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Sage, Wyoming

Dear Sirs: ’

I enlisted in the army in July of last
year and was sent here to Fort Ord for
my basic training. The week before my
graduation I was put into the hospital.

While in the ward I came across a
TRUE WEST magazine and I was very
interested in a story called “Bear River
Loot” in your August issue. The name
of Sage, Wyoming was mentioned, which
is just a tiny speck on the map nowadays.
But my father has told me a number of
stories about Sage and how rough and
rowdy it was there, as he had been
raised in that country and had helped
to drive many cattle to Sage to be
shipped out by rail.

In his younger day—from the time he
was thirteen to the time he got married
when in his early thirties, he was one of
the best bronc busters in northeastern
Utah and southwestern Wyoming. This
all the old-timers can vouch for, also.
All of them still can tell about him when
he was just a mere boy and could out-
ride the best around that area.

He is out usually every day, seven
days a week, as he works on one of the
ranches and is still a very active cow-
boy. Although he is sixty years old, he
can still ride some real mean horses.
I’ve seen him do it—Pvt. H. R. Nebeker,
Fort Ord Hospital Ward D-7, Fort Ord,
California 93941

Grey Wolves of the Badlands

Dear Editor:

In the November and December TRUE
WEST was an article that interested me
very much, written by Scott L. Smith
about the grey wolf of the Badlands. I
was born seventy years ago north of
Dickinson, North Dakota at Fayette, and
am very familiar with the country around
Medora. As a youngster I stayed with
my uncle on his ranch on the edge of
the Badlands. Every spring he’d locate
a den of these grey wolves and watch
when the old would leave a den. Held
have me go into the den and look for
the pups and always had a rope tied to
my legs to pull me out. Them were the
days.—Frank H. Blank, Box 131, Pollock
Pines, California 95726

0Oil Field Boomers
Dear Joe:
Speaking of oil field booms, I came to
Cut Bank, Montana in 1934 and during
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my two years in that area I met many
old “boomers” who now are long gone
and are either drilling or laying pipe
lines for the Lord or the Devil. They in-
cluded such boomers as Blackie Burns,
Red Carr, Alabam’, The Kid, Cowboy
Whitey, Round the Corner Kelley, Muck
Pole Slim, Mile Post Johnny, Crip Wil-
son and, of course, J. H. Aronson who
was better known as “The Gallopin’
Swede.” They were rough and tough, and
some were hard drinkers, but a wonder-
ful bunch of boomers and I'm glad I got
to know them.—Walt Thayer, Wenat-
chee, Wisconsin.

Kansas Lawmen
Dear Joe:

A note regarding Jay J. Kalez and
Pink Simms’ remarks about Kansas law-
men during the trail driving era. My
grandfather made three trips to Kansas
on cattle drives, and I asked him about
those shooting cowboys. He told me that
he only saw one cowboy shot. He did say
that most of the time the cowboys got
drunk and were rolled of their wages
and that the lawmen were partners with
the saloon people in the rolling opera-
tions. Earp didn’t make a big impression
on him—if he ever saw Earp, as he was
not mentioned. I do remember him talk-
ing about Cortez, the one that killed
Sheriff Morris of Karnes County, Texas
as being a mean hombre. Men had to be
tough before my grandfather would say
they were mean hombres.—Bill Barfield,
938 Cunningham St., Corpus Christi,
Texas T8411.

Butterfield Stage Line
Dear Mr. Small:

I enjoyed Mr. Kubista’s article on
the old Butterfield Stage Line (October
1968 TRUE WEST). As he mentioned
we had the San Antonio-San Diego mail
line in operation before the Butterfield
Line took over. Fares from San Diego
were as follows: Fort Yuma, $40; Tucson,
$80; El Paso, $125; and San Antonio,
$200. The San Antonio-San Diego posted
a list of articles which they recom-
mended passengers take along, Just
reading this list will tell you more
about what the trip was like than the
most elaborate description: one Navy
Colt revolver and two pounds of lead
balls, one belt with holster, knife and
sheath, one pair thick boots, three pairs
wool socks, three woolen undershirts
and underpants, three woolen shirts,
one overcoat; one wide-awake hat, a sack
coat, blankets, a rubber ground cloth, a

; bag containihg a sponge, needles and

thread, a hairbrush, comb and three
towels!—H. J. Reed Jr., 316 San An-
tonio Avenue, San Diego, California
92106

John Shirley-Belle Starr

1 am writing to TRUE WEST about
the Shirley-Starr family as I have been
contacted several times during the past
few years by writers doing history on
Belle Starr and have been disappointed
in their research into her background.
Perhaps someone who reads this has
taken the time to dig it out instead of
accepting the fabricated background
created by the writers of the 1800s.

Although some in the family would
just as soon forget that John was ever
connected in any way to our Shirleys,
none of them has ever denied his kinship.
John Shirley’s family was “not allowed
on the place” by Samuel Perry when both
resided in Texas. Granddad (Samuel
Mack Shirley) spoke of his cousin “Belle”
as an example of how his children
“shouldn’t” behave. He was ashamed of
her but never denied his kinship.

I have read one writer’s account that
“all of John’s kin” were no good. If he
had bothered to check, he would have
learned differently. I also read that
Belle’s grandfather Samuel was not
ashamed of her. He died in 1842 some
time before her birth. Some of the things
which have been written about Belle and
her family are pure fiction and some
of it can be irritating.

I can’t do anything about her history
but I can prove that not all her family
or ancestors were “no good” and hope
to get some more information through
this letter. Then I will be ready for the
next “historian” who pops up asking
questions about my illustrious ancestor!

I would like to correspond with those
having knowledge of the ancestry of John
Shirley and his wife, the parents of
Belle Starr. I need full names, dates and
places and will trade information. Hope-
fully, it will turn up all of John’s
brothers and sisters. The following is
from our family records.

Samuel Shirley was born in Virginia
and went to Blountville, Tennessee with
his brother-in-law Dr. Hugh Barton. It
was here that Sam met and married
Phoebe Cook (born in New York). They
moved to Caldwell County, Kentucky and
had at least three sons: John, Samuel
Perry, and Elijah. Danial is also said to
have been a son, but he could have been
a brother instead. The stories of the
sons:

1. John Shirley: father of Belle Starr.
The family referred to him as the “black
sheep” even before his daughter’s capers.

2. Samuel Perry Shirley: born 1824 in
Caldwell County, Kentucky he was a
member of the Blackwell-Shirley tobacco
firm of Louisville, Kentucky in the 1860s.
His first wife, Clarissa Sigler, bore him
eight children. His second wife, Martha
Ann Stephens (or Stevens), one-half
Cherokee and daughter of Jesse Ste-
phens/Stevens of Crittenden County,
Kentucky bore him ten children, one of
whom was my grandfather. Samuel re-
sided in Kentucky until 1875, then set-

True West
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led at Jack County, Texas. Later they
noved near Duncan in Indian Territory
vhere he died in 1901.

3. Dr. Elijah Steven Shirley: born 1828
n Caldwell County, Kentucky he was
srphaned at age fourteen. He received
1is medical training in Alabama, Kan-
jas, Kentucky and Illinois. His first wife
vas Martha Casey and his second wife
Mlary Graves. No children by either wife.
Zlijah died in 1901 at Xenia, Illinois.

4. Danial Shirley: called “Uncle Dan”
yy the children of Samuel Perry Shir-
ey, he was remembered because he lived
jo be 104 and the little town in Ken-
mcky where he lived held a birthday
selebration in his honor. He died in Ken-
ucky.

Did Samuel and Phoebe have other
thildren besides these? Did Samuel wed
a2 Miss Vance before Phoebe or was
Phoebe his only wife? Where in Kentucky

lid Dan reside and did he leave de-

scendants? Who were the maternal
srandparents of Belle Starr?—Mrs. Jo
Rheta Shirley Helms, Route 2, Tecum-
seh, Oklahoma 74873

Rosebud Country

dear Sir:

Your December 1968 TRUE WEST
:arried a story of Chris Colombe of the
Rosebud country of South Dakota which
s of great interest to me because, while
10 mention is made of the Storms fam-
ly who resided there at that time,
ny father, the late John P. Storms,
omesteaded in Tripp County with his

Hay-June, 1969

brothers Peter, Hubert, and Leonard.
Fifty years have passed since my parents
moved away from the town of Gregory
where I was born.

I was raised in the Cherokee Strip
country of Oklahoma, drifting to the Far
West and the sea at an early age. I have
more than my rocking chair full of mem-
ories of America, its seas, its West and
its treasures. Quite often your magazines
mention someone I knew or met some-
time and I can say “Charni” if he was
Eskimo, “Howdy” if he was from Texas
or “Buenos dias, Sefior” if he was from
Panama or the Spanish Main. So with
that I will “Kayana, Pardner Amigos.”—
Bernard H. Storms, Box 112, Dewey,
Arizona 86327

Billy With a Gun

Dear Editor:

I just finished reading TRUE WEST
for December 1968 and the article writ-
ten by that great bard from Tecolotenos
northwest of Las Vegas, New Mexico—
“Billy With a Gun.” I knew Billy’s
brother and sister, Eli Green and Mrs.
Rogers. Mrs. Rogers’ son Alfred was a
personal friend. Alfred passed away two
years ago. He was very fluent with the
Spanish language and could pray in
Spanish “El Ave Maria” as good as a
padre or swear in Spanish like a real
Chihuahua militant. Some years ago I
visited the place where Omar Barker
says Billy and two other law enforce-
ment officers were ambushed, killed and
their bodies burned. Around the turn of

the century there was an ode written
and sung by the rancheros in the Trini-
dad, Colorado community that went some-
thing like this:

Al ano y cuatro meses,

Salio la muerte de los Grines (Greens)
Le culpan a Moises Freitas,
Tambien a Nestor Martinez.

These two men were in the Canyon
City State Penitentiary for about twenty
years and were sentenced on -circum-
stantial evidence, having just missed the
gallows.

I had two very close friends in Las
Vegas, New Mexico, Mr. Byron T. Mills
and Honorable Antonio Miguel Otero,
Territorial Governor of New Mexico Ter-
ritory from 1897 to 1906. Otero was the
author of the book My Forty Years in
The Frontier. If you ever read that his-
torical book you will find that Mr. Barker
has skipped none of the truth of what
happened in those wild and woolly days.

Because of the many years I spent in
New Mexico at the Highland Univer-
sity and the State College at Las Cruces
I became acquainted with many of the
early-day men of both nationalities, An-
glos and Spanish. I have known Mr. Bar-
ker for the past fifty years as a
gentleman beloved by all neighbors and
strangers. He is a wonderful man who will
live forever in the bosom of the great
Commonwealth of New Mexico.—Jacobo
Duran, 512 South 14th Street, Rocky
Ford, Colorado 81067




Madame was absconding
with her husband's bankroll—
and Reno was absconding
with Madame!

Renof‘lngles at an almond
shellmg plant in Paso Robles,
Cuhforma. 1928.

Courtesy E. T. Ingles

By RENO ""DAD'" INGLES
as told to

RICHARD SUMMERS

Photos Courtesy Author

T WASN'T the fact that Mrs. H. H.

Kempton was both beautiful and a
French lady, and had pretty bluish-purple
and black hair that made the Kemptons
a mystery. Just too many things peculiar
about them. H. H. Kempton always car-
ried a revolver in a holster on his hip,
though why he’d need a revolver in a
lumber camp beats me, except maybe
when going to town for the payroll. And
they always kept their bedroom door and
the front door of their house, where they
lived away from the main camp, both
locked and barred, and this at a time
when folks hardly ever bothered to lock
their doors.

Most interesting was the steamer trunk
belonging to Mrs. Kempton, which was
kept in the bedroom. Anytime anybody
wanted to cash a payroll check, she’d go
into her bedroom and lock the door and
open that steamer trunk and come out
with a wad of bills a foot thick and count
off whatever the check was for.

Sometimes you could hear the Kemp-
tons fighting clear over to the bunk-
houses, yelling at each other in loud
voices and maybe the sound of a blow.
Other times they was as mushy and coo-
ing as any two lovebirds I ever seen.
I had it figured out they was mostly
just high strung, her being a French
lady, as everybody knows the French
is high strung and flighty, and him be-
ing a very heavy-drinking man with
florid face, puffy around the eyes and
them reddish, and always smelling of
whiskey. He was the kind, though, that
could keep drinking all day long and
night too, and never seem to change
much, never get really drunk except
once or twice like that time he nearly
killed a man.

Be that as it may, H. H. Kempton was
one of the finest bosses I ever worked
for, and the most generous, and usually
good natured unless crossed. We'd be
working along every day, maybe includ-
ing Sundays, and all of a sudden he’d
send word to the various jobs and opera-
tions or ride around hisself and say,
“Let’s lay off for four days. You boys
go into town and have yourselves a time
at my expense. And there’s ten dollars
'waiting every boy that gets back here
Tuesday afternoon in sober condition and
ready to go to work Wednesday.”

He’d do it, too. He’d ante up twenty-
five, fifty dollars for every man and

True Wesl



keep his word on the extra ten. And
he’d see that a boy who was hurt was
took care of as should be, and foot all
the bills, and might even take care of the
boy’s family awhile, and pay all funeral
expenses for them that was killed, and
more than a few was killed.

It paid off too, I guess. Very little
turnover, very few drifters ever come to
that place, or if they was accustomed to
being short stakers they changed their
habits working for Kempton. And we
handled a lot of timber too. He was mak-
ing money ’bout as fast as he could
roll it in.

The two years, more or less, I spent
working for the H. H. Kempton Lumber
Company on the Blind Sloughs fifteen
miles upriver from Astoria was two of
the pleasantest years I ever passed. As-
toria was a rough town where we bought
most of our supplies, and I had occasion
to go there many times in the Kempton
launch which was a medium-large vessel
with a cabin and towed a skiff for
emergencies.

I was one of the few of the boys that
could handle the launch and take care
of the motor if something went wrong.
So it was part of my regular duties to
take her into Astoria about once a week
and bring back mail and supplies for the
commissary, and handle the bank busi-
ness as well. (Bulk supplies come into
the camp by wagon.) Those trips made
a pleasant change from my regular duties
of tree faller and general handyman-
carpenter the first year, and foreman in
charge of one of the lumber engines the
second year. First year we used bulls and
a skid road to yard the logs out of the
forest; second year Kempton shifted over
to a logging train as most of the bigger
logging companies was then doing. This
was about 1900, when I was twenty-two,
twenty-three years old.

IT WAS really two camps, one thirteen

miles back up the Blind Sloughs River
in the timber, where we falled and yarded
the logs to the river, and they floated
downstream with our brand on them and
was picked up below at the Columbia by
the second camp and turned into railroad
ties. At this time Mr. Kempton’s main
business was making ties for the new
railroads being built in Oregon and
Washington.

The lumber camp where I stayed con-
sisted of three bunkhouses, large, shot-
gun style, containing fifty-sixty men al-
together; the commissary where you
could buy anything from chaw or pipe
tobacco and matches to magazines and
newspapers, to new razors, and where
extra bulk stuff like flour and corn and
halves of beef was stored; the mess hall

. L. Ingles
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Donkey engine in the woods of Washington. The donkey, used for pulling and loading
logs, was originally steam powered with a vertical boiler mounted on a log sled.

and kitchen, a big building seating may-
be seventy-five or eighty men and served
by two-three cooks and helpers, loggers’
wives; ten-twelve small houses for the
married folks and their kids; and a big-
ger house where the Kemptons lived. The
Kemptons’ house was the only one with
a regular roof over it. The rest was tent
houses, even the big buildings—floor and
walls of planks and wood, and canvas on
top as a roof. They was built as tem-
porary dwellings, without much founda-
tion, so’s the whole camp could be moved
to a new site further up into the timber
when the place got too far away from
where the crews was working.

They was a fine spirit in that camp—
partly because of so many married ladies
about, living on the place, which was
unusual in them days, and just the sight
of them and the kids, and the talk and
hollering keeps a man more contented,
I guess. And you play more jokes and act
up more with ladies around. Most men
never do outgrow a part of theirselves
that always remains a kid and a show-
off.

Partly it was the high wages Kempton
paid, three dollars a day, mighty high
for then—plus the times he give the
boys off to go to Astoria or Portland,
mainly Astoria, and occasionally he’d
give time off in berry season to go berry
picking, which was just one big picnic.

I might be there yet if the camp was
still there, married and with a family, if

WT%
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it had not been for my worst accident
and for other events that happened to
the Kemptons.

One of my duties when I went to
Astoria was to buy whiskey for the boys
—used to buy it by the barrel, less than
two dollars the gallon at Jack Steiner’s
Bar when you bought it in that amount.
And when I’d come back with it to camp
Saturday night, why everybody went on
a howling drunk which lasted through
Sunday. This didn’t happen every week,
maybe about once a month on pay day.
I remember one instance a preacher come
to camp, said he was taking up a collec-
tion to build a new church at Burwell,
a little town near there, to which all of
us would be welcome to come. He said
he hoped we would all contribute a little
something. Well, loggers are a generous
bunch if they ain’t married—hard come
but easy go. Every man around there,
and at that time maybe over a hundred
was working, contributed five-ten dollars,
mostly in gold pieces. Didn’t use so many
bills then. Silver and gold. It wasn’t three
dollars or six dollars, but either five or
ten.

So one of the boys took the notion and
followed right after the preacher, taking
up a collection for whiskey next time
I or Kempton went to Astoria, or both
of us, for he usually accompanied me.
The boys was each taxed five dollars.
So Sam come around last to the minister
and held out the hat.

“Whiskey for the boys, Reverend ?” he
says.

The preacher says, “Why, certainly.
It’s a pleasure.” And he puts a ten-
dollar goldpiece from the sum he’s col-
lected into that hat for whiskey. That
made him a right popular reverend.

I don’t remember that many of the
boys went to his church after it was
finished, except the married ones and
their wives and kids. The unmarried
boys was too busy Sunday resting up

from too much work or too much whiskey
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With the forward end of the log lifted on a twelve foot Stinger tongue arch, the rest
of the log was left to drag behind on the ground.

or playing poker, or all of them com-
_ bined.

ONE of the cooks was a plump, well

set up, and rather pretty widow
woman who had a good smile, so the
boys like to rag her and watch her laugh
and blush. We had a habit, anybody come
new to camp dressed out in Sunday best
suit and not work clothes ready to work,
of shagging their britches. Didn’t mat-
ter how expensive the suit.

I recollect the time, feller by the name
of Jack Rhodes, hired out as a donkey
driver—handle the donkey engine—come
into the mess that evening decked out in
‘his best suit, maybe a forty dollar suit,
quite expensive.

This widow woman, Mrs. Anderson,
says to Rhodes, “Young man, you better
go change your suit right now. No tell-
ing what might happen. It’s a rough
camp.”

Rhodes looks around at that bunch of
men. He has those lines down from his
nose to the ends of his mouth, and it
downturned, showing him to be a feller
who’s pouty and could be mean. He says,
“Nobody better shag my britches.”

I didn’t want no part of it, an ex-
pensive suit like that. T says, “Mrs. An-
derson, you better be careful your turn
don’t come.”

She laughs and blushes and says, “I
don’t worry none. Mine are already short
enough.”

About halfway through dessert, seven
or eight of the boys gets up all at the
same time, including Mr. Kempton, the
boss, who ain’t averse to taking part in
all such. And when this new feller,
Rhodes, come out, they waylaid him, re-
moved the pants of his forty dollar suit
while the rest of us looked on, him kick-
ing and cursing, and shags ’em with a
pair of scissors just below the knees as
is customary with a logger’s work pants,
because his boots come up that far and
he don’t like the pants down into his
boots crowding him.

Well, they let him up, but he ain’t

no sport about it. He goes after Kemp-
ton, fists swinging, and Kempton gets a
little mad. Kempton says, “Cut it out,
or I'll fire you right now, you s-o-b! Next
payday I’ll give you extra for the suit,
you tell me what it cost. I'll pay for it
like it was new, which it isn’t.”

“T’ll get even with you, damn you,”
Rhodes answers.

Kempton says, “You want to calm down
or get fired.”

“I’ll calm down,” Rhodes says, “but
that don’t mean I won’t get even.”

Few days later I was working near
the mess house, at the request of the
boss, building a screened meat house.
This widow woman, Mrs. Anderson, was
hanging out some washing, among which
pieces was a pair of underpants with
about six inches of lace hanging down
from the botton of them. Well, I looked
at them and figured they needed shag-
ging, so I sneaks over there and cuts off
that lace with my pocket knife.

By and by Kempton comes around to
look over and supervise my work, and I
says, “Can’t seem to find my ruler no-
where. You got one?” I already seen he
had one in his hip pocket.

He give it to me, and I do a little
measuring around and fiddling around
till the chance comes when he was bend-
ing over looking at a joint with his back
to me. I says, “Thanks for the loan of the
ruler,” and I pokes it back into his
pocket along with Mrs. Anderson’s lace.

Well, along come supper, and Mrs.
Anderson looks at me close and says,
“Somebody cut the lace off my clothes
hanging on the line. You do that, Reno?”

I says, “Sure I done it. I seen they
needed shagging so 1 shagged them.”

About that time Mr. Kempton pulled
out his handkerchief to wipe his mouth
off. Felt kinda rough, so he looks at it.
He looks across the table at me and
says, “You s-o-b!” And he wads it up
and pitches it to me, everybody roaring.

When things quieted down some, Mrs.
Kempton says, “Reno, you got to buy
Mrs. Anderson a new pair.”

I said I'd be more’n delighted to do so
provided I was allowed to do the measur-
ing. Mrs. Anderson blushed and didn’t
mention again me buying her a new
pair of underpants, but I did so any-
how on my next trip to Astoria.

P TO THAT TIME I hadn’t had any
truck with married females, regard-
ing them as private property, except to
josh them along now and again, and
maybe once in a while at a party or
dance to grab a kiss at the appropriate
moment when a few friendly exchanges
seemed to be the order of the day.

I’d noticed, of course, that Mrs. Kemp-
ton had her eye on me now and then
speculatively, but didn’t figure it for
much except maybe she was looking at
my red hair. True, she’d once in a while
see that I got a special from the kitchen,
such as apple pie or a piece of cake, and
once she give me a couple of chocolates
from a box Mr. Kempton had brought
her from Astoria. Some sort of mystery
attached to them folks, but they was
mighty fine people, generous and could
take a joke, and was much fun at a
party or dance. Denny, Mr. Kempton
called her, which I figured was some
sort of nickname.

I’d noticed too, that every month they
got a big fat double-sealed envelope from
St. Paul, Minnesota. That was the post-
mark, but there wasn’t no return ad-
dress on it, just “Mr. Harold Kempton,
Astoria, Oregon.” One time I noticed
that the envelope had come part un-
sealed; then fumbling with all the letters
and newspapers I pulled the seal a little
more and seen what looked like the color
of paper money. Well, human nature
being what it is to a feller of twenty-two,
I very careful run my finger down the
rest of the seal and lifted out said con-
tents. It was a batch of ten and twenty-
dollar bills, totaling up a little over
seven hundred dollars, a lot of money.
So every month Mr. Kempton had been
getting sums like this from St. Paul,
with no letter explaining nor nothing.
Just the money. Well, it wasn’t none of
my business. I put the money back, every
penny of it, and sealed it up so’s you’d
never be able to notice it had been
tampered with.

Some while after this, a feller rode up
on a horse about dusk, from the direction
of the road to Portland. It was after
supper, but not dark yet, and the boys
was horsing around, playing leap frog,
throwing a ball, wrestling, while it was
yet pleasant outside. This feller rode up
to the Kempton house and dismounted,
and Kempton came out. Kempton was
a big man, over two hundred pounds and
over six feet tall. Looked like he might
of been a policeman at some time or
other.

I was standing near at hand when this
stranger dismounted. He was ’most as
tall as Kempton but skinny, with a sly
face.

“Hello, Hal,” he says to Kempton.

The look on Kempton’s face was any-
thing but welcoming. “How are you,
Jake?”

“You don’t act glad to see me. Here I
looked you up and rode all the way up
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here to pay a friendly visit.”

“Sure, I'm glad to see an old friend,”
says Kempton.

“I brought you a box of bobbies—for
old times’ sake,” says this stranger. “And
a box of candy for the Mrs.”

“That’s very kind of you, Jake. Come
on in and have a drink. Denny will be
glad to see you.” He called me over.
“Reno, meet Mr. Miller. Old friend of
mine from back East.”

I shook hands with him. “Glad to make
your acquaintance.”

“Here, have a cigar.” He opens the box
and hands me one of them little cigars
that they call bobbies, which is about the
strongest cigar I ever smoked. (When I
smoked it later, along with a couple of
slugs of whiskey, it near made me sick.)
“They used to be Hal’s favorite brand.”

Mr. Kempton says to me, “Do you
mind bedding down Myr. Miller’s horse?
He'll stay the night.”

“Not a bit,” I says. So I leaves them
and leads the horse down to the barns.
By the time I curried the horse down,
give him grain and some hay to keep
him happy, it was past dark.

I had started out, and right at the
door I bumped into Mrs. Kempton. It had
begun to rain heavy, and she was wear-
ing a slicker with a little pointed cap
on top and looked very pretty. Kemp-
ton was around forty at this time. She
was, I judge, about twenty-eight, thirty
—good figure, everything to match the
size of her five foot or so, one of the
few women to use make-up and a little
rouge and smoke once in a while in the
privacy of her home. She was also not
averse at times to drinking a bit of
whiskey, which was taboo for most
ladies. A little beer or maybe hard cider
they would sometimes drink, but mostly
nothing for fear of their reputations.

“Reno—"’

“Yes, ma’am.”

She leaned up against me and took hold
of my sweater. It was sort of unexpected,
and I pulled back. Didn’t want nothing
serious started.

“Would do me a big favor?”

“Sure. You betcher life. Anything you
say.” -

“I’lIl—I'll pay you well.”

She had that French accent, just a
trace of it, that I won’t try to make
out in words. I was beginning to feel
dizzy, maybe from the perfume she used,
which most ladies didn’t use in them
days either. :

“You don’t need to pay me nothing.”

“Well, I’ll give you everything you
ask.” :

“Must be a pretty big favor.”

“It is. Can you run me down to Astoria
in the launch—any time, day or night?”

I says, “Any time of day is fine. But
it’s mighty dangerous at night. Don’t
know the river well enough.”

“But you’d try?”

“What about Mr. Kempton? Maybe if
he give permission.”

“You mustn’t say a word to him. It’s
a secret just between us.”

“Well, sure. I’ll take a chance.”

She was still pressing up against me,
and I wasn’t none too comfortable. Now
she says, “Kiss me.”
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When she says that, she was talking
my language. But not the kind of teasing
smack I was accustomed to with married
ladies, just to egg ’em on and make ’em
giggle. This was a real kiss. Didn’t have
much clear thinking in my head after
that. I kinda followed along behind her
in the dark, wondering what was up,
figuring it had something to do with
Miller but not making him out nohow.

It was raining so hard she didn’t see
me following along. That’s how I come
up near the house and seen her bhending
over that steamer trunk for quite a spell,
with the shade up and the lamp going,
and me knowing the approximate loca-
tion of the trunk on account of her
letting me in one time to cash a check
for me. Then the lamp went out. That’s
all I seen.

Next morning she acted like nothing
had happened, just friendly and natural

.and not paying no special attention to

me, giving more attention to Miller and
her husband at breakfast, which she
sometimes ate in the mess house, some-
times at home. Miller left about noon.

Just - before supper that night she
comes up to me and says, “Reno, will you
just forget what I said last night? Every-
thing’s all right.”

I says, “Sure will, Mrs. Kempton, if
you say so. Least I won’t say anything—
but can’t quite forget.”

“You better forget,” she says.

I wish I could of.

ONE OF THE worst fights I was ever

a witness to, in fact the worst, the -
only real bad one, took place at Kemp-
ton’s. After Miller had come and gone,
Kempton took to drinking more and more,
and his temper got mighty short, and he
seemed jumpy. So did Denny Kempton.

Timber-fallers with a saw (probably a Simon or an Atkins) powered by all the elbow
grease a man could put out.

Courtesy J. C. Pate
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A McGiffert loader at Collier's Logging Museum, Klamath Falls, Oregon. It walks along

the railroad tracks by itself, stomps its toes into the ballast, tucks its wheels up into

its belly. pulls the log cars through its legs, slaps on a load of logs, and reaches back
for another car.

A Sunday afternoon after I'd brought
back whiskey from Astoria, Hal Kemp-
ton got into an argument with Jack
Rhodes. It concerned them pants of his
that had been shagged. They was be-
hind the bunkhouse yelling at one
another.

“I got the notion to take it out of your

~ hide,” says Jack Rhodes.

“I paid you for them, didn’t 1?” says
Kempton. “But go ahead, try to take it
out of my hide.”

They was both drinking heavy, both
very red of face. Jack Rhodes let go a
haymaker from way down around his
ankles, which you could see coming a
mile off, and Kempton steps back. He
uses short hard punches you can’t see
So -easy—one two, one two, like that.

Wouldn’t be surprised he’d been in the .

prize ring as a young feller. He was a
real expert.

Jack Rhodes kept throwing punches,
most of which missed, but one or two
landed. Then Hal Kempton stepped for-
ward on his toes, and whango. That one
sent Jack spilling to the ground. “That’s
all for you,” Kempton says. “You get
your time.” He licks his knuckles to lick
off the blood, he’d hit him that hard,
then shakes his hand to see if any bones
was broke.

Jack Rhodes got up on his hands and
knees and sort of crawled off, then
pulled to his feet and staggered into the
bunkhouse. It should of ended there, but
it didn’t.

Next morning Jack comes out of the
bunkhouse after the crews has gone to

; work and asks, “Where’s Kempton?”

The boss was up on Slagle’s side, help-
ing along with the work, doing some tin-
kering with one of the donkeys. I was
there too. And along came this Jack
Rhodes, looking mad, several big swell-
ings and bruises on his face. He hooks
an arm to Kempton and whirls him
around.

“I thought I fired you,” Kempton says.

Rhodes didn’t say nothing.

10

Kempton says, looking at him, “We
both lost our tempers. You want to go
back to work you can, but behave your-
self.”

Rhodes draws a gun and says sneering,
“I come up here to shoot you. You know
that, Kempton, I aims to shoot you!”

“That’s all right,” says Kempton. “If
I done anything to you to deserve shoot-
ing for, go ahead and shoot me. But let’s
talk it over a bit, first.”

Rhodes says, “You shagged my britches
first night I was here. Made me mad.”

Kempton says, “I paid you for them,
didn’t I? Damn  it, Rhodes, what you
want me to do, kiss your feet for it?”

Rhodes says, “You treated me like
dirt

Kempton says, “I treated you just the
same as every other man in this outfit—
same pay, same grub, same hours, same
treatment.”

They talked awhile longer, all the time
Kempton edging a little closer and a
little closer, none the rest of us moving,
three of us besides Kempton there but all
in front of Rhodes and that gun.

“You stay back there,” Rhodes says.
“I'm going to shoot you.”

And Kempton says, “That’s all right,
boy, go ahead and shoot, and then we’ll
have a few more words, settle this thing.
Or we’ll make up right now and shake
hands on it.” Kempton shoved his hand
forward.

What happened next I don’t rightly
know. That gun flew out of Rhodes’ hands
into the air. Some sort of a trick to it.
That’s why I figured that maybe Kemp-
ton must have been a cop, one time or
other. Kempton picked the gun up and
whammed it into a rock where it broke
and exploded at the same time. And then
he lit into Rhodes.

He knocked him down with about three
meat-axe blows, and then begun jumping
on him and near corked him to death.
Busted three ribs, hurt a kidney, and
scarred his face all up with them corks.
If Rhodes is alive today he still bears

_can hear men’s voices.

them scars on his face, which was abow
ripped to pieces. Us boys around thers
figured Rhodes had it coming to him
but when we seen Kempton would kil
him afore he quit, we pulled him off anc
held him, and he finally quieted down.

We tied Rhodes’ wrists together be-
hind him, then poured a bucket of watez
over his face and head, and that brung
him to so he could walk. He was a mess.
We led him outa there and down to the
camp groaning and staggering, and Sla-
gle and me and Kempton took him in to
Astoria, where they put him in the hos-
pital first, finally give him a trial, and
he got five years in the penitentiary for
assault with a deadly weapon.

IT WAS DARK, lights out, the night

Mrs. Kempton come down to the bunk-
house to roust me out. It was about nine,
ten months after the accident. She
knocked on the door several times be-
fore one of the boys roused up to answer
it.

I heard her say, “Is Reno there?”
Recognized her voice right off.

I sings out, “Be right with you, Mrs.
Kempton.” 1 dressed fast, wasn’t more
two, three minutes ’til I was out there
with her in the dark, a moonless cloudy
night. I knowed it was something mighty
important to bring her there alone
at that hour of the night. .

“Don’t talk loud, Reno,” she whispers.
“I’'m here because I could trust you. And
you’re strong and honest—and I like you.
Will you carry out that promise you
made so long ago?”

Well, I didn’t like to get into trouble
with Kempton, who had been so good to
me, so I says, “Does the boss know about
this#x

She says, kind of short, “You are not
to ask questions. Will you do it, please ?”

So I says, still whispering, “Damned
if T won’t, Mrs. Kempton.”

But she don’t go direct to the river.

" She leads me through a drizzling night,

back up to her house, not saying any-
thing. She don’t go to the front door,
however. Lights are on inside, and we
She leads me
around back and directly underneath the
window of her bedroom, and there lays
the steamer trunk, which she has some-
how heaved out of that window, maybe
climbed out the window herself, leaving
the door locked. She stops and holding
onto my arm whispers in my ear, “Can
you carry it, Reno?”

I says, “Sure, I can carry it.”

But that trunk was deceptive. It was
so heavy it took most of my strength to
lift it. “You got a body in here?” I
asks.

K‘Sh.7’

Well, T can’t carry that trunk but I
can drag it over the ground, her running
about helping out but not really helping
much. It is about two city blocks to the
river and the pier, and a right long
haul by the time I get that trunk down
there. It was quite a chore lugging the
trunk down from the pier into the skiff,
almost lost it twice, but I managed and
paddled it out to the launch and heaved
it on board. Then I came back for her and
got her boarded, tied the skiff to the
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rear and heaved up the anchor. I come
back to the cabin to start the engine.

“Don’t you think we’d better drift
awhile ?”” she says. “At least until we’re
out of sight of the camp?”

“Out of earshot, you mean,” I says.
“They couldn’t see a damn thing, not
tonight.”

So we sits side by side on the cabin and
let the launch drift down midstream with
the current, a slow current, and I handle
her from the forward control. Mighty
chummy setting there with that pretty
little woman, and I am in no hurry to
start that motor. She has her hand press-
ing on my arm and is very nervous and
high-keyed.

“Reno,” she says at last, ‘“kiss me,
please.”

