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TOP PERFORMERS

These four rodeo stars and Tony Lama boots
have a lot in common. All of them are top

performers in true Western style. Tony Lama boots

/deliver the goods in quality wear, comfort

and looks...just as these stars deliver
prize-winning, top action performances throughout
North America. Every one of these champions
say of Tony Lama boots, “I go for their
hand-made construction . .. gives me longer wear,
performance after performance. Besides being
the best fitting, best looking boots I've ever worn.”

THE JAVELINA
IN NATURAL PIGSKIN

OSTRICH TANNED

GENUINE WATER BUFFALO

STYLE 17 THE MESCALERO

WRITE FOR NAME
OF YOUR NEAREST DEALER

219 S. OREGON ST. ¢ EL PASO. TEXAS



INVEST NOW!/!
PROSPERITY AWAITS YOU!®

9} ACRES

"
TWIN RIVER

s'o 00 slr?ﬁfmmw -'
LL PRICE
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THE BOOM THAT HAD T0 COME IS Now | FAMILY RECREATION : i
ON IN NEVADA. Ground floor buyers have HUNTING: You will find the hunting of
reaped fortunes from small initial invest- | Your life. There are big game species such -
ments. A factual example of skyrocketing | as Mule Deer in abundance. Duck, Quail
values is Las Vegas, Nevada. Land that orig- | and Geese are plentiful. >
inally sold for $200.00 an acre, now sells FISHING: A fisherman’s paradise. Huge
for $20,000.00 an acre, a profit of 1000%! | Rainbow, Brook Trout and German Browns
The first cffering of LAS VEGAS land was | abound in Alpine-like lakes and mountain-
open to everyone. Buyers who took advan- | fed bottom streams.

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

This area has such a tremendous growth potential, such a fantastic,
unlimited future, that wise investors have purchased large acreage.
Bing Crosby’s ranch was one of the largest cattle ranches in the county.

FOR THE FAMILY: Riding, swimming and

all sports. Camping, picnicking sites of unbelievable scenic grandeur.

INSURE YOUR PROFITABLE TOMORROW

Yes, the wise investors are now buying in TWIN RIVER RANCHOS,
but America's largest corporations are also busy investing in Nevada.
It is a well known fact that the large corporations buy in advance of

James Stewart is honorary sheriff. Yes, the smart, experienced investors
have sensed the future and are buying TWIN RIVER RANCHOS in Elko
County, Nevada.

TWIN RIVER RANCHOS has all of the factors
needed to boom .. .to prosper...to skyrocket its
land values. Located on the level, fertile lands of
Rich Elko Valley, The Ranchos have the backdrop
of the statuesque Ruby Mountains. The sparkling
Humboldt River with its swimming, fishing and
water sports actually forms one of the Ranchos’
boundaries, and is a valuable asset of the prop-
erty. Every Rancho fronts on a graded road. The
City of Elko, with its long established schools,
churches, and medical facilities is a friendly
neighbor only 7 miles away!

population explosion. Anaconda Copper has just completed a $32,000.-
000 plant. North American Aviation, Curtiss Wright, and Kaiser Steel
have setured building sites. CENSUS BUREAU FACT: Nevada is the
nation'lsJ é‘astest growing State, 8 year population increase 70%, high-
est in US.A.

TAX RELIEF — No State Income, Gift or Inheritance Tax. The
low Real Property Tax is actually limited by the State Constitution.
WHAT ARE THE TOTAL COSTS?

The full price of the title to your 2% acre Rancho is only $495.00.
Total payment schedule is $10.00 down, and $10.00 per month, in-
cluding 6% interest. John D. Rockefeller said, “The big fortunes of
the future will be made in Real Estate.” You are not required to do
anything to your land. You can live or vacation on it, or simply watch
its value grow, then sell all or part of it for a profit. Your profitable
tomorrow is here today in TWIN RIVER RANCHOS.

ISS THIS OUTSTANDING OPPORTUNITY!

---—--------—----------1

TWIN RIVER RANCHOS Dept. 676 MAIL COUPON TODAY

27 Water Street © Henderson, Nevada

Yes!—Reserve acreage at TWIN RIVER RANCHOS for me— $495 for each 2% acre parcel —
payable $10 down and $10 a month including 6% interest. No other charges. Send purchase
contract and map showing exact location of my holding. You will return my $10 deposit if
I request same within 30 days. | enclose $10 deposit for each 2% acre Rancho desired.

93

i SIZE PER
m&\\l: ACRES | DOWN | MO. Name:
b\ e o Address.
2 Ruby Lake 7 5 20 | 20 v
t. 616 1Y 30 30 ? . S
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ADVANCE OFFER!
Save $2.50 on first

deluxe picture history
of early gold camps

Drama and mystery in Lambert Florin's compelling
photos of today's ruins—over 200 scenes and
settings in Oregon, Washington, California, Idaho,
Montana, Arizona, Colorado, Wyommg—?ales of
rough and rowdy days in long forgotten places.

PRE-PUBLICATION $10
(after publication $12.50)

Include in your order Ralph Andrews' astonishing
presentation of Northwest Coast Indians as they
lived when white men found them. First photo
history of these pagan tribes—skilfully researched
and written.

Both books beautifully printed on heavy en-

ameled paper stock, large 84” x 11”7 size.
$12.50

GROUP OFFER

BOTH BOOKS

$21.25

RALPH W
ANDREWS

You need send no money—billed when we ship
SUPERIOR PUBLISHING COMPANY

Box 1710, Secattle 11, Wash.
Please send and bill me for

copies WESTERN GHOST TOWNS.
Pre-publication, $10.00 (After June
1, $12.50)
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i copies INDIAN PRIMITIVE—$12.50
1 both books: INDIAN PRIMITIVE
¢ now and WESTERN GHOST
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TOWNS when ready ....... $21.25
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True All Fact Stories of the Real West
JOE AUSTELL SMALL
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PAT WAGNER ROBERT STOUT GAYLE TERBAY

Assistant Publisher Assistant Editor Circulation Manager

DR. WALTER P. WEBB
Historical Consultant
“The files of TRUL WEST

historical value and should be
Wilter Prescott \Webb,

and FRONTIER TIMIS are going to be of great
in all the libraries of the country.”—
American Historical Association.
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BOSS OF THE MALTESE CROSS By George D. Wolfe |
THE INDOMITABLE FRANCIS PARKMAN By Tom Bailey 1l

DOOMED MEN FROM CHERRY CREEK
. By Paul High Back as told to John Williamson 1
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Brother,
Can You Spare a Dime?

You'’ve known that it was coming all
along. There is no point in explaining
that costs have gone up since 1953 while
we haven’t raised our prices. The only
thing that needs explaining (it would
seem from your letters!) is why we have
waited so long to go to 35c per copy.

It’s been because of a letter. You
wouldn’t think that one friendly short
letter would affect the thinking of a
magazine organization that receives such
a flood of mail that we are constantly
“fussed at” for not being able to answer
promptly. One little grain of sand on a
seashore has no significance whatsoever
—unless it is a very special little grain
of sand.

This, to us at least, was a very special
letter.

It was from an old man who is barely
able to get along on his pension. He
didn't say as much, but between the
lines we gained the impression that even
necessities grow slim along about the tail
end of his pension month. But he sent
his check for both magazines. And he
said ‘“You’ve got the best. I'll go without
a meal now and then if it takes it, but
I won’t do without my TRUE WEST and
FRONTIER TIMES.”

That old man’s letter sort of stuck in
my mind. I can’t keep from wondering
how many old men there are like him on
our subscription lists, and every time we
feel the time has come when we've GOT
to raise the price on our magazines—I
think of the old man . . .

So we’ve put it off as long as we can.
Our costs continue to go up. The type-
setter delivers a stack of galleys and
says ‘‘Joe, isn’t that a new tie? Things
must be picking up!” You can see the
anticipation creep into his eyes—‘“Won-
der if the old boy wouldn’t be good for
a little raise in typesetting ?”

The printer meets me on the street.
“Joe!” he exclaims. “It’s good to see
you!” He says this while shaking my
hand with his right and patting my pock-
et book with his left.

Then there is the paper situation. I
love the man who wrote in: ‘“Better
paper ? Keep it like it is. I don’t like slick
paper—it glares in the lamplight!” We
can keep the paper like it is but we can’t
keep the price where it was in 1953.
About six raises since then.

Uncle Sam? He’s not even as good a
trader as we are, so the cost of operat-
ing just about has his suspenders! It
costs us twice as much to mail TRUE
WEST and FRONTIER TIMES to you
now as it did just four years ago—and
the end isn’t in sight.

So we started feeling around for some
extra revenue. We raised the question of
running liquor advertising. Remember
that? WE DO! We had to leave little
trails between the ‘“Yes!” and ‘“No!” let-
ters so that we could operate between
desks. It became an avalanche. The “no’s”
got it, but they realized it would hurt
us so, on their own, they started writing
all types of potential advertisers. We
thought this loyalty was wonderful and
encouraged it.

To those of you who wrote in “Ask

to advertise with you. I've been
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buying their- for 25 years!” I must
explain that it isn’t that easy. Adver-
tisers are hounded by ten thousand pub-
lications and sometimes it takes ten
years of constant work to get in one
client! It is unbelievable to you, I know,
but it’s true. YOU know, I know, and the
advertisers with us now know that we
have a loyal following that makes for
intensive readership—the type of adver-
tising media which manufacturers have
been looking for since the Stone Age. But
you can’t appreciate the quality of a
pudding until you try it, and that’s where
the blood, sweat and tears come in—get-
ting them to try! So stick with the boys
who are with us and, with the price
raise, we’ll hit a long lope and never look
back!

Here it is in a goober shell: We believe
our readers want and deserve a bigger
and better TRUE WEST. But the catch
is we can’t make the magazine bigger
and better without charging for it—and
for that measly extra dime an issue, you
readers will get more and better true
stories of the Old West, and we’ll be
making a little money too.

We won’t be getting all of that dime
increase, of course. See, on our sales set-
up, our magazine goes through a national
distributor, a local wholesaler and finally
to your local newsstand dealer. Each of
those three people does some work and
gets his just share of the price of the
magazine—and rightly so. But even with
the four-way split of the price, including
that extra dime, we’ll still get enough
extra to put out the biggest and best
western magazine jn the world today!

I'm sure I have messed this up proper-
ly so that it is impossible to understand,
but perhaps you get the general drift.
The whole deal is this—when we go to
35c per copy, $4.00 for a 12 issue sub-
scription, we’ll have fat beef in the south
forty IF SALES AND SUBSCRIPTIONS
DO NOT DROP OFF. That’s up to you—
and to us. We're going to give you defi-
nitely a bigger and better TRUE WEST.
It’s going to be WORTH an extra dime.
And if our sales don’t fall, look out, Sally,
we're headed for town!

FRONTIER TIMES? We are not in-
creasing the size and we’ll let it go as is
for now. It is gaining steadily and we're
switching contents now and then (wec
have both ready to go and then just
switch contents from TRUE WEST t»o
FRONTIER TIMES) to see if anyone
notices. They haven’t. Next step will be
to make it bi-monthly so we’ll have
TRUE WEST one month, FRONTIER
TIMES the next.

That's it. We’re announcing the price
raise ahead of time so that those of you
who might feel the bite may renew or
extend your subscriptions at the old rate.
Remember, all existing subscriptions and
all that come in before the rate raise will
be honored at old rates right on through
their expiration. See the back inside cover
for an easy way to take care of this.

When a man has explained a situation
the best he knows how, he ought to shut
up. That’s what I'm doing right now. See
you later.—Joe.
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>GOLD DIVERS MANUAL—Prospecting underwater, 4
P how, where, what to use to pan gold from Moth- 4
Per Lode S PBAINS /i SR e A T S $2.00 4
P PAN GOLD FOR PROFIT, by Robertson—Facts on 4
P placer gold, how and where to prospect, panning, 4
’slulcmg etc. $1 004
>TREASURE HUNTER'S GUIDE, by Johnston—U. S. ‘
treasure in many states descrubed east
[toiwest oSt A I S S $2. 0()<
} BIG GHOST TOWN MAP—Locates 86 sites |n<
b Nevada, California and Arizona,

b with hlghways ............................... $1 00<
PEG-LEG SMITH'S LOST GOLD, by McKenney— 4
;Facfs fiction, fresh clues & map ........... $1.50 4
L LOST MINES OF OLD ARIZONA, by We(gh’r—
With twenty photos and map, 76 pp. 3200
} GHOST TOWNS OF TEXAS, by King—Tales of 150‘
b boom towns that have faded away. Bound, 4
PilHOshrated It o S i SRl e S A $2.! 50<
:ARIZONA THE LAST FRONTIER, by Miller. 350 {

[ Pp.. map. Published at $5.50, now .......... $3.50 §

FOR TREASURE BOOKS,
MAPS, CHARTS

ay postage. Please—no COD'’s,
Cata ogue of over 100 treasure items
included.
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Order By Mail

HANDMADE WESTERN BOOTS

Comfort, Style, Quahiy, Economy, Imported

The vamps and 16-
inch tops with é-inch
Zipper in back are of
beautiful soft glove
leather. Nylon
stitched, steel shanks,
leather lined walklng
heel, narrow toe.
#2100 Beige
7£2101 Black 1
#2102 Brown 325 5
Same Boot in
g;z%gg-om

00 Beige 15
#2001 Brown 825
Same Style Boot in
Suede Dress wear only

7£2002 Royal
B?ya s2375
Give Calf of Leg Measurement

$5.00 deposit on C.O.D. orders — You pay
Postal Charges. We pay postage on Prepaid
orders.

Our guarantee—for exchange or refund return
boots undamaged and unworn within 10 days.

FREE CATALOG—Adult & Children’s Boots

YSLETA BOOT COMPANY

Box 815, Ysleta Station 22,
El Paso, Texas

BUFFALO RANCH FOR SALE

ALSO

BUFFALO HUNTING
BUFFALO MEAT
BREEDING STOCK

BRYAN MELTON

Hot Springs. Montana




Just Reprinted
FAMOUS GUNFIGHTERS
OF THE
WESTERN FRONTIER

By W. B. (Bat) Masterson
A GUNFIGHTER tells of his experi-

ences with:
LUKE SHORT
BILL TILGHMAN
BEN THOMPSON
DOC HOLLIDAY
WYATT EARP

He details, one by one, the lives of
these men, what he thought of them, their
exploits, and measures them against one
and the other, as gunfighters!

He tells heretofore unknown details
about some of the little known gunfight-
ers of the West and the editors give little
known information about Masterson, him-

self.

Originally published in 1907 in mag-
azine articles, presented here in book
form, we have added 44 pages of actual
photos from the famous Rose Collection.
Clothbound. Postpaid, $3.50

FRONTIER BOOK CO.

P. 0. Box 1136 Ruidoso, N.M.

LEARN..ENJOY ..

Crafts and Culture of
the American Indian
beautifully illustrated
in color and black and
white photos . . . auth-
oritative articles.

REE) o
“INDIAN LIFE” | [fitles” °f o/
3 ’hrou le) ian
Magazine $1.00 PP | 805,92 1, jorder
up

SEE.. 40TH ANNUAL CEREMONIAL

Indian Dances, Sports, Crafts. = AUGUST
Send for Free Brochure. 10-11-12-13

FILMED CEREMONIAL HIGHLIGHTS
9 full color 35 MM slides, commentary $2.25

CEREMONIAL ASSOCIATION

Gallup, New Mexico

Box 1029

ny interesting material including Guns, other
Weapons pertaining to Old West, Frontier, Civil
War, Gold Mining Days; Wells Fargo guns, acces-
sories. Old Colt revolvers, Winchester & Sharps
rifles, large knives, diaries, posters, equipment. TOP
CASH PRICES PAID! Immediate replies to all cor-
respondence. We pay all shipping costs.
DEAL WITH CONFIDENCE
ANTIQUE ARMS MUSEUM

Dept. TF-10, 44 West Putnam Ave.

GREENWICH, CONN.

Out of the Past —

ARROWHEAD JEWELRY!
EARRINGS:
Lrg. (1%4'") Sm.(%'") $2.00 pr.
(Styles Dangle, clips, pierced)
NECKLACE

181 Ehain’ As iy $1.50 ea.
BOLO TIE
Lrg. Arrowhead ....$1.50 ea.

Stone Arrowhead Making In-
structions, Illustrated Ancient
Method. $1.00
BLACK HAWK
Box 143 + Umatilla, Ore.
Order now and request arrowhead
key chain FREE. (COD's accepted)

Truly Western

Search for Bill Gay’s Descendents

Dear Mr. Stout:

I was glad to know Bill Gay’s story
(“We Watched Them Die,”” March-April,
1961, TRUE WEST) was received so well

- B

by TRUE WEST’S readers.

Perhaps some of your readers can help
me. I am trying to locate Bill Gay’s
descendents. Bill had two wives, one a
white woman and one an Indian. The son
and grandchildren of his Indian wife are
now living on the Pine Ridge Reserva-
tion in South Dakota, but the existence
of or whereabouts of any other children
is unknown. I would like anyone who has
any information concerning Bill’s other
children to write to me.

e R AN A s s A s A B o =
Willie Gay, Bill Gay’s son, and Frank Thomson at the Thoen Stone.

Bill Gay will be written up by me in
the Thoen Stone story I am preparing.
The Thoen Stone is the letter carved in
rock by Ezra Kind, revealing the story
of the pioneer party which went into the
Black Hills and got ‘“all the gold they

p

could carry” but were killed by Indians
before they could reach civilization again.
Bill Gay played only a small part in
this story, but he will be mentioned
along with his misinterpretation of the
meaning of Kind's message.—Frank
Thomson, Spearfish, South Dakota.

What Is It ?
Hi:
Say, I have a picture here that we
(Continued on page 46)

Willie Gay's great-grandchildren at his home on Gay Creek
on the Pine Ridge Reservation in southwestern South Dakota.

True West



ON THE NEWSSTANDS NOW!

Salmon Falls

- w
i r n ntl e r Massacre
Ti m e 5 Hunger, Death, Canmibalism on the Oregon Trail

spring, 25¢

You asked for more Indian life and lore—

then don’t miss

“The Smoke Signal”

IMPORTANT!  scc page 4 for information on this Remington cov<r

Hall-Alligator
i Kid Curry ¢ Halt-Horse,
{ndion Sign Language  * . :
All Storie: Suckskin Frank Laslis @ The Vanishieg Frontiss S
2 ies .
} The Ride That Started the Gold Rush
TRUE! Jackass Gold

Frederic Remington’s famous painting

Now featured on the cover of

FRONTIER TIMES

This is True West!
TR RS

FRONTIER TIMES is TRUE WEST—with just a different title. This was done in order to keep both magazines
on the newsstands longer so we could sell more copies and come out better financially in order to do what you
want us to do—EFFECT MONTHLY PUBLICATION. If you can’t find FRONTIER TIMES, look under Magazines in
the yellow pages (or ask your newsstand owner) and call the wholesaler. Tell him you've just GOT to have
more TW and FT at your favorite newsstand, and you won't go without. We'll send any number to any whole-

saler—as many as he wants.

CHECK THIS PARTIAL LIST OF CONTENTS:

THE SALMON FALLS MASSACRE. The little band of fool-

hardy pioneers struck out alone across the Idaho wilds, hoping
to meet an escort of soldiers to guide them through the stomping
grounds of the fierce Bannock Indians, Starvation and ill luck
dogged their trail, gradually taking their toll. Only a handful
reached Fort Walla Walla, gaunt, half-alive skeletons whose sur-
vival was a miracle of determination and guts.

THE RIDE THAT STARTED THE GOLD RUSH. Midship-
man Edward F. Beale was the unsung hero of the famous 49er’s
trek to California. Disguised as a bandit to protect his own life,
he dared the jungles and deserts of central Mexico to make a
thrilling cross-continent ride to carry the news of Marshall's
discovery to Washington.

MUSKET MEDICINE AND REMEDIES, by Samuel O. Sisco.
Frontier doctors came up ag'in the quarrelsomest people when
they tried to set up shop in the semi-civilized areas where doc-
toring was a matter of toadstool and asafetida cures.

BUCKSKIN FRANK LESLIE. The famous Tombstone gunman

lived a Hell-for-leather life—then disappeared from the scene
and drifted into oblivion.

THE LONG LONG TRAIL, by 'Tana Mac. Kid Curry has

been called by some a psychopathic killer. What is the truth
behind his becoming a member of Butch Cassidy’'s famous
Wild Bunch?

“JUST A LITTLE ELK MEAT!” Earl Durand was an anach-

ronism. Born a hundred years earlier, he might have become
famous—joining such men as Jim Bridger, Hugh Glass, or even
John Fremont, in western heroics—but instead he was a hunted
man, considered insane by many, who wanted only to be left
alone to a life in a wilderness that no longer existed.

May-June, 1961

There just isn't enough room to list other thrilling stories like
A HORSE TO BRAG ABOUT; JACKASS GOLD; THE VANISHING
FRONTIER; WHEN THE LAW HIT THE STRIP; END-OF-TRACK
TOWN; HALF-HORSE, HALF-ALLIGATOR; and INDIAN SIGN
LANGUAGE. "Nuggets"” brings you SEQUOYAH—INDIAN IN-
VENTOR OF A WRITTEN LANGUAGE, APACHE BOB, THE
TRAPPED TRAPPER, WILDERNESS BRAWL and MINESELF'S
WILL. Don't miss this Spring issue of FRONTIER TIMES—it's
power-packed plusl!

'If you have trouble finding FRONTIER TIMES on your newsstand,
fill in the coupon and make sure of getting it reqularly.

FRONTIER TIMES, Box 5008-TW, Austin 31, Texas

I am enclosing [] $1 for 4 issues; [] $2 for 8 issues;

[ $3 for 12 issues (check one) of FRONTIER TIMES.



Teddy Roosevelt
came to Dakota
to go buffalo hunting
and stayed
.to become a rancher.

Had the bad years
of 1886 and 1887
not wiped him out,
he might never have
returned to politics —
and might never have
become President!

IN THE predawn darkness of a Septem-

ber morning in 1883, a Northern Pa-
cific passenger train ground to a stop
at a forlorn way station on the banks
of the Little Missouri River in western
Dakota Territory.

One passenger alighted. He was a
shortish young fellow, almost frail, who
watched with some misgiving the de-
parting train as it faded into the dark-
ness. The station was named Medora, in
the Badlands, and for a moment the
greenhorn studied with awe the weird re-
gion engulfed in monstrous shadows. For
he was from the “Silk Stocking” district
of New York City and had come to the
West to hunt buffaloes. He had been
told that at Medora he could hire a guide.
His name was Theodore Roosevelt.

After his myopic vision had become
accustomed to the darkness—he wore
thick-lensed glasses—he could make out
the silhouette of the town’s only hotel,
the Pyramid Park, referred to locally
as The Bull Pen, Ferris Vine, Prop. And
a tough old hombre he was.

Roosevelt picked up his valise and gun
case, made his way to the hostelry and,
after a great deal of pounding, saw the
leathery face of the landlord, heavy with
whiskers and the odor of whiskey, ap-
pear before him. Turning his lantern on
the dude, the proprieter asked his busi-
ness. The stranger wanted a few hours
rest, he explained, in a very cultured
voice. As Vine studied the apparition be-
fore him he wondered whether it was bad

BOSS
OF
THE

MALTEDE
LRON

By GEORGE D. WOLFE

Photo from the Author

Theodore Roosevelt on the Badlands near Medora, North Dakota, in 1883.

eyesight or bad whiskey that brought up
such images. But at last he said that
there was one vacant bunk on the second
floor and that he “was damned lucky to
get it.”

Thus in a dingy room where a dozen
cowpokes snored, coughed and groaned,
the tenderfoot crept to bed, thankful for
a few hours rest. The following morning
many jests were made about the “East-
ern punkin-lily” by his roommates. But
Ropsevelt was travel-weary and perhaps
did not hear, nor care.

Soon he was up and about, seeking a
guide for a buffalo hunt. The herds at
that time were being rapidly depleted.
There were guides aplenty, but most of
them looked with suspicion on this green-
est of greenhorns with his thick glasses
and Harvard accent. But the dude was
a man of purpose and he kept on until
he found the man he wanted, Joe Farris.
Joe was superintendent of the Caton-
ment outfit, hunter, wanderer of the
Badlands, and all-round guide.

After considerable persuasion Joe
agreed to help the young man get a buf-
falo, but warned him that it might take
a lot of trailing over mighty tough coun-
try. Joe advised him to leave the Win-
chester and buy or borrow a Sharps
rifle. The tenderfoot danced about like
a kid. “By Godfrey,” he beamed, “it’ll
be a great hunt!”

AF‘TER borrowing a Sharps Big Fifty,
Joe and Teddy set out, the latter
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consigned to a buckboard carrying guns
and equipment. To this contraption Ted-
dy took an intense dislike. “By Godfrey,”
he exclaimed, “I'll borrow, beg or buy
a saddle horse somewhere. This buggy
is not for me.”

Joe set his sights on the ranch of
Gregor Lang which lay about fifty miles
up the Little Missouri. This would be the
headquarters for their hunting expedi-
tion.

Joe found that his companion was an
excitable, talkative chap, a most enthusi-
astic hunter whose interest in all that he
saw was deep and intense. As they moved
northward, the New Yorker learned a
lot from the quiet, observing Joe Farris.
Teddy expressed great interest in cattle
and hinted that he hoped some day to
have a spread of his own in that fasci-
nating country.

Joe slowly but surely began to like the
fellow. Although they had not as yet
sighted any buffaloes, he noted that the
tenderfoot was not strictly an amateur
on a game trail; that he was always
cheerful, bore hardships without a mur-
mur and was completely unselfish. He
also had the skill, despite the eyeglasses,
of placing a heavy caliber bullet remark-
ably close to where it was intended to go.
A strange fellow indeed!

As they worked northward, they tra-
versed country that at times appeared
stark and dreadful—an unearthly pano-
rama of great rock-faced coulees topped
by fantastic buttes and battlements
wrapped in purple shadows which was
awesome to behold.

“By Godfrey, what a country!” young
Teddy would exclaim.

They crossed the Custer Trail at a
point where the ill-fated Seventh Cavalry
had camped on May 30, seven years be-
fore, on the way to their rendezvous with
death. Signs of the bivouac still remain-
ed. Teddy recalled that it was here that
Custer issued orders for no discharging
of firearms and no trumpet calls. Sioux
territory!

Roosevelt guarding

Nearby in a lone cabin lived Howard
Eaton and his brothers. They were en-
terprising and they were to later be-
come world-famous as dude wranglers.
Joe and Teddy stopped briefly and the
the latter plied the Eatons with question
after question concerning the cattle
trade. Long afterward Howard Eaton
was to say with a chuckle, “I just barely
remember him as a greenhorn Eastern-
er.”

A few miles beyond, at Chimney
Buttes, Teddy made the acquaintance of
Joe’s brother, Sylvane Farris and his
partner, Bill Merrifield, two stalwart
young Canadians who were raising cat-
tle and branding under a mark known
as the “Maltese Cross.” Teddy was great-
ly impressed with the pair and pressed
questions upon them far into the night.
These two were to later mark that meet-
ing as memorable.

At the Maltese Cross ranch, refused
the loan of a mount, Teddy bought a
beautiful dun mare, with which he was

Theodore Roosevelt’s old log cabin from his Badlands ranch.
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three thieves.

“simply de—lighted!” (Merrifield later
explained he’d have lent him the mount,
but as he didn’t know him from a side
of sole leather, he doubted that he would
ever get the mare back.)

With Teddy mounted and Joe in the
buckboard, they set out for Lang’s ranch
over a rugged trail that bore southward
following the meandering course of the
Little Missouri. It was a region of green
slopes, luxuriant meadows, bounded by
abysmal caverns and stone formations
beyond all description. Shortly after
crossing the Fort Keogh Trail, they
reached the confluence of Little Cannon-
ball Creek and the Little Missouri. Here
was located the house of Gregor Lang,
which was to be their headquarters.

LANG was a man after Teddy’s own
heart. A Scotchman, canny and well
educated, he was superintendent for an
Anglo-American cattle syndicate and
knew both the Badlands and cattle. He
was, in a word, the very man Teddy was
looking for. The two hit it off great.

Day after day, through fair weather
and foul, Joe and Teddy were out on the
trail of the elusive buffalo. But no mat-
ter how great were the hardships of
the daily hunt, Teddy and Lang would
talk far into the night while Joe, the
exhausted guide, slept the sleep of the
just on a buffalo robe. Yet at each dawn,
the tenderfoot was up and ready, fending
off every suggestion that they rest up for
a day. To Joe Ferris this fellow ‘“took the
book,” and he came to want a buffalo as
keenly as Teddy in order to end the
daily grind.

Although bad luck followed them, on
the tenth day of the hunt Joe and Teddy
cut the trail of a bull among some deep
coulees over the Montana line. After
some wild scrambling, Teddy, while on
horseback, placed a center shot just be-
low the shoulders. They found the bull
in the next gully, dead.

Teddy Roosevelt was beside himself
with glee, dancing about like a kid. He
gave Joe Farris $100 on the spot. The
following day they returned and took
away the hide and head as trophies.

That night Teddy remarked that he
must return to the East for a while, as
he was a member of the New York Legis-
lature. “But, by Godfrey, I'll be back
soon,” he told Lang, shaking his hand
cordially.

As he left for Medora and the station
Lang said, “There goes the most re-
markable man I have ever met.”

Before his departure, however, Teddy
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Above, a one-car train on the North Pacific bridge over the Missouri
River west of Bismarck in 1882. The bridge was completed that year.

Photo from the Author
Above, stock raising is still an important industry in the North Dakota Bad-
lands as it was when Theodore Roosevelt ranched in that area. Here a
group of Herefords graze on rangeland near Medora, heart of this region.

Below, a homesteader's log-reinforced sod house in western North Dakota.
Midway Photographic Laboratory
Courtesy Northern Pacific Railway

talked with Lang about the possibilities
of raising cattle. He asked Lang to be
his partner in a spread, but Lang de-
clined—regretfully—because he was com-
mitted to other interests.

“Who would you recommend, Mr.
Lang?”

Lang told Roosevelt that Farris and
Merrifield of the Maltese Cross would
be a likely combination. Again Teddy
was ‘‘de-lighted” and began negotiating
with the outfit for a partnership! In due
course the contract was signed, and Far-
ris and Merrifield went to Jowa to pur-
chase 300 shorthorns. They also obtained
150 of these cattle from a Minnesota
outfit, and when the newly-acquired
steers were added to the few already
owned by the Maltese Cross, the partner-
ship was off to a good start. From the
beginning, however, Teddy was cautioned
to go slow.

BACK EAST Roosevelt was soon deeply
involved in the political hassles of
that age. After the wild, free life in the
Badlands, he grew more and more rest-
less. A turning point in his life came on
February 12, 1884, when his wife and his
mother died in the space of six hours. “It
seems I have little to live for,”” he wrote
Lang.

The following June, Roosevelt was in
Chicago for the political convention and
the nomination of Blaine, a man he could
not support.

He returned to Dakota, receiving a
hearty welcome at the station by the
Maltese Cross outfit.

The cattle were doing well. Although
the outfit had lost about twenty-five
head during the winter from wolves and
the cold, it had around 150 fine calves.

The Cross outfit embraced a frontage
of four miles along both sides of the
Little Missouri and extending back thirty
miles on each side. Teddy ordered barbed
wire and began fencing. He told his
partners that he was going to make
cattle raising his business. A new con-
tract was drawn up and signed by the
trio. Sitting on a log and using a stub
of a pencil, Teddy wrote a check for $26,-
000 and told Sylvane and Merrifield to
go East for more stock.

ROOSEVELT threw himself into his
new calling with great determina-
tion. He rode range, cut out at the spring
roundup, did his part in roping, throwing
and branding, even, at times, mounting
to the ‘“hurricane deck” of the ‘‘sun-
fishers”’—those bad-acting ponies which
usually struck terror into the greenhorns.
He hunted antelope, bears, and jackrab-
bits. He wrote his sister, “I am spending
thirteen hours a day in the saddle, my
health is improved and I like this life
more every day.”

Little by little Theodore Roosevelt
earned the respect of every square-shoot-
er in the region. This came through
Roosevelt’s character and from his faith
in himself. He always had guts, and that
was the main factor that marked him
well on the frontier.

Late one evening while in pursuit of
stray horses in the western edge of the
Badlands, night overtook Roosevelt at
Mingusville, a small settlement on Bea-
ver Creek. It consisted of a station, sec-
tion house, and a saloon-hotel combina-
tion. As Roosevelt stabled his horse and
was on the point of entering the saloon,
a fusillade erupted.

This boded ill, but Roosevelt entered
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Cattle roundup on the Little Missouri River in the North Dakota Badlands.
This is the country where Theodore Roosevelt ranched during the 1880's.

the dingy saloon. About a half-dozen
sheepherders and range hands stood near
the bar. A squat, tough individual wear-
ing a sombrero was walking up and down
with a smoking pistol in each hand. He
singled out Roosevelt immediately. ‘“Four
Eyes!” he shouted, “Four Eyes is buying
drinks all around.”

Roosevelt eyed him rather coldly and
took a seat at the side. The bully fol-
lowed him over. “You are standing treat,
Four Eyes,” he repeated, ‘“so get up!”

T. R. came up out of the chair with the
spring of a cat. He landed two hard
rights and one left to the fellow’s jaw
with such speed and power the eye could
scarcely follow it. The fellow’s pistols ex-
ploded harmlessly and he went down with
a deep thud, his head striking the corner
of the bar. The sheepherders carried the
unconscious troublemaker away and
Roosevelt spent the rest of the night un-
disturbed. This bit of action became
known almost immediately throughout
the region. The tenderfoot, it seemed,
was a man in his own right.

In July, 1884, Roosevelt went East on
pressing business, but was back in Me-
dora within three weeks with a pair of
sturdy Maine backwoodsmen, Bill Sewell
and . his nephew, Will Dow. They had
agreed to ranch for T. R. for three years
—on shares if the spread prospered, for
wages if it failed to pay. (Dow was later
to develop into one of the best hands in
Dakota.)

Before leaving New York, Roosevelt
had remarked to a Tribune reporter, “I
strongly recommend that some of our
gilded youth go west and try a short
course of riding bucking ponies and
branding a lot of wild Texas steers.”

May-June, 1961

ROOSEVELT had enlarged his holdings,
taking a vast amount of land forty
miles to the north of the Cross, and just
beyond Howard Eaton’s outfit, a region
of great meadows and valleys. Teddy
named it the “Elkhorn” from two locked
antlers he had picked up nearby. This
would be his northern headquarters, with
Sewell and Dow in charge. Seasoned
cattle were brought up and the three set
to work cutting cottonwood logs for
building the headquarters and stables. At
this the boys from Maine had no su-
perior and the work progressed rapidly.
T. R. now had over $40,000 invested.
He had to make good. Sylvane Farris
was dispatched for horses. He shortly
came in from Spearfish with fifty-two
head of sundancers—wild cayuses, all of
which had to be broken. Yet, busy as
they were, T. R. made a quick trip into
the Big Horn country and killed several
mountain sheep.

As the severe winter came on, the cat-
tle required a closer watch for a lot of
them were southern stock and hardly
inured to the cold. Also a great deal of
line riding was required to keep the stock
from straying into the Sioux country.

That winter Roosevelt was to learn
firsthand the terror, weariness, and
strain embodied in rounding up stamped-
ing cattle in the teeth of a Dakota bliz-
zard. On one occasion, near Chimney
Butte, Roosevelt was in the saddle for
forty continuous hours.

One evening T. R. and one of his hands
found a stray maverick from the Mal-
tese spread that had ranged into the
zone of another outfit. They roped and
tied the calf and Roosevelt told his
hand to put the brand of the other out-

fit on the calf. The hand protested. “It’s
your calf, Mr. Roosevelt,” and so saying,
the man heated the iron and was upon
the point of putting the Cross on when
Roosevelt stayed his hand. T. R. told
him he was fired and to go to the ranch
and get his time. “A man that will steal
for me will steal from me,” he told him,
and waved him away.

