(Signed) Mysterious Man
P. S. I'm going to stay in Calgary for
some time yet.”

The handwriting was unmistakably
that of Ernie Cashel.

$1,000 reward was now posted for
the daring boy killer. Superintendent
Sanders took personal command of the
numerous Force detachments working
out of Calgary on the hunt for the mur-
derer. For nearly three weeks Sanders’
men combed the town and surrounding
countryside for miles around without re-
sults. No doubt about it — young Jesse
James from across the border was the
slickest fugitive the Mounted had trail-
ed since their long search for the tricky
Indian killer, Almighty Voice, back in
1896 and '97.

ON JANUARY 12, Cashel dropped in
on a farmer living a few miles from
Calgary, threw a gun on him and de-
manded food. After lunch he pulled up
a comfortable chair near the kitchen
stove and read the newspaper to catch
up on the latest operations of the police.
Angered by the jailing of his brother
John, Ernie tore up the paper, hurled
the pieces in the scared farmer’s face
and disappeared into the woods behind
the house.

Nine days later Ernie popped up at
a ranch in Shephard, twenty miles away.
Again he demanded and received food
at gun-point, read the newspaper apd
vanished like a wraith into the snow-
covered prairie. The police ringed the
whole Shephard area and cautiously clos-
ed in.

Inspector Duffus, leading a posse of
armed ecivilians sworn in as Deputy Po-
lice officers, encountered a cowhand on
the Pitman ranch who had spotted a
stranger hanging around the fields the
day before. Hailed by the ranch em-
ployee, the stranger had covered his
face with the collar of his coat and
hurried away.

Inspector Duffus divided his men into
two groups commanded by himself and a
Constable Biggs and began a methodi-

(Continued on page 33) :
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THE HOI

BY FOREST CROSSEN

Illustrated by Keith Soward

The pretty dance hall girl
stretched her luck a mite
too far when she tried to

fool a cowpuncher TWICE!

GUY NEVILLS pointed to a photo-

graph of old Fort Benton, Montana,
and began to laugh. “You probably
think I'm loco, laughing like this, but
that old brick building there reminds
me of something that happened to a
partner of mine in Fort Benton. Plenty
of things used to happen in that old
town, you know.”

Guy was right as four aces in a row.
For sheer color, excitement and romance,
few western towns approached Fort
Benton. Benton, head of navigation on
the Missouri River until the railroads
crossed the northern plains, was the so-
cial and trading center for a vast area.
It began as a fur trading post, served
as supply town for the gold camps of
Virginia City and Helena, and later be-
came trail’s end for herds of Texas long-
horns and a ranchers’ town.

‘“Harry McCune and I were in Fort
Benton for a little fun. We'd just come
in off a roundup in the Bearpaw Moun-
tains. Harry used to drink hard .
and he was a fighter. He was a slender
ittle man, but he was powerful.

“I didn’t drink or gamble, so Harry
zave me his money — all except fifteen
)r twenty dollars. Right away he start-
:dd in to drink in the saloons along
Front street.”

Front Street, stretching along the
Missouri River, was lined with saloons,
zambling houses; dance halls, hotels
ind restaurants. During the great
steamboat days it ran night and day.
Chat tradition lingered.

“That first night,” continued Guy,
‘Harry met a girl in a dance hall. She
vas a good-looking girl and they took
1p with each other right off. He bought
i lot of drinks, which she received a per-
lentage on. Of course, she never drank
vhiskey; what the waiter brought her
vas cold tea. Harry got pretty drunk.
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“They used to have rooms up there
in that old brick building. This girl took
Harry up to her room.

“The next morning when he woke
up —with a big head, of course — she
was gone. And so was his money.

“He hunted me up and we had break-
fast. He was pretty sore, so I bought
him a couple of eye-openers, hoping he
wouldn’t see the girl until he got to
feeling better.

“That evening he asked me for five
dollars. He was straightened up in good
shape by this time. ‘Along about the
time the dance hall closes,’ he said, ‘I
want you to go down to Charley Green’s
livery stable and saddle up our horses.
Take our things down there and wait.’

“I gave him the money and laid a
hand on his shoulder. ‘Don’t you kill
nobody. You're up to something.’

“‘Don’t worry about that. Just you
be down there waiting, after I go up to
the room with this girl.’

“I watched him dancing with the girl,
who never let on that anything had
happened. Pretty soon they were as
thick as fleas. About midnight they
pulled out together.

“Right after Harry hit the bed, he
went to sleep, like he was drunker than
all get out.

“The girl waited a while. Then she
got up and took his money out of his
pants pocket. She went over to the
wall, pushed aside a picture and took
out a loose brick. She put the money
ibn, replaced the brick and came back to
ed.
“Harry had been lying there, watch-
ing every move she made.

“After a while he got sicker than the
devil. ‘T've got to have some Jamaica
Ginger,’ he told her, tears streaming out
of his eyes. ‘I'm one sick human. Hur-
ry up!

“It was two or three blocks to the
nearest saloon, but she put on her
clothes and away she went.

“Right away Harry was up and dress-
ed. He went over, pushed aside the pic-
ture and took out the brick. He grab-
bed what money there was, slipped out
the back way and came down to the
livery barn,

« “‘Let’s go, he said. He wasn’t any
more drunk than I was and there was a
happy ring in his voice.

(Continued on page 30)
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LONGHAIRE

BY EUGENE CUNNINGHAM

EVERYBODY knows of Wild Bill Hickok and Billy the Kid,;
many have heard or read of Wyatt and the other Earps; of
Bat Masterson. But the old-timers who knew them all say that
one man never gets due credit for being a topflight gun-
slinger—and that man is Jim Courtright. And that is strange,
since Courtright was just as game, just as deadly with a six-
gun as Hickok, the Kid, Wyatt Earp, or any of the gun-fight-
ing fraternity. All Jim lacked, it seems, was the publicity
that made the others so famous.

Courtright’s earliest history is little known. Like most
gun-fighters, he lived only in the present, with hardly a thought
for the future and never a thought for the past. He was born
in Towa about 1848. He served in the Civil War under General
John A. Logan and he was still a young man when he wrote
on his Towa door the mystic letters G.T.T.——Gone to Texas.

Above average height, dark-eyed, with black hair worn
shoulder-length, Courtright was a figure to note in any com-
pany. He had guts. Courage, plus rare skill at handling wea-
pons, coupled with a thorough knowledge of the frontier,
made him an excellent prospect for an Army Scout. His old
Civil War commander, General Logan, took him on in that
capacity, and he served with the Army over much of north-
west Texas, Arizona and New Mexico.

After Courtright quit the Army, he got a job as Chief of
Police in Fort Worth. Fort Worth, during the 70’s and 80’s,
was a two-fisted town. It was no place for a weak-kneed of-
ficer of the law. The city marshal—as police chiefs were called
then—kept order in whatever manner he could. Jim Court-
right found plenty of opportunities to display his cool nerve
and speed and accuracy at gun-play.
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Politics was Jim’s weakness. His Army life, perhaps, made
Him a natural partisan. He had to be on one side or the other
This tendency lined him up with one faction in Fort Wortk
politics. Unfortunately, he picked the weaker faction and s¢
lost his job after the next election. )

At this time, in El Paso, Colonel A. J. Fountain, o
Mesilla, New Mexico, was having an earnest conference witl
Texas Ranger Captain Jim Gillett. Colonel Fountain was ar
important figure in New Mexico politics and interested, also
in the new mining camp of Lake Valley, above Rincon in New
Mexico.

FOUN’I‘AIN had come to El Paso to talk to Captain Gillet
about this wild community. It was a rip-roaring, twenty
four-hour-a-day place, comparable to the wild Kansas cow
towns at the end of the Chisholm Trail. What Lake Valle]
needed most was a marshal of the Earp or Masterson type—
a man of cold nerve, good judgment and deft skill with a Col
or a sawed-off shotgun.

“You come up and take the job,” said Fountain to Gillett
“T'll pay you double what you're drawing here. I know wha
you've done for El Paso and, to my mind, you're the mai
for us.”

“Declined with thanks!” Gillett told him flatly. “I'm tire
of trouble and gun-play. I'm going into the cow business rea
soon now. I'm going to be a rancher, not the new marshal o
Lake Valley.”

Fountain was disappointed at Gillett’s refusal, but kney
that it was no use to argue. “Who else do you recommen
for the job?” he asked Jim.

True Wes



Hlustrated by Al Martin Napoletano

Down went the longhaired gunman.

Jim Courtright operated on both sides of the law
successfully—until he met the little man known

as ““The Undertaker’s Friend”’

“Jim Courtright, the old Army scout,” Gillett replied
instantly. “He can’t be bluffed. When he has to be, he’s a gun-
fighter. from the hard water forks of Bitter Creek. He's as
good as anybody I ever heard of—and I'm not barring John
Wesley Hardin, Ben Thompson, or anybody else. He's been
marshal up at Fort Worth, but lost that job through politics.
If he’ll come to Lake Valley, you’ll see your hard cases high-
tailing it for a healthier climate.”

‘“Wire him”, said Fountain promptly. “Offer him the job
in my name. If he’s the man you think he is, he’ll be our best
bet, since you won’t come.”

So Courtright came to El Paso. Gillett explained Fountain’s
proposition and took him to see the Colonel. The politician
was much impressed with Jim’s intelligence and air of self-
assurance.

They came quickly to agreement and departed for Lake
Valley together. Here, Fountain introduced Courtright around
the camp, and the new marshal settled himself in the job.
Two ore thieves had been making life miserable for the mine
owners. They had the bad judgment to tackle Courtright in a
gunfight and paid for the grievous error with their lives.
Thereafter, Jim went about his duties with such grim effi-
ciency that, as Gillett had prophesied, Lake Valley’s badmen
high-tailed for places where no Jim Courtright was riding
herd on civic affairs. Lake Valley became downright peaceful
for a mining camp of that turbulent era.

When the mines played ouf, the population drifted to
other, newer camps—and the marshal’s job played out with the
mines.

Now, General Logan again came to Courtright’s aid. He
sent for Jim and told him that he had a job for him. The
General owned a cow ranch in the American Valley of New
Mexico. It was a sizable and valuable spread—but produced
no profits for its owner, which was the reason for Logan’s
thought of Jim Courtright. The range was being cluttered up
with squatters; the herds were suffering from the bold de-
predations of rustlers.

General Logan offered Courtright the job of foreman. At
the moment, the General needed the services of a crack gun-
fighter more than those of an experienced cowman. The pay
was good; the job offered plenty of excitement. Jim took it.

THERE are conflicting stories as to the rights and wrongs

of the case of Logan vs. the Squatters. Everywhere in the
West, the nester problem has been a tangled one. The big
ranchers, with much money invested in their herds, occupying
free range by reason of pre-emption, naturally felt that the
hoe-man might have the law on his side, but did not have
justice. )
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The nester claimed that he was perfectly within the law
when he settled on a choice section of watered land. It was
public land; therefore, it was as much his as the cattlemen’s.
But the cowman, seeing the water upon which his cattle de-
pended fenced in by the nesters, was naturally provoked. He
had to fight to retain his land and water or get out of the
country. Since he had been first in the country, the cowman de-
cided to fight rather than accept ruin merely because a vague
and far-away law maker sided with the squatters. [

At any rate, Jim Courtright had been given the job of
freeing the Logan range of squatters. Being the man he was,
he tried to earn his wages. He served notice on the squatters
and moved to see that his notices were heeded.

Two Frenchmen had squatted on a nice bit of the Logan
range. One day, Courtright rode down with a companion, a well
known Panhandle gunman, Jim Mclntyre, to eject the squat-
ters.

The rights and wrongs of the whole business are lost in
the mists of the years. But the argument with these French-
men ended with the swift, deadly blasting of the gun-fighters’
Colts. Courtright and McIntyre rode away from two bullet-
torn corpses.

There was plenty of squatter sympathy in the country, so
the killing of the Frenchmen roused wide-spread and bitter
feeling. Warrants were sworn out; Courtright and McIntyre
were charged with murder. Both men lit out of the region
to save their necks.

They parted in Fort Worth. McIntyre, thoroughly scared,
headed for South America; Courtright hung around Fort
Worth.

A New Mexican officer named Richmond presently arrived
in Fort Worth looking for Courtright. He had warrants issued
by the Governor of Texas in response to a formal requisition
made by the Governor of New Mexico. But Richmond chose
not to deal directly with the arrest of Courtright. Lieutenant
Grimes and Corporal Hayes, Texas Rangers, were to assist
him in making the arrest, if and when he requested their as-
sistance.

Adjutant General W. H. King speaks caustically of “the
mystery with which this agent saw fit to surround his move-
ments.” Old-timers who saw it all say that the mysterious,
seemingly meaningless actions of Richmond were an attempt
to throw Courtright off guard.

The arrest was finally made on Saturday, October 18,
1884. Excitement spread over Fort Worth at the news. There
were, so General King remarks, “a long train of antecedent
circumstances and rumors revolving about Courtright and
his alleged crime,” which “caused an outburst of real or as-

(Continued on page 35)
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Fireman Frank Bames

rain

Sixty years have passed since the spectacular
/ICrash at Crush, Texas,’’ yet here—for the

first time—is the TRUE story of the great Texas

Wreck

BY FRANK BARNES
Photographs by Deane

IN the spring of 1896, William G. Crush—later general pas-
senger agent for the M.K.T. Railroad—was on a trip from
New York to St. Louis when the engine exploded and wrecked
the train.

Crush saw the big crowd that gathered, and asked him-
self: “If all these people will come to see a train wreck after
it has happened, would not thousands more come to see a real
wreck well advertised in advance?”

Crush was quite a showman, and he determined to put
his idea across. He went to the top officials of the M.K.T. line
and asked permission to stage a carefully planned head-on
collision.

Depression stalked the country in 1896, so Crush’s clinch-
ing argument was that the road would make money on the
crash. “We’ll hit headlines in newspapers all over the United
States!” he assured his superiors. “Fifty thousand people will
come to see the wreck, and the Katy will haul every one of
)em!"

As Crush had promised, the startling announcement that
two trains moving at high speed would collide head-on made
headlines in newspapers all over the country, even though
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the time and place were to be announced later.

After extensive planning the date was set for September
15, 1896, and the place sixteen miles north of Waco, named
Crush for the occasion. A large pasture was rented, mostly
on the west side of the Katy mainline and sloping toward it
This slope would give the spectators an excellent view of the
proceedings, particularly as the afternoon sun would be at
their backs.

The pasture was cleaned like a picnic ground. Platforms
were built for the convenience of the passengers who would
arrive on the excursion trains. Crush secured a huge tent from
the Ringling Brothers’ Circus for use in serving meals to the
crowd. Smaller tents were erected for dispensing liquid refresh-
ments. A stand was built for the official photographers whao
made the photographs which illustrate this article.

On the day of the wreck, several water cars were brought
from Waco, filled with ice and artesian water, to provide free
drinking water for the spectators. Tin cups, fastened with
chains to the taps on the tanks, insured drinking facilities for
all.

Part of the crowd from photographers’ stand. The rope set to hold b&ck the crowd (which they ignored) is shown at left of scene.

True West



We brought the trains to the point of collision and stopped when this picture was made. Then we backed up to await the signal

for the final run.

PREPARATIONS were speeded up as September 15 drew

near. In the railroad shops at Denison, Texas, two 35 ton
engines were readied for the collision. (60 ton engines were
replacing the smaller engines, so the 35 ton jobs were surplus.
The big wreck was simply a more spectacular way of dis-
posing of junk engines than our present methods.)

One engine was painted bright green, trimmed in red,
and numbered 999. The other was painted red, trimmed in
green, and numbered 1001. For each engine a train of six
empty stock cars was made up. The cars were covered with
canvas, painted to advertise the Dallas Fair and the Ringling
Brothers’ Circus.

The week before the date of collision, engine crews were
sent from Smithville to Denison. Engineer Charles Cain and
Fireman S. M. Dickerson brought Number 1001 and its train
to Waco via Dallas. Engineer C. E. Stanton and Fireman Frank
Barnes (myself) brought Number 999 through Fort Worth
to Waco. This trip, with stops en route, was good publicity
for the big show to come.

The plan was to have the trains start two miles apart,
attain a speed of a mile a minute, and collide at a point mid-
way of the run and directly in front of the natural amphi-
theater where the crowd would gather. With the trains moving
at this speed, 88 feet per second, even a small error in timing

.A fully-exposed negative shows the engines striking. Moving trains are badly blurred by length of the exposure.

4§
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The explosion. Indications are that the boiler exploded after the trains had collided and the cars had stacked up. The cars shown
in this photograph have moved three-car-lengths after the engines collided.

would move the point of collision enough to spoil the view of
the photographers; so precise calculation was imperative if the
widely advertised show was to be a success.

For three days before the wreck we made practice runs,
timing each engine to travel the mile run in two minutes. The
two engines didn’'t perform just alike, so proper adjustments
had to be made.

On each engine a clamp was placed, against which the
throttle could be opened. In this way, the same throttle setting
could be used each time. Engineer Stanton, on Number 999,
opened the throttle to the clamp with the reverse lever in low
and counted sixteen exhausts, which was four turns of the
drivers. He then set the reverse lever next to high, and we
made our mile in two minutes from a standing start.

The crew of 1001 learned how to set their controls for the
same timing. Of course, on the final run each crew would
start the engines and get off quickly.

OTHER details were handled with equal care. On the link-
and-pin couplers that we had, the pins.sometimes jumped
out and that broke the train as the cars uncoupled. Each of
the pins was drilled and a key fitted, so this could not happen.

The steam line to the air pump was disconnected, so the
airbrakes could not be set by some mishap such as an air hose
breaking between the engine and the tank.

On the day of the crash, our trains were run into position
and the track cut behind each. This was a precaution against
the possibility that one train would leave the track and the
other would run wild. As I have stated, the cars were empty.
(I would also like to emphasize, at this point, that the oft-
repeated story that the cars were loaded with crossties to
give added weight is simply not true. Some ties were piled
beside the track, to be used in repairing the line, and that fact
may be the source of the story.)

As an added precaution, we removed all tools and spare
pins from the engines and any other loose objects that might
fly through the air when the trains collided.

Mr. Crush’s idea that people would come in large num-
bers to see two trains collide at high speed was verified on
September 15. From early morning, excursion trains unloaded
passengers, and it was estimated that at least 40,000 people
came to see the wreck. There were excited spectators from all
parts of the United States. By early afternoon the last ex-
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cursion train had unloaded and gone to either Waco or Hills-
boro. Momentarily we expected the signal to start our run. A
dispatcher near the grandstand was to give the signal, received
by a telegrapher at each end.

Time crawled by and still the signal did not come. (We
later learned that the people had crowded so close to the
track that the officials had to practically force them back to
a safe area.)

Finally, late in the afternoon, our operator hollered “Two
minutes!”’ and raised his hand. When the two minutes had
ticked off, he hollered “GO!” and dropped his hand.

FVERYTHING went off exactly as we had planned it. En-

4 gineer Stanton opened the throttle to the clamp, counted
sixteen puffs, moved the reverse lever to the second notch,
and then got off. I was out of his way, but waited until he
was on the steps before I got off.

Tensely we watched our train run its mile course. At the
end of two minutes we saw a great cloud of steam and saw
parts of the engine flying through the air. From that sicken-
ing sight and from the roar of sound, we knew that the un-
expected had happened —a boiler explosion. We watched
numbly, praying that nobody had been killed or hurt. That
was too much to hope for, as we were soon to find out.

The track, which had been cut back of our starting
place, was connected in a few minutes, and we rode the
wrecker to the wrecked trains. It took some time to get the
wrecker close enough to work, as the trains were swarming
with souvenir hunters.

Only one man suffered fatal injuries, although several
others were badly hurt. J. C. Deane, an official photographer
who was on the stand built for his firm, was the most severe-
ly injured of those who eventually recovered. Deane was
struck in the eye by a flying bolt. He was taken to a Waco
hospital, where the bolt was removed from his brain. It was
over two inches long, with a nut on the end of it. Deane
recovered and continued in photography for many years.

As an official photographer, Deane was close to the
wreck. Of course, if we could have foreseen the boiler ex-
plosion, nobody would have been allowed close up. In fact,
if the danger of explosion had even been suspected, the stunt
would never have been pulled off at all. All other casualties
were caused by the fact that people had crowded past the
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Before the crowd reached the wreck. Of the 12 cars, only three on one train and two on the other remained upright.

barriers which had been set. Crush said that the people had
first been asked to back up, then ordered back. Some obeyed,
some did not, and it was among these daring ones that the
injuries occurred.

The unexpected boiler explosion may be explained by the
peculiarity of this collision. In addition to the mile a minute
speed of both trains, both engines were working steam and
no brakes were set. In any other type of collision, an engi-
neer will set brakes and close throttle the instant he sees
trouble ahead.

i CRUSH was not blamed for the explosion. He remained
with the Katy, became general passenger agent for the
line, and held the post until he retired. Both firemen were

promoted to engineers, and all four men in the engine crews
were in service until they retired. I myself retired in 1950,
the oldest Katy engineer in point of service on the entire line,
after a railroading career that began away back in 1892.
I believe that L. G. Parsons, who was a brakeman, and my-
self are the last living participants in the big show at Crush,
Texas — the “City that lived for a day.” Parsons, 94, lives in
Smithville, Texas.

Over the years, many persons have asked me what pur-
pose did the collision serve; what did it actually prove?

Well, the major purpose, of course, was publicity and
profit for the M.K.T. Railroad, and that purpose was achieved.
Also, as I told the newspaper reporters on my 84th birthday
a year ago, it proved a lot of people will go a long way to
see a train wreck!

Souvenir hunters swarmed over the wreck. It took some time to clear a way through the crowd for the wreckers.

May-June, 1957
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‘A NYONE who listens and looks for

such things can almost any week
get tidings of a new search for the Lost
Peg-Leg Mine between Yuma and Los
Angeles, the Cement of Nevada, the
Gunsight Lode in Death Valley, Lin-
gard’s Lake in California, the Tin Buc-
ket of Oregon,
of the Bighorn Mountains, the Adams
Diggings somewhere in New Mexico, and
many another location rich enough—
according to the tales—to buy all the
shares of Standard Oil on the New York
Stock Exchange.

A lost mine is a legend, if you will,
but the traditions of all lost mines are
kept alive not as legends but as reali-
ties believed in by men with mining am-
bitions. These traditions may and do
contradict each other. If directions to
the fabled locations were infallible and
if the circumstantial details concerning
their discovery were all in agreement,
the mines would not continue “lost.” They
are always superlatively rich; if not
rich, they would not be worth remember-
ing — and seeking for. If men were not
seekers after a gleam that can never
be grasped and were not dreamers of
dreams as golden as youth itself, the lost
mines would not exist. Nor is it the
gold alone that makes the drama. It is
the seeker — the seeker and the stark
land in which he seeks.

Death Valley bought its name- fair.
“Ground Afire” the Piaute Indians call
it. In summer the heat goes to 130 de-
grees above. No water ever drains out
of Death Valley. The sands in this pit,
three hundred feet below sea level, are
so mixed with salt, soda, borax, alkali,
nitre and other minerals that the water
in most of the few holes and springs is
beyond potability for man or beast.
Sometimes terrible sandstorms blow over
the Valley. The Panamint Range fenc-
ing it in on the west and the Amar-
gosa (Bitter) Range, of which the Fu-
neral Mountains are a part, on the east
are as bleak and desolate and parched
as the naked sands themselves. Yet this
country has known mining booms, for
it holds gold. It holds too the skeletons
of men who have died of thirst looking
for this gold.

IN the early sixties of the last century,

Virginia City, Nevada, lying north-
ward of Death Valley, was the most
booming mining center in the world.
One of the many seekers who came to
Virginia City at this time was a black-
smith of Bavarian extraction named Ja-
cob Breyfogle. He had been in mining
camps before. A swart giant in stature,
he had little more sensibility than a
brute. Yet the dream was inside him.
He was a silent man. He arrived too
late fall, after the heat of summer—too
pay. So he Saddled his horse and load-
ed his pack burro and went on towards
Death Valley to prospect for a new bo-
nanza. He was alone. This was in the
late fall, after the heat of summer—too
intense in Death Valley for human be-
ings to endure — had subsided.