So I kissed her with the usual enthu-
siasm I have always shown.

She says, “Not that way, Reno.” And
she tries to show me how kissing should
be done in the best circles.

“You are good to me,” she says. “You
are so good to me.”

“What’s Mr. Kempton going to say
about this?”

“He won’t say anything, Reno. He will
not be surprised, I promise you.”

We are still drifting because I like it
that way. And she don’t seem to be in a
hurry to get underway. You can sort of
feel when somebody’s got something on
their mind, but can’t make theirself
say it.
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Early photo of Astoria, Oregon.

Finally she remarks, “That money in
the steamer trunk is all mine, Reno.
Every penny of it.”

I says, “So it ain’t a body?” I knowed
all along it was the gold and silver she
kept there, of course, along with her
clothes. I was only kidding.

She don’t pay any attention because
she’s got this other on her mind. “Reno,
will you run away with me ?”

That just about knocked me off the
cabin and into the river. I did scrape a
bar carelesslike by not staying in the
current in midstream. “How you mean ?”’

“Go with me. At Astoria I'm getting
a ticket for San Francisco or San Diego.
I need you along.”

That lady could of asked me to jump
in the river, and I’d a-done it. Of course,
I didn’t know how she meant that “run
away with her,” and didn’t like to ask,
so I didn’t. I’d find out soon enough.
Maybe she just needed somebody to look
after her and that trunk, in which case
I was willing.

I told her she could bet her life I'd
do it.

ITH THAT SETTLED, it was time

to start up the motor. I got back
there and worked and worked on the
fly wheel and the magneto to get her
going, but she just wouldn’t kick over.
I kept priming her and working, couldn’t
get her going, worked myself into a
sweat in spite of the rain and the cold.

Courtesy Oregon Historical Society

I struck a match to try to figure out
what had gone wrong. That did it. Must
have been overflow from the primer.
The boat caught fire.

I pulled the skiff in close, helped her
into it, dropped the line off the burning
launch. Then I picked up a baking pan
and begun to throw water onto the fire.
At first the water just seemed to spread
it.

I heard Mrs. Kempton call out to me,
“Don’t forget the trunk!”

What could I do with that trunk with
all her clothes and money? Dump it
overboard and never find it again? Leave
it here and let it get burned up along
with everything else? The fire was al-
ready singeing it. I had to gamble get-
ting that fire out with the baking pan,
also gamble on an explosion that would
blow me to kingdom come. So I keeps
working as fast as I can, finally managed
to douse the fire. Next I steered the
launch toward the shore and beached it,
doused some more water on the motor to
cool it off, and examined it, risking
another match to do so. The gas line had
melted out and I had no way to fix it.

Mrs. Kempton drove the skiff up be-
side the launch.

“You got it out, Reno. I'm-so grateful.”

I says, “Don’t do us much good though.
Gas line is burned out and no way to fix
i el

“No way possible ?”

(Continued on page 44)
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The chronicle of a young volunteer ;
in New Mexico's most dangerous era.
When his outfit wasn't skirting the
Apaches it was

SCoY7/4, THh

By MILTON W. CALLON

M
J b i

WILLIAM Kroenig was born in West-

phalia, Germany on February 3, 1828.
Although he received his early training
in the field of mechandising, in his
youth William Kroenig was a foot-loose
wanderer. He left his home at an early
age and spent three years in Holland. A
short sojourn in Antwerp, Belgium fol-
lowed and before deciding that his future
was in America, he spent six months in
Bremen, Germany.

In 1847, William Kroenig, with a cash
capital of two hundred dollars, took pass-
age on the first return trip of the steam-
er Washington for New York City. With
no friends or acquaintances in New York
he was soon on his way to Wisconsin
and the life of a farmer. This proved
to be disastrous and he left the Badger
State for St. Louis and thence to New
Orleans. It was there that Kroenig
learned the art of cigar making while
he supplemented his income as a book-
keeper.

When the yellow fever struck New
Orleans he went up river to Williamsport

Unidentified group of Utes. Photo by Nast, Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection and subsequently to Bayou, Texas where
he found employment as a dry goods

Ay
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Above, an 1884 map of New Mexico, terri-
tory familiar to William Kroenig (right).

salesman. By this time he was certain
that he was not on the right road to the
destiny he had dreamed of and he re-
turned to New York by way of
Louisville, Cincinnati and Philadelphia.
He attempted to renew his vision of
prosperity from the dingy and dubious
atmosphere of an “underground” gro-
cery on a wage of six dollars a month.
He was discharged from this job when

he refused to pass counterfeit money.

Discouragement possessed him and he re-
traced his steps to Wisconsin. It was
this period in his life which he often re-
called in later years. He was never to
forget that he walked to St. Paul, Min-
nesota only to return to Milwaukee when
opportunities continued to evade him.
Upon his return to the Wisconsin city
he became acquainted with a doctor who
was also trained in the field of geology.
The doctor was making plans to accom-
pany General John C. Fremont on his
1849 expedition to California. News' of
the gold strike redoubled their interest
in the trip and William Kroenig decided
to become one of the party. However,
the boat on which they took passage ran
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aground on a sand bar and the delay
caused them to miss the departure of the
Fremont party. From this date William
Kroenig recorded the events of the fol-
lowing two exciting years of his life,
excerpts from which are cited below. ..

“ON the Fourth of July, 1849, I left

Independence, then the great out-
fitting emporium for the West, jointly
with a young doctor, heartily glad to get
away from this Cholera-struck town. We
had made arrangements with a proprie-

Photo by Furlong, Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection

tor of a train to board us and haul our
luggage to Santa Fe. The wagons were
heavily laden. Our daily marches were
regulated by the different watering
places on the road. . ..

“It was the intention of the Doctor
and myself to go by the way of Albu-
querque, right on to California. But
fate had decided it otherwise. Before
I left Independence I had by advice of
a friend brought a check of $100 on a
mercantile house in Santa Fe, but as the
drawer, a Mr. Cartwright, had died with
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Courtesy Museum of New Mexico

Lithograph of Santa Fe cmd vicinity looking east, 1849, the year Kroenig and a young
doctor friend stopped there on their way to California.

Cholera after my departure, the business
had gone into the hands of the adminis-
trator who by mail had stopped payment
of the check till the affairs of the Ad-
ministrator could be settled.

“Young men were plentiful, many
having [been] stranded in Santa Fe
while on their way to California. There
was nothing left to do but go to work
at my trade as a cigar-maker which I
learned in New Orleans. Fortunately I
had brought a few hundred pounds of
tobacco in speculation but I had not
enough money left to pay the freight.
The owner of the train left the tobacco
in the hands of a merchant where I
could get it in small quantities by paying

14

the freight as I needed it.

“Boarding at a hotel was beyond my
pecuniary reach and I rented a room
owned by two young Germans, Viereck
and Schlesinger, and kept house. My
horse I put on herd with a Mexican. But
when he presented the bill at the rate
of one dollar a day, I told my new ac-
quaintance, Viereck, to sell it on the
trails, realizing only $13 for it—the herd
bill being $8 which left me $5.00 net.

“This German, Viereck, was a Berliner,
brother of the celebrated actress of the
same name. Never had a dollar but was
rich in resources, always in the best of
humor, and delighted in playing us all
kinds of pranks, disarming us on all

Santa Fe, circa 1870.

occasions by his ingenious exercises. He
was a professional scenery painter. So
after taking a look at the lay of the
land he concluded to start a barber shop.
Had a barber chair made by an Ameri-
can carpenter, a very tall and assump-
tive man. Rented an extra room from
a very old Mexican woman; ran into
debt to a German physician and probably
borrowed a little money. His business
flourished but the monte dealers got it
all and some of my cigar money which
he peddled out in the evenings to the
different saloons. Viereck’s life was not
by any means an agreeable one. Every
morning he had three calls for money,
the carpenter, the Doctor, and the Mex-
ican woman besides ones from others.

“MY BUSINESS did not promise a
brilliant future and Schlesinger not
having any employment was willing to
go anywhere. A call from Taos for
volunteers gave us the desired oppor-
tunity to better rour fortunes. Colonel
Beall [Benjamin L.], who was on a
visit at Santa Fe and with whom I ac-
cidentally became acquainted, encouraged
us to enlist and so we made the necessary
preparations to leave on the morrow.
Viereck sold the barber chair, bought a
large cartoon and went industriously
to work on a crayon picture representing
himself in the background with his hands
spread out and stuck to his nose in
front of his three creditors, easily recog-
nized by everyone who knew them.
“Early in the morning my companions
left Santa Fe leaving me behind to
watch from an opposite house as Viereck

Courtesv Denver Public Library Western Collection
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Wagon Mound, about 1870.

said, ‘To see the effect of the picture.’ I
did not have long to wait when the Car-
penter came knocking at the door. When
no answer came from within he went
to the window and when he saw the
picture his anger carried him away to a
fearful lot of abuse in English to the
empty room. . .. Next came the German
doctor ‘who nearly went through the
same movements, with the difference
that it was in German. Next came the
landlady but which I could not under-
stand. I handed her the key and she
spoke to me in a very excited manner.
I suppose she intended some of her abuse
for me.

“My friends were waiting for me a
few miles from Santa Fe under a pifion
tree and after describing the effects of
the picture to the greatest merriment
of Viereck, we wended our way towards
Taos. Soon after, Colonel Beall passed
us with an escort of 10 or 12 dragoons
and invited us to mount behind his men
which offer we gratefully accepted. From
then to Santa Cruz de la Canada, a
distance of sixteen miles or more, there
was hardly a break in the gallop and
to ride behind a saddle of that day with
a horse in front and one behind was far
from being a pleasure. We begged [them]

toput us down but all in vain till we
finally landed at the Cafiada where a
couple of young Mexican merchants of-
fered us their hospitality which we glad-
ly accepted.

“N‘EXT DAY we went to Rio Arriba

to [see] Pandeleon Archuleta, to
whom a Mr. Mink, then residing in
Santa Fe and with whose brother I had
been in school, had given me a letter of
recommendation. Mr. Archuleta received
us very kindly and gave us for supper
chili con carne (meat with red pepper)
and atole (mush made out of blue
parched corn).

“Our ride behind the dragoons had
made us very sore and Viereck pro-
posed that I should have mules to go
to Taos on. But my purse, the only one
which was not quite empty, was not
sufficient to have three mules so we
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“hired two with the understanding to

change about. The mules were to be
turned over to a man in Taos. Viereck
and Schlesinger by drawing for it had
the first ride to a certain point from our

Photo by Joseph Collier, Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection

Rancho de Taos

starting place. When I got there they
had left. I kept on but my hopes to over-
take them were not realized. I went that
day as far as Embudo where a French-
Canadian by the name of Chalifount

These Apache renegades probably looked much like the ones with whom Kroenig
traded meal and calico for stolen gold coins.

Photo by G. H. Rothrock, Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection
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[Jean-Baptiste Chalifoux] gave me board
and lodging and refused pay, which was
very fortunate as I had only $25.00 left.

“I found my two companions in Taos
in the only hotel, kept by Judge [Carlos]
Beaubien, with as much confidence as if
they had fortunes at their disposal and
[I] was intended by them to share their
comforts but not having the cheek, I

declined. I bought a loaf of bread and
slept in a straw pile.

“Next day we enlisted for two months
and by the request of Colonel Beall I
was made Orderly Sergeant of the Com-
pany. As there was not a single soldier
who could write English, I had, in ad-
dition, to perform the duties of the
Commissary Sergeant in receiving and

Kroenig-Maxwell ditch where it crosses the Sangre de Cristos at the summit of old
Red River Pass.

%
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Cour’fesy Ce M Monfgomery, Las Vegas New Mexico
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Courfesy Denver Public berary Wes\‘ern Collechon
Kroenig’s house built near Watrous and into which he moved from old Fort Barclay.

distributing the rations.

“A small detachment under one Lieu-
tenant was sent to Rayado and the bulk
of the company to Rio Colorado to pro-
tect this settlement from the invasion
of Utes and Apaches. . . .

“By the last of the month I was again
in Taos with a lot of pack mules to
draw rations when the news of the [Dr.
J. M.] White party massacre reached
us and we were at once ordered to get
ready for a campaign against the depre-
dating Utes and Apaches. A dispatch
sent to Rio Colorado brought the Com-
pany in that same night.”

The incident of the White massacre
has been a confusing bit of history in
New Mexico chronicles and no one has
as yet recorded the affair with complete
accuracy. Kroenig participated in the
search for Mrs. White, and her body was
found but there was no trace of the child.

“TOWARDS the latter part of January

[1850], I went to Taos with a fine
black-tailed doe on my horse and sold
it for $4.00. While making some small
purchases I met Colonel Beall who had
been very friendly to me on all occasions.
He inquired [about] what I was doing
and how much I made a month. I told
him that I had killed four doe in that
month which I sold at $4.00 [each] but
that my hunting grounds were nearly
thirty miles away and that the snow
was very deep.

“‘Come to my office,” he said, ‘I have
something better for you and the pay
will be $5.00 a day.’

“‘For $5.00 a day I will go anywhere—
evento H - - - P
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Patrons pose in front of the Santa Fe Saloon at Wagon Mound.

“‘Don’t be too fast,” he remarked. ‘The
place I intend to send you may be as
hot as the place you alluded to.’

“At his office he told me that the
Department [had] ordered him to make
every possible effort to find the baby
child of Mrs. White which was supposed
to be yet alive in the hands of the In-
dians. My instructions were to go to the
tribes, tell them to come and make
peace and find out all about the child. I
was to assure them that they would be
properly treated. Rumors had come to
the Colonel’s ears that the child was with
the tribe and alive and that they were
willing to make peace. However, there
was nothing certain about these rumors.

“I made my preparations at once,
coaxed Schlesinger to go along by pay-
ing him a dollar a day and got a loan
of two good horses from J. H. Mink, a
brother of a school comrade. One of the
animals was a fine Kentucky mare, well
acclimated, claimed by Schlesinger as a
riding nag for the trip. The other, a
good but rather vicious California chest-
nut sorrel, fell to my share. I mounted
the horse and was thrown three times
in succession but as the snow was deep
I did not get hurt and mounted the
fourth time and stuck in spite of all the
horse could do.

“The first day brought us to Rio Colo-
rado, a small settlement and the last
on the frontier, 30 miles north of Taos
where I stopped with Lopare Loparet
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[Laforet]. When he heard of my work
he said only a greenhorn or a man de-
mented would undertake such a trip. He
avowed it would result in my death, and
if T should escape the Utes I would
surely fall into the hands of the Apaches.

“I told him that the Utes had sent a

message to Colonel Beall proposing to
make peace which he denounced as an
absurdity, as if such had been the case,
he certainly would have been aware of it.
When he saw that I was determined to
go he gave me some valuable advice. He
(Continued on page 52)

Mouth of the Huerfano River where it empties into the Arkansas River and where
Kroenig first took up forty acres of land to produce vegetables in 1857.

Courtesy C. M. Montgomery, Las Vegas, New Mexico




MNE OF THE FEW historical “firsts”
" Russia has never disputed is that
Spain introduced the modern horse to
North America. Nevertheless, this is an
honor she might validly claim.

~ Reports concerning a curious breed of
curly-haired horse have occurred ever
since the first trappers and cattlemen
arrived in Canada, Nevada and Wyoming.
Described as “fur covered” and by some
early explorers as “buffalo horses,” the
coats of these animals are as soft as silk
and as curly as the hair of a poodle.
. In other ways, also, they differ from
the mustang which descended from stock
introduced to the Americas by Spanish
Conquistadores.

The mares of these curly horses are
heavy milkers, each giving from four to
six gallons a day. Their hoofs are small,
hard and black, even when the animals’
legs are white, and they are short of
back with good shoulder, leg and head
conformation suggestive of the blood
that created the Arabian horse in the
dim beginnings of horse breeding.

No matter with what stock this horse
is bred, it has proven so fantastically
potent that the mare always transmits
her own special characteristics. Further,
this rare breed’s stamina to survive under
the most severe circumstances exceeds
that of all other wild horses. For these
reasons, had the strange breed arrived
here in any appreciable number, it would
have overrun the Northwest. The fact

that it was introduced in an exceedingly
small number.

THERE is only one known breed which

possesses identical characteristics to
it. That is the Bashkir horse, native to
Russian’s Bashkir state on the east slope
of the Urals and to certain regions
around the Black Sea and North China.
There, the hardy nomads of the Russian
steppes and Mongolia have used the horse
for centuries both for transportation and
as a dairy supply. The mare’s milk, fer-
mented, produces koumiss, a dietary
mainstay of these Bashkir nomads who
were described by a tenth-century writer
as a warlike race of the Mongol type.
Much later, our own early Navajo Indians
were described in similar terms.

No horses of this breed have been im-
ported to America during historic times.
So when did they arrive? And from
where did they come?

According to the Soviet Agricultural
Department, these horses have been bred
for untold centuries by settlers in the
State of Bashkir, but whether or not the
wild stock originated there or in northern
China where the breed is prized today as
a saddle horse for the wealthy, is un-
known. Nevertheless, it presents a fasci-
nating area for speculation. If the true
root of the Bashkir stock could be deter-
mined, it might reveal the mysterious
origin of the Navajo and Apache Indians,
both tribes of the Athabascan linguistic

tidbits of Mongolian history, however,
which lend serious doubts to this specu-
lation.

Ghengis Khan was followed by Batu
Khan, who organized the Golden Horde
expedition into the Volga country which
lies within the Bashkir range. It was
very probably he who introduced the
curly horse to Russia or, if it were native
there, he adopted it at that time for his
troops. The powerful Khan dynasty fin-
ally fell under Kublai Khan in 1368,
when the Mongols were expelled from
China and forced to wander far afield to
seek pastures for their horses. By 1500
no part of the dynasty existed and its
people were stragglers everywhere.

Possibly during this descendency, a
nomadic tribe found its way to North
America by moving a few horses across
the Bering Strait, as their illustrious an-
cestors under the great Ghengis Khan
had moved an army of horses across the
frozen Danube in order to conquer Rus-
sia and Europe. By this time, though, a
century-and-a-half of disorganized wan-
dering had wiped out all vestiges of
metal-tipped spears and other advanced
gear provided by the once-great warring
Khans. So to the New World these
nomads brought nothing more than a
few head of horses to supply milk for
their koumiss.

Where some of these Mongolian so-
journers might have perished, a hardy
mare or two, accompanied by a stallion,

We hate to suggest such a thing, but

DID RUSSIA INTRODUCE

that it didn’t—that only occasionally was
it found running with a herd of mustangs
descended from Spanish horses which had
been captured and brought north by In-

dians—and that it has been found wild -

in Canada, Idaho, Washington, Colorado,
Wyoming, Oregon, Montana and Nevada,
but never in California, Utah, nor in any
southwestern state, provides fairly con-
clusive evidence that the breed was ori-
ginally introduced into the far north-
western boundaries of this continent—

which the Spanish did not reach—and
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family which is related to the Mongolian
and which is believed to have moved
south from the Canadian North about
700 years ago.

In The Mysterious West, a book I co-
authored with Brad Williams, we sug-
gested that Ghengis Khan might have
had a few troops exploring his east while
he overran Europe to his west, at which
time the Mongolians might have lost a
few potent members of their dairy sup-
ply by the animals’ escaping over the ice
of narrow Bering Strait. There are other

might have escaped to run wild and
breed and eventually fall in with the
herds of Spanish horses which later
moved up from the Southwest.

A FEW curly horse descendents from

wild stock still exist. On the Three
Bar Ranch in central Nevada the strange
animals have been bred by the Damele
family ever since 1898 when the founder
of the ranch, Peter Damele, roped three
of them from a herd of thousands of
other horses running wild in the Peter

True West



Hanson mountain range. The ones his
son now breeds are all descended from
this bloodline. Other early ranchers oc-
casionally traded Indians for the “buf-
falo horses,” although the breed was al-
ways rare in spite of its potency and
hardiness.

Damele tells of a particularly severe
winter in 1932 on the open range in
northern Nevada when a few curly-haired
horses were the only wild ones to survive.
He believes they can live on snow, with-

(Continued on page 72)
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By CHORAL PEPPER

Photos Courtesy Author

Photos of the curly horse .
taken at Peter Damele's
ranch in ceniral Nevada.

19



& Courtesy Division of Manuscripts,
University of Oklahoma Library

Bass Outlaw, at one time a Texas Ranger,
was killed by John Selman in El Paso.

THE

ON A COLD and windy September day
in 1872 a slim palefaced youth named
Frank Collinson leaned over the rail of
the Black Star Line steamship San Mar-
cos and waved to his family. An hour
later the ship slipped out of the Liverpool
docks and headed for Galveston, Texas.
Born November 13, 1855, Collinson had
attended school near his home at Beverly,
~near Hull, in Yorkshire. He might have
had a most uneventful life had his imag-
ination not been captured by some letters
from a relative. Soon young Walter
James (“Frank”) Collinson could think
or talk of nothing but Texas, and there
was little ‘his family could do about it.
He had been lassoing the gate posts for
weeks and all his pocket money went on
books and pamphlets about the Wild
West.

'His mother had reservations about
letting her son go so far from home but
she need not have worried. Frank Collin-
son survived the roughest of frontier
days and lived to the ripe old age of
eighty-seven, a highly respected and
successful Yorkshireman-turned-Texan.

He went to work first for Will Noonan
near Castroville, Texas, and soon shaped
up as a first-class cowboy. Before his
twenty-first birthday he had made a trail
drive to Pine Ridge, South Dakota; he had
seen the rough and ready Dodge City,
then little more than a few stockyards
but destined to be the Queen of the Cow-
towns in Kansas; he had talked to Red
Cloud, the mighty leader of the fighting
Sioux who were then living on a reserva-
tion, at peace with the white man.
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By COLIN RICKARDS

Photos Courtesy Author

Frank Collinson in later
years.

Soon after returning from the trail
drive Frank Collinson decided that cow-
boying at forty dollars a month and
found was not exciting enough for him.
The great, shambling buffalo herds were
being slaughtered by hunters who sold
the hides to traders in Dodge City. Col-
linson quit his job, bought a heavy calibre
buffalo gun and joined the hunters on
the Texas plains.

Small bands of buffalo hunters in pur-
suit of the herds braved the wrath of
Comanches and Kiowas. It was a tough
and strenuous life, but completely to
Collinson’s liking. He joined up with a
man who called himself Jim White, a
name he had assumed after a shooting
scrape in New Mexico. White was an
experienced frontiersman who had fought
the Sioux in Montana and had survived
the worst days at Fort Phil Kearny,
Wyoming. He had been one of the de-
fenders at the Wagon Box Fight in
August 1867, and had helped build Fort
Union in New Mexico. Collinson learned
a great deal from him.

HE COMANCHES and Kiowas had
failed to destroy the buffalo hunters

at the Battle of Adobe Walls a few
months before Collinson joined up with
Jim White. From Billy Dixon, Bat Mas-
terson and fellow Englishman Harry
Armitage who had lived through the
siege, Collinson learned what to expect
from Indian warriors. Soon he was as
good a buffalo hunter as could be found
on the Plains. On one occasion he killed
121 of the animals from a single stand
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Courtesy Kansas State Historical Society

Bat Masterson taught Frank Collinson a
lot about buffalo hunting and
Indian fighting.

Courtesy National Archives

Collinson met Billy the Kid twice and
thought him shabby.

FROM YORKSH

Frank Collinson was just the right age
and had just the right temperament
to thread his way through the hazards
of the frontier and escape unscathed.
He was young enough to roll with the
punch and wasn't hunting trouble—
just observing it!

and his skinners had work for several
days preparing hides to be hauled to
Dodge City.

For eighteen months Frank Collinson
hunted the buffalo and never had any
serious trouble with Indians. But by the
spring of 1877 the Comanches and Kio-
was were active again. Their war parties
raided among the hunters’ camps with
increased ferocity. It was the desperate
last stand of a people who would soon
be penned on reservations, their fighting
power broken forever.

In February they attacked the camp
of John Cook and Rankin Moore but
were driven off. The same day they killed
a popular hunter, Marshal Soule, and
sent a dozen others fleeing to Rath’s
trading post. Bill Devins’ camp was at-
tacked, but he escaped by leaving all his
hides, supphes and ammunition behind.

White hunters gathered angrily at
Charlie Rath’s trading post on Double
Mountain Creek. There were bitter words
against the Army which had failed to pro-
tect them. At last the talk turned to
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making a raid against the Comanches
and doing what the military had so far
avoided.

Jim Campbell, a doughty Scots hunter
who had fought at the Battle of Adobe
Walls, was chosen leader because of his
long experience as an Indian fighter.
The hunters filled five wagons with food,
ammunition, oats for their horses and
a barrel of whlskey for themselves. Frank
Collinson listened to the plans and de-
cided to go along too.

“Our guide was Spotted Jack, a tall,
dark-skinned, black-eyed man, part In-
dian, part Negro, and part wh1te ” Frank
Colhmon recalled many years later. “He
had' lived with the Comanches most of
his younger life and was a fine scout, a
good shot, and a great whiskey drmker i

The avengers left Rath’s post on March
31, 1877, determined to teach the Indians
a harsh lesson and put an end to their
interference.

“The spring weather was fine for an
outing, and I rode my good horse over
virgin territory, glad I was alive and

Courtesy Division of Manuscripts,

University of Oklahoma Library

John Selman, gunfighter and lawman, who
participated in a gunfight to which the
cowboy from Yorkshire was a witness.

looking forward to the scalp hunt,” Col-

linson said. “I thought that before it
was over I might have a scalp or two
hanging from my saddle horn. .

“I might send one of them home to my
folks back in England to give them an
idea of the wild and woolly West in
far-off Texas.”

TWO NIGHTS out of Rath’s the scouts
reported Indian sign leading toward
Yellow House Draw, a dried-up river bed
which was named after a ruined and
abandoned mud house, the former home
of a daring buffalo hunter who had
built it as a base from which to hunt
in hostile Indian territory. Spotted Jack,
riding far ahead of the party, found the
Comanche village in the bottom of the
draw and rode back to report its size.

The hunters cleaned and primed their
guns and checked their gear. Tomorrow
they would be in action. The whiskey
barrel was opened and the men drank
their fill.

“There was much excitement in camp
that night,” Collinson remembered. “It
was like a picnic. The men felt that the
big fight would soon be coming and
celebrated accordingly. The more they
drank, the more scalps they envisioned
as souvenirs. By early morning, when we
headed up the draw, many of them were
still half-shot.”

Spotted Jack rode to the very mouth
of the draw and reined in his horse. Jim
Campbell spurred forward to join him.
The Comanche village was just stirring

(Continued on page 61)
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A floorman at the old Turf Club in Rhyolite
does a little "looking back” and comes up with the question ...

HOW GREEN

SOMETIME around 1904, Shorty Har-

ris and his partner, Ed Cross, were
prospecting in southern Nevada not too
far from Death Valley. One day they
found an outeropping of rhyolite, which
is green in color like the malachite found
in copper mines. History differs as to
who said, “Jeez—it looks like a bullfrog,”
but it is agreed that Shorty made the
discovery and his partner named the
original Bullfrog Claim which had a
good gold content.

Soon thereafter, up the hill about a
mile east, a townsite was plotted and
named Rhyolite. This was real desert,
no timber thereabout to build with, hence
the unusual number of brick and con-
crete business buildings that already
were there in the fall of 1906 when I
arrived in town.

I had met a newspaperman in Los
Angeles who was leaving shortly for
that camp to work for a Mr. Mannix
who published the Bullfrog Miner. The
paper was soon to get out a souvenir
edition, which was common practice those

ARbove, the author wheels a 2-cylinder, right-hand-drive Climax car not unlike the one which carried his party up into the Panamint
‘Mountains one winter on a three-day tour of new camps. Below, Golden Street, Rhyolite, Nevada, in 1906.
Courtesy Las Vegas Review-Journal

b |
i

22 True West



IS A BULLFROG?

days. My friend would secure a list of
the leading merchants and other pro-
fessional men and offer them a chance
to have their pictures in this issue for
a price (ten dollars and up) over a write-
up of just what prominent citizens they
were, plus a number of copies to be
sent out to their friends (the number of
copies and the size of the write-up de-
pending on the amount of their donation
or subscription).

Having nothing to hold me down where
I was, as soon as I had a little jingle in
my pockets I followed the journalist,
taking the old Salt Lake, Los Angeles
and San Pedro train (now Union Paci-
fic). As my ticket read only to Las Vegas,
I would have to hit the rods to go on
north to Beatty, which was a hundred and
a few miles away.

On the train I met a lad, a signal re-
pairman for the Salt Lake road. Learn-
ing my financial status, he offered to
share his room with me at Las Vegas.
That night he introduced me to a brakie
on the Las Vegas and Tonopah Rail-
road, and the next day I rode in a boxcar
of way freight all the way to Beatty
and then on a few miles over the hill to
Rhyolite. If it seems odd that this rail-
road man offered to share his room with
a total stranger, remember this was the
custom before the automobile made the
faraway places so accessible to the tin
horn and the city slicker.

While it was considered none of your
damn business to ask a man real per-
sonal questions, it was okay to say,
“When did you get in?” “Have you eat
yet?” and, if the guy was broke, “Share
my bunk if you want to.” This was not
charity but a way of life. Miners work-
ing until they got a sizeable stake would
quit, blow all or most of it, hit the road
to another camp, and usually arrive
broke.

You see, the guy asking questions and
eager to share with you might, within
the year, be broke and hungry in another
camp and himself be on the receiving
end, Too bad this kind of hospitality

is dying out. And another reason was.

that, being a stranger in town, perhaps
you had just come from a place he was
planning to go or else had been, and he
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By GUS A. WURDINGER

Photos Courtesy Author

Shorty Harris’ original Bullfrog claim in a 1905 photo.
Courfesy’Las Vegas Library

Rhyolite’s $100,000 depot for the Las Vegas-Tonopah Railroad is one of two buildings
still standing. the other being the famous Bottle House. When built, the depot was
considered finer than the one in Reno.

Courtesy Las Vegas Review-Journal
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~ was anxious to hear all the news from

* there.

MAY FIRST NIGHT in town was spent

*% at the Mayflower Hotel at three
bucks a night. But the next day I lo-
cated a rag dump, a building of corru-
gated iron but with partitions inside of
canvas or muslin, making “rooms” just
large enough to hold a cot and a com-
mode. One had some privacy but not
from the snoring at night, even from
the far end of the building.

Next morning after my arrival, I met

a fellow who was a shill in a gambling
house and who was leaving town next
day. He offered to try to get me his old
job. His boss was agreeable to the
change and I went to work that day at

fifty cents per hour, the same as a
plumber or carpenter got.

The word “shill” is short for “Shill-
aber,” and I understand shillaber is a
Bible word somewhere but I don’t know
about that. My job was from 2 to 6 p.m.,
and before I started I was given a hand-
ful of chips (the boss always knew
exactly how many) and was told to play
at idle games to stimulate interest and
then back out and go to another game
when play got going good.

Gamblers and bartenders got a dollar
per hour and—what seemed odd to me
at first—were paid off at the end of
each shift. This did away with most of
the bookkeeping and besides, as I learned
later, a number of places recently had
changed hands overnight, being. put up

in a high stakes game. This way, the
winner got the place debt-free.

The old bar from the ’66 Club now is
used in a snack and gift shop in part
of the old $100,000 railroad depot which,
when built, was considered finer than
that up in the big city of Reno. This
depot and an old bottle house are the
only complete buildings still standing.

Within a few days I got a full-time job
next door with Jack Cheney, a San
Franciscan who owned the Turf Club,
where I became porter, floorman, and
general factotum. Before the winter was
over, Cheney had sold out to Ed Arnold
and Frank Snavelly, but I hung onto my
job.

When Cheney left, he willed me his
dugout to live in. For those not familiar,

Bonanza Mountain in 1905 offered the visitor a panoramic view of Rhyolite nestled beneath Lane and Montgomery Mountains. The
Montgomery-Shoshone mine operation is up the side of the shadowy mountain to the right. Today little is left of boom-town Rhyolite
(bottom photo). Remains of the multi-storied Cook Brothers Bank building
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are just right of center in the distance.

Courtesy Las Vegas Library
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it was just that: a hole dug into the
side of a hill. One looks for a gulch with
steep sides; then, being sure he’s above
the flash-flood water marks, starts dig-
ging straight in. Mine was nine by ten
feet overall, two by four studding open
wall, and had a flat tar-paper roof cov-
ered with dirt and rocks for insulation.
A board front with a door and a small
window completed the job, and the dug-
out was warm in winter and cool in
summer. Often my key was loaned to
fellows and gals alike who needed a
little extra vest.

Many hardrock miners were prospec-
tors between jobs which usually were
taken only to accumulate another grub-
stake. Most owned a pack burro or two
and when working or just living easy in
town, the burros were turned loose, often
with a bell or tag around the neck. The
majority were pets and would leave the
herd when called, especially if the owner
held up a loaf of stale bread. There were
probably more than a hundred burros
scattered in the hills around town.
Forming in herds of twenty or more,
each herd seemed to take turns coming
down into town to investigate the gar-
bage cans in the alleys and pick up any-
thing edible elsewhere.

Ong old burro, called Maud after a
comic strip character of those old days,
was real smart. After lifting the lids off
the garbage cans with her strong teeth
and not getting filled up, she’d go
around to the front of the eating places,
grab the screen door handle, pull, and
stick her head in. She did this regularly
every day and usually was rewarded
with half a flapjack, a hunk of bread,
or a piece of doughnut. With a final
bray or two when no more food was
coming her way, she’d back out and go
to the next place, always followed by a
crowd of folks watching. Old Maud
seemed to recognize a camera and, when
about to have her picture “took,” would
always present a rear view. If given an
apple or other treat, she’d stand quiet
until either the eats were gone or the
picture was finished, whichever came
first.

A favorite campfire story all through
the years has been about the sagacity—
or else the obstinacy—of the burro. About
how a burro, like a mule, can be strong-
willed enough to refuse to leave a bit
of shade, while the prospector, resigning
himself to take a rest too, stoops and
picks up some good ore he never would
have seen. Or, about how a runaway
. burro, who had to be chased down, led
the prospector away from a site where
later a good strike of ore was made.

My dugout was about a quarter mile
from town and I had a bunkie. Everyone
who lived beyond the bright lights down-
town traveled, especially at night, on the
alert. Hearing crunching gravel under-
foot or seeing a strange shadow caused
suspicion, so folks usually called out and
made an indentification to each other.
As the paper quoted, “Many a person
has been held up this spring, then badly
beaten because they only had a dollar
or two on them.”

