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There is 3 Guoesaoo line to meet
Every Test of

FINBACK FUR

G 6 BRAIDED FOR SPINNING

- DACRON* SQUIDDING<BAITCASTING
Smaller diameter and less visibility helps you spook the
fish. No stretch of line hooks "em with snap of rod tip.
Greater strength and resistance to fraying make sure
you land ’em. Popular sizes, tests, colors.

*DuPont Polyester Fiber.

GUDELINE
BRAIDED NYLON
BAITCASTING LINE
Long, smooth casts are as-
sured by the special lubrica-
tion and waterproofing of
GudeLine. GUDEBROD’S
own diathermic process also
reduces stretch and diameter
for top line performance.
Popular sizes, tests, colors.

G 6 BRAIDED
we DACRON
TROLLING IN BLUE SPOT

The big ones will only see
your lure when you take ad-
vantage of the camouflage
action of the new, sleek, sub-
tle, blue fleck line. Same small
diameter and no stretch of
other G-6 Lines. Popular
sizes, tests.

G-3 BRAIDED NYLON ... A favorite of *“Spin-
| ners” who want specially processed line for ac-
"/ curate casting, greater strength.

G-4 MONOFILAMENT ... Invisibility in water
~ and flexibility for casting ease make G-4 a first
for salt and fresh water.

G-5 NYLON FLOATER ... Exclusive GUDEBROD
finish keeps water from seeping in, keeps line
floating perfectly on surface.

GUDEKING SILK and GUDEQUEEN NYLON
FLY LINES ... Vacuum processed and oil im-
pregnated for casting accuracy.

ASK YOUR DEALER ABOUT OTHER GUDEBROD LINES
FOR ALL TYPES OF FISHING IN SALT, FRESH WATER

UDEBROD BROS. SILK CO., INC.

Philadelphia 7, Pa. Founded 1870
“First In Line For Better Fishing”

FREE WEATHER
FORECASTER

16 full-color photos
of cloud formations
help you tell when
weather’s best for
fishing. Ask dealer,
or write DEPT. TW99.




“I call it a bad day if I don’t
‘make $25 before noon”

(This chair alone brought $4.50 with twenty-five

minutes work and 32¢ in cleaning materials.)

by Harold Holmes

“Just a few months ago I made the big move. I gave
up my job and started spending all my time in the little
business I had been running on the side. It wasn’t an easy
decision, but, now I’m tickled to death I made it. Not just
because I'm my own boss or because I have an excellent
chance of making over $10,000 this year. It goes deeper

than that.

“You see, this idea has caught on like wildfire in my
town. Not a day goes by without my phone ringing with
women calling for appointments. The beauty of it is that
once a woman becomes my customer, she calls back year
after year. Not only that, she tells her friends, too, and
they call me. Before I know it I'm swamped with work.
(And at $7.50 an hour net profit it doesn’t take long before

my bank account is really mushrooming.)

“Funny thing, but back last year
before I started, I never realized the
money there was in this business wait-
ing for someone to come along and
collect it.

Concentrates On Better Homes

“Just think : every house in town has
furniture and most have rugs or
carpeting. I concentrate on just the
better homes and have more work than
I can handle. You know why ? Because
women are fussy about their furnish-
ings. Can’t stand {o see them dirty.
That’s why they call me over every
year.

“The average job is worth $25.00
to me and takes a little over 2 hours.
Out of this, after paying for materials,
advertising and other expenses I net
about $15.00 clear profit. This means
I need just 8 jobs a day to clear $11,-
250.00 in a year. Frankly, since this
will be my first full-time year I'll be
glad to hit the $10,000 mark. But after
that this business should grow larger
each year until I have to hire men to
help me handle the business.

Personally Trained

“Believe me there’s nothing magic
about it. I didn’t know a thing about
cleaning home furnishings before I
became a Duraclean dealer. But after
my application was accepted I was
trained at their factory-training
school and by a dealer in a nearby city.

“T wag astonished by the short time
it took me to become an expert. Actual-
ly, much of the credit must go to the
Duraclean process, which is so safe
it has earned the Parents’ Magazine
Seal. .

“The portable machine you see is
just one of the electrical machines I
use. It manufactures a light aerated
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foam with a peculiar action chemists
call ‘peptizing’. It means that instead
of being scrubbed deep into the fabric,
dirt is gently ABSORBED by the
foam, leaving the fabric clean all the
way down.

“Women can’t believe their eyes
when they see how it works. Colors
appear bright again, and rug pile un-
mats and rises like new.

“I don’t have to soak rugs or up-
holstery to get them clean, which ends
the problem of shrinkage, and means
the furnishings can be used again the
very same day. This alone has brought
me a lot of customers.

Offers Five Different Services

“As a Duraclean dealer I make
money with four other services, too:
Duraproof . . which makes furnishings
immune to moth and carpet beetle
damage (it’s backed by a six year war-
ranty) . Durashield, a brand new dirt-de-
laying treatment. It coats fabrics with
an invisible film that keeps dirt out.
Duraguard, another new service, flame-
proofs draperies, upholstery and car-
pets to reduce charring and the tend-
ency of fires to flame up. And Spotcraft,
which consists of special chemical
products for removing stubborn spots
and stains. On jobs where I perform
all five services, I multiply profits!

“One of the nicest things about be-
ing a Duraclean dealer is that when-
ever I need help—whether it concerns
advertising, lining up local retailers as
agents, keeping business records, al-
most anything at all—I can write or
phone Headquarters and 1 get prompt,
expert guidance. They maintain a staff
of experts who are going ‘“all out” to
make my business a success. My serv-
ices are nationally-advertised in fa-
mous magazines like McCall’s, House

Vi

Beautiful and many others. I also get
a complete advertising kit prepared by
experts. (There’s even a musical com-

.mercial!) I get a monthly magazine

full of methods to build business and
I can meet with other dealers at Dura-
clean conventions. I’m also backed by
insurance. In fact there are over 25
regular services I get under their
unique System.

Operates From Home

“Maybe you too would like to break
away from your job and make a fresh
start in a business of your own. Do
you need a shop? Certainly not. I
operate from home. Need a lot of
money to start? Not at all. Duraclean
finances reliable  men, after a mod- -
erate down payment, and furnishes
enough supplies to return your TO-
TAL investment.

“You get everything you need:
equipment, supplies, advertising mat-
ter, personal training, and regular
help from Headquarters. To get all
the details, just fill out the coupon.
There’s no obligation and you can de-
cide for yourself. I'll say one thing:
if you DO become a Duraclean dealer.
you’ll be glad for the rest of your life
that you took time today to write.”

Irl H. Marshall, Jr., International Headquarters
Desk 9-770, 839 Waukegan Avenue, Deerfield, Il

I IRL H. MARSHALL, Jr., International Headgquarters '
Desk 9-770,839 Waukegan Avenue, Deerfleld, 1il.

I'm interested in owning my own business. Please
| send illustrated booklets and full details FREE out-

' lining the Duraclean Dealership Program and territory
l arrangement.

l Name......... ..
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Ofters The Best

In Western Books

THE COWBOY READER edited by Lon Tinkle

and Allen Maxwell
The editors have produced a broad, informed rough
and always exciting portrait of the cowboy This is a
rich collection of primary source material, due in

October.
Prepub. $6.75. After pub. $7.50
LIFE AND DEATH OF A QUICKSILVER MINE
by Helen R. Goss
The Story of the Gredat Western chksxlver Mine—
about rustlers, road agents, Chinese laborers, and their
camps; and the gaiety, tragedy, crises of mining camp
life. $5.00
LUCKY MONTANA COWPOKE
by Spencer Watkins
The highlights of a never-dull career in the open
spaces—tales exciting, amazing, inimitable, amusing—
and all true. $2.95
WILD BILL HICKOK by Richard O’Connor
A fine biography of the deadliest marksman, fanciest

shot and most colorful personality of all the gunfxghtcrs
August $3.95

[] Check Here For McMurray’s
FREE BOOK LISTINGS
We will send you descriptive titles of brand new

and old favorite reprints of
WESTERNS

A FITTING DEATH FOR BILLY THE KID

by Ramon F. Adams
Another of Mr. Adams’ long-promised books, now
definitely scheduled; designed especially to paint the
Kid as he really was—stnpped of legend and misin-
formation. Autographed copies. January $4.95

THE GREAT BUFFALO HUNT

by Wayne Gard
In a richly colorful piece of Western Americana,

Mr. Gard has recaptured the history and drama of*

the great hunt for buffaloes and its role in the opening
of the West. Autographed first editions.
October $5.75

THE DAY OF SAN JACINTO by Frank Tolbert
The well-known columnist for the Dallas Morning
News has written a rousing narrative of the battle in
which Sam Houston drove the Mexicans from Texas
Autographed first editions. October $3.95

SANTA FE by Oliver LaFarge
The autobiography of a Southwestern town. A history
of the city as seen through pages of The New Mexican
newspaper, for 110 years a mirror of the city 55;1;55

THE RAMPAGING HERD by -Ramon F. Adams
At last—promised by the publishers this fall—Mr.
Adams’ bnhllog_raphy of books and pamphlets on men
and events in the cattle industry. A major event in
*Western Americana. Autographed first editions.
Oct. $15.00

GREAT TRAIN ROBBERIES OF THE WEST

by Eugene B. Block
Here are the great gun toters—Daltons, Jameses, The
Wild Bunch, “‘Big Nose George'’, Al Jennings, etc.
all brought back to life with all' the ‘enthusiasm and
love of significant detail characteristic of the True
Crime, True West connoisseur, $5.00

ORDER FROM McMURRAY’S
—Any Book in Print!—Any Out of Print Book!
On out of print books we search and find rare
and unusual books and quote price and condition
o}f bgokkwithout charge to you or obligation to buy
the book.

McMurray’s Bookshop [J Cash
1411 Commerce DD ((::h OMD'
Dallas 1, Texas E‘é S

R
[] Please send Credit Card Application.

Please send the following books I have checked below.
e Cowboy Reader ................. g 6.

( ) Life and Death of a Quicksilver Mine....§ 5.00
( ) Lucky Montana Cowpoke ............. 8 2.95
( ) NWald  Bill - Hiickak: o b Shsnaiig o $ 3.95
( ) A Fitting Death for Billy The Kid. . ... $ 4.95
() The Great Buffalo Hunt ........... ... 8 5.75
(v7) ' The: Day-of San: Jacinto: .......ou. ... $ 3.95
v iSantas Bes ot il B S0 s L :

() The Rampaging Herd $15.

( ) Great Train Robberies of the West..... $ 5.00
i T U s s SR R TR R - SRt ey R SR e R
Addressit i et R e AR A ke s
GIbv Al S N A R T Btafe s, Viin S
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Three weeks' advance notice and old address as well as new are required for

change of subscriber’s address.

Unsolicited manuscripts and photographs will be treated with care, but their safety
while in our hands is not guaranteed. Enclose stamped envelope with all submissions.

Please inquire before sending in original art.

True West



Come and Get Em--
Before They ALL Play Out!

They’re going out of print FAST!
We are out of twelve issues al-
ready; we’'re nearly out of six
more—and a whole passel are on
the danger list.

The instant our supply of a back number is
exhausted, many dealers and collectors charge
from $1 to $5 per copy (and get itl)—so
stock up, boys, while we have some left.

This magazine is like a fiddle—it definitely
gets more valuable with age. If only we had
a good supply of those first twelve issues! We
have been offered up to $30 per copy for
the most valuable numbers—and they are
only five years old!

SPECIAL! Why don't you invest in

TRUE WEST? Lay in a supply now while we

have them, and let them value with age. 1925 20—25¢ 21—25¢ BB s 24—25¢
We'll guarantee your investment—we'll buy : 5 TRUE :
em back later if you do not sell them. See, ; VEST

like life as a whole, we have none of some,
too few of too many, and too many of a
few (you get that way in the publishing busi-
ness these daysl) so are willing to sell you
certain issues at special prices. Even though
they are listed at 25¢ each, if you buy five
issues or more, we'll sell copies of Nos. 27,
28, 29 and 3| of TRUE WEST and all issues & L e = ; /
listed of FRONTIER TIMES (with the excep- 25—25¢ 26—25¢ 27—25¢ 28—25¢ 29—25¢ 30—25¢
tion of IFT) at JUST 19¢c PER COPY! At the R

rate our back issues are going, even one year
from now they could be worth 50¢ per copy—
and that's no bull!

INVEST IN TRUE WEST?

If you want to make an investment in back
issues, we'll quote wholesale rates if you buy
fifty or more of any one or of several issues.
The following may sound silly but it's true (we
knowl)—they are as safe as good bonds and
infinitely more valuable from a money-making
angle.

Along with your order, why not add $2 for a
special renewal or new subscription offer of
| year of TRUE WEST (6 issues) and | year
of FRONTIER TIMES (4 issues) AND a free
copy of "A Gallery of Western Badmen"?
Take care of the whole shebang with one hoot
and a holler! Let's bog our spurs and stir up
some trail dustl List what you want on a
sheet of paper, enclose check, money order
or cash, and drop in the mail.

31—25¢ 32—25¢ 33—25¢ 34—25¢ 1FT—50c 2FT—25¢

Frontier s
Times “"""‘:"“

3FT—25¢ 4FT—25¢ 5FT—25¢ 6FT—25¢ 7FT—25¢

Man, it isn't much trouble! We get cussed every day for not having certain numbers—so we're tellin' you, -Podner—
they're going fast. Order now and you won't be cussin' us later!

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS Iz
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Charles M. Russell
POST CARDS

$2 for full set of 32—3 sets, $5

Printed in 4 colors DIRECT from ORI-
GINAL - paintings on high gloss stock.

Each a work of art. Many heretofore un-
published Russell paintings. The heart of
one of the great Russell collections! Noth-
ing like this series ever before available.

16 COWBOY AND OLD WEST GROUP
—Last of 5,000, Wild Horse Fight, Red
Bird (Russell's Favorite Horse), Here's
How! ''Throwed," Watching the Horse
Herd, Solitude, Busting a Steer, Trouble
Ahead, End of the Rope, The Bolter, Rider
of the Rough String, Dudes, Sunshine and
Shadow, Up a Tree, Charles M. Russell
(Self-Portrait).

16 AMERICAN INDIAN GROUP—Nava-
jo Wild Horse Hunters, When Meat Was
Plentiful, Mourning Her Warrior Dead,
‘Battle of the Redmen, When Arrows
Spelled Death, His Heart Sleeps, Red
Man's Meat, Nobleman of the Plains, Re-
turn of the Warriors, Russell and His In-
dian Friend, In the Enemy Country, Cross-
ing the Missouri, The Medicine Man,
White Man's Skunk Wagon, Camp of the
Red Man, and The Picture Writer.

ORDER TODAY!

TRAIL’S END

PUBLISHING CO., INC.
Box 1887, Colorado Springs, Colorado

 MAKE IT SNAPPY

With the fanciest Shirt
Snaps you've ever seen,
reqular and removable.
For the largest selection
of Dot Snaps, fringe, pip-
ing, Collar Bond, and sew-
ing supplies, write for our
FREE CATALOG.

CAMPAU CO.
P. 0. Box 2125-6
Castro Yalley, California

SPLIT-SECOND DRAW.
~ - Gun Hol

ﬁ; un Holsters

S A
5" GUN BELTS
: i

. Tandy's Got' em
= Make your own Gun Belt and Hol-
ster. Tandy has patterns to fit almost every
gun'made. ""Easy:to-follow'". patterns de-
| signed by experts. Save money on "“ready-
f} cut" Leather Kits — the very best heavy
liveoak tooling cowhide ready for easy
assembly, -and tooling. Our FREE catalog
illustrates 6 complete Kits of Holsters and
Gun Belts.

ORDER a set of 6 Holster patterns and 3 Belt
all for only

‘ 0 PAGE patterns and instructions . . . .
‘.o(' MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE $1.00 ppd.

TANDY LEATHER CO. (since 1919)

P. O. BOX 791-PB FORT WORTH, TEXAS'

INDIAN ARROWHEAD JEWELRY

Prehistorie style in man-made
~gemstone. Non-tarnish rhodium
finish chain and earrings. Opagque
colors: Black, Turquoise, Tanger-
ine, White, Yellow. Q :
Crystal, Pink, Smoke Amethyst.
i ._Match-
" ing Earrings, $2.20. Tax-Postage-
Insurance included. Dealers inquire.
INDIAN TRAIL COMPANY
Baum Bldg., Danville, Illinois

Truly Western

Old-timers’ Corral

Howdy, Joe Small: ‘
This will be a sort of mixture of ques-

tions and comments—questions for in-

formation and comments on my opinions
of True West and Frontier Times:
Way back in the April (1958) issue
of TW, Dr. Walter P. Webb wrote, ‘“Joe
said that he wanted to have some sort
of department on ‘How They Did It’. ..”
That was in his piece “When the Fifth
Chain Pulls” in “Wild Old Days.” Now
I'm plum tickled to hear that you’d like
to add such a department and I'd like
to ask you—and the readers—what you
think of a “How They. Said It” branch

~of that department. I've noticed that

besides such. things as “fifth chains,”
whose uses are all but forgotten, names
and expressions used by old-timers are
being replaced by the jargon of video
and “Western” stories—a jargon that
would have been barely understood by

. frontiersmen. ;

In the last few years there has been
a lot of interest in collecting all sorts
of Western stuff—Indian relics, cow-
man’s outfits, paintings, songs, books
and everything else from thunder to
breakfast, but very few have taken an
interest in early-day lingo besides one
or two city dudes whose books and arti-
cles on “Western lingo” and ‘‘cowboy
words” are made worthless by their
many omissions, and outright detri-
mental by their high content of plain
bald-faced mistakes.

One of the biggest mistakes made by
these romantic twentieth century writ-
ers is -the blanket use of the word cow-
boy as a designation for a cow-range
rider or cattle ranch hand, whether he
be a cowhand in Texas, a cowpuncher
of Montana, a buckaroo from Oregon, a
vaquero of the Spanish speaking corner

of the Southwest, a Hawaiian panielo, a
gaucho rioplatense of Argentina, a huaso
chileno of Chile, a llanero of Venezuela,
or a resero from just anywhere.

To use the ambiguous term cowboy
(which has been a name for cattle thief,
border raider, marauder, murderer, wild-
west showman, rode-ee-oh performer,
and movie and TV actor) is to say in
effect that there is no great distinction
between a gardian of the cow country
of the Rhone and a kumiss-drinking
cowherd of Outer Mongolia; or that
there’s any considerable difference be-
tween the modern garden (Madison
Square) variety of cowboy and the old-
fashioned open range cow man.

In 1959, cowhand, cowpuncher, bucka-
roo and vaquero (plus the dudism, cow-
poke) have become mere synonyms for
cowboy and vice versa. But, in the days
when Grampaw  knéw the use of a lap-
robe and had never seen a gasoline
pump, a rider’s outfit and rigging, his
methods and customs, and his clothes
and lingo—especially his lingo—made
his sign as easy to read as the brands
and ear-marks he put on stock.

When Grampaw was hiring ranch and
range hands, he didn’t have to see a
big TEX branded on a feller to tell
where he was from if the feller talked
about “hosses” that ‘“pitched,” cows that
“lowed,” “wolves” instead of coyotes,
“girts” instead of ‘cinches,” rode a
“rim-fire” saddle, used a “pair of bits”
and wore “gal-leg” spurs. The evidence
was as clear and sure as the fact that
Texas was then the biggest State in
the Union.

Grampaw knew in those days where
a rider was from if he had the steady
habit of saying orejano instead of long
ear or slick ear or maverick. Each of
those terms, in early days, was typical

AUTHENTIC
WESTERN
ToseEry

W

True West



f one of the four distinct cow regions
f the West—the young West of open
range times, not the “Old West” of these
nodern ‘‘cowboys.”

Years ago I began keeping notes on
ld-time Western cow talk and now have
yoxfuls filed in order and I don’t know
1ow many hundreds more to file. Do
you think there might be others who are
nterested in the nineteenth century re-
yional idioms of the Western cow coun-
ry? Others who are as sick as I am of
1earing of ‘“‘cowboys’” and ‘‘cowpokes,”
‘gear” and ‘“tack,” “gunslicks” and
‘gunslingers,” “bullets” (instead of car-
ridges), ‘“hockey-on-a-shirttail” (palomi-
10) horses, and the dozen and one other
1959-model bull-lonies which were un-
tnown to Grampaw and his conocidos?
[ sure hope that there are, so we can
zlear up some of these ridiculous mis-
tonceptions before they become a phony
part of our wonderful Western heritage.

Right here might be a good spot, too,
to clear up the impression Mr. A. A.
McCutchan (Eufala, Oklahoma) has a-
bout the ‘fifth wheel” of a wagon.
Freight and ore wagons, prairie schoon-
ers and the wagons used on ranches for
cthuck wagons and all-around hauling
had ‘sand boards” instead of ‘fifth
wheels.” Only buggies, carriages, city
delivery wagons and special purpose
drays were built with “fifth wheels”—
circular or semi-circular metal plates
upon which the front end of the body of
a vehicle rested and which permitted
the front-wheel assembly to turn right
or left. The big wagons of freight roads,
range and ranches were built with
“sand boards,” heavy wooden cross
pieces faced with iron plates upon which
iron-shod wooden “bolsters” rested. “Bol-
sters” were the supports that held the
"‘beds” or “boxes” of wagons.

Mr. McCutchan seems to think that
there is a semantic connection between
“fifth wheels” and “fifth chains” (See
his letter in August, 1958, TW), but
the fact is that the fifth chain did not
connect semantically or otherwise with
the “fifth-wheel”—or “sand-board’—
part of the running gears of a wagon.
The chain which hitched the second
span—or yoke—of a team ahead of the
wheelers was the “draft chain.” This
chain forked into a Y and the ends of
the Y were hooked onto the “stay-chain”
hooks of the front “ex” (axle) of the
wagon.

Some teamsters used a ‘“draft rod” in
place of the “draft chain.” The draft
rod was furnished also with a Y of
chain links to be hooked onto the front
axle. The long rod ran the length of the
wagon tongue, to which it was fastened
at its front end. Draft rods and draft
chains had heavy rings in their forward
ends, into which the ‘“fifth chain” of the
third span and the “stretcher chains” of
the second span were hooked. “Stretch-
ers,” of which “stretcher chains” were a
part, were special sorts of hitches to
which “pointers” and “swingers” of a
team were hooked. “Wheelers” were
hooked to the “double-trees” of a wagon.
“Leaders” were hooked to ‘“lead bars.”

All this sounds complicated, and it
certainly is to the modern breed of
writers who never saw a six-horse team
hooked to a freight wagon in their
lives. But in True West you want to get
things exactly as they were—and, by
golly, that’s the way they were!

Let me know, Joe, what you think of
this idea of mine—W. I. (Bob) Robert-
son, P. O. Box 335, Carson City, Nevada.

(Continued on page 55)
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all the way

STYLE 332
THE RODEO RIDER

MEL LAMBERT, one of
America's most
popular rodeo announ-
cers, is noted for his
ready smile and friendly
western way.

In dress too, Mel is
noted for his western
way. He wears Tony
Lama boots for
quality, comfort and
true western styling.
"Lama boots are
your best buy in
western wear," says

Mel Lambert.

WRITE FOR NAME OF
YOUR NEAREST DEALER

DEPT. 7. 209 S. OREGON ST.,
EL PASO, TEXAS
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WAS going on noon when Ed Schief-

F

I felin and his old burro, Cactus, came
onto the tortuous stretch of the Indian
trail leading down to the San Pedro
River. The trail, just a dim trace in
the hard earth, was full of steep pitches
and sharp turns with jumping cholla
‘ and greasewood growing on both sides

of it. From the summit, where it
‘ plunged steeply toward the valley clear
down to the valley itself almost, were
a series of switchbacks where the path
doubled back below itself so sharply
' that Schieffelin and the burro found
' themselves passing each other, going in
opposite directions. When this happened
the prospector could reach out and al-
- most touch Cactus on the nose when
she thrust it toward him, as she .did
occasionally, as if to say imagine meet-
ing you here.

He liked to think that when she
thrust her nose out like that it was to
show affection for him, though there
had been times during her more selfish
moments when he seriously doubted she
cared anything for him at all. Like
when they were forty miles from no-
where and she ate his only sack of
smoking tobacco, and again when he
came in from a hard day scratching
around in the hills to find the flour sack

; empty and part of its contents strewn
over the ground. That time he swore
he was going to trade her for a mule,
but he never did.

When the light tapping of the burro’s
hoofs behind him stopped suddenly, he
stopped too and turned around to see
what was up. Old Cactus not only had
a nose for Indians but sometimes she
could see them farther away than he
could. It was really their shaggy ponies
that she disliked, more than the Indians
themselves.

It wasn’t Indians she saw this time, |
however; it was something a few yards
off the trail that gleamed snow-white
in the midday sun. :

He walked over to see what it was
and there in the bear grass lay two
human skeletons. The sparse grass had |
grown. up around them and up between
the ribs. A hardy desert vine crawled
across the breast bone of one skeleton
while inside the rib cage of the other
a family of mice had built a nest. The
disjointed bones, bleached by many suns
to a ghastly whiteness, were but slight-
ly out of place here and there. They lay
skull to skull, the leg bones pointing in
opposite directions, as if they had gone
to sleep in that position. There was
no clothing, guns, cooking utensils or
anything else to suggest how long they
had lain there. Near the two heads was
a small pile of ore, perhaps a foot high,
the dissevered arm bones almost en-
circling it. Directly overhead, as though
to mark the spot well, a tall yucca
lifted a great cluster of drooping lily-
white blossoms that swayed gently in
the breeze.

It was not too difficult for Ed Schief-
felin, who was not unaccustomed to
coming upon desert tragedies, to picture
in his own mind what manner of thing
had happened at this spot. The two
prospectors—and prospectors he was
certain they had been—had stopped
here to take stock of the ore they had
found, or perhaps they had even camped
there. They had become so absorbed
in their own affairs of the moment that
they’'d forgotten to watch for Apaches, ™
and the inevitable had happened. The
Chiricahua Apaches took no scalps, So
the bodies had not been disturbed. Only
guns, tools and equipment had been
carried off.
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Above: Ed Schieffelin turned from tramp
to millionaire when he discovered the
famous Tombstone mines at thirty-two.
At right: Al Sieber, chief of scouts in
Arizona’'s territorial days. commanded
Schieffelin when the twenty-two year
old prospector first went to the territory.

Kneeling beside the pile of ore, the
prospector examined it piece by piece,
as was his habit when he came upon
any kind of ore. Each time he scru-
tinized a hunk of it through the little
magnifying glass he carried, his excite-
ment grew, for each piece was heavily
shot through with silver! Finally his
hands were shaking so badly that he
could no longer hold the glass steady.
For the first time in his life, he was
to say later, he had the prospector’s
ague, a sort of malarial fever attended
by the shakes that came on a man
when he suddenly struck it rich.

Leaping to his feet like a small boy
after finding a whole silver dollar in
the street, he began shouting crazily at
the burro. “It’'s the same ore, old girl!
No doubt about it!” He dug into his
shirt pocket for a piece of ore he had
carried there for many months and
compared it with the ore on the ground.
“Danged if it ain’'t! They found it!
They found it!” He was so excited he
did not know what he was saying, and
old Cactus stood drowsing through it
all, grateful for the opportunity to
catch a wink or two while she could.
“But where, for Pete’s sake? Where'd
they come from?” :

That was a good question and Ed
Schieffelin looked down at the ground,
as if hopeful there might still be a
footprint or two- after all the inter-
vening months or even years, to indi-
cate whence the two prospectors came.
But tracks in the hard desert didn’t
last forever and you couldn’t back-track
a pair of ghosts.
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THE piece of silver ore that matched

the stuff on the ground, both in
texture and composition, had been Ed
Schieffelin’s inspiration for months, the
driving force that had sent him roam-
ing across much of this wild land,
looking for its source. Into this wil-
derness of cactus, yucca, Chiricahua
Apaches, diamond-back rattlers and in-
stant death he had come at the age of
twenty-two as a civilian scout for a
column of dragoons under the com-
mand of Al Sieber. They had estab-
lished an army post at Camp Huachuca
and fanned out from there in search
of marauding Apaches. That had been
back in 1870, and now it was the spring
of 1877.

One day when Scout Schieffelin had
ridden into this very same tier of hills
his eye had caught the gleam of deep
mineral stains on a stone that in the
prospector’s terminology was called
float. He dismounted and examined it
carefully. And he would always re-
member the thrill he felt upon recog-
nizing the rock for what it was.

He turned to a companion and said:
“Silver ore!”

“Ah, go on!” the man said. “Who’d
be findin’ silver in a country like this?”

Schieffelin dropped the float into his
pocket and rode on, but his find went
to his head like potent wine. That night
he could think of nothing else.

Ed Bartholomew Collection
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The next morning he resigned as an
army scout and bought old Cactus,
already seven and in the prime of life,
for only seven dollars, and it had been
the best investment of his life.

For a few months he had lived fru-
gally at the cabin of George Woolfolk
on Barbarcomari Creek, sleeping there
nights and going out every day into
the hills. He found the spot where he
had picked up the float, but had never
been able to trace the ore to its source.
He later fell in with Bill Griffith, who
came down from Tucson to do assess-
ment work on the Bruncko Mine;
Schieffelin’s principal function at the
mine had been to stand guard against
Indian attacks while QGriffith- did the
necessary work. For this chore he re-
ceived a dollar a day and board.

One day as he stood around, up rode
Al Sieber with a party of Indian fight-
ers.

“Watcha doin’ here, Ed?” Sieber in-
quired.

“Prospectin’ mostly,” Ed replied.

‘“Whar ?”

“Over yonder a ways.” He waved-a
hand toward the hills.

“Thar ain’t nothin’
scoffed Sieber.

“I've picked up some .mighty nice
lookin’ float.” /

“All youll ever find in them thar
hills is your tombstone,” Sieber warned.
“Geronimo’ll get you if you don’t watch
out.”

“I'll take a chance on that,” Ed told
him.

For more long months the search had
gone on, the poverty-stricken Schief-
felin living on beans most of the time.
He never had in his pocket more than
five or six dollars at any one time,
and most of the time his pockets were
empty.

And now at last his wanderings had
brought him to this spot, where a cou-
ple of prospectors who had found the
bonanza of his dreams had died for
lack of caution.

over yonder,”

UST then he happened to look at

old Cactus and her ears were slanted
forward in the characteristic pose she
assumed when she saw something in
the distance. He followed her gaze with
his eyes and there in the sky, directly
over the long ridge behind him, were
three puffs of black smoke.

Injun signals! Somewhere up there
an Apache was manipulating a blanket
over a fire of greasewood, sending a
message to a war party in the valley
likely.

Leaving Cactus tied to a mesquite,
well out of sight of anyone above them,
he worked his way up the hill through
the brush and finally he saw the
Apache he thought had made the sig-
nals, standing with a rifle cradled in
his arms, peering into the shadows
beginning to veil the mesa. The Indian
made a fine picture there against the
copper sky, but he made a better tar-
get, Schieffelin thought. He was about
to pull the trigger of his old .40-.82
when a second warrior appeared, then
a third. Two more rose ghostlike against
the sky from the nether shadow.

It began to look as if Al Sieber’s
prophesy might come true. One Indian
a man could take care of, but not five
at that range. Glancing back at the
valley he saw about twenty Apaches
heading toward him, riding at a fast
clip. This, he decided quickly, was no
place for a lone white man. He headed
back to where he'd left Cactus. ‘

The Apaches charged up the stee
trail, apparently to join their brothers
above, and Schieffelin breathed easier.
Obviously there was something going
on back there to the west that interested
them. He hoped they wouldn’t see his
footprints in the trail and change their
minds.

Darkness came on swiftly, lowering
its curtain on the scene and he stole
away like a thief in the night. But
high above the darkened valley an in-
tense golden light, almost liquid, fanned
out from the peaks and reached east-
ward, lighting his way. Cactus followed
dutifully behind, threading her way
through the thorny bushes with hardly
a sound.

Eveéry time the clicking of her hoofs
behind him stopped, he stopped too and
turned around. But now, with hunger

(Continued on page 36)
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ditor’s Note: Mr. Graham was a
outhful seventy-nine when he wrote out
is story for O. C. Sheley of Independ-
nce, Missouri. After his coup of the
ames’ photograph, he stayed in St.
oseph for seven years. Later he had
fudios in Kansas City; Sioux City,
ywa; Leavenworth, Kansas; Trenton,
[issouri, and returned to Kansas City
efore semi-retirement in Buckner in
908. He was ninety-two when the Kan-
as City Times retold his story in 1948.

' WAS a young photographer, twenty-
- six years old with six years experi-
nce when I started to work on April 2,
882, as an operator for R. C. Smith,
1anager of the photo-studio at St.
oseph, Missouri, owned by James W.
orch, a rising young Democratic law-
er.

I went to work on Monday. But
‘uesday, April 3, was the day I'd never
rget—the day Jesse James was killed.

Early in the forenoon an excited man
ame into our gallery and proclaimed
1at Jesse James had been shot in his
ome in the southeastern part of the
ity., Mr. Smith and I could hardly
elieve that the notorious bandit had
een living in our midst.

I said to Smith, “Now is a good time
> make some money—by photograph-

1g Jesse’s corpse and selling pictures
f him.” Smith said go to it.
First, I got an order from Enos Craig,
he city marshal, for the exclusive
rivilege of photographing the body.
hotographic dry plates had come into
se a few months b8fore, but double
late-holders were not yet on the mar-
et. Smith did not have a portable
iew camera, so I had to tote a heavy
ight by ten studio camera, lens and
ngle plate-holder for several blocks
> Siedenfaden’s undertaking establish-
1ent.
An immense crowd had gathered for
locks around Siedenfaden’s, where the
oroner had ordered the body taken and
there they were now holding an au-
psy. I worked my way through the
10b, found the undertaker and gave
im Mr. Craig’s written order. He said
- K. but I would have to wait until
he coroner, young Dr. Heddens fin-
shed.
While waiting, I arranged some boxes
or a camera stand in-a back room.
Vhen the coroner was through, the
ndertaker and his assistants brought
esse’s body back there. The board on
thich the body lay was stood as nearly
pright as possible. We tied a rope
nder his arms and around the board to
eep his body from sliding.
The only light we had came from
n outside door opposite the body. I
rade an exposure, and wanting to make
nother shot, asked Mr. Siedenfaden if
here was a dark. room where I could
hange plates. He pointed to a door,
In there.”
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I was so excited that as I hurried
through the designated door, I took a
step or so and fell, stumbling head over
heels down a stairway, striking my
wrist against the edge. In spite of the
pain, I kept presence of mind and kept
the plate-holder from damage. I
changed plates and made another shot.
When I took my outfit back to the
studio, I developed the plates and found
I had two good negatives, considering
the light in which they were exposed.

Many people followed me to the stu-
dio, eager to get a photograph of Jesse.
Our printer made copies. As the news
spread over the country that Smith had
the photos for sale, orders came in
from all over.

I made transparencies from the two
original negatives, from which I made
dozens of duplicate negatives. Smith
hired a lot of extra help, and for
months we were sending out hundreds of
prints every day.

ABOUT the second day after I photo-

graphed Jesse James, I got permis-
sion from the sheriff of Buchanan
County to see if I could get the consent
of the Ford boys to make photos of
them, too. They said all right, so I
proceeded to do so in front of their
cell, in the balcony.

I had a long interview with them.
They were very friendly and told me
exactly all about the shooting. Bob did
most of the talking. He said he had a
sweetheart in St. Joe, and would like
me to make a picture of her, which I
did a day or so later.

Ford explained that the capture of
Jesse James, for which a reward of
$10,000 was offered, was all fixed up
with the governor of Missouri, T. T.
Crittenden. They were to get him alive
or dead, plead guilty if dead, and be
pardoned by the governor.

Bob said Jesse was lying on the bed,
looking over the morning papers. He
had taken off his belt and firearms, and
they were laying on the bed beside him.
Bob Ford was standing in the front
doorway, his back against the west
frame of the doorway.

Charlie Ford was standing in the
front yard, a few feet from the front
door. Bob heard Jesse crossing the room,
leaving his weapons on the bed. He
tipped Charlie, “Now is the chance.”

Jesse, so Bob said, stepped up onto
a chair to adjust a picture frame that
was hanging wrong. Jesse raised his
hands to straighten the frame; Bob
turned half ’'round, pulling his gun at
the same time, and fired from near the
front door. Jesse had apparently heard
the motion of Bob and started to turn
around, but the ball got him in the
back of the head, and Jesse James was
fatally shot.

The negative of the Ford boys has
been lost. I was allowed to keep the
(Continued on page 34)

J. W, Graham, the photographer. ‘

By J. W. GRAHAM
as told fo O. C. Sheley

Jesse, minutes after his death,



Some rivals just don’t appreciate a helpful attitude. Joe Gillespie mixed

cunning and skill to become a winner in

randfather's 1,000

Mile Race

SAT on the corral fence in the shade
of the big livery stable, watch-

ing Grandfather Joe Gillespie tussle with
a colt he was breaking to lead. Though
Grandfather had long since quit break-
ing horses to ride, he still liked to
gentle and break them to lead himself.
Before long he had the colt following
him about the corral with only a slight
pressure on the lead rope. Then he led

the bay gelding into the barn and re-

on the barn doorsill,
large red

turned to sit
wiping his brow with a
bandanna.

I moved quickly to sit beside him and
beg for a story, the story of Grand-
father’s great 1,000 mile race from
Chadron, Nebraska, to Chicago, Illinois.
The vigorous old man helped himself
to a generous chew of Star before be-
ginning his story:

THAT was a great race, by golly, a
great race! The greatest test of
horseflesh and human endurance of all
time. Proved a lot about horses, and
people too. Proved that if you take care
of your horses, they’ll take care of you.
Proved that some men will do most
anything for fame and money.