Weeks later another prospector named
Yount, who was ranging in the Death
Valley region, found Breyfogle stumb-
ling along barefooted, without pick,
blanket, food or water. His clothes were
in tatters. His body was bruised and
gashed as if he had escaped from some
savage attack that all but ended his
life. His mind was in such a dazed con-
dition that he could give no coherent
account of his condition,
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the Lost Cabin Mine

But in the pockets of his blue denims '

was something that spoke more force-
fully than words. Those pockets were
stuffed with ore so rich in gold that
Yount for the moment forgot all
about the wreck of humanity he was
rescuing and doubted his own vision.
The ore was a blood-red quartz, heavy
with great nuggets of gleaming gold.

After months of care, Breyfogle re-
covered sufficiently to talk of his experi-
ences and adventures, though his mind
never became entirely clear. Sometimes
he varied his accounts, and these vari-
ations may well explain conflicting tales
that hunters for Breyfogle’s gold still
tell and direct their courses by.

As Yount got the story, about two
weeks after Breyfogle left Virginia City
he made camp one night at Day-
light Spring in Boundary Canyon, a gash
in the Funeral Mountains on the eastern
side of Death Valley. The next day he
traveled southward until he came to a
meadow with willow trees growing be-
side water. He could hardly have gone
more than twenty-five miles this day.
Here five Indian trails converged. At
this place he halted to camp and, hav-
ing hobbled his animals, turned them
loose to graze. When at daylight he
arose to catch them and travel on, they
were nowhere in sight.

He had a pair of new shoes in his
pack that he wanted to break in. He
put them on. Then he climbed a small
hill to get a view of the broken coun-
try. Standing there scanning the land,
his eyes were suddenly caught by the
glint of yellow from some blood-red
quartz lying almost at his feet. He
picked up a chunk of it. It was unbeliev-
ably heavy. Then he saw that the stuff
in it, the stuff that made it heavy and
yellow, was gold. The rock was abso-
lutely stuffed with nuggets as thick as
raisins in gingerbread. The ground about
was covered with similar ore. With his
eye Breyfogle traced a ledge, or outcrop,
of it. True to the tradition of chance
in the mining world, he had made his
strike. He believed the rock to be as rich
in content and as extensive as the ore
of any mine in the Western World.

LL he would have to do now would be

to put up a notice announcing his
claim and go to taking out ore. He
looked down upon the willows in the
meadow and thought what rare fortune
it was that he should have found gold
so near a good campsite. He hesitated
as to whether he should go down there
and get his pencil and a piece of paper
and write out the claim notice, or go on
and find his horse and burro. While he
was deciding, he picked up more of the

- ore until the pockets of his denims were

crammed and his great hands were full.
Gold! Gold! Gold!

There was not one chance in a thou-
sand that another white man would en-
ter that part of the country soon. There
was not one chance in ten thousand that
another prospector would happen upon
the rich lode and jump his claim. Yet
in imagination Breyfogle saw the wild
rush of men and the great mining center
that would follow his appearance with
a pack load of the precious ore. He
decided that he had better get the horse
and burro before they strayed off too
far. But he could not think what had
become of them. Rising above the hill
on which he stood was a mountain. He
considered climbing this mountain for a
wider view.
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He started the climb, the pockets of
his denims sagging with the golden
rocks, his great hairy hands clutching
more of the precious ore. The gold made
him so happy that he felt like running
up 'the mountain, though he was a heavy
man and hardly knew what gayety was.
As he climbed, getting a wider and wid-
er view of the landscape, he became
more anxious about his animals. With-
out them he could never get a load of
ore back to Virginia City. Indeed, with-
out their help, he had doubts of being
able to get himself back across such a
desolate, broken desert. Then an idea
came to him. Perhaps some Piaute In-
dians had stolen upon his camp in the
night and taken the animals away. He
was not good at noticing tracks and
reading other sign.

The next thing Breyfogle knew an In-
dian leaped upon him from a boulder.
He must have been knocked senseless
with the flrst blow. But he must have
struggled desperately before he succumb-
ed. How long after this it was before
he regained consciousness he had no
idea. When he arose and began travel-
ing, he realized that he was barefooted.
His theory was that the Indian had se-
cretly watched him take the new shoes
from his pack and had then trailed him
to get them. 1

What direction Breyfogle took, how
far he traveled or how long, he could
never tell. Never a man skilled in the
craft of camp and range, he now walk-
ed without even the guide of sanity.
Barefooted as he was, his progress
across thorns and rocks must have been
painfully slow. Only a man as tough as
a brute could have traveled thus at all.
Only his bull-like toughness and stu-
pidity saved him. He must have found
water. Perhaps he took water from the
thorny cactus called viznaga. Yet when
Yount found him he was more than a
hundred miles from Daylight Spring.

AS has already been said, it was
months after he was rescued before
Breyfogle could give even an incoherent
explanation of the gold-filled quartz that
was still in his pockets when Yount
found him, By the time some de-
scription of the place at which to
look for the ore had been wormed, coax-
ed, and prodded out of Breyfogle, the
summer heat was on and the prospect-
ing expedition had to be postponed until
fall.

Then Breyfogle, Yount, and two other
men went to Daylight Spring. Thence
they traveled southward looking for a
meadow in which grew willow trees be-
side water, near a foothill overlooked
by a mountain. They were well provid-
ed with pack animals that carried water
as well as food and blankets.

For a long day they traveled south
of Daylight Spring without glimpsing a
meadow or a willow. They traveled
south another day; they doubled back;
they scouted in all directions. At first
they had some hope of finding the saddle
and camp equipment left by Breyfogle
near the hill on which he found the
gold, but they decided that Indians had
long ago taken all that. Trails in the
Death Valley region are not numerous,
and the convergence of the five Indian
trails that Breyfogle recalled as a land-
mark  should have been a plain sign-
board. The party found Indian trails,
but not five converging. They found not
one sign of the blood-red quartz so rich
in golden nuggets.

(Continued on page 38)
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“The Cow
Killers”

Drawings by Bill Leftwich
Text by Fred Gipson

From the book "'The Cow Killers," published by The
University of Texas Press, Austin, 1956.

It was a strange adventure the American
. livestock inspectors found in Old Mexico
—an adventure often comic, sometimes

rowdy, occasionally tragically bitter

Publisher’s Foreword:

In March of 1949, young Bill Leftwich, of Crystal City,
Texas—former student at Texas A. & M. College, soldier of
World War II—went into Mexico to serve as a livestock
inspector for the Aftosa Commission in its fight against the
foot-and-mouth disease.

Stationed in the vicinity of Zacapu and Patzcuaro, in
south cenfral Michoacan, Leftwich spent some three years
rounding up and corraling cattle, chasing pigs, roping and
tying down wild mountain steers, inspecting every cloven-
footed animal in his district for symptoms of the virus.

When the day’s job was done, unlike most of his co-
workers, Leftwich did not hurry back into town to spend the
remainder of the evening bending an elbow at the cantinas.
Instead, he returned to his wife and baby and to bend an
elbow over his drawing board.

With a keen sense for the dramatic, an eye for detail, and
plenty of natural ability though little training, the young
artist set ouf to record the day’s adventures in line and wash.
Some of those adventures were sad, some comic, some rowdy,
and some tragically bitter. With an uninhibited flare, Left-
wich recorded them all.

Along with the drawings, Leftwich kept notes on the
events that had inspired them, events full of the flavor of
Mexico and having to.do, for the most part, with the reaction
of the natives to the work of the commission. These stories
he related to Fred Gipson, Editor of TRUE WEST and
author of such books as Hound-dog Man, Cowhand, Home
Place and Old Yeller. Fred converted the stories into the
series of vignettes that accompany Leftwich’s drawings in this
book. With the exception of Bill Leftwich and Tom Roberts,
names of the members of the commission are fictitious.

It was called La Comision Mexico-Americana para ls
Erradicacion de la Fiebre Aftosa in the Mexican newspapers—
but the Mexican people called them los matavacas, “the cow
killers.” They resisted the gringos who came armed with six-
shooters and hypodermic syringes to examine and treat and
sometimes kill their cattle. Many fantastic episodes resulted,
episodes that partook closely of the nature of war. TRUE
WEST presents a few of them in the following paragraphs.

OF WHAT VALUE ARE WORDS?

SO consuming was the desire of los matavacas to pick ani-
mals with their needles that they came even on fiesta
days.

They arrived at a certain ranch during a fiesta when
the celebration had reached that high and glorious peak thai
speaks of near-empty bottles.

To the owner of the ranch a gringo matavaca said: “Whjy
are the pigs not corralled? You were advised.”

“8i, Senor. But this is fiesta day.” And the ranchero helc
up his bottle to prove it.

The gringo said, “That is no excuse. In Mexico there
are too many fiesta days.”

“But, senor!” the ranchero exclaimed, “that is impossible
On fiesta days, one may cease all labor. He may visit with
his friends. He may drink. He may dine. He may dance
He may make love to the beautiful women. One does not work
on fiesta days. How, then, can there be too many ?”

The gringo said impatiently: “Well, everyone works or
this fiesta day. You will now proceed to chase pigs!”

“But, senor, I have guests. By invitation!”

“Then your guests may assist in chasing pigs

Quick anger flushed the face of the host. Of what value
are words in the face of such stupid and insulting arrogance?

At that very instant, one of the host’s fine sows camse
to root a muddy and friendly snout against a soldier’s leg
The soldier's foot lashed out, brutally kicking the surprised
sow’s feet from under her. A second soldier fell upon the
animal, holding her down while the vaccinator unsheathed his
needle.

A great rage seized the host, and the thought came tc
him: When words fail, there is always the machete!
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He drew with lightning speed. The heavy, razor-edged
blade flashed in the sunlight. It swept down at an angle cal-
culated to sever the vaccinator’'s head from his shoulders.

It was a mighty blow, but an unfortunate one. A soldier
saw it coming and called out a warning. The vaccinator
flung himself aside. The blade whistled past his neck with
the thickness of a hair to spare. It struck the pig’s head,
cleaving it open from east to west.

A third soldier fell upon the irate host. He clubbed the
man to the ground with the butt plate of his rifle, then
struck him more blows. The remainder of the soldiers swung
their rifles to their shoulders and brought them to bear upon
the guests.

As a result, the guests corralled the pigs, the host lay
long unconscious, the slashed sow died, and the fiesta was
completely spoiled.

A LOGICAL MISUNDERSTANDING

Working in advance of La Comision were many unscru-
pulous buyers of livestock. They went among The People and
Said: “La Comision is coming. The gringos will pick’ your
ganado with their needles. The medicine may kill your goats.
It may cause your cows to fail in their milk. It may rob your
oxen of the strength necessary to draw your plows. It is said
that the medicine often causes sterility among your best
cows . . . . Consider. Do you not think it wise to sell your
ganado before La Comision comes?”

The People considered. Were these things true of the
medicine ? How could they know?

Often The People became confused. Fearing total loss,
they were induced to sell their livestock at half its value.

In Celaya, Guanajuato, such buyers convinced The People
that the vaccine caused sterility in all creatures.

The day that gringo Dan Real arrived at Celaya with
the vaccinating brigade, a farmer appeared at the corrals,
dragging along a struggling and shrilly protesting woman.

“What passes, friend ?”’ Real inquired.

The farmer said, “This one is my wife. We have fourteen
children. I feel that it is now time that she be picked with
the needle.”

A TERROR TO THE PEOPLE

Y! There was this lieutenant of the Mexican cavalry. A
terror to The People was that one.

One might say in his mind, “I will fight to defend my
cattle from the needles of La Comision.” But of what value
were mere thoughts when the lieutenant came in advance of
La Comision? The will to fight was no remedy.

The lieutenant and his soldiers would arrive in a village
without warning. To his soldiers, he would give orders.

“Get this one,” he would command, pointing. “Get that
one. Get me several of the citizens.”

Instantly, the soldiers would seize four or five of The
People and drag them to where the lieutenant had other sol-
diers preparing hang ropes.

Then, without cause, without trial, without explanation,
without heed to the lamentations and pleas for mercy, the
lieutenant would give orders that these innocent ones be
hanged.

And hanged they were.

Their eyes bulged and their tongues protruded from their
mouths, and their bare feet danced in the thin air.

(Continued on page 30)
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BY LAURAN PAINE

Illustrated by B. D. Tittsworth

A fine Indian scout, a good range detective—
what strange flaw of character turned Tom

Horn into a paid killer?

TOM HORN, efficient and hustling professional gunman of

the Northwest, is one more of the legion of early day
Westerners whose passing has given rise to the rumor that
he was cut down, spirited away and revived, to live out a
long life in idyllic seclusion.

This same conclusion has also reached such men as Jesse
James, Billy the Kid and Clay Allison. Not to mention some
honorary Westerners, like Napoleon the First, Abraham Lin-
coln and Aaron Burr.

In trying to clear up the passing of Tom Horn, the fol-
lowing facts of his richly deserved demise, related from unim-
peachable sources, are offered.

Tom Horn was a man of medium size with clean-cut
features and intelligent eyes. He had none of the proverbial
hardness that is supposed to set the gunman apart from
other men. {

Yet, Tom ran a thriving murder business in Wyoming and
Northern Colorado about the turn of the century. Tom was
a businessman whose sliding scale of prices was tailored to
fit every purse. He killed for as little as one hundred dollars.
And, when approached by a large, powerful combine of Wyo-
ming cattlemen, he agreed to kill for five to seven hundred
dollars a head. Tom rarely shot more than once. If a victim
ever escaped, he never knew it, for Tom only shot when confi-
dent of a hit in the back. His consistently employed method
of identifying his handiwork was to place a small pebble
under the head of the victim, thus making it easy for an
employer to recognize his handiwork when he saw it.

Tom, paradoxically, had a wonderful record as an Indian
scout in Arizona, as well as a cattlemen’s association detec-
tive. On top of this, he was commended for bravery and
patriotism in the Spanish-American War, which he entered
as a volunteer, letting his business wait until he returned.

N THE 90’s, a group of cattlemen, known as The Wyoming

Stock Growers’ Association, hired Tom to do away with
some annoying grangers. At this time, too, an influx of
sheepmen was beginning, which annoyed the cowmen.

United States Senator Joe Carey was an official of this
association. He expressed satisfaction at having so renowned
a cattle detective working for his outfit. At one of its meet-
ings, Tom calmly told the association that he would eradicate
these pests for his cowmen employers at a flat rate of two
hundred dollars a head. He didn’t mean sheep! The Senator
exploded. Not because of the bargain price, nor the offer,
but because Tom made it boldly, before a room full of cowmen.
Tom was fired!

After his dismissal by the Wyoming Stock Growers’
Association, Tom went to work for a smaller group of cow-
men. He had his understanding with them right from the
start. Things began happening soon after, for Tom and his
new employers saw eye.to eye and that eye was best utilized
when sighting down the barrel of a .45 at an interloper’s back.

22

In 1895, not far from Cheyenne, Wyoming, a piney-woods
rancher named Lewis was piddling around with a sagging
gate — perpetual bane of all ranchers-—in his pole corral
down behind the house. He was found slumped over the gate
in a puddle of blood by his family. There was a neat .45 slug
hole between his shoulder blades.

This act was followed quickly by a similar killing of one
Levi Powell, also suspected as a calf thief by Tom’s employ-
ers. In Powell’s case, though, Tom almost earned his fee. The
slain man’s six-year-old son was with his father when the
latter was shot down. Seeing Tom Horn on a street in
Cheyenne, a few days later, he identified him as the killer.
No action was taken, however, because of the lad’s extreme
youth. This incident made people think a little.

FTER Tom’s return from the war, two small-time ranch-

ers, who owned convenient places adjoining his employ-
ers’ out-range, were shot down and killed. One was a man
named Matt Rash; the other was a freed Negro named Ish-
am Dart.

After the Rash and Dart killings, Tom took a little va-
cation. He encountered a posse of lawmen, got into an argu-
ment with one officer, and was dangerously slashed around
the neck. He Kkilled the posseman, in fair fight, and went
back to the Cheyenne area once more.

On July 18, 1901, Tom, back at work, was sent to study
the affairs of a small rancher named K. P. Nickell. Nickell,
showing very little foresight, had brought a band of sheep
into the cattle country. He was up one foggy, overcast morn-
ing at dawn, with his son, checking his pungent charges. A
gun roared out of the gloom and Nickell, supposedly, fell over
dead. Since the morning was overcast, Tom had made an un-
derstandable mistake — he had shot and killed Nickell’s thir-
teen-year-old son. The frontier was aroused over Willie Nick-
ell’s murder and the boy’s death was the beginning of the end
for Tom Horn.

Tom’s employers dutifully went out, under the guise of
friends in sorrow, found the little round pebble under the
boy’s head, and were satisfied Tom had done the job. How-
ever, they refused to pay on the grounds that Tom had not
killed the man he was supposed to bushwhack.

Annoyed, Tom returned to the Nickell Ranch a few days
later, fired twice and downed Kels Nickell with a bullet
through the hip and-a bad wound in one arm. From his bed,
Nickell saw the light and got rid of his woolies.

N JANUARY, 1902, six months later, Joe LeFors, a former
stock detective acquaintance of Tom’s, who at that time

True West

|
=0 i



R NS

Proctor adjusted the noose, drew a black hood over Tom's face, and Joe Cahill, another friend of Tom's, helped the Undersheriff and

Ed Smalley lift Tom onto the trapdoor of the gallows.

was a Deputy United States Marshal, was having a few drinks
with Horn. Tom got pretty drunk and complained about his
failure to collect for the Nickell boy’s killing. LeFors trick-
ed Tom into repeating the story when there were hidden wit-
nesses. Tom was arrested, confronted with the confession and
locked up. He was quickly tried, found guilty and sentenced
to be hanged as a result of the farcical trial that condemned

him for being a questionable character, rather than a proven
killer.

Two puzzling things stand out in the transcripts of Horn's
trial. One, his defense expenses of five thousand dollars were
paid in cash by unknown strangers. Tom didn’t have a cent
when he was arrested. Two, a surgeon known to be above
duplicity proved conclusively that Willie Nickell had been
shot to death by a gun other than Tom Horn’s. Notwith-
standing this amazing evidence, Tom was locked up pending
execution.

Horn and a penny-ante thief named McCloud, broke jail,
almost beating Undersheriff Proctor to death in the process.
McCloud surrendered a few minutes later when two .45 slugs
creased him. Tom was captured by a hurdy-gurdy operator
who fired two shots at him from a hastily-grabbed-up cheap
little nickel-plated gun.

Tom dropped his gun and threw his hands in the air and
was held at bay by the hurdy-gurdy man, who found out a
few minutes later that he had fired the only two cartridges
in the little pistol.

Tom was returned to jail and guarded from then on. A
gallows was erected just beyond Tam’s cell. For some un-
known reason, exactly one hundred and six days slipped by
after his jail-break before Tom was finally hanged. During
this time, only a shred of canvas was hung over Tom’s barred
window to hide the gallows, which was repeatedly tested with
sacks of sand weighing two hundred pounds, while the prison-
er listened to the grisly racket. Tom Horn, whatever else he
was, was darned tough — he didn’t crack up!

May-June, 1957
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The night and day before Tom’s hanging, Cheyenne’s
Court House was surrounded by no less than two fully armed
companies of state militia.

Prior to leaving his cell for the execution, Tom was
visited by a minister and a couple of “Sisters.” They sang
hymns and Tom turned his back, suffering the indignity in
silence and scorn. The minister left the cell and announced
that Tom Horn had ‘“confessed” to him. This aroused con-
siderable agitation in the crowd come to witness Horn’s death.

At the designated hour, Tom was led into the yard. He
climbed the gallows steps with a firm tread, looked around
at the spectators and shook his head. “Ed,” he said quietly to
Ed Smalley, one of the executioners, “that’s the sickest look-
ing bunch of sheriffs I ever saw!”

Big Charlie Irwin, a friend of Tom’'s, was standing beside
his brother, known as Little Frank. Charlie spoke over the
murmur of the mob. ‘“Tom, would you like me and Little
Frank to sing for you?”

Horn nodded with a smile. “I'd like that, Charlie.”

While a patched-up Dave Proctor, ashen faced from the
beating, buckled heavy leather straps to Tom’s legs and arms,
Big Charlie and Little Frank Irwin sang a lugubrious song
entitled, “Life Is Like A Mountain Railroad.”

A minister, not the charlatan who claimed Horn had
“confessed” to him, read the service for the dying. Tom stood
erect and relaxed, apparently listening, although his eyes
gazed out over the assemblage.

Ed Smalley, gétting whiter with each passing second,
spoke. “Want to say anything, Tom ?”

Horn shook his head. ‘“No.” .

Big Charlie’s deep voice broke in again, “Say, Tom, did
you really confess to that preacher?”

Tom grinned dourly when he answered.
didn’t say anything to that fellow.”

Proctor adjusted the noose and drew a black hood over
Tom'’s face. Joe Cahill, another friend of Tom’s from earlier

(Continued on page 37)

“No, Charlie. I
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Eﬁr‘oﬁ?}‘ gu&rds\‘ came running, the escaping con-
victs grabbed the wounded officer, using him as a
shield as they retreated into the nearby timber.

TRAGEDY TRAIL OF HARRY TRACY

BY MAGGIE RED OLDHAM

llustrated by Clay McGaughy

Dozens of lawmen were on his trail, scores of private citizens, private
operatives, a whole company of the National Guard. Yet, for two months,
the escaped convict roved the state of Oregon, leaving death in his wake

THE most intensive manhunt the "West has ever known, in

point of manpower employed, was the grim chase and
series of encounters with mad dog Harry Tracy on and after
his escape from the Oregon State Penitentiary, June 2, 1902.

No romantic glamour veiled this homicidal burglar. Po-
lice recorded Harry Tracy as a night-prowling thug and
thief, a black-jacking footpad and suspect of unproven mur-
ders.

On the morning of his escape, the foundry gang.of prison
workers was being marched to their tasks when guards Gi-
rard and Ferrell noted two convicts in a forbidden portion of
the yard. Ferrell recognized the pair as Harry Tracy and a
felon named Dave Merrill, both doing twenty years for as-
sault and burglary.

Ferrell called to the men and walked toward them. Tracy

jerked a sawed-off rifle from his pants’ leg and shot to
death the approaching officer. A prisoner who was ‘doing
it all” leaped at Tracy, only to be shot down by Merrill.
' The prison yard exploded into wild confusion. Inmates, rac-
ing to get away from the killers’ smoking guns, impeded the
bewildered guards so effectively that Tracy and Merrill had
little difficulty escaping.
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Running to a conveniently placed ladder, the two despera-
does leaned it against the prison wall and climbed rapidly
to the top. Here they were fired upon by wall guard S. R.
Jones. Tracy halted his flight to shootsand kill Jones. Calm-
ly continuing to fire, he wounded two other watchmen.

Dropping off the wall to the ground, Tracy and Merrill
were fired upon by outside guard Tiffany, but the excited
officer failed to score a hit. Without breaking stride, Tracy
snapped a slug at Tiffany, breaking his arm and putting him
out of action. -As other guards came running, the escaping
convicts grabbed the wounded officer, using him as a- shield
as they retreated into the nearby timber. Gaining the safety
of the woods, Tracy needlessly shot and killed the hostage
guard and looted his pockets.  He also took the officer’s re-
volver; then both he and Merrill disappeared into the under-
brush. «

It is doubtful if any outlaw in the violent history of the
West ever equalled the cool daring and deadly marksman-
ship displayed by Harry Tracy during the hectic two months’
search that followed. Literally hundreds of men were con-
tinuously on his trail — dozens of peace officers, scores of
armed citizens, private operatives, and for a time, Company
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| F of the Oregon National Guard. Rewards mounted into five
| figures. Yet Tracy eluded or shot his way through these
hordes of hurters, leaving death in his wake, until his own
_monstrous ego brought him to the bloody end of the trail.
AVOIDING prison guards and sheriffs’ posses throughout
the day of escape, night found the two wanted men
- boldly entering Salem, State capital and locale of the prison,
where they halted a pedestrian, J. W. Stewart, and robbed
him of his clothing. A few moments later théy held up and
similarly robbed an expressman. Next, at gun-point, the
Labaucher livery barn supplied the fugitives with a pair
| of saddled horses, cash and additional weapons, Now mount-
ed, heavily armed, plainly clad, the desperadoes were well
on their way to freedom, :

Posses continued the hunt throughout the night, often
picking' up the trail only to lose it. Bloodhounds proved less
effective than human trailers. Next morning the pair were
seen, afoot, near Brooks, eight miles north of Salem. They
seeured food from a housewife at the edge of town and van-
ished into the timber.