MANY of T. R.’s exploits in the Dakota

country are still talked about to this
day. Perhaps the most notable incident
took place near winter’s end in ’86 when
Roosevelt discovered that his boat on the
Little Missouri had been stolen. He
strongly suspected a tough character up
the river named Mike Finnigan who
chummed with two equally shady char-
acters named Burnsted, a half-breed, and
a German immigrant who went by the
name of Pfaffenbach.

T. R. and his two Maine woodsmen
hastily built a flat-bottomed boat and
set out: in pursuit. The weather was ex-
tremely bitter; the river was ice-choked.
Propelling the boat along with staves
in the teeth of a bitter wind, they made
slow progress but T. R. vowed to take
the culprits.

On the third day they spied the boat
tied up on the shore. And not far away
they located Mike Finnigan and his two
cohorts. The pursuers crept up and when
only a few yards distant, rose and cov-
ered the trio with cocked rifles. The
three surrendered.

The 300-mile trip to the jail at Dickin-
son via the Diamond Ranch camps, past
ice jams, over portages, by pack and
covered wagon, in temperatures below

(Continued on page 3%)



The Indomitable

Francis Parkman

By TOM BAILEY

HALF-BLIND, CRIPPLED BY DISEASE AND PERSONAL LOSS,
FRANCIS PARKMAN NEVERTHELESS WIELDED THE PEN
THAT OPENED A WILDERNESS TO CIVILIZATION.
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Office of War Information photo 208-PU-150A-1 in the National Archives
Francis Parkman
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TI-IE RANGE of his vision was less

than ten yards; the only things in
front of him that he could distinguish
clearly at the moment were his horse’s
ears and the trail in the immediate fore-
ground. Beyond that everything was
blurred, and he didn’t know that he had
just passed a war party of Sioux braves
who had watched him from a hill.

He had a bad case of dysentery and
his head, “overcrowded with book learn-
ing,” as his doctor had recently diagnos-
ed, was throbbing with pain, yet he
pushed on, relentlessly seeking knowl-
edge of the West that would enable him
to write about it firsthand and portray
it as it was in that year of 1846. No man
with so many physical handicaps to over-
come ever sought to fulfill a more am-
bitious dream.

His name was Francis Parkman and
he was to become one of America’s
greatest historians. Only by his iron will
could he hope to forge the links of a
chain welding together all his plans of
a successful career with a pen, yet to-
day, more than ever, Parkman’s achieve-
ments stand out as an example of what
the physically handicapped may do if
they have the courage to pursue their
ambitions.

It can literally be said that Parkman
conquered a wilderness with his pen, for
his first book, The Oregon Trail, coming
as it did just before gold was discovered in
California, lifted from the minds of many
would-be emigrants the bugaboos about
overland travel that otherwise might
have kept them from making the long
and perilous journey. Parkman made it
quite clear that well-organized and size-
able wagontrains could cross the con-
tinent without fear of annihilation. If
the hardships could be endured, they
would arrive safe and sound at their
destinations.

The book, though not intended for that
purpose, did more to stimulate travel
westward during 1849 than any other
single factor, except the lure of gold
itself. Thousands who made the journey
that year said Parkman’s book helped

them make up their minds. For several
years thereafter, copies of it were to be
found in two out of every three wagons
that put in at Fort Laramie. One of the
first books to be written about the West,
its widely-recognized authenticity, found-
ed on the author’'s own personal ex-
periences as a traveler of that route,
gave America a shot in the arm, a stimu-
lant that set in motion countless cara-
vans wheeling toward a westering sun.

Although it dealt in greater part with
the Indians along the way, it is never-
theless something of a “Bible” to those
students of western history who like
their facts hard and cold. For the past
100 years it has served as a textbook on
the American Indian and his old way of
life.

PARKMAN was riding alone that morn-

ing when his eyesight was so bad,
having taken a short cut to Fort Laramie
while his traveling companions sought
out a herd of buffaloes reported to be
in the vicinity. Only his apparent cool
disregard of the Sioux saved his life.
The war party, already under observa-
tion by a Fort Laramie scout, was seen
soon after fleeing south as if pursued by
evil spirits.

Shortly after he unknowingly passed
the Indians, Parkman was joined in his
ride to Fort Laramie by John Hathaway,
the trail scout who had him under ob-
servation. (For the record, I would like
the privilege of stating here that John
Hathaway, some forty-seven years later,
was to become my great-grandfather.
Handed down to me over the years were
tales of their lasting friendship, so that
now as I take up the Parkman saga,
115 years and four-and-a-half genera-
tions later, I feel a certain affinity for
the man, almost as if we were old, old
friends.)

John Hathaway was characteristically
immodest, yet honest, when he said of
Parkman years later, “He was the most
interesting man I ever met on the trail;
for one who had been in the West but
a few months, he knew the American

Indian better than I did, and I thought
I knew everything about Indians.”

Both men were the same age, twenty-
three, hardly adults under today’s human
timetable, but already they were stand-
outs in their chosen professions.

Although in his book, Parkman made
few references to his illness, he was so
sick at Fort Laramie that his friend and
traveling companion, Quincy A. Shaw,
urged him to turn back. Of that time he
later wrote:

“I had been slightly ill for several
weeks, but on the third night after reach-
ing Fort Laramie a violent pain woke
me, and I found myself attacked by the
same disorder that occasioned such heavy
losses to the Army of the Rio Grande
(dysentery). In a day-and-a-half I was
reduced to extreme weakness, so that I
could not walk without pain and effort
. . .. I resolved to throw myself upon
Providence for recovery, using, without
regard to the disorder, any portion of
strength that might remain to me.” He
made no mention of the attacks of blind-
ness which were plaguing him at the
time, apparently preferring to ignore
them as something that would quickly
pass.

FRANCIS PARKMAN was born Sep-

tember 26, 1823, in Boston, the son of
the Reverend and Caroline Parkman. His
grandfather, Samuel Parkman, had be-
come one of the richest merchants of
that era and it was Francis’ share of
this fortune, said to have been about
$150,000, that enabled him to finance so
many of his writing enterprises.

At the time of his graduation from
Harvard, he was far from robust. He
tried in the Harvard gym, and on nu-
merous hiking trips, to build up his
physique so that he might endure the
hardships of wilderness travel. But he
overdid it and went to Europe for a rest.
The trip did not help him.

When he came home, he decided to
study law and give up his western trip,
but the fever of exploration burned with-
in him and after receiving his law de-

Ft. Laramie, Wyoming. as it appeared before Francis Parkman’s first visit there.
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gree, he set about making his plans, hope-
ful that the venture would restore his
health.

Long before he and Shaw reached St.
Louis, Francis realized that he was in
no physical condition to endure hard
travel, yet he would not give up. Symp-
toms of some of the ailments that would
plague him for the rest of his life mani-
fested themselves from day to day, one
attack seeming to bring on another. One
day, partly blind, the next day suffering
stomach pains and hampered by a throb-
bing headache, he had only a few days
during the entire trip when he actually
felt well.

His first really serious affliction was
temporary blindness. He discovered one
morning while in St. Louis that he could
not see his hands before him.

“It must be something you ate,” Shaw
told him. “Lie down for a while. It'll
pass.”

When hours later his sight returned
to almost normal he was deliriously hap-

Py

It was on April 28, 1846, that Park-
man and Shaw, who had been roommates
at Harvard, set out on the journey west.
Parkman financed the expedition from
his inheritance.

Two days out there was a recurrent
surge of the “blind staggers” as Shaw
called them. “Hadn’t we better turn
back,” he urged, “before it's too late?
There are no doctors where we're going.”

“It will pass,” Parkman insisted. ‘“Man,

Left, Oglala Sioux girls playing with toy teepees. Right, Oglala dancers.

Parkman lived with the Og-
lala Sioux, studying their
way of life in order to write
about it. The woman shown
here is preparing a buffalo
hide, stretched on a frame.
These and similar scenes at-
tracted Parkman’s attention.

Smithsonian Institution
Bureau of American Ethnology

do you realize this is the fulfillment of
my dreams. How can I turn back now ?”

They went by boat along the Mis-
souri River as far as the border between
Missouri and Kansas, where they hired
a French-Canadian guide named Henry
Chatillon, whom Parkman never tired of
praising. They crossed a corner of Kan-
sas and the whole of Nebraska without
serious incident and arrived in Wyoming
in about two months. Parkman described
this portion of the trip in his book, re-
citing many amusing incidents that make
good reading, yet at no time were there
any real problems.

Fort Laramie was a post of the Amer-
ican Fur Company, for whom my great-
grandfather, mentioned earlier, served as
guide and trapper. Parkman insisted that
he accompany them on west but Hatha-
way declined, fearful that if he accepted
he would not be able to return to Illinois
that fall for his wedding, scheduled for
late November. It was a decision he was
long to regret, for had he gone with
Parkman, he still would have been back
in time for the wedding and he would
have earned enduring fame as one of the
writer’s companions.

Although Parkman did not mention
Hathaway by name in his book, referring
to him only as “R” for Rusty, the name
by which travelers knew him best, they
did exchange letters over a period of
four or five years, about twenty in all,
which are now owned by various private
collectors.

The illness which beset the author at
Fort Laramie was to plague him for
weeks, yet it did not prevent him from
moving in with the Oglala tribe to learn
how Indians lived. The heart of his
Oregon Trail is concerned with the ar-
duous time he spent in an endeavor to
achieve this experience. He gave to the
Indians all the presents he had brought
with him and so earned their admiration
that the chief urged him to take the
prettiest girl of the tribe as his own.

“You can’t insult a chief,”” Parkman
later told Shaw, who during this interval
remained in Fort Laramie, “so I shared
the same buffalo robe with her at night
and bribed her to say that I had per-
formed my duties as a husband, though
I assure you, my skeptical friend, I did
nothing of the sort.”

During this sojourn with the Indians,
Parkman ate the flesh of dogs and rode
with the Oglalas after buffalo, although
at times he could scarcely stay in the
saddle. He joined in their rough games
of skill, doing all the things that no man
in his weakened condition should have
done, for to reveal his illness to the In-
dians would no doubt have resulted in
his quick expulsion from the tribe.

HE NET result of Parkman’s observa-

tions was far from being a romantic
description of Indian life. Had he re-
mained with them for a shorter time, he
told Shaw, he perhaps would have seen
less of the filth and ugliness that was so
prevalent. However, when they moved
camp, as they frequently did to keep
up with the constantly shifting buffalo
herds, he moved with them. He watched
their love-making, listened to their fam-
ily bickerings, observed them in idleness
and studied their daily habits, becoming
the first white man ever to write so
intimately about the mysteries of the
American Indian.

What were the Plains Indians like be-
fore they were herded together on reser-
vations? This question he answered so
thoroughly that today high schools and
colleges everywhere use his books for
reference. Every public library carries
a card reference in its ‘“Par” file bearing
the name Parkman.

But all was not filth and ugliness in
the Indian camps. Parkman found the
Indians to be honest within the frame-
work of their established society. They
might steal mules from their enemies but
anything of value left around an Indian
camp was safe. Each respected the

(Continued on page 50)
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An Indian’s version

of the

Wounded Knee Massacre
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Burying the dead after the battle of Wounded Knee.

Doomed Men from Cherry Creek

By PAUL HIGH BACHK as told to JOHN WILLIAMSON

Ed Bartholomew Photos

Editor’s Note: In the March-April, 1961, issue of TRUE WEST we presented Hugh
McGinnis’ firsthand account of his participation as a U. S. soldier in the Wounded
Knee Massacre of 1890. While corroborating the data in that article, we were for-
tunate enough to run across the following account, related by Paul High Back, a
Minnecomjou Sioux who also was present and, like McGinnis, was wounded in the
melee at Pine Ridge. In order that you. our readers, be given a complete account of
the battle as it was viewed from both sides of the fence, we decided to “follow up”
our April "Wounded Knee Massacre” story with Paul High Back’s account below.

THIS STORY was told by Paul High

Back, a member of the Big Foot
band of Minneconjou Sioux who grew
up in the Cherry Creek area of the Chey-
enne River Reservation and went down
with Big Foot and his band in late De-
cember, 1890. It was told in the Sioux
language on September 8, 1940, nearly
fifty years after the event, to John B.
Williamson at Pine Ridge, on the oc-
casion of the Dakota Presbytery Meeting
at that place that fall. It took nearly
four hours, from 8:00 P.M. until nearly
midnight, in the telling.

Paul had come to the Mission Meeting
from the Poplar Indian Agency in Mon-
tana, where he was an Elder in the Pres-
byterian Church. He was a tall, slender
man, with a slight stoop. He spoke only
Sioux but very plainly and directly. He
rolled up his sleeve and trouser leg to
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show Mr. Williamson the twisted scars
of the bullet wounds he had received
nearly a half century before. His story
so impressed Mr. Williamson that he
wrote it out in longhand the next morn-
ing while it was fresh and alive in his
memory. Paul High Back at the time
seemed to be in splendid health but with-
in the following year he died.

MY FOLKS lived along Cherry Creek
and were members of Big Foot’s
(Sitanka Os’Page) band. The Ghost
Dance had been going on at Pine Ridge
for some time. Messengers were sent
from them to our reservation and also
to the Standing Rock Reservation farther
north to explain the dance and try to
get others to join in the new religion.
“Quite a few became interested and
started dancing, among them those at

Sitting Bull’s camp on the Grand River
and those in the Cherry Creek band
where I lived. After the fight in Sitting
Bull’s camp, during which he was killed,
his followers became alarmed. They were
afraid the soldiers would come and kill
them all, so they scattered and most of
them came south to our settlement on
Cherry Creek. We did not know any-
thing about the fight until they came;
their coming made us all afraid and we
concluded we had better go to Pine Ridge
Reservation where the rest of the Ghost
Dancers were congregating:

“We did not go with any idea of try-
ing to fight the soldiers or to make any
trouble. We went because we were afraid
and did not want to be alone. We wanted
to be together. So we left our homes and
started for Pine Ridge. There was quite

(Continued on page 58)
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Reprinted from FAMOUS GUNS FROM FAMOUS COLLECTIONS FB#331
Fawcett Publications, copyright 1957

Above, the rifle at the bottom is a fine example of an early Sharps.
Below, E. Duane Stone of Wichita, Kansas, displays his Sharps rifle.

The Gun Report

The stunning firepower
of Christian Sharps’
newest invention and
the fact that cavalrymen
could reload on the gallc
made the Sharps rifle
one of the most important
developments in the
taming of the frontier.

NWARDLY, Brevet Lieutenant Colonel
Edward J. Steptoe must have boiled
as he plotted revenge against the north-
west Indians who had so recently sent
his troops limping home licking their
wounds. He was scheming now with
Colonel George Wright, also of the U. S.
9th Infantry. It was 1858—about two
years after Steptoe had built the new
frontier fort at Walla Walla, Washington
Territory.

They read the letter again from John
Owens, Special Indian Agent to the Flat-
head Indian Nation, Washington Terri-
tory. It was dated July 11 from Colville
and directed to J. W. Nesmith, Super-
intendent of Indian Affairs.

“Nothing but the war cry, day and
night, from one end of valley to the
other is heard. Indians painted like
demons, with United States revolvers
concealed under their blankets, meet
you at every turn. Not until a very
serious demonstration is made upon
them will life and property be safe
here. .. .”

The Indians who blocked the military’s
control of the Northwest region were
composed in part of Spokanes, Coeur
d’Alenes, Palouses, Yakimas, Nez Perce
and some Flatheads. The Yakimas were
especially ‘“insolent,” having murdered
miners who attempted to operate in their
territories. By trading or by capture,
they had acquired Hudson’s Bay muskets
and other ‘“trade” guns of the muzzle-
loading type, which were capable of kill-
ing a man a hundred yards away. Other
warriors were equally skilled with bow
and arrow and ambushing tactics. They
had a right to be confident. The white
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This Old Sharps is owned by Bob Tedmon of Fort Collins, Colorado.

man’s army was not much better
equipped.

An old sergeant, describing their arms,
wrote, “Troops C and E have musketoon
muzzle-loaders—short 22-inch barrels
with swivel ramrods and big-mouthed.
Like a garrison soldier. And not much
better. They load them with what they
call ‘buck and ball’. Cartridge case is
paper-container; holds one large lead
ball and three buckshot. Couldn’t kill a
rooster across the barnyard. . . .”

Besides the guns, officers and non-
coms carried sabres. ‘Indians a mile
away can tell how big the command is
by the sound of the jingling,” facetiously
said another soldier. A few had pistols.

Buffalo hunters and other ‘“pros” of
the day used Springfields. Both soldier
and hunter longed for a different rifle—
one with more power and long-range pre-
cision.

After the close of the Mexican War,
then a decade past, many U. S. soldiers
had been put to work chasing Indians
on the Rogue River and elsewhere.

The Dragoons were proud soldiers.
Their name was derived from an ancient
European short musket whose muzzle
was shaped like a dragon’s head. The
crest on the helmet of these mounted
troops of the Middle Ages also was a
dragon. It had been tough for the Amer-
ican Dragoons to be defeated by a primi-
tive wild man—especially since he had
used the white man’s own rifle.

But at last things looked brighter for
Colonel Steptoe’s men, thanks to an in-
genious inventor who turned his talents
to gun design and manufacture.

May-June, 1961

0

By K. D. CURTIS

CHRISTIAN Sharps, a New Jerseyite

who lived from 1811 to 1874, patented
his invention for a falling breech block
in 1848. In 1854 he withdrew from the
Sharps Rifle Manufacturing Company in
Hartford and moved to Philadelphia. Pri-
or to 1852 Sharps guns were made in
small quantities by different firms—such
as the Massachusetts Arms Company and
Robbins & Lawrence of Windsor, Ver-
mont. His first guns are thought to have
been made under contract by A. S.
Nippes.

A year before Colonels Steptoe and
Wright were scheming their revenge
against Indians, Christian Sharps had
joined with Nathan H. Bolles and Ira
B. Eddy in erecting a factory to turn out
Sharps breech-loading, self-priming pis-
tols and Sharps rifles. (It was the same
firm that in 1863 combined with the
William C. Hankins rifle factory to form
Sharps & Hankin, which subsequently
moved to Philadelphia after the Civil
War.)

The two Army commanders were plot-
ting a walloping surprise for the Oregon
frontier. Their gimmick was based on
such Army correspondence as this letter
from Isaacs I. Stevens, commander of a
western outpost: “The Sharps rifles is-
sued for the service of the exploration
under my charge proved excellent and
reliable arms. They can be used on horse-
back at full speed. The limited number
in our hands served to increase our
numbers. . . .”

And this report came from the Chief
of Ordnance at West Point, Colonel H. K.
Craig, on July 17, 1858: “In February,
1853, Sharps carbines were issued to the

The Gun Report

Dragoons as experimental arms, and sub-
sequently these arms have been sup-
plied to the Second Regiment of the
Dragoons and sent forward to the First
Regiment. Those for California were
shipped in January and February last.
Recently, by direction of the Secretary of
War, Colt's pistol-carbine (being pistols
with stocks to be attached or removed
at pleasure) were issued for five compa-
nies of the Second Dragoons, on a requi-
sition of Brevet Colonel May. . . .”

As early as 1850, an Army Board at
the Washington Arsenal had recommend-
ed full field trials for Sharps rifles.

When Colonel George Wright took the
570 regulars of the 9th Infantry out on
the punitive expedition he had mapped
with Brevet Lieutenant Colonel Steptoe,
the First Dragoons carried the new
Sharps breech-loading carbines, plus sa-
bres. Infantry companies and ‘“foot sol-
diers” (this possibly included thirty-nine
Nez Percé Indian scouts) carried new
Springfield .58 calibre, long-range rifles.
These shot the Minie ball—a hollow-based
bullet packed with a “powder cup” more
capable of killing a man at a longer dis-
tance than most rifles. The 3rd Artillery
Company towed two mountain howitzers.
The few sidearms were probably Colt’s
.44 calibre, two-and-a-half pound Army
revolver.

Supporting the soldiers were 100 ci-
vilians and 800 animals, with supplies
for some thirty-eight days. It was a
dangerous autumn—the grass was dry
enough to be “fired” by the canny In-
dians, and not green enough to sustain
animals without supplementary food.

(Continued on page 62)
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onesome Charley

Soft-spoken Charley Reynolds was one of the Army’s finest scouts.
He could have remained behind when Custer lit out for the Little
Big Horn, but this was the one campaign he wasn't going to miss!

HARLEY,” Grant Marsh said, ‘“you
know you don’t have to go. It’s go-
ing to be a damn hard march down the
Rosebud and you couldn’t do much fight-
ing anyway with that bad hand of yours.
Mitch Bouyer’s going along and they’ll
make it all right.”

“I'd sure stay, Captain,” was the soft
reply, “but I've been getting ready for
this campaign for two years and TI'd
rather be dead than miss it.”

Charley Reynolds went along on that
campaign he had been waiting for, all
right, but he didn’t make it back because
the year was 1876 and the man he was
scouting for was George Armstrong Cus-
ter.

HEvery age has its men who were born
either too late or too soon. Charley
Reynolds was one of those who were born
too late. He was born to be a mountain
man, born to ride the plains and climb
the mountains in the advance of civiliza-
tion before other men came to them. He
belonged to that race of giants who
trapped the beaver and fought the Sioux
with flintlocks and muzzle-loaders. He
wasn’t meant to come along afterward
to mop up after other men, to clean up
an already defeated Indian nation and
help finish off the once numberless buf-
falo herds.

He was born to ride with the likes of
Jim Bridger and Kit Carson and Jim
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Beckworth. The men who came later,
Custer and the others, were strong men
and brave, all right, but it wasn’'t the
same. They didn’t get there first. For
that was what Charley Reynolds was
born to do—get there first. He never did,
but he made an awfully good try.

CHARLEY was in his early thirties in
1876. He was born in Illinois and
sometime after his mother died, he went
with his father and brothers to Atchison
County, Kansas. In 1859, Charley hitched
a ride with an emigrant train heading
west. He wound up at Fort Kearney,
Nebraska, about as far west as civili-
zation dared poke its nose at that time.
There he met an old trapper named
Green who invited him to go along on a
trapping expedition.

Fifteen-year-old Charley jumped at the
chance and followed Green up and down
the Platte and into Colorado, hunting and
trapping and learning things that would
come in very handy in later years. They
got as far as Middle Park, Colorado,
where Green discovered the body of an
Indian woman on a tree scaffold. He
pulled it down and set his traps around
it, using the corpse for wolf bait. This
was too much for Charley; when they
made it back to civilized country, he dis-
solved the partnership.

He went back to Kansas at the start

By WILL PRICE

Mlustrated by Dave Kinney

of the Civil War and joined a Kansas
regiment, serving mainly as a scout.
After the war he returned home, but he
had the taste of the West in his blood.
The old instinct of the mountain man
was beginning to show itself.

First he teamed up with a fellow nam-
ed Walmsey on a trading trip to south-
western Kansas. They were jumped by
Indians and Walmsey was killed. Char-
ley fled to a wolfer’s dugout and held
them off until dark when he managed to
escape. He wintered in Santa Fe that
year.

During the next few years, Charley,
now back North, spent his time hunting
and scouting for the army in western
Kansas and Colorado. He often worked
with another scout, a man named Cody.
Buffalo Bill, many years later, ranked
Charley among the best as a hunter and
scout. He said Charley ‘“was a fine man,
unassuming, gentle, and brave to a fault.”

Many men ranked Charley as one of
the best scouts ever $een on the frontier.
He was Custer’s chief of scouts for
nearly three years. Before that he was a
buffalo hunter, trader, trapper and meat
hunter for the army.

Charley Reynolds was a loner—prob-
ably more so than any other man of his
time. He much preferred his own com-
pany to that of others and was rather
withdrawn and hard to make friends
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with. But once he was your friend, he
was your friend for life.

George Bird Grinnell, the famous eth-
nologist and writer who knew Charley

in 1874-5, wrote, “His quiet, self-con-
tained manner, his gentleness, his brav-
ery, and his wonderful knowledge of all
that pertained to the hunting and war
of his |[day, made Charley Reynolds a
man to be remarked by all who came in
contact with him. He was emphatically
a gentle man, a brave soldier, a true
friend.”

The next few years, the early ’70s,
Charley supplied the army posts along
the Dakota Missouri with meat—it seem-
ed to him that there was a new one every
year—and his prowess as a hunter spread
over the frontier. Before long, “Reynold’s
luck” was as far-famed as ‘“Custer’s
luck.” White men recognized that it was
his skill in tracking and shooting that
brought such good results, but the su-
perstitious Gros Ventres at Fort Bert-
hold Agency considered it something else.

That winter the ground was thickly
blanketed with snow and the Gros Ven-
tres found it difficult to get enough meat
to ward off hunger. Charley, hunting
with a young Arikara half-breed, Peter
Beauchamp, found a herd of eight elk
near the Little Missouri and bagged them
all.

He dressed them out, loaded them on

May-June, 1961

his wagon, and went back to the Agency.
When he arrived, the Gros Ventres, not
often in a joyful mood anyway, gathered
around his wagon as he went inside the
trading post, muttering to each other
about how one man could have such good
fortune and a white man at that! Then
young Beauchamp saw a chance to have
some fun.

SAY, boys,” he said, “The-Man-Who-

Never-Goes-Out-For-Nothing has a
medicine bottle.” The Gros Ventres flock-
ed to him. “He found the elk trail and
he took out a little black bottle from a
secret pocket and sprinkled something
on the trail. Then we sat down and wait-
ed and the elk came back on their trail
and he shot them.” Then Beauchamp
stepped back to watch the fun.

Nearly fifty Indians gathered around
the door to the trading post and called
for Charley to come outside. He did, still
carrying his rifle, and asked what they
wanted. They demanded that he give
them his medicine bottle for they were
starving and they said if he didn’t give
it to them they would kill him. Beau-
champ, his smile gone, beat a hasty path
around the corner.

Charley said that he didn’t have any
medicine bottle and didn’t know what
they were talking about. Two of them
stepped up to his horses, still in harness,

and pulled out their knives and threatened
to do a little damage if he didn’t hand
it over. Charley raised his rifle to his hip
and said, “The first one of you that
touches one of my horses is dead.” He
swung his rifle across the others and
added, “That goes for all of you.” The
Gros Ventres pulled back fast and slunk
away. Some of them vowed to avenge
themselves on this terrible hunter.

Charley called to the Arikaras stand-
ing nearby who had taken no part in
the trouble and gave them some of the
meat. The rest of the elk had to go to the
soldiers, whether Charley liked it or not.

He scouted for the army during the
summer expeditions and, in 1873, was
employed to scout for the Stanley Expedi-
tion up the Yellowstone River.

That survey not only showed the
Northern Pacific where they could best
build their railroad, it brought together
three men who were to die before the
N.P. could build its railroad—Charley
Reynolds; Bloody Knife, a young Arikara
scout; and George Custer, lieutenant
colonel commanding the Seventh Caval-
ry, which was escorting the surveying
party.

Custer and Charley became -close
friends and often rode together far ahead
of the main column. There were a few
brushes with Indians but the one im-

(Continued on page 60)
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Fig Tree John

The chief of the Agua Dulce clan was living in a crude jacal
on the shore of Salton Sea when the first Spanish settlers
came to the Colorado desert. He was still there in 1927--
a legendary figure bheloved by all who knew him.

G TREE JOHN, a Cahuilla Indian,

was living on the shores of the Sal-
ton Sea when Americans first came to
California, and he was there until 1927
when he died of influenza. He was 137
years old by his own calculations. That
he actually was somewhere well over a
hundred, has been pretty well established
by historians.

Although he became a tourist attrac-
tion, Fig Tree John resented the inroads
of the white man until the day he died,
regarding those who came to photo-
graph him as trespassers upon his tribal
hunting grounds. During the latter years
of his life he was the most photographed
Indian in southern California.

Fig Tree was a Cahuilla Indian, a
member of the clan commonly known as
the Agua Dulces, the native name of
which was Wantcinakak Tamianawitcem.

By HARRY C. JAMES

Fig Tree, himself, preferred to be
known by the Spanish name of Juanita
Razén, and he insisted that it was Jua-
nite and not Juanito. Early survey par-
ties into Coachella Valley found Fig
Tree and his family living in an arrow-
weed jacal-type house at a spring near
the Salton Sea. In some way he had ob-
tained cuttings of the black California
Mission fig and had planted them around
the spring, where they grew well. These
fig trees and his Spanish first name,
Juanita, were responsible for his being
dubbed, “Fig Tree John.”

Fig Tree's son, known to the whites
of the region as Johnny Mack and some-
times as Young Fig Tree John, claimed
that his father had been born near the
spring which came to bear his name.
Although the Southern Pacific Railroad
had been granted ownership of the sec-

Desert Magazine

Fig Tree John and his wife in their buggy.
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tion of land where Fig Tree lived, it nev-
er questioned his right to occupy it. In
fact, when the Colorado River was
brought through in 1905 to re-flood the
Salton Sea, the railroad let Fig Tree
reap a financial harvest by salvaging
ties from the flooded railroad and sell-
ing them to the ranchers around Mecca,
who badly needed good fence posts.

As more -and more people came into
Coachella Valley, Fig Tree began to fear
that he might lose his land. Armed with
an ancient Winchester, which had lost
some of the parts essential to its ever
actually being fired, the old man as-
sumed a most belligerent attitude and
ordered all trespassers off his property.
On account of this, he was rated a pret-
ty tough character.

However, those who knew him best
did not feel this way about him. Cornelia
B. White of Palm Springs once made a
long desert trip with him and found
him to be a most trustworthy individual,
as well as an excellent guide. There are
many stories, too, of his kindness on oc-
casions to both whites and Indians who
staggered into his oasis, suffering from
thirst and other discomforts which even
today can be incident to desert travel.

Most of the white settlers around
Mecca were fond of the old man. When
he could no longer make hunting trips
into the Santa Rosa Mountains or se-
cure adequate food from desert plants or
from his own garden, they were more
than generous in trading with him. For
the melons, figs, etc., which he grew with
considerable success they made liberal
exchange in the form of flour, sugar,
and coffee. They shared his pride in the
early-ripening figs which for a long time
brought him financial return.

FIG TREE always had a string of
horses and was a shrewd horse trad-
er. With the proceeds realized from the
sale of a horse to some passing pros-
pector, he and his wife rode horseback
to the general store at Mecca. There he
made his purchases carefully, item by
item, and not infrequently he paid for
them with native gold dust or small
nuggets. This gave rise to the belief
that he had a secret gold mine in the
Santa Rosas. Even today an occasional
(Continued on page 49)
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By WILLIAM B. FORBES

FOR 100 years the Crazy Woman Mine

of Colorado has been lost and it may
stay lost for another 100 unless George
C. Fallon, a Denver insurance man,
makes good his threat to find it this
summer. Now sixty-two, Fallon believes
he has a few good years left, but he
doesn’t want to end them as quickly as
his father did, so this will be his last
trip into the Colorado wilderness. This
time he should come closer to finding
what he is after for from eleven previous
attempts, he has gathered sufficient
knowledge of the country to help him
him pinpoint this lost ledge.

Fallon’s father, William C., spent twen-
ty-three years looking for the mine but
his last expedition ended in 1926 when
he was stricken with a heart attack
while in the field. He died in 1931.

Publisher Joe Austell Small of TRUE
WEST and FRONTIER TIMES sent me
to Colorado to get the facts about the
lost Crazy Woman. In all of my news-
paper experience back over the years
I have never enjoyed any assignment
quite so much. I left my home with
tongue in cheek, firmly convinced that
I would accomplish nothing, for I have
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Ingredients

for solving

the mystery
of :

the lost

Fazy woman
mine

“That night as he lay asleep, she crawled to his rifle.”

always been under the impression that
lost mine stories are a dollar a carload.

I am happy to say, however, that not
all of them are just tall tales. This one
undoubtedly is authentic. The discovery
of a rich gold ledge was made, and to
this very day it’s lying covered up some-
where in an area of perhaps 300 to 400
square miles. It may never again be
found, except by accident—the way it
was found originally. Sheep Mountain
in southern Gunnison County is the start-
ing point.

Why this rich find has not been re-
discovered in the 100 years that have
passed since Ira Tucker’s pick struck
gold is understandable when you learn
the story. Besides being in a vast country,
the only person who could have gone
back to it was the woman whose fear
of the mountains and wilderness ren-
dered her incapable of remembering the
way back. She was not only confused
but half-insane over having had to kill
a. man—her own husband—because her
life had been threatened.

To tell the story properly we must go
back to the beginning—early May of
1859.

May-June, 1961

GEORGE Cyre and his wife Dora, from

Independence, Missouri, were living
in Gregory Gulch (now Central City)
where he was employed as a printer on
the Gold Reporter, a weekly newspaper.
Cyre was about thirty years old, his
wife twenty-two. The Gold Reporter fared
badly and its hand press was moved in
early 1860 to Golden to print the Western
Mountaineer. Cyre and his wife went
along.

Cyre was a drinking man and one
night he was knifed to death in a saloon
row.

The widow waited only a month be-
fore taking another husband, a forty-
year-old jackass prospector who sweet-
talked her into accompanying him to a
mining claim he had staked out far
back in the mountains. He was running
a drift in the hope of cutting an ore
vein, signs of which he had found on
the surface.

Dora Tucker soon discovered that she
had made an unpromising marriage. Her
new husband had a bad temper and when
they were alone together in the moun-
tains where she had no one to turn to,
she was practically his slave. The first

time he struck her during a quarrel,
she threatened to leave him.

“Just try leaving me and see how far
you get!” he replied. “You wouldn’t get
out of these mountains alive.” He had
bragged that he had many friends among
the Ute Indians and that they were sub-
ject to his beck and call. The inference
was, apparently, that the Indians would
waylay her should she attempt to leave,
an arrangement he said he had made
with one of the chiefs he knew.

Cowed temporarily, Mrs. Tucker con-
tinued to live under conditions that few
women could have endured.

And then Tucker made his big strike.
He came in from the tunnel late one
afternoon bearing pieces of quartz shot
full of gold. “I've struck the vein!” he
cried happily. “Now we’re rich, Dora.
We’ll go places and see the world!” He
told her that the strike he had made was
one of the richest in Colorado. The ore,
he estimated, would run $3,000 to the
short ton or better.

But there were problems. To extract
the gold from the ore, it would have to
be processed in a stamp mill, and there
wasn’t a stamp mill or smelter within
200 miles. To get the ore out of the
mountains over very rough terrain would
be impossible except on mule back. A
wagon road would be needed, costing
many thousands of dollars. While it would
be sensible to take the ore out with mules
and realize a huge profit from the ven-
ture, a wagon road would speed up op-
erations. Tucker had in mind a company
in Denver which bought up promising
mining properties for cash. He thought
that if he developed the strike by driv-
ing the tunnel deeper to expose more of
the ore, he would get a better price for
it.

“I will work on it this summer and
then in the fall I will go to Denver and
make arrangements for a representative
to come and look at it,”” he told his un-
happy bride. He did not want to announce
the strike immediately for fear that it
would cause a stampede. The ore was so
rich that Mrs. Tucker had difficulty lift-
ing half a flour sack full of the rock.

The ledge was remote from the lanes
of travel and the possibility of anyone’s
stumbling upon it, Tucker said, was un-
likely.

Tucker told her he had accidentally
come upon the outcroppings of the ledge
while looking for a horse that had stray-
ed. He termed it blind luck.

Mrs. Tucker liked the thought of be-
coming rich but the privation, the hard
living and the loneliness of the moun-
tains, coupled with Tucker’s mean streak,
got her down. She began to think of
leaving him, gold or no gold, but always
she faced the same problem. Brought up
in the city, she was confused and fright-
ened by the rough country. She would
never be able to find her way out. And
then there were the Indians.