Anna didn’'t want me to go; said a
man with a family should stay home in-
stead of galivantin’ off on a 1,000 mile
race. But seems like when I heard of it
I couldn’t keep from going. Everybody
said my size was against me. Hundred
and eighty-five pounds is a lot of tallow
for a horse to carry so far. I didn’t
care so much for the $1,000 purse as for
the fun of taking the trip and seeing
Chicago and Buffalo Bill. Of course, that
prize Colt .44 looked pretty good to me.

We were each allowed two horses, and
I decided on Billy Mac and Billy Shafer.
Billy Mac was a fine horse, but Billy
Shafer was the best horse I ever owned,

10

By ORA NIEGEL

by golly. It was really Billy Shafer that
won the race for me. Pensioned him off
when he got old, I did, and when he
died I buried him out there under the
willows by that little creek.

The starting time was five o’clock
in the morning on June 13, 1893. Every-
body in the country was in Chadron to
see us off. We galloped off in a bunch
when they shot the signal gun. The
dust was so thick we couldn’t see the
town behind us, so we slowed down to
a shack that’s easy on a horse and man
and covers a lot of miles.

We took it easy that first day. No-
body tried to get ahead, just let our
horses harden up and get ourselves used
to the saddle a bit. We all knew that
the first day didn’t count for much any-
how. A route was all mapped off for
us, with eleven towns where we had to
stop and have our horses inspected.

We carried bacon and biscuits enough
to last for three days. That would see
us through the badlands. After that we
could get provisions along the road. We
camped in the edge of the badlands
that first night by a small water hole.
Sure was a pretty night, by golly, with
the stars so close and bright, and just
us nine men and our horses out there
on the edge of nowhere.

I thought maybe someone would try
to ride out ahead the next day, but no
sirree, that bunch of guys rode so close
you’d think they was scared. And pretty
soon I found out they were. Toward eve-
nin’ Doc Middleton let the cat out of
the bag when he asked me how much
longer it’d take to get to the next water
hole. There weren’t none of them fel-
lers knew how to get through the bad-
lands. They were letting me lead ’em.

Course, if you didn’'t know the way
you might ride for several days without
finding water, and when you found it, it
might be poison. Then you might come

out where you went in. I tell you the
badlands is bad. Knew them like a boo
myself, though.

Just for fun I took those guys ti
long way around, by golly, so it wi
after dark when we made camp by
spring in a little box canyon.

THE next day I spent a lot of tin
thinking. Why should I lead th
bunch of Hoosiers through here ju
so they could maybe beat me later o
Let ’em find their own way, I sez.

That night I took my blanket ow
to one side away from the others. Jol
Berry wanted to know why I was ge
ting so exclusive.

‘“You mangy coyotes snore too lou
I'm gonna get fur enough away so
can’t hear you,” I told him.

I sleep sound, so I put a burr in tl
back of my shirt, so when I went °
sleep and rolled over on my back I
wake up. Well, the burr worked ¢
right. T almost cussed when I rolled
it, but I remembered in time. I got u
rolled my blanket and started to sadd
up. Then I looked over toward the cam’
fire. Rattlesnake Pete was a sitti
there as calm as you please watchin’ m

“Just as well go back to bed, Joe
he said. “We're not agoin’ to let you g
anywhere without us.”

The others were sittin’ up and cussi
me out, so I unrolled my blanket ar
went back to bed. I knew when I was ou
numbered. It was then I decided to be
the skunks if I possibly could, by golly

After we got out of the badlands,
was every fellow for himself and tl
devil take the hindmost. Davy Dougl:
was the first to drop out. He got sadd
sick and decided the game wasn’'t wor!
the candle. At that time I was ridir
neck and neck with Doc Middleton ar
Rattlesnake Pete, with the others clo
behind.

True We



I camped in the open with my horses
nights, but the other guys generally
stayed at small hotels along the road.
Bets were high and I wasn’t much
favored to win because of my weight, so
I wasn’t giving anybody a chance to get
at my horses.

One of Doc Middleton’s horses
sprained a tendon and he had to leave it
at Sioux City. He was in the lead, but
with only one horse, Rattlesnake Pete
and I soon passed him. Two days later
John Berry caught up with us and took
the lead. I couldn’t see that, so I tied
one horse to the saddle horn of the
other, and held on to the rear horse's
tail and ran behind. I beat John into
Fort Dodge that way.

It was cloudy when I made camp the
first night out of Fort Dodge and a
cold wind was blowing. I was so cold I
could hardly sleep all night, so I got
out as soon as I could see and started
on. I wrapped my blanket around me
Indian style, because I hadn’t brought
a coat in order to save weight. Pretty
soon it started to rain. By golly, that
was the coldest rain I ever saw in June.
It rained pitchforks and bull yearlings
until the ground was knee-deep in mud;
sticky, gooey mud that almost pulled
the horses’ shoes off. Somewhere in that
sea of mud John Berry got ahead of
me again, but Pete was still close be-

hind. That’s the way it was when we
got to Iowa Falls. John was starving
himself to keep down his weight and I
threw away the blanket as soon as the
sun came out. I rolled up in the saddle
blanket at night.

I heard that Pete had to leave one
of his horses and was drinking heavy
and pouring whiskey down his horse’s
neck to give him strength. They both
went down the drain.

WHEN I got to Manchester I decided to

rest my horses for a spell and have
their shoes looked at. All that mud had
been powerful hard on their feet. Billy
Mac was showing signs of giving out,
and I had made up my mind to take
both horses all the way, win or lose. I
had to favor him considerable from then
on and Billy Shafer took the brunt of
the work. While I was waiting for my
horses I wandered around town a bit to
see what excitement I could dig up, and
by jiggers I found a circus, a little one
horse, one ring affair. They had a mule
that couldn’t be rode, so I rode him, by
golly. Nearly broke their hearts.

The Humane Society in De Kalb, Illi-
nois, had ruled that all riders would
have to have a carriage escort from
there to Chicago to see that we didn't

override our horses for the last seventy
miles.

Berry was only an hour ahead of
Smith and I, but he had ridden one
horse nearly to death and left it before
he got to De Kalb, so old Poison was
in fine shape. Berry took his escort and
went on with Poison.

Smith and I figured we didn’t need an
escort, so we went to every livery stable
in town and rented all the carriages,
while our horses were being inspected.
Then there were no carriages available
to escort us so we started out on the
last lap alone.

Smith soon fell behind, and when I
rode into Chicago close on Berry’s heels,
I found that he had already been pro-
nounced the winner. There were a lot of
people thought I was the rightful win-
ner, though, because he finished with
only one horse, and I brought both of
mine through.

The upshot of it was that they de-
cided to split the purse between the four
of us that did finish, and Colt’'s gave
me the .44 because they figured I was
the rightful winner. Buffalo Bill Cody
shook my hand and said he was sure
pleased to see a man in such fine shape
at the end of such a ride. We had cov-
ered 1,040 miles in a fraction less than
fourteen days of the hardest riding I
ever did or hope to do.

End of the race at 1,000 Mile Tree! Joe Gillespie is shown here (standing by his horse, Billy Shafer) with Smith, a challenger.

September-October, 1959
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The Lost Nigger Mine may be somewhere »
in here, about two miles south of the Rio ": :

¥ "

; Grande across from Reagan Canyon. = & By 4
: i R e
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GGER Bill Kelly found a gold

mine—and that was his bad luck. He
knew it was bad luck, but there it was.
What could he do now?

He disappeared.

That was in 1887. Since then men have
spent time and money—over $50,000—
trying to find either Nigger Bill or his
gold mine. The gold mine has been
found twice and lost each time, but
Nigger Bill has never been seen again.
It is bad luck gold.

Bill was a horse wrangler. Half Negro
and half Seminole, he came to Texas
from the Santa Rosa Mountains of
Mezxico and hired out to the Reagan
brothers’ outfit in Dryden. The Negro
was not very smart, but he knew that
the Reagans were doing a shady cattle
business down on the Rio Grande. Run-
ning cattle from Mexico into Texas was
not considered illegal among cowboys,
but the government inspectors looked
at it differently. For such an operation a
lonely range was needed, away from
inspectors, and the seventy-five mile
stretch of canyons and cactus south
from the Southern Pacific railroad to
the Rio Grande just below the Big
Bend of Texas, was and still is the
loneliest country in Texas.

The Reagan outfit was camped on the
Rio Grande in the mouth of a big
canyon—known today as Reagan Can-
yon. A string of horses had got loose a-
cross the river in Mexico. Lee Reagan and
Nigger Bill had been looking for them
several days, but with no luck. Each day
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they would cross the river and search
out all the draws and gullies within a
day’s ride of camp. Then one day Bill
found something.

He was leading his horse through a
narrow crevice—too narrow to ride
through—when he came to a place
where it widened out. There was water
in the gorge from a recent rain, and
under the water Bill saw glimmering
yellow flecks. Looking around, he saw
the yellow metal in veins along both
sides of the narrow cut. Gold is where
you find it, and Bill had found it.

When Lee Reagan saw the excited
Negro clattering up the small hill
toward him, he knew that Bill had found
something, but he thought it was the
string of horses. It was evening and
Lee was getting tired of the whole
affair. He wanted to find the horses,
and cannot be blamed for what happened
when Bill Kelly reined up beside him.

“Did you find the horses, Bill?” Lee
asked hopefully.

“No suh—I found a gold mine!”

Lee was in no mood for playing games
with half-witted Seminole. “I asked if
you found the horses, Bill,” he repeated.

“No suh, I said I found a gold mine.
It’s right close to here, and. . .”

“We ain’t paying you to hunt gold!”
shouted Lee. ‘“You're supposed to be
hunting horses.”

“But it’s only about half a mile from
here, Mr. Reagan,” pleaded the Negro.
“I can show it to you. ..”

“Did you bring any gold with you?”

By WALLY GEORGE
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“No suh. I heard that if you’re out
alone and find gold, and try to take
some of it out, you’re sure to die before
you get home.”

That was too much for Lee. With a
snarl he reined around and started his
horse for the river and camp. Bill
shrugged and dropped in behind. He
could come back later—he thought.

ILL needed to interest someone in his
gold mine. That weekend the Rea-
gan outfit went to town—to Dryden.
Bill hopped a freight into San Antonio,
and there he looked up a man by the
name of Lock Campbell, a railroad con-
ductor. Mr. Campbell had befriended Bill
several years before, and Bill knew that
he was interested in mining and pros-
pecting. He left some samples with
Campbell. This proves that Bill had
either returned to the outcropping, or he
had lied to Lee about not having any
gold with him. He probably had reason
to lie.

Campbell promised to have the
samples assayed. Bill returned to Dryden,
rejoined the Reagans, and they all head-
ed back for the river country. Two
weeks went by. Then one late evening
a cowboy rede into camp with the mail
and he had a special delivery letter for
Bill Kelly. Never before had there been
a letter for Bill. Everyone knew he
could not read.

The letter was not delivered to Bill
that night. It was opened—through acci-
dent or otherwise—by Jim Reagan. It

True West



“Now you see it: now you don’t” — the gold mine and its discoverers
all seemed to vanish from that desolate stretch of earth

was from Lock Campbell in San Anto-
nio, and concerned the samples left
by Kelly for assaying. It was gold, all
right—it was some of the richest gold
ore ever found in the Southwest. Ac-
cording to the assay, it was worth over
$75,000 to the ton! Ore worth $20.00 is
considered profitable.

Bill Kelly had himself quite a gold
mine. But when the letter came for Bill
that evening, he was not in camp. Jim
Reagan thought there must have been a
mistake, so he opened the letter and
read it. The news did not stir him up as
might be expected. It still seemed some-
how beyond the imagination of the
Reagans that there could be gold in this
God-forsaken limestone country. He
passed the word to the rest of the boys,
and they all had a good laugh.

LATER that night, Bill returned to

camp. In the tent of the cook he
had a whispered conference. No one
knows exactly what was said, but when
the morning sun came up, Bill was long
gone on a borrowed horse. There were
rumors that Bill feared for his life. The
cook was a friend of Bill's, and he
heard the Reagans plotting to find out
from Bill where the gold mine was, then
kill him. The cook told Bill, and Bill
left. :

Some say that Bill disappeared—that
the Reagans killed him and dumped his
body in the river, then made up a
story about his leaving in the night on
a stolen horse.

As a matter of fact, the body of a
Negro was fished from the river about
that time, but he was not identified as
Bill Kelly.

The next morning, when the Reagans
were told that Bill had disappeared, they
went after him. After all, he was riding
one of their horses. They had no trouble
picking up his trail, and were not more
than four hours behind. The trail headed
down the river for a few miles, then
veered toward Dryden. When it sudden-
ly turned back to the right toward
Shafter Crossing the Reagans were sur-
prised. However, they still believed he
was making for Dryden.

Shafter Crossing on the Rio Grande
is one of the few places in that country
where the river can be forded. It never
occurred to them that Bill was headed
for Mexico. Instead, they decided to cut
overland and catch Bill at Dryden. When
they reached Dryden however, Bill had
not been there. They had lost the trail.
By the time they back-tracked to Shafter
Crossing, Bill was probably well into
Mexico.

He was seen one time after that.
About two days later he showed up at
the big Huerfanito Ranch in northern
Coahuila, looking for a job. The Still-
wells were operating the Huerfanito at
that time. There have been reports
through the years that Bill brought to
the Huerfanito several samples of high-
grade gold ore, and tales of a fabulous
gold mine. He was around three or four
days; then one night he again dis-
appeared.

And that was the last time he has
been seen by any man.

HAT could have been the end of the
tale of the Lost Nigger Mine but it
was not even the real beginning. Bill
Kelly had come on the scene, found a

gold mine, and disappeared. The story
was yet to come.

Back in San Antonio, Lock Camp-
bell was an excited man. After plugging
away at peanuts all his life, he was at
last on the threshold of making a mil-
lion. Dozens of times each day he would
take the gold ore samples out of the
safe and look at them. Every day he
awaited news from Bill, who was sup-
posed to get in touch with him. He had
sent Bill results of the assay—$75,000 a
ton. Why didn’t Bill answer?

Lock Campbell got worried. He was
not a young man any more. After a
week’s waiting he left San Antonio and
headed for West Texas. Nigger Bill had
told him the general location of the out-
cropping. When he found that Bill had
disappeared, he began prospecting for
the gold. He knew to look in a small
canyon on the Mexican side of the Rio
Grande, between three and ten miles
from the river and almost directly
across from Reagan Canyon.

The country was too rough, and
Campbell failed. For two years he
searched for the gold. He hired pro-
fessional prospectors from California,
and from Colorado and the other mining
states—but with no luck. The country
was too rough. Too wild.

Mexican bandits were another prob-
lem. Law enforcement was—and for the
most part still is—unknown on either
side of the river through that stretch
of territory. Bandits were to be a major
problem for another thirty years, con-
tinuing to cross the border in organized
raiding parties till after 1920.

Campbell hired one very qualified
prospector, but the man was too afraid

(Continued on page 53),

Below left: Five miles from the Rio Grande, up from Reagan Canyon—a heck of a place to lose a gold mine. Below right: The
mouth of Reagan Canyon—beautiful country, but wild and impassable. The Rio Grande is less than a hundred yards to the right.




He gambled and fought his
way up from hardrock miner
to copper baron. Now the
Wizard of Wall Street

threatened his empire.

[

o
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Copper King Bill Greene makes an impassioned speech from his Locomobile to rioting
miners inflamed by mescal and red rabble-rousers in the plaza at Cananea, 1906.

Portrait of camera-shy Colonel William Greene
from August 6, 1911, issue of the Bisbee (Arizona)
Daily Review, from state department of library
and archives, Phoenix.

I’M GOING to kill him!” the hardrock
miner said, coldly and simply.

The hatred dug into Bill Greene
like a thousand maggots eating his soul
—his hatred for Tom Lawson, the man
who, more than any other, had reduced
Greene from a super millionaire once
rated at fifty million dollars, to almost
certain poverty.

Bill Greene sat in Bisbee's Bon Ton
Saloon, the telegram crumpled in his
horny fists. Disaster stared at him from
the yellow paper; his copper empire
was crumbling to so much worthless
red dust on the New York Stock Ex-
change. Greene pondered this black
day in 1907. Already he had put up
twenty million dollars in collateral, but
it wasn't enough.

Those who watched Bill Greene stag-
ger unsteadily out of the Bon Ton saw
only a shell of the fightingest and
gamblingest man in all Arizona. A man
who no longer smiled the widest, warm-
est smile in this broad land, hiding
an agonized heart that had all but
lost its zest for life. For a month now
he had fought and begged and borrowed
to save his mining empire—until he
could horrow no more. Now he had
made up his mind; he would exact the
only frontier justice he knew—Xkill Tom
Lawson in cold blood.

Greene boarded the Southern Pacific
train for New York. The whole country
watched him in awe, this greatest of all
copper barons, the man who rose from a
three-dollar-a-day hardrock miner to
become the undisputed king of them all.

Flohtmges
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Above left: Bisbee miners marching up railroad to rescue Americans from Mexican strikers at Greene’s Cananea mines. Officials
believed Colonel Greene averted a massacre. Above right: Mob attacks Metcalf’s lumber yard during Cananea strike. Metcalf and
his nephew were killed: their lumber yard bumed by Mexicans protesting low peso payment.

Would this rough Western miner, who
had already killed men and who had
never been bluffed, the man who got a
special ruling from the President of
Mexico, the man who rode boldly down
Cananea’s blood-soaked streets while his
armed enemies waited for him as he put
down a revolutionist-inspired riot with
murderous gunfire, the man who wore
his desert boots into Wall Street and
bucked the millionaires on their home
grounds and won (and lost). Would he
dare go to Boston and shoot down Tom
Lawson ?

All his life Bill Greene had been a
gamblen. He gambled fortunes on the
turn of a card at faro and with the
roulette wheel. He gambled with copper
mines and with the friendship of those
who knew him. And he gambled with his
life.

On the train ride to New York Bill
Greene wondered, with a wry laugh,
whether he was the king of them all, or
whether he was assigned to oblivion.
He thought, too, of another day, of
another notch on the butt of his six-

THE day Greene cut through the
Mules above Bisbee and brought his
sorrel mare dashing up Tombstone’s
lawless Allen Street. Jim Burnett, who
had caused the death of Greene’s daugh-
ter, was just leaving Honest John Mont-
gomery’s O. K. Livery, when Greene
ground his horse to a sudden halt.
“This is it, Jim!” he barked, drawing
his six-gun.

“For God’s sake, Bill! Don’t! Don’t—"

Four slugs ripped through Burnett’s
body. A silver dollar would have cov-
ered the gaping hole where the bullets
tore away the flesh. Bill Greene rode
out of Tombstone, toward the border.

Bill Greene never had learned to back
away from a fight. He had been like
that ever since the age of eighteen,
when the six-foot, strapping chunk of
man left Westchester County in New
York, to go west with a government
surveying party in 1877.

Here he got his start underground,
working in the copper mines around
Prescott and Wickenburg. He moved on.
White men were coming to Apache-in-
fested Bisbee territory because mineral-
ized ground had been turned up three
years earlier. In August, 1877, civilian
scout Jack Dunn had come across some
copper outcroppings in Brewery Gulch
slashed in the Mules, above the town.
Bill Greene was coming to tap the
treasure chest of the Mules.

A decade passed before Greene made
his fabulous strike. In those ten years
he worked underground, fought, drank,
gambled—and dreamed. During his rides
across the Mexican border into the Ca-
nanea Range he came upon worked-out
mining properties. They intrigued him.
He decided to gamble in copper.

He secured an option on a mine be-
longing to the widow of General Pes-
quieras, a long-time Governor of Sonora.
The mine had been turned down by the
Phelps-Dodge Company, but Bill Greene
was a gambler.

lan of the Nest!

September-October, 1959

He went down into the workings day
after day, digging deeper and deeper—
until the day his dynamite charges
made the muck run red. He brought up
twenty per cent ore. Then he went
north, to Jerome, Arizona, where he
urged his friend George Mitchell, boss
of the United Verde, to throw in with
him.

Together they dug out the ore, then
bonded the mine to a Detroit syndicate.
They got enough for a fresh start. But
when news drifted back to them that
the worn-out mine was going to be a
real producer, Bill fought to get it
back. The syndicate thumbed their noses
at the hardrock miner.

Greene borrowed train fare from
Mitchell, and made the slow, long jour-
ney to Mexico City, where he called on
his good friend, Porfirio Diaz, President
of Mexico. Greene told him his troubles.
Diaz promised the return of his mine.

That was Greene’s big start. He
hauled copper to Nogales, where he sold
it to an ore buyer. He used the money
to buy supplies. But with success almost
within his brawny grasp, Greene real-
ized he was too poor to handle it. He
needed big money—Wall Street money.
Greene went to New York.

In New York, Greene rented a black
suit, shiny black boots, plug hat, dia-
mond stickpin, a white bosom shirt and
tie. He registered at the Waldorf As-
toria, as ‘“Colonel” William C. Greene.
His fabulous career got started in ear-
nest now. He had chunks of native cop-

(Continued on page 51)

By GEORGE JONES
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Above: Seven Troughs, Nevada, about
1908—before it was washed down the
canyon by an avalanche of nature on
the loose. Below: Arrival of the U. S.
mail “stages” at Mazuma, Nevada,

about 1908. Fifteen autos in service on
the Lovelock-Seven Troughs’ run were
raced on holidays.

Civic spirits and real estate ran high in the booming

twin towns. Then one day., a frothing crest of flood-
waters rode through the canyon . .. marking the end of

Seven Troughs
Honanza

By NELL MURBARGER

From Desert Magazine

DURING the first decade of the pres-

ent century, mining journals were
top-heavy with news of Nevada. From
a dozen camps came tales of incredible
riches and of treasure even more spec-
tacular that seemed to be awaiting the
next round of shots. Tonopah, Gold-
field, Rhyolite, Hornsilver, Rawhide, Na-
tional, Fairview-—all these camps were
gleaming like the aurora borealis on a
cold night, and over between the Stone
House Range and the Trinity Mountains
lay the four great camps of the Seven
Troughs’ District.

Barely eight miles separated Vernon
on the south, and Farrell near the dis-
trict’s north boundary; and between
these points lay the towns of Seven

Troughs and Mazuma. Sheep had rang-
ed this vicinity for many years, and it
was a cluster of sheep watering troughs
around a spring that gave name to the
new mining district, to one of its towns,
and to the canyon in which that town
and its sister camp of Mazuma were lo-
cated. The latter name, needless to say,
had its origin in the popular slang term
for ‘“money”—dand a most appropriate
title that must have seemed when all
the news issuing from the Seven Troughs
District was “Big Money” news!

During the first two days of work on
a claim near Seven Troughs, more than
$3,600 in ore had been taken from a
hole only ten feet deep, said Tonopah
Bonanza, on January 19, 1907. This
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Above left: Looking up now-barren Seven Troughs’ Canyon: a bustling area just little more than fifty years ago—the site of a

rich gold and silver rush. Above right: Matthew Gillespie. superintendent of Darby Reduction Company Mill in the Seven
Troughs’ area. stands beside sacked gold ore. Seated man is unknown. Below right: the houses in Mazuma were carried down
the canyon in a flood that swept away homes, hopes and lives. This photo taken January 4. 1908.

made a great story until December of
that year when ore worth a dollar a
pound was found in the Wild Horse
Mine; and this discovery was eclipsed by
two-dollar-a-pound rock from the Little
Hero Tunnel, northwest of Farrell!
But the Little Hero and Wild Horse
stories dwindled to mediocrity on March
7, 1908, when Seven Troughs Miner re-
ported that the Kindergarten Mine had
hit an ore shoot running $100,000 in
gold to each ton of rock; and even this
report was put in the shade on October
3, of that year, when Seven Troughs
District News revealed that the Wihuja
Company, operating the Stoker Lease,
had tapped ore assaying $125,000 a ton!
When the Wihuja began storing its un-

milled ore in the vault of the Vernon
bank for safekeeping, everyone felt the
ultimate had been reached. Even the
state which had cut her teeth on the
fabulous Comstock and grown fat on
the “jewelry rock” of Goldfield, seldom
had heard of raw ore being stored in
a bank vault.

It was a nice touch—and Seven
Troughs boomed!

No one knows who was first to find
gold or silver in these hills, nor the
year of that discovery; for although
prospectors were ranging over this vi-
cinity as early as the 1860’s and claims
were located, no excitement attended
these initial efforts and no camps were
established. Likely the first really im-

portant strike in the district was that
made by W. A. Stautts and Jack Bishop
in the late autumn of 1905. Other im-
portant strikes soon followed. In June,
1906, Johnny Mackedon and Billy Kav-
anaugh located a group of claims soon
purchased by L. A. Friedman for $50,-
000. This ground became the great Fair-
view Mine. Another of the first mines
of the 1906 era at Seven Troughs was
located by Tommy Owens, Joe Therien,
and Frank Crumpacker. Purchased by
Friedman for $75,000, these claims be-
came the rich Kindergarten. Where
Friedman had acquired $125,000 to buy
the two mines isn’t quite clear, since old-
timers in the Lovelock vicinity remem-
ber him as a sewing machine agent. Ev-
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At right: Business was
good in Lovelock, Nevada,
before the Seven Troughs’
tragedy and merchants
prospered. Here a stage-
coach leaves Lovelock in
1907. Below: Ed Green
(left) and Link Nickerson,
standing on the porch of
the old Vernon Bank
building. They helped the
author reconstruct the
scene.

-
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eryone agrees, however, that Friedman
was a ‘‘sharp operator”’—and sharp op-
erators have clever ways of acquiring
outside capital.

With four towns founded and nearly
500 men employed in local mines and
mills, the district settled down to a
steady and well-ordered growth. Build-
ing lots in Vernon, which had sold for
$75 each in the fall of 1906, by the next
summer were bringing $1,500. Each of
the four towns had its post office, and
both Vernon and Mazuma had banks.
The Vernon Miner, published by J. R.
Hunter, made its bow January 4, 1907.
Six months later, Howard W. Cherry
launched his Vernon Review. On the
heels of the Review came the Seven
Troughs Miner, edited by Roy D. Kar-
ris; and in September, 1908, was born
the Seven Troughs District News, pub-
lished at Mazuma, by Howard N. Rid-
dle. The district by this time also em-
braced two public schools, about thirty
stores, half a dozen real estate and
brokerage offices, and about that many
lodging houses. The local miners’' union
had a membership of 200 men, and
wages ranged from four dollars a day
for muckers, to five dollars for engin-
eers and timbermen.

The main street of Seven Troughs was more peaceful than in most mining towns;
there were only a few rowdy characters around during the 1907 prosperity peak.

BUT despite their phenomenally-rich

ore and then-high wages, towns of
the district were not dedicated exclu-
sively to work. Baseball teams of Ma-
zuma and Seven Troughs played each
other and Lovelock ‘and Mazuma's gay
blades supported a lively athletic club
which collected a purse of $100,000 as a
bid for the Jeffries-Johnson championship
boxing match. Vernon’s smartly-uniform-
ed brass band played for ball games, par-
ades, drilling contests and civic func-
tions, and the Seven Troughs Minstrels
were considered “tops” in entertainment
—their performances at the Miner’s
Union Hall in Mazuma drawing heavy
attendance from miles around. Holidays
were roundly observed; each Fourth of
July finding residents of the district
gathered at Mazuma for patriotic ora-
tory and song, foot and horse races,
tugs-o’-war, ladies’ nail-driving contests,
boys’ pie-eating bouts and competition
in hardrock drilling and mucking. Box-
ing matches, dancing and the firing of
giant powder, brought such events to
thunderous conclusion.

Except that Labor Day celebrations
were held at Seven Troughs rather than
Mazuma, they followed the same general
pattern as that marking July Fourth.
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One notable exception was the barbecue
and drilling contest which featured the
Labor Day observance in 1908. The af-
fair took place at Friedman’s Kinder-
garten Mine, where hundreds of per-
sons—one newspaper reported ‘nearly
5,000”"—were served a barbecue dinner
for which special chefs cooked two fat
beeves, gallons of beans, and a barrel
of coffee, and local bakeries produced
400 loaves of bread.

After gorging themselves to repletion,
contenders and spectators squared away
for the hardrock drilling contests, in
which one man of a team held a piece
of regulation drill steel and gave it
quarter turns while his partner ham-
mered the steel with quick, sharp blows.
The winning team was the one which, in
fifteen minutes, managed to sink its
drill deepest into a block of granite.

On this memorable Labor Day, the
Vernnn team, composed of Drillers Hen-
derson and Nomes, sank their steel to
the depth of thirty-five and one-sixth
inches—an achievement that came
close to matching the world’'s record for
hardrock drilling. Then came the Seven
Troughs boys, Ray and Martin, and
when their steel had chewed into the
granite for fifteen minutes and the hole
was measured, it was found they had
beaten the Vernon team by seven-six-
teenths of an inch, thereby qualifying
for the first prize money of $250.00.

As betting on the contest had been
lively, and the crowd was keyed to high
pitch, the judges’ decision was greeted
by wild cheering from the Seven
Troughs and Mazuma contingents, and
equally loud jeers from the Vernon
sector. Cheering and jeering led to hot
words, and words to blows—and, seconds
later, that entire assemblage was em-
broiled in a wild free-for-all—with 500
men tossing haymakers and hammer-
locks and garnishing them with plain
slugging, biting, kicking and gouging.
After general exhaustion brought the
clash to a halt, members of the com-
peting teams arranged for a return
match the following day, with a $200
side bet at stake. When Henderson and
Nomes bettered their original record
by drilling to a depth of thirty-six and
seven-eighths inches, the earlier losers
were mollified and everyone went home
happy.

Another contest that evoked an un-
usual amount of interest was the auto-
mobile road race.

In the early months of the Seven
Troughs boom, all freight consigned to
the new camps was hauled from the
railroad at Lovelock in wagons drawn
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by heavy draft animals, while passenger
traffic and the mails were shuttled over
the road in four-horse stagecoaches
driven by such experienced “whips”’ as
Charlie Brumfield. The thirty-mile trip
from Lovelock was made with one
change of animals at “Halfway
House’’—a. small wooden station and cor-
rals located at a good spring of water
on the west slope of the Trinities. Stages
required about five hours to cover the
distance; wagons, longer.

Before the Seven Troughs strike was
a year old, however, automobiles began
encroaching upon the scene. Although
low in horsepower and having the
general appearance of a lightweight
top-less buggy, they were well-suited to
the bad roads and inexperienced drivers
of that day. Their mechanisms were
simple enough that almost any smart
boy could repair them with materials
commonly at hand; high wheels pro-
vided adequate clearance beneath their
vitals, and their solid rubber tires were
invulnerable to sharp rocks and other
hazards of the road.

By averaging better time than was
made by even the speediest horse-drawn
stage, the gas buggies soon captured the

(Continued on page 44)

At left: Students, teachers
and parents all turned out
for the Seven Troughs’
tent school graduation
ceremony, May, 1908.
There were two public
schools in the district. Be-
low: This double-armed
cross marks the graves of
four-year-old George Ke-
heo and Ronald Keheo,
nineteen months, who
drowned in the 1912 disas-
ter.

Commerce and conviviality caused quite a lot of traffic in the booming mine area.

Charlie Brumfield was driving this stage from Lovelock to Vernon in 1907.



SNOWDRIFT, they called him, but it
was not the heightened greyness of
his coat that made him famous. White-
ness is against a wolf for the same
reason that on Indian-threatened fron-
tiers no man wanted to ride a white
horse. White makes too clear a target
at night. Night was when Snowdrift
operated mostly, night and dusk and
dawn. For the comparatively few men
who ever saw him one glimpse was
enough to identify him. The handicap
seemed to sharpen his intelligence; it
illuminated his achievements.

Considering the odds against him, the
limitations of his species that individual
daring and cunning surmounted, one
inclines to rank him above every other
wolf in Western history except, always,
the Custer Wolf.

b

His most familiar beat was over a
wide front seventy-five miles long be-
tween the Belt Mountains of Montana
and the Bear Paws. It took him through
the Highwood Mountains and across the
Missouri River, which he swam whether
it was high or low, churning with ice
or clear. In the frozen dead of winter
he walked across it. To go the length
of his range, he had to cross two rail-
road tracks, the rights of way of which
were fenced with sheep- and wolf-
proof fences he had to pass through.

He was known to cover 125 miles in
twenty-four hours. When he was bound
for far places, he travelled in a long,
sweeping trot that approached a lope,
and it was tireless. He had longer legs
than nearly any other wolf. Not once,
but again and again, he made a Kill

fifty miles from where he had made one {
the preceding night. Often he would
travel forty miles from one kill before
making another. Ranchers knew him for
300 miles around.

He had been caught in a trap while
young and lost a claw from his left
front foot. The missing toe made his
track distinct and tracks always make
a record for those who can read.

He began depredating on cattle about
1917 and during the next thirteen years
killed perhaps 1,500 head, two a week
being a conservative average. During
the years of his killing and keeping
free, between 150 and 200 other wolves,
counting pups, were cleaned out of his
territory; indeed, it was absolutely
cleaned of wolves until only he was $i§
left. Rewards up to $500 were offered §

He knew fen better than they knew ther;zselvsand hunne leadership of oher -
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wolves, but for thirteen years, the crafty killer remained King of the Montana renegades
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for his scalp. Dozens of trappers from
Montana, other states, and Canada tried
for the reward and the reputation that
getting him would bring. Ranchmen in
his wide and shifting range habitually
carried rifles, hoping for a shot at
him.

The individuals who sighted him at
anything like close range were almost
invariably not looking for him and were
as much taken by surprise as he was.
He always seemed to know when a man
was on his trail. Then he took to the
mountains, coming down only for beef.

Headquarters of his realm was Stan-
ford. Here sportsmen from as far away
as New Jersey came with their hounds
to hunt him down. When they got a
first-hand view of the millions of acres
of canyons, peaks, and ridges that made
up most of Snowdrift’s range, they
usually lost their dream of swift execu-
tion. He turned on a pack of five Rus-
sion hounds that had run themselves
down after him and killed the isolated
leader. The other hounds made for their
far-behind master. The idea of running
Snowdrift with hounds died.

Yet he bore none of the scars that
usually mark fighting leaders. He did
not want to lead a pack. So far as
known, he did not once gang up with
other wolves to run a deer or antelope
into a snow bank for capture. He relied
on his lone self. He wanted liberty above
all else, and he knew that he could
maintain it only in loneliness, without
obligations to, attachments to, or con-
nections with any other individual of
his kind, be she winsome or be he ever
so cunning.

DURING all the years of his hunted
life no man ever saw Snowdrift
with another wolf. Always he ranged
alone. Yet he was no celibate. The or-
dinary male wolf stays with a bitch in
When

, followed the drag only a
, then circled around the trapped woll.

Snowdrift, as tr

Illustrated by Joe Grandee

acks showed, got with
one, he did not dally long before satisfy-
ing himself and cutting off to go his
lone way. In undisturbed nature, wolves
pair off and remain mates for years,
even a lifetime, the male helping to
guard dens and feed the young. Snow-
drift never guarded anything but his
life and liberty, never fed anything but
the buzzards and scavenger coyotes fol-
lowing him afar off for his leavings.

Early in 1923 Barney Brannon, noted
hunter of predatory animals, learned by
gign that Snowdrift had mated with a
female known as Cripple Foot. Barney
turned his attention to her, hoping to
intercept Snowdrift. He knew she would
pup in about two months, and at the
end of that period he became con-
vinced that she had a den along Dead
Man’s Coulee, in the Little Belt Moun-
tains. For two weeks he rode hills and
cuts, laying under snowbanks, crouched
behind rocks, trying to see Cripple Foot
or her trail. Then one night snow fell
and the next morning Barney struck
the track he was looking for. He fol-
lowed its twistings for five miles before
coming to a craftily concealed hole in
rocks under fallen logs.

When he dismounted to inspect the
hole, he left his rifle in the saddle scab-
bard. As he leaned over, Cripple Foot
charged to the mouth of the opening. He
kicked in dirt and stones to drive her
back. She came on and he hit her on the
mouth with a big rock. As she backed
down, he stuffed his chaps and coat into
the hole to bottle her up. He always
carried a short-handled shovel on his
saddle. With it he dug a hole straight
down to the tunnel. As soon as it was
made, Cripple Foot tried to come up but
was killed with one shot. Barney got
two pups and was about to leave when
he heard a whimper in another com-
partment of the den. There he found
four others. The den was on a conspicu-
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ous mound. Cripple Foot had been
using the pile of logs over it as a look-
ont, well concealed for spying over the
country before leaving to hunt.

At this very time, as it was later
learned, Snowdrift was in the Bear
Paws, away north of the Missouri River.
He was never known to enter a den. |
Sometimes wolves den in old prospect
holes. Bob Kennon used to dig at likely
places, bring in bones from Kkills at
other places and scattered them about
the prepared ones, making everything §
favorable for occupancy. A few times K
this ruse worked on females about to
pup. No blizzard could drive, any more
than a female could attract, Snowdrift
into a hole. His self-sufficiency had no
limitations.

A biological survey man kept a pet
female wolf that had lured many a male
to death. One winter she came into
heat in Snowdrift’s range. The trapper
chained her out and ringed the ground
around her with traps. If Snowdrift
sensed her he went the other way.

Like other males of the canine fam-
ily, he left his ‘‘sign” on bushes and
trees and revisited them to see if a
female had responded. Many traps were
set at these ‘“‘markers” of his—traps
smoked over burning sagebrush, dipped
in sagebrush tea, rubbed with beef tal-
low, handled only with smoked gloves.
Never was he known to come to a bush
or tree where a trap had been set. One
trapper found that he had wused the ;
bleached skull of a dead horse for a
marker. The trapper sprinkled scent
just west of the skull and set a trap |
east of it. In the night Snowdrift
scratched about the skull a little but
avoided both trap and scent.