Word of their visit was flashed to the authorities. Armed
civilians and' State Guardsmen surrounded and penetrated
the woods, confident of capturing or killing the fugitives.
The circling cordon of hunters closed to a center point to find
that the quarry somehow had sifted through the net. Tracy
and Merrill had out-smarted them by coolly posing as posse
members; then, as night fell, both simply walked off in the
darkness. .

« The fugitives skulked northward during the night. At
daybreak they entered the Akers’ farm home, demanding
food. - “I'm Harry Tracy,” brazenly announced the outlaw.
Tracy appeared cheerful and unworried as breakfast was pre-
. pared and served. Merrill was jumpy, nervous and appre-
hensive. He was frequently jeered by the complacent Tracy.

+ The escaped prisoners moved farther north to Clackamas
County, where Sheriff Cook, with a posse and three squads of
militia took up the chase. At times, the outlaws stopped at
farms for food, once within gun range of their pursuers. Two
officers were wounded in an exchange of shots. The killers
escaped. i

.. Reaching the Columbia River, near Portland, the desper-
ate pair commandeered a ferry for crossing. On the Wash-
ington state side they boldly invaded a farm house and rob-
bed the owner, a man named Peedy. Leaving the premises,
they met two possemen. The officers shot first and missed.
Tracy returned their fire, killing one man; Merrill wounded
‘the other. As other officers drew near, the fugitives plunged
into dense timber near the river and disappeared.

JE'OR many days thereafter the outlaws’ trail was lost. Then,

on the morning of July 2, Tracy appeared on the beach
near Olympia, Washington State capital, and entered the
‘quarters of a fishing manager, Hordtio Alling. A Captain
Cook, the Captain’s son, and another man were also present.

“I'm Tracy,” smiled the outlaw. “I want something to eat.
Be nice and you won't get hurt.” i

Tracy ate ravenously, then tied up Alling and the others.
Following the trussing of his benefactors, Tracy compelled
Captain Cook and his son to board a fishing launch anchored
nearby, get up steam, and transport him 50 odd miles up
Puget Sound to Seattle.

Left: Harry Tracy as he appeared in
the Oregon penitentiary, 1899. Right:
David Merrill, as he appeared in the
Oregon penitentiary, 1899.

Frontier Pix

On the twelve hour ﬁ'ip, ‘Tracy was affable and smiling.

Emboldened by the outlaw’s cheerfulness, Captain Cook .
asked the whereabouts of his partner, Merrill.” . B Lt

Tracy’s face contorted with rage. “I killed the dirty rat!*
he snarled. “He was a damned coward and double-crosser.
Tried to turn me in for the reward and clemency for his own -
rotten hide!” :

Merrill’s body was found two weeks later, proving Tracy’s
statement.

Beaching at Meadow Point, near Seattle, Tracy tied up
Cook and his son and went ashore. Unidentified, he rounded
to the north of Lake Washington, hiding out near Bothell.
He spent the night in the woods, in a downpour of rain. Next
morning, while seeking food, he was seen and recognized by
two lumbermen, who spread the alarm. A posse of citizens
tried to close in on him, had two men wounded, and withdrew. '

Sheriff Cudihee, of King County, a fearless and efficient
officer, came. to take charge and vowed he would keep on
Tracy’s trail until he got him. The. valiant Sheriff hung
on to the end of the chase, and then failed to make the ac-
tual showdown. ;

At Bothell the Sheriff formed his posse, forming them
into squads. One of the squads was led by Deputies Ander-
son and Raymond and included Sefrit, a Seattle Times re-
porter, citizens Williams, Brewer and Nelson. This group
struck off across country to inspect two frame shacks located
in ‘a tangle of brush and tree stumps. The party divided to
approach the cabins from different directions.

As Anderson, Raymond, and newsman Sefrit neared the
front of the shacks, Sefrit exclaimed: ‘‘Someone behind that
stump!”’

}zs he spoke, Tracy jumped from behind the burned
stump and fired. Deputy Anderson fell dead. Another un:
erring slug from the killer’s gun killed Raymond. Sefrit
dived behind a stump and escaped being hit.

Retreating into the drenching rain, Tracy encountered
Williams. The outlaw snapped a shot at Williams as he ran,
wounding him. Racing on, Tracy met a mounted rancher,
stole his horse and lit out. An hour later he abandoned the
animal to kidnap a farmer named Johnson, along with his
team and wagon. He forced Johnson to drive him to Fre-
mont, a Seattle suburb.

TOPPING at the home of Mrs. R. H. Van Horn, Johnson

was compelled to hitch his team to the yard fence and ac-
company ‘'Tracy into the house. At the door, the lady recog-
nized the outlaw through newspaper photographs. Fearfully
she asked: ‘“What do you want?”

“I only want food and clothing,” assured Tracy. “T’ll not
hurt you, lady.” :

It chanced that there was a man named Butterfield in
the room, and from him Tracy coolly confiscated his dry
clothing. The fugitive loitered and gossiped after his meal.
He was still at Mrs. Van Horn’s house at twilight when ‘a
grocer’s boy came, to the door. Tracy coldly warned Mrs.
Van Horn, Johnson, and Butterfield not to reveal his presence
to the youth.

Trembling at the outlaw’s threat, the courageous woman,
in giving the lad the grocery order, whispered the word
“Tracy!” The boy understood instantly but kept silent, and

(Continued on page 32)




Lady Luck was sure riding with that cowhand

till he went and caught that cattle train to

Kansas City. There's where a hasher and a

dancer and a gone-busted bank turned him into a

BY V. WHITLOCK

HEN I eat breakfast at a lunch counter and see dishes

with yolk of eggs on them, I always feel sorry for the
“pearl diver” back in the kitchen who will have to scrape
and wash them. I have been in that boy’s shoes and know
just what he is up against. The sight of the yellow stains
on the plates always brings memories of an incident that
happened many years ago.

The events leading up to that incident started one evening
more than fifty years ago in the old cowtown of Carlsbad,
New Mexico. A dealer opened a monte game in a saloon
there with an $800 bankroll, and a cowhand who worked for
the JAL outfit over on the Texas-New Mexico line asked me
to “put in” a dollar with him and he would play the new
game,

Monte was that cowhand’s weakness, and bucking the
games kept him broke. He would rough it in cow camps, on
the roundup, and up the Trail for several months, then draw
his pay and ride into town where he soon lost it to the
monte dealers. But this night he was lucky from the start,
and in a short time he cleaned the dealer’s plow for his en-
tire bankroll.

He divvied up the winnings and gave me my four hun-
dred smackers. Then we moseyed over to see Sol Schoon-
over, who ran a monte game with the inviting motto: “The
sky’s the limit.” As we walked through the swinging doors
to the scene of action, the cowhand asked if I wished to put
in with him to play Sol’s game. ‘“Huh-ub,” I grunted, “I’ll
keep what I've got.”

Lady Luck seemed to have her arm around him, guiding
his hand, as he placed his chips on a card on one side of the
spread, then on one on the opposite side. I had a hunch that
he was “right” and if I would lay a few bets alongside his
I might do real well. So, every time he made a bet, I laid
a few of my frog-skins down with his. It seemed as if he
just couldn’t .lose. As the deals went on, his bets became
larger and larger. I rode with him, dragging down a few
sheckels each time he was paid off.

Soon he had all the chips on the table and the bets were
being paid off in gold and currency. All other activities in
the saloon ceased, and the crowd gathered around the monte
table, sweating the game in silence. The only sounds were
the voice of the dealer as he called the cards, one against
the other; the low voice of the cowhand as he placed his
bets — “barring the door” or when he bet his “alce”; the
silky swish of the monte deck as the dealer shuffled the
cards, and the exciting clink of gold coins.

THE crowd dwindled away as the night advanced, and the

only other game going was between two Mexicans at a
poker table who were playing kun-kan for four-bits a game
and two-bit tabs. A cowhand who had been leaning against
the bar all evening mumbling to himself was stretched out on
a pool table snoring away fit to choke.
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Pearl Diving Cowpoke

Ilustrated by B. D. Titisworth

I heard a rooster crow, and looking out the window I
could see that day was breaking across the Rio Pecos. The
bartender was wearily polishing the bar, mirror and glass-
ware, and a swamper was rolling up the mat along the foot-
rail in front of the bar, cleaning the spittoons and mopping
the floor.

The dealer lay down a spread of a seven-spot against
an ace. The cowhand stacked his spondulix on the seven,
murmuring: ‘“I bet two thousand dollar alce.” (Alce is the
only bet during each deal in a monte game when a player
has an even break. The best gamblers make their play for
a clean-up on alce.)

The dealer looked a little sick. He lay the deck face dowr
on the table and placed a stack of twenty silver dollars on it,
saying: ‘I'll not turn for it. You're just too durn lucky!”

“Brother, you’ll have to turn for it,” smiled the cow-
hand. “Ain’t you kinda forgot that this is a no-limit game?
Read your sign up there!”

The dealer called to the swamper, “Go upstairs and get
Sol. Damn if I'll turn for this bet without his say-so.”

Presently Sol showed up, in his sock feet and half
asleep. “What the hell’s the matter down here ?”’ he growled.

“This man bet a two thousand dollar alce, an’ I won't
turn for it,” the dealer explained.

“Get up an’ let me sit down there,” muttered Sol. “T’ll
turn for it—1I didn’t get this game to where it is turnin’
down bets!”

Sol picked up the stack of silver dollars and set them
to one side. Without a second’s hesitation he turned the deck
face up— and the cowhand’s seven-spot was “in the door!”
He cashed in after that winning bet — $7,600 winner off a
single dollar!

I hadn’t done bad myself. I lumped my winnings along with

what I'd saved from my thirty-dollar-a-month salary pun-
chin’ cattle and ridin’ broncs for the L. F D outfit, and bought
a little bunch of dogies from the nesters along the Texas-
New Mexico line. I turned them loose on the L F D range and
looked after them a couple of years like an old hen with one
chicken. I had visions of becoming a cattle baron like the
Whites, Cowdens, Littlefields, and Slaughters.

The second fall, when the L F D outfit gathered their fat
stuff for market, I gathered mine and rode the cattle train
with them to Kansas City. I got my check from the com-
mission firm, registered at the old St. Louis Hotel across
the street from the stockyards, and caught a cable car up-
town. I put most of my cash in a bank, holding out a few
dollars with which to paint the town a mite and see the
sights.

I went to a clothing store around the corner from the
hotel and bought a complete new outfit, except hat and
boots. One of the hashers at the hotel volunteered to show
me the town — and she did just that!

True West
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Thick layers of yolk. smeared and dried hard, had to be scraped off with a knife. I did the best I could and still that damned cook
would hand ‘em back and say. "Git the yeller offl”

One place we visited was a theater. I didn’t recall if
it was the Majestic or the Century, but it sure put on a hot
show. I bought box seats right up against the stage, where
I could put my boots on the railing and be comfortable.

In one of the acts, a buxom brunette with more curves
than no-hit World Series pitcher Art Larsen, came out wear-
ing a picture hat and not much else and seated herself in a
swing. A spotlight was turned on her, and with a small mir-
ror she deflected the light upon faces in the front bald-head
row of seats as she sang a song. At certain points in the
song, she pulled off some part of her scanty wearing apparel
la,ndttossed it to the gent upon whom she was holding the
ight. §

She had stripped down to practically nothing but a pair
of tights when I saw her glance at me — and suddenly I long-
ed for the wide-open spaces! She turned the light on my face,
and instantly it became the color of the Painted Desert under
a rosy sunset. The yelling audience could see “cow country”
written all over me as I slipped down in my seat on about
three joints of my backbone, trying in vain to hide.

I watched in numb embarrassment as she removed the
only remaining dainty little garment from over her tights
and tossed it to me as she sang: “Oh you kid, you're my
affinity! Here’s my card, I'll be in from one till three!”
Then she went into her swinging, tight-rope walking, and
trapeze act. It was really something to see.

WELL, the hasher and I went on and did the town up
¥ right. I never knew how or when I got back to my
hotel room, but I woke up the next morning slapping at a
fly that kept lighting on my nose. I lay there looking up at
the ceiling and wondering where I was and why I was there.
I had a dark-brown taste in my mouth and my temples
were throbbing as if a couple of chuckwagon mules were
kicking away inside my tender skull. I eased up out of bed,
holding my head as level as possible, and moseyed over to
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the wash-stand. I poured a glass of water from the pitcher
and gulped it down. I caught a glimpse of my face in the
mirror, and my eyes looked as if I'd been facing a West
Texas sandstorm. I shook my head, and the room started
to spin.

I made a break for the bed. It was moving in a circle
around the room. The floor started tilting, first on one side,
then the other. Finally it flew up and hit me square in the
face. I lay right still for a while until things slowed down
and got back into place. Then I got up, dressed, and frisked
my pockets. All I found was a thin dime.

I went down to the dining room and the hasher who
showed me the town the night before came over to wait on
me. She looked like she’d had a bad night, her black eyes
in her sallow face resembled two buckshot in a bowl of clab-
ber. I gulped two cups of black coffee, then went out to
catch a car uptown to the bank to draw a few bucks from
my bankroll.

I got off the street-car around Twelfth and Main Streets.
When I came in sight of the institution in which my coin
was deposited, I saw a long string of humanity lined up in
front of it. They resembled a row of ants going to the sugar
barrel. I asked the man at the tail-end of the line what
was going on. He looked at me bug-eyed and croaked,
“They’re making a run on the bank!”

I fell in line and when I finally reached the window,
the man in the cage said, “We’'re not paying out anything and
don’t know when we will!”

Well, sir, that was about like getting hit in the seat of
the pants by an old mossy-horn steer on the prod! Folks
who are old enough to have had money in a bank at that
time will well remember what year it was—1907. All over
the country these ‘“money panics” occurred. I started having
a money panic of my own right then and there. I was in a
strange town, flat broke. Of course I had my drover’s ticket

(Continued on page 3%)
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Wild 0ld Days

HE NEVER LAUGHED

BY J. H. LAVELY

HAT is without a doubt one of the
oddest and most interesting tales
to be gleaned from the records of the
Old West is the strange saga of one
Joe Nedding, a native Ohioan who mov-
ed westward at a tender age and carved
out for himself some sort of immortal
niche in the annals of early Kansas his-
tory around the turn of the century. Joe
was known as “Black Shirt,” a name
tagged to his mysterious personage be-
cause he wore a black shirt around Abi-
lene, Dodge City and Hayes, Kansas, for
over three decades—a self-mfhcted
cross which he bore to show that he was
in mourning for the woman he’d killed
when still a youth. In Dodge City they
called him “Sad Man Joe.” Everywhere
he was termed “‘The man who never
laughed.”

The black shirt dated back many
years to the time when Joe’s praowess
as a gunfighter was practically unparal-
leled, to the day when he was one of
the best men with a six-shooter ever to
traverse the prairies. He had but few,
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if any, equals and many gave him the
nod over Wild Bill Hickok, another gun-
slick of imperishable repute In fact, the
gambling and bloodthirsty gentry of the
locale oftentimes tried to bring the two
sharpshooters together, but never suc-
ceeded. “Black Shirt” and Wild Bill were
pals, had saddle-tramped together, and
each had a high regard for the other’s
swiftness of draw and rapidity of shot.
In addition, Joe couldn’t force himself to
draw on a pal, no matter what the rea-
son. Joe had something in his past which
he couldn’'t forget, a veritable plague
which constantly haunted him; a nebu-
lous something which served as an in-
visible check on his guns, the handles of
which carried over a dozen notches when
he died. Joe had something incessantly
gnawing at his mind and he preferred
not to draw.

In days gone by — the memory of this
fracas was forever indelibly fixed in his
mind —he had engaged in a gunfight
with a brace of drunken cowpokes in
Hayes. It was in this fight he had ac-
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cidentally sent a bullet through the heart
of the girl he loved. The girl was honey-
haired, beauteous, dance-hall queen Sal
Benson, a stellar attraction at Hayes’
Pleasure Palace. They were soon to be
wed. But then came the gunfight.

Attacked by the two crazed cowhands
along the main street of the dusty, lusty
cattletown, Joe quickly killed both with
two well-placed bullets. Then Sal, who
had watched the fight, began running
toward him, screaming a warning. She
had spied several more men as they took
shape from the shadows down the road
with guns drawn. Certain that they were
friends of the men Joe had just toppled,
she sought to save her man. Hearing her
warning, Joe wheeled. The three men
fired together. Sal fell to the ground.
She died instantly.

OE felt that it was his bullet that

had killed her, although this was
never conclusively proven. The incident
made him nearly lose his sanity. Mor-
ose, greatly saddened, he mourned for
days It was soon after with his heart
and soul all but lifeless, that he don-
ned his black shirt, a symbol which he
wore for decades in honor of his depart-
ed sweetheart. Joe, ‘Black Shirt,” man
that he certainly was, never got over
his sadness. He lived the remainder of
his years in bleak, desolate unhappiness.
He drifted far and wide, into Texas,
Oklahoma, Missouri, Colorado and Ne-
braska, but he always returned to Kan-
sas territory, for it was there that his
life, his very soul, lay. A great man
with a gun, in later life Joe served a
term as the assistant marshal of Dead-
wood — always wearing a black shirt. .

And it was this ebony attire that led
to his untimely demise. It played a
cardinal role in the taking of his life
at a time when he was loved and re-

Nlustrated by Wm. Loechel

Sal began running toward him, screaming a warning.

Joe wheeled and fired.

True West



spected by all. Joe was winged in the
leg by a shot from his close friend, Cal
Winters. The latter shot at a mad dog.
The bullet missed its target and imbed-
ded itself in Joe’s leg. The mishap oc-
curred at sundown. In the settling dusk,
Winters did not see the black-garbed
man who also was after the dog. Joe
dropped on his beloved Kansas sod, pain-
fully wounded. A week later he died from
blood poisoning. Joe and Sal were now
together.

His monument at Abilene read sim-
ply: “Here Lies Joe Nedding — Black
Shirt —The Sad Man-—He Never
Laughed.”

SUE'S JAILHOUSE WINK

By Jack Kytle

RISCO SUE'S wink was as sweet as

sugarcane and as seductive as chilled
mint julep. Yet it clapped her in prison
— after g jury had acquitted her.

It was in early 1876 that Sue drifted
over to Nevada’s gold fields from San
Francisco’s glittery gambling spots. She

. 'was easy on the eyes — a willowy, olive-
skinned brunette in her early twenties,
with sultry brown eyes, and full red lips
eager to smile for men who flashed
big rolls.

Sue had made quite a wad of cash in
dazzling suckers, but now she had big-
ger things in mind. She had determin-
ed to extend her treasure-hunt to stage-
coach robbery, where the take could be
in thousands.

The tall girl didn't hurry to begin her
holdups. Instead, she joined forces with
an ex-saloonkeeper arnd full-time rene-
gade named Sims Tolbert, and served as
keeper of a ranch hideout for him and
his bandit gang. She also frequented
saloons of mining settlements, where her
ways with men brought valuable infor-
mation about gold and currency ship-
ments. Finally, after weeks spent in
casing prospective jobs, she decided the
time had come to strike.

Taking Tolbert in as a confederate,
she pulled her first stagecoach robbery
in August of 1876. It netted about $700,
far short of her expectations. She de-
cided to rob the stage again on its very
next run —a fatal mistake. A doubled
guard shot it out with Sue and Tolbert.
After a brief but blazing battle, he was
dead, she captured.

Brought to trial, Sue mustered all her
charms for judge and jury. She wept
prettily, smiled alluringly. At just the
right moments, she revealed her trim
ankles by slight lifts of her long, rose-
colored skirt. The eyes of justice were
close upon her, and especially those of
the gray-haired and portly judge.
Memory was tugging at his thoughts.
“Somewhere, some place,” he told him-
self, “I've seen her before.”

But by the time the jury brought in
its verdict, he had about concluded that
he was wrong. ‘“Not guilty,” announced
the gallant foreman. Sue smiled wist-
fully, then turned to the judge and wink-
ed. It was a long-lashed, lingering wink,
the kind men don’t forget in a hurry.

The judge called out quickly, “Sheriff,
re-arrest that woman.”

To the astounded Sue, he said, “Ma-
dam, you have been acquitted only of
robbery. There's another charge — as-
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Illustrated by Chris. Tyrone Riker

Sue smiled wistfully., then tumed to the Judge and winked.

sault with intent to murder, by firing on
the guards.”

In the speedy second trial, with the
judge practically acting as prosecutor,
the bewildered Sue was convicted and
sentenced to three years in jail.

Memory had clicked for the judge.
More than five years before, he had
made a pleasure trip to San Francisco.
A slender brunette had lured him to her
table, and had lifted $500 from his poc-
kets.

And the long-lashed wink she had used
to dazzle him was the same as she had
used to thank him in the courtroom.

YAGER'S LOOKING GLASS

By Byron A. Ashley

WHEN Fred Yager built the Dexter

Saloon in the booming silver-mining
camp of Panamint, California, in 1875,
he left a glaring eyesore behind the pol-
ished length of the mahogany bar. Per-
fectly matched side chandeliers flanked
an ugly, fifteen foot section of raw wall
planks. Yager swore he'd fill that empty
space with the best mirror Panamint
silver could buy.

No expense had been spared in the
construction of the Dexter. The build-
ing was made of milled lumber, a rari-
ty in that remote boom-camp. Satin
gilt wallpaper adorned the walls except
for the space behind the bar and another
pair of matching chandeliers of four
lamps each hung on gilded chains from
a fourteen foot ceiling. Transomed
double doors supplanted the traditional
batwing entrance.

Even as the last section of wallpaper
was smoothed into place and a final
handful of pine shavings swept out the
back door, the mirror, measuring seven
feet by twelve, arrived at Los Angeles
after a long voyage around the Horn.

There remained now a two hundred and
twenty-five mile journey over some of
the roughest country in California.

Behind a sixteen mule jerk-team, it
jolted up through the San Bernardino
Valley and over Cajon Pass. It survived
two fordings of the swollen Mojave Riv-
er, rolled across the Mojave plateau,
past Black’s Ranch and Pilot Knob. In-
to the El Paso Mountains went the
gleaming mirror, through the parched
rocks and the red, cathedral-shaped
cliffsides. It wormed its way across
the barren sink of the Panamint Valley
and arrived at the mouth of Surprise
Canyon. The ten remaining miles that
separated it from the blank space be-
hind the bar of the Dexter Saloon em-
braced a five thousand foot ascent over
terrain that road crews had compared
to the badlands of Hell. Advance riders
kept Yager and the Dexter crowd in-
formed of the mirror’s progress up the
canyon. Installation of the magnificent
plate was to be the crowning spectacle
of the saloon’s opening, which, inciden-
tally, shared honors with Washington’s
Birthday.

S eat¢h succeeding rider reported, a
cheer went up and another round
of drinks was proclaimed. Now the mir-
ror was passing Jacob’s Mill; now the
Narrows, where the canyon walls all
but shut out the blue ribbon of the sky.
A procession that included most of the
town’s population followed the mirror
up the last mile of Surprise Canyon and
halted before the new saloon. The mule-
skinner was heartily toasted and eager
hands lifted the mirror from the dust-
caked wagon and bore it toward the
wide-held transomed doors. A score of
enthusiastic celebrants assisted in the
triumphal entry. Fred Yager and a
trusted assistant stood on the back-bar
at each side of the rough opening to su-
pervise placement of the big glass.
Yager's barmen had served up plenty
(Continued on page 44)
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THE TEXAS VENDETTA, (Sutton-Taylor Feud).
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JESSE EVANS, A Texas Hide-Burner, by Bar-
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Photographic reprint from the rare 1880 edition.
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Wrappers, plenty photos. $1.50

COLE YOUNGER, Life of: by himself. A photographic
reprint from the rare 1903 original with app. 20
actual photos, Jameses, Youngers, etc. 3.