Their relationship worsened until she
could not stand living with him any
longer. She decided to make a break for
it.

Saddling one of the two horses one
morning after Tucker had gone to his
tunnel for the day, she stuffed a flour
sack with provisions and set out, travel-
ing toward the rising sun.

Her horse threw a shoe before the day
was over and she was in trouble. The
animal went lame; that evening she
camped at a water hole and released the
animal to graze, thinking it would not
stray far from camp. The next morning

(Continued on page 40)
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By ERNEST JONES

THE LITTLE man whose picture domi-
nates the walls of the Palestine, Tex-
as, police station died with his boots on
seventy years ago, but his name and
reputation for fearless law enforcement
still lives in the red hills. During fourteen
hectic years as town marshal, Christo-
pher Columbus Rogers killed many men,
most of them in self-defense.

I first heard about Chris Rogers when,
as a small boy, I heard my mother re-
late, from intimate knowledge, how he
tracked down night riders who had per-
petrated a gory crime.

The son of “Uncle Billy” Rogers, An-
derson County’s third sheriff, was born
on a farm, attended school in Palestine
and, at the age of fifteen, joined the Con-
federate Army. His first police duty was
guarding Yankee prisoners of war at
Tyler, Texas.
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The reader will have to decide

if Rogers was a killer or a lawman,
but one thing is certain —

his friends and his foes had to live

by the same rules!

The first man Chris killed was the
carpetbagger town marshal of Palestine
when Negro troops were attempting to
rule the town under martial law, follow-
ing the death of Abraham Lincoln. Chris
was a typesetter then for his brother-in-
law, Colonel James W. Ewing, on The
Trinity Advocate in Palestine.

Dan Cary, the marshal, had insulted
the boy printer, who had licked John H.
Morrison, a big wheel in the ruling po-
litical clique, in a fist-fight.

About that time, the conquered South
discovered the magic of bedsheets and
pillow slips. When Negroes traipsed out
to a gun factory at Mound Prairie, north
of Palestine, for rendezvous with their
self-appointed advisers from the North,
they were frightened by ghostly riders
in white robes carrying torches, who
dashed out of the pine forest on panting
steeds.

At their print shop, Colonel Ewing and
his help kept to their news-knitting, but
Marshal Cary, mindful that young Rogers
had become a hero in the eyes of the
native whites by beating Morrison, set
out to make an example of the youth.

When they met on the street, Cary
again barked insults, but this time Chris
did not turn away, as he had before.
Facing the marshal, he returned the in-
sults, and his gray eyes held the big
man until Dan Cary’s hand clutched for
his gun. Too late! Cary slumped to the
boardwalk in a welter of his own blood.

With amazing coolness, while a crowd
gathered, boyish Chris thrust a smoking
weapon back in its armpit holster and
walked away. The reign of the carpet-
baggers in Anderson County, Texas, had
ended.

Friends prevailed on Rogers to leave
town until the trouble could blow over,
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fearing Yankee reprisals. Chris found
asylum in Tyler, where he opened a sa-
loon. He cultivated drooping mustachios,
courtly manners and the wardrobe of a
dandy.

Mose Remington, a business rival,
thought the young dandy was a fop, and
undertook to pull him down a buttonhole
or two. The result was that Remington
was shot to death. When a Smith County
jury heard the evidence, it acquitted
Rogers of murder on grounds of self-
defense.

PALESTINE became a roaring railhead

boom town with the coming of the
International & Great Northern Rail-
road. When Chris returned home in 1873,
he found the red clay stained with blood.
Saloons, bawdy houses and gambling
rooms seethed with jostling, bearded im-
migrants attempting to prove they were
as tough as Texas.

No one except Chris Rogers wanted
the job of taming ‘Texas’ toughest
town.” He was elected city marshal in
the 1874 Spring election, and immedi-
ately set out to “cure or kill” lawless-
ness.

The new marshal’s medicine soon
spread his fame. Those with reputations
as gunslicks came from all quarters
to meet this cool-eyed little lawman.

A shrewd judge of men by instinct,
Chris could tell at a glance whether a
troublesome character had to be killed.
During that period, he waited for an ad-
versary to draw first. It was a dan-
gerous practice, but he never lost a gun-
fight.

Night riders, who had waged an in-
spired crusade against oppression, unfor-
tunately did not cease riding when car-
petbaggers fled. Some secret groups
degenerated into lawlessness and suc-
cumbed to the leadership of violent men
who hated all authority.

Such a group murdered Dr. R. P. Gray-
son and his wife in their home near the
old Toni Indian village site on the night of
April 23, 1878. Dr. Grayson, a physician,
had come from the North to serve set-
tlers in the pine-clad sand hills of south-
eastern Anderson County. While he cared
for the sick, his capable wife, with the
help of Negro retainers, operated a store,
a grist mill and a cotton gin on a small
stream near their home. It was a lucra-
tive family partnership.

Late at night, a voice called to Doctor
Grayson from the sandy public road. A
woman in a camp up the road suddenly
had been stricken ill. Would the doctor
come ?

Grayson shouted to his stable boy,
“Saddle my horse.” Dressing hurriedly,
the doctor found his saddle-bags and
stepped out the front door. A fusillade
from a half-dozen weapons sent more
than fifty buckshot slugs tearing through
his body. Grayson fell dead on the step.

The assassins stepped over his body
and shot Mrs. Grayson to death in her
bed. The Grayson baby, sleeping in its
wooden crib, and a little boy, who hid
under a bed, escaped harm. The boy
lived to tell his story from a witness
stand.

The young Negro stable boy escaped
on the doctor’s fine horse and rode
straight to Palestine to tell Marshal
Chris Rogers. At dawn, when a small
group of farmers, shocked to silence by
what they found, gathered at the scene
of the crime, Rogers was there. None
questioned his leadership of the investi-
gation.
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W. R. (Billy) Rogers, third sheriff of Anderson County and father of Chris Rogers.

Chris deputized men he knew could
be trusted, and set one deputy on each
of five trails leading away from the
spot where the night riders had parted.

“One man in that band of killers is a
coward,” Chris said. “See that tree in
front of the house? Well, when the
others fired the volley that laid Dr.
Grayson low, this coward blasted a hole
in the trunk of that tree. And his tracks
faltered. He’d walk first on one side,
then on the other of his group. I'm going
after that coward. When I find him, he’ll
turn state’s evidence.”

The little marshal did not rest until
he had tracked down his man—until, in-
deed, seven men had been arrested. And,
as Chris had predicted, when the seven
were arraigned before Justice of the Peace
J. R. Palmer in Palestine, one of their
number—who said he had fired into the
tree trunk in a desperate effort to avoid
participation in the murders—turned
state’s evidence.

Roland Rucker, a handsome and cyni-
cal young man, was the leader of the

killers. He was condemned to be hanged,
and others of the group received stiff
sentences. Rucker boasted he would nev-
er be executed.

At dawn on the day set for the hang-
ing, the special guard on duty outside
Rucker’s cell in the Anderson County
jail awakened Roland, who asked that he
be allowed to nap ten minutes more. The
guard agreed, but when he looked in again,
Roland was bleeding to death from slash-
ed wrists. He died soon after a doctor
arrived, and thus made good his boast
that he would cheat the gallows.

CHRISTOPHER Columbus Rogers gain-
ed fame and enemies for his role in
solving the Grayson murders. Subsequent
events fanned animosities against Chris.
Only the marshal witnessed the killing
of William Quisenberry. Rogers swore he
was waylaid and attacked with a knife,
and that he shot Quisenberry during the
struggle.
Chris slept in a room at the home of
(Continued on page 64)
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Author’'s Note: I started riding the range
in 1888 and rode for eleven years until a
horse busted me so bad I couldn’t ride
again. I lived in the Old West as a boy
and saw a lot happen. Then, long after
the West was supposed to be “civilized,”
I ran into a situation where my experience
(especially the knowledge of my adopted
language, Chinook) probably saved my
skin. Although the following events took
place in comparatively modermn times (forty
years ago)., Indian Jake and his women
gave me as hard a time as I've had in
my whole eighty-four years.

I HAD been in charge of criminal work
for Gray’s Harbor County, Washing-
ton, for several years, when at four
o’clock one morning, the harsh clatter
of the telephone bell near my bed jarred
me awake. A voice at the other end of
the line inquired, “Is that you, Tom?”

“Yeah,” I assured him, a bit annoyed
by being called at that unseemly hour.

“Tom, this is Dick and Al.” (They were
two of the sheriff’s pet bootleggers.)
“We've just found a corpse down here
and we're sure it’s murder. If you can
come right away, we’ll wait for you at
the Clam Shell Cafe in Copalis, and show
you where the body is.”

I jumped out of bed and dressed in a
hurry. It was raining hard, so I put on
hip-boots, raincoat and sou’wester, and
was quickly on my way over the thirty-
six miles that led through the little log-
ging town of Hoquiam, up the Hoquiam
River, then west through the heavy tim-
ber to Copalis Beach.

A settlement of clam diggers had lo-
cated at Copalis Beach, and among the
shacks was the Clam Shell Cafe, a little
restaurant that kept open nights to ac-
commodate the clam diggers, pile pirates,
beachcombers and moonshiners that fre-
quented the country. Arriving in Copalis,
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I ever came to losing wasinmy . ..

I’ve busted broncos and men’s faces, and fought
just about everything and anything that

wanted to fight, but the closest

I drove straight to the cafe to meet Dick
and Al

They explained that in making an
early delivery they had spotted a body
floating face down in a swamp located
in the timber down the beach three miles
from Copalis. They had passed the spot
the morning before, and were sure there
had been no body there at that time. We
went down the beach to a point where
a faint trail led off through the woods.

Following this trail, we traveled over
fallen logs, under heavy wet ferns,
through small swamps and clumps of
scrub timber to emerge at last on the
shore of a swampy lake. There the boys
pointed out the body floating a short dis-
tance from shore. Tying a weight to
a rope, I was able to toss it over and
draw the body to shore.

The corpse proved to be that of an
Indian boy about twenty years old, prob-
ably from the Indian village of Tahola lo-
cated at the mouth of the Quinalt River
in the Indian reservation. Upon examin-
ing the body, we found the back of the
head crushed in. Wires attached to the
neck and feet indicated weights had
been attached to keep the body sub-
merged, but they had slipped off allowing
the corpse to float. Tying the body to a
bush along the bank, we returned to the
restaurant.

It was then seven o’clock, time for the
Indian Agent at Hoquiam to be awake.
I explained the case to him and asked
that he bring the coronor and take over.
(All Indians living on a reservation are
wards of the Government and out of the
jurisdiction of a county officer.)

I wanted to be of any assistance I
could, so I took my car and drove up to
Tahola. Two young Indians there volun-
teered to go back with me and identify
the body. It proved to be that of Walter
Cowetz, a boy nineteen years of age who

lived with his parents at Tahola, but who
had been absent for over two weeks. The
Indians claimed to know nothing of what
might have happened to Cowetz. Unable
to proceed further with the case, I took
the Indians home and returned to my of-
fice in Montesano. A couple of days later
two men came to my home and intro-
duced themselves as Federal officers
from Seattle who had come to work on
the Cowetz case.

They spent several hours with me, tak-
ing in all the information I could give
them. They decided to dress in old work
clothes and move in on Copalis, working
as clam diggers. With shovels, tent, stove
and other equipment they stayed on the
beach for three weeks. They didn’t learn
much, for the inhabitants suspected they
were Federals and hid out all the time
they were there.

WO MONTHS later, the men again
came to my place and spent the eve-
ning. They were on their way back to
Seattle, having been called from the
Cowetz case. They wanted me to take
over the job, deputizing me as a U.S.
marshal. In their two months working on
the case they had discovered nothing
of value from the Indians. One thing
they told me, however, was quite in-
teresting. Three miles below Copalis they
found an old man shacked up. He claimed
to be a clam digger, but the officers sus-
pected that he was a whiskey peddler as
well. He told them that some time pre-
vious to the discovery of the corpse,
Cowetz had come to his place accompa-
nied by a big Negro named Jake. They
were pretty drunk, and were quarreling
when they left at midnight.
The officers had learned that Jake was
a renegade from Texas, half-Negro and
half-Apache. He had married one of the
Tahola squaws in order to obtain the
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eighty acres of timber that each of the
Indians had been allotted by the Govern-
ment. Jake was a very bad hombre and
bragged of killing three Mexicans, two
Indians, and a white man. He had the
Indians all afraid of him, and they
wouldn’t talk.

The men felt sure Jake was on the
reservation some place, but could get no
information, so wanted me to see what
I could do. I told them I would do what
I could. At this time there lived in Tahola
a boy named George Shoalwater. I had
kept George from going to the pen at
one time. He was paroled in my care, and
had to report to me each month. His
parents were grateful to me, and I felt
I could depend on them for any truthful
information they might have.

Going to Tahola the following Sun-
day morning, I picked up George and
had a little talk. From him I learned that
the Indians all thought Jake had done
way with Cowetz. All were afraid to say
anything for fear Jake would kill them
too. Jake was now living with two
squaws in a float-house up on the north
end of Quinault Lake in the Olympic
Mountains. George was sure he’d lose his
life if Jake found out he had told me
anything.

Knowing I could get no further infor-
mation from any of the younger Indians,
I asked George to give the names of some
of the older Indians—the old Lam-e-eyes
(grandparents) of the village. He di-
rected me to an aged couple living apart
from the others in a little shack made of
driftwood at the edge of town.

Going to the place indicated, I saw
a very old man sitting on a blanket in
the sun, just outside the door. Approach-
ing him, I said “Good morning, friend.”
His old eyes flickered up at me, but he
made no reply and went on smoking.
Smiling at him, I asked, “Tats-myma
siz-too, mika hay-loo tickey waw-waw
kopa nika ?” (Good morning, friend, don’t
you want to talk to me?)

At that, the old man looked up in glad
surprise and holding out his hand he said,
“Cly-hi-yum six-too kah mika cum-tux
ok-kok sku-kum chi-nook waw-waw ?”’
(Hello, friend, where did you learn to
talk my language so well?)

He moved over and made room for me
on the blanket. I sat down beside him.
We talked about his childhood and mine,
and about the time when everyone in the
North spoke Chinook. After talking for
some time, I felt I had his confidence
and suddenly asked, “Klax-tah mika tum-
tum kopa ok-kok po-lik-leah man Jake ?”
(What do you think of that black man,
Jake?)

His eyes fell for a moment, then look-
ing up, he said, “Cul-tus, Cul-tus.” (Bad,
bad.) He then told me that all the In-
dians knew that Jake and Cowetz had
gone down the beach together, and Co-
wetz had never come back. They had
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been drinking, and all the Indians felt
sure Jake had killed the boy. They feared
the big half-breed so much, they wouldn’t
talk. Promising the old fellow I would
come and visit him again soon, I said
goodbye and went home.

SOON after that I made a trip to Lake

Quinault and stopped at the little inn
at the foot of the lake for information.
I asked the clerk, an educated Indian,
where Jake lived and how to get there.
He told me Jake lived in a float-house
about five miles above there on the east
side of the lake. The only way to get
there without a canoe was to go by
way of an old logging road along the
shore. While talking to the clerk, I no-
ticed one of the Indian guides who hung
around the inn, walk down to the lake
and step into his canoe. He took off up
the lake in a tearing hurry, but I thought
nothing of it at the time and started for
the logging road.

I was an hour reaching a point where
I was opposite a large float-house I took
to be Jake’s. He had taken six’big cedar
logs, fastened them together, and on this
base had built a shack about ten-by-
eighteen feet. The shack had been built
at one end of the float, leaving about
six feet for a landing dock. The float
itself was anchored about twenty feet
from shore and connected to the bank
by a bridge of two-by-twelve planks laid
end to end and supported by stilts driven
into the mud.

I made my way to the bank, crossed
the little bridge and knocked on the
door. I received no answer to my knock,
so I shoved the door open and went in.
Inside I found two squaws apparently
not surprised at my entrance. I said good
morning to them and asked if this were
Jake’s home. Both squaws nodded their
heads but refused to talk, signifying
they could not speak English. I sat down
on a box in the corner and acted as if
I intended to stay all day. Suddenly I
said, “Kah ok-kok man Jake?” (Where
is Jake?) I received the following an-
swer, “Klon-nass kah, me-si-kah ha-lo
kum-tux kah, ya-kah, klat-a-awah pee-
aunkutty noxt moon kopa King George’s
land, kun-a-way kah.” (No telling where,
he left a month ago and went to Canada.
We don’t know where.)

“Mi-kah kum-tux kun-she ya-kah cha
koh ?” (Do you know when he will re-
turn?)

“Ha-lo nikah ha-lo kum-tux nikah ha-
lo is-kum paa-pah.” (No, I don’t know.
I never get a letter.)

Taking note of the contents of the
shack and cataloguing them in my mind,
I told the squaws goodbye, asking them
to tell Jake when he came home that I

th the Squaws

wanted to see him. I worked my way
back to the highway, and as I passed the
inn, I noticed the Indians all watching
me.

A mile below the inn an old logging
road grade from which the rails had been
removed ran through the timber in a
northerly direction. This attracted my
attention. I climbed the grade and fol-
lowed the road until I saw it would take
me to within a half-mile of Jake’s float-
house. It was a better approach than the
one along the lake shore. I filed this in-
formation away in my head as of some
possible importance for some time in the
future.

Two weeks later I decided to run up
and interview the squaws again. As I
passed the inn, I saw the same Indian
guide run down to his canoe and take
off up the lake. Belatedly realizing that
he had gone to warn the squaws, I turn-
ed back and went home.

Ten days later I was awakened at
three o'clock in the morning by some-
body tapping at my front door. I opened
the door and a voice from out of the
darkness whispered, “Jake is home.” My
informant disappeared without my ever
seeing him. I went back to bed.

The following Sunday morning, think-
ing to outwit the guide lookout, I started
out for Jake’s house at sunrise. No luck—
the same guide spotted me passing the
inn and hurried off up the lake in his
canoe. I was tempted to go back home;
then decided to go on and find out what
the squaws would have to say this time.

I stopped at the inn, bought breakfast,
asked about some nonexistent criminal,
smoked a cigarette and remarked, “Well,
I guess I'll drive up and see if Jake is
home yet.” Arriving at the float-house,
I found the two squaws just finishing
their breakfast. I asked if they had heard
anything of Jake. Both shook their heads.
I looked around, figuring they were both
lying. They were. A third used, but emp-
ty, plate was on the table, and Jake’s
old felt hat lay on the bed.

I took my time and noted carefully the
contents of the shack. In the far right-
hand corner a bunk was built against
the wall. In the opposite corner an old
cook-stove was propped on three legs and
covered with dirty dishes. The center
of the floor was taken up with the
table and boxes, and near the door (the
only entrance) rested a small heating
stove. Along the side walls, scattered on
the floor, was a miscellaneous assort-
ment of fishing gear, traps, canoe pad-
dles, dried fish, hides, etc. I could locate
no gun.

Acting as though I had noticed nothing
unusual, I told the squaws goodbye and
asked them to tell Jake when they saw
him that I had been there and wanted to
see him.

As T passed the inn on my way home,

(Continued on page 43)
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The Chisholm Trail extended northward from the Texas cow-center
through the Indian Territory (Oklahoma) to Kansas shipping points.

MUCH controversy has arisen over the
years as to how the famed Chisholm
Trail, over which more than a million
longhorn Texas cattle were driven to
market, derived its name.

I have before me, as this is written,
a letter from Don W. Wright of San
Diego, California, which reads as fol-
lows:

“A friend of mine says the Chisholm
Trail was named after Jesse Chisholm.
I say it was named after John Chisum.
Which of us is right? My friend says
Jesse Chisholm drove the first herd up
the Big Trail. I say the first to drive a
herd up the Trail was Colonel Oliver W.
Wheeler. If so, what route did he follow ?”

It is true that the Chisholm Trail was
named after Jesse Chisholm, part Chero-
kee Indian, but ironically enough neither
John Chisum nor Jesse Chisholm ever
set foot on the Big Trail, other than a
small portion of it, and neither ever
drove a single longhorn over it. It is also
true that the first to put a herd over the
Big Trail was Colonel Oliver W. Wheeler.
This was in May of 1867.

And so the controversy about the long-
est, roughest, toughest, driest, hell-bles-
sedest cattle trail on earth rages on.
Joe Small, editor of TRUE WEST and
FRONTIER TIMES, thinks it’s about
time somebody came up with the cold,
unadulterated facts, and so here they are.

HERE is no one now living who

knows, nor is there any record left
showing, the exact route followed by the
first cattle drive made by Colonel Wheel-
er and his cowboys. In determining the
original course, there is only the record
left by Joe McCoy, the man who put
Abilene, Kansas, on the map by making
it the northern terminus for the cattle
drives. In his Historic Sketches of the
Cattle Trade of the West and Southwest,
published in 1874, we have something to
go by.

The only other authentic record is the
route the Trail followed across the Chero-
kee Outlet or Cherokee Strip as it exist-
ed in the year 1872. It was established
by a United States government survey
that was held to be accurate in every
detail. From the south line of the Chero-
kee Strip on south to the crossing on the
Cimarron, there could be no change in
the route because most of this distance
was through the only opening there was
in the blackjack timber which stretched
for miles on either side of the Trail.

Though Jesse Chisholm’s name was
given to the Trail, he actually had little
to do with establishing it, except that a

Up the Chisholm Trail

By DAN KING

Ed Bartholomew Photos

The trail was named after Jesse Chisholm
but the first man to drive a herd from one end to the other
was Colonel Oliver W. Wheeler.
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trail he had used for a distance of about
150 miles eventually became a part of it.

John Chisum had nothing whatever to
do with establishing the Big Trail. At
the time the first herds came up it in
1867, he was in New Mexico attending
to his ranch.

Back in 1866, a year before the first
drive, Charles Goodnight, another famous
Texan, was operating a ranch in Palo
Pinto County, Texas. He drove a herd
of cattle southwest from his ranch to
Concho County, then west across the
desert to Horse Head Crossing on the
Pecos River, and from there to New
Mexico. The next year John Chisum and
Goodnight pooled their cattle and made
the same drive and this bit of history
seems to have contributed heavily to the
erroneous belief that John Chisum made
a drive up the Chisholm Trail. When
asked if Chisum, whom he knew like a
brother, had ever driven the Big Trail,
Goodnight replied, “Chisum never cross-
ed the Red River with a cow in his life,
but he did take cattle to New Mexico
several times by the way of the Good-
night Trail.”

ESSE CHISHOLM, whose mother was
part Cherokee, came to the Indian
Territory from Arkansas when he was
ten years old. At eighteen he married
and later took over his father-in-law’s
store at Little Creek. Through his deal-
ings with whites and Indians alike, his
success grew and he became one of the
most respected traders on the Southern
Plains. Indians came great distances just
to trade with him and he won their ever-
lasting friendship. He established a trad-
ing post at what later came to be known
as Chisholm Creek. To maintain his prof-
itable relationship with the Indians, it
became necessary to lay out a trail to the
Southwest over which goods could be
delivered. Jesse surveyed such a trail in
1865.

The trail, as he originally laid it out,
extended from his store on Chisholm
Creek to where Anadarko, Oklahoma,
now stands, a distance of approximately
220 miles. When the cattle herds began
coming up from Texas in 1867 they fol-
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Left, John S. Chisum. Right, Jesse Chisholm.

lowed this route from the Cimarron cross-
ing (now Dover, Oklahoma) to near the
present city of Wichita, Kansas. From
there they went on north to Abilene
where McCoy had built cattle pens and
loading ramps as well as other accom-
modations for herders, including a hotel
and restaurant, not to mention twenty or
more saloons that sold red-eye at a dol-
lar a gulp. And so about 150 miles of
Jesse Chisholm’s Southwest trail was
absorbed by the Big Drag, and became
a part of it. Someone started calling the
new trail from Texas the ‘“Chisholm
Trail” and the name stuck.

The old trail, subsequent to 1865, was
extended from Anadarko to Fort Sill.
After 1867, when the cattle drives began,
the cattlemen, in order to distinguish the
trail, designated that portion of it “The
Traders’ Trail.”

Few persons have ever heard of “The
Traders’ Trail” and when it is mentioned
as part of the Chisholm Trail, readers
are confused. It actually became part of
the Big Trail for a distance of only 150
miles. The Chisholm Trail as a whole was
650 miles in length.

This was Jesse Chisholm’s contribution
to the Big Drag, but in 1868 he died in
what is now Blaine County, Oklahoma,
without ever knowing that his name
would be emblazoned across 650 of the
most grueling miles on earth.

TO TELL the history of the Chisholm
Trail would require more type and
space than any magazine can afford, but
since most of it has been told over and
over piecemeal, much of it in TRUE
WEST and FRONTIER TIMES, there
would be little point in again going over
all the heartbreaking events that helped
make it the heller it was. Wayne Gard
does it nicely in his The Chisholm Trail
(University of Oklahoma Press, 1954).
The question of who drove the first
herd over the trail has been argued back
and forth across many a campfire for
years. Most people will tell you it was
Jesse Chisholm, while others maintain
it was John Chisum. Those who have
read the various histories of the Trail
know it was Colonel Oliver W. Wheeler.

Colonel Wheeler, a New Englander by
birth and a cattleman by profession, was
getting rich driving cattle from southern
California to the gold-rush mining camps
in the north. In 1866 California was hit
by a drought and there were no cattle
to be had for love nor money. Texas had
a surplus of cattle, so he went to San
Antonio and began buying. When he had
acquired 2,400 head, he was faced with
the problem of getting them to northern
California and Oregon where the demand
for them was great.

He decided to attempt a drive across
the old Oklahoma Indian Territory and
then to Abilene where the Kansas Pa-
cific Railway was establishing a railhead.
If and when he arrived there, and if he
had any cattle left after that difficult
undertaking and it seemed feasible to
drive on to California, he would attempt
it. But if it didn’t, there was just a chance
his cattle could be shipped east to an-
other ready market.

From San Antonio it was 300 miles to
the Red River, the jumping-off point
into Indian Territory. A few cattlemen
had ventured that far north before, only
to lose their small herds to the Indians
who stampeded them and, in several
cases, killed the herdsmen. No herd had
ever deeply penetrated into Indian Ter-
ritory and not a single longhorn had gone
up that long trail.

Many readers fairly familiar with west-
ern history have not heard of Colonel
Wheeler. He attended to his own business
and was not fond of appearing in the
public limelight. The title “Colonel” was
conferred upon him after his experiences
on that first cattle drive. Not many of the
incidents that took place during the drive
were ever revealed except by cowhands,
but they talked about them for years
afterward. How many of these tales were
true, no one can say.

We do now know that on this venture
Wheeler had two partners, a Mr. Wilson
and a Mr. Hicks. They hired fifty-four
of the best cowboys they could find
around San Antonio. Some were experi-
enced in Indian fighting. Wheeler bought
100 of the toughest horses he could

(Continued on page 54%)
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THE END OF MIRTH IS HEAVINESS

By J. LEO SEELY
Nlustrated by William Loechel

I BECAME a criminal early in life. Liv-

ing where I did, in Mt. Pleasant, Utah,
I knew about all the gunmen heroes of
the Old West—perhaps I even idolized
them a little bit. So at a very early age
I started rustling cattle.

It all started on a balmy summer eve-
ning. Six of us mountain-grown young-
sters—Mape, Evan, Gibs, Ren, Ralph
and I—were on the loose with nothing
to do. We weren’t really looking for
trouble, just entertainment, and enter-
tainment in a small town is sometimes
hard to find.

We found it, though, in the shape of
the local butcher’s wagon—a new-fan-
gled sort of gadget with a high rack on
which he hand-slaughtered calves. On
top of the rack there was a seat. Just
for the heck of it, we decided to make
off with the rig—two boys at the tongue
pulling it, two behind pushing, and the
other two riding the high seat.

Our ride was short-lived, for the wagon
weighed just a bit too much for the
boys at the tongue to handle. Into a
ditch it toppled, hurling the two boys
off the high seat as it overturned. We
laughed and chided the kids who’d been
dumped, and made a feeble attempt to
right the wagon. But it was too heavy,
so we let it go.

Next we decided to play rodeo. Across
the street there was a small lot on which
a cow was pastured. We tugged her into

the street and took turns riding her—or
trying to. She was a pretty good cow
for the occasion, neatly shedding each of
us soon after we'd boarded her. We
traipsed down the street in this fashion
about two blocks, winding up in front of
the city jail.

“Let’s throw the old cow in and cool
her off,” one of the boys suggested. We
all thought it was a good idea—except
the cow. But, finally, we tugged her in-
side.

Our jail, aside from the small front of-
fice, consisted of a big iron door which
opened into a square room, in the center
of which were two cells. This two-cell
unit had a three-foot corridor all the way
around it. The walls were clean and
white and freshly plastered. Once im-
prisoned, the cow was queen of the en-
tire territory, enjoying the questionable
privilege of going into either cell or pa-
rading around both of them.

We locked the door, and believe me,
that old cow really did go around and
around! We could still hear her bellow-
ing and butting the bars when we got to
Main Street, two blocks away. We cow-
policemen were mighty proud of our
arrest.

THE NEXT morning I left home on
horseback to look after some cattle
and on my way home, I found out I was

in trouble. A man I chanced to pass told

me about it. The law, in the form of our
local constable, had arrested my com-
patriots! I was the only one of our gang
still unapprehended.

Kid Curry would’ve hit the high trail,
I guess, but I wasn’t Kid Curry. I crept
home, shaking in my boots. Before my
father got home, the constable came for
me and I was accorded the unwelcome
honor of meeting the justice of the peace.

Being a cattle rustler at such a young
age is no laughing matter. Even for a
first offense, cattle rustlers often got
two-to-ten year terms in the state pen.

“T’d like to put you in jail where that
cow was,” the justice of the peace told
me. I found out, then, that it wasn’t
cattle rustling he and the constable were
mad about. You see, that cow we’d been
riding had been eating lots of green
grass and we’d gotten her all heated up
with our “bronc ridin’.” Nature was
bound to take its course while she was
jailed. The result was that the cow
decorated the floors and, with an assist
from her tail, the walls also. I guess it
was a pretty frightful mess.

I was fined $30.00 and, since I didn’t
have a nickel, was put at liberty until
my father came home. I was hoping
someone would tell my father, but no
Juck. I had to do the job myself. I fol-
lowed him around for nearly two hours
before I got up enough courage to tell
him what had happened.

Pa wasn’t very gentle. He made me
realize what outlaws we’d been before he
gave me the money. Despite his anger,
though, I noticed that he had to turn his
back a couple of times so I wouldn't
catch him laughing.

My career as a rustler ended then and
there. Thirty bucks was too much to pay
for a little entertainment. The Good
Book says, “The end of mirth is heavi-
ness.” The Good Book is right!

EARLY DAY CLOWNING
By Will Spindler

WO BROTHERS, George and Albert

Porch, and “Dude” Rounds were quite
noted “characters” in the earlier annals
of the Badlands and the Pine Ridge In-
dian Reservation areas of western South
Dakota history. They were truly cow-
punchers of the old school of the open
range days.

During the early days of the big res-
ervation George Porch was milking a
cow on his ranch when “Dude” Rounds
rode up. He had a large milk pail and it
was full to the brim when he finished
milking.

“That must be a purty good cow,
George,” Dude observed, looking at the
milk in wonder. “She shore gives a lot
of milk.”

“She shore is, Dude,” replied George.
“Gentle as a kitten, too.”

“T'd like to take her off’n your hands
an’ then you won’t have to monkey
around milkin’ cows . . . What'll you take
for her, George?”

“Waal, Dude, give me $50.00 an’ she’s
your cow.”

“You done sold a cow. I'll lope over in
the mornin’ an’ drive her home.”

Dude kept his promise, getting the
cow the next day. But in a few days he
rode back to the Porch ranch in a very
gloomy mood.

“Say, George,” he began, ‘“You know
that cow give a heapin’ pail of milk for
you, but all I can git outa her is less
than a half pail . . . How do you figure
that out?”

“Waal, Dude, maybe you milked her too
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often. Depends a lot on how often you
milk her, you know.”

“Why, I milked her twice a day regu-
lar—mornin’ an’ evenin’.”

“Right there’s the sticker, Dude. I
hadn’t milked her for two days the other
evenin’ when you rode in. You jest milk
her too often, Dude. . .”

ANOTHER STORY about George Porch

and Dude Rounds became current
over the West back in the old open range
days. The two old pals and a third
puncher, whose name has slipped my
memory, had gone with a cattle ship-
ment to the Omaha market.

It was an old joke of Dude’s to play
deaf and dumb whenever a good op-
portunity came, and he always got a
big kick out of pulling it. But in an
Omaha cafe on this trip, his pals double-
crossed him and his joke backfired.

When a waitress came to take their
orders, George and the other cowpoke
promptly gave theirs, each ordering
large steaks. But Dude began making
signs with his fingers.

“And what will your friend have?”
asked the waitress, a sort of pitying
light coming into her eyes.

As if to be sure that he understood
rightly, George made a few signs with
his fingers, to which Dude promptly re-
plied with his.

‘“He says jest fetch him a bowl of
soup an’ crackers,” George interpreted.

After Dude had finished his big bowl
of soup and crackers, the waitress ap-
peared at their table again.

“What will your friend have now ?”

Again that round of deaf and dumb
signs between George and Dude.

“He says that’s shore mighty fine soup
an’ just fetch him another big bowl of it
an’ crackers, please.”

Dude glared wickedly at George when
the waitress left, but when the soup and
crackers came he downed them bravely.
Surely when the waitress came again
George would interpret his “order” as a
big, juicy steak.

“What would your friend like to
have ?” she asked sweetly, appearing at
their table for the third time.

Followed still more deaf and dumb
signs, this time Dude looking very plead-
ingly into the eyes of his old frxer}d.

“He says he never tasted the like of
that soup, ma’am, an’ to fetch him an-
other order of the same.”

“That’s enough of that lousy soup!”
Dude suddenly exploded. “Now fetch me
a big steak an’ make it plenty juicy!”

The astonished waitress jumped about
a foot at this sudden, vehement flood of
words from the poor “mute.” But the
disgusted Dude received his steak in due
time—a big, tender, juicy one at that!

SANTA ANNA'S GOLD
By J. Frank Dobie

STORIES of Santa Anna’s gold belong

to spots of the good earth scattered
all the way from the Rio Grande to San
Jacinto Bayou. The gold is usually sup-
posed to be in a chest, for paying the
Mexican soldiers. There may have beén
a chest of money with Santa Anna’s
army. I don’t know. If there was, the
soldiers would have received precious
little of it. There were too many officers
between them and the chest. After the
Battle of San Jacinto, the Texans cap-
tured a few valuables, the most out-
standing of which was a highly orna-
mented chamber pot. Sam Houston is
supposed to have taken possession of it.
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Will Spindler

Branding day on the Pine Ridge Reservation, South Dakota.

Here is a story on the gold new to me.
It comes from Ike Kibbe of Brownsville.

In 1892 one Jesus Gonzales was farm-
ing on shares for a man named Clayborn
near the San Antonio River below Goliad.
A drouth was on, times were hard, and
there was little prospect for a crop of
corn and beans. Jesus Gonzales went on
working, however. One night after a day
of plowing in the hard, parched soil, he
dreamed of finding a pot of money. He
told his family and some friends about
the dream. A few nights later he had the
same dream.

The next afternoon while he was fol-
lowing his mule down a corn row, the
point of his double shovel struck some-
thing hard, and glanced off. There were
no rocks in the field, and he wondered
what the hard object could be. He went
to his house, got a pick and a pole and
proceeded to investigate. He soon un-
covered the lid of a copper pot about
three feet in diameter. He could not pry
the pot out, however, as it was heavy.
He broke his pole trying.

His next step was to go to a neighbor’s
to borrow a wagon and team. One of his
children was very sick, he explained, and
he had to set out with it that night for
a doctor. He drove the wagon to the
place where the copper pot was buried
and dug some more. Still he could not re-
move it but he knocked loose the hasp
on the lid and opened it. There in the
moonlight he saw the pot heaped full of
gold coins. He took them out in handfuls
and loaded them into his wagon.