O MAN who followed Snowdrift ever
figured him out well enough to
“take roundance” on him. One of his
(Continued on page 48)



Ben Thompson when
he was City Marshal.

A candid portrait of

EN THOMPSON’S first brush with

fame came in 1858 when, in a mo-
ment of childish displeasure, he emptied
the contents of a shotgun into the
southern exposure of a north-bound
playmate, and soon after became the
youngest person around Austin, Texas,
to be tried, convicted and pardoned.

All this happened to Ben at the ripe
old age of sixteen, and with a start
like that he couldn’t miss. In fact, so
well did he demean himself in his chos-
en career of gunslinger in later years
that Colt expert Bat Masterson gave his
considered opinion that Ben was faster
and deadlier with a gun than men like
Wild Bill Hickok, Wpyatt Earp, Billy
Tilghman, Charlie Bassett, Luke Short
and Clay Allison.

Had any of these gentlemen ventured
to engage in smoky argument with the
pride of Austin, Masterson was practi-
cally certain that they would have been
leading the procession at the funeral.

Ben was a foreigner. His father, a
retired officer from Queen Victoria’'s
navy, brought his son and the rest of
his family to this country when Benja-
min was only a boy, but it took the
youngster but a short while to become
thoroughly Americanized, and to regard
a .45 as an uncontrovertible argument.

This first peccadillo of Ben’s occurred
even before he was apprenticed to a
printer to learn a trade he never used.
But his talents were not the sort that
could be hidden under a bushel and
when, six months after this youthful esca-
pade, he shot and nearly killed a Negro,
he was arrested, tried, and sentenced to
the juzgado. This was not so much, the
judge was careful to explain, an inhibi-
tion of boyish enterprise as it was be-
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By JACK LAFFERTY

cause he had endangered a valuable
piece of property belonging to someone
else.

However, these childish pranks mark-
ed him as a likely lad, and as Texas in
those days was an unregenerate com-
monwealth, with more card than gospel
sharks, it was but natural for the boy
to seek the company of gun-toting
gamblers who patted him on the back
and told him that he’d go far if he
just kept on like he started. In a land
where the value of two pairs before the
draw and the proper handling of a
Peacemaker were regarded as indispen-
sable parts of any gentleman’s educa-
tion, Ben had his Ph.D. before he was
twenty, and set out to see the world.

Kissing his mother good-bye (a thing
all gunmen do in their reminiscences)
he conferred the honor of his presence
on New Orleans.

S WE have seen, Ben was a man of
impeccable gallantry, in whose eyes
women were sacred, and the Cresent
City soon gave him an opportunity to
show his chivalry, and to instruct the
gay young blades of the town in some
new and constructive deviltry.

When Emil de Tour insulted a young
lady on a Canal Street bus, her some-
what doubtful virtue rendered her no
less worthy of protection, and Ben
swung from the floor. A hard right to
the miscreant’s jaw laid him on the
deck, where the boy from Texas danced
a fandango on his features.

Monsieur de Tour, after he had re-
covered sans teeth and looks, wanted
blood and challenged Thompson. Ben,
looking at an encounter with deadly
weapons as anything but a social event,

—
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stipulated that he and the Frenchman

continue their dance in a pitch-dark
room armed with butcher knives.

From this sanguinary encounter,
Thompson emerged unscathed to a New
Orleans ready and willing to “reward”
a man who could invent such an origin-
al and effective revision to the code
duello. But Ben (who took one look
at the arrangements and shied away
from ropes ever after) didn’t stay for
the necktie party. Dyeing his face with
walnut juice to keep from being recog-
nized, he paddled across the Mississippi
so fast he looked like a water-skier, and
took off for the Lone Star State.

Home again after his travels, our hero
rapidly received recognition as a man
whose dexterity with the pasteboards
merited an opponent’s close attention,
and there was no doubt in anyone’s
mind that he had a gay and brilliant
future. Card practice was always avail-
able, and to keep his hand in at his
other accomplishment, he took part in
several excursions against the Coman-
ches, many of whom he used as clay
pigeons, much to their detriment.

Thus affairs stood—with Ben a well-
thought-of member of Austin’s inner
circle, grouped around the city’s gaming
tables—when the Civil War broke out.

Duty called, and Ben and his cards
volunteered in the service of the South
where, from retreat to reveille, he dealt
monte, raked in the dinero and manipu-
lated his six-shooters with his usual le-
thal dexterity.

During this period of youthful en-
deavor, our hero added at least four
notches to his gun-butts, the last one
in Austin where he had gone to recruit
a company for military service. Skeptics,

True West



among whom a certain Mr. Coombs was
prominent, were unkind enough to say
that the troop looked more like a co-
operative conglomeration of road agents,
gathered to rob stagecoaches and loot
supply trains.

True though the words may have
been they wounded Ben's sensitive feel-
ings, with the result that Mr. Coombs
shortly led quite a number of friends to
the cemetery.

What really broke Ben’s heart, how-
ever, was the base injustice with which
he was treated afterwards.

He was locked up!

But Austin looked after its own.

Good women worked over hot cook
stoves to prepare dainties for the dis-
tinguished visitor to the town’s bastille.
(He was such a nice young man—and
so courteous!) Other good ladies sup-
plicated the governor with tears in
their eyes for his release. (Ben was al-
ways so good to his mother!)

Finally through surreptitious aid of
friends, Ben and five companions headed
for Matamoros and the court of Maxi-
milian, who was reputed to need first
class fighting men.

HOMPSON, according to his own
somewhat biased account, was
promptly promoted to lieutenant, then
captain, then offered a majority within
three days, all because of his marvelous
valor. On the fourth, having been decent
as long as he could, he and a boon com-
panion went on a spree and killed eleven
Mexican policemen.

He wasn’'t promoted for that, but
according to Ben’s account, when he
was brought before his commander,
General Mejia, the next morning that
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The bartender Mark Wilson cut loose with a shotgun.

worthy pressed Ben to his bosom. The
sixth morning, when Thompson found
it necessary to kill a man that he had
missed the night the policemen were
slaughtered, the General hauled off and
gave him $2,000 in gold—just like that!

But it was too late for Maximilian.
By the time Ben got through commit-
ting the homicides and being rewarded
for it and he and the General had
reached Queretaro, the unfortunate em-
peror was in the hands of his enemies
and headed for the firing squad. So the
pride of Austin, afraid that he would
meet the same fate, picked the fastest
horse he could find and high-tailed it
out of there for Vera Cruz and the
protection of the French veterans at
that place.

Thompson made it all right, only to
succumb to a severe attack of yellow
fever, lying in the hospital for months
before returning to Texas.

There he met a surprise.

He was arrested and tried for killing
Coombs. The jury acquitted him without
ever leaving the box, a state of affairs
eminently satisfactory to Mr. Thompson,
who stepped out of the courtroom into
God’s sunlight a free man.

But luck was against him.

Within a few weeks he was mixed
up in another shooting and, despite the
fact that he only maimed his victim
and threatened to shoot anyone that
swore out a warrant for his arrest, he
couldn’t win. Massed military might was
used to throw him into the bull pen,
and he was given four years in the peni-
tentiary. He served two of these before
being pardoned.

Thoroughly - disgusted with Texas,
where law had taken the place of li-
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cense, Ben headed up the trail to Kan-
sas where, after some vicissitudes, he
became half owner with Phil Coe of the
Bull’s Head Saloon in Abilene. Coe was
eventually killed by Wild Bill Hickok
while Thompson was nursing a broken
leg in a Kansas City hospital. After he
recovered, Ben went first to Ellsworth,
Kansas, another wild and woolly cow
town, and then to Leadville, Colorado,
and Pueblo, New Mexico, before he re-
turned to Austin and opened the Iron
Front Saloon as an oasis for the arid.

FROM this point on, Ben’s career

grows still more involved, and even
his biographer, an Austin lawyer—the
Honorable W. M. Walton—is a little
hazy on some points.

Ags proprietor of the Iront Front, Ben
fell out with the owner of a combined
vaudeville theater and saloon down the
street and, one thing leading to another,
two of the vaudeville man’s minions
were appointed to kill Ben the first time
he entered the door. It became noised
around town that the vaudeville man
was thoroughly organized for Thompson.
The latter, after hearing this rumored
time and again, decided to inspect the
arrangements that had been made to
usher him from this vale of tears.

‘“Zeno,” said Ben to a friend of his,
Zeno -Hemphill, “just fall in behind me
when I go through that door, and stay
a few feet back when I get into that
honky-tonk. If you see anything that
don’t look right, holler.”

Ben ambled through the door that
led from the street to the barroom and
took a quick look around. Seeing no-
thing alarming, he continued his leisure-

(Continued on page 638)
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DIY favorite hobby, keenly shared by
my wife Joan, was prospecting the
- hills and valleys of East Texas. Then our
son Russell was born and our mineral
hunting had to stop for a time. We
missed our trips, for each had been
rugged but wonderful adventure. Final-
ly, three years ago, when Russ was only
four months old, we decided to shoot
the works and really go prospecting.
After careful planning, packing and
repacking, we headed West with Russ
safely tucked in his crib behind the front
seat of our station wagon, well sur-
rounded by suitcases, bedding, Geiger
counters and prospecting equipment of
all kinds. In a two-wheel cargo trailer
behind the wagon we lugged clothes,
dishes and other essentials.-
We had previously picked Arizona as
our final destination, but kept an open
eye and an open mind for any likely

By LESLIE J. REAGAN

locations along the way. Since there are
no Federal lands for mineral filing in
Texas, we really began looking the
country over after we had crossed the
New Mexico state line.

Approaching Lordsburg, New Mexico,
the Pyramid Mountains to our left and
the Burro Mountains to our right
caught our fancy and we decided to stay
for a few days and look over the min-
eral possibilities.

Our first move was to find a good
motel and an approved baby sitter. For
these necessary item we dropped by the
Hidalgo County Chamber of Commerce
and met their very charming manager,
Mrs. Marguerite Codding. She not only
gave us the needed information but
offered her assistance in any way pos-
sible in our search for minerals.

After proceeding to the motel, we
found that Russ was out of boiled

The old Spanish tailing dumps—tangible evidence of the painstaking work done by miners who lived centuries ago.

Lost Spanish Mines of the Burr

water—and now started a series of
events that provided us with our big-
gest laugh, my wife’s greatest embar-
rassment, a new partner and a co-own-
ership of seven lost Spanish gold mines!

Since the weather was wet and cold, I
left Joan and Russ in the motel room
and made a dash to the cafe for the
water. At about the time Joan figured
I'd return, a knock came at her door.
Thinking it was me kidding her, since
we didn’t know anybody in Lordsburg,
she piped, “If you haven't got sense to
come in out of the rain, just drown!”

A moment’s silence followed, then
again the knock. “Stand out there and
freeze, you dope!” cried Joan. The third
time the knock sounded, she dashed to
the door, pulled it open with a ‘“Les,
JOU- - UMY, s

That’s as far as she got before going
speechless. A neatly uniformed police of-

Below left: Mill and ore car tracks of the Three Bells Mining and Milling Company—dream come true for three twentieth cen-
tury prospectors, Below center: Joan Reagan, the author’'s wife. Below right: John (Chick) Bailey leaning against the Three
Bells office building. This police officer on leave led the Reagans to the discovery of the seven Spanish mines.




Here's one for your cynics
who think all lost mines
are pure figments of

disordered imaginations

ountains

ficer stood on the threshold. At this in-
teresting moment I drove up and, for the
first time in my life, found Joan red of
face and at an utter loss for words.

Grinning, the officer introduced himself
as John Bailey of the Lordsburg Po-
lice Department, explaining further that
Mrs. Codding had called him since he
too was interested in prospecting. We—
or rather I, since Joan was still too em-
barrassed to talk—invited him in. He
showed us various samples of lead, gold
and silver ore, and some thorium sam-
ples that set our Geiger counter into
spasms.

Fortunately John had some time off
coming to him, so early next morning
we took off in his pickup and headed
out across the desert to the Burtfo
Mountains. . Day after day we knocked
on rocks, listened to our Geigers click
with radioactivity, and prowled the

Below left: The Author. Below center: More of the old S
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ledges, canyons and peaks.

After a week of this we were con-
vinced that we need go no further in
our search for minerals. This area of-
fered plenty of minerals for the filing
and taking.

THEN John pulled his big surprise. We

were heading across the desert one
morning when John, with his now fa-
miliar dry grin, asked us if we would

S
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be interested in seven old Spanish mines
he had found.
“You kidding?”
in unison.
‘“Nope,” he said, pulling off the road
into a very steep and sandy arroyo.
Shifting into low gear, we began a long
slow climb. I expected the truck to bog
down any minute, but John is the best
(Continued on page 41)

Joan and I asked

panish tailing piles in the rugged desert country between the Langford

and Burro Mountains. Below right: Three Bells’ hoist house, office, warehouse and water tank. The trio’s thirty-nine claims
contain gold, silver, lead, thorium as well as copper and molybdenum.




At right: Hopi snake dancers play three roles in the centuries-old ritual.
F One group. like these two men, fondles the vipers and holds them in
their teeth as they dance. Below: Hopi dancers with armfuls of snakes

Coronado’s men were awestricken by it in 1540 . . . four
hundred years later, white men are still thrilled and amazed
when red men send a message to the underworld in the

HOPI1

Snake Dance

By ROBERT E. CALLAHAN

Photos author and Mullarky Photo Shop
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beside the “Kissa,” sacred depository for dozens of rattlesnakes,

IN the back country of Arizona, seven-
ty miles from white habitation, lives
today a clan of Indians who for cen-
turies have conducted an annual cere-
mony in which they tease, fondle and
play with rattlesnakes, as children play
with Christmas toys. The weird ritual
forms an exciting link with the color-
ful past of the American Indian.

Long before white men emigrated to
America, there were more than three
hundred Indian tribes on this conti-
nent. Trails led from one tribe to
another; crossing and recrossing, wind-
ing through forests and underbrush,
over rolling plains, across the blistering
desert, through native villages of grass
huts, skin tepees, bark lodges, mud-
packed hogans, adobes and other native
Indian homes. Each tribe created its
own native dances and symbols and
spoke a different language. However,
with the aid of the universal sign lan-
guage, trading went on between nearly
all tribes. In the main, there was also
peace; although raiding and sporadic
warfare occurred between the Plains
tribes and between the mighty Iroquois
and their neighbors of the Hastern
forests.

With white emigration came the oxen
and mule-drawn wagons, which cut
deeper and wider trails through the In-
dian country. A railroad spanned the
continent in 1869, and each succeeding
year saw a heavy increase in west-
bound travel. Belatedly, the Indians
went to war to protect their wondrous
heritage, but the tide of white settlers
and soldiers was irresistible.

Upon the inevitable defeat of the In-
dians, the government moved the evicted
red men from place to place. Reserva-
tions were created on lands unwanted
by the settlers. Roads were built, and
today automobiles can reach every-
where in Indian country except in cer-
tain portions of far-flung Navajoland.

The Hopi Snake Dance is a magnet
for white tourists. The Snake Dance

True West



is a ritual and prayer for rain, and
gratitude for whatever crops of corn
and beans harvested that year. The
ceremony is performed in five separate
Hopi villages.

Several days prior to the ceremony,
the Antelope Priests spend their time
in the underground Kiva in which they
make prayer sticks carved of cotton-
wood and decorated with paint, fuzz
and fluffy feathers. Then, during the
following four days, they comb the sur-
roundings in search of snakes.

If a snake is coiled and shows fright
or fight when found, native tobacco
smoke is blown toward its head, fol-
lowed by gentle stroking of the reptile’s
head and body. A strand of soft eagle
feathers attached to a stick is used for
this operation, which causes the snake
to relax and be easily captured.

Upon return to the village with their
catch, the priests mix native shrubs
and roots into a salve or liquid. This
is given to each dancer at the end of
the ritual, and is so carefully guarded
that only the Hopis could reveal its
curative power.

Some years ago we formed a friend-

ship with Charles Loomis, noted his-
torian and writer. His wife was an In-
dian and she was responsible for our
first view of the Hopi Snake Dance.
Since that memorable day we have
made many trips into various Indian
reservations. Recently we returned
again to the land of the Hopis. Modern
highways led us to the edge of the
reservation; hard gravel roads took us
on into the picturesque locale of this
article.

AS WE approached the village of Hota

Villa, the fiery August sun beat
down upon a hundred brown, ancient,
weather-beaten Indian homes perched
high on the mesa along the edge of
precipitous cliffs. The adobe houses had
odd-shaped doors, peepholes, and wood

(Continued on page 47)
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At left: A young Hopi boy trying to soothe the reptiles with a long wand of eagle
feathers. Small lads sometimes take the place of their dead fathers in the Snake
Clan. Above: In mid-August each year, Hopi Indians communicate with the under-
ground spirit world through the snakes and pray for rain.

Ta

Above: The snake ceremony is the same as Don Pedro de Tovar saw in 1540.
Cameras are verboten—the only known photographs of the rites are these taken
in 1914. Below: Turkey feathers, corn shucks and quills make headdresses for the
wooers of snakes. Their moccasins are made of rabbit fur and fox skins dangle
from their waists.




By RAWHIDE BILL MILLER

Phantom Pack Train

The landslide gathered momentum, roaring like thunder

in the mountains above the mule skinner and the runaway wife,

when Old Molly’s bell chimed warning of death ahead

WEIRD and chilling tales of ghosts
and spectral doings often come from
long gone mining camps, such as
“Happy Hollow” where I lived five of
my early years.

The Hollow got its name from the
deep V-shaped gorge, with the mine
adit near the bottom on one side, and
the buildings on the other. What was
called the “cookhouse” really housed
everything except the mule barns,
blacksmith shop and assay office. On
the ground floor were supplies enough
to run through a white winter, when
drifts would sometimes top the ridge-
pole, and we’d have to tunnel our way
out. The second floor carried the kitch-
en, dining room and living quarters for
my father, mother and four boys, of
which I was the youngest. The bunk-
house was on the third floor, with two-
stage bunks around the sides and nar-
row cots between, with accommodations
for thirty men.

28

We had no telephone, wagon road nor
conveniences of any kind. I would have
come to life in Happy Hollow if a
doctor had been near, but Mother car-
ried me to San Francisco, where I
got my first slap on the posterior and
yielded my initial yowl.

Everything we ate or made use of
came in by pack train—twelve to
fifteen mules lined out over a narrow
trail by a skinner named Mike Mc-
Sween. Mike was Irish to the bone,
rough and ready for anything, and con-
sidered the best trail packer around. For
a fight or frolic they could aways count
on big Mike. He was especially known
for never abusing a mule, and though
he would cock a wicked fist in a brawl,
he was never known to pickhandle a
dumb animal.

Mike did have a handy vocabulary of
original cuss words, and a special blast
for each mule in the train. “You lazy,
lollylaggin’ Lena. Get that load goin’

or I'll rock E to sleep, an’ I'll not be
usin’ a cradle. (Mike would use E for
you or thee at times.) Your mother was
a homeless mare. And your father? He
was nothing but a damn jackass. No
wonder you're a useless son! No, by the
saints, you're a daughter. Well, anyhow
—youwre plain lazy, an’ useless; but
there might be hope if I'd build a fire
beneath that belly of yours.”

So Mike would rail on at Lena, or it
might be Nellie, or Jack or Joe. He
had a pleasant foghorn voice that car-
ried to the far end of the string, and
each mule would start when his or
her name came charging through the
air, then settle into a regular gait
again. They seemed to know Mike was
merely passing the time,

Sometimes a white winter would last
three months or more, and come spring
and a thaw, there would be slides and
avalanches from the sudden rush of
snow water, and Mike's orderly routine
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became a treacherous occupation for a
few weeks.

Mike had a bell mule named Molly—
a wise and gentle animal who always
led the pack train. Molly was almost
white in color, and stook out like a
drum major heading a band. Early
mornings, she would walk: to the for-
ward hitching rail, while the others fell
in line according to their regular trail
positions, waiting quietly for Mike to
saddle them and load their packs. Oc-
casionally one would get spooky from
the cold, and Mike woud hitch him with
the halter rope, which ordinarily looped
about an animal’s neck, or tied bhack
to the saddle. At the store in La Porte,
Mike would have some help putting up
the loads; but he always insisted on
throwing each diamond hitch to secure
the pack, to be sure the load would
make the run without shifting.

When the mules were all loaded, Molly
would lead out with the other mules
tailing her in usual order. Mike riding
Penny, his sorrel mare, would be last
through the gate. Come a rest period,
Mike yelled “Whoa” and the train
stopped like an engineer applying air
brakes.

THEN one spring in the late eighties

there came a sudden spread of warm
days which brought an early thaw. Sup-
plies at the mine were at low ebb, and
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Mike skied below for his pack train
mules, where they had been out to
pasture all winter. He ran them into
La Porte on the Marysville road which
was being traveled, and then by Port
Wine heading for Happy Hollow.

Mike chirruped to his pets, calling
them by name and cussing them. gently
as usual. Everything looked propitious
for a fast clearing spring, with half the
snow-drifts melting and washing to the
creeks without undue violence. This year
we’'ll have it good, thought Mike. No
washaways in the trail to be built up.
Just a nice, pleasing approach to
summer.

But somewhere in the general schem-
ing of things a different plan had been
worked on, with a poised accumulation
of sludge, huge boulders and three snags
thick as a man’s body. This mass of
debris was cocked and ready to be
triggered by some unforeseen sluicing
out of a log or the undercutting of a
key rock which would bring it thunder-
ing toward the trail just ahead of Molly
and her following mule train.

As Mike told it: “I heard the roar
and rumble of an avalanche breaking
loose and tearing down the mountain.
Molly and half the pack mules were
around the toe of yonder hogsback, and
I couldn’t see them hit; but next min-
ute, quick as‘powder, their bodies were
bucking end over end below the trail.
God, what a terrible day that was
for my babies.” He always cried a little
when he repeated the happening, until
the word was passed: “No more talk
about the avalanche. Let Mike try and
forget.” And they did.

While the trail was being patched,
Mike filled out his pack train with new
animals and gear; but he never found a
new Molly. He would have to make the
best of it with a big bay mule from
Strawberry Valley named Jumbo. He

; packed in all summer and got the train

well mannered on the trail, so he could
whistle and sing to while away the time
but he was never heard to carry on and
cuss in the old familiar vein. Somehow
when he ran his eye down the line of
ears, he just couldn’t bring himself to
the old spirit.

YHAT next winter had been the worst in
Hollow history, with snow way over
the roof ridge, and a stoop-over tunnel
for the men to reach the mine. We
had a full working crew, and supplies
ran thin by the time Mike showed with
his first pack train of food.

Mother and Father had been quar-
reling for a month, and I knew some-
thing would happen, though not a word
of explanation was given me and I
asked no questions. But the evening
when the pack train arrived, I got the
answer. Mother walked out to the mule
barn and had a long talk with Mike. I
could see him with a long face, shaking
his head, and gesturing with his hands
in making some point. Mother wiped
her eyes frequently, and now and again
would stomp her foot like she did when
something made her steaming mad.

I watched them from my window,
and finally went to bed, wondering, as
only a small boy can. Then in a few
minutes I heard Mother saying to
Father, “I'll not spend another day in
this hell hole. I want some life and
happiness. I'm going out with the pack
train tomorrow morning. I've already
told Mike I'm leaving.

Father was a studious, mild manner-
ed man, with kindly blue eyes and

bushy beard. Years before he had been
a government engineer on Mississippi
flood control work, then became inter-
ested in mining, and bought into the
Happy Hollow, using most of his surplus
capital. Now his place was on the prop-
erty, and he wanted his family with
him. When he answered Mother, his
voice carried a sternness I had never
heard before.

‘“Your duty is with your family. T'll
not have you taking the children away.
If you insist on going, well, I can’t
hold you against your will.”

I could hear Mother crying, but
when she finally spoke, I knew her deci-
sion was unchanged. Her thoughts were
her own, and I only learned them from
her lips forty years later.

“The children can stay with you, but
I shall leave with Mike in the morning.
This is no place for a woman—one
woman and thirty men. Think of it, and
maybe you’ll understand.”

“But I have to remain with my re-
sponsibilities. Our money is tied in this
mine. It's our living, and we may make
a fortune, if values increase.”

Mother was obdurate with a resolu-
tion forged and tempered through a
tedious winter. Apparently she had re-
mained silent until the time came for
action. Now the pack train was here,
and she would go out with the empty
saddles next day.

When Mother came to me to say
good-bye, she cried bitterly in her un-
happiness. “I hope God will forgive me
for this. I doubt if YOU ever will.,”
But I did—after years of indecision.

As she left the room, I could hear
Mike in the yard below, softly cussing
in Spanish (though I never knew for
years what he said, nor in what lan-
guage). As he adjusted their gear he
was saying over and over, ‘“Maldito
mulos de carga’” or literally as I recall
it, “You damn pack mules.” He seemed
to ease out the words so Mother wouldn’t
hear.

I peeked out the window and saw
Mother awkwardly mounting a sidesad-
dle on an old black mule called “Ben.”
Then she waved me a hand and headed
up the long trail, riding behind Mike,
and the last figure through the gate.

THE morning sun grew hot and mer-
cilous in the Hollow, and I wondered
how Mother was standing the grind to-
ward La Porte. They had been on the
trail about four hours, when suddenly
we felt the impulse of a slide gathering
momentum. I was in the kitchen with
Wong Lee and Sam Hoy when dishes on
the high shelves began to rattle to the
floor, and the Chinamen rushed from
cooking dinner to the yard where they
each lighted a joss stick, and knelt in
supplication to their gods.

Father ran up from the assay office
near the mine adit and stood with me
near the gate, his arm around me pro-
tectively, and both of us staring blank-
ly up the winding trail.

-Gradually the road and reverberation
of thundering debris came to our ears,
but we could see nothing of what was
happening around the tortuous turns in
the creek bed. We could hear the
crashing of trees, snapped off by the
terrific impact of mammoth boulders,
and a muffled boom as the mass
ploughed together and came to rest in
the creek bed. We could do nothing but
wait and hope.

My eyes were hot with resentment

(Continued on page 384)
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MORE ON WYATT EARP

By GEORGE D. WOLFE

In 1876, Colt issued a limited number
of Buntline Specials with hand tooled
holster and adjustable stock (two of
which are pictured here). Ned Buntline
(Ed Judson)) first saw them at the
Philadelphia Centennial and purchased
five—four of which he presented, with
considerable fanfare, to prominent fron-
tier peace officers, and one which he
supposedly kept for himself.

Colt turned out about thirty of this
model. They had sixteen-inch barrels, .45
caliber (although one or two may have
been altered to .44’s), and retailed for
about $26.00. They did not sell any too
good and a few were still carried in the
inventory many years afterward. One is
believed to be in the Ulrich Museum.

Wyatt Earp, Bat Masterson, Bill
Tilghman and Neal Brown were pre-
sented Specials by the flamboyant Bunt-
line. At least two of the recipients alter-
ed their guns to their own personal
specifications.

Masterson never liked a long barrel
and his Buntline was cut quite short,
to possibly four-and-a-half inches. Earp’s
barrel was cut to about a foot in length.
Earp, as almost everyone knows, cher-
ished his long barrel for its terrific
propensities in laying .out bad actors—
Texas cowboys, if you please.

The guns seemed to have had adjust-
able rear and front globe sights. Wyatt
Earp unhorsed for keeps George Hoyt
at Dodge in August, 1878, with the
Buntline when Hoyt had galloped to
several hundred yards distance, after

30

trying to kill Earp. For the record,
Earp shot from a kneeling position.

The speed with which Earp could draw
his Buntline Special was said to be a-
mazing. He could kill a coyote with it
at 400 yards.

Wyatt Earp was officially appointed
Deputy U. S. Marshal, Tombstone Dis-
trict, Territory Southeastern Arizona, by
Marshal C. P. Drake in 1880, and was
duly a U. S. Deputy Marshal for around
two years, until he entered Colorado
Territory in the late spring of 1882.

The fact that Earp was indeed an
accredited marshal, with some promin-
ent government officials backing him,
as well as powerful Wells Fargo, kept
him from being thrown to the hyenas
in Denver when he sought safety there.

In spite of his hazardous occupations,
Wyatt outlived every member of his
family; he died in Los Angeles, Califor-
nia, January 13, 1929, at age eighty-one.
His father Nicholas Earp died in Colton,

California, in 1907. Wyatt had four
brothers, James, Virgil, Morgan and
Warren, and a half-brother, Newton

Earp. James was seriously wounded in
the Civil War, but lived until 1926 when
he died in Los Angeles; Virgil died in
Goldfield, Nevada, 1906; Morgan was
killed in Tombstone, Arizona, and buried
in California; Warren was Kkilled in a
Lordsburg, New Mexico, poker game in
1906; Newton died in Sacramento, 1928.

Wyatt Earp had no children.

Peace to his ashes . . . a real man
and much maligned.

“The Marshall of Dodge City.”
The portrait of Wyatt Earp
was painted by Ben Carlton
Mead for the M. H. Fitzpatrick
Collection.

HIGH-GRADE RACE
By FOREST CROSSEN

SOM‘E of the best high-grade gold
ever produced in this Western coun-
try came out of the mines at Sunshine,
Colorado,” declared Jay Church. “I went
up to the camp in 1880, when I was
six years old, and I saw all the big
mines operating. A lot of interesting
things happened with that high-grade,
but nothing as exciting as a race one
Sunday for a lease . ..”

Sunshine sprang up in 1874, after
two prospectors found some rich gold
float (surface ore). They staked out a
claim and called it the American Mine.
In a surface cut ten feet deep and
twenty feet long they took out $17,500
worth of high-grade.

This caused an excitement (rush or
stampede), and miners poured in. Sun-
shine became a prosperous camp, and
by 1910 the production was rated as
over $8,000,000.

“In the early eighties,” Jay continued,
“Bob Kenney and another fellow had
a lease on a block of ground in the
Inter-Ocean Mine. They were working
it through a separate shaft. The lease
read that any time the company pro-
duced $15,000, all the ore below the
surface belonged to the company, all
that on top to the lessors.

“In this way, if the men struck a
good streak, the company could cancel
their lease by paying them §$15,000. It
wouldn’t take the company long to take

-out high-grade worth that much and

more. The trouble was finding it; there
was a lot of development work to do.
The company was letting these two
partners, who were poor men, find the
ore for them.
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“Bob and his partner struck a lot of
wonderful good ore. They didn’t dare
make a shipment, for the company
would find out at once. So they Ileft
it down below, hidden. They had it all
picked down and ready to hoist.

“You can’'t keep news like that secret.
Word of a strike always leaks out. The
company heard about it and sent word
for them to stop work. The superintend-
ent was coming up from Boulder with
the money. Bob and his partner got
this word late Saturday.

“‘The company thinks it’s got us/
said Bob. ‘We don’t work on Sunday,
but we’ll fool ’em. They can’t get any

money on Sunday-—not $15,000 in cash.
And it’s got to be in cash. We won’t
accept anything else.

‘“His partner nodded, breathing hard.
‘As soon as it’s light in the morning,
we'll start hoisting that high-grade. It's
ours. We'll get a man to drive the
horse.’

“They were using a horse on a whip
to do the hoisting. The horse pulled a
cable straight out over a pulley in the
gallows frame on top of the shaft, then
backed up to lower the bucket down
the shaft.

“At daybreak the partners started to
work. Bob stayed on the surface and his
partner went down in the bucket to
load the ore. Up came the first bucket-
ful. Bob dumped it and let the bucket
down, the horse backing up.

“It wasn’t long before somebody up
at the mine discovered what they were
doing and struck out for Boulder as
tight as a horse could jump. Bob saw
him go and yelled the news down to
his partner.

“‘Get that bucket down here,’ the
partner yelled back. ‘We're going to get
our high-grade out o’ here.’

“The partner filled that bucket like
mad, rang to hoist. The man whipped
up the horse and out he went—on a
run. Bob stood there by the shaft, ready
to grab the bucket.

“It came jumping up and stopped,
for the horse was well trained. Bob
grabbed that big iron bucket and
dumped out the high-grade. He yelled
for the driver to turn the horse around
and run him back to the shaft. Bob let
down the bucket by hand. He was a big
strong man—he had to be to handle it.

“Again the partner filled it and they
hoisted. Bob stood there on top, chewing
tobacco, dumping that bucket, letting
it down by hand. The partner shoveled
in as fast as he could.

“By this time nearly everybody in
Sunshine was there, watching, yelling en-
couragement.

“Along late in the forenoon here
came a team from Boulder, covered with
foam, coming a-larrup. There were two
men in the buggy, and they yelled for
Bob to quit work.
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‘“Bob kept on.

“The team came running up and
stopped. The superintendent jumped out
and ran over to Bob.

“ ‘Stop work!

“ ‘Not till you've got the $15,000 . . .
in cash.

“The bucket was coming up, fast.

“‘Stop work,” the super yelled, ‘T've
got the money.’

“He ran to the buggy and pulled out
a new canvas sack. ‘It’s here—$15,000.’
He dragged out a handful of twenty
dollar bills, then a handful of gold
pieces.

‘“Bob reached out to dump the bucket.

“‘No you don’t’ yelled the super.
‘Stop that horse!

‘“Bob had to give in. The horse stopped,
the bucket still in the shaft, still below
ground—the company’s property.

“‘How in the world did you raise the
money ?’ Bob demanded.

“The superintendent smiled, for the
first time. ‘Do you know Madam o
She let us have the money. They do a
lot of gambling down there.’

“Bob sagged against the gallows
frame over the shaft. He was all in.
‘Beaten by a gambling outfit’ Then he
looked at the pile of ore around the
shaft. ‘But we got most of the high-
grade up—and it's ours.””

LADY’'S MAN
By VERNE OSTRANDER

MY Irish friend Johnny Hogan was
one of the old-time buckaroos, a
great horseman, gambler and lady's
man. We rode together for years and
got to be real pals. Tuscoroa, Nevada,
was one of our main hangouts. It was
a red-hot mining and cattle town; sa-
loons, dance halls and gambling joints
were open twenty-four hours a day.
Johnny sat in many a fast poker game
which sometimes wound up in a shoot-
ing scrape or a knockdown-and-dragout
fist fight. He was equally adept at
either, but—like any husky Irishman—
enjoyed the fist fights best.
We worked and played and traveled
together, making different cow and

horse outfits. One ranch I remember
well was the old YP outfit, where we
hired out to break horses. They used to
give dances at White Rock, so of course
we attended.

True to form, Johnny got in trouble
right off. He was a good dancer and
had a fine time, particularly with a
certain rancher’s daughter. This an-
noyed the fellow who'’d brought her to
the dance. He got madder and madder
and finally made the mistake of taking
a punch at Johnny, who promptly
floored him with a single wallop. The
dance ended up in a free-for-all, as
most dances did in those days of few
girls and many men. The affair re-
sulted in real bad feeling between
Johnny and this fellow, who was a
horse breaker and trainer of race horses
for a big cattleman. I tried to keep
Johnny away from town as much as
possible. Both men packed six-guns and
if they met again there’d sure be a
shoot-out. I was plenty relieved when
finally the enmity between them ap-
peared to simmer down.

Johnny up and surprised me one day
by marrying an Indian girl, the daugh-
ter of an old Piute chief. The chief
owned a nice ranch, with a lot of cattle
and horses, but still he wanted more
horses in exchange for his pretty daugh-
ter. Johnny got the horses, somehow,
and the old boy was satisfied. Things
jogged along pretty smooth for awhile
and I figured Johnny was settling down
to be a family man. I might have
known better. He still loved to gamble.

A Mexican named Ramon something-
or-other ran a saloon and gambling
joint near Edgemont, Nevada, and one
Sunday about thirty of us buckaroos
gathered there for a good time. Things
were going full blast when here come
this tough guy, Johnny’s enemy, the
one he’d fist-whipped over the ranch-
er’'s daughter. He rode up on a race
horse, tied him to the hitch-rail, and
headed for the bar. After tossing off a
couple of drinks and looking things
over, he sat in the same poker game
with Johnny. He wasn’'t much of a
poker player and Johnny began beating
him in nearly every pot.

(Continued on page 59)

Colt Buntline Specials with holster and stock. The four famous gunmen given
Specials by Ned Buntline altered length of barrel to suit themselves.
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The strangest—most daring—frontier movement in western
history began when thousands of “Saints” loaded their
worldly goods on heavy carts and pulled them 1,400 miles

to ‘‘The Promised Land”

Editor’s Note: Many tales have been
told about the hardships of brave pio-
neers who migrated westward over burn-
ing plains and icy mountains. Our nomi-
nation for the greatest migration of
them all was undertaken under extreme-
ly adverse conditions by about five thou-
sand members of the Church of Jesus
Christ of the Latter-day Saints (Mor-
mons).

N 1856, Church President Brigham
Young was anxious to build the popu-
lation of Deseret. He was even more con-
cerned about keeping the Mormon prom-
ise of asylum in “Zion” to European
members of the denomination. Money
was a problem—funds of the Perpetual
Emigrating Fund Company were run-
ning low and Salt Lake City coffers
were depleted by the crickets’ invasion
of crops.

Young had devised a plan whereby
emigrants could sail to America, make
their way to Iowa City and there each
family would be assigned a handcart
in which to carry their belongings. The
1,400 miles to Salt Lake City would be
traversed by foot.

“Let them gird up their loins and
walk through and nothing shall hinder
or stay them,” Young said. He figured
the trip from England to Utah could be
made for less than $12 per family.