KILL OR BE KILLED, by Bartholomew, published
1953, the lives, trials and tribulations of Hardin,
Sheriff Chas, Webb, John Selman, George Scar-
borough, 'Cowboy' Will Carver, Sheriff Lige
Brient, etc. These officers and outlaws gunned each
other down: the entire tragic chain of death is first
told here, with a special rare picture section. $3.00

BILLY THE KID, by Sheriff Pat F. Garrett, photo-
graphic reprint from extremely rare 1878 edition,
with many photos added. $3.00
BELLE STARR. by Harmon. A Fhofographic reprint
of 1896 publication, giving life- of this female
desperado of Indian Territory and Texas, in detail,
with rare photos added. $1.50
CLAY ALLISON, by Clark. A photographic reprint
of the original extremely rare edition; all about
this gentlemanly gunfighter who hated outlaws, and
/ exterminated them. With photos added, 36p. $1.25
ADVENTURES OF BEN THOMPSON, by Walton.
Reprint of the rare 1884 edition, ''Shotgun'' Ben
tells his entire dramatic story including his ex-
periences with the Earp band, efc. Many phg;o?sé

CHEROKEE BILL, by Harman. A 64 page pamphlet
giving his entire life in detail, his life as an ouf-
faw in Indian Territory in the 18%0s, to his tragic
death by hanging as decreed by Hanging Judge
Parker with numerous rare photos. $1.50
BIBLIOGRAPHY OF TEXAS, by Raines. First pub-
fished in 1896, this beautiful limited edition is
commended by librarians, book collectors, book
dealers, authors, and others. The only really true
guide to rare Texas books. Fine black cloth, in
slip case. $10.00

All books postpaid. all limited editions.

FRONTIER BOOK CO.

8102 Lockheed St., Houston 17, Texas

“FIGHTING COCKS”
Decorate your room or den with these
bequtiful brilliantly colored ceramic
wall plaques! Only $5.95 ppd. $2.00
deposit on COD orders.

CONAWAYS

P. 0. Box 726!, Dept. TW, San Antonio 10, Texas

FREE CATALOG

Save On Your Western Needs

Send for complete fully illustrated
Western Clothing and Saddlery cata.
log. 60 pages of quality Ranchwear
and Riding equipment. Lowest prices.
We pay postage on all orders.

. JACKE WOLFE RANCHWEAR
62 E. 2nd So., Salt Lake City I, Utah

NEVADA Kodachromes

New miniature album contains ten fine koda-
chromes of historic Nevada mining towns
with brief descriptions and locations. Send
hst 25¢c in coin or money order for ''Historic
ighlights of Nevada" to—
E. W. DARRAH
Winnemucca, Nevada

P.O. Box 606

“The Cow Killers”
(Continued from page 21)

The People looked on in horror.

Just an instant before death would
have claimed these innocent ones, they
were let to the ground, while five more
of The People were seized and made
ready to take their places.

At last, some citizen would cry out in
desperation: “What passes, my general ?
What do you wish of us?”’

Then the lieutenant would smile and
speak in soft words. “Why only this,
senores: 'La Comision wishes to vaccin-
ate here today. Will you do us the cour-
tesy of corralling and making ready
your cattle ?”

Many citizens would answer quickly:
“But why not, my general? We can be
ready immediately. Why did you not
explain at the beginning ?”

Then the lieutenant would say, ‘“My
method saves many words!”

THE OLD WOMAN OF
TZENGIO

“Our cattle shall not be murdered!”
agreed The People of the village of
Tzengio. They said one to another:
“When los matavacas come, we will de-
fend our livestock. We will gather in a
great mob and fight with knives and
pitchforks and scythes and stones. We
will not permit La Comision to slaughter
our animals.”

The People were agreed and very de-
termined.

La Comision came. The members ar-
rived in an army power wagon. They
were eight in number. There was a
veterinarian, a captain of the army, a
sergeant, a private first class, and -four
privates.

When members of La Comision en-
countered the sullen mob awaiting them
in the town plaza, they stopped the
truck. The captain got out. He lifted a
hand in greeting and attempted to ex-
plain.

“We have not come to kill your cat-
tle,” he assured The People. “We have
not even brought our needles to pick
them. We come only to inspect, to learn
if your lifestock has the sickness.”

The People were aroused with fear
and hatred, but the words of the cap-
tain seemed fair. The men considered.
Was the captain to be trusted ?

The old woman, Teodora Marta, saw
their hesitancy and was ashamed. She
cried out to the men in a taunting voice:
“Que pasa, hombres? Are you men—or
he-goats?”

Then she lunged forward and stab-
bed the captain in the chest with a huge
knife.

The first soldier was armed with an
automatic rifle. He jammed a cartridge
clip intp the gun and brought it to his
shoulder.

But the mortally wounded captain
cried out: “No! Do not shoot! Our orders
are not to shoot!”

The soldier hesitated. It was only for
a moment, but after that it was too late.
"The men of the village were quick to
act after the old woman had goaded
them and opened the fight. They flung

themselves upon the soldiers. They tore.

the guns from their hands. They stab-
bed them with knives. They dragged
them to the ground and beat their heads
with stones. They gouged the eyeballs
from the sockets of the dead captain’s

head and mutilated the bodies of the
others.

One soldier escaped. He fought
through to a nearby store, where the
storekeeper slammed the door shut be-
hind him, saving him from the enraged
mob. But he had already received hor-
rible wounds and lived only until the
following day.

The People of Tzengio had agreed
that their cattle should not be murdered.

The Hole in the Wall
(Continued from page 11)

“When we’d ridden up Helena Hill,
he pulled up his horse.

“‘Let’s find out something.’

“All this time I didn't know what
he’d done — but I knew he’d done some-
thing. I knew Harry. :

“He asked me to light a match, and
he started counting money . .. He had
$280. Then he told me what had hap-
pened, laughing fit to kill.

“q'd like to see her face when she
comes in and finds me gone. She’ll be
mad enough to kill me.

“ We'd better not show up in Fort
Benton for a long time,’” I told him.

“WE didn’t show up in Fort Benton
for about a year. Again we came
in off a roundup. Harry was grinning,
and I knew that he was up to some-
thing.

«“ ‘Better not let that girl see you,’ I
cautioned him. ‘She’ll put a knife be-
tween your ribs.’

“‘Could be, but I don’t think so.’

“We took a room in the Grand Union
Hotel and cleaned up. Harry pulled out
a false mustache and put it on. It made
a lot of difference in his appearance,
made him look older.

‘“He headed for the dance hall as soon
as it was dark and I followed him.
There was a big crowd there, and he
went right in. It wasn’t long until I
saw him having a drink with this girl.
Then I saw him get down on the floor
on his hands and knees, and she got on
his back.

“In those days it was a great stunt
to get a girl on your back and try to
buck her off. If you could, she had to
buy the drinks for the house.

“I got pretty nervous. I expected any
moment to see her whip out a knife
and start cutting him.

“As I told you before, Harry was very
strong and active. Pretty soon off went
this girl. Everybody laughed.

“She got up, dusted herself off . . .
and bought the drinks. If she ever rec-
ognized Harry she never let on.”

“I'm worried, Sam . . . all day long I
keep thinking it's Tuesdayl”

: Trué West
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Old-timers’ Corral

Dear Fred:

On your request, I'm sending a photo
of myself to go with Pearl Diving Cow-
poke in this issue.

Pictures of those days are few and far
between. Those available are usually
badly soiled and faded from being car-
ried in a war-bag and hanging on bunk-
house walls, but I think this-un I dug
out of the bottom of my old rawhide
trunk is clear enough to reproduce. Sure
hope so, -anyhow.

This snapshot shows this ol’ cowpoke
with his “town clothes” on after a visit
to the Grand Central Hotel barber shop,
where he “took everything the barber
had.” The hoss is “Puddin” — my rop-
ing-hoss. The picture was taken in Ros-
well, New Mexico, in 1905.

Most of us cowhands out on the Plains
kept a trunk at Hub Williams' store in
Roswell where we kept our town clothes
to step out in when we blowed in to
town.

In a way, the picture shows condi-
tions in those days. There is nary a
flivver in sight, and it shows two hitch-
in’ posts with some hombre wearin’ a
mustache tyin’ his buggy-horse to the
post under Puddin’s nose. Across the
street you can make out a cayuse with
saddle on at a post. You can tell by the
shadow that the photo was taken around
high noon. (If possible, I'd like the pic-
ture back after you've finished with it.
?t%r two red-headed granddaughters want
<ok

Hvery time I visit a newsstand I look
around to see if there is a TRUE WEST
on display, and I sure am disappointed
f I don’t spot one.

I'm cooking up another batch to offer
you some time in the near future.

If you see my old friend Allan Shiv-
ors, tell him hello for me. I knew his
‘ather quite well when he was District
Tudge in Jefferson County, Texas. Also,
f you happen to see Frank Dobie, give
1um my best wishes.

Will sign “30” for this time, with best
vishes to you and TRUE WEST. Adios,
umigo — Vivien Whitlock (OI’ Waddy),
064 Sepulveda Blvd., Van Nuys, Cali-
‘ornia.

iditor, TRUE WEST:

Please find enclosed three dollars to
‘enew my subscription to your excel-
ent magazine.

I am an old ex-cowpuncher and bronc
uster well up in my eighties. I know
ind love the old West and enjoy reading
rue stories about it. I have one small
tick, however. In a back issue of your
nagazine I read a story in which the
wuthor referred to wild horses here in
Vyoming as mustangs. These wild
lorses are no kin to the old-time mus-
ang.

I doubt ,if the feller that wrote the
rticle ever saw a genuine mustang; he’s
ot old enough. I haven't seen a regular
ld-time mustang for over sixty years.
hey have been crossed with other breeds
ntil little trace of the old broomtails
smain. - Mustangs — the genuine article
fay-June, 1957 { v
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— used to come up the Trail from Texas
in the 70’s and 80's. They were the
best little horses that ever lived.—Rus-
sell Bradley, 3049 Dillon Avenue, Chey-
enne, Wyoming.

Dear Norm:

I sure enjoyed the story on Nate
Champion in the December, 1956, TRUE
WEST, Nate rode for us. He was em-
ployed as a cowboy on my wife’s father’s
ranch on Sand Creek, southeast of Lara-
mie near the Colorado line. Nate was a
good cowboy and a gentleman.

I assume that author Bryce W. An-
derson got his basic information from
the small book, Banditti of the Plains.

‘ The book was suppressed by the Wyo-

ming Stock Growers’ Association, but a
few copies survived, one of which I have
read.

Vivien Whitlock, author of Pearl Diving
Cowpoke, on his roping horse. Taken at
Roswell, N. M. in 1905.

Nate Champion fought for the little
fellow, the nester. I had a friend, Jack
Bell, who was one of the Texas cow-
boys imported by the Association to
fight on its side. Jack wasn't much of
a gun-fighter; neither was Champion.
Jack was killed by Frank Miller, who
was the best man with a gun I ever
looked at; and I've seen some good ones.
Miller, who is now dead, once shot a
cigarette out of my mouth.

Those Texas cowboys who went to
fight for the Association were not bad-
men—just a happy-go-lucky bunch of
young fellows who went along for the
ride, big wages and excitement.

I sure look forward to each new issue
of TRUE WEST.' I wish I had the abili-
ty to write the many stories I have in
my memory. I should have written this
one about Nate Champion; I may know
as much about that fight as anybody.
I have visited the TA Ranch on Powder
River where it took place.

Most Western yarns make me sad be-
cause it is so apparent the author does
not know his stuff. I'll take Norman B.
Wiltsey, J. Frank Dobie, and Will James,
Too bad James died; he drank too much
whiskey in the Northern Hotel, Billings,
Montana. Cordially.—Fay-E. Smith, 728
North Virginia Street, Reno, Nevada.

~ Truly Western

Young “Old-timer” Writes

Dear Fred:

I have been reading TRUE WEST for
quite a while, as my brother takes it.
It is the nearest thing to a real Western
magazine there is. But all the stories
are about the old West. I'd like to hear
about some real Westerners who are
still alive — say around sixty years of
age. There were a lot of good riders
around the time of World War One —
what has become of them? 4

Dave Whyte, Art Acord, Cuba Crutch-
field, Nip (Napoleon) Van, Ves Peg, Pat
Crissman, Skeeter Bill Robbins, Dell and
Bertha Blancett, Dorothy Morrel (Rob-
bins), Jack Hoxie, Edith Sterling, Hazel
Hoxie, Rose Gibson, Tillie Baldwin,
Prairie Rose Henderson, Leonard Stroud,
Mr. and Mrs. Ad Topperwein. These are
all people I've known in years past,
from 1913 on.

There are many more, but I know
what happened to most of them. They
were all colorful riders of our day.—
Blanche Lovern. 384415, Overland Ave-
nue, Culver City, California.

Replies to J. Charles Davis
Dear Joe:

You asked us readers to write what
we thought about Mr. Charles Davis’
letter, and what you should print in
TRUE WEST about the old West and °
the people who lived in it. Well, here’s
what I think about it:

I was born a few miles from the line
of the Indian Territory in Kansas. I
have read a lot of Western history and
Western stories and articles of all kinds.
I think I can tell when I read a story
or article if the author knows what he
is writing about. I also know that I
want the facts, or as close to the facts
as is possible. That is the reason I
subscribed to TRUE WEST — it comes
nearer to the truth than anything I have
ever read.

Joe, don’'t worry about ruining any
of those old boys’ reputations or tear-
ing down any heroes. They didn’t pin
stars on marshals for good morals. When
the people had a bad element to deal
with, they hired some one just as bad or
worse to kill them or run them out.

Believe me, I know. I will soon be
78. I have spent my entire life in the
Southwest, mostly in the Indian Terri-
tory. I have known some of the older
marshals and a few outlaws. Mostly,
they were the same breed; about the
only difference was the star the mar-
shal wore.

So my advice is to keep TRUE WEST
the way it is; the facts are what we
want. I believe most TW readers will
agree to that.

Incidentally, here’s a word to Mr. Jim
Marshal of New Mexico akout the Rock-
ing R brand:

That brand was owned by Frank
Rush, and was established in the Osage o
Indian Reservation in 1889. Later the
outfit moved to the Wichita Mountains,
on the Kiowa-Comanche Reservation.

(Continued on page 38)
4 1S
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Here's fun! Prove to friends you were once ‘a
famous outlaw '‘wanted' by Wyatt Earp! Get
big 16" replica poster with YOUR NAME. Done
in authentic type on old handpress. Satisfied
customers everywhere. Decorate den or office.
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Tragedy Trail of Harry Tracy
(Continued from page 25)

a moment later was racing to the store
of his employer. When Tracy arose to
depart an hour later, Sheriff Cudihee
lay in wait beside Johnson’s wagon.

Flanked on either side by Butterfield
and Johnson, the outlaw moved warily
down the path to the yard gate. Then,
just as Sheriff Cudihee was about to
confront Tracy with leveled gun, local
officers Breece, McKnight and Rawley
rushed out of the deepening darkness
commanding Tracy to throw up his
hands.

Quickly the outlaw sprang behind a
tree, firing as he leaped. Breece crumpl-
ed, drilled dead center. Tracy's rifle
cracked again, and Rawley went down,
mortally wounded. 'Running low and
swiftly, Tracy dashed for the woods and
got away.

Tracy doubled back to Bothell, holding
up farm homes for provisions. Again cor-
dons of hunters covered the district. Cor-
nered in a small patch of woodland,
Tracy roamed like an Apache, uninjur-
ed and deadly. Within this limited area,
four men had fallen to his unerring
marksmanship and several others had
been badly wounded. Not even the blood-
hounds escaped his accurate fire. It
seemed certain, however, that he was
doomed at last. Yet, somehow, he slip-
ped through the net of hunters and es-
caped again. The feat was incredible,
but he achieved it.

While bewildered posses still were
brush-beating the Bothell section, the
outlaw openly appeared on the outskirts
of Renton, twenty-five miles south of his
supposed whereabouts. He had with him
an unwilling companion, a man named
Anderson, in a crafty attempt to avert
the suspicion that inevitably fell upon
lone travelers.

At the edge of Renton, the pair en-
countered two young women and a boy
picking berries. Tracy pleasantly de-
clared: “I'm Harry Tracy. Don’'t be
frightened. I never harm women.”

BY this time, Tracy was not only
hungry but in need of ammunition.
He ordered the girls and the boy to pre-
cede him to a house nearby. Gaining the
yard, Tracy roped Anderson to a tree.
Herding the boy and the girls ahead of
him, the outlaw entered the house to
meet the boy’s frightened mother, a Mrs.
Jerrolds. Tracy quietly assured her that
nobody would be harmed if his instruc-
tions were obeyed.

During dinner preparation, Tracy
wrote a note, put it in an envelope with
some money, and sent the boy to buy
cartridges for him in town. He threat-
ened death to all should the youth be-
tray him. After the lad left, he smiled
at Mrs. Jerrolds and said softly: ‘I'm
just bluffing, Ma'am.”

Maybe the boy thought Tracy was
bluffing. Whatever his thought, he was
certainly responsible for the bringing
back of ammunition — strapped around
the waists of sheriffs’ deputies! Tracy

_became aware of this as, through a win-

dow, he spotted an ambitious photo-

. grapher “shooting” the premises. He al-

so observed the armed men partially
concealed in yard shrubbery.
The outlaw remarked, “Looks like we
got company. I better be going.”
Bidding a polite farewell to the ladies,
Tracy stepped cautiously outside. Luck

was with him, for just at that momen
poor Anderson was discovered tied t«
the tree. A deputy shouted, men camg
running, as Tracy slipped away through
the shrubbery.

For weeks the daring outlaw playec
hide-and-seek with the lawmen of King
County, appearing in unguarded place
for provisions and then vanishing. Tir
ing eventually of the game, he stole the
tethered horse of a posseman and sim
ply rode off. Thereafter, all trace of hin
was lost.

More time passed. Search continues
in the Seattle area while Tracy mad
his stealthy and unidentified way int(
eastern Washington. There, with colos
sal bravado, he called Sheriff Cudihee’;
office on the telephone, gloatingly de
riding the law’s failure to run him down

That phone call was a stupid and fa
tal mistake. The call traced, law offi
cers — among them Sheriff Cudihee —
swarmed into the district. Citizens an
ranchers were alerted to be on the look
out for Tracy. Then, amazingly, fo
days following the bragging phone cal
all sign of the killer was lost.

EARLY in the morning of August {
a gaunt, raggedly dressed man cal
rying a bedroll approached L. B. Edd
on the latter’s ranch near Creston, wes
of Spokane, far from the area fror
which Tracy had made his phone cal
The man posed as a farm hand, seek
ing a job. Eddy wasn’t fooled. He ha
been alerted, was familiar with Tracy’
newspaper photographs, and instantl
recognized the tattered stranger as th
escaped convict. Later in the day
through the aid of a young neighbor, Ec¢
dy sent word to the sheriff’s office @
Creston that Tracy was at the rancl
Deputy Sheriff S. J. Straub, receive
of the tip, deputized citizens Dr. E. (
Lanter, Maurice Smith, J. J. Morrisol
and Frank Lillengren, and hastened o
to the farm. Nearing the premises, the
came upon Eddy driving to his bar
with a wagonload of hay. While talkin
to Eddy, Deputy Straub observed a ma
at the stable.
“Is that Tracy ?” asked the officer.
“It certainly is!” replied Eddy.
Following instructions, Eddy drove h
loaded hayrack to near the barn doo
The posse walked in a compact grou
behind the hayrack. As the wagon sto]
ped, Tracy came out of the stable |
help his employer, and for the first tin
noted the lawmen.

“Shade fast, aint he?”

True Wi



At sight of Tracy, Straub excitedly
shouted: “Throw up your hands! You're
inder arrest!”

Instantly, Tracy whirled and darted
sack into the barn. Immediately, he re-
ippeared at the door carrying a rifle. He
fired one shot that missed, ducked
iround the wagon and behind the barn
ind raced away.

The posse fired at the speeding fugi-
dve just as he dodged behind a small
Joulder. As the lead glanced in scream-
ng ricochet from the rock, Tracy jump-
:d from behind the boulder, fired once
it his hunters, then dashed for a near-
oy wheatfield. Bullets whizzed about him
18 he ran. As he reached the edge of
‘he tall, growing grain, he jerked sud-
lenly and fell, but dragged himself on
1ands and knees into the field. Obvious-
Yy, he had been hard hit.

Darkness was falling. The five-man
dosse, fearful of entering the field in
jloomy light, awaited the arrival of
Sheriff Gardner with reinforcements.
Soon, following the appearance of the
Sheriff’s party, a single shot from the
vheatfield was heard; then only un-
)roken silence.

Early the next morning, the posse
vorked its way cautiously into the field.
?resently, they came upon the lifeless
)ody of Harry Tracy. With leg-bones
yullet-shattered, hopeless of escape, the
nultiple killer had taken his own life
rather than be captured.

The West’s greatest manhunt had
:nded.

“Young Jesse James”
(Continued from page 10)

al search of every foot of the ranch.
3iggs’ squad discovered a crumbling old
shack in a back meadow. Waving the
ittery civilians aside, the Constable drew
1s service revolver and entered the
\pparently deserted shack alone.

Nobody was inside — but Biggs notic-
:d a trap-door in the middle of the rot-
ing floor. He lifted the door by its
ing-bolt and called “Cashel!” into the
jloom beneath. No answer. Biggs low-
red the door and went outside to get
\ lantern from a member of his squad.

Back inside the shack Constable Biggs
aid his gun on the floor, raised the trap-
loor with one hand and lowered him-
ielf carefully down the steep rickety
tairs holding the lantern before him
vith his free hand.

Halfway down the stairs Biggs heard
he ominous sound of heavy breathing
omewhere in the dank, dark cellar-hole
elow him. He turned his light in the
irection of the sound — and flashed it
ull on the haggard white face of Ernie
‘ashel!

Desperately, Biggs leaped up the
tairs for his gun, scrambling through
he trap-door just as a bullet shattered
he lantern in his hand. The officer fired
ne answering shot down the stairs into
he blackness below and slammed down
he door.

Quickly, Constable Biggs spread his
nen around the shack and waited for
nspector Duffus, his superior officer, to
ome up with the rest of the posse.

“Burn the shack!” ordered the In-
pector promptly on his arrival. “Shoot
f you must when he comes out.”

Hay from a nearby haystack was
iled against the shack and set afire.
‘hoking black smoke seeped through
he smouldering boards and filled the

Hay-June, 1957
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4 ORDER NOW FOR YEAR 'ROUND WEAR!
handmade MOCCASINS

Entirely Handmade From Full Thickness Elk Tanned Leather
(YOU WON'T FIND THESE IN STORES)

MEN'S CANOE WOMEN'S CANOE  CHILDREN'S CANOE
MOCCASINS MOCCASINS MOCCASINS
$7.95 $6.95 $5.95
: A Size 6 to 12 Size 3!, to 9 Size 9 to 3%z
R A Width A to EEE Width A to AAA Medium Width

Here in my Village Moccasin Shop all moccasins are cut out of full thickness elk hide leather.
Each and every moccasin is entirely handmade. These moccasins are ideal for outdoor wear
because the elk hide is heavy as the sole of a shoe but soft and pliable, giving true barefoot
comfort. There’s more than just comfort in my Elk Hide moccasins — they give you the com-
fort and foot exercise that doctors recommend to build up the structural bones of your feet.
I've made and sold hundreds of these moccasins and have never had a pair returned — on the
contrary, my customers are highly pleased and they send their friends to me. Once you own a
pair you'll never be without them.

ORDER: i e PAIR: ol NOEE N S COLOR = o
et SHE R S e R et WA fo 0
With your order enclose 50¢ to cover postage and shipping

F. H. YOUNG ; MOCCASIN SHOP
STURBRIDGE, MASS.
SEND FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED FOLDERS

RANCH FOR SALE"'!

By golly, this is it! A play ranch right out of this world! 240 acres of wild beauty with a small trout
stream running through the whole shebang. It supplies live water for fwo fairyland lakes full of trout. This
place is in country called “‘Hollywood of the Rockies’’ because of its beauty and the fact that so many movies
have been made there.

20 miles north of Durango, Colorado, 1 mile off the Million Dollar Highway, it is almost surrounded by
Forest Service land. Good elk hunting. Los Animas River and the famous narrow gauge railroad run through
a corner of the place. Seven room house, modern, with picture window and wood-burning fireplace. Perfect for
entertaining clients, as a summer rest and play haven for a tired businessman and his family, for excellent trout
fishing, or big game hunting, skiing, efc. in winfer. Immediate possession; $50,000. Terms. Percentage of mineral
rights. Write True West, P. 0. Box 5008; Austin 31, Texas.

Announcing. ..

~ At Long Last...

THE BIGGEST, MOST IMPORTANT BOOK TO BE
ISSUED IN THE FIELD OF TEXIANA IN MANY YEARS

THE KING RANCH
by
Tom Lea
(In Two Volumes — $15.00)

Assure yourself a first trade edition, Autographed, by
placing your order now, before the scheduled publica-
tion date in late Spring!

e e e e e e e

McMURRAY’S BOOKSHOP
1411 Commerce Street
Dallas 1, Texas

[J cash enclosed

[J charge

Please send CcOop. of Tom Lea's THE KING RANCH, @ $15.00
each, FIRST TRADE EDITION, AUTOGRAPHED, to:

[] send C.0.D.