The next day nobody was living in
the Jesus Gonzales shack. He was never
seen or heard of in that country again.
I don’t know how other people came fo
learn exactly what he had done; they
did not go by maybes. Before long the
owner of the land rode through the field
and saw the open, empty pot in the
ground. He saw also a few coins that
had been dropped between it and the
wagon tracks. He dug the pot up and
sent it to a relative in Tennessee.

THE WYOMING LEANERS
By Harrison S. Cobb

IF‘ YOU'RE from Wyoming you're likely
a Leaner. Most Wyomingites are.

In Wyoming when a man comes out of
his house, you see him grab his hat and
lean. What he is leaning against is the
wind. Ever since the first Mongolian
emigrant came wandering down the coun-
try from his mysterious crossing of the
Bering Sea, Wpyomingites have been
walking as if propped up, only you can’t

see the prop.

The greatest mass accident that ever
happened in Wyoming was one day when
the wind suddenly quit blowing and a
hundred thousand people fell flat on their
faces.

In Wyoming a common gale goes al-
most unnoticed. To check the wind, most
folks fasten a log chain to a good sturdy
post. If the chain blows straight out
from the post, there’s still nothing much
to worry about for that’s only a normal
wind. It’s when the links on the end of
the chain start snapping off that people
take precautions. It’s then said that a
strong wind is coming up.

The Weather Bureau in Laramie nev-
er bothers about wind warnings until
small pebbles start coming through the
walls like bullets; then they issue what
they call a ‘“preliminary alert.” What
they do after that depends mostly on
whether the Weather Bureau building is
still standing.

The factory of the wind must be in
the West somewhere, for the real blows
that snap off log-chain links come from
that direction.

But people are accustomed to these
things in Wyoming. Motorists driving
from Rock Springs east to Laramie nev-
er bother to gas up before leaving Rock
Springs. One time when there was a real
strong wind that made the log-chains
fairly pop, a motorist started from Rock
Springs and wore out a new set of brakes
before he was half way to Laramie, and
he didn’t burn a nickel’s worth of gas
on the whole trip. Those going west out
of Laramie usually take along an extra
can of gas just in case. One driver start-
ed west one day—the hard way—and af-
ter two hours of driving in one of those
stiff winds found himself entering Ne-
braska—backwards.

Wyoming antelope are noted for their
white tails that stick straight up. But
if you will notice, their tails stick up
only when they are running from west
to east. That way they get better than
forty miles to the hour. When they run
west, their tails stick straight out behind.

Speaking of wild life, one time an
eagle flew east to visit its grandparents
and didn’t get back to its home in the
West for thirty years. Fighting the gales
resulted in its losing the feathers from
on top of its head and now we have
Bald Eagles.

In Laramie you will notice that the
experienced carpenters working on a
housing development will pick up only
one end of a board when there’s a wind
blowing. One time a carpenter’s helper,

(Continued on page 40)
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The situation on the White River Reservation got worse and worse,
until General Phil Sheridan had to send three companies
of cavalry to defend the Indian Agency. They rode straight into
an ambush and the Agency went up in flames!

THE FAILURE of a Ute Indian Agent

to hand over supplies and trinkets to
his charges on the White River Reserva-
tion and the complacency with which the
U.S. Bureau of Indian Affairs acted upon
the subsequent complaints are listed as
the main causes of one of the bloodiest
massacres ever to take place in the
State of Colorado.

When Ouray’s band of Utes was lo-
cated on the Uncompahgre and Chief
Douglas’ Utes were sent to the White
River Reservation by the Treaty of 1868,
and by later negotiations the San Juan
mining region was surrendered by the
Indians,- it was provided that each band
of Indians would receive certain an-

General Wesley Merritt

nuities of money and goods.

A large warehouse for the storage of
the supplies was established at Rawlins,
Wyoming, and the consignments were
sent there. The Indians looked forward
each year to the time when they were
to be presented with blankets, provisions,
trinkets and other items which took their
fancy. Nothing made them angrier than
for the supplies to fail to arrive at the
proper time.

In the year 1879, the time for the dis-
tribution of supplies to the White River
Utes came and went, with no attempt
by the officials in Washington to hurry
the process. In fact, some historians say
that the Bureau of Indian Affairs calmly
ignored the whole business. The Indians
filed a complaint with the Agent and he,
in turn, filed a complaint with Governor
Pitken, who sent the petition with his
approval to Washington. The joint effort
proved useless. Meanwhile, the Utes, now
hungry and naked, grew morose and ugly
and began to wander off the reservation
to attack white settlers living in the
region, taking their revenge upon the
people for the failure of the Great White
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Father to keep his promises.

The Agent at that time was N. C.
Meeker, a venerable philanthropist who,
in 1878, was made Agent for the White
River Utes at his own request. Meeker’s
idea was to educate, refine and Christian-
ize the Utes. He was confident of his
ability to bring about a complete trans-
formation in the lives and natures of the
wild redmen by teaching them to be-
come tillers of the soil, to live in houses
and to adopt the ways of the white man.

Meeker’s ideas were noble, but he
knew very little about Indians and this
lack of knowledge was his undoing. The
only desire of the Utes, as with most
Indians living in that period, was to do
as they pleased. If they wanted anything
they were in the habit of taking it, by
force if necessary. The Utes looked upon
every form of manual labor as intolerable
degradation. Their highest ambition was
to hunt, kill and destroy, and their chief
pleasure was to drink whisky and scalp
isolated settlers.

EEKER’S attempts to smother the

natural instincts of the Utes were
impossible from the outset. But he was
determined, and to prove his faith in the
new venture, he took his wife and young-
est daughter, along with several other
persons, with him to his new home on
the Indian Reservation. An obstinate
and unyielding man, Meeker used meth-
ods with the Indians which might have
worked with white men, but such meth-
ods failed to impress the Indians, except
to make them angry. The Utes refused
to become farmers and, when urged,
they got mad, broke all the rules and
went out to wreak their vengeance upon
the settlers, stealing their property and
setting fire to the protective forests in
the area.

These depredations by the Utes arous-
ed the settlers who filed petitions with
the Governor of Colorado, demanding
that the Utes be kept on the reservation.
The Indians, in turn, demanded that their
supplies and trinkets be delivered, and
while they were at it, demanded that
Meeker be removed as Agent. The red-
men went so far as to send four chiefs,
headed by Captain Jack, to Denver for a
conference with the Governor. Pitkin,
seeing that trouble was brewing, advised
authorities in Washington of the situa-
tion and urged them to take immediate
steps to remedy the situation, which he
hoped would prevent a full-scale upris-
ing. Action was promised, but none was
taken.

Meeker, in the meantime, requested
aid from the U.S. army headquarters to
keep the Indians on the reservation and
General John Pope sent a single com-
pany of colored cavalry to scout in Mid-
dle Park. This was the wrong move to
make. If there was anything on the face
of the earth that an Indian hated above
another, it was a Negro, and especially
a Negro soldier. Thus, the movement of
Negro soldiers into the troubled area
inflamed the hostility of the Indians

rather than quieting it. The Utes kept
out of the way of the troops, but kept
a close watch on them from the hills,
wanting nothing better than a good op-
portunity to swoop down and kill the
entire company.

More incidents added fuel to the smoul-
dering fire. For example, a Major James
B. Thompson, former Indian Agent dur-
ing Governor McCook’s administration,
bought a ranch on Bear River in Middle
Park and built a cabin on the land. Once,
when he was away from home, two Utes
named Bennett and Chinaman burned his
house to the ground. Thompson appeared
before Judge W. E. Beck of the First
Judicial District in Colorado and swore
out warrants for the arrest of the two

N. C. Meeker

Indians. However, the Grand County
sheriff, Marshall Bessey, and his posse
failed to find the two culprits and called
off the search. The posse visited Meeker
at the reservation but got no help, not
because Meeker didn’t want to give it,
but because his standing with the Utes
was poor and he could get no coopera-
tion.

The Indians were spoiling for a fight.
They fired on white men working in the
fields and accused Meeker of writing
lies about them in Denver papers and
sending for troops to protect himself
from them. Word of the unrest reached
General Phil Sheridan and that famous
soldier sent Major Thomas T. Thorn-
burgh, commander of Fort Steele, Wyo-
ming, with three companies of cavalry
to the reservation. No Indians were seen
on the trail, but the savages watched
every move the soldiers made.

DURING Major Thornburgh’s march to

White River, the rebellious Indians,
led by Captain Jack, attempted to ar-
range a hearing of Ute grievances before
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Meeker, with Major Thornburgh in at-
tendance. The Indians offered to escort
the officer to the reservation and the
hearing but Thornburgh refused, express-
ing the opinion that the offer was only a
ruse to draw him away from his men
and possibly to take his life. With this
refusal under his belt, Captain Jack
made his plans to retaliate.

There was only one practical route to
the White River Agency and it lay
through a narrow defile with high bluffs
on either side. Laying his plans carefully,
the wily Ute posted his warriors on either
side of the pass and awaited the arrival
of Major Thornburgh’s troops. When the
Army command reached Milk Creek, a
tributary of the Bear River twenty-five
miles from the Agency, a large band of
Indians confronted it in line of battle and
prepared to fight. Seeing that he had
been drawn into a trap, Major Thorn-
burgh formed his own battle line and
awaited the Indians’ pleasure, ordering
his men to hold their fire until the Utes
attacked.

With great cunning, the Indians flank-
ed the column. Thornburgh’s adjutant,
Lieutenant Samuel Cherry, was sent out
to parley with the Indians, but a shot—
whether fired accidentally or intentional-
ly will never be known—pierced the still-
ness of the autumn day. Immediately
both sides, interpreting the shot as the
beginning of an attack, began firing, and
the battle of Milk Creek was on. Major
Thornburgh fell, a rifle bullet through his
ear, while riding back to see if the men
assigned to protect the supply train were

Lieutenant McCauIey’s sketch of sub-chief Johnson’s house.

doing their job.

After Major Thornburgh’s death, the
responsibility of command fell upon Cap-
tain Payne of the Fifth Cavalry, who,
though wounded, ordered his men to
dig trenches and use the wagons and
thejr contents as breastworks. The In-
dians retaliated by setting fire to the
grass and sagebrush, which rolled dense
clouds of smoke upon the defenders.
With no water to fight the flames, the
soldiers had to smother the fire to pre-
vent their wagons from being destroyed.

While the white men fought the fire,
the Utes, posted on nearby bluffs, picked
off every man and animal to be seen.
The troops could neither advance nor re-
treat, and to make the situation worse,
Captain Jack ordered a charge in an
attempt to kill the survivors. He was
repulsed by a withering hail of bullets,
after which he withdrew his troops to
the bluffs to continue sniping action.

Captain Payne, realizing the hopeless-
ness of his situation, talked with a scout
named Rankin about going for help.
Rankin proved his mettle by escaping
from the trap on horseback and riding
toward Rawlins for help, a distance of
160 miles. He made the ride in twenty-
eight hours. Seeing that Rankin made it
through the Indian lines, Captain Payne
sent other riders in search of the colored
cavalry, who were under the command of
Captain Dodge.

The move was successful and Dodge
and his men rode immediately to the
scene in an attempt to rescue the trapped

(Continued on page 3%)

Residence of Ouray, chief of the Tabequache Utes. The letters denote:
(A) residence; (B) storehouses: (C) dwelling and mess houses of Mexican
employees; (D) underground storerooms for vegetables: (E) carriage pre-

sented to Ouray by Governor McCook: (F) wagons used for hauling freight.
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"Back up and shoot!"’ I told them.

Nlustrated by Jack Davis

I HAVE NEVER believed in dueling as

a means of upholding honor, or any
other personal issue. I don’t know what
personal issue was involved in the only
duel I ever directed. In fact, I don’t be-
lieve that either participant knew the
issue. However, the intent was brutal,
even if the ending wasn’t.

Old Dutch owned a saloon in a small
town in Montana. We had a situation
there that was conducive to vigorous
action. On the west side of the river
were the mountains and forests of pine,
where logging camps prospered and lum-
berjacks were more than plentiful.

On the east side were the open cattle
ranges, miles of rolling hills extending
back to the main divide. Here the cow-
boy reigned supreme—or tried to. Every
weekend hundreds of lumberjacks came
to a town three miles from where I lived,
spent their wages in riotous living and
rode back to camp on the bottom of a
four-horse truck, too full of spirits to
care what happened.

Physical violence was the order of
the weekend. Among the big men of the
logging camps was one Peevee Jack, six-
feet three-inches of mighty manhood, so
powerful that he snapped the handles of
axe and peavey so regularly that he was
finally relegated to driving a cross-haul
team. There is no record of his breaking
the legs off horses.

In our little town lived Old Dutch,
owner of the one saloon; a six-foot seven-
incher, weight about 175, and sixty-five
years old. Old Dutch had the longest
legs and arms of any man I have ever
seen.
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Old Dutch and Peevee really meant business!

Ve ViIGE Filg HE

A

By W. C.

I WANDERED into the saloon one late
evening, where Old Dutch and Peevee
Jack were playing two-handed poker. I
realized that there was bad blood be-
tween them, along with a lot of alcoholic
spirits. They were both in a fighting
mood, and the conversation would have
gladdened the heart of a mule skinner.
With murder in their hearts, their eye-
sight blurred, they called each other
every name in the Profane Dictionary.

There was a big, square music box at
the end of the bar, so I squandered a
nickel on a Sousa march. It didn’t help.
Suddenly Peevee Jack grasped the edge
of the table and violently upset it against
Old Dutch, who hit the floor with the
edge of the table against his long neck.

With a yelp of victory, Peevee leaped
up and dived over the table, his huge
hands clutching for Dutch’s throat. But
he estimated it very badly, landed square-
ly on the top of his head, seemed to
stand there for a while, and then like a
falling tree, he slowly crashed down.

I took the table off Dutch and helped
him sit in a chair. After a while, Peevee
sat up, holding his head with both hands.
He stared at Old Dutch, squint-eyed, his
lips moving, but with no sound. Old
Dutch managed to say, ‘“Haf you had
plenty ?”

“Me ?”” whispered Peevee. “Hell, I ain’t
started yet.”

Maybe Old Dutch realized that he was
no match for Peevee in a physical con-
test, so he said, ‘“Ve vill fight a duel.”
(I'm sure he said ‘“doodle.”)

Anyway, Peevee managed to get to his
feet, braced against the bar.

DUEL.

TUTTLE

“What’ll we use to duel ?” he asked.

“I haf rifle and shotgun.”

I knew where he kept them; an old
.45-7T0 Winchester and an old, sawed-off
ten-gauge double-barrel shotgun. Both
guns were loaded.

“I use de shotgun,” said Dutch.

“Like hell!” snorted Peevee. “I'm the
shotgun man.”

I said, “You’ll cut cards to see who
gets the shotgun.”

There was no argument. I picked up
the cards, put them on the table and
proceeded to shuffle them. Old Dutch
said, “Aces high.” Anything was agree-
able to Peevee. Dutch cut an ace. It made
Peevee so mad that he picked up the
deck and hit Old Dutch in the face. Old
Dutch took the shotgun and Peevee re-
luctantly took the rifle.

As sort of a prelude they put the glasses
and bar bottle on the bar and proceeded
to get in shape for the mighty struggle
while I took care of the two guns. After
a half dozen jolts the subject of rules
came up. I settled that part.

“You will stand in the middle of the
room, face to face,” I told them. “I will
count to twenty. You will both walk
backwards twenty steps, and at the
count of twenty, you will shoot.”

By this time they were just as drunk
as they were when I arrived on the scene
and it was difficult for them to stand
close together, facing each other. Peevee
tilted to the right, while Dutch tilted to
the left, and they swayed from side to
side like two upside down pendulums.

Finally I was able to start the count,

(Continued on page 54)
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Boss of the Maltese Cross
(Continued from page 9)
zero and without rest, is a story in it-
self. T. R. dared not tie his prisoner’s
hands for fear of frostbite. So, while in
the boat, he ordered them to remove
their boots and wrap their feet in buf-
falo skin. Under such conditions a bare-
foot fugitive stood no chance of escaping.

The officials at Dickinson expressed
admiration over the capture but were
greatly puzzled as to why the prisoners
were not strung up.

“I did not come out here to kill any-
one,” Teddy growled.

On another occasion T. R. received a
challenge to a duel from the French
nobleman, the fabulous Marquis de
Mores, founder of the town of Medora.
Roosevelt promptly accepted the chal-
lenge, naming rifles at twelve paces as
the weapons, leaving the time and place
to the choice of the Marquis. The noble-
man then said it was all a mistake and
that he hoped they could settle their dif-
ficulties ‘“without trouble.”

An example of the man’s warm sympa-
thy for his cowhands is shown by the fol-
lowing: one day while rounding up cattle
near Sentinel Butte, about twenty miles
west of Medora, word came to T. R. that
George Frazier, formerly one of his wad-
dies, had been struck and killed by light-
ning, and that the body lay unclaimed at
Medora with no one to arrange for burial.
“We’ll flag the next train,” Roosevelt
said. That would be Number 2, a limited.

“But they will not stop here,” one of
the men protested, “they’ll think it’s a
holdup.”

“By Godfrey, they’ll have to stop,” T.
R. retorted.

As the train approached, it was
flagged. The train slowed but did not
come to a stop until T. R. and his riders
began whooping it up with shouts and
the firing of pistols. Thinking he might
be shot, the engineer braked and stopped.
Inside the train a quick hiding of val-
uables began.

Leaving one man to wrangle the horses,
T. R. and four of his riders climbed
aboard. The conductor expected a holdup
but when he learned the nature of their
mission he went white with rage and
threatened to put them off.

“Now you be good.” T. R. told him,
“or yowll be the one to get off.”

They rode the train to Medora where
T. R. made arrangements for a proper
burial of the unfortunate Frazier.

Time passed; the spread multiplied.
Roosevelt helped to organize western Da-
kota’s first livestock association. He nev-
er passed up an opportunity to hunt and
acquired a trophy of everything in the
region from a grizzly to jackrabbits. He
went East as circumstance demanded but
his heart was in the West; he always
came back to Medora and his true friends
with heartfelt relief. These years were
perhaps the most enjoyable of his long
and eventful life.

And then the storm clouds gathered.

In September, 1886, Sewell and Dow
took a train load of cattle to the Chicago
market. To their consternation they
found that the top price offered was
$10.00 per head less than the cost to
raise and transport them. Yet they sold
the cattle. In the light of the events that
followed, the sale, even at a loss, was a
fortunate thing, but it pointed to trou-
ble for Dakota stockmen.

And then toward the latter part of
October began the terrible winter of
snow, ice, roaring blizzards, death-deal-
ing winds and plummeting temperatures

that were to spell out disaster to the cat-
tle raisers of the Northwest. For four
months blizzard followed blizzard; snow
and ice were banked up roof-high. The
cattle died by the tens of thousands.
Great coulees were filled with dead cat-
tle, where they had sought a windbreak
and been frozen to death. Even the ranch-
ers, isolated, had a tough fight for exist-
ence.

It was not until March that a letup
came—then it was too late. Roosevelt,
like many another, was almost complete-
ly wiped out. It was a stark ending. And
it was final.

Sadly, T. R. liquidated most of his
tangible holdings, bid his faithful hands
farewell and turned his face again to
the East and the political wars. But he
never forgot his cowboys. He often re-
marked that next to his own immediate
family, he loved his cowboys and the
Rough Riders best. Teddy meant it. He
was a Westerner at heart.

The White River Massacre
(Continued from page 32)
soldiers. The effort was fruitless, how-
ever, for no rescue could be effected due
to the secure position of the Utes. Mean-
while, the information carried by Rankin
led General Wesley Merritt, one of Sheri-
dan’s top officers, to collect a large force
of men from various posts, and they
moved by forced march toward the scene

of battle.

When the Utes saw this large body of
reinforcements, they gave up the fight
and rode away. General Merritt’s com-
mand reached the area early Sunday
morning, October 5, the sixth day of
battle. The stench from the decaying
bodies of animals was almost intolerable;
many men were dead and most of those
still alive were wounded. After burying
the dead and caring for the wounded,
General Merritt pushed on toward the
Agency at White River.

UPON arriving at the Indian Agency,
General Merritt and his troops found
that all the white men had been killed
by another band of Captain Jack’s men,
their houses burned and the women cap-
tured. The body of Meeker was found
about 200 yards from his home with a
log chain about his neck, a bullet through
his head and part of a barrel stave
jammed down his throat.

The bodies of nine other persons, all
employees at the Agency, were found
at various places in the area, all of them
stripped, and some of them mutilated.
After completing their bloody work, the
Indians had stolen everything they could
carry, packed the plunder on their ponies
and fled the country.

For nearly three months Merritt’s
troops remained in camp at the Agency,
awaiting further orders. During that pe-
riod of time, officials appointed by the
government attempted to find out why
the outbreak started and to discover the
identity of the leaders responsible.

The investigation was long, tedious
and fruitless. It ended in an offer on the
part of the Utes to deliver up twelve of
the leaders of the uprising, on the con-
dition that they would be tried in Wash-
ington and not in Colorado. Only one or
two of the suspected leaders were ever
captured and none were punished. By an
act of Congress the White River Utes
were later moved to a reservation in
Utah and the White River massacre be-
came a closed chapter in the history of
the West.

True West



""Lincoln County Men Slay
Eighteen-Foot Rattler!"’

read the headlines.
Juan Baca and

Mike Gonzales deserve
the fame they earned —

but not for shooting a snake!

“Eighteen
Feet,
Six

29
Inches!

THE LONGEST rattlesnake on record

was eight-feet, one-inch long. That is,
until June 10, 1960, when two Ruidoso,
New Mexico, ranch hands killed and
skinned an eighteen;and-one-half-footer.
On July 1, 1960, the longest rattlesnake
on record was still eight-feet, one-inch
long, and the two ranch hands, Juan Baca
and Mike Gonzales, were famous all over
the West as two of the biggest liars since
the days of Buttermilk Smith.

While the going was good, Baca and
Gonzales had everybody fooled—a tough
feat in Lincoln County, where old-timers
specialize in tall tales for the benefit
of goggle-eyed tourists. Newspapers and
television stations all over the United
States were broadcasting the news and
Vic Lamb, editor of the Ruidoso News,
was besieged with telephone calls and
letters from as far away as New York
and Canada.

The two men came into Ruidoso one
morning with the monster-rattler’s skin
and a tall story people wanted to believe
so badly that they discarded their or-
dinary skepticism about such things and
embraced it with a fervor. Two old-time
Lincoln County residents, convinced the
skin actually belonged to a giant rattle-
snake, in turn convinced Lamb the snake
was ‘“for real” and the News editor ran
the followng account in his periodical.

TWO Lincoln County men made head-
lines across the nation last week
when a story broke on the wires of news
associations that they had killed a rat-
tlesnake eighteen-and-one-half feet in
length.

“The killing took place two weeks ago
and for the first few days they did not
tell anyone about the event, and then
when they did relate their experience,
their friends called them liars. Only after
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Mike Gonzales and Juan Baca display the skin of the “giant rattler.”

By JOE PIRES

one of the pair, who had worked with
W. A. Hart here for several years, told
Hart about the monster did any publicity
leak out.

“The two men were Juan Baca and
Mike Gonzales. Baca killed the snake
with eight shots from a seven millimeter
Remington rifle. His friend, who had
used all of his stock of only four bullets
in his .30-30 Winchester, and missed ev-
ery time because of buck fever—stood
nearest the snake. The two men said they
had been scouting for a place to pasture
some burros when they walked into a
dry lake bed on a ranch about ten miles
northwest of Carrizozo. Mike, the first to
see the snake, said he first thought the
ground was moving up and down, and
when his eyes became adjusted to the
sight—he saw it was a monstrous ser-
pent. He said he was within ten or twelve
feet, and that he fired his rifle as rapidly
as he could, but that he was so shaken
and scared he could not hit it. ‘When the
snake raised its head, it was about four
or five feet off the ground; it hissed at
me, but it didn’t sound like an ordinary
snake’s hissing—it sound like “aaaahh’™’

“Juan, who was about 200 feet from
the snake, was afraid they would be at-
tacked, so he maneuvered so his friend
was not in range and he began firing the
seven millimeter rifle, shooting eight
times. ‘T hit the snake every time. When-
ever a bullet would hit him, smoke would
rise,’ Juan said. (The ‘smoke’ evidently
was dust.) ‘T shot for his backbone so
he couldn’t move. Every one of the eight
bullets went into the body and none
came out on the other side,’ he declared.

“‘When the snake began thrashing
about, it raised a cloud of dust like a
herd of stampeding horses,’ Baca said.
After several minutes, when they de-
termined the snake was dead, they dis-

cussed trying to bring it with them, but
their pick-up truck was about a mile
from the scene. ‘It was so heavy we
coyldn’t move it, and we didn’t think a
horse could.’ (Probably because a horse
would have shied at such a burden.)
They decided to skin the snake, but fear-
ing poison in the snake’s head, they cut
it off. They said the snake’s fangs were
as large as a man’s finger and longer,
and that its head was as large as a steer-
ing wheel of a car. They said you could
have rammed a steering wheel into the
snake’s mouth.

“The snake skin has been kept in a
gunny sack, and on Friday of last week
they carried it to Roswell, where it was
shown on the Roswell TV station at
about 9:20.

“The men said they have already re-
fused an offer of $500 for the snake’s
skin. They hope to make more than that
from it. ‘We believe people will pay to
see the skin and it can be kept for many
years for many people to see it, and will
make somebody lots of money.’

“They have even talked about taking
it to California, to Hollywood.

“The snake skin measures sixteen feet
and seven inches in length and has
shrunk since it was removed from the
snake’s body. They said the snake looked
about seventeen inches across and ‘as
thick and as long as a telephone pole.’
The rattler was a female. ‘We heard
around Carrizozo that there might be a
mate that big. We may go back in a few
weeks and hunt for it they said.”

A REPTILE specialist was flown into
Ruidoso to look at the monster. His
examination revealed that the snake was
not actually a rattler, but a member of
the boa family. Boa constrictors in New
(Continued on page 38)
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By The Old Bockarcos

Buffalo Bill: The Man—The Legend

The Lives and Legends of Buffalo Bill
(University of Oklahoma Press, $5.95)
by Don Russell is this reviewer’s choice
for the top Western book of 1960. Here
is a book that has just about everything
—a, flamboyant frontier hero who be-
came a legend (while still a young man)
as the subject character, a fascinating
supporting cast, and one of the most ex-
citing periods in our history. Add to
these the trials and tribulations of
launching a wild west show—our first
and the forerunner of many—as spice
and it comes as a highly entertaining
biography that is also a picture of a
half-century slice of American life.

Don Russell set for himself a tre-
mendous task—the separation of fact
from fiction. This is always difficult but
particularly so after the years wipe out
most of the witnesses and dim the mem-
ories of those left. In addition, Don was
confronted with conflicting statements
on several of the controversial matters
made by the man himself, Buffalo Bill.

Nobody, not even Don, knows how
many hundreds of hours of research pre-
ceded the actual hours it took to produce
the manuscript. For example, just
straightening out the so-called “autobi-
ographies” was a chore to challenge the
best of our literary sleuths. Don did it.
The facts are identified and so are the
legends. And of much interest is the care
with which the author traced the devel-
opment of several of the legends, includ-
ing the off-hand way in which Cody of-
ten added to their growth.

This reviewer is slow to use the word
but feels that this book fully merits the
designation definitive. This is it on Buf-
falo Bill. There is a comprehensive bib-
liography, an adequate index, some good
photographs and a list of the Buffalo
Bill Dime Novels. Highly recommended.

High Adventure

The Lives of Ellis P. Bean (University
of Texas Press, $4.50) by Bennet Lay is
a saga of high adventure on the South-
western frontier in the early 1800’s. Bean
was a member of Philip Nolan’s last
horse-hunting (?) expedition to Texas.
Nolan was killed in March, 1801, by the
Spanish troops and the survivors of his
little band were captured and marched
off to Mexico. Bean was one of the cap-
tives and he spent his next dozen years
as a prisoner, much of it in solitary con-
finement for his attempts to escape.

Despite the close watch kept over him
by the Spanish, he made friends and
learned the language. He fought in the
Mexican War for Independence; his
knowledge of powder-making was of
much help to the Mexican Army. As an
envoy of Mexico he returned to the
United States to seek help for the pa-
triots just in time to lend Andy Jackson
a hand in the defense of New Orleans
against the British.

He had some dealings with Jean Lafitte
during this period and some help from
Lafitte’s buccaneers later. With Mexico
free and Texas still a Mexican province,
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Bean started a ranch in East Texas. He
married in Mexico and later married a
Tennessee girl—he divided his time be-
tween Mexico and Texas and his two
wives. He was in Texas at the time of
the Texas Revolution but took no active
part in the fighting.

Sam Houston does credit Bean with
keeping the Indians in East Texas friend-
ly during the Revolution. Bean served
the Republic of Texas as Indian Agent
but finally returned to the home of his
wife in Mexico where he died in 1846.
This is an amazing biography and the au-
thor has performed a real service in
putting together the widely scattered
pieces for the readers of today. Adequate
notes, a good index, illustrations and
maps add to the pleasure of reading this
exciting narrative.

Remington’s West

Frederic Remingtonw’s Own West (Dial,
$7.50) was edited by the leading Reming-
ton authority, Harold McCracken, who
also wrote an informative introduction
for it. Despite the fact that this fine
book contains 115 Remington illustra-
tions, including a frontispiece in color, it
is primarily concerned with the writings
of this great artist-illustrator-sculptor.
While Remington lived in the West for
only one short period, he spent much of
his time there seeing, learning, sketching
and writing.

At times he went west at his own ex-
pense in search of material and inspira-
tion. On other occasions he went on
assignment as the illustrator for a re-
porter or war correspondent. Later, when
the magazines learned that he was a
competent reporter as well as an illus-
trator, he ‘““doubled in brass” on many as-
signments.

This book is fairly evenly divided be-
tween writings on the Southwest and
on the northern Plains. Two of the chap-
ters are from unpublished manuscripts
and this alone makes the book a must
for all Remington buffs. Some of the
other chapters have appeared only in
magazines and are hard to find.

Remington’s writings have been called
“documentary.” If this term is used in
its broadest sense—as history of the peo-
ple and times as well as the notable
events—this reviewer will agree. His
style is forceful but is mellowed by his
love of the waning old West of the In-
dians, buffaloes and the open range. If
you have missed Remington, the writer,
in the past, now is the time for you to
meet him. If you know Remington, the
writer, you’ll want this book, too.

There is also a beautifully bound, extra
illustrated, limited edition of 167 copies
signed by Harold McCracken available
at $35 for a few early-birds.

(Continued on page 56)
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The huge grizzly could handle
the finest fighting bull—but

could he subdue two at a time?

By MARC PETERSON

Illustrated by Al Martin Napoletano

IN APRIL OF 1853, there were many

signs on the roads and trails around
the flourishing mining camp of Mo-
kelumne Hill in Calaveras County an-
nouncing the coming fight of General
Scott, the celebrated bull-killing bear.
The population was a motley mixture of
French, Mexicans, Americans and In-
dians, with a few stray Chinese, Chileans
and other South Americans thrown in.
The town, with the exception of two or
three wooden stores and gambling sa-
loons, was all of canvas.

Bear-and-bull fights were always a
part of any celebration by Mexican Cali-
fornians. These were simply grisly con-
tests between two enraged animals until
one killed the other. Strangely enough,
the Mexicans preferred these gory spec-
tacles more than the Indians did, who
liked the bull-fighting contests in which
they themselves had a chance to par-
ticipate.

The Americans inherited this dubious
tradition of bear-and-bull fights as a
source of entertainment. The spectacles
were still occasionally staged in the
1850’s around some of the more pros-
perous gold camps where the rabble of
miners had money to spend, and popu-
lar interests ran strongly toward the
bawdy and sensational.

Early Sunday afternoon, April 15, the
miners began to gather at the arena, a
rough but strongly-built wooden struc-
ture at the top of a nearby hill. The
crowded scene was gay and brilliant. The
most conspicuous objects were the shirts
of the miners—red, white and blue being
the fashionable colors. Bronzed and
bearded faces appeared under hats of
every color and description.

Revolvers and silver-handled Bowie-
knives glinted in the bright sunshine,
while here and there the fair sex was
represented by a few Mexican women
in snow-white dresses, puffing their
cigarillos in delighted anticipation of the
gory spectacle soon to be enacted.

On the green turf of the arena lay
the hero of the day, General Scott. The
General was caged and fastened to a
long chain secured to a post in the cen-
ter of the arena. Beneath the scaffolding
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on which the spectators sat were two
pens, each containing a very handsome
bull, obviously indignant at their con-
finement.

AT LAST, after a final tattoo had been
beaten on a gong to make the strag-
glers hurry up the hill, preparations were
made to start the fight. The General’s
cage was dragged out of the ring and
when the grizzly came to the end of
its chain, it was dumped upon the ground
in a heap. After floundering half way
around the ring, the bear began to tear
up the earth with his huge fore-paws.

Next the bull was introduced. The bars
of the pen were removed, but when the
bull showed no desire to leave, several
men began poking it vigorously. With a
roar the animal rushed out into the
arena and found itself with General Scott
who, in the meantime, had scraped out
a shallow hole for himself and was lying
in it. The bull was a very beautiful ani-
mal of dark purple marked with white.
Its horns were regular and sharp, its
coat smooth and glossy as satin.

It stood for a moment inspecting the
bear, the ring and the crowd and, not
liking the looks of things in general,
wheeled around and dashed for the safety
of its pen. As the bars had already been
put up to prevent this retreat, they were
smashed to pieces. Again the bull was
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persuaded (by vicious prodding) to enter
the arena and fight. After glaring at
General Scott for a few minutes the bull
put its head down and charged. The
General calmly received the impact in a
crouched position and grabbed the bull
by the nose. This furious attack was
greeted by tremendous applause from the
spectators.

Meanwhile, the General, lying on his
back, held the bull’'s nose firmly be-
tween his teeth and embraced it around
the neck with his fore-paws, while the
bull made the most of its opportunities
by stamping on the General with both
hind feet. Finally the General became
exasperated with this treatment and,
with an angry roar, shook the bull by
the nose. The bull quickly scrambled to
its feet and retired to the other side of
the ring while General Scott again
crouched down in his hole.

After standing a few minutes, the bull
decided it was worth another try and
again he dashed at General Scott. Again
the poor General’s ribs resounded from
the impact, but again he seized the bull’s
nose and held fast. The bull, however,
had had enough of this rough treatment
and quickly tore loose. It was making
off when the General, not wishing to
part company so soon, seized a hind foot
between his teeth and paws and was

(Continued on next page)
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"The second bull was as handsome and as large as the first bull.”
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Eighteen Feet, Six Inches!
(Continued from page 35)

Mexico! A new wave of speculation
surged out from Ruidoso. Lost from a
z00? But no zoos reported any missing
boa constrictors.

However, Mrs. Wiley Edgington, a resi-
dent of Albuquerque, New Mexico, after
reading the ‘“‘snake story” in the Albu-
querque Journal, called that paper to re-
port that she had discarded an old snake
skin after cleaning out her summer cabin
in Ruidoso. Coincidentally, the call was
taken by Journal reporter Jim Lamb,
Ruidoso News’ editor Vic’s son.

Mrs. Edgington, whose husband had
died a few months before, told Jim Lamb
she had hired a Mexican to haul a lot
of trash—including an old boa constrictor
skin—to the village dump. She believed
that skin was the same one Baca and
Gonzales were displaying.

The weight of evidence against them,
Baca and Gonzales ‘confessed.” They
admitted they had paid ten chickens for
the skin, actually believing it ta be a
rattler, and had shown it to Hart and
others. Then they made up a good story
to explain their acquisition of the skin,

his victims with a hypnotic stare that
caused them to forget where they en-
countered it.