Mormons in England, Scotland, Wales
and Scandinavia were enthusiastic; a-
bout 1,300 families signed up for the
plan in Liverpool. Had they been able to
foresee the tragic struggle ahead, many
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of them would have stayed where they
were.

The city-bred Saints, used to the grey
skies of northern Europe, faced hazards
never dreamed of in the populous region
of their homelands—burning desert heat,
blinding snow storms, hunger and thirst
—as they trudged across arid plains and
waded ice-encrusted rivers and streams.

Families with children, single men and
women and old folks arrived at the
terminus at Towa City, and were set to
work building strong two-wheel hand-
carts from native oak and hickory. To
make the wheels last longer they were
bound with iron rims.

The carts were just large enough to
hold a few cooking utensils, supplies and
a minimum of personal belongings.
Each adult was allowed seventeen
pounds for his possessions and each
child, ten. Four to five persons were
assigned to each cart. Ox-drawn wagons
carried extra supplies. A small herd of
milk cows followed.

Five handcart companies, numbering
around 3,000 people and pulling 662
carts, crossed that year.

The first company left June 9, the
second on June 11, and the third, three
weeks later. In spite of hardships and
many deaths, the Saints arrived in fair-
ly good condition at Emigration Can-
yon, overlooking Salt Lake City, where
they were welcomed by the entire popu-
lation.

EMBERS of the fourth and fifth
company did not leave Europe until

This handcart group scu
tion in Salt Lake City,

1«

May. By the time they arrived in Iowa
City, there wasn’t enough seasoned lum-
ber for handcarts, so they made them
from green wood. This made the carts
heavier than usual.

On July 15, 500 emigrants started
west. On July 26, 576 followed. Al-
though July was late in the year for
such a journey the Mormons believed
they would run out of food and money
if they delayed.

The fifth company marched across
Towa, singing happy Mormon hymns.
They woke, slept and ate under the semi-
strict regulations of their leader, Cap-
tain Martin. A bugle called them in the
early dawn. Breakfast was cooked over
hurriedly-built fires, and the day’s walk
began.

The Saints followed the trail blazed
by Brigham Young ten years earlier. The
hot summer sun beat down upon them.
Dry, hot choking dust swirled up con-
stantly. Mosquitoes swarmed about their
heads. For the first few days, the chil-
dren thought it was fun to run out and
pick the gaily-colored flowers. After a
week of dreary trudging, they tired of
this game.

Crossing the Chariton River, they
were caught in a downpour of rain.
Wagons and carts cut deeply into the
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mud. The Saints pried, pushed and pull-
ed. On reaching high ground, they halted
for a well-earned breathing spell. So far
things were going well for them.

Before crossing the Missouri the emi-
grants stopped to repair their warped
carts. A debate in camp arose !
should they stay or continue? Captain
Martin thought they should stay over
until spring. “Play it safe,” he caution-
ed, “I's a long way and late in the sea-
son.”

The majority were for going through,
and the majority ruled.

Each mile seemed longer now. They
trudged across Nebraska country in tor-
tuous heat. Boots worn beyond repair,
feet swollen and blistered, they struggled
valiantly across the savage prairie. Chil-
dren cried to ride the wagons. Old folks
were lagging, but no complaints came
from their lips. They closed their eyes to
failure and went on, hoping and praying
for the strength to keep on.

The Mormons continued to sing their
hymns, but for some the spontaneity
was gone. Others still had faith; the
Lord would see them through. One of
their favorite songs was the handcart
hymn:

For some must push and some must

pull
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cele'brated_ work—the original is in the west hall of the Bureau of Informa-
stor is Torlief Knaphus, a Norwegian, who came to Utah some years ago.

landcart Saga

By FRED HARVEY

As we go marching up the hill,
As merrily on the way we go
Until we reach the wvalley, oh . . .

They crossed the Elkhorn, the North
Loop, the South Loop. Food was becom-
ing a serious item. One night a herd of
stampeding buffalo came through their
camp. When they awoke, many of their
animals were gone. To make matters
worse, they had to unload the wagons
and put whatever supplies they could
salvage on their weakened green hand-
carts.

WESTWARD again. The extra heavy
pulling was a severe strain. It was
tiresome, hard, nerve-wracking. Could
they endure more? Was the struggle
worth it? Sickness and death were be-
coming common. At the end of almost
every day, coffins were made for chil-
dren and the frail ones. The emigrants
were plagued by “the American disease,”
which may have been some form of dy-
sentery. Their morale was hitting bot-
tom and there were still hundreds of
miles to go. All they could see was raw
plains, loneliness and desolation.
It seemed impossible, yet each hour
found the Saints nearer their goal. They
dragged their weary bodies on. The will

to live was great, but how much could
they stand ? There was more soul-stirring
and tragic drama yet to be staged.

Chimney Rock, Scott’s Bluff came into
view. Days later, they crossed the North
Platte River. In the shimmering dis-
tance lay Fort Laramie. It was October
8.

They still had some 500 miles to go,
the most hazardous yet. There were cold,
high mountains to cross. With winter
coming on, it looked extremely bad for
them.

At Fort Laramie, the Saints traded
personal possessions for buffalo robes
and bedding. When they left the fort,
rations were cut. Pioneers passing them
on their way east commented on the
Mormons’ ragged appearance and pre-
dicted they’d never survive.

To make the food supply last, rations
were cut again. Three-quarters of a
pound of flour was the allotment. The
trail became tougher. The forced march-
es were harder to bear. The handcarts
crept at a snail’s pace.

Gone were the laughter and hearty
songs. Some occasionally intoned hymns
to summon lost spirit. They were watch-
ed by sunken eyes staring vacantly
from gaunt, pinched faces. Exhausted in
mind and body they pushed ahead me-
chanically. When one man fell, others
lifted him painfully to his feet. No smile
of thanks lighted his face; no sign of
recognition, yet they all understood.
They might be the next to fall-—or die.

As strength ebbed, many had to throw
away belongings to lighten their load.
Now with cold weather and snow falling,
the Saints realized their costly mistake.
Raw, biting winds blew icy blasts. With
heads bent against the freezing winds,
they staggered on. Westward--ever west-
ward.

One day, the emigrants awoke to a
foot of snow and had to break new trails.
The going was slow, painful —shocking
to their numbed minds. They stopped
and camped at a patch of willows. The
next morning fresh snow covered the
entire countryside. Some of their ani-
mals had drifted from camp, but the
Saints were too exhausted to look for
them.

EATH hovered over the determined

pioneers now like an ominous cloud.
Each day’s dead were wrapped in blank-
ets and consigned to a common grave
with the prayers of the survivors. At
times the ground was too frozen for
digging. The men buried their dead in
snowdrifts.

One woman found her husband dead
beside her in the night. She didn’t cry;
she was already past tears. She lay be-
side him all through the icy night, star-
ing dry-eyed in the darkness. In the
morning, she turned what little energies
she had toward the care of her -three
children.

Captain Martin and a volunteer finally
rode out ahead to find help. The mi-
grants prayed with them before they
left. They would get through; God will-
ing.

Meanwhile news had reached Brigham
Young that troubles had hit the last
two parties. They should have arrived
by then. He sent out a call for men.
Supplies, wagons and volunteers were
ready to leave almost before the word
had spread throughout the colony.

Young said, ‘“My home and all I have
will be open to our new brothers and
sisters. I know that your hearts and

(Continued on following page)
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homes will be ready to take them in
when they arrive.”

It was a four hundred mile journey
to the surviving emigrants. The weather
grew worse. Time was short. The res-
cuers pushed their teams.

At Fort Bridger they stopped. A cold,
raging blizzard from the north struck
them. While they were there, Captain
Martin and his partner rode into the
fort on two exhausted animals.

“You've got to get through at once,”
the captain said. “If you don’t, it will
be too late.”

They left immediately.

Meanwhile, many more of the heroic
Saints were dying. When the rescue par-
ty found them, they hadn’t eaten for
two days. Only about 400 of the 576 who
departed from Iowa City were left.
Many of the young men cried when they
saw the condition of these people. There
wasn’t sufficient clothing to go around,
but at least they could provide food.

Some emigrants climbed onto the wag-
ons of their rescuers for the remainder
of the pilgrimage. Many kept doggedly
dragging or shoving their carts as
though their wooden Jonahs had become
extensions of themselves.

MEMBERS of the fifth company be-
gan reaching Salt Lake City No-
vember 9, with stragglers arriving for
several days. Crowds of Mormons met
them and took them to their homes.

A spirited young Scotswoman, Mar-
garet Dalglish, pulled her possessions
to the very rim of Salt Lake Valley.
She looked down at this place she’d al-
most never hoped to reach—at signs of
people strengthened by food and shelter.
Then she looked back at the pitiful be-
longings in her handcart. Suddenly, she
shoved the cart over the edge of the
ravine, and watched it roll and tumble
until it crashed at the bottom of the
canyon.

When Brigham Young found that the
fourth company had lost more than
eighty people, and the fifth, about one-
fourth of its company, he ruled that no
more handcarts would start as late as
July.

Handcart expeditions continued until
1860, and then stopped for all time. In
the Bureau of Information Building, Salt
Lake City, Utah, there is a statue of a
family pulling a cart.

It is a symbol of the spirit that con-
quered the West.

Phantom Pack Train
(Continued from page 29)

against Mother for leaving. I said
nothing, nor did Father till he asked
me, ‘“Please get my field glasses.
They're on. the table in my room.”

When I returned with the glasses,
Father stood looking at his big gold
watch, and I saw his eyes were filled
with tears. He dried them with his
handkerchief, and peered through the
field glasses for a long time—watching
the trail turns where they appeared on
the pitch of a hogsback. Then I heard
him sob. ‘“They’re safe. I see your
Mother. She and Mike—over yonder,”
and he handed me the glasses, so I
could see them too.

That night at supper I heard Mike tell
his story like this: “It was only God in
His mercy spared us. The pack mules
were all gone around the slope of the
hogsback, when of a sudden the Missus
and I felt a quake and heard a roar

like thunder from the mountain just
above us. Here she come a-roarin’ and a
boomin’ like all hell cut loose. We was
maybe a hundred yards from the pitch
of the ridge, when I heard Old Molly’s
bell, clear as a Heavenly chime. It said
plain as a voice: ‘Whoa, Mike. There’s
death ahead’.

“So the Missus and me pulled up and
waited, while the thundering avalanche
grew closer and louder ’till we thought
sure it was on our heads. Then of a
sudden it took a sharp turn, and swung
down the far side of the ridge. We rode
ahead so we could see a bit. It was like
a glacier of snow and ice, rocks and
trees all mixed and traveling like a
rocket. Not a mule of the pack train
was in sight. All gone down with the
wash. 'Twas a miracle of Molly’s bell
that saved us. And they say animals
don’t have souls. They're same as hu-
mans—only they can’t speak our lan-

guage.”

RTY years later, I saw Mother in

Yakima, Washington. We had been
separated all these years, for although
she came back to the Hollow, she re-
mained but a short time. Now she was
married to a second husband, reason-
ably happy, and in fairly good health.

Over the days of my visit, I asked
her many things, and found her replies
frank and fair. She wanted to clear the
film, of our misunderstanding as much
as I. When I asked her version of the
avalanche, and if she heard Molly’s bell
of warning—she smiled wistfully and
shook her head.

“No, I didn’t hear Molly’s bell; but
Mike always swore that he did, as you
know. They say dumb animals are psy-
chic. Perhaps Mike took on this charac-
teristic—he being the best mule skinner
in those parts.”

CHARLIE FORO C
/i
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Map by Lowell Butler

I Photographed Jesse James’ Body!
(Continued from page 9)

James’ negatives when the studio was
sold a few years after the shooting, but
the Ford picture went to the new owner
and was later reported stolen.

In the photo I made of Jesse James—
just thirty minutes after his death—
bloodstains can be seen on his shirt
front. Thousands of the prints were
sold. A small one such as reproduced
here went for twenty-five cents, and a
larger one sold for fifty.

The day I “shot” Jesse James was a
day I'd never forget.

True West



In the special "arithmetic'
of the Westerner

Busting

+

Tailing

Bulldogging

BULLDOGGING was not directly con-

nected to the cattle industry in the
early days, although many people be-
lieve it was. Bulldogging, or a form of
bulldogging, was used but not as we
know it today. The range cowboy roped
his steer and threw him by a process
known as “busting.” From this and an-
other form of cow handling known
as “tailing,” modern bulldogging was
evolved.

A critter too large to ‘“throw” by
hand was dumped by busting. To accom-
plish this, the cowboy roped the animal,
tossed the rope over its back on the
side opposite the rider, who spurred his
horse ahead of the steer allowing the
trailing loop to jerk the animal’'s feet
off the ground. At one time busting was
a part of many rodeo shows, being used
in the steer roping and tying event. To-
day, it has disappeared from rodeos.
This writer, at least, has not seen bust-
ing performed at any rodeo for a num-
ber of years.

“Tailing” was a form of bulldogging
used by the Mexicans during the early
days and subsequently adopted by the
Texans. Texas longhorns were wild and
easily spooked. They were quick as cats
on their feet and would gore a cow-
pony without warning. In order to sub-
due these unruly beasts, the Texas cow-
boys resorted to “tailing.” It was brutal,
but got results. To put an unruly steer
in its place, the cowboy grabbed the
animal’s long slender tail and took a
turn around the saddlehorn. Then he'd
spur his pony ahead and a little to one
side of the animal and the steer went
sprawling. After a spill like that, the
steer was pretty well behaved for the
rest of the day. Next day, however, he
might have forgotten the drastic lesson
and it would have to be repeated.

In 1839 a man named Josiah Gregg
saw Mexican vaqueros giving exhibi-
tions of tailing, and as a result the
practice made its way into the rodeo
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Texas Negro cowboy Bill Pickett’s method of throwing a steer was unusiml-—
he bit the animal’s lip. Here, Pickett throws a steer bare-handed at an early

day picnic on the 101 Ranch.

By L. H. BOUCHER

arena at Denver, Colorado. It proved
to be too brutal for rodeo fans to
stomach and was quickly abandoned as
a rodeo attraction. Tailing had its place
on the range where cowboys dealt with
wild cattle but with the advent of heavy
beef cattle the practice was discontinued.
The new stock was much more placid
than the old longhorns and did not re-
quire the same harsh discipline. Also,
their tails were shorter and heavier,
making it difficult to take a wrap
around the saddlehorn.

A new technique called “bulldogging”’
developed from tailing, and this event
is now a standard attraction at any
rodeo. It takes a horse that can stop
while at a dead run or turn on the
proverbial dime, and a rider with plenty
of guts and stamina to participate in
bulldogging.

Nobody knows exactly where or when
or by whom bulldogging was originated.
Many old-timers have claimed the dis-
tinction, but so far no one man has been
awarded the title of the first bulldog-
ger. Alex (Owl Child) McCoy, a Yakima
Indian, could have been that man. It is
claimed that McCoy invented bulldog-
ging while working as a cowboy for
Ben Snipes, pioneer Yakima Valley
cattleman. It is quite possible that the
Indian cowboy did introduce bulldogging
to rodeo in the Northwest. If so, he had
a rugged competitor in the Texas Negro
cowboy, Bill Pickett. Bill made his
jumps as exhibitions and his method
of throwing a steer varied somewhat
from those of today. Instead of twisting
his steer down, he would turn the
steer’s head upward and then bite the
animal’s tender lip. Apparently the poor
beast couldn’t stand the pain, as he in-
variably keeled over.

ICKETT’S fame spread far and wide
and he did his spectacular stunt as a
contract act in Colorado and in various
arenas throughout the country. He

toured the country with the Miller
Brothers Wild West Show and in 1900
the Denver Republican headlined his
act as “The Struggle of Man and
Beast,” with a glowing account of Bill
and his bulldogging feat.

According to Dr. Westermeiser’s book
Man, Beast, Dust, Pickett was injured
during one of his exhibitions and a cow-
boy named Lon Seeley was substituted,
and thus became the first white bull-
dogger. Eventually bulldogging was
added to rodeo as one of the five stand-
ard events and a hazer was paired with
the bulldogger. The hazer’s job was to
keep the steer running in a straight
line, thus lessening the danger as it
prevented the steer from suddenly twist-
ing away as the bulldogger made his
jump. This tricky move on the part of
the steer cost many an early day cow-
boy a nasty spill. So the hazer was
added to the stunt.

Bulldogging in the early days had no
time limit and lacked the precision tim-
ing of present day contenders. There
were no horses specifically trained for
bulldogging. The addition of trained
horses and a hazer to this event re-
moved much of the guesswork and a
cowboy making his leap could expect
to land about where he aimed. Horses
used in bulldogging today need to be
well trained; quarter horses are usually
selected because of their speed at short
distances. A steer that gets the jump
on the horse costs the rider valuable
seconds and day money. Therefore, a
contestant usually has his own trained
horse or uses one belonging to one of
the other contestants.

Extremely popular with rodeo fans
in the United States, bulldogging has
also been adopted by Canadians. The
Canadian form of the sport is a modified
version of the U. S. variety, being re-
ferred to as ‘‘steer decorating.”

To many fans, bulldogging is the

(Continued on page 60)
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The Man Who Found $85,000,000!
(Continued from page 8) .

gnawing at her innards, the burro was
not smelling Indian horses; she was
stopping frequently to grab at tufts of
wild rye grass.

“Come on, Cactus,” he said patiently
each time she stopped, and she would
dutifully start forward again, but not
before grabbing a last mouthful, her
nose working feverishly as she chewed
it, the ends of the grass standing out
from; each side of her mouth like whisk-
ers on a walrus.

They began to climb the next ridge,
avoiding the trail, and an hour later
Schieffelin made camp on a little knoll
where he had a commanding view of
the valley.

It had been a long time since he had
come that close to a run-in with the
Apaches. Always he avoided them like
poison by maintaining a sharp lookout
for them, and frequently it was Cactus
who warned him when they were near.

With the excitement that surged
through him like a swollen stream go-
ing over its banks, he had little room
in his mind for the Indians just now,
except to maintain the usual surveil-
lance that had become a habit with him.
He kept thinking of the pile of ore that
matched the piece in his pocket, final
proof at last that somewhere within the
area a great bonanza was waiting to be
rediscovered. With ore as rich as that it
would be a whale of a strike, something
to make the country sit up and take
notice. You didn’t find ore as rich as
that in very many places. It would have
to be a whopper.

He had made many a start in his long
quest for the source of the float. He
could still remember vividly his finding
the float, and how it had set him on
edge, and now it seemed like a long time
ago. It had been seven years to be
exact and part of that time he had gone
hungry. Most of the time as a matter of
fact. There had been times when he
started out on prospecting trips with
only enough flour to see him through,
and a little baking powder, counting on
killing enough meat to live on. Antelope
and deer were plentiful, but difficult
to approach.

OWARD morning there was a change
in the wind. It no longer was a
wind born in the near mountains, cold
with night and altitude, but a wind from
far places, full of damp chill that crept
through his ragged blankets and into
his bones: Trouble was, he didn’t have
enough blankets to keep a bedbug warm.
In Arizona blankets were not always
essential to a man’s comfort and winds
from far places were rare, but tonight
it was freezing cold. A spring snow, he
thought, would just about do it. The
Apaches would get him for sure. Even
Cactus, hardy as she was, was thump-
ing about protestingly, rattling her hob-
bles.

He tried to go back to sleep but
couldn’t. All he could think of were piles
and piles of silver ore. He would al-
most drop off to sleep and then the pile
would grow and grow until it was high-
er than his head. By then he was too
excited to sleep.

At last he got up and made a fire.
Because of his limited supply, he had
rationed himself down to coffee only
once a week., He wasn’t due for coffee
again until Sunday and this was only

Thursday, but this was a special oc-
casion. He made coffee.

Cactus had wandered off a distance
to browse. He did not disturb her until
the first faint hint of dawn, then he put
the pack on her and headed back for
the country he had crossed last night
to get away from the Indians. As cold
as it was, it would be unusual to find
an Apache anywhere except in his
teepee.

Starting at a place well above the
spot where he had found the float seven
long years back, he struck out north,
intending to go higher this time than
he ever had before. He reasoned that
ore thrown off from a ledge or pocket
would travel down hill for quite a piece
during a millennium, or ten millenniums
for that matter, no telling how long.

This trip was a little different from
most, though it had started the same
as usual. He recalled that never before
on any of his trips had he taken his
long-handled shovel, or his drill and
hammer. For some reason he could not
now recall he had put them in the pack.
The long-handled shovel was a handicap
really, for the handle sticking out of the
pack had caught on bushes so that Cac-
tus had to stop and back up many times
to free it before making a new start.

Ecnoranss,
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“Don’t go looking for ‘Made in Brooklyn,’
that's genuine Sioux War surplusl”

He couldn’t think of any real reason for
bringing it along, unless a kind provi-
dence, an all-wise providence, had nudg-
ed him into it. Maybe the power that
moved men to perform unusual feats
had planned it that way. If he made a
strike he would need the shovel, and the
hammer and drill no doubt.

The chilling wind of the night had
now passed and the overcast was break-
ing up as it frequently did when the sun
came out. The Apaches had gone with
the night apparently, for he saw no sign
of them.

Three miles west of him lay the hills
that had so long intrigued and baffled
him. Before him the wide wash led up
to the heights now bathed in sunlight.
He had never ranged that high before
and therefore it was virgin territory to
him.

Though the chill- had gone from the
lower ridges, the higher he climbed the
more he felt the cold. His corduroy
britches, threadbare at the knees, and
the old buckskin jacket that had a big
hole burned in the back, were little pro-
tection in that higher altitude. His grimy
slouch hat that was five years old had a
worn rim that flopped over his eyes
when the wind pushed against it and
an old boot that was run down at the
heels started a blister on his right little
toe. His red flannel shirt afforded him
little comfort in the biting wind. His

True West



face was half hidden by a heavy curly
brown beard and a mass of dark, tan-
gled, unkempt hair with burrs in it fell to
his shoulders. His appearance, he was to
confess later under more luxurious cir-
cumstances, would have frightened crows
out of a cornfield. But there was some-
thing about him that touched his rags
with a certain nobility. His serious deep
gray eyes reflected the courage of a
vivid personality. A man of destiny, a-
bout to set the world agog with one of
the most fabulous discoveries since Co-
lumbus, had stepped out of a dinghy and
onto a new world.

He had climbed no more than a quar-
ter of a mile into the unexplored area
when he spotted a piece of float. Along
a seam that shot through it from end to
end he detected the unmistakable pres-
ence of pure silver. It matched the ore
he carried in his shirt pocket and it was
not unlike that he had found by the
skeletons.

He raised his voice in song:

Darling, I am growing old,
Silver threads among the gold,
Shine upon my brow today,
Life is fading away fast—

This was more like it; he was getting
somewhere. No telling how long ago
some terrific upheaval of the earth had
cast off shattered pieces of a main ledge
and sent them on their downhill journey.
It might be very high up, near the sum-
mit.

T LAST he came to where the wash
divided. He was uncertain as to
which branch he should follow. He would
have to try one side, and if he found
no more float, he would try the other.

As he stood contemplating his next
move, a jack rabbit popped out of a
clump of mountain cedar and scurried
away—up the right-hand branch.

That was good enough for Ed Schief-
felin. He’d been following hunches all
his life and if a rabbit wanted to give
him a nudge, that was just fine.

He unloaded the pack and put the
hobbles on Cactus, who gave him a
grateful push with her cold nose. She
always did that when relieved of her
burden.

“All right, old girl, go find your
breakfast.”

Above there the hillside flattened out
into a tiny plateau before it again rose
to the heights, with little tables and
hollow saddles where float might collect.

He found several pieces of ore, some
heavy with silver and his spirits soared.
He felt like singing again, but was a-
fraid the Apaches might hear him.

Higher toward the summit where the
wind came over the ridge and chilled
him to the bone, he saw something in
the distance that looked like a streak
along the hillside.

He climbed faster now, watching it. It
appeared to be of grayish rock of an
irregular shape with reddish-yellow
streaks through it. He estimated it was
about fifty feet long and a foot wide.

He had to fight his way through
thickets of cat-claw and wild pear that
tore at his threadbare britches, but he
didn’t mind. He felt something tear and
saw that one leg of his pants had a
rip a foot long; the -cat-claw had
brought blood, but this he did not mind
either. Nothing mattered now, for this
indeed might be it! This could be the
end of the trail for him.

2 At last, breathless and soaked with
sweat, he stood before the ledge. He
could see the streaks of pure silver and
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he let out a whoop that could have
brought all of Apacheland down upon
him. It was the most thrilling moment
of his life.

He drove his prospector’s pick into
the vein and a small avalanche of brittle
lumps came crashing down at his feet.
He picked up a piece and examined it
with feverish eye. One didn’t have to
know much about minerals to realize
that this was it. The piece was so heavy
with pure silver that it felt like lead
in his hands.

The ague was upon him again, the
fever that made his hands shake like
leaves in a stiff breeze. His fingers
shook so violently that he dropped the
specimen at his feet, unable to hold onto
it. For a moment or two he thought he
was going to pass out from sheer joy.
He felt dizzy and had to rest a minute.

He picked up another hunk of the
stuff and his brain reeled with the rich-
ness of it. Was he having a dream, or
could this be true?

Suddenly he was babbling like a fool.
“This is it, boy! This is what you've
been looking for all these years, you old
sonofab....! You found it at last.” He
wasn’t old, really; he was just turning
thirty.

He thought he could see where anoth-
er pick had been plunged into the vein.
Maybe those men whose skeletons he’d
found. Who else? Had someone been
there before, the country would have
heard of the discovery long before this.
It had to be them.

He was alone to enjoy this moment.
Only a bluejay, he recalled later, shared
the glory. It had ‘perched on a limb a-
bove him and scolded raucously in pro-
test of his presence there. It had a nest
nearby.

It was a moment in history, as things
turned out. No one but Ed Schieffelin
knew the thrill and romance of it. Not
even his faithful burro, now knee-deep
in luscious grass, had been there to wit-
ness it.

The silver in the vein was so pure
and soft that when he pressed a twenty-
five-cent piece against ‘it real hard, it
left the imprint so clearly defined that
he was able to decipher the national
motto, “E Pluribus Unum.”

The quarter happened to be the last
cent Ed Schieffelin had to his name.
It represented his next sack of plug-cut.

He thought of Al Sieber’s jibe—‘“all
yowll find in them thar hills is your
tombstone.”

Well, he’ld found his tombstone all
right—a whole mountain of silver, it
looked like. He could see outcroppings of
the same vein, farther along, and again
where it broke over the ridge.

“By golly,” he said, ‘“Tll
Tombstone, that's what I'll do.
Tombstone Mine.”

He didn’t know it at the time, but he
had christened not only the mine but the
hills as well, a whole silver field, and
an unborn town whose story was to be-
come one of the west’s most picturesque
and dramatic chronicles, a story that
for nearly a hundred years has enter-
tained millions of readers, movie fans
and TV audiences, and it probably will
go on entertaining them for another
hundred years or so.

But it was not the end of the story
for Ed Schieffelin, not by a long shot.
There was more to come, some of it
rather heartbreaking.
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TLLING a sack with as much of the
ore as he could carry, Schieffelin

erected a rock monument to mark his
claim, then went back to collect his
burro and pack.

Striking out across the hills, and with
an eye out for Injun sign, he headed
for Tucson, living on game he shot along
the way, for his larder consisted of a
small bag of salt, some pepper, an ounce
or two of coffee and some baking pow-
der; his flour had petered out several
days before.

He arrived in Tucson while the Mexi-
can population was celebrating one of
its several fiesta days and filed his
claim, spotting it on the crude map the
recorder kept for that purpose. There
had been no survey of the region as yet
and a claim could not be located by sec-
tions and townships, but it had to be
described accurately.

Schieffelin had to borrow the filing
fee from a friend and while he was
about it he borrowed enough for stage
fare to Globe, up in the northern part of
the state. He wanted to contact his
brother Al and cut him in on the find,
if he’d finance the development of the
vein. Al was working and had a little
money.
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"It isnt as much for me as it is my boy.

I've seen rain.”

Cactus was put out to pasture in a
field near Fort Lowell while her master
was away. Finding herself free of her
hobbles at last, she kicked up her heels
and ran off into the cactus and grease-
wood. It was to be the last Schieffelin
ever saw of her, for his affairs did not
bring him back that way for a while.

In Globe he learned that his brother
had moved on to another mine at Signal,
and he was almost a week getting
there, begging rides with ore wagons
and the like.

He found Brother Al's interest in his
discovery only lukewarm. Al insisted
that Ed show his rocks to the foreman
of the mine, a man named Hewelett.

Hewelett looked at the ore briefly.
“Mostly lead,” he said and handed the
pieces back.

During the next two or three days
Ed showed his specimens to other min-
ing men who should know silver when
they saw it. But none waxed enthusias-
tic. “Just medium ore,” one old pro said.
“Not worth bothering with.”

“Better forget it and go to work,”
Brother Al suggested.

Ed went to the door of Al's shack
and one by one he hurled the ore pieces
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down the hillside as far as he could
send them. He saved but two pieces of
the stuff and laid them on a shelf.

The next day he went to work in the
McCracken mine.

During the next few weeks Ed Schief-
felin met the McCracken mine assayer,
Dick Gird.

“I got a piece of ore I'd like to have
you assay,” Ed said. “When you got
time.”

“Bring it over,” Gird said. He was a
dour, hard-featured man who had little
time for anything but his duties at the
mine, but he had been friendly to Ed
Schieffelin, and for the remainder of his
life he was to be glad he had, for his
assay of the specimen gave him goose
pimples.

Ed was asleep in the shack when Al
burst in one morning and shook him
vigorously. “Wake up, Ed! Mr. Gird
Eva,nts to see you right away in his of-
ice."”

Ed got over there as fast as he could.

“Where did you say you found this
rock ?” Gird wanted to know.

“Over on the San Pedro.”

“That’s not very definite.”

“I could make it more definite if you'd
tell me what this is all about,” Ed said.

‘‘How much money have you?”’

“Not much till payday.”

“If you’ll cut me in on this I'll buy
some mules and grubstake an expedition
back to where you found this stuff.”

“Did you find that rock worth much ?”
Ed fished, suspiciously.

“It’s fabulous, man! You've found a
bonanza and I want in on it.”

It finally was agreed that all three
would be in on it—Ed, Al and Mr. Gird.
There was no written agreement, just a
handshake all around that was to hold
inviolate by the three partners to the
end.

“What about your job here at the
mine ?”’ Al wanted to know of Gird.

“To hell with the job! With something
as big as this, who needs a job?”

‘When he handed in his resignation the
company offered him the general super-
intendency, but he refused it with
thanks.

Gird bought mules and a wagon, load-
ed up with guns, ammunition, food,
tools, a surveyor’s transit and level and
his own assaying outfit, ready to pull
out, but at the last moment Brother Al
lost his nerve; he said he couldn’t pull
away from a job that paid him $4 a day
for something so uncertain as a ledge of
rock in a hillside.

“All right,” Ed said, ‘“that leaves all
the more for Dick and me. Goodbye,
Al!” He pulled out without another
word.

WITH A camp finally established just

below the discovery, Gird began tak-
ing samples and making assays. He
found that the rich ore extended for
only a few feet and the vein was not
deep. At sometime back in the dark
ages most of the vein had been thrown
off down the hillside, scattered hell-to-
breakfast and there wasn’'t enough of
it left to make an operation worth
while.

Unfortunately, Brother Al had shown
up that very day, having finally thought
better of his decision and decided to
come along.

“Now look what I've gone and done!”
he said with tears in his eyes. ‘T've quit
a good job for nothing. I was afraid of
this from the start.”

“What about me ?” Gird said. “You're
not the only one.”
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But it was small comfort to Al, who
stayed up all night pacing back and
forth and bemoaning his misfortune.

“There’s silver here in this mountain
somewhere,” Gird said. “It may take
a little time to find it.”

During the next few weeks the hunt
settled down to a systematic routine,
directed by Gird, who was after all a
mining* engineer and knew his stuff.

Gird did the searching, Al, the skepti-
cal one the cooking and Ed kept the
larder supplied with meat.

One morning Al came upon Ed in the
hills.

“Look at this,” Ed said, ‘‘a rock that’s
almost pure silver. I think I've found
it this time for sure.”

Al looked at the rock.
lucky cuss,” he said.

“By golly,” Ed said, ‘“that’s the name
of my mine—the Lucky Cuss. What do
you know!”

Gird assayed only one piece of the
ore and that was enough. Figuring the
ratio in ounces and pounds, it would
go pretty close to $10,000 to the ton.

This time Ed had found it!

Three days later a couple of mules
belonging to Hank Williams and John
Oliver, two prospectors who were in the
region but who knew nothing of the
Schieffelin find, wandered off and while
looking for them Williams saw a gleam
of metal in the trail that had been
gouged out by the dragging halter chains
of the vagrant animals. He recognized
it as virgin silver and began looking
around. Above the trail he found the
ledge and named it the Grand Central.

The next day Williams saw smoke
and wandered into the Schieffelin camp
to reveal his discovery. Gird claimed it
was on the Lucky Cuss property and in
fact it appeared to be. So as a friendly
gesture they divided the new claim, the
Schieffelin camp taking half and Wil-
liams and Oliver half, which retained the
name, Grand Central. The Schieffelins
and Gird named .theirs the Contention
because of Gird’s contention that the
Grand Central claim infringed on the
Lucky Cuss property.

All three—the Lucky Cuss, the Grand
Central and the Contention were to be-
come the three richest silver mines ever
found on earth.

The two Schieffelins sold out cheaply
—for about a million dollars. Gird hung
on and amassed a huge fortune. He be-
came so wealthy that at the age of
fifty he could not tell within a million
dollars what he was worth without con-
sulting his bankers.

“You're a

WEALTHY, famous and still young,
Ed Schieffelin wanted to see what
the world was like beyond his moun-
tain of silver. He traveled extensively
and for a time lived in New York City
where the best restaurants gave him
the red-carpet treatment and cabbies
knew him by his first name. One Sun-
day morning when President Rutherford
B. Hayes took a walk in Grand Central
Park, the police and secret service a-
gents expected a crowd would follow
him, but were amazed to find the crowd
on the other side of the park gawking
at the man who had found a mountain
worth eighty-five million dollars. Ed
Schieffelin had also taken a walk that
morning and a cab driver had pointed
him out to the crowd expecting the
President. There were only a few scat-
tered cheers for Hayes.

Schieffelin went to Chicago and to
Washington. He was not a showman and

tried to avoid attention, but wherever
he went people turned out to get a look
at him. In Washington he was the guest
of western senators and men in high
places. But society and politics had no
appeal. He hated the adulation and the
fuss people made over him. Actually
there was little change in the original
Ed Schieffelin who was by nature a
kindly, simple-hearted soul.

“I don’t care for all the fuss and feath-
ers,”” he told Governor John Charles
Fremont in the fall of 1879. “Who am I
to bend a knee to, anyway ? Just a plain
old prospector from the hills who's been
a little luckier than most, that's all. I
wish people would let me enjoy myself.”

To get away from it all he had a
boat specially built and cruised Alaskan
waters with only the crew as company.

Brother Al's death in 1885 left him
lonely and he longed for the hills and
solitude where nature provided compan-
ionship. He could go for weeks and
months on end without seeing a human
being and loved it.

He met Mary E. Brown, a comely
widow of Alameda, California, and mar-
ried her. His wife took a keen interest
in his welfare and tried to plan his life
for him. But it did not work out well.
There were too many parties and social
events that bored him.

Born in Pennsylvania he had gone
with his parents to the wilds of Oregon
while still a small boy and it was there
he wanted to return to try and recap-
ture some of the happiness of his child-
hood. Oregon had been a wild country,
and still was, as wild as the deserts he
knew, and there he thought he might
find the solitude he longed for.

“I will go with you,” Mrs. Schieffelin
said.

“No,” he replied, ‘“you’d better not.
You wouldn’t like roughing it, my dear.
You stay here till I come back.”

Before going north he went back to
Tucson and Fort Lowell to see if he
could find old Cactus who had been his
daily companion for nearly seven years.
Now almost fifteen, she would still be a
good pack burro.

But Cactus had taken off into the
hills long ago, he found. No one knew
where she was. Schieffelin made several
trips into the hills searching for her, but
without success.

IN OREGON, Ed Schieffelin dropped

from sight. Only a few people knew
of the remote cabin in the coastal area
where he lived. He was still a young
man, only forty-two, and seemed in the
best of health; but one day a log-
ger who passed his cabin every day on
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his way home from work noticed no
smoke coming from the chimney. Al-
ways at that hour of the day Schieffelin
was cooking his supper and the logger
wondered if the recluse might be ill.

He found Ed stretched out on the
floor, dead. He had been hiking in the
woods that day and apparently had over-
taxed his heart.

Ed Schieffelin’s funeral in Tombstone
was the largest ever held in that town.
Saloons, stores and county offices closed
and people came from all parts of the
territory to take a last look at the man
who had found a hill of silver that already
had produced eighty-five million dollars.
The funeral parlor was crammed with
flowers, many of them remembrances
from men in high places.

The body was dressed in Schieffelin’s
old flannel shirt, bright red after its last
trip to the laundry, and his prospector’s
clothes. Beside the coffin rested the pick
and shovel, and the canteen he had car-
ried the day he made his strike. All that
was needed to recall the past was old
Cactus, but she was off somewhere, pre-
sumably galivanting around with other
creatures of her kind, -.enjoying a new
freedom.

Today a towering monument marks
the resting place of this man who, with
steadfast faith and courage, followed
a dream and won everlasting fame.

Lost Spanish Mines of

the Burro Mountains
(Continued from page 25)

desert and mountain driver I have
ever Seen. After about thirty minutes,
he pulled out of the arroyo onto a high
desert saddle between the Langford
Mountains and the Burro Mountains and
there, almost hidden by the desert’s
myriad growths, were great tailing
piles. Before us lay the tangible evi-
dence of the painstaking work done by
miners who had lived long before our
time.