......................................................................
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gnott's Berry Farm
and Ghost Town

“Ghost Town’’ is a true replica of early gold mining
towns., Many thrills await you as you wander through
;l'l:":treo!s of this old town. Hours of Free Entertain-

CHICKEN DINNERS
12 noon to 8:30 p.m.
Except Mon. & Tues.

STEAK HOUSE
12 noon to 8:30 p.m.
Except Fridays

Buena Park, California

From L. A. take Santa Ana Freeway to Buena Park.
22 Miles Southeast of Los Angeles

RARE
VOLUMES
of
GREAT

GUNS
PUBLICATIONS

now out
of print

Complete
Set

$1300

ORDER THE COMPLETE SET NOW
(Includes 1956 Issues) — Supply Is Low!
The complete four years of GREAT GUNS (plus
1956 issues) contains hundreds of pages of informative
and exacting gun lore! Each volume packaged in
special designed library (9x12) boxes ready for your
book shelf. Fast becoming collectors item. Sold as
complete set only.

GREAT GUNS

c/o Military Inn Dearborn 6, Michigan

NEW! Western Shirt! &

Washable Gabardine! White,
Black, Grey, Dark Green, Tan,
Luggage, Light Green, Peacock.
Red, Charcoal. S-M-L.

5.95 p.p.

Johnnie Walk

69 Hanover Street, Boston, Mass.

Ocean pearl — enameled or
plastic. Wide range of colors.
Any quantity. Attaching
tools available.

Write for FREE FOLDER and PRICE LIST!
Dept. E'

Fastener Supply Compan
1508 So. Robertson Los Angeles gs, CZI ".O;:‘e:ngtﬁeag[rl

* Metal Tooling * Beadcraft
* Textile Painting * Shellcraft

* Copper Enameling * Mosaic Tile
...many more craits

Complete supplies; top quality;
fast dependable service.

KIT KRAFT ° Dept. AE2
12109 Ventura Pl., Studio City, Calif.

shack. Inspector Duffus ye.led to Cashel
to come out.

A muffled voice replied from the cel-
lar-hole. “To hell with you! I'm not
coming out to be hanged —I'm going
to kill myself. Youwll find a letter to my

* mother on the floor.”

More hay was thrown on the fire and
the moldy old boards of Cashel’s hiding-
place began to blaze. Duffus tried again.
“Come on out, Cashel, or we’ll burn you
out!”

“Come and get the letter before it’s
burned!” Ernie shouted back. ‘For
God’s sake put out the fire —I don’t
want to be roasted alive!”

“Come out then — with your hands
up!”- replied the Inspector inexorably.

Silence from the blazing shack — si-
lence suddenly broken by the sound of a
revolver shot. Ten seconds dragged by
while the posse wondered whether Cash-
el really had killed himself. Three sec-
onds more — and the trapped murderer
screamed hoarsely: “I'm burning —I'm
burning! Don’t shoot—I'm coming out!”

Hands over his head and eyes stream-
ing tears from the smoke, Ernie came
out on a stumbling. run. “I'm sick of
the whole damned business,” he moaned,
holding out his wrists for the cuffs.
“Hang me—I'll be glad to get it over
with!”

Hang him they did —on February 2,
1904. In the best outlaw tradition, Ernie
Cashel walked firmly to the scaffold
cursing the Police at every step. The
trap dropped away from beneath the
young killer's feet — and it was quickly
over, as Ernie had wished.

SOURCES:

IN SCARLET AND PLAIN CLOTHES

—T. Morris Longstreth, Macmillan,

* N.Y.C. 1938

THE ROYAL CANADIAN MOUNT-

ED POLICE

—R. C. Fetherstonhaugh, Carrick &

Evans, Inc. N.Y.C. 1938

Pearl Diving Cowpoke
(Continued from page 27)

that would allow me to ride the cushions
of a passenger train back to the Staked
Plains, but didn’t have any money to eat
on while making the trip. Of more im-
mediate urgency was the fact that I
couldn’t pay my hotel bill.

AS I stood leaning up against a lamp-
post studying the situation over, I
remembered reading a notice tacked on
the wall of my hotel room telling in no
uncertain terms the penalty for any jas-
per who might jump his board bill or
room rent. Just to show how completely
Lady Luck had deserted me, leaving me
without car fare back to the hotel and
no breakfast, an old fellow dressed in
rags and wearing a battered derby hat
shuffled up near where I was standing,
reached down and picked up a four-bit
piece from the sidewalk almost under
my foot!

T tried to convince the old codger that
it was my coin, but he glared at me
and snarled: “Listen, sonny! You do
your snipe-huntin’ on the other side of
the street. I'm shootin’ ’em along this
gutter.”

High heeled boots are not made to
walk in. Mine rubbed big blisters on my
feet on the long walk downtown to my
hotel. I hunted up the hotel manager
and asked him, “How about me workin’
for you to pay up my bill?”

“What’s the matter, cowboy?” he in-
quired. “Big town take you to the clean-
ers?”

“The bank’s busted I put my money in
an’ I’'m busted flat,’ I replied. “I'd like
to work for you till I can pay what I
owe you so I can leave town.”

“Just what can, you do around a ho-
tel?” he smiled as he glanced from the
crown of my Stetson hat down to the
toes of my Hyers boots.

“Hell, I ain’t particular what I do s¢
long as I can pay my bill and have a
few bucks to eat on while goin’ home,"
I pleaded. “T'll chambermaid, peel spuds
an’ help the cook. Or Tll go back there¢
in the kitchen an’ pearl dive.”

“What do you mean, ‘pearl dive sl V]
asked, staring at me like a Kentucky
thoroughbred might stare at a little olc
mustang pony.

“Man, you run a hotel and don’t know

~what pearl diving means? That mean:

washing dishes.”

“Have you ever washed dishes Penid
asked, sort of skeptical-like.

“Yeah, lots of ’em,” I assured him
“Washed dishes all my life arounc
ranches an’ cow camps, and helped moth
er when I was a kid.”

E went to the register and figure(

up my bill and found I owed hin
six dollars. “Tell you what I'll do,”
said. “T'll pay you a dollar a day
wash dishes. You can sleep on a cot i1
the hall. For grub you -can eat th
come-backs from the dining room.”

I closed the deal by shaking hand
with him real quick, before he coul(
back out of the bargain. He took mu
back to a kitchen sink filled with break
fast dishes, handed me a towel, and
started work. ;

T didn’t think it would be a hard job
About the worst things to remove fron
the tin plates I'd been used to washin
was sorghum lick, frijole juice, an
gravy. But they didn’t have eggs i
cow camps, and I soon found out wha,
I was up against.

Those dad-blame hotel dishes looke
as if everyone who used them had eat
en eggs for breakfast! Thick layers o
yolk were smeared over them—yolk tha
had dried hard and had to be scraped of
with a knife. Many small dishes an
glasses had been used to serve soft o
medium-boiled hen-fruit, and these wer
in the same sorry condition.

After washing and drying them,
stacked them where the old hard-boile
Simon Legree type cook could reac
them. He handed many plates back t
me with a growl to “Git the yeller off!

.

e /N

“Don't push your luck, Slade.”
True Wet




The hashers even brought dishes back
from the dining room with yellow
s::lreaks on them the cook had overlook-
ed.
Man, it was rough! I stuck it out for
ten days, squared myself with the hotel,
and had four bucks to eat on while rid-
ing the cushions back to Texas.

Ever afterward, when I ate soft or
medium-boiled eggs or ‘“two with their
eyes turned toward Heaven,” I'd take
a piece of bread and carefully mop the
yellow off the dish while it was soft, so
the pearl diver back in the kitchen would
get a break. In my book, he’s one of
life’s unsung heroes.

Frontier Pix
Jim Courtright, Union Scout, frontier char-
acter and man slayer.

Courtright the Longhaired
(Continued from page 13)

sumed indignation among his friends
when it was known that he was in ar-
rest.”

In short, Jim Courtright was the sort
of man who was either liked or dis-
liked whole-heartedly. In Fort Worth he
had friends who would take large risks
in his behalf. Also, men who did not even
know him were—in this matter—sym-
pathetic to him.

FORT WORTH citizens believed that
Courtright was being railroaded to a
necktie party. Men believed the rumors
that Jim—acting as agent for a cowman
—defended his employer’s property a-
gainst a couple of Greasers of the worst
character by killing them. Furthermore,
it was believed that the warrants had
been sworn out by friends of these Greas-
ers. It was a dirty, underhanded deal
that would end in Courtright’s lynching.
The strange actions of the New Mexico
Officer lent color to the story. So when
Courtright was taken to the Union Depot
!0 await the arrival of the west-bound
I' & P train, “an open, lawless and
langerous attempt at his rescue was
nade by a large crowd,” so General King
nformed the Governor. King continues:
“This attempt failed, partly through
he coolness of the two Rangers who had
Jourtright in charge, and partly through
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the efforts of Judge Hood of the district
court, Sheriff Maddox and others, who
agsisted in keeping the mob from any
overt act of violence, and succeeded in
having the prisoner conveyed to the
county jail.”

Word of the mob’s attempt to rescue
Courtright reached Austin on Monday,
October 20. The Governor ordered Ad-
jutant General King to take the first
train to Fort Worth to aid the civil au-
thorities in preserving order and secur-
ing the execution of the law. But before
King reached Fort Worth, he was noti-
fied by telegram of Courtright’s escape
the night before—Sunday night. He could
only go on and investigate.

Richmond, the New Mexican officer,
was afterward charged with both mis-
conduct and folly. The charges seem mild
indeed when it is known that he insisted
on taking Courtright out of jail on Sun-
day to get his meals from an eating
house. He ignored the protests of Sheriff
Maddox and Ranger Lieutenant Grimes.
In spite of the obvious sentiment of the
city, on Sunday morning he took Court-
right down to a restaurant on Main
Street and picked the restaurant—or was
persuaded to enter the restaurant—which
was the known resort of many of Court-
right’s closest friends.

At noon he repeated the weird perfor-
mance. At sundown he headed the little
party of four back to the same place.
The restaurant was crowded with friends
of Courtright. The crowd pushed in to
“say goodbye” to Jim. The Rangers
scowled, for this whole business of being
under Richmond’s orders, ahd so made
party to foolish risks, was galling.

The crowd surged in—and suddenly
Courtright stood erect, a Colt in each
hand. Knowing Richmond’s favorite
table, Jim’s friends had simply hung the
guns on nails under the table ready to
his hands the moment he arrived!

“T won’t be going to New Mexico with
you,” he informed Richmond. “I got
other plans!”

The Rangers and Richmond were sur-
rounded by armed men; they had no
chance to resist. Courtright backed to
the door; whirled and dashed to his horse
waiting outside. His get-away was well-
timed and perfectly executed.

General King held a formal inquiry
into the whole odd affair. He cleared
Lieutenant Grimes and Corporal Hayes
of all blame. They had been ordered to
act under Richmond’s orders. No dis-
cretionary powers had been authorized
them.

COURTRIGHT went to South America.
Some time later he came quietly
back to Fort Worth and surrendered.
The result was what he had anticipated.

The witnesses were scattered. A jury
was empaneled from men who were
strangers to both Courtright and the two
Frenchmen—men ignorant of the case
itself.

Jim Courtright was honorably acquit-
ted. From then on he did various things
to make a living. I have heard that he
traded horses; that he was a saloon
bouncer: that he served as a deputy
sheriff during the big railroad strike of
’86.

The old-timers used to marvel over
Courtright’s uncanny skill with six-guns.
They said that his hands, snapping to
the butts of the .45’s in their cutdown
holsters, were “like racing snakes dart-
ing into holes.” Jim was a deadly shot
with either hand, which was unusual
with gunmen who pulled as flashingly

as he. Frequently, the man who was ex-
tra-quick on the draw figured to make
up by the number of shots he fired for
any lack of accuracy in aim. Not Jim
Courtright. Danger and tension, the old-
timers say, seemed only to increase his
coolness and dexterity.

Jim opened the T.I.C. Commercial
Detective Agency. With its inaugura-
tion, Jim became extremely unpopular
with the gambling fraternity. Not many
men would talk openly of a gun-fighter
of his ' outstanding ability; but the
gamblers soon became disgruntled at the
shakedown tactics employed by the T.I.C.

Gambling flourished in Fort Worth, in
violation of certain ordinances made,
provided, and comfortably ignored. To
the gamblers came Courtright and his
aides, racketeering. The gamblers paid
off regularly, in return for shut mouths
on the part of the T.I.C. It was a sorry
business and one certain to end in vio-
lence. Jim Courtright had slipped a long
way from the place he had once held in
men’s esteem.

His racket brought him into contact
with Luke Short and sparks began to
fly.

HORT’'S name sticks out as if red-
lettered on the records of ‘Leadville,
Colorado; of Dodge City, Kansas; of
Tombstone, Arizona. He was a small
man, around five-six in height, who never
weighed a hundred and fifty pounds. Luke
had quit trailing cattle to Kansas to
wander to Nebraska and engage in
bootlegging whiskey to the Sioux. When
the Army broke up this profitable racket,
Luke drifted to Denver. From there he
went to Leadville, which was a hell-
roaring community in those days, crowd-
ed with gunmen. A badman picked a
row with Short, and the little Texan shot
him neatly between the eyes and there-
by earned his title of “The Undertaker’s
Friend.”

Later, Luke hit Dodge City, Caldwell
and the other cattle towns, always as a
gambler and saloon man. He followed
his friends, the Earps, to Tombstone.
There he killed the well known gambler,
Charley Storms. He went back to Dodge
and, in ’83, fell out with the city ring.
They ran him out of Dodge. Backed by
Wyatt Earp, Bat Masterson and their

“Mink! Beaver! Silver Fox! Can't you
bring home a nice big buffalo hide that
I won't have to sew together?”

True West




like, he staged a triumphant return. The
mayor and the sheriff capitulated, ab-
Jjectly, completely and in haste.

This, then, was the soft-voiced, smooth-
faced, immaculately dressed little man
who ran the White Elephant Saloon—the
gambler to whom Jim Courtright came
with his racket. Short considered the
demand briefly; then invited Courtright
to go jump in the nearby Trinity River.
Jim glared at the cool little gambler
and stalked out of the saloon without
making a play. Luke wasn’t fooled; he
knew that Courtright would be back.

Fort Worth realized that trouble be-
tween two such as Luke Short and Jim
Courtright was inevitable. Nothing short
of a miracle could prevent this feud
from ending in gun-smoke. Neither man
had ever been known to take a back-
ward step—until Courtright had walked
out of the White Elephant Saloon with
Luke Short’s taunting jibe ringing in
his ears.

Sure enough, Courtright soon came
again looking for the stubborn little
gambler. A mutual acquaintance brought
Short outside the White Elephant to
meet Jim. The little man stood looking
at Courtright, keeping his thumbs hooked
in the armholes of his fancy vest. The
talk became heated. Short dropped his
hands, as if to smooth his vest. It was
no time for movements even remotely
suspicious. In such times as this, many
a man in Texas has committed suicide
by reaching abruptly for his handker-
chief!

“Don’t you pull a gun on me!” Court-
right snapped at Luke.

“Why, I'm not trying to pull a gun!”
protested Short, in a pained tone. “I
ain't got a gun there—see?”

He began pawing at his vest—and all
the time his hands got lower, closer to
his belt, closer to the pistol on his hip.
Jim Courtright was not the man to be
taken in by such maneuvering. He went
for his gun, the right-hand gun. Short’s
hand flashed back to his hip. He had the
edge, through his crafty pretense of
showing his “unarmed” condition. His
hand was already close to gun-butt when
Courtright started his draw.

Both guns snapped out in the same
split-second.” Short fired so wildly that
he would have missed Courtright by two
feet—but for the upward jerk of Jim’s

“You and your crazy friendsl Why can't
they throw rice and old shoes like other
people?”
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hand. That first wild bullet tore into
the hammer thumb of Courtright’s hand;

‘'smashed it at the moment it was pulling

back the hammer of the single-action
.45 Colt!

Jim wasted no time, then, in reaching
for his left-hand gun. Instead, he tried
to throw the pistol from right hand to
left hand, in what is called the Border
Shift. But that split-second of time re-
quired for the maneuver had given Short
opportunity to pump lead into Court-
right's body. Down went the longhaired
gunman, dying, with no spectator more
amazed at this stunning reversal of the
town’s expectations than Short himself.

As one remembers Jim Courtright, it
is only fair to remember both sides of
him. He was neither all good nor all bad
—and if he died as would be called to-
day a racketeer, before' that he had been
a good soldier, a valued scout and a fear-
less peace officer.

The Passing of Tom Horn
(Continued from page 23)

days, helped the Undersheriff and Ed
Smalley lift Tom onto the trapdoor. Evi-
dently Tom could make out the hulk of
Ed Smalley from behind the hood. His
voice sounded muffled.

“What’s the matter,
nervous ?”’

Smalley went over and leaned against
a post of the gallows with his arm up to
his face. He didn’t answer. Next, the
condemned man turned toward his old
friend, Joe Cahill. “Joe, they tell me
you're married now.” Cahill didn’t speak
either. “Well, I hope it works out well,
Joe. Treat her decent.”

Without a tremor, Tom Horn stood
on the trap for over thirty seconds wait-
ing for the blunderers to spring the trap.
Beyond a doubt, he was the most col-
lected person in the yard. Suddenly, the
leaves of the trap crashed downward
with a report like a small handgun. Tom
Horn was swung into eternity — sup-
posedly —at a little less than four feet.
His neck didn’t break and the scar he

Ed? Getting

had received in the fight over at Dixon -||

turned purple and throbbed with each
beat of his heart. However, the hang-
man's knot had slammed into Tom’s
temple and rendered him unconscious.

Tom Horn hung, dangling, for close
to twenty minutes, twisting slowly with
occasional spasmodic jerks, while an im-
ported physician stood by checking him,
testing for pulse every minute or two.
Finally, Tom Horn’s powerful heart flut-
tered a little and ceased to beat. The
professional killer, Tom Horn, was dead;
but, more important to the territory,
he was dead un-confessed. His employ-
ers were never known.

Kels Nickell was standing just out-
side the jail-yard and asked the first
man to come out, “Is the son-of-a-bitch
dead?” He got his short answer and
limped away, smiling,

Tom’s body was laid ‘out at Gleason’s
Mortuary and was duly examined by all
who knew him in the area, plus hundreds
who did not. He was certified dead by
those qualified, either through training
or experience, to know a corpse when
they saw one — and a whale of a lot of
people who didn’t know one from the
other. And, the facts remain unaltered
with the passing of time. Tom Horn
died, probably of strangulation while un-
conscious, but he died nevertheless that

A
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day of his execution and was not “spirit-
ed away to live out his alloted years in
Mexico,” as three “authorities” claim.

Editor’'s Note:

If TRUE WEST were to print only
articles that had been read in advance
by all known authorities, friends, ene-
mies, historians and kin and pronounced
true by all — there would never be an-
other issue of this magazine printed!
It is impossible to get any group with
even a reasonable amount of knowledge
to agree on all points about any man
or event.

Tom Horn is an.especially controver-
sial subject in the country where he was
active. He was a hero or a heel — de-
pending mostly, it seems, on the side
you were on. It is impossible to present,
therefore, an unbiased, accurate, last-
word article on such a man. For ac-
tually, who knows all the truth? Tom
Horn himself knew — but then he isn’t
here to tell it.

If you have some information on' the
man that isn’t hearsay, write it in the
form of a letter and we’ll use it in Truly
Western. We are especially interested in
hearing from anyone who might have
known Tom Horn personally —even
slightly. Thanks!

The Lost Breyfogle Mine
(Continued from page 18)

A landslide from the mountain could
have overlaid the hill, covering up the
quartz outcrop. Drifting sand might
have obscured it. Go into the Death Val-
ley region to look yourself by such vague
directions as the wandering-minded
Breyfogle gave. Space, space, cactus,
sand, heat, thirst, greasewood, sidewind-
ers, mountains — always mountains and
sands, beyond, behind, all around. That
is what you will find.

MEN who heard Breyfogle talk and
then went out to be baffled did not
believe him; yet they hoped that what
he said was true and they did believe
him. And always there remained the
sample of blood-red quartz in Breyfogle's
blue denim pockets — evidence irrefut-
able that somewhere, somehow, he
had found gold. Perhaps this gold itself
and not his experiences on the desert
had turned Breyfogle’s mind. Such
things have been, as when many years
ago a once robust man of Dutch descent
staggered into Miami, Arizona, with
wonderfully rich samples of gold ore he
said he had picked from a ledge in Sup-
erstition Mountain. But he was a mani-
ac, irrevocably crazy from the excite-
ment of his find. The Lost Dutchman
Mine, named after him, remains to this
day a name —a dream — an ignis fa-
tuus, as famed as the Breyfogle itself,
to lure prospectors on.

But where did Breyfogle pick up the
quartz — the one thing certain out of
legend-befogged accounts? The desert
is forever inexorably, pitilessly mute.
It answers the cry for gold no more
than it answers the prayer for water.
Breyfogle’s gold is still lost, and year
by year men still go out to look for it,
believing in it so absolutely that they
will stake — and lose — their lives on its
reality.

Or is it that the dream is the only
reality — more real than Death Valley
itself ?

Truly Western
(Continued from page 31)

The last I heard, the Rocking R brand
was owned by Frank Rush’s son. I am
pretty well acquainted with the old brand
and the outfit’s locations in Oklahoma
and the Texas Panhandle.

Best wishes to the whole staff of
TRUE WEST. You folks are doing a
good job on a tough proposition; don’t
let anybody tell you different.—A. A.
McCutcheon, Box 44, Eufaula, Okla-
homa.

Dear Joe:

Referring to the Davis letter:

If youre gonna be popular and sell
magazines, you gotta hate or worship.
A well balanced, cool, undisputed fac-
tual article won’t stir emotion. Now you
have to be popular and make expenses
so we can continue to get TRUE WEST!

In my opinion, you have handled con-
troversial articles in just the right way
by printing both sides of the controver-
sy; as the writer thinks it happened and
as other folks think it happened. Air-
ing both sides of an argument and re-
ferring an article to a matching article
with a different viewpoint is a bang-up
idea for those of us who know there is
good and bad in all human critters.

One question: Can't we get some of
Fred Gipson’s stories in TRUE WEST ?
—Glenn T. Gough, O. D., 710 Kansas,
Topeka, Kansas.

Dear Mr. Small:

I am an ardent reader of TRUE WEST
and think you have a wonderful maga-
zine.

You asked for reader opinion on Mr.
Davis’ letter. I, for one, don’'t agree
with him. If Wild Bill Hickok and Wyatt
Earp, for example, were no good, I fig-
ure it is up to TRUE WEST to tell us
so . . . —W. C. Dayvis, Box 606, Rose-
burg, Oregon.

Dear Joe:

Regarding our old West heroes:

How many TRUE WEST readers have
read Stanley Vestal's Sitting Bull or Kit
Carson? Plenty, T'll bet. No one could
possibly say that Stanley Vestal is not
an objective historical scholar. But he
does manage to fictionalize his facts,
the good traits of his subjects and the
bad, so that his books are reasonable—
and readable.

Cyim 0
ENGLAND

“Wish I could git rid of this durn head-
ache I got back in the passl”

True Wesi



So far I haven't any quarrel with the
way your articles are written. I don’t
expect your writers to be profound
scholars; their own emotional reactions
and what they read will always color
their writing. Let TRUE WEST continue
asitis. .. —C. L. H. Weeks, Norman,
Oklahoma.

Howdy, Joe:

First, let me tell you what a damn
fine magazine you put out. (But not
often enough). I'd like to speak a word
on the Davis letter in the February is-
sue:

I agree with Mr. Davis in what he
says about not being able to get the
real dope on the men of the old West.
However, I don’t think that TRUE
WEST should tell only one side of a
story. If you print anything, give both
sides a chance .. . —Brad Prowse, 565
Norwood Drive, Hayward, California.

Dear Joe:

In response to your request for an-
swers from your readers to Charles
Davis’ letter on the matter of telling
the good side only about people of the
old West, I certainly believe in calling
a spade a spade-and letting the chips
fall where they may. How else can you
live up to your title of TRUE WEST ?