‘“We say that Mike and Juan show a
talent for the sort of stuff on which
much of our literature has been based,
since the days of Odysseus and Hercules,
and our hat is off to them.”

The Ordeal of General Scoit
(Continued from page 37)

thus dragged around the ring, much to
the great delight of the audience.

By now the bull had suffered severe
punishment. Its nose and lips were a
mass of blood, and it lay down to re-
cover. But it was not allowed to rest
very long. Men with sharp-pointed sticks
jabbed at it until the animal again
charged the bear. The result was the
same as before and it was quite obvious
that the bull had no chance at all of
victory. The conductor of the perform-
ance mounted the barrier and shouted,
“Hasn’t this bull had a fair play?”

“Yes! Yes!” the crowd replied.

“For another $200 I will let in my
second bull, and the three can fight it
out until one or all are killed!”

and let the gullible believers take over
from there.

The most appropriate finis to the
story was written by Gordon Greaves,
editor of the Portales, New Mexico,
News-Tribune. He wrote:

“Real Talent—Mike Gonzales and Juan
Baca of Ruidoso deserve credit for lift-
ing the news out of the summer dol-
drums.

“Their account of killing an eighteen-
foot rattlesnake is a real contribution
to Southwestern lore. It is a shame to
spoil it with scientific skepticism, or
even proof, but that is inevitable.

“The yarn these two intrepid explorers
have brought back out of the Mal Pais
country is so breathtaking that the pub-
lic simply won’t be convinced it isn’t
true.

“That forsaken country is just the set-
ting for a modern dragon, and we've
often wanted to go out looking for one
ourselves. If a snake that size doesn't
exist, then it is perfectly correct to in-
vent one.

“It’s a story worthy of the late Butter-
milk Smith, only he would never have
made the mistake of bringing in a skin
as proof. His snake would have doubtless
snapped up bullets as they were fired,
and then would have disappeared into a
cavern, after momentarily transfixing
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“rattlesnake” skin.

LOUD CHEERS answered this proposal,
and three men going around with
hats soon collected the required amount.
The second bull was as handsome and as
large as the first. On being prodded into
the arena, it seemed to understand the
state of affairs at once, and rushed at
General Scott who, as usual, immediately
pinned the newcomer by the nose. The
second bull, however, was more of a
fighter than the first and, struggling
violently, soon freed itself. Wheeling
around, it caught the General in the hind-
quarters and knocked him over. The
other bull thought this was a good op-
portunity to take a crack at his enemy,
too, and he smacked him from the other
side.

But after another round or two, it was
obvious that even two bulls were no
match for General Scott and the per-
formance was ended. Both bulls were
shot, General Scott was put back in his
cage, and the crowd dispersed, all noisily
agreeing that it had been a very fine
show and an extremely enjoyable after-
noon.

Tough old General Scott, although he
survived this Sunday encounter, was kill-
ed in the next battle he fought, a few
weeks later.

True West



Question: Did Chief Washakie of the
Shoshone tribe ever fight against the
whites ?—George Kouracos, College
Point, New York.

Answer: The answer is no. From the
days of Lewis and Clark this tribe was
friendly toward the whites. They were
splendid allies in many Indian campaigns.
Washakie fought valiantly. At the Rose-
bud he was heroic. So much was he
esteemed that an army post was named
in his honor.

Question: Did Harvey Logan’s girl friend
go with him to South America ?—Ernes-
tine Hazlitt, Santa Maria, California.
Answer: Neither Harvey Logan nor his
girl friend, Annie Rogers, went to South
America. You perhaps have confused
Annie Rogers with Etta Place. The lat-
ter, with Longbaugh and Cassidy, cleared
New York in February, 1903, on the
steamer Soldier Prince. According to the
Pinkerton files, Etta returned to the
United States in 1907 to undergo sur-
gery. The fate of Annie Rogers is not
known. (See the article “Top Man of
the Wild Bunch” by Calvin Glen in the
Winter, 1960 FRONTIER TIMES and
“The Long Long Trail” by Tana Mac in
the Spring, 1961 issue.)

Question: There was a story going the
rounds in early Oklahoma to the effect
that in a bull ring an Indian had killed
a fierce Spanish bull with a butcher

e, Knoxville 17, '
envelope if you wish a direct reply.

knife. Did it really happen?—Doreen
Richards, Harlan, Kentucky.

Answer: Yes, the fight took place in a
roped-off quarter of St. Augustine, Flori-
da, in the 1870’s when the Indians were
being held at Fort Marion. The Indian
was the Kiowa, White Horse. The event
is said to have been one of the most
remarkable feats of its kind.

Question: Was Bob Ford ever tried for
killing Jesse James? Did he receive the
$10,000 reward ?—Julius Wyneman, Los
Angeles, California.

Answer: Bob Ford was not tried for kill-
ing Jesse James, but he was indicted and
tried for the murder of Wood Hite, was
condemned and later pardoned. Most au-
thorities concede that Ford received
around $1,200. Where it came from we
do not know, for Governor Crittenden
later stated that the State of Missouri
did not pay a cent of the reward. As
Homer Croy said, “No one know exactly.”

Question: Who was the deserter at the
Alamo ?—Orvil Gannon, Sedalia, Mis-
souri.

Answer: The man’s name was Louis
Rose, a professional soldier and immi-
grant, who went over the wall on the
night of March 3 or early morning hours
of March 4, after Travis had announced
there was no chance of relief before the
general assault, which was imminent.
(Some authoritiés prefer to believe that
Rose was sent out by Travis to seek help

(Continued on page 55)
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Wild 0Old Days!
(Continued from page 29)

inexperienced as he was about such
things, picked up a twelve-foot one-by-
ten in the middle and went sailing out
over the desert. He passed over Chey-
enne at about 8,000 feet and landed
eventually in a Platte River slough.

Another time a Rock Springs house-
wife hung a brand new mink coat on the
clothesline to air out. Along came a wind
and the mink and clothesline disappeared.
A week later the mink coat turned up
in a pawnshop in Laramie.

The reason so much contamination is
found in Illinois, especially around Chi-
cago, is because everything that gets con-
taminated in Wyoming blows straight
east.

As a matter of fact, the high price of
beef is due to Wyoming winds. When
the wind blows, the cattle bed down to
keep from being blown eastward. This
cuts down their grazing time so they
don’t put on weight. Result—beef prices
soar.

There are some places in Wyoming,
however, where the wind is no problem.
Take the Sheridan Valley, for instance,
which lies behind the Big Horn Moun-
tains where it’s sheltered. Another place
is the town of Lander, in the Pope Agie
Valley, which is protected by the Wind
River Mountains. Here women wear a
sheath dress all summer long without
getting whistled at.

But why go on endlessly? If any of
you so-and-sos have any better stories
about your respective states and the
conditions found therein—trot ’em out.

We still got better ones in Wyoming.

BARREN LAND GRIZZLIES
By George Jennings Gale

HERE'S sure a lot of difference in

bears. The Barren Land Grizzly is
skinnier and more active than the Kodiak
and is more of a meat-eater. This I found
out by experience.

While hunting back of Healy, Alaska,
a few years back I shot a moose, using
a .32 Winchester Special. I packed some
eighty pounds of it home that day, and
the next day went back for another load.
I had a 12-gauge shotgun with me just
in case. It was lucky I did, because when
I came upon my moose carcass there was
a grizzly lying on it, chewing away. I
remember how big and far apart his
ears were—I would guess about eighteen
inches apart.

The bear seemed unusually reticent
about leaving his free meal. Had I been
carrying a rifle I would have backed
down, but with the 12-gauge (a repeater)
I walked straight at him. Although he did
not charge, he didn’t leave the carcass
either—until I half tore his head off with
a blast from the shotgun. He wheeled
and began wildly tearing up the small
trees around and about. Evidently I had
not shot too straight, so I walked up
and shot him again. I had to, or else
have a wounded bear that might stalk
me through the underbrush. The second
blast really tore his head to shreds.

I didn’t get scared until I started to
think about how deadly that monster
could have been. The Barren Land Griz-
zly can move very fast for a short dis-
tance and has so much power he is
really dangerous. I think if I'd known
he was there before I left home, I'd left
him to his meal and gone after another
moose for myself!

William C. Fallon in 1903.

The Lost Crazy Woman Mine
(Continued from page 21)

it was gone and she found herself on
foot in a strange and fearful land.

About noon that day Tucker overtook
her and administered a ‘“whupping” she
would never forget. She was so beaten
up that she could not walk.

“We’ll stay here tonight,” Tucker said,
“and if you're still as helpless by morn-
ing as you are now I'll simply have to
kill you and go back alone. You're no
good to me alive anyway.”

While she lay suffering, he rode off to
look for the stray horse, but failed to
find it.

That night as he lay asleep, she crawl-
ed to his rifle, cocked it and thrust the
muzzle against the back of his head.
After the gun fired, Tucker threshed
around for a while, then lay still.

She regretted her act later, but it was
the only escape she knew from a brutal
beast who might kill her at any moment.

When daybreak came she saddled
Tucker’s horse and headed east once
more. Because the rifle was a muzzle-
loader and she did not know how to re-
charge it, she left it by the body.

Four days later, near starvation and
lost, she met three Ute Indians who
agreed to lead her back to Golden pro-
vided she would give them her horse.

On the second day, Golden was sighted
and she was put afoot. The Indians rode
off with her saddle pony.

Fearful of being charged with murder,
Mrs. Tucker told a story of becoming
lost from her husband and wandering for
days. It was best, she decided, not to
speak of the gold strike Tucker had
made because if a flock of gold seekers
swarmed into the region, they might
find her husband’s body and suspect her.

She kept her secret for two months,
then apparently realized she was going
insane. Her fear of the mountains and
the privations she had suffered had left
her mind in a state of turmoil. Finally
she simply had to tell someone.

HE someone to whom she told her
story was the wife of Thomas Gib-
son, editor of the Western Mountaineer,
for whom her first husband had worked.
Gibson sent four men to look for the
pbody, with instructions to extend their
search for the gold ledge in the event

True West



the body was not found. Meanwhile the
whole thing was kept a secret.

The searchers remained in the moun-
tains for three weeks. When their pro-
visions ran out, they came back, empty-
handed.

Gibson went over Mrs. Tucker’s story
several times in private interviews with
her, but could never get from her any
detailed account of her trip out of the
mountains. She had been completely
turned around and likely would never
have reached Golden had it not been for
the helpful Indians.

Because Mrs. Tucker had become in-
sane, her story was discredited. There
never had been any proof to substantiate
it. True, Tucker had vanished from his
former haunts, but that could happen to
any jackass prospector. He likely had
seen his wife’s mental condition coming
on and had taken off. Little credence was
given her story of having shot him to
death.

Thirty-six years passed.

In early June of 1896, two old pros-
pecting partners, Mo Ginsberg and Can-
tankerous Smith (the only names they
ever used), came upon some bleached
bones and an old muzzle-loader so en-
crusted with rust that the name of the
manufacturer, the model and the caliber
had been corroded. Nearby was a human
skull that had been pierced from the
back with a bullet, conclusive evidence
of murder.

Also picked up among the bones were
three pieces of quartz so heavily streaked
with gold that the prospectors thought
they had discovered a bonanza. How-
ever, a thorough search of the immediate
area disclosed no further sign of quartz.
The three pieces of ore appeared to have
been brought there from elsewhere, prob-
ably on the murdered man’s person.

The discovery was made fifteen miles
west of Sheep Mountain in southern Gun-
nison County.

When the prospectors took the ore to
an assayer in Telluride, he became ex-
cited and wanted to know where they
had found it. His assay ran $2,700 to the
short ton and created a sensation. The
ore out of the famous Smuggler Mine
ran only $1,200 to the ton.

For months after that southern Gun-
nison County had plenty of prospectors.
They ranged as far north in their search
as the Yampa River, but no strikes were
made. Gradually the fever subsided and
it was not until 1903 that anyone again
became interested in the story of what
was now called the lost Crazy Woman
Mine.

ILLIAM C. Fallon had been a resi-

dent of Telluride at the time the pros-
pectors found the skull and rusted rifle,
but had moved to Durango in 1901,
where he rented a house for himself and
family. He was a mining promoter in
Telluride but when he moved to Durango,
he switched over to locating settlers on
public lands.

One morning a tree snake tumbled
from a limb onto the Fallon residence
and crawled into the attic. Mrs. Fallon
would not rest until it was found and
destroyed. The attic was full of old news-
papers, magazines and whatnot stored
there by the former tenants and the
Fallons, having no use for an attic, had
not cleaned it out.

While looking for the snake, Fallon’s
eyes happened to settle upon a newspaper
page yellow with age and so brittle it
was coming apart. He noticed a story
about a woman named Dora Tucker who
had confessed to killing her husband and
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$780,000 in Gold Nuggets

Found on Mountain-Top
... and There’s Still

“‘o’. B 5 A valuable collection of gold nuggets
1 found with a metal detector

Searching for gold nuggets

Arizona history books record an occasion
where three men, in 1863, found $1,800
worth of naturally-occurring gold nuggets
in one day, using only butcher knives for
digging. The strike eventually produced
$780,000 in gold nuggets, with $500,000
worth coming from just one acre on top of
a mountain. The surrounding area event-
ually produced over $20,000,000 in gold,
and is still producing some gold today,
although it is almost a ghost town.

Finding gold in pioneer days took a lot
of luck and hard work. Today it can be
done scientifically with much less effort,
using a modern electronic metal detector.
Our new improved metal detectors can
readily detect gold under the ground.
Werite for free illustrated catalog describ-
ing our 6 different models. Gardiner
Electronics Co., Dept. 7, 2545 E. Indian
School Road, Phoenix, Arizona.

the Voice of

J. FRANK DOBIE!

An  Entertainment Delight
T

America has no greater story-teller
than J. FRANK DOBIE, whose tales
of America's mustang days have
captured the interest of readers
around the globe. Author of 17
books, most of them published by
Little, Brown and Company, DOBIE
writes knowingly of Indians and cat-
tle drives, of outlaws on horseback,
of range animals, of lost mines and
buried treasure, and of dauntless
pioneer men and women. He has col-
lected and polished their stories for
37 years.

To read a DOBIE book, magazine
or newspaper piece is an exciting ex-
perience; to hear his voice telling the
tales is even more satisfying, for the
personality of the man comes
through with every word.

This recording is of the following
stories: THE GHOST BULL OF THE
MAVERICKS (from The Longhorns), THE
DREAM THAT SAVED WILBARGER

(from Tales of Old-Time Texas), DIAMOND BILL, CONFEDERATE ALLY (from Tales of Old-Time
Texas), TOO MUCH PEPPER (from Tales of Old-Time Texas), DROUTHED OUT (from I'll Tell You

a Tale).
DOMINO RECORDS is proud to recommend this high quality recording to long-time DOBIE
fans and to new discoverers of his art.
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The lost Crazy Woman Mine is located somewhere within this circle.

leaving his body in the mountains, her
excuse being that she had feared for her
life.

With great interest Fallon read the
account, realizing that here for ‘the first
time was corroborative evidence that
Mrs. Tucker’s story was not simply a
figment of her imagination, as so many
said it was, but the absolute truth.
Forty-three years had passed since she
had ridden into Golden in a state of men-
tal collapse. In that length of time, al-
most two generations, her story had been
completely forgotten. But here, in the
old newspaper, was the connecting link.

The printed page bore no identifica-
tion of the name or date of the news-
paper from which it apparently had been
torn, other than the page numbers, which
were three and four. But Fallon gathered
from reading the account that it had
appeared in a Golden newspaper; the
only paper printed in Golden in 1860 was
the Western Mountaineer. The story men-
tioned that Mrs. Tucker’s former hus-
band, George Cyre, had been a printer
and worked in Golden. It was never
definitely established that the page was
from the Western Mountaineer. How-
ever, old-timers remembered that the
Mountaineer had printed the story at
length.

It mattered little to Fallon which paper
had published it. At the moment he was

It was reasonable to assume that a
tunnel would have caved in during the
forty-three years that had intervened,
and there might not be any visible evi-
dence of its former existence remaining,
yet there had undoubtedly been a refuse
dump where the muck from the tunnel
had been deposited, and this the eye
could not miss. But search as they did
for two months, Fallon and Brown cov-
ered only a small portion of the vast
area involved. They marked on a map
all the ground they had covered and re-
solved to have another go at it come
spring.

During the next seven or eight years
they spent eleven months covering ground
they had not covered before, and then
Brown was forced to drop out because of
ill health.

Fallon, in the years that followed,
made several more trips into the Colorado
wilds, but in 1923 over-exertion brought
on a heart attack while he was in the
field with his son George, then twenty-
four.

After his father died in 1931, George
Fallon and a friend resumed the search.
They have not gone back every year but
have made a total of eleven trips into
the region. If the lost Crazy Woman is
to be found, it seems reasonable to as-
sume that George will find it, for when

Y3 M e e fomi 2 gifts at $4 each. fired with new enthusiasm, for it now he goes back this summer, he will be
appeared that the story of the lost Crazy covering the last few square miles of the
Woman Mine was indeed authentic and Pprobable dxscovery.area. ’Ifhe rest has all
Spone he was resolved to organize an expedi- been looked over in previous years. He
tion to search for it. has all the maps his father made, blot-
Addr Fallon interested a neighbor, Marvin ting 'out the areas inves.tigated, as well
Brown, in the project and in August of &S his own maps made in recent years,
City that year, 1903, the two of them set out and there is only one possibility left, it

Use separate sheet for names, addresses of
those to whom you want us to send gifts. Tell
us how gift card should read.

well supplied with provisions. They hunt-
ed until late October but came home
empty-handed, as they were to come
home many times thereafter.

seems, and that is the area yet to be
checked off. Just where this region lies,
George will not say.
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Battle with the Squaws
(Continued from page 25)

I observed that the guides were all out
watching but I didn’t stop to speak.
Down at the old logging road crossing,
I stopped my car and waited to see if
I were being followed or spied upon. I
could see no one, so took the chance and
turned my car up the embankment onto
the old grade. In half an hour’s traveling
I was opposite to where Jake’s float
should be located.

Turning the car back in the direction
I had come, I set the brakes, locked the
door, and took with me a high-powered
binocular down through the timber to the
lake. I had figured correctly and came
out close to the float-house. I concealed
myself in a large clump of brush on the
shore.

I had hardly got located when a heavy
smoke burst forth from both stove-pipes
on the float. The weather was too warm
for fires, so I figured it to be a signal.

Watching carefully through the glass,
I located a canoe leaving the opposite
shore and paddling toward the eastern
bank. When the canoe was halfway
across the lake, I was able to identify
the occupant as a large and very dark
man. I knew then that I had outwitted
the squaws and this was the man I
wanted.

Jake headed toward the float and as he
approached, would occasionally stop pad-
dling and look carefully in all directions
before coming on. As his canoe neared
the float, I began working my way up
the shore until I was close to the bridge
by the time he landed on the float. Jake
looked all around, then tied his canoe and
went inside. I ran across the bridge,
kicked the door open and entered the
shack right behind him. I didn’t want to
kill him if I could help it, but Jake was
a big, powerful man and if I couldn’t
handle him I might have to shoot him.

As I kicked the door in, Jake whirled
toward me. Before he knew what was
up I had the cuffs on his wrists. But not
behind his back where they should be,
for I knew I was not man enough to put
them there. Big as he was, I believed I

The author. The photo was taken
the year after his adventure with
big Jake and the fighting squaws.
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Renowned for developing boys of leadership qualities since 1845.
Small classes and supervised study under men of proven ability
develop concentration, intellectual progress. Graduates in leadin

colleges and universities. ROTC. Military training and Band. Located in the heart of the Shenandoa
Valley. 3%, hours from Washington— 2!/, hours from Richmond, Roanoke, All sports program designed
to allow each boy participation in a variety of athletics. Remedial reading. Large QJM and swimming
ol. 1,500 acres of school in the ceuntry. Junior School—Grades 4 through Post Graduate. For catalog
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and “'Life At Augusta' write Col. C. S. Roller, Jr., Principal, Box P. D., FORT DEFIANCE, VIRGINIA.

PERSONAL

$100 each week for as long as one
year when you are in the hospital.

JLeople to 80 years eligible. No Agent
Will Call. For FREE details write to
Crown Life,203 N.Wabash,Chicago 1,
Illinois. Dept. No. 146

WANTED — 100 INDIAN FIGHTERS!

Have you ever said to yourself, ''I'm gonna get me a big hat and run away to be an Indian fighter!''?2
Well, you'll have to bring your own hat, but right now we'd like to sign you on as a genuine INDIAN
FIGHTER!

Nope, the ''pesky redskins ' haven't risen, nor are we about to try by force to get them to take back
the country. The way taxes are these days they would really fight that idea.

The brand of INDIAN FIGHTERS we're enlisting are fighters for the Indians, not against. In particular,
a tremendous lot of help is needed right now by the Navajos who are trying fo live on the barren lands
of their reservation north of Flagstaff,” Arizona. The need is so immediate and so great, it is difficult to
start _a list. The comfortable, and all too popular, belief that ""The Great White Fathers in Washington"'
provide a bountiful life for our ''red brothers' is simply not true. There is just as much want and need
among these fine people from whom we ''took over'' this land of plenty as there is among the ''faraway
helpless'' who now receive so much of our official bounty.

So, in a person-to-person, non-governmental crusade, we seek to enlist 100 INDIAN FIGHTERS who
will fight for a people who fought the world's most hopeless battle—the American Indians. They desper-
ately need such everyday things as aspirin, eye drops, salves, band aids, gauze, adhesive tape, rubbing
alcohol, mentholatum, vaseline, vitamins, iodine, baby powder, talc, toothpaste, toothbrushes and soap.
They will be very happy to receive and wear any odds and ends of new clothing or shoes or boots in
children's or adult sizes. Canned goods, dried foods, pens, pencils, tablets, crayons, paints, paint books,
good books for young people—in fact there is no limit, either in quantity or kind, as to what the Navajos
do need and can use right now.

All help will be channeled direct to the needy Navajos through the field service of THE FLAGSTAFF
MISSION TO THE NAVAJOS, P. O. Box 1397, Flagstaff, Arizona. This is a non-profit, non-denominational
foundation. They will be happy to mail receipts for the value of gifts to all donors for income tax pur-
poses. If you want a tax deduction receipt, enclose a note with your name and address and the value of
the gift. If you wish to send money, the Mission will use it for direct relief to the Indians. Make all
checks or money orders payable to FLAGSTAFF MISSION TO THE NAVAJOS.

GENUINE - LONG HORNS

THESE LONG HORNS are the same breed of cattle which was ranchhouse, your den, for bars, restaurants, ete.
brought into Mexico in 1621. The horns are hand polish We have the following sizes from tip to tip.
smooth as silk. Center piece is genuine hand tooled leather, 5 feet $25.00; 6 feet $ 30.00 7 feet $45.00,
In choice of tan, brown or black. - Terms cash with order. Send money order,
Its flower decorated. A set of this horns are or chec
decoration for your fireplace at
home, or office,

WEANE -
. BOX 788, LAREDO, TEXAS
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A SMALL BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN

Have your freedom in a business of your own. If you
work the sky is the limit. Try for yourself, build for
yourself. Here are ''1000 Money Making ldeas" for
you—including 98 different Retail, Wholesale and
Service bu_smesses, how to start and operate a Mail
Order Business and many other ways of establishing
your own enterprise and independence. Order Book
No. 19 only $4.95 Postpaid.

MAIL ORDER SERVICE CO.
Dept. 676, Box 6072 Corpus Christi, Texas
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$4.98 Postage Paid in USA
G o I D EXCHANGE HOUSE
GOLD FINDERS SUPPLIERS Cormer Sixth § Lesd
323 . 6th St. S.W. Albuquerqus. New Mexico. UsA
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FIREARMS
BARGAINS

Are you a gun trader? Gun collector? Or are
you just plain interested in guns? If you are,
you'll profit from reading the bargain-filled
columns of SHOTGUN NEWS, now pub-
lished twice each month. It's the leading
publication for the sale, purchase and trade
of firearms and accessories of all types.
SHOTGUN NEWS has aided thousands of
gun enthusiasts locate firearms, both mod-
ern and antique — rifles, shotguns, pistols,
revolvers, scopes, mounts . . . all at money-
saving prices. The money you save on the
purchase of any one of the more than 5,000
listings twice a month more than pays your
subseription cost. You can’t offord to be
without this unique publication.

Free trial offer!
Money Back Guarantee.

As a special introductory offer, we'll send
you the next issue of SHOTGUN NEWS free
of charge with your one year subscription.
That means you get 25 big issues. What's
more, if you're not completely satisfied, just
tell wus.
money in full and you can keep the issues

We'll immediately refund your

you already hgve. Fair enough? You bet!
Fill in the coupon below and mail it today!

s S — G— — — — — — — — . — ap )

THE SHOTGUN NEWS AT
Columbus, Nebraska

Yes, send me the next issve of SHOTGUN
NEWS FREE and start my subscription for one
year. $2 enclosed—to be refunded if I’'m not
completely satisfied.

Address

City & State
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Lake Quinault Lodge

could handle him with the cuffs on his
wrists. I came dangerously close to be-
ing wrong.

AKE began yelling and cursing and
trying to break the handcuffs apart.
He shouted to the squaws, “Is-kum koll-
i-peen, is-kwm koll-i-peen!” (Get the
gun! Get the gun!) Understanding Chi-
nook no doubt saved my life at this point.
The squaws ran toward the bed with me
after them. I struck one of the squaws
across the arms as she dragged a double-
barreled shotgun from beneath the cov-
ers. My blow not only knocked the gun
from her hands but caused it to dis-
charge, tearing a big hole in the bed.
Jake had followed me, roaring like
a mad bull. He reached me, raised both

Lake
near

hands high and smashed down with the
handcuffs on my head, knocking me to
the floor and cutting a two-inch gash
in my scalp. Blood pouring down my
face and into my eyes nearly blinded me.
Dizzy and nearly unconscious, I rolled
over on my back to find Jake standing
over me trying to reach the gun. With
all the strength I had left I kicked him
in the groin and put him permanently
out of the fight.

I sat up—and a canoe paddle caught
me edgewise just above the right ear
and dropped me again. I was not com-
pletely out and through a bright flash
of light as my face hit the floor, I saw
a moccasined foot close to my head.
Grasping the foot I tried to twist it off.
The owner of the foot howled and fell
over a bench. I struggled to my feet just

Quinault. Jake had his float house across the lake,
the place campfire smoke is visible in the photo.

True West



in time to receive a canoe pole across the
back of my neck, wielded by the other
squaw. Down I went again. I got up
shakily—and the first squaw dived at
me with a big salmon knife. By the look
on her face I knew I was fighting for
my life, for the old girl meant business!

I parried her thrust with my left arm,
getting only a small cut along the fore-
arm. I aimed my right fist for her chin
and threw the punch as hard as I could.
She fell over a box, knocked the three-
legged stove over, and went to sleep on
the floor. Now the other squaw was
coming at me with a fish spear. I ducked
the spear, and knocked her out with a
belt on the jaw.

Leaving both squaws on the floor, I
grabbed Jake by the collar and dragged
him out the open door and across the
bridge. He was struggling so hard I
nearly lost him in the water. On shore,
he either passed out or pretended to. I
nudged him in the ribs a few times to
assure myself that he was out. I felt
bushed now and sat down to rest and
smoke a cigarette. That done, I filled an
old bucket with water and poured it
over Jake’s head. That woke him up
fast! I kicked him in the rump and made
him stand up. On his feet, he claimed he
couldn’t stand or walk. I prodded him
with the muzzle of my gun and made
him walk ahead of me.

I was getting pretty weak from loss of
blood by this time and was glad to find
that I had turned the car around before
leaving it. With an abundance of “gentle”
language. I finally got Jake in the front
seat with me and we started down the
grade. A short while later I caught Jake
slyly watching me and realized he was
not badly hurt and was only watching
for a chance to catch me off-guard.

We reached the highway, and five
miles down the road tame to a camp
where several shingle-bolt men were
working. I stopped and asked for help.
My clothing was soaked with blood, my
shoes were full of it, and the car looked
like a slaughter-house. I was beginning
to get dizzy spells and it was hard for
me to keep my mind on business.

One of the men kindly offered to drive
the car to Hoquiam but was afraid that
I might pass out, leaving him with both
Jake and me to take care of. I talked to
the foreman and he consented to go
along. I handed him my gun, telling him
to sit behind Jake and shoot him if he
made a move.

At Hoquiam we drove to the police
station, and I turned Jake over to the
Hoquiam police, asking that they notify
the Federal officers in Seattle and also
call the Indian Agent and tell him we had
Jake locked up.

The police took Jake and put him away.
By that time I was in pretty rough shape,
so a police officer drove me to the hos-
pital. At the hospital the doctor sewed
my scalp-wound. I was given a bath,
my bloody clothes and shoes were sent
to the cleaner, and I was sent home.

The next morning the two Federal
officers returned and took Jake with
them to Seattle, where he was placed in
jail to await trial.

Now that Jake was a prisoner, the In-
dians volunteered all the information
they had. Jake was convicted and sen-
tenced to a life term in the penitentiary.
He was taken to the pen at Walla Walla,
Washington, where he was rated a very
bad inmate for some time.

Later he was converted, joined the
church, and became a model prisoner.

May-June, 1961

HAWAII TROPHY
BIG HORN SHEEP

BOAR — SHEEP — UPLAND GAME —
PHEASANT — QUAIL
PRICE $887.00 (plus air fare)

Maximum Hunting Group — Five Persons

All inclusive seven days hunting and fishing at
world famous Mauna Kea Mountain, Wife en-
joys a luxurious Kona hotel while hubbie hunts
for trophy heads. Meals, hotel, licenses, guides,
jeeps, guns, etc., are included.

for reservations and information write
JOHN W. ROONEY
3142 Wiishire Boulevard, Los Angeles 5, Calif.
DUnkirk 4-8181

in the Islands contact
W. D. ‘“‘Duke’ Duesenberg

Box 3, Kailua, Kona, Hawaiian Islands

, W The Safety Single Shot

Modern safety, authentic Western lines.
Ideal for beginners, fishermen, campers,
family fun. .22 long rifle, long, short. At
your dealer’s now. For free firearms catalog,

write Savage Arms, Westfield 7, Mass.
ONLY

i Savage. 0l &

2
PRICES SUBJECT TO CHANGE. SLIGHTLY HIGHER IN CANADA.

You'll be surprised, folks, how beautiful your skin is after using
Creme d'monte all-purpose CREAM LOTION for just one week.

It may be used for all your cosmetic needs such as: hair condi-
tioner, sun lotion, blemishes, detergent hands and even calloused feet.

Our products are compounded with several of nature's minerals found on the west-
ern deserts. There are no harsh animal fats or vegetable oils to clog the pores. It
lets them breathe as nature intended, thus preserving the body beautiful. If unobtainable
locally, send $2.00 (includes tax and postage). Please—no stamps or COD. U. S. only.
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded.

Reliable sales outlets and distributors wanted.

DE MONTETON TRONA, CALIFORNIA
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IDAHO

IS‘THE PLACE TO ggoz
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The Gem State is BIG COUNTRY . . .
Thousands of square miles of forested
alpine mountains, sparkling lakes and
clear water rivers. Who lives here be-
sides the luckiest people on earth? Elk,
moose, deer, antelope, bighorn sheep,
mountain goat, cougar, bear and more
varieties of game birds than you can
pronounce. Fish? . . . over a score of
species including the world’s largest
Rainbow Trout.

The bill of fare includes superb hunting
and fishing; swimming, boating, winter
sports, picture taking and just plain
looking and enjoying the unexcelled
scenery. There’s fun for every member
of the family in the unspoiled BIG
WEST at its colorful and exciting best.
IDAHO'!

SEND FOR NEW FREE COLORFUL FOLDER
Department of Commerce and Development
Room 617, Capitol Bldg., Boise, Idaho

Name
Address
CHey el e

. COLLECTORS ITEM!
| NAVAJO TRAIL GUIDE

B A travel guide that takes you along the Nav- )
ajo Trail through modern cities and old ghost
9 towns. Tells you where to go and what to see,
the best places to eat and sleep, also where the
big ones are biting.
BY  This little homespun magazine has all the ¥
Q’ flavor of the Old West and was made out of
=d oldtime magazine ads and pictures in the Gay
Nineties Period. s
See the oldtime automobiles and read the
§] ballyhoo used in their promotion fifty years
=Y ago. =
?).1 Pictures of train wrecks on the famous Gal- E
5} loping Goose railroad, the narrow gauge that =

B helped build an empire, told by the oldest P
§] living conductor.

An exact copy of the newspaper that an-
§‘1 nounced the death of George Washington and P5
§1 in the ad section a comely Negro wench is
:271 thrown in for good measure in a real estate [
L deal. S
51 This magazine is authentic in every detail [g
Bl and has been commended by the office of
:);1 President U. S. A. and the Governor of Colo- S
Q} rado.

8 By special arrangement with Western Publi-
LA cations this magazine is offered to readers of
5] TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES at one- xg
2 half the regular price. Send fifty cents for your
§] copy today, plus 10c for postage.

Navajo Trail Magazine
Box 475 Mancos, Colorado 25

Truly Western
(Continued from page %)

can’t figure out. It was bought at a sale
as a piece of junk.

I'll try to explain a little bit about it.
This whatever-you-call-it is made by
hand and is all wood—all the joints are
fastened by wood pegs. The square-look-
ing block of wood in the middle might
be a foot pedal.

We have this thing at home and would
like all the information we could have on
it.—CIlif Doyle, Dakota City, Iowa.

Editor's Note: Hmmm. It looks like some-
thing my mother-in-law gave me for Christ-
mas one year. Even my horse couldn’t
figure it out.

Bouquet

Dear Mr. Small:

“Buffalo Hunt” (J anuary-February
TRUE WEST) by Dr. Walter Prescott
Webb is another proof of the fine service
you are doing in preserving the true his-
tory of the West.

The illustrations predate any that I
know of in the field. The story covers all
phases of the buffalo industry at its
earliest date, as to hides, tongues and
meat. I hope you can have further pic-
tures of this interesting era of the West.
This issue will really be a collector’s
item.—Fred R. Cotten, 208 East Oak
Street, Weatherford, Texas.

Dutchman’s Gold Not Really a Mine?

Editors, TRUE WEST:

Doggone it! I'm getting tired of all this
hooey in newspapers and other publi-
cations about so many good citizens be-
ing murdered in the Superstitions look-

~—__ OLD SPANISH
1 ARASTAS FOUND

ing for the Lost Dutchman Mine. All this
uproar about the laxity of Arizona laws
and law enforcement officers gives me a
fast burn. There’s nothing wrong with
either.

T've tried to track down some facts on
authenticated murders in the Supersti-
tions but there are so many different
versions that I have ruled niney-nine
percent of them fictional. To blame the
so-called murders on the Apaches is a
mighty low blow—in fact, it’s downright
silly. The Apaches of San Carlos Reser-
vation are too darn busy in their fields
and being the best cattlemen in Arizona
for such foofarah.

Now for just one more angle on the
Lost Dutchman’s gold.

Fay Ward, from Scottsdale, Arizona,
has explored the Superstitions and looked
up all the data available on the mine.
He learned that Walzer, the Dutchman,
was on the payroll of the Goldfield Mine
at the time he made his big discovery.
He was a lone wolf and spent his time
prospecting around the west nose of the
Superstitions.

About a mile-and-a-half from our
house is the historical massacre grounds
where a burro train of Peralta’s Mexican
miners were ambushed and massacred by
the Indians. This spot is not far from
so-called Garden Valley, a natural amphi-
theatre, which, judging from pictographs
on the cliffs and natural altar stones,
the ancient Apaches must have held
sacred to their gods.

It is a known fact that the Spaniards
did extensive mining on the Salt River
near Tortilla Flats. Old and much worn
arrastas testify to the truth thereof.