We fired questions at John and he
admitted that he knew little about the
mines’ history. No one seems to know
just when the Spanish operated the
mines, but they—or perhaps the
Apaches later—had taken great pains to
conceal the shafts. It is known that
about the turn of the century an old
Swede discovered the existence of the
mines and was able to locate and open
one of the shafts. From all reports, he
took several thousand dollars worth of
gold from them. It is known that the
Swede carried his ore to a gold stamp
mill in the famous old Gold Hill area
of the Burros, operated by a Mr. Cline.
Mr. Cline stamped out some fourteen
thousand dollars in gold for the old
man. Not wanting to keep such a large
amount, he turned it over to the old
man, who carried it back across the
mountains to his rock-lined dugout near
the mines. The next day the Swede
stopped by the stamp mill on his way
into Lordsburg for supplies and was
questioned as to whether he was carry-
ing his gold. He informed Mr. Cline
that it was well hidden and that he was
only carrying enough for his supplies.
That evening the old Swede was killed
in a knife brawl in Lordsburg, and the
location of his mines died with him.

John had located the mines about a
year previous to our arrival, while at-
tempting to cross the desert from the
Langford Mountains to the Burros in
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company with a friend and had filed
on them.

The seven shafts are located directly
beneath the tailing dumps and the open
shafts were timbered over some fifteen
feet beneath the surface and the tail-
ings poured in on top of them and
smoothed out. Slight depressions—from
erosion and settling over the years—
were probed by long steel probes and
the timbers located. Two inch pipes
driven down to the timbers and charged
with dynamite blew the old timbers
out and, although many tons of tailings
poured into the now open shafts, there
lay exposed the old lost Spanish mines.
It was a thrilling moment!

Our next move was to explore the old
shaft, which was on a forty-one per
cent incline. While Joan remained on
the surface securing the safety rope,
John and I slipped into the mine open-
ing. As we went deeper into the shaft
and explored the various old stopes and
drifts as we came to them, we could
not help but marvel at the immense
amount of work those old-time miners
had done with their primitive hand
steels and tools.

As we moved along we cut samples
from each stope and drift, so that we
might have an overall picture of the
value of the ore through assays.

FOR SEVERAL days we repeated this

process until one day curiosity got
the better of us as to what might lie
behind six well-sealed-off stopes that
angled off the main shaft and were
sealed by large rocks in brick wall
fashion.

Deciding to open the one nearest the
surface, I tied the safety rope around
my waist and descended into the shaft
while John, for safety reasons, stayed
at the mouth. I was able to dislodge
enough of the rocks so that several tons
of ore rushed out, along with so much
dust that I was compelled to return
to the surface.

After the dust had settled, John and
I changed places and he was able to
open the whole stope wall. As the ore
out of the stope poured down the old
shaft, a clear and beautifully toned bell
began to ring deep down in the old
mine. Three times during the day we
heard the bell tones. From this eerie
experience came the name of our pres-
ent operating company, Three Bells Min-
ing and Milling Company. Although
we have cleaned out most of the old
mine, we still have not found the source
of the mysterious sound. At night our
security officers have heard the old
bell ringing deep in the shaft from time
to time. From this it appears evident
that there are as yet undiscovered open-
ings which allows the wind—when from
a certain direction—to move the old
bell and thus produce the sounds. This
theory is confirmed by the fact that the
air at the bottom of the shaft is pure
and sweet.

Numerous relics of the old Spanish
miners have been found from time to
time in our cleaning-out procedure. Of
special interest to us. are the old candle
holders which held the Spaniards’ only
source of light for their operations un-
derground. Many small pieces of the
candles have been found, as well as an
old pick and some hand steel.

On the surface are the crumbling
ruins of what appeared to be guard
houses that surrounded the mine area.
Directly in front of our present working
shaft was the old Spanish arrastre,

where they crushed the ore. Time has
not erased the well trodden path of the
burros as they went round and round,
pulling the crushing stone. These things,
along with the old-style step-type min-
ing of the shaft, left no doubt that John
had found seven old lost Spanish mines.

It was then that John offered us a
partnership; an offer immediately ac-
cepted. The cost of developing the prop-
erties would be more than the two of
us could swing, so at once we began
incorporation proceedings, making the
organization a closed corporation with
only 100 shares of working interest.
A few Texas friends readily purchased
the tweénty-five shares we offered for
sale. The company then was on its way.

We located a complete mill for sale
some forty-five miles away and bought
it for a song. Then began the laborious
operation of dismantling and moving
it to our properties.

During the construction period of the
mill, one of our Mexican employees
came to us with a new piece of infor-
mation about the mines. His grandfather
had told him of the existence of seven
lost mines in the Burros, that the orig-
inal owners were the Incas, and that
they called their mines ‘“The Seven

MIOAS Ao

“Okay! Okay! Break it upl”

Cities.” We have been unable, of course,
to verify this, but from a purely ro-
mantic viewpoint and to add color to the
old .diggings, one can easily imagine
Coronado searching for seven fabulous
cities of gold when actually the Incas
were referring to seven mines.

To date we have opened, explored,
timbered and are operating only one
of the mines, with the remaining six
still to be cleared out. Our modern mill
is grinding out the concentrates that
centuries ago were so laboriously done
by manpower and burros. Where only
hand tools were used in the past, pow-
erful air hammers, stoping machines
and explosives are chewing away the.
ore while the back-breaking work of
bringing it to the surface has been re-
placed by modern methods.

Thrilling evidence of the old days
show up regularly in a bit of candle,
an old candle holder, an old tool or pick
to remind us that another civilization
worked these same mines centuries ago.

Our surveys indicate a possibility that
behind the sealed stopes and drifts may
be passages to the other mines, but
since they are so closely located in dis-
tance, it is our plan to drift from the
100 foot level in each direction and
attempt to contact and open them from
below, using the present Number Five
working shaft as a focal point.

WE have proved that lost Spanish
Mines do exist, although neither
John nor ourselves were looking for
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lost mines. We had no old parchment
maps to follow, no words of a dying
prospector to lead us to the mine. A
simple short cut across the desert by
Jeep from one range of mountains to
another just happened to be directly
in line with the mines that the desert
had hidden long ago with vegetation.
Had that line extended a hundred yards
in either direction, the mines today
would probably still lie undisturbed as
an unknown monument to its owners
of yesteryear.

To you folks at home with an irre-
pressible urge to prowl the hills, the
deserts, the mountains and the canyons;
to knock rocks, to pan the creek beds,
to listen for the exciting buzz of an
activated Geiger counter, we do not
advocate taking the same bold gamble
that we did. We can only say we did
it and are mighty happy that we did.

We would, however, like to give a
few tips to you who may some day
follow that urge to hit for the rough
back country and seek your fortune in
the earth.

First: It is absolutely essential that
you have at least a working knowledge
of minerals and their occurrence and
appearance in the field. Many helpful
books have been written for the lay-
man on this subject.

Second: Check on possible locations
and the availability of filing mineral
claims. -

Third (and possiby the most impor-
tant): Remember that prospecting is
no picnic. You are subject to heat pros-
tration on the desert, pneumonia in the
mountains, the ever present danger of
snake bite in either locality, the danger
of broken bones far from medical aid,
the chance of mechanical breakdown
of your vehicle far from help. These
things must be kept in mind and plans
laid in advance to take care of them.

Fourth: If you intend to rough it by
setting up a camp, the altitude and lo-
cation have to be carefully considered
and all supplies carefully checked. It's
a long way to the supermarket or cor-
ner drugstore!

Fifth (This is extremely important.):
ALWAYS let someone know the vicinity
youw’ll be prospecting in, and set an
estimated time of arrival back in town
or camp so that in case of an accident
or sudden illness, a search party will
be able to find you promptly.

Sixth: If you are prospecting on a
day basis from a town or city, always
have your vehicle in top mechanical con-
dition and equipped with blankets,
water, flashlight, extra gasoline, oil, an
extra set of spark plugs and points,
and be sure your spare tire is aired
and serviceable.

Seventh: Essential equipment includes
a snake bite kit, a canteen, a small
first aid kit, several cloth bags for sam-
ples, a notebook and pencils, a compass
and prospecting pick. I would also sug-
gest a light side arm.

A trip to the local Chamber of Com-
merce is the best way to begin a pros-
pecting trip, as they usually have re-
liable data on the local mineralization
and can put you in touch with local
prospectors. At the county clerk’s office,
you can find out all the locations open
for filing. But heed this word of warn-
ing: There are many local characters in
every mineral area just waiting for a
new prospector to arrive. These gents
will have samples from their claims
beautiful to behold; samples they’ll be
willing to peddle to you. If such a char-
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wheel hub.
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acter takes you out to his claim, the
samples he picks from his tailing piles
will turn out to be high grade ore. (I
have even seen pieces of high grade ore
lying on the floor of the shaft.)

The trick to fool such sharpshooters
is this. Take your own samples directly
from the exposed vein material (if any)
and have your own assays run. Remem-
per, if his claim was as rich as he says
it is, he could get financial backing
himself to mine it. Even in these modern
times there are crafty operators not
averse to ‘salting” their holdings. Be-
ware of the loudmouthed individual who
spouts profusely about his holdings—
it’s usually hot air that he has. Much
valuable time can be lost fooling with
these fellows.

Don’t misunderstand or allow these
facts of life to unduly discourage you.

There are still thousands of acres of
land laying open for prospecting and
claiming, and a lot of it contains good
commercial minerals. It’s there for you
to find and take. Even in our locality
there are still many open claims. Our
thirty-nine claims stretch out across the
south end of the Burros and contain in
commercial quantities gold, silver, lead,
thorium and other rare earths, as well
as copper and molybdenum.

Prospecting is rugged work but also
fun. You may not find paying mineral
in a few weeks or months as we did,
for there are not many John Baileys and
few people have the blind luck we did.

But to all you folks who yearn to
follow in the steps of the old forty-
niners, I'll say this:

“Back your ears, podner, and start
prospecting!”’

Change station known at Haliway House at summit of Trinity Range between
Lovelock and the Seven Troughs’ District.

Seven Troughs’ Bonanza
(Continued from page 19)

mail contracts; and because they scared
the daylights out of any draft or saddle
animals they chanced to meet en route,
a toll road exclusively for their use
was built a short distance south of the
main stage road.

Rivalry ran high and in April, 1909,
when fifteen autos were in service on
the Lovelock-Seven Troughs run, owners
of the several competing lines agreed
to a road race. In view of the deep sand
and alkali dust through which those
primitive machines were obliged to fight
their way, it seems almost incredible
that Dick Keyworth’s Packard com-
pleted the thirty-mile course in one
hour and three minutes. Bert Bailey's
Franklin crossed the finish line one
minute later, and Stanley McIntosh’s
Schandt Roadwagon was only twenty
minutes behind!

SIDE from occasional claim jump-

ing, camps of the district were re-
markably well behaved. Few men car-
ried guns; there were few known
“toughs,” and only on rare occasions
did violent death lay its hand on the
camps.

But Death wasn’t taking a holiday—
it was only conserving its main thrust
for the tragic Third Act, of which
Mazuma would be the setting. ..

Of the district’s four towns, Mazuma
possibly was the largest. In addition to
her stores, newspapers, bank and fra-
ternal organizations, she had a well-
equipped fire department, a board of
trade, mining engineers, attorneys, brok-
erage houses, a bath house and a good
hotel. She also had several realtors and

townsite promoters, and one of these.
in 1908, was advertising; “Buy a lot in
the East Addition to Mazuma and be
Comfortable in Old Age. East Addition
is Situated at the entrance to Seven
Troughs Canyon, the Ideal Place to Live.
Lots Reasonable in Price. Elegant in
Location. . .”

Less than four years later the persons
who read and answered that advertise-
ment would have good reason to remem-
ber it.

LTHOUGH the air was hot and a
trifle sultry, Mazuma saw nothing
unusual about the morning of July 18,
1912. Merchants, as usual, opened their
stores and swept out. The baker began
mixing bread dough. Men called and
waved to each other as they streamed
off to work in the mines and mills.
Housewives washed their dishes and
made beds, and planned what they’d
cook for dinner. Children went out to
play; and the postmistress, Maude Rud-
dell, postmarked the outgoing letters and
when the stage arrived from Lovelock,
distributed the mail to its respective
boxes.

It was about noon when big white
thunderheads began rolling up over the
Seven Tvoughs range; but that wasn't
unusual either. It had been happening
almost every afternoon. Sometimes such
clouds brought a light sprinkle of rain
that spattered on the hot rocks and sent
little puffs of dust rising from streets
and yards. More often they brought only
lightning and thunder and continued
drought, so no one at Seven Troughs
paid much attention to the threatening
skies.

All afternoon the clouds gathered and
rolled, and by four o’clock the sky was
growing dark and ugly in appearance
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Fourth of July celebrants in Mazuma, 1911. Residents from all over the district

gathered in Mazuma on holidays for races. boxing matches, dancing and fireworks,

and lightning was snapping wickedly,
but still no one got excited.

Possibly the first anyone realized
that this particular storm meant busi-
ness was when two men, sitting in the
office of the Coalition Mining Company,
glanced out the window to see water
roaring down Seven Troughs Canyon!

“Cloudburst!” Ellsworth Bennett may
have shouted it first—but neither he
nor his office companion, a Mr. Kalen-
baugh, needed a second look to know
that one of those rolling thunderheads
had split its seams somewhere near the
top of the canyon; and neither needed
a blueprint to know what would happen
when that roaring tide hit the down-
canyon town of Mazuma. Grabbing his
desk telephone, Kalenbaugh tried fran-
tically to warn the lower camp, but for
the one time he could remember, no op-
erator’s cheerful voice answered his des-
perate ringing.

Thundering through the dry wash
with the speed of a cannon ball express,
the cloudburst-driven flood deepened as
the canyon narrowed and by the time
the water reached the lower section of
Seven Troughs and the upper part of
Mazuma, it was traveling as a furious
gray wall, its frothing crest riding high
as the roof of a two-story building!

Nothing could resist that terrible
tide. Automobiles were rolled over like
toys, cabins were sent whirling off their
foundations, stout store buildings were
reduced to kindling wood. Patrons in the
post offifce saw the flood coming in
time to flee for their lives, but as Post-
mistress Maude Ruddell reached the
street door she remembered the post of-
fice money and whirled back to save it.
She had barely reentered the building
when the battering-ram of the water
crashed upon it, bursting its walls in-
ward as a man might drive his fist
through a taut sheet of tissue paper.
With the splintered walls of the post
office swirling down the wash, the flood
roared on to annihilate the bank, the
brokerage office, the hotel, the stores,
the homes. . .

UICKLY as it had come, the flood

subsided. One moment the street of

the busy little mining town had been

dust dry. The next moment it had been

buried under twenty feet of water—and

by the third moment, literally speaking,
the town had vanished.

Through all that horror-ridden night
searchers probed into  mud-layered
heaps of splintered wood and broken
brick and glass, and through all those
long hours, voices choked by grief and
dwindling hope shouted into the dark-
ness the names of missing loved ones.

Not until five days later was the last
body located, seven miles down the wash
from Mazuma.

September-October, 1959

Dead were the three small sons of
Mr. and Mrs. William Keheo—Jimmie,
“going on seven’”; George, four years;
and Ronnie, nineteen months. Others
who had failed to survive the desest
deluge were ten-year-old Perry Gilles-
pie, son of the superintendent of Ma-
zuma Hills Mine; Postmistress Maude
Ruddell; Mike Whalen, who had died
while trying to rescue Ronnie Keheo;
Margaret O’Hanlon, a clerk in McLean’s
store; John Trenchard, owner of Ma-
zuma'’s leading hardware store; and Mrs.
Julia Foncannon of Burnt Canyon. Mrs.
Trenchard, who had been in the store
with her husband when the flood struck,
was located more than a mile from the
spot where he was found mortally in-
jured. Half buried beneath splintered
boards from the wrecked store building,
and with her long hair densely matted
with fence staples and nails from the
hardware stock, she was more dead than
alive. One of Edna Rossmore’s legs was
so badly crushed that only by amputa-
tion could her life be saved, and many
other persons were seriously injured.

The only buildings' in Mazuma that
had escaped destruction were Fred Pres-
ton’s hotel, Bill Kromer’s store, and a
few miner’s cabins perched too high on
the canyon side for the flood to reach.
The entire cyaniding plant of the Coali-
tion Company had been swept away. The
lower two floors of the Mazuma hotel
had been smashed to kindling wood,
while the third floor had been severed
from the remainder, carried down the
canyon a mile, and set down gently—
its beds still made and starched curtains
still hanging at its windows. So great
had been the force of the water that
Leavy steel vaults had been -carried
down the wash for a distance of two
miles—where they still rest today.

If there was any thought of rebuilding
Mazuma, it was discarded when four
more cloudbursts roared over the town-
site during the next ten days.

Mazuma was through.

Seven Troughs and Vernon continued
to operate for a few more years, but
with the inevitable depreciation of ore
and rising costs of operation, they too,
gave up the struggle. Due to the great

‘richness of the ore pockets, and the vast

amount of high-grading that had taken
place during the camps’ best years, it
is impossible to determine the full ex-
tent of their production, but conserva-
tive estimates place it between three
million dollars and four million dollars

in gold, silver, copper and lead.

IN addition to talking wth nearly a
dozen persons who had taken part

in the Seven Troughs boom, I was es-

pecially fortunate in having placed at

my disposal complete files of all Seven
Troughs, Mazuma and Vernon news-
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tells you of

THE SECRET
TREASURES
OF THE WEST

Get this book for information on the
millions of dollars worth of gold and sil-
ver treasures which have been hidden or
lost for vyears. This top-selling book has
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Priceless records from miners, prospec-
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gathered and preserved in this book which
has taken the world of treasure seekers
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after years of study has decided to make
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done.

You will benefit from the travels and
conferences of the author. You will become
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Freight.wagons leaving Lovelock for Seven Troughs’ District about 1906. There
were thirty stores in the district and several stamp mills where ore was processed.

papers—a treasury of information now
owned by Paul Gardner, publisher of
the Lovelock Review-Miner. After two
days spent pouring over these fascinat-
ing old journals I felt as if I had known
personally half the men and women who
had taken part in that long-ago boom.
But I still wanted to talk with Link
Nickerson, so-called ‘“Sage of Seven
Troughs.”

On each of three earlier visits, spread
over a period of eight years, I had failed
to find Link at home—he was always
off in the hills working mine assess-
ments, or something—but before writing
the story of these camps I was deter-
mined to make one more attempt to lo-
cate him. My friend, Ed Green, who had
driven stage between Lovelock and
Seven Troughs during the early part of
the boom, agreed to ride along with me
and tell me what he could about the
old diggings.

After a gradual twelve-mile climb to
the juniper-feathered crest of the Trini-
ties, Ed pointed out the green seep
where had stood ‘“Halfway House’'—
single change station on the old stage
road between Lovelock and the camps.
Then we dipped down through a wide
valley and climbed another long sunny
slope to Vernon, where the only re-
maining buildings were a few small
cabins and the old concrete jail—com-
plete with barred windows and doors.

“The hotel sat here,” said Ed, in-
dicating a plot of desert identical with
all the area surrounding it. “Preston’s
general store, and Trenchard and
Carey’s hardware, were on the flat
yonder. And the Northern Saloon stood
near the head of that ravine. After the
town died, I got permission to tear the
saloon down for the lumber, and under
the floor and back of the building were
hundreds of empty champagne bottles!”

Searching through the dense sage-
brush, we found five of those old bottles
whose contents had been used more than
half a century before in celebration of
events deemed worthy of imported
champagne. Made of heavy green glass,
with deeply recessed bottoms, three
of the five had their lead seals still
in place and pressed into the soft lead
we could read, “Vintage of 1904.”

From Vernon, a steep, narrow rutted
road took us up a canyon a couple of miles
to the old shaft of the once-famous
Fairview Mine. Later, we skirted the
brown hills to the site of Seven Troughs,
where gray mine dumps spilled down
both sides of the canyon. A few ghostly
headframes stood guard over inactive
mines, and up near the end of the road,
three wooden cabins drowsed in the
afternoon sun.

As we drove back down the canyon,
bumping over rocks and ruts and dodging

giant sagebrushes that disputed our
way, I reminded Ed that I wanted to
get some pictures of Mazuma.

“You do?” said Ed, grinning. “Then
you’d better stop quick—because we're
right in the middle of it!”

It didn’t seem possible that any
town—even a cloudburst victim—could
be so completely obliterated. If there
was one fragment of wall, one cellar, or
even one cement foundation remaining,
I failed to find it.

NEAR the canyon’s mouth we turned
on a branch road that led south
toward a clump of trees and some
wooden buildings. A man seated on the
steps of the first cabin regarded us
quizzically as I halted the car in his
front yard.

“You've hit it this time,” said Ed.
“Here’s the old boy, now!”

The man who came forward to greet
us was thin and wiry, his eyes brim-
ming with good humor, his step still
holding the enthusiastic spring of youth.

Born at McMinnville, Oregon, Link
Nickerson answered Adventure’s call to
Nevada when still in his teens. After a
short period spent in the booming camps
of Tonopah and Goldfield, he followed
the rush to the Seven Troughs District
in 1907—and here he had lived all
these years! After the original towns
died, he moved to what is known as
“New’” Seven Troughs—a small camp
that came into existence about 1927
when a tunnel was being driven into the
mountain to connect with the original
Fairview shaft. Also at New Seven
Troughs stood a large cyaniding mill
built in 1929 at a reported cost of
$201,000. After operating only a few
months the mill closed and eventually
was sold to a rancher from Hagerman,
Idaho, who bought it for back taxes.

Link owned the little cabin where he
lived. From an old iron pipe beside
his front door poured an unfailing
stream of clear, cold spring water which
supplied his domestic needs and ran
on down the slope to water the cotton-
woods in his front yard. A kerosene op-
erated refrigerator preserved his meat
and other perishables; and about once
a month he journeyed thirty miles to
Lovelock for groceries and his mail.

After Link had helped me with several
details of the camps’ history, and Ed
and I were about ready to leave, I
looked out over the wide dry desert
valley that separates the dry Seven
Troughs Range from the dry Trinities.

“This seems like a strange sort of
place for an Oregon ‘Webfoot’ to have
lived for more than half a century,”
I remarked.

“Ain’t it the truth?” the desert man
chuckled and shook his head. “I think
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he ‘webs’ dried up and fell off-—about
‘orty-nine years ago!”

As we started back toward Lovelock,
2d and I halted at the little graveyard
n the slope below New Seven Troughs.
ts fence was lying prone, and the dozen
'ocky mounds it contained were barren
f flowers or grass. On only four of
he weary wooden markers could we
lecipher time-faded inscriptions. One
leaded the grave of Frank Reed, killed
)y a gambler; another marked the
esting place of James R. Ratliff, died
lanuary 5, 1909; and two wooden crosses
dentified the mounds of James, George
ind Ronald Keheo—the little boys lost
n the tragic flood of 1912.

Except for this old cemetery, three
:abins and a few idle mines in Seven
froughs Canyon, the old jail at Vernon,
ind a few old newspapers and photo-
rraphs, the four great boom towns of
he Seven Troughs District have all
wut vanished from the earth.

Hopi Snake Dance
(Continued from page 27)

adders which led to second and third
tory roofs. Long strands of red, white
ind blue corn, clay water jars, rabbit,
)adger and coon skins swung from
land-hewn beams which protruded
Jbout two feet beyond the front walls
f each building. The faint thud of
Irums and the drone of native chants
vere audible.

A throng of curiosity seekers from
listant places were seated about the
arge, open plaza. Many Indians were
razing from peepholes, windows or
loors. Others were sitting or squatting
m the ground, all waiting patiently for
he impending drama. Indians were
tanding like packed sardines on the
lat, sun-baked roofs; their red, purple,
nd orange blankets standing out in
old contrast to the sun-baked adobes
nd deep blue sky.

Pueblos, Zunis, Hopis and Navajos,
roups of Apaches, Papagoes and
fumas comprised the vast throng.
fany of the brown bodies were bare
xcept for coyote skins about their
raists. A few scattered Sioux, Chey-
nnes and Yakimas from distant tribes
rore white buckskin. Others were at-
ired in the contrasting colors of green
rees, desert flowers, birds and fruit;
eaded moccasins of every hue; trousers
ringed and ornamented with white, red
nd blue beads, seashells, porcupine
uills.

Most of the Hopis wore hand-ham-
nered silver bracelets, rings and beads
trung in intricate design. Their bodies
rere half robed in blankets of brilliant
range, red or white.

To our left stood a group of beautiful
‘omanche maidens, wearing necklaces
f seashells, silver bangles or polished
quirrel teeth. Others wore gleaming
trings of blue and purple beads around
heir throats. Tall, lean Navajo men,
lare above the waist, wearing red and
rhite beaded bands around their fore-
leads, sat astride gaunt ponies or desert
urros on the hill immediately above the
lance arena, as if to guard the sanctity
f the ceremony.

As we sat waiting and watching, a
rofound silence fell upon the throng
8 the village crier, a colorful figure in
right blue shirt, drab brown trousers
nd red beaded head band, moved up
, ladder to the third story roof. There
le took his majestic stand and, with
oth hands upstretched, broke the at-
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tentive stillness with a weird native call
that could have been heard a mile away.

The atmosphere was tense as
eight broad-shouldered, six-foot An-
telope Priests emerged from the sacred
Kiva and entered the plaza, striking in
their regalia of gunny sacks, corn
shucks and dried grass. Their bodies
were splashed with white paint and
their heads wrapped in rabbit skins and
dried corn shucks.

(Parenthetically, at this point, it is
well to note that—contrary to rumors
that interest in the Hopi Snake Dance
is fading away—the present day Snake
Clan is more deeply concerned with pre-
serving its tradition and the authentic-
ity of each year’s performance than
were their people who performed in
August, 1540, when Don Pedro de Tovar
of Coronado’s expedition first visited the
Hopi villages. Each year the Hopis initi-
ate more young men into the fraternity
and each year they become more secre-
tive about the mysterious rites.)

THE Antelope Priests first circled the

plaza four times and offered silent
prayer; to the east, south, west and north.
Then they took a stand beside the Kissa,
on the east side of the plaza. The Kissa,
a pyramid about six feet wide and eight
feet in height and put together like a
farmer’s corn shock, had an opening
on the east side. Inside was the deposi-
ory for fifty or sixty rattlesnakes.

Now, in marked contrast to the An-
telope fraternity, came the wooden-
faced Snake Clan dancers. Eight in
number, single file, they moved in unity
from the underground Kiva to the plaza.
Each dancer’s headgear was a bunch
of turkey feathers, corn shucks and
quills. Knee-length moccasins fashioned
of rabbit fur and dried skins encased
their thudding feet. Long grey and
brown fox skins dangled from their
waists. Keeping in step to the beat of
buckskin drums and rattles in the hands
of the Antelope Priests, the dancers be-
gan circling the plaza, swaying back
and forth, bending and rising, their
elastic bodies in perfect rhythm to the
continous beat of drums and the swish-
ing rattles of gourds containing pebbles
or dried beans.

Three groups were involved in the
dance; those who seized the snakes and
held them in their arms or between
their teeth as they pranced about the
plaza, the huggers who followed the
dancers and offered sympathetic pro-
tection by stroking the snakes’ heads
with silky eagle feathers, and the gath-
erers. The latter group picked up the
snakes dropped to the ground at the
conclusion of the dance and scuttled
toward excited spectators, then raced
out of the plaza.

Among the first white men to wit-
ness the Hopi Snake Dance were a few
amateur photographers who, years ago,
secretly took the only known photo-
graphs of the strange ritual. Since then
all cameras have been barred. In pres-
ent-day ceremonies, Indian police are
always on guard throughout the ritual.
If a spectator attempts to take a photo,
his camera is seized and the film ripped
out. The camera is returned  .with a
courteous but firm warning to the of-
fender. Should a second attempt be
made to photograph any scene, the cam-
era is seized, smashed to bits, and its
owner ordered to leave the village by
the stern defenders of Hopi law.

We found ourselves fascinated by the
supple precision and rhythm of the
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dancers as they circled the plaza. Ap-
parently devoid of fear, they held the
rattlesnakes in every position—by the
head, the body, the tail. As each dancer
approached the Kissa, he paused a mo-
ment as his hand shot down into the pit
of wriggling snakes in the depository.
At the same moment he seized a snake,
he stomped a pine board called the
Sipapau adjoining the Kissa, which is
supposed to bridge a hole to the under-
ground spirit world. Then he continued
in the solemn dance around the plaza.
Once around, he paused again to pass
the wriggling, vicious reptile to another
dancer who wound it around his own
neck, arm or leg. As he fondled the
snake, the dancer immediately behind
him reached down into the pit, seized
another reptile and continued to dance.

To our surprise we noticed among
the dancers an undernourished boy of
about seven years, a son of one of the
clan who had recently died. This boy
must bear the tradition of his tribe and

Hopi maidens with their sacred baskets
of corn meal make a ring in the Dance.

carry on in his father’s place. About
this little fellow’s neck were two snakes
larger than his arm. In each hand he
held a snake by the neck. Its squirm-
ing body was in continuous movement,
from side to side.

Some of the more stalwart dancers
carried four to six snakes. Two totter-
ing ancients of perhaps ninety years
and a boy of twelve were in line. Seem-
ing to clasp the serpents with a tender
and magic touch, they flung the snakes
over their heads, wrapped them around
their waists and frequently gave them
a cheek caress.

MEMBERS of the Snake Clan believe
the eagle carries a message to the
spirit world above and that snakes take
messages to the spirit world below.
Since the snakes are captured and
brought in from the four cardinal cor-
ners of the earth, they must listen to
the voices and songs of the Hopis. After
their release, they are believed to re-
turn to the underworld and reveal their
treatment in Hopiland.

Some fiction writers depict this event
as a colorful but harmless dance, with
whip, bull or even garter snakes.
Others claim that some of the dancers
are bitten and soon die. We, however,
have witnessed the Hopi Snake Dance
on four different occasions, and from
close observation .-have seen only one
dancer bitten by a reptile. Following
the incident, he immediately rubbed the
spot with the healing salve prepared by
the Antelope Priests and continued

dancing. Hopi head men declare that
none of the poisonous fangs are ever
removed from the reptiles before or dur-
ing a Snake Dance ceremony.

After an hour’s dancing and just as
the tourists were wondering what would
happen next, the dancers suddenly broke
apart and formed a half circle at the
northwest end of the plaza.

Suddenly six Hopi women, wrapped
in red and black striped blankets, rushed
into the scene. They made a ring with
corn meal and sprinkled the ground
with more meal. Quickly the dancers
raced into the ring, flinging all their
snakes upon the ground. The four lead
dancers plunged their hands into the
mass of writhing reptiles. Each dancer
seized three to six snakes, whirled and
dashed away. Bewildered spectators
scrambled for safety.

One of the dancers ran north, another
south, the third east, and the fourth
hurried out toward the setting sun. In
the distant desert sands or on the
sloping hillside they released the snakes
and bade them farewell until another
August sunset.

So ended the Snake Dance ceremony,
but the startling result was yet to
come. For nine months previous to this
ceremony there had been no rain in
this Indian village. Only a few scattered
clouds had crossed the sky and passed
away, but still the Hopis had kept
faith that the traditional Snake Dance
ceremony and prayer would bring rain.

So strange, colorful and mystifying
had been the dramatic scene before we
white tourists on this occasion that we
had not noticed the dark clouds gradu-
ally forming overhead. Suddenly flashes
of lightning split the clouds and thunder
boomed over the hills. Before our party
had crossed the plaza to enter our car,
a terrific downpour of rain was soaking
the village and surrounding arid coun-
try.

The ancient Rain Gods had again
answered the prayers and eerie ritual
of the Snake Clan of Hopiland.

Snowdrift—Lonest of the Lone!
(Continued from page 21)

followers was Bob Kennon, packer, cow
boy, forest ranger, trapper, friend ol
Charlie Russell’s. One winter while :
was in Great Falls, Montana, on Charli¢
Russell’s trail, I fell in with Bob Ken:
non and from him learned the mair
parts of this history. For a long time
he hunted after Snowdrift with Barnej
Brannon.

They wore sheepskins over their shoes
to hold in the human scent. They boilec
sage and soaked their boots in the tea
They smeared cow manure over theil
boots and tried in other ways to make
their trails smell only of the range
Barney Brannon found some enormous
hoofs slipped from a steer’s skeleton. Hx
fastened them to the bottoms of his
shoes so that his tracks looked like cow
tracks, and thus followed Snowdrift tc
study his habits and learn his ways. H¢
thought that if Snowdrift doubled back
as he sometimes doubled, he would b
thrown off guard. He never was. A
wolf is likely to use a certain beat ove:
and over if he is sure that a man i
not after him. After Snowdrift hac
marked a route, a long time had tc
pass before he considered it safe. Hce
had plenty of room and he knew ever;
feature over it.

He would not approach a place, par
ticularly a pass, that his senses told hin
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had been touched by man. His intuition
-often seemed keener than his keen
senses. Maybe two or three days after he
had passed a certain way he would
sneak back to it, only from one side
or the other, to see if a man were track-
ing him. He took towards all men the
advice that Jim Bridger gave on In-
dians: “When you see sign, look out;
when you don’t see any sign at all, look
out sharper than ever.”

Once men rolled up the wire of about
a mile of fence that he was used to
going through. Old posts left in the
ground continued to mark the line.
Snowdrift always went around the mile-
long scar; he was never known to cross
it again. Something had been there;
men had come and done something. He
did not understand exactly what, but
he understood the deadliness of men.

In 1922 government surveyors worked
for several weeks on Baldy Mountain
in the Highwoods. This mountain had
been one of Snowdrift’s resorts. It was
three years before he came nearer than
three miles to the pegs the surveyors
had driven down, the trees they blazed,
the lines through the underbrush they
had cut.

When the fall roundups, lasting a
month or so, were on, Snowdrift al-
together avoided the range they were
working. He. was not daring but dis-
creet. ‘‘Safety first” seemed to be his
motto.

A wolf caught in a trap chained to a
log dragged it quite a distance before
getting hung up. Snowdrift came along,
followed the drag only a few steps,
then circled around the trapped wolf,
near enough for his senses to tell him
all that he wanted to know. He kept
far enough away to be safe from machi-
nations that might be allied to the man-
trapped animal.

It is wolf nature to follow the tracks
of another wolf. When Snowdrift came
upon the tracks of another wolf, he,
instead of following them, crossed them
at right angles or veered away, chang-
ing his own course if necessary to avoid
proceeding with them. Constantly and
unceasingly he did all he could to avoid
calling attention to himself. Coming to
a small branch of water, he would hunt
a narrow place—or go directly to it,
for he seemed to have a memory of
every feature of the land—and jump it,
so as to not make plain tracks in the
mud. He never crossed twice at the
same place. To defecate, he walked out
into brush, made his deposit unobstru-
sively, and circled back to his route.

WOLVES have a great amount of

curiosity, but Snowdrift never al-
lowed curiosity to get the better of
his judgment. Once Bob Kennon and
Barney Brannon tried the flag trick on
him. They tied a piece of red cloth to
a green bush in a place he was almost
certain to pass. He, as tracks told,
passed some distance to one side but

made no investigation. Two other
wolves. that investigated stepped into
traps.

It is the nature of wolves to gnaw
on old bones, chew on the tops of cow
and buffalo horns lying on the ground.
Bob and Barney collected bones of cattle
that had died on the range and piled
them into a conspicuous mound on an
open flat. The bone pile attracted the
attention of a number of wolves. One
would circle around it, at first staying
maybe a quarter of a mile away, grad-
ually over a period of nights drawing
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nearer and nearer though few would
get too near. One night four young cross-
breeds, half wolf and half dog, got close
enough to be caught in the maze of
traps. Snowdrift saw the bone pile all
right but never swerved from his direc-
tion, more than a quarter of a mile
away, to investigate it. He ignored
mounds of rocks—an often-used decoy—
in the same way.

A bear will tear the bark off a fallen
log, even claw the log to slivers if it is
decayed sufficiently, looking for ants.
Using sticks, instead of their odoriferous
hands, to gather bear-torn bark, trap-
pers mounded it up in places to attract
wolves. More than once they enticed a
wolf into a trap by this method, but
never even interested Snowdrift.

The wiliest wolves succumb eventually
to curiosity concerning a scent or to its
magnetic power. Barney Brannon dug
holes, sprinkled the bottoms with his
most potent scent lures, fixed traps over
the holes and covered them with leaves,
twigs, and dry horse manure. Some
smart wolf might try to dig under the
trap to get to the smell and catch a
paw in the steel jaws. Snowdrift would
run from any such scent as if it were
as dangerous as a man shooting at
him.

In winter Barney would shoot a rabbit
with a .22, bend his ears back, where
they remained frozen stiff, as if the
rabbit were asleep, and place the body
in snow near a tuft of grass. A coyote
or a green lobo might be fooled, but
Snowdrift disdained investigating any
such falsity.

Trappers put out dummy baits, balls
of cow or horse tallow, getting wolves
used to them before inserting strych-
nine in similar balls. Snowdrift was
never known to notice such a bait,
though his tracks passed right over it.

Snowdrift lived on fresh beef for at least
thirteen years, despite all that trappers
and ranchers could do. No king of the
middle ages with an official taster was
more distrusting of food set before him
than Snowdrift was. No connoisseur of
wines could be choosier.