In the first place, you and I and
svery thinking reader know that — con-
rary to a lot of Western authors of
fiction and historical pieces, and Lord
inows how many hundreds of Western
‘ilms — the real pure hero and the real
dlack villain exist only in the imagina-
don of the writers.

I say that TRUE WEST can only be
rue to its avowed purpose if it con-
inues to seek fearlessly for the facts
wnd to present them as such. Blind pre-
ludice has colored too much Western
vriting. The newsstands are full of pulp
WVestern fiction and so-called factual ar-
icles whose authors have an axe to
yrind. As of now, TRUE WEST is in a
lass by itself. Let’s fight to keep it
hat way.—Tom Wright, 702 Sharp
3ldg., Kansas City 6, Missouri.

Jear Joe:

In response to your request for “letters
r votes” in reply to Mr. J. Charles
davis’ viewpoint on famous figures of
he old West, I will say this:

Continue to give us the old-time
tories, with plenty of old-time photo-
raphs, regardless of the viewpoint of
he writers and let the cow chips fall
rhere they may.

There will always be a very small
ercentage of TRUE WEST readers who
rill get a thrill out of wearing out en-
yclopedias and bicyecles running down
'hat they’ll call TRUE FACTS. (Their
stters will be very interesting also.)
There have always been different ver-
ions of incidents and happenings tak-
1g place in the old West even among
articipants and bystanders. Therefore,
:t’s just rare back and read the vari-
us versions and enjoy all of ’em with-
ut getting all riled up over occasional
ariations between writers. Who knows
ne exact truth anyhow ? Nobody!

I think it might be a good idea if Mr.
lavis would submit a yarn or two of
is own now and then, complete with
Id photographs.

Thanks very much, Joe, for letting
s know about this matter. Always
sel free to holler when you need votes
) clarify a situation. Make TRUE
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Somethog MW in Westors Megarions—al Stoies JREE!

17—25¢ 18—25¢

If you want any back issues of TRUE
WEST—better get them now for they are
running out fast — and they can never be
replaced. What we would give for a plenti-
ful supply of No's I, 2, 3 and 4 which
have DONE run out.

We'll extend your subscription (or put
you on) for a dollar's worth for every No. I,
No. 2, No. 3 and No. 4 that you send us.

The issues shown above plus the one you
have in your hands represent a complete
file of TRUE WEST. No's I, 2, 3 and 4 are
not shown.

DON'T WAIT! We have stacks of letters
containing desperate pleas for No's I, 2, 3
and 4—but it's too late, we just don't have
them! So order what you want of the other

those you want by number.

available issues now. Use the coupon, Iisﬁngu:

No.'s 1, 2, 3 & 4 Not
TRUE WEST Available. All
P. O. Box 5008 Others 25¢.
Austin 31, Texas
L e RS e el i in payment for Nos.

5 Great WESTERN GAMES

Five thrilling games, ?ortraying the life of the
hard-riding cowboys of the West. The play is
picturesque, competitive, exciting with different
planning and play for each game. E ually tasci-
nating to children and grown-ups. Big, colorful
and substantial, with beautiful, sturdy _ play
boards. Unusual value. Write for free descriptive
catalog to:
WALES GAME SYSTEMS

2200 Rand Bldg. Buffalo 3, N.Y.

“HOW TO WIN AT CHECKERS”

Over 100,000 copies sold.
New Edition, Just out.

A short course of easy lessons.
Send 25 cents in coin for ‘*How to Win'’
5 together with FREE catalog of our com-
"} plete line and copy of the ‘'Standard
Laws of Checkers.'’

WALES CHECKER SYSTEM
2200 Rand Building, Buffalo 3, N.Y.
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"101 TRIPS

In The Land of Enchantment!’

Your Guide To
NEW MEXICO

—for pleasant touring and enjoyable
reading.

The book that takes you behind the scenes,
o out-of-the-way places, and makes every
trip an adventure and a lifelong memory.

Postpaid, $200

Special Combination Offer: | copy of "101
Trips in the Land of Enchantment" plus a
year's subscription to New Mexico Magazine

both for
$450

a saving of $1.00

NEW MEXICO MAGAZINE

Santa Fe, New Mexico

" tionalism rather than facts.

Box 938

THE FRONTIER
MARSHALL

$14.95 :o

This popular 9” boot has
a beautiful inlaid star
design with colorful stitching. Made for LOOKS,
COMFORT and DURABILITY. Handlasted in
Mexico from premium grade leather and fully
kidskin lined. Snug fitting yet easy on and off.
Brown only. Sizes 6 to 12, Medium Width. Money
back guarantee. Write for free folder.

FRONTIER STORES 5

Box 168-B lamo, Texas

RETIRE IN MEXICO
ON $150 A MONTH

OR LESS in a resort area, 365 days of sun a year,
dry temp. 65-80°. Or maintain lux. villa, servants,
ALL expenses $200-250 a mo. Am.-Eng. colony on
Lake Chapala. 30 min. to city of 14 million, medical
center. Schools, arts, sports. Few bours by air,
train, bus, PAVED roads all the way. Full-time
servants, maids, cooks, $6 to $15 a mo., filet mignon
45¢ 1b., coffee 50c, gas 15¢ gal. Gin, rum, brandy
65¢-95¢ fth., whiskey $2.50 gt. Houses $10 mo. up.
No fog, smog, confusion, jitters. Just serene living
among considerate people. FOR EXACTLY how
Americang are living in world’s most perfect climate
on $50—$90—$150—$250 a mo., mail $3.00 - for
COMPLETE current information, photos, prices,
roads, hotels, huntin%. fishing, vacationing and
retirement conditions from Am. viewgoint (Pers.
Chk. OK) to THAYER OF MEXIC! File TW
; t.:\j?‘ic. Jal., Mexico. (Money refunded it not satis-
ied.

PLAY THE GUITAR

with the world’s smallest,
simplest complete guitar
method. Guaranteed or your
money back. Send only $3 to:

Billy Hunsinger Music Co.

729% Massachusetts St.
Lawrence, Kansas

Homesite

OW™N BEAUTIFUL

NO MONEY DOWN $35 MO.
Live in perpetual sunshine! Large, high,
favel, fortile lots, trailer section, utilities
available, graded sireets. Send name,
address foday for full FREE information.
DEER RUN RANCH ESTATES 4’6

Bopr. 24 #. ©. Box 36, Cora Grande, Acivoms

ARIZONA $14950
7
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WEST a monthly soon as you can swing

it. Good luck to all the staff.—Ben Mil-

ler, 240 Hickox Avenue, Santa Fe, New
Mexico.

Dear Editor:

In his letter, J. Charles Davis raises
an interesting point concerning the repu-
tations of famous men of the old West.
He states that you could make a case
either way, depending on which side
you: wanted to believe.

That may be true, but it is the duty
of a capable historian to check the
facts. If a person gives him any infor-
mation, he checks it to make sure he
isn’t sold a bill of goods. Many people
will claim to be eye-witnesses of events
that never took place. Others will
blithely deny well documented events.
I, myself, have been accused of being a
liar for mentioning an event within a
week after it had made screaming head-
lines in the papers.

The careful historian must check all
his sources. Witnesses are generally
compelled to furnish affidavits, copies
are made of all records, etc. It is a task
that takes years; it can’t be done in an
occasional afternoon.

Debunkers seldom bother to check
anything, as they are looking for sensa-
For an
example of how they operate, there is
the story one debunker told of Wild Bill
Hickok. Bill is supposed to have pre-
vented the closing of a brothel in Ells-
worth, Kansas, by storming outside wav-
ing two pistols and shouting that he
would make the street ‘the bloodiest
slaughterhouse in Kansas!”

This sounds exciting, but fifty years
ago, Mr. Connelly, of The Kansas His-
torical Society, did some research work
on the subject and found that Bill never
was in Ellsworth . . .

Another example is Carl Howe's twist-
ing of* the facts about Montezuma’s
death. He states in his article, Did The
Dutchman Find Montezuma’s Treasure?,
that Montezuma begged to be killed lest
he be carried away to Spain, and that
his chief councillor killed him with a
bow and arrow. Mr. Howe also states
that Cortez returned a few years later,
supposedly from Spain, with a larger
army and conquered the Aztecs. He also
says that a daughter of Montezuma
married the man who shot her father
and that they became rulers of the Az-
tec people.

Purning to a good encyclopedia, I did
what Mr. Howe should have done. I
checked the facts. The facts are these:

Cortez arrived in the Aztec capital on
November 8, 1519. He took Montezuma
prisoner because of attacks on his sol-
diers. Montezuma was wounded by a
stone flung by his own people during a
riot. The Spaniards bandaged him, but
he was so disheartened by his own peo-
ple turning against him that he kept
tearing the bandage off and finally
died on June 30, 1520. A nephew —
Guatomoc, I believe, tried to rule, but
didn’t make the grade.

Cortez left the city, fought a hand-to-
hand battle with the Aztec army, de-
feated them, and retreated to the moun-
tains of Tlascan. There, he manufactur-
ed firearms and gunpowder, made small
craft which were taken apart and carried
over the mountains in sections, and re-
turned to Mexico City.

He did not have a larger army. He
had the survivors of his original force
of 400 soldiers, plus what Indians he
could recruit in Tlascan. With this force

he laid siege to Mexico City and fough!
his way into the city. Four months lat
er, August 16, 1521, Cortez took whal
was left of the city.

Mr. Howe should have known all this
as it is a matter of common knowl
edge. His false version makes me doub
the rest of his story.

For a magazine that uses the wort
TRUE in its title, you sure publish a1
awful lot of tripe—Edwin Sigler, 54
Ellis, Wichita 9, Kansas.

Howdy, Joe:

J. Charles Davis, from the grand ol
state of California, wrote you a might]
fine letter as printed in your Februar;
issue of TRUE WEST. I'll go along witl
him on it one hundred per cent. I thinl
you should lend a more receptive ea
to such letters and fill your waste
basket with the ones that call dead me:
rats, heels, etc.

I wouldn’t call any dead man an
derogatory name that I would be afrai
to call him to his face, and I have seri
ous doubts if many live today that woul
have stood up before Wyatt Earp or eve
Bill Hickok and said the things som
have said to the world through the page
of your magazine. Furthermore, havin|
lived on this old earth a long time,
have observed that few of us have an
right to criticize anyone else. If we g
back a ways, we can generally dig u
plenty of our own dirty laundry with
out dragging anybody else’s into th
light. /5

Coming right down to the facts of m
likes and dislikes, it’s the wranglin
over hearsay “facts” that really gripe
my soul. We all know that every tim
a story is told it’s twisted a little —an
by the time it’s handed down two ¢
three generations the good Lord i
Heaven only knows what the facts werx
in the first place.

I would like to see you soft pedal
bit any scandalous tales about the heroe
of the old days. Any human being wit
a lick of sense knows those men wei
not angels; and as Jesus said in th
Scriptures: “Let him that is without si
among you, first cast a stone at her

However, after we have all cusse
and discussed the matter and you hay
read all our letters and no one has pro
ited from it all except Uncle Sam wk
has collected three cents from each of u
why in the name of Salt Peter don’t yc
run your magazine the way you wal
to? If any of us get to not liking
strong enough, we can quit sending yc¢
three bucks every now and then and th:
will turn your water off as far as we a1
personally concerned.

LR SO R T e
"Darling, they're playing OUR song.”

True We



THE "COW KILLERS”

With the Aftosa’
Commission in Mexico

Drawings by Bill Leftwich
Text by Fred Gipson

The people called them los
matavacas—*‘the cow killers”
~— the gringes of the Aftesa
Commission who invaded rural
Mexico in 1949, armed with
six-shooters and hypedermic
syringes, in an attempt to
stamp out the dread foot-and-
mouth disease.

Bill Leftwich, self-taught artist and Texas cowhoy,
ecorded with brush and pen the pathos and humor he
found in his work for the commission. 43 of his draw-
ings, plus a sympathetic text done in the Mexican idiom
by the widely-known American novelist, Fred Gipson, are

ound in this book. 142 pp, $4.95. @

Published by The University of
TRUE WEST BOOK DEPT.

Texas Press
P. O. Box 5008 Austin 31, Texas

Order today from:
PLASTIC GAUNTLETS

Made of tough, waterproof, flexible plastic
over soft cotton base. Ideal for picking up

X decoys, removing hooks and lures,
dressing out game and fish, han-
dling nets and ropes. Unaffected
§{ by gas, oil, grease or paint.
Washable. Also handy for home
and work shop. Full 12" length,
| large size. $1.69 per pair post-
{ paid. No C.0.D.’s.

BELLE CITY GLOVE CO., DEPT. 4
BOX 168, SHAWANO, WIS.

Save on overnight irips

Convert your car into a bed when needed

rest in solid comfort ELIGHTED USERS zvznm?n
Guaranteed to work when installed by instructions Installclion does

not etfect seat structure, normal functione, or appearance in any way.
Fits all FORD — MERCURY — LINCOLN — CHEVROLET
BUICK — PONTIAC — CADILLAC — PLYMOUTH — DODGE
-— 'YSLER and STUDEBAKER
Complete Conversion Kit Ideal for Hunters — Fishermen — Travelers
Please remit $3 — on all C.O.D, ‘orders or send 14.95 and save postage
State make, model and whether 2-door or 4-door Dealer inquiries invited|

bles and Station igons

600 MAGNOLIA AVE.
PANAMA CITY, FLA.

BOOK MANUSCRIPTS

CONSIDERED
v _cooperative publisher who offers authors early
ublication, higher royalty, national distribution, and
eautifully designed books. All subjects welcomed,
Vrite, or send your MS directly.
GREENWICH BOOK PUBLISHERS, INC.
Atten. Mr, ZELL 489 FFITH AVE.

CAR BED COMPANY

NEW YORK 17, N. Y.

@@ EXPERT DICE

CARDS, INKS, etc.
[FREE CATALOGUE tells all about odds and
percentages. Everything in club supplies.

‘0. C. NOVELTY CO.Dept 9
1311 W. gin, Okla. City, Okla.

IEADQUARTERS FOR SADDLE CLUB

wade-to-order Western shirts and pants. Gab-
rdines, satins, cottons, woolens. Fancy em-
roidered parade svits, band uniforms.

STYLE-SELECT UNIFORM CO.
725 W. Broadway, Council Bluffs, la.
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That story in the February issue,
Bravest of the Braves, by Norman B.
Wiltsey, is the kind of true story I like.
It is a good one, well written, and builds
confidence in mankind one for another.
Gne short story such as that, about a
good man, does more good than a vol-
ume of scandal and mud-slinging.—L. R.
Cort, Senior, Rt. 1, Nelson, Missouri.

Joe’s Note:
Howdy, Bro.
stomper!

Man, yes — we do run this here tur-
rible rag pretty much the way we want
to, but now and then I keep thinking
of that poor old mule. It's an oft-told
tale and you've probably heard it a doz-
en times —but you can’t stop me now!

A traveling man drove up to a farm-
er's house and got out to borrow a dip
of snuff. He saw a shaggy old mule
trotting through a woodland. Every now
and then that mule would hit a tree
head-on and it would knock him flat
on his hunkus.

“That poor old blind mule!” the trav-
eling man exclaimed. “Why don’t you
pen him ?”

“That. mule ain’t blind,” the farmer
said. “He’s just stubborn. He starts
out one way and don't want to change
directions!”

That mule had determination and will
power all right, but he was running a
good thing into the ground. Poor devil
finally got punch drunk and went
plumb loco.

We don’t want to do like that stub-
born mule and wander too far down
a blind alley. Just as there is good and
bad in all of us, there are also blind
spots in the best tastes and direction —
so we like to see a vote from our read-
ers now and then. Wouldn't it be lone-

Cort, you old skunk-

‘ some for old Joe to wake up some morn-

ing and find that I'm the only one left
that’s reading TRUE WEST. Would cost
me about $12,000 a copy!

See what you done-—you got me
started! That expensive reading state-
ment I just made reminds me of the
packer who specialized in pickled pigs’
feet. That man had a strange quirk in
his appetite —he liked a dash of am-
monia on his pickled pigs’ feet. So he
said to heck with his customers, he was
going to put those pigs’ feet up the way
he liked them.

You know, the way it turned out, that
old boy was the only man in the world
who liked a dash of ammonia on his
pickled pigs’ feet and he was plumb
whupped in less than two weeks. He
just flat couldn’t eat enough pickled
pigs’ feet with a dash of ammonia add-
ed to keep hisself in business! ;

You're probably right about nobody
profiting from all this exchanging of
opinions except the Post Office, but each
of us will get a certain amount of per-
sonal satisfaction out of airing his views.
And, after all, the way this old world
is now there isn’t a whole lot of person-
al satisfaction left in the daily grind.
Maybe it’s a pretty valuable thing after
all. So let’s just keep voicing our views
the way we see them from the bottom
of our hearts through old TRUE WEST.

Ain’t that something our forefathers
fought a good bit over — a little old
word called democracy ?

Goof Department

Editor, TRUE WEST:
I am a steady reader of TRUE WEST
and I think it’s real fine. But I’m afraid

B Take Seconds Off
¢ Your Tying Time
with The

FULL OF PEP
and ACTION!

The Kreger Practice Calf gives you all the thrills
and excitement of the Arena. Unique construction
causes Calf to strain against you just like the real
McCoy. It can be tied from either gtsnd!nz or
lying position. The realism is uncanny: ‘When you
untie the Calf its legs automatically go back to
standing position and is ready for another hassle
as it never gets injured or tired.

A ""’ i ha

S 3 §
The Tying and Roping Calf is made of heavy ply-
wood and solid pieces of yellow pine. Ten stout
springs control the life-like action and more can
be added to give maximum pull-resistance, Hip
and shoulder joints pivot — tying this “‘dummy’’
is like tying a real, live calf.

Just $50.00

Each calf sold with a satisfaction guarantee.
Order yours nowl Free literature on request.

Jobin Rreger, Hr.

1040 LEWIS STREET PHONE 2529-M
SHERIDAN, WYOMING
SRR

GOOD TROUT FISHING!

Rainbows 'n Browns
On the Chama River below El Vado Dam

Vacation and rest in the cool Rocky
Mountains of New Mexico. Beautiful,
clean, modern log houses—completely
equipped for cooking—Ilinens furnished.
Season May 1st to November 30th.
Make reservations early to insure ac-
commodations. Groceries, tackle, li-
censes, bait, liquors and beer. Uranium
prospecting—stake claims! 3

Mr. & Mrs. Bill Faris, owners

EL VADO RANCH
Box 25 Ph. Chama-2993 Tierra Amarilla, New Mexico

$SSTREASURESSS

Find lost or hidden
. treasure with new, im.
 proved metal detector.
Works around salt
_ water. Has no ground
pick-up. Find coins,

= jewelry, gold and
silver . . . Civil War relics. A profitable hobby.
Also Scintillation Counters. Free literature.

GARDINER ELECTRONICS

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

e

CIVIL WAR UNITORM PRINTS

Eight "authentic uniform prints drawn
Randy Steffen, perfect for home decoraters or
collectors. Each soldier is armed with an in-
teresting weapon used in the Civil War. On
heavy antigue white paper, figure in tones of
grey and black, headings in tan. Each print
is 8-%"” by 12" including border, accom-
panied by a descriptive text. $5.00 ppd. for
complete set of eight prints. $3.00 ppd, for
set of four., Specify Union or Confederate.
Satisfaction guaranteed
CIVIL WAR PRINTS
Box 1403-T, Fort Worth, Texas




That's what youw’'ll be, Chum (mighty near) if you take
us up on this offer—but we’re the ones who’s apt to
get shot for the deed.

You see, Old Joe is so scared he’ll run out of the
Turrible Rag that he’s kept too many copies and every
time us g.r.s in the circulation department go in the
back issue room we have to just about crawi—ngver saw
s0 many manrazines!

So we got Old Joe off on the trail of a lucious
blonds (he’s gotlinn too old to CATCH anything )
and we're making this offer while he’s gone. Steal

: 10 BACK
ISSUES OF
WESTERN
SPORTSMAN
FOR

ONE
MEASLY
BUCK!

Son, that's just a trifling ten cents EACH—and
they sell on the ncwsstands for 15c each! Plenty of
good outdeor reading here. Order (0 for a sick friend,
son in the army. /eteran Hospitals—they LOVE the
Turrible Rag! We can’t supply specific issues at this
rate—just 10 All-Different back issues. So fill in the
coupon and let’er rip!

* WESTERN SPORTSMAN

¢ P. O. Box 5008
. Austin, Texas

llonclose §.: o0 for

LEE DOT

the original center
dot reticule for scope

sights will improve
your shooting. En-
dorsed y leading
authorities.  Factory

equipment America’s
FINEST scopes.
Bausch & Lomb, Ly-
man, Fecker, Unertl,
Stith Cub, Leupold-
Pod Stevens, Bushnell
< Scopemaster and
Weatherhy.

te delivery

" Y44,00%

#o,

"8 parent O

a %
Also Weavers. Or installed your above listed scopes
promptly, Write for free illustrated folder and price
list. At your dealer or direct.

T K. LEE

P. 0. Box 2123 TW Birmingham |, Alabama

The demand for these world famous handmade
knives has become so %mt that at present I'm
several months behind deliveries. wever, |
refuse to lessen their quality by mass produ s
Your patience will not go. unrewa £

Send for descriptions, prices and insiructive
manual. 50¢ for fighting knife booklet.
W. D. RANDALL. JR.. Box 1988 W, ORLANDO, FLA.

LEARN-—Gunsmithing, Outboard
Motor repair, sporting goods re-
pair, write for free catalogue.

COLORADO SCHOOL OF TRADES, INC.

1575 Hoyt St., Denver 15, Colo.

I DONT let 1
‘er BUCK!
] The In-Built PATENT PENDING [
i . MUZZLE g
BRAKE

l Custom-fitted into your barrel like the chamber, .
Potent, and easy on eyes and ears. $25 installed,
plus return of barreied receiver. Folder. l

i mmmgc GUNSHOP.  333.55:5n" 5 revon
- . . __---—----- -
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you made a little mistake in the article,
Killer in Fancy Pants, in the October,
’56, issue. Bat Masterson is not standing
on Luke Short’s right; he is on the left.
Wyatt Earp is not the second from the
right; he is the third from the right.
Also, in the article Horse Thief in a
previous issue, you stated that Horse
Thief Canyon is west of Dodge. On the
contrary, it is about eleven miles north-
east of Dodge.

Please don’t think I'm running down
TRUE WEST in pointing out these small
errors, for I'm not. I think it’s swell

Any time you want pictures and in-
formation on Dodge City, the Beeson
Museum here is a good source of ma-
terial—Bob Goddard, Dodge City, Kan-
sas.

Mr. Nino Lo Bello, Dear Sir:

I read your story in TRUE WEST
about Poker Alice, in which you stated
that she was buried in Sturgis, Colorado.
Sorry to correct you, but that is not
the truth. Poker Alice was buried in
Sturgis, South Dakota. Her funeral serv-
ices were held in St. Martin’s Catholic
Church. I attended her funeral when I
was eleven years old—Bob Hudson,
Mexican Hat, Utah.

Author Writes

Gentlemen:

I take this opportunity to second
what your recent correspondent, Jack
Weaver, said about some of the articles
that appeared in the early issues of
TRUE- WEST. I hardly felt qualified to
write you on the subject because, al-
though I was born and raised in the
West, I did not reach my majority until
the beginning of the present century.
Also, I have been away from the West
for many years, and there is undoubtedly

a great deal I never learned or do not:

remember. But I really think I do know
enough about the real WEST to rec-
ognize a ‘windy” when I see one. I
go along with Mr. Weaver in agreeing
that a “few of the articles you printed
read suspiciously like fiction—and
mighty poor fiction at that.”

When I submitted a story to TRUE
WEST about the death of Ben Kilpat-
rick—whom, I believe, was the last of
the Hole-in-the-Wall Gang to be ac-
counted for—you insisted on careful
documentation, Newspapers refused to
co-operate, and old friends and associates
were either dead or their whereabouts
unknown. However, I did manage to
meet your requirements so that the
article now in your files awaiting publi-
cation is authentic in every respect.
With best wishes for the New Year—
Burr H. Mallory, R. D. 1, Belvidere, N. J.

Buffalo Knocks Out His Fifth Car!