It is natural to assume that the burro
trains of milled gold would follow the
water trail through Superstition, past
Weaver's Needle and emerge onto the
desert toward the Gila River and on to
Mexico.

Now, it is Ward’s theory, and I believe
it to be as good or better than any other
I’'ve heard, that this burro train laden
with gold, fresh from the arrastas, was
headed up the water trail. Somewhere
near Garden Valley they got wind that
the Indians were waiting for them. Theyv
left the trail and tried to skirt around
the nose of the mountain and gain the
flat country somewhere near where Gold-
field now stands; however, they were
run down near the small buttes that
mark the massacre grounds. Either the
Mexicans tried to cover the gold with

Reader Bell's map of the Superstitions.
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dirt and hurry on or they were caught
in the act and massacred and the Indians
covered it to keep the White Eyes from
locating it. Skeletons of men and burros
were found scattered all over the spot.

Many years later, wind, rains and ero-
sion uncovered the glittering pile and the
?u.té:hman plodding around stumbled on-
o it.

In 1947, while having an exhibition at
the San Marcos in Chandler, Arizona, I
met an eastern schoolteacher. She was
interested in my pen sketches of Super-
stition and told me quite a story. Her
grandfather was a prospector and lived
in a cabin near the nose of Superstition.
According to her story, her grand-dad
was one of the few friends of the Dutch-
man. At the time he was bringing out the
gold he would occasionally stop to rest
or eat at her grandfather’s cabin. Her
grand-dad knew the Dutchman but never
pressed him for knowledge or tried to
follow him. She said when the Dutchman
left the cabin he would always strike out
in a different direction. It is a known
fact that he was very clever in foiling
those gold-hungry ones who tried to
follow him and there were those too-
eager ones who died from lead poisoning.

Well, I've said my piece and must be
a-gittin’. I know where the gold is—or
what’s left of it. I've got a map! Any-
body want to join me ?—L. J. Bell, Apache
Junction, Arizona.

Epilogue for Old Posey

Dear Sirs:

Robert S. Mikkelsen’s interesting ar-
ticle, “The Indian War Nobody Knows,”
served as a reminder that to many of
the old-timers the days of Indian troubles
were only yesterday. Incidentally, Old
Posey’s luck ran out in 1923, eight years
after his big war with the U. S. Govern-
ment. After twenty years of hell-raising
in southeastern Utah, Posey met his
come-uppance when he and his band as-
sisted two Paiutes, who had been arrested
for robbing a sheep camp, to escape.

A posse was raised and pursued the
Indians for several days. After Kkilling
one of the Indians, the posse captured
the rest of the band. Posey, badly wound-
ed, escaped, but only to die alone in a
cave on Comb Ridge. Defiant to the end,
the old chief stuffed weeds in his wounds
and was facing the posse when death
came.—Euan J. Parker, 5800-B Harr Av-
enue, Fort Carson, Colorado.

Nellie, Not Lilly!

Dear Mr. Stout:

Thank you for the copies of TRUE
WEST that came a few days ago.

This I do hate to do, but I must call
your attention to two errors: Miss Nel-
lie Cashman never did change even her
last name and I am certain that she
would resist, most heartily, the changing
of her first name to “Lilly.”

The picture you show is not the in-
terior of the Crystal Palace Saloon. The
picture you printed is vaguely familiar
to me and I believe it is one of the lesser
famous saloons from early day Tomb-
stone. The Crystal Palace Saloon has
windows all along the right side and the
back bar was so much more elaborate.
When I check and prove to my satisfac-
tion which bar you have pictured I will
drop you a line.

This photo is authentic and shows the
window looking toward Allen Street;
the Fifth Street side was the one with
windows all the way along the east wall.

May-June, 1961

KNOWLEDGE

THAT HAS
ENDURED WITH “THE
PYRAMIDS

A SECRET METHOD FOR
THE MASTERY OF LIFE

HENCE came the knowledge that built the Pyramids and the
Wmighty Temples of the Pharaohs? Civilization began in the

Nile Valley centuries ago. Where did its first builders ac-
quire their astounding wisdom that started man on his upward
climb? Beginning with naught they overcame nature’s forces and
gave the world its first sciences and arts. Did their knowledge come
from a race now submerged beneath the sea, or were they touched
with Infinite inspiration? From what concealed source came the
wisdom that produced such characters as Amenhotep IV, Leonardo
da Vindi, Isaac Newton, and a host of others?

Today it is known that they discovered and learned to interpret
certain Secret Methods for the development of their inner power of
mind. They learned to command the inner forces within their own
beings, and to master life. This secret art of living has been pre-
served and handed down throughout the ages. Today it is extended
to those who dare to use its profound principles to meet and solve
the problems of life in these complex times.

This Sealed Book — FREE

Has life brought you that personal satisfaction, the sense of achievement and
happiness that you desire? If not, it is your duty to yourself to learn about
this rational method of applying natural laws for the mastery of life. To the
thoughtful person it is obvious that everyone cannot be entrusted with an
intimate knowledge of the mysteries of life, for everyone is not capable of
?roperly using it. But if you are one of those possessed of a true desire to
orge ahead and wish to make use of the subtle influences of life, the
Rosicrucians (not a religious organization) will send you a Sealed Book of
explanation without obligation. This Sealed Book tells how you, in the
privacy of your own home, without interference with your personal affairs
or manner of living, may receive these secret teachings. Not weird or strange
practices, but a rational application of the basic laws of life. To obtain your
complimentary copy use the coupon below or address Scribe L.Q.E.

74 ROSICRUCIANS

SAN JOSE (AMORC) CALIFORNIA

%cl:ibf{: LO.E. AATONE) Use this

e Rosicrucians
San Jose, California coupon for

Please send free cosy of Sealed Book, which | FREE
I shall read as directed. copy of book
Name

AMENHOTEP IV

Address FOUNDER OF EGYPT'S
City MYSTERY SCHOOLS
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(Made in U.S.A.)
Your DEN may have everything EXCEPT the {
}last reminder, and companion of the old six4{
gun. An authentic duplicate of the original
P GOBOON. 11”7 high made of gleaming brass 4

t by ter metal spi craftsman.

b Prepaid in U.S.A. $26.95 {
4 Send check or Money Order to 4
b C. HARVEY BOWMAN, Box 1265, 1
b Sacramento 6, California 4

ARROWHEADS

Start your arrowhead collection. Gen-
uine, Authentic, Ancient. 3 Arrow-
heads—One very good, 2 Medium—
$1.45 Postpaid.

W. L. COTTON
Box 396, Hebbronville, Texas

smmms Search For Lost Gold’ wsssax

BITREASURE MAP TO AUTHENTIC LOST MINESD
[JAND HIDDEN TREASURES OF SOUTHWESTERN[
OKLAHOMA! This treasure map is the first of its

%kind! Approximate locations to buried treasures which@
have remained secret are for the first time put iljlm‘E

[¥print! Over 100 locations to Lost Spanish Gold, Buried

[tOutlaw Loot, old mines, trails, ghost towns, caves &
wagontrain massacres. Large 22, x 35 inch illustrated[3q
pghistoric treasure map, with illuggrated jacket, compiledfy
@aﬂer several years of prospactma and research. Send@
$3.00 now for your Southwest Oklahoma treasure man@

Bito: “TREASURE MAP’”’, STEVE WILSON, 527 E
XISTREET, LAWTON, OKLAHOMA. Map will be im-3Y
mediately sent to you! By
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"Western Wear

FREE CATALOGUE
W estern Hat Center of the World”
Boots — Coats — Riding Accessories

LUSKEY’'S WESTERN STORE

DEPTL-T. 113 HOUSTON ST
FORT W®RRTH 2, TEXAS

portunity to get started
on the road to prosperity
with us, and to have an
income for life. Send 25c

raiging either Chinchil-
las, Guinea pigs, -
Eﬁ ! bits, Mink or Pigeons for
for full information that
explains everything about
the big prorsmon we have to offer you.
EENEY Bm'!"l’lg‘!ﬂgL FARMS
. No. 2.

us. This is your big op-
Box No. 108

New Fresdom Pa.

HUNTERS HOIST

The Hoist with a Lock—No more Tying Off
CAPACITY 750 POUNDS

Wolghs 13-Oz., 5-1 Ratto, 10-Ft. Span. Syn-
oy Beatings, Hteel Bolts &

?whpﬁ;llx:ldn:“ Carrying Bag, 9
Sl P, X g it $995

Posf

M & B SALES, Bex 35314, Dallas 35, Texas
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I got a big bang out of “Pioneer Beau-
ty Secrets.” This is a subject of great
interest to me as we have an Old Fashion-
ed Fashion Show every year during our
Helldorado, which was held last year
October 21, 22 and 23.—Ruth G. Elam,
Secretary, Tombstone Chamber of Com-
merce, Tombstone, Arizona.

Editor's Note: We apologize to Nellie and
all her fans for the typographical error
changing her name. The Crystal Palace
photo, incidentally, was from official files
(even the experts make mistakesl). Tomb-
stoner Elam very kindly contributed many
of the fine photos for the Tombstone story
which appeared in the November-Decem-
ber issue of TRUE WEST, for which we
again thank her very kindly.

Reprint Early Issues!

Dear People,

You've asked for readers’ opinions on
several different things lately, so here
come a bunch of answers.

The more Indian legends, customs, lore,
costuming, dancing or history you print,
the happier we are. My husband and I
are both quite interested in this field and
can’t get enough of it.

Concerning reprints of issues two and
three of TW: if you can, by all means
reprint them-—the articles should be
available to people other than exceeding-
ly wealthy collectors. Incidentally, it is
a great shame that you are not getting a
share of the money now being shelled
out to dealers for those early issues. At
$10.00 to $30.00 an issue, your money
problems would soon be over.—Carolyn
Dietz, 711 North Reese Place, Burbank,
California.

Defines Lost Mines

Dear Joe:

The February issue of TW contains a
statement about “lost” mines which pre-
supposes that a “lost” mine must be a
mine. A “lost” mine generally has not
the slightest connection with a mine. It
is generally a vein, ledge, lode, prospect
hole, placer or even a piece of float. Its
only requirement is that it be rich enough
that a man could make it pay without
its being a commercial mine. To expect
to find a dump alongside a ‘“lost” mine
is ridiculous. If that were the case, it
would not be ‘“lost”’—unless it were in an
impenetrable wilderness or in complete
isolation like the jungles of South Ameri-
ca and Africa. I cannot conceive of any
place in the U. 8. being so isolated.

In a few cases like the Lost Dutchman,
the Lost Eagle Feather, Lost Adams, etc.,
where the Indians are supposed to have
removed the evidences of mining, there
would, of course, be no dump. What do
you think?—A. J. Stewart, 2922 164th
Street, Flushing 58, New York.

Editor’s Note: I think I'd like to find one,
whatever it's called.

Rodeos—or Old West?

Dear Mr. Small:

I just became a fan of your magazines
after I started working for Bob Lee. In
looking through your February issue of
TRUE WEST I got an idea. It probably
isn’t original, but I thought I would ask.

You have quite a few stories of lost
gold mines, famous battles, and gunmen.
Have you forgotten the modern West?
I am quite a rodeo fan and know many of
the cowboy contestants. Most of them

are cowboys, not gunsels. Rodeos are
getting to be “a big thing” nowadays.
Many of the rodeos are now including
the Girls’ Barrel Race.

Rodeos are not as tame as most folks
may think. I was at the rodeo last
year in Phoenix, Arizona, and at least
four cowboys were injured and one of
the most famous rodeo clowns was put
in the hospital.

I think you should cover the rodeos,
and give the public authentic informa-
tion on them.—Betty J. White, 9130
Lakeview Rd., Lakeside, California.

What do the rest of you readers think ?
We here at Western Publications would
like to have your opinions. Rodeos cer-
tainly are and always have been a part
of the West, and many famous names
have appeared in rodeo circuits. Would
you like to see stories about what’s hap-
pening these days at the many rodeos
put on all over the country, or would
such coverage detract from our efforts
to present the West of an earlier day?

A Clue on Cody

Dear Sir:
In regard to the photograph of Col. W.

“Hold it! What's the first thing I
taught you?”

F. Cody beside the stagecoach at North
Platte, Nebraska (September-October
TW), I pass along this information. It
was my privilege some years ago to visit
the present owner of Cody’s old ranch
near North Platte, Henry Kuhlman. The
old Cody home has been kept as the
Colonel left it. There were once two large
barns near the house, but only one re-
mains. The other was destroyed by fire—
perhaps the picture shows a coach that
was burned when this happened.

In the one large barn that remains are
the fine box stalls for Cody’s horses, and
above them the original posters of Cody,
Annie Oakley, and the Wild West Show.

I also saw the blacksmith shop, Cody’s
wine cellar and other buildings. Henry
Kuhlman told me that when he pur-
chased the property one barn contained
one of Cody’s stagecoaches. Without his
consent, this coach was taken to North
Platte, Nebraska, and used in parades
during the annual Buffalo Bill Roundup.
It was never returned again.

Henry Kuhlman and his sons are cat-
tlemen and do not allow sightseers on
the ranch. As a neighbor from Nebraska,
however, I was lucky and got to visit it.
— _Frank E. Dixon, Box 906, Circle HF
Ranch, Mt. Shasta, California.
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Joaquin Miller

Dear Joe:

Few readers of Joaquin Miller’s poetry
know how close he came to death in
1852 at the hands of Sam Lockhart.

Sam and his twin brother, Henry, were
owners of a ferry across the Pit River.
That winter, while Sam was absent in
Shasta, some Indians made a raid and
killed Henry and all the white settlers
in the vicinity of the ferry. His brother’s
death practically turned Sam into a
fiend. He began drinking and vowed to
devote the rest of his life to the discovery
and slaughter of every Indian who had
anything to do with the murder.

He carried out his threat until his very
name was a terror to all the Indians
within hundreds of miles. He was a
wanderer, and could not be restrained
by law or the entreaties of his friends.

On one of his expeditions he met
Joaquin Miller, whom he suspected of
complicity in his brother’s slaying. Lack-
ing enough proof to justify killing Miller
on sight, Sam marched him to Yreka
and a consultation with Judge Rosebor-
ough, in whose judgment Lockhart had
great confidence. It was only with dif-
ficulty that the judge, then only a prac-
ticing lawyer in Yreka, persuaded Sam
he was mistaken in his suspicions. Rose-
borough told Miller to be perfectly frank
and truthful and Sam, after cross-ex-
amining the suspect with precision that
would have done credit to a criminal
prosecutor, was satisfied with his inno-
cence and permitted him to leave.

Poor Sam continued in his lawless
course until he met a bloody death in
Idaho while engaged in a mining dispute.
—Bertram Handelsman, 3401 West Com-
monwealth Avenue, Fullerton, California.

Remembers Zack

Gentlemen:

I am always anxious to read each and
every copy of TRUE WEST. Your article
on the Miller Brothers’ 101 Ranch was
very interesting to me, because Mr. Zack
T. Miller bought steers, lambs and mut-
ton from our ranch thlrty years ago. He
shipped this stock to Oklahoma to feed
the state prisoners. Zack Miller had one
“squinch” eye and always wore his pants
legs inside his boot tops. I could sit up
until after midnight each night listening
to him relate his show and ranch ex-
periences. He told us many humorous
happenings on the 101 Ranch while Will
Rogers was one of his hands. We re-
gretted to hear of his departure from
this life. I understand he was injured
while loading a bunch of wild horses
down in Texas. The horses turned on
him, some even running over his body,
injuring him internally. We heard that he
failed to recover because of damage to
his liver.

I was raised in the sheep and cattle
business and this old-time rancher al-
ways attracted my attention wherever
and whenever we met.—Russell G. Wel-
born, Route 3, Box 177, DeRidder, Louisi-
ana.

High-Salaried Sheriff

Dear Bob—

I found Gary Robert’s article “Was
Wyatt Earp Really a Deputy U. S. Mar-
shal?” (January-February TRUE
WEST) indeed interesting. I am con-
vinced Earp was a deputy U. S. marshal.
I also believe he was shielded by this
badge for other activities in which he
probably participated. This would not be
unusual; law officers were hard-pressed
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by envious individuals for their jobs. It
has been written that Sheriff Behan was
a $40,000-a-year man. A little difference
in today’s take-home pay, wouldn’t you
say ?

We thought Joe Grandee’s cover on
the December issue of TW was one of his
best, if not his best, work to date.—
George Moline, Decorah, Iowa.

Fig Tree John
(Continued from page 19)

adventurer sets out to find the “lost”
gold mine of Fig Tree John.

Around 1910 Fig Tree acquired a bug-
gy, which from then on he and his wife
used on their trips into town and to the
various Indian ceremonies. At some ear-
lier period he had acquired the impres-
sive costume which he always wore to
such celebrations. This consisted of an
ancient uniform with large buttons with
“Connecticut” on them and a battered
old top hat.

Where he acquired these astonishing
garments is one of the Fig Tree myster-
ies. Some say that he had once acted
as guide for Fremont and was presented
with the outfit at the conclusion of his
employment. His son, Johnny Mack,
claimed that the clothes were given to
his father at an Indian meeting of some
sort in Los Angeles.

Ridiculous as this costume sounds, old
Fig Tree wore it with the utmost dignity
and aplomb. Naturally he was in con-
stant demand for photographs and
sketches and from this source he was
able to add somewhat to his income.

THE OLD MAN tried to impress vis-
itors with his importance as a chief-
tain, the vastness of his domain and his
absolute rule over it. His sweeping ges-
tures would take in the waterless
stretches of wilderness to the south of
Rabbit Peak in the lower Santa Rosa
range, and east to the Salton Sea.

He was quick to resent infringement
of his “authority.” At one time he built
a barbed-wire fence around his spring.
When a man came one day and camped
nearby, helping himself to the water, Fig
Tree promptly ordered him to stay out-
side the fence. The man refused. Fig
Tree went for his rifle, the piece being
totally incapable of detonating a car-
tridge. The intruder drew his own gun,
which, in contrast, was completely opera-
tive.

“Put that blunderbuss away, old man,
and don’t point it at me!”

Fig Tree lowered the relic and re-
treated.

The old man could be kind when he
wanted to be. One day a youth, lost on
the desert, crept into Fig Tree’s hovel
half dead from exhaustion. Fig Tree
nursed him for a week until he was back
on his feet, then took him to Mecca on
a horse.

Another time, Fig Tree set a line of
mesquite posts along what he considered
his north boundary and forbade even
those of his own race to cross it. He
backed up his authority with the antique
.44-40.

He bartered with housewives in the
Oasis district, trading what he raised
in his garden for staples, and many
noted that he always came out best.
When he had nothing to trade, he simply
ask for what he wanted, and usually got
it.

Fig Tree had one bit of undeniable
logic. He said that white men were like
flies. “You fight one off and another
comes.”
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Fig Tree died on the reservation at
Martinez on April 11, 1927, and was bur-
ied in the Catholic cemetery there. There
has been much speculation as to how
old he was at his death. Mrs. Nina Paul
Shumway, in her excellent article about
Fig Tree John which appeared in Desert
Magazine, January, 1941, remarked that
his feet, rather than his face, were indic-
ative of great age. They “were horny
and splayed like an eagle’s.”

The author continues to wonder at
what age an old Indian becomes a hun-
dred. The century mark seems but the
beginning of old age for a patriarch of
that race. As for Fig Tree John, how
long he lived is not as important as the
way he lived, becoming a legend in his
own time.

The Indomitable Francis
Parkman
(Continued from page 12)

other’s rights; unwritten laws were ob-
served to the fullest and there was no
adultery. All of this made the Indian,
in spite of his lack of education, a more
acceptable human being than his white
brothers some of whom, if not restrained
by authority, would rape, steal and kill
his own kind.

Customs and habits of the redman in
his primitive state composed the bulk of
Parkman’s writings. After more than 100
years no one has come up with more
answers to the enigma of the American
Indian than he did. He so understood the
savage mind that he could walk into
any strange camp without fear of losing
his hair. There was something about his
way of approaching them that won their
admiration and friendship. At that early
date most tribes were still friendly to the
whites, who had not yet begun the great
migration westward. Hostilities had al-
ready developed, however, among the
Pawnees and Comanches and a few
Crows who resented the white man’s in-
vasion of their lands.

On one occasion, Parkman rode boldly
into a Pawnee village and in a few
minutes had established friendly rela-
tions with the chief. This so amazed
Chatillon, the guide, that he suspected
Parkman of possessing supernatural
powers.

The nights spent in smoke-filled tepees
did nothing for Parkman’s eyes except
to make them worse, and the kind of
food he had to eat did something to his
stomach that upset his entire nervous
system. Yet he insisted on continuing
the journey.

One day when a stray Indian dog join-
ed the Parkman party, Parkman heaved
up his breakfast. “Get that animal out of
my sight,” he told Chatillon. “T've eaten
the flesh of so many dogs I can’t stand
the sight of them.” For the rest of his
life he was to shun dogs. If he saw one
coming his way, he would detour round
it. But nowhere in his writings did he
ever mention his aversion to dogs. Nei-
ther did he inject much levity into his
books, although he had a strong sense of
humor and was constantly making tart
remarks to his fellow travelers. His
writings were all in a serious vein and
had not it been for the retentive ca-
pacities of Shaw’s brain, much of Park-
man’s ready wit would have been lost to
posterity.

At the foot of the Rockies, when they
came to an emigrant camp, Parkman
gave up. He was too weak to go on. But
he made the best of it by talking all day
long with a group of guides returning

to St. Louis. From them he learned all
he could about the rest of the trail which
he now believed he would never see. Like
the good reporter he was, he obtained
enough firsthand information from the
experienced guides to fill his require-
ments and then turned back, but not
over the same route. Parkman wanted to
go back by way of Pueblo and Bent’s
Fort, then along the Arkansas River to
the Westport cutoff.

“That's a tough journey,” Shaw told
him. “I wouldn’t advise it. It would be
easier returning the way we came.”

“There is just as much ground to bury
me in one way as another,” Parkman
retorted, “and I'm not at all particular,
my good friend. Any old spot will do
just so long as you select one with a good
view.”

At this point Chatillon was ready to
turn back, for he was unfamiliar with
the route Parkman had selected and
could be of further use to them.

“No,” Parkman said, “if I'm to be
scalped, I can think of no person rd
rather be scalped with than you, Chatil-
lon. In fact I would consider it quite an
honor.”

THEY skirted the Rockies, arriving in
Pueblo in mid-August, where Park-

Smithsonian Institution
Bureau of American Ethnology

Sioux woman dressing a deer skin.

man was confined to his bed for several
days, too weak to stand on his feet. For
the first time on the trip he found a
doctor, or at least a man who claimed
to be a doctor. After looking the patient
over, the pronouncement came, “I have
to warn you, sir, that you're going blind
and you may die at any moment from
heart failure.”

Despite his misery, Parkman laughed.
“But isn’t there something else you can
think of that’s wrong with me? Surely
you're not going to charge me a fee for
so simple a diagnosis?”

As soon as he could travel, although
he could make out objects at no greater
distance than fifty yards, Parkman
agreed to accept the company of four
others heading for Bent’s Fort. It ap-
peared advisable now to travel in num-
bers. Hostile Pawnees and Comanches
were reported to have gathered along the
route following the passage of General
Kearney’s army to Santa Fe. Shaw also
heard that due to the increasing danger
of attack, the fort itself was all but
deserted and he urged Parkman to lay
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over a few days until conditions were
more favorable.

“We’ll do nothing of the sort,” Park-
man said angrily. “I've a book to write
and I want to get back to Boston with
all possible haste. So far, Providence has
been good to us. Let’s hope this favor
continues.”

The first day out, along the valley of
the Arkansas River, the party ran into
a dense belt of fog and passed within
fifty yards of a large Comanche war par-
ty without being sighted. For the rest
of the few miles to the fort, Parkman’s
luck held but they arrived to find it
occupied by only a few invalid officers
and men who had been unable to leave
when the rest of the force pulled out with
General Kearney’s army. Indians had
been seen scouting the layout and an at-
tack was expected momentarily.

The hot August sun beat down relent-
lessly and the rest of Parkman’s party
wanted to pull out, but the author
wouldn’t hear of it. “Here is a fort,” he
said, “that some day will become a his-
toric landmark. How can I pass up this
opportunity to acquaint myself with what
goes on here?”’” He was right. Bent's
Fort did become a landmark, a place
where history was written, and if you
drive over U.S. Highway 50 through La
Junta, Colorado, you have but to turn
north on State 109 for a couple of miles
to visit the old site.

The anticipated attack did not come
and after a few days Parkman was ready
to go on, but on the eve of their de-
parture he came down with another siege
of “the shakes” and suffered from dizzy
spells which necessitated a further de-
day.

From his bed he quipped to Chatillon,
“If this trouble of mine lasts long enough,
my good friend, we might still have the
honor of losing our scalps together.”

Finally Parkman was ready to leave.
“Get me into a saddle and I'll make it,”
he told Shaw.

Late that afternoon the party rode into
a little clearing across which they could
see the tops of tepees. It was too late
to try and avoid the Indian camp, for
already they had been seen by two
squaws who quickly waddled toward the
tepees to spread the alarm.

“I’ll handle this,” Parkman said. “You
fellows wait here.”

“Surely you're not going to ride into the
camp,” Chatillon said.

“Why not?” Parkman retorted. “I can
be scalped there as handily as here.”

Shaw then engaged in a bit of humor
himself. “It’s been nice knowing you,
Parkman. See you when ‘the roll is called
up yonder. ”

Parkman was gone so long that his
companions thought he was being held
against his will, but presently they saw
him riding toward them, accompanied
by an Arapahoe chief.

Parkman announced that he had smok-
ed the pipe of peace with the chief who
had extended his courtesy by offering
bed companions for the night. How many
of Parkman’s party, if any, accepted the
invitation Shaw did not disclose when
he related the incident some years later,
nor did Parkman mention it in The Ore-
gon Trail.

The chapter of his book devoted to that
portion of the journey deals almost ex-
clusively with the friendly Arapahoes
they met along the Arkansas, and they
tarried several days while the author
visited with the Indians and studied their
living habits, which were about the same,
he found, as those of the Oglalas and the
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Pawnees. It is interesting to note that
Parkman made few references to his
own physical handicaps; reading his ac-
count one somehow forms the notion
that he was just as active as the others,
especially in the buffalo hunts of which
there were many along the trail. Shaw
said later that Parkman actually shot
some of the animals himself but only
at extremely close range when they were
driven past him.

IT SOON became obvious to Shaw why
Parkman had elected to return by
way of Bent's Fort and the Arkansas:
he had wanted to see the Santa Fé Trail.
Soon they were seeing much of it, for
they were constantly meeting the fast
freight outfits and lines of covered wag-
ons heading southwest. At every op-
portunity he tarried to speak with the
experience-hardened freighters, learning
all he could about them and their work.
In his book he tells of meeting several
companies of Missouri volunteers enroute
to join General Kearney’s army in its
conquest of Santa Fé and then of El
Paso. Not only was he gaining a firm
basis of fact, but he knew how to treat
those facts with great literary skill.

As an example of his style, he wrote
of this leg of the journey, ‘“At noon on
the fourteenth of September, a very-large
Santa Fé caravan came up. The plain
was covered with the long files of their
white-topped wagons, the closed black
carriages in which the traders travel and
sleep, large droves of mules and horses,
and men on horseback and on foot. They
all stopped on the meadow near us. Our
diminutive cart and handful of men made
but an insignificant figure by the side
of their wide and bustling camp.”

There in a few lines Parkman gives
the reader only a quick glimpse of the
camp but one immediately feels its big-
ness, and its importance at the moment.
And then one finds something of the
good fellowship and camaraderie that
might be expected between lighthearted
travelers meeting on the trail.

When the Arkansas turned southwest,
the party headed across Kansas to West-
port, now a part of Kansas City, Mis-
souri, and proceeded by river steamer to
St. Louis, arriving early in October. They
said goodbye to the other travelers, in-
cluding Chatillon, the guide, and re-
turned to Boston by way of Chicago and
the Great Lakes.

Anxious to begin his book, he assem-
bled his notes and writing materials only
to find that he could not see a word he
wrote., Undaunted, he summoned Shaw
and arranged for him to take dictation.
“I shall write that book one way or an-
other if it kills me,” he told his friend.

“Now we go to work.”

Six months later the book was com-
pleted in a hotel room in Battleboro,
Vermont, and appeared serially in the
Knickerbocker, a New York magazine.
The book itself made its appearance ear-
ly in 1849 and became tremendously pop-
ular almost overnight. Reviewers in the
East proclaimed it a masterpiece of fac-
tual reporting combined with the inimita-
ble style of a master craftsman.

During these times Parkman’s health
made no appreciable improvement and
he remained in a highly nervous state,
sometimes refusing for days at a time
to see his closest friends.

“I can’t go on like this,” he told Shaw
one day. “I've got to keep my mind oc-
cupied or I will go insane!”

No sooner had he finished The Oregon
Trail than he began planning a much
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more complicated work to be called
the History of the Conspiracy of Pontiac,
which was to be part of several volumes
dealing with the struggle of the French
and English for possession of the North
American continent.

For a man almost blind and suffering
from various other maladies, this under-
taking would seem to have been fool-
hardy, for the time schedule Parkman
had set for the endeavor would require
many work-crowded years. Though he
was only twenty-five and would finish
the entire series at sixty-nine, it seemed
unlikely at the time that he could hold
out physically for very long. His doctor
advised against the project.

“You advised me not to go west, too,
and look what I accomplished,” Park-
man retorted. “If I listen to you TI'll
never get anything done.”

“If you don’t listen to me,” the physi-
cian replied, ‘“you’ll not be around to
quarrel with me long.”

Parkman found that his book had made
him popular with editors who were clam-
oring for more material and he devoted
much of his time to accounts of his life
among the Indians and on the trail, most
of which appeared in magazines, and for
which he received top price. So popular
were these articles that when the Knick-
erbocker neglected to run the second in-
stallment of a Parkman story many of
its readers threatened to cancel their
subscriptions.

Parkman found that indeed he had to
keep his mind occupied if he licked his
maladies; the magazine stories he turned
out whetted his desire to live and he
gained back some of his eyesight, enough
to enable him to work alone. Charac-
teristically, he overdid it and the nervous
condition returned to plague him.

INCE he needed to do much research
for his History of the Conspiracy of
Pontiac, he decided to go to Paris where
much of the reference material was avail-
able. While there, he promised his doc-
tor, he would take a long rest.

His first call in Paris was on an emi-
nent specialist, Henri Coulet.

After a lengthy examination, Coulet
said, ‘“Your symptoms are those of a
man slowly going insane. I would rec-
ommend a long rest and that you do no
work for at least a year.”

“I know of no better place to go in-
sane than in Paris,” Parkman retorted.
“At least you and I will have plenty of
company.”

In spite of the warning, he frantically
gathered volumes of reference material
and hurried back to New York, anxious
to get to work. Moving in with friends
on Staten Island who had offered him
a quiet place to work, he felt greatly
encouraged.

He hired a girl to read to him from the
reference volumes while he made copious
notes. At first she read for an hour; then
the time was cut to half-an-hour; and
finally to fifteen minutes, at the end of
which time Parkman would find him-
self pacing the floor, ready to heave an
inkwell at the girl. Not only were his
nerves getting him down but his eye-
sight was fading again. It was now quite
a common occurrence not to be able to
see his hands in front of him.

In order to keep himself busy, he had
a frame built in which parallel wires
were stretched across his writing paper,
so that he could write in longhand and
not run his words together. It also
enabled him to keep on a straight line
so that others could read what he wrote.

To favor his eyes, the room was kept
darkened.

In this manner he managed to write as
many as fifty painstaking words per
day, but some days he wrote less than a
dozen. If ever a man worked under a
handicap, Parkman did.

In the same year that he was putting
down only a few words a day, he de-
veloped what his doctors called ‘“‘effusion
of the knee” which confined him indoors
for better than two years, permanently
weakening the joint and hindering his
exercise for the remainder of his life.

Somehow Parkman managed to finish
the Pontiac history in 1851, and before
the volumes were published, he married
Catherine Bigelow of Boston, daughter
of a socially prominent family.

The two volumes, twenty years work
accomplished in three, of History of the
Conspiracy of Pontiac were loudly ac-
claimed in America and abroad as the
only complete history of that affair.

Retaining enough of his eyesight to
get around and to work, Parkman sought
escape from factual writing by pro-
ducing his only novel, Vassall Morton,
which had no great success. The author
regarded it lightly from the outset, say-
ing that his one wish had been to get
away from serious writing. He was not
disappointed when it did not attain a
high rating at book stores, although
many people bought it because of his
name.

AND THEN came tragedy. His child, a
son, died a few months after birth
and was followed in death by Mrs. Park-
man or Cathy, as he called her.

“I can stand blindness, dysentery and
being a little off in the head,” Parkman
told his old friend, Shaw, “but I can’t
stand this.”

Plunged into mourning, he tore up some
of his work and vowed he would never
write again., His friends became so con-
cerned over his condition that a body-
guard was employed to watch over him.
Frequently he would walk along the
Mystic River, with the bodyguard trail-
ing him by only a few feet. One morning
he turned on the man and said, “Come
walk beside me. Being as far back of me
as you are, I am afraid that if I did try
to jump, you’d not be able to prevent it.
You see, my good man, I'm thinking of
your interests for if you let me jump,
you’d surely lose your job.”

Red-faced, the bodyguard hurriedly
caught up and fell in step.

“Now, that’s more like it,”” Parkman
said. “If I do decide to jump, I can pull
you in with me.”

(Continued on page 54)

“There’s gold out there all right, but
there’s no waterl”

True West
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Even in deepest gloom, Parkman could
appreciate the irony of any situation.
One time an undertaker called at the
Parkman home by mistake and apologiz-
ed effusively.

“Oh, don’t apologize,” Parkman said.
“Now I know what it’'ll be like when you
eventually do call.”

For a long time after the death of his
loved ones, Parkman’s existence was a
drab and lonely one, spent in the con-
fines of his own yard. He saw few per-
sons during those times, but eventually
he became interested in growing roses,
and when he became interested in a thing
he had to write about it. The result was
The Book of Roses which rose-lovers and
horticulturists everywhere hailed as the
most informative book of its kind ever
published. When Parkman wrote about a
subject, he wrote about it well. By sheer
nerve he drove himself thereafter to
write more on his history of the French
and English in America. In 1865 came
Pioneers of France in the New World.

Two years later he finished The Jesuits
of North America, and in the fall of 1869
Discovery of the Great West (later
changed to La Salle and the Discovery
of the Great West). For the past ninety
years the latter has been one of the top
textbooks on the Early West.

There seemed no end of the flow of ink
from Parkman’s pen. In 1874 he pub-
lished The Old Regime in Canada, and in
1877, Count Frontenac and New France
Under Louwis XIV.

“That doctor in Pueblo told me I was
going blind,” Parkman remarked to a
Boston newspaper reporter one day, ‘“but
I still see well enough to read the in-
scription on his tombstone.”

In 1884 came the book, Montcalm and
Wolfe, in two volumes, and in 1892, as he
was approaching his seventieth birthday,
Parkman published 4 Half-Century of
Conflict, also in two volumes. Even then,
forty-six years after his return from the
Rockies, editors were clamoring for Park-
man pieces. The Atlantic Monthly and
North American Review published much
of his output.

In a preface for a new edition of The
Oregon Trail, published in 1892, he wrote:

“For Indian tepees, with their trophies
of bow, lance, shield, and dangling scalp-
locks, we have towns and cities, resorts
of health and pleasure-seekers, with an
agreeable society, Paris fashions, the
magazines, the latest poem, and the last
new novel . . . . The buffalo is gone, and
of all his millions nothing is left but
bones. Tame cattle and fences of barbed
wire have supplanted his vast herds and
boundless grazing grounds . . .. The wild
Indian is turned into an ugly caricature
of his conqueror; and that which made
him romantic, terrible and hateful is in
large measure scourged out of him. The
slow cavalcade of horsemen armed to
the teeth has disappeared before parlor
cars and the effeminate comforts of
modern travel . . . . The wild West is
tamed.”