He killed on high ground, and he
killed on low ground. He killed only
when he was hungry, never wantonly.
and he habitually selected his fare. If
he had a craving for strong meat, he
did not hesitate to bring down a cow or
a steer weighing a thousand pounds. He
could top a herd as accurately as a
stockyards butcher. After his prime
was passed he generally took younger
animals, but never a cull. If fat meat
was available, he had it. He preferred
killing far out on the range, but he ate
from cattle on feed, near human habita-
tions, and took his toll from farmers as
well as from big ranchmen. There were
farmers in the Judith Basin who almost
nightly for years hung lighted lanterns
in their cow lots to ward off the light-
fearing bandit.

The wolf method was to find an ani-
mal out from a bunch, run at it, cut
its hamstring, and eat either the hind-
quarters or the vitals. After he had
taken his fill of meat, he was through
with a carcass. He did not return for
a second meal as most young wolves
and many grown ones do. Some wolves
will approach an old carcass apparently
only for a delicious whiff; some will
chew like a coyote on a piece of dried
hide. Snowdrift was a patrician. He
would not approach to smell and would
not touch in any way any carcass but
a fresh one of his own killing.

Blevins
Stirrup
Buckles

NEW,
éMPROVED
per pair
Sleeves same as
older style, the
tongue has no
i strap.
Easy to change
stirrup lengths
quickly and easy
to install —won't
i slip or stick.
» Made of stainless
steel and heat-treated aluminum. Sleeves cov-
ered with leather prevent rubbing horse or
- saddle. Available in 212" and 3’ widths. Order
either new, improved or the old style buckle.

Satisfaction guaranteed.
AT YOUR DEALERS OR

BLEVINS MFG. CO.

WHEATLAND, WYOMING

ARE THERE SAVAGE
INDIANS LEFT TODAY?

If so, where are they and in what numbers?
Why are they still savages? What is being
done to save them from further enslavement
and brutality by whites?

The answers to these questions, plus shock-
ing facts hitherto suppressed, revealed for the
first time. If this booklet doesn’t shock you,
be our guest (free) on our next expedition!

Limited copies available. Enclose ten cents
(10c) in postage to cover handling. Write
today for this startling booklet to:

PIDO

P. O. Box 816 Los Angeles 28, Calif.

$$SSTREASURESSS

New transistor metal
4 detector finds lost or
& hidden treasure,coins,
gold, silver, jewelry,
W relics. Profitable hob-
“ . by. New underwater
S metal detector detects
sunken ships, outboard motors, ete. in 300
ft. of salt or fresh water. Operates from a
boat. Scintillation counter. Free catalog.

GARDINER ELECTRONICS
Deg'{. 7, 2545 E. Indian School Rd., Phoenix, Ariz.

PRIVATE WAR OF IKE STOCKTON

By F. Stanley

Limited number of copies being printed. No re-
&lnfs. lke Stockton was in the Lincoln County
ar, Colfax County War and the San Juan

County War. He rated more publicity in his day
than Billy the Kid and Clay Allison.

Price $5.00. Order from
1340 Speer BIvdWORLD PRESsDenver 4, Colo.
Soon to be released by the same author, DAVID
RUDABAUGH, BORDER RUFFIAN, $5.00.

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.

FREE CATALOG

Save on Your Western Needs
Send for complete fully illustrated
Western Clothing and Saddlery
catalog. 64 pages of quality
Ranchwesr and Riding equipment.
Lowest prices. We pay the postage
on all orders.

JACKE WOLFE RANCHWEAR
62 E. 2nd So., Salt Lake City 1, Utah

49

5
FREE



TRUE WESTERN BOOKS

You may now purchase high priority volumes of
WESTERN AMERICANA at the amazing price of
$2.000 The WESTERN FRONTIER LIBRARY is de-
signed to introduce today's readers to the
exciting events of our frontier past. Four volumes
have been published so far. Get all four for
just $8.00! Handsomely designed and manu-
factured . . . and produced in uniform bindings.

THE BANDITTI

OF THE PLAINS

A, S. Mercer's angry eye-
witness account of the cat-
tlenfen’s invasion of Wyoming
in 1892, first published in
1804 but so thoroughiy and
ruthlessly suppressed « that
few copies remain today.
Volume two in the Western
Frontier Library, an exciting
new publishing project from
the ‘University of Oklahoma
Praggis =7 with an infor-
mative. foreword by William
H. Kittrell, and the text of
a classic letter by Philip
Ashton Rollins describing the
attempts to destroy the ori-
ginal edition, 245 pages, il-
lustrated. $2.00.

THE VIGILANTES OF MONTANA

Volume one- in the Western Frontier Library . .
Thomas J. Dimsdale’s accurate account of how an
aroused citizenry dealt with a crooked sheriff and
h.s band of 10ad agents in the 1860’s, 304 pages.
$2.00.

THE AUTHENTIC LIFE OF

BILLY THE KID

By Pat K, Garrett (the sheriff who shot Billy).
W.thout a doubt, the most_ interesting and readable
life story of the ‘‘bravest and most feared’' gunman
in the entire Southwest ., . . 168 pages, illustrated.
$2.00. Vol. 3.

THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF
JOAQUIN MURIETA

By Yellow Bird (John Rollin Ridge). In this book
is launched the myth of Joaquin Murieta, based on
the California criminal career of the 19th century
Mexican bandit. According to it, the passionate
wronged Murieta organized an outlaw company num-
bering over 2000 men who for 2 years terrorized
gold-rush Californians by kidnapping, bank robb.iies,
cattle thefts and murders. Finally the state legisla-
ture authorized the organization of the Mounted
Rangers, led by Capt. Harry Love, to capture the
highwaymen, The drama is fittingly climaxed by the
ensuing chase, ‘‘gory’’ battle and shocking fate of
the badmen, 220 pages, illustrated. $2.00, Vol. 4

THE CHISHOLM TRAIL

by Wayne Gard. A story of ceurage, daring and en-
terprise . . . of sudden stampedes, hazardous river
crossings, and hilarious celebrations. The Chisholm
trail was the Texas cowhand’s road to high adven-
ture . . . and here is the account of the famous
trail which for more than a dozen years beginning
in 1867 carried the greatest migration of domestic
animals - in, world history, 305 pages, illustrated:
$5.00

SHANGHAI PIERCE: A FAIR LIKENESS

by Chris Emmett. Tevas, after the Civil War,
was full of colorful figures, but none was more flashy
than Abel Head Pierce: big, rich, and sometimes
ruthless, 1953 winner in the Texas Institute of

letters. ‘‘A welcome addition to the literature of
Trxas and the range.””—A. B. Guthrie, Jr. 339 pages,
illustrated: $5.00

NOTHING BUT PRAIRIE AND SKY

recorded by Walker D. Wyman, In the colorful langu-
age of an early-day small rancher, Bruce Siberts,
here is a picture of what life was like on the
Dakota range in the 1890’s—when there was ‘‘nothing
but prairie and sky’’ west of the Missouri River. 230
pages, illustrated: $3.75

THE XIT RANCH OF TEXAS AND THE
EARLY DAYS OF THE LLANO ESTACADO
by J. Evetts Haley. Of all the notable cattle brands
of the Early West, the XIT was the most famous,
and now the epic account of this huge ranching
operation—a book, which, like its subject, has become
a legend in the literatute of the (‘d('lP country—is
published. 288 pages, illustrated: $4.0

These books are published by The University of
Oklahoma Press

ORDER YOURS TODAY!

TRUE WEST MAGAZINE

P. O. BOX 5008 (Use this order form:)
AUSTIN 31, TEXAS

Please send the following books, for which |
enclose payment:

( ) The Life and Adventures

of Joaquin Murieta: .............. ...$2.00
( ) The Banditti of the Plains: ........... $2.00
( ) The Vigilantes of Montana: ........... $2.00
( ) The Authentic Life of Billy the Kid $2.00
( = ) The Chisholm Trail: ..oi 0.0 ... .$5.00
( ) Shanghai Pierce: S 500
( ) Nothing But Prairie and Sky 3 ; $3.75
( ) The XIT Ranch of Texas: ..............$4.00
NG A e RS et L M O A R S TR
e e e o e At )
(e ek s ity e i s, Lo g e e B A R N A e
Stately:l DRz s i aati o ol 5 R U S e

Snowdrift measured six feet from nose to tail tip.

Once a government trapper found
seven or eight sheep that had been killed
by some predator, only one of them
eaten. Without examining closely for
tracks, he suspected Snowdrift. He was
in Snowdrift’s country, and Snowdrift
and the reward for him occupied his
mind. Bob Kennon, happening by, told
him: “Snowdrift never kills sheep. He
is a beef-eater. He never kills for the
game of killing—only to eat. A bear did
this.”” The government trapper was
convinced, but he piled up logs to at-
tract attention on a hillside not far
from the dead sheep, put out a quarter
of a horse for bait, and set traps about.
The arrangement was conspicuous; the
odor of the horsemeat drifted far. Two
or three times, as sign showed, Snow-
drift passed between half a mile and a
mile and a half away from the logs,
stopped and looked, and kept going his
way. Nor was any bear caught.

As soon as he ate, Snowdrift left the
telltale carcass for some hiding place
he had in mind, there to rest. But he
would not rest long. He seemed to re-
quire as little sleep as Napoleon. Moving
or in hiding, he kept alert. For months
at a time there was not a day when
some man was not on his trail. He
knew that he was hunted. Year in and
year out, he lived on the dodge.

ONE SUMMER morning while Bob

Kennon was packing salt on mules,
to be distributed over the range, he left
his rifle in camp. That was the morning
he sighted Snowdrift lying down beside
a knoll of rocks on a ridge, a long way
off. Bob turned back for camp, released
the mules, and put the rifle in his scab-
bard. Of course Snowdrift had disap-
peared long before he returned to the
resting place. Bob trailed him all day
without finding where he stopped again.
He did find a kill the wolf had made
not far from where he was sighted.

Trappers on high points sometimes
caught glimpses of Snowdrift through
field glasses, generally far off. He would
walk slow, stop, sit on his haunches and
look around in all directions. If all was
clear, he might pick out a spot whence
he could see and there lie down and put
his ear to the ground to listen.

He liked to travel ridges, against
rocky bluffs, in brush, but up where he
could look out. He never followed a
trail or road. In day time he would
hardly cross an open draw, where a
man on horseback could get a run at
him. He had been chased by cowboys
and once by a car. He chose rough
ground where a horse could not make
time. He always seemed to know the

features of the land ahead of him for
a long distance. He would not run
blindly into unfavorable ground. Al-
though his habitual posture was up-
standing, he could crawl on his belly to
keep hidden. He would go a mile out
of his way to get up on a high point
with a clear view of all directions. Here
he would lie down in sagebrush, unseen
but seeing.

He had favorite lying-up places, scat-
tered over the country, but would never
go directly to one of them. He would
go to some point, look long at the place
where he wished to hide, and then, if it
seemed safe, go to it. When he got
there, he would not lie down under a
bush where he had lain before.

Once while Snowdrift was still in his
prime, a man got a shot at him, about
500 yards off, in the breaks of the
Missouri River. He had just filled up on
yearling meat and was making for the
far-away Highwoods.

As he grew heavy-footed from age,
the long delayed shot of finality was al-
most inevitable. It came one spring
morning in 1930 from a rancher out
looking through his cattle. Snowdrift
was eating from the carcass of a fat
calf when he heard, too late, the hoof
beats of the rancher’s horse. The years
had no doubt deadened his hearing.

He had to run across a little open flat
and was about two hundreds yards off
when the bullet overtook him. He was
so old that all his hairs had turned
white. His back teeth were gone and
the front ones were worn down. His
left hind leg bore the scar of a bullet
that another ranchman had fired in
1926.

When the rancher brought the car-
cass into the town of Stanford, it
created the kind of sensation that the
exhibition of Billy the Kid’s head would
have made in Sante Fe in the 1880’s.
The wolf looked as big as a weaned
calf. He measured six feet from nose
to tail-tip. The shape of his head made
some people say that he was part dog,
but this could not be proved. His in-
telligence had been that of a wolf. Des-
pite all the meat he had consumed, he
was gaunt. During a six-weeks period
of the preceding winter he had killed
ten head of registered Herefords. Only
the gaunt run and watch, stay alert on
the dodge, for years.

No hunter during his long life had
ever outwitted Snowdrift. It is doubt-
ful if any other wolf had such a long
and continuous record for cunning. Old
age and chance combined to end his
career.
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Fightingest Man of the West
(Continued from page 15)

per big as a barn door, an irresistible
smile—and copper was king. The
mighty Anaconda in Butte was turning
out millions of dollars of ‘“red gold,”
the Copper Queen in Bisbee was pour-
ing out more millions. Already on the
stock market a hundred different cop-
per stocks were being bid up to the
blue Arizona skies. Bill Greene’s promo-
tional genius sold 138,000 shares, re-
taining 364,000 for himself and the
control.

ACK at Cananea, long lines of

twenty-mule freight wagons with
their clanking trace chains and the blas-
phemous curses of the whiskey-drink-
ing skinners to urge them on, brought
in timbers, machinery and. supplies.
Greene freighted in coal and coke, a
water-jacket furnace in which to smelt
his ore. There was no water, so he
installed a huge pipeline and pump.
Lime and silica—for flux—had to bhe
hauled in. But with thousands of dol-
lars going out, not one dollar was
coming in. Nor would, until the smelter
was blown in., Stockholders began to
clamor for a return on their invest-
ment. Greene was gambling daringly
and held them off. He needed a rail-
road, for the freight was eating them
up. The Southern Pacific refused to
build him a branch line.

“I'm not a man to haul my supplies
thirty miles over a cut-up, boggy road,”
he told them. “T’ll build it myself.”

The spur cost him $500,000. A few
years later, the Southern Pacific was
anxious to buy it from him for two
million dollars.

Greene continued to gamble. From his
mining camps strung along the Cananea
Range, he sent down to the reduction
plant in Ronquillo low percentage ore,
to help out the lean shipments of cop-
per ore. At the smelter it was turned
into matte, the crude product of copper
furnaces from which metal is extracted.

Before long the company was broke
and Greene was paying his debts in
papered stock. And one day, just as
things were beginning to look a little
brighter, Ed Massey, his underground
super, pulled himself up out of the shaft
and spat venomously.

“We've run out of ore,”” he growled.

“Say that again, slow-like,” Greene
prodded him. “If it means what I think
you said—"

‘“You heard me. This damned ore don’t
lie between walls, like silver and gold.”

“Where the hell does it lie?” he de-
manded.

“In big pipes in the limestone.”

“But it’s there!” Bill yelled. “All
right—send out for some diamond
drills.”

“Using what for money?”
drawled.

Massey

GREENE made another trip to New

York, by way of El Paso. In El
Paso he paid a printer $4,000 to make
up a prospectus showing completed tun-
nels of his mine with great ore stopes
opened. Greene took the prospectus,
along with his audacity and smile, into
Wall Street. This time he was gambling
that the ore would be found.

It took raw frontier courage to look
a group of money-wise financiers in the
eye and sell them stock—with the bot-
tom all but dropped out of Greene's
mine. Greene invited a select group of
his backers—including Hetty Green, the
world's richest woman—to inspect his
diggings.

“My  private car will take you to
Cananea,” he advised them.

He hurriedly hired a private car.
With millions invested, big industrial
plants constructed and manned, thou-
sands of miners boring into the hills,
half a score of towns and mining camps
and saw mills dotting the Cananea

Range, the swashbuckling rawhide
miner was betting everything on the
high card.

At the end of the rail line, the fastest
carriage-teams in Bisbee took his party
dashing away to Cananea, sixty miles
south, where Bill saw his orders had
been carried out. He had wired from
New York for George Mitchell to re-
run the copper matte and feed the fur-
naces their richest ore. Through the
hazy distance Greene saw the green
ribbons of smoke belching from the
furnaces. It could have meant his colos-
sal copper kingdom going up in smoke.

But his astounding luck held. The
stope that in the beginning existed only
in a brilliantly pictured and worded
prospectus, and in the fervent imagina-
tion of the West's most daring pro-
moter, was actually encountered by the
diamond drills 200 feet beyond where
the capote’s tunnel end was being
blasted while Greene was returning
from New York.

Deep into the bowels of the red earth,
Greene’s party saw men shoveling out
ore faster than the timbermen could

George Metcalf was murdered in the lumber yard riot. The Metcalis tried to

hold the mob with fire hose, but the mass of anger bore in.
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Colonel Emilio Kosterlitzky (center right) and Officer O’Jada (far right) led Rurales

et o o W 'y
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who suppressed Cananea War with Arizona Rangers headed by Sam Hayhurst
(left) and Captain Tom Rynning (center left).

shore up the country rock around it.

“See!” Bill exclaimed with his flash-
ing smile, “they’re running into it every-
where.”

NOW he held the fate of the copper
world in his hands. He turned to cat-
tle, as a hobby. It was Greene’s an-
nounced ambition not only to become
the copper king of the world but the
cattle king as well. With Bd F. Wil-
liams of Blythe, California, he estab-
lished the Greene Cattle Company.
Greene’s home ranch and outlying cow
camps became nationally famous. Cele-
brated cowmen, with Tim Mix as ranch
boss, marshalled Greene’s vast herds.

The copper boom reached its height.
The magnates behind Amalgamated
Copper, the holding company seeking to
gain control of the copper mart—H. H.
Roger, William Rockefeller of the
Standard Oil Company (which domin-
ated most of the mines in Montana),
and Thomas W. Lawson—came down
from New York to look over Greene’s
properties.

“We are prepared to meet any price
you name,” said Lawson, promotional
wizard of Wall Street. Lawson also
wrote the newspaper column, ‘“Frenzied
Finance.” Anyone who followed the
stock market in the early 1900’s knew
Lawson.

Greene refused to sell.

“We're prepared then,” declared Law-
son, “to wipe you off the face of the
earth.”

“T've never learned to turn my back
on a fight, Lawson,” snapped Greene.
“Good day, gentlemen.”

Nothing happened—for awhile.

REENE went back to his mines, and

flooded the market with his ‘‘red
gold.” Using modern machinery and
methods, but employing cheap Mexican
labor, he was able to undersell his
American competitors by offering cop-
per at seventeen cents a pound. All his
shift bosses and timbermen and many
of his smelter hands were Americans,
drawing union wages in gold; but work-
ing side by side with them were sev-
eral thousand Mexicans who received
their pay in pesos. The obvious injus-
tice created a smoldering discontent.
This discontent was soon intensified by
a mass of “red” literature which
was secretly distributed among them.
Greene’s vast mines were struck.

In his Locomobile, Bill Greene stood
boldly erect daring the Mexicans to
make a move.

“T’ll kill the first son of a b.... who
starts anything,” he warned them.

As he harangued the blood-thirsty
mob in their native tongue, one of them
fired from ambush. The sneak shot

missed. Greene drew his gun and fired.
The would-be assassin fell dead in the
gutter. .

But Bill. Greene had underestimated
the fury in the Mexicans' hearts. Al-
ready a savage mob of several thousand
miners, inflamed by mescal and Ameri-
can whiskey, were leaving Ronquillo to
march upon the town. They entered
John Metcalf’s lumberyard, where Met-
calf repelled them, temporarily, with a
fire hose. But the whiskey and mescal
was burning their brains, the injustice
their souls. The revolutionist-miners
swarmed over the piles of Ilumber,
setting them afire, then murdered Met-
calf and his nephew. The strikers raged
up the street firing the buildings, led
by a revolutionist waving a red flag.
Soon they spotted Bill Greene making
an impassioned speech in the Plaza.

As the mob bore down on Greene, he
drew his gun again, simultaneously with
the eleven Americans crowding his big
touring car. A volley of twelve bullets
decapitated the mob leader’s head and
all but cut his body in two.

“Give ’em hell!” Greene roared, as he
turned his big car around and headed
down the street. He drove with one
hand, shooting his pistol with the other,
cutting a bloody swath through the mob.

The outbreak settled down into
a small-scale war. Wholesale Kkill-
ings scourged the border mining town.
Opposed by overwhelming numbers,
Greene wired for help from Bisbee. Tom
Rynning and his Arizona Rangers re-
sponded and joined in the deadly gun-
fire being poured into Ronquillo, across
the tracks.

At the end of the second day of
murderous fighting, Colonel Emilio Kos-
terlitzky and his dreaded Rurales came
riding from the south and ordered death
to any striker who resisted. Shooting
ceased. Both sides counted their dead—
sixty—with more than 100 wounded.
Greene turned his back on the rows
of the dead and dying, and drove bit-
terly up the hill to his mines.

The last of the resistance was
stamped out and the strikers went sul-
lenly back to their jobs. Greene, a very
disillusioned man, finally met their de-
mands for equal pay.

EANWHILE, he found himself being

unwillingly drawn into a far bigger
battle in Wall Street for he stubbornly
refused to join the “Trust.”

Lawson, in a brief note, began his
scurrilous attack on Greene. He men-
tioned neither mine nor its owner, but
so cunningly was the item, worded that
the stock of Greene’s biggest producer
dropped from $33.50 to $17 on the
big board, within the brief period of
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two weeks. The contents of the article
gave some hint of the battle ahead for
Greene. But he was a fighter, and a
gambler. So was Lawson. Lawson ex-
posed to the public one of the most
flagrant (to him) pieces of swindling
ever attempted. He showed how a mine
in Mexico, pronounced worthless by
mining experts (Phelps-Dodge), was ex-
ploited and the stock sold for millions
of dollars. The year was 1907 and.al-
ready there were rumblings in the stock
market. Jitters hit the investing public.
Since there were only two mines in
Mexico, and only one of Greene’'s listed
on the stock board, the public decided
that was the one in question—and sold.

Greene’s empire began to tumble.
He was in Bisbee when the telegram
came; his bank needed more collateral.

Greene sold his interest in the Greene
Cattle Company, and threw in the
money. That helped for awhile. Law-
son kept up his relentless attack, all
the while selling Cananea Consolidated
short, and the panic of 1907 was gain-
ing momentum. Greene put up as fur-
ther collateral the unlisted stock in his
smaller mines. More margins were
called for. Already Greene had thrown
in twenty million dollars. He tried to
borrow more, but was refused. Greene
found himself on the brink of financial
ruin, because of his gambling and reck-
less ways. He vowed to kill Tom Law-
sen. ¢

HE train rumbled eastward and

Greene, all but shorn of his indus-
trial empire, felt suddenly alone. His
fist tightened around the handle of his
six-gun, then loosened. Strange, as he
gripped it, Jim Burnett’s terrorized face
should come before him. The way he
looked when Greene pumped lead into
him; his anguished cry, “Don’t, Bill!
For God’'s sake, don’t!”

Greene let the gun drop to the floor.
He buried his face in his huge hands.
If he shot down in cold blood another
unarmed man—this time one of Boston’s
most prominent citizens—a jury would
surely convict him. This was the civ-
ilized east, not the untamed west where
a man could back up his threat with
gunsmoke.

Greene wondered if he might not be
playing into the ‘Trust’'s” hands for his
complete elimination. Maybe. Greene had
one more ace up his long arm.

“If it’s a finish fight they want,” he
mumbled, “that’s what they’ll get. But
on my terms, damn them—not theirs!
I'm a fighter, not a killer.”

In New York, Greene caught a train
back to Mexico where he still had pow-
erful and loyal friends. He secured op-
tions on gold and silver properties, tim-
ber and other concessions. Vain hate
and regret left him once he swung
back into dynamic action, and he was
the Bill Greene of old. And then—while
he was planning his greatest deal—his
team of fast mares overturned his light
buggy and dashed him against a rock
wall beside a mountain road. Death was
instantaneous.

To this day, old-timers stand on street
corners and in the bars of the copper
towns of the great Southwest and as
far north as Montana and talk about
Bill Greene.

What .a brawl it would have been had
not the Great Dealer turned down the
box on the fightingest and gambhngest
man of the West!

September-October, 1959

Secret of the Lost Nigger Mine
(Continued from page 13)

of bandits to cross the river into Mexico.
For a year he chipped rocks up and
down the river clear down to Terlin-
gua—always on the Texas side.

He said there could not be gold in
that country. It was all limestone.

On the Mexican side, however, there
is at least one volcanic neck, or chim-
ney, within forty miles of Reagan Can-
yon. Many kinds of mineral may be found
in a chimney. And gold is where you
find it.

LOCK CAMPBELL was ready to give
up. Finally, after two years, he
tried one last measure. He brought the
Reagan brothers into his confidence.
Nigger Bill had told them, two years
before, of his gold mine—but they had
not listened. Now they were excited.
“Gold!” shouted Frank Reagan. ‘“You
mean that crazy nigger knew what he
was talking about ?”

Campbell showed him the samples,
and a report of the assay.

The Reagans were dumbfounded. ‘“We
never paid no attention to Bill .. . No-

body figured he had any sense. Gold. . .”

Lee Reagan was the most excited of
all. He had been with Bill that day when
the Negro discovered the vein, Bill had
tried to lead him to it, and, failing that,
to point it out to him. Now Lee was
sure that he could take the searchers to
the exact hill on which he and Bill had
first discussed the mine. Bill had said
it was less than half a mile from there,
and he had pointed in its direction. Now
all they had to do was find a small
canyon half a mile to the east of that
little hill.

Finding the hill was easy. Lee took
them to it in a three-hour ride from
the mouth of Reagan Canyon. Then they
struck out east to find the small one.
But there was no small canyon. The
general direction which Bill had pointed
brought them back to the river. They
back-tracked. Lee began to get panicky.

Maybe it was the wrong hill. Maybe
two years had made him forget.
Another hill looked familiar. Campbell
and the Reagans searched the country
for several days. No gold. They went
back to Sanderson. There was only one
logical thing left to do.

Find Bill Kelly. He knew where the
gold was.

They went all out. They asked ques-
tions, they advertised in newspapers,
they wrote letters. They did not find
Bill Kelly. Maybe he was afraid of
them. Maybe he was dead. They even
offered rewards for information leading
to his whereabouts. They got plenty of
information, but they did not get Bill
Kelly. Letters came in from fifteen
states and Mexico by people applying
for the reward. Jim and Frank Reagan
heard that his mother was still living
in Coahuila, so there they went. Yes, she
said, Bill had been home. He brought
some rocks full of gold. They were lost
now, she guessed. Bill had stayed about
a week, then left—where, she didn’t
know.

THE Lost Nigger Mine got found

again. The Reagans and Campbell
brought in from Arizona another expert
prospector—Jim Finky by name. He was
a sour old man with an innate distrust
of people, but he was a good rock hound.
He found the lost mine.
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Bass Fishermen will
Say I’'m Grazy—

—until they try my method

Just One Trial Will
Prove That | Make
Every Fisherman’s
Dream Come True

I have no fishing tackle tosell.
Imakeagood hvmiout of my
rofession. But fishing is my
obby. And because of this £
hobby, I discovered a way toget those glant bass
—eveninwaters most fishermensayare fishedout.

I don’t spin, troll, cast or use other method you ever
heard of. %’et without liveor prepared bait, I can come
home with a strmg of 5 and 6 pound beauties while a
man twenty feet away won’t even get a strike. You
can learn my method in a few minutes. It is legal in
every state. All the equipment you need costs less
than a dollar and you can get it in any local store.

The chances are no man who fishes your waters has
ever used my method—or even heard of it. ‘When you
have tried it — Just once—youw’ll realize what terrific
bass fishing you’ve been missing.

Let me tell you about this method—and explain why
I’m willing to let you try it for the whole fishing season
without risking a single penny of your money. There
is no charge for this information—now or any other
time. But I guarantee that the facts I send you can
ﬁet you started toward tlie greates. bass fishing you
ave ever known. Send me your name today—Iletter
or postcerd. You’ve got a real fishing thrill of
you. Eric L. Fare, Highland Park 10, Iilinois

ROYAL JELLY

You can now get it in creamed
hone?'—the best way to preserve
its potency and still come in a tasty torm.
What is the stuff? It's what the queen bee eats
exclusively. She lives three to five years and
Iu s her own weight in eggs per day (3,000 to

00) while the worker bee (he doesn’t get
Roycl Jelly) lives only three to five weeks dur-
ing the active season. Safe for human consump-
tion. Order direct.

Creamed Honey with Royal Jelly

added 8 om. jard . e g $5.00 ppd.
Southern Soy-bean Honey, 4/, 1b.
(v et VONCE E SRR SRRG AR e, $2.50 ppd.

FISCHER'S APIARIES
North Little Rock. Arkansas

2008 Main

mﬁaﬂ. 2

//////
/ ///////

COMBINATION
® CHANGE PURSE

® KEY CHAIN
LIGHTER

SATISFACTION
GUARANTEED

Small, compact and ready with a light for
your cigarette . . . change for the parking
meter or the key to your door. Change purse
and lighter in matching design . . . gold finish
metal trim,

LEPDEN ENTERPRISES 5t s6us, . ¢ 50% 2608

7 /]
1N,
ﬁ,’,’,\//’ )

FISHERMEN!

Large Hybrid Texas Red Wigglers are ex-
cellent bait. $5.00 per thousand up to
5,000; $4.50 per thousand 6,000 and over.
Send money with order. Postpaid.

KATHERINE ROYAL

3808 Boca Chica - Brownsville, Texas

“p B"

SINKERS ARE VIRTUALLY SNAG PROOF, HOPS OVER
ROCKS AND SNAGS, NO MORE HANG UPS CAUSING LOSS OF
TACKLE AND TEMPER. “D B” SINKERS STOP ALL LINE TWIST-
ING. STOPS Wandering of Lines and Lures No More Tangles. Have
More Hours Fishing Fun. Always use “D B" Patented Perfect SINKERS.,
Send $1.00 For 4 “D B“s From }; Oz, to 1% Oz. We Pay Postage, Money
Back Guarantee. WRITE TODAY.

"D B" SINKER CO. Dept. 298 ONAMIA, MINN.
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These 1,500-foot limestone cliffs in Reagan Canyon contain silver and mercury: no
trace of Bill Kelly’s gold. The Reagans camped three miles down the canyon.

He, Jim Reagan, Lock Campbell and
two neighboring ranchers had formed a
business partnership. The other four
men furnished the money and materials,
and Finky did the hunting. For months
he hunted, exploring from end to end
every draw and canyon and ravine with-
in a day’s ride from Reagan Canyon.
Finky was thorough. One day he came
upon a skeleton lying among the rocks.

The old prospector was excited. Re-
doubling his effort in the vicinity, it was
no time till he found an outcropping of
high-grade gold ore. He filled his mor-
ral full.of samples and headed for camp.

There seems to be a curse on lost
gold mines. As luck would have it,
Finky did not get back to camp with
the samples. The excited old man, trudg-
ing along a draw toward the river, sud-
denly realized he was not alone. A band
of five desperate-looking, armed Ameri-
cans were practically on top of him.
They clattered to a stop around him
with drawn weapons.

Finky panicked. He fell down and
begged for his life, he offered them the
gold he had; he even told them where
the mine was. He could have saved his
breath. The surprised men were not
after Finky. They were a gang of horse
thieves, and they were more anxious to
get out of Mexico than Finky. They
were not the kind to turn down oppor-
tunity, however. They got a map of the
mine, then frightened the poor old man
nearly out of his wits. He would not
tell anyone of the encounter.

In fact, this meeting was not learned
of until years later, and then from one
of the gang. But that is another story.
Meanwhile, Finky, after getting back
to the main camp, had his own troubles.
There was trouble among the partners,
due to Finky's distrust of them. He
refused to divulge the secret until he
was more certain of a better deal.

After a big argument, the old man
hurried away to El Paso to find part-
ners more to his liking. While there, he
went on a drinking spree to end all
drinking sprees, which is what it did.
He was dead within two weeks of alco-
holic poisoning. The Lost Nigger Mine
was lost again.

ID the mine ever exist? Some very

good prospectors say that gold is
unlikely in that limestone country. Sil-
ver and quicksilver occur, but there
should not be gold. However, volcanic
necks—or chimneys—are not uncommon
in that area. If the Lost Nigger Mine
exists, it is probably a chimney out-
cropping.

One possible explanation of the mine
concerns a broken-down old prospector
who had moved to West Texas for his
health. After a lifetime of -chipping
rocks all over the North American con-
tinent he settled down in a shack near
the mouth of Reagan Canyon. The old
man had samples of practically every
kind of gold ore known to occur in
nature. He died, finally, and the years
passed. His cabin fell and rotted.

Two local ranchers, poking ' around
the area, found some of the samples.
What would be more natural than a
practical joke? They broke up some of
the rocks and planted them, then waited.
Results of the joke were impressive, to
say the least.

There is one trouble with that version.
The Lost Nigger Mine was found again.
This time it was by Will Stillwell, a
Texas Ranger along that strip of the
border. He was one of the Stillwells
who had been at the Huerfanito thirty-
one years before, when Nigger Bill
stopped there after fleeing the Reagans.

Will Stillwell was with a small party
hunting some stolen horses in Mexico,
not far from the border. It was the
year 1918, and a revolution was brewing
in Mexico. Will and his party were not
far ahead of a posse of Mexican Rurales,
and they were trying to make it back to
Texas. In the edge of the Ladrones
Mountains a few miles from Reagan
Canyon they came upon an old Indian
woman who had been left behind by
her tribe. The tribe was leaving that
harsh country, looking for better. 5

Stillwell gave the old woman aid. To
show her gratitude, said Will, she told
him of a wonderful gold mine. “Go that
way,” she pointed toward the river,
“till you come to a long canyon. Down
the canyon there will be a huge rock
in the path. On one side of the rock
there will be a shovel. On the other—a
bag of gold ore. A short distance on
down the canyon there will be signs
of digging—a pit, with timbers over it.
That is the mine.”

Will found the canyon, and the rock,
and the shovel—and the bag of gold ore.
The Rurales were close behind, how-
ever, and Will and his party were hard-
pressed to reach Texas. But he knew he
could find it. Probably he could have,
if he had lived.

After getting back to Texas, he began
plans for denouncing and mining the
gold. He had the samples assayed, and
found it to be the same type and quality
of Nigger Bill's. Excitedly he wrote his
brother Charlie, who was in California
at the time. They made plans.

True West



At about the time Charlie was pre-
paring to leave California and come
home to Texas, Will was murdered. He
was shot in the back by a Mexican out-
law just across the river from Castolon.

NOT many people hunt for the Lost

Nigger Mine anymore. The country
is hot, and rough, and nearly inacces-
sible. There are no roads—only a jeep
trail that twists its way through Rea-
gan Canyon to the river. Across the
river—nothing. No roads, no towns—just
nothing.

Except a fortune in gold for some-
body with the guts and endurance to
find it. It may be covered up now, or
it may not. Somebody will probably find
it again, but it will be by accident—
maybe by someone looking for a string
of horses in that wild, lonely country.
The mine has been found before, but it
has never brought good luck to the
finder. No one has ever made a cent
from it.

Truly Western
(Continued from page 5)

Well, Bob, the idea is fine! The whole
problem revolves, of course, around the
ever-pressing lack of space in TW. In
the past we've had to reluctantly pass
up several excellent ideas just for this
pesky reason. Let’s put the matter up
to our readers. If they express suffi-
cient interest in a department such as
you suggest, dadgum it, we’ll make
room for it! Fair enough? And muchas
gracias, compadre, for a mighty inter-
esting letter. —Joe

The Lost Dutchman Pops Up Again!

Gentlemen:

I read the June 1959 issue of True
West containing an article by Tom Bail-
ey in which he stated his disbelief in
the Lost Dutchman Mine in the Super-
stition Mountains of Central Arizona.
Also, Mr. Bailey stated that he intended
to give his reasons for such disbelief in
a future issue.

Surely it is time for the facts to
emerge, but I am inclined to believe
that Mr. Bailey does not know the full
story .. .

Doubt has often been expressed that
thereg actually were mijnes discovered by
the Peraltas—of which the Lost Dutch-
man is one. Doubt has also been cast
upon the existence of the bullion cave
described by Geronimo and the concen-
trates cave described by Jacob Walzer.
Reliable information on both mines and
caves have been in my possession for
two years now . My information
tallies with the descriptions and prop-
er locations of natural or historical
landmarks, including those on the Span-
ish map originally designed for carreta
and pack train directions.

The old trails can still be traced:
Ramoolf Canyon—which is the first
canyon of dimension from the west end
on the south side of the mountain when
coming north from Tubal; Casa Grande
to Weaver’'s Needle as directed, then
on up the canyon and crossing over the
high Falda Ridge, which is a plutonic
upthrust of the Great Sonoran Fault.
The ten Spanish mines are mostly locat-
ed in silver-bearing crevice dikes in this
area.

The old road passes over the ridge
down into the long canyon. Running
north, the trail passes a peak exactly
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resembling a peaked Spanish sombrero
with even rims. (This peak cannot be
confused with Sombrero Butte, Weaver’s
Needle, etc.)

Past this sombrero-shaped peak is
Five Forked Canyon. On the canyon’s
benches are located the old rock and
brush corral of Spanish origin, and the
horse corrals of a somewhat later period.
Just across from the remnants of these
corrals is the narrow box canyon con-
taining the ruins of the old fort and
settlement, now proven to have been

" Spanish but later used by renegades. A
. permanent water hole is located at the

site of the old fort.

Here the canyon takes an abrupt turn,
surrounded by towering cliffs. The road
ends here, except for pack trains .
The crumbling abutments of two long-
vanished wooden bridges are passed,
and then the canyon widens out into a
brushy timbered valley. The old trail
goes past a hovel under a huge rock in
the wash, which was walled up and used
as a shelter by the Dutchman. Continu-
ing past a vast natural rock formation
resembling a mustang’s head with one
drawn-back ear, the trail turns up a
draw into very brushy country. Here
large man-made piles of debris indicate
a well worked out placer. Nearby is the
ruin of a house that Walzer and Weiser
built, also the remains of an old corral
and shed. From here, looking up the
trail, you can see an eight-foot-high
hoisted shrine rock, and just below it
a three-mounded breastwork with hu-
man bones reminiscent of some ancient
massacre. :

In the draw below the rock is the
Dutchman’s shaft, which descends sev-
enty-five feet. Its funnel-like top was
deliberately buried long ago and remain-
ed buried until we recently reopened it.
Below this shaft, down the draw, is the
old Peralta tunnel which collapsed at
least fifty years go.