One bright moonlight morning, after
we’d got home at 3 a.m., put out the
lantern, and were almost asleep, my
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Above, the Montgomery-Shoshone mine entrance and mill buildings on the outskirts
of Rhyolite. Below, the town’s once-impressive Cook Brothers Bank building about 1905.

bedmate nudged me in the ribs, whisper-
ing, “I saw someone looking in our win-
dow.” Lying on my elbow, I watched but
saw nothing and soon gave up. But I was
hardly back on' the pillow when, “There
he is again,” came from my buddy.
Grabbing my .38 special off its hook,
I flung the front door open, There, a
few hundred feet away and running, was
a burro which was what my buddy had
seen. Being sleepy and mad, I emptied
the gun at him before I went back to
bed, although he was away out of range.
Many tenderfoot miners used too much
powder when starting a prospect hole,
blowing debris sky-high and often caus-
ing loose rockslides. This same night we
were awakened by the shaking of our
bed, and heard loose rock falling behind
our walls. Either a big blast or an earth-
quake, but an emergency—no foolin’! We

grabbed the edges of the mattress and °

rolled towards the bed center, prepared
for the worst. But nothing much hap-
pened.

With the commotion over, we went
outside to find a herd of burros giving
us the “old hee-haw.” We afterwards

Courtesy Las Vegas Library

figured that the burro I'd fired at had
got his gang together, and to get even
with us they had all run down the hill
and right smack over the roof of our
dugout. (They more than got even except
that we were able to take on a couple of
shots of whiskey to quiet our nerves.)

MADE MANY acquaintances while

out on the desert, among whom was
Henry Starck, or “Hank” as we ‘called
him. Later, after we had both married,
we were neighbors down at Newport
Beach, California. Hank was of German
descent and spoke English- and German
fluently. He had a most gentle disposi-
tion and took life just as it came. Not
that he lacked courage, he could and
would fight if need be, but he seldom
did and this is the funny part. Naturally
being so easy going, sooner or later some
big bully with a load of hooch aboard
would try to pick a fight with him.
Then Hank would stand up, stick his
face into the other’s and call him all the
cuss words he could remember or ever
knew. But he cussed in German, cooling
off his own temper and leaving the other
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Montgomery-Shoshone mine and mill with Rhyolite in the distance.

guy flabbergasted, not understanding a
word of what was said. With all the
ensuing laughter, the “almost” fight al-
ways ended with the bully admitting the
drinks were on him.

I first met Shorty Harris on a trip up
in the Panamints. He had a claim at
Wildrose, Harrisburg, and Skidoo. Skidoo
was named after a popular saying of the
day, “23 Skidoo for you.” This was used
in the same way as today when some
undesirable insists on hanging around
and you say, “Beat it.”

Walter Scott was better known as
Death Valley Scotty. Of course, most
folks know about Mr. Johnson, who was
Scotty’s “angel” and .backer, but those
days half of us thought he had a rich
mine and the rest thought he was a
highgrader.

Often, while working for wages, a
miner would hit a rich vein or pocket
of ore, some of which he’d try to keep
for himself. But to get it out of the mine
was something else. The change room
was a barrier because here one had to
strip and hang up his wet and dirty
work clothes in the dry box, then walk
through a door into the washroom. After
bathing, he had to go through a door,
still naked, into the locker room, where
towels and street clothes were hung. This
made it almost impossible to smuggle
anything out on one’s person, so other
schemes were tried.

Up Goldfield way at some of the richer
mines, before they set up flood lights
and Pinkerton guards, the following
method was used successfully. Put some
rich, highgrade ore—when no one was
watching—into a canvas sack, previously
stashed in the mine. When changing
shifts, tip off your relief as to where the
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bag was hidden. Later, he would drop
it into an ore car with a load of muck
(valueless waste rock) to be dumped onto
the tailings pile. After dark it could be
recovered. Anyone stealing, handling,
selling, or assaying highgrade ore was
known as a highgrader.

Once that winter I was invited along
on a three-day trip up into the Pana-
mint Mountains to several of the new
camps. The “extras” we carried along
with us would almost stock an auto sup-
ply store today. We had a rear axle,
tire patches and hand pump, spare tubes
and casing, besides a number of five-
gallon cans with supplies of oil, gasoline,
and water.

Motor trouble or a flat meant roadside
repairs. With demountable rims, the tire
and tube were pulled off the wheel, a
patch was applied, and tire and tube
were put back on. Then the hand pump
went into action. As all tires were high
pressure—30 to 50 pounds—this was no
easy chore. If going only a few blocks,
everyone carried a Schrader pocket
gauge to check tires.

We went via Daylight Pass, the east-
ern entrance into Death Valley, past
Stovepipe and Emigrant Springs. Per-
haps the Indian inhabitants of the desert
knew about this green spot, green with
vegetation that is, but to the early gold
seekers it was a “must.” Water was
just below the surface in the sands and
a scooped-out hole soon filled with water
—slow, yes, but really thirst-quenching
though one often got a mouthful of sand,
too. Some good Samaritan once had an
idea. He dug down as far as he could,
stuck a couple of joints of pipe from his
camp stove on end, and thereby insured
fresh water right away. Today, with a

resort hotel and other accessories of
civilization close by, this spot still re-
tains its intriguing name of Stovepipe
Wells. On our return, after passing
Stovepipe again, we turned down the
valley to Furnace Creek Ranch. There
was no hotel or other accommodations,
only a bunkhouse and cookhouse for the
borax company employees.

I wonder how many of you folks have
ever been out on the high desert on a
moonless night with not a cloud in the
sky and the stars in the clear, rarified
atmosphere seeming almost within reach?
The reflection of the stars is so bright,
one just has to see it to believe it.

Climbing the grade again past where
the big hotel now stands, we took another
pass and after crossing the Funeral
Range descended to a desert ranch about
where Death Valley Junction is today.
Then following the Armagosa River, we
finally got back to Rhyolite. I am ap-
proaching eighty-six now but I’ll always
remember that trip.

WITHOUT GOING outside, one could
always tell when the wind was blow-
ing. Most all lighting and cooking was
done either with gasoline or kerosene
(coal oil we called it) which was sold in
square, five-gallon cans. These empty
cans, together with old bottles, were
thrown on a pile out back near the alley
and when the pile got too large, a trip
was made to the dumps just outside
town. When strong winter winds from
the north blew over Ladd Mountain, the
gale toyed with these cans, rolling them
on the ground and down the streets and
alleys to the open desert at the bottom
of the hill. What eerie sounds came to
our ears on a stormy winter night!

Winter meant lots of sickness, espe-
cially heavy colds and pneumonia, and
we had several funerals a week. (Per-
haps burials would be the better word, as
we had no carriages or hearse.) There
was an undertaker’s establishment in the
rear of one of the stores but no chapel
to hold services.

Rites usually were conducted at-the
graveside, and though a few caskets
were stocked, more often a plain wooden
box was used. This was placed on the
bed of a two-horse transfer wagon, and
the mourners followed on foot down to
the cemetery plot. After a few words of
prayers, folks broke up in small groups
and walked back up the hill to resume
their daily activities.

One story I remember bears telling.
The town drunkard passed on and all
were eager to hear what the local politi-
cian, who had charge of the services,
would say. “Friends,” he began, “all of
us know that Old Buck was a moocher,
barfly, drunkard and general no-good,
but we all have at least one good trait
and Old Buck had his. We must all ad- -
mit that he did have a GOOD appetite!”

Most saloons were named according to
the owner’s fancy, like “Last Chance,”
“Silver Dollar,” or “Gold Strike,” but
many others were named after the par-
ticular beer or bar whiskey they special-
ized in and maybe even had the agency
for. Names like Johnny Walker, Old
Crow, or Hermitage Bars were common.

(Continued on page 58)
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HERRICKS

Grand Junction, Colorado, 1890.

By J. R. RIRKPATRICK

S

s L L

Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection

Their malice toward each other was so great

only a trigger had the vocabulary to put it into words!

¢NIAGGIE HERRICK’S in town!”

The clerk, a pudgy man in a jacket
a size too small, volunteered the infor-
mation to William Green, owner and
manager of the Grand Junction House.

“Maggie in town? You sure?”

“Yessir. She signed in here ’bout an
hour ago.”

“Mmmm. You’d better go over to the
Pig’s Ear and see if you can find some-
one from the Herrick ranch. One of their
cowboys was in town this morning, and
may still be here. If you find him, tell
him to get word to Henry. Henry’d like
to have advance notice his ex-wife is
back.”

The clerk returned from his errand
about fifteen minutes later. “Find any-
one?’ the proprietor asked.

“Yessir. It was the new hand they
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hired, and he was gettin’ drunk. He said
he’d ride out, but he won’t be able to sit
a horse in 'mother hour.”

Green shrugged. “Well, we did what
we could. I'd sure hate to see Maggie
make trouble for Henry, though.”

The Herrick marriage had come to an
end in the spring of 1883. The couple
had built up a good ranch on Kannah
Creek, some seventeen miles south of
the lusty frontier town of Grand Junc-
tion, Colorado. Maggie was domineering
and sharp-tongued, and -Henry’s stub-
born nature led to numerous verbal
battles between them. So Maggie finally
packed her valise, wrung a sizeable
amount of money from Henry, and left
him. She had relatives in Albuquerque,
and she rode the uncomfortable, cinder-
spewing Denver and Rio Grande train

out of town. Henry promptly applied for
a divorce.

GRAND JUNCTION was only two

years old then, spawned by the rush
of settlers to the former Ute reservation
in western Colorado. The newcomers,
held at bay by army troops until the In-
dians were removed, rushed onto the
new land. The Utes were transported
from Colorado on September 4, 1881, to
the Uintah and Duchesne River valleys
in Utah Territory. Grand Junction town-
site was established immediately, and the
valley surrounding it was called Grand
Valley.

The new settlement, a nondescript
huddle of tents that fall and winter, was
located at the junction of the Gunnison

(Continued on page 64)
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RAY DUSK lingered in the timber as
we drove in at the Lem Jeatters’
farm. Other buckboards, buggies, wagons
and some saddled horses were tethered
to trees well away from the house. It
stood in the fringe of hardwood next to
land which had been cleared for farming.
A curious, depressing stillness hung
like a pall over the premises. It was a
deep, penetrating thing. More than a
hundred men, women and children were
present, yet there was nothing of the
crowd “buzz” about them.

Indeed, most curious of all were the
other silences. On a farm, barnyard
noises abound day and night. But here,
_ nothing. The livestock, even the hogs and
chickens, were quiet. The elements also
seemed to have joined this conspiracy of
creating no noise while the Jeatters boy
was slowly dying.

Mother drove the buckboard to within a
quarter mile of the house, pulling off
the rocky road under a blackjack tree.
Tying the team was left to me as I was
a year or so older than Brother.

The span of horses secured, tugs un-
fastened and neckyoke let down, we stood
a moment on the roadside. After looking
around briefly, Mother led the way to- Oklahoma creek-bottom
ward the boxing plank-and-batten, un- farmers stand in front of
painted house of four rooms. their home built on

“Mind me, you boys behave your- blocks.

selves,” she admonished in a whisper.
Children of all ages sat around under
the trees, their solemn faces looking as 4
if they would burst into tears at any
moment. All eyes were turned toward the
house front. Men and women had sep-
arated, forming small, individual groups.
Conversation was carried on in voices so
low they couldn’t be heard ten feet away.
But there wasn’t much of it.
Mother proceeded directly to the house.
The doors and windows were all wide
open for any vagrant breeze. Even in
September that part of old Oklahoma was
hot and muggy.

Brother and I joined kids our own age
on their squatting ground near a bunch
of men chewing tobacco or holding thick
hay straws between their teeth. One el- g
derly man spoke in a monotone about the N, A
awful conditions he experienced when 3

By MAURICE RKILDARE
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Oklahoma child poses for photo among  fi.ct coming to Indian Territory.

the hogs. Staring uneasily at the house, Brother
and I sensed the hopeless despair of the
situation. The Jeatters’ big son, one of
four and nineteen years old, had been
unconscious with a high fever and dying
for the past week. He might go any
minute or he might live a few days
longer.

Reportedly he had the “fall fever”—
or so it was diagnosed by an old midwife.
There wasn’t a doctor in that part of the
country closer than Coalgate, seat of Coal
County. People were born, and lived, suf-
fered and died without ever being at-
tended by a physician, If calomel, quinine,
molasses mixed with sulphur and Clover
Leaf salve, or kerosene and salt didn’t
cure the patient, then he succumbed to
some ‘“unknown” disease or an infected
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wound. Bacon grease (or lard) and kero-
sene with turpentine was used as a cure
for bronchitis as well as diphtheria and
pneumonia. :

Fall fever was actually a combination
of typhoid and malaria. The victim had
chills, ague and sometimes broke out with
a rash. Always he suffered extremely
high temperatures and had an erratic
pulse. As Father always said, “He had the
bugs.” If the fever did not abate or
home remedies cure him, the victim
literally burned to death.

The malaria came from mosquitoes
breeding in the bad water which spread
the typhoid. Oklahomans suffered with
virulent forms of this combination every
late summer and fall.

Bad water ? The muddy streams, green-
ish stagnant pools, and drying-up lakes
scummed over, literally boiled with germs
of all types. It is a wonder that people
survived very long in that district. They
could, and most likely did, suffer from
many other diseases under the guise of
ignorantly labeled typhoid-malaria, or
what they called biliousness.

During the spring rains, streams and

lakes were cleaned out with fresh water.
Then as the current again grew sluggish,
holes and pools fouled up. Worse, the
carcasses of dead animals and other de-
caying matter thickened this water to
soup. And it was used for all domestic
purposes, even drinking and cooking.

These poor people mistakenly believed -

that contaminated water after running
through gravel twenty feet became
“pure” again.

People ate fish caught in this death
dealing liquid. That coupled with hog
meat, animals in their turn carrying
every possible germ, furnished the main
diet for early Oklahoma settlers.

If the victim of fall fever failed to
respond to family doctoring in two or
three days, then his kinfolks, friends
and neighbors sat around utterly helpless
waiting for death to strike. People for
miles around visited the unfortunate
family to await the inevitable end. It
was the death-watch.

Menfolks were handy to lay out the
body and to carpenter a rough board
coffin. The burying would be done within
a few hours. In that muggy climate a

Neighbors clustered in the farmyard

like ragged, frightened sparrows,

waiting to fly to the trees at the

first wail of a dog...
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body began decaying almost at once.

THE DEATH WATCH was a gruesome
thing, an eerie experience that could
not be soon forgotten. Being unable to
accomplish one solitary thing to ease the
victim’s pain was most pitiful.
At the Jeatters’ farm, as night came
on, a kerosene lamp was lit in the kitch-
en. There a few close women friends of

‘the grief-stricken mother kept her com-

pany. Occasionally one of them went to
the sick boy’s room in the east end to
change the wet cloths on his face.

Mothers, sometimes fathers, walked to
their vehicles returning with quilts to
make pallets for their chidren, none of
whom could sleep, other than the nurs-
ing babies. Brother and I sat like fixed
objects with the other kids, most of
whom we knew well.

Now and then two or three men slipped
around to the ramshackle barn and feed
lot. A keg of Choctaw beer had been
stashed there, probably in the granary.
This brew was highly potent in the heat.
It was indulged in by Oklahoma farmers
in that area lying between the village of
Olney on a branch railroad and Clear
Boggy Creek. When. they retreated from
the keg some of them had trouble finding
the ground with their feet.

The name “Clear Boggy” was used to
distinguish it from Muddy Boggy, and
it was certainly a misnomer. Like all the
other creeks around, it stank with filth,
flowing thick with unnameable polluted
matter. During the spring rise it broke

(Continued on page 68)

The country school the author (center, X)
attended.
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ICE PALAGE

This could have heen a real frozen asset
if the weather had cooperated!

THE GLITTERING frost pile which

cost more than $140,000 sprawled
over Capitol Hill in Leadville, Colorado,
like a ponderous jewel, its Norman cas-
tellated architecture rising in startling
contrast to nearby frame buildings in the
Carbonate Camp. It was 1896, and the
elegant gem, built from more than 5,000
tons of ice, had gained the attention of
the world.

To Tingley S. Wood, however, the
Leadville Ice Palace had been a headache
all the way. During the winter of 1895-
1896 he had poured his talent and a
small fortune into the project. He fought
against such odds as a shortage of ice
and a shortage of horses to haul it,
workmen who were inexperienced in such
fanciful construction, and the caprices
of an exceptionally mild winter. When
the spring of ’96 arrived, a Leadville
newspaper editor reported that Wood felt
the best thing to do with the palace was
to blow it off the earth with a cannon.
He had had it!

Reports of ice castles built in Russia,
Quebec and Montreal, Canada, and Saint
Paul, Minnesota, had been filtering into
the “City Above the Clouds” since 1883.

With them came the idea of a winter
carnival and ice palace to be built in
Leadville, merely to put some gaiety into
the coming dreary winter months for
the local citizens. In 1895 there were
approximately 12,000 residents in Lead-
ville, but the town was located in a re-
mote area which at times became a
howling wilderness of frost and snow.
Nobody from too far away would be in-
terested in fighting the rigors of the
climate in mid-winter just for a good
time. A few prominent citizens, however,
protested that Leadville had never done
anything halfway. The proposed palace
would have to be the most colossal struc-
ture ever built in the West, and one de-
serving of international attention, or
they wouldn’t support it.

The project got off to a slippery start
when Edwin W. Senior, a prominent
realtor, was named director general and
began plans for the carnival and
ice castle to be constructed on a scale
never attempted before. He thought that
$10,000 ought to be sufficient to build
the finest ice palace ever devised.

The nine board members under him
were George Le’Abbie, French gambler

By HANK GIVENS
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Tingley S. Wood was the director of build-
ing of the Leadville Ice Palace.

and manager of the Board of Trade, Lead-
ville’s swankiest saloon at the time; J.
W. Smith, partner in a dry goods store;
J. J. Brown, who was to become the fa-
mous Leadville Johnny; C. T. Limberg,
president of the American National
Bank; S. D. Nicholson, a future state
senator; C. N. Priddy, superintendent of
the Leadville Water Company; J. H.
Weddle, manager of the Arkansas Valley
Smelter; D. H. Dougan, president of the
Carbonate National Bank; and John Cam-
pion.

Incorporation papers for the Leadville

Left, _the allegorical figure of “Leadville” points to the mountains where the people of the town reaped their fortunes. Posed on a 12-
foot icy pedestal, she was 19 feet tall and sculptured of ice. Below,
palace. The statues, left to right, were entitled “A Miner,
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more-than-life-size sculptures were displayed throughout the
" “Struck it Rich” and “Prospector and Burro.”

Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection
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Main entrance to the fabulous palace which was to be the most magnificent symbol of fun the world had ever seen.

Ice Palace and Crystal Carnival Associa-
tion were drawn up on September 25,
1895. But by September 29, Senior had
proved to be enthusiastic but imprac-
tical, and had raised only $4,000.

“If Senior continues as director gen-
eral of the ice palace, I won’t contribute
another penny,” declared one citizen,
voicing the opinion of most of Leadville’s
businessmen.

“If it means the success of the ice
palace, I'll resign,” Senior told his board
. of directors, and he did so in the middle
of October.

T WASN’T LONG before the board ap-

proached Tingley S. Wood about taking
over the financially unremunerative posi-
tion of director general, and he accepted.
A native of southeastern Ohio, Wood was
a highly respected businessman, a mem-
ber of the Miners Board of Exchange, and
general manager of the Lillian, Benton,
and Antioch Mining Companies.

Wood met with the board of directors
in the Vendome Hotel on October 26,
1895, and presented them with some elab-
orate ideas. It was customary to build
structures of ice in the style of a Norman
castle, because of the strength and dur-
ability of its massive walls. But Lead-
ville’s palace would be the most lavish
that the world had ever seen. It was
Wood’s opinion that it would take at
least $20,000 to build it, because one of
Saint Paul’s castles in 1887 had been
built at a cost of $20,000.

Wood might have avoided a great many
of the problems which the weird expen-
sive pile of ice caused him had he not
made this statement at the meeting:
“After the citizens of Leadville raise the
necessary $20,000, I personally will take
care of the ice palace!”

The association sold stock at $1 per
share and more than $40,000 was col-
lected. In an effort to encourage dona-
tion to the palace fund, the Herald Demo-
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crat reported: “If built upon the idea
now prevalent of making the structure
permanent with regard to roof, dancing
floor and skating rink, not only will it
[the ice palace] be for winter, but for
each winter hereafter, with only added
expense each year of the ice, leaving the
summer months for a beautiful pavilion
to be used for public meetings, balls and
picnies.”

This was the beginning of the first
of the Leadville Ice Palace’s many unique
features, since no other had ever been
built to last permanently. In addition,
the association decided that the festival
and palace would last for the rest of the
winter, while other cities planned carni-
vals for only a week or ten days, though
their castles were allowed to last until
spring.

Charles E. Jay, a well-known Saint
Paul architect, was hired. In 1887 two
ice palaces of much smaller dimensions
had been constructed in conjunction with
the winter carnival in Saint Paul; Jay
had been architect for the palace shaped
like a Latin cross.

Capitol Hill, a gentle rise in the 400
block between West Seventh and Eighth
Streets on the west edge of town, was
selected as the logical site for the ice
palace. It commanded an imposing view
of the Continental Divide on the west and
the Mosquito Range on the east.

James A. Murray was named foreman
in charge of construction and W. W.
Coble was named superintendent in
charge of laying the ice, erection of steel
girders and construction of interior wood-
work. Timber arrived on November 3, and
carpenters spent the rest of the month
sawing it into lumber.

IRECTOR GENERAL WOOD soon be-
gan to think that he was doing per-
sonal battle with Mother Nature. The
mildest winter that long-time residents
of the Carbonate Camp could remember,

had set in. W. H. Cole, manager of the
Leadville Ice and Coal Company, had
been hired to supervise the ice cutting.
He reported to Wood that because of the
exceptionally moderate weather, ice on
the Arkansas River and Turquoise Lake,
near Leadville, was in short supply. It
was agreed that Cole should send teams
to Palmer Lake, north of Colorado
Springs, for additional ice. This was a
distance of more than 150 miles from
Leadville.

In spite of the shortage of horses to
make this long haul, the association man-
aged to find twenty teams for which it
paid $6 to $12 per day, their owners re-
ceiving 50c to 75c per ton of ice hauled.
The teams averaged twelve tons a day.

“None of those stonecutters we hired
to chop ice know what they’re doing,”
Cole complained to Wood early in the
construction.

“Suppose you try training them on the
job,” Wood advised.

After following his suggestion, Cole
reported later, “Mr. Wood, they’re just
too slow.” Wood hired Canadian wood-
cutters to replace them.

In addition to building the permanent
portions of the castle, fifty-two carpen-
ters in two shifts made forms in which
doorways, window casings and blocks for
the walls were cast.

After the ice had been hauled to the
building site, it was trimmed and laid
in the forms. These were then flooded
with water, which froze, making the
blocks uniform. When these blocks had
been laid in the walls, water was poured
over them; it froze and held them to-
gether like mortar. The walls of the
palace were eight feet thick; blocks for
other purposes were of varying dimen-
sions.

Working around the clock to complete
the job were from 250 to 350 laborers,
carpenters and ‘“ice masons.” The latter
received $2.50 to $3 a day; carpenters,

True West
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$3 to $3.50; and common laborers drew
$2.50. Actual construction began on De-
cember 1, and on December 15 the chi-
nooks blew in.

“In that warm wind the ice melts faster
than my men can lay it,” W. W. Coble
reported to the director general. “And
the water used to seal the blocks won’t
freeze.”

After pondering this problem, Wood
suggested, “Let’s get the fire department
to spray the blocks at night. They’ll
freeze then!”

With this problem solved, Coble con-
fronted Wood with another.

“Between the chinooks and the sun,
the whole palace is beginning to melt,”
he pointed out.

The director general had to come up
with a solution because the official open-
ing of the ice palace was set for Christ-
mas Day.

“Here’s $5,000 of my own money,”
Wood told the finance chairman of the
association’s board of directors. “Buy
10,000 yards of muslin to shade the walls
of the palace. We’ve got to keep that ice
from melting!”

THE GINPOLE used to lift the blocks
of ice broke and fell during the
chinooks, and two workers were injured,
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one seriously. About the same time one
of the north towers crumbled.

When cold weather finally set in again,
temperatures plunged to 10, sometimes
20, degrees below at night, at which time
the men repaired the palace and made
additional blocks of ice.

By Christmas Day costs had risen to
$60,000, and the palace was far from
completed. In fact, it was unfinished
when it was opened to the public on New
Year’s Day, 1896. The official gala open-
ing with parade and appropriate cere-
monies was not held until January 15.

By that time the glittering Leadville
Ice Palace had reached magnificent pro-
portions, with no indication of the battle
which had been waged with the weather.
The biggest, most expensive man-made
pile of ice in the world sparkled in the
winter sunlight. At night illuminated by
hundreds of electric lights embedded in
its walls, it glowed like a rare gem.
Proud citizens agreed that, with Wood’s
help, Leadville had really outdone itself.

The main portion of the mammoth
structure was 825 feet square. A south
extension housing a merry-go-round, was
60x80 feet. At the end of the extension
was an arch which spanned 27 feet over
Seventh Street. A separate building of
the same general architecture as the

Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection

Two views of the Leadville Ice Palace’s
‘indoor skating rink.

palace enclosed a riding gallery. Total
length of the palace was 4385 feet.

While the main towers were of irreg-
ular design, the north front towers were
octagonal and rose 90 feet. They were
40 feet in diameter. Turrets decorated
the eight corners of the octagon, along
with battlements and panelings. The cir-
cular south towers were 60 feet high and
30 feet in diameter. The corner circular
towers of the main building were 45 feet
above the ground and 20 feet in diameter.

There were entrances on the south and
east, and at the main north entrance
stood “Leadville,” an allegorical figure
19 feet high, on a 12-foot-tall pedestal.
Her outstretched right arm and hand
pointed to these hills from where the
town’s wealth had been taken. A scroll
on the statue announced in raised gold
figures that Leadville’s total production
of precious metals had been $200 million.

Admission to the palace was $1.
Through the main entrance visitors went
up the grand stairway into a foyer and
on to a variety of amusements. This in
itself was unique. The majority of ice
palaces built before 1895 were only for
the effect of the outer walls. A few had
an enclosed skating rink, but as a rule,
the only point of interest inside was an

(Continued on page 49)
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By LARRY HOLDEN

Photos Courtesy Author
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THE GALLOWS cast a short shadow.

It was almost noon, April 27, 1877.
James Edward Singleton stood on the
scaffold waiting to be the second man
ever hanged in Bee County, Texas.

Sunlight glinted off the shingles of the
courthouse behind the hurriedly con-
structed platform and ricocheting rays
sprinkled through the branches of a tree
in the town square of Beeville, the county
seat. The small crowd gathered to wit-
ness the execution was restless.

Sheriff David A. T. Walton asked if
anyone knew how to tie a hangman’s
noose. No one stepped forward. Finally
the condemned man, who had remained
silent until then, said that he knew how
to tie a noose. And so, in the role of his
own executioner, James Singleton tied
the hangman’s knot, which was promptly
placed around his neck. Sheriff Walton
then offered a liberal sum to anyone who
would cut the rope restraining the trap
door of the gallows. No one accepted.

Singleton turned to the sheriff and
said, “Goodbye, Mr. Walton.” Upon
uttering, “Goodbye, Mr. Holland,” and

. “Goodbye, Mr. Tucker,” to his guards, the
rope was cut (apparently by Sheriff
Walton) and Singleton was hanged. It
was 11:30 in the morning.

Only a few days before the execution,
Singleton had penned one of the strang-
est wills on record. Sitting in the damp-
ness of a jail cell in Galveston, Texas,
he wrote (punctuation and spelling are
Singleton’s. Parts of the original will
have been eaten away by silverfish, hence

It wasn't a very satisfactory hanging.

The victim wasn't properly contrite
and to make it worse, he got buried

in the "nice” part of the cemetery

Sheriff and Mrs. David A. T. Walton.
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the missing words in several sentences):

“In the Name of the Omnipotent, Omni-
present, Omnificient, of science and com-
mon sense Amen. I, J. E. Singleton
(cosmopolite) Now sojourning in Galves-
ton Jail, State of Texas, And, being of
sound mind. Do by these present, Will,
divise, and bequeath, (for the diffusion
of anatomical knowledge among man-
kind)—my mortal remains to J. J. Swann,
on the following conditions.

“First, that my body—after the exe-
cution—be prepared in the most scientific
& skillful manner known in anatomical
art, and placed in his Office, in the Court
house in Beeville—O- - - - ter temple of
Justice

“Second. It is my express desire—If
Dave Walton has no objection—That two
drumheads, be made of skin. On one of
which shall be written in Indelable char-
acters Popes universal prayer, & on the
other the following Verdict, —

Courtesy University of Texas Library, Austin, and Bee-Picayune

34 True West




e G e R 7 o NEF-s 20 oo S e

a most peculiar will, to which the press
gave wide publicity. In it he bequeathed
his skin to the district attorney, J. J.
Swan, who- had prosecuted him, directing
that it be stretched over a drumhead
and that the drum be beaten, to the tune
of ‘Old Mollie Hare,” in front of the
courthouse every year . .. ‘as a warning
to evil doers.” The remainder of his anat-
omy he bequeathed to the doctors, ‘in the
cause of science’.” ;

THERE IS no evidence that Singleton’s

wishes, as expressed in the will, were
carried out. The probability is that they
were not. There is, however, evidence of
a discrepancy in describing Singleton’s
character. Young refers to both Singleton
and the man he murdered, John C. Dwyer,
as “two of the bad men hanging about
town.” In a history of Bee County writ-
ten in 1939, Mrs. I. C. Madray, a lifelong
= resident of Beeville, wrote that “The
story of the Singleton hanging records a
sad page in the county’s history. He was a

Courtesy University of Texas Library, Austin, and Bee-Picayune

Second Bee County Courthouse, 1879-1912. (Continued on page 47)
“We, the Jury, find the defendant, Jas. Below, Aransas Creek, eight miles south of Beeville, where Singleton was hidden
W. Singleton, guilty of murder in the by the law. : L
first degree, as charged in the Indictment e L s : goouTe "kf& 4!

and assess the penalty of death.

“The said drum heads to be presented
to my distinguished friend and fellow-
citizen, Frank Boggus—drummer for
Tom Holly’s division—On the following
conditions that He, the aforesaid Frank
Boggus, shall beat, or cause to be beaten
on said drum heads, the popular tune
--------- front ------- on the 8th
day of June Annually.

“The viscera, and other parts of my
body, useless for anatomical purposes,
I wish composted for a fertilizer, and
presented to Mr. Barclay, proprietor of
the Grand Palace Hotel, in Beeville, to be
used by him for the purpose of nourish-
ing the growth of cabbage, turnips, per-
taters, and other garden sass, that the
worthy people of Bee County—or at least
the masculine portion thereof—may have
something to relieve the monotony of
hash & dried apples, ‘during their brief
sojourn at the aforesaid Hotel, while
assembled at Beeville, for the purpose
of dishing out Justice to Violators of the
Law.

J. E. Singleton.

“The foregoing is my last will and
testement, and I wish J. J. Swann to act Below, the town of Beeville in the early 1890s, photo looking west. taken from
as Executor. I feel very grateful to the the courthouse.

Citizens of Bee County invgeneral, and : . Courfesy Pvaersi?y of Texas L‘ibra‘ry Austin, and Bge-Pisa une
to J. J. Swann in particular for the .

many favors conferred upon me by them.
I also feel that T am indebted to them, to
some extent pecuiniarily, and being at
present in Indigent circumstances, I write
and leave this will, alike to liquidate my
debts, -and prove my gratitude.”

8

DOWN THROUGH the years, excerpts
from Singleton’s will have often ap-
peared in print. J. Frank Dobie included
an account of the incident written by
John Young, a deputy for Sheriff Wal-
ton and one of the guards who accom-
panied Singleton to Galveston, in his
book, A Vaquero of the Brush Country.
Commenting on the weird document,
Young noted that “Finally he made out
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Author’s note: Charlie Siringo spent
the summer of 1917 at the Frank Coe
~ranch on the Ruidoso. Helena Coe

LeMay, daughter of Frank, tells of their

meeting and of his visit at the homes
of her father and her sister, Mrs. Bert

Bonnell.

“WE HAD SPENT the winter in Ros-

well where my mother took us chil-
dren each year so that we might attend
school. Our summers were spent on the
ranch on the Ruidoso which we loved and
hated leaving.

“A day or so after getting home I took
Old Slim, my horse, for a workout which
he needed badly. I decided to go to the
post office in the store of my Uncle Jim
Tully. The road led up and across a
mesa and was a shortcut which saved
almost a half-mile.

“I was letting Old Slim go in order
to take some of the kinks out when I
first saw a horsebacker coming up the
mesa on the Eagle Creek trail. As he
came closer I could see he was leading
a horse and that there was an animal
following it.

“Ordinarily I recognized anyone using
that trail because there were no ranches
up that way until one reached the Fort
Stanton pasture, so I knew it was either
a cowboy from a neighboring ranch or

' one of Uncle Jim’s sons. As the rider ap-
proached I saw that he had a pack horse
but I could not identify the animal be-

~ hind it. A colt? It was large enough
for that, but cowboys don’t ride mares.

“Old Slim, too, was watching the ap-

- proach of the traveler and did not ap-

- prove it. The closer we got the more
unhappy he became and I had difficulty
both in holding him on the trail and
keeping my seat.

“When we came within hailing dis-
tance I saw that the straggler was an
enormous dog, a Russian wolfhound, and
a magnificent animal. The rider touched

Frank Coe’s daughter reminisces about a few
summer days a long time ago when a silent man
and a disdainful dog spun her young girl's
imagination like a top!

Charlie Siringo an

his hat and said ‘Howdy, Miss, I'm
Charlie Siringo. I’'m looking for the
Frank Coe ranch. Can you tell me where
1t 187

“Charlie Siringo—the name meant
nothing to me. But I could hardly answer
for looking at the man’s clothing. He
wore a huge Stetson with a rattlesnake-
skin band. His neckerchief was of bril-
liant red silk. His blue chambray shirt
was visible under a leather vest, fringed
at waist and pockets. His chaps glittered
with silver conchos and the holster of his
pistol was of tooled leather and fastened
with a massive silver buckle. What I
could see of his boot was black and
shiny but most of it was hidden by a
huge tapadero. His spur was of silver
with a very small rowel.

“His saddle, also tooled, had silver
conchos and was so new that it creaked
with the movements of his horse. The
bridle was tooled and had a fringe two
inches wide on the brow. The bits were
silver and the shafts were patterned in
what was known as the “gal leg” de-
sign.

“The stranger’s saddle blanket was a

Helena Coe sits surrounded by her daughters. Left to right: Edith Coe Rigsby, Anne Coe
Titsworth, Sydney Coe Bonnell and Helena Coe LeMay.