It was a fitting eulogy for the stalwart
and noble characters Parkman had met
on the long trail, and outlived for the
most part, and it was the final tribute
of a man who had spent more time fight-
ing disease than he had writing, yet
wrote more in his day than any man then
living.

In spite of his many illnesses, Park-
man lived to be almost seventy-one and
when he died November 8, 1893, he was
beloved and recognized the world over as
an authority on anything he chose to
write about.

Up the Chisholm Trail
(Continued from page 27)

find, and fifty A-1 saddles. He armed
his men with the Henry rifle manu-
factured by the New Haven Arms Com-
pany. They were lever-action guns and
held sixteen cartridges. Each man was
given two Colt six-shooters and a pair
of Spanish spurs that jingled a merry
tune as they walked or rode.

Lassos or reatas were distributed also
and finally the great herd crossed the
Red River at what later came to be
known as the Red River Station. Here
they paused for a day to get their bear-
ings and to let the animals rest. No out-
fit to come later was better equipped or
had a finer bunch of choice longhorns.

HE DRIVE started in May, 1867,

bearing due north through lands nev-
er before crossed by cattle of any kind,
or by white men for that matter, except
for a few trappers and soldiers. The
route led past the present town of El
Reno, Oklahoma, continued northwest,
striking Kingfisher Creek near the pres-
ent town of Kingfisher, and followed
that stream to the Cimarron River. The
crossing was made at a point one-and-
one-half miles below the present cross-
ing of U.S. Highway 81. A few miles
north of there the herd struck the old
“Traders’ Trail” laid out by Jesse Chis-
holm in 1865. This they followed north-
ward through some of the finest range
country they had ever seen.

It rained hard for the next few days
but the drive pushed on. As yet no In-
dians had been encountered. The drivers
had seen no white men either and didn’t
expect to see any.

The route crossed the Kansas and In-
dian Territory line just south of the pres-
ent city of Caldwell and went north to
Abilene, where the men received a rous-
ing reception, having brought the first
cattle ever to come up the Trail. Women
deserted their children to have a look at
the Texas longhorns; men left their jobs
and girls practically mobbed the drivers.
It was a big day all around.

But Wilson and Hicks did not have
the daring spirit Wheeler had shown.
They refused to go any farther. The
drive to the West Coast was off so far
as they were concerned.

Wheeler begged, then abused them,
but they would not change their minds.
He was so disgusted that he swore he
would never make another drive. The
cattle were shipped east and the partners
disbanded.

But Wheeler realized that there was
money in driving to Abilene and back he
went for another herd. His biggest drive
was in 1871 when he brought 7,000 head
through and lost only sixteen enroute.

And that, briefly, Mr. Don Wright of
San Diego, answers your questions.

#ye Vill Fight a Duel”
(Continued from page 33)

and they backed up. They were both
long-legged, which caused them to take
long, fast steps, trying to keep their
balance. I had counted only to ten, when
Old Dutch went through the swinging
doors, and Peevee backed swiftly into
the pool table so hard that he bounced
back, landed flat on his face and the
rifle skidded under a card table. There
was about an eight-inch step just away
from the doors, which speeded Old Dutch
so much that when he went off the edge
of the two-foot wooden sidewalk, he was
doing a backward swan dive into the

True West



dusty street. The shotgun stayed on the
sidewalk.

I'll never know what might have hap-
pened in a second attempt, because the
sheriff and a deputy came into the sa-
loon carrying Old Dutch. The deputy
picked up the shotgun and then they
found the rifle under the table. Peevee
was unable to talk and Dutch was limited
to one word, “Yesus!”

The officers examined both guns,
placed them on the bar and demanded
an explanation. In a few words I told
them what happened.

“And you encouraged them, eh?” said
the sheriff,

“Nope—I merely directed the duel.”

“Sure. They were to walk twenty steps
backwards and fire.”

The sheriff looked the room over, esti-
mating quickly.

“One went out the doorway; the other
hit the pool table,” I said.

“I never heard of a duel like that,”
said the deputy.

“Duel, hell!” snorted the sheriff. “There
wasn’'t a shell in either gun!”

AS AN anticlimax to this attempt-

ed double suicide, about three
months later Old Dutch turned his sa-
loon over to his partner, loaded up his
covered wagon and headed for his home-
stead, about sixty miles up the valley.
In the nearest town, fifteen miles away,
he found Peevee Jack in a saloon, and
the feud was revived. Peevee Jack, sup-
posing that Old Dutch would be putty in
his hands, neglected to protect his jaw.

Old Dutch, bitter as gall, started a
right swing from down about the Texas
Panhandle, gaining speed at every state
line, and his hard right fist connected
with Peevee’s jaw. It was curtains for
Peevee.

Old Dutch retired to his covered wagon
for the night. This was about ten o’clock
at night. Peevee Jack finally recovered,
took more spirits aboard, and about mid-
night he decided to obliterate Old Dutch.
Silently he sneaked out to the covered
wagon, climbed over the end-gate and
parted the canvas.

The big drawback, as far as Peevee
was concerned, was the fact that Old
Dutch was awake and had a pick-handle.
It was seventy miles, via stage and
freight train to a hospital. They say that
Peevee Jack made the trip—but only one
way. He never came back.

“First good show they've made—and
not a camera in sightl”

May-June, 1961

Ask True West
(Continued from page 39)

and couldn’t get back in after the fight-
ing started.)

Question: I have a Winchester rifle, .44
caliber, model 1866. Can you give me
some idea of what it is worth ?—Barney
Latrobe, Des Moines, Iowa.

Answer: It is worth from $40.00 to $60.00,
depending upon its general condition.

Question: Can you tell me in a general
way just went wrong at the Dalton’s
Waterloo ? I refer to Coffeyville.—Ralph
St. Johns, Essex, England.

Answer: Just about everything went
wrong, Ralph. In the first place, to rob
two banks simultaneously, without en-
sconced parties to cover the retreat, was
an invitation to disaster. In the second
place, they had not cased the jobs prop-
erly; the place they had planned to
hitch their horses was torn up by street
repairs. They elected to hitch in a po-
sition from which they would suffer from
an enfilade from groups in and around
the hardware store. Also, cashier Ball
at the Condon stalled the robbers for
several minutes, giving time for the
citizens to arm themselves.

Question: Was Billy the Kid with John
H. Tunstall when he was killed? Also I
would like to know where Tunstall is
buried.—Charlie Converse, Pocatello, Ida-
ho.

Answer: The Kid was present, or nearby,
along with Dick Brewer, Bob Winden-
mann, and John Middleton. Tunstall was
buried the next day in the rear of his
store in Lincoln, but the grave was un-
marked and there is some dispute as
to its exact location.

Question: In one of Calamity Jane’s let-
ters to her daughter she mentions that
the child’s “Uncle Cy” was killed with
Custer. Was this man a brother of Ca-
lamity or of Wild Bill Hickok ?—Mrs.
Lyle Gumble, Tucson, Arizona.
Answer: The general consensus of those
who have made a close study of Calamity
Jane is that the letters, diary, confes-
sions—even the alleged certificate of her
“marriage” to Wild Bill Hickok—remains
entirely unproved. That’s the charitable
view. Some believe it to be entirely
ghost-written, fantastic and 1009% bunk.
And, in order to trace ‘“Uncle Cy”’ further,
we would have to be informed of his full
name. (See the chapter on Jane, written
by J. D. Horan, in his book Desperate
Women, entitled “White Devil of the
Yellowstone.”)

Question: Can you tell me if Wyatt Earp
knew John Slaughter ?2—Will Wiss, Wich-
ita Falls, Texas.

Answer: Wyatt almost certainly knew of
Slaughter; it is quite possible that he
was personally acquainted with him. But
we do not know for sure. Slaughter, how-
ever, did not become widely known until
1887-90, when he was sheriff of Cochise
County. By that time the Earps had
moved on.

Question: Where and when did Gall die?
—Vasey Ledbetter, Savannah, Georgia.
Answer: After Gall’s surrender in 1881,
he became one of the most reliable and
progressive Indians on the reserve. He
passed away in 1896 at hs home at Oak
Creek on the Standing Rock Reserva-
tion. He was fifty-six.
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Western Book Roundup
(Continued from page 36)

Indian Fighting Infantry

Indians, Infants and Infantry (Old
West, $5.95) by Merrill J. Mattes is based
on the manuscript of An Army Wife’s
Forty Years in the Service by Elizabeth
Reynolds Burt. Mrs. Burt prepared this
account from her diaries, now lost, in
1912 and it was placed in the Library
of Congress by her son, General Reynolds
J. Burt, U.S.A. (Retired). General Burt
was one of the infants referred to in the
title since he was born at Fort Omaha
in 1874 and at the age of two months
was taken to Fort Laramie.

He grew up at Forts Bidwell, Mc-
Dowell, Robinson and Washakie as an
army brat. He was back at Fort Laramie
in 1887-88. However, this book is pri-
marily about his father, Captain (later
Major, Colonel and General) Andrew S.
(Brave Andy) Burt, of the infantry. So
far as this reviewer knows, this is the
first book-length account of a line in-
fantry officer of the Indian-fighting
army (books about the cavalry and its
officers are legion). Here, too, for the
first time, in any detail, we have the
story of Fort C. F. Smith, Montana Ter-
ritory, the most remote in the chain of
army posts established to protect the
Bozeman Trail.

There is much on life at Fort Laramie
and here General Reynolds Burt was able
to supplement the writings of his moth-
er on the second tour of duty at this
post. Andrew Burt was with Crook on
the Rosebud and participated in the Yel-
lowstone Expedition. Author Mattes has
done a great job of combining Mrs.
Burt’s narrative, emphasizing the do-
mestic side of frontier post life, with
official reports and excerpts from the
numerous accounts about the cavalry of
the Indian-fighting army.

He is a professional historian with the
National Park Service, Region Two, sta-
tioned at Omaha, Nebraska. He has made
an exhaustive study of the frontier forts
(or their sites) covered in this book and
his geography is top-notch. The book is
enhanced by an endpaper map, some
good photographs, notes providing a
comprehensive bibliography, and an ade-
quate index. It is a must for all interest-
ed in the Indian wars.

Kansas Cowtowns

Wild, Woolly and Wicked: The Story
of the Kansas Cowtowns and the Texas
Cattle Trade (Clarkson N. Potter, $5) is
a top job of puzzle-solving by an old pro,
Harry Sinclair Drago. So many tall tales
and such a tremendous amount of folk-
lore had become accepted as a part of
the history of the Kansas cowtowns that
it seemed that no one would ever un-
tangle it.

Drago did it. The facts were available
but not always in the commonly used
source books. He dug them out, fitted
them into their proper places and for the
first time there emerges a clean-cut,
highly entertaining, yet factual, account
of the various end-of-rail and end-of-
trail hell holes where the longhorns start-
ed their rides to the packing plants.

This account, quite logically, s*arts
with Abilene and the father of the Kan-
sas cattle trade, Joseph McCoy. And it
ends with the last of the great cowtowns,
Dodge City.

To far too many, Abilene and Dodge
City have been the Kansas cowtowns.

Harry Drago puts an end to this non-
sense. Ellsworth, Newton, Wichita and
Caldwell get major attention in  this
book and well do they deserve it. Some
folks also get their just dues, but no
more, including Wyatt Earp. Bat Mas-
terson, Tom Smith, Wes Hardin, Ben
Thompson and Henry Brown all play
their parts in this cowtown history but
theirs only—no borrowing from Wild Bill
or Bill Tilghman is permitted.

This well written book is not without
its faults—no index and no illustrations.
The notes are adequate and the bibliogra-
phy quite good indeed but the locations
of Mobeetie, Adobe Walls and Ft. Grif-
fin on the Texas portion of the end-
sheet map are completely misleading.

There is also a handsome leather-
bound, limited, signed edition of 250
copies available at $25.

Civil War in the West

Narrative of the Surrender of a Com-
mand of U. S. Forces at Fort Fillmore,
New Mexico, July, 1861 (Stagecoach
Press, $4.75) is by Major James Cooper
McKee, surgeon, U. S. Army. This new
issue contains the complete text of the
author’s privately printed 1886 edition
with added Confederate reports.

It is a rare Civil War item and pre-
sents eye-witness reports of Union-Con-
federate engagements at Old Messila,
first Civil War battle in the far West.
In July, 1861, Texans smashed the Union
troops at Fort Fillmore and forced them
to surrender. McKee, a young post sur-
geon, privately published the Union’s
humiliating experience. The book includes
McKee’s complete account, a diagram
of Fort Fillmore plus his 1861 map of
New Mexico and a report by Confederate
and Union officers from official records.

This is a key item in many Civil War
want lists; hence the 550 copies of this
limited edition won’t last long.

Ancient Indians

Digging in graveyards is hardly con-
sidered a subject for popular reading.
However, Prehistory in Northern Arizona
__Black Sand (University of New Mexico
Press, $4.00) by Harold S. Colton is a
scientific report on ancient man near
Flagstaff, Arizona, that is charmingly
written, beautifully illustrated and will
appeal to a wide range of readers.

Less than 1,000 years ago native In-
dians near the San Francisco Peaks
awoke one morning to see red hot rocks
and black ashes shooting out of Sunset
Crater. The natives—Sinagua Man—fled
for their lives. When the volcano was
quiet again, the Indians returned to find
vast areas covered with a mantle of black
ash. The ash was good growing soil and
soon a prolific corn culture became es-
tablished.

Colton describes the scientific investi-
gations, the diggings that revealed- fas-
cinating details about life, agriculture
and warring techniques of these primi-
tives. Black Sand combines clever scien-
tific sleuthing with pleasant writing and
good bookmaking. :

Wyoming Gold Rush

South Pass, 1868 (University of Ne-
braska Press, $4.50) is James Chisholm’s
journal of the Wyoming gold rush as
prepared for publication by Lola M.
Homsher, Director, Wyoming State Ar-
chives and Historical Department. Chis-
holm was a young Scotsman and was
working for the rival Times at the time
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he was hired by the Chicago Tribune to
cover the South Pass strike. He arrived
in Cheyenne just in time to send his
paper the details of a double lynching
—his story was dated March 21,
1868. He filed a few other stories from
Cheyenne but did not leave Green River,
the end-of-the-rails for the South Pass
Country, until September 7.

When Chisholm reached South Pass
about September 12 after a rather har-
rowing trip, the rush was over and many
of the fortune hunters had left. He spent
a number of days at the diggings, made
two trips into the Wind River Valley and
recorded a number of the stories told him
by ‘“Mountain Bill” (or ‘“Dutch Bill”)
Rhodes, an old-time hunter. Miss Hom-
sher has supplied numerous historical
notes and a fine introduction. This is
Volume III in The Pioneer Heritage
Series and one of the few first-hand ac-
counts of the 1868 gold rush days in
Wyoming. As such, it is of much value
and entertaining to boot.

Nevada Mining

Helen Downer Croft, twice Judge of
Ouray County, Colorado, is author of
The Downs, The Rockies and Desert Gold
(Caxton, $5.00), an account of her hus-
band’s mining experiences, largely in
Goldfield, Nevada. During the period
1906 to 1942, Roger Downer, a mining
engineer, operated a simon-pure assay
office. His brother, Malcolm, also was a
member of the firm until he died in 1937.

Goldfield made national headlines in
1905 when the owners of the fabulous
Mohawk Mine made the richest ore ship-
ment of its size in the history of mining.
This carload of gold ore, forty-seven
tons, brought over $12,000 per ton.

In rowdy Goldfield Roger was a re-
spected citizen who squired the new
schoolteachers and directed and sang in
the choir. He was present when Tex
Rickard started his career as czar of the
squared circle. He watched Joe Gans and
Battling Nelson pound each other to
pulp for forty-two ghastly rounds. Later
Jack Dempsey made the town, worked in
the mines and did a little meal-ticket
fighting.

This Goldfield tattle plus desert lore
and overland trail reminiscences combine
to make a very acceptable package.

Brave Pat Garrett

Billy, the Kid and the Old Regime in
the Southwest (Frontier Book Company,
Ruidoso, New Mexico, $1.50) is the first
separate printing of Albert E. Hyde’s
article which appeared in the Century
Magazine, March, 1902. Hyde was an eye-

“Fastest gunslinger in these partsl”

May-June, 1961

witness of the arrival at Las Vegas of
Pat Garrett’s posse and their prisoners
after the Kid's surrender at Stinking
Springs in December, 1880. Hyde was
high in his praise of Garrett’s conduct
when a mob demanded his prisoners.
The mob seemed to be more interested
in getting its hands on Dave Rudabaugh
than the Kid—Rudabaugh had killed the
Las Vegas jailer in making good his
escape from jail just before joining the
Kid's gang.

Hyde states that Rudabaugh smoked a
cigar and seemed uninterested, while the
Kid became very excited and asked Pat
to return his guns if the mob attacked.
Ed Bartholomew has rendered a signal
service to the outlaw buffs by making
this first-hand account generally avail-
able. He has also added some photos from
his great Rose Collection.

Not So Long Ago!

Gone Are the Days (Naylor, $3.50) by
Annalee Burns is an antidote for melan-
choly. This folksy true Texas family his-
tory recalls the days of high button
shoes, kissing games and coal oil reme-
dies. This was a period when Kkinfolk
visits lasted a week and there was al-
ways enough in the cellar, chicken coop
and smokehouse to feed the visitors dur-
ing their stay.

The kids were so busy choring that
few had time to become juvenile de-
linquents. If anyone sassed the old man,
he was walloped into line with a sapling
and was taught to respect his elders.

This is a humorous family story about
folks who made their living the hard way
on the farm. It is a good one for the
whole family.

Old Bruin

The grizzly bear is another vanishing
American animal that will become ex-
tinct unless plans are soon made to per-
petuate him. Notorious Grizzly Bears
(Sage, $4.00) by W. P. Hubbard with
Seale Harris is a book of facts and stories
that will help us to know more about
one of our largest and most ferocious
native quadrupeds.

The opening chapters present interest-
ing scientific facts, simply stated, about
grizzlies. For those who like red-blooded
western chillers, there are numerous
gripping stories about grizzlies that raid-
ed cattle and sheep ranches plus ex-
periences of the trappers and hunters
who brought them down.

There’s one tale about old Red Rob-
ber, a grizzly that terrorized ranchers
for hundreds of miles on this reviewer’s
home range in the Book Mountains, Blue
Mountains, the Henry’s and Elk Moun-
tain near the Green and Colorado Riv-
ers. Two prospectors nailed him and re-
ceived a large reward for Kkilling Old
Red, a bear known to have killed over
$3,500 worth of livestock in five years.

The best story is about a death battle
between two crusty old gladiators—Buff,
a mature grizzly, and Blaze, a twelve-
year-old-longhorn bull. Lon Duncan, a pro-
fessional hunter in Colorado’s San Juan
Mountains, saw the fight which was one
of the most wicked tournaments of claw,
tooth, hoof and horn ever recorded. The
bull finally won but died soon after from
horrible wounds inflicted by old Buff.

There are thrilling narratives about
notorious grizzlies of most western states
and the grizzly pictures are some of the
best quality we've ever seen. Highly rec-
ommended.
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LIMITED WESTERN BOOKS

All Clothbound, Postpaid

WESTERN HARD-CASES by Bartholomew ....... $3.50
A TEXAS RANGER by N. A. Jennings ........... $4.00
FAMOUS GUNFIGHTERS OF WESTERN

FRONTIER by Masterson ...................... $3.50
WESTERN GUNFIGHTERS, Biographical Album

of by “Bartholomew. 2 e iiin s b s Mo iied $15.00
LIFE OF COLE YOUNGER by Himself .......... $3.00
LIFE_OF BILLY THE KID by Pat Garrett ........ $3.00
BLACK JACK KETCHUM by Ed Bartholomew ...$3.00
KILL OR BE KILLED by Ed Bartholomew ........ $3.00
CULLEN BAKER, Premier Texas Gunfighter

bysBarthalomew.’ .~ o2 b I it e $3.00
JESSE EVANS, A Texas Hide-Burner

by “Bartholomew/ o ce i, St ama e S $2.50
THE HOUSTON STORY by Ed Bartholomew ..... $3.00

LIFE OF BEN THOMPSON by Buck Walton ..... $3.95
RAINE'S BIBLIOGRAPHY OF TEXAS,
in slip-case
THE TEXAS VENDETTA by Victor Rose .......... $2.50
(Available through your bookseller or direct)

FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY

Box 1136 Ruidoso, New Mexico

PAGOSA,
COLORADO

Located in the heart of the beautiful Rocky
Mountains on the Navajo Trail. Highway
160, the new cross-country shortcut be-
tween the East and West Coasts, is noted
for its mineral hot springs and wonderful
scenery.

This property 100 x 150 two-story brick
on Highway 160 consists of a modern
theatre, 32-room hotel, 75-seat completely
furnished cafe, post office, bus depot and
mineral baths. A real opportunity for the
right party. Illness and age forces owner
to sell for the low price of $99,000. 29%
down.

Contact
Jack Spangler of Strout Realty

Box 475, Mancos, Colorado  Phone 3361
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MEN PAST40

Afflicted With Getting Up Nights,
Pains in Back, Hips, Legs,
Nervousness, Tiredness.

If you are a victim of the above symp-
toms, the trouble may be due to Gland-
ular Inflammation. A constitutional Dis-
ease for which it is futile for sufferers
to try to treat themselves at home.

To men of middle age or past this
type of inflammation occurs frequently.
It is accompanied by loss of physical
vigor, graying of hair, forgetfulness and
often increase in weight. Neglect of
such Inflammation causes men to grow
old before their time—premature senil-
ity and possible incurable conditions.

Most men, if treatment is taken in
time, can be successfully NON-SURGI-
CALLY treated for Glandular Inflam-
mation. If the condition is aggravated
by lack of treatment, surgery may be
the only chance.

NON-SURG/ICAL TREATMENIS

The NON-SURGICAL New Type treat-
ments used at the Excelsior Medical
Clinic are the result of discoveries in
recent years of new techniques and
drugs plus over 20 years research by
scientific technologists and Doctors.

Men from all walks of life and from
over 1,000 communities have been suc-
cessfully treated here at Excelsior
Springs. They found soothing and com-
forting relief and new health in life.

RECTAL-COLON
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EXAMINATION
AT LOW COST | het ifammation.

When you arrive These disorders, we

1
here our Doctors who :;:t ’;’:,“;:::' ',’{
are 'experlenced spe- the same time we
cialists make a com-

treat Glandular In-

plete examination, | flammation.
Your condition is

frankly explained REDUCIBLE
and then you decide HERNIA

is also amenable to
a painless Non-
Surgical treatment
that we have de-
veloped. Full de-
tails of this treat-
ment given In our

if you will take the
treatments needed.
Treatments are so
mild hospitalization
is not needed—a con-
siderable saving in

expense. Free Book.
Write Today For Our »

The Excelsior Med- m@@
ical Clinic has pub-

lished a New FREE
Book that deals with
diseases peculiar to
men. It could prove
of utmost importance
to your future life.
Write today. No ob-
ligation.

EXCELSIOR
MEDICAL CLINIC
1 Dept. B8351
I Excelsior Springs, Mo.

1 Centlemen: Kindly send me at once, your
§ New FREE Book. | am interested in full
1 information (Please Check Box)

“ILLUSTRATE
B80O0K
7 [
NON-Sviegy,
MEAYME;;‘
of
DlSEAseg

Seecsion mmeay cume,

§ [JHernia [J]Rectal-Colon [] Clandular

: Inflammation
1 NAME

} ADDRESS.

1 TOWN

} STATE

.—------------------------J

58

Doomed Men from

Cherry Creek
(Continued from page 13)

a big company of us. We went down
over the prairie and then through the
Badlands and across the White River.

“T was one of the four young men who
were scouts or outriders and who rode
ahead or to one side of the caravan. One
night we camped near Porcupine Creek
and the next morning the three other
young men and I were riding ahead. We
had just climbed the hills to get out of
the creek valley when we saw three men
coming toward us on horseback. When
they came up we saw that they were
Indians. Two were regular Indians and
one was a mixed blood. They had guns
and we knew by their clothes that they
were scouts for the white soldiers.

“The mixed blood did the talking and
told us many soldiers were ahead of us
a few miles, but not to be afraid. He
told us the soldiers would treat us well
and take us to the Agency where there
were many other Indians and where we
would have plenty to eat. He said every-
thing would be all right if we would go
with the soldiers. Pretty soon the sol-
diers came, and the officer talked with
some of our leading men, with the scout
as interpreter. Our leaders then decided
to go to the Agency, for there was noth-
ing else that we could do since we could
not fight them. So we came along with
the soldiers.

MOST OF the soldiers went ahead of
the wagontrain but some rode along
on each side of us. When we got to
Wounded Knee Creek, they said we could
camp for the night. So we stopped and
camped on the Flat while the soldiers
camped on the slope above us. That night
we did not sleep well. Everybody was
afraid. All night long the soldiers had
lights and were working at something.
We could hear the noise and rattle of
iron being moved around and it made us
all very nervous and we could not sleep.
All night long soldiers walked back and
forth around our camp. In the morning
we found that everything had been ar-
ranged differently. There was a row of
big guns set up on the side of the hill
and we found that they shot bullets very
fast (Hotchkiss Machine Guns).

“After a while we were all called out
—men, women and children. So we came
and stood up close to where the soldiers
were. They told us we must give up all
our guns, knives or whatever weapons
we had. They said to come forward ten
at a time and lay down our guns and
our knives. So ten of our men went up
to them but they only had one gun to
lay down. The soldiers did not like this
very well, but we could not put our guns
down because we did not have them with
us. Those of us who had guns, had left
them back at our tents.

“Then some soldiers went to our tents
and began to look for our guns. They
found quite a few and carried them out
and threw them down on the ground.
They did not lay them down carefully,
but dumped them down in a pile, throw-
ing them down hard. We were standing
there, men, women and children, all cf
us very much afraid. We were defense-
less as none of us had guns. The soldiers
were standing all around us holding their
guns in their hands ready to shoot.

“But as it turned out, there were two
men down at the lower end of our group
who had their guns under their blankets.
One of the soldiers who was walking
back and forth in front of us saw the ends

of those guns sticking out. He called
out to the other soldiers that these men
had guns.

“I was standing at the upper end of
the group where I could see it all and
I can say that those two Indians never
raised their guns or shot them, but as
the soldiers started forward to take their
guns from them, suddenly they shot
right away into all of us—men, women
and children.

“We had no chance to fight back as
we had no weapons. All we thought
about, those of us who were still alive,
was to get away. The morning was
cloudy and damp and the smoke from
the guns did not rise but settled right
on us. From then on, nothing could be
seen very plain. The soldiers were rush-
ing around shooting all of us that they
could see to shoot. I got shot through the
right hand, the bullet entering just at the
base of my thumb and coming out at the
base of my middle finger. Somehow I
finally got down into a washout or gully
south of the fight, where a lot of Indians
had taken refuge and where they had
been shot down. I got down among them
and kind of crawled down under the dead

Sitting Bull

bodies, but the soldiers kept on shooting
into us whenever they saw any of us
move.

“Twice more I was shot, one bullet
going through the fleshy part of my left
forearm and a third going through the
fleshy part of the calf of my leg. Almost
all of the day the shooting continued,
the soldiers searching among the draws
and brush for Indians still alive and
shooting them down.

“After dark I crawled out and though
suffering greatly, I made my way to
Wounded Knee Creek where I came
across three women and four or five
children, including two boys, about four-
teen or fifteen years old who had sur-
vived, though some of them were wound-
ed. We had made our way some distance
down the stream when morning came.
Soon afterward we met some Indians
coming down from the so-called ‘hostile
camp’ over near White River northwest
of Pine Ridge Agency. They had heard
of what had happened and were going
over to see what was going on. They
were very angry and in a very hostile
mood. They took care of us and took us
over to their camp. I was in pretty bad
shape for a long time but my wounds
all healed up except that my right hand
is a little withered. Outside of the fact
that I can scarcely grip anything with
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“Little Bat” (Baptiste Garnier)

that hand, there is nothing wrong with
me. I am seventy years old and I am
well and strong yet.

“Now, all I have told you is what I
saw and experienced myself. It is all
true and I have told it exactly as it hap-
pened. After the first shooting and the
smoke settled, everything was in con-
fusion. All the people thought about was
to get away from the soldiers and many
things may have happened that I did not
see.”

Lonesome Charley
(Continued from page 17)

portant tragedy was the killing of two
well-liked civilians by a band of Sioux.

If the expedition could be called suc-
cessful (from the standpoint of the N.P.
it could be), then it was doubly so for
Charley. He gained a very good friend
in Custer and the chance for good em-
ployment in later campaigns. He also
became more famous, even though he
might have preferred not to. Before
long he was guiding Eastern hunting
parties, tourists, army officers, govern-
ment officials, and college professors
through the wilds of the frontier.

He made many new friends for him-
self, and Charley, though he liked to be
alone, enjoyed these companions. Ap-
parently he didn’t lose his reticent habits
entirely however, for about this time
someone dubbed him “Lonesome Char-
ley.”” The name stuck; for the rest of his
life he was ‘“Lonesome.”

HEN Custer made his Black Hills ex-

cursion the next year he chose Char-
ley as his chief of scouts. Bloody Knife,
Custer, and Charley were thrown to-
gether again. It had always been rumored
that gold could be found in the Black
Hills, but it was never actually proven.
Custer’s touring expedition proved it,
and put the finishing touches on the
death of the Sioux nation.

When the two professional prospectors
in the survey party discovered the yel-
low stuff in enormous quantities, Custer
figured it was time to let the world know.
When he reached the southern edge of
the Hills, he prepared his ‘“gold from the
grass roots down” dispatches and asked
for a volunteer to take them to Fort
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Laramie, nearly 150 miles away and
through rugged Sioux country.

Charley said that he thought he could
get through as well as anybody and that
he’d take the dispatches. Custer agreed
and offered him a cavalry detail as es-
cort, but Charley said that it would be
easier for one man to get through than
it would be for a whole troop of cavalry.

His route lay between the Sioux Agen-
cies and the hostile country. The Sioux
were constantly traveling back and forth,
and they had been watching the column
since it had left Fort Lincoln. With
Yellow Hair marching through their
sacred Hills in violation of the 1868
treaty, they would be alert for any
soldier or scout riding alone.

Charley lit out and was plagued by
Sioux all the way. But the Indians would
have to wait a while for his scalp. He
rode at night and hid in the brush and
timber along the creek bottoms during
the day—whenever there was a handy
creek bottom. On the last part of the
ride he ran out of both water and creek
bottoms. By the time he reached Laramie,
his throat and tongue were so swollen
from thirst that he couldn’t close his
mouth.

: Hisforigal Soci‘ry Montana
Charley Reynolds

Charley must have known what was in
those dispatches and what they would
eventually mean. It is a wonder that
he didn’t toss them in some brush pile
along the way. When the gold news was
released, prospectors flocked to the Hills
in droves. Before long the Sioux were
forced to sell out to the government.
Charley could see what was coming; the
Sioux were pushed into the Rosebud
and Yellowstone country and it wouldn’t
be long before they would have to move
again or fight. Charley knew they would
fight.

Charley spent that winter hanging
around the agencies picking up pieces
of gossip here and there about what the
Sioux were thinking and planning. He
picked up some interesting side bits,
too, such as Rain-in-the-Face’'s brag
about killing the two white civilians on
the Yellowstone expedition the year be-
fore. Charley sent word to Custer at
Fort Lincoln and shortly a detachment
of cavalry, including Lieutenant Tom
Custer, arrived at the Standing Rock
Agency to take Rain-in-the-Face to pris-
on.

Tom Custer, Charley, and four troopers
went inside the Agency store where

Rain-in-the-Face was and pretended to
make some purchases. Finally Charley
spotted him and nodded to Tom, who
jumped the Indian from behind. Rain-in-
the-Face started to turn to fight but
changed his mind when Charley pushed
a revolver against his belly. Rain-in-the-
Face went peaceably with them and was
locked up at Fort Lincoln. Apparently
the government didn’'t know what to do
with him, so he wasn’t guarded too close-
ly. He escaped not long after his cap-
ture. Pretty soon, word drifted back that
he had sworn vengeance against Tom
Custer and was going to cut out his
heart and have it for dinner. He didn’t
have to wait long for his vengeance.

THE NEXT summer Charley acted as
chief of scouts for the Forsyth Expe-
dition up the Yellowstone to survey its
banks and chart the stream for naviga-
tion, again helping to violate the Sioux
country. Charley enjoyed the company of
two close friends that summer, Grant
Marsh, who captained the supply steam-
er and was closely attached to the young
scout, and George Grinnell, who took a
brief side trip with Charley through what
is now Yellowstone Park.

Another good friend of Charley’s, Ed-
ward Allison, the interpreter and chief
of scouts at Standing Rock, related a
story about Charley to John E. and
George J. Remsburg who put it in their
book, Charley Reynolds. In late summer
of 1875, Allison was ordered to go to
Bismarck, just across the Missouri from
Fort Lincoln, where Charley was sta-
tioned, to secure some official papers
which a fellow named Waldorf had taken
from the Agency. Apparently Waldorf
didn’t have a very good reputation, for
Allison had directions that if he had
trouble to get help from Custer at Fort
Lincoln—Allison was of a cautious na-
ture and got the help first, taking his
friend Charley Reynolds across to Bis-
marck with him. Here is Allison’s story:

“We found Waldorf with Tom For-
tune, city marshal, and a few others
of the gang of toughs who ruled

Bismarck in those days, at the Red

Chimney, a sporting house. I de-

manded the papers and Waldorf

handed them over without a word.

But at this moment the city marshal,

backed by the gang, threatened me

with arrest for robbery. He had
hardly opened his mouth when ‘Lone-
some’ had him covered. Briefly, he
made him get down on his hands and

Marker in the Little Big Horn
Valley showing where Charley
Reynolds died June 25, 1876.
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knees, disarmed him and then drove
the whole crowd upstairs and locked
the stairway door. Then we quietly
mounted our horses and rode back to
the ferry and crossed again to Fort
Lincoln.”

FINALLY came the big year—the year

Charley had been waiting for. The
winter of '75-'76 he spent scouting the
Sioux camps and he knew beyond doubt
that they were getting ready for a big
fight. He had seen it coming since he
had guided Custer through the Black
Hills back in ’74 and finally it was ready
to come. The government told the Sioux
to come in to the Agencies by January
31 or else; the Sioux didn’t come, so
the troops were sent out. There was go-
ing to be big trouble.

Charley rode as Custer’s chief of scouts
again, but when they reached the mouth
of the Rosebud on the Yellowstone he
was under the care of Doctor Porter of
the Seventh because of a felon on his
left hand and was staying in a cabin
on the supply steamer Far West, cap-
tained by his friend, Grant Marsh.

Then Custer was sent down the Rose-
bud with the Seventh and, despite
Marsh’s attempt to get him to stay be-
hind, Charley went along. This was
what he had been waiting for—the final
death struggle of the Sioux. With near-

feet with his war sack in his hand.
“Tomorrow will see the end of me, too.
Anyone who wants my little outfit of
stuff can have it now.”

The next day was June 25. Custer
crossed to the Little Big Horn Valley
during the night. Somewhere on the
winding river ahead lay the Sioux vil-
lages. According to Bouyer and Bloody
Knife, as well as repeated warnings from
Charley, ahead lay the largest congre-
gation of Indians ever seen on the fron-
tier, but Custer, whether he believed
them or not, figured the Seventh could
whip them no matter how many there
were.

Custer now made his famous division
of forces. He sent Benteen on the search
to the left and south and proceeded di-
rectly ahead toward the Little Big Horn.
Before long they were at the river and
Custer made a second division. He sent
Major Reno straight on to the village
across the river while he circled to the
right for a flank attack. Reno was to
open the fight and the scouts would go
with him, all except Bouyer, who went
with Custer.