The reasons have been many and var-
ied as to why this information has not
been miade public knowledge . . . Why
haven’t I developed the mines myself?
Again the reasons are many and varied.
Mining is restricted to primitive means
in a restricted wilderness area. 1 have
spenti over $5,000 in this venture, which
so far is down the drain. Now that the
two cache caves are in my possession,
T believe that there will be few, if any
more, killings and secret mining or black
marketing of pillaged concentrates. Time
will tell . ..

As for murders due to Apache rene-
gades or to civilized Apache tribal en-
terprise, by a crazed hermit, etc.—well,
that makes a fascinating if fantastic
story . .. In this connection, I would
like to contact Mr. Bailey.

T'd like to close my letter with this
observation: There is nothing mystic or
sinister about the Superstitions and the
only curse hanging over them is the
age-old greed of man for gold—Quentin
T. Cox, 1211 West 226th Street, Tor-
rance, California.

Dear Sirs:

Would it be possible, even in view of
vour mail pile-up, to forward this letter
to Tom Bailey ?

I would like to know, after reading
his article “The Lost Bonanza” in the
June 1959 True West, two things that
are of interest to me. First: Mr. Bailey
mentioned that, as he was familiar with
most lost mines, he had written a pam-
phlet naming mines that did exist and
those that did not. Would it be possible

SAFE! IMPROVES BEST OF DOGS!

B 50 YEAR OLD PROVED FORMULA OF
HICRORYS A FAMOUS DOG BREEDER

DOG-TONE TABS

&&BY PROTECTS  PREVENTS

1. An Effective Wormer

2. A Fast Conditioner
... TONER . .. HEALTH BUILDER

3. Quick Relief AGAINST Symptoms
of COLDS ond DISTEMPER

Great for growing puppies. 3 or 4 tablets keep
them in perfect condition. Satisfaction guaranteed
or your money back.

Kennel size bottle of 500—$7.50

At your druggist, pet shop or §ff OO
by mail postpaild. Box of 50 gy

Dealer Inquiries Invited
HICKORY LABORATORIES, INC.
ADDISON, MICHIGAN

MOOSE HEAD RANCH

Loecated in_ beautiful, historic Jackson Hole, near Grand
Teton and Yellowstone Parks.

Informal, hospitable, ideal for families. Cool climate,
fine food, modern accommodations. Features outdoor
recreation, with plenty of riding, fishing, hunting.

‘Accommodations for the ladies while the men folks
hunt—fun for everyone. References required.

Summer season May 15 to Nov. 1st.
Big Game Hunting Sept. 10 to Nov. 10th.
No antelope in this area. Eik license limited by state:
sold out by June 15, last season.
Information, rates, write
FRED J. TOPPING pPhone Jackson Exchange 029R3
Moose Head Ranch. Jackson Hole, Elk P, 0., Wyo.

MAKE BIG MONEY
Zalsi

DE  either
mation that explains ev-

erything about the big proposition we have to offer you.
KEENEY BROTHERS FARMS
New Freedom, Pa. R. #2.

e MONEY?

hi Guinea pigs,
Rabbits, Mink or Pigeons
for us. This is your big
cpportunity to get start-
e road to pros-

T

Box #108

1
1
¥
¥
4

OB

Do you need more income for home — car — vacation,
fun?

Right now the Accident Investigation and Adjusting
Field offers men 18 to 60 tremendous opportunities.
Here's why: This vital business distributes more money
than any other service industry. Last year alone over 200
MILLION ACCIDENTS had to be investigated for Insur-
ance Companies, Airlines, Railroads, Steamship Lines, and
Government Offices. The number of such lesses is grow-
ing—and the need for trained men is booming.

You can investigate full time for one company—or earn
$3 to $10 an hour in your own business. A. J. Allen
earned over $2,000 in ten weeks. Gary Williams doubled
his former salary in four months. NO prior experience or
higher education needed. And age is no barrier. Here is
a field wide open to men 18 to 60.

Let us show you how Universal Schools has trained
hundreds of men in their own homes in spare time—and
then helped them add thousands of dollars to their in-
comes. Send TODAY for FREE Book. No salesman will
call. Write at once to me

M. O. Wilson, Universal Schools
Dept. WP9 6801 Hillcrest; Dallas 5, Texas

Please send FREE book on money making oppor-
tunities in the Accident Investigation field.

Name 3 g SrAge ey
Address__ IR e B et S o St
City Lo Loner onStatelio
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Enjoy NEW, MODERN Perfect-Fitting

FALSE TEETH

Save by Buying Direct from Laboratory
Wholesalers to the Dental Profession

If your present dental plate
is loose, old or cracked, we can
transform it into a perfect-fit-
ting, comfortable, natural-look-
ing denture practically over-
night . . . and at a price that is
a mere fraction of what you
would expect to spend.

Take a Full Month to |Prices slsqs

Try Your New Plates! |low as

If within 30 days you are not convinced that your plates are
the most comfortable, best looking you’ve ever worn, sim-
ply send them back and we will refund every single penny
you paid including postage at once. Upper-or lower or both
—Tru-Grip will give you a better fitting, more natural ap-
pearance for as little as $15.95 per plate—and doitina single
day, rushing your new plate to you by Air Mail.

DON’T SEND MONEY— Details FREE

Complete and detailed information on this derful offer
will be rushed to you on reguest. All you need to do is send
your name and address and we’ll send you everything you
need to know including our IRON-CLAD GUARANTEE
backed by our 20 years in business. Rush your name and
address today. Mention if plates are loose or broken.

TRU-GRIP DENTAL LABORATORY
127 N.Dearborn St..Dept. -49 , Chicago 2,II'.

In 50 mg. capsules
e Month’s Supply

$5.95

e 90 Days Supply
$14.85

e 180 Days Supply
. $19.50

Order today!

API-VITALEX
Box 6674 ¢ TW-1 e Dallas, 19, Texas

¥

FARM FOR SALE

Approximately 200 acres—80 in cultivation, rest in
pasture. Good grass, live oak, post oak, black walnut
timber. Running creek and spring-fed lake stocked
with fish. Deer, quail and squirrel hunting. Fenced
and cross-fenced; old but liveable farm house, two
outbuildings. Located 2 miles south of Telephone,
Texas on farm-to-market road. $12,000; !/ mineral
rights go with it.

VIRGIL HUTTON

1248 Bunting, Ph. CH 2-7437, Grand Junction, Colo.

POEMS OR LYRICS WANTED
for my songs. Will co-write. Send 1 poem
with self addressed stamped envelope to:

A. KUNNAS
Box 1952, Dept. WT, Modesto, Calif.

MANUFACTURE BOW-TIES

Western and Plain
MAKE 500% PROFIT AT HOME

Patterns, Instructions, Material, Tie Clips, etc.
Complete kit, $5.00.

J & V NECKWEAR

210 Fifth Avenue - New York 10, N. Y.
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for me to purchase one of the pam-
phlets? Second: He mentioned that the
“Lost Dutchman Mine” in Arizona in
his opinion is pure bunk but “that’s an-
other story.”

Would Mr. Bailey be kind enough to
tell me this story and to explain why
he thinks there is no truth in this? My
reason for wanting to know this is that
I have read many stories by several au-
thors proving the existence of the mine,
and I would like to hear Tom Bailey’s
side of the story so as to compare data
of each story.—John A. Green, 129
Front Street, Scituate, Mass.

Answer To the Above by Author Bailey

Howdy, Mr. Green:

The supply of pamphlets was exhaust-
ed some months ago. A revision of the
pamphlet in question will appear in a
future issue of this magazine.

I once gave credence to the Lost
Dutchman story, but since then a well
equipped body of men with the most
modern equipment for the detection of
metals has gone over the Superstition
Mountains from: one end to the other
without finding anything to justify the
Dutchman’s claim. It’s the opinion of
metallurgists from the University of
Arizona who accompanied the group that
no such mine as the Lost Dutchman
ever existed.

There is one other thing, too, that
tends to disprove the Dutchman’s claim.
During the latter part of his life he
lived in poverty. If there was so much
gold back in- the Superstitions, why
didn’t he arrange with someone to bring
it out, if he was too ill to do it himself ?

If there was no mine there, where
did the gold the Dutchman did get his
hands on come from ?

Probably by hijacking prospectors
who came in from the northern part
of the state with gold in their packs.
Several mysteriously disappeared dur-
ing those times. It is believed by many
that the Dutchman concocted his mine
story to cover up his crimes.—Tom
Bailey.

Normnote: The above dissertation on
the Lost Dutchman Mine is a classic
example of the difficulties encountered
in publishing a magazine dedicated to
telling the true story of the Old West.
Here we have a gentleman who flatly
and unequivocally declares that he has
found the Dutchman’s Mine; a writer of
unquestioned veracity and long experi-
ence who doesn’t believe the mine ex-
ists; a reader who simply and quite un-
derstandably wants to know the truth.
What IS the truth? Well, as our Mexi-
can neighbors would say in a like sit-
uation, “quien sabe, senores y senoras!”
And below we have yet another view-
point:

Editor, True West:

I discovered your fine magazine only
about a year ago and enjoy it thorough-
ly from cover to cover.

As a long-time resident of Arizona,
however, I would like to take issue
with A. D. Clemens and his account of
“Old Hank” and the Lost Dutchmpan
Mine in the June, 1959, TW.

1. The Apache massacre of the Peralta
mining expedition occurred in 1848 or
1849. If Old Hank happened along in
time to talk to and obtain a map from
a wounded woman of this party, he (Old
Hank) would have been at least seven-
ty years old when he searched for the
mine in 1912. If Old Hank is still living

near Apache Junction, as Mr. Clemens
states, he must be around 120 years old
now!

2. The map Adolph Ruth used was ob-
tained from a Peralta descendant at the
time of the Carranza rebellion in Mexi-
co by Dr. Erwin Ruth, Adolph’s son.
This was in 1912, somewhat prior to the
time Old Hank’s map was supposedly
stolen.

3. If Old Hank was shot and wounded
in the Superstitions, he managed an in-
credible feat in traveling in a weakened
condition across barren desert over 150
miles to Nogales. Why didn’t he stop at
Florence or Mesa instead?

In brief, there have been too many
“0Old Hanks” in the Lost Dutchman
stories. The Peralta mines did exist, and
some of them have been found and photo-
graphed. Whether the Dutchman him-
self ever had more than a few samples
of ore, perhaps picked up from these old
diggings, is very uncertain—Chester K.
Davis, 1001 Seventh Street, Las Vegas,
New Mexico.

“Jail’s Full.”

Great Guns!

Dear Norm:

I am hoping that in some future TW
magazine youwll publish articles on the
guns of the Old West—how they were
carried (the tie down as seen on TV or
just strapped on), methods for fast fir-
ing and other information along the
same line . . . I can’t begin to tell you
how much I and my friends have enjoy-
ed your magazine. I take it to school and
by the end of the day, it looks as though
it’s been through the Civil War.—John
Wootten, P. O. Box 2015, Wilmington,
Delaware.

Normnote: Johnny Boy, just turn the
pages to “Wild Old Days” and see
“More on Wyatt Earp”’—there’s some
old gun data there that’s sure to inter-
est you. P. S. Glad you enjoy True
West, but sure hope you fellas get in
a little studying in school. We’d hate
for you to get A’s in history of the
Old West and flunk math!

Editor, True West:

After reading the fine Texas articles
in May-June issue of True West, an item
in my gun collection came to mind. This
is a fine powder horn in good condition
and rather nicely decorated with carved
pictures of ducks, a deer and a dog,
plus some other decorative embellish-
ments and in bold letters TEXAS and
the name AMOS BARGDOL. In some-
what smaller figures is the date 1812.

It occurred to me that Amos Bargdol

.might have been some well known early

Texan and that “1812” might refer to the
year of his birth.

True West



Do you suppose any reader of True
West might have some information on
Amos Bargdol?—Lee H. Cornell, 604
Orpheum Building, Wichita 2, Kansas.

Dear Sir:

I have been an ardent reader of your
magazines since the first one was pub-
lished, and each of your publications has
a place in my large library of Western
Americana . . . I received the June issue
of True West and read the article “How
Fast Are They?” by George Byram. I
also saw Art Linkletter’'s ‘“People Are
Funny” program, and by very close
scrutiny of each draw it was easy to
see that Nicastro and Redwing both
drew before Art released the button.

I have been a gun collector and shoot-
er for twenty-five years, and have un-
derway at the present time several safe-
ty programs in progress. I am an in-
structor in all types of shooting, and
believe me this fast draw is a very
dangerous business . . . I have outlawed
the use of live ammunition in all clubs
that I have started . . . My official time

Hardin Pettit.

drawing and firing a single-action Colt
.45 caliber revolver with hand four
inches from gun, and hitting a target at
a distance of eighteen feet is 14/100
second off the button. My average time
is 18/100 second all with direct hits at
eighteen feet.

I have never made the accusation that
I was a top gun, but I believe I can
truthfully make this statement: I am
the only known fast gun that is a direct
descendant of John Wesley Hardin.

Dee Woolem is a good friend of mine,

and I believe he is tops in his profes- .

sion. He is also a genuine and fine per-
son to go along with it.—Hardin Pettit,
626 North Sixth Street, Paducah, Ken-
tucky.

Bricks 'n Bouquets

Dear Norm:

T've stood it as long as I can. I've read
all the True Wests I could beg, borrow
or steal, except the ones you guys so
aptly list as unavailable. What in the
hell do you mean, unavailable? Are you
out of paper and ink? In every issue
you state that you have stacks of letters
wanting the so-called unavailables. Why
don’'t you get up off of your lazy fat
fanny and go to work and reprint the
missing issues?

I wouldn’t be so hard on you, if you
hadn’t insulted the whole United States
east of the Mississippi. You put out a
wonderful magazine of the Old West
some years back and then keep it hid
for years, or at least until you run out
of some of the copies; then you let us
tenderfeet in. Anyway, you finally let us

-read some of them. Thanks . . .
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How’s that for some brickbats? All
this just means one thing. I'm jealous and
hurt because I haven’'t been able to get
all the copies of True West. You can bet
I've got all the copies of the Frontier
Times. Keep up the good work, and if
you can see your way clear to reprint
the copies you're out of, I'll bet you
wouldn’t be sorry.

Thanks for two great magazines.—
Ralph Runyan, Greencastle, Indiana.

Dear Sir:

I want you to know I have never
bought many books of this kind, but I
have most of yours. I do hope it never
changes; I'd gladly pay a dollar for your
book.

Can you tell me how I can get the
rest of your books (now out of stock) ...
I'll pay almost anything.—Mrs. Patty
McCollum, 4080 Beta Street, San Diego
13, California.

Well, folks, we sure sympathize with
your problem, and hope you sympathize
with us—just think of all the money
we’d make if we had some of the most-
requested back copies of TW to sell.
As far as reprinting them: Man, you
just can’t imagine what a job it is—
putting out ten issues of Frontier Times
and True West a year. We think we’re
doing mighty good to keep current—
too late to back-track! And it would cost
us a dollar a copy to print just a few
thousand!

We read the classified ads in this rag,
and sometimes notice a feller offering
out-of-stock old issues for sale. Why
don’t you take a peek in that section?

—Calamity Jane

Dear Mr. Small:

I just finished reading your January-
February, 1959, issue of True West and
I thought it was great. I liked the idea
of reprinting some of the back stories
from not available issues . I was
pleased, except the back story I wanted
to read was not reprinted (“The My-
sterious John Ringo” by Ed Dickey in
the No. Two issue).

I have an idea that might please all
the True West readers. My idea is since
you are adding sixteen more pages
(hooooray), thus more departments, why
not add an old story (back story) de-
partment ? Say reprint one old story an
issue (starting with the story above,
preferably).

What do you think of the idea?—
Doyle Logan Jr., 4201 Deerfield, Wichita,
Kansas.

Dear Norm:

I am an ardent reader of Frontier
Times and True West—enjoy them both
very much.

I wonder if you knew that one of our
young old-timers has passed on . .
Mr. Elmer Anglin James died April 22
(1959) at Toronto where he had lived
for the past fifty years. Mr. James was
the son of Frank James.

Keep up the good work with FT and
TW.—Phil Durling, 313 Stewart Street,
Peterboro, Ontario, Canada.

Gentlemen:

Greetings from an eastern westerner!
I've been a subscriber of yours almost
from the beginning and I congratulate
you on your consistent policy of pre-
senting facts with not a lot of twisting
to the sensual and the dramatic. You've
got the other so-called true western
magazines beat a country mile in my
book. Just yesterday I saw True West

ER ARREST!"

There’s a Thrill
in Bringing a
Crook to Justice
Through Scientific

CRIME

yDETECTION

We have taught thousands of men and women this
exciting, profitable, pleasant profession. Let us teach
ou, t00, in your own home. Prepare yourself in your
eisure time to fill a responsible, steady, well-paid
cost.

sttlon in a very short time and at very small
hat others have done, you too, can do.

Over 800 of All American
Identification Bureaus

employstudentsor graduatesof I.A.S.
‘This fascinating work is easy to learn
and the training is inexpensive. You,
too, can fit yourself to fill a respon-
bele crime detection job with g
pay and steady employment. But don’t delay—get
the details now. Let us show you how easily and com-
pletely we can prepare you for this fascinating work,
during spare time in your own home. You may pay as
you learn. Write today for free Crime Book.

FREE § "THE BLUE BOOK OF CRIME”

It’s a thriller. Tells about the most in-

teresting crimes—how they were solved by methods

taught by I.A.S. Send now. No salesman will call.

INS'I'I‘I'U'I'E OF APPLIED SCIENCE
Correspondence School Since 1916)

Dept. 1997 1920 Sunnyside Ave. Chicago, lllinois

GIANT ;"

(108 Sq. Ft.)

PLASTIC SHEET

only

49 ¢

Others charge $1.00 or more EACH

for huge 9x12 ft. (108 sq. ft.) tough, durable, trans-
parent Elastxc cloth but our special low price is only
49¢ each! First quality, not seconds or throw-outs!
Protects rugs, furniture and floors when painting.
Perfect cover for cars, boats, buggy, appliances,
bicycles, lawn furniture, etc. e into aprons,
tablecloths, lamp shades, appliance covers, etc.
Waterproof, greaseproof, dirtproof — clean with
damp cloth. Each cover is full one piece. No seams.
Your price for our 9x12 ft. plastic cloths is only 49¢
each or 98¢ for 2—this is the minimum number we
can sell—plus 27¢ for pstg. & pkg. or $1.25 in all
for 2 tremendous 9x12 ft. plastic cloths giving Igou
216 sq. ft. plastic cloth in all. Sorry no C.O.
Unqualified money-back guarantee protection.

L & M CO., Dept. PL-465, Box 881, St. Louis, Mo.
Join our successful authors in a com-
vo“R plete publishing program: publicity,
Boox COMET PRESS BOOKS
Write Dept. TW-9
200 Varick Street. New York 14
Turtles $25, Toads and Frogs $1.75. We buy all
kinds, sizes. Full details and collectors Brochure 25c.
BIOLOGICAL EXCHANGE

advertising, lovely books. Send for
e S S an S S e S S T o
1211H Wagner Lane, El Paso, Texas

FREE manuscript report and copy of
SNAKES, LIZARDS, ETC.

How To Publish Your Book.
SNAKES are worth up to $25 each, Lizards $8,

CLOGGED SEWERS

CLEANED INSTANTLY
SAVES PLUMBING BILLS

© Any Housewife or Janitor can trigger
this new Flush Gun shooting air
pressure on a solid shaft of water
cleaning stubborn - stoppages up to
200 ft, Toilets, Bathtubs, Sinks,
Urinmls, Sewers clogged with Grease,
Rags, & Roots melt away when struck
by the hammer-like blow. Worth
many times the Cost in Plumbing
Bills. Write now fer FREE BOOKLET,
or Phone Kildare &-1702, Miller
Sewel' Rod, Dept. WS»F 4642 N.
Central Ave., Chicago 30, II. 57



WORLD'S FINEST SMALLEST
ADDING MACHINE

— Adds, Subtracts, Multiplies and
Divides up to ONE BILLION!

CALCULATING
MACHINE

LR T

Precision-made by master crattsmen.
Enduring, high quality steel mech-
anism, not tin or plastic like others.
Adds, subtracts, multiplies, di-
vides—up to 1,000,000,000—ONE
BILLION' Never makes a mistake.
Save money, aveid errors, wherever,
whenever you shop. Works  with
lightning speed with same precision
as machines costing hundreds of
dollars' Millions of addlnu machines sold at much higher
prices hut we ANTEE ours is finest and lowest-
costing in worh!—or your money back! Only $1.49 plus
46¢ for psto. & hdlg. or $1.95 in all! Order NOW
before prices go u
L&MCO. - Dept M-22, Box 881, Si Louis, Mo.

Get Yourself FIXED
FOR LIFE in the Big
Pay Shoe Business!

1£’s no trick at all to make hig money—
FULL OR SPARE TIME—with the only
shoe line featuring baby shoes in addl-
tion to shoes for all the family with new
Family Dlscoum. plan. Llretlme security.
Amazing new “‘Spring-Step’’ cushion in-
vention proves it hy actual demonstra- /
tion. Only ORTH 0<VF‘\7T hag it! There §f
is no other shoe in the world like it.
Repeat orders are sure, steady. One try
and a_customer is sold for life. Profits
are BIG. Orders are sure and easy with
the most amazing 2-minute demonstra-
tion in the history of the shoe business.
No experience necded. No investment to
make. Everything,' including actual cut-

a-ways, furnished free! Be the hig-pay 1 GIVE
ORTHO-VENT man in your territory. | PRODUCERS
Write TODAY! THEIR OWN
ORTHO-VENY SHOE COMPANY SHOES AS A
3299A BRAND RD., SALEM, VIRGINIA| Bonus!

GOLFER'S WATCH

Handsome imported Swiss-time-
B piece that keeps his golf score
) under special dimensional crys-
tal. Chrome finish, padded
leather strap. Anti-magnetic,
shockproof, electronically timed.
An inspired gift, for only

$16.95 plus 10% Federal tax and 20c postage.
BLACH?'S e Dept. TRW34, Birmingham 3, Ala.

Banish the craving for tobacco as thou-
sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. Write
Today for free booklet telling of injurious
effect of tobacco and of a treatment which
has relieved over 300,000 people. FREE
In Business Since 1909 BOOK
THE NEWELL COMPANY L2920
Dept. 582 Chesterfield, Mo.

AUTHORS WANTED
BY N. Y. PUBLISHER

Leading book publisher seeks manuscripts of
all types: fiction, non-fiction, poetry, scholarly
and religious works etc. New authors wel-
comed. Send for free booklet TW.

Vantage Press. 120 W. 31 St., New York 1.

HYDRAULIC JACK REPAIRS

Earn While You Learn at Home
Millions of jacks in gas & auto-service stations,
truckers, body-shops, riggers, factories, farms
need servicing, We show you HOW—easy stan
by step directions—what tools to use. EARN U

0 $5 an hour, in spare time, in your own’ baso
ment or garage. Start vour own business NOW.

Write for folder TW-9 & free bonus offer.

@ - Institute of Hydraulic Jack Repair
\@PZ P.0. Box 50. Bloomfield, N. J;

on a magazine stand for the first time.
Glad to see you getting coverage back
this way. There’s a lot of “western”
buffs among us eastern dudes—and I
don’'t refer to the pack of birds who
think fast-drawing is fashionable be-
cause it’s on TV.

As a gun collector a,nd a black-pow-
der shooter . . . I'd like to correspond
with anyone with any information on
any of the guns used in lesser-known
killings.—Dick House, 25993 Sprague
Road, Columbia Station, Ohio.

Dear ‘“Hosstail”:

Your books True West and Frontier
Times are top-notch with me. However,
I'd like to ask you if you ever read
them yourself ? If so, how do you know
when you're at the end of a story? If
you arrive at said conclusion (as I do)
you have to thumb through several
pages, look around and—finally come to
the conclusion that you may or may not
have arrived at the end.

Would it be agin your principles to
give us some kind of a connotation . . .
it could be a pair of spurs, and ol’ bis-
cuit, or even just a plain asterik, square,

etc. . . . Then, I could get some sleep
nights . . . and please manage (in said
stories) to ' completely eliminate any

mention of TV, movies, Walt Disney,
Machine Gun Kelly, or anything that
might lead us to think we're not (at
the moment) living in the era pictured.
After all, once you inflate a balloon, you
like to play with it awhile before punc-
turing it.—Ol’ Hammerhead (Clem Hut-
chins), 531 East Monroe, Phoenix, Ari-
zona.

Well, “Hammerhead,” we’ll have to
think of a “whoa” sign for you. But un-
til we do, just be sure when you come
to the end of a page, and there’s no
“continued” note, and another story
starts on the next page—you’ve had it.
We don’t aim to hide any part of our
True West stories from you, partner,
and we darned sure don’t want to have
you losin’ sleep.—Hosstail

Publisher’s Note: This editing and
gathering material for a magazine is the
most interesting part about publishing.
I have been doing more of that than
anything else, it seems, in the past
year. Even though we are cram-jammed
with material, now and then an idea
comes along that seems so fascinating
and so irresistible that we can’t help
following up on it.

Old friend Danny Grover, who left
this land of ulcers and hypertension
with his wife Nell to live in the worry-
free land of manana, wrote me about a
most unusual town in Mexico called
Sultepec. He wrote me that it was ac-
tually the Old West, still alive! This was
a bit out of our Western territory, but it
sounded so fascinating that I told him to
tell us all he could about it and we’d see
if it was worth his going over and get-
ting the story firsthand.

Then he comes back with the follow-
ing letter, plus a newspaper clipping.
We may come up with a story on this
later and we may not—quien sabe?
Says Danny:

THE overall picture, as I get it so

far, is that these Sultepecas’ have
been feuding for years in the classic
U. S. hillbilly style. A couple hundred
years or so back, somebody shot some-
body. Then the dead man’s relatives
killed the brother of the assassin. Then
the assassin’s uncle put a knife in the

belly of somebody’s cousin in the other
family. Next thing you know, old
Grandpa on one side called in help from
a neighboring family, and there was a
village shooting match with more clans
in front of the plaza—and the undertak-
ers did. a thrwmg busmess It's been
going on ever since.

“Sultepec is a dlstrlct (county) -
the extreme south of the state of Mex-
ico in a wild mountainous region, with
many little villages, where only recent-
ly roads have penetrated. In- fact, the
natives there saw airplanes before they
did automobiles, so impassable was and
is the terrain.

“I've heard of machete killings there,
of club bludgeonings, of big and little
knife stabbings, and—more popular to-
day—pistol smoke from .22’s, .32's, and
.45’s. The .38 caliber, for some goofy
reason, is banned.

“The giant act sorta falls flat out here,
doesn't it?”

“Here’s a side element: Friend of
mine named Bill Canon, an anthropol-
ogist, went to the county seat of the
district, and was taken in by the village
priest who has a cozy pad with a big
courtyard adjoining the church. After
a fine lunch, followed by a siesta, the
padre suggested to,6 Bill that they ad-
journ to the garden for a bit of recrea-
tion in the cool of the evening. In that
holy atmosphere—where Bill expected a
game of chess—the Padre produced a .45
revolver, put up a target on the stone
wall and proposed a shooting contest!

“Long story short: Bill, a crack shot,
made the error of outshooting the priest.
When El Padre saw the losing results
of the match on the target, he ran back
into his house and reappeared shortly
with a .30 caliber Winchester rifle with
which he proceeded to outshoot Bill.
Needless to say, Bill did not attempt
any more marksmanship. Such is Sulte-
pec. Even the clergy are gunmen.

‘“Here’s a place where they’ve been
dueling it up for several hundred years
(before Tombstone and Tucson were on
the map) and still are, but the new
president is sending in his Rangers to
clean it up. The last of the Old West,
truly—South of the Border, that is.

“Down there, they drink pulque, te-
quila, mescal and sometimes beer for
breakfast. And, I hear, some still speak
a dialect of the ancient Aztec tongue,
Nahuatl.

“Well, there I go getting longwinded
again, but that’s my weakness. I'd
rather write about writing than write
it, T’'ll have to admit. But, muy bueno,
compadre, you call the shots and T'll
fire ’em from here.”—D. Danny Grover,
King of the Ridgerunners, Antonio Sola
41, Colonia Condesa, Mexico 11, D. F.

True West



Now, here is the newspaper clipping:

SULTEPEC, MEXICO, EMPIRE OF
THE WORST CRIMINALS
There Are So Many Assassinations That
They Don’'t Even Take The
Trouble to Report Them

The - District (county) of Sultepec,
populated by 200,000 Mexicans, lives
ravaged by crime.

It (crime) flourishes splendidly. The
inhabitants don’t even take the trouble
to inform authorities when a murder
has been committed. They take action
like this: They bury the dead, and plan
to take revenge—through flowing blood.

Graciana Becerril, deputy of this dis-
trict for the State of Mexico, asserted
today:

“Without effective law, with political
tyrants, without schools, without teach-
ers, without highways, without neigh-
borhood roads, without electrification—
so they live in Sultepec.

“They pour down alcohol in great
quantities. This is their No. 1 thought
in this Eighth District.

“The revenge Killings are multiply-
ing. Each day there are more crimes
and the authorities cannot restrain them.
The population has realized that the
only way to get official action is apply-
ing the old principle of an eye for eye,
tooth for tooth . ..

“It's  possible that this occurs
through the ignorance of this extensive
zone. Of the 200,000 inhabitants that
live here, more than 120,000 do not
know how to read and write.

“And those children that start out
with the alphabet do not seem assured
of the future because there are almost
no schools and the teachers don’t even
have the elementaries. There are towns
where they study under the trees.”

Graciana Becerril said that a study
is being prepared about this situation,
to be sent to President Adolfo Lopez
Mateos.

Reader Remembers Jennings

Editor, True West:

Am a constant reader of True West
and in your last publication is an article
by Mr. Fred E. Holdredge. I was per-
sonally acquainted with all the parties
he mentions, except Mrs. Zoe Tilghman
and himself. His name brings back faint
memories because the name could have
been on the mailing list of the Wood-
ward Bulletin where I was employed as
a printer.

There are quite a few mistakes in Mr.
Holdredge’s article that need correcting
for being, as he says or implies, an out-
of-town resident, he did not have the
opportunity to come in almost daily con-
tact with the main participants in the
events that happened. I think I can prove
just who Kkilled Ed Jennings and how.
Also who and how his brother John
(called Frank by Mr. Holdredge) was
wounded.

Practically the entire events are as
clear to me as the day they occurred. ..

And by the way, Ben Tilghman’s niece
was my sister-in-law and now lies buried

in Louisville, Kentucky—Clark R.
Hayhurst, 208 Cody, Houston, Texas.
Wild Old Days
(Continued from page 381)
Along toward morning, when the
game started breaking up, I noticed

that both Johnny and his enemy had
(Continued on page 62)

September-October, 1959

| ern heavy equipment operation. 600,000
new trainee operators needed to meet
public and private construction goals
projected for next two years. Federal,
State, and local highway, road, street,
bridge, dam and other projects already
approved with billions of dollars addi-
tional ready for legislatures’ approval.

WAGE RATES ABOVE AVERAGE

The most tremendous highway building
program in history is under way . . .
bridges, dams, houses, factories, are
springing up all across the nation. . . .
The construction industry is booming as
never before. And You can have a box
seat for this greatest show on earth!
Learn to master heavy equipment such
| as: tractors, scrapers, graders, carry-alls.
l Engineering fundamentals . . . blueprint
| reading . .. operating controls . . . diesel

DIATE TRAINING AS

HEAVY EQUIPMENT OPERATORS

-

engine operation . . . highway construc-

tion, etc.

APPLY NOW

Nationwide placement service available
upon completion. We help you with
financing. Training starts at home. If
age 17 to 45, signify interest at once.
Mail coupon below.

SEND for FREE Information

I HEAVY EQUIPMENT OPERATING I
| ENGINEERS DIVISION I
Northwest Schools, inc. |
Dept. GP-76 11 East 47°th St., New York 17, N.Y. I
Rush information without obligation. I
Name I
' Addr |
| city State |

l — Age___Hours | Work Education___Phone l

e s e o o s e = e )

TREMENDOUS SAYI

Individuals can
ernment prope

FOR SALE:

ALSO:Jeeps; Trucks; Tractors; Trailers; A
Generators; Engines; Automotive Su

mention.
SEND FOR BULLETIN:

BUY SURPLUS NOW DIRECT FROM U. S. GOVT.

JDepots are located in every state and overseas.

NGS—BUY AT FRACTIONS OF ARMY & NAYY COSTS

now buy direct from U. S. Govt.—Surplus Gov-
rty located in Depots throughout the U. S.—

Boats; LST's; LCVP's; Aircrafts; Helicopters; Marine
Engines; Radar; Sonar; Radiotelephones; Walkie-Talkies;
Nautical Instruments; Electronics; Etc.

mphibious Vehicles; Farm Machinery & Implements; Tools;
pplies; Etc. Thousands of other items too numerous to

‘‘Depot List & Procedure’ $1.00

GOVERNMENT SURPLUS SALES e

P. O. Box 425 (Dept. WS) ¢ Nanuet, N.Y.

Renowned for developing boys of leadership qualities since 1865.
Small classes and supervised
develop concentration,

JI

"'The Friendly School"
MILITARY

study under men of proven ability
intellectual progress. Graduates in leading

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

HERITAGE THRIFT FOUNDATION
1423-S Davis Bldg., Dallas, Texas

“YOUR POCKETBOOK IS LEAKING”

is a booklet with a Do-it-yourself kit that is
GUARANTEED to avoid or stop the leak and

To Save You Substantial Money
The Heritage Thrift Foundation Guarantee:

Send no money mow—simply fill out and mail
coupon.

Please send me your booklet and kit. | agree that | may
return them without charge or obligation at anytime
within 30 days of receipt. If | do not return them in that
time, | agree to remit $5.00.

Signature

Name
Address
City.

State
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Thdinder on the Arickaree

MANN A HE
AT DithENBI NG

mstock!’§

—you do not pick up this issue of
FRONTIER TIMES from your favor-
ite newsstand you will, in effect,
miss an issue of TRUE WEST. They
are running mates—both being the
same type magazine.

We've really filled this one with choice ma-
terial. Take a look at this partial list of con-
tents:

THUNDER ON THE ARICKAREE. Colonel For-
syth and his forty-nine scouts on Beecher's Is-

land surrounded by a thousand whirling, whoop- |

ing redskins!

“GREATER THAN THE COMSTOCK!” the
electrifying cry that enticed people to Pana-
mint City, California. The sky was the limit and
the skies brought destruction.

‘MASSACRE AT WICKENBURG, by Nell Mur-
barger. Dutch John's lead horses swung around
a blind curve in the road—and the next instant
all hell broke loose.

RATTLESNAKE! by J. Frank Dobie. Do they
really swallow their young—these dreaded rep-
tiles that inhabit our West?

POSSE FOR THE PADRES. Don Antonia de
Espejo volunteered to find three lost padres but
he was really seeking gold and favor and blazed
another trail in the New World.

WAGON YARDS by Florence Fenley. The cow
country's first hotels—where horse trading and
horseplay were everyday affairs.

THE LOST DUTCH OVEN MINE. Tom Sco-
field was lucky enough to get lost and find it;
but even more, unlucky enough to forget where
he got lost!

KING OF THE KLONDIKE, by Norman B.
Wiltsey. That was Mike Mahoney, "ten feet tall
with his feet in the earth and his head in the
clouds."

JESSE’S TROUBLE MAKER. Bill Ryan, "whis-
key-head" and bad boy of the James' gang.
DOWN HORSETHIEF TRAIL, by Tom Bailey.
Tom Wesley takes a long and dangerous ride
when Marshal Hickok didn't want fo clear up
the mystery of missing Bill Fenner.
BANDIT-HUNTING BLOODHOUNDS. — |ed
by the railroad's "robber routers' take out
after outlaws.

We haven't room to list more — but there's
plenty more! If you can't find it on your
newsstands, use coupon below.

FRONTIER TIMES
Box 5008—TW, Austin 31, Texas

I am enclosing [J $! for 4 issues; [] $2 for |

8 issues: [] $3 for 12 issues (check one) of
FRONTIER TIMES. -

WESTERN BOOK

By The Old Bookaroos

RANGE LIFE

The West That Was—From Texas to
Montana (Southern Methodist Univer-
sity Press, $5) is John Leaky's story as
he told it to Nellie Snyder Yost. John's
grandfather founded Leaky, the county
seat of Real County, and John grew
up in Southwest Texas where his fam-
ily was friendly with the noted gunman
and peace officer, King Fisher. Like
many another Texas youngster, John
trailed north with brush-country cattle
at an early age. He was a cowboy in
New Mexico, North Dakota and Mon-
tana and the owner of a fine ranch in
North Dakota, where he helped found
the Stockmen’s Association. His picture
hangs in the Hall of Fame at the Col-
lege of Agriculture in Fargo. This is a
matter-of-fact account as John does not
over dramatize the incidents of western
life in which he had a part for so
many years. Some good photographs,
many printed for the first time, support
the text.

Cattle and trail fans will be pleased
to own a copy of a Guide Map of the
Great Texas Cattle Trail from Red
River Crossing to the Kansas Pacific
Railway — 1875 — reproduced by artist-
writer Bill Leftwich (Pecos Press, $1).
There's a concise description of the
route showing distances, streams, cross-
ings, camping grounds, wood, water and
grass, supply stores, etc. from the Red
River crossing to Ellis, Russell, Ells-
worth, Brookville, Salina, Solomon and
Abilene, This is a good deal for one
peso.