Courtesy Nellie Jones
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beautiful Navajo with red and black de-
signs on a white background. Under it
was a fine bay horse, weary but in good
condition. I noticed that the pack on the
lead horse was fastened securely with a
diamond hitch that only the practiced
can tie.

66 AS WE STOPPED, the dog moved

up to the rider’s stirrup and
watched me. In our country a wolfhound
was a rare sight.

“Mr. Siringo had repeated his question
before I replied that the Coe ranch was
the first as he went off the mesa. It was
about a mile away and the top of the
big red barn would be visible.

“ ‘I see. Do you know if Frank Coe is
at home?’

“ “Yes, sir,” I replied. ‘I'm his daughter.
He was at the house when I left.’

“‘Glad to know you, Miss. I’ll ride on.
Perhaps I can catch your father before
he leaves.’

“‘T’ll ride back with you.’

“‘That’s unnecessary, but I thank
you‘! ”

Siringo’s refusing her escort to the
house aroused the curiosity of Helena
Coe but she continued on her way. As
she rode she wondered about the purpose
of his trip. He was no cowboy looking
for a job. What did the man want? No
bronc buster would have used those
rowels. He looked a bit like some of the
Easterners who came to vacation at the
Bonnell ranch during the summer, but
none of them ever arrived on a horse.
Not one would know a diamond from a
half hitch. Moreover, had Bonnell’s been
his destination he would not have turned
off the trail toward her home.

Helena said, “I gave Old Slim his
head and he went on to the post office
where Uncle Jim wanted to hear the
news from home. I told what I knew and
went to the house to see Grandmother.
Getting away from her was not easy for
she, too, wanted news of the community
and she wanted detailed information.
Ordinarily I'd have sampled the candy
in Uncle Jim’s little store and emptied
Grandmother’s cookie jar but that day
I had no time for either. I tied the mail
on the saddle and struck a lope for home.
On the way I stopped at Bonnell’s to
ask if they’d seen the stranger but they
had not.

True West



Courtesy Mrs. Raymond W. Thorp

Charlie Siringo in a photo
taken shortly after his retire-
ment from twenty-two years as

BY EVE BALL a detective.

Photos Courtesy Author

“Bat Em Up Jake”

“Before I got in sight of the ranch I
slowed down. Dad did not approve of
running a horse except for heading
stock. I could see two mounts at the
hitching rack by the front gate and when
I rode up and tied mine, Dad and the
stranger were sitting out in the yard in
the shade of the big cottonwoods. Dad
was whittling. That meant that the con-
versation was interesting.

(Continued on page 46)

The Coe Ranch from the mesa north of the
ranch house looking south.
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Coesv herling Clecﬁn
The Potter Mercantile Company, later known as the Molson Trading Company.

L
Courtesy Sherling Collection

Above, the Molson, Washington school, built in 1914-15. Its first class (shown below)
was in September 1916. The author is circled.

Courtesy Sherling Collection
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OLD MOLSON
By Leonard H. Boucher

MOLSON, Washington, located in the

northeastern corner of the state,
1% miles south of the Canadian border,
was once a prosperous little city of 500
souls. It could have been a metropolis
except for the whim of Mother Nature.

I lived in or near Molson for many
years and have many memories of the
nice little town that lived, prospered
and died, all within a period of forty
years.

The hub of mining and farming in-
terests, Molson was started in 1898 by
George B. Meacham, a mining- promoter
with interests in the Poland China Mine.
He, along with a number of associates,
formed a company of sorts and began
erecting some buildings. Before long 200
persons were contributing to the economy
of our fast growing municipality. Hous-
ing was at a premium, and Molson vir-
tually became a city of tents. Ironically,
the town was named for John W. Molson,
a Canadian businessman who had mining
interests in the area but who, as far as
is known, had never set foot on any of
his Molson holdings.

During its heyday, and with an area
of around two square miles, Molson had
an imposing array of business houses. I
doubt very much that any town in the
Northwest, of comparable size, could
match these totals. Any town with a
present ghost status, that is. Most of
the following businesses I remember;
some were gleaned from the memories
of my elders: Four banks, eight saloons,
three post office locations, five general
or mercantile stores, (Nash General, Pot-
ter Mercantile, Molson Mercantile, Dun-
lap Department Store, Diamond Gen-
eral).

Of stores that stocked only groceries,
there were three: McCoy’s, Wilson’s, and
Ben Prince. Later on, Wilson’s Grocery
stocked school supplies and miscellaneous
items. There were many butcher shops.
The ones I remember are McGraw’s, Otto
Remke, and Cederbloom. We also had
two lumber yards. The town was served
by five hotels: The Molson, the Imperial,
the Wallace, the Tonasket, the Russell.
All were destroyed by fire at one time
or another, with the exception of the
Russell which operated until 1940.

In addition to these there were many
smaller business houses, no less impor-
tant to us. A furniture store, several
millinery shops, three harness shops, a
flour mill, three livery stables, several
barber shops and pool halls. Three med-
ical doctors lived in Molson—Tyler, Ef-
ner, and Beale. There were also six doc-
tors of veterinary medicine—Neal, Thay-
er, Jaeggers, Richmond, Nelson, and
Tripp.

True West
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The Eaton and Dunn were our thea-
tres, and the McGraw, Boucher, and
Dimmitt our restaurants. Water was
supplied from privately owned wells. The
well directly behind my restaurant sup-
plied water for two other businesses be-
sides mine.

Electric power was available but lim-
ited in quantity. Most families used
lamps. The Great Northern Railroad ran
daily passenger trains through the town;
mines and sawmills dotted the outlying
areas, and grain farming was extensive.

THE DECLINE of Molson started

about 1922. We had a severe drought
which lasted for several years. Crop after
crop failed. Then mines petered out,
and Potter’s sawmill, the largest in the
area, folded up and moved out. Farmers
striving to keep their heads above water
mortgaged their lands to the hilt. When
these funds were exhausted they moved
away, leaving the banks and land com-
panies with thousands of acres of farm
land on their hands. Men who had been
employed on these farms were laid off
and, having no other means of income,
packed up their worldly goods and
moved on to other locations, as did the
mine and sawmill workers.

The Great Northern tore up its tracks
in 1927, leaving Molson without any
means of transportation. By 1940 all
semblance of a town had disappeared.
When I last visited there in 1951, only
four buildings were left. Where the Wal-
lace Hotel had stood, a private home had
been built. The other three structures
were the Dunlap Store building, the Mol-
son Mercantile building, and the school.
The Molson Mercantile building is now
being used as a Grange Hall. I tried to

Threshers on John Owens Ranch on the western Stanislaus County line, California,
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find the remains of some of the other
buildings, but even the foundations had
disappeared. All had been razed and the
lumber hauled away.

I parked my car across the street
from the school, directly in front of the
lot on which my restaurant had once
stood, rested my head on the back of the
car seat, and let my mind drift back
into the past. As I closed my eyes, I
could see myself as a child of ten, playing
in the yard of a brand new school that
had been built in 1915, and in which I
was a charter student. As this image
faded away, I could see myself as a
young adult riding down the street on
Kitty, my little black mare. People from
all walks of life were waving to me from
the street or from their places of busi-
ness. Tied to hitching racks were saddle
ponies and work teams awaiting the re-
turn of their owners. Standing hip-shot
with heads hanging low, they paid scant
attention to my approach.

Shifting my weight in the saddle I
eagerly scanned the faces before me
hoping to find a familiar one, but it was
hopeless. Every one was a blank. I jerked
around in the saddle as the shrill whistle
of a locomotive engine penetrated my
senses. People were hurrying to the
depot to watch the train come in. Not
wishing to miss the fun, I pricked Kitty
lightly with the spurs, and headed her in
the direction of the depot. Looking back,
I can’t remember why meeting the train
was so much fun, but it must have been,
because most everyone who could make
it would be there.

The excitement was always short-lived
for there was very little business to be
taken care of aside from two or three
passengers getting off or on, and the mail

Queen built by “Daniel Best” Company.

to be picked up by the postmaster. Too
quickly it was over. A voice called, “All
aboard,” and the train slowly started to
move away from the station—moving
faster and faster as the engineer pushed
forward on the throttle. I used to watch
until the last coach faded from my sight,
then turn my pony toward home and
slowly ride away.

At this point my mind drew a blank.
Try as I would, I could not conjure up
more mental images, so I opened my eyes
and looked about. What met my gaze al-
most made me close my eyes again, for all
about me were acres and acres of grain,
growing right to the street’s edge.

I started my car, and drove slowly
through what was left of Molson, Wash-
ington. The silence was awesome. No
friendly voices called to me as I passed
by. No friendly hands were raised to
greet me. All were gone. Gone forever,
never to return. All that is left of this
once prosperous little town is emptiness.
And for a moment, do you know what
I felt like? A ghost!

MONEY IN BREAD DOUGH
By R. A. Sutliff

IN THE 1880s Nathaniel S. Harrold, a

well-to-do California wheat rancher,
hired two Chinese cooks, one for his
family and one for the ranch hands. As
he only paid them fifteen dollars a
month, he didn’t get much “cook” but
two very slick China boys.

Nate, when he needed money for the
ranch, was in the habit of going to Oak-
dale to the Haslaker and Kohn Bank
where he had a large account. He always
took along in his spring wagon a black,
iron-covered kettle which he used for
that purpose only. After he got his
money home safely he always turned
it over to his wife who placed the kettle
in the milk cooler. Nate had picked up
$600 in gold and silver on this trip and
followed the usual procedure.

Along in the fall of that year the two
cooks decided to quit and go to Stockton.
When Nate went to get the money to pay

(Continued on page 66)

1899. Left, a Holt combine. Right, a Harvest

Courtesy R. A. Sutliff
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~ He understood what a good horse could do and what a good rider could do.
Sometimes this added up to more than his audience
could believe possible, so they tagged him

OG HORN Clancy once wrote, “In the

tempo of American Life and the rodeo
as it is today we win temporary fame,
we star, we are acclaimed by untold
thousands, we retire or pass on, and are
soon forgotten. . . .

“We move so fast that it seems we do
not have time to remember those who
were great, those who added much to
the progress of the very business from
which we gain our livelihood.”

He was talking about Ted Elder, one of
the most daring horsemen who ever
lived.

Ted, for seven years holder of the

40

title
World,” was born October 9, 1897 in

“Champion Trick Rider of the

Hinckley, Utah, the son of Jonathan
and Bertha Ann Dewsnup Elder. The
family moved to Alberta, Canada, when
Ted was about four years old, and his
boyhood was spent on a homestead
ranch.

Ted was born with an instinctive love
of animals, especially horses, and so
upon reaching military age, he and his
brother Clarence joined the Northwest
Mounted Police. When World War 1
came along, the two brothers, seeing
little or no chance of getting overseas,

By MILT HINKLE and MILDRED ELDER

Photos Courtesy Milt Hinkle

left the Mounties and joined the unit
known as Lord Strathcona’s Horse Cav-
alry. Shortly afterward, just as they
were within three weeks of being sent
overseas, the armistice was signed, leav-
ing the young adventurers high and dry
in Canada, when in their courageous
hearts they wanted to be in France chas-
ing the Germans.

About eight months later they were
back in Alberta, helping on their father’s
ranch again, but this was too tame for
Ted. He had seen the outside world. He
left home intending to go to South Amer-
ica. This he figured would give him a

True West




chance to learn the Spanish language,
which he very much wanted to do. To
earn money to pay his passage he worked
on the docks of Seattle, Washington. He
worked during the day and went to
school at night.

One day, while walking down the
street, Ted noticed a picture on a bill-
board. It was a cowboy on a bucking
bronc, advertising the Pendleton, Oregon
Roundup. Quickly making a decision that
was to influence the rest of his life and
without going back to the docks to col-
lect his pay, he caught the first freight
train headed for Pendleton. Rodeos and
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Elder performing for the 101 Ranch Show made the jump standing on only one horse
which was more dangerous than using two (left).

similar work were to be his life for many
years to come.

ETTING A JOB on a ranch near
Pendleton, he broke horses and
gentled them for others to ride in the
next “Roundup.” Ted himself was ready,
or he thought he was. At the try-out, he
got aboard a really wild one owned by
C. B. Irwin of Wyoming.

Ted’s first venture was a sight to see.
He held on until the pick-up man came
to his rescue. The horse was named
Lightning Creek, and for a time Ted
thought “lightning” had struck him on
all four sides. Even so, he wasn’t dis-
couraged. Getting up from his first spill
and dusting off his chaps with his hat,
he climbed on I-B-Dam, another top
horse belonging to Mr. Irwin. The green-
horn cowboy didn’t last long, for I-B-
Dam let him have every trick he knew.
Ted fell off and landed on his own two
feet in the rear of the bucking horse,
flying hoofs just missing his head by
inches. I-B-Dam whirled, twisted and
bucked. This was the first time an Asso-
ciation Saddle was used. The year was
1920.

On that same day, Ted rode in the
Wild Horse Race, and was confident he
knew all about horses, but as all cowboys
know, a “wild horse” bucks differently
from one trained to buck. For the first
time in his life Ted Elder stayed in bed
the next day until noon, every muscle
and bone aching and crying for help.
He was sore all over, but still game.

Will Byers came into his life about

this time. Will had show stock, chariot
racing and Pony Express horses. He
hired Ted to go on a circuit from Mar-
shalltown, Iowa back to Pendleton, Ore-
gon. Ted had learned to ride by this
time—trick riding, using a surcingle,
doing stunts such as shoulder stands,
vaults and many others. From this he
got a start in rodeo.

Fog Horn Clancy was in Perry, Iowa,
putting on a rodeo for three days, and
using Byers’ stock. Ted rode in competi-
tion with some of the best. He rode in
the Roman races, chariot races and also
performed some original stunts he had
originated. How beautiful it was to see,
for all of Byers’ horses were cream-
colored with pure white manes and tails.

Ted did not have a saddle of his own
but knowing he would have to get one
eventually, he went to a nearby livery
stable and had one remade for his own
particular act. Soon he was well on his
way to becoming the Champion Trick
Rider of the World, which title he held
seven times.

After being with rodeos all summer,
completing a full season, Ted went to
Horse Creek, Wyoming to winter with
C. B. Irwin. In the spring, they opened
in Cheyenne. This was the first time he
had a bona fide contract to use his trick
saddle.

Later this same year, he appeared at
the Calgary Stampede and won the
trophy which had been given by Mary
Pickford, the famous movie star, for the
Roman race. In this race the rider stands
on two horses, balancing himself on their
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bare backs with only the reins to hold
him steadily aloft.

After several engagements, Ted went
to Bozeman, Montana, and thereafter to
Denver, Colorado. In Denver he won his
first championship. This was followed
by a trip to England, where he took
second place, losing to Tommy Kiernan,
on points. :

N 1925 Ted joined the Ringling Broth-

ers Barnum & Bailey Circus. On this
show he got the polishing he needed and
became the featured star. He told John
Ringling that he wanted very much to
go back to Madison Square Garden in
New York to try for another champion-
ship, and Ringling was enthusiastic
about it. He offered Ted the horse he
had used in the circus. In fact, the head
of the “Greatest Show on Earth” not
only sent this horse by special baggage
car to.New York, but upon its arrival
there had it met by six beautifully
matched grays pulling an ornate circus
wagon. Ted’s horse was placed inside,
and regally rode the streets of New
York as if he were the “King” of horses
which indeed he was. It was only a one-
wagon parade, but the sophisticated New
Yorkers gaped and realized that some-
thing new had come to town.

For two weeks this horse went through
the tricks he had learned so well from
his master, and at last the final day of
- the engagement arrived. It is customary
 on closing day for the riders to compete
for the championship. They draw Ilots
and then go into the arena in rotation,
performing their own individual tricks,
which the one following must perform in
addition to his own—and the one follow-
ing must do this successfully or be auto-
matically eliminated from the contest.
When several men are competing this
can add up to quite a lot to master, and
Ted was far down on the list. He had
to do everything that had been done be-
fore his entry and then he performed
his own special act.
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The man Ted followed into the arena
was a champion in his own right, but
Ted managed to do everything the cham-
pion had done. Then, bracing himself
for the finale, the champion and Ted
did five runs around the arena, doing
all of the other competitors’ tricks and
then adding his own specialty at top
speed. Ted’s trick consisted of turning
backward in the saddle, diving down be-
tween the horse’s hind legs, passing the
turn, and then flipping back over into
the saddle facing forward.

The crowd went wild and the other
cowboys cheered Ted as they had never
cheered before. Buck Stewart, the cham-
pion, tried twice to do this trick and
failed both times. Ted showed his sports-
manship by going out to Stewart in the
ring and showing him how to fix his
saddle strings so that he might do the
trick. But Stewart could not complete
the crucial turn and rode out of the
arena, leaving the championship of the
year 1926 to “Suicide Ted.”

It is said the cowboy got that title
because a woman in the stands, growing
hysterical, rose to her feet and screamed,
“What is he trying to do—commit sui-
cide?” And that name has stuck ever
since.

Ted held his championship for seven
years, retiring undefeated.

LEAVING Ringling Brothers Circus
and the contests behind, he signed
on with the 101 Ranch Show. It was
during this time that he broke and
trained two beautiful Irish Hunter
horses to jump over an automobile while
he stood on their backs Roman style.
Before the season was over, one of the
Hunters became crippled, and Ted, in
order to hold his contract, went to Zack
Miller and offered to do the act with
only one horse. Though the act was
much more dangerous with one horse
than two, it being more difficult to
keep one’s balance, Colonel Miller con-
sented, saying, “If you can do it, the
contract stands.”
Ted was aware that he might have
a bad spill, and arranged for a load of
sawdust to be placed where he could

land in case of a fall. For six weeks,
twice a day, he took a tumble.

Striving for perfection, Ted had pic-
tures taken to pinpoint his mistake. He
found that as his horse made the jump,
the horse’s body rolled to one side throw-
ing Ted off balance. Once this was recti-
fied, the act was perfected. When the
crippled horse recovered, Ted used two
horses again.

During the off-season, he taught the
horses a new stunt. He soaked burlap
bags in gasoline and taught them to
jump over the automobile as flames and
smoke rose to the top of the arena. All
summer long he practiced this act. His
patience was finally rewarded and, as
far as it is known, no other performer
ever attempted this trick. Many have
used various obstacles, but training an
animal to overcome its natural fear of
fire is not easy.

One particular night the house was
packed. During the act one horse slipped
a little and fell into the car. He was
thrashing to get out, but couldn’t. Ted
thought the horse was going to roll over
him, so he crawled under the car. The
horse knocked off the windshield, both
doors and the steering wheel, and laid
back the front seat—and then went run-
ing to the gate where he had been ac-
customed to going out.

The audience thought Ted had been
killed by the horse. When he crawled
out from under the car, the people stood
and gave him one of the biggest ovations
of his career. They were so glad he was
alive.

IN 1932 with Cy Compton, Ted went on
a tour of Sweden, Denmark, Belgium,
Holland and France. He was acclaimed
and applauded everywhere, performing
before royalty in some of these countries.
But Ted Elder took it all in stride—
it was the show, not its viewers, which
gave him his greatest happiness. If he
could add a thrill to the performance with
his skill and audacity he was satisfied.
It has been said he could walk with kings
and remain humble—and that is true.
Ted has a wry sense of humor. Once
(Continued on page 72)
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If you have information concerning
persons referred to below, do not write
to us. Communicate directly with the
letter writer.

The Rev. Pleasant Tackitt (Tackett)

I am trying to trace the background
of the Rev. Pleasant Tackitt (or Tack-
ett) who was born in Kentucky near
Louisville on April 22, 1803. His parents
Lewis and Elizabeth (Bashum) Tackitt
moved to Missouri and the Rev. Tackitt
was appointed by the Missouri Con-
ference to Arkansas in 1830 as a mis-
sionary to the Indians. He married Kesia
Bruton (or Brewton) in Pope County,
Arkansas in 1830. In 1854 he came to
Texas and settled first in Parker Coun-
ty, later in Young County.

The only relative of his that I know
anything about was a brother, Mann
Darius Tackitt, who settled in Jack
County near the present town of Jacks-
boro. He was my great-great-grandfather
and I am hoping to find some of his
relatives or their descendants who can
help me trace farther back in his back-
ground. I know very little about him
before he came to Texas except that
he was licensed to be a Methodist min-
ister about 1826 and served as mission-
ary to the Indians.—Mrs. Howard K.
Williams, 302 North Henderson, Rusk,
Texas 75785

Martin McAnnelly-Tom Mays-Smith

I am seeking information about the
children or grandchildren of Martin Me-
Annelly who married Mary Smith,
daughter of Moses Howell Smith and
Cynthia E. Jones Smith of Guadalupe
County, Texas. Originally from Fayette

County, Alabama, in 1854 they migrated |

to Texas. Martin and Mary lived for a
time at Flatonia, Texas. Tom Mays of
Bastrop, Texas married Catherine (Kate)
Smith Hall, sister of Mary Smith. Cath-
erine and Mary had brothers: Wiley
Marshall, George Washington, Daniel
Franklin, Isaac Newton, Anderson
(Andy) Smith and also a sister named
Sarah or Sally, Most of these people
lived at or close to Luling, Lockhart and
Seguin, Texas. I would like to know when
and where Martin and his wife and Tom
and his wife died and where they are
buried or any other information I may
be able to get.—L. E. Smith, 305 East
5th Street, Austin, Texas 78701

James Pinkney Evans
I would like to hear from anyone who
has any information on my grandfather,
James Pinkney Evans who died shortly
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Treasures Lost or Buried

in the Past
Can Be Yours Today!

Now find buried gold, silver, out-of-circulation coins the easy
way with a modern RELCO detector. Used by successful
treasure hunters and coin collectors everywhere.

© Models for detecting a single lost or buried gold, silver, copper
or nickle coin.

® Works through earth, vegetation, wood, rock, water, etc.

® I.olt;ate lost or buried jewelry, treasure, minerals, historical
relics.

e Excellent for beach combing, searching ghost towns, old hattle
sites, parks, abandoned buildings, etc.

e Fully transistorized. Powered by inexpensive battery.

e Written guarantee.

e Weighs only 3 pounds.

® No cumbersome earphones. Powerful loudspeaker “sounds off”
when object in detected.

Amazingly low
factory-to-you priced I

o Just $1995.0812950

Send no money. Write for free
catalog and “treasure hunting tips.”

DEPT.NY1 P.O.BOX10839 |
HOUSTON, TEXAS 77013_)

Join New Exclusive . . .

DOLLARAMA CLUB!

BEAUTIFUL SILVER DOLLAR COLLECTIONS

Those people who like Silver Dollars are in for a special treat.
Here’'s a delightful low-cost way to build superb collections
at your own speed. No minimum purchases. Free supplies to
members. The entire family will enjoy this service. Designed
to provide fun and pleasure. Free membership particulars.

MONTEREY COINS, 311 Homeland N.W., Albuquerque, N.M. 87114

THE ISSUES OF TODAY ARF
THE RARITIES OF TOMORROW!

Hardly a mail goes by but that we get letters saying *

‘A
missed this or that issue of TRUE WEST or FRONTIER
TIMES."” . . . By golly, many of 'em are now unavailable.
S0-0-0-0-0 . . . bend your good ear forward and . .

DON'T MISS A SINGLE ISSUE!

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC., P.O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704

| enclose: $4.00 for 6 issues of each magazine
$7.00 for 12 issues of each magazine

Name

Address

City State Zip.

gy New_____ Renewal
——This is a Gift Subscription. Please send one of your special
gift announcement cards with my compliments.
Sent by
(If you don't want to cut this magazine, order on a sheet of paper.)
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See What Natural Gold Really Looks Like
with this new beautiful 5 power pocket battery

powered flashlight magnifying glass. A host of
uses. Comes with a small NUGGET, ready to
operate. Weight 4Y> oz. Price only $3.95, pre-
paid and insured to you. May be shipped C.O.D.
WHITE'S ELECTRONICS, INC.
1011 Pleasant Valley Road, Room 40!
Sweet Home, Oregon 97386

BRANDING IRONS!
®
MADE TO YOUR ORDER
A real Branding Iron of your own to reproduce
your BRAND, Name, Initials, Signature or any
Drawing on many of your Personal Posses-
| sions.
® Great Gift e Priced from $9.95
e Satisfaction Guaranteed

Send for Free Brochure and Sample of Branded
Stationery showing Detail Possibilities.

BANTY BRANDS

Box 144-W Douglas, Wyoming 82633

COEUR D"ALENE DIARY
For 85 years the Coeur d’Alene
Mining District has been a silver
mining cenfer. Now a book has
been written about the first 10
years of hardrock mining in North

aho.

This book presents tales of early day mining and
milling in Burke, Gem, Wardner, Mullan and Wallace.
Stories of railroading and steamboating are included,
along with the gun battles at Gem and the blowing
up of the Frisco Mill during the 1892 lbor war.

ORDER NOW: $8.95 postpaid for an autographed
gogy; 319 pages with many historic photos, map and
index.

Box 3

R. G. Magnuson
Wallace, Idaho 83873

THE GOLDEN TREASURES

of the San Juan (Colorado) by John B. Marshall
and Temple H. Cornelius is in reprint edition at
$4.50, book with maps, photos, and information,
233 pages. Write to

SWALLOW PRESS, INC.
1139 S. Wabash Avenue

Chicago, Illinois 60605

“Zcnd HIDDEN TREASURES &
Find TREASURE and RELICS with new 1969 models.

bl

Used by professionals and amateurs the world over.
Guaranteed to detect Gold, Silver Coins,
battlefield relics. FREE INFORMATION.

RAYSCOPE °="

Box 715 No. Hollywood, Calf. 91603

NEVADA LAND

NEAR BOOMING MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS
Land is just off U.S. 80 freeway and Humboldt
River near Meadow Valley Ranchos and Elko,
Nevada. Ranches, hunting and fishing in area.
Nearby similar land is selling for $475 per acre.
Excellent investment at $80 per acre. 20 acres
$1600 full price. $20 down, $20 month. Write

Owner, Box 1667, Glendale, Calif. 91209.
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before the birth of my father, Bobbie E.
Evans in 1889 in Hamilton County, Tex-
as, or his family. One story says
that my grandfather was from central
Tennessee and another that he was from
England. One says that he died from a
fever and another that he was shot. My
grandmother remarried soon after and
for some reason she did not want my
father to know about his father’s peo-
ple and refused to talk about them.

My grandmother’s maiden name was
Sarah Jane Greene. Her father was a
thirty-two degree Master Mason and she
was said to be a direct descendant of an
American Revolutionary War officer.
Her mother’s maiden name was Amanda
Doty. My grandmother and her family
migrated from Arkansas to Texas when
my grandmother was a small child, I
think. My grandmother had dark hair
and brown eyes and my father had sandy
hair and pale blue eyes. It is considered
that at least two of my grandparents
must have been nearsighted as near-
sightedness is a hereditary disorder. My
grandfather was said to have been a
school teacher as well as a rancher.—
F. Evans, Box 195, Slidell, Louisiana
70458

Myrtle Dudley

I would appreciate very much if any-
one could help me locate my sister Myr-
tle Dudley. At the time I last saw her
in Pasadena, California in 1932 she was
employed as a domestic by a family living
on Mountain Street. I have since made
many trips to California and Arizona.
All the people I talked to said she just
left without saying where she was going.
We were small when both of us were
placed in an orphanage. I went on my
own when I was fourteen in 1919 and
when I was seventeen I entered the army
where I stayed most of the time until
1944. T was mustered out totally dis-
abled. Since that time my health has
been failing steadily and now I must
spend most of my time in a veteran’s
hospital. I would be very grateful if I
could at least hear from her and then,
God willing, I might even get to see her
again.—John D. Dudley, 700 9th Avenue
South, Clinton, Iowa 52732

Geneva Marie Haller

I am trying to locate my sister, Geneva
Marie Haller, whom I haven’t seen for
forty-nine years. In 1919 when my father
left Texas to live in Seattle, Washing-
ton he took my brother Louis Haller and
my sister Geneva with him. I haven’t
seen her since. My father returned to
Texas and passed away in 1935. Geneva
left home and married Ervin Worsham
who sheared sheep in the country around
San Francisco, California. Later they
separated and in 1950 he passed away.
My sister had blue eyes and brown hair
(may be grey or dyed now) and was
five feet tall and weighed about 115 or
120 pounds. She is like her father, who
was short and heavy when older and he
had blue eyes and brown hair. Father’s
name was August Ben Haller. I do not
know if my sister remarried or if so to
whom. My sister was born here in San
Antonio, Texas on November 15, 1909.

I have some pictures but she was just a
child when they were taken and people
can change a lot in that many years.
Perhaps a reader might know her and
where she is living.—Mrs. Ella Smith,
221 Lotus, San Antonio, Texas 78210

The French Lady’s Treasure
(Continued from page 11)

“Nope,” I says.

“Can’t you take me down to Astoria
in the skiff? I could get a boat there.”

“Could,” says I, “but couldn’t take the
trunk. And you wouldn’t get very far
without the trunk.”

“] wouldn’t get very far anyway,” she
says. “Let’s go back to camp.” So I
paddled her back the mile or so we’'d
come in the skiff.

Turned out there was a couple of
police officers there at the house with
Mr. Kempton. Turned out that Miller had
blackmailed them that time he visited
and knowed all about what happened at
St. Paul. Second time they wouldn’t pay
him any money, so he took his story to
the police.

Mr. Kempton had been a whoremaster
in St. Paul, and Denny Kempton had
been a mistress of ceremonies, as it were,
in one of Kempton’s establishments.
(That was the source of money, evi-
dently, that he received every month from
St. Paul.) One of the girls where Mrs.
Kempton hung out had a real or imagined
grievance against Kempton and went
after him with a knife. So he killed her.

Mrs. Kempton was the only witness,
and he had married her to keep her
from testifying. That was why, in part,
she was running away—that and the
scandal. As it turned out, it was her
testimony and his scar from the knife
wound that saved his neck—got him an
outright acquittal when the trial finally
come up.

All this took some time, and meanwhile
I had long ago left the Kempton place
and was working on the river. Kempton
sold out both his camps and his forest
privileges, partly to pay expenses of the
trial. After it was all over, he come back
to Oregon with Mrs. Kempton.

Whether it was the trial or all the
whiskey he drunk or some disease, I
don’t know. He come back to Oregon,
bought a hundred and sixty acres of land
right along a gully, bought hisself five
donkey engines, and built a twelve-foot
drain down the middle of the canyon.
Next he cleared both slopes of the can-
yon of all brush and timber, and set to
leveling off that land, moving the dirt
from the sides of the canyon onto the
twelve-foot drain at the bottom. Anybody
ask him what he was doing, said he was
building a hog ranch. Before he ever
finished that crazy job, he went com-
pletely crazy and died violent. ;

I'm not right sure what happened to
Mrs. Kempton. Heard in a roundabout
sort of way that she moved to another
town, changed her name the easy way
by marrying again, and had a flock of
kids. That would be nice if it happened
that way, because I ever once in a while
think about that lady, and it’s always
with a little bit of a lump in my throat.

True West



WESTERN BOOK
ROUMDLID

By The Old Bookaroos

ATTENTION

We do not handle the books reviewed
below. If interested in purchasing,
please check your local bookstore, or

dress your order to the individual
publisher in care of this office and
we will be glad to forward.

GREAT WESTERN GHOSTS

The wide-open spaces, lofty mountains,
and howling winds of the West were
effective in the development of countless
Indian legends and the ghost stories
which have become a part of Western
Americana. The Western Writers of
America have tracked down and recorded
the stories of some of the area’s most
famous ghosts. Great Ghost Stories of
the Old West (Four Winds Press, $3.50)
edited by Betty Baker and illustrated by
Mel Fowler, is a collection of seven top
ghost tales. S. Omar Barker, Will Henry,
Clay Fisher, Thomas Thompson, Phoebe
and Todhunter Ballard, T. U. Olsen, and
Glenn R. Vernam are the authors. Cow-
boys, outlaws, Indians, railroaders, min-
ers, and settlers all knew of ‘“ghosts,”
and told their versions with feeling and
convictions. Highly entertaining.

A SPECTACULAR!

Public interest is readily directed to-
ward disasters that threaten human
life, and train wrecks have always de-
manded plenty of attention. Over fifty
years ago, a train wreck became the
theme of a popular folk song when the
hero, Casey Jones, gunned the throttle
on old 99 and didn’t make a curve. The
planned head-on collision of two old loco-
motives was a sure crowd-getter at coun-
try fairs and other celebrations. A new
book called 7Train Wrecks (Superior,
$12.50) by Robert C. Reed presents a
pictorial history of spectacular train
accidents in the United States. The au-
thor adds to our enlightenment by classi-
fying train wrecks in the following cate-
gories: derailments, head-on collisions,
rear-end collisions, bridge disasters,
telescopes, fires, running gear failures,
hotboxes and broken parts, run-aways,
crossing accidents and boiler explosions.
Included is a selected bibliography of
value to railway buffs.

CHEROKEE LORE

Students of Indian Americana should
find an item of interest in New Echota
Letters (Southern Methodist University
Press, $5.00) edited by Jack Frederick
Kilpatrick and Anna Gritts Kilpatrick.
The book is composed of selected articles
written by Samuel Austin Worcester for
The Cherokee Phoenixz at New Echota,
Oklahoma Territory. It first was pub-
lished seven years after the great Chero-
kee leader, Sequoyah, had invented the
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Cherokee alphabet. A missionary, Sam-
uel Worcester, wrote articles for The
Cherokee Phoenix in both English and
Cherokee. Some of his articles in Eng-
lish, which appeared in the newspaper,
make up the text of this book. The
writings deal with Cherokee life, lin-
guistics, mythology, social history, and
politics. There is a good bibliography, but
no index.

LOOKING FOR LOOT?

Treasure hunting has been a peren-
nially popular subject for readers and
searchers since the first pirate sup-
posedly buried his loot and constructed
a rude map by which to find it again.
Treasure: How and Where to Find It
(Arco Publishing Co., $4.95) by Robert
I. Nesmith and John S. Potter, Jr. is a
handbook of information for the treasure
seeker. Included are details about how
two million dollars worth of Spanish loot
was recovered off the Florida coast, the
forty-four men who lost their lives seek-
ing the Lost Dutchman Mine, and the
West Indian town of Port Royal which
sank into the sea and was found three
centuries later together with rich pirate
treasure. The book is wide in scope, cov-
ering treasure lost under water and on
land, mines, robbers’ and pirates’ loot,
gold panning and placer mining. Loca-

tions are listed coast to coast and equip-

ment and techniques are described.
Nesmith is a world famous consultant
to treasure seekers and Potter is author
of The Treasure Diver’s Guide. Maps,
profuse illustrations, exploration of
treasure terms and equipment, and rules
of ownership will make this book useful
to the student and seekers of treasure.

FOR ALL AGES!