As he galloped away with Reno, head-
ing for the river and the big fight, Char-
ley waved to Mitch. They never met
again. George Custer was destined never
to reach the village and Mitch Bouyer
died with him and Tom Custer and all the
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Battle Monument on the Custer battlefield in Montana.

ly 3,000 troops scattered around the
Rosebud and Yellowstone country it look-
ed like a big fight. Charley didn’t want
to miss it.

He wasn’t able to do all that he usual-
ly did on a march because of his hand,
but Custer had competent guides in
Mitch Bouyer and Bloody Knife, both of
whom knew the country well. Custer
marched rapidly and the air was filled
with excitement and expectancy, but
there was a presence along on this
campaign that had been absent on the
others.

On the night of June 24, just before
Custer took the command across the di-
vide from the Rosebud to the Little Big
Horn Valley, Charley, squattmg with the
other scouts and a few officers in a rough
circle, listened quietly as Bloody Knife
told the world that there would be hard
fighting tomorrow and that his gods had
told him that he would not see the sun
set again.

It was an eloquent oration coming
from an uneducated Indian scout, and it
moved Charley to speak what had been
on his mind for several days now. “I
feel as he does,” he said, rising to his
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others on that ridgetop above the Little
Big Horn.

Reno’s squadron charged up the river
bottom at a gallop. They could see the
village up ahead and were going great
guns when all of a sudden the Sioux
appeared. Reno saw that he could never
charge through them—there were too
many—so he ordered a halt. His squadron
fought from a skirmish line for a while,
Charley firing from the left flank with
the other scouts, until the Sioux flanked
them. Reno pulled back to the timber
bordering the river.

It is difficult to piece together the
details of what actually happened. The
only source of information comes from
Indians who were at the battle, and their
reports were naturally rather hazy. How-
ever, from the sources that seem most
reliable, Charley’s actions can at least
be outlined, if not definitely traced.

He was fighting just as the troopers
were, from a ragged skirmish line just
inside the thick brush. It was hot fight-
ing and it wasn’t long before the Sioux
infiltrated the timber behind them. Reno,
sitting his horse in a small clearing be-
side Bloody Knife, was giving orders
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right and left for a general retreat
(“charge,” as he put it) back across the
river to some high bluffs better suited
for defense.

There were just too damned many In-
dians for him. At that moment a Sioux
slug  whipped across the clearing and
caught Bloody Knife in the head, splat-
tering blood over Reno. Bloody Knife did
not see the sun set.

Reno spurred away and the troops,
disorganized and bewildered, went piling
after him—or most of them did. Many
didn’t hear any orders to retreat; the
first inkling they had that the command
was pulling out was when they sud-
denly found themselves deserted. Most
of them piled onto their horses and
spurred after the retreating column, har-
ried on every side by galloping and shoot-
ing warriors.

Charley hadn’t known they were re-
treating until he saw the troopers charg-
ing out of the timber and heading back
down the river. He waved at Doctor
Porter who was working over a dying
trooper in the brush and called, “Let’s
go, Doctor! Everybody’s leaving!”

Porter called back, “All right, Charley.
Give me a minute.” Some men were
sticking to duty that day.

“Be careful. The Indians are shooting
at you.” Charley, with his knowledge of
Indian fighting methods, had seen that
the Sioux were making a special target
of Porter’s linen duster.

Charley stepped into his saddle and
reined around the brush and into the
open, stopping to wait for Porter. But
the Sioux got there first. They charged
at him; Charley fired back from the
saddle until his horse was knocked down.
He lost his rifle when he fell, but he still
had his revolver. Lonesome Charley
Reynolds died a hero’s death. He pulled
out his revolver and levelled it across his
horse’s withers and waited for the Sioux
charge to reach him.

Sharpshooter!
(Continued from page 15)

Pushing towards the Snake River coun-
try, Colonel Wright built a small fort on
Tucannon River, with temporary road-
ways. Indians continually harassed him.
Fortunately, three days of rain thwarted
setting vegetation afire.

His men and pack trains in compact
formation, Wright pushed on north
through country with ravines which were
perfect for ambushes.

At supper chow-time, on the second
day, the expedition reached Four Lakes
and set up a resting camp.

On the morning of August 29, 1858,
Wright’s scouts discovered Indians
swarming up a hill not quite three miles
away.

“I'm sending half of our Dragoons,
mounted, around the ‘far side’ of that In-
dian-infested hill.” These, substantially,
are the Colonel’s words, as he directed
the action. “The rest of the Dragoons
will move directly ahead against the hill.
They will be supported by the foot sol-
diers.”

“Yes, sir.” This from a junior officer—
possibly young Lieutenant Kip. “And if
the enemy tries to escape by fleeing
down either of the two other sides of the
hill, what is the procedure, Colonel?”

“If these Indians are driven into the
adjoining plains, our Dragoons can give
chase and destroy them.”

“What about the timber around these
lakes, sir?”
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A section of the gun display in the “House of Yesterday” (Hastings Museum),
Hastings, Nebraska. This collection houses several fine old Sharps rifles.

“We shall blast them out of the trees
with our howitzers, Lieutenant.”

The battle broke when the Indian’s
Hudson’s Bay musketballs erupted at the
charging Dragoons. Obviously, the chief-
tain’s plan was to mow down the first
wave of ‘“storm troops” with the white
man’s trade-gun, then clean up the rest
in closer fighting with accurate bow and
arrow work.

At a point just beyond range for the
musket’s reach, the attackers made ready
with their “long range” Springfields.

“Open fire!”

A burst of death hit the first front of
the Indians. Warriors tumbled from their
ponies. They swerved, cut back and re-
grouped to gallop again against the on-
coming troops.

Another fusillade, and again the In-
dians broke to re-form a front. A new
group of redmen appeared over the big
hill, apparently driven over the crest by
gunfire from the opposite side.

As they swung back—and before they
could strike ahead as a phalanx—the
command came.

“Sharps’ shooters—fire!”

There was a solid crack of rifle fire.
Farther away than any combat gun
should reach, flabbergasted Indians tum-
bled from their mounts. The attacking
redskins were momentarily bewildered.
Before they could ‘“knot up” to face
their enemy, another burst of deadly,
far-reaching fire ripped into their ranks.

Still another white man’s outburst tore
into their tightly grouped ponies as the
Army moved in for the kill.

The Indians began to flee but then,
suddenly meeting the tribesmen being
driven from the far side, they spilled
down the un-attacked sides of the hill.
Some headed for the plains, hoping to
escape the long-range—even ‘rapid”’—
rifle fire. Many were mowed down by
pursuing Sharps-equipped soldiers.

On the other “open’” side, the red-
skins fled into the pine trees at the hill’s
base.

“Ready the howitzers—on the trees!”

The artillery was beaded in on the
timber and the detonating lanyards
yanked. The mountain cannons shattered
the treetops and continued firing until no
more Indian movement could be discern-
ed in the pines.

By now the rest of the attacking force
had charged into position for close-in
fighting. By the end of the day, the few

scattered remnants of the haughty war-
riors who once commanded the hill had
fled in terror and defeat.

In that bloody day of triumph for the
Army’s new Sharps rifle, two Spokane
chieftains and reportedly fifty warriors
were killed outright. Chief Kamiakin of
the Yakimas was critically injured by a
tree struck by a howitzer.

Wright’s forces lost one man, and suf-
fered few injuries.

After a brief rest at Four Lakes,
Wright’s men moved into Indian terri-
tory on September 5, driving Indians
ahead of them for some fifteen more
miles until, at the Spokane River, re-
sistance had been almost completely
broken.

It was this key campaign that weaken-
ed the northwest Indians’ desire to make
war against the white man and his su-
perior weapons.

WHAT were these early, history-mak-
ing Sharps rifles like ?

It is hard to keep up with the ‘“varia-
tions.”” Some were special alterations;
other changes were by the original mak-
ers. Texas buffalo hunter Frank Mayer,
in 1872, was said to have sported a “.45-
120-550 Sharps—with a German-made
telescope sight.”

The first Sharps was one of the earliest
successful breech-loading carbines. Hard-
ly perfect, a Dragoon soldier said his
“22 calibre, single-ball Sharps could
reach out twice as far as the mus-
ketoons, but when hot and dirty in bat-
tle, spits fire like a tinder lighter and
the smoke gets in your eyes. . . .” For-
tunately, the jet flame was well ahead
of the marksman’s face.

I have personally seen an 1852, .36
calibre, octagon-barrel Sharps, and an
1863, .52 calibre Sharps having a ‘“slant-
ing breech with a Maynard tape-primer,”
both in the same gun collection.

Linen or paper cartridges have been
used in Sharps—which required “outside”
priming. Later, new elongated metallic
cartridges were preferred. Buffalo hunt-
ers went for this last model quite a lot.
It really cut wind for those days!

There is also a Sharps & Hankin Navy
Carbine—52 calibre, rimfire, single-shot,
having an outside leather sleeve over its
24-inch barrel.

Some Sharps were advertised as hav-
ing a ‘‘precision ‘pin-hole’ sight.” Many
frontiersmen used .45-90 and .50-110 car-
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WILL BUY any book, pamphlet, or paper concernin
the West, Cattle, Indians, Texas, Outlaws. TO
PRICES paid for any Texas history published before
1875. Also wanted: True West, Frontier Times, South-
western Historical Quarterly. Please state condition
and asking price or send on approval. Price Daniel,
r., P.O. Drawer 2450, Waco, Texas.

"T.W.", Nos. 1-16. Also extra copies nos. 1-12. All in
excellent condition. Make offer. Nils Carlson, 801

Larrabee Street, West Hollywood 46, California.

TOMBSTONE PICTURE GALLERY. New 14,000-word
book; includes startling revelations of Earp era, 42
new photos up to huge 11x11 inches. Limited edition,
rare collector's item by University of Arizona instruc-
tor. '"'Dramatic,''—Tucson Star; Masterpieces of
photography,""—Tombstone Epitaph. Money-back guar-
antee. $2.25 includes postage, tax. Same thing for col-
lectors: numbered (under 999), autographed, $3.
Western Americana Press, 5449 South Canada Drive,
Tucson, Arizona.

FOR SALE—TRUE WEST. Perfect condiﬁonéoNos. 5 6, -

2. 810,112 13-94, 18 7 16 1747 18.-19, All ‘for
$35.00 or buy ones you want. Send M.O. or write to
G. E. Williams, 1517 Lincoln Avenue, Albany, Georgia.

100,000 BOOKS—10c EACH! Tons Titles! Two catalogs
—dime! "'Bargains,"' 1323-W Chaparral, Corpus Christi,
Texas.

COMPLETE SETS of True West and Frontier Times in
binders. Excellent Condition, $150.00. C. E. Blunt,
2804 Warwick Drive, Oklahoma City 16, Oklahoma.

ROCKHOUNDS, TREASURE-HUNTERS, PROSPECTORS
—Read the monthly magazine that always has articles
and ads of interest to you. Edited in Tucson, Ariz.,
in the heart of the Southwest's ghost towns, mining
and rockhound activity. Send $1.50 for a year's sub-
scription to the Prospector-Outdoorsman, Box 987,
Cedar Rapids, lowa.

TRUE WEST, #1 to #40 complete, like new. $35.00.
Cecil Wright, Route 5, Box 2228, Modesto, California.
"WESTERN AMERICANA BOOKS" old, rare, and
new. Catalog free. Out of print books found. No ob-
ligation. Round-Up Book Company, Milton-Freewater,
Oregon.

"OVERLOOKED FORTUNES'" in the rarer minerals
and gemstones. Here are a few of the 300 or more
you may be overlooking while mining, prospecting
or gem hunting: Uranium, vanadium, columbium,
tantalum, tungsten, nickel, cobalt, selenium, german-
ium, bismuth ~platinum, beryllium, golden beryl, em-
eralds, etc. Some minerals worth $1 to $2 a pound,
others $25 to $100 an ounce. Some beryllium gems
worth a fortune; get out of the agate class into the
big money; an emerald the size of your thumb may
be worth $500 to $10,000 or more. Learn how to find,
identify and cash in on them. New simple system.
Send for free copy 'Overlooked Fortunes'—it may
lead to knowledge which may make you rich. Duke's
Research Laboratory, Box 666, Dept. 4, Truth or Con-
sequences, New Mexico.

UNUSUAL EXTRA WIDE THICK KNOTTY PINE PLANK
and figured hardwoods. Handmade into sturdy low-
priced furniture. Free folder. Write TABLES, Tun-
bridge, Vermont.
HUNTERS-FISHERMEN-VACATIONISTS—Hunt gold on
your vacation, WINGATE'S, 2922 164th Street, Flush-
ing 58, New York.

GUNS. ALL KINDS. NONE OVER $20.00. Bargain list,
25c. Miller's, P, O. Box 1285, Sacramento, California.

"VX-6'" NEW CADMIUM BATTERY ADDITIVE. Increase
the life of your car's battery. Only $2.98 pp. L. Imes,
315 Lark Street, Casper, Wyoming.

GOLD IN QUARTZ, 50c. One pound crushed quartz
with gold (native) from Arizona mine. J. Reggie,
5243 Ledgewood Road, South Gate, California.
TAN HIDES IN 72 HOURS. Formula and instructions,
two $1.00 bills. Crow, 1348 East 33rd South, Salt Lake
City, Utah.

"WINEMAKING," ""BEER, ALE." HIGHEST POWERED
METHODS. ILLUSTRATED. $2.20. "'Indian Herbs Used
for Cancer,' $1.00. Eaton Bookstore, Box 1242-R, Santa
Rosa, California.

GUNS SURPLUS Military Rifles, $8.95. Revolvers,
$8.97. Bargain list, 25c. ARMSCO, P.O. Box 1308,
Ventura, California.

GOLD DIVING. Latest methods, portable diving
dredge construction, sluice boxes, underwater pros-
pecting, and mining. $2.00. Sea Eagle, 1000 West
Date, Lompoc, California.

MEDICAL PAIN-X goes through. Relieves aches,
pains quick. $1.47 bottle. Trial, 50c stamps. Ideal
CZemical, 2403 N. Corona, Colorado Springs, Colo-
rado.

AMERICAN INDIAN COLOR SLIDES. Superb museum
specimens covering archeology and ethnology of
Western Hemisphere. Excellent for teachers, collectors,
artists. Free list. American Indian Museum, 3753
Broadway, New York 32, New York.

SUFFERING FROM ARTHRITIS? Try Ginseng; informa-
tion free. Write Ginseng, Asheville, North Carolina.
MOON-BITING CHART: Bass, Wall-eye. Free. Proved
by five thousand fishermen. Blackstone, 403 Powers
Ave., Madison 4, Wisconsin.

CALIFORNIA GOLD RUSH DAYS. Specimens, nug-
gets, dust, gold ore, bottles, tools, articles, dishes,
weapons, clothing, papers, etc, ROCK & RELIC SHOP!
Jamestown, California.

FREE . . . Catalog. 170 pages. Save on Reloading
Equipment, Calls, Decoys, Archer, Fishing Tackle,
Molds, Tools, Rod Blanks. FINNYSPORTS (TR), TOLE-
DO 14, OHIO.

COMPLETE but 1-2-3 TRUE WEST and all FRONTIER
TIMES in 4 binders, like new. Best offer. D. Satten,
4480 Euclid Avenue, San Diego 15, California.
WORLD'S LARGEST book and magazine listings. Mil-
lions of titles. Wholesale prices. Money-making and
self-help catalogs included” free. Also fabulous mer-
chandise bargain book. Positively lowest prices any-
where. Quarter brings it all. R. Rhodes, 411 Davidson
Street, Indianapolis 2, Indiana.

TRUE WEST, 5 through 20. Best offer. D. Zumwalt,
2080 Republic, Costa Mesa, California.

10 YEARS OFFER! 10 BOOKS $1. Samples. Something
different. Remarkable assortment ($1 value) and
amazing offers, 40c. PERSIL, 436 N.Y. Avenue, Brook-
lyn 25, New York.

GOLD, SILVER, Treasures located easily by dousing.
Our books show how. Books, 353-T, Menard, Texas.
TRUE WEST—S5, 6. 7, 8. Make offer. Ed Farmer, West
Linn, Oregon.

EXTRAORDINARY BOOKS! Every subject under the
sun! 10c each! Catalogs Free! Mailway, Box 124-TW,
Stuyvesant Station, New York 9, New York.
COMPLETE SET TRUE WEST. Mint. New series Frontier
Times, 1-13. Best offer over $100.00. Lonny Bartels,
1966 Colleen Drive, Los Altos, California.,

FORT LARAMIE HANDBOOK. 43pp. 40c (includes
handling and shipping costs). Only complete work
now in print on famous post. Fort Laramie Historical
Association. Fort Laramie, Wyoming.

TRUE WEST, 10-36, 38-44. FRONTIER TIMES, 1-13.
Make offer. F. Rowland, 11215 N. E. 8 Avenue, Miami,
Florida.

"INDIAN USES OF NATIVE PLANTS" by Edith
Murphey. Information from 11 Indian Reservations.
fSZ.SQ postpaid. Address Edith Murphey, Covelo, Cali-
ornia.

COPIES TRUE WEST No. 2 to 38, Make offer. Bill
Deck, Route 2, Box 52, Seymour, Missouri.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS AND DANCES on
Phonograph Records—Catalogue on request from
Canyon Records, 834 N. 7th Avenue, Phoenix 2, Ari-
zona.

PROSTRATE trouble will break a man. Information
on what cured me, $1.00 for this ad. R. H. Taylor,
240 Hughes St., Keyser, West Virginia.

GOLD AND SILVER INDICATORS. Also the Mexican
Dip Needle, Jacob Rod, Spanish Rod, Hall Instru-
ment. Also other instruments to locate gold and
’s__illver. For information write Box 51, Plant City,
orida.

"HOMEBREWED WINES, BEERS"'—HIGHEST POWER-
ED. INSTRUCTIONS, FORMULAS, RECIPES—$1.00.
Dean's, 109-TW West 42, New York 36, New York.
FINEST TRANSISTOR OR METAL LOCATERS, $25.00
up. Informative folder ''Metal Locating Kinks' 25c.
IGWTT, Williamsburg, New Mexico.

SWAP ANYTHING FOR ANYTHING, ANYWHERE.
World-Wide Swap Club. Send $1.00 for membership
form. CORDERO, 37-45 79th Street, Jackson Heights
72, New York.

GEMSTONES; GENUINE, SYNTHETIC; ruby, sapphire,
emerald, garnet, topaz, opal and others. State kind
and size. Rockhound rough, mountings. Alexander,
2436 East Tenth, Tulsa 4, Oklahoma.

MEN'S STRETCH SOCKS—Guaranteed five years or
replaced FREE. Assorted colors. Satisfaction gquar-
anteed. Six pair—$5.95. Faith Sales, Route 2, Jacks-
boro, Texas.

PRE-1900 Western Relics wanted: If you have any of
the following, please send price and description—Old
gun belts, scabbards, boots, chaps, cowboy cuffs,
spurs w/straps, suspenders, saddles, bridles, saddle
bags, slicker (oil cloth), hats, etc. Joe Grandee, 1510
Hillcrest, Arlington, Texas.

GOLD from the mountain streams of Oregon.
Generous sample in glass vial, $2.00, ppd. Garry W.
McKinney, Rt. 3, Box 53, Reedsport, Oregon.

BOOK PUBLISHER seeks manuscripts. Jack Felts, Pan
Press, Dept. W, Tahlequah, Oklahoma.

COMPLETE SET TRUE WEST, BEST OFFER. Ray Dif-
ferding, 1391 Utahna Circle, Salt Lake City 4, Utah.
COLLECTORS NEWS—monthly [isting of relics,
antiques, coins etc. wanted and for sale. Write for
free copy. Box 566T, Columbus, Nebraska.

THE LOST ADAMS DIGGINGS and The Lost Tayopa
Minelll Both in one book ''Apache Gold and Yaqui
Silver'"' by Frank Dobie, Illustrated by Tom Lea. 20
remaining copies at special price, $3.95. The Round-
Up Book Co., PO Box 498, Milton-Freewater, Oregon.

Rare Coins and Stamps

RARE 1878 CC Mint Dollar, Uncirculated $5.00. 100-
G?ghe coin catalogue, 50c. éhuH’z, Salt Lake City 10,
ah.

SCARCE MINT SET FREE. Missing from most collec-
tions. Exquisite approvals. 10c_handling. CAROL
STAMPS, 2527 Leebee, Pomona, California.

| PAY UP TO $4,500.00 for one rare coin. Send $1.00
for book listing thousands | will buy. Butts, Box 889,
Torrington, Wyoming.

BEAUTIFUL 1865 MEXICAN GOLD, B.U. only $3.25.
Great West Philatelic Service, HOPE, B.C., Canada.

WANTED TO BUY, Winchester single shot lever action
rifles, also 1873 and 1892 rifles, 44 caliber. Describe
and price. |. Kotek, 1370 Monterey Drive, Redlands,
California.

ROVER SHOES—Dog Boots made of pure Latex rub-
ber. Not brittle in cold weather. Red, green and
black. 4 sizes. Send tracing of dog's foot. $3.95, set
of 4, prepaid. Kennel Wear of America, P.O. Box
537, Carlsbad, California.

GOLD NUGGETS from Alaska Gold Fields. Beautiful
collectors items. Valuable, interesting. Boxed in plas-
tic. $3.00 postpaid. Neptune, 13 Myrtle, Saint Augus-
tine, Florida.

LEARN VENTRILOQUISM. Easiest method. Details
free. Everyone says, "It is the best course in print."
Smith, 2125 N. Bigelow, Peoria, Illinois.

BEAUTIFUL polished agates $3.00 Ib. Obsidian, not
polished, $2.00 Ib. Non-tarnish nickels, agates, garnets,
petrified wood tie tacks, $2.00 ea. Earrings, garnefs,
petrified wood, agates, $3.00 pr. Bolo ties, $2.00 ea.
Inquire for stones unpolished. Address GEMS BY
GEORGE, Station B, Box 4271, Spokane 31, Washing-
ton.

CIVIL WAR CAVALRY COAT $75.00; jacket, $45.00;
carbine sling $11.00; cartridge box $4.00: Colt box
$3.75; cap box $3.75. List 12c. Fahey, Route 2,
Huntington, New York.

ADOPTED BY THE INDIANS. Old Timer will translate
your work, phrases or words into correct Chinook.
10c per word. Write TEE LACKEY SOO LAATUS,
645 North Gramercy Place, Hollywood 4, California.
DEALERS, FISHERMEN, HOBBYISTS! Premium quality,
large, husky, hybrid red worms! Fish love 'em! Inquire
EOW! Flint Hills Worm Ranch, Box 5507 WP, Wichita,
ansas.

RANCH PROVEN Sour Dough recipe, $1.00. G. D.
Ranch Headquarters, Hoxbor Rt., Ardmore, Oklahoma.

Real Estate

SAVE headaches, heartaches and $$$$. Know how to
make money in real estate. Gimmicks, financing,
loans, contracts, pitfalls—explained. Special, book
only $1.00. Counsel Publications, Box 206-W, Car-
michael, California.

Leathercraft

FREE "Do-It-Yourself'' Leathercraft Catalog. Tandy
Leather Company, Box 791-039, Fort Worth, Texas.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

NEW POULTRY BOOK 25c (refundable)—53 true to
color pictures—Araucanas (Blue, Green eggs), Brah-
mas, Cubalayas, Campines, Cochins, Dorkings,
Faverolles, Lakenvelders, Silverlaced Polish, Yoko-
hamas. Both popular, fancy—over 100 varieties illus-
trated. Dominiques, Turkens, Ducklings, Goslings,
Guineas, Turkeys. ""How to Win Prizes Bulletin.' 4H—
FFA Discounts. Backed by Golden Rule Guarantee.
Established 1924. Stromberg's, Fort Dodge 70, lowa.
SEW Aprons at home for stores. No charge for
material to fill orders. In our fifth successful year.
Write: Adco Mfg. Co., Bastrop 57, Louisiana.

Indian Relics

SELLING 20,000 ANCIENT Indian Relics, arrowheads,
spearheads, knives, tomahawks, peace pipes, water
bottles, human skulls, small bird points, etc. Skull
$25.00, peace pipe $5.00, ungrooved granite toma-
hawk $3.50, large granite bell pestle $3.50. List free.
Lear's, Glenwood, Arkansas.

18 ANCIENT ARROWHEADS, $3.00. Strand trade
beads, $1.50. Paul Summers, Canyon, Texas.

2 INDIAN WAR ARROWHEADS, Scalping Knife, Flint
Thunderbird, Spearhead $4.00. Catalog %ree. Arrow-
head, Glenwood, Arkansas.

Western Merchandise

FANCY WESTERN SHIRT SNAPFASTENERS, 62 colors
and kinds. Fringe, shirtmaking supplies, new Velcro
Fastener. Free catalogue. Campau Company, Box
76055-G, Sanford Station, Los Angeles 5, California.
BOOTS. Handsome Western' styles. Free Catalog.
Austin Boot Company, Box 5303 W, El Paso, Texas.
DEERSKIN moccasins, etc., with beadwork. Sarah
Lefthand, Box 28, Elmo, Montana.

FREE 80-PAGE CATALOG. Western saddles, riding
accessories, clothing. Western Saddlery, Box 1864-41,
Ft. Worth, Texas. !
BEAUTIFUL APACHE TEARS! Gift-boxed necklace,
earrings, pin, cuff links, tie bar or key ring: $2.50
each. (Sample Tear 50c) Western Jewelry, Dept. A,
Box 2563, Phoenix, Arizona.

SEND NO MONEY—Trial pair FREE. Beautiful ladies’
NYLON stockings. Free information. David Bertelson,
Plentvwood, Montana.

WESTERN SADDLES easily made with Free Informa-
tion and Catalog. Tandy Leather Company, Box 791-
H40, Fort Worth, Texas.

FISHTRAP line, guaranteed weedless lures. Write for
free catalog. Weedless Bait Company, Aitkin, Min-
nesofa.

PEARL SNAPS for Western Wear. All styles and
colors, Free catalog. Bee Lee Company, Dept. TW,
Box 13464, Dallas 20, Texas.
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tridges for long shots which, in their day,
set records for accuracy.

One authority on early guns describes
a “Sharps breechloading percussion car-
bine, .50 calibre, 21.5-inch barrel, overall
length 37.5 inches. The lockplate mark-
ing was ‘Sharps Patent 1852’, and at the
breech tang, it was marked ‘Sharps
Patent 1848’ ahead of the serial number.
It had a brass stock-patch. A sling-
ring bar extended from band and sling-
ring to the breech frame. It had a slop-
ing-breech priming mechanism and rear,
elevated sight with single leaf.” If you
own such a rifle you have something
worth between $70 and $110, especially
if it is designated as “Army tested.”

“wild Bill” Hickok, one of the world’s
fabulous pistol shots, thought so much of
his Sharps rifle that his friends tucked
it into his coffin when he was buried.

Whatever the type and alterations
might be, the Sharps was the rifle that
prompted the men who manned them
early to give us the word that hence-
forth describes a deadly-accurate rifle-
man anywhere:

“Sharpshooter. .!”

Marshal of the Red Hills
(Continued from page 23)

Colonel Ewing, the publisher. Word was
spread that a man was seen lurking in
night shadows near the house.

When James Quisenberry, brother of
the slain William, came to town on busi-
ness from his farm, Chris decided to
have a showdown. As the young planter
mounted his horse near the city jail to
leave town, Rogers came up and said,
“Jim, I understand you've been seeking
my life.”

“Somebody lied to you, Rogers,” Jim
replied.

“Well, I hear you've been skulking
around my house at night, carrying a
shotgun.”

“Be more careful who you listen to,”
Quisenberry advised testily. “If I under-
take to kill you . . .” His words trailed
off in a cry of pain. With a lightning
draw, Rogers gunned the second Quisen-
berry brother.

The body that tumbled from Jim’s sad-
dle packed no weapon, and Chris told
a relative it was the only time he killed
without waiting for the other to draw.
But the Quisenberry-Rogers ‘“feud” had
been discussed widely. A jury reasoned
that Jim, by all the rules of feuding,
should have been armed the day he died.

Monotonous reappearance of the single
name, “C. C. Rogers,” on the election
ballots for city marshal, every two years,
convinced many citizens of Palestine
that no one dared oppose the steel-eyed
little lawman for public office.

Another Palestine officer of wide
repute was Deputy Sheriff John Childs,
whose star ascended until the night of
the 1884 national general election, in
which Grover Cleveland was elected
President. The result touched off one of
Palestine’s greatest political celebrations.

Childs put away his guns that night
and joined in the merry-making. Cele-
brants built a great bonfire between
the railroad tracks and Front Street, and
kept shuttling between the bonfire and
four saloons in the block.

Vigilant as ever, Marshal Rogers kept
an eye on Deputy Childs, who grew
boisterous. Chris finally put a friendly
hand on his fellow-lawman’s shoulder
and suggested, “Go home, John, and
sleep it off.”
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d“Mind your own business!” Childs flar-
ed.
In mixed anger and in hope of sobering
him, Rogers slapped the deputy’s face.

Childs lumbered off and was lost in the
crowd. But he did not go home; instead,
he armed himself and returned, gunning
for Chris.

The marshal had entered the Bismarck
Saloon and stood in front of a showcase
where pipes were displayed. Childs lunged
through the door and opened up on Chris
with a Frontier Colt. The first bullet
missed and crashed through a box con-
taining pipes. The second wounded Dick
Jowers, son of the county judge, in the
calf of the leg. Jowers died of the wound
two weeks later.

Chris spun on one heel and fired. Dep-
uty Sheriff John Childs staggered back-
ward through the batwings and fell dead
on the sidewalk.

N 1886, train crews and railroad shop
workers at Palestine went out on
strike. The railroad company imported
strike-breakers and appealed for police
protection. When the first train manned
by a new crew pulled in, Rogers climbed
on top of the train and shouted to angry
strikers who had crowded around threat-
eningly, “I'll have to shoot the first man
that comes near this train.” And they
knew he would.

Citizens of the area were deputized to
help guard the trains and shops, and the
strike was broken. Some of the strikers
never forgave the little marshal.

Chris became a lonely figure. He never
married. Women called him a ‘“perfect
gentleman” and looked on him with some-
thing akin to awe, but a tragic aloofness
about him seemed to make them keep
their distance.

The rugged pioneer period in the piney
woods center was being transformed by
a new culture. Steamboats came up the
Trinity River to Magnolia Landing, west
of Palestine. In the town, brick and
stone buildings replaced the less sturdy
wooden structures. The grim, alert kill-
er-marshal seemed out of step with the
new era.

An anticlimax to a brilliant career
began in the street outside the opera
house, at twilight one day in 1887.

Tom O’Donnell, a popular young bar-
tender at the Buckhorn Saloon, was hav-
ing in-law trouble. A brawl developed
with his father-in-law. The older man’s
wife lodged a complaint against Tom.

Tom and Chris, always firm friends,
met on the sidewalk outside the opera
house, where the curtain had fallen on
many great dramas. Tom was on his way
to work the night shift at the Buckhorn.

“What'’s my mother-in-law doing fol-
lowing you around?” O’Donnell demand-

ed.

“She lodged a complaint against you,
Tom. Said you beat up her husband.
Youwll have to come by in the morning
and post bail.”” They started off in op-
posite directions. “See you in the morn-
ing, Tom,” Chris called back.

The old woman, who had followed
Chris, ran up to him. “Rogers, Tom’s got
a gun. Why don’t you take it2e

Chris turned back and motioned to his
friend. “Tom, give me your gun.”

Tom’s handsome face clouded. “I give
no man my gun,” he said between clench-
ed teeth.

Rogers was all business now. “Give it
to me,’ he insisted, advancing on the
bartender.

O’Donnell did, but not as Chris in-
intended. Tom jerked his gun out and

emptied it at Chris, in a berserk moment
of passion and fear.

A bullet broke the marshal’'s right
forearm and lodged above the elbow just
as he unsheathed his own weapon. As his
right hand went limp, Chris snatched the
gun in his left hand and fired four quick
shots.

Tom O’Donnell was dead on the brick
walk, and his friend, Chris Rogers, knelt
beside the body, stroking Tom’s fine,
black hair with his own good left hand.
“Tom, you made me do it!’ he said sadly.

An eye-witness who was a little boy
at the time said that’s how it happened,
but other witnesses had conflicting ver-
sions when the case for murder against
Rogers was tried at nearby Athens, Hen-
derson County. The jury disagreed, eleven
for conviction, one for acquittal.

The Palestine marshal, meanwhile, was
suspended from office and denied the
right to wear the deadly gun in the arm-
pit holster that had brought him both
fame and condemnation.

FRIDAY afternoon, July 26, 1888, while
he was awaiting a second trial, Chris
entered Robertson’s Saloon in Palestine.
He was unarmed—not even having a pen-
knife. His broken right arm was carried
in a sling. The town was almost deserted.
Many citizens were attending a day-
long picnic at Tennessee Colony. It was
hot; Chris was wearing a silk pongee
shirt. He was always immaculate.

Two of the hangers-on took a dim
view of the disarmed marshal. With his
fangs pulled, he was just a little man
with a broken wing headed for a prison
rockpile for murdering his friend, Tom
O’Donnell. That’s how the two saw Chris,
and they kept on annoying him with
oblique remarks.

Finally the two sneering critics pulled
out, leaving only Chris, a young friend
named Bill Young, who was a locomotive
engineer, and B. A. Durham, who ran
the place.

Rogers invited his friend Young to sit
at a table, where they had a glass of
beer and talked. Chris was riled up about
remarks the two had made about testi-
mony in his murder trial.

“Quarles and McReynolds—I can’t for-
get that they testified for the state at
the hearing on application for a change
of venue,” Chris complained to his friend.

The two men went over to the bar
to order more beer.

“you're talking about friends of mine,”
Young said siowly. “‘Chris, don’t call them
liars. If you do, I'll have to call’ you
a liar!”

One by one, the men Rogers had
counted as friends had seemed to turn
against him. Doing his duty as his con-
science had dictated, he had lost them
all. And now this young man, Jim Young,
who had seemed so loyal, had suddenly
turned red in the face and called Chris
a liar.

Like a spring that breaks while drawn
tight, Chris Rogers was galvanized. The
broken right arm leaped out of its sling
and cracked against Bill Young’s jaw.

The two customers, friends moments
ago, were locked in a wild melee, as
Durham streaked out of the saloon, seek-
ing help to part them.

Durham returned too late—the mar-
shal of the red hills, silk shirt a gory
mess, was slumped in the sawdust on
the barroom floor, blood flowing freely
from the numerous knife wounds he had
received.

Fifteen minutes later, Christopher Co-
lumbus Rogers was dead.

True West
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THE BONNEVILLE CONVERTIBLE FOR 1961

Why a Wide-Track Pontiac delivers you fresh and ready for fun

There's a remarkable absence of “fatigue
factors” in this refreshing car.

Front and rear suspension systems have
been specially tailored for Wide-Track.
This creates a ride as smooth as a tide-
washed beach. Quietness and cornering
control are improved.

More durable rubber-insulated body
mounts keep road hum down where only
the tires can hear it. Extra body insulation
and sealing eliminate tiring noise and

IT'S ALL PONTIAC! ON

PONTIAC MOTOR DIVISION -

vibration for near-perfect acoustics.

New Wide-Track design contributes to
greater stability. More weight is balanced
between the wheels. You feel an invig-
orating response, unwavering control.

Next time you feel like going places,
let the tireless Pontiac spirit move you.
It’s the awakening, Wide-Track way to
travel that starts at your fine Pontiac
dealer’s. Visit him soon and take that
deciding drive.

{ NEW WIDE-TRACK!

GENERAL MOTORS CORPORATION

THE ONLY WIDE-TRACK CAR

Pontiac has the widest track of any car.
Body width trimmed to reduce side over-
hang. More weight balanced between the
wheels for sure-footed driving stability.