Howdy, Norm:

Seein’ as how you are the buffalo ex-
pert on TW along with being the top
chronicler of the Noble Red Maf, I
thought I'd pass along the following to
you hot off the Alaska AP wire:

“0Old Joe, the Buffalo who considers
the automobile his mortal enemy, is still
undefeated champion of the 'Alaska
highways.

“The Fish and Wildlife Service dis-
closed that Joe recently took a dislike
for a territorial police cruiser. He
charged it, caught up with it, butted
it into a wreck, and left it in a ditch.
None of the occupants was harmed, and
0Old Joe left the “ring” without a sign
of injury. The Service said that this

guick knockout win was OId Joe’s fifth

straight victory over the automobile
recent years. He has no defeats.”

Mebbe you Cheehakoes down the
in the States are getting soft, but n
us ol’ sourdoughs in Alaska!—Ja
Weaver, Totem Lodge, Anchorage, Ala
ka.

TW Articles Too Long?

Editor, TRUE WEST:

There is one suggestion I might ma
to you on the contents of TRUE WES
and that is this:

Some of the articles are entirely t
long for the businessman to read. The
is repetition in some pieces, making t
reader tired of them. I have in mi
Lords of the South Plains, which is e
tirely too verbose and out of all reasc
for it covers many pages. The fact
we are living in an age of brevity. M
today want to do things in a hurry,
cover the situations with as little ti1
as possible. I trust that you will ta
this suggestion in the spirit in which
is given—Charles H. Vance, 11 Sou
San Joaquin St., Stockton 2, Californ

Editor's Note: We'd welcome real
comment on Mr. Vance’s thought-p)
voking letter. Naturally, some subje(
require fuller treatment than others, b
even so, we'd sure hate to think that
were boring some of our readers wi
too lengthy articles.

Cowboy’s Prayer

O Lord, I've never lived where churct

8row;

I've loved Creation better as it sto

That day You finished it so long aj
And looked upon Your work and call
it good.

Just let me live my life as I've begu
Aknd give me work that’s open to t
SKy;

Make me a partner of the wind and st
And I won’t ask a life that’s soft a
high.

Make me as big and open as the Plai
As honest as the horse between 1
knees;

Clean as the wind that blows behi

the rains;

Free as the hawk that circles do
the breeze.

Just keep an eye on all that’s done &

said;

Just right me sometime when I ti
aside; :

And guide me on the long, dim t1

ahead—

That stretches upward toward
Great Divide.
—Author Unkno

= ) \ W N e ;%s
“Thunderation, wake up., Slim. we'
been robbedl”

: True W
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By The Old Bookaroos

TEXAS RANGERS

Walter Prescott Webb’s THE STORY
OF THE TEXAS RANGERS (Grosset &
Dunlap, $2.95) is a highly entertaining
account of this greatest of all State
law enforcement organizations., It is a
volume in the “Illustrated True Books”
series for young readers — young read-
ers from 7 to 70 will surely like it. Dr.
Webb is one of our soundest historians
and he knows how to make the events
of history live. His THE TEXAS RAN-
GERS (Boston, 1935) is the definite his-
tory of these famous fighting peace offi-
cers. And this book is a worthy suc-
cessor — the story is here, told with re-
straint and economy from Jack Hays
to Frank Hamer. Samuel Walker and
the Rangers’ Gun (Walker's Colt);
“Rip” Ford and the Cortina War; the
Salt War; the Killing of Sam Bass and
‘many other thrilling incidents are sim-
ply told. And Nick Eggenhofer has done
his usual competent job on the numer-
ous illustrations. Highly recommended.

- RANGE LIFE

James H. Cook’s FIFTY YEARS ON
THE OLD FRONTIER (University of
Oklahoma Press, $4) is a reprint of one
of the really informative books about
the Southwest. It has long been out of
print and bringing high prices in the
rare book marts. J. Frank Dobie in his
GUIDE TO THE LIFE AND LITERA-
TURE OF THE SOUTHWEST (Dallas,
1952) says, ‘“Nothing better on cow
work in the brush country and trail
driving in the seventies has appeared.”
We agree. This fine reprint has an in-
troduction by Dobie praising Jim Cook’s
perspective and maturity. Pancho Dobie
is an old brush country boy and he is
bound to have weighed a book about his
home land mighty carefully — praise
from him is praise indeed. THE OLD
BOOKAROOS remember with much
pleasure the visits to Cook’s Agate
Springs Ranch on the Niobrara in west-
ern Nebraska in the thirties. Here we
took elementary lessons in sign talk and
listened to Jim’s stories. He was a great
hospitable Westerner and he wrote a
great book.

Clel Georgetta, author of W O OL,
BEEF, AND GOLD (Pacific Books,
$4.75) has written thirteen marvelous
stories about the working days ¢ a
pioneer ranch in Sage River Valley of
Nevada.

The aching loneliness of a solitary ex-
istence is graphically conveyed in the
story of “Freeda” where the lonely
bachelor orders a bride from Sears and
Roebuck. There’s real comedy in the
antics of a blackfaced ewe. If you've
ever run sheep, you know that after be-
ing pampered all winter they will often
reward you by contemptuously turning
up their toes and dying. All of the per-
versity of sheep is portrayed in the story
called “They Die in the Spring.”

This is a book dealing with the honest
realities of ranching. These folks work-
ed hard to make a living and had no
time nor inclination for gun-slinging and
killing and other forms of hell-raising
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often accepted as the conventional as-
pects of ranch life.

Ralph LeRoy Milliken’s CALIFORNIA
DONS (Academy Library Guild, $3) is
essentially the story of the Spanish way
of ranch life a hundred years ago. That
the author calls it fiction is to his credit
since the book is based on the personal
memories of the major character in the
book, Senor Don Estolano Larios. His
father owned the Rancho de San An-
tonio adjoining Mission San Juan Bau-
tista and was part owner of the much
larger Rancho de Santa Ana y Quien
Sabe. This is good story telling and the
finekphotographs add to the value of the
book.

WESTERN WILDLIFE

Carroll Dewilton Scott’'s HERE'S DON
COYOTE (Westernlore, $4.50) is chock
full of coyote lore. It is simply written
and will be read with pleasure by the
young and old alike. It is beautifully
printed and enhanced with 8 drawings
by Clarence Ellsworth. The author is a
naturalist, a real “pro,” and this is a
pro job.

THE GUIDE TO JAVELINA (Naylor,
$3.75) is a highly entertaining account
of the hunting of the little wild pig of
Arizona by a licensed guide, Ralph A.
Fisher, Sr. There is also much of the
Arizona desert, canyons, and mountains
in this book and of cacti and other Ari-
zona wildlife — and of hunters and hunt-
ing guns. So far as this reviewer knows,
this is the first book about the “Have-
a-leena” and it is a mighty good one.
There are some fine photographs and it
adds up to a must for the outdoor man.

COUNTY HISTORY

THE PALO PINTO STORY (Manney,
$4) by Mary Whatley Clarke is the story
of old-timers of her. home county. Mrs.
Clarke, a former newspaper woman, is
adept at choosing interesting copy from
the experiences of Texas pioneers and
this volume is one of the best from her
versatile pen. The book is illustrated
with numerous pioneer scenes. It is the
first history of this cow country county.

INDIANS

In THE UTES (Sage, $5) Wilson
Rockwell, Colorado ranchman, has col-
lected the fragmentary bits of Ute his-
tory and compiled an extremely valuable
volume on this little-known tribe of
American Indians. The book chronicles
their story from pre-history to the time
they were finally corralled on the res-
ervations in Colorado and Utah.

There were Utes, friendly to whites,
like Chief Ouray and his kindly squaw,
the famous Chipeta. There were Utes
who were dedicated to fighting whites
like Douglas, Johnson and lazy, coward-
ly Colorow. TUtes, like other red men,
resented white invasion of their tribal
hunting grounds. Being aggressive war-

ANTIQUE GUNS

These Colt replicas are about actual
size of the original guns.

Colt Frontier
.45 Cal. 1873

Colt Army .44 Cal. 1860

Colts—The Guns That Won

The West
Paterson, Walker ............ $6.95 each
Wells Fargo, Army, Navy,
Brondior i S\ L an e e $5.95 each

Authentic reproductions of the rarest and most

popular Colt hand guns ever made, look and
feel like the real guns. Made of strong metal,
like real blue finish, walnut color grips.

Order now. Send check or money order direct fo:.

VALLEY GUN SHOP

7784 Foothill Bivd. Dept. A  Tujunga, Calif.

Send for free brochure
"'The Guns That Won the West."

aitoes
: Ch’\ggers
Black Flieg
Ticks

QUICK - SAFE - SURE

A few-seconds spray protectsall
day! Simply mist on skin and
clothes. Perfect insect shield for
sportsmen, vacationers, all who
play or work outdoors.

At Drug, Sports INSECT ;
& Hardware Stores REPELLEN

SIMS "SPORTSMAN” FOLDING,
WOODBURNING
CAMP STOVE

§ A compact woodburning stove
capable of furnishing comfort-
able warmth in tent or cabin,
with ample cooking space.
Folds or erects in a matter of
minutes. Sturdy & Safe. For
Proved in the baking, include the Reflector
Big Game Country'* Oven.
Complete with pipe, shelf & case, $26.00 plus postage.
Wt. 30#. Oven, $9, plus postage. Wt. 9.

[] Damper Instalied [ Spark Arrester
Mark your CHOICE [7] above and we will in-
clude it FREE with your order.

SIMS STOVES e LOVELL WYOMING

Your .22 Cal. Dream Gun, This
slide rod Westerner only $35.95 with
beautiful Western hand tooled holster
Compare with other Slide Rods selling at
$63.00 up. Dealers Wanted.

BUDDIE ARMS CO.
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WHY PAY MORE?

Special price on first 10,000 birds sold
this season. One day old, 30c each.
Five weeks old," 60c each. Nine weeks
old, 80c each. Twelve weeks old and
up, $1.25 each. Quail and pheasant
hunting by day or season on 1250 acre
stocked game preserve.

TEXAS QUAIL FARM
Box 117 Caldwell, Texas

GUN RACKS

UNUSED ALL METAL
! 'ﬁ:/ At Tiny Fraction of Original Cost = —~ — .

\g\ GOVERNMENT SURPLUS

EASY TO MOUNT m any position,
vehicles, walls or floors.
DURABLE, LIGHT-WEIGHT, padded
at all points of contact with gun. Holds
ANY gun, snugly, safely.
“JIFFY-OUT" — A twist of the rubber-
padded latch releases your gun for
instant use.
PADDED SPRINGS hold gun snugly in
place, p t ibrations and ing.
LOCKS WITH CHAIN OR PADLOCK
Army uses them by thousands! Order
several, for yourself and friends. Send
check or money order Postage pre-
paid. Satisfaction guaranteed.

SEy) Quantity Price To Dealers.
DUTTON'S GOVERNMENT SURPLUS

7840 So. Phillips Hiway Route 8, Box 508

Jacksonville, Florida

LOTS FOR SALE!

Northern New Mexico

Ideal location on the famous Chama
River

Trout Fishing — Big Game Hunting

Low down payment—$10.00 per
month. No inferest —no carrying
charge.

BILL FARIS

P. O. Box 25 Tierra Amarilla, New Mexico

Phone: Chama 2993

TIE YOUR OWN FLIES!

Genuine bucktails, 30c each
Send check or M.O. and save C.O.D.
and postage.

AUSTIN TAXIDERMIST
2708 So. Lamar Austin

Texas

riors, they campaigned vigorously
against white invaders until subdued by
overwhelming U. S. military power. The
early Ute-white struggle was as vigor-
ous and bloody as any known in United
States Indian history.

Probably the most widely known bit
of Ute -history is the Meeker Massacre
involving the heartless killing of over-
trusting Indian agent Nathan Meeker
and staff and the harrowing experiences
of his wife, daughter and other white
women captured by enraged Utes.

PIONEER DAYS

THE GHOST TOWNS OF WYO-
MING (Hastings, $7.50) by Mary Lou
Pence and Lola M. Homsher is much
more than an interesting account of the
early towns of Wyoming. Brought to
life by the experiences of the hardy men
and women who peopled these towns,
much of the book is highly readable
Wyoming history. Here are the stories
of the frontier forts, the coming of the
railroad, the gold and copper discoveries,
and the beginnings of the cattle indus-
try. All of these had a part in the birth,
and frequently the death, of Wyoming’s
first settlements. There are numerous
illustrations from early photographs and
eight reproductions of C. M. Russell
paintings, one of which has not pre-
viously been published. Recommended.

GOLD!

Leland Lovelace’s LOST MINES AND
HIDDEN TREASURE (Naylor, $4) is
a series of short accounts of the finders
(and losers) and the subsequent searches
for lost and buried gold and silver in
the Southwest. If the book lacks the
charm of CORONADO’S CHILDREN or
APACHE GOLD AND YAQUI SILVER,
remember there is only one J. Frank
Dobie. Lovelace, a pen name, whoever
he is, has an entertaining style of his
own. And tongue-in-cheek, he gives. di-
rections for beginning the search for the
Lost Dutchman or Nigger Ben’s or Peg-
leg Smith’s (two of ’em) and dozens of
others. There are some new stories, at
least to this reviewer, that you will like.

AND A CITY GUIDE

Herb Caen’s GUIDE TO SAN FRAN-
CISCO (Doubleday, $2.95) is tops. This
reviewer had the unusual experience of
receiving the book one day and leaving
for San Francisco the next. He found it
an excellent guide on where to go, what
to see, and where to eat. A week was
far too short a time to follow -all the
leads and the book will serve as a guide
on future visits. It is also recommended
highly to those who have never been
in the Bay area, although it will also
surely make you want to see for your-
self the wonders of distinctive San Fran-
cisco.

MAKE BIG MONEY,
raising _either Chinchil-
A/ las, Nutria, Guinea pigs,
Rabbits, Mink or Pigeons
. This is your big
mation that explains ev-
erything about the big proposition we hav: to offer you.
*  KEENEY BROTHERS FARM
New Freedom, Pa. R. *¥2. Box #108

W. M. MORRISON
EAGLE NEST NEW MEXICO
SPECIALIZING IN
QUT-OF.PRINT, OLD AND RARE
BOOKS
ABOUT TEXAS AND THE WEST
and
THE NEW WESTERN BOOKS REVIEWED BY
THE OLD BOOKAROOS
FLAT TOP RANCH. By Louis Bromfield, with J. C.

Dykes and B. W. Allred. A 17,000 acre ranch with
high grass and fat cattle in dry Texas. How? $4.00

Come to see me this summer —

. MORRISON MOTEL

is a good place to stay

FISH, HIKE, LOAF and BUY BOOKS!
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Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 29)

of tangle-leg throughout the long day
of waiting and the crowd was congenial
—to say the least. Somebody stum-
bled and cussed. Yager cried out sharp-
ly and the crowd bawled hoarse warn-
ings. There was a splintering crash and
all Panamint was quiet.

Weeks later the Panamint News made
this droll observation:

“The long-vacant space behind the
bar of Yager's Dexter Saloon is
now amply filled by five elegant
chromos, representing the delight-
ful and romantic scenery of the
Rhine, and so disposed as to pre-
sent, to our taste at least, a much
more pleasing and satisfactory
scene than the reflection of a miner
wearing a dirty shirt.”

THE FIRST LAWSUIT IN NO MAN'S
LAND, L. T.

By Oliver M. Nelson as told to
Harry E. Chrisman

ONE day in 1887, the Dodge-Elliott
stage stopped at Beaver, changed
teams and moved south. It left a pas-
senger, dressed in a soup dish hat, bald-
faced shirt, toothpick shoes and claw
hammer coat — a figure right out of col-
lege, a lawyer come West to grow up
with the country and learn the people.

He shook hands right and left. One
old duck he met told the lawyer that
his boy was tied up for stealing a horse
(Beaver had no jailhouse) and offered
to give the lawyer $100 to get him out.

In 1887 a hundred dollars was BIG.
So the new man said that he would free
the boy.

The judge was running a butcher
shop. Tainter, a cattleman, was furnish-
ing the beef, wet beef, and wouldn’t miss
it until the spring roundup. They had
no ice; couldn’t close the shop while
trade was good, so the trial was set for
8 p. m.

When he closed the shop, the judge
put on a slicker, slipped a piece of calf
liver in the pocket, and moved over to
the sod shanty that served as courtroom
when they closed the saloon within it.

The judge called court. A peeler act-
ed as prosecutor and got one witness
to swear the stolen horse was worth
$300. It looked bad for the boy.

The newcomer lawyer asked the wit-
ness if he, himself, would give $300 for
the horse.

The witness answered ‘“Hell, no!”

The father of the accused boy took
the stand. The boy used the best lan-
guage, said grace at the table daily, al-

-ways minded his mother, went to Sunday

school and church regularly, his father
testified.

The bronc-peeling prosecutor said,
“You old fool, there ain’t no church this
gside o’ Dodge!” That set up quite a talk
in the courtroom.

The new lawyer said, “Now please,
Your ‘Honor .. ': "

The judge interrupted him ferocious-
ly. “I won’t have no such language used
in this court!” With that he hit the de-
fending attorney in the face with the
wet calf liver.

The boys in the back began shooting
into the dirt roof of the soddy. Someone
hollered, “Run for your life!”

True West



The new lawyer dashed from the
court. A driver with a team of small
mules hitched to a buckboard without
yelled, “Get in! I'll get you out of town!”
They left in high, crossed the dry river,
and took one of several roads through
the sand dunes to the north.

An hour later, the driver pulled up
and said, “My Gawd, they’re ahead of
us. You'll have to hide out.”

The lawyer scrambled out of the buck-
board and hid behind a dune. The driver
turned back. §

It was ten miles, but sandy — fairly
easy on the feet. The lawyer walked
back from Tarbox, gradually becoming
more learned.

Back at Beaver, they filled up on
tiger milk, shot and hollered ’till late,
went home and slept ’till they got hun

T.ha,t was the first lawsuit in Beaver,
No Man’s Land, Indian Territory.

'Olver M. Nelso, born October 6, 1861.
Freighter, camp cook, cowboy, frontiers-

man in Kansas, Indian Territory, Texas and
Oklahoma.

DO THE APACHES GUARD THE
SUPERSTITIONS?

By Keith ]J. Prescott

A retired seaman, making his 28th
attempt to find the elusive Lost Dutch-
man mine in the Superstition Mountains
near Mesa, Arizona, comes forth with a
strange and almost unbelievable tale of
“obstacles” in his path.

Charlie Parker, who believes he is
finally fairly close to discovery of at
least one of the hidden Peralta gold
claims, if not the fabulous “Dutchman,”
has been followed closely by “pint-size”
Apache Indians since entering the mys-
terious Superstition range for the 28th
time in ten years some months ago.

“You might think I'm loco,” said the
determined treasure hunter, “but I swear
I frequently catch sight of those small
Indians along the trail, especially in cer-
tain regions, and recently captured two
of them prowling around my camp.”

Well-equipped for his latest search,
Parker claims he released his two cap-
tives after learning they meant him no
harm, but intended to see that he did not
stumble upon their ceremonial cave.

“One of the Indians, who I still see
frequently hiding behind some boulder
while spying on my movements, told me
that his band is small in number, but
that they are determined to keep me
away from their sacred cave.

“I have heard stories of a ceremonial
cave somewhere in this vast mountain
region, but I have no idea where it is
located,” Parker declared. °
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FISHING LINE FREE!

We've been eating loco weed here at =i
WESTERN SPORTSMAN and may be 3
temporarily off our rockers, but you can
depend on this offer being guaranteed—
no “catch” whatsoever!

Pick one of the following famous GUDE-
BROD fishing lines as 2 BONUS: 200-
yds. 6-Ib. test monofilament spinning;
100-yds. 15-1b. test baitcasting or 25-yds.
size D floater fly line.

SPECIAL! So long as this line lasts, we’ll
send you a 10-issue subscription to
WESTERN SPORTSMAN and any one
of the above fishing lines (a $5.00 value!)
for $2.00!

I told you we’d been eating loco weed!

WESTERN SPORTSMAN is crammed with stories
on old badmen, fascinating ghost-town articles, ex-
lorations into wild back-country, authentic Indian
ights, unusual big-game hunting trips—if you
want a different, real he-man’s magazine with all
the above plus down-to-earth articles and informa-
tion on hunting and fishing in our great wild, rug-
ged West— we believe you'll really go for
WESTERN SPORTSMAN!

IMPORTANT'! This may appear to be one of those
“too good to be true” offers but again we say —
THERE IS NO CATCH! So fill out the blank now
while it's on your mind—otherwise you’'ll forget
it sure! You may send the magazine and fishing
line to a friend as a gift if you wish.

WESTERN SPORTSMAN

P. O. Box 5008-TW

Austin 31, Texas

Boys, I want that $5.00 bargain for a
measly two bucks! Send me 10 issues
of WESTERN ‘SPORTSMAN, and (ab-
solutely FREE) [] 200-yds. spinning.
[]100-yds. baitcasting; [] 25-yds. fly
line (check one).

JUDGE ROY BEAN COLT SIX-SHOOTER

(Law West of the Pecos) :

Prints in color are now available, for framing, of the most beautiful
and historic Colt Six-Shooters in America.
Print Size 10x14. Price $1.00, postage prepaid.
Send cash or money order to

LESTER R. PERRY
San Jose, California

661 No. First Street

——

MOUNT YOUR OWN PRIZE ANTLERS
IN JUST A FEW MINUTES!

Kit includes golden oak plague, 7 1-4” wide x 11"
long, natural lacquer finish with 2 piece metal cast-
ing adjustable skull shield, beautifully designed with
antique bronze finish. Can accommodate any size
antlers. If antler spread at base is too large or too
small, the skull can be split and adjusted to shield.
Screws and instructions furnished,

$5.95 prepaid. 4
On C.0.D. orders $1.00 deposit required.

Dealer and Taxidermist inquiries invited:

BRADLEY MFG. CO. Dept. B, Bandera, Teyas

Moyers INVISIBLE Holster

Patented
Wear without fear of detection. New prin-
ciple makes a pistol—revolver or automatic—

completely INVISIBLE. Price $7.50. FREE cir-

cular.
W. T. MOYERS
E. & C. Builging : Dgnver, Colorado
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Jumbo Photo Catalog ....§ 1.00
Colt Single Actions Catalog 50¢
German Military Catalog ... 50c

(IR
E & M FIREARMS CO., Dept. H. 12418 Ventura Bivl, Studlo City,Calif,




At Last It's Here!
‘TRUE WEST HULTIPLE BINDER

Only S300 each

Postpaid

* Now you may obtain a sturdy
binder with fine simulated leath-
er cover for your copies of
TRUE WEST at just $3.00 each,

postpaid!

TRUE WEST is stamped in gold
on the cover and the backbone.
There are beautiful, four-color
photographs on inside front and
inside back covers.

¢ Convenient, easy to handle, it

holds 12 issues. (Back issues
25¢ each). No
punching or mutilation of your

available at

copies necessary. You'll like it
on your bookshelfl

Circulation Department

TRUE WEST
P. O. Box 5008, Austin 31, Texas

I am enclosing $........
binders at $3.00 each to the following:

Parker believes he is on the verge of
locating one of the early Spanish gold
mines, which were sealed up by Indians
nearly 100 years ago to prevent the
white man from invading their territory,
as the result of his conversation with his
small captive.

“My little Indian captive seemed to
know what I was looking for, and while
offering no guidance told me that I had
walked within 300 yards of one of the
covered Spanish mines.

“I believe it’s just a matter of time
before I can pinpoint the spot the In-
dian referred to,” said Parker.

The Indians told him they were not
interested in the gold, only in protecting
their cave, which they indicated was still
used for sacred rites handed down by
their ancestors.

Parker recently found a man equally
interested in the search for the lost mine
and a partnership was formed. It was
through his partner’s knowledge of the
Apache tongue that they were able to
question the Indians.

Due to the lack of rain throughout
most of Arizona there are only two
waterholes now in the entire Supersti-
tion region, which are controlled by
Parker and his partner.

With large mountain lions prowling
close to his campsite at the base of the
mountains at night, Parker is forced to
leave the cover off one of the rock
springs to prevent the wild beasts from
damaging the other remaining source
of water.

Claiming California as his home state,
Parker spends four or five months in the
Superstitions and then returns home to
his wife and daughter. He has a late
model Jeep and a well-equipped trailer
at his disposal which he leaves at the
base of the mountains.

“In spite of what you read in various
newspapers and magazines, there is no
periodic mass invasion of the Supersti-
tions by treasure hunters and prospec-
tors,” said Parker.