Young People’s Arizona (The Naylor
Co., $3.95) by Oren Arnold is an illus-
trated reader for young people of all
ages. Arnold, author of dozens of books,
has received recognition and awards for
his service to Arizona. His recent Arizona
Under the Sun is a book about the sun-
shine state for adults. Young People’s
Arizona presents the state as being full
of young people as contrasted to a com-
mon picture of a home for the retired
or incapacitated. Arnold tells of these
young people and the things about Arizo-
na which attract them—Arizona’s herit-
age, how people make a living, fun in
the sun, Indians, and natural history.
The book end maps of the state, draw-
ings and a photo section, a selected
bibliography on Arizona, and an index.

BEST

COOKER'
BEST

WARMER'

#Charcoal Broil # Smoke Cook  Roast

Bake » Barbeque (Rotisserie) # Fry

*Space Heat! The Tinl. fires up in
minutes...heats for hours unattended
The most versatile stove for campers
use it indoors, outdoors; on trips or
at homel Burns wood, charcoal for the
most, delicious meals; warmest heater ever/
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BLEVINS
STIRRUP
BUCKLES

BLEVINS “'SPECIAL"
PAT. #3,314,12

$5.50

New four post tongue for 3'' buckle. Makes buckle
stronger and sturdier. One piece tongue is also
off-set to let the stirrup leather go through more
smoothly. The 25" width has one piece off-set
tongue with two posts instead of the four in the
3" width. Easy to change stirrup’lengths quickly
and easy fo install—won't slip or stick.

Made of stainless steel and heat-treated alumi-
num. Sleeves covered with leather prevent rub-
bing horse or saddle. Order either special, im-
proved or regular style buckle.

AT YOUR DEALERS OR

BLEVINS MFG.. CO.
WHEATLAND, WYO. 82201

EE to EEEEEOnly ¢
Sizes5to 13 ¢
Men only. Casual, 48
dress, work shoes
that really fit.
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Books Found ...

Out-of-print books at lowest prices!
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Western Americana and Indian Books a
specialty. Fast service. Send us your wants
—no obligation.

International Bookfinders
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Box 3003-TW Beverly Hills, Calif.
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See how your words can be turned into a song. Songs
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poems or songs for prompt FREE information,
CROWN MUSIC CO.

49 West 32 st Studio 299, New York 10001

BOOK AUTHORS!

Join our successful authors in a FREE

complete and reliable publishing pro-
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How Te Publish Your Book.
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Charlie Siringo
(Continued from page 37)

“‘Come here, Zubie,” he called. ‘I want
you to meet Charlie Siringo, the great
cowboy detective.’

“‘I met him on the mesa as I rode
off,” 1 replied. And Mr. Siringo added
that T had been kind enough to direct
him to the ranch.

“Dad looked at Old Slim and said,
‘Kinda went in a hurry, didn’t you?

“Yeah,” I answered. All the time I
kept an eye on Mr. Siringo for I thought
he might tell Dad how fast I’d left him
on the mesa. But he never batted an eye
and neither did I. I knew he would ‘do
to take along,” as Dad would have ex-
pressed it.

“Pointing to the wolfhound stretched
out by Siringo, Dad said, ‘And this is
Eat ’em up Jake.” The dog looked at me
and blinked as though to acknowledge
the introduction. I was tongue-tied.
Imagine that beautiful, aristocratic
creature’s having such a name!

“DURING the entire afternoon Dad

and Siringo talked of places and
events, and ‘I was consumed with in-
terest. Their conversation gradually got
around to the Lincoln County War and
Billy the Kid. When they hit that topic
I listened intently. So did Eat ’em up
Jake.

“Whenever Dad referred to the ‘war’
we knew he referred to the trouble in
Lincoln County. We knew, too, that
Mother momentarily was not within
hearing, for she would not permit him to
talk of those troublesome years. Some-
times a stranger would ask, ‘What war?
But to folks in old Lincoln County there
was just one war. And my Dad had
played his part in it.

“When the cook went into the kitchen
with an armful of wood, Dad aroused long
enough to tell me to show Mr. Siringo
where to put his horse. He said emphat-
ically that no bedroll would be needed
for we had plenty of places for Siringo
to sleep.

“T helped him take care of his horses.
After they were well curried, brushed,
watered, and fed we went to the house
for supper.

“Never in my life had Dad permitted
a dog to enter the house and I held my
breath when Eat ’em up Jake haughtily
stalked in before his master. Siringo
seated himself before the fireplace and
Jake curled up beside him. To my
astonishment Dad ignored both me and
the dog. But he changed the subject that
had so absorbed both men during the
afternoon. That was because Mother had
come in and Mr. Siringo had been intro-
duced to her.

“During the evening meal and after-
wards Dad skillfully headed off Siringo
when he showed indications of interest in
the Lincoln County ‘War. Mother, too,
was adept at that little convention, and
it was seldom that a stranger made the
mistake of mentioning it.

“After we had finished the meal Sirin-
go collected the bones and scraps : of
meat from the plates for Jake. Greatly

to my relief he took them to the back
porch before giving them to the dog. Our
own dogs, accustomed to getting the
table scraps, gathered about the wolf-
hound but not one of them offered to
challenge the stranger’s supper.

“Again _the conversation was centered
about stories of the past, but they dealt
with far-away places and subjects. I was
thoroughly enjoying hear Siringo tell of
his travels and exciting experiences when
I noticed the lights of an approaching
car. Then the Bonnells, my sister Syd-
ney and her husband Bert, arrived. They
had come down for some orchestra prac-
tice and soon we were seated in the
seldom-used parlor with Sydney at the
organ.

“Siringo sat near her with Jake at
his feet. Dad got his fiddle, Wilbur the
guitar, and my sister Anne, her mando-
lin. Dad loved acting as director. And
woe be to the unfortunate who hit the
wrong key or struck the wrong beat! The
erring musician was apt to get a sharp
rap on the head with the tip of Dad’s
bow. It was very gratifying to me to
have Sydney present for if she were not
there either Edith or I was pressed into
service at the organ.

“When Dad had put them through their
paces with the old tunes he loved, he
handed his violin over to my only brother
Wilbur, and said, ‘Now, some Mexican
musie.” Annie took the guitar to accom-
pany Wilbur. I still think he could pro-
duce the sweetest music I ever heard.

“When my brother finished, Dad
turned to me and-—as I had feared he
might—said, ‘Now Zubie, it’s your turn.
Sing!” And when Dad gave an order it
made no difference whether one could
sing or not—he did. My father had been
paying all winter for music lessons for
me, both for voice and piano, and I
knew I had to justify that expense. So I
started his favorite, ‘Annie Laurie.’ §

GGNOT UNTIL morning did I have an
opportunity to talk with my father.
Then as I helped with the horses I asked
why Mr. Siringo had come and what he
wanted. This idea of our having a detec-
tive around—it just wasn’t normal.
“‘He says he is gathering information
for a book about Billy the Kid,” Dad told
me. Then he added as though talking
to himself, ‘And looking for outlaws.’
“Outlaws! There weren’t any outlaws
on the Ruidoso. Long ago before I was
born, before Dad was married, yes; but
no more. From that time on I kept a
wary eye on Mr. Siringo. And I was
rather glad that he stayed only a few
days before moving up to Bert Bonnell’s
for the summer. The entire summer.
And he paid nothing. If his presence
disturbed Sydney she never let anyone
know it. She was equal to anything and
anybody who came along. Sydney ac-
cepted him as though he had been a mem-
ber of the family. He almost was—he
helped with the roundup and the brand-
ing and he helped efficiently. He did
anything in the way of chores that be-
came necessary during the week. On
Sundays he sat on top of the rail of the
round picket corral with other specta-
tors to watch the boys ride the broncs.

True West



“And when they couldn’t ride, Annie
and Edith did! Cowboys came for miles
around to show off their skill in the
saddle. Being thrown occasionally was
no reflection on them, for Dad never had
a gentle horse on the place. When anyone
mounted one of our horses he’d better be
able to ride for that was what he was
going to have to do.”

Helena Coe saw Charlie Siringo and
Eat ’em up Jake for the last time the
evening before her mother and she re-
turned to Roswell for her to enter school.
Though his master had arrived at easy
familiarity with the Coes, Jake main-
tained his reticence. Nobody got on
friendly terms with that aristocrat. Just
why he should be so attached to a man
so exactly his opposite remained a mys-
‘tery to the family.

It was several years before Charlie
Siringo came again to the canyon of the
Ruidoso. This time it was obvious that
he either had suffered financial reverses
or had some reason for affecting poverty.
The Coes suspected the former.

He was very poorly dressed, and afoot.
In cow country being afoot is almost the
equivalent of being a sheepherder. Sirin-
go carried a bedroll and camp equipment
on a burro. No longer was he accom-
panied by his magnificent dog. He was
followed by a pack of nondescript hounds,
anything but aristocratic in appearance
or manner.

Again he had come for a protracted
stay at the Bonnell ranch; and nobody
was ever turned from that hospitable
home. And again nobody knew the pur-
pose of his visit, nor his destination when
he decided to end it.

To My Tormentors, I Bequeath
(Continued from page 35)

young man between the age of 21 and 23
years, a member of a highly respected,
Christian family. However, he was a vic-
tim of circumstance, having fallen in with
bad company.”

Unlike Singleton’s character evalua-
tion, there is no discrepancy in the trag-
ic still-life painted by the cold facts
found in Bee County files. The court
records do not mirror the intricate work-
ings of Singleton’s mind during this
period, but they do reflect the on-surface
frustration of a man fighting for his
life through almost two years of court
action and confinement.

What turn of events had caused the
young Texan to stand sweating on the
scaffold in Beeville? Dwyer and Single-
ton had been friends. What had hap-
pened that breezy July day in 1875 when
Dwyer was killed?

Deputy Young recalls that day and the
long months which followed: “One after-
noon after they had spent a full morning
in drinking they set out from Beeville
in a buggy with the expressed purpose of
going to Rockport to purchase whiskey
for setting up-a saloon in Dog Town,
McMullen County. Before they left,
Dwyer had displayed a large amount of
money that he was carrying on his person.
About sundown somebody came in from
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" INVEST IN LAND IN

SUNNY ARIZONA

Invest in land—the safest of all investments.

NEAR THE FABULOUS

LAKE MEAD RECREATION AREA

This is especially true when the land is near

one of the GREATEST RECREATION AREAS IN THE U.S., as is LAKE MEAD RANCHOS. Man can
produce more washers, dryers, food, space craft, etc., but NOT MORE LAND. Do you own any
land? Here's your chance, and at a price and terms anyone can afford. This is our first

offering of this acreage. Don't wait, study this

offer and act NOW.

HERE IS
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MEAD
RANCHOS

THE ACTION COUNTRY

NEAR TO
Lake Mead .............. 9 miles
Greggs Hideout ... 8t
Lake Mohave .......... 45 1
Colorado River
Willow Beach ...... 60 "
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ACRE
00000000000 00060000

LOT

includes interest and property taxes. Upon

LAKE MEAD RANCHOS is easily reached
by an all-weather road and is just minutes
away from lunker, large-mouth bass and
channel cat fishing in the sparkling clear
waters qf Lake Mead. Many species of pan
fish abound along its shore lines; crappie up
to 2 Ibs. Water skiing, swimming, skindiving,
and pleasure boating are sports enjoyed by
millions up and down the 115-mile lake.
Hunting for ducks, geese, deer, rabbits, quail
and mountain sheep can test the best of the
outdoorsman in this big virgin country.
Invest in one or more lots in Lake Mead
Ranchos; the value can grow while you spend
your time living elsewhere, basking in the
warm Arizona sun or taking hikes into the
surrounding mountains looking for valuable
stones and minerals. What better gift could
you make to your children or grandchildren
r----—--—-—-—-

s Kingman, Arizona ... 52

Las Vegas, Nev. .....100 "

: Dolan Springs .......... 20

e Los Angeles ... 8 hours by auto
: Phoenix ......... /e
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YOUR TOTAL COST—The full price per one acre lot is $895.00 with $25.00 down when
you sign the purchase contract that will be sent you; then $12 monthly for 94 months. This

full payment of purchase contract, you will

receive a guaranteed title, insured by Transamerica Title Insurance Company, one of the
largest title insurers in the U.S. (You may exchange lot assigned you for one of your choice,
upon site inspection, providing one of same value is available.)

than some acres in LAKE MEAD RANCHOS? A
PROMISING INVESTMENT.

Mail the coupon below for your complete
LAKE MEAD RANCHOS OPPORTUNITY KIT
containing:

1. Fully illustrated brochure of Lake Mead
Ranchos. 7

2. U.S. Government brochure on Lake Mead,
Lake Mohave and the Colorado River.

3. Map showing exact location of Lake Mead
Ranchos.

4. Contract for purchase of one or more lots.
5. Set of deed restrictions (these protect
the land values and your investment).

6. Copy of Subdivision Report on file with
Arizona State Land Department. :

7. Plot map showing exact location of your
purchase,

MAIL COUPON TODAY
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I LAKE MEAD RANCHOS
1 122 East Gurly St., Prescott, Arizena 86301 Date
B Yes, please reserve for me at Lake Mead Ranchos One, Two, lots, payable
i $25 down and $12 monthly for each lot. 10% discount for cash, or on total purchase price
if more than one lot is purchased. Enclosed is $1 for which please send the LAKE MEAD
§  RANCHOS OPPORTUNITY KIT as listed in this ad. | understand the $1 will be returned to me
g ueon request within 30 days from date.
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Treasure Leads Mean
Treasure Recoveries

Some of the most authentic treasure in-
formation available in map form is incorpo-
rated into the following selection. Order to-
day and get in on the ground floor of the
biggest treasure boom in world history—
it's only beginning!

IDAHO TREASURE TALES AND TREASURE
TRAILS, by Jack Cubit and T. R. Glenn. 71
| red-hot "clues to the location of just a portion
of Idaho's documented lost millions. Num-
bered map locations with detailed reference
to each on back of map. Handsomely illus-
trated, folded. 22”7 x 35”7 2.95

TEXAS PROSPECTORS AND HISTORIAN'S

MAP by Harley and Vera Smith. Without
questlon the best, most detailed map to date
covering everz phase of Texas’ vast hordes
of lost and hidden loot. Ghost towns, old
forts, cattle trails, battlegrounds, legendary
treasures intermingled with those from the
author’s personal file, and sunken ships off
the Texas coast. lllustrated by Bud Breen,
;%Ided Autographed upon request. 221?"03

PADRE ISLAND MAP by Joe Reith. Authentic
in eve?! detail. Convenient mileage log pin-
points locations where ancient Spanish coins
1l and other treasures have been located by the
author and others beneath the sands of what
could appropriately be called Treasure Island.
Shows island roads and trouble areas. Color-
fully illustrated, 18” x 50”7 $3.0

OREGON AND WASHINGTON TERRITORIES,

1878. A fine map for locating present-day
ghost towns Shows all surveys made previ-
ous to January 1, 1878. Folded ...... $1.00

OREGON’'S BOOMS 'N BUSTS, as the name
implies, depicts early settlements, towns and
communities which sprung up during Ore-
gon’s boomtown days. Shows 'those which
survived along with those which didn't.
Folded. 19”7 x 25”

L B e R R R S S R $1.00
Parchment ..................... L...$2.00

KEY TO OREGON MINERAL DEPOSITS MAP
b¥ Ralph S. Mason. An excellent combination

map and prospectus which lists all mines,
quarries, placers, Prospects, and occurrences
within the State of Oregon, and seperates lo-
calities into “metals” and
Listed by county. Folded.

Attention Map Collectors! Save $1.00 on this
special package offer—order all 6 of the
above and daduct $1 from total cost—a 10%
savings!

WHITE'S ELECTRONICS, INC.

1011 Pleasant Valley Road
Dept. M
Sweet Home, Oregon 97386

“nonmetallics.”
$1.25

Send for your free copy of

"Western Americana™
Latest catalog of much-wanted out-of-print
books at reasonable prices. Also: send your
lists of books wanted. Free search service!
INTERNATIONAL BOOKFINDERS

Box 3003-TW, Beverly Hills, Calif.

FINDING

ILOST
TREASURE

THE MODEL 7-T AND
711-T METAL DETECTORS
ARE WORLD FAMOUS IN
DESIGN AND PERFORMANCE

FREE
LITERATURE

Division of Tinker & Rasor

DEPT. TW6, P.O. BOX 243, SAN GABRIEL, CALIF. 91778
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the direction of Rockport with the word
that Dwyer’s dead body was lying be-
side the road a few miles away. The
body had been rifled. We caught Single-
ton in Indianola, where he was about to
go aboard a ship, Dwyer’s money in his
possession.

“Singleton had no defense. Court met
shortly after his capture, and he was
sentenced to be hanged. He appealed his
case, and while decision of the higher
court was pending I had charge of the
jail in which he was lodged. It was just
a lumber shack and had to be guarded
day and night, for Singleton, like nearly
all other outlaws of the time, had friends
—and desperate friends at that who
would not mind risking their lives to
liberate him. The district judge advised
Sheriff Walton to take the prisoner to
Galveston for safe-keeping.

“The best route to Galveston at that
time was by stage for something over
a hundred miles to Flatonia, the terminus
of the G. H. and S. A. Railroad, and
thence by rail. If we set out openly for
Flatonia we felt sure that Singleton’s
friends would attempt a rescue. So one
night another deputy sheriff and I put
Singleton on a horse and rode with him
into a thicket on the Aransas Creek,
where we chained him to a tree. The next
day Captain Walton reported that we
had gone to Galveston, and he had plenty
of fun watching the antics of Singleton’s
friends when they failed to pick up our
trail. For sixteen days our meals were
brought to us there in the brush.”

Mrs. Walton prepared and carried the
meals to Singleton and his guards during
the time he was kept in the barn, being
aided by Ella and Nannie, two of her
little daughters.

THE GUARDS, Young and Frank Bog-

gus, and the prisoner became fast
friends and to pass the time practiced
target shooting, the gun being in the
hands of the prisoner as often as it was
in the hands of the guards.

Young continues: “Then I rode into
Beeville and answered questions about
the trip to Galveston. That night Captain
Walton and I left for Flatonia with Sin-
gleton. Until we reached the railroad
he was in joyous spirits; he was really
expecting to be rescued at any moment,
but when we got on the train and snapped
a handcuff on his right hand with the
other end on my left hand, he wilted.

“After considerable delay the case was
affirmed and Singleton was brought back
to Beeville to hang. He remained hard,
cool, and hopeful to the end, for his was
to be the first legal hanging of a white
man in the country for a long time and
he could not believe that his followers
would allow any such procedure. Mean-
time I had resigned as deputy sheriff and
Sheriff Walton was so expectant of a
jail delivery that he got a half dozen
Rangers to guard the prisoner. While
they guarded, Singleton wrote a letter to
his mother saying that he would never
be hanged in public ‘before a gaping mul-
titude of fools, especially Bee County
fools’.”

Singleton wrote another letter to his
widowed mother, this one only two days

before his execution. The letter indicated
a change of heart from the letter men-
tioned by Young. In the second note he
offered comforting words to his mother,
telling her that he did not commit the
crime with malice or aforethought. He ex-
plained that it was “caused from a
quarrel over a trifle.” Singleton tenderly
assured her also that his being under
sentence of death was not the conse-
quence of his home training, for she had
taught him the right way to live, but he
had been weak and sinful and did not
heed her teaching.

One of the stories told concerning the
“trifle” says that it was an article be-
longing to Singleton’s mother which was
broken when Dwyer, in a drunken stupor,
tossed Singleton’s suitcase from the wa-
gon. The tale adds that Singleton’s open
disheveled suitcase was found near
Dwyer’s body.

In closing the letter, Singleton asked
God in “His infinite mercy to bless, com-
fort and console my dear mother, and
may we meet in a better world beyond
the grave.”

Young notes that “On the eve of his
hanging, he played seven-up the night
through with the Rangers.”

After the hanging, relatives of Single-
ton asked that the scaffold be removed
from the courthouse yard, but it seemed
that no one had the authority to do so.
A couple of days later, a storm hit the
Beeville area and demolished only the
gallows. This brought about the conten-
tions that probably “the law” had hanged
the wrong man, a feeling shared by many
of the local citizens for a score of years.

F SINGLETON could have seen what

“good” his act of murder, and con-
sequently his hanging, brought to Bee
County, he probably would have turned
over in his grave. The sentiment of the
people became strongly in favor of pro-
hibition. Liquor was credited with being
the cause of the crime and on January
20, 1877, an election was held to prohibit
the sale of intoxicants and medicated
bitters in the county. The election car-
ried by a vote of 113 to 76. Although
two attempts were made in the next two
years to vote liquor back, prohibition re-
mained in force for some time. This pious
attitude was somewhat offset, however,
by a document filed with other county
records.

“On the matter of the petition of A. A.
Scott and other citizens of Bee County,
representing that the body of one J. E.
Singleton, who had been executed for
murder, had been buried in the most
selected and numerously occupied part of
the cemetery in violation of all custom
and decency, and to the great discredit
and disgust of the people of Bee County,
and asking that the body be removed
from its present locality, to some more
fit and becoming spot—it was considered
by the Court that inasmuch as the body
of J. E. Singleton, an executed felon,
was buried by the county authorities, and
not by his friends, it should have been
buried in what is termed the Potter’s
Field portion of the cemetery—that the
custom of past and present ages, with
respect to the burial of executed felons,
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has been and is now to exclude them from
consecrated ground and may be con-
sidered as law in this instance—and it ap-
proving to the satisfaction of the Court,
that the portion of the cemetery wherein
the body of said Singleton is interred is
under the special control of this Court, as
trustees for the people of Bee County,
as is of record in the clerk’s office by deed
of conveyance—and it also approving to
the Court, that the prayer of said peti-
tioner is fair, just and with reason it is
therefore considered by the Court that
the body of J. E. Singleton should be
removed.—It is therefore ordered by the
Court, that the body of J. E. Singleton,
who was executed for murder in Bee
County, be disinterred, removed from its
present locality and buried in the Potter’s
Field portion of the grave-yard on or
before the 1st day of August 1877.

“And furthermore it being made known
to the Court, that the body of said Sin-
gleton was buried in its locality by re-
quest of W. M. Jones of Bee County—it
is further ordered by the Court that the
Sheriff D. A. T. Walton confer with said
W. M. Jones, and give him the option of
having it removed prior to said 1st day
of August 1877, and in case said Jones
declines to do so then the said D. A. T.
Walton, sheriff of Bee County, is or-
dered to have said body removed in ac-
cordance with the foregoing order.”

So the good people of Bee County
moved the murderer’s body from the re-
spectable portion of the cemetery to the
Potter’s Field section, making it clear
once and for all that death alone does not
cleanse a man of his sin!

Leadville’s Ice Palace
(Continued from page 33)

exhibit of home grown vegetables, grain
and fruit to prove to visitors that the
climate wasn’t always as arctic at it ap-
peared to be.

In the center of Leadville’s palace was
the ice skating rink, 190 x 80 feet. Care-
ful planning had resulted in the huge
room’s appearing to be a cave of ice. The
roof, supported by eight cantilever truss-
es, was studded with myriads of ice
stalactites. It sparkled like a gigantic
coverlet of diamonds, for the entire sur-
face was covered with an ice frosting.

The rink was enclosed on the sides by
an arcaded wall of ice blocks and the
glass walls of the restaurant and ball-
room. There was a promenade at each
end. Octagonal pillars were built 15 feet
apart and were five feet in diameter.
Incandescent lamps were placed in the
center of the pillars and light radiated
from them in all directions. The frozen
walls glowed from embedded bulbs and
lights hung from the trusses. An electric
searchlight was placed in each corner of
the room, and the multi-colored rays met
in the center, or could be aimed at any
part of the rink. Over a brick base, the
ice was eight inches thick, and the su-
pervisor, Monty Fitzgerald, saw to it
that the surface was kept at its best. The
skating master of the rink, which was
open daily and at night, was Otis Rich-
mond.
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- Southwestern Portfolio

A DISTINGUISHED COLLECTION OF PRINTS

PETER HURD TOM LEA
MANUEL . ROBERT
ACOST A . MASSEY
WILLIAM . RUSSELL
KOLLIKER W ATERHOUSE
TEXT BY: DESIGN BY:
S. D. MYRES | | CARL
= | HERTZOG

S ST
TOM LEA

TORIBIO

A limited edition of twelve Southwestern prints.
Two by each artist, six in color, all measuring 21” x 17”
in a handsome folder, with descriptive booklet.

PORTFOLIOS, PRICED AT $35 EACH, MAY BE
ORDERED FROM
Ex-Students’ Association, The University of Texas at
El Paso
P.O. Box 180 Dept. T.W., El Paso, Texas 79999

YOU . . . CAN FIND HIDDEN CACHES.

TREASURES AND RICHES!
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JETCO ELECTRONIC
METAL DETECTORS

ULTRA-SENSITIVE AND POWERFUL—Yes . . . the riches of the distan
past are now within your reach with the new lineup of Jetco quality
metal detectors. This treasure-prospector line was designed, tested and
proven by detector engineering specialists. Each detector is hand as-
sembled and extensively field tested as it comes off the modern Jetco
assembly line. The unique Jetco coils afford a broad field of detection
with powerful penetration.

Each Jetco, regardless of the model you choose, is fully transistorized,
tough, light weight, guaranteed . . . and ready to use. Each model can
detect objects as small as a penny. Pictured above are just a few of
the valuable relics and treasure that have been found with Jetco de-

tectors. Increase your treasure and your pleasure with a Jetco detector
built just for you.

SEND TODAY FOR FREE CATALOG
JETCO ELECTRONIC INDUSTRIES . p.0. 80X 132-K2  HUNTSVILLE, TEXAS 77340.
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ARE YOU INTERESTED IN

Treasure Hunting?

The Outdoors?

Thinking About Getting A
Metal /Mineral Detector,
Or Own One Already?

Before your decision is made, a sug-
gestion—CONTACT THE *“ASSO-
CIATION” FIRST! Ask for our
FREE 16 page tabloid newspaper,

dealing with treasure hunting and
related subjects. It is written By

treasure hunters For treasure hunters
—the novice as well as the Old Pro.
We recommend and sell WHITE
and FISHER detectors.

Wirite or call for our assistance.
Good advice and honest dealings is
our standard.

You don’t have to be confused or
frustrated over the many conflicting
claims made by the various manu-
facturers any longer. Don’t delay—
contact us now. You will never be

sorry you did!
THE ASSOCIATION

Treasure Bank Building, Box 412, Dept. M,
Oscoda, Michigan 48750

Phones: Day 517 739-8101  Night 517 352-2454
517 362-5422

Seasoned Hardwood
11, Ft. Long

STEEL TOMAHAWK

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

HIGH RIVER Mfg. Co. Dept. L

1853 S. Haskell Dallas, Texas 75223

Quality
Steel

Send for FREE
WESTERN CATALOG!

® 96-page fully illustrated
catalog with many styles
in full natdral color!
Widest selection of all
types of Western ‘cloth-

ing and saddlery. Low-
est prices.

Satisfaction guaranteed
or your money back!
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Stuffed wolves and other animals were displayed in the palace. The photo provides a
closer look at some of the more than 5.000 tons of ice blocks used in the construction.

A grand ballroom, 80 x50 feet, was
located on one side of the rink. A restau-
rant, of the same dimension, was on
the other side; it was used also as an
auxiliary ballroom. These rooms were
portions of two houses constructed with-
in the palace with permanency in mind.
The structures were heated with large
base-burner stoves.

Connected with the ballroom were
dressing rooms, with maids for the ladies.
There were furnished parlors, whose
glass walls facing the rink enabled spec-
tators to watch the skaters in comfort.
The floors of the ballroom and restaurant
were made from Texas pine. The ball-
room was finished in blue and terra
cotta, and the walls of the restaurant
were decorated in orange and blue. Ar-
ranged along the south, north and west
walls of the restaurant were carnival-
type concessions and booths offering sou-
venirs and other items. Cuts of meat,
fruits, pickles and other food had been
frozen into the icy walls of the prom-
enade to lure hungry customers into the
restaurant.

THERE WAS DANCING each night

to the music of the famous Fort
Dodge Cowboy Band, who could play
anything from a polka to a waltz. Under
the direction of Jack St. Clair, the band
played on the balcony between the grand
ballroom and the rink to furnish music
for both skaters and dancers. The twenty-
piece group was hired to play only dur-
ing the month of January, after which
it was hoped that local musicians could
be engaged. Curling alleys and a gam-
bling room were among the other amuse-
ments offered.

A large area of the interior was taken
up with exhibits furnished by artists,
hotels, railroads, merchants and manu-
facturers. Twenty thousand square feet
of canvas had been utilized on which
to paint the Midway Plaisance. Merchan-
dise offered at local stores and products
manufactured in the state and by na-
tionally known companies had been frozen
in ice blocks for display in the walls of
the gallery. These items included vests

and pants, rare flowers, cigars, overalls,
mattresses, tents, silver and gold spoons,
oysters, assayer crucibles, jewels and
many other products.

Taxidermists’ techniques were adver-
tised by freezing in the blocks such wild-
life as fish, a fox, a bear and her cubs,
a mountain lion and a rabbit. “Living
pictures” were among General Electric’s
presentation of many of Edison’s inven-
tions, and breweries and distilleries
featured stacks of beer and whiskey. The
Denver and Rio Grande Western Rail-
road’s display was a working model of a
locomotive. H. B. Hardt, manager of
exhibits around the world, had been en-
gaged to arrange the displays.

Ice sculpture illustrating the life of
Leadville’s people was one of the main
attractions. Figures were moulded from
snow, then covered with water and frozen.
Among the bigger-than-life-size snow
statues were men engaged in various
phases of mining operations, and a pros-
pector and his burro loaded with equip-
ment. Sculpture illustrating other facets
of Leadville’s economy were on display
throughout the castle.

An afternoon parade officially opened
the Carnival on January 15. Leadville’s
streets were crowded, many of the people
wearing masks and carrying musical in-
struments. Schools were closed so that
students could participate in the festivi-
ties. Winter sports clubs representing
hockey, sleighing, coasting, tobogganing
and curling were featured in the parade,
and a number of bands played for the
marchers who included local dignitaries
and various organizations such as the
police and fire departments. Four bur-
ros carried a bass drum, a gift to
Leadville from the citizens of Pueblo,
Colorado. “We Helped Build the Ice
Palace” proclaimed a banner carried by
members of the Miner’s Union, while
other workmen pulled blocks of ice on
boards or carried tools used to build the
palace. Five-year-old Hazel Marchin rode
a sled pulled by two pug dogs.

Leadville’s business houses were dec-
orated during the carnival. Fifteen thou-
sand dollars in gold bricks from the
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Little Jonny Mine were displayed in the
Carbonate National Bank. Each weighed
from fifty to sixty pounds, and was
worth from six to eight thousand dollars.

Independent of the palace, but sup-
ported by the Crystal Carnival Associa-
tion, were two toboggan slides which had
been built as part of the carnival. For
1,200 feet a slide ran down the right side
of Seventh Street; the slide from the ice
palace down the other side of the street
was 900 feet long. Facilities of each in-
cluded a comfortable waiting room and
lunch counter.

VISITORS CAME from many places,

but particularly from Denver. A
special rate of $5 round-trip from there
to Leadville was featured by the Denver
and Rio Grande Western Railroad. In-
cluded were two admissions to the palace.
The rail line also advertised a special
round-trip fare of $12 to Leadville from
anywhere in Utah. Extra passenger cars
had to be added to regularly scheduled
trains by all railroads serving the area.
Trains were met at the station by mem-
bers of the Snowshoe Club, and visitors
were then escorted downtown or to the
ice palace.

Leadville was lit up as it never had
been before. From the brilliantly-lighted
palace along the toboggan courses to the
Vendome Hotel, Wood had constructed
2,000-candle-power arc lights at 100-foot
intervals. In addition, three pyrotechnic
displays, the likes of which the West had
never seen, were fired at the ice palace.

During the carnival, special days were
designated such as Press Day, the of-
ficial opening day of the palace, when
newspapermen from across the country
were present. Teachers brought their
students on School Day, and the Colo-
rado State Militia visited on Army Day.
Mining Exchange Day was one of the
biggest events of all, when delegations of
the Colorado Mining Brokers from
Cripple Creek, Denver, Colorado Springs
and Victor converged on the Cloud City.
The horse show, held the latter part of
January in the riding gallery, was a high-
light of the carnival.

A number of contests for large purses
were held inside the huge structure. These
included competition between teams from
mining camps in double hand and hard-
rock drilling. Prizes were given for the
deepest hole drilled in fifteen minutes.

Even during the usually frigid months
of January and February, Wood waged
a constant battle to save the Leadville
Ice Palace. Then an early thaw and the
warm rays of the spring sun threatened
the building from without; attacking it
from within were the heated rooms. He
hung out the muslin again, and ordered
the north side of the building abandoned
for safety reasons.

Wood was honored at a banquet on
March 10, 1896, after many activities in
the castle had been cancelled due to the
nelting ice. The question of whether or
10t there’d be another ice palace in 1897
:ame up, and the next day the editor of
she Chronicle admitted: “If Director Gen-
:ral Wood had his way about it, he would
dlow the Ice Palace off the face of Capi-
ol Hill, leveling the magnificent struc-
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ture to the ground into a heap of ruins
by one bombardment with a cannon and
sky-piercing pyrotechnics. This he thinks
would be the proper ending for the most
gorgeous. and beautiful building ever
erected in any age, of any material, by
any people.”

Wood was also approached with the
idea of erecting (at nominal expense) an
ice palace with nearly all-wood frame,
designed like a fort, and he declared
such a project would never be undertaken,
“Not if I have anything to do with it!”

When the harassed director general
finally admitted defeat, he announced
that the few remaining activities sched-
uled would be held in the palace on March
28, after which condemnation notices
would be posted over the entrances and
on the exterior walls. (If you were a boy
in the spring of ’96 you were “chicken”
if you didn’t take a run or two through
the condemned walls of the Leadville Ice
Palace. As a desperate safety measure,
Wood finally had a wire fence construc-
ted around the palace.)

The sale of stock and receipts from ad-
missions to the palace came to about
$100,000. Wood had donated a total of
$22,000 of his own money, and many
other prominent mining men had con-
tributed to keep the palace open. How-
ever, the expense of maintaining it and
the large contest prizes awarded during
the carnival helped to make the Leadville
Ice Palace a financial failure.

The most elegant structure of its type
ever built lasted only a few more weeks.
Residents strolling along the wire fence
in the increasingly warm sunshine of

April and May, sometimes would pause

to watch the Leadville Ice Palace slowly,
slowly seep into the soil of Capitol Hill.

Scouting the Utes
(Continued from page 17)

took me to the roof of his house to point
out the Sierra Blanca and instructed me
to leave the mountains on the right and
follow up the Saint Louis Valley [San
Iiluis], where I would undoubtedly find
them.