A LOST ART

Train robbing was once a frontier
western sport carried on by brazen des-
perate men for profit. Exceptions were
California train robbers Chris Evans
and John Sontag, who despised rail-
roads and preyed on trains as much for
personal revenge as for profit.

Twenty of the most famous train
robberies are the subject of the book,
Great Train Robberies of the West
(Coward-McCann, $5) by Eugene B.
Block, city editor of the San Francisco
Call-Bulletin.

There are famous case histories of
robberies carried out by Butch Cassidy,
The Dalton Gang, “Big Nose” George,
Al Jennings and other headliners of
their trade.

The author has not only given rous-
ing stories of real life adventure but
shows how the art of train robbery de-
veloped and stopped and why.

THE KID PLUS

Yucca Land (American Guild Press,
$3.95) is a collection of the folklore of
New Mexico as edited by Annie Laurie
Snorf and Hazel Vineyard. Appropri-
ately the book is divided between the
three cultures—Indian, Spanish and An-
glo—which have given the state such a
rich and diverse folklore. This is an
interesting collection as nearly every
Pueblo had one or more legends to con-
tribute. The Spanish section is titled
“Land of Manana” and here the em-
phasis is on the religious. In the Anglo
section, the little outlaw, Billy the Kid,
seems to run away with the show as he

is apt to do if you give him the slight-
est opening. Some of Omar Barker’s
best verse is quoted; there is an illus-
tration by Peter Hurd and one of his
wife, Henrietta Wyeth; Frances Hunt,
daughter of a pioneer White Oaks fam-
ily, is represented by several drawings;
and short reprints from the writings of
Eugene Manlove Rhodes, Will Robinsen
and Gene Cunningham and many others
are included. All in all, this is a right
good symposium.

GREAT WESTERNERS

John E. Sunder's Bill Sublette, Moun-
tain Man (University of Oklahoma
Press, $5) is, so far as this reviewer
knows, the first book length biography
of this great explorer and trapper. Bill
Sublette was an associate of Jed
Smith, Jim Bridger, Black Harris and
other great mountain men. He blazed
the wagon trail through South Pass;
made a trading trip to Santa Fe; was
in the Indian fight at Pierre’s Hole; and
for five years was one of the most noted
of the Fur Brigade. When he settled
down in St. Louis, he became a mer-
chant, banker, corporation executive
and progressive farmer and accumulated
a sizeable fortune. He died in 1854 and
105 years was far too long to wait for
a biography of this colorful character.
In addition to some good photographs,
the book contains illustrations by Miller,
Bodmer and Bingham.

Thunder Rolling (Putnam, §3) by
Helen Markley Miller is the story of
Nez Perce Chief Joseph, the Red Na-
poleon of the West.

Nez Perce remained longer at peace
with white men than any other western
Indian tribe. Finally forced to fight,
Chief Joseph and his small band fought
two thousand U. 8. soldiers in a run-
ning battle that raged for fifteen hun-
dred miles across Oregon, Idaho, Wyo-
ming and Montana.

This is a fine juvenile about a re-
markable Indian chieftain and states-
man.

Robin McKown's Painter of the Wild
West, Frederic Remington (Messner,
$2.95) is one of the ever-growing num-
ber of biographies written for young
people. Surprisingly enough, there is
not a single illustration in the entire
book—the fault, it would seem to this
reviewer, of the publisher rather than
the author. As a matter of fact, the text
isn’t bad. However, the author faced
an impossible task in attempting to use
words only to record the development
of the art of one of our greatest paint-
ers of the western theme from his first
crude sketches to his final great oils
and bronzes. Even the dust jacket does
not carry a Remington illustration—
Lorence F. Bjorklund, no Remington
but a competént illustrator, provided a
colorful drawing for it. :

True West



Sell and Weybright’s Buffalo Bill and
the Wild West (New American Library,
50c) is a reprint of the Oxford 1955
edition. The hard-cover edition earned
much praise for the excellent illustra-
tions used to help tell the Cody story.
This paperback contains more than 175
illustrations and while the type of paper
used lessens their effectiveness, they
turn out surprisingly well. The authors
give much attention to Cody as a show-
man—the field which made ‘Buffalo
Bill” household words on both sides of
the Atlantic. Even if the authors are a
little on the enthusiastic side, they have
done a good job in bringing out the
total picture of the man who became a
legend in his own lifetime. This is a
lot of book for four bits—320 pages, il-
lustrations by Remington, Russell and
Schreyvogel, good bibliography, ade-
quate index—a real bargain.

STUBBORN SAINTS

Mormons belong to one of the most
disaster-prone religious sects in Amer-
ica. Without doubt their most classic
bonehead expedition was the '79-'80 trek
from Escalante, Utah, to San Juan
County near the Arizona line. Their
route lay over leagues of almost im-
passable crags, mesas and canyons.that
thwarted their stubborn efforts to pro-
ceed. They chiseled a road through the
formidable Hole-in-the-Rock, swam the
swift Colorado and hacked dugways
from solid sandstone cliffs.

‘Members of a previous scouting party
found two passable routes. One was by
the way of Lee’s Ferry, Moencopi and
the Navajo Indian Reservation and the
other was over the Old Spanish Trail
via Salina Canyon, Castle Valley, Moab,
Dry Valley, Monticello and White Mesa
to Bluff. The scouting party reported
that no short cut was found and recom-
mended either of the two ‘“round about”
trails. However, a ruling Mormon de-
cided there was a satisfactory short cut
over the intervening sandstone hog-
backs. His decision was accepted and
a company of 200 zealous, gullible men,
women and children gathered up their
courage, wagons, animals and house-
hold goods and drifted headlong into a
succession of disasters that haunted the
survivors for years after they dragged
exhausted into the San Juan River Val-
ley at Bluff.

Their trying experiences are dra-
matically presented in the new book,
Hole-in-the-Rock (University of Utah
Press, $5.50) by David E. Miller. The
author writes sympathetically of the
people and their driving zeal to help
accomplish the church’s colqnization
program despite killing hardships. He
gives excellent treatment to this little
known gem of American history.

“I prepared him all by myseli.”
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YOU CAN ENJOY AN
INTERNATIONAL
VACATION AT

fort clark
RANCH

At Fort Clark Ranch you can enjoy

every type of guest ranch activity im-
aginable . . . swimming, fishing, riding,
dancing, etc. . . . plus the finest of
foods and accommodations. All of this

plus frequent trips across the border

to romantic Old Mexico. Write today
for illustrated folder to: )
Headquarters .

FORT CLARK
RANCH

BRACKETTVILLE
TEXAS

- —t
4l

Ml

(\\ ? (" Q-»Q Vi

relax, rejuvenate,
enjoy your 2

Enjoy the sunshine . . . rest, relaxation.
Drop all your cares at this famous spa, U, S. |

Government supervised. It's mineral waters seep

out tiredness, help relieve aches and pains.

Southern style cooking to whet that jaded

appetite. You will really sleep. b et )
Year around sports and recreations = r
. o o fishing . . . golf, with club privileges, ———
Visited by celebrities — temperate climate,

friendly atmosphere. For information, rates or = (
reservation write R. E. McEachin, Gen’l. Mgr.

HOTEL AND BATHS
HOT SPRINGS, ARKANSAS

61



CLASSIFIED

(20c per word, cash with order)

Indian Relics

SELLING over 100,000 ancient Indian relics, arrow-
heads, spearheads, tomahawks, pipes, water bottles,
etc.; Small perfect stone tomahawk, $2.00; Large per-
fect' grooved tomahawk, $3.00; Indian skulls, $25.00;
Clay pipe $4.00; Grooved war club, $2.00. List Free.
Lear's, Glenwood, Ark.

2 INDIAN WAR ARROWHEADS, Scalping Knife, Flint
Thunderbird, Spearhead $4.00. Catalog Free. Arrow-
head, Glenwood, Arkansas. ‘
GENUINE ANCIENT RELICS—Doz. good arrowheads
and flint knife—$5. All types of relics in stock. Lists
for 10c. Charles Rhoton, Jr., Box 152, Keyes, Okla.
INDIAN RELICS, arrowhead jewelry, gifts. FREE
FOLDER. Chief Blackhawk, Kennewick 14, Washington.

Western Merchandise

BOOTS—High grade, Fancy, Western style, made to
your measurement. Latest catalog. Crichet Boot Com-
pany, El Paso 31, Texas.

SOMETHING NEW IN FAST DRAW BELTS &
HOLSTERS! Also standard belt holsters. Reasonably
priced. Write for literature. Eimer Pickens, Colorado
City, Texas.

LARIATS MADE TO ORDER! 33 ft., waterproof, metal
honda with horn loop braided in. $6.85. Will Rogers
Ranch, 106 Townline Avenue, Beloit, Wisconsin.

BUCKSKIN: Moccasins, gloves, children's
Sarah Lefthand, Box 28, Elmo, Montana.

BOOTS! Handmade Western styles. Free Catalog.
Austin Boot Co., Box 5303W, El Paso, Texas.

jackets.

Miscellaneous

FREE CATALOG on WESTERN and CSA books. W.
M. Morrison, 118 North Sixth, Waco, Texas.

SEW Aprons at home for stores. No charge for
material to fill orders. In our fifth successful year.
Write: Adco Mfg. Co., Bastrop 57, Louisiana.

CALL ELK, deer, bear, javelina, coyotes, foxes, cats,
etcl Also, deer lure and scent for trapping. Write
Original Animal Calls. Dept. TW, Burley, Idaho.
ARTHRITIS, RHEUMATISM, BURSITIS sufferersl Stop
agonizing pains and swellings, Quick vital relief
with new home treatments. Amazing results. Write
for FREE literature. Jay Bruington Company, Onamia,
Minnesota.

AUCTIONEERING CAN be for you. Write for infor-
mation, Western College of Auctioneering, Box 1458,
WP, Billings, Montana.

"YOUR SECRET GOLD MINE". Make $$$ finding
curios, artifacts, relics, heirlooms and antiques. Free
details. Putman, 100 Hull Avenue, Jerome, Arizona,
America’s Biggest Ghost Town.

"WINEMAKING, " $1.00. 'Stout, Beer, Ale Brewing,'’
$1.00. "How To Make Cider and Mead," $1.35.
"Herbs Used in Treating Cancer,' price on request.
Eaton Books, Box 1242-R, Santa Rosa, California.
COMPLETE SET TRUE WEST in binders. First issue fo
present. Mint condition. Any reasonable offer. Koor,
3433 E. Sells Drive, Phoenix, Arizona.

WESTERN HISTORY PHOTOGRAPHS. Robert Sams,
944 Shades Glen Drive, Birmingham 9, Alabama.

BUY 100 WATKINS' multi-vitamins with minerals, for
adults, price $4.98. Send order with $4.98 remittance
to Billy Mettler, Hocking Station, Box &1, Lancaster,
Ohio.

HAVE PEACE OF MIND NOW by providing protec-
tion for your loved ones in the event of your sudden
fatal illness or accident. Easy to fill out legal will
form con.es complete. No 4
postage paid for only $1.00. ""Will Forms," P. Q- Box'
386, Dover, Pennsylvania.

$15.00 to $20.00 each up for children's money banks,
odd or with moving parts, in any condition, made
of any metal. Special prices for gold coins, gold
teeth, bridgework, jewelry. Describe. Will pay in ad-
vance. Raymond Long, Pearl, Illinois.

CASA PIEDRA RANCH has Agate, Chert, ‘Wood,
Jasper-Slabs, Cabs, Rough. 85 miles west of Del Rio,
on Rio Grande River, 4 miles off Highway 90. Visit
or write, Box 4, Pumpbille, Texas.

TRUE WESTERN Books; American Bandits; Sam Bass;
Belle Starr; Gunfighters: Bill Hickok. Only $3.00,
money order or cash. Olan Lambert, East 3rd Ave.,
Florala, Alabama.

GOLD AND SILVER INDICATORS. Also the Mexican
dip needle and Jacob rod. For more information,
write Box 51, Plant City, Florida.

HISTORY OF THE WEST. The Oregon Centennial
Map. A decorative map of Oregon, showing history
of towns, points of interest and events. All the
glamor and excitement of the Old West. With mail-
ing tube. $1.00 postpaid. Seawind Studios, 2038 S. E.
Madison, Portland 14, Oregon.

BLACK SAND AND GOLD—by Ella L. Martinsen.
Alaska-Yukon Gold-Rush adventures of author's father,
419 pages. Easy to read. Rare photographs. Some old
diaries. Eye-witness account. Book to cherish.. Auto-
graphed—$3.95 COD or money orders. 30 East Victoria
St., Santa Barbara, California.
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lawyer necessary. Sent;

Wild Old Days
(Continved from page 59

disappeared. I went out looking for
Johnny and found him in a little alfalfa
patch, dead, with twenty-two knife cuts
in his body.

Most of us were armed, and we
started looking for the murderer. Some-
body phoned the sheriff at Elko, then
we grabbed our horses and started the
hunt. The killer had too big a head
start; he’d took out on that race horse,
heading for Elko, ninety miles away.
The sheriff met him and arrested him.

The trial was a joke. The wealthy
rancher the killer had worked for spent
a lot of money in his defense. Lawyers
hammered away at Johnny’s character,
stating that he was a squaw man, a
gambler and a horse thief, and that the
killing was merely the result of a
drunken brawl between two poker play-
ers. The murderer got off with a prison
term. But justice finally caught up with
him. Later, we heard he’d been killed
in Oregon.

OLD WEST SOCIETY NOTE

By S. OMAR BARKER

The following item appeared in the
Santa Fe New Mexican of June 7,
1870:

“The ladies of White Pine, New Mex-
ico, having adopted the fashion of faint-
ing at balls, always manage to be
caught in the nick of time and by the
right person. Cologne has been found
sufficient to restore them.

“Dan Morgan, while acting the lady
in the set, the genuine article being
short, fainted also, and was laid out on
a bench. Cologne did no good in his
case, however, and they had to recourse
to whiskey, which fetched him at once.”

SCHIEFFELIN'S LAST STRIKE

By BERT KISSINGER

Editor’s Note: “These are the actual his-
torial facts as I received them from the
late Charles Mason Warren of Wood-
ville, Oregon,” says the author of this
account of the last days of “Big Ed”
Schieffelin, founder of the fabulous
Tombstone Mine.

IN May of 1897, Ed Schieffelin landed

back in Woodville, Oregon, where he
had gone to country school and had work-
ed the old Donation Claim as a youth. In
his twenty-five years away from Wood-
ville, he had worked on many mines,
discovered an eighty-five million dollar
silver bonanza and traveled through the
states as a millionaire.

Silver had won him acclaim and a
fortune to last a lifetime, but at a
husky forty-four, his first love was
still gold. Once he had written a friend,
“I like the excitement of being right
up against the earth trying to find her
gold.”

At Woodville, Ed met a young man
with an urge for romance by the name
of Charlie M. Warren. Schieffelin of-
fered him a job as camp cook and
hostler of a spirited team harnessed to
a converted Concord stagecoach, and
the young fellow accepted readily.

It was agreed that Warren would be
partner in any discovery made by ‘‘Big
Ed,” and after taking on camp supplies
at the local stores, the pair first headed

east for northern California; then pros-
pected clear into northwestern Nevada.

Now and then Ed would find traces,
but didn’t consider them good enough
to work as he was accustomed to find-
ing really rich outcroppings. The fron-
tier was practically a virgin field for
new strikes and he didn’t go in for
doing more work than indications war-
ranted.

After a year’'s fruitless search, the
partners circled back to Roseburg, Ore-
gon. A year of adventurous roughing it
proved enough for Charlie, and he was
getting homesick. So he left Schieffelin
at Roseburg and went home to Wood-
ville.

Warren supposed that intuition, or
whatever you call it, guided Ed Schief-
felin to Days Creek, down southeast of
Roseburg on the South Umpqua River.
He learned of an abandoned homestead-
er cabin about nine miles up the creek
from inquiries at the store and post
office in Days Creek.

After moving all his camping equip-
ment to the cabin, he made arrange-
ments to board his team at a rancher’s
home and told the rancher that he
would call for his mail on a certain
day. He said that if he didn’t show up,
there would be some serious reason for
not keeping his appointment.

When Schieffelin failed to show at
the appointed time, a searching party
set out to look for the prospector.

They found him lying dead on the cabin
floor, and figured a heart attack had
killed him. Maybe this time the excite-
ment of finding the earth’s gold was
too much.

There was a handful of white quartz
gold specimens in the gold pan, and a
half-written note on the table to a
friend in Arizona, saying “Struck, it
again, by God.” A pan of burnt bis-
cuits was in the stove.

When Charlie Warren heard how they
found Ed, the first thing he asked about
was a red blanket Schieffelin always
carried along.

The searchers found indications that
Schieffelin had probably walked sev-
eral miles from the cabin, taking the
red wroclen blanket and had left the
blanket there. The nearby country
was searched but the rich quartz gold
ore was not found. Some of his ac-
quaintances reckoned that Ed had cau-
tious covered up the lode. Another
theory is that Schieffelin’s discoverey
was not made on Days Creek—that
the general formation is not mineralized.

In the past seventeen years, several
strikes have been made in southern
Douglas County. It’s just possible that
one of them is Ed Schieffelin’s last.

Busting + Tailing = Bulldogging
(Continued from page 385)

most exciting event of the entire rodeo.
Watching a man leap from his mount
to the horns of a steer is breathtaking,
and a tense silence permeates the entire
arena until the jump has been com-
pleted and the steer felled. Then, with
audible sighs of relief, the spectators
settle back in their seats to await the
next event.

All in all, those old-time vaqueros
and Texans started something when
they began dumping the wiry, elusive
longhorn by tailing.

True West



This 1885 photo shows Sim Hart's cigar store on the northwest corner of Com-
merce and Soledad Streets in San Antonio. Jack Harris’ Famous Variety Show
was on the second floor in the rear of the "101” Gambling Rooms.

The Fabulous Ben Thompson
(Continued from page 23)

ly stroll towards the swinging doors that
led to the theater when Zeno, who had
just stepped inside the room, shouted at
him:

“Look out, Ben!”

But before Thompsorn could move, the
bartender, Mark Wilson, cut loose with
a shotgun he kept on the mixing board
back of the bar.

Incredible as it may seem (for Thomp-
son was only ten feet away) Wilson
missed him completely.

Ben whirled and shot once.

Wilson slumped to the floor, dead.

Then the gunman caught a flicker of
movement farther down where Sam
Mathews, a friend of Wilson’s, was
struggling to get a Winchester in
action. As Mathews saw Thompson
start to turn, he ducked, apparent-
ly with the idea of getting Ben as
he rounded the end of the bar, but
Thompson was too smart for that. He
sent a shot crashing through the wood-
work. It struck Mathews in the mouth
and killed him.

For this double killing, Ben was ac-
quitted with full honors and was so
penitent that he sold his saloon, an-
nounced that he had reformed, would
never drink or gamble again, and would
the good citizens of Austin please elect
him city marshal?

The thought of Ben as a law officer
appalled enough of them that they
wouldn’t. He was snowed under. On elec-
tion night, just to show he had no hard
feelings, Thompson started to regulate
the town free of charge. Forgetting that
he had become a disciple of Anthony
Comstock and Carrie Nation, he belted
on his guns, tucked a couple of bottles
of Old Busthaid under his coat tails,
and sallied forth.

He shot up the Iron Front he had
sold so recently; blasted a keno hall
across the street; shot up a half dozen
sporting houses down the line, to the
shrill accompaniment of screams from
their feminine occupants and curses
from the male patrons; ruined an organ
grinder’s instrument with a couple of
well-placed slugs; shot up the office
of the Austin Statesman; and blasted
away at the police force.

Then, realizing that the morrow would
probably be healthier if he traveled, Ben
draped himself astride the cow catcher
of the Katy Flier, just as it was north-
bound out of the depot, and Texas saw
him no more for the next two years.
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F COURSE, he was heard from, fre-

quently and unfavorably. Kansas,
Colorado and New Mexico all had the
somewhat doubtful honor of being fa-
vored with a sojourn, and this foreign
travel was evidently broadening and en-
nobling for when he returned and asked
Austinites once more to make him their
city marshal they did so by a comfort-
able majority.

There was one advantage of having
Ben in charge, residents of the capital
city found out. If anyone was going to
do any hell raising it was Thompson,
and as he generally went to San An-
tonio to hang one on, Austin itself suf-
fered a measure of peace.

But San Antonio police did not look
on Ben ‘as a favorite son. To be frank
about it, they considered him a nuisance.
This state of mind was shared by most
of the saloon keepers who numbered
him among their patrons.

Even so, all would probably have
been well had not a long-time friend—
King Fisher, the most noted desperado
on the border—dropped in to talk over
old times around Laredo.

Ben and King, as befitted the occar
sion, did a little celebrating. It de-
veloped into a spree at the height of
which they went to San Antonio. Un-
able to resist the lure of flesh, Ben
insisted that they visit a vaudeville
theater where a couple of gals had
caught his eye a year or so before,
when he had killed the owner of the
place, a Mr. Harris.

What happened next is anybody’s
guess, for at this late date there’s little
chance of unraveling it. From pages of
testimony all a researcher can glean is
one fact. Five men were grouped to-
gether. A violent quarrel arose, and when
it ended Ben Thompson, who had killed
thirty-five men, “not counting Indians,
Negroes and Mexicans," and King
Fisher, big-shot badman of the border,
were dead.

Thompson was shot nine times;
Fisher had thirteen bullets in him.

The coroner’s jury, the following day,
rendered this verdict:

“That Ben Thompson and J. K. Fisher
both came to their death on the 11th
day of March A.D. 1884, while at the
Vaudeville Theater in San Antonio, Tex-
as, from the effects of pistol wounds
from pistols held in and fired from the
hands of J. C. Foster and Jacob S. Coy.
And we further find that the said kill-
ing was justifiable and done in self-
defense and the immediate danger of
life?’

To which excellent sentiment, the be-
deviled citizens of San Antonio added
a fervent “Amen!”

CLASSIFIED

(20c per word, cash with order)

Miscellaneous

MAKE MONEY! Clipping newspapers; 5c newspaper
can be cut up and sold for $100.00. All information,
$3.00. Alleys, Box 164, Denton, Texas.

QUICK DRAW GUN HOLSTERS. Make and Save.
Free information and Catalog. Tandy Leather Com-
pany, Box 791-C32, Fort Worth, Texas

WANTED! Volumes 1-2-3-12 TRUE WEST. Familton,
8012 South Tacoma Way, Tacoma, Washington.
CANADIAN HOMESTEADS—160 Acres.. File age 18.
Government land 50c acre up. Fotr information, send
$1.00 to Frontier Surveys, Box 246, Vanderhoof, B. C.,
Canada.

GIRLS-GLAMOUR-ART. The finest range available
anywhere. 35 m.m. Color Slides, 10 for $5.00, mcludnng
Air Post. Black and White Nega’rlves 10 for $2.00,
including Air Post. Sample slide and Catalogue sent
‘Air Post for $1.00. Write now: RIP VAN WINKLE
STUDIOS, Box 1831 G.P.O., Adelaide, South Australia.

WANTED! All kinds old wesfern equipment: Wagons,

buggies, surreys, ladies' side and cavalry saddles.
Old autos, counfry store equipment, music boxes,
mine rehcs etc., any condition. Send description,

approxnmafe weighf and
Penn, Bumble Bee, Arizona.

GOING TO FLORIDA? Save money by reading pro-

lowest price. Charles A.

fusely illustrated, well-written, Old Florida Cracker
Guldg Tells you THE places to see, WHERE to
vacation cheapest. $1.00 per copy pusfpa|d Extra

gift copies 50c each postpaid. Supply limited. RUSH
grder NOW! Guide, 1353 White Drive, Tallahassee,
a.
BUYING MUZZLE LOADING PISTOLS, rifles, etc.
George Cummings, Penn Ave., Dover, New Jersey.
TRUE WEST NO. 3. Best Offer!ll CRUM, 4322 Victor
Street, Jacksonville, Florida.
WANTED, TRUE WEST NO. 3. J. W. Adams,
Bingham Canyon, Utah.
GHOST TOWN MAP Arizona, California, Nevada, 80
towns with roads to them, 18x24, plus ''Treasure
Trails'' by Santschi, 117 pages, illustrated, on locating
treasures (scarce book). Both for $2.00 postpaid. Foul
Anchor, TW, Rye,
WANTED, INDIAN HEAD and rare Lincoln cents,
gold coins for cash or trade, complete set TRUE
WEST. Make offer. Also fine collection Western. books
for sale or trade. Write for list. Karl Lewis, 507
Knowles, Royal Oak MlCh

False Teelh

Box 82,

Elyria,

Dentures Loose? Painful? Troublesome? Sore gums?
Valuab!eonew helpful information free. Baker 85(WP),
hio.

Leather Craft

FREE "DO-IT-YOURSELF'" Leathercraft Catalog. Tandy
Leather Company, Box 791-H29, Fort Worth, Texas.

MAKE MONEY with fascinating hobby “tanning
Apache Buckskin, furs and hides. Quick easy one day
method used by Apache Indians. | tell you how. Send
$1.00 ‘for formula, or write for free details. Apache
Jim, 2000 San Mateo NE, Albuquerque, New Mexico.

TRUE WEST

P. O. Box 5008

Austin 31, Texas
12 Issues (2 yrs.) $3.
24 Issues (4 yrs.) $5.

| enclose $ . Send True West
for___years. starting with your next
issue to:
NAME___
ADDRESS
CItY. STATE

New. Renewal

This is a Gift Subscription

Please send one of your Special Gift An-
nouncement Cards with my compliments.

Sent By.
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Editor's Note: We get so many ques-
tions about the Old West here at True
West that we thought it was about
time to come up with a few answers.
So if you want the facts on the fron-
tier, “Ask True West.” We’ll probably
get about 9,000 questions, so make your
question of wide and general interest so
we can print it, ’cause we dang sure
can’t publish 9,000! Address queries to:
“Ask True West,” c¢c/o George D. Wolfe,
509 East Scott Avenue, Knoxville 17,
Tennessee.

The Apache Kid.

Question: In his memoirs, Joe Chisholm
stated that John Slaughter killed the
Apache Kid. Would appreciate your com-
ment.—Bill Harmon, New Mexico.

Answer: We are decidedly skeptical. To
make sure, we wrote Earle Forrest and
Jess Hayes (both have written a book
on Kid) and both replied that they were
unconvinced. Just one of Joe’s legends,
Bill!

Question: Was there a coroner’s report
or an autopsy made on the body of
John Ringo ?—Merle Wiley, Tennessee.

Answer: There was no autopsy. How-
ever, the Cochise coroner’s report was
made and is still on file. It states:
“Cause of death unknown but supposed
by gunshot wounds.”

*

Question: I am interested in the where-
abouts of the historic weapons of the
frontier, such as the guns of outlaws
and famous Indians. Can you tell me
if any are preserved and where?—J.
Miller, Illinois.

Answer: There are plenty in museums
and among private collectors throughout
the U. S. and Canada. Here’'s a few to
get you started.

Ben Thompson’s shotgun is in the
Beeson Museum, Dodge City, Kansas;
Miles Standish of Kansas City is the
owner of guns of the James and Young-

Famous outlaws’ guns: Top, Jesse James’
S&W Model 1873; left, Frank James’
Remington .44: right, Cole Younger's
Model 1875, 72" barrel.
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er band; in the Museum of Resources,
Jefferson City, Missouri, there is another
of Cole Younger's weapons—an S. A.
Remington; it seems William S. Hart
purchased a .41 Colt owned by Billy the
Kid; the Oshkosh, Wisconsin, Museum
displays an 1851 Navy Colt which was
given to Cole Younger by W. C. Quan-
trill.

1851 Model Navy Colt given by Quan-
trill to Younger.

Bill Schilling of Northfield, Minnesota,
owns a gun which was used in the hold-
up there by the James-Younger gang,
and it is likely authentic for Bill ad-
vises us that he has been offered two
grand for the gat. The Adams Museum
in Deadwood until fairly recently owned
a gun of Bill Hickok’s but it was sold
to a relative in Indiana. This was likely
the S&W taken from the body of Charlie
Utter, Wild Bill’s pal. (Charlie Storm
got the other gun and went south to
meet Luke Short with fatal results for
Storm.)

The Smithsonian has a Winchester
owned by Sitting Bull; Andy Palmer of
Dearborn, Michigan, has a gallery of
historic weapons too numerous to men-
tion—one of the most interesting being
the pistol that ended the career of Big
Nose Kate, Doc Holliday’s paramour.
We understand the Los Angeles County
Museum has some outlaw weapons once
owned by the Daltons.

*

Question: Was it a white man or an In-
dian that guided Captain Bonneville to
the Rockies in 1832?—Ed Flenniken,
Idaho.

Answer: Joseph R. Walker, white, of
Tennessee.

b YN 4 >
Curly, scout for Custer.

Question: Was the Crow scout for Cus-
ter, Curly, really in the Little Big Horn
battle? When and where did he die?—
Harley Moyers, Kansas.

Answer: Curly glimpsed but part of the
battle and from quite some distance a-
way, But he is such a controversial char-
acter that we went to headquarters on
this. We put the question to Captain E.
S. Luce, formerly superintendent of Cus-
ter Battlefield, who is an authority on
the battle and who knew Curly well.
Captain Luce says, “Curly, the Crow
scout, died May 22, 1923, and was buried
the following day at the National Ceme-
tery of Custer Battlefield. He lived just
below the battlefield on his allotted
land. His son still lives nearby on the
Little Big Horn River. We are convinced
that much of Curly’s story is legend. He
spoke through interpreters and much of
what he did say seems to have been
embroidered. The attention he obtained
seemed to go to his head and his story
changed much through the years. Tom
LeForge interviewed him and translated
Curly’s story immediately after the bat-
tle and LeForge stated that at that time
Curly did not say he was in the battle.”
*

Question: Were there any women hang-
ed by the Vigilantes during frontier
times ?

Answer: There were only two that we
know of: Ella Watson in Wyoming for
cattle rustling, and Paula Angel in New
Mexico for murder.
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allop and accuracy

%

16, 20 gauges ... .. . $105.00
: auges, with grooved Beavertail
pistol gripcap . . . . . e R G

| only. Extra Deerslc.z)"ér barrels for any
y now own, only $46.95 (Factory fitted
at factory). |

i dre common at 40 yards and 9-inch groups at
e killing area on a deer is about 12 full inches

Fa ighted at 40 yards, it also shoots dead-center at 100 yards,
,ﬁhm’aéging sight setting.

‘The, Deerslayer is a perfect “combination” gun that can be used for
shooting'rabbits, quail, grouse, doves, woodcock, skeet, etc., and by merely

shifting ammunition to rifled slugs is ideal for deer, bear, wild boar,

peccary, woodchucks, etc.

With an extra regular barrel (full or modified choke) factory fitted, you
have the ultimate in 2-Guns-in-1 for only $141.95.

Ithaca X-5 Lightning

-22 Long Rifle caliber, Semi-automatic.

Clip type, 7-shot clip included $44.95.
Extra 7-shot clip $2.00; extra 12-shot clip $2.50

Tubular type, new
for 1959. 16-shot, $49.95

A HE-MAN’S TWENTY-TWO, really rugged—
made of the finest materials for a lifetime of
trouble-free shooting.

Built-in accuracy for small game hunting or
fun plinking. Shoots standard or high velocity
.22 long rifle ammo.

Interchangeable front sights, hairsplitting red
Ithaca Raybar and tackdriving Black. Non-
shuttling charging handle. Double safe safety
that is really safe. Easiest takedown you ever
saw. Truly the King of all .22 rifles.

® Send for booklet of “easy-to-build Gun Cabinets and Racks,"
Complete instructions with materials list.
Golden Gun Catalog,

A $1 value for only 50
full of Shooting Tips, Care of Guns, Choice

ITHACA GUN COMPANY, Inc, Dept. TW, ITHACA, NEW YORK

The Famous lthaca
Model 37 Featherlight,

Pioneer and still Champion of lightweight pump
action shotguns, the Model 37 Featherlight gets
into action faster for perfect pointing—and you’ll
finish fresher after a long day afield.

12, 16, 20 gauge; full, modified
or improved cylinder—from $94.95 to $2,500

Has famous Ithaca Raybar, light gathering
sight and only bottom ejection on' the market
(protects gun and shooter—perfect for left
handed shooters when ordered with left handed
safety.)

ASK for “Ithaca” at your local dealers.
If he does not have, write direct.

build your own from choice of six designs.
¢ coin (no stamps). ® Also big 28-page
of Loads, Slug Shooting, etc., for 25¢ coin.
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‘West De Luxe Editions” 4

Bound in Glowing Shades of Red, Tan, Blue

Stamped in Genuine Gold. Beautiful Volumes You Will Be Proud to Display

THE THUNDERING HERD

The grizzled plains-
man eyed Tom Doan
carefully. ““You'll do, I
reckon,” he spat. “T'll
need every hand I can
get. Them Indian var-
mints is aimin’ to run
every hide-huntin’ white
man off the plains —
YOUR SCALP WILL DO
AS GOOD AS ANY FOR
THEM!"”

ROBBERS' ROOST

The Hank Hays Gang
was at large! These

WALTER J. BLACK, Inc.
Roslyn, L. 1., New York

fowReady/

YOUR FIRST 3 VOLUMES

blood-crazed killers were
wanted — DEAD OR
ALIVE — for robbery,
rustling, murder, and
KIDNAPPING a beauti-
ful young girl! They
holed her up in Robbers’
Roost, ‘‘where mo posse
could ride in 20 years!”’
THE DUDE RANGER

The whole crew hated
him, but the Tenderfoot
had an ace up his sleeve.
No one knew HE was the
new OWNER of the
ranch! He wanted to find
out why the manager
had $200,000 — while the

READER’S RESERVATION CERTIFICATE|

r_____i_________

zz |

Please reserve in my name the books listed in your
generous offer to readers of this magazine —the 27
luxuriously-bound ‘‘Golden West De Luxe Editions”
of Zane Grey. Send me at once my three introduc-
tory volumes: THE THUNDERING HERD, ROB-
BERS’ ROOST and THE DUDE RANGER. I EN-
CLOSE NO MONEY IN ADVANCE, but within one
week I will send you only $2.29 (plus a few cents
mailing charge) as complete payment for ALL
THREE books — and I will be entitled to receive
each following handsome De Luxe volume as it comes
from the press, at the low $2.29 price plus a few
pennies for mailing, sending no money in advance.
If not completely satisfied, I may return all three
introductory books, or any book which follows, within
one week of receipt. I may cancel my reservation
at any time. (Books shipped in U.S.A. only.)

NAMIC, « oc/vos ssisnise s siontobisvialesass onsveeslosdtbyess

(PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY)
AQArESS. ... dvseeseocissansasssnisios sosvne R S W
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ranch was going broke! |
He would find out,

too— IF HE

LIVED LONG

ENOU

ZANE GREY

Most beloved
Western story
teller of all
time. He ac-
tually lived the
rugged life
made famous
in his exciting
books.

All the Glory of the Old West — Its Sweeping Action, Color and Romance —
Recaptured in Beautiful Volumes Your Family Will Be Proud to Own

IMAGINE! ALL 3 Western thrillers de-
scribed above are yours for only $2.29
_to introduce you to the magnificent
matched library series of Zane Grey
“Golden West De Luxe Editions.”

You'll be swept away by the colorful
action, the breathtaking thrills, the
blood-tingling excitement! You’ll come
face-to-face with heroic men and wom-
en .. .ruthless desperadoes and outlaws
.. the roar of blazing six-guns!

Here are the other l_'iproaring Zane
Grey Westerns in this magnificent
library series:

RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE. Brave days of
old Utah — drenched with blood!

WILDFIRE, Story of a great wild stallion, a flery
girl — and the man who was strong enough to
tame them both!

ARIZONA AMES. His blazing six-shooter spread
terror among the toughest badmen!

SHADOW ON THE TRAIL. Quick-shooting Wade
Holden fights with rawhide-tough rustlers.
ROGUE RIVER FEUD. Violence and death on
Rogue River.

DESERT GOLD. Spine-tingling adventures of
men and women crazed by the lure of riches.

WEST OF THE PECOS. A hard-riding, straight-
shooting young man turns out to be a girl!

THE LIGHT OF WESTERN STARS. Mighty epic of
warfare on the border!

CALL OF THE CANYON. Smashing drama of
death and danger!

30,000 ON THE HOOF. Pioneer Huett battles
screaming Indians and lawless rustlers.

WILD HORSE MESA. A party sets out to capture
a phantom stallion.

Other volumes include: The Vanishing Ameri-
can; Fighting Caravans; The Hash Knife Qut-
fit; The Mysterious Rider; Twin Sombreros; The
Heritage of The Desert; Western Union; Under
The Tonto Rim; The Fugitive Trail; Shepherd
of Guadaloupe; Thunder Mountain; To The Last
Man; The Man of The Forest. Every one is com-
plete — not a thrilling word is cut!

SEND NO MONEY

Just mail RESERVATION CERTIFICATE to
examine your first three volumes, shown and
described above. With them will come an intro-
ductory invoice for only $2.29, plus a few cents
mailing charge, as payment IN FULL for ALL
THREE books, and instructions on how to get
your other beautiful volumes. If not fully sat-
jsfied, you may return all three introductory
books, or any later volume in the series; you
may cancel your reservation at any time.

There are positively no other charges. No
“fee”; no “‘deposit’’ in advance. First come, first
served. Send Reservation Certificate NOW.

WALTER J. BLACK, INC., Roslyn, LI, N. Y.