“In the ten years that I've been prowl-
ing around this mountain range, I've
seen only a few persons really back in
the interior. Most of those tire of this
rugged country after a day or two.”

Parker labels as “pure hogwash’” most
of the accounts of headless corpses found
in the Superstitions. “These tales stem
from the imagination of some fiction
writer,” Parker declared.

The retired seaman, who many years
ago decided to spend his remaining years
doing what he always wanted to do, said
he knows that at least two of the “vic-
tims” of the dark mysterious mountain
died from falls.

“A recent article written by a man
who claims he has been a member of
organized search parties when some of
the headless corpses have been found is
also hogwash,” Parker asserted.

“This man has never been known to
enter the Superstitions. He seldom leaves
his ranch at the base of the range, but
apparently he has a good imagination.”

According to Parker, an organization
known as ‘‘The Dons” of Phoenix stages
an annual trek supposedly to look for
the Lost Dutchman, but go only as far
as the first foot trail at the base will
take them.

RODEQ REVIEW

Are you thinking of attending the
Rodeo? Jest in case you're new in this
rodeo game and don’t savvy cowboy

talk, cast your eyes over this list of
puncher lingo. See if you can answer
by matching, allowing yourself ten points
for each correct answer. A score of
eighty or more makes you a real cow-
hand.
1. Being thrown from a horse.
2. When a bronc rider grabs the
horn of the saddle to keep from
being thrown.

3. Horse that leaps high when buck-
ing.

4. Saddle horses on a roundup.

5. A term contemptuously applied to
mild bucking motions.

6. To separate animals from herd.

7. Cowboy.

8 A word of Mexican origin for
a mean horse.

9. A wild mare.

10. Steer wrestling, the throwing of
a steer by his horns.

a. Bronco f. Grabbin’ the apple

b. Buckaroo g. Biting the dust

c. Bulldogging h. Cavy

d. Broomtail i. Crow-hops

e. Cut-out j. High-roller

ANSWERS

1. g e

208, e

3. ] 8. a.

4. h 9. d:

5.1 10, .

—Floyd A. Sheppard

ZIOE A. TILGHMAN SAYS

Dear Joe Small:

This is to tell you how much I was
pleased with Bill Burchardt’'s article on
my husband, Bill Tilghman, titled Who
Was the Greatest Law Man? It is cor-
rect in material, and I think Mr. Burch-
ardt’s deductions from those facts are
also correct. No doubt, as he says, the
article will get him into a controversy
with admirers of other heroes, real or
fake. I take it you will not be sorry to
receive some hot letters on this subject
for your columns.

One letter in this issue (January-
February) boldly clears up “Whether
Wyatt Earp was ever a marshal.” The
writer is correct in saying that Wyatt
Earp was appointed fown marshal of
Dodge City. Since reading Bill Burch-
ardt’s article I have been doing a little
checking, with Stewart Lake’s Frontier
Marshal as the best authority. From that
book I find that Earp served in a mar-
shal’s capacity 2 years and 18 days.

“Mister Butterworth, sir, from all indica-
tions Walking Dog has picked up «a
clue.”

True West



Bill Tilghman held the same position
for two years; a period in which the
greatest number of cattle were driven
up the Trail. (Reference, Robert M.
Wright’s Dodge City, the Cowboy Capi-
tal, page 260). In listing Tilghman’s
services, Mr. Burchardt omitted this,
perhaps because Bill held a deputy
sheriff commission from Pat Sughrue
during that time. Altogether, Bill Tilgh-
man served as an officer at Dodge City
for a period of six years. It is a fair in-
ference that in those six years he must
have met and handled as many or more
badmen and dangerous situations than
any other officer who ever served at
Dodge.

Your correspondent advances the
curious idea that Wyatt Earp continued
as “U.S. Marshal of the Southeastern
District of Arizona” because “he was
never relieved!” Such appointment ex-
pired with the term of the appointing
superior. Also, when Earp left the Ter-
ritory and ceased to act, that was sure-
ly a de facto resignation.

I understand that the early records of
Arizona are rather incomplete. But
surely if Earp held such a position as
marshal of the Southeastern District,
there would be a record in Washington;
since such appointments had to be made
by the President, and were part of the
records of the Department of Justice.
Lake’s book does not call Earp marshal,
but only says he was made a deputy.
Query: Was the “Southeastern District
of Arizona” organized at that time?
President Theodore Roosevelt appointed
Ben Daniels, an old Dodge City man and
also a Rough Rider, to be U. S. Mar-
shal for the Territory of Arizona.

Barp’s activities in that capacity ap-
pear to have been a trip to Clanton’s
ranch, with an Army officer, in search
of some stolen Government mules,
which was properly a marshal’'s duty.
Pursuit of stage robbers who interfered
with U.S. mails, was also a Federal job.
But it appears that the Clantons and
others came into town (Tombstone)
without the U.S. deputy making any
attempt to serve warrants on them. The
rest of the story seems to be mostly
personal feud. I am not an authority on
Arizona history, and Wyatt Earp and
Bill Tilghman were always good friends.
[ am just pointing out some of the mix-
1p and hoping your correspondents can
tlear it up.

According to Lake’s book, Wyatt
Earp’s total official service was between
six and eight years.

ILE I'm on the subject, let’s get
rid of the mistakes and confusions
ibout law officers and their positions.
Most of it, no doubt, comes from the use
f the word marshal in two different
ienses. We wouldn’t expect a sheriff or
J.S. Deputy Marshal to arrest a driver
‘or making a wrong turn, today. Yet in
50 many Western writings, movies, etc.,
wve see a town marshal from Bingeville
thase across the country and assume
rommand of a posse composed of officers
~vho are his superior in rank. They call-
:d him marshal because he was the
whole force, or perhaps he had one as-
sistant. Today, we more often say Chief
of Police. But the offices were and are
‘he same, only some cities are bigger.
A City Marshal was appointed or
slected to enforce the city ordinances,
and his arrests went to the police court.
[f he chanced to arrest for a serious
:rime the case was then, as now, turned
wer to the county. His authority ended
it the city limits.

May-June, 1957
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KARSTEN MORITZ
2937 Nicholson Dr.
Baton Rouge, Louisiana

paper, in handy pad form.
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PLEASE PRINT COPY: (li
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POSTPAID

YOUR OWN Name and Address Labels beautifully printed in
black ink on highest quality, high-gloss silver-bordered gummed

To personalize your envelopes, stationery, post cards, parcel post, tags, and bank checks.
To identify and protect against loss on Books, Film, Golf clubs, lunch boxes, sheet music,
plus hundreds of other items — personal and business. A PERFECT GIFT!

SEND NO MONEY — just mail the coupon.
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Austin, Texas
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The sheriff was'elected to enforce the
laws of the State or Territory, within
the county limits. He was superior to
the town marshal. Sometimes he made
the latter a deputy sheriff in order to
deal better with violators of the state
laws. Arrests were made on investiga-
tion or on warrant issued by the court.
City marshals did not have warrants
for arrest. The United States Marshal

- was and is a Federal officer, under the
Department of Justice. He is appointed
by the President, with endorsement of
the U.S. Senator and leading men of his
party in that State. His duty is to en-
force the laws of the United States. He
has no concern with a killing' or hold-up,
unless there is a Federal angle to the
case, as with a mail robbery, or the
crime taking place on a Government

CUT IT OUT!

. . the little ad below, we mean. You don't
know HOW MUCH YOU CAN HELP US by using
it yourself or by enclosing this subscription blank
in your letters to friends whom you think would
like TRUE WEST. MILLIONS of people don't even
know this magazine is being published and it's a
near-impossible job o get word to them all. YOU
CAN HELP SO MUCH by just clipping this
blank, saying a few words about TRUE WEST, and
enclosing it to someone you KNOW would like
TRUE WEST. Thanks, Podner!

GUNFIGHTERS
BOOK!

A GALLERY OF WEST-
ERN BADMEN is a book of
factual accounts on the lives
and deaths of 21 notorious
gunslingers of the Old West
such as Wyatt Earp, Billy
the Kid, Wes Hardin, John
Ringo, Jesse James, Bill
Longley, Doc Holliday, Wild
Bill Hickok, Clay Allison,
Ben Thompson and eleven
others! THERE ARE 26
AUTHENTIC PHOTO-
GRAPHS!

WELL: So long as they
last, with every subscription
to TRUE WEST ($3.00 for
12 issues) we are going to
give a copy of A GALLERY
OF WESTERN BADMEN as
a BONUS—absolutely FREE!
MAN, WHAT A BARGAIN!

TRUE WEST brings back
the Old West to you as it
actually was. Each bi-month-
ly issue is crammed with
TRUE, well illustrated articles ,on badmen, lost
mines, buried treasures, range wars, Indian
fights, outlaws, ghost towns, trail drives, gold
rush, cowboys and ranch life~THE WAY IT
REALLY WAS! The old days live again and
move vividly through its pages. MAN, YOU
OUGHT TO SEE THOSE AUTHENTIC OLD
PHOTOS!

SPECIAL! This is a double-barreled, get-
acquainted offer. Clip the coupon NOW—if you
lay it aside, you'll forget sure,

TRUE WEST

P. O. Box 5008

'Ausﬂn 31, Texas

Here is my $3.00 for 12 issues of TRUE WEST.
Send me a copy of A GALLERY. OF WEST-
.ERN BADMEN absolutely FREE!

reservation or property. His territory is
fixed; it may be a whole State or part
of a State. He works chiefly with war-
rants issued, but may make arrests in
flagrante. His'term of office is four
years, the same as the President appoint-
ing him. But he may be re-appointed.

He is allowed deputies, men approved
by the Department of Justice, their
number fixed according to the estimated
needs of his district. He gives them
written commissions, signed by himself.
One “hero” gave himself away by claim-
ing he had a commission “signed by
Judge P--- himself.”

In the last twenty years, much of the
criminal work of the marshal’s office
has been, taken over by the FBI; but
he continues as an_ executive officer of
the Federal'.court. Salaries are paid from

. the Congressional appropriation for the

Department of Justice.

So when you read about or see a town
marshal taking command of a posse
composed of the local sheriff and depu-
ties and riding way out of town to
capture a killer...Ho-hum! And if the
town marshal is claimed to be a Deputy
U.S. Marshal at the time, he is straying
entirely outside of his duty or official
authority. He rates only as a private
citizen chosen for a temporary posse-
man by the sheriff, with whom the
jurisdiction lies.

Generally, any peace officer can depu-
tize a bystander to help him in a bad
situation, but such temporary officer is
out when the emergency ends. For large
manhunts, sheriffs and U.S. Marshals
can deputize possemen before setting
out. The Federal Government or the
county pays them for actual time of
service.

WHEN a sheriff or U.S. Deputy Mar-
shal trails a fugitive to another
county or district, it is his duty to con-
tact the nearest local officer to assist
him, unless in immediate pursuit. In
Oklahoma, in Territorial days, it was
customary for each of the two U.S.
Marshals to give courtesy commissions
to two or three picked deputies of the
other. These carried no salary but en-
abled the ho%er to follow directly into
the other district without loss of time
in contacting an officer there. In the
days before automobiles and telephones,
this was of some little value. I presume
a similar custom prevailed in other dis-
tricts.

If the visiting officer made an arrest
and got a reward, he was, of course, ex-
pected to share it with the marshal.

‘Rewards are often misunderstood.
Comparatively few were offered for
“alive or dead.” Most of them read “For
arrest and conviction.” So' when a
wanted man was captured, that did not
mean the officer could go blithely over
and collect.

Legislatures voted appropriations of
money which were placed in the hands of
the governor. From this he could offer
rewards, but he could not afford to be
too generous. Amounts of $250 to $500
were usual. For a particularly bad man
it might be $1,000. Railroads and ex-
press companies also offered rewards,
so that the total for the worst men
might be $5,000. If your man broke jail
before trial, or the prosecution failed to
convict him on trial, no rewards were
collectable. But if you shot it out and
killed a real bad man, with the offers
“dead or alive,” then you could collect.

I hope this will help to clear up such

N -
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X

muddy thinking and Use of ‘terms. So
many 'do not seem to realize that even
in the Old West, the three-fold organi-
zation of law enforcement was basically
as it is today. : Y

CLASSIFIED

(18c per. word, cash with order)

Business Opportunities

HIGH PAYING JOBS: Foreign, USA. All trades.
Travel paid. Information. Application forms. Write
Dept. 225, National, 1020 Broad, Newark, N. J.

$200. MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewin
house selling! Send stamped,
Babygay, Warsaw 81, Indiana.

Leather Craft

FREE! Complete illustrated catalog, Leathercraft kits,
supplies. Also big Metalcraft catalog. Write now
for either or both. J. C. Larson Co., Dept. 7056C.
820 S. Tripp, Chicago 24.

FREE "DO-IT-YOURSELF'" LEATHERCRAFT. CATALOG,
Pndy Leather Company, Box 791-G20, Fort Worth,
exas.

babywear! . No
addressed envelope.

Miscellaneous

5 FINE Ancient Flint Arrowheads $2.00. Six inch jor
over Spearhead $5.00. Large grooved Stone Toma-
hawk $5.00, Clay pipe from mound $5.00. Flint Scalp-
ing Knife $1.00. Satisfaction =guaranteed. List ol
thousands of Indian Relics free. LEAR'S, Glenwoad,
Arkansas.

SOURDOUGH! CHUCKWAGON PANCAKES AND
BISCUITS. $1. Ray Oman, Route 1, Box 431, Boring,
Oregon.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS and, chants on phono-
graph records. Recorded by permission by outstand-
ing native Indian singers and groups. Write for free
catalogue #6. CANYON . RECORDS, 834 North
Seventh Avenue, Phoenix, Arizona.

5 FINE ANCIENT INDIAN arrowheads $2.00. Perfect
Flint Thunderbird $2.00. List FREE. Arrowhead, Glen-
wood, Arkansas.

FREE CATALOGS of Texas Books and the West. Out-
of-print and hard to find books. W. M. Morrison,
Eagle Nest. New Mexico.

MOCCASINS! Ladies' genuine, handlaced, hand-
beaded, all leather outdoor moccasins. Colors, red,
turquoise, natural, white, palomino and black. Only
$3.95 plus 50c per pair for postage. Order shoe size.
Medium widths, sizes 4 to 9. State first and second
choice colors. FREE BROCHURE. Young's Moccasin
Shop, Sturbridge, Mass.

FOR SALE: GOVERNMENT SURPLUS BOATS; LST's;
LCVP's: Aircrafts; Walkie-Talkies; Jeeps; Trucks;
Tractors; Farm Machinery; Misc. Buy direct from U. S,
Government Depots. List & Procedure $1.00. BRODY,
Box 8-WSA, Sunnyside 4, New York:

SOUVENIR SECTION 'of obsolete miniature rail from

Colorado gold mines.. History attached. Only $1.00

posi'rpaid. Trio Enterprises, Salina Star Route, Boulder,
olo.

WANTED: Old-time pack saddle. Send full descrip-
_{]*_ion, picture, price! Cissy Moriarty, Montgomery,
exas.

WESTERN BELT LINE AVAILABLE. We are opening
15 sales Territories east of the Mississippi, Need men
with established following. Give us all pertinent details
regarding yourself, territory and lines carried. Cham-
bers Belt éompany, 2618 E. Washington St., Phoenix,
Arizona.

FIFTEEN cabinet size minerals for $3.50 p. p. 15
fossils or shells for $2.50 p. p. Southeastern Mineral
Co., Box 2234, Lakeland, Florida.

CREAMY, Ranch-style Roquefort Dressing recipe.’ $1.
Anna M. Dengler, P. O. Box 13, Loveland, Colorado.

HALF ACRE LOTS IN PINEDALE, WYOMING.: Heart
of best Big Game & Fishing area in U.S. Electricity,
water avai?able. $500.00. Paul Crear, Severance, N.Y.

BOYS CAMP—Arizona-Mile-Hi Boys Camp, Springer:
ville—Best Boys Camp in the West—Send for Brochure,
7537 N. 18th Ave., Phoenix,

"How the Indians Made Their Arrowheads," by
Richard Sherman. $1.00 postpaid. Send a copy f¢
your collector friends. Arrowhead Jewelry, Mesa
Washington.

RATTLESNAKE RATTLES WANTED! 20c each. Imme
diate payment. Any amount, Richard Sherman, Mesa
Washington. )

MOUNDBUILDER ARROWHEADS: Twenty-five $5.00
gook-Re‘lic Catalog 50c. Tilton ‘Relics, Topeka
ansas. :
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TRUE WEST BOOK CORRAL

Great W Reading!
reat Western Reading!
e s

»\\,&;‘5 DOC HOLLIDAY by John Myers. The life of one

= of America's legendary desperadoes, a gentle-
Ve man killer high-handing his way around the
: gambler's circuit of the old West. $5.00

PISTOL PETE by Frank Eaton. The memoirs of a
cowboy, scout, Indian fighter and U.S. Marshal
whose six-gun was faster than most. Illustrated.

$4.50

DEAD WARRIOR by John Myers Myers. The
story of a big bonanza mining camp of post
Civil War days—all of whose citizens were seek-
ing excitement in one way or another. $3.75

QUANTRILL AND THE BORDER WARS by William E. Connelley. Story of
the so-called "'bloodiest man in the annals of America' and the '"'Father of
the American Outlaw''—William Clarke Quantrill—and his part in the 1855-
65 border wars. Contains the only known photograph of the last reunion of
Quantrill's guerrillas. 550 pp., 55 illus. éx9'. $7.50

THE STORY OF THE U. S. CAVALRY by Maj. Gen. John Herr and Edward
S. Wallace. The true history of the U. S. Cavalry by its last chief. Illustrated
with over 100 photographs and paintings. $6.00

WHY THE CHISHOLM TRAIL FORKS, By Andy Adams, edited by Wilson
M. Hudson. A carefully chosen collection of tales by the master chronicler
of the range. Delightfully illustrated by Malcolm Thurgood. 328 pp. $4.50

LIFE ON THE TEXAS RANGE. Photographs by
Erwin E. Smith, text by J. Evetts Haley. This
beauriful book presents the best of the work of
the greatest of all cowboy photographers, ac-
companied and illuminated by a text from the
pen of a past-master of range-life anecdote and
history. 9x12 in. Boxed. $10.00

FREDERIC REMINGTON: Artist of the Old
West. By Harold McCracken. Brings together for
the first time more than 80 reproductions of
Remington's paintings, drawings & sculptures—
32 in full color—and the first comprehensive
Remington biography. $10.00

THE AMERICAN WEST by Lucius Beebe and Charles Clegg. Recreates with
a wealth of rare pictures and vivid authoritative text the tremendous epic
of the American West. 82 x 11, 512 pp., over 1000 illustrations. $12.50.

BEFORE BARBED WIRE by Mark H. Brown & W. R. Felton. Captures for
posterity the saga and savor of frontier life on the Western Plains. A com-
panion volume to THE FRONTIER YEARS. 124 photographs by L. A. Huff-
man. 8/ x 11, 256 pages. $10.00

FORTY-NINERS by Arch Hulbert. The story of the Overland Trail to Cali-
fornia—and gold! $5.00

ALBUM OF GUNFIGHTERS by J. Marvin Hunter and N. H. Rose. The great-
est aggregation of outlaws, frontier characters and Texas Rangers ever as-
sembled within the covers of one book—nearly 400 of 'em. Splendid photo-
graphs (360) with sketch of each individual. Deluxe edition, 236 pp. 9x12'".

$15.00

RODEO BACK OF THE CHUTES by Gene Lamb. Nearly 300 pages of
authentic rodeo information and stories told with humor and understanding
by Gene Lamb, editor of the cowboys' newspaper RODEO SPORT NEWS.
lustrated with line drawings and action photographs. $3.50

THE FRONTIER YEARS: L. A. Huffman, Photo-
grapher of the Plains by Mark H. Brown and
W. R. Felton. "A Classic on the American
West'" with a quality of content that makes it
unique. 125 magnificent Huffman photographs
with a commentary providing a wealth of fas-
cinating detail. 272 pages, 8!4"'x11"". Endpaper
maps. $10.00

TOM LEA: A Portfolio of Six Paintings. Intro-
duction by J. Frank Dobie. Lea's best paint-
ings of Western American and Mexican scenes,
splendidly reproduced in full color and mounted
ready for framing. 16/4x20 in. .$15.00
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J. Frank Dobie Books

TALES OF OLD-TIME TEXAS. A new collection
from the greatest yarner of them alll Fabulous
tales of the Lone Star State told as only J.
Frank Dobie can tell a yarn. These are the
authentic tales, heard over a campfire, on an
old-times front porch, in the lobby of a cow-
town hotel, bringing back the real flavor of
the '‘olden days' in Texas. $5.00

THE MUSTANGS. The true history of the mus-
tangs and mustangers of the great Southwest.
lllustrated by Charles Banks Wilson. $6.00

A YAQUERO OF THE BRUSH COUNTRY. A
true story of cowboys and the Texas brush
range. lllustrated by Justin C. Gruelle.  $5.00

THE LONGHORNS. The only complete history of the grzat longhorns and
their influence on Texas and the Texans. Illustrated by Tom Lea. $6.00

THE YOICE OF THE COYOTE. The habits, life, history and legends about
a great Western Character—the coyote. |llustrated by Olaus J. Murie. $5.00

APACHE GOLD AND YAQUI SILVER. The story of the buried treasure on
both sides of the Mexican border that has lured countless rmen to their
death. lllustrations in color and black and white by Tom Lea. $6.00

THE BEN LILLY LEGEND. The true story of the greatest bear hunter in
history since Davy Crockett. Frontispiece in color by Tom Lea. $4.75

SPECIAL SALE!

30% Discount on books listed below!

THE NAKED SPUR by Allan Ullman. Greed and
lust call the tune when a Western killer is
tracked for orofit in this taut adventure in
suspense. Regularly $2.50 Special Price $1.25

TOWBOAT PILOT by H. J. Melton. The best
river boat and boy story since Twain. lllustrated.
Regularly $4.00 Special Price $2.00

VIOLENCE AT SUNDOWN by Frank O'Rourke.
Gunfire rattles through this tale of hatred and
vengeance unleashed by the murder of a cat-
tle-driver in a fough Nebraska trail town.

Regularly $2.50 Special Price $1.25

HUNTING AND FISHING IN TEXAS by Hart Stilwell. In this book the
author gives a picture of what you can shoot and what you can hook in
the Texas regions, and tells when, where, and how to do it.
Regularly $5.00 Special Price $2.50

HEAVEN HAS CLAWS by Adrian Conan Doyle. The adventures of the
author and his wife in a small boat hunting great gamefish and whatever
else was new and marvelous! Illustrated. Regularly $3.50 Special Price $1.75

- TRUE WEST
: P. O. Box 5008
. Austin 31, Texas

© | enclose . R fOP. o cveeevnons copies of books listed -
. on attached paper. Wrap and mail postpaid to: N

: Name

Address.

City.




There is 4 Guoeanoo line to meet
Every Test of
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G 6 BRAIDED FOR SPINNING

=~ DACRON* SQUIDDING<BAITCASTING
Smaller diameter and less visibility helps you spook the
fish. No stretch of line hooks ’em with snap of rod tip.
Greater strength and resistance to fraying make sure
you land *em. Popular sizes, tests, colors.
*DuPont Polyester Fiber.

GUDELINE
BRAIDED NYLON
BAITCASTING LINE
Long, smooth casts are as-

G-6 pacron

TROLLING IN BLUE SPOT

4§ RAIDED
TROLLING LINE

100 varos
151508, @4

The big ones will only see
'your lure when you take ad-
vantage of the camouflage
action of the new, sleek, sub-
tle, blue fleck line. Same small
diameter and no stretch of
other G-6 Lines. Popular
sizes, tests.
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sured by the special lubrica-
tion and waterproofing of
GudeLine. GUDEBROD'S
own diathermic process also
reduces stretch and diameter
for top line performance.
Popular sizes, tests, colors.

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

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

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

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

ASK YOUR DEALER ABOUT OTHER GUDEBROD LINES
FOR ALL TYPES OF FISHING IN SALT, FRESH WATER

UDEBROD BROS. SILK CO., INC.

Philadelphia 7, Pa.

“First In Line For Better Fishing”

Founded 1870

FREE WEATHER
FORECASTER

16 full-color photos
of cloud formations
help you tell when
weather’s best for
fishing. Ask dealer,
or write Dept. TW-67.