66 E PROVIDED ourselves with ten
days rations, blankets and a little
corn for our horses to start on our ex-
pedition. The snow was knee deep and
all we could do the first day was to reach
El Cervo de los Utahs about fifteen miles
from Red River. Here we found on the
south side some bare ground with fine
grass, dug a hole, heated rocks and made
snow water for our horses and passed
the night without a fire in accordance
with the advice given us by Laforet. No
doubt the advice was good, as from that
elevated point the fire would have been
seen in the night twenty or more miles.
The consequence to us was a most miser-
able cold night with hardly any sleep.
“Next day brought us to the Culetva
[Rio Culebra], a small river with ice so
thick we could not get through it and
had to repeat making snow water for
our horses. The third day, about noon, we
sighted miles away about twenty horse-
men coming towards us on the gallop.

We made for an abandoned sheep corral
where we dismounted, tied our horses,
examined our arms and prepared our-
selves for an attack. Nearer and nearer
came our supposed foes and I must admit
that we felt badly scared. But knowing
that running would be sure death we
fortified ourselves as well as we could
with the poor material on hand. The
horses, now within a mile, stopped
suddenly and took another course to our
great relief and then we saw what our
snow blind eyes could not distinguish be-
fore. They were wild horses.

“That night we made our camp near
the present Fort Garland. Next day [we
camped] where the Mosio [Mosca] pass
crossed the mountains. After a dreary
march of seven days more, at two o’-
clock we struck a trail, the first since
we left Rio Colorado and after follow-
ing it for half an hour we saw the village
of the Utes in a bottom on a small
stream. The Indians saw us and ran for
their horses which were grazing among
the willows up and down the creek but

. a good mile from the village.

“Laforet had told us that we would be
safe in their village and, acting on his
advice, we whipped and spurred our
jaded animals to get to the village be-
fore the Indians.could surround us. It
was nip and tuck but we made it.

“WE DISMOUNTED at once and with
arms ‘and lariat in hand entered
the first lodge we came to. The recep-
tion, however, was far from being a
friendly one. Not even a gift of tobacco
was accepted. I left my companion in
the lodge and went in search of Chico
Belasquez [Velasquez], the main chief,
who when a boy had been a shepherd
and spoke good Spanish. He probably
had been a captive among the Mexicans.
The Indian I asked would not give me
any information as to the whereabouts
of their chief but I did succeed in find-
ing him at last. I gave him my message
but did not get an answer. I noticed,
however, that by his order twenty or
thirty young men started out in all
directions. About nine o’clock at night
the last of the young men returned. The
chief told me that he had taken us for
spies who had lost their way but, since
only the two tracks of our horses could
be found, he believed that we were what
we claimed to be.

“He then ordered his wives to give
me something to eat. Boiled dried buf-
falo meat with plenty of buffalo hairs
sticking to it but the cravings of my
stomach were such that I did not take
the pains to separate the hairs from
the meat.

“By the time I got through with my
supper the lodge was filled with all the
subchiefs and influential men who had
squatted around a small fire in the cen-
ter of the lodge. I was asked for some
tobacco which was cut fine and mashed
with the dried bark of the red willow
but no pipe could be found, I having lost
mine in company with my tobacco while
running toward the village. Necessity
is the mother of invention and this rule
held good with my red brothers, who
manufactured one out of an old tin cup
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and stuck it into a [piece] of cane. The
pipe would go round with each Indian
taking a few whiffs. I was invited to
take a seat and on my refusal of smok-
ing with them the chief told me that my
intentions were not good. Seeing that my
breach of - edicate [etiquette] had of-
fended him I took my seat among them
and took my whiffs whenever my turn
came. I had provided myself with a
couple of plugs of tobacco and had not
been particular in the choice of the weed
as I intended to give it to the Indians.
It turned out to be some of the very
vilest stuff and my punishment in having
to smoke it was a just one.

“The chief then asked me for my cre-
dentials which I offered in the shape
of an order on the O. M. Dept. stating
that I was to receive $5.00 a day while
absent on my trip to the Utes. This
order went from hand to hand and was
closely examined by everyone and it
satisfied them entirely.

“After a long parley with his brother
chiefs, Velasquez told me that the child
had died, also its colored nurse. [He told
me] that they would go to Taos as soon
as the grass would be strong enough
to keep their horses in good condition
and that no American or Mexican would
be killed any more, which promise was
faithfully kept.”

CHIEF CHICO VELASQUEZ furnished

Kroenig and his companion with pro-
visions and an escort through the more
dangerous portion of their trip back to
Rio Colorado.

“Next day we arrived in Taos. Soon
after I met Colonel Beall to whom I
reported the result of the trip. After
inviting me to a glass of wine, he said,
‘Do you know that I have not had a
single night’s sound rest since you left.
I have reproached myself over and over
again to have sent you on such a dan-
gerous errand and I thank God you are
back.’

“When I claimed my pay he put me
off from day to day and at last gave
me a new order on the O. M. Dept. in-
cluding three or four weeks loafing in
Taos at the rate of $5.00 a day.

“He then engaged me as a second spy
at $25.00 a month and rations to watch
an Apache Indian who had married a
Mexican woman and lived in Rio Colo-
rado. This Indian was shot through the
knee and of no use to his tribe as a
fighter but very useful to them in giving
information about our movements of
troops.

“I kept my position for a month, sat
up many a night in a little log cabin
filled with straw and fronting the home
of the Apache. I made a couple of night
trips to Taos with such information as
I could gather but seeing that the old
fox was too sly for me and that I could
be of no use to the Dept., I took my
discharge.

“When I drew my month’s pay in
Taos I met Mr. Quinn who had the beef
contract when I was a volunteer. I had
avoided him, believing that my refusal
to take a bribe had incensed him against
me. He astonished me by asking me if
I did not wish to start a store at Rio
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Colorado and if so, that he would furnish
me with a stock of goods by allowing
him a certain percentage. I answered
that he was the last man I expected a
favor from after refusing the offered
bribe. He said, ‘That is the reason I
want you. Go back to Rio Colorado, rent
or buy a house, fix it up with shelves
and counters and come for the goods as
soon as possible.’

“I did as he wanted me to do and was
soon installed as a store keeper with a
limited but general stock of merchandise.
I had competition but as I was satisfied
with a fair profit I soon had most of
the trade.

“The town was extremely quiet. No
newspaper ever reached us as there was
no mail route established to Taos, thirty
miles distant, being the nearest point.

“The Apaches, owing to the great
depth of snow, had not committed any
depredations in our vicinity and had
operated on the east side of the moun-
tains, stealing and killing wherever they
found an opportunity.

“The United States mail coach with
several passengers, among them a Mr.
Goldstein, was attacked at Wagon Mound,
now on the line of the A.T. & S. F. (Rail-
way) with a small town of the same
name. Everyone was killed after a long
running fight. The contents of the mail
bags were scattered on the prairie. The
letters and papers were afterwards
gathered from a large extent of the
country as the winds had blown them
long distances. Among them was a letter
for me from Germany. Although the en-
velope was torn the letters written by
various members of my family reached
me, all with the advancing season.

“The Indians returned. The little Mex-
ican mills which with large hoppers filled
were generally left alone during the
night but cattle and horses were stolen.”

ROENIG’S efforts to establish him-
self as a merchant continued and, of
course, the big break would come later
when he euchered the Indians out of gold
coin as though each coin were worth a
dollar apiece. This set him up financially.

“I was agreeably surprised to see my
friend Viereck ride into town [Rio Colo-
rado]. As his visit promised to be a
long one, Viereck proposed to act as
cook and I quit my boarding place to
run bachelor’s hall and things went on
nicely for awhile but Viereck’s restless-
ness could not reconcile itself for any
length of time to the subordinate and
inactive position he held.”

As Kroenig’s chronicle indicates, Vie-
reck, an artist of sorts, was a dedicated
con man and lived solely by his wits.
Apparently things had gotten a little
warm in Taos and he sought shelter in
Rio Colorado with his old friend Kroenig.

He worked a scheme or two in Rio
Colorado and then hurried back to Taos
and his girl friend, refreshed with new
ideas on how to work his way back into
the hearts of the Taos citizens in his
role as an artist.

“The wheat crop was harvested and

my stock of goods very much reduced
when one day at the dawn of day my
neighbor, - Charles Autober [Autobee],
knocked at my door telling me to get up
at once as a long string of mounted
Apaches were coming into town. As we
had had so many false alarms I did not
pay any attention to him. But when a
couple of Mexicans soon after said the
same, I got up, took my gun and went
out the back door where I found Autobee,
Laforet and Beaubien already in posi-
tion in an adobe hole. About eighty or
ninety yards off a large number of
Indians [came] riding in single file.

“I joined my friends at once and as
Autobee had a reputation of being a
good Indian fighter he was by mutual
consent given command. Autobee pointed
out to each of us his Indian when we
noticed that each of the first ten horses
carried two men. These proved to be
Utahs who were then at peace and who
had each picked a wood chopper and
mounted him in front of him in case of
need, as a shield.

“The Utes, having noticed us, hollered
not to shoot that they carried peace be-
fore them, calling attention to the Mex-
ican wood choppers and that they came
with the Apaches who were on their way
to sign for peace.

“The Indians filed by not fifty feet
of us and went directly to the house of
the Alcade where we all went and I
was appointed seeretary. The Alcalde
dictated.

6 CTODAY, such and such Saints day,

such a day of the week and such a
day of the month and year of our Lord,
came 120 Apaches in company of 10
Utes asking for peace’—and when I got
that far an Apache pulled me by the
coat and said [asked] in good Spanish,
if I did not want to trade as they had
plenty of money.

“I threw up my Secretary-ship and
went with the Indians to my private room
where he saw a sack with perhaps twen-
ty pounds of wheat meal in it for which
he offered me a dollar which I readily
accepted. The Dollar he gave me was a
gold piece and as he did not ask for
any change I did not offer him any.
Next article T sold him was some red
calico which I had nailed on the wall.
Then came a red woolen skirt I had on
my saddle and bridle which I sold at
$16.00.

“By this time a crowd of Apaches had
come around but as they all carried bows
and arrows in their hands I did not
think it safe to open the store till I got a
Mexican to issue the goods while I did
the trading with gun in hand.

“I bought $700.00 in gold, mostly
doubloons, two mules and a small moun-
tain of buckskins and buffalo robes. The
whole trade was made in such hurry that
not more than one and a half hours
elapsed from their first appearance till
they were all gone.

“As soon as the Indians were plainly
out of sight I mounted one of the mules
I had bought that day, rode it bare back
without a bridle and with gun on my
shoulder to Arroyo Hondo where Mr.
Quinn resided.

“I selected a small stock of goods,

True West
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Barclay’s Fort in an old sketch by Richard
in the summer of 1849 by Alexander Barclay.

bought saddle and bridle and after hav-
ing my packs [sent] on the way, mounted
the mule which I had ridden bare back
the day before as gentle as a donkey,
but [this day] found too much for me.

“The Apaches, as I learned after-
wards, had ridden the [mule], the day of
their appearance in the settlement, all
night and had by this forced march sub-
dued its spirit. But after a good night’s
rest and plenty of corn, [it] had re-
covered from its fatigue and showed its
natural viciousness. Mr. Quinn had a good
bronco rider in his employ who after a
half hour’s ride turned the mule over
to me perfectly subdued.

“The Indians had sold probably $1,200
of gold coin of which I gathered within a
short time, $700.00. Three days after
the Indians had given us this call, 500
to 600 volunteers and a company of Reg-
ulars came to Rio Colorado in search of
the Apaches, overtook them, killed a
squaw and took their camp with some
stock. Among the spoils brought back I
recognized many of the articles I had
sold them.

“The company officer of the expedi-
tion reproached us for having traded
with the Indians while at open war but
what else could we do? The Mexicans
were anxious to make peace and con-
sidered their Justice of the Peace as fully
authorized to do so. For the four of us
‘0 have attacked them would have been
the height of folly. After this, the Indians
kept quiet for a number of days and as
[ had to go to Taos on some business I
started on horseback and took the trail,
although full of ambushes all the way to
the nearest road. After crossing the river
[ had to climb a long and steep hill and
ifter going a short distance I involun-
arily stopped, feeling very much de-
oressed without being able to account for
t. I could not overcome this strange
yresentiment and after halting and start-
ng three or four times I turned my
1orse around and took the wagon road,
‘ully five or six miles farther removed
Tom the mountains. I did not think of
iy danger at the time, believing that
he Indians had gone down country to
oin the Mescalero Apaches, as such was
he report. When I arrived at Taos a
unner had brought in the news that two
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H. Kern, January 1851. The fort was built
Kroenig came into possession of it in 1856.

Mexicans had been killed by the Apaches
the same morning on the trail.”

KROENIG later became a progressive

western farmer and he is credited
with establishing the first flour mill in
Colorado—present-day Garcia. He was
also one of the first three farmers to
manufacture Colorado-made cheese for
the Denver market in 1860.

Kroenig had one hundred and sixty
acres of land about eight miles up from
the mouth of the Huerfano River and the
products from this farm made agricul-
tural news in the Denver papers in the
early 1860s.

Baca and Kroenig’s peons did most of
the actual work on the Kroenig farm (at
Greenhorn) while Kroenig freighted pro-
duce to Fort Larimer and other places.
He was appointed administrator of the
estate of Alexander Barclay, owner of
Barclay’s Fort at Watrous, New Mexico
in 1856. He soon purchased this proper-
ty and at once developed it into an out-
standing farm with artificial lakes and
an irrigation system.

In 1866, an Indian just happened to
show William Kroenig and two of his
friends a “pretty rock” and, upon ques-
tioning, revealed that it came from the
top of Baldy on the Maxwell Land Grant.
The ore was copper and Kroenig and
some associates formed a company to
mine copper. This incident led to the
discovery of gold at Elizabethtown, New
Mexico and the ultimate toppling of the
Maxwell Empire. :

Kroenig and Maxwell and others in-
vested in the digging of a forty-mile
ditch at the cost of $300,000. The failure
of this project cost Kroenig much of his
fortune which he later recouped in a
mining venture in the Magdalena Moun-
tains.

In 1864 Kroenig built a $40,000 mansion
at Watrous. After his mining success at
Magdalena he went into semi-retirement
on his ranch and established one of the
finest agricultural spreads in New Mex-
ico. He sold his original home in 1885
and died near Watrous in December of
1900. His chronicle, written forty years
after the events which he cited, is
amazingly accurate, historically.
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How Green Is a Bullfrog?
(Continued from page 26)

Two men in their thirties from the
West Coast bought the Hermitage Bar.
(For obvious reasons I’ll call them Smith
and Brown.) During the winter, Smith
fell hard for Mrs. Brown and the feeling
was mutual. This was common camp
gossip and known to all except, perhaps,
poor old Brown. The desert held no at-
traction for Brown. He’d often said, “I’d
hate to be buried in this God-forsaken
country.”’ That winter, he caught pneu-
monia and died. His wife had a nervous
breakdown and left immediately for the
coast without making any funeral ar-
rangements. So Brown was buried in our
desert cemetery.

The team pulling the transfer wagon
which served as a hearse to haul the
casket had always been the most docile
and gentle horses imaginable. But this
time they became almost unmanageable
as soon as the cortege started. Snorting
and trying to run away down the hill
with the brake full on and a tight rein,
it was difficult to slow them up enough
so that the mourners walking behind
could keep up with the wagon. After
the graveside services were over and we
all started back up the hill, the team
again acted like two tired horses just
plodding along.

Gamblers are very superstitious and,
knowing about Brown’s dislike of the
desert and the way the horses acted,
they were convinced the horses had heard
from the spirit of the departed and were
trying their best to prevent his being
buried out there.

UITE A NUMBER of college boys

were in camp to get mining engineer
experience. A wide-brim Stetson, wool
jacket, whipcord riding pants, and high-
top laced boots was their usual garb and
a side gun, too, mostly automatic. These
early models used steel-jacketed bullets
and unless one knew how to make them
shoot single, one pull on the trigger
emptied all eight or nine shells.

Often in the night one would hear
what sounded like a machine gun blast,
but it was only one of the kids, a few
drinks aboard, firing his gun whoopee,
whammo and not always straight up in
the air. Except for the brick and con-
crete buildings in the business district,
most were built of either one-by-twelve
inch wooden walls or corrugated iron.
I have been shown a number of holes
where a steel-jacketed bullet had pene-
trated one wooden wall, crossed the room,
and exited through the other wall, but
on only one occasion have I seen this
actually happen.

Once during a lull in the early morn-
ing hours in the Turf Club, Murray
Collins, our piano player, and I were
talking to Jimmy Cleve, the roulette
dealer. Big Jim, as we called him, had
been on a chair adjusting his overhead
light and was just getting down when
we heard a ping-ping just like that—an
almost spent bullet on its wall-to-wall
path.

We noticed Jim’s tall cowboy hat was
slightly askew. Taking it off, he saw

a hole through the peak, and as we all
congratulated him on his narrow es-
cape, he realized what had happened and
called for a drink to steady his nerves.
Fully ten minutes after it had happened,
he keeled over and slid to the floor. We
carried him to a booth in the rear and
called a doctor. After an examination,
the doc gave out with his diagnosis. Big
Jim, our strong man and bouncer, the
muscular guy who got admiring glances
from the dance hall girls and whom we
all envied a little, had just plain fainted
like a young gal. It took him a long time
to live down that doctor’s report.

I don’t recall if I ever heard Slim's
real name, if he had one. But Slim’s
Mulligan Joint was a good place to
hang out since the food was good, por-
tions were generous, prices were reason-
able, and he loved his roughneck patrons.
Imagine, if you can, a bowl of chili con
carne with crackers for a quarter, or a
bowl of stew with bread and coffee for
30c, and “Ham and” with German fried
for 40c.

I had always said I'd never stoop so
low as to eat burro meat, no matter how
hungry, but Slim made a true believer
of me. Once the Salt Lake line had
serious washouts on both sides of Vegas
where we got most of our supplies, and
the line was tied up for several weeks.
Naturally, not having the refrigeration of
today, the town soon ran out of meat,
butter, and fresh vegetables. One day
after this episode had long passed, some-
one asked Slim how he could have had
meat in the stew all the time the rail-
road was tied up. He casually replied,
“Lotsa game around.” It slowly dawned
on us what he meant—all those wild
burros running loose! I knew he had
converted me.

With entertainment so scarce, most
anything was a diversion. Even a dog
fight or a couple of miners slugging it
out in an alley would soon draw a crowd.
We had an occasional Sunday afternoon
ball game, but we booed the umpires so
much that they would only volunteer to
serve one inning. This gave each ump
a good chance to rule in favor of the team
he was betting on and against the other
team. Being just scrub teams, not ball
players, the final score was fantastic,
sounding like the close of a pro basket-
ball game today.

Most people think of a mining camp
as rough and rugged and sometimes a
little dangerous and perhaps they are
right. But the miners, gamblers, saloon-
keepers, and dance hall girls were the
most kind-hearted and generous folk in
the world. If someone was reported ill
in his shack, one or more of the girls
would cook a tasty broth or something
more substantial, make a poultice, or go
down and change bandages, whatever the
need might be.

When there was an emergency—a
person needing hospital care or a
stranded family needing assistance—a
subscription or donation list would be
started immediately by these same folks
and the needy would be getting aid long
before the better element uptown even
heard about it. To those living on the
right side of the tracks these people
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might be the untouchables, but they sure
as hell practiced the Golden Rule.

BILL RUSTLER was a gambler, and
his girl friend, Madeline, was a
dance hall performer. They were real
sweethearts, and like the pair in that
“Frankie and Johnny” song, they were
intensely jealous of each other. The whole
town, or at least our part of town, knew
them and enjoyed their antics. They’d
get into an argument about something
or other—jealousy has no reason—and
in a minute they’d be cussing and
battling. Then, in a couple of hours, they
could be found in a booth at the rear
of some joint loving and billing and
cooing like a pair of turtle doves.

One quiet Sunday morning as I was
enjoying my coffee at Slim’s, we heard
frenzied yelling and shouting not too
far away. So we rushed down and
around the corner and saw Rustler out in
the middle of the dirt street pouring
kerosene on a bonfire he had started and
yelling and dancing around the fire like
a drunken Indian. It was much later
.that day that we learned the reason for
Rustler’s strange performance.

A tailor’s representative from Reno
had previously been in camp and had
taken measurements and orders for suits
for many of us, including Rustler who
had also ordered a sealskin jacket for
his girl friend. This. was before mink
became so popular; sealskin was the
thing to wear. The orders had come on
a Saturday and Rustler had taken his
package and hung the garments up in
their apartment. Later that evening,
after finishing her turn at the adobe
dance hall, Madeline, as was her cus-
tom, strolled around to Rustler’s regular
hangout to see if she could catch her
sweetheart misbehaving. Looking in the
joint, she saw him drinking and dancing
with a gal she especially disliked. Ma-
deline rushed to the apartment, did her
dirty work, and disappeared for the
rest of the night.

When Rustler came home next morn-
ing, it being Sunday, he decided to wear
his new outfit. Looking into the closet he
saw his suit, the suit he’d not yet worn
once, hanging there ruined. Madeline
had taken an old-fashioned, straight-
blade razor and had slashed the suit into
ribbons. This was too much to take.
Grabbing her new jacket in one hand and
a kerosene can in the other, he rushed
out and started his bonfire with the
jacket and there we found him doing
all that yelling. What happened when
they met again, we know not, but they
were seen that very same day, loving
and kissing again.

The day after our loving but jealous
couple had got into this real knockdown
and drag-out fight, one of the towns-
people, a merchant’s wife, if I remember,
swore out a warrant for Rustler’s arrest,
declaring that “this was a disgrace to
our ‘fair city’ and the beating of a de-
fenseless woman couldn’t go unnoticed.”
Along the “row,” however, opinion dif-
fered. She was his woman and after
what she had done to his new suit, she
had it coming to her—which she herself
admitted.
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He was cited to appear before the
local justice of the peace, but because
the office was too small to hold the
crowd that showed up, the trial was
postponed for a day and an empty store-
room was secured for a courtroom.
Rumor had it that something unusual was
to come up during the trial. Naturally,
all this got out a big crowd and the
courtroom was jammed with people
packed like sardines in a can, almost all
of them standing, as only a few folding
chairs had been rented from the under-
taker’s and they were all away down
front for witnesses.

The prosecution opened with very few
words and the defense attorney, a lad not
too long out of law school, had even less
to say. But it wasn’t long before the
judge was confused with all the con-
tradictory testimony, mostly in favor of
the defense.

Among her other specialties, Madeline
performed an act in which she did con-
tortions on a low-hung trapeze. She
claimed she had fallen off it during re-
hearsal, which was the reason for her
bruises.

The judge asked Rustler, “Did you
strike her?”

“Yes,” was the reply, “but not at that
particular time.”

Immediately, Madeline called out, “And
I can prove it, Judge,” whereupon she
proceeded to disrobe right in front of the
judge and all of us. After all, while the
sight of a nude woman in the district was
nothing to write home about, in an open
courtroom it was a sensation! :

Imagine the commotion among the
spectators as she twisted and squirmed,
turning first toward the judge, then to
the prosecution to better point out the
black-and-blue marks on her body. The
judge tried to no avail to clear the court-
room. After Madeline had dressed and
the judge had conferred with the pros-
ecution, he gave a verdiet of “not guilty,”
but did put Rustler under a small cash

. bond. After all, maybe Madeline hadn’t

been lying because who in his right mind
would mar the sales appearance of his
own merchandise? And so ended the
nude woman case of Rhyolite.

AT THIS TIME, the Tonopah and
Tidewater Railroad was being built
from the main lines down beyond Baker

- and was to pass through Rhyolite on its

way north. It was this railroad, when
built up as far as Death Valley Junction,
that finally brought an end to the haul-
ing of borax down to Barstow by the
famous twenty-mule teams.

After Death Valley had become a
government project and accommodations
had been built for the public, the junction
became quite busy as an unloading point
for Valley-bound passengers and freight
and the loading of borax. In the course
of time, with the advent of good roads,
trucking became more economical, which
in turn killed off the railroad.

I don’t think the road was ever fully
completed to Rhyolite as I understand
the rails were used for scrap iron in
World War I. But at that time, con-
struction crews were working within
hiking distance of town and the spend-

ing money of these laborers surely helped
the camp’s economy.

Drifting around in the district one
evening before going to work, we got
word of trouble of some kind at the
Novelty Bar. Fred Noble, one of my
bosses at the ’66 Club (my first job after
I hit town), had sold out his interests
and had built a new outfit. As he was
a good guy and well liked, he was doing
a nice business.

It seems that sometime before, one
of these track laborers had become of-
fensive and, after several warnings, Fred
had grabbed him by the seat of his over-
alls and had pitched him out the front
door onto the sidewalk. Although there
had been some cries from his pals about
getting even, nothing had happened until
now.

Standing about midway up the bar,
we were rehashing the evening’s events
with Fred, and lingering over our drinks.
Suddenly, the swinging doors were
pushed apart and in came the laborer
who had been thrown out earlier.

The railroader, with a knife in his
hand, started to go behind the bar, which
was open at the front end. Fred yelled,
“Stop,” but the guy kept coming. With
that, Fred grabbed his gun from under
the bar and fired a shot right down the
mahogany.

Fred afterwards said he was aiming
low, so as only to stop the guy, but the
bullet hit the top of the bar about a
foot from the end and glanced upward,
hitting the hombre right in the heart.
This was as close as I’d ever been in my
whole life to where someone was killed.
Fred was acquitted on a claim of self-
defense.

HILE many saloons were operated

entirely by the owners, others leased
or put on percentage the gambling con-
cessions. When I worked in the Turf
Club, Johnny Devers was the head gam-
bler and his pal was Lep, a cool, shrewd
operator. Whether Lep was an abbrevia-
tion or just a nickname, I never knew.

Lep was a swell guy except that once
every three or four weeks he’d go on a
binge and become ornery and provocative.
Folks would stay clear of him, as he
was too mean to mix with. One night,
with half a dozen men drinking and with
Murray Collins, our piano player, at the
end of the bar reading the day’s paper,
Lep came in boiled and said, “Drinks are
on me.”

I guess Collins didn’t hear him as the
piano player paid no attention and kept
on reading. Lep, however, took this as a
personal insult and walked up behind
Collins, slammed him over the head with
his gun and, as Collins slumped to the
floor, said, “When I invite you to have
a drink with me, I mean it.”

After Collins had been assisted to his
feet and blood wiped off his face, Lep
walked up again and said, “Jeez, I didn’t
know that was you, Murray. You’re my
friend. I don’t know a better guy.”

Naturally, this caused some excite-
ment and was the topic of conversation
as soon as Lep left. Half an hour later,
Pedro Gonzales, who operated a shoe-
shine stand up the street, was playing
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roulette and talking about the recent
fracas. In walked Lep again, trimming
his nails with a pocket knife. He evidently
overheard at least part of what Pedro
had been saying.

“What was that you said, you black
so and so?”

Pedro answered, “All I said was that
I didn’t think you had any cause to
slam Murray like that.”

Lep reached out with the knife still
in his hand and slashed Pedro across the
middle three or four times. Pedro fell to
the floor holding his stomach. While
waiting for the doctor, others did what
they could for the injured bootblack.

While most were watching Pedro, Lep
walked behind the bar, reached over and
took up a shotgun loaded with buckshot.
Standing near the safe and turning to
cover the house with the shotgun, he
said, “Don’t anyone try to make a move.
Don’t even look like you want to.”

With that, Herbie Carpenter, working
the other end of the bar from me, took a
step, grabbed the end of the barrel, and
pushed it toward the ceiling. Imagine
the nerve of the guy—a little guy, too—
taking hold of the gun barrel only a
foot from his chest and not knowing how
close Lep’s finger was to the trigger.

Luckily for all, the porter had stood

the duckboards on edge and was mop-
ping with soapy water behind the bar.
While wrestling, Lep lost his footing and
let go of the gun. Some friends got him
to his feet and took him to his room,
keeping him there for the rest of the
night.
" The doctor ordered Pedro to the hos-
pital and a warrant was issued for Lep’s
arrest. He was placed under, or had to
put up, $1,000 bail. After several post-
ponements the trial came up weeks later.
Then it was discovered that Pedro had
recovered, his hospital bill had been paid
and, as someone had evidently slipped
him travel money, he had left town. De-
fendant was discharged and case was
dismissed.

So you see that in those days life was
not always placid—especially life in
quick-come, quick-go booming mining
camps. Rhyolite began dying out in a
matter of a few years as claims began
producing less substantial amounts of
ore. Today, only two of the old build-
ings are left amid hulls and skeletons of
structures that once shook with the roar
of saloon brawls and hearty laughter.
And a man has to trudge a pretty piece
nowadays before he can come across the
likes of Shorty Harris!

The Cowboy from Yorkshire
(Continued from page 21)

in the early morning light.

Jim Campbell stepped down from his
horse and tightened the cinch. A hun-
dred yards behind him the rest of the
hunters did the same. Then Campbell
jumped back into the saddle, waved his
arm to the others and charged straight
nto the mouth of Yellow House Draw.

“As we rode around the bend we could
see the Indian tipis ahead of us,” Collin-
son recalled. “Spotted Jack was in the
ead. Some of the men left their horses
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" and ran up the side of the draw and

began to shoot over the heads of the men
still on horseback.

“We were about a hundred yards from
the Indian camp, and the bullets were
coming thick and fast. We could see no
Indians, but they were evidently shooting
at us from behind the tipis.”

Spotted Jack was the first to fall.
Another hunter pitched from his horse
as a Comanche bullet found its mark.
The thick smoke from the black powder
of the heavy buffalo guns swirled up
the valley as the hunters raced in and
out of the camp.

Then Jim Campbell called for a with-
drawal. The hunters wheeled their horses
and rode back up the canyon. Smokey
Thompson, an old-time hunter whose
saddle was decorated with Comanche
scalps taken in past battle, was the last
man out. Campbell ordered Thompson
to take half the men back into Yellow
House Draw to flush out any remaining
Indians while the rest of the men forted
up in case of a Comanche counter-attack.

“We could see no Indians but we rode
back anyway, shooting at the tipis,”
Collinson said. “This time there were no
answering shots. We continued forward
and found the Indians gone, the tipis

full of holes, and a few dead horses on

the ground.

“Far up the west end of the draw we
could see a faint trail of dust left by the
fleeing Indians. We burned the tipis and
rode back to Campbell who still held the
hill.” :

The Battle of Yellow House Draw was
over. But it was only the first battle
of the private, non-military war waged
by the buffalo hunters against the
Comanches.

“We didn’t have an opportunity to be
very heroic,” said Collinson. “If our men
had been sober and properly led, we
could have whipped half the Comanche
tribe. But who could handle thirty or
forty half-drunk buffalo hunters?

“We got licked and well licked.”

THE HUNTERS set off on a follow-up
expedition under Jim Campbell, but
Frank Collinson did not go along. He
went instead to Fort Griffin, a rough
and ready fort and town where many of
the buffalo hunters fitted out for expedi-
tions into Indian territory. There he met
Captain P. L. Lee and agreed to guide
him against the Comanches. They were
to meet at Collinson’s camp in ten days.
Lee duly arrived with two troops of the
Tenth Cavalry, a Negro regiment which,
with its sister regiment the Ninth, did
much to subdue the Comanches in
Texas and later the Apaches in Arizona.
Guided by Tonkawa Indian scouts they
headed for Yellow House Draw once
more. On May 4, 1877, the scouts found
Comanche sign as they approached the
lake, and the troopers prepared for a
fight. But when they finally found the
Indian village it was hard to tell who
was the more surprised. The troops had
not thought that their enemy was so
close by and the Comanches were ob-
viously unaware that there were any
troops in the vicinity.
“The Comanche Chief jumped on his
horse, pulled a woman up behind him, and

headed up the draw,” Collinson said.
“The top sergeant of Captain Lee’s troop
jumped into the lead after the fleeing
Indians. He made a handsome picture
on his fine horse. He had black, curly
hair and long black whiskers, with
shaved chin. Captain Lee, myself, and
ten or twelve cavalry-men were close be-
hind the sergeant, who kept trying to
work his carbine. For some reason he
was unable to shoot.”

The Indian suddenly turned in his
saddle and fired his Winchester back-
ward, over the woman’s neck. His bullet
hit Sergeant Charles Baker squarely in
the forehead and flung him off his horse.
The troops opened fire together and the
Comanche, his squaw and his pony were
literally shot to pieces.

“We went back to where the sergeant
lay and found the cartridge had hung in
his carbine,” Collinson said. “He had
also been unable to pull the lever or
extract the cartridge. He had also carried
a good regulation Colt, and we wondered
why he had not dropped his rifle and
used his pistol.”

This was to be Frank Collinson’s last
bout with the Comanches. The buffaloes
were just about played out and the hunt-
ers had to find a new way of earning
a living. Jim White, Collinson’s partner,
decided to return to the Sioux hunting
grounds, and rode north. He was killed
in Montana in 1881 by a small war party.

Collinson was visiting a rancher friend
when he ran into Pitser Chisum, brother
of old John Chisum, the great cattle
king of New Mexico. Collinson told young
Pitser that he intended to ride over into
New Mexico and hire his gun to “Old
Jinglebob” Chisum. He had heard good
money could be made as a paid fighter
in the Lincoln County War. But Pitser
Chisum told him that Old Jinglebob was
not hiring gunfighters and said that the
story of a vast and highly paid army
of triggermen was untrue.

Instead he offered Collinson a job
piloting a herd of cattle from Fort Sum-
ner, New Mexico, back to Texas. Collin-
son accepted and they rode across the
state line to pick up the herd, camping
at Chisum’s ranch at Bosque Grande. It
was there that the young Yorkshireman
met Billy the Kid.

“ONE EVENING some men rode up
to the river and turned their horses
loose. One of them was a slim boyish
fellow. I was surprised to see only a boy
and walked over with some of our men
after supper to visit with him. He was
supposed to be about -eighteen, but
looked older when you saw him closely.
He was sunburned and not much to look
at. He didn’t look like a desperado to me.
If T had seen him somewhere else, I
would not have looked at him twice.
There were scores just like him all up
and down the Pecos.

“Everything he had on would not have
sold for five dollars—an old black slouch
hat; worn-out pants and boots, spurs,
shirt and vest; a black cotton hand-
kerchief tied loosely around his neck,
ever-ready Colt double-action .41 pistol
around him and in easy reach; an old
style .44 rim fire, brass-jawed Win-
chester. I should say he was about five
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feet, seven inches tall, and weighed per-
haps 135 pounds. He had no chin, no
shoulders, and his hands and feet.were
small. He needed a haircut. He had a
pair of grey-blue eyes that never stopped
looking around.”

The trail herd was being gathered by
the cowboys and Collinson had several
weeks to spend around Bosque Grande
with only one piece of excitement to
break the monotony.

Early in July 1878, a group of Seven
Rivers ranchers who were warring with
Chisum raided one of his camps, and a
rider raced into headquarters camp to
get help.

“All Chisum hands were urged to get
to the Spring River Ranch as fast as
possible,” Collinson recalled. “I ran to
the wagon and took out my Sharps .45
from where it had been rolled in a blan-
ket, and joined the rest of the Chisum
cowboys as they headed out on the run
for Spring River. The Kid and his party
were there when we got there, and the
Seven Rivers outfit had cleared out,
leaving a trail of dust. I was disappoint-
ed that there was no gun battle.”

Soon afterward there was a big fight
at Lincoln but Collinson missed that one
also.

He made the trail drive for Chisum and
stayed on in Texas for a while. Two
years later he met Billy the Kid again
when business once more took him to
Fort Sumner.

. “He looked the same that year, still
the Kid. He was killed a year later. I’ve
always thought that Billy was not treated
fairly, because he was the only man
ever brought to trial for any of the
numerous killings in that country from
1878 to 1880. I do not believe that he had
killed for money. He took a good toll but
I greatly doubt the twenty-one tally.

“My . opinion is, if the Seven Rivers
faction had not murdered J. H. Tunstall,
the young Englishman, we would never
have heard of Billy. The Kid said he
would get everyone connected with that
killing if they stayed in New Mexico. I
heard him say that Tunstall was the only
man who ever treated him as if he were
freeborn and white.”

OLLINSON cowboyed all over west
Texas for several years and in 1887
traveled to Denver, Colorado to marry
Jessamine Brammer, a Scots girl. They
returned to England for the honeymoon
and then bought a ranch in Texas.

In 1894 Frank Collinson happened to
be in El Paso and met up with John
Selman, an old acquaintance of buffalo
hunting days. Selman was regarded as
one of the most dangerous gunfighters
in the state. The two men had met in
Fort Griffin and their ways had parted
for nearly twenty years. Selman had
turned to rustling which soon led him
to a clash with vigilantes. He had got
out one jump ahead of them but his
partner was lynched. After that he
knocked around a lot and in 1894 was a
lawman in El Paso.

“I saw him shoot a gun or pistol sev-
eral times,” Collinson said. “He never
closed an eye, just looked straight down
the barrel, both eyes open. His eyes were
unusual. They were such a light blue that
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it was hard to see where the blue began
and the white stopped.”

Collinson saw Selman kill a man. It
was court day, April 4, 1894. Before mid-
morning two men were dead. One was a
former Texas Ranger, Bass Outlaw. The
other was a serving Ranger. John Sel-
man had two bullets in his leg.

Bass Outlaw had enlisted in E Com-
pany of the Texas Rangers in 1885 and
transferred to D Company two years
later. He had been an efficient officer
and had risen to corporal by 1890. He
made sergeant soon afterwards. Then he
got drunk in the little town of Alpine,
Texas, and was involved in a fight over
a card game. Ranger Captain Frank
Jones dismissed him from the force.

Bass Outlaw drifted up to El Paso and
served under Deputy United States
Marshal Dick Ware, also an ex-Ranger
and the man who put the bullet through
Texas’ most famous bandit, Sam Bass,
in the big fight at Round Rock in 1878.

When Captain Frank Jones was killed,
his top sergeant, John R. Hughes, was
promoted and occasionally employed
Bass Outlaw as a Special Ranger.

Soon after court opened, Frank Collin-
son met Bass Outlaw on the street and
Outlaw told him that he intended to kill
Dick Ware. The lawman had, Outlaw
claimed, sent another deputy into ‘his
territory” and the new officer had been
able to collect process fees for serving
warrants.

Collinson tried to talk Outlaw out of
the killing and suggested that they have
a drink. In Ernest Bridge’s saloon they
met John Selman. Collinson and Selman
decided to take Bass Outlaw back to his
room. The latter agreed but insisted on
introducing them first to his current
girl friend, a red-light girl who worked
in Tillie Howard’s brothel. Selman and
Collinson decided to humor Outlaw and
went along.

The girl was busy with a client which
infuriated the former Ranger. He stag-
gered downstairs into the basement
cursing loudly. Seconds later a shot was
heard. Collinson guessed that Outlaw
had dropped his gun in the dark.

At the sound of the shot Tillie Howard
began to blow her police whistle and
Ranger Private Joe McKidrict and Con-
stable Chavez arrived on the run. They
jumped over the fence into the yard and
ran into Bass Outlaw as he was coming
up the stairs from the basement.

Outlaw shot McKidrict in the body and
then put another bullet into his head be-
fore the Ranger hit the ground. Selman
jerked his own gun and ran at Outlaw.
The little  killer calmly shot Selman
twice in the leg before the officer could
fire.

Selman’s shot hit Outlaw in the chest.
As he turned to flee, he collapsed in the
street and a little later died in the back-
room of Barnum’s saloon. Frank Collin-
son helped Selman to a bed while a doctor
was fetched.

“Tt doesn’t take my flesh long to heal
after a gunshot,” Selman told him. And
sure enough, the tough officer was back
on duty in a short time.

Selman achieved lasting notoriety the
following year when he killed Wes Har-
din, the most famous killer Texas ever

produced and said to have had forty dead
men to his discredit. It was kill or be
killed among the gunfighters in those
days and less than a year after the
Hardin killing Selman himself was shot
down by lawman George Scarborough.

Within a year or two the Old West
that Collinson had known was gone for-
ever. It was time to settle down. Later
he bought a silver mine in Mexico and
made a great deal of money from it.

On one occasion after the turn of the
century he met up with the Mexican
bandit Pancho Villa. The brigand chief
was talking to the mayor of the little
town of Santa Eulalia, the nearest town
to Collinson’s mine. )

“The two men appeared to be the best
of friends,” Collinson said. “Villa often
threw back his big head and laughed
uproariously, and his white teeth gleamed
in the sunlight and contrasted strikingly
with his dark skin. His lips were thick,
and he had a heavy black moustache.
His black eyes were far apart, and his
big chest was like a beer keg. He was
about thirty years of age at this time.”

Soon afterwards Collinson heard that
Villa had ordered that same mayor to
be hanged from the tramway tower at
the Santo Domingo Mine. That was the
kind of quixotic man Pancho Villa be-
came.

Frank Collinson raised his family,
grew old gracefully and managed to
stay fit. He was still riding the range
when he was well over eighty. He died
in 1943 at the age of eighty-seven. His
wife outlived him by ten years and then
joined the old cowboy in the little cem-
etery at Clarendon, Texas.

Those Murdering Herricks
(Continued from page 27)

and Grand (now Colorado) Rivers. Dur-
ing the remaining months of 1881 all
supplies were freighted in from Gunni-
son, and there were no stores—not even
a saloon. By early 1882, though, Grand
Junction had become the supply center
for all the outlying ranches.

The valley proved fertile and produc-
tive, and many settlers harvested good
crops in ’82. It is about fifteen miles
across, and ringed by mountains except
to the west; sagebrush and desert mark
the entrance into Utah Territory. Kan-
nah Creek, fed by the melting snows of
the mountains, wanders through the
semi-desert land outside the valley. Here
the Herricks established their home, and
by 1883 had achieved a measure of pros-
perity.

Herrick, a slender, long-legged man in
his middle thirties, offered little resis-
tance when Maggie left him. Within a
month he’d found a new cook-housekeeper
for the ranch. Margarette Thompson, a
widow with a nine-year-old daughter, had
moved from Gunnison looking for work,
and Henry liked her. She was a tall,
attractive brunette, about thirty, her ap-
pearance marred only by the lack of
several front teeth.

Mr. Green, the hotel manager, had
forgotten about Maggie until he saw her
in the lobby the next morning after her
arrival. He wondered idly then if Henry
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had received his warning, and nodded to
Maggie as she conversed with a rancher
from lower Grand Valley. 3 :

Maggie was a blonde with sun-streaked
hair. She’d been fairly attractive when
she married Henry, but the years had
taken their toll. Sunburn had given her
skin a leathery texture, and she’d added
considerable weight. Her disposition
hadn’t changed, though, for when she
learned of Margarette’s status, she had
hurried back to Grand Junction.

SO IT WAS on the morning of July 26,

Maggie Herrick hired a horse from
a livery stable and rode toward the Kan-
nah Creek ranch. She was armed with a
pistol she’d borrowed from the rancher,
having told him she wanted to “kill a rat
in her room.” She took the ferry across
the Grand and rode the dusty, narrow
road leading out of the valley.

About five miles from town, as her
horse plodded up the slope of a shale hill,
she noticed a team and wagon approach-
ing. Maggie had halted the horse at a
curve, leaving room for the wagon to
pass, when she recognized her ex-husband
as the driver.

Henry stopped his team as Maggie’s
horse swung broadside to block the road.
Surprise showed on his face when he
recognized her.

“Maggie!” he exclaimed, and Mar-
garette Thompson slid closer to him on
the seat.

“So this is the woman you’re living

with!” Contempt revealed itself in Mag- .

gie’s gestures and she cursed Henry, ac-
cusing him of adultery all the while she
was crowding her unwilling mount closer
to the wagon.

Henry’s face flamed red with anger at
her outburst, and he touched the team
lightly with a whip, forcing Maggie’s
animal to give ground. “I want nothing
more to do with you. If you think you’ve
any claim to my ranch, you’ll have to go
to the law to get it.”

Maggie, seething with uncontrollable
rage, whirled her horse and followed the
wagon. She rode alongside the vehicle,
reviling Henry at the top of her lungs.
When he drove on, ignoring her, she
jerked the pistol from a jacket pocket
and fired point-blank into Margarette’s
back.

“Oh God, Hank, I’ve been shot!” And
Margarette was dead. Maggie galloped
her horse past the wagon, leaving Henry
staring in disbelief at the lifeless body
beside him.

Maggie recrossed the Grand River, rode
to the hotel, and returned the pistol
to the rancher. A few hours later Sheriff
Florida placed her under arrest.

Mrs. Herrick’s bail was set first at
$7,000; when the amount was reduced to
$3,000, she borrowed money from friends
and was released. She was to be tried at
the next term of district court, when-
ever the judge came to town.

HEADLINES in the Grand Junction
News told the second part of the

tragic story; it occurred on October 13,
1883.

ANOTHER TRAGEDY

May-June, 1969

Henry Herrick kills wife with a shotgun!

‘The most dastardly crime ever commit-

ted in the valley!

Maggie Herrick had secured a writ of
replevin, claiming she owned $2,500
worth of cattle on her husband’s ranch.
Sheriff Florida accompanied her to Kan-
nah Creek. They arrived at the ranch
of a neighbor, Joseph Cheever, about
eleven in the morning, and the sheriff
went on alone to serve the papers on
Herrick. His duty completed, Florida rode
back toward the Cheever ranch. He’d
traveled only a mile or so when he met
Mrs. Herrick and Cheever riding toward
the Herrick property.

“Knowing how your husband feels, I
don’t think it’s wise for you to ride
onto his land, Mrs. Herrick. In fact, it’d
be better if you didn’t even cross the
creek.”

Maggie flared up. “Sheriff, part of
that ranch is legally mine. And I'm not
afraid of that damned ex-husband of
mine, either.” And she urged her mount
forward.

Henry met them when they rode onto
the ranch, and he cursed his former wife
until he ran out of breath. The sheriff
and Cheever sat their horses, embar-
rassed by Henry’s outbursts.

“You want the cattle, go ahead and
get them. I'm damned if I’ll help you,”
the rancher shouted.

The three rode toward the grassland
where the cattle were scattered. Florida
cautioned Mrs. Herrick about riding
through the brush along the creek. “For
your own safety, ma’am, try to stay
out of Henry’s sight.”

Maggie Herrick snorted, feeling cer-
tain Henry was running a bluff. The
sheriff rode off, making a wide swing
to circle the livestock, while Mrs. Her-
rick and Joe Cheever commenced gather-
ing cattle nearby. Suddenly Henry ap-
peared on foot, carelessly holding a
double-barreled shotgun in his hand.

Maggie reined in, suddenly afraid.
Henry cursed her again. “You damned
murderess, get the hell off my land!”
Cheever was close by, but reluctant to
match his six-gun against a charge of
buckshot.

Finally convinced that Henry might
be dangerous, Maggie cautiously reined
her horse around. Before the animal
could move forward, Henry raised the
shotgun and fired both barrels into his
ex-wife’s back from a distance of fifteen
or twenty feet. She died instantly.

Joe whirled his horse in panic, racing
away in the direction the sheriff had
gone. And Florida, hearing Cheever’s
pell-mell rush toward him, guessed what
had happened. Joe confirmed the shoot-
ing, and they rode to where the body
lay.

“Gimme your revolver, Joe. I came out
here on a civil case, and I never guessed
I’d need to be armed.” He was sliding
the gun into his waistband when a cow-
boy rode up, curious about the gunfire.
Noting the cowboy’s scabbarded Win-
chester on the saddle, Florida tossed the
six-gun back to Cheever.

“Joe, you ride along the creek and
alert the ranchers. If Herrick gets away
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~from me, I want him stopped. You, fella,
let me have your rifle.”

SH‘ERIFF FLORIDA followed the
creek bank toward the Herrick house.
Brush was thick, and he realized Henry
might ambush him, so he pushed for-
ward cautiously. Within sight of the
house, he paused for a moment to plan
his next move. Luck was with him, for
at that moment Henry slipped from the
" house and, running in a crouched posi-
tion, made for the barn. Florida slipped
from the saddle and took cover before
he shouted his order.

“Halt! Drop the gun, Henry!”

Herrick complied and raised his hands.

“My God, Henry, I never thought
you’d shoot your wife!”

“Is she dead?”

“With a double load of buckshot, and
from that distance, she couldn’t be
deader.”

Florida posted the cowboy as guard
over the corpse, and hurried Herrick to
town. Word of the deed had spread all
along Kannah Creek, and the sheriff
wanted his prisoner alive when he de-
livered him to jail.

The coroner’s jury delivered its ver-
dict, finding that “Maggie Herrick was
slain by a double charge of buckshot, at
the hands of her estranged husband.”
After the jury’s proceedings, Henry was
returned to jail and placed under heavy
guard, with wrists and ankles manacled.

And there he remained, awaiting the
arrival of the district judge, until two
days before Christmas. On that Sunday
night the sheriff made his usual rounds
until about ten, but neglected to check
his prisoner before turning in. Florida’s
office was separated from the cells by
a slight partition, and sometime during
. the evening an unknown person had
entered the jail through an unlocked side
door.

Evidently a wrench was used, for the

bolts holding the metal cell door were
removed, and Herrick was spirited away.
Next day, Florida found the broken
shackles at a corral on Colorado Avenue,
several blocks from the jail.

Assuming that Herrick would head to-
ward the less-populated west, the sheriff
boarded the D&RG at nine that night.
He’d been busy all day, questioning
townspeople and having handbills print-
ed.

At each stop in Utah Territory, the
sheriff posted the bills which offered
$300 for Herrick’s capture. He solicited
aid from other law officers as far west
as Ogden. But he returned to Grand
Junction Friday morning without his
prisoner.

“T found traces of him in Green
River, but none beyond,” he told several
curious citizens.. “By now, those hand-
bills are scattered throughout southern
Utah, and Herrick’ll be caught sooner or
later. He’s a logical man, and he’ll head
south and hole up in some small town.”

One of his listeners spoke up. “S’pose
he’s fooled ya, and is goin’ through to
Ogden?”

“T hope he does, but it isn’t very likely.
I’ve got Ogden covered, and he’d be
picked up there for sure.”

Various items in Grand Junction’s
newspaper indicate Sheriff Florida was
a good law officer, but occasionally a
line or two cropped up to show he wasn’t
well-liked. One story complained that his
treatment of some out-of-town visitors
was unfair. Regardless of his true na-
ture, he wasn’t alert when he made his
trip to Utah in search of Henry Herrick.
A later investigation produced a brake-
man on the D&RG who swore he saw
Herrick in Ogden on December 25. And
Henry was disembarking from the same
train that brought Sheriff Florida to

“What do you mean it's nice to be wanted!”
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Ogden in search of him! Herrick was
never captured.

NE OTHER bizarre feature must be
added to this account. Maggie Her-
rick chose a lawyer named Robert Cobb
to represent her in recovering the live-
stock she claimed. When she was slain
while identifying her property, the same
lawyer was hired by Henry Herrick as
his defense counsel. Thus Cobb was pro-
bate judge, guardian of Mrs. Herrick’s
rights, attorney to secure property from
Henry Herrick for Mrs. Herrick’s es-
tate, and defender of the man who took
her life!
Lawyers, as well as murderers, were
busy in Grand Junction during its early:
days!

Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 39)

them off, he found that he was $300
short in his money kettle and began
asking questions of his cooks, who na-
turally knew nothing about any money.
Before letting them go, however, he
stalled and called in the local deputy
sheriff. They made a thorough search
of the ranch house and even the cooks’
bedrolls but found nothing.

The two cooks had made a batch of
bread dough and after stealing the $300
embedded it in the soft dough and then
threw it out in the back yard where it
lay in the sun and got as hard as rock—
so hard even the chickens did not bother
it. There it lay and, in the ensuing search,
was overlooked.

When Nate took the Chinese to town
after firing them, their bedrolls seemed
very heavy. And why not, for the wily
cooks had broken up the two loaves of
dried bread dough and wrapped them
in their other belongings. It was some
time later before their boss found the im-
prints of several $20 gold pieces in some
discarded pieces of crust and realized
what had become of the money.

It had been out in plain sight but no
one had looked in the right place, and
they never found the cooks afterward.

DOG CATCHING—WITH DIGNITY

By Paul Patterson
IT SOON BECAME clear to Boss Lee
that to keep top hands on the old
Quien Sabe Ranch he would have to
raise them himself. Which he did—Dick,
George and Young Lee.

What fretted him though was the fact
that Young had dogied on him. That is,
the lad continued small for his age—too
runty for a branding pen flanker. A sad
fact, but Young Lee remained too stunted
in his growth to ever make a hand afoot,
so Old Man Lee set him on a horse and
put him to heeling calves and dragging
them up for the huskier hands.

Young Lee never made newspaper
headlines from border to border as did
rodeo ropers of his time—Clay McGoni-
gal, Joe Gardner, Allan Holder and that
bunch. But there wasn’t a working cow-

boy from Canada to Mexico who hadn’t
heard of Young Lee, even though his
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base of operations seldom extended be-
yond Five Wells or the C or Clabber Hill
in the Midland-Odessa country in Texas.

The years continued to pile up and
Young Lee continued to snake mav-
ericks out of a bunch faster than three
sets of flankers could lay them down.
Comes the time, however, when, like the
Good Book says, “Behold how the mighty
hath fallen.” A half dozen C hands were
in Midland one night with the shocking
news: “Old Young is slippin’. Along
about midways of the brandin’ he snaked
one out by one hind leg. We didn’t pay
no attention to it except to think maybe
that he’d got dirt in his eye, or some-
thin’. But then, directly, he missed the
605th calf clear light!”

Obviously Young Lee was slipping;
was ready to be turned out to grass with
the condemned, the culls and the cut-
backs. And nobody seemed more aware
of this numbing reality than Young Lee
himself, for shortly he went into retire-
ment, to while and whittle away his re-

maining years in the lobby of the Schar- °

bauer Hotel and finish “dryin’ up” as he
would have put it.

BUT ABOUT THIS TIME the city of

Midland found itself beset by a dire
dilemma—dogs. Dogs of all breeds and
speeds, sizes and shapes ‘howled the
streets by night and prowled the streets
by day treeing cats, nipping heels, pre-
empting fire plugs and raising general
hell to their hearts’ content. About the
time the situation had gone far beyond
the intolerable, some genius was struck
with the answer—which he put in the
form of a question:

“Why not hire Young Lee to rope ’em?”

This was the answer. But first they
rigged up a wagon with a net-wire cage,
put a driver on the seat, a couple of
bouncers in back to handle the soon-to-be
occupants and they were in business.

A hundred fire plugs garnished with
soup bones couldn’t have attracted more
canine attention than this curious con-
traption moving down Main. Midland’s
multitude of mutts took to it in full cry.
But what these pooches hadn’t noticed
was Young Lee riding quietly alongside,
mounted on a little brown pony that
handled like a top.

All of a sudden a strange, snake-like
something whistled out ~of mnowhere,
snatched a pooch and swung him to a
bouncer in the wagon. Then again. And
again. And each time it whistled it
throttled a startled howl in mid-yelp. In
what seemed like one deft stroke Young
Lee would snare a mutt, swing him up,
have a new loop built and another dog
roped before poor Bowser’s expression
could switch from wonder to horror.

Brownie, the horse, and likewise slip-
ping supposedly, turned out as amazing
as Young Lee. Dog roping, of course,
didn’t pack the prestige—nor the punch
—that went with fair-grounding big
steers, but it was beginning to have its
compensations for Young Lee and
Brownie both. For .one thing it was far
easier on man and horse, not nearly as
apt to bust up brittle old bones. For
another thing, the pay was even better
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Courtesy Cliff Newland

Young Lee in action on the old C Ranch at Middle Well, about 1908. Lee rides Old

Smokey. Ranch hands, left to right: Sam

“Scissors” Nix, Fig Moore, Bill Griffin

and Big Boy.

than cow punching. (Young was getting
paid by the dog instead of by the day.)

For still another reason the dogs, all
of a sudden wily as deer, were becoming
a real challenge. They had begun to
scatter and run and dodge, the last ones
being the fast ones. At times Brownie,
though quick enough to cut a quail out
of a covey, was hard put to give Young
Lee a loop before a howling hound could
hurtle under a house or through a hole
in the fence. For another reason, Young
Lee always derived satisfaction from a
job well done, whether for pay or for
play.

Yes, with Young Lee back in the saddle
and little Brownie back under it, it was
plain to Midland dogs that they had had
- their last day. By week’s end cats were
back down from trees and firemen could
again gain access to fire plugs in case
of emergencies. The only remaining dogs,
what few there were in evidence, were
walking the straight and narrow, on
leashes at the heels of their masters.

So, maybe Young Lee was runted,
stunted, dogied, dried up and finally
(they thought) washed up as a roper.
And maybe Brownie had likewise passed
his peak. Even so, Midland will main-
tain to its dying day that no human
living could have added dignity to dog
catching—except Young Lee.

The Death Watch
(Continued from page 29)

out of banks, inundating about 300 acres
and forming a lake. In some places the
water was twenty feet deep.

When the creek returned to its regular
channels the lake was fished constantly
with gill nets. The overflow threw cat-
fish, carp, buffalo, perch and eel into it.
As summer advanced the putrid lake
slowly dried. Stagnant holes and sloshy
pools bred mosquitoes, and the good Lord
alone knows what else. This spill-over
lake contributed more to our death rate
than all other things combined.

AS THE NIGHT grew longer the young

and middle-age men moved else-
where. The old men remaining were
joined by old women. They talked low-
voiced in turn. We kids gradually moved
closer to them in order to hear the tales
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that frightened but thrilled. The general
theme was ghost and spirit stories, of
the character to curl a man’s hair; even
though half-scared to death by them,
we listened avidly.

Those old folks fully believed that
spirits of the dead returned to earth.
They related instances they knew to be
positively and absolutely true. In par-
ticular, the spirit of the recently deceased
hovered around a particular loved one
or favorite scene known in life, as if
reluctant to depart them forever.

One story concerned a young and
beautiful girl who had died suddenly just
before her wedding day. Later on the
intended groom decided to marry. Up
until that moment the dead girl’s ghost
had not been seen. Now she came back,
appearing before the man she loved.
Standing with her face toward him she
merely stared sadly and somewhat ac-
cusingly—had he so soon forgotten their
betrothal ? It scared him, so the engage-
ment was broken. Some years later he
again concluded to take a wife. Once more
the girl’s ghost came to haunt him.
After the third such instance he shot
himself dead with a six-gun.

The case of the headless farmer was
related by a dried-up, little old lady
chewing dip-snuff with a slippery elm
brush. Mention of the farmer’s name drew
our instant attention because we had
known him well.

Grain was our principal field crop,
followed by cotton. This farmer somehow
fell in front of his binder while cutting
wheat. The sickle severed his head from
his body. Just how he managed to do that
with the guard teeth in place beats me.
Nevertheless, that was how he actually
died. From the time of his death on, es-
pecially during stormy weather, the
headless ghost of the farmer returned
to the grain field looking for his top
knot.

The old woman had hardly ceased
talking, to shudder in self-induced hor-
ror, when another next to her whispered,
“] saw something white moving in the
air down there towards the field.”

At once every head shifted to look.
We kids followed suit and, sure enough,
our vivid imaginations made out some-
thing gray gently wafting south.

An old man ventured, “You reckon

the boy’s dead and that was his spirit
leaving the earth?” i

“No,” his companion replied uneasily,
“when he dies the dogs will start howl-
ing. They always do; they know the
instant a body dies.”

“Ain’t seen none around. Maybe they
been tooken away, or maybe they're
waiting quiet-like like us folks.”

“Sorta odd. Ain’t seen nary a tail of
one of them.”

This had been noticeable, the absence
of dogs. Not one had been seen or heard.
Yet, like all other families, the Jeatters
kept a pack of mongrels of every size
and description.

“Ain’t likely he died,” declared the
old woman. “A body goes out with the
morning tide. You watch and see. It’ll
happen at daylight.”

After a period of silence the ghost
stories started again. The next one con-
cerned a girl killed by mistake when a
posse of lawmen fired into an outlaw
gang. One of the gang was her lover. At
his request she carried a sack of grub
every few days to the outlaws in hiding.

Then abruptly one man spoke sharply,
“Wasn’t that a dog I heard barking
someplace off yonder?”

More fearful silence ensued before talk
was resumed. No one had heard a dog.
Besides, that man was stone deaf in the
right ear.

WHAT FOLLOWED at midnight was
possible because of the way the box-
ing plank house had been constructed.
Very few hastily, cheaply thrown togeth-
er dwellings in that country rested on a
foundation. Most were set on wood or
stone supports.

The Jeatters home had been built
about eighteen inches above the ground,
resting on rows of spaced bois d’arc
sawed blocks. This space was for air
circulation, to prevent mold and rot.
However loose acorn-eating hogs and al-
ways the dogs, gathered in it. Under-
neath the house became a den when not
enclosed with wooden strips or chicken
wire. Litters were dropped there.

Mother walked into the yard wanting
to put us to bed in the buckboard. Deny-
ing that we were the least sleepy, we
wouldn’t have quit listening to the gos-
siping old folks for anything.

As Mother started back for the house
one of the old women asked, “How’s
the poor boy tonight, ma’am?”

“His fever has slacked off a mite.”

The old women returned to their ma-
cabre reminiscences. They possessed an
endless repertoire of ghost tales. No soon-
er did one finish a yarn than another
began. One of the elderly men knew
how the Choctaw Indian ghost came into
being. Many years before, an old Choc-
taw man living at Boggy Depot, lower
down on Clear Boggy Creek, received a
large sum of money in gold from the
government. The Indian Territory was
riddled with outlaws in those times. Even
if a bank had been handy likely the
Choctaw would still have buried the gold
to prevent its theft. As time went on,
now and then he thought of a better
hiding place and reburied it.

Late one night, riders were heard
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around the log cabin. When the noise
quieted down the Indian rushed outside
into darkness so thick he couldn’t see
a hand before his face. Wanting to make
sure his gold was still secure, he hurried
for the cache but lost his way and fell
over a ditch bank, breaking his neck.

The Choctaw form of burial was to
place the body in the ground under very
shallow cover. You could smell their
graveyards a mile away. Over the dead
was erected a doghouse of boards, low
against the ground and covering the
grave. In it was placed food for the
departed one.

None of this food was touched by the
Indian we were hearing about until the
first anniversary of his death. Then not
only did he empty the bowls placed there,
he walked from the graveyard to the
spot where he met his end. Of course,
according to the story, he was looking
for his buried gold. That hoard was never
found by any member of the family.
Each year on the night of his death the
old Indian returned to search once more.
This resulted in the cabin being aban-
doned, the family moving elsewhere. They
were so spooky after the first year none
would make any attempt to find the
money. It was haunted and cursed, they
1said. If found, very bad luck would fol-
oW.

One old woman by narrating details
of “the murder house” was responsible
for my having nightmares for weeks
afterwards. Desperadoes had seized the
family home on an isolated creek bottom.
The father, mother and three children
were killed one at a time. Their throats
were cut and blood ran in streams over
the plank floor. It seeped through the
cracks into the ground beneath.

A week or so after the cruel des-
peradoes pulled out, riders passing by
observed swarms of blue-bottle flies
winging in and out of the open front
door. The horses were starved and the
milch cows in a bad way because they
were unable to get to their calves. When
the horrible crime was discovered, neigh-
bors buried the dead and informed au-
thorities, but the desperadoes were never
caught.

Relatives of the family arrived from
Kansas, taking over the homestead. But
in a few days they loaded up and hur-
riedly departed. They had seen ghosts
all over the place and heard the heart-
rending, moaning cries of dying children.
At night the floor boards moved and
creaked. The spirits of the deceased
would be forever restless until their
deaths were avenged.

One old man reviewed a murder which
had happened on the very edge of Olney.
A husband decided that he no longer
wanted his wife so he chopped her head
off with an ax. At the hog lot the body
was dismembered and the pieces fed to his
voracious swine. We never got the chance
to learn whether or not her spirit re-
turned to wreak vengeance. The tale-
teller paused for breath too long.

THE STILLNESS around the house

and in the timber was suddenly
oroken asunder by the long moaning
20wl of a dog under the floor beneath
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the sick room. A paralyzed moment fol-
lowed before a perfect chorus of howling
dogs followed. There must have been a
dozen of them.

Many things happened at once—pan-
demonium plunging into chaos. People
under the trees picked up and sprinted
away wildly, crashing into the brush in
headlong flight, Even the rheumatic old-

-sters who had told the ghost yarns ex-

perienced no trouble leaping to their feet.
Though the men ran fast, the old women,
pulling skirts up to their skinny knees,
beat them out of sight into the night-
shrouded timber.

From the front and rear doors ap-
peared womenfolks, running as if pur-
sued by the Devil. During this panicked
spree the dogs kept up an infernal din
of mournful howling. We kids not having
any comprehension of what was going
on, were too stricken with fear to move.
We could only wonder what devastating
calamity portended. :

Mother was the last from the house,
not hurrying but in a walk. She came
over wordless to where we sat. Perhaps
fifteen minutes elapsed before some of
the “braver” middle-aged men began re-
turning sheepishly. Gathering in a close
group they stared silently at the house.
The kitchen lamp cut a yellow block
through the window. During this period
the dogs quit their mournful, blood-
chilling howls and began slinking out
from under the floor toward the barn.

Finally Mother asked if someone should
not go to the house to see about the
Jeatters boy.

A man replied uneasily, “Of course,
he’s gone. Dogs always howl when the
spirit leaves the body.”

“We should look anyway,” declared
Mother firmly. “Maybe he isn’t dead and
needs help.”

The men argued about that but not one
of them volunteered to go have a look.
The weeping mother, who had fled with
the rest, came near and she too refused
to investigate.

The boy was dead, they reasoned,
finally released from his terrible suffer-
ing. Otherwise the dogs would not have
howled in the peculiar way they did. Be-
cause they left meant that the spirit of
the deceased was hovering around. Its
presence could be dangerous. Preposter-
ous as it my seem, those people were
scared to approach the house any closer.
Unknown and terrible events could fol-
low if the now holy spirit were disturbed.

At last Mother snapped, “Humph!”

“and walked quickly to the sagging porch

and into the front room. No one talked,
or hardly breathed. The lamplight was
seen to move from the kitchen to the sick
room as Mother moved through the house.
When she came back outside, the group
of men were filled with shame that a
woman had had the courage to do what
they were afraid to do. They waited ex-
pectantly. Was the Jeatters boy alive or
dead?

The embarrassed silence was broken
by Mother while they watched her face
in the gloomy starlight.

“He has been taken by the Lord,” she
said.
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CLASSIFIED
(35¢ per word, 10 word minimum, cash with order)

Books & Magazines

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map, 1200 place
name glossary; mines, camps, Indian reservations, etc.
?I.SQ. heron Fox, 1296H, Yosemite, San Jose, Cali-
ornia.

NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map. 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox,
1296'/, Yosemite, San Jose, California.

BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS. Service is our
product. No charge for search, Satisfaction guaran-
teed. D-J Book Search, Box 3352 San Bernadino,
California 92404.

GHOST TOWN DIRECTORY OF THE WEST—347 lo-
cations—10 states—Gold Panning Instructions—Pictures
~—Maps—Price $1.00. Other books for the Rockhound,
Prospector, Treasure and Bottle Hunter, etc. Free
brochure on request, Pierce Publishing, Dept. T-22,
Box 5221, Abilene, Texas 79605.
SELLING TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES. Nation's
largest stock. Send your list for prices. Stamped en-
velope appreciated. Miller, 2626-A Spring Lane,
Austin, Texas 78703.
GHOST TOWNS and MINING CAMPS of IDAHO,
also Idaho Treasure Tales and Treasure Trails, Descrip-
tive ma;:s. $2.25 each. Alturas Enterprises, Dept. W,
Box 7193, Boise, Idaho 83705.
BOTTLE BOOKS by PUTNAM. "BOTILED BEFORE
1865''—lists hundreds of patent medicines, bitters,
liquors, waters, fruit jars, etc., as advertised in news-
gapers from_1708 fhrougf: 1864. Locates old factories,
reweries, wine cellars, warehouses and bottling works.
"BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION' this reference book de-
scribes old time botties, gives their trade name, size,
and use. Over 1,000 pictures, all taken from old time
bottle makers catalogs. Each $2.75 postpaid. House of
Putnam, Dept. West, Box 578, Fontana, California
92335.
HISTORY MAPS—TRULY DIFFERENT. "Entire Pioneer
East and South' (26 + states) 3&'' X 45''. "Entire
Pioneer West'' (23 - states) 50'' X 45''—$5.00 each.
(They match.) Old forts, roads, trails; traces towns,
stage lines, railroads, river steamer, canal and emi-
rnt routes, telegraph lines, Indian areas, battles.
undreds of historical notes, Most everything dated.
\alfln‘,oZSMG La Veta N.E., Albuguerque, New Mexico

BOTTLE COLLECTOR'S HANDBOOK PRICING
GUIDE. Lists over 1850 new, old bottles. Identification
easy. Illustrated. Tells where to buy, sell. Guaranteed.
$3.95 postpaid. Cleveland, 320 AZ Main, San Angelo,
Texas 76901.

Books & Magazihes

ENGRAVED Picture Map of California. Over 100
sites, ghost towns, treasures, shipwrecks. ldeal for
framing. Sizes 22l X 17/5.  Price $1.50. William

ontana Ave., Portland, Oregon

Wi?hf, 8226 N.
97217.

""HIDDEN GOLD of the GUADALUPES'" by Pauline
Wattson. Second edition. 22 chapters—pictures, maps,
old Spanish mine—de Gavalin deposit, Monterrey
loot, Turquoise mine. $3.00 postpaid. Treasures Galore,
3307 Van Buren Ave., El Paso, Texas 77930

OLD COPIES of TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES,
ARIZONA HIGHWAYS, and DESERT MAGAZINE.
Send stamped envelope for list. W, W. Gorham, 1322
Casa Verde, Corpus Christi, Texas 784!1.

BOOKS: New books, old books, unusual books, all
kinds of books, Thousands of books. Large list for
stamp. Bradley's Variety, P.O. Box 28!, McGregor,
lowa 52157.

Business & Employment
Opportunities

FREE BOOK ''990 Successful, Little-Known Businesses.'’
n/ﬁré( home! Plymouth, 337L, Brooklyn, New York
AUSTRALIA WANTS YOU! Good Pay, Adventure,
Government Paid Transportation Allowance! Send
$1.00 for '‘Australian Opportunities Handbook." In-
ternational Services, Box 12-K6, Greenfield, Indiana.

OUR FREE MAP and BROCHURE. Shows how you can
win valuable oil leases which oil drilling companies
will buy immediately. Big profits plus oil income
can be yours. Write Independent Oil, Dept. 102, Box
28042, Dallas, Texas 75228.

ANNOUNCING HOME STUDY CQURSE in com-
mercial baking. Practical basic training. Good field
for those with aptitude, Free booklet, "Opportunities
in the Baking Industry."" National Baking School, 835
Eoig'&rsev Parkway, Dept. 712-512, Chicago, Illinois

SELL: Lifetime Melal, Social Security Plates. Big

Profits! Sample and Sales Kit Free. Russell, Box

296-TW Pulaski, Tennessee 38478.

HUNT, FISH, Work out West. Send $1.00 for informs-
tion. WSIS, P.O. Box 1476, Carson City, Nevada 89701.
JOBS and HOUSING, San Diego or Los Angeles
classifieds—$1.00. Letters re-mailed—25¢. Local in-

formation. Kane, P. O. Box 5415, San Diego, Califor-

nia 92105.

AUSTRALIAN OPPORTUNITIES! Assisted passage. Re-
port—$1.00. Stewart, Box 13262-FT, Kansas City, Mis-
souri 64199. ;

SPEND HAPPY HOURS at Home Assembly. Thou-
sands Enjoying Profits. Supplies Furnished. United
Box 55392DH, Indianapolis, Indiana 46205.

Firearms

GHOST TOWN_ EXPLORERS: Over 400 Mother Lode
locations in ''California Pioneer Towns." $2.50 post-
paid. Gold Bug, Box 588-T, Alamo, California 94507.
TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES, OLD WEST, complete
in 18 binders. Express prepaid to best cash offer.
Iiéglysl Campbell, 6281 McCommas, Dallas, Texas

MODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement
of thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-
ers. Rifles, pistols and shotguns of new manufacture
—and priced realistically, Tons of antique gun parts.
Send $1.00 for catalog #117-T. A must for any fire-
arms collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Ten-
nessee.

TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES, out-of-print is-
sues for sale. Charles Crum, 4322 Victor Street, Jack-
sonville, Florida.

FIRST 40 Issues TRUE WEST for sale, also—first 14

FRONTIER TIMES. Make offer. Mary Summers, On-
chiota, New York 12968.

"DEAD MEN DO TELL TALES" by Lake Erie Schaefer.
Facts about Frank Fish's mysterious death, still un-
explained. Sequel to ''BURIED TREASURE and LOST
MINES'" his Treasure Hunters Manual, Prepaid $3.00.
%i7|Ed Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, California
TRUE WEST to date except—I, 2, 3, 4, 7
19. Good condition. Best offer. Ralph Al
526, Brodhead, Kentucky 40409.

SELLING TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES, OLD WEST.
g‘(;ibf&e: Leona Ong, 1553 Linden, Pomona, California

9, 12 and
bright, Box

FOR SALE: All copies TRUE WEST and FRONTIER
TIMES. Make offer. Dr. H. S. Loveless, 2935 Penn-
sylvania Ave., Colorado Springs, Colorado.

AT HOME IN THE WILDERNESS" by Sun Bear.
Survival book on hunting, fishina, trapping, etc.
Autographed and numbered. $3.00 postpaid. Sun
Bear, Box 5895, Reno, Nevada 89503.

GHOST TOWNS, Forts, Indian Sites, Mounds, Vil-
lages, Shelters, Effiaies, Stage and Freight Trails,
Passes, Springs of Black Hills, Badlands of South
Dakota. History and Location—$5.00. Red Cloud En-
terprises, Box 55|, Winner, South Dakota 57580,

HISTORICAL MAPS: Early Trails West 84X 11—
25¢. Captain Mullan's Map_ of Pacific Northwest 1861—
$2.00. Horns Overland Guide to California and Ore-
“gon 1853, large map and trail booklet—$3.00. Ghost
Towns and Forts of Washington—$2.00. Christensen,
Box 5075, Spokane, Washington 99205.

PICTORIAL MAP OF THE WEST. Just out! Il Western
states on' one map. Decoratively illustrated. Over
sites—including ghost towns, lost mines, old mines,
military forts, routes and trails, missions, massacres
and more! Excellent for reference or framing. 23 x 29,
garchmenf color, Only $2.00. Cooper Enterprises, 2690
anta Rosa, Altadena, California 91001.

Fishing & Hunting

LIVE TRAPS, All sizes Mouse to Dog. Collapsible or
thlud. Carrying Cages. Free literature. Regional
Sales, 420 W. Oak, Flagstaff, Arizona 86001.
JEEPS (used) LOW AS $62.50 . . . Autos, Boats,
Thousands Others (on bidT) direct from Government
as availablel Send $1.00 for "Surplus Buying Direc-
tory.'" Surplus Disposal. Box 9091-WF, Washington,
D. C. 20003.

CRAWFISH TRAP PLANS—easily constructed. $2.00.
Free crawfish and catfish bait recipe. Orville Broden,
113 Roberts Road, Hot Sprinas, Arkansas 7'901.

SEND FOR FREE WHOLESALE CATALOG. The most
complete and fully illustrated catalog of reels, reds,
beads, spinners, jigs, lure bodies and parts, sinker
molds, feathers, tools, hooks, rod blanks, rod parts,
swivels, wire, efc. Finnysports, TR Sports Building,
Toledo, Ohio 43614.

COLLAPSIBLE FARM - POND - FISH - TRAPS. Animal
traps. Postpaid. Free information, pictures. Shawnee,
3934W Buena Vista, Dallas 4, Texas.

DECOYS—DUCK & GOOSE. Sensationally new, lowest
cost, make your own, start business, big profits, full
parficulars. E-Z-In & Out, Box 65765, Los Angeles,
California 90065.

Indian Relics

AUTHENTIC ANCIENT INDIAN RELICS—Send $1.00
for ancient arrowhead and extensive listing. Horse-
shoe Bend Indian Relics, Box 7412-A, Birmingham,
Alabama 35223.

ARROWHEAD MAKING: Complete illustrated in-
structions on ancient methods. Includes 1 hand
chipped arrowhead. $1.00. Canyonada, Route 2, Box
12, Mountainair, New Mexico 87036.

THE ART OF CHIPPING ARROWHEADS. Descriptive
booklet, well illustrated showing various methods
used in this ancient art. $1.50 postpaid. Chief Tellum-
how, Box 51, Chiloquin, Oregon 97624,

Indian Relics
IROQUOIS MASKS, rattles, dolls; also Cree, Slave,

Ojibwa, Eskimo crafts. Lists 25c. lrografts, Ohswenken
Reservation, Ontario, Canada.

"DETECTING FAKES and REWORKS" (Isample in-

. cluded) plus ""Reasons For Cataloging' all for $1.00.

Free brochure Iisfing important ant ropolo,g_ical books
including the new "ldentification Guide For Colum-
bia Plateau Projectile Points'' $2.25. The Tepee, Box
749, Richland, Washington 99352.

HOW TO FIND ARROWHEADS. Illustrated book tells
how, where, when to look. $2.00. Canyon Publishing,
Canyonville, Oregon 97417.

OBSIDIAN KNIVES and SPEARPOINTS 3" to 10"

long, $1:50 an inch. Obsidian arrowpoints, average
2% ?on . 4 for $5.00. Frank Estes, 1617 Willis St., Red-
ding, California 9 X

THE SINGING WIRE: Past and present Indian lore.
Photos, craft articles and more. For free sample
send to: Tyrone Stewart—TW, 8410 Mammoth Avenue,
Panorama City, California 91402.

3 ARROWHEADS plus '"Practical Guide To Hunting
Indian Artifacts' $2.00. Indianfacts-G, Box 4217,
Parkersburg, West Virginia 26101.

ANCIENT INDIAN POTTERY. Pot sherds of 4 kinds of
pottery bowls excavated at ruins 900-1000 years old.
$3.00 for ﬁroup. A. Cocard, P. O. Box 8143, Albu-
querque, New Mexico 87108.

INDIAN CAMP, Imlay, Nevada exhibiting in house
built of old bottles, artifacts of the Wests' earliest
eoples and nations. ''Good Totem' from Thunder's
rﬁedicine Cave—$1.00 each. R. Mountain Thunder,
Indian Camp, Imlay, Nevada.

BEADWORK, Costumes, Weapons, Saddles, Cere-
monial Items. Catalog 50¢. Tecumseh's Trading Post,
Strausstown, Pennsylvania 19559,

ORIGINAL INDIAN TERRITORY NEWSPAPERS. A-I
condition. Before 1900—$5.00, after—$4.00. Order |—
get 2. Postage paid. Albert Cullum, General Deliv-
ery, Overbrook. Oklahoma 73453.

Inventions Wanted

INVENTORS! We will develop, sell your idea or in-
vention, patented or unpatented. Our national manu-
facturer-clients are urgently seeking new items for
highest outright cash™ sale or royalties. Financial
assistance available. 10 years proven performance.
For free information write Dept. 49, Wall Street In-
vention Brokerage, 79 Wall Street, New York 5, N.Y.

PATENT Searches including Maximum speed, full air-
mail report and closest patent copies, $6.00. Quality
searches expertly administered. Complete secrecy
guaranteed. Free Invention Protection forms and
“Patent Information.'" Write Dept. 16, Washington
Patent Office Search Bureau, 711 I4th N.W., Wash-
ington 5, D.C.

INVENTORS! Sell your invention for cash or royalties!
Our client manufacturers eagerly seek new items.
Patented. Unpatented. Financial assistance if needed.
25 years proven performance. For free information,
write: Dept. 28, Gilbert Adams, Invention Broker,
80 Wall St., New York, New York 10005.

Leatherecraft !

FREEI World's largest leathercraft catalog. Hundreds
of Make-it Ideas. Tandy Leather Co., Dept. Sé7,
Fort Worth, Texas.

Rare Coins & Stamps

RARE Silver Dollars, 1880-81 S 1883-84-85-1899-1900-
01-02 O mint, Uncirculated, $3.50 ea. Coin Catalog
50c. Shultz, Salt Lake City, Utah 84110.

| PAY $250 EACH FOR 1924 Ic green Franklin stamps
rotary perforated 11 ($2,500 unused). Send 25c for
illustrated folders showing amazing prices paid for
old stamps, coins, collections. Vincent, 85 TW, Bronx,
New York 10458.

CALIFORNTA SOUVENIR GOLD DOLLAR—$1.50; Half
75¢: Silver Dollar—$2.50. Edel's, Carlyle, Illinois 62231.

SILVER DOLLARS. Choice Silver Dollars available
monthly to members of ''Dollarama Club." Our ser-
vice will save you many dollars and provide you
with many hours of pleasure. Membership limited.
Write for free details today. No obligation of ccurse.
Monterey Coins, Dept. TWC-2, 311 Homeland, N. W.,
Albuquerque, New Mexico 87114.

Real Estate

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $385.00.
40 acres $10 month. Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
fishing, investment, Free information. Land Corpora-
tion, 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.

"GOVERNMENT PUBLIC LAND (400,000,000 Acres)
in 25 States. Low as $1.00 acre. 1968 REPORT. DETAILS
$1.00. LAND INFORMATION, 422U WASHINGTON
BUILDING, WASHINGTON, D. C. 20005."

NEVADA VACATION RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
ELKO. V4 Acre lots, $395. $1.00 down, $5 per month.
Hot Springs, deer, rock and mineral hunting. Water.
Send $! for contract, returnable. Write Silver Cres-
g;snz'ri Ranchos, P.O. Box 4, Crescent Valley, Nevada

GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS $1.00 ACRE.
Millions Acres! For exclusive copyriahted report . . .
plus ''Land Opportunity Digest' listina lands avail-
able throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction Guar-
anteed! Land Disposal, Box 9091-WF, Washington,
D.C. 20003.
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Recipes

Miscellaneous

WINEMAKING . . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelion
Frozen Juices, etc., Brewmasters Secrets Revealgdl
Powerful Methods! Instructions, Recipes and Supplies.
Catalog, $1.00. Continental, Box [107I-WF, Indian-
apolis, Indiana 46201.

101 WINE, BEER RECIPES. lllustrated manual. $2.00.
S:s%plies—bominae, Box 584-W, Fort Wayne, |ndiana
46801,

BEER—bc quart. Modern recipe, supplies list; error-

less brewing with hints, etc. Niemannsbrau En-
terprises, P.O. Box 4192, Los Angeles, California.
COCKROACH RECIPE. A "Simple Home Recipe,"
costs less than 20c per year. After one day you will
see no more cockroaches around, Quick, safe, and
sure. $1.00 for recipe. M. F. Wooten, 1909 San 'Fran-
cisco Street, San Antonio, Texas 78201.

"FREE" SOURDOUGH Recipe. Send 25¢ cover han-
dling and mailing. Box 174, Battleground, Washington.
"SOURDOUGH" Recipes, Chuckwagon Biscuits, Hot-
cakes, Donuts, $1.00, ''Bar-B-Q' "Recipes, Sauces,
Beans, etc.—$1.00. "'Jerky'', make your own from fresh
or frozen beef or game, Recipe $1.00, Box 111, Brush
Prairie, Washington 98606,

RECIPES For Complete Mexican Dinner. $1.00. Mae
Thurman, 1124 S. Cherry St., Pecos, Texas 79772.
PIZZA RECIPE. The very best—$1.00. Pearl, 722 Oak
Street, Red Bluff, California 96080,

Treasure Hunting

HEAP FINDINGEST DETECTORS YET for metals, min-
erals, coins and underwater. Latest far out improve-
ments. Information 25¢. IGWTT, Williamsburg, New
Mexico 87942.

PROSPECTING, EXPLORATION, TREASURE HUNT-
ING. Equipment, kits, books, catalog. Miners Ex-
change, Box 64C, Nampa, Idaho 8345I.

PROSPECTORS—TREASURE HUNTERS! Metal Detec-
tor $3.00 sold world wide on money back guarantee.
Will locate metal many feet underground. Weight
8 ounces. Users have traced underground veins, %o-
cated covered mine shafts, located treasure articles,
old Spanish graves, etc. Complete instructions. Send
cash, money order or check—we pay posfage or
c.o.d. Plastino Mfg. Company, 6907 W. 12th, Denver
15, Colorado.

TREASURE, Gold, Silver, Relics. New 1969 defectors
now available. Free information, Rayscope Dept. &J,
Box 715, North Hollywood, California 91603.
TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Read the best!
Separate fact from fiction! Sample Copy 25¢c.
The Treasure Hunter, P.O. Box 188B, Midway City,
California 92655.

FREE 128 Page Detector Catalog. General Electronic
Detection Company, Box 67, gellflower, California
30706.

METAL DETECTOR HANDBOOK. Best quide available
for selection and operation of detectors. $3.00 post-
paid. Gold Bug, Box 588-T, Alamo, California 94507.

GOLD NUGGETSI ALASKANI Package of 20 small,
pure nuggets $2.95. Guaranteed. Schroeder's, Padu-
cah, Kentucky 42001. .

Miscellaneous
FOUR "WILL" FORMS and 64 nage booklet by Law-
yer. Complete, Only $1.00. ational Forms, Box

48313-WP, Los Angeles, California 90048,

WINCHES FOR: Jeeps, boats, pick ups, or_hoisting.
12 volt, PTO. Write for free information, Deer Tug
Winches. P. O. Box 11192, Fort Worth, Texas 76110.
AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS AND DANCES on
Phonograph Records—Catalo on request from
gs%%on.Records, 6050 No. 3rd gfreef, Phoenix, Arizona

PRE-COLUMBIAN ART Southeastern American In-
dian—Send $3.00 for Introductory Series. Gorget En-
terprises, Box 98, Calhoun, Tennessee 37309.

ATTENTION RELIC HUNTERS! Learn! Recognize valu-
able items! Make money! Booklet, 501 Collectors'
Items."! Comments, descriptions, suggestions for re-
sale. $1.00. Collectors, Dept. TW, Box 43, San Marcos,
California 92069.

PLAY AMERICA'S FINEST Adult Horse Racing Game.
Free information. Funanza, Box 2513A, San Bernardino,
California.

WANT Greatest Cash Crop Working for You? Write:
Ginseng, Asheville, 26, North Carolina.

BURNING UP $$3? Want to stop smoking? No
medication, Others helped. $1.00. White, Box 5250F,
Pasadena, Texas.

LOOK! Attractive paper weight or door stop. Au-
thentic antique brick, stamped ''Chandler OT."" OT
is abbreviation for Oklahoma Territory. $4.50 each.
Limited number. Hurry! P, J. Trent, P. O. Box 531,
Prague, Oklahoma.

OLD BOTTLES. 5 "Corkers”" for only $3.00. Bottles,
Box 262, Grayburg, Texas 77618.

WANT TO BUY—OId Unusual Fruif Jars. H. R, Hutch-
inson, 1220 Palm Way, Anaheim, California 92802

BEAUTIFUL NATURAL COLOR Prints of Charles M.
Russell's Masterpieces, suitable for framing. 60¢
each. Over 100 subjects. Send 10¢ for list. Gudmund-
son, 815 East Bannock, Boise, Idaho 83702.

BE GENUINE COLONEL, Confederate States Army.
Enjoyable organization. We send engraved Commis-
sion, ID Card, Lapel Insignia. Enrollment fee $5.00.
C.S.A. Inc., 540 Nokomis, Venice, Florida 33595,
SPEAK SPANISH. New method based on similarity
fo English. 48 page booklet—é0¢ prepaid. Spanish,
Box |, Congress, Arizona 85332.

SPECIAL. 1000 Name-Address labels—50¢
Satisfaction guaranteed. Collins, Box 644W,
ville, Alabama 35804.

COVERED WAGON TRAIN TREKS info Black Hills
of South Dakota and Wyoming. Travel along General
Custers' Trail. Write: Prairie Schooner Wagon Train
Company, Box 321, Newcastle, Wyoming.

ostpaid.
unts-

TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Relco's new
nstruments detect buried gold, silver, coins, minerals,
ristorical relics. Transistorized. Weighs 3 pounds.
$19.95 up. Free catalog. Relco-A:91, Box 10839, Hous-
'on, Texas 77018.

OZARK HILL Country Music and Songs by Arkansas
talent on 45 RPM records. Send $1.00 for sample
record and description of records available. Koun-
try Record Artists, Box 7288, Forrest Park Station,
Little Rock, Arkansas 72207.

JRANIUM? You need: Model 415 Geiger Counter.
Jnder $70.00. Daniel Stoicheff, 701 Beech, Burnham,
ennsylvania.

WILL FORM—Legal Information—Provisions and Con-
tingencies. $2.00. Carroll & Associates, Dept. TE,
P. O. Box 77251, San Francisco, California 94107,

MILL YOU GAMBLE $4.00 to save $200.00? Build
e or_several detectors from our 20 page book
'Build Transistor Treasure Detectors.'' Easily followed
gs'?[?cﬁ?ns. $4.00. Trionics,- Box 1796L, Costa Mesa,
California.

JLTRA-SENSITIVE and POWERFUL Metal Detectors.
loin the many who are finding buried coins, minerals,
elics and artifacts. Don't buy till you see our free
atalog of new models. Write—Jetco, Box 132 K,
duntsville, Texas 77340.

LOW COST Rubber Stamps, Printing, Personalized
Stationery and Pencils, Free sample. Rambin Imprints,
Box 337A, Chandler, Oklahoma.

HISTORIC Virginia City, Montana—Exclusive fourist
and collectors items. Send $1.00 -to: Virainia City
Relics, Box 482, Virginia City, Montana 59755,

OLD FRUIT JARS BRINGING FROM $1.00 fo $200.00
each, For list of over 200 kinds, prices, and where
to sell them—mail $1.00, airmail $1.25 to: E & O
Publishers. Dept. 235, Box 437, Dallas, Texas 75208.

AEMBERSHIP in the oldest Prospecting, Treasure
lunting Organization is now open. Write fo United
rospectors, Inc. for applications. 5665 Park Cresi
Irive, San Jose, California 95118.

AAKE TREASURE HUNTING PAY! Free information.
ox 112, Alameda, California 94501.

Western Merchandise

LACER GOLD, $2.00. Pocket gold, $2.00. Gold dust,
1.00. Attractively displayed. Moneyback gquarantee.
ester Lea, Box 237, Mt. Shasta, California 96067.

RECORD COMPANY big with country music, looking
for song writers and finished masters. Send $2.00 for
handling per song. Good percentage per record if
used. Contacted within two weeks. Write: Vinney
gseogz.;rds, Inc. P. O. Box 388, Hammonton, New Jersey

FIND Overlooked Fortunes in Minerals, Duke's Short
Course in Prospecting will teach you how to find and
identify them. New Simple System. $25.00 Home Study
Course only $3.00. Send for free copy ''Overlooked
Fortunes in Minerals." Duke's Research Laboratory,
Box 666-4, Truth or Consequences, New Mexico 87901

EARL AND METAL SNAP FASTENERS for Wesfern
nirts.  Many styles and colors. Free catalog.
:ampau Company, Box 74055G, Sanford Station, Los
ngeles, California 90005.

HEARING AIDS Below Wholesale. Regular, eyeglass,
completely hidden models. Smallest, most powerful.
Free home trial. No salesman will call. Free details.
Write: Prestige-C9, Box 10880, Houston, Texas 77018,

ARB-WIRE—Antique and rare. Send 25¢ for sketch
st. Demco Barb-Wire Sales, :Box 1025, Littleton,
olorado 80120.

VESTERN STYLED PEARL and Metal snap fasteners
for shirts, etc.). Wide assortment of colors and

yles. Discount prices. Send for free color catalog.
g:oM Sales, P.O. Box 1368, South Gate, California

ARBED WIRE COLLECTORSI Have "Buckthorn' and
Sawtooth' ribbon wires at 75¢ each. Also brochure,
;%.mJesse James, 3709 5bth., Maywood, California

NTIQUE BARBED-WIRE and DISPLAY LABELS. Send
i¢ for sketch list. Huaco Wire Sales, 1316 N. 34th.
t.. Waco, Texas 76710.

"HOW_ TO SELL EVERYTHING YOU WRITE." Au-
brey, Box 3124, Industry, California 91744.

rontins FREE!

Make money. Know how to break and
train horses and ponies. Send name
and zip-code for this free booklet with
special offer of a course in Animal Breeding.
f you are interested in. Gaiting and Riding the
saddle horse check ( ) Do it today!

Write to BEERY School of HORSEMANSHIP
1556, Pleasant Hill, Ohio 45359

Feliva
= ha

3 fishing and
all around
use. Mirror
polished, im-

Guaranteed
10 Years!

use. Press button
handle to close. Safety finger
¥uatd.sure-g‘rlp handle.
anced ortarEetthrmaviwz. IF BROKEN
WITHIN 10 YEARS WE WILL REPLACE
AT NO CHARGE! Use 30 days. Mones'
back if not pleased. Onlg $1.98 plus 8.2
})ostage and handling. ORDER NOW! Midwest
Knife Co., 9043 S. Western Ave., Dept. RC-473
Chicago, Til. 60620. Established 1836.

l UEALER

DL ’ ~
LARGEST SELECTION of tiny,
all-in-the-ear, behind the ear,
eyeglass and pocket models.
FREE HOME TRIAL. No obli-
gation. Money back guaran-
tee. No down payment. Easy
terms. No salesmen or deal- " .
ers. Order direct and save 65%. Write for free catalog.
PRESTIGE, Dept.D-38. Box 10947. Houston. Tex. 77018.

Made '900 in Spare Time

“‘I made about $900 last year
with my Foley equipment
by sharpeningsawsinmy
spare time.’’ Leo H. Mix. '

No Experience Needed
With a Foley Automatic
Saw Filer anyone can
sharpen hand, band and eir~
cular saws with professional
accuracy. No canvassing —

business comes to you.
We Help You Start. wegive
~you inside tips on how to build
as}?undhrepeat buséu?issi; }égrv
‘‘“Money Making| Others have succeeded in this
b rofitable saw filing business.
Facts’’ shows how to| P MFG. COMPANY
6354-9 Foley Bldg.

i ciay | FOLEY ets Sorpamy
NOow! Improved and Patented

RUPTURE-

FREE BOOKLET

No laces — instant
| pull-strap adjustment
* No Fitting Required

Right or $ 495 @
Left Side
Double . . $6.95

%it  Strong, form-fitting washable support for re-
ducible inguinal hernia. Snaps up in front. Soft, flat groin pad.
No steel or leather bands. Unexcelled for comfort. Also used
as after operation support. For men, women, children. Send
measure around the lowest part of abdomen and state right,
left side or double. Add 35c postage. PIPER BRAGCE CO.
Dept. TT-69 - 811 Wyandotte  Kansas City, Mo. 64105

MAGNIFYING
READING GLASSES
High - quality, $398

plano-convex lenses. Smoke-color frames. Metal
hinges. For folks over 40 without eye disease or
astigmatism who simply need magnifying lenses. If
not satisfied return postpaid in 30 days for refund.
Outstanding value: $3.98 - 35c postage. State age,
sex. NEL-KING PRODUCTS ° Dept. TT-696
811 Wyandotte ° Kansas City, Mo. 64105

50 BRAND NEW

TOWELS $12!

Biggest Towel Bargain in U. S.
UNWOVEN COTTON AND RAYON-—Assorted beantiful Pastel
Colors. BRAND NEW-—NOT Seconds—50 Towels for $1.00, or
100 for only $1.891 Deluxe Quality. Pls. include 25¢ extra for
pstg. & hdlg. with EACH set of 50 Towels you buy. Make good
money selling these Towels. We've sold 40,000,000 already and
include sure-fire MONEY-MAKING Plans with your order,
Money-Back Guarantee. No C.0.D.’s Order NOW}

50 TOWEL CO., Dept. CR-390, Box 662, St. Louls, Mo

Watch for the
July FRONTIER TIMES
.+ . on sale May 20

Tay-June, 1969
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Did Russia Introduce the Horse ?

(Continued from page 19)
out food, for longer periods than can
other breeds and that the furry quality
of their hair aids them in withstanding
weather unendurable to even the hardi-
est mustang. He also has found them
more intelligent and easier to train than
other breeds.

A few ranches in other Western states
have curly horses descended from wild
stock, but most of those now raised by
owners in the United States were ob-
tained from the Damele ranch near
Austin, Nevada. Work is presently in
progress to register the breed in this
country.

It is possible, of course, that the
original stock was introduced by Russian
fur traders who tried to establish a
colony in Sitka in 1806, hoping to sustain
their otter trade in the Aleutians. How-
ever, this colony was stricken with
scurvy and starvation soon after its ar-
rival and the project was abandoned.

It is doubtful that animals from such
a distance as the Ural steppes were used
for the sea-faring mission. If animals
did accompany the expedition, it is more
likely they would have been native to
the shores from which the party sailed.
It is also unlikely that any animals
would have escaped the tables of the
starving Russians, once they had arrived
at Sitka. If later Russian colonists to
California had introduced them, why was
the Bashkir never found running wild
in California? And why was not the
stock listed on Russian expedition in-
ventories ?

From all available evidence, Russia has
the edge for a valid claim for having
introduced the modern horse to North
America. Along with the Mongols, who
might have evolved into our Navajos, it
was the Bashkir nomads who introduced
the first curly horses into America, if not
the first horse to set hoof on our land
after the extinction of the earlier three-
and-four-toed models.

“Suicide Ted” Elder
(Continued from page 42)

he promised a few small boys he would
give them twenty-five cents each for
every black cat they brought him. Well,
kids are resourceful and the next day at
the climax of Ted’s act, the cats, about
fifty of them, were suddenly released
into the arena. They scurried here, there,
and everywhere, as fast as they could.
The crowd was delighted with the sur-
prise.

Upon returning to the States, Ted per-
formed at various fairs and rodeos, and
with the Cole Brothers and the Clyde
Beatty Circuses. He then returned to
London with his Irish Hunters. He had
to get them ready to open with Tex
Austin’s World Champion Rodeo in three
weeks. The Talbot Automobile Company
built what might be called a mock-up
car, made of special plywood so the
horses would not be injured in case of
an accident. When “show time” came,
however, the act was put on with a
genuine automobile. In America his cars
were furnished by the Ford Motor Com-
pany.

During 1934-'85-836 Ted played the
rodeo circuit for Coburn and Sorenson,
again receiving much acclaim. Then
came the spring of 1937, and he met with
a serious accident. While wintering in
Jackson, Mississippi, Ted went over to
a riding academy, where his horses were
being kept by a friend, to show some peo-
ple how to jump hurdles. The ground
was muddy and the horse slipped, throw-
ing Ted forward and over into a rail
fence. His leg was broken at the hip,
necessitating his remaining in the hos-
pital for several weeks.

Ted was already booked for spring, so
he bravely went back to work, but it
was not the same. The leg was very stiff
and he couldn’t handle his body with his
usual grace and agility. However, he
hung on and later went to Australia for
the Royal Easter Show and Rodeo. He
did not take his own horses but got an
untrained horse ready for showing in
five weeks’ time.

He also perfected a new act. A poem
was recited over a megaphone, as if the
horse were talking to his master. Both
man and beast supposedly had been
wounded by gunshot, and both were

dying. So dramatic was the recital that
the manager came to Ted and told him
there were thousands of people in the
stands that night and very few dry
eyes anywhere. (Ted did not perform
this act in the States, but he has often
wished he had done so.)

The Australian trip was the highlight
of his career. Ever on the alert for some-
thing new, Ted purchased four kan-
garoos which he trained to box, and
brought them home. His boxing bouts
were booked at various night clubs
throughout the country—Leon and
Eddie’s in New York, among others.

When Ted retired from show business,
he made his home down on the Gulf of
Mexico, dealing in lumber and home
construction, at which he was successful
—but once a showman, always a show-
man, so he went out to California, got
a job with Gene Autry, and trained the
famous horse “Champion” which Gene
used in motion pictures. Now it is 2
toss-up which is the most famous—Autry
or Champion. This horse mastered thirty-
eight different tricks under Ted’s tute:
lage. Many horses have learned to rol
a barrel with their forefeet but Cham:
pion rolled two barrels, using both fore
feet and rear ones. Ted could put his
forefinger in the horse’s mouth and il
would walk anywhere Ted would leac
him—a bridle wasn’t necessary. The
many tricks he mastered are too nu
merous to detail, but Gene was very
pleased and told Ted he had a job fo
life.

However, circumstances arose thal
made it necessary for Ted to leave. The
Mojave Desert was to be Ted’s home fo1
many years. He did a little ranching
and worked as an extra in some West
erns. Tom Mix, Hoot Gibson, Will Roger:
and many other stars were close friends
In fact, Ted was a friend to even som¢
“bad guys” in the movies. The Indian:
most always played ‘“enemies” to the
white man but when the takes wert
finished, Ted would be buddies with botl
sides.

Even now he relishes getting togethe:
with former friends of the “old days’
so they can chin-wag about the year:
when the crowds cheered, the musi
blared, and the noble horse competed
using his wits and strength against the
man on his back.

TUMBLEWEEDS

FELLOW CITIZENS!..GRIMY GULCH
IS ON ITS LAST LEGS! A VERITABLE
PISASTER AREA! .THE TIME HAS
COME FOR POSITIVE ACTION!

== =is ofe efe

AS FIRST CITIZEN OF THIS

SITUATION!..TO FREE THE TOWN OF
CORRUPTION, FRAUD AND SCANDAL !
TO GIVE THE PEOPLE HOPE!...TO

MAKE ITA FIT PLACE IN WHICH TO
LIVE! WHAT D’YOU SAY, MEN P!

NP4y
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COMMUNITY, | HAVE PECIPED TO DO||
SOMETHING ABOUT THIS DEPLORABLE ||

-=hy Tom K. Ryon
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AMERICANA BUFFS! |

=" i 'WM'\“

This is YOUR magazine . . . a collectors quarterly devoted entirely
to the treasures, artifacts, relics and collectibles intimately asso-
ciated with the expansion and development of the vast Frontier.
It is put out by the publisher of TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES,
and OLD WEST—First in Western Americana!

A LINK TO OUR PIONEER HERITAGE

Shown below are the issues we've published to date—each one a valuable collectors item
in its own right! In order to insure that new collectors may be afforded an opportunity to ac-
quirc a COMPLETE SET of these important reference volumes, we've reserved a limited sup-
ply of each issue. Order these back issues BY NUMBER, NOW!—while they're still to be had
at their original price, 35¢ each. Better yet, SUBSCRIBE NOW, so you won't miss a single issue
from here on out. Your subscription will start with the current issue shown at top of page.
Treasure hunters and relickers know that bargain opportunities of this sort just DON'T LAST!
So ... HURRY! (RELICS will not be available at newsstands!)
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--------------------------------- PER YEAR

RELICS- SS
P. 0. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704

(] ONE YEAR SUBSCRIPTION (4 ISSUES) VALUE $1.40 ..............

G I F T I E A ! (] TWO YEAR SUBSCRIPTION (8 ISSUES) VALUE $2.80 .............. $2.50

Are any of your friends spending more time NEW.
in vacant houses and old city dumps than they : renewaL

spend in the bowling alley or at home? If so,

how about giving them a subscription or a | "¢
package of back issues to help them out in ! streer
their search? It isn't often you can be so
CITY. STATE ZIP.

thoughty and so thrifty at the same time,
Partners.

(If you don’t want to cut this magazine, order on a sheet of paper.)



WESTERN PRINTS!

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

ORDER
NOW!

$1.00 EACH

L ]

4 for $3.50
(SAVE $.50)
®
8 for $6.50
(SAVE $1.50)

ENTIRE SET
OF 12, $9.00
(SAVE $3.00)

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

Circle prints desired.
| 2 3 4
) Entire set of 12

Address
(s e s vy R e






